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To Mother

This phrase may, appear very common in many books, a dedication
to the author’ s mother. But those who have read this book may find it a
little odd. This person is not only my mother but also the most important
contributor to this book: the background writer to each piece. People
around my mother know her for her talkativeness and extrovert personality.
Others might recognize her as their favorite childhood teacher and praise
her for her eccentric way of teaching. But | see her as the person who
can put up with my bites and whines but cannot tolerate my laziness. |

dedicate this book to my mother, who believed in the creation of this
book.
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Every now and then in a teacher’s life, a student comes along who, for
one reason or another, stands out from the rest, shines like a beacon, radiates
a special quality. It may be someone with a gift for understanding literature, for
example, or one with a flair for the dramatic, or another with deep insight into
the human condition.

When | came to the American School in Guangzhou, one of my assignments
was teaching English 8, a course devoted to the study of contemporary literature,
English grammar, and most particularly creative and expository writing. Within
a short time | realized that in that class was a very special girl, one who did
indeed shine. Her name was Judy Yang, and what made her stand out from all
the rest was her remarkable writing ability.

| was struck by Jusy's gift for writing early in the semester. Her essays
were unique, full of surprises and rich in colorful language. Her short stories
were thoughtful and demanding of the reader’s attention. Her poetry was quirky

and startling. Whenever | read one of her works aloud in class, which | found
» myself doing quite often, her classmates would burst into spontaneous
applause afterwards, because they too recognized the talent that they were
fortunate to have among them.

As the year progressed, the other English 8 students couldn’t wait for the
next example of Judy’s fine work, always as anxious as | was to see “The
Latest Judy Creation. " It was then that | strongly urged her to do some writing
on her own, not to wait for my assignments, and to be sure to save all of her

writing. Fortunately she heeded my advice, for now some of her best work has

been collected in this publication, and more people will have an opportunity to
read and enjoy the writing of this very gifted young lady.

Vincent Flynn

English Department

American International School of Guangzhou
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To Be Proud

The powerful sun, the clear blue sky, the smiling
trees, the dancing birds, and the butterflies playing.

“Good luck Judy!”

“Yeah, Good Luck!”

Voices surrounded me, voices coming from a
beautiful painting. The painting showed armies of Red
and Gray, competing with strength and courage. I
became part of the painting on Thursday morning,
October 10, 1996, when the painting came to life.
The armies became children and their parents on the
battlefield of Canadian Academy in Kobe, Japan. I was 12
years old, wearing my simple gray PE uniform —— tee

shirt and matching shorts that came just above my knees.

*12 HEXLE%pEH English Girl Judy Yang
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My competitors wore clothing similar in design but in
bright red.

“Judy! " screamed my DBF(da bomb friend),
Yuma Kanai. “I” m going to cheer for you like this, ~
she said, as she waved her arms excitedly in the air.
“Go Judy! Go Judy!”

“Yeah. Good Luck!” called out another friend,
Nataree.

“Okay. Thank you, ~ I responded as I waved and
walked towards the center of the track field. I was
leaving the scenery of the laughing children eating the
strawberry — coated cupcakes. I looked back, and I
could see my friends smiling at me. Even though I had
taken only ten steps, they seemed to be so far away. I

could see older kids playing basketball and some

others were roller — blading on the concrete floor.
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