
THE VIETNAMESE  
CHILDREN’S ART EXHIBIT  

                                              Together Protect Peace 
                                       by Ta Thank Khue, age 15 

Presented by  
 
Kent State University’s Wick Poetry Center & School of Art Galleries,  
in collaboration with Soldier’s Heart 

Pairing Vietnamese children’s paintings of peace and war  
with American voices 

Kent State University’s Wick Poetry Center and School of Art 
Galleries have collaborated with Soldier’s Heart, a veterans’     
return and healing organization, to create the Vietnamese       
Children’s Art Exhibit. This exhibit features Vietnamese children’s 
drawings and paintings on themes of peace and war that have 
been collected by the War Remnants Museum in Ho Chi Minh 
City, Viet Nam. Paired with original poems written by American 
children, veterans, and established poets, this collaborative,     
international art exhibit encourages a creative dialogue between 
image and word, promoting cross-cultural understanding,          
reconciliation, and global citizenship. 

  
 

 
We invite you to participate in this project by responding to the     
images of peace and war with your own poetry.    
 

Visit the Wick Poetry Center website (www.kent.edu/wick) and click 
on “News” to view the artwork and submission guidelines. Selected 
poems will tour as part of the traveling, international exhibit in 2011. 
 



Together Protect Peace 
 

by Ta Thank Khue, age 15 

Small Hands 
 

Together Protect Peace: four hands hover  
around an origami crane. But you don’t even know  
how to hold onto it. You sift flour into metal cups,  
measure water and salt and yeast, then press  
palms deep into the yielding dough and feel  
peace begin to rise in the chest, the heart  
warm and leavened. In the evening you listen  
to the whispered nightbreaths of your children, 
as if they are holy chants in a foreign tongue 
you don’t need to translate. You stroke your daughter’s  
tiny hand as she sleeps and wonder, how durable  
is peace? And which is more fragile, the paper bird 
or the small hands that fold it into being. 
 
 
-Scott Parsons 

 
 
 

Scott Parsons has taught college and high school English for sixteen 
years, the last thirteen at Maplewood Career Center in Ravenna, Ohio. 
He is a past editor of Ohio Teachers Write and last year had an article 
published in English Journal.                                                                          



Emotion on War 
 

by Hồng Ngọc, age 7 
 

crayon 

Red Bird 
 
We stand 
in a scribble of darkness, 
black as the day 
you left, 
black as the day 
my daughter’s 
baby died— 
(we named her for you, 
now you are gone). 
 

Our feet cannot bear 
to touch down. 
I fall back. 
I am color of ash. 
 

Out of a smelt-fire furnace, 
a bird, heavy laden with blood, 
hangs in hot air. 
 

And the red sun 
dull and wounded, 
longing for night. 
 
 
-Mary Greer 
 

Mary Greer is a retired English teacher who now teaches and   
tutors children at home.  She writes, “These paintings and draw-
ings touch my heart and bring to mind old wounds. The project 
encompasses everything I believe about the relationship between 
education, and the power of language to heal and inspire.”  



Terrible War 
 
 

by Nguyễn Phạm Bảo Trân, age 12 
 

crayon 
 

Terrible War 
 
The air fertilizes flames of terror. 
Clouds inherit billowing smoke. 
Bombshells rain over my land. 
My home erupts into broken glass, 
shattering my hardened heart.  
The shadow of Grandpa’s carcass 
melts into my tears. 
The sound of his last breath 
surrenders my knees. 
 
 
-R.N. 

R.N. attends Lurleen B. Wallace School at the Mt. Meigs juvenile 
detention facility in Mt. Meigs, Alabama, and is taking part in a       
program called Writing Our Stories, which is a partnership       
program between the Alabama Writers’ Forum and the Alabama 
Department of Youth Services.  



Weapons No More Malicious 
 

Phùng Ân Khải, age 11 
 

watercolor 

Why Not? 
 
Why not change a torpedo 
into a loving dolphin? 
 

Why not take barbed wire 
and soften it, then knit a sweater? 
 

I see a bullet flying through the air, and I think, 
why not have it be a graceful bird? 
 

Why not take a tank 
and shoot out bubbles? 
 

Why not cover a helmet 
with sparkles and wear it the prom? 
 

Why not use battleships 
in a giant bubble bath? 
 

Why not use a bazooka 
as a high-powered bottle opener? 
 

Why not take a gun 
and load it with chocolate? 
 

Why not disable a landmine 
and make a Frisbee? 
 

Why not take all the soldiers 
and turn them into elves? 
 

Instead of war, why not 
Peace? 

 
-Marcia Skidmore’s 7th Grade Class 

Marcia Skidmore’s seventh graders attend Miller South School   
for the Visual and Performing Arts in Akron, Ohio. 



Our Peace 
 

by Vũ Thị Phương Mai, age 5  
 

Crayon 

Still 
 
I am a child floating 
in the waves of air. My shadow 
leans into flights of birds, each wing 
driven by a tiny heart, each heart a light 
in this beautiful darkness. 
 
 
-Galen Garwood 
 

Galen Garwood is an artist of many disciplines. He works variously 
in painting, printmaking (monotypes), collage, photography, multi-
media, video, and poetry. The last ten years he has lived in Northern 
Thailand, where he continues his art making, traveling back and 
forth to the United States annually.  



Peaceful Wishes 
 
 

by Hồ Công Nguyên Bình, age 8 
 

watercolor 

All the Flowers on my Housedress Bloom at Once 
 
To blossom outward from the chest, to burst from inside 
the body and cascade into bliss—this light, this color, 
exploding across the sky, past erased. 
 

What blades remain are petal-knives of light, 
yellow, red, green, blue, white. 
What they cut, they cut through, 
 

like the single dove with a beak full of flame. 
What explodes, explodes for color. 
Look up: a Ferris wheel of crayon-spokes 
 

rolls out from within: turn us, tune us 
to musicbox barrels and clock gears, struck 
to song and alarm set to a steely 
 

unimaginable time. One day 
cartwheels out, another rolls in: 
shiny as a newly-minted sun. 
 
 
-Ariana-Sophia Kartsonis 
 

Ariana-Sophia Kartsonis, a native of Salt Lake City, is an assistant  
professor at Columbus College of Art and Design. Her first book,  
Intaglio, won the Tom and Stan Wick Poetry Prize and was published 
in 2006 by Kent State University Press.  

 



The Sleep of an Iraqi Child 
 

by Huynh Chi Trung, age 15 

The Sleep of an Iraqi Child 
 
A child wrapped in war 
in sheets of bloodshed 
rests on soil long fought over 
on the ashes of his people. 
 
How will this child grow to love 
when raised in this greenhouse of hate, 
this place where the sky cannot hold hope 
but only the promise of bombs? 
 
 
-Luke Moore 

Luke Moore, a sixteen-year-old junior, attends Coventry High School 
in Akron, Ohio. He is active in band, AP courses, and his church. 
Luke recently returned from a mission trip to Haiti and plans to invest 
more time there in the future.  



War Consequences 
 

by Huỳnh Lê Hương Giang, age 14 
 

Crayon 

In War 
 
We stand watching as the sky 
closes in like a tomb, shutting 
out the light. The clouds 
burn a choleric red, and the air 
fills with dust, turning inside 
itself, hissing for waves 
to put out the fire. Overhead, 
planes whir, their bombs 
like tears to the soft forgivable 
Earth; the blues bluer 
in darkness, the yellows 
more saturated in hue. 
We are mesmerized, transfixed, 
and yet repulsed. The ground 
rattles beneath our feet, the sound 
of empty shells, a sound big 
as God, a sound faceless and 
nearing, a knock on the gate. 
We have fallen from ourselves, 
wandering deeper into the mouth 
of the cave with but little light 
to find our way back. 
 
 
-Jinae West 

Jinae West is a senior magazine journalism major at Kent State      
University. She teaches poetry to third and seventh graders as 
part of the service-learning course, “Teaching Poetry in the 
Schools,” at KSU.                                                                                  



Visiting the Flower-Market 
 

by Huynh Thi Thuy Loan, age13 

In the Flower Market 
 
Tiger lilies roar in the cold April rain. 
Tulips seek friends with their spray of pollen. 
 
Sunflowers flash in the night, 
illuminating the world like a candle. 
 
Bluebells drip with dew— 
they love just being themselves. 
 
Marigolds sing, mango trees ding. 
Orchids fly like birds in the wind. 
 
Flowers from all over the world 
spread their colors like peacocks. 
 
Peace is what puts them all together. 
 
 
-Lori Galambos’ 4th Grade Class 
 
 

Lori Galombos’s fourth graders attend Miller South School                   
for the Visual and Performing Arts in Akron, Ohio. 



Encouraging New Voices 

Major Sponsors 
 

Inamori International Center for Ethics                  
and Excellence at Case Western Reserve University 

 

National Association of Writers in Education 
 

The National Peace Academy 
 

Writers in the Schools Alliance 

Wick Poetry Center

For more information or questions  
about booking this exhibit, please contact: 

 

Anderson Turner, Director of Galleries  
Kent State University School of Art  

haturner@kent.edu  
330.672.7853 

 

To view the artwork and to read exhibit curriculum materials,        
visit the Wick Poetry Center website at www.kent.edu/wick 

and click on “News.” 

School of Art Galleries 

www.soldiersheart.net 


