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 S
K

Y
 O

F
 LO

V
E 

P
R

O
LO

G
U

E  
If I hadn’t m

et you that day…
  

I don’t think I w
ould have 

Felt this bitterness.  
This pain.  
This sadness. 
C

ried this m
uch.  

But.  
If I hadn’t m

et you…
  

This happiness.  
This joy.  
This love.

PEO
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G

U
A

G
E

Big in Japan:
A

 C
ellphone N

ovel for You, the Reader / Sky of Love
Ben D

ooley and M
ika

2008
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 The scariest part of becom
ing a 

school bus driver is the stories I hear 
from

 m
y ow

n children. You see, I am
 

not a regular school bus driver; I am
 a substitute 

school bus driver. I have been told they get no respect. 
The drivers w

ith the regular routes run their busses 
as if they w

ere their ow
n little kingdom

s. They have 
to. Everyone reading this know

s w
hat can happen 

on a bus if there aren’t rules that are enforced. W
hen 

a substitute takes one of these routes for a day 
m

any of the kids see an easy m
ark. The governm

ent 
has fallen and they w

ant to see w
hat they can do 

w
ith the resulting pow

er vacuum
. M

y daughter told 
m

e that one substitute just turns up the radio and 
lets the kids go crazy w

hile he hurries to each of the 
stops and the final prize of an em

pty bus.

PEO
PLE. PRO

U
D

The Few
; The Proud;

The Substitute School Bus D
river

Tory C
 A

nderson
2012
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 I had expected to find the experi-
ence grotesque but, instead, I w

as 
m

oved by their faith and found the 
piercings to be less about bodily m

utilation and 
m

ore just the outw
ard display of their devotion. A

licia 
and I are planning on going back next year but  
on our ow

n. I w
ould like to have m

ore tim
e at the 

tem
ple to w

atch the preparations and am
 even 

considering w
alking the 4.5 km

 route to the final 
tem

ple as w
e saw

 m
any w

esterners do this year.

PEO
PLE. SC

A
RY

Thaipusam
:

an U
nforgettable Experience

niki
2012
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 W
hat defines “deliciousness”? 

Taste is tough to explain, isn’t it? 
I w

ould see ideas in dream
s. 

M
y m

ind w
as bursting w

ith ideas. 
I w

ould w
ake up in the m

iddle of the night. 
In dream

s I w
ould have visions of sushi.

PEO
PLE. M

A
STER

Jiro D
ream

s of Sushi
D

avid G
el

2012
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 I w
ould love to go back and relive 

this one am
azing night at C

am
den 

Jongleurs in 1994. If you w
ere m

aking 
a teen film

 about a guy w
ho dream

t about being a 
stand-up, it w

ould be the final scene. I w
ent on in 

the open spot so no-one knew
 w

ho I w
as. I absolute-

ly tore it up. I cam
e off

 the stage and they w
ere all 

chanting: “W
e w

ant Ed!” M
eanw

hile the ow
ner of 

the club w
as on the phone to the duty m

anager and 
he asked how

 the open spot w
ent. The duty m

anager 
just held up the phone to the crow

d and said: 
“That’s how

 the open spot w
ent!” That w

as the last 
open spot I ever did.

PEO
PLE. EN

TERTA
IN

ER
Ed Byrne Interview

: “I G
radually Learned the W

ays of H
um

ans”
Jane G

raham
2013
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 I’m
 free guys! I literally skipped out 

of the exam
 room

 w
hen I headed  

off
 to the shops w

ith m
y boyfriend and 

it’s just great to be eating good food, w
riting again 

and also brow
sing and buying som

e of the m
ost 

coveted clothes from
 Etsy! A

ll w
ill be revealed in due 

tim
e, but for the m

om
ent I have a sm

all arm
y of  

eye candy im
ages to show

 off
, feelings to get off

 m
y 

chest and opinions to properly voice. M
y exciting 

peers are going to the A
fter Exam

 Party w
hereas I am

 
sitting w

ith m
y feet under som

e cozy blankets and 
am

 schem
ing up a blogging binge, and I can still say 

w
ith confidence that I am

 having a great tim
e at 

hom
e. I’ve alw

ays been a little strange though—
a 

herm
it and a recluse even w

hen I w
as a kid, w

hich 
is a bit of a problem

 considering you’re m
eant to 

socialize at that age.

PEO
PLE. YO

U
N

G
Freedom
A

dele
2012
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 “M

y special place is m
y bedroom

, 
so I can spend tim

e alone by m
yself 

and reflect on m
y life and dream

s.” 
“The skate park because there’s alw

ays som
ething 

good happening.” 
“In A

ustralia (anyw
here) w

here the A
ussie spirit is 

overw
helm

ing—
w

here being a ‘m
ate’ and a ‘sport’ 

are taken for granted because it’s no big deal to do 
things for others.”
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C

ES. SPEC
IA

L
M

y Special Place Is…
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 Film
 is such a huge part of m

y life. 
I love w

atching m
ovies of all genres,  

but w
atching the m

ovies is not 
alw

ays the m
ost im

portant aspect to m
e. Exploring 

m
ovie locations and sets, know

ing about actors and 

actresses, and learning m
ore about a film

 than just 
w

hat you get from
 w

atching it, are all m
y favorite 

parts of the film
 industry. So w

hen visiting several 
new

 cities and countries, I’ve gotten to visit so 
m

any new
 m

ovie scene locations. 

PLA
C

ES. M
O

V
IE

Behind the M
ovies

C
atie

2010
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 8. E
D

U
C

A
T

IO
N

: A
L

L “S
M

IL
E

S
” 

A
N

D
 “T

H
A

N
K

 Y
O

U
” 

In this kindergarten, it seem
s like they 

don’t care at all about the children’s intellectual 
education. They don’t have textbooks, just a new

 
sketchbook every m

onth. In the school’s education 
plan, there aren’t any subjects like m

athem
atics, 

kana, art, or m
usic. D

on’t even ask about English or 
the International M

ath O
lym

piad. They don’t learn 
roller skating or sw

im
m

ing. 
W

hen you ask w
hat they teach, you’d never guess 

w
hat the answ

er is: “W
e teach the children to be  

all sm
iles!” 

In Japan, no m
atter w

here you are, or w
ho you’re 

talking to, “being all sm
iles” is m

ost im
portant.  

A
ny girl w

ho is “all sm
iles” is m

ost beautiful. 
W

hat else do they teach?—
They teach children to 

“say thank you”.

PLA
C

ES. SC
H

O
O

L
Things about Japanese K

indergarten (Preschool?)
That H

ave Stunned M
e as a C

hinese M
other

m
axiew

aw
a

2010
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 W
H

A
T

 IT
’S

 A
L

L A
B

O
U

T 
I’m

 going to picnic in every park in N
ew

 
York C

ity until I’m
 done. Follow

 along! 
For the m

ost part I’ll be skipping playgrounds, 
com

m
unity gardens, dog runs, ball fields, cem

eter-
ies, and other sim

ilar parkish but not quite parky 
places. That still leaves hundreds of city, state, and 
national parks in N

YC
! 

If you w
ould like to join m

e on a picnic, let m
e know

 
w

hich park you’d choose and w
henish at 

A
PicnicInEveryPark at gm

ail.

PLA
C

ES. PA
RK

A
 Picnic in Every Park

2013
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 A
t last count, I am

 follow
ing 16 

buildings on Tw
itter. Sixteen! H

ow
 

did this happen? Buildings didn’t use 
to be som

ething I had to w
orry about the interior 

thoughts and feelings of; I w
as m

ore concerned 
w

ith, w
ell, their general interiors. N

ow
 it seem

s like 
every block of flats and its stairw

ell has an opinion 
on he latest celebrity divorce, the situation in the 
M

iddle East and w
hether the O

lym
pics is a good 

thing for Britain or not. 
From

 w
hat I can tell of the Shard’s Tw

itter feed, for 
exam

ple, he (for som
ething so enorm

ously phallic 
m

ust be a he) is very keen on photography, and  
the architecture and w

riting of Jean N
ouvel. The 

Southbank C
entre’s Singing Lift is a big fan of the 

arts (this is presum
ably w

hy it applied for the job in 
the first place), and has sadly been under the w

eather 
this w

eek w
ith a nasty bout of ‘silencing lift pox’. 

PLA
C

ES. BU
ILD

IN
G

S
Battle of the Buildings:
If These W

alls C
ould Talk…

N
at G

uest
2012
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 A
drift in Tokyo is one of those film

s 
w

here the title says it all. Fum
iya  

and Fukuhara are adrift in a road m
ovie 

w
ithout the road, the tw

o travelling along the streets 
of Tokyo discovering things about them

selves, the 
city and others. 
The setting is a Tokyo that is both fam

iliar and un - 
fam

iliar and full of diversity. You feel draw
n into the 

w
alk as you w

itness a heady m
ix of w

arm
 and natural 

spaces, sm
all cosy restaurants and hom

e settings 
and neon lit night tim

e scenes. It is an exploration of 
spraw

l but not in the pejorative sense, because the 
film

 gives m
ystery and depth to the urban surround-

ings, w
hich paints a picture of a city full of life.

PLA
C

ES. STREET
A

drift in Tokyo
G

enkinahito
2012
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 It started in the groom
’s bedroom

. 
H

is fam
ily and friends w

ere dancing 
around the room

, w
hile one m

an,  
the designated flag bearer, w

aved [a] pole w
ith a 

M
ontenegrin flag and a tow

el tied to the end. The 
flag bearer is usually a distant cousin from

 the 
father’s side and sharing the sam

e last nam
e as the 

groom
. It’s a prestigious position and one carried 

out w
ith pride. H

e led the dancing guests through 
the house before everybody m

ade their w
ay in 

convoy to the bride’s house. Each car had a tow
el 

attached to the bonnet to indicate it is part of the 
w

edding procession.

PLA
C

ES. SH
O

W
(Politely) G

atecrashing a W
edding in M

ontenegro
Pegs on the Line
2013
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 But I leave him
 to his unrighteous 

com
m

unings. H
e is one of those 

people w
ho have w

hat I m
ay call an 

um
brella con science. You know

 the sort of person  
I m

ean. H
e w

ould never put his hand in another’s 
pocket, or forge a cheque or rob a till—

not even if 
he had the chance. But he w

ill sw
ap um

brellas, or 
forget to return a book, or take a rise out of the 
railw

ay com
pany. In fact he is a thoroughly honest 

m
an w

ho allow
s his honesty the benefit of the 

doubt. Perhaps he takes your um
brella at random

 
from

 the barber’s stand. H
e know

s he can’t get  
a w

orse one than his ow
n. H

e m
ay get a better. H

e 
doesn’t look at it very closely until he is w

ell on his 
w

ay. Then, “D
ear m

e! I’ve taken the w
rong um

brel-
la,” he says, w

ith an air of surprise, for he likes really 
to feel that he has m

ade a m
istake. “A

h, w
ell, it’s  

no use going back now
. H

e’d be gone. A
nd I’ve left 

him
 m

ine!”
TH

IN
G

S. PRA
C

TIC
A

L
O

n U
m

brella M
orals 

A
lpha of the Plough

(A
lfred G

eorge G
ardiner)

1916
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#
9

4
8

 T
H

E
 M

A
N

 C
O

U
C

H
 

The M
an C

ouch is any couch conve-
niently located near the change room

s 
in a w

om
en’s clothing store.  

You can tell w
hich one’s The M

an C
ouch, because it’s 

generally covered in m
an. M

ost are either text- 
m

essaging, napping illegally, or staring straight ahead, 
jaw

s dropped, pupils dilated, and com
pletely zoned 

out, their arm
s full of purses and plastic bags from

 
other stores. 
N

ow
, The M

an C
ouch really is good for everybody: 

For w
om

en, it gives them
 a convenient place to find 

their m
ale shopping com

panion. There they are, 
right outside the change room

! 

TH
IN

G
S. A

W
ESO

M
E

1000 A
w

esom
e Things

N
eil Pasricha

2008
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 Yes, the garbage truck plays m
ono - 

tone children’s tunes. 
It does this because in Taiw

an, there 
are certain days the trash m

an com
es around, and 

you had better be ready for him
 w

ith everything sorted 
and ready to go. O

ne can’t sim
ply jum

ble everything 

together. Everything m
ust be sorted, w

ith foods, 
recyclables, and all else in separate, paid bags bought 
from

 7–11 (w
hich serves as the trash bill). M

asses  
of people congregate on trash night w

aiting to hear 
this tune, so that they can give their trash to the 
trash m

an, and then go on their m
erry w

ays.

TH
IN

G
S. H

ID
D

EN
Is That an Ice C

ream
 Truck?

A
va A

pollo
2010
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 The Taxi U
ncle is notorious for 

cutting lanes w
ithout signalling, 

violent braking at the road shoulder 
to pick up / drop off

 passengers, reckless driving, 
changing shifts, lurking around during the hours of 
11 onw

ards and refusing flag-dow
n so that they  

can charge you for m
idnight surcharge…

 the list of 
Taxi U

ncle transgressions is long. Just ask anyone. 
Like m

y m
om

. But som
etim

es w
hen you hear them

 
out, and sit in their taxi driver seat, the w

orld takes  
on a diff

erent colour. They tell you about lost jobs, 
abusive custom

ers, high taxi rental rates (it’s a daily 
rental rate here in Singapore)…

 and you start to 
em

pathize and com
m

iserate. 
So they aren’t all bad, really.

TH
IN

G
S. M

O
V

IN
G

Tales from
 the Taxi U

ncle
Taxi U

ncle
2012
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 I understood. N
obody likes to be 

ignored or m
arginalized, to feel 

insig nificant or unheard, and as m
uch 

as I sym
 pathized w

ith his situation, I quickly realized 
that this m

an w
asn’t Jesus. Just a dude w

ith dirty 
dreadlocks and a slightly odd take on life. M

aybe I 
w

anted him
 to be Jesus, because honestly how

 cool 
w

ould that be to ride the 5:25 w
ith Jesus. O

r m
aybe 

he liked being Jesus and w
e w

ere each feeding off
 

of each other’s needs at this particular tim
e in this 

particular place. Either w
ay, I knew

 it had to end. 
M

y stop w
as com

ing up and I felt the need to right 
the w

orld and put it back on its norm
al axis.

TH
IN

G
S. H

ELPFU
L

Jesus D
rinks a 40 O

z.
K

orpics
2011
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 Em
ployee: “Technically, sir, I have 

to instruct you to let the airline 
em

ployees deal w
ith the other pas sen - 

gers.” *pauses* “That said, I’ve booked you an exit 
row

 w
indow

 seat for all of your rem
aining flights at 

no additional charge, and please accept these 
vouchers for m

eals valid today at any of the airports 
on your itinerary, in addition to the credit for a round 
trip ticket w

e had already m
entioned. H

ere is your 
new

 boarding pass, and your new
 flight departs from

 
[gate] at [tim

e].”

TH
IN

G
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N
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Flying off
 the H
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G
et You H

andled
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 D
ear fashionistas, this is not a con- 

gregation of superheroes, nor the 
Earth being attacked by aliens, nor a 

joke, so you are probably w
ondering, like m

e w
hen  

I saw
 this picture, w

hat is this about? W
ell, this is 

happening right now
 w

hile I am
 w

riting this post in 
Q

ingdao, a city in eastern C
hina. A

lso know
n in the 

W
est as Tsingtao, and for its beer, Q

ingdao is m
aking 

a buzz on the internet thanks to som
e C

hinese 
w

om
en and m

en w
earing a full head m

ask to avoid 
the sun.

TH
IN

G
S. IN

TIM
ID

A
TIN

G
Face-kini—

Face M
ask Bathing Suit

2012
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hours of the day. The green bungalow
s next to the 

sea are supplied for the w
orkers as accom

m
odation 

for the w
hole season. The bungalow

s w
ere built be-

fore the fall of the Berlin w
all and cannot be classed 

as luxurious, but despite that the w
orkers soak in the 

sunbathers’ philosophy. Their equipm
ent is also as 

old—
the close range train, the conveyer belt and 

everything else is m
aneuvered by hand in the scorch-

ing heat. From
 this spot salt has been m

ined since 
the 3rd C

entury B.C
. and now

 it can be ordered in 
bulk from

 C
hernom

orski Solnici’s w
ebsite. The w

ater 
has a deep red colour because of the high levels of 
sodium

 and the high-rises in JH
.K

. Lazur are clearly 
visible at the end of the pools.
A

 day in the life of the salt m
iner is not easy—

you 
need to start the day before sunrise [so] as to escape 
at least partially the 40–

45 degree heat. You w
ork 

from
 A

ugust to Septem
ber, w

hen m
ost of the w

ater 
in the pools has evaporated, the rest is drained out 
and at the bottom

 there is a layer of salt left, about 
15–

20cm
. To get there requires w

alking on a w
ooden 

path passing through the m
ud pools w

here the vaca-
tion m

akers are bathing. A
fter all the equipm

ent is 
set up, the ‘group’ goes in the salt pool and starts 
shoveling the salt onto the conveyer belt. It seem

s 
pretty straightforw

ard, but the key is not to get any 
m

ud in the m
ix. A

ll electric devices are grounded by 
connecting them

 to a steel rod that is planted about 
30ft from

 the w
orkers in the salt. Because the pum

ps 
are old, every 3–

4 digs you get a break as you w
ait 

for the salt to go along. A
t the other end a couple of 

builders are m
aking a rectangular pyram

id out of 
salt. A

fter it has dried for about 2 w
eeks the salt is 

then transported for packaging and shipping.
SO

U
R

C
E: http://antonigeorgiev.blogspot.sg/2012/02/black-and-

salty-people.htm
l
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280/365
This m

orning I m
et tw

enty-tw
o year old Z

ara.
Z

ara is originally from
 W

hitby, w
here in school she 

discovered she had a natural hand for art, and a big 
passion for hockey and netball. A

fter com
peting in 

both the sports at a national level, still today she en-
joys playing the sports, although adm

ittedly not as 
often as she used to.
A

fter school Z
ara decided to further her artistic stud-

ies and she m
oved to Leeds to study A

rt and D
esign 

at Leeds C
ollege of A

rt. The facilities w
ere brilliant 

W
alking A

round

and she loved studying in Leeds and after graduat-
ing w

ith a first she is sure she chose the right course. 
Follow

ing her degree, she m
oved hom

e to W
hitby 

for a w
hile, how

ever a few
 w

eeks ago she returned 
to Leeds once m

ore. 
Z

ara is currently spending her ow
n tim

e volunteer-
ing at Leeds C

ollege of A
rt, gaining experience m

en-
toring current students! A

lthough very diff
erent to 

being a student herself, she is enjoying it at the m
o-

m
ent and she is currently looking for a job to enable 

her to stay in Leeds full tim
e. Eventually Z

ara w
ould 

like to w
ork as a practicing artist in either a big stu-

dio or art house com
pany. 

279/365
Today I m

et N
igel, w

ho is in Leeds w
ith his w

ife, visit-
ing his daughter.
N

igel is originally from
 Rotherham

 and throughout 
his childhood his biggest passions w

ere m
usic and 

sport. A
lthough he still enjoys both today, after 

school he studied C
ivil Engineering at C

ollege w
ith 

aspirations to find a w
ell paid job at the end. D

espite 
not enjoying the course, N

igel stuck it out, as it 
seem

ed the sensible thing to do. A
fter college he 

jum
ped straight into w

ork and started w
orking as a 

civil engineer.
W

hen he w
as tw

enty-five years old, N
igel and his 

w
ife m

arried. They had their first child a year later, 
and now

 have three children together and a busy 
fam

ily life. A
lthough som

etim
es it can be hectic, it is 

definitely good. 
A

fter fifteen years of w
orking in a job he didn’t enjoy, 

he finally plucked up the courage to leave his job as 
a civil engineer and pursue his dream

 of starting up 
his ow

n business. Luckily everything w
orked out and 

N
igel spent a good few

 years successfully selling 
catalogue clothing before m

oving on to sell his ow
n 

brand of hair straighteners; h2d. Six years dow
n the 

line, and business is going w
ell. In the future he 

w
ants to continue grow

ing his business and enjoying 
quality tim

e w
ith his w

ife. 

278/365
Today I m

et M
elvena w

ho is originally from
 Bradford.

Throughout her early childhood, M
elvena m

ade lots 
of good m

em
ories playing out and being a kid. G

et-
ting older how

ever, she spent a lot of tim
e searching 

for her identity and escaping the racist rem
arks she 

received at school. Follow
ing her bad experience 

w
ith education, her passion for learning w

as sacri-
ficed greatly and she couldn’t w

ait to leave school 
w

hen she w
as sixteen years old. 

Jum
ping straight into w

ork, M
elvena had a job in a 

sew
ing factory for a w

hile, before leaving to have 
her first child w

hen she w
as just eighteen years old. 

U
nfortunately the relationship didn’t w

ork out, but 
m

oving on, she has since had another three children; 
the youngest being only eleven years old! H

appy be-
ing a single parent now

, she has raised all four chil-
dren on her ow

n and although she adm
its at tim

es it 
has been an uphill struggle, there is a silver lining to 
every cloud. 

Inspired by her ow
n experiences, w

hen she w
as forty 

years old M
elvena returned to education once m

ore 
to study C

ounselling and Therapy, at Leeds M
etro-

politan U
niversity. She has now

 finished her degree, 
and for the past year she has been w

orking as a 
Learner Support C

oordinator, w
hich she really loves. 

In the future she just w
ants to keep on developing 

the w
ork she does.

277/365
Today I m

et Jam
es, w

ho is in Leeds this evening, 
catching up w

ith som
e friends.

Jam
es w

as originally born in Leeds, how
ever through-

out his childhood he m
oved around a lot and lived in 

M
anchester, Kent and C

heshire, until eventually set-
tling dow

n in Selby w
here he did m

ost of his grow
-

ing up. W
hen he w

as younger, Jam
es enjoyed both 

w
atching and playing football, how

ever he quit w
hen 

he w
as tw

elve years old and started focusing on ed-
ucation, w

ith high hopes of becom
ing a doctor.

A
fter school he m

oved to N
ew

castle to study Biolo-
gy at university, but unfortunately after four years of 
studying, he w

as kicked out. 
M

oving on how
ever, Jam

es has now
 started up his 

ow
n business, selling vintage clothing online. Busi-

ness is going w
ell, and in the future he is hoping to 

m
ove back into the city; any city in fact!

276/365
Today I m

et Louise, a huge D
avid Bow

ie fan w
ho is 

originally from
 York.

G
row

ing up Louise w
anted to be a vet as she had a big 

big big passion for anim
als. H

ow
ever after G

C
SEs, 

she decided to follow
 in the steps of her artistic fam

ily 
and started studying Fine A

rt at Leeds C
ollege of A

rt. 
She enjoyed the course, but realises now

 that “it 
w

asn’t the best thing”, and follow
ing college, the only 

art she has taken further is the artw
ork displayed on 

her body. A
fter getting her first D

avid Bow
ie inspired 

tattoo of a lightening bolt w
hen she w

as young, she 
now

 has around thirty tattoos on her body and her 
w

hole leg is dedicated to the m
usical legend.

W
hen she w

as seventeen years old, Louise m
oved to 

M
anchester to live w

ith her best friend. She still lives 
there today and currently w

orks in a W
orkers C

oop-
erative doing [a] bit of everything in the shop. A

 few
 

years ago she began com
peting in Roller D

erby tour-
nam

ents. This has since gone on to becom
e Louise’s 

biggest hobby; she even com
peted in A

m
sterdam

 a 
couple of years ago!

275/365
Introducing Phil, w

ho I m
et today on m

y w
ay to w

ork.
Phil is originally from

 Leeds and grow
ing up his big-

gest passion w
as m

usic. W
ith a thirst for rock and 

m
etal, he began playing the drum

s w
hen he w

as very 
young, and he w

ent on to form
 his first band w

hen 
he w

as just fifteen years old. From
 there, Phil has 

been in m
any diff

erent bands, playing the pub scene 
around Leeds. 
W

hen he w
as nineteen years old Phil m

oved to the 
coast for a w

hile, how
ever he soon returned to Leeds, 

W
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seeing no other place as hom
e. A

fter w
orking as a 

baker for a w
hile, he found his calling in life and 

started w
orking as a M

echanic. Still in the trade now
, 

he has also spent ten years teaching m
echanics! 

H
is m

ost recent m
usical adventure introduced him

 to 
sixties Soul m

usic, and after stepping in at a charity 
event, he now

 plays w
ith a sixties soul band full tim

e. 
A

 year ago he m
oved out to H

arrogate to live w
ith his 

current partner and they are currently excitedly 
planning their w

edding for this Septem
ber! 

274/365
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 This m
orning I m

et Rom
an w

ho is ori gi- 
  nally from

 the Philippines.  
G

row
ing up he enjoyed to dance and 

throughout the fam
ily Rom

an w
as w

ell know
 as a 

good dancer. G
etting older, he w

as introduced to 
m

any diff
erent types of dance; his favourites being 

Latin, Salsa and Philippine Folk. A
fter secondary 

school, Rom
an studied [as] a Bachelor of Secondary 

Education, and then he w
ent on [to] teach Physical 

Education in schools across the Philippines. The job 
enabled him

 to indulge in his passion for dance,  
and he began choreographing and teaching dance 
in schools. 
A

fter having a lifelong love for England and British 
H

istory, Rom
an decided to m

ove over here. H
e ap-

plied for a student visa in order to m
ake the m

ove 
and arrived in Leeds in 2010. Since m

oving to Eng-
land, Rom

an has been studying a vocational H
ealth 

and Social C
are course. H

e loves England so m
uch, 

he is hoping to w
in perm

anent residency here w
hen 

his visa runs out. 

273/365
This afternoon I m

et tw
enty-one year old Filom

ena. 
Filom

ena w
as born in Portugal, how

ever she m
oved 

to London w
hen she w

as just tw
o years old. A

lthough 
she speaks fluent Portuguese, she doesn’t have m

any 
m

em
ories from

 her early childhood in Portugal.
In her teens Filom

ena m
oved up N

orth to study Jap-
anese at Leeds U

niversity. O
ne of the best universi-

ties to study Japanese, she quickly settled in and 
exclaim

s today that “Leeds is great”.
Tw

o and a half years into the course now
, her pas-

sion for the language intensified after she spent a 
year studying and living in Japan! A

n am
azing expe-

rience, she didn’t w
ant to return hom

e and although 
the degree is “bloody hard and an uphill struggle” at 
tim

es, there is light at the end of the tunnel. A
fter uni-

versity Filom
ena plans on m

oving to Japan long term
.

SO
U

R
C

E: http://365daysofpeople.tum
blr.com

/
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W
hat H

appens W
hen I  

D
raw

 from
 M

y Toddler’s  
Im

agination
C

hris C
ook

11.12.2013

“C
oloring is A

W
ESO

M
E,” I said to nobody in particu-

lar as I put the finishing touches on a draw
ing of a 

friendly bear in a hat. The bear’s nam
e w

as Briggle-
bee, and the green vest and purple bow

ler he w
ore 

cam
e from

 a dum
pster he frequents every Tuesday 

in search of discarded pizza. A
fter m

uch internal 
debate, I decided to add a w

ord balloon that said “I 
LO

V
E PIZ

Z
A

.” You know
, to establish som

e baseline 
character traits.
Satisfied w

ith m
y w

ork, I show
ed it to m

y co-artist 
w

ho had spent the past several m
inutes staring at m

e 
cautiously from

 a safe distance on the other side of 
the table. “Bear…

?” she w
hispered m

eekly, unsure of 
herself as if her release from

 this D
addy-im

posed 
prison of boredom

 depended on her correct identifi-
cation of the draw

ing in question.
Just a short w

hile earlier, m
y 20-m

onth-old had been 
the one hunched over a piece of paper, purple cray-
on in hand, w

orking on a m
asterpiece of squiggles 

and zig-zags that she deem
ed “H

A
IR

PLA
N

E!!!” A
t 

som
e point, how

ever, she asked m
e to color a H

A
IR-

PLA
N

E!!! of m
y ow

n (“D
ada co-co”) and before I knew

 
it, I w

as absorbed in m
y ow

n w
onderful fantasy 

w
orld of coloring. The com

m
unity pile of crayons w

e 
initially shared slow

ly becam
e m

y ow
n as the one-

tim
e joint coloring venture betw

een a father and his 
daughter eventually turned into an exhibition of a 
grow

n m
an draw

ing second-rate cartoon characters 
w

ith a 20-m
onth-old toddler as his only audience.

I’m
 not proud to say that this has happened m

ultiple 
tim

es since m
y daughter took an interest in coloring. 

O
ur sessions have spaw

ned such creations as an ele-
phant being carried off

 by a balloon tied to his trunk, 
a turtle w

ho thinks he’s a dinosaur (“RO
A

R”) and a 
short-necked giraff

e w
ho overcam

e his disability 
w

ith courage, bravado and a jetpack. A
ll of these, 

save for a few
 rogue crayon sw

ipes by m
y daughter, 

have com
e entirely from

 m
e. It w

asn’t until m
y w

ife 
looked at m

e one day and said, “W
here did she go?” 

that I realized I m
ight be m

issing the point of daddy- 
daughter coloring tim

e.
I should note that, in theory, I’m

 all for the “hang 
back” approach to parenting in w

hich you let your 
child explore on their ow

n and allow
 their creative 

nature to lead them
 in w

hatever direction it chooses. 
Practically, how

ever, it’s hard to hang back w
hen 

your adorable toddler hands you a brow
n crayon and 

says “D
ada bear.” It’s a special feeling w

hen I start 
draw

ing a bear, she stops to w
atch and alm

ost im
-

m
ediately yells “BEA

R! D
ada BEA

R!” and it’s one of 
the m

any daily occurrences that m
ake the hardships 

of parenting w
ell w

orth it.

W
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W
hat gets m

e in trouble is that in an attem
pt to con-

tinue entertaining m
y daughter, I continue draw

ing 
and ignore her, eventually driving her to becom

e 
bored and toddle off

 to a m
ore engaging activity. I w

ill 
adm

it this has becom
e a pattern of m

ine through the 
first 20-plus m

onths of m
y daughter’s life. She w

ill 
be playing on her ow

n, reading a book, hosting a tea 
party, building w

ith blocks or w
hat have you, and I—

w
ith all the best intentions of sim

ply playing w
ith m

y 
kid—

sw
oop in and subconsciously steer playtim

e 
into w

hat I think w
ould be m

ore entertaining, educa-
tional or photo-w

orthy. I know
 it’s w

rong, I know
 it’s 

stunting her im
agination, I know

 she’s usually too 
sw

eet and trusting in her father to tell m
e to butt out, 

I know
 it’s a parenting flaw

, but I’m
 w

orking on it.
The “hang back” m

ethod is one of the m
ost “easier 

said than done” aspects of parenting I’ve encoun-
tered. You can read all the literature you w

ant about 
the benefits of allow

ing a child independent play-
tim

e, but until you’ve sat there and w
atched your kid 

try to stuff
 a square block into a round hole for 15 

m
inutes, you don’t know

 how
 hard it truly is to let 

your kid figure anything out for them
selves.

In the interest of keeping “co-co” tim
e a fun daddy- 

daughter activity, I’ve had to m
ake som

e…
 personal 

adjustm
ents. Instead of hijacking the coloring session 

into w
hat I w

ant it to be, she and I draw
 alongside 

each other, and I occasionally ask her to draw
 her ow

n 
version of w

hat’s on m
y sheet of paper. The result 

is usually m
ore squiggles and zig-zags, but to her it’s 

a carefully-crafted H
A

IR
PLA

N
E!!! just like her dad’s.
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 So I consider coloring a first step 
tow

ard hanging back and a fairly safe trial 
ground to let m

y daughter w
ork as she 

sees fit w
ith m

inim
al interference from

 her father. 
Since I’ve becom

e m
ore conscious of m

y tendency to 
let m

y daughter explore things on her ow
n—

and 
som

etim
es fail doing so—

she and I have developed 
quite a portfolio together. They’re not all aw

ard- 
w

inners—
m

ine aren’t, anyw
ay, but I’d pay m

illions for 
hers—

but I have a few
 favorites that I’d like to share. 

So w
ithout further ado, I present several of the 

greatest w
orks of art in the history of the w

orld. O
r 

at least that’s how
 m

y daughter and I see it.
SO

U
R

C
E: http://blogs.babycenter.com

/m
om

_stories/

hanging-back-is-easier-said-than-done/
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Big in Japan:  
A

 C
ellphone N

ovel for You, 
the Reader / Sky of Love
Ben D

ooley and M
ika

31.01.2008

A
 w

eek ago, an article in the N
ew

 York Tim
es created 

a m
ini-furor in literary circles. A

s the resident Japan 
expert in m

y circle of friends, everybody w
as asking 

m
e, “So w

hat’s the deal w
ith these cell phone novels?” 

The N
Y

T article w
as the first I’d heard of them

. I did 
a quick Internet search, and w

hat do you know
? The 

Tim
es w

as right, they’re all over the place. G
oogle 

spits up thousands of pages, and several of the m
ore 

popular novels are listed on the Internet M
ovie D

ata-
base as film

s in production. 
W

hat does this m
ean for the English novel? Is this 

the future of literature? In Japanese, m
aybe. There 

are a num
ber of features of Japan’s language and 

culture that m
ake a cell phone novel m

ore palatable 
than it w

ould be in English. First, Japanese gram
m

ar 
is m

uch better suited than English to the kind of 
short sentences w

riting on a cell phone encourages. 
A

s a high-context language, a com
plete sentence in 

Japanese can consist of just a single, lonely verb. 
Japanese speakers and w

riters frequently and freely 
om

it subjects and objects from
 their sentences, ex-

pecting the reader to figure out w
hat’s going on. G

o 
figure. The use of C

hinese characters also serves to 
com

pact sentences. Since you don’t have to actually 
spell out entire w

ords, as in English, but can repre-
sent them

 w
ith an ideogram

, you can say a lot m
ore 

in a m
uch sm

aller space. 
Secondly, and perhaps just as im

portant, cell phone 
novels tap into long traditions of Japanese prose and 
poetry. First, even a cursory exam

ination of a cell 
phone novel w

ill show
 a visual connection to the po-

etic traditions of haiku and tanka. The connection 
doesn’t end there, at its best the w

riting itself has an 
econom

y and—
I’ll regret saying this—

poetry that 
taps into the sam

e tradition. The m
edium

—
you try 

typing a novel on the keypad of a cell phone—
forces 

the w
riters to m

ake every w
ord count, and (in Japa-

nese at least) it show
s. The them

es, as w
ell, harken 

back to traditional Japanese them
es. The first “m

od-
ern” novel (w

ritten by M
urasaki Shikibu in 11th centu-

ry Japan), The Tale of G
enji, w

as basically a high 
school love story, and nothing has changed since 
then. In m

anga, on television and in literature, the 
am

atory exploits of high school students have alw
ays 

captured the im
agination of the Japanese public. 

A
nd the long, long literary tradition there, com

bined 
w

ith the frequent use of public transportation, m
eans 

that books in general, w
hether w

ritten on cell phones 
or not, occupy a m

uch m
ore im

portant place in Jap-
anese culture than in the W

est.
So w

hat are these cell phone novels like? For the cu-
rious, I’ve translated a short passage from

 Sky of 

W
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Love, the num
ber one best seller by M

ika, recently 
m

ade into a m
ovie. I’ve only read the first chapter, but 

apparently it’s a heart w
renching tale of young love, as 

seen through a Jerry Springer filter of prem
arital sex, 

teen pregnancy, gang rape and m
ortal disease. Enjoy. 

Translation note: Tw
o things. First, I’ve done m

y best 
to preserve the sentence structure and form

atting of 
the original (at the expense of clarity and good prose, 
I’m

 afraid). This is m
ore or less how

 it looks and reads 
in the original Japanese. Second, it’s com

m
on in Jap-

anese for people to refer to them
selves in the third 

person. The protagonist here does that frequently. 
It’s a habit that’s considered som

ew
hat childish and 

endearing. 
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 S
K

Y
 O

F
 LO

V
E 

P
R

O
LO

G
U

E  
If I hadn’t m

et you that day…
  

I don’t think I w
ould have 

Felt this bitterness.  
This pain.  
This sadness. 
C

ried this m
uch.  

But.  
If I hadn’t m

et you…
  

This happiness.  
This joy.  
This love. 
This w

arm
th. 

I w
ouldn’t have know

n that either. 
Today, I’m

 going to look through m
y tears and up at 

 
the sky. 

Look to the sky. 

C
H

A
P

T
E

R
 O

N
E
—

A
 S

M
IL

E 
“G

od, I am
 so hungry♪♪” 

Finally lunch tim
e. Felt like I’d been w

aiting forever. 
Sam

e as alw
ays, M

ika put 
her lunchbox on her desk and opened it. 
School is a drag. 
The only thing I like about it is eating w

ith A
ya and

 
Yuka, m

y friends from
 class. 

—
M

ika Tahara—
 

She’s a freshm
an, w

ho started at this school in A
pril. 

It hasn’t even been three m
onths 

since she got here. 
She’s m

et som
e people she likes and gets along w

ith. 
She’s had som

e pretty good tim
es. 

She’s short. 
A

nd stupid. 
A

nd not that pretty.
D

oesn’t have any special talents. 
O

r even know
 w

hat’s she w
ants to do w

ith herself 
 

after graduation. 
Bright, tea-colored hair she dyed right after she got 
 

here. 
She’s w

earing a little m
akeup, but it looks strange on 

her, especially at this tim
e of day. 

She stum
bled out of m

iddle school and right into 
 

average. 
She had norm

al friends. 
She had norm

al crushes. 

She dated three guys. 
I don’t know

 if that’s norm
al, or w

hat. 
But, w

hat I know
 is norm

al, 
is that those relationships all ended fast. That’s w

hat 
 

she’s saying. 
She doesn’t know

 real love. 
A

ll she know
s is how

 to fool around, 
Just that. 
Love…

 
W

ho needs it? 
It w

as right then…
 

I m
et you. 

M
ika’s life: she expected it w

ould end in the sam
e

 
boring w

ay it had begun. M
eeting you w

as 
 

going to change all that. 
Like alw

ays, M
ika and A

ya and Yuka 
w

olf dow
n their food. 

W
hy is it everyone gets so quiet w

hen they eat? 
The classroom

 door rattles open, 
A

 guy w
ith one hand in his pocket 

w
alks over 

to the three of them
. 

That guy, he stands in front of them
. 

A
nd he starts talking. C

asually. 
“H

ey! M
y nam

e’s N
ozom

u. I’m
 in the class next door.

 
You heard of m

e?” 
The three girls look at each other. 
They pretend they don’t know

 w
hat he’s talking

 
about. 

Just keep eating their lunches. 
Since I’d gotten to school, I’d heard a lot of rum

ors
 

about N
ozom

u. 
A

 player. 
A

 flirt. 
A

 playboy.
It seem

ed like he w
as w

alking around school 
w

ith a diff
erent girl on his arm

 every day. 
“W

atch out for N
ozom

u!” 
“If he’s got his eye on you, you don’t stand a chance.” 
D

idn’t som
ebody tell m

e that…
? 

H
e’s got a w

ell-proportioned face 
on a tall body. 
H

ighlights in his hair, 
styled w

ith w
ax for that “casual” look. 

Eyes looking right at you, like they could see…
 

som
ething. 

H
e’s got the right stuff

 for getting girls. There’s no
 

question about that. 
The problem

 is his personality. 
M

aybe…
 if he w

as a little m
ore serious…

 
W

ith all those rum
ors floating around. I don’t even

 
need to tell you I’m

 not interested. 
The three girls continue eating their lunches, 
 

pretending they haven’t even noticed him
. 

“H
ey, now

. You’re ignoring m
e? Let’s be friends. ♪

 
C

om
e on, give m

e your num
ber.” 

H
is insistence m

akes m
e thirsty. 

M
ika, annoyed, grabbing a bottle of barley tea in

 
one hand 

gulping it all dow
n. 

“W
hat do you think I’m

 going to do? It’s cool. Just tell
 

m
e your num

ber.” 

W
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There’s silence.
Suddenly, A

ya breaks it. 
M

ika and Yuka, looking at each other in disbelief. 
A

ya gives him
 her num

ber 
w

ith a sm
ile. 

It’s hard to believe this is happening. 
I w

ait until N
ozom

u has left the room
, all puff

ed up
 

and full of him
self. 

Then turning to A
ya, blurting out: 

“W
hy w

ould you give your num
ber to a guy like that?

 
H

e’s trouble.” 
A

ya responds to M
ika’s w

orry, like it’s no big deal. 
“W

hat can I say? I like cute guys. H
a.” 

A
ya’s a m

ature, beautiful w
om

an. 
She’s stylish and her best feature is 
her long hair, a little w

avy, and the red-brow
n of tea. 

She’s got bad luck w
ith guys. A

ll the ones she’s dated 
 

are just playing w
ith her…

SO
U

R
C

E: http://w
w

w
.them

illions.com
/2008/01/big-in-japan-

cellphone-novel-for-you.htm
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The Few
; The Proud; 

The Substitute School Bus D
river

Tory C
 A

nderson
01.12.2012

I recently joined the ranks of the Juab School D
is-

trict bus drivers. This surprises and hum
ors m

e. N
ev-

er in all m
y days on Earth had I ever envisioned m

yself 
driving a school bus. I suppose it’s fitting for a m

an 
w

ith eight children. W
hen hauling m

y children m
y 

m
inivan is practically a school bus. But it isn’t the 

sam
e at all.

I w
ent through forty hours of classroom

 and driver 
training not counting the tim

e I spent studying the 
C

om
m

ercial D
rivers License (C

D
L) book. D

uring this 
training I actually parallel parked a 40 foot bus. I ha-
ven’t parallel parked a car in thirty years. The train-
ing w

as good and has certainly m
ade m

e a m
ore 

conscientious driver.
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 The scariest part of becom
ing a school 

bus driver is the stories I hear from
 m

y 
ow

n children. You see, I am
 not a regular 

school bus driver; I am
 a substitute school bus 

driver. I have been told they get no respect. The 
drivers w

ith the regular routes run their busses as if 
they w

ere their ow
n little kingdom

s. They have to. 
Everyone reading this know

s w
hat can happen on a 

bus if there aren’t rules that are enforced. W
hen a 

substitute takes one of these routes for a day m
any 

of the kids see an easy m
ark. The governm

ent has 
fallen and they w

ant to see w
hat they can do w

ith the 
resulting pow

er vacuum
. M

y daughter told m
e that 

one substitute just turns up the radio and lets the 
kids go crazy w

hile he hurries to each of the stops 
and the final prize of an em

pty bus.
I had m

y first substitute run the other m
orning. I w

ent 
on a practice run a few

 days before to get to know
 

the route. The bus driver I w
as substituting for w

as 
very responsible and had selected a student w

ho 
knew

 the route w
ell and w

ho got off
 last to be m

y 
guide. I needed this since I w

ould be doing the route 
backw

ards from
 the w

ay she w
as show

ing m
e that 

m
orning. O

n the practice run the kids w
ere pleasant 

and w
ell-behaved.

The afternoon of m
y run cam

e. M
y first challenge 

cam
e in figuring out how

 to open and close the door. 
I had driven four diff

erent buses up to this point, but 
this bus w

as diff
erent from

 them
 all. Luckily I had left 

enough tim
e to get it figured out w

ithout being late 
for m

y first pickup. I pulled into the elem
entary 

school bus lane behind four other busses. They w
ere 

all veteran drivers. I definitely felt m
y rookie status. 

The m
om

ent cam
e and the kids cam

e stream
ing out 

of the school. I greeted each of them
 as they got on 

the bus. I noticed that each noticed I w
as a substi-

tute. There w
as this look in their eye, like prisoners 

eyeing the new
 w

arden. Im
m

ediately I heard com
-

plaints about kids sitting in the w
rong seats.

“Sit in your regular seats,” I say, exerting m
y w

arden-
ship. But I don’t know

 w
hich seats are theirs so I can’t 

enforce anything. Eventually the kids sit and just in 
tim

e for over the radio I hear Red Leader say, “Let’s 
roll.” The busses leave the lane like a convoy, only 
they all turn right and I am

 told to turn left. M
y little, 

eight-year-old guide is present w
hich brings m

e com
-

fort. I get a little concerned, how
ever, w

hen I see her 
hunker dow

n in her seat w
ith a video gam

e.
I m

ake another pickup at the high school and then 
take off

 to deliver m
y load of precious cargo. I rem

em
-

bered w
here m

y next stop w
as and figured out how

 
I w

as going to get there. I couldn’t rem
em

ber how
 

the regular driver gets there, but it w
on’t m

atter. M
y 

precious cargo thinks diff
erently. A

s I turn right from
 

the right-turn lane of the school parking lot a horri-
fied cry goes up from

 every student on the bus.
“N

o, left! Turn left! You go left!”
The cry w

as so loud and frantic that against m
y bet-

ter judgm
ent I did a J-turn in m

y forty foot bus. I did 
check for traffi

c first and did not cause any of those 
fam

ous C
H

IPS forty car pileups.
In m

y inside rear-view
 m

irror I saw
 a student stand-

ing up. This is a safety concern and I called to him
 to 

sit dow
n. H

e did. This is w
hen one of the cutest little 

girls of about ten-years-old spoke up. She sat a few
 

seats back from
 m

e.
“You aren’t a very good driver,” she said.
“O

h?” I asked.
“G

ood drivers don’t tell us w
hat to do.”

She looked like such a nice girl. I had [to] repeat to 
m

yself tw
ice w

hat she had said to decide that she 
w

as w
rong. A

bout this tim
e a seven-year-old boy 

com
es running up the aisle w

ith a pencil that he is 
going to throw

 in the garbage. W
e are on the high-

w
ay driving sixty-five m

ph. It occurs to m
e that he 

W
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shouldn’t be running up the aisle, but he does it w
ith 

such confidence that I don’t say anything as I w
on-

der. It’s the other kids that rem
ind him

 that he w
as 

breaking a safety rule. I know
 he w

ouldn’t have tried 
that w

ith the regular driver. Six-year-old: 1. Fifty-tw
o-

year old: 0.
W

hen w
e reach Levan I hear a frantic, “Turn here! 

Turn here!” This call w
ent out as w

e w
ere passing the 

street at thirty-five m
ph. M

y little video gam
e play-

ing guide hadn’t looked up in tim
e.

“I can handle this,” I think. “I w
ill just go around the 

block.”
The kids see a w

eakness and pounce. “Just let us off 
right here,” they cry. “This is w

ay closer.” I know
 bet-

ter and keep going to their cries of dism
ay. Finally I 

end up out on Pow
ell Lane w

ith one little student left. 
She looks like she is four, but she m

ust be at least six 
or seven. She doesn’t give m

e any trouble. I drop her 
off

 at her long lane and see her m
other w

aiting at the 
door. Then, w

ith a w
onderfully em

pty bus I drive the 
thirteen m

iles back to bus com
pound. I had survived 

m
y first run.

SO
U

R
C

E: http://busdriverdiaries.torycanderson.com
/?m

=201212

PEO
PLE. SC

A
RY

Thaipusam
: 

an U
nforgettable Experience

niki
11.02.2012

A
bout a m

onth or tw
o ago, a friend of m

ine called to 
inform

 m
e that w

e w
ere going on an tour called “U

n-
derstanding Thaipusam

.”
U

m
…

.W
hat’s Thaipusam

?
O

ther than the fact that it w
as a H

indu holiday, she 
didn’t know

. She had just heard that w
e shouldn’t 

m
iss it.

W
ell, I’ve been to Little India a few

 tim
es and each 

tim
e has been a great experience. M

y photography 
class during D

eepavali w
as fantastic and I still m

ar-
vel at how

 m
uch color, energy, m

ovem
ent, m

usic, 
etc can be packed into such a sm

all area. Even not 
having a clue w

hat I w
as in for, I knew

 I w
as going. A

s 
soon as w

e got off
 the phone, I called and signed up.

W
e’ve kind of started doing that to each other. W

hen 
one of us w

ants to sign up for som
ething but w

ould 
really like to know

 a friendly face w
hen w

e get there, 
w

e just let the other one know
 w

hen they are booked. 
It’s a good system

.☺︎
So, Tuesday m

orning I packed up m
y cam

era w
ith a 

freshly charged battery and headed off
 to m

eet the 
tour group. O

n our w
ay to Little India and the Sri Srin-

ivasa Perum
al Tem

ple, our guide gave us m
ore back-

ground on the H
indu festival and how

 it cam
e to being.

Festival Thaipusam
 in Singapore is observed to com

-
m

em
orate the devotion of Idum

ban. A
 devotee of 

Lord Subram
aniam

, Idum
ban w

as instructed by a 
divine m

essenger to clim
b up the hill to pay hom

age 
to his Lord. Idum

ban clim
bed up the hill singing 

hym
ns in praise of Lord Subram

anium
 in order to re-

lieve him
self of the w

eight of off
erings. Pleased w

ith 
his devotion, Lord Subram

anium
 show

ered his bless-
ings on Idum

ban. Thus the festival m
arks the un-

flinching belief of Idum
ban to the Lord Subram

anium
. 

It is believed that any devotee w
ho w

ould carry a K
a-

vadi on his w
ay to the shrine w

ill be sim
ilarly blessed 

by the Lord.
The preparation for the trek to the shrine begins a 
m

onth earlier. A
 devotee w

illing to undertake such a 
journey m

ust rem
ain on a vegetarian diet. A

part from
 

that, austerities should also be observed to prove the 
dedication of a devotee to the cause. The K

avadi is 
of prim

e im
portance in this festival as each devotee 

is required to carry it all the w
ay to the shrine. The 

journey kicks off
 from

 Sri Srinivasa Perum
al Tem

ple 
and, covering approxim

ately 4.5 kilom
eters stretch, 

ends at Sri Thendayuthapani Tem
ple at Tank Road. 

O
n reaching the shrine, the devotees em

pty pots of 
m

ilk on the trident of their deity. The ritual three day 
fasting m

arks the end of Thaipusam
 in Singapore.

A
rm

ed w
ith a better sense of w

hat w
e w

ould be w
it-

nessing w
e got off

 the bus and headed into the tem
-

ple. W
hat I experienced there w

as nothing short of 
am

azing.
The sm

ell of sandalw
ood sw

irled around us and the 
sounds of drum

s echoed throughout the tem
ple. In 

each section, fam
ily groups w

ere preparing for the 
procession. A

long w
ith the elem

ents of the K
avadis, 

each area usually had an arrangem
ent of fresh fruits, 

flow
ers, m

ilk pots, incense, and m
usicians.

I w
ould have felt like I w

as intruding if the tem
ple 

had not been filled w
ith spectators from

 every back-
ground. The H

indu fam
ilies w

ere extrem
ely w

elcom
-

ing and happy to be sharing their custom
s w

ith us. I 
tried to be inconspicuous but it w

as extrem
ely busy 

inside. A
t one point, as his fam

ily w
as beginning to 

start their w
ay on the procession, one of the drum

-
m

ers backed into m
e. I w

as extrem
ely em

barrassed 
to have gotten in the w

ay but w
hen he turned around, 

instead of him
 being upset, w

e both started apolo-
gizing to each other. H

is graciousness w
as hum

bling.
The second stop of our tour w

as the Sri Thendayuthap-
ani Tem

ple w
here the devotees presented their off

er-
ings. M

any of the m
en arrived physically and m

entally 
exhausted and w

ere only able to com
plete the final 

clim
b into the tem

ple w
ith the chanting encourage-

m
ent from

 their fam
ilies. H

ad I know
n w

hat to say, I 
w

ould have joined in to off
er m

y support.
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 I had expected to find the experience 
grotesque but, instead, I w

as m
oved by 

their faith and found the piercings to be 
less about bodily m

utilation and m
ore just the 

outw
ard display of their devotion.  A

licia and I are 
planning on going back next year but on our ow

n. I 
w

ould like to have m
ore tim

e at the tem
ple to 

w
atch the preparations and am

 even considering 

W
alking A

round

w
alking the 4.5 km

 route to the final tem
ple as w

e 
saw

 m
any w

esterners do this year.
If you happen to be in Singapore next year during 
Thaipusam

, you really should go to Little India and see 
it for yourself. It truly is an unforgettable experience.
SO

U
R

C
E: http://braveorjustcrazy.com

/?p=981

PEO
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A
STER

Jiro D
ream

s of Sushi
D

avid G
el

09.03.2012
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 W
hat defines “deliciousness”? 

Taste is tough to explain, isn’t it? 
I w

ould see ideas in dream
s. 

M
y m

ind w
as bursting w

ith ideas. 
I w

ould w
ake up in the m

iddle of the night. 
In dream

s I w
ould have visions of sushi.

D
A

V
ID

 G
E

L
O

nce you decide
on your occupation…

 
you m

ust im
m

erse yourself
in your w

ork.
You have to fall in love
w

ith your w
ork.

N
ever com

plain about your job.
You m

ust dedicate your life
to m

astering your skill.
That’s the secret of success…

 
and is the key
to being regarded honorably.
I have published several
restaurant guidebooks.
I w

ent to every sushi, sobs, tem
pura,

and eel restaurant in Tokyo.
N

obody has eaten m
ore

of these foods than m
e.

Y
A

M
A

G
A

TA
, P

O
D

 W
R

IT
E

R
O

ut of the hundreds
of restaurants that I ate at…

 
Jiros w

as the best by far.
W

hen I w
ent to Jiro the first tim

e
I w

as nervous.
A

fter going for years I am
 still nervous.

Jiro has a very stern look on his face
w

hen he’s m
aking sushi.

It’s com
fortable for people w

ho like
to have sushi served at a fast pace.
But for people w

ho w
ant to drink

and eat slow
ly w

hile chatting…
 

It w
on’t be a com

fortable
eating experience.

A
ll of the sushi is sim

ple.
It’s com

pletely m
inim

al.
M

aster chefs from
 around the w

orld
eat at Jiro’s and say…

 
“H

ow
 can som

ething so sim
ple

have so m
uch depth in flavor?”

If you w
ere to sum

 up Jiro’s sushi
in a nutshell…

 
“U

ltim
ate sim

plicity leads to purity.”
Excuse m

e.
Yes?
D

o you have a pam
phlet

for this restaurant?
W

e don’t have pam
phlets.

W
e only have business cards.

C
ould I have one please?

M
ay I have one?

I cam
e all the w

ay from
 Shizuoka.

H
ere are a couple.

C
an I m

ake reservations?
Reservations are m

andatory here.
H

ow
 early do you need the reservation?

O
ne m

onth in advance.
O

ne m
onth in advance?

Yes.
Since it’s February now

,
w

e’re taking reservations for M
arch.

I see.
Reservations can be m

ade
for lunch and dinner’?
Yes for both.
The price starts at 30,000 yen.
It starts at 30,000 yen.
O

kay.
The sushi and prices vary…

 
depending on w

hat’s available at the m
arket.

I see.
So it starts from

 30,000 yen.
C

an w
e order drinks

and appetizers to start?
W

e only serve sushi.
W

e don’t have appetizers.
Really.
Yes.
You don’t have any other dishes?
N

o.
O

nly sushi.
Yes.
O

kay, thank you.
Thank you.
For fast eaters a m

eal
there m

ight last only fifteen m
inutes.

In that sense it’s the m
ost

expensive restaurant in the w
orld.

But people w
ho eat there are

convinced it’s w
orth the price.

Y
O

S
H

IK
A

Z
Y, JIR

O
’S

 O
L

D
E

R
 S

O
N

W
e’re not trying

to be exclusive or elite.
The techniques w

e use are no big secret.
It’s just about m

aking an eff
ort

W
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and repeating the sam
e thing every day.

There are som
e

w
ho are born w

ith a natural gift.
Som

e have a sensitive palate
and sense of sm

ell.
That’s w

hat you call
“natural talent.”
In this line of business…

 
if you take it seriously,
you’ll becom

e skilled.
But if you w

ant to m
ake a m

ark
in the w

orld, you have to have talent.
The rest is how

 hard you w
ork.

H
e repeats the sam

e routine everyday.
H

e even gets on the train
from

 the sam
e position.

H
e has said

that he dislikes holidays.
The holidays are too long for him

.
H

e w
ants to get back

to w
ork as soon as possible.

It’s unthinkable for norm
al people.

Is it good?
Is it too firm

?
O

verall, it’s a little tough.
Is it?
Probably because it is young.
But the toughness isn’t that bad.
If it doesn’t taste good
you can’t serve it.
It has to be better than last tim

e.
That’s w

hy I alw
ays taste the food

before serving it.

N
A

K
A

Z
A

W
A

, S
E

N
IO

R
 A

P
P

R
E

N
T

IC
E

It hasn’t m
arinated enough.

It is a bit fatty.
This doesn’t taste right either.
H

ow
 long has this m

arinated?
For about five hours.
Put it back in.
It needs w

ork.
Let’s m

arinate it
in vinegar a little m

ore.
Yes, put it back in the vinegar.
Let’s m

arinate it again.
Put this in the vinegar again.
Put that one in the vinegar too.
Let’s try that for the last tim

e.
O

kay—
I’ve seen m

any chefs
w

ho are self-critical…
 

but I’ve never seen a chef
w

ho is so hard on him
self.

H
e sets the standard

for self-discipline.
H

e is alw
ays looking ahead.

H
e’s never satisfied w

ith his w
ork.

H
e’s alw

ays trying to find w
ays

to m
ake the sushi better.

SO
U

R
C

E: Subtitles from
 “Jiro D

ream
s of Sushi”

PEO
PLE. EN

TERTA
IN

ER
Ed Byrne Interview

: 
“I G

radually Learned the 
W

ays of H
um

ans”
Jane G

raham
10.11.2013

A
t 16 I w

as skinny w
ith hair that w

as very close 
cropped at the sides and back but overflow

ing dow
n 

m
y face. I rem

em
ber going to the barbers and spe-

cifically asking for it like that. H
e’d ask if he could tidy 

up the top and I’d say, very firm
ly: “N

o, just leave it.” 
M

y jeans w
ere covered in Prince badges I’d em

broi-
dered onto them

. Prince w
as a big part of m

y life then.
I w

as in a C
hristian Brothers school. I w

asn’t m
as-

sively bullied but I didn’t enjoy the general, constant, 
sim

m
ering threat of violence at all tim

es. I’d been a 
bit of a loner but at 16 I m

ade som
e friends w

ith nor-
m

al people and gradually learned the w
ays of hu-

m
ans. I becam

e quite a sociable person and I got very, 
very m

ischievous at school. So I got hit quite a lot.
I w

asn’t unhappy but I really w
anted to get out of 

sm
all tow

n Sw
ords, w

hich w
as about an hour’s bus 

ride aw
ay from

 D
ublin, and go som

ew
here w

here life 
w

ould be like it w
as on the television. I w

as w
atching 

a w
hole lot of A

m
erican television, right enough. It 

didn’t really represent life w
here I did end up, w

hich 
w

as G
lasgow

. But I w
anted to go to a big city w

here 
life w

ould be very diff
erent and busy. A

nd G
lasgow

 
w

as definitely that.
I’d advise m

y younger self to go study the arts or dra-
m

a at university. I already liked the idea of being an 
actor. But back then I just had the notion that I had 
to study a ‘proper’ subject. So I studied horticulture. 
I think I liked the idea that there w

ere clear right and 
w

rong answ
ers. A

nd grow
ing up, I’d been given the 

idea that boys w
ho w

ere clever did science. I w
as 

good w
ith w

ords—
but that w

asn’t being clever.
I becam

e the head of ents [entertainm
ent] at Strath-

clyde U
ni and started com

pering events, and then 
perform

ing at a little com
edy club in The Thirteenth 

N
ote pub on G

lassford Street. Right from
 the first 

night, w
hich w

ent pretty w
ell, I started to think I could 

really do this. I com
pletely reinvented m

yself and 
started anew

. I don’t know
 if I’d have got into stand-

up com
edy if I hadn’t really uprooted m

yself. A
nd as 

an Irish person I w
as a bit m

ore exotic in G
lasgow

. 
I w

as alw
ays being asked to quote lines from

 The 
C

om
m

itm
ents.

I think the young Ed w
ould be delighted that he’d 

m
ade a living doing stand-up com

edy. That w
ould be 

very exciting. I used to think I w
as funny but thought 

if I could do anything it w
ould be like hosting a gam

e 
show

, interacting w
ith other people. But it’s transpired 

that I’m
 m

uch better just standing there talking.
If he thought about it for long it m

ight slightly de-
press the teenage m

e that the stand-up w
ouldn’t lead 

to anything else. I’d have to tell him
: “You’re just going 

to be a stand-up, you w
ill go no further.” That’s how

 it’s 

W
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been for 20 years now
. I’ve done a few

 m
inor straight-

to-D
V

D
 bits of acting but stand-up is w

hat I do.
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 I w
ould love to go back and relive this 

one am
azing night at C

am
den Jongleurs 

in 1994. If you w
ere m

aking a teen film
 

about a guy w
ho dream

t about being a stand-up, it 
w

ould be the final scene. I w
ent on in the open  

spot so no-one knew
 w

ho I w
as. I absolutely tore it 

up. I cam
e off

 the stage and they w
ere all chanting: 

“W
e w

ant Ed!” M
eanw

hile the ow
ner of the club 

w
as on the phone to the duty m

anager and he asked 
how

 the open spot w
ent. The duty m

anager just 
held up the phone to the crow

d and said: “That’s 
how

 the open spot w
ent!” That w

as the last open 
spot I ever did.
SO

U
R

C
E: http://w

w
w

.bigissue.com
/features/letter-m

y-younger-

self/3205/ed-byrne-interview
-i-gradually-learned-w

ays-hum
ans
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 I’m
 free guys! I literally skipped out of 

the exam
 room

 w
hen I headed off

 to  
the shops w

ith m
y boyfriend and it’s just 

great to be eating good food, w
riting again and also 

brow
sing and buying som

e of the m
ost coveted 

clothes from
 Etsy! A

ll w
ill be revealed in due tim

e, 
but for the m

om
ent I have a sm

all arm
y of eye candy 

im
ages to show

 off
, feelings to get off

 m
y chest and 

opinions to properly voice. M
y exciting peers are 

going to the A
fter Exam

 Party w
hereas I am

 sitting 
w

ith m
y feet under som

e cozy blankets and am
 

schem
ing up a blogging binge, and I can still say w

ith 
confidence that I am

 having a great tim
e at hom

e. 
I’ve alw

ays been a little strange though—
a herm

it and 
a recluse even w

hen I w
as a kid, w

hich is a bit of  
a problem

 considering you’re m
eant to socialize at 

that age.
That’s O

K
 though, because I am

 a m
odern teenage 

girl and free to socialize through m
y com

puter as op-
posed to talking to people face to face, and I can get 
aw

ay w
ith creating m

y ow
n little w

orld built on fairy 
floss pink filleted im

ages and photographs soaked in 
heavy fem

inine vibes for at least the next w
eek and a 

half w
ithout too m

uch harassm
ent from

 m
y fam

ily 
m

em
bers. Eventually I w

ill have to begin doing the 
housew

ork, clean m
y room

 and cull m
y w

ardrobe 
heavily in order to fuel artistic endeavors but for now

 
I can vegetate, I can vent and I can avoid picking up 
a pen for the next four m

onths!
I’m

 pretty sure studying too hard needs to be balanced 
out w

ith a child-like enthusiasm
 about silly things. O

r 

spending sprees. I have bought: tw
o sw

eaters, a uni-
corn shaped clutch sum

m
ing to about tw

o hundred 
dollars w

ithin the last w
eek. A

nd chances are I’m
 

only going to earn one hundred and a bit m
ore from

 
w

orking this w
eek. O

ops. It seem
s I’ll need to avoid 

going on the com
puter, or at least all the shopping 

sites I norm
ally loiter about and put m

y energy to 
better use, like m

ashing up the keyboard. Failing 
that I’ll begin to m

ake m
y ow

n papier m
âché unicorn 

for m
y room

 and start to take driving seriously be-
cause I need m

y license. Life sucks w
hen you need 

to take public transport and there are people you 
w

ent to school w
ith w

ho already earned then lost 
their driver’s license—

although I should be pretty 
happy that I am

 not a qualified m
enace to society 

and the roads yet and I can still qualify to drive.
I’m

 kind of sad that I can’t enjoy the slow
 deteriora-

tion of leaves in A
utum

n or feel the crunch of fresh 
snow

 under m
y boots, but luckily I live in M

elbourne 
and the w

eather is often unpredictable. A
lthough 

I, along w
ith every other citizen, tend to invariably 

grum
ble about this fact it does give m

e range and 
flexibility to w

ork w
ith so I can throw

 together diff
er-

ent outfits of varying layers and com
fort. The w

orst 
case scenario is a horrible heat w

ave in w
hich I’m

 
trapped indoors for the entire Sum

m
er and I’m

 im
-

prisoned w
ith the know

ledge that pretty outfits w
ill 

be ruined by perspiration and sw
eating. W

hile there’s 
no guarantee of cute M

ary Jane shoes, w
hite socks 

and petticoats I’ll do m
y best—

especially w
ith so 

m
uch free tim

e on m
y hands to scour all the best sec-

ond hand goods and transform
 them

 w
ith an arsenal 

of ribbon roses, cute buttons and em
broidery I’m

 
dying to try out.
I w

as a little disappointed at the lack of good cloth-
ing w

hen I w
ent shopping today (I’m

 looking in all 
the w

rong places hopefully) but I’ve been again, ob-
sessed w

ith hosiery and cutesy socks used to rein-
vent the look of an outfit—

especially w
ith sandals 

show
ing off

 cute and crazy patterns. That has luckily 
been m

y one let dow
n as far as searching on Etsy is 

concerned; m
ainly because the socks are hand knit-

ted and m
ade w

ith love in every stitch and cost a few
 

tens of dollars each w
hen I’m

 trying to scout out a 
bargain bulk lot of diff

erent patterns and colours for 
the sam

e price. I w
on’t give up yet though, especially 

w
hen I’ve alm

ost got m
y hands on m

y secret w
eapon 

for shoes this season! A
ll w

ill be revealed soon…
 

I w
onder if A

lexa here know
ingly dressed in yellow

 
lace and an arm

y jacket to im
itate w

hat I can only 
assum

e to be her favourite fruit: the pineapple. Yes, 
Schoolies celebrations are in full sw

ing in A
ustralia 

w
here the graduates of high school launch off

 for a 
w

eek of partying and drinking but I’m
 kind of glad 

I’m
 not enjoying the intoxicating atm

osphere. M
y 

m
ind is sharp and I like to keep it that w

ay. Today I 
traw

led after m
y m

other pointing out clothing and 
curiosities alike w

ith com
m

ents fuelled w
ith popular 

culture references as w
ell as w

itty rem
arks. I w

ish 
I had taken the tim

e to blog the entire day, but it is 
nice to m

ix things up w
hen possible. U

nfortunately 
I only learnt that fact recently and a bit too late for 
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m
y ow

n, personal liking. A
s m

uch as I’d love to be 
w

orking on a potion or chem
ical concoction to be-

com
e younger and take the w

orld by storm
 as a pre-

teen fashion blogger, next year I’ll be applying for 
internships and really focusing on m

y degree during 
Sum

m
er. This year w

ill have to be a break—
but also 

a cultural experience in w
hich I broaden m

y blog-
ging netw

ork and also bring you m
ore of m

y ow
n 

outfit style posts. I’m
 not really sure if I’ll continue to 

appraise collections as they’re released from
 design-

ers and runw
ay catw

alks—
there’s just been a bit too 

m
uch heartbreak as w

ell as an unm
otivated m

entality 
tow

ards the superficial side of fashion. I m
ight be 

getting in touch w
ith Etsy stores, trying to cosy up to 

them
 and m

ake som
e new

 friends over the Internet. 
I’ve just developed a strict policy of only w

riting 
about som

ething I feel passionately tow
ards—

and 
I hope you guys are reaping the rew

ards of m
y pro-

verbial harvest.
A

gain, alcohol seem
s to be trying to w

orm
 its w

ay 
into m

y happy little w
orld w

hich I’m
 trying to build 

on teenage girl shrines, but w
hat I liked m

ost about 
this im

age is the black and w
hite outfit as w

ell as 
those killer dip dye ends and m

atching lipstick in 
red. Black and w

hite stripes alw
ays rem

ind m
e of 

Beetlejuice, w
hich is a bit odd since I haven’t sat 

dow
n and w

atched that m
ovie but I did see the Tim

 
Burton exhibition in M

elbourne tw
ice so that kind of 

counts right? Probably not—
I think m

y boyfriend 
has it som

ew
here and w

e’ll be sorting through all his 
rabble next w

eek so as usual I’ll jum
p on any oppor-

tunity to learn m
ore about quirky film

s and educate 
m

yself in the w
ays of m

edia. It’s sort of a test to de-
term

ine w
ho are the cool, like-m

inded people that 
can appreciate the sam

e sort of art you can, even if 
it is com

pacted into an hour or tw
o. Re-w

atching is 
som

ething I alw
ays do to soak up som

ething in all its 
glory and the sam

e applies to passages in books as 
w

ell. Som
e of m

y favourite cheap plastic goodies 
girls show

 off
 in their room

s w
hen video blogging 

com
e from

 joke shops. I now
 pose the question of 

w
here are these w

onderful places and w
hy can’t I 

find cat eye glasses that are akin w
ith batm

an or pink 
unicorn figurines? I can’t even rem

em
ber the last 

tim
e I clapped eyes on an obscure novelty/specialty 

shop that had cheap but good quality bits and piec-
es for m

e to run m
y hands over but I suppose I think 

everything I had w
hen I w

as a kid w
as great and 

everything sucks now
. In the w

ords of that infam
ous 

bush ranger, such is life I guess.
W

hile driving today w
ith m

y father’s supervision he 
sneered at a girl crossing the road sporting green hair 
that looked m

ore like the pale green from
 a chlorinat-

ed pool, as w
ell as neat tattoos on one of her legs. It’s 

funny how
 the tiniest reaction can aff

ect som
eone’s 

confidence. I w
as alm

ost determ
ined to ask m

y boy-
friend w

hat he thought if I dip dyed m
y ends and pro-

fessionally had an O
m

bre eff
ect touching m

y hair 
(w

hich I w
ould then alter daily w

ith food dyes) for m
y 

outfit posts but now
 I’m

 as tim
id as ever. This photo-

graph does seed the lovely idea of cheap extensions 
adding strong, bold colour w

ithout bleaching m
y 

naturally dark hair and also a chic bun is m
ade as 

sw
eet as pepperm

int hard candy in the right com
bi-

nation. I think I m
ight lean tow

ards that m
ore than 

anything, because at the end of the day they can be 
rem

oved or hidden aw
kw

ardly w
ith cute bow

s and 
hair clips bought from

 Etsy and I can m
anage to 

again m
aintain m

y identity as the ‘Secret H
ipster’. 

Som
e days I w

ish I could com
e out of the closet and 

show
 m

y true colours; I w
ish m

y fam
ily w

ould see 
that it’s just hair dye and not as bad as slinging a gun 
around and sauntering into local businesses to terrify 
clerks. It’s not dropping a bom

b—
it’s altering one’s 

appearance and it doesn’t physically hurt anyone. So 
w

hy am
 I getting so defensive and w

orked up by it?
SO

U
R

C
E: http://secret-hipster.blogspot.sg/2012/11/freedom

.htm
l
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L
M

y Special Place Is…
“D

evon D
ow

ns—
on the bank of the M

urray R
iver, 

catching callop, boiling the billy, and listening to 
the w

histling kites—
looking for an easy prey, the 

sm
ells of cam

pfire and bacon and eggs as the sun 
com

es up.”
“M

y hom
e in M

urdoch, W
estern A

ustralia, 15km
 

south of Perth. Perth is w
here I have lived m

ost of m
y 

67 years. It is a place w
here I feel I belong because 

so m
uch of it, and its people, m

ean m
any things to 

m
e over m

any years.”
“G

oing shopping.”
“M

y lake. It is peaceful, calm
ing and I love being 

around a place w
ith an untouched environm

ent w
ith 

beautiful w
ildlife.”
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 “M
y special place is m

y bedroom
, so I 

can spend tim
e alone by m

yself and reflect 
on m

y life and dream
s.” 

“The skate park because there’s alw
ays som

ething 
good happening.” 
“In A

ustralia (anyw
here) w

here the A
ussie spirit is 

overw
helm

ing—
w

here being a ‘m
ate’ and a ‘sport’ 

are taken for granted because it’s no big deal to do 
things for others.”
“In m

y garden looking at the plants, trees, listening 
to the birds and de-stressing.” 

W
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“Bein’ out in da scrub surrounded by A
ustralia’s beau-

ty and feeling ‘at hom
e.’” – Jasm

ine 
“Sydney, because N

ana lives there.” – Tom
 

“The soccer field.”
“The beach—

long and quiet, w
arm

 and m
agnificent.”

“‘Jindam
ool’ near C

oleraine in W
estern V

ictoria. 
Splendid sw

eeping hills, nuggetty red gum
s.” – Steve 

 C
rosley

“H
ere in A

ustralia w
here diversity is accepted. W

e 
have a vibrant m

ulticultural and eclectic com
m

unity 
w

hich is unique. O
ur land harbors m

any treasures 
and is spectacular. N

ow
here else in the w

orld can 
you visit such an array of natural w

onders, so close 
to each other. The bush, the outback, the sea…

”
“Sorrento: under the large fir trees beside the w

a-
ter’s edge, hearing the w

ater lapping on the rocks 
and the sea gulls w

aiting for food—
w

inter or sum
-

m
er.” – Suzanne M

aher
“M

orialloc because that is w
here I w

as born and that 
is w

here I spent golden days on the beach w
hen I 

w
as little.” – J M

 Badger
“Papua N

ew
 G

uinea because that is w
here I grew

 up, 
near the green rainforests, in the m

oist air, w
ith all 

m
y friends.”

“The beach—
any A

ussie beach. W
here the sun beats 

dow
n on you and the ocean sparkles and your skin 

glistens and you feel like nothing bad could ever 
happen—

I love our beaches!” – Trish
“A

t hom
e in bed w

ith m
y dog on m

y lap.”
“M

y beautiful East G
ippsland H

igh C
ountry—

on the 
D

argo River w
here the air, the river and the m

oun-
tains create a superb tranquil special feeling.”
“O

ur first hom
e in Reservoir, before the D

arebin C
ity 

C
ouncil stuff

ed it up and allow
ed a three-storey 

house to be built next door.”
“O

n top of the roof w
here I can sit and dream

, as w
ell 

as m
y balcony! (W

hen it is raining.)”
“A

ny place …
 as long as I’m

 w
ith the people I love 

m
ost and in particular, one SPEC

IA
L person w

ho I 
treasure so m

uch.” 
“M

y nan’s house, I feel safe and loved. I also like Luna 
Park because I have fun. I also like m

y backyard steps 
because no one goes around there and I can be alone.”
“Sitting beside the clear river listening, sm

elling, feel-
ing the beauty that I belong to. A

 place I can visit 
tim

e and tim
e again in m

y m
ind.” 

“O
n the netball court; I feel like I belong there and can 

w
ork as a team

 m
em

ber.”
“A

ustralia! In m
y turbulent life until 1968 w

hen m
y 

fam
ily and I arrived in M

elbourne, I had no place to 
belong, now

 I belong here and I w
ill die and be buried 

here, w
here m

y heart is. H
om

e is w
here the heart is!”

“M
y story is not like the rest of yours. M

y sense of 
belonging ended w

hen you announced yours. M
y 

m
em

ory is of a place of peace and harm
ony, w

here I 
could roam

 free, and breathe the air of m
y ances-

tors. M
y story is now

 of violence, sickness, and 
eventually death—

at the expense of your pleasure. 
C

ouldn’t you just show
 m

e som
e respect, som

e rec-
ognition, som

e healing? O
r w

ill I be banished like a 
Tasm

anian.” – M
arcus

“N
an’s back room

.” – Josh N
ew

ton A
lbany, W

A

“A
nyw

here off
 the streets of C

abram
atta w

here I lived 
on the streets, especially the Langton C

entre &
 C

are-
takers Refuge and St V

innie’s for Youth H
elps Street 

K
ids.”

“Bellingen on the m
id north coast as there is a real 

sense of com
m

unity there, and am
ongst friends, 

sharing a m
eal, telling stories, sharing secrets w

ith 
friends, m

en and w
om

en.” – A
drian

“N
A

RRA
BRI—

The place w
ith the biggest sky. I m

iss 
the stars.” – M

eg
“W

ith m
yself or special fam

ily or friends. In the 
country or seaside or city or hom

e. It is in m
y em

o-
tion and m

ind m
y special place.” – H

elen A
.

“N
ear m

y parents w
ho are far from

 m
e now

.”
“W

herever I am
 happy and at peace w

ith m
yself and 

the w
orld around m

e.” – Sarah, Yr 12
“A

t the M
anchester hom

e ground in Pom
m

y Land, 
yelling praise and encouragem

ent for M
anchester 

U
nited. G

o M
an-U

nited!!”
“In the A

ustralian bush.”
“M

y hom
e and m

y country …
 A

ustralia.” – H
annah L

“[A
t] the m

om
ent I feel to be and go as I please.”

“A
nyw

here cool in the sum
m

er, surrounded by yum
-

m
y food!” – R Black, 14 yrs. 

SO
U

R
C

E: http://w
w

w
.belonging.org/m

isc-pages/specialplace.htm
l
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C
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 Film
 is such a huge part of m

y life.  
I love w

atching m
ovies of all genres,  

but w
atching the m

ovies is not alw
ays 

the m
ost im

portant aspect to m
e. Exploring m

ovie 
locations and sets, know

ing about actors and 
actresses, and learning m

ore about a film
 than just 

w
hat you get from

 w
atching it, are all m

y favorite 
parts of the film

 industry. So w
hen visiting several 

new
 cities and countries, I’ve gotten to visit so m

any 
new

 m
ovie scene locations. 

Som
e people m

ight find it odd that w
hen I visit The 

O
pera H

ouse in Paris I’m
 m

ost excited about pictur-
ing the m

ovie scene from
 Phantom

 of the O
pera and 

the actors dancing on the staircase being film
ed dur-

ing the M
asquerade scene. O

r w
hen w

e visited the 
dining hall from

 the H
arry Potter film

s in O
xford, Eng-

land, and I w
as m

ost interested to hear how
 they 

changed around the room
 and took photographs for 

the film
 and how

 it w
orked w

ith the students on 
cam

pus being there.
W

e’ve visited so m
any sites and places w

here m
ov-

ies and television w
ere film

ed and it’s just so exciting 
to m

e. To think of all of these old historic places being 
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