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The Road not Taken
by Robert Frost

Two roads diverged in a yellow wood, '
And sorry I could not travel both
= And be one traveler, long I stood
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Pt g - ] “And looked down"orie @s far as I could= = =

# g = g To where it bent in the undergrowth

Then took the other, as just as fair,
And having perhaps the better claim,
-~ Because it was grassy and wanted wear;
. : _ Though as for that the passing there -
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Several times in the past year, | have shared this poem, The
Road Less Travelled, with I-House residents. Throughout our
lives we make choices, knowing that either choice we make,
either road we choose, the other will be left unexplored.

We make choices based on what we know, what we hope, and
what we believe. Either way that we choose, we face unknowns,
obstacles, and opportunities. Fortunately, I-House residents,
alumni, and staft all made a choice to follow the road that led
them to the International House. That, in turn, has given each of
us further choices, additional forks in the road of life that have
brought us together around the world.

-Leann Cherkasky Makhni, Director

This is probably one of my favorite poems of all time. It was also
something that came to mind when I was at a crossroads, trying
to think of where to go for graduate school. The image of having
two paths in front of you is a vivid illustration and representa-
tion of the choices that we each face in our lives. Some of these
choices are simple, or at least seem like it, while others are much
more complex. How this poem can be related to I-House is that
each individual resident is given choices and opportunities, such
as how much he or she wants to interact with others or what kind
of events to participate in and attend. The choices that each per-
son makes create the experiences, and thus the memories, that he
or she will have during time spent in this special environment.

-Sarah Kyo
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“Sunny Califonia
Sometimes I feel that [ am held personally responsible for the weather in California. As I write, it is a perfect California fall day with clear, crisp
blue skies and a few red, orange and golden leaves blowing across the front steps. Of course, it is not on days like today that I am held respon-
sible...

I remember the first big rain of Fall semester 2009. It was a “doozy!” Multiple failures of gutters, pumps, and covers combined to create

the “perfect storm” and flood the I-House basement. When Don and Ebony mentioned that it was flooding, I thought they were being overly
dramatic (as I often am). By the time I went down to check, the party room was a mess with water filling the window wells like fish tanks and
gushing down the walls. Fortunately enough residents pitched in, literally rolled up their trousers, and bailed, siphoned, mopped and carried water
out of the basement. They saved the day!

On the first big rain each semester, several residents come into the office with hurt expressions. “I thought it never rained in California,” they say
mournfully. “T didn’t bring any rain jacket or umbrella with me.”

Other days we awake to a damp gray foggy morning and residents come downstairs to ask me if the weather is going to stay this way for the
rest of the season. "No,” I can say, “the sun will be back by noon.”

My favorite poem from childhood describes that wonderful spooky fog. While you are in California I hope you have a chance to see it oozing
over the Western hills or hovering above the Bay.

The author, Carl Sandburg, was born in Illinois to Swedish immigrant parents. My father’s grandmother immigrated to the U.S. from Sweden,
and my mother is from lllinois, so I feel a certain kinship.

-Kristen Pendleton
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| Carry Your Heart With Me
E.E. Cummings

| carry your heart with me (I carry it in

My heart) | am never without it (anywhere
| go you go, my dear; and whatever is done
by only me is your doing, my darling)

| fear

NO fate (for you are my fate, my sweet) | want
NO world (for beautiful you are my world, my true)
¢ and it's you are whatever a moon has always meant
and whatever a sun will always sing is you

here is the deepest secret nobody knows

(here is the root of the root and the bud of the bud
and the sky of the sky of a tree called life; which grows
higher than the soul can hope or mind can hide)

and this is the wonder that's keeping the stars apart

| carry your heart (I carry it in my heart)

This is my first semester living here in the Interna-
tional House. | have heard from past residents that
when it's time for the international students to

leave, it is heart wrenching.

According to a fellow | Houser, she cried for almost
three weeks because you watch as every single
resident departs back to their home country. So,

this poem represents all of the memories, love and

time spent with the friends that | made here that |
carry in my heart.

| dedicate this poem to all of those students who
only had an opportunity to come to the U.S. for one
semester. The friendships we developed will be

- something that | will cherish for the rest of my life.

Natasha Bradley
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The bell, the little bird, and me ~ Hitomi Fujmoto and Mariko Nit te

veryone is different so everyone is great.
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he enormously incredible exp ,h-:.'f-.
se in a more narrow sense. Just as t ol
stirring poetic lines, the residents of the
ccess each in their field of study and in| 28
e right word, of a world wherein there isTosgrair of
2t real, world in the I-House: a place where residents eel all |
ooperate in workshops and activities; and participate infamuse- hs !
as a one body. kS ’

as its o 0 ome, may seem just a reverie! This dream is best illustrated in the

’//p rase “May peace prevall on earth” ertten on a pillar outside the building in various languages. To me, however, this

ambition is not at all impractical. This is only because | saw people from various backgrounds enjoying living in the I-House
together and focusing on what brings them together other than the artificial differences that can set them apart.

When | first arrived into the States, | had a workshop about the theme of culture shock and adjustment. | still remember how
the lecturer emphasized the necessity of overcoming the culture shock, which he says “is inevitable; know it is going to
happen!” Now, having spent a great deal of time in this country, | do not feel anything like a culture shock - | even started
doubting if it really exists!

It is worth-mentioning, however, that dreams are not peculiar to me, neither to my friends in the I-House, or even to the
inhabitants of San Jose. Dreams are deeply-rooted in this huge country! One of the defining characteristics of the United
States is the existence of an “American Dream.” Specialists could, and have in fact, published books about this concept. Yet
even a mediocre person like me knows that it is a state in which everybody can achieve any ambition depending on nothing
but who they actually work hard te ameliorate their status.

All in all, living in the International House is a wonderful experience. This is simply because the I-House is an excellent model
of America. In addition, its residents are also prototype of Americans. This is because the latter are “a new breed, rooted in
all races, stained and tinted with all colors, a seeming ethnic anarchy.”

Chosen by Isselmou Ghaly
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Living in the (/lnited States and at the |nternational [ Jouse has given me much more than

l can Put in words. New horizons and worlds of oPPortunity have opened up to me since

| arrived in this | and of OPPortunitg. | have often comParcd the amount of‘chings | have
learned during the past three years with all ] had learned before. But not everything] have
learned comes out of classrooms. ]nclcecl the greatest lessons are those ] learned through
]iving side by side with People of all origins, cultures, backgrouncls, races, ethnicitics, colors,

rc]igions, beliefs, thoughts, and habits.

I Eta,.- . e Ta—

The one great lesson ] have taken into my heart and soul is that, no matter where From, we
the humans are simplg all the same and should care for each other to remain humans. Mang
of my accomplishments, inc]uding my very coming to the (/lnited States, would have never
come about if it was not for the helP and support | received from many Pcop]e.

l am aclmittec”y unable to thank all PCOP]C who have grace{:u”ﬂ helped me Push through my
ambitions, let alone returning their favors. But one ‘cl‘n’ng ] have learned is that ] must as well
care for all People andlend a helping hand wherever one is sought. That will not make a

ood human out of me; that will only let me remain a human. This is the re]igion, the i&eo]ogg,

‘cl the Phi]osophy | try to live bg; one that the great Persian poet Saadi has artistica”g

iculated some 800 years ago.

Arash Motamedi
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“I'll Be Your Mirror” is a song by Lou Reed’s band The Velvet Underground,
released in 1966. Although my previous impression of the song would never
have made me think of the International House, a second interpretation can c ﬁO 1SEV) gy Mﬂ / &6’ e Mﬂ 1TUSArz
always be drawn of all things. The International House is home to people from

all over the world, each person bringing their own experiences, attributes, and
flaws, as well as their own thoughts, beliefs and inner aspirations. Coming to live in the International House is a huge transition and can
mean leaving your comfort zone or going to explore something entirely new.

The I-House and the people that inhabit it all serve as a sort of mirror to each resident. Being in such a close and diverse environment
forces each resident to see oneself through another’s eyes, “Please put down your hands, ‘cause I see you”. It forces each person to truly
self evaluate and learn more about who they are as a person on an abstract and personal level as well as a social and communal level.
More than that, the I-House and its residents serve as a home away from home and a kind of support system for each other, “I’ll be the
wind, the rain and the sunset, the light on your door to show that you're home”. In a world that is maybe new and unknown, the I-House
is a place where one can feel safe and comforted. When things don’t go as planned, or misfortune brings us down, the I-House is a place
where we can be rejuvenated, “But if you don’t let me be your eyes, a hand in your darkness, so you won'’t be afraid. When you think the
night has seen your mind, that inside you re twisted and unkind, let me stand to show that you are blind. Please put down your hands,
‘cause I see you”.

The International House brings together a diverse group of people that likely would have otherwise never met. Living here is an incompa-

rable experience and each one of us should strive to cherish each moment, to learn, explore, and connect. We are each other’s mirrors.




Sing-sSong (excerpt)
Christing Rossettl, 192

IS the moon tived?

she looks so pale

Wwithin her méstg vell:

She scales the sky from east to west,
Awnd takes wo rest.

Before the coming of the night

The moon shows papery white;
Before the dawning of the day

She fades away.

This poetic plece made me
think of home. One night,
whewn standing in the back
oavden of the international
House and feeling slightly
homesiek, | vealized that the
closest [ come to my fa VVLLL%,
friends and Life back howe Ls
whew the moown Ls out at night.
wWith an € hour difference
between Sawn Jose ano Scot-
Land, the moon that [ am
seelng now at 11 o’clock at
night, my parents have seen
only half a day earlier. such
an event Ls calming ano com-
forting when oceastonally
feeling down about belng
away from home.

The quiet suwrvoundings, Late
at wight, and the beauty of the
moown, nature, the stars - the
overnll sense of belng and Life
- leaves me feeling safe, con-
tent and happy, kinowing that
| will return at some point,
and can fully use the opportu-
nitles given to me here tn this
wonderful place.

Jonny Mowlem
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ﬁh?mlﬁifﬁgw snlcncc broke into ripples of bird songs;
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The Sum'rose to the m1d|skv 'and doves cooed in the shade.
f Wlthcrpdm&:s dancedfand whirled in the hot air of noon.
The shephcrd‘boy:drmd dreamed in the shadow of the
baman trcc ’
and 1 laidf‘n‘fvself’do“n by.thciwater

s and stretched'my tired limbs on the grass.
s 3 B

they: ncvcr*lookcd back nor rested;
thev ,va.mshedﬁn the dlstant blue haze.

They crosscd many, meado“s and hills,
and passcd'through strangc far—awav countnes

for lost

_a‘glad humlllatlon
-.*

o

) ¢ sun-embroidered green gloom
slow l?sprmjrgv heart.
for ﬁ%'}gtxhhad traveled,
surrcndcrcd my;mind without struggle
shado“ s and songs.

B AtilastiwhenfliwokeHfrom my slumber and opened my eyes,
sa\\ ﬁ@am y me, flooding my sleep with thy smile.
How I'had'fcared\that the path was long and wearisome,

“8 and the strugglejtoireach thee was hard!
The Journey, Rabindaranath Tagore

People Wﬁﬁ%ﬁﬁmmmﬁnﬁ@m ﬂm@[ﬁﬁmi{bmﬁ@ sole person who decides what his journey would be
like Fhard:corc§painful. enigmaticlorjust,plain| smooth' Llfe 'S roadswhov& ¢ver, are not that straight. It pulls out stories of such

b peoplefllke mmmmmﬁﬂﬂﬂig tfollowing the roads already led by others. They are the ones
.w_llg create historyEorithemijourncy, GMMGBMWEE , but only when one comes to know himself. The

B passion’ofi{doing @mﬂmwm@mm the strcngths and weaknesses he possesses. A person’s percep-
'(ﬁimciﬂfﬂa\ﬁ}ﬁﬂﬂﬂs Umey, would be like: back or takjng charge of the reins... As I always wanted to pursue

always Knew that I would haye|toldo) cvcrythmg alll bv my sclf all alone, in a totally different land I have started rcallzmg my
t strcngths and weaknessesShowlsmiwithinew, peoplejand other crucial stuffs. My journey has just geared up. And to know how
journcy, mmﬂm@mmm@ﬁMﬂmm learn about myself and how much of effort I put in.
Myjjourncyjstartstromihcre ™
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This poem, on bended knee, begs the reader to delight in the journey of experience. The International House is
many things, but it is without question — an experience. People from many nations populate this house every se-
mester, captaining their own eccentric voyage. Once down this rabbit hole each resident discovers their own curious
journey to treasure throughout their life. The | House is a gathering place for those ingredients of life that cannot be
found while alone in nature, but among those friends and rivals that make up the most unlikely of families. We are
the family you never even knew you had - the Ithakas for you to come to understand. Make of us what you will, but
those who come with any kind of care in their heart never leave exactly as they came.

~ Ace Antazo
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Remember (excerpt)

By Douglass Pagel Remember that a little love goes a long way.
Remember that a lot... goes forever.
Remember that friendship is a wise investment.
Life’s treasures are people... together.
Realize that it’s never too late.
Do ordinary things in an extraordinary way.
Have health and hope and happiness.
Take the time to wish upon a star.
And don’t ever forget... for even a day...
How very special you are.

I came here less than a year ago, not knowing any one on this side of the Atlantic Ocean. Once a stranger
to this nation, I now refer to the I House as “home.” For the people that I share my life with here, are the
people I consider family in this nation. Whenever I hear “I House” I will be reminded of that what makes
us unique is what brings us together, not apart. I believe that we as the community of the I House make
the world a better place as we increase our understanding for different people. I hope that the friendship
tied here in this nation where we knew no one at first, but now see as our home will last forever, as I know
that love always will.

-Matias Sjoblom
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The Croatian hills are shaped just like the ones at Home,

Silhouetted aqainst the moon they could be mistaken for each other,
But their surfaces here are coarse and uneven,

Covered mostly in short harsh shrubbery that pricks and scraps,

and always visible is the dry grey soil that sweeps and stings.

The Polish scenery was something 14 never encountered.
It was probably the most like Home,

With green hills that were wide and short,

But [ could feel the difference in my skin,

There was an inland feel to it,

No salt on my cheek.

The Slovenian Alps were so picturesque you'd swear you’d seen them before,
d of the Rings.
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Ol quue Jes igjles 1o fis foguen ¢l cuempo cuando caigan
noylasipucdasfconyentidentcristalr

que la lluvia deje de ser milagro que baja por tu cuerpo.

que la luna pueda salir sin ti.

que la tierra no te bese los pasos.

se te acabe la mirada constante,
laYpalabra precisa, la sonrisa perfecta.
©jalapase algo que te borre de pronto:

luz cegadora, un disparo de nieve.
@©jalaipor lo menos que me lleve la muerte,
)Paraino verte tanto, para no verte siempre
enitodos los segundos, en todas las visiones:
que no pueda tocarte ni en canciones

que la aurora no de gritos que caigan en mi espalda.

que tu nombre se le olvide a esa voz.

las paredes no retengan tu ruido de camino cansado.

que el deseo se vaya tras de ti,
lxtulviejo gobierno de difuntos y flores.

se te acabe la mirada constante,
laYpalabra precisa, la sonrisa perfecta.
(©jalapase algo que te borre de pronto:

luz cegadora, un disparo de nieve.
@©jalaipor lo menos que me lleve la muerte,
)Paraino verte tanto, para no verte siempre
enitodos los segundos, en todas las visiones:
que no pueda tocarte ni en canciones

©jalapase algo que te borre de pronto:

luz cegadora, un disparo de nieve.

@ alaipor lo menos que me lleve la muerte,
)Paraino verte tanto, para no verte siempre
enitodos los segundos, en todas las visiones:
que no pueda tocarte ni en canciones

IPctishhopelthadicaves] Wﬁmwﬁﬂl
Soythatithey; d@n Crystall

Let’s hope that the rain allows this miracle that graces youribody,
Let’s hope that the moon can rise without your presence?
Let’s hope that the ground does not kiss your steps?

Let’s hope it is finished with the constant gaze¥

The precise word and the perfect smile?

Let’s hope something happens that erases you foreyers
A brilliant light, a blast of snoyA

I hope at the very least, it takes me to the graye

in order to not see you so, nor to see you always

in every second and every vision®

I hope that you are not even mentioned in SEN2A

I hope that the aurora does not call down on my bagckd

I hope that your name is forgotten by this voice®

I hope that the walls don’t retain the sound of your sad passage?
I hope that the desire leaves afteryyoul

To your old government of the deceased and of flowgrs!

Let’s hope it is finished with the constant gaze¥

The precise word and the perfect smile?

Let’s hope something happens that erases you foreyers
A brilliant light, a blast of snoyA

I hope at the very least, it takes me to the graye

in order to not see you so, nor to see you always

in every second and every vision®

I hope that you are not even mentioned in SEN2A

Let’s hope something happens that erases you foreyers

A brilliant light, a blast of snoyA

I hope at the very least, it takes me to the graye

in order to not see you so, nor to see you always

in every second and every vision®

I hope that you are not even mentioned in SON2A
Rodriguez

This song, written by Silvio Rodriguez, a Cuban musiciantknown¥forghisfsymbolisticjlyrics, is a descriptive representation of
my view of the/International House. As|the lyrics reﬂgg‘ithis songfspeaksfoffajlosBloyepwhich the singer looks back on with
sadness and which he wishes to forgot. However he istunablelto)leHthelmemoriesfof that! 1ove leave him so he is caught

in a battle to keep what he thinks of fondly and to leave behind\that: h1m SO Thls idea of a longed for lost love
describes the emotions that residents feel upon leaving the Ell%e theyahavelcalledihome forlat/least a short while. The first

stanza, which describes the beauty of love, shows the greatness(ofywhere mm o

‘v"even though we all come from differ-

ing cultures and backgrounds, we find connections whichtmakejthelexperiencelof; 11vmg hereinot only bearable, but prefer-
able to what we had before. Then the chorus shows the sadnessfthat manyupon \leavmg as/well as the desire to forget
the fond memories that signal the return of that sadness hhe)lyrics ofithejthirdistanza reveal how each person who leaves
from the International House retains memories which cannot beﬁ:llved for! some, are, forgotten so that the sadness
that shadows those memories can’t take hold once again® Havmg lived inkthis] hose for many;semesters, I have been there

to see many people come and go. Each time this happens

gam new memoriesjof. the good times here. Though I will cher-

ish these memories, I dread the time when I leave this placelto face the real worlq_ knowing:that the next time I come to visit

this wonderful place that holds such good times, it will befa
pared for this and know that it is still in the future. Andine}

ki

fa Vlsltor, gettinggpeeks at,what I once had. However, I am pre-
matter how [quicklygthat:future is becoming present, I will enjoy

these special times and cherish them forever. For anyonejwholcom es tollivefatithellsHouse walks away with memories that

will haunt and grace them for a lifetime.

-Dave Thomson




Beyond A Home
Ebony Flett

Diversity
International, camaraderie

Sharing, learning, ascertaining
Relinquish, cultivate, together, friendship
Affecting, renouncing, spellbinding,

Adventure, power
Unification

Editor’s Note

A diamond poem, or diamante, is a style of poetry that is made up of seven lines usually usually forming the
shape of a diamond. The form was developed by Iris Tiedt in A New Poetry Form: The Diamante (1969). The
first and last lines each consist of a one-word noun. The second and sixth lines are each made up of fwo
adjectives and the third and fifth lines are made up of three gerund form words. The fourth and middle line
consists of four nouns. Conceptually, the poem is divided info two halves, with all the words in each half
being related to the single noun af the beginning or end. The division point between these halves occurs
between the second and third nouns in the middle line. The entire poem is centrally justified, with the inner

Iines phyxically longer than the oufer lines. ,
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Editor’s Note-
‘? To everyone who contributed to this semester’s newsletter — you have
my profuse and profound thanks. Collecting your thoughts and feelings
together in ,gych expressive forms has been a truly rewardlng experience.
7Z_'Eh/o,seafeéhngs have travelled from all over the world to concentrate here

1nn/tl/1e/I House. Thank you for the journey.

—

== ~Ace Antazo






