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A reissue of Pam Munoz Ryan's bestselling backlist with a distinctive author treatment and new
cover art by Raul Colon.Naomi Soledad Leon Outlaw has had a lot to contend with in her
young life, her name for one. Then there are her clothes (sewn in polyester by Gram), her
difficulty speaking up, and her status at school as "nobody special." But according to Gram,
most problems can be overcome with positive thinking. And with Gram and her little brother,
Owen, Naomi's life at Avocado Acres Trailer Rancho in California is happy and peaceful...until
their mother reappears after seven years of being gone, stirring up all sorts of questions and
challenging Naomi to discover and proclaim who she really is.

From the Inside Flap"I always thought that the biggest trial in my life was my name, Naomi
Guadalupe Zamora Outlaw, but little did I know that it was the least of my problems, or that
someday I would live up to it."One evening, everything Naomi has known with Gram and her
little brother begins to unravel. Naomi's mother wants to kidnap her. Gram is willing to go to the
end of the earth to save Naomi, but will that be enough? A quiet life in Lemon Tree, California,
becomes a runaway journey to find an estranged father in exotic Oaxaca, Mexico.--This text
refers to an out of print or unavailable edition of this title.From the Back CoverFrom the award-
winning author of ESPERANZA RISING comes this riveting novel about family and identity that
will leave a deep impression on your heart. --This text refers to an out of print or unavailable
edition of this title.From School Library JournalGrade 5-8–Gram, Naomi, and Owen are happy
at Avocado Acres Trailer Rancho until the day the children's mother arrives. After being gone
so long that they don't recognize her, Skyla enters their lives, lavishing attention and presents
on fifth-grade Naomi; however, she never seems to include Owen. After several weeks, the
truth about her reappearance becomes apparent. Clive, her new boyfriend, wants Naomi to live
with them and become the permanent baby-sitter for his daughter. The ensuing custody battle
forces Gram, Naomi, Owen and a neighbor couple to make a hasty trip to Mexico to look for
Santiago, the children's biological father and a well-known wood-carver. After a physically and
emotionally exhausting search, they finally find him at the annual Christmas festival in their
ancestral village. Even though the children will continue to live with their great-grandmother,
this reunion gives them the reassurance of their father's love and support. Ryan has written a
moving book about family dynamics. While she explores the youngsters' Mexican heritage and
gives a vivid picture of life in and the art of Oaxaca, her story is universal, showing the strong
bonds and love that make up an extended family. All of the characters are well drawn, and
readers will share Naomi's fear until the judge makes the final decision about her future.–
Sharon Morrison, Southeastern Oklahoma State University, Durant, OKCopyright © Reed
Business Information, a division of Reed Elsevier Inc. All rights reserved. --This text refers to an
out of print or unavailable edition of this title.From AudioFileNaomi's tale is one of becoming, of
finding one's heritage, of discovering one's true talent while overcoming the odds of
abandonment, anxiety, and disappointment. This is also a story of strength, devotion and the
search for family. One highlight is the description of the Radish Festival in Oaxaca, Mexico,
which Naomi, her brother, Owen, and their extended family visit from their home in Lemon
Tree, California. The fully voiced reading by Annie Kozuch is serviceable, although several of
the characters have exaggerated pitch and tone. Even though some of the voices are
overdone, Kozuch's reading keeps the story on track. L.D.H. 2005 YALSA Selection ©



AudioFile 2005, Portland, Maine-- Copyright © AudioFile, Portland, Maine --This text refers to
an out of print or unavailable edition of this title.ReviewVoice of Youth AdvocatesDecember 1,
2004Naomi Soledad LeŽn lives with her brother and great-grandmother in a trailer in Lemon
Tree, California. Her biggest problem is being teased by boys in her fifth grade class. Naomi
inherited her father's gift for carving and takes after the Mexican side of the family. Quirky little
brother, Owen, is an FLK, funny looking kid, with physical defects. When their mother
reappears after a seven-year absence, the children are happy to see her, but it soon becomes
apparent that she wants to take Naomi with her so that she and boyfriend Clive can collect
child support and Naomi can baby-sit Clive's daughter. After the children's mother starts
drinking, Gram, who does not have official custody of the children, obtains temporary
guardianship and takes the children to Mexico. Naomi takes part in the traditional La Noche de
los R?banos carving competition, and the children meet their father. After an emotional
reunion, the children and their great-grandmother return to California to go to court, where
Gram is granted guardianship. Themes of divorce, absent parents, biculturalism, inherited
traits, physical disabilities, and triumph over adversity are woven through this novel that
features realistic characters, both lovable and despicable, and a believable plot. The list-
making, soap-carving main character who loves words and the librarian who provides a
sanctuary for Naomi and other troubled children will find favor with librarians and teachers. As
in Esperanza Rising (Scholastic, 2000/VOYA December 2000), symbols abound, and readers
of all ages will enjoy reading of Naomi's transformation and triumph.-Sherry
York.BooklistSeptember 15, 2004Gr. 4-7. Half-Mexican Naomi Soledad, 11, and her younger
disabled brother, Owen, have been brought up by their tough, loving great-grandmother in a
California trailer park, and they feel at home in the multiracial community. Then their alcoholic
mom reappears after seven years with her slimy boyfriend, hoping to take Naomi (not Owen)
back and collect the welfare check. Determined not to let that happen, Gram drives the trailer
across the border to a barrio in Oaxaca to search for the children's dad at the city's annual
Christmas arts festival. In true mythic tradition, Ryan, the author of the award-winning
Esperanza Rising (2000), makes Naomi's search for her dad a search for identity, and both are
exciting. Mom is demonized, but the other characters are more complex, and the quest is
heartbreaking. The dense factual detail about the festival sometimes slows the story, but it's an
effective tool for dramatizing Naomi's discovery of her Mexican roots and the artist inside
herself. --Hazel Rochman Copyright 2004 BooklistKirkusReview Date: SEPTEMBER 01,
2004STARREDFirst-person narrator Naomi León Outlaw and her bright, physically lopsided
little brother Owen feel safe in the routines of life in Lemon Grove, California, with great-
grandmother Gram. Naomi, a soft-voiced list-maker and word-collector, is also a gifted soap-
carver—something inherited, it turns out, from the Mexican father from whom she and Owen
were separated as small children. The unexpected arrival of Naomi's long-absent mother
throws everything off balance. The troubled young woman's difficulties threaten to overturn the
security Gram has worked to provide for Naomi and Owen. With friends' help, Gram takes the
children to Oaxaca City to find their father and gain his support in her custody appeal. Here
they are immersed in a world of warmth and friendship, where Naomi's longing to meet the
father she dimly remembers intensifies. The annual December radish-carving festival gives
Naomi's creativity a chance to shine and makes the perfect setting for a reunion. Naomi's
matter-of-fact narrative is suffused with her worries and hopes, along with her protective love
for her brother and great- --This text refers to an out of print or unavailable edition of this
title.About the AuthorPam Munoz Ryan is the recipient of the NEA's Human and Civil Rights
Award and the Virginia Hamilton Literary Award for multicultural literature. She has written



more than thirty books which have garnered, among countless accolades, the Pura Belpre
Medal, the Jane Addams Award, and the Schneider Family Award. Pam lives near San Diego.
You can visit her at www.pammunozryan.com. --This text refers to an out of print or unavailable
edition of this title.From BooklistGr. 4-7. Half-Mexican Naomi Soledad, 11, and her younger
disabled brother, Owen, have been brought up by their tough, loving great-grandmother in a
California trailer park, and they feel at home in the multiracial community. Then their alcoholic
mom reappears after seven years with her slimy boyfriend, hoping to take Naomi (not Owen)
back and collect the welfare check. Determined not to let that happen, Gram drives the trailer
across the border to a barrio in Oaxaca to search for the children's dad at the city's annual
Christmas arts festival. In true mythic tradition, Ryan, the author of the award-winning
Esperanza Rising (2000), makes Naomi's search for her dad a search for identity, and both are
exciting. Mom is demonized, but the other characters are more complex, and the quest is
heartbreaking. The dense factual detail about the festival sometimes slows the story, but it's an
effective tool for dramatizing Naomi's discovery of her Mexican roots and the artist inside
herself. Hazel RochmanCopyright © American Library Association. All rights reserved --This
text refers to an out of print or unavailable edition of this title.Read more
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Title PageDedicationa rabble of yesterdays1 a paddling of ducks2 a skulk of foxes3 a
lamentation of swans4 a memory of elephants5 a charm of hummingbirds6 a school of fish7
an unkindness of ravens8 a burden of mules9 a shiver of sharks10 a schizophrenia of
hawks11 a flight of swallowsa passel of todays12 a drey of squirrels13 a sleuth of bears14 a
leap of leopards15 a piteousness of doves16 a team of horses17 an exaltation of starlings18
a pride of lions19 a cry of hounds20 a crash of hippopotami21 a brood of chicksa
murmuration of tomorrowsAfter WordsAbout the AuthorQ&A with Pam Muñoz RyanBecoming
an Artist: Tips from Pam Muñoz RyanMy Journey to the Night of the RadishesA Clutch of
Collective NounsRecipe for BuñuelosSoap CarvingCopyrightI always thought the biggest
problem in my life was my name, Naomi Soledad León Outlaw, but little did I know that it was
the least of my troubles, or that someday I would live up to it.It had been a double month of
Sundays since Gram, Owen, and I were knitted together snug as a new mitten. I can point a
stick, though, at the exact evening we started to unravel, at the precise moment when I felt like
that dog in an old Saturday morning cartoon. The one where the mutt wears a big wooly
sweater and a fox runs up and pulls a hanging-down piece of yarn. Then the fox races off with
it, undoing the tidy stitches one by one. Pretty soon the poor dog is bare to its skin, shivering,
and all that had kept it warm is nothing more than a bedraggled string.There we were, minding
our lives with the same obedience as a clock ticking. A few weeks earlier the sun had switched
to its winter bedtime, so even though it was early evening, the sky was dark as pine pitch. That
meant that Gram, Owen, and I couldn’t sit outside on the white rock patio. Instead we had to
crowd around the drop-down table in the living room/kitchen of Baby Beluga. That was what
Gram called our Airstream trailer. She was the absolute expert at calling things what they
resembled and thought it looked like a miniature whale next to all the double-wides at Avocado
Acres Trailer Rancho.The trailer park was called this because it was surrounded on three sides
by the largest avocado ranch in Lemon Tree, California. The name Lemon Tree did not appeal
to Gram’s sense of description because, as she pointed out, there wasn’t a stick of citrus in
sight. A giant plastic lemon did sit on a pedestal at the Spray ’n Play, a combination car wash-
deli-playground and one of our favorite places. That lemon was a tribute to the fact that there
used to be fruit orchards in San Diego County, before the builders came and put a house on
every scratch of spare dirt. Except for the avocado grove, which was smack in the middle of
town and the last countrified land in Lemon Tree.We had already put away the dinner dishes
from Wednesday chicken bake and Owen started racing through his second-grade homework
like a horse on a tear. People were usually fooled by his looks and thought he was low in
school due to being born with his head tilted to one side and scrunched down next to his
shoulder. It had straightened a little after three surgeries at Children’s Hospital, but he still
talked with a permanent frog voice because of something inside being pinched. One of his legs
was shorter than the other so he walked like a rocking horse, but other than that, he was just
fine. Contrary to people’s first opinions, he got the best grades in his class.Gram, in her usual
polyester pantsuit and running shoes, was doing her weekly hair set, rolling what little blue hair
she had on those new bristle curlers that require no hairpins. (I was not being mean about her
hair. It really looked blue in the sunlight.) And I mulled over my sorry situation at school, which
was three boys in my fifth-grade class who had decided that Outlaw was the funniest last name
in the universe. They did not give me an ounce of peace.“Have you robbed any banks lately?”
was one of their favorite sayings, along with jumping out at me, throwing their arms in the air,
and yelling, “Is this a stickup?”My teacher, Ms. Morimoto, said to ignore them, but I had tried



and it did no good. I was fed up, so I was making a list of what I could say back to them that
might be embarrassing. I wrote across the top of my notebook page, “How to Get Boys to Stop
Making Fun of My Name.”I scooted my book in front of Gram to see if she had any
ideas.“Naomi, I have lived with that name since I married your great-grandpa, rest his soul,
almost fifty years ago, and I am due proud. Besides, there are worse things in life.”“But you
don’t go to Buena Vista Elementary,” I said.She laughed. “That’s true, but I can tell you that
boys have not changed an iota and they are hard to humble. You know my true feelings on the
subject. How about writing, ‘Those boys will not bother me’?”Gram said that when you thought
positive, you could make things happen, and when it did happen, it was called a self-prophecy.
If you wanted to be the best speller in the class, you said to yourself over and over, “I am the
best speller in the class,” and then before you knew it, you were practicing and becoming it. It
was sort of like magic, and Gram believed it to her bones. But it didn’t always work the way I
hoped. At one time Owen and I were the only children in the trailer park. I thought positive
every day for a month for more kids at Avocado Acres but all that moved in was a family with a
teenager and a brand-new baby. Gram insisted my positive thinking had succeeded, but I had
been greatly disappointed.Before I could write down Gram’s suggestion, Owen sneezed, and it
was a big one, the kind that sprinkled spittle and left his eyes all teary.“Owen, you got it on my
page!” I said, smoothing my paper, which only smeared the wet spots.“Sorry,” he said, and then
he sneezed again.“Company’s comin’ twice,” said Gram, matter-of-fact. It was another of her
Oklahoma notions, and she had a million of them that she believed whole heart. This one being
if a body sneezed, someone would pay a visit.“We already know for sure that Fabiola’s coming
over,” said Owen.Fabiola Morales lived with her husband Bernardo, just a stone’s throw away in
the middle of the avocado grove. Bernardo took care of the three hundred trees, and in return
he didn’t have to pay rent on their tiny house. Fabiola and Gram were newly retired from Walker
Gordon department store, where they had worked for thirty-five years as seamstresses, doing
alterations with their sewing tables face-to-face. If that wasn’t enough familiarity, Fabiola came
over every night, Monday through Friday, to watch Wheel of Fortune. So far, Gram and Fabiola
had watched 743 during-the-week episodes without missing once. It was their claim to
fame.“Well then, Fabiola counts for one,” said Gram, patting a curler in place. “I wonder who’ll
be the other?”I looked at Owen and rolled my eyes. A fly zooming in would fulfill Gram’s
prediction.“Maybe Mrs. Maloney?” said Owen.Mrs. Maloney was eighty-eight and lived in the
double-wide next door. She came out every afternoon to water her cactuses, rocks, and
cement bunnies, and only then did she ever come over for a visit. Gram said we could count on
Mrs. Maloney for two things in life: one was wearing the same pink-checked cotton robe every
day (I suspected she had a dozen hanging in her closet), and the other was going to bed at six
in the evening.“Nope, it won’t be Mrs. Maloney,” I said. “It’s past six.”Chewing on the end of my
pencil, I got back to my list, which Gram said was one of the things I did best. I had all kinds of
lists in my notebook, the shortest being “Things I Am Good At” which consisted of 1) Soap
carving, 2) Worrying, and 3) Making lists.There was my “Regular and Everyday Worries” list,
which included 1) Gram was going to die because she was old, 2) Owen would never be right,
3) I will forget something if I don’t make a list, 4) I will lose my lists, and 5) Abominations. I
made lists of splendid words, types of rocks, books I read, and unusual names. Not to mention
the lists I had copied, including “Baby Animal Names,” “Breeds of Horses,” and my current
favorite, “Animal Groups from The Complete and Unabridged Animal Kingdom with over 200
Photographs.”Mr. Marble, the librarian and the absolute best person at Buena Vista
Elementary, gave me the book yesterday when I walked into the library at lunchtime. He said,
“Naomi Outlaw (he always calls me both names), today is your lucky day. I have a treasure for



you and I’ve already checked it out on your card. I give this to you with a flourish.” Then he
scooped the book into his palms, knelt down on one knee, and held it out to me as if it was a
box of jewels. (I added flourish to my “Splendid Words” list.)Mr. Marble allowed me and two
other students to eat lunch at one of the oval library tables every day. It was breaking school
rules to eat there, but Mr. Marble didn’t mind. He just smiled at us, straightened his bow tie, and
said, “Welcome to the sanctuary.” (Sanctuary also went straight to “Splendid Words.”) John Lee
was one of the library lunch students. His parents owned Lemon Tree Donuts. He was the
roundest boy at Buena Vista Elementary, and one of the nicest. The other was Mimi
Messmaker. (Her name was on my “Unusual Names” list, along with Delaney Pickle, Brian
Bearbrother, and Phoebe Lively.) Mimi didn’t hang out with all the other girls in our grade
either, the ones who were always comparing makeup and going to sleepovers. She was
nobody special at school, just like me, but she didn’t know it. She had no use for me and once
whispered, “trailer trash” when I walked by. After that I never said a word to her, and that suited
us both.“Naomi,” said Gram, “is there a page in your notebook titled ‘Ways to Annoy My Gram’?
Because if there is, I’d appreciate it if you’d add your unruly bangs to that list.”I quickly reached
up and corralled a triangle of hair hanging in my eyes. I was trying to let my hair grow all one
length, but in order to keep my bangs pinned back I needed three clips on each side. Gram had
taken to calling me “brown shaggy dog” because of my wild mop and my predisposition to
brown-ness (eyes, hair, and skin). I took after the Mexican side of the family, or so I’d been told,
and even though Owen was my full-blooded brother, he took after the Oklahoma lot. He did
have brown eyes like me, but with fair skin and blond hair in a bowl haircut that Gram called a
Dutch boy. Due to my coloring, Owen called me the center of a peanut butter sandwich
between two pieces of white bread, meaning him and Gram.“Thank you for making your old
granny happy,” said Gram, tucking a stray lock of hair behind my ear.“You’re not that old,” I
said.She laughed. “Naomi, I am your great-grandma and according to most folks, I had no
business raising you and Owen. Those who carried gossip said I had one foot in the grave and
should’ve known better, but I took you on like spring cleaning anyhow. The joke was on
everyone else because I got the prizes. That was my lucky day when I got you two.”Owen
looked up from his binder. “Today’s my lucky day. Guess what’s one of my spelling words?
Bicycle!”Any coincidence in Owen’s life, such as wanting a new bicycle and having the word
show up on his spelling list, made him feel lucky. Whistling, he started writing bicycle over and
over on a piece of paper.Gram finished rolling her hair, leaving lines of white scalp staring at
us.“My clown head is on,” she announced.Owen and I never argued with that description
because the yellow and purple curlers did give that effect. Gram clicked the television remote
to find the tail end of the nightly news. I closed my notebook, giving up for now on my list and
knowing full well I wouldn’t be able to say boo to those boys anyway. I reached into the built-in
cabinet above my head and pulled out the plastic salad bowl holding my latest soap
carving.When Owen and I first came to live with Gram, I had slipped into being silent and my
hands shook all the time. I was too young to remember what caused it all, but Gram’s practical
solution was to keep my mind and hands busy. Soap carving had been Bernardo’s idea, and he
said I was born to it. He would work in his shed doing his hobby, making wood boxes and little
miniature bookshelves, then painting them every bright color with scenes of little towns and
sunsets. It was art from his city, Oaxaca, far away in Mexico. And I would sit next to him with a
bar of soap and a carving tool. Gram was nervous to death about me using a knife, so
Bernardo started me out with a bent paper clip. As I proved my worth, I graduated to a plastic
knife, a butter knife, and finally, a paring knife.I picked up the partially carved duck and my knife
from the pile of slippery shavings in the bottom of the bowl. I had already finished two other



ducks, each a little smaller than the other, but I wanted a third for the shelf above the kitchen
sink. I was never content to carve one of anything, preferring at least two or three for a
companionship of lions or a circle of bears. I pulled the knife across the bar of Nature’s Pure
White. The soap sloughed off easy into the bowl, looking like shredded white cheese. I scraped
in an arc, finishing off the curve of the back and up to the tail. The dry film on my hands felt like
a thin glove, and every few minutes I put my palms up to my nose to take a whiff of a smell that
reminded me of being a baby.“Done with spelling!” said Owen, closing his books. He came over
and stood next to me, watching. “Naomi, how do you know what to carve?”“I imagine what’s
inside and take away what I don’t need,” I said, not looking up. Slowly, I added the finishing
touches on the duckling, scratching out the appearance of feathers with the pointy end of the
knife. I loved this part of carving, the etching and the grooves that made the figure look true to
life. I was getting ready to level the bottom, so it would sit flat and not wobble on the shelf, but I
didn’t get one more pull of the blade before someone knocked on our door.The knocking
became a pounding and someone yelled, “Anyone home?”“That’s not Fabiola,” said Gram.
“Naomi, you expecting anyone?”I shook my head. I thought I’d heard that voice before, but I
couldn’t put it to a face. Setting the bowl aside, my hand twitched and I missed the counter. The
three soap carvings tumbled to the floor in a rain of white feathery shavings.“For heaven’s
sake, Naomi,” said Gram. “It looks like a fox got into the henhouse. Clean that up lickety-split
and I’ll get the door.”Gram got up, turned off the television, and reached the door in one step.
“Did I mention that company’s coming twice? I hope it isn’t someone trying to sell me
something and me in my clown head! I surely don’t need door-to-door makeup.”If it was a
salesperson, they’d have to talk to Gram through the screen because she never, ever set foot
outside the trailer in her hair curlers.Gram opened the door. She narrowed her eyes like she
was trying to focus real hard.While I cleaned up the soap mess, I craned my neck to see who
was standing on the step.“Well, aren’t you going to invite me in?”Gram truly looked like she’d
seen an apparition, which is what she calls a ghost. She finally stepped aside and a lady
walked in, pulling a big black plastic garbage bag that she had to tug through the small door
opening.“I got my belongings to fit in this one bag and that’s a miracle,” said the lady. “You all
were hard to find. I looked in three phone books before I found the address. I never suspected
you’d be living in a trailer park!”She wore jeans, red boots, a black leather jacket, and a hefty
splash of sweet gardenia perfume. Her hair looked like that crayon called maroon, the one
that’s not purple and not red but something in between, and for some reason I couldn’t take my
eyes off her lipstick. It was the exact same color as her hair and went up and down in a perfect
rounded M on her top lip.Owen sniffed the sweet air.The lady looked at Owen and me and said
in a singsong way, “Hi-eee.”When she got no more than a blink from us, she sat down on the
covered bench that served as the seat for the kitchen table. When the table was put up, the
seat doubled as a foldout bed. She took a long look at us, then turned to Gram, who was still
holding the door wide open, and said, “Just look at these babies!”All I could think was that
nobody in their right mind would ever mistake me for a baby. Sure, Owen looked more like a
kindergartner than a second grader, but it was for positive that he was nowhere near
babyhood.Gram finally shut the door.The lady said, “My, you two have gotten big.”A strange,
queasy feeling crawled around my stomach.“Naomi? Owen?” she said. “Get yourselves on over
here and give me a hug!”Slowly Gram shook her head back and forth, still looking dazed. “You
can’t just waltz in here after all these years and expect these children to recognize you.”“Don’t
be silly,” said the lady. “Children always know their mother. Don’t you, darlings?”The words
swarmed in my mind.“Our mother?” said Owen, his gravelly voice cracking.My heart pounded
so hard that I feared it would leap across the room, and my thoughts started jumping up and



down on a trampoline and bouncing off the corners of my mind. Her face was round like
Owen’s and her skin was so white it was almost pink, like Owen’s. I supposed that came from
all the Oklahoma in her, but she didn’t look anything like the pictures of the blond teenager that
Gram had shown us over the years. Still, her eyes and the smell of her perfume were strangely
familiar.Gram said, “Naomi. Owen. Go on in your room so I can talk to Terri Lynn.”“Oh, that’s
not my name anymore. I changed it. To Skyla. Isn’t it beautiful? Naomi and Owen, come on
over here. I would like to hug my children.”We looked at Gram and she nodded.Owen went first
and reached out to hug Skyla, but before he could, she said, “Oh, look. You have something
stuck to your shirt,” and she reached down and started to pull off the long piece of tape
pressed across his chest.Owen clasped his hands over the tape.Gram and I yelled at the same
time, “No!”“He . . . he likes it,” I said.“It’s just a little comfort thing he does,” said Gram.Some
kids had blankets or stuffed animals they dragged around. Others got contentment from twirling
their hair or sucking their thumbs. Owen had to have tape stuck to his shirt — the clear kind
people used to wrap presents. For some reason it brought him a peculiar satisfaction.Skyla
pulled her hand back. “He wears it on purpose?” She looked from Gram to me to Owen. Then
she started laughing. “Woman, what have you done to this boy?”Gram’s eyes got all beady, like
pigeon eyes. “He’s just fine. There’s no harm done.”Owen looked at Skyla as if she was a fairy
princess, but still didn’t take his hands off the tape. He gave her his biggest jack-o’-lantern
smile (I swore his mouth was too big for his face) and said in a dreamy sort of way, “It’s all right.
You didn’t know.”I walked over to Skyla and she put her hands on my shoulders, keeping me at
arm’s length. She did that sort of leaning-in type of hug, with a quick cheek-to-cheek touch. It
was not the I-haven’t-seen-you-in-seven-years type of hug that I would have expected. Then
she did the same to Owen. I put my arm around Mr. Starry Eyes and herded him to the
bedroom.As soon as we were there, Owen grabbed my hands and started jumping up and
down. “It’s our mother! It’s our mother! Maybe she missed us and wants to know all about us
and has presents for us — ”“Shhh. Owen, stop!” I said. We were only a lick and a promise from
the living room/kitchen, separated by a flimsy accordion door, which I did not shut. I wanted to
hear the conversation word for word.“I need a place to hang out for a while,” said Skyla.“These
children don’t know you.”“Well, it’s about time they did.”“You should have thought of that years
ago,” said Gram. “I’m not going to have you coming in here, Terri Lynn, and messing with their
lives.”“I told you, my name is Skyla.”“And where did that come from?” said Gram.“My new
boyfriend, Clive. He said I didn’t look like a Terri Lynn. He said I look beautiful, like the sky. I’m
Skyla Jones now. I went back to my maiden name. And for your information, I’m not here to
mess up these kids’ lives. I’m just here for a visit while Clive’s at training.”“Training?” said
Gram.“He’s a tattoo artist,” said Skyla. “And don’t look at me with that hard-eyed stare. There’s
good money in tattoos. He’s learning dragons and flames from a guy in downtown San Diego.
Clive is staying with him at the studio and it’s too small for me, too, so I thought since I was in
the area, it would be a good time to, you know, reconnect with my children.”“Where have you
been all this time?” asked Gram.“I’ve had some trouble. . . .”“What kind of trouble?” said
Gram.Even though my ear was straining to catch a phrase, their voices gathered in a whorl of
whispers I couldn’t hear.Then we heard Skyla yell, “You can go along with me or not. I’m their
mother and Clive says I have rights.”Now we could hear Gram loud and clear. “You left those
children with me when that boy was a year old and covered head to hide with infected insect
bites. Naomi was four and didn’t even talk until she was almost six — ”“Don’t make out like it
was such a big deal,” interrupted Skyla. “Naomi was always stubborn and quiet, and Owen just
had a few fleabites.”“No, ma’am,” said Gram. “Naomi went to a counselor for two years. She
had selective mutism — that’s what it’s called — from insecurities and Lord knows what other



trauma during her young life. That’s what the counselor told us, and Naomi still doesn’t talk
much. Owen was on antibiotics for three months to get him cleared up. There’s no telling what
went on in Mexico that caused those children’s abominations. And now, seven years later, after
you never sent a card or made a telephone call to even let us know you were alive, you want to
talk about your rights?” There was a little hitch in Gram’s voice. “Terri Lynn, they . . . they’re tied
to me. You promised I could raise them proper with no interference. That’s what we agreed on
before you left.”“Naomi and Owen seem fine now, so I couldn’t have been that bad. And I’ve
changed my mind about seeing them, that’s all. Now, I’m going to meet Clive but I’ll be back
later. And I’d appreciate you calling me Skyla.”When the trailer door closed, the floor jiggled
beneath our feet. Owen and I ran to the louvered window and looked out. There was just
enough brightness from the porch light to see Skyla get into a red Mustang, touch up her
lipstick, and pull away from the trailer. She tore out of the trailer park going faster than the
posted fifteen-mile-per-hour speed limit.Part of me couldn’t wait to see her again. The other
part of me was wringing my hands like a contestant in the Worrywart Olympics. All of a sudden
I had a million questions. Why did she come back? How long was she going to stay? Would
she like us? Would we like her? My thoughts dived into a jumble in the middle of my mind,
wrestled around until they were wadded into a fisted knot, and attached themselves to my brain
like a burr matted in a long-haired dog.Dripping wet, Gram didn’t weigh a hundred pounds, and
even wearing her running shoes she didn’t reach five feet tall. Now, sitting down with her skinny
neck drooping over the table, she looked like a swan peering into a lake.Owen and I slid in
across from her. She folded her hands and looked at us. Her face seemed tired, but not happy-
tired like after working in the garden all day with Fabiola. Instead, it was worry-tired I saw in her
eyes, as if something bad was about to happen. The purple and yellow curlers on her head
seemed much too cheerful for her face.“I know you probably don’t remember much about your
mother,” said Gram, talking real slow as if we wouldn’t understand her if she sped up. “I’ve told
you the story of how Terri Lynn came to live with me. . . .”We had heard it, but only once in
glorified detail because Gram was not one for rehashing events from the past. Owen and I had
retold it to each other so many times that we might as well have been reciting from a
storybook. It had started way back, after Gram was widowed. Her daughter got married and ran
off to live in Kentucky. Gram said it broke her heart to lose her only child to folks in a state so
far away. Her daughter and son-in-law had one child, Terri Lynn. Gram had only seen her a few
times during her young life. Then, when Terri Lynn was a teenager, her parents suffered a car
crash and died two weeks later in the hospital. Terri Lynn was sent to live with her other
grandparents. From what Gram could figure out, Terri Lynn defied them so much that they
finally didn’t want her anymore. Gram was her only other living relative, so they put Terri Lynn
on a bus to Lemon Tree. She arrived mad at the world and almost grown.“When she came to
live with me, there just wasn’t much I could do with her, wild as she was,” said Gram. “And
then . . . and then . . .”“Then Walker Gordon had their summer company picnic and you brought
Skyla,” I continued. “And Fabiola and Bernardo brought some men who were visiting them from
their town in Mexico.”Gram nodded. “Terri Lynn met Santiago, a gentle, sweet man, and so
handsome. He looked like those Latin singers you see in magazines. He was smart and full of
life and spoke English enough to get by. Those two loved each other like crazy. For a while at
least. They were really just children themselves.”“Then they got married,” said Owen. “Then
they had Naomi. Then they had me.”“They lived in a little studio apartment, but it was like
putting a pack of angry cats in a wood box,” said Gram, shaking her head. “The obligations of
you two came into the stew, and their marriage just never thickened. They thought that if they
went to Mexico, everything would be better.”“Then they took us to Rosarito Beach so our dad



could make lots of money fishing and our mom could make lots of money braiding people’s hair
on the beach,” said Owen. “Then they got a divorce and our dad stayed in Mexico and our mom
went to find her life and we came to live with you.”“My apartment was small as a cracker tin,”
said Gram. “And here I was with you two and Owen a whirling dervish. My notion was that
children needed wide-open space to be wild monkeys. Fabiola told me about the trailer rancho
and how it backed up to all the avocado trees. I suspected that Fabiola and Bernardo wanted
us close so they could help out with you kids. They always felt kin to you, being that your dad
was from their town. And well, I thought it would be good for you to be around them and
exposed to your Mexico side.”

Becoming Naomi Ms Marvel

The Dreamer (Ala Notable Children's Books. Older Readers), The Road to Memphis, Riding
Freedom, Yo, Naomi León (Becoming Naomi Leon) (Spanish Edition), The Midwife's
Apprentice, Reading in the Wild: The Book Whisperer's Keys to Cultivating Lifelong Reading
Habits, The Port Chicago 50: Disaster, Mutiny, and the Fight for Civil Rights, The Wreckers
(The High Seas Trilogy Book 1), Last Summer With Maizon, Sable, One Crazy Summer (Ala
Notable Children's Books. Middle Readers Book 1), Across Five Aprils, The Great Wall of Lucy
Wu, When Stars Are Scattered

susannah, “Excellent book. I loved this book and I love Naomi, who, still suffering from the
effects of abuse and abandonment by her mother several years before, is shaken up again
when the mother drops back in to Naomi's life, intending to take her back for the welfare money
she can get, while abandoning again little Oz, who has a number of physical difficulties. One of
the reviewing summaries stated that the mother was "demonized" in the story, but I find that
offensive, since there are countless parents who were and are just like that, who use and
abuse their children. By that same token, the family court judge, even with all the evidence of
Skyla's "parenting" from everyone who knew and worked with the children over the years, and
also their father, who financially supported them, was all ready to dismiss all of it and grant
Skyla custody only because she was the natural mother. Even when Naomi was able to find
her voice and tell the judge everything, including about the hellish life she would have with
Skyla, the judge only had a problem with Skyla only wanting Naomi and not Oz. The POV that
children belong with their mothers no matter what kind of parent she is, and dismissing those
who wrapped the children in love and support, is out of the 1950s. I loved how the author
brings the reader into the lives of the Mexican relatives, experiencing and learning about their
culture, and how Naomi found her true self there.”

Maria Rendon, “Discovering who you are. Becming Naomi Leon is a story about a shy
unpopular girl whose life turns upside down at the unexpected return of her mother. Naomi and
her little brotherhave been raised in Lemon Grove Trailer Park with their great grandmother, a
feisty, loving, and wise old woman. Naomi and her brother a different - they don't havethe right
clothes and can't seem to make many friends but they live a peaceful and structured life with
their grandma and older residents in the trailer park. One dayNaomi's recovering alcoholic
mother shows up unannounced and decides she wants to take part in her children's lives.The
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kids are thrilled to see their mother but their great grandma is suspicious of her motives from
the start.From that moment on Naomi, her brother, and grandma are taken on a journey with
many highs and lows. Her structured and routine world is shaken upand Naomi begins to
discover the reasons for her mothers and fathers abandonment. While reading this story I was
rooting for the kids andhoping that their mother would not cause them any pain or angst. I was
disappointed to find that Naomi's mother did not have good intentions forher children. The story
takes an uplifting turn when Grandma is forced to hitch up the trailer and flee to Mexico to
locate Naomi's long-lost father. Itis imparative that they find him and the clock is ticking
because Naomi's mother wishes to take her and move her away from herbrother, grandma,
and home.This journey was hard and confusing for little Naomi but she was able to discover
her past, who she is, and where she belongs.Pam Munoz Ryan did a beautiful job writing this
story. The theme of the story is that your family is whomever happens to love you andtake care
of you. Whoever would go to the ends of the earth to keep you safe and protected. It would
serve to speak tomany children who have different types of family structures, those that don't
have the traditionalmother and father home.”

Tonya, “Unforgettable!. Naomi and Owen's mother left them to live with their great-grandma
when they were young so she could "find her life." Owen is pleased when his mother returns
unexpectedly, having no memory of her. Naomi, on the other hand, is worried. Unfortunately,
their mother's appearance begins to rapidly unravel the children's peaceful lives as Naomi
learns that she wants to take her away from her great-grandma and she does not want her
brother, Owen. As the children get to know their mother, they begin to realize that she is not
good for them. The conflict over custody sends them to Mexico to find their father. I won't give
away the ending, but it is a story you won't forget.”

Reb, “Finding Voice. I was intrigued with the book, Becoming Naomi Leon by Pam Munoz Ryan
because the main characters rang true and the author was able to help me make a connection
to them. The story was interesting from the very beginning and held my attention through the
very end. The events were believable and written with such description as to make me feel as if
I was there. Naomi was a strong and positive female character, a good example for any young
girl. Her mixed ancestry of White and Mexican American was depicted in a positive way, so I
can see why it was a Pura Belpre Award honor book. This award recognizes Latino authors
who have not only completed a well written children's book, but have brought Latino customs
to light with a positive take (American Library Association, 1999).This book is a contemporary
realistic fiction story of a young girl who realized she must find her voice to find herself.
Readers will relate to Naomi Leon as her emotions and thoughts are presented through a third
person point of view. The main characters, Naomi, her brother Owen, and her Grandma, are
believable and well rounded. The author stated in an interview, that she used her own personal
experience of Oaxaca, Mexico and southern California to bring to life the settings of this story.
This is a book I would recommend for any classroom library.”

The book by Philipp Winterberg has a rating of 5 out of 4.7. 499 people have provided
feedback.
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