
 

 

All my life, I had been labeled. First, it was the bright five-year-old in first grade, then as the 
new kid. That title stayed with me for five years. I was always the “New Kid.” My dad was in the 
military, so, halfway through every school year until fourth grade, we moved. By the time we 
finally settled down in Georgia, I had been to seven different schools.   

New labels appeared in third grade. “A bright, above average student” labeled me “Teacher’s 
Pet.” When I was placed in the gifted program, guess what? Another label. The school in Georgia 
fourth grade year, renewed my “Teacher’s Pet” and “Smart Alec” title, and gave me a new name. 
“Bookworm.”   

Torments continued, hate-filled words picking at my soul until pain oozed out of every pore. I 
would come home crying almost every day, new label: “Crybaby.” I began to sink into my own 
world, dulling the pain with Harry Potter, wishing I could escape the world I was forced to con-
form to. In seventh grade, I rediscovered Lord of the Rings. The mystical world healed my 
hurts, helping me to ignore the pain.   

My greatest longing was to become a part of that world, an elf perhaps. My greatest dream was 
to live in Lothlorien, and be adopted by a family who would love me for me. 

At this point, another series had me captured. So You Want to Be a Wizard had a special spot 
alongside Lord of the Rings in my bag. I was Darien, the pesky, too-smart-for-her-own-good 
sister, who was enthralled by the stars.   

Wishing upon stars had been a nightly occurrence, and I had a new passion, the celestial world. 
Stars and planets, places of untold beauty, lands of limitless possibility. Celestials were walkers 
of the heavens, beings of light.   

I believed them to be angel-like creatures, guarding inhabitants of Earth.  Keepers of dreams and 
hopes and wishes. The ultimate entities of eternal goodness, light, and strength.  

And so I became one. A Celestial on Earth, helping my mortal side handle difficulties and to face 
my enemies. No longer would anyone else’s label define who I was. No matter if they see it or 
not, I am a Celestial, defining myself by my new name.  

 I felt myself dizzied by the reverberating shrilling in the large space. His hands shook, the red 
wetness shimmering in the sudden dimness of the studio. The tears seeped from his eyes beneath 
the confusion of his furrowed brow. He looked up at me, kneeling on the floor, with misunder-
standing. 

“I was looking for the beauty.” The painful tone of his voice raked its claw across the inside of my 
chest as my breath refused to come. 

I sat on the small floor cushion in her flat, reveling in the warm sunlight as it filtered through the 
huge studio windows. I sipped my weak tea. She returned from the kitchen wielding a Cherry 
Coke for him. He held her eyes briefly with solemn disinterest from his seat, the only chair in 
the room, as she handed him the recycled Wendy’s cup. His gaze mechanically surveyed the 

(Continued on page 10) 
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DOGS: A MAN’S BEST FOOD? 
BY TED GKOO 
A few weeks ago, I found a 
video titled ‘Stop Killing 
Dogs’ on YouTube. This 
short two-minute video with 
melancholy background mu-
sic reveals the dog-eating 
culture in South Korea. The 
pictures of dogs getting 
beaten and hung to death 
engender sympathy and an-
ger, let alone the final blow: 
“Since you have been watch-
ing this video, seven dogs 
have been brutally killed in 
South Korea.” The replies to 
this video are marked by 
hatred and disgust toward 
the Koreans, who are, ac-
cording to many, filthy, bar-
barian, sick in the head, un-
civilized, stupid, rice faces, 
and all sorts of abusive lan-
guage which I dare not re-
member.   

Before I go on, I would like 
to share some personal anec-
dotes about the dog-eating 
culture in Korea. Not all 
Koreans eat dogs. From my 
experience, less than a quar-
ter of Koreans I’ve met have 
ever eaten dogs. My family 
does go to dog meat restau-
rants, but we do so only 
once or twice a year. To be 
honest, it is not as tasty as 
pork or beef. Koreans eat 
dogs due to the widespread 
belief that dog meat is good 
for physical stamina, and 
especially good for sexual 
performance. In fact, the 
Korean name for dog meat, 
bosintang, has the literal 
meaning of ‘improving one’s 
health.’ Dog-eating is not a 

traditional Korean culture. 
According to myth, the ori-
gin of it dates back to about 
a century ago, when Japan 
colonized the Korean penin-
sula. Japan committed ruth-
less atrocities in this era and 
confiscated food. Dogs were 
the only livestock left for 
Koreans, and they had to eat 
them for protein. This prac-
tice has perpetuated largely 
due to the belief that dog 
meat is good for men’s 
health.  

There are different cultures 
in the world. Some of them 
do not comply with stan-
dards of Westerners, who 
have held world hegemony 
since industrialization. 
Among those cultures that 
seem unusual and foreign, 
some of them appear fla-
grantly wrong so that one 
feels the moral imperative to 
take action. For example, 
most people around the 
world would agree with 
criticizing and punishing the 
Muslim culture for its un-
equal treatment of women. 
This begs the question: 
where do we draw the 
boundary between ‘unusual’ 
and ‘wrong’? In other 
words, how do we argue 
against a person who claims 
that the unequal treatment 
of women in Muslim culture 
should be respected because 
it is a culture of its own? The 
answer lies in our universal 
sense of compassion, which 
is based on human suffering. 
Every sane human being 

would agree that a culture 
which produces human suf-
fering ought to be censured. 
On the other hand, how-
ever, there is no absolute 
sense of morality which calls 
for preventing the suffering 
of other animals. Maybe you 
feel compassion towards 
other animals. Maybe the 
death of a hamster elicits 
tears in your eyes. Unfortu-
nately, however, when it 
comes to criticizing another 
culture, only human suffer-
ing can be the reasonable 
justification of condemna-
tion and moral reproof.   

What astounds me most is 
that many people who could 
not care less about eating 
cows and pigs seem to be 
extraordinarily fervent on 
the subject of dog-eating. I 
am pretty sure that thou-
sands of cows, pigs, and nu-
merous other domesticated 
animals are brutally killed 
every second somewhere in 
the world. Killing dogs is 
considered more repulsive 
because dogs are seen as 
adorable in most cultures, 
and they are normally kept 
as pets. As a matter of fact, 
dogs are often referred to as 
“a man’s best friend.” Dogs 
exhibit strong loyalty, and 
they can carry out important 
roles for humans such as 
guiding the blind and search-
ing for drugs. It might seem 
a little unfair to reward these 
dogs with the death penalty. 
However, we do not eat just 
any dog. There are specific 

breeds that are raised for 
meat, just as cows and pigs 
are raised for meat. We 
don’t eat poodles with noo-
dles. There is no reasonable 
excuse to condemn eating 
dogs while condoning other 
carnivorous practices.  

There's more than a whiff of 
cultural supremacy, if not 
racism, in Western attacks 
on Korean dog-eating. Nor-
wegians eat reindeer, 
Frenchmen eat horses and 
snails, Spaniards have cat 
stew, Chinese chew on scor-
pions and beetles, and 
Americans devour cheese-
burgers. We all have differ-
ent culinary traditions. It is 
time to admit the difference, 
and respect others of what 
they have on their dinner 
tables. 

“WE DON’T EAT 
POODLES WITH 

NOODLES.” 



 

 

room as she and I talked, silently absorbing every chipped dish and drying painting, just as he 
had each day for the past several weeks. 

Canvases lay strewn about on easels and wall hooks. While many stagnated in varying levels 
of completion, each reeked of the careful mastery of a true artist. He stood abruptly, carrying 
the unsipped Coke to a large gray panel on the far wall. White and black brushstrokes sug-
gested the beginnings of a somber piece. He spoke to her for the first time, interrupting our 
quiet discussion.  

“They’re beautiful.” His unchanging eyes suggested no confidence in this compliment as they 
continued their sweep of the room. She thanked him; she’d started it only that morning, be-
fore we’d arrived. It was a piece for her late mother. 

He nodded without heat. 

Upon our arrival the next day, I was particularly piqued by her obvious activity of the night 
before; new splashes of color lit up the pallid studio, surprising life into the bleak walls with 
her intricate palettes and scenes. He, however, had immediately been drawn to her newly-
updated gray panel, pursuing its hues of darkness rather than his usual seat. 

Stricken with a vague curiosity, I inquired as to where the ideas for so many pieces were gath-
ered or conceived. 

She tapped her long pointer finger on her temple and smiled at me knowingly, indicating her 
secret stores of masterpieces, past and future. 

He observed this gesture expressionlessly from across the room and reattached his gaze to the 
gray panel before him. His eyes squinted infinitesimally as he studied its depths. 

We moved the apparatus of do-it-yourself plumbing off of the table as she started another pot 
of tea to boil. 

Remembering the gift of white lilies I’d forgotten in the car, I excused myself and ran to re-
trieve them. 

Shifting the flowers to the other arm to swing open the door to her flat, I was greeted by the 
shrill call of the teapot, which pulled me into the room with its desperate crying. Stepping in, 
the lilies cascaded to the ground. My eyes widened as they stumbled on the bloodied monkey 
wrench. He was settled on his knees beside her crumpled body, holding her broken skull in 
his shaking hands. His fingers roamed her oozing scalp, searching. He looked up at me with 
confounded desperation. 

“I was looking for the beauty.” 

(Continued from page 8) 
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“SHE THANKED HIM; 
SHE’D STARTED IT 

ONLY THAT 
MORNING, BEFORE 
WE’D ARRIVED. IT 

WAS A PIECE FOR HER 
LATE MOTHER.” 

UNTITLED 

CRYING 
BY DIANA PADILLA 
Someone understands 
Can you reveal who you are 
What's the point of tears?  
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You said that you loved me 
You said that you cared 
So why did you leave me 
Alone in despair 
You broke my spirit 
Tore my heart 
Into pieces and pieces 
Without looking back  
Why should I trust you? 
And why should I care 
When you said you cried over me? 
You'll get no sympathy 
From the one you hurt  
Did you really think 
I'd come running back? 
Beg for your love 
And that would be that 
But why would I crawl back 
To the person who killed 
A little piece 
Of me  
Why should I trust you? 
And why should I care 
When you said you cried over me? 
You'll get no sympathy 
From the one you hurt  
So look for me 
Sailing above 
I'll see you below 
Make you regret 
Ever hurting me 
So beg all you like 
Cry over memories 
Of you and me  
Why should I trust you? 
And why should I care 
When you said you cried over me? 
You'll get no sympathy 
From the one you hurt  

When I look in the mirror, two people can be seen 
A scared little kid and a broken-hearted teen  

The little kid wants to play 
To laugh with friends and run 
Throw cares of her life away 

Live in the moment, have a little fun  
She's scared by her fears 

Being despised and alone 
Screams of pain and tears 

No one around when she's grown 
Hurts and anger, taunts and jeers  

A teen walled in 
Wishing for acceptance 

Or a friend to exchange a grin 
Yearning for another's presence  

Years between, memories and life 
They fight the same demons: 

Petty battles and strife 
Words: Poisons 

On the tip of a knife  
Their greatest fear is to be rejected 

Their only wish is to be accepted 
Bound by the rules to act timid 

So no matter how provoked or livid 
Don't attract attention 

Don't hope for redemption  
Someone, someday 

Will come along 
Someone, someday 

Will make me feel like I belong 
Someone, someday 

Will truly see 
Someone, someday 

Will love me for me  
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NEVER LOOKING BACK 
BY ERIKA BLAIR 

CHILD OR TEEN? 
BY ERIKA BLAIR 
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Want to contribute to the next Gunn Hall 

Gazette? 
 

Go to www.gunnhallgazette.wordpress.com 
and click “Contribute” or email your  

submissions to  
gunnhallgazette@gmail.com 

 
We also have monthly meetings, so look out 

for flyers around the building. 
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If you have a comment or  
suggestion, send it to  

gunnhallgazette@gmail.com 

NOVEMBER 2009 
Sun Mon Tue Wed Thu Fri Sat 

1 All Saints Day 2 All Souls Day 3 4 5 Guy Fawkes 

Night 

6 7 

8 9 10 11 Remembrance 

Day, Veteran’s Day 

12 13 14 Children’s 

Day (India) 

15 16 17 Leonids  

Meteor Shower 

18 19 International 

Men’s Day 
20 21 

22 23 24 25 Thanksgiving 

Break  - No classes 

26 Thanksgiving 

Day - No classes 

27 Thanksgiving 

Break -  No classes 

28 

29 Season of 

Advent Begins 

30      

November is Alzheimer's Awareness Month, American Diabetes Month, and the month dedicated to Holy Souls in Purgatory in the Roman Catholic Church. 




