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"Neither a borrower nor a lender be: for loan oft loses both itself and friend; and borrowing dulls the edge of husbandry." - Hamlet prince of Denmark

Editorial

“Don't fancy yourself 
as being better than 
us.”*(Jantelov page 6)

During the last parliamentary campaign in 
Denmark, I heard several pundits warn that 
Danish politics might be getting too “American”.  
But recent headlines have me wondering whether 
American politics might be getting a little more 
Danish.

What got me shaking my head were the headlines 
about Pres. Obama’s public statements that he 
‘screwed up’ in nominating several people for top-
level positions who then withdrew their candidacy 
because of embarrassing tax and lobbying 
problems.  Obama was quoted in print media and 
repeated in several TV interviews admitting 
outright that he had made a mistake!

Since when does this happen in American politics?  
In Denmark, yes—think of any number of scandals 
or critiques, whether police reform, environmental 
policy, labor issues or ministerial appointments, 
and you’re likely to hear some Danish politician on 
the news openly acknowledging that mistakes 
were made, omissions clearly existed, or actions 
were just not good enough.  It seems to be a 
corollary of the jantelov: (see page 6)  if you don’t 
admit to a mistake when criticized, then you’re just 
trying to be better than everybody else.  When confronted, 
it’s best just to find something—anything—you can admit 
to screwing up, than to be seen as arrogant and elitist.

But in the US?  No, in the States there is a long tradition of 
denial.  The theory is, the more you deny that there was 
any wrongdoing, the more it will become true.  Think back 
to “I am not a crook” Nixon, to Washington D.C.’s cocaine-
sniffing ex-Mayor Barry, right through to senate-seat-
selling ex-Gov. Blagojevich.  Even faced with hard evidence 
like audio and video, they continue to expound their 
innocence.   Sometimes it works—Barry even got re-elected 
after his many scandals.

OK, so Obama still insisted that his nominees were the best 
people for the job, that their tax problems were honest 
errors and that nothing is wrong with his vetting process.  
But his willingness to say “I blew it” may just be the first 
puff of a new wind blowing through American politics, 
and we all know if there’s wind, it’s coming from 
Denmark.  Who knows? If things keep going in this 
direction, the US Congress could soon be enacting an 
American version of the jantelov—and American politics 
could be losing a lot of its entertainment value.

Written by Gina Schaar

“Talking Business” by Rob Carrey
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Still she smiles.
Jeddah, Saudi Arabia

“I am an American woman who worked in the 
travel industry for 20 years and before that as a 
police officer. I love to travel. I am a mother, a wife, 
an artist, a photographer, a writer, and a free-spirit. 
In the Fall of 2007, we embarked on a new and 
exciting adventure - we moved to Jeddah, Saudi 
Arabia, my husband's hometown, along with our 
teenaged son. It is a new chapter in our lives, a 
great opportunity for all of us. My son is learning 
to speak Arabic, has met this whole other side of the 
family he never knew before, plus he's learning 
about his heritage, culture and religion. I find this 
exotic land fascinating, but at the same time, 
stifling, especially for women. My life has changed 
dramatically - but my place is with my husband. I 
have no doubt that this move has been a good one 
for our family. I am enthralled by every little detail 
of life here. I hope you will be too.”

We first saw her at Burger King. She was sitting 
alone at a table in the family section, with no 
family in sight. We sat down at the table right 
next to her. We smiled at each other and she 
chomped a tiny mouthful of her giant 
Whopper sandwich which was almost too big 
for her to hold, much less bite. We watched her 
as she nonchalantly sat there, flirting with us 
with her twinkling chocolate brown eyes. But 
no family member ever came to be with her or 
to fetch her. And she didn't appear scared or 
concerned at all. She actually seemed quite 
confident and at ease. When the service 
manager from behind the counter brought our 
order to the table, he walked by the little girl 
and said something kind to her in Arabic 
which made her smile yet again. As he put our 
food down on the table, he told us that she was 
his most loyal and regular customer. She 
always comes to the restaurant. She comes to 
eat there every single day, he told us. Another 
random customer will usually buy her a 
sandwich, and then the manager himself 
throws in the fries and a drink for her.

Her name is Sahba, which in Arabic means 
"friend." She is six years old and cute as a 
button. Sahba is a refugee from Afghanistan. 
Like most six-year-olds, she has an eager and 
ready smile, missing a tooth or two. But unlike 
most other kids her age, she works every day 
to help support her family. Next to her on the 
table were four cartons of mint gum. Each 
carton has twenty packs of gum in it. She sells 
a carton for 10 riyals ($2.50 US). She told my 
husband that she works until about midnight 
and then she walks for an hour or so to meet 

up with her 
parents to go home. Did 
you get that? AT 
MIDNIGHT SHE 
STOPS SELLING GUM 
AND WALKS BY 
HERSELF FOR AN 
HOUR TO GO HOME, 
AND SHE IS ONLY SIX 
YEARS OLD. She does 
this every day. The 
district she told us she 
lives in is several miles 
away from the Burger 
King we were at, in this 
busy city of about four 
million people. There is 
no school for this little 
girl. There is no 
playtime. There may be 
no dolls or other toys 
waiting for her at her 
"home." Selling gum is 
her life for now. Yet she 
smiles.

Sahba finished her 
burger and my husband 
called her over to our 
table. He teased her, 
jokingly bargaining with her over the price of a 
carton of her gum. And she gave it right back 
to him, with a smile. She seemingly has the 
savvy of an experienced business woman. She 
had more maturity than any six-year-old I have 
ever seen. At her tender age, she already 
possessed street smarts. Sahba happily obliged 
when I asked to take her picture and posed for 
me, flashing her heart-melting smile. She was 
so pleased when I showed her the images of 
her sweet little face on the screen of the 
camera. Another big smile. She wore an open 
abaya over an ill-fitting shiny purple dress. I 
noticed that one of her cheeks had a little cut 
on it and her arms had several little cuts as 
well. She picked up the remaining three 
cartons of gum, said goodbye to us, and 
walked out the restaurant door into the night.

My son Adam and I looked at each other. 
Clearly Sahba had touched our hearts. At the 
same time we both blurted out, “I wish we 
could take her home with us!” But she is not a 
stray cat or an abandoned puppy. She is not an 
orphan. She is a little six year old girl who 
helps to support her displaced family. We 
couldn’t stop talking or thinking about her as 
we finished our meal. Several minutes later the 
restaurant door opened, and there she was 
again. She approached our table and boldly 
used one of the oldest pick-up lines in the book 
on my infatuated husband. In Arabic she 
asked, “Would you like to buy me a drink?” 

Hubby smiled at her and I noticed that his eyes 
even teared up a little bit. He got up and gently 
put his hand on the back of her shoulder to 
guide her as they walked up to the counter 
together where he bought her a drink. It was 
undeniable that she was a favorite of the 
grinning Burger King employees, who all 
seemed to stop what they were doing to look 
over fondly at the sight of precious little Sahba, 
beaming as though they were all her doting 
uncles. Hubby asked the little child if she 
wanted some dessert too, but she politely 
declined. His reward was her pretty little 
gapped tooth smile.

Then she was gone again. We got into our car 
and as we were driving away, we saw her on 
the sidewalk at the edge of the busy plaza 
holding her cartons of gum, looking for a sale. I 
wondered how she managed to keep smiling 
and spreading her sunshine every day like she 
did, and I knew then that I wouldn't ever be 
able to forget about this charming little girl. I 
realized that she still had three more hours left 
to work, when most kids her age were already 
tucked into bed for the night. And to think, 
she’s just six years old… and still she smiles. 

http://susiesbigadventure.blogspot.com/
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Teacher, Artist

Rob Carrey is a fifth grade teacher in an 
international school in Germany. He is originally 
from Southern California. He enjoys sketching, 
painting, and making illustrations. 

Please tell us a bit about your background and 
how you got to become a teacher in Germany.

I grew up in Southern California, joined the 
army after high school, then attended college 
later. I taught in Downey, California for three 
years before applying to teach at Black Forest 
Academy, a school that offers an international 
education to children of expatriates and 
missionaries. We made the decision to come to 
Germany for two years, but enjoyed it so 
much, we have now been here twelve years.

When did you start drawing? Did you think 
you had a gift? Did you study art at some 
point?

My parents and friends encouraged me to 
draw from the time I was very young, and told 
me that I had a gift for art. I spent much of my 
free time drawing just for fun. In high school I 
would try to draw photos that I found in 
National Geographic or copy illustrations of 
other artists. I have never had any formal art 
training other than elective art classes in junior 
college.

Who is your artistic inspiration? What do you 
enjoy drawing? There are many urban scenes, 
can you tell us how you go about drawing 
these?

Living in Europe and visiting museums, I was 
re-inspired to take up art again, probably from 
exposure to the masters. The compositions of 
Van Gogh especially intrigued me. I also 
recently have been inspired by a French 
illustrator named Emmanuel Prost.  

To draw urban scenes, I usually spend some 
time just walking around a city to get a general 
feel for the location. Each village and city 
seems to have a personality of its own that I 
want to try to capture. I look for a particular 
spot that characterizes that personality in some 
way.  

I also keep in mind what the overall 
composition of the drawing should be. I prefer 
to find areas of strong contrast, light and dark, 
with enough details to make the drawing 

interesting to look at. 
Once I have found the 
spot I want to draw, I find 
a place to sit, or 
something to lean against, 
then do a rough working 
with light pencil, 
followed by some form of 
waterproof ink, and 
finally a light wash with 
watercolor. Most of my 
drawings take between 
one to two hours. If I do 
not have enough time, I 
will do the sketch on 
location, take a digital 
photo of the scene, then 
complete the painting at 
home.

Does your artistic side 
have repercussions in 
your teaching method....?

I have always been a 
visual learner myself, 
often taking notes in 
college with sketches as 
much as words. I find 
that I use drawings in my 
teaching to help children better 
understand concepts we are 
learning. My drawings seem to keep the 
interest of my students in class and help them 
remember what we have studied. Kids are less 
afraid to attempt drawing than adults, it 
seems, and still view themselves as potential 
artists.

What are your personal artistic milestones?

Probably the biggest one for me personally was 
just beginning to draw again a couple years 
ago. It was, I think, a spiritual issue in some 
ways. I realized that art was a God-given gift to 
me, and that not using it was actually poor 
stewardship on my part. 

I had somehow come to the conclusion that art 
was a waste of time or was of less value than 
my other interests. Now that I’ve come back to 
art, it’s like rediscovering a huge part of 
myself.

What's ahead for you?

At this point, I enjoy teaching, and drawing is a 
form of enjoyment for me. I am finding that the 
more art I produce, the more I am being asked 

by others to do. 
Currently I am 
designing the 

illustrations for a CD booklet for a Christian 
musician and helping design the background 
set for a special community program our 
church is hosting. I also made a book available 
on blurb.com with the best artwork I produced 
in 2008. In this coming year, I would like to 
experiment more with other mediums, perhaps 
doing more with acrylics and oils. Rob Carey, teacher, artist.

http://www.kunst-by-rob.blogspot.com/

Rob’s book of sketches can be bought at:

http://www.blurb.com/books/524111

Sopron, Hungary by Rob Carey

experiences
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“I have recently gained confidence in my ability to draw local 
architecture. I have learned that on some days my sketches outside are 

total flops. The proportion may be way off. 

I have learned to not to let that get me down, to just throw it away and 
try it again. I think this is important in every endeavor a person takes. 

I can be my own worst critic. 

It's good to look carefully at your own work, to see what needs to 
improve, then take steps to adjust your methods.”

“A crosswalk in Lyon”

Rob Carrey: a sketch is in prgress

expressions
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100 Words Stories

Doris Donkey was trembling, barely able to 
stand.

"Oh, I can't go another step!"

"What's wrong?"

"I feel like the weight of the world is upon my 
back."

Henry Horse sighed heavily.  "I have an idea.  
Come with me."

Doris Donkey scampered up the hill.

"Here, let me help you get these unstrapped."

After all the packages fell to the ground with a 
loud thud, Henry and Doris picked them up 
with their teeth.  They tossed them over the cliff 
and watched intently as they crashed below.

"I feel like the weight of the world has been 
lifted!"

"Ah, freedom!"

Crouching behind the fence, trying to quell a 
growing sense of foreboding, Emma glanced at 
her watch for the fifth time that minute. "C'mon, 
c'mon, c'mon!" she hissed through clenched 
teeth. "What is taking so long?"

Nervously tugging on the worn sleeves of her 
leather jacket, her eyes brushed every window, 
scanning for movement. Nothing. The old 
house was as unyieldingly opaque as ever, 
except this time her brother was inside.

There was a loud snapping sound and Emma 
cursed. "Great!" she muttered. "He's probably 
trapped."

As she was getting up, Emma felt a hand on her 
shoulder and fainted. 

"This HD TV is just what I wanted" the young 
man said. "Doesn't it get a fantastic picture?"

"It looks great" the older man agreed. "Sounds 
great too."

"Why don't you stay and watch the big game 
with me?" the young man offered. "My wife is 
cooking up a feast."

The old man sighed. "I'd love to" he said as he 
rubbed his arthritic knee. "But I've got promises 
to keep." He chewed the last bit of cookie and 
finished his milk. Then laying his finger aside of 
his nose, he gave a nod and up the chimney he 
rose.

 

Entering the small town, things looked the same 
but different. The sailor was home from the sea 
for the first time in over forty years. He had told 
no one he was coming, not even his old mother. 

To her, it would seem like a return from the 
dead. Would he recognize her, and would his 
blind brother know him? Then, too, there was 
the girl he left behind. She was probably long 
gone. The town wasn't famous for holding its 
children dear.

He would rather be anywhere but here and 
sighed to himself, "...but I have promises to 
keep."

The mantel clock did its dirty work: each beat 
struck Shirley's worried heart.

Where was Doctor Gill?

Tick tock.

Oh, Jason, be okay! Shirley prayed.

Tick tock.

Dread. Would Jason ever hold her again? Show 
her his loving eyes?

Tick tock.

Tears tried.

No way!

Tick tock . . . What if . . .

Shirley shook.

Dr Gills--what are you doing to my man?

Tick tock.

Shirley sat on her hands. Her chin quivered.

Tick--

Click. The door opened.

Dr. Gills smiled and she knew. Jason was fine! 
Thank God!

Shirley sobbed, wagged a finger at the clock.

expressions
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Be Published!
Manifest is interested in publishing original ideas and creations.

You may send your article, poem, book-review, opinion, short-story, feedback, pictures, interviews, 
essays to the following email:

i n f o @ m e d i a c o d e x . c o m

If you wish to remain anonymous please say so; otherwise, include one, some or all of the following: 
your name, age, nickname, location, short profile and a picture. 

Attachments should be kept under 3 megabytes. 

Submissions may be edited for clarity.

To Subscribe
All subscriptions are and will always be free. 

Send an email to i n f o @ m e d i a c o d e x . c o m  and write “Subscribe” in the title.

http://manifestmagazine.wordpress.com

The Jante Law (Danish and Norwegian: Janteloven; Swedish: Jantelagen; 
Finnish: Janten laki; Faroese: Jantulógin) is a concept created by the 
Norwegian/Danish author Aksel Sandemose in his novel A refugee 
crosses his tracks (En flygtning krydser sit spor, 1933), where he portrays 
the small Danish town Jante, modelled upon his native town Nykøbing 
Mors as it was in the beginning of the 20th century, but typical of all very 
small towns, where nobody is anonymous

The ten rules are:

   1. Don't think that you are special.

   2. Don't think that you are of the same standing as us.

   3. Don't think that you are smarter than us.

   4. Don't fancy yourself as being better than us.

   5. Don't think that you know more than us.

   6. Don't think that you are more important than us.

   7. Don't think that you are good at anything.

   8. Don't laugh at us.

   9. Don't think that anyone cares about you.

  10. Don't think that you can teach us anything.

In the book, those Janters who transgress this unwritten 'law' are 
regarded with suspicion and some hostility, as it goes against communal 
desire in the town, which is to preserve social stability and uniformity.

WWW.GIMMECOFFEE.COM
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