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The editors of Songdo Stories would like to

thank the contributors for their submissions.

Fourteen stories --poems, memoirs, drawings,

and photos-- are assembled here to give us a

glimpse of how it feels to live and be part of

this new smart city. As buildings continue to

fill the land around us, we Songdonians can

now share our personal experiences about

Songdo and in a small way, help write

Songdo's history.

We hope this first issue will inspire more

people to contribute to our Fall 2021 issue of

Songdo Stories. 
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CHO, INHEE
(KAYLYNN) 
SONG-DO

accidentally turned around as a black and

white flock flew through the clouds and

into the sky.

Central Park
The figure on the boat didn’t wave back at

Ha-jin; Instead it looked the other way. But

that didn’t matter. He raced his feet on the

pedal, feeling the bicycle smoothly gliding

across the air. When it finally stopped, his

feet landed differently. ‘Song-do, Central

Park Guidelines’. He stared at the words.

Then, he peddled into the path. A cement

path stretched in front of him, next to a

thick river. There were wooden branches

and roofs standing on straight pillars. The

trees slightly moved as the wind passed by,

revealing the glimmering buildings behind

them. And he could see a long bridge

connecting the two paths side-by-side to

the river. It looked like small bits of nature

and ‘modern’ soaked together in one place.

Ha-jin felt the air fly through his hair, and

his feet raced upon the pedal.

And there they were, under the same sky,

and stepping on the same earth. 

They didn’t notice as they passed each

other, but they knew clearly;

This was Song-do.

They were all in Song-do.  

J.Y., Maile, Ha-jin stepped on the same

ground, all in different directions.

Han-Oak Town
As a crow somewhat elegantly perched on

the stone gate of the house, its limbs

pummelled on the boundary of the wall.

The Han-Oak beyond it was built with

antique logs and doughs of clay filled in

between them. It had thin Han-Ji paper

with smokey patterns for its windows.

Each of the same Han-Oak houses

surrounding Maile had concealed

contrasts. The Han-Oak’s heat attended

guests and news. The town’s atmosphere

kept a sorcery of attraction. The sky was

as high, and the air was as thin. But the

Han-Oak town was so reachable.

Western Boat House
The green waves carried J.Y.’s heart as far

as the boat could take her. In the distance,

a group of fish silently glid across the lake,

small glimmering tinges on each of their

scales. The parasol drifted a slight shadow

on the slim boat which leisurely floated

across the green waves. A flying duck

faded into the sunlight, and leaves

fluttered beyond the side of ‘West Boat

House’. Nothing quite moved except for a

figure under the sign, eagerly waving its

hand.  But J.Y. 
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Songdonian for 2 years, Cho, Inhee
(Kaylynn) moved back to Seoul when she
started 4th grade. She loves reading and
writing and likes spending time with her
family and friends. She also enjoys musicals.
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VIVIAN FU

BIRDS OF SONGDO
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 Vinous-Throated Parrotbill.     
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Great Tit.  

 Grey Heron.  



Vivian Fu is from Hong Kong and has been in Songdo for two and a half years.  She is working on nature
conservation and loves birds and wildlife. Even though Songdo is highly urbanised, she thinks there is
still a lot of nature around to explore. This series of photos is about the wild birds she saw in Songdo. 
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Oriental Magpie.   Brown-Eared Bulbul.  



It’s  2020, and verdigris is in full bloom

outside your window. Your mantra for this

year is "April showers bring May flowers",

except 2020 is your April and 2021  is your

May. Here’s a good joke: the season you

breathe is like that old text post you saw

about air actually being poison and killing

your lungs slowly until you die at a

sufficiently old age (it’s a clever metaphor

you come up with about suffocating. The

air does not exist, see. You are confined to

your room and nothing is really blooming

outside your window). Here’s another

joke, because I don’t think the last one was

funny: there’s a global pandemic that

splashes dark ink on your life. Sorry, did

that not make you laugh? Isn’t that

hilarious? No?

You look up old travel vlogs on Youtube

from 18 and live vicariously because your

city has turned apocalyptic and there’s

nothing you can do about it. You won’t go

to school for the next six months, though

you don’t know that yet, and you laugh at

your friends through Zoom, thinking this

will all be over soon. For some reason, all

of your finals seem easier online. You don’t

know if it’s just your teachers being nice to

you because you’re online, or if you’re

being delusional as a safety net against

future mental breakdowns. 

Did I already tell you this? You can’t go

outside, or you can’t go any further than  

the distance of five minutes outside your

apartment. Did I tell you this, too? There’s

nothing you want more than to go home,

even though you are already home.

This city is your home. You’re not sure how

many times you’ve repeated that to

yourself through the solitary months

when you feel you’re really nothing but a

couple of pixels stuttering on your

Macbook screen. Songdo is your home. 

The six letters that make up the name of

the city you’ve lived in for ten years don’t

seem real anymore. You begin to revisit

old songs from 2016 and old comfort

books just so you can escape to a time

where everything was shining. 

Bright, but not blinding (because you look

at the world that’s stopped and you close

your eyes to the light that permeates it.

God, you don’t believe in God anymore,

but you think maybe this is it. Maybe

we’ve done something so wrong that He

finally decided to intervene, and maybe

your cities are finally going grey. You don’t

know how to feel about it).

Here’s this feeling condensed down so

you can understand: you’re going mad.

You talk to yourself but you’re talking to

the guy up in the sky. You write letters to

the girl you were just January of this year

and keep your curtains closed because

you’re afraid to face what’s happened to

that spinning Earth outside. Sometimes,

when you stare at the lace that lines your

windowsill, you think you’ll see Sauron’s

eye staring right back at you. 

LEE, NAHYE 
THIS CITY 
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You cling to the last traces of humanity

you remember and you watch the same

two Ghibli movies over and over and over

again. You’re going mad. Everything is

nostalgic. You take your journals from

sixth grade and tease yourself for the

songs you used to listen to.  You pray for

the first time since ever (you never prayed,

even in church. You just closed your eyes

and hoped the others wouldn’t notice that

you’ve never believed in the right way, or

understood the right things). You ask God

to please save me. Please take me away

from here.

Spring is not spring anymore, but you keep

your heart like flowers cracking through

the pavement. You start taking lessons

three times a week, and leave your house

an hour early just so you can walk slow

through the park behind your house. You

don’t think any word will ever explain

what this feeling is, when you take a short

breath through your mask and it’s stuffy

but everything is clear, all at once. Some

days you see the sun reflected against the

river that runs next to the park and the

light is no longer blinding. When your

Airpods are tucked in your ears and your

feet scuffle against the beige dust that

rises with the breeze, your heart echoes

freedom. Even the pigeons that never

flutter away until the last second begin to

feel like friends, and you wonder if you can

recognize any of the old ones that you’ve

seen this month.

This park is the only semblance of

normalcy, and the shrubbery that 

lines the well-loved path strike up a

conversation with you on days that are

particularly hollow. The notion is

laughable, but you believe you’ve found a

friend in the greens that sway and brush

your cheek. You look out towards the

horizon until anthracite river blends with

cyanide sky, and you take your sweet time

getting to the tennis court.  One day you

arrive two hours early just to sit on the

patio and watch the kayakers hold their

own against the tide, strong like you never

could let yourself be.

(You gain a new habit, starting to record

the breeze warm with the trees just so you

can remember. When you look through

your phone to revisit those times, you find

that those videos are gone. You exhale,

feel the breath you’ve been holding

dissipate into the air, and you’ve just lost

something.)

It is curious, that. You always refer to the

seventh-floor apartment in front of your

school as home, but it was really this city.

Songdo is your home. You’ve never really

believed it before, but you do now, for that

and everything you’ve gone through here.

That, and the tears you’ve engraved into

the embalmed wood of your room, and the

mechanical pencils you’ve broken stabbing

it into the plastic of your desk. That, and

the nasty pictures you have on your phone

of your friends to use for their birthdays.

That, and the special corner of your closet

you always crawl into whenever the world

around you shrieks in Technicolor and

everything is scraping chalk against your

ears—
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—see, you’re barely a person. You’re the

modern Frankenstein,  both the scientist

and the monster. You stitch yourself

together into organ-clumps of memories,

all of them made in this city. You learn how

to write the right words at the right times

and have discussions about meritocracies

and the vices of capitalism with your best

friends like the creature did. You also have

arguments with yourself, and you, the

creature, chase wildly after you, the

scientist, splitting open with questions

about what all of this means. You’re

bursting at the seams but the scientist

won’t answer your questions. She can’t.

You’re a low-budget, one-star indie film,

and you’re the editor. You clip together

summers oversaturated with shorts too

short and faces flush from laughter and

the kind of hugs where you get all sticky

from the sweat. There are videos of you in

your dad’s car, going to your favorite pasta

place, and you holding hands with the girl

named after a gem, giggling at each other.

In one candid, you’re recorded looking

back at the camera as the city slanted

across the sea ripples back at you from the

heat. And in another, you lounge back on

the couch, dogs splayed across your lap

and tanned hand on the remote, trying to

figure out what to watch next. There’s a

worn tape of the sound of your voice

draped with the transience of those

scattered summer days, and you’re talking

to your parents in jocular Korean.

I ask one thing of you. Breathe slow

underneath that mask. Take the time to

look up at the apartments that line the

streets next time you go outside and revel

in the tininess, then the greatness, of you

vs. everything else.  Whenever you

smother yourself under the weight of the

world on your shoulders, watch the city

unravel around you and take pride in

knowing you are a part of it. Its beginning,

its ending, and its becoming.

You didn't come to Songdo to die, silly. You

came here to live.

 

Lee, Nahye is a Songdo resident for 10
years. She is a middle 3rd student
attending Chadwick International
School. Since she has only three years
left to live in Songdo, she wanted to
write something that would memorize
her memories while living here. 
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Songdonian since October 2019. Prior to
moving here, she lived with her family in
the Middle East for more than six years. In
that time, she learned to appreciate the
desert but also forgot how magnificently
Mother Nature celebrates her seasons in
other parts of the world. Songdo has cold
winters but comes alive with color in
springtime. This selection of photos
captures the vibrancy she has witnessed
through two Spring seasons filled with
many challenges brought on by the
pandemic. Flowers remind us that even in
times of hardship, there is beauty in our
world we simply need to stop (or at least
slow down) and take notice. These
photographs were taken along the streets
and walking/biking paths of our little city.
She loves calling Songdo home.
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ALISON
LIHALAKHA

SPRINGTIME IN 
SONGDO
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Bike and cherry blossoms  

The Sharp Expo and cherry blossoms 
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 Tulips 

Waterway Bridge  



Path poppies 
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Waterway blossoms  
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LIAM LIHALAKHA

SONGDO IN THREE HAIKUS

Songdo is my home
Lush snow, wintery weather

Transitions to Spring.
 

Tall, Hulking buildings, one, 
Over 60 floors high. Views of

Central Park.
 

Vibrant, lush flowers
Bright blue sky, children playing

I live in Songdo. 

Songdonian for around a year and a half.
Liam is a sixth-grader at Chadwick
International. He likes Songdo especially
for all the food options and how the
weather is nice in spring. Before he moved
to Songdo, he lived in Saudi Arabia for 6
years, Tunisia for 3 years, and California
for 1 year. He chose to write haikus
because they are his favorite type of
poetry. It's fun to try fitting words into
specific syllable counts.

     1   .
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ANJALI 
RAMAKRISHNA
WITNESSING A 
TRANSFORMATION: 
MEMORIES OF SONGDO 
FROM AFAR

this airport and the drive across the

Incheon Bridge was exciting and mind

boggling. I had watched a video on Songdo,

the smart city, but the reality was

something else.

We had wisely (maybe not too wisely)

decided not to live in The First World as

we were told that most foreigners lived

there. We found a place in Prugio

Harborview where we later discovered we

were the only foreigners in the building!

For the first few weeks no one responded

to my greetings and smiles. We just

received curious and surprised looks. 

Landing at Incheon International airport in

2011 was sort of a culture shock. After

five years in Kenya and a brief stint in the

US (with its own woes of infrastructure) 



Our new apartment was very modern,

beautiful but puzzling. It took us a few

hours to realize that yes, our kitchen tap

did have running water, your foot just had

to be close enough to the sensor to

activate it. The small tub fixture on our

kitchen countertop? It is an ultrasonic fruit

and vegetable washer, a cup sanitizer etc.

I'm pretty sure it could have played music

and done a little dance if I'd explored it

deeper.

We puzzled over why our shoe cupboard

had a small microwave. It turned out to be

a shoe sanitizer: put shoes in, switch on for

five minutes, out came the shoes with a

pleasant flower smell. We had a second

refrigerator for kimchi, a second stove in a

small room with a window for cooking

smelly foods. The fun one was the clothes

rack in our ceiling that sang a little tune

when we pushed a button to bring it down

or take it up again. Our landlord offered us

one of those cupboards that, when

switched on, shakes a little and removes

the smell of smoke and outdoor pollutants

from your clothes. We politely refused.

Our apartment was overwhelmingly

"smart."

We also had a wall computer to control the

temperature, let people into our building,

see how much water was used in each

bathroom, electricity usage by room and

for the whole apartment by day, week or

month, and a lot more. Since none of this

was in English in the beginning 
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it took us numerous attempts to let  our

guests in or to get the temperature set in

the room we wanted to heat or cool.

Songdo was lovely even though it was

sparsely populated then. People parked

willy nilly on the streets, the bicycle lanes

were a bonus, and it was easy to find a bike

rack everywhere. When the Volvo

dealership opened, the bike racks outside

were full on the weekend as people parked

their bikes and then did some "eye

shopping" (so much more appropriate than

window shopping). I only wished there

were more people. Looking out of the

window and seeing a city view but lacking

the buzz of the city was depressing.

When schools opened in September, we

got a huge shock. Our children's

international school in Kenya had 800

students from Kindergarten through high

school and a mix of over 70 nationalities.

We walked into the orientation at the

international school in Songdo and were

surprised to see that we were literally the

only foreigners (barring the teachers)

there. We soon discovered that long

notices were sent home in Hangul with, if

we were lucky, a two sentence English

translation. You heard more Korean than

English in the corridors, and no English

was used in the monthly class meetings

hosted by a parent at their home. I relied

on a friendly parent or two to translate for

me but it was frustrating. Still, I did make

friends with some of the parents.



My first Korean friend was a mother I

met as we waited for our son to come out

after the first day of school. I soon

discovered that my three words of

spoken Korean and her three words of

spoken English was no barrier to

friendship. We figured out easy ways to

communicate, eg always meeting at the

lion statue in front of my building. She

introduced me to useful Korean words

like pallipalli (fast) and eye shopping.

After my first crazy taxi ride in Songdo,

she taught me the word chonchoni (slow

down). One of our adventures involved

three English words she knew, and I

understood - peanuts, swimming pool and

Russians. We met one morning, and she

excitedly drove me to a place where we

pulled fresh peanuts from the ground and

wrapped them in paper to take them

home. We then visited a beautiful

swimming pool that was being built in a

private home (we just walked in, admired

the pool, and left). To this day the Russian

part remains a mystery, but then what is

life without a mystery or two?

I biked everywhere but it was confusing

as there were no road signs in English.

Shopping was another adventure.  Lotte

Mart or Costco or Hundai Outlet or

Triple Street Mall were all much

welcomed later additions. We went to GS

Market where we got little or no help in

English.  My excitement on finding a can

of tomatoes was high as I biked home

with it in my bike basket.

At home I opened it up to find it was a 5

lb can of ketchup.

One weekend we decided to take the

bus to Seoul and went to the Tourist

Information center at Central Park to

ask about the bus route. We told them

where we lived and they told us the

closest stop was at Central Park. The

next day we walked over and caught the

bus, then had to laugh when it stopped

at a bus stop outside our building. I then

decided to take matters into my own

hand and decided that the easiest way

to figure out local bus routes was to ride

the bus from start to finish and write

down the stops as the names were

written in English on the bus shelters

(this was helpful up to a point as the bus

routes were constantly changed!).

Waiting for a bus our first winter, I was

puzzled by the fact that people

mysteriously appeared around a minute

or two before the bus arrived whereas I

stood shivering for about ten minutes

before the bus appeared. That’s when I

discovered the Kakao Bus app. Our

Korean navigation system in the car,

while frustrating as it talked too much,

did help us accidentally discover new

and unexpected places.

The garbage and recycling area in each

building gave me much joy. I know this

sounds strange, but you will agree once

you realize the planning that went into

making a smart city. 
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Every building we lived in (we moved

every two years as the landlord or

landlady dramatically increased our rent

and the deposit) had a well-organized and

efficient garbage and recycling center. In

living and traveling around the world I had

not seen a place to recycle batteries, bulbs,

and even a container for used oil. There

were donation bins for used clothes and

shoes, and you paid a small fee to get rid of

furniture and larger items. It was the place

where many foreigners found furniture

and other items that they would then

reuse. Wonder of wonders, we never saw

the huge garbage trucks you see in many

other countries. All the compostable

garbage went via chutes to a transfer

station where it was then used to generate

heat for some buildings. Now that’s a

smart city!

In 2013 the GCF had its Board meeting in I

Tower (now known as G Tower) in Songdo

to decide on the location of its

headquarters. Korea joined the fray with

several other countries to host GCF. In

preparation for the Board meeting, we saw

the highly efficient Korean system at work.

The Korean government was offering the

I-Tower as the house for the GCF

secretariat.

There were no trees around I Tower but

the weekend before the meeting

bulldozers and a work crew appeared and

by Monday morning I Tower was

surrounded by beautiful trees.... trees that

were 4 to 6’ tall.

With the success of the Korean bid, GCF

opened its offices in Songdo in 2013, and

there was a sudden change: more

foreigners on the streets, more road signs

in English, a new Lotte Mart and Costco,

and more “international” students in the

“international school”. The Global Center

in G Tower was renovated and reopened

with friendly staff who are very helpful.

Besides the usual Korean language classes,

they now have short workshops to

introduce foreigners to Korean life and

culture. 

I’m now living in the US and I couldn’t help

but smile when a friend excitedly told me

he had installed a keyless lock and that

with Nest he could now control his home

temperature through an app on his phone.

In my head, I thought of the smart city I

had left, a smart international city that is

becoming more international day by day.

Writing this brings back memories of

Songdo that are frustrating, funny,

exciting, and full of joy.

Anjali Ramakrishna was born in India,
emigrated to the USA, traveled around the
world, studied, and worked as a Special
Education teacher, principal and teacher
trainer in India, USA and Kenya. She was part
of Foreign Advisory Group and an active
member of Catchy Songdo. Despite the
tribulations of living in Korea, she now has a
strong network of Korean friends and
thoroughly enjoys keeping in regular contact
with them.
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VALENTINE
BREITBARTH

THE FOUNTAINS
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Valentine Breitbarth moved with her
family to Songdo in December 2017
from Washington, DC. When she's not
chasing around two little boys,
Valentine is a Life and Leadership coach
and founder of RippleWell Consulting.
She also enjoys working with students
at the University of Utah Asia Campus
in the Writing Center.

  2017   
   .   
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“They’re ON!”

The glee in my older son’s voice was

unmistakable. Just ahead, my younger

son’s foot began to move faster, propelling

his scooter toward his intended

destination as quickly as he could get

there.

 

I laughed as I watched the scene unfold in

front of me. Bike and helmet tossed aside,

scooter dropped, shoes discarded as they

ran—full speed—until at last they reached

their target. The fountains were on!

For the next two or three hours I sat in the

grass, enjoying the feeling of the sun on my

back as I read my book and planned for the

week ahead, stopping periodically to

watch the kids play and to admire the sight

of the skyscrapers rising above Haedoji

park. 

The sound of my children’s laughter

danced in my ears, blending with the joy of

the other kids, as they ran, jumped, and

chased the water from one spout to the

next, dripping wet.

When the fountains are on, all children

speak the same language.

I  have no idea how many times we

repeated some version of this day since

our first Songdo spring in 2018.

Collectively, those afternoons are

melded together into one of my favorite

Songdo memories. The fountains stayed

dry in 2020, and it seems likely they will

stay that way for 2021. While that is

certainly not the most painful loss

brought by Covid-19, for our family, the

dry fountains feel symbolic.

I look forward to the day when the

carefree joy and laughter again flow

freely.
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The Fountains at Haedoji Park.     



LUKE LIHALAKHA

THE WHALE AT HAEDOJI PARK

Luke  Lihalakha  lives in Songdo. He
is a second-grader at Chadwick
International. He likes to draw,
color, and paint. He also likes
building things with Legos. 

    2  
.  , ,  , 
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My painting is the whale from Haedoji

Park.  I like playing at the park because

it is fun.

I traced a photo that my mom gave me

and then used watercolors. 



Triple Street: an outdoor mall in Songdo that
reflects a sense of Springtime joy.

 -   .

The vibrant umbrellas at Triple Street breathe
life into Songdo's Spring season.   

     .
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JOEL ATKINSON

SPRING SEASON IN SONGDO 

Songdonian since February 2021, Joel

Atkinson is a Film and Media Arts

student at the University of Utah  Asia

Campus. He has lived in Korea on and

off since 2016 and moved to Songdo

this winter.   2021  2   

      

     

 2016   .
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Songdo's cityscape and natural beauty mirror and  compliment each other. 
       

.
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Incheon Global Campus springs to life during cherry blossom season. 
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Songdo loves to show its traditional
Korean roots. 

   

A cherry blossom tree comfortably resides
along the grand Oakwood Hotel.

   



PARK, CHUNG IL (CHRIS)

FUTURE CITY
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Curtain wall      
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A plane flying toward the twilight

    -  
   . ,   

      .

Street view (original, slightly photoshopped)
     1  . 
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City view   

Tri Bowl  
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City of water   -      .  
  .
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 Night View -   . Original, slightly photoshopped    
.
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Convensia Center    

Songdonian since 2016,  Park, Chung Il (Chris) works at Celltrion in  Songdo.  He is an amateur

photographer.  The concept of these  pictures is 'Future City'

2016       .   .  
 '  ' .



PRINCESS
NWAKEGO 
IBRAHIM-PAM

WALKING FOR LIFE 

amazement in their eyes. Some older

Koreans would ask me politely if they could

touch my skin and hair and kids were too

embarrassed to ask.  

I spent the next seven months almost in

isolation. I did everything within 30 minutes

radius of our studio apartment in the Prau

Apartment. I was home sick; the weather

was not favorable, and I stayed home most

times.  My daughter Tara and I found solace

in our friendship exploring all the Korean

food to find out which was suitable for us. I

did not know who to reach out to that would

have made settling down easier and fun for

us. I was a bit disappointed but not

discouraged because I am a social being. I

need to meet and make friends with people

to feel happy.  I started meeting few

expatriate spouses one at a time and I was

beginning to feel like this might work.

Within the first few months of living in

Songdo, it became apparent that the quality

of the air in Songdo was extremely poor. The

pollution was extraordinarily bad, and it

affected my health terribly in various ways.  I

was afraid of passing out and decided to see

a cardiologist.

After my consultation,  the cardiologist

advised me on my options, from that point I

knew I had to change my lifestyle to live long

and healthy.  I was afraid to do anything

because of my health initially  

It was a long and tiring journey from

Nigeria.  I  arrived with my family at night

on 27th  of October 2016 and I was

astonished at the lights that lit up the

whole city. I immediately knew that this

was a beautiful and technologically savvy

city. Something in my mind told me, I

would enjoy and prosper in whatever I set

my mind to do in Songdo. I was full of hope

and expectations. I was looking forward to

settling down and discovering what living

in Songdo would be like and the

opportunities that would be available

My first impression of Songdo when I woke

up the next morning was serene and

empty, the cars were minimal, human

traffic was sparse. And here I was feeling a

bit alone and lost in a foreign country

because of the language barrier. I also

noticed the friendliness and shyness of the

Korean people. I experienced respect and

curiosity from them, I guess some of them

were seeing an African for the first time in

proximity and hence the look of 
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but after a few days, I decided to do

something about my health, to take

control of my destiny instead of being

paralyzed by fear or feeling defeated. I

have never been one to whine and cry, as I

see every obstacle in my life as a challenge

to overcome. So, I was ready to take on

this health issue head on and I did.

Of course, the pollution is not helping

matters, it is not going to go away or

improve at least for the period that I will

be in Songdo. I must change things around

me, so first my husband bought

humidifiers in all the rooms in our

apartment.  I usually put eucalyptus oil in

the water in the filter of the humidifiers

and that freshened the air in the house for

me. This improved my breathing a lot but

when I am outside, I suffer breathing

difficulties and allergic reactions. I was

advised to wear a face mask to filter my air

and prevent the yellow dust in the air from

penetrating my lungs. Wearing a face mask

was out of the question then in 2016. I am

struggling to breathe, and now you want

me to cover my nose? How would that

work for me? Double trouble for me I

thought.

To change my lifestyle, I needed to change

my diet, and engage in some forms of

exercise. At that time, I did not believe in

dieting or exercising.  I hated going to the

gym, it is not my favorite thing I felt I was

petite enough what was I going to do in the

Gym?

Funny enough now, I realized that I needed

to be fit, build my stamina, and rectify my

blood pressure to have a healthy life.

Consequently, I wondered what my next

step should be? I decided to start walking,

but this time I was walking for a purpose,

and that purpose was to stay alive. Hence, I

created a name for it to inspire me and

remind me the reason why I was walking.

That was the beginning of my Walking for Life
Series, the name I came up with. I was also

fortunate to live near a lovely walking track

called the Moonlight Park behind the Prau

Apartment which made this walking project

easy and exciting and possible.

Before 2016, I never liked walking, I could

not sit upright for a long time then I had this

health issue.

The very first time I started walking was in

December in the height of the winter of

2016, to tell you how serious my condition

was that I needed to act immediately.  I

could hardly walk for 100 meters without

being out of breath, I felt pain everywhere,

my eyes were clouded with tears. I would

walk and start panting, but I was determined

not to be defeated at my first try. The first

day was strenuous and torture to my body,

but I continued and by the time I got to one

kilometer I rested for the day, feeling

accomplished but more importantly that I

had started doing something to help me stay

alive. My husband was amazed at my

achievements and the recent change in me,

and he joins me sometimes to walk and bike

around Songdo. 
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Starting a routine for me was a struggle, I

needed to change my mindset, be disciplined,

and believe in myself, knowing that I can

achieve my goals of losing weight and

regulating my body hormones. Waking up in

the morning at the beginning was a

nightmare, I knew if I did not create a

morning routine, I would not be able to

develop any meaningful routine that will

make any difference to my health.  Within

the first week I started waking up at 6am and

walked for two hours, I walked at least for

2.5 kilometers with occasional stops and

gradually I noticed that my panting stopped,

and so did the back pain. I could not even

remember that I suffered from lower

backache. 

After one month I had finally established a

habit of walking a minimum of 5 kilometers

without any stops and no pain and I was

enjoying it. My strides were elevated each

week and my pace became faster too. I had

my next medical follow up in two months. I

was hopeful and determined to show my

cardiologist I could change my lifestyle and

staying healthy. Hence, I put every effort and

energy in getting myself to the preferred

weight and blood pressure. The appointment

day came, I got dressed and was very anxious

even though the mirror was telling me I had

lost weight considerably and blood pressure

machine was reading normal. I have this

funny thing with hospitals that once I am in

the hospital my blood pressure is always

high. 

My cardiologist called it white collar blood

pressure.  However, today was not a day I

wanted any white-collar blood pressure, I

wanted my blood pressure to be normal

period. 

I arrived the hospital feeling good

physically but emotionally I was a wreck,

and I was afraid and expecting the worst. 

It was my turn to see the cardiologist and

from my current test results, He stood up,

with a wide grin on his face, he said I was

clinically declared well and discharged. I

was stunned, happy and relieved at the

same time.

I have never stopped walking since 2016. I

My husband  and I have walked in all the

continents and numerous countries we

visited together since these past five years.

It has been a long journey but a worthwhile

sacrifice that today I walk twenty

kilometers without flinching or feeling

exhausted. My stamina has improved

greatly, and my breathing is better, and I

am a happier wife, mother and

grandmother knowing that I have done

everything within my power to stay alive

and healthy for my loved ones. I was not

ready to die yet, too many unfinished

projects, marriages, graduations and

christening to attend. More importantly

the thought of leaving my husband and

children behind was unbearable. 



The quality of life I enjoy today because of

walking cannot be overemphasized.  With

Covid 19 walking has become one useful

tool I use to fight loneliness and depression

and occupy my mind. I conceive my greatest

projects ideas during my early morning walk.

It gives me clarity for writing my books each

time I walk, I get a new revelation to include

in my memoir.

And now I love living in Songdo despite the

pollution.
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Songdonian since 2016, PRINCESS
NWAKEGO JOSEPHINE IBRAHIM-
PAM is the Founder and Chairperson of
Expat Professional and Business
Women's Network International,  the
Lead Consultant at the EPBWN
Consultants International, Co-Founder
of the Korea Africa Economic
Association, and a Co-Founder of the
Spousal Association of the GCF,  a
member of the International Society of
Female Professionals.  She received an
Award from the IFEZ Authority and is a
member of the IFEZ Community
Consultative Committee.

   -
2016   .  [   

   ]  
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DAYUNG JENN 
CENTRAL PARK
SIJO POEM

Nature tamed, a canal curves in lines to rest the jaded eye

Up thrust trees cast shade not leaves, guided groups ascending artful heights 

One red bloom, white tulips surround, is defiance so contrived?

 

 

Songdonian since 2019, Dayung Jenn
still considers herself  a recent
transplant to Songdo and Korea.
Everyday she discovers something
new about this country. One of them
is the sijo poem, this is a first
attempt to look at the novelty of this
city in this form. 
2019      

     .



LEE, JIMIN (JENNY)
& CHARLOTTE
TAYLOR 

FUN LIFE IN SONGDO

Fun

Imagine life in  Songdo. There are games

such as Four Squares,  the annual Water

fight, and many great playgrounds. There are

no such things as boredom in Songdo!

Nature

"So relaxing!" - This is a statement you can

hear every day in Songdo.  There are trees

and plants that make life more special! In

Songdo, just take a deep breath, go outside

and enjoy the sunlight and nature.

Food

Are you a foodie? A person who likes a

variety of food from different countries?  If

you are, you are in the right place. Not only

does Songdo offer nature and fun activities,

but it also has lots of good places to eat. You

only need to ask yourself: "What should I eat

first"?

Pets

Lots of people in Songdo have pets.    When

you walk outside on the streets or in the

parks, you always see at least one dog with

its owner.  If you have a pet,  it will probably

be very exciting to make new friends here in

Songdo.

Conclusion 

Songdo has a lot to offer: places to play,

places to relax, places to eat, and even places

for your pets to have fun.  

Charlotte (photographer) and I hope you

enjoy our description of Songdo.  And now, 

 we are just asking ourselves: "What should

we have for diner tonight in Songdo?"
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Lee, Jimin (Jenny) (text) and
Charlotte Taylor (photos) are both
from 3B at Chadwick International.
They wanted to contribute to this
magazine to let readers know
about the fun life in Songdo.

( )   ( )  
  3  .



Trees! Trees! Everywhere!

And the wind, the breeze, runs through my hair,

The tasks of life that I bear

Seem to disappear,  whenever I go out for a fresh breath of air

Like a  sky dancer,

The seven flags dance - - until

The wind blows again, 

SKY DANCER (HAIKU)

HONG, 
SEONG HYUN (JOY)
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BIKE RIDES IN CENTRAL PARK

Songdonian since  2017,  Hong, Seong
Hyun (Joy) is a sophomore at CMIS
Canada. She enjoys going to the
Songdo International Children's
Library and has a passion for reading
and writing.  She is now the President
of the Press Club at her school and
enjoys writing articles. 

2017     
CMIS    

  .  


