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White

The precious picture book before you introduces you, in a simple manner, to Becky, a girl with 
albinism. Becky and other children who are blind or who have limited vision are first and fore-
most children like any others: unique and different, with a variety of needs, feelings and wishes.

People who are blind or visually impaired make up a very heterogeneous group of people with 
special needs. Children with albinism are also part of this group. Albinism is an inherited genetic 
condition characterized by the absence of normal pigmentation: a deficiency or absence of pig-
ment in the eyes, skin and hair. All forms of albinism are associated with complex vision-related 
problems: reduced visual acuity, sensitivity to light and glare, and involuntary movement of the 
eyes.

A difference between children who are blind or otherwise visually impaired and those who can 
see lies in how they learn. Blind children or children with reduced vision can of course learn just 
as much as any other child, but unlike other children they cannot rely on their eyesight. Thus, 
blindness or reduced visual functioning makes it difficult or impossible to obtain accurate infor-
mation about people, objects, activities and the surrounding environment. The information they 
obtain through other senses (as well as through any vision they do have) is inconsistent, frag-
mented and passive. It takes a great deal of training, practice and time to edit all the acquired 
information into a meaningful whole.

In this wonderful story the author introduces us to a child, her needs and abilities, while help-
ing us to overcome common misconceptions and prejudices. Becky’s challenges and victories in 
this picture book serve as a fine and encouraging starting-point for discussions about complex 
issues.

May this picture book take readers on a journey of understanding that leads to the acceptance 
of difference.

Ingrid Žolgar PhD., Professor of Disability 
and Rehabilitation Studies
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Shhhhh,

Little Becky is spending the summer at the seaside. 
In the morning she happily splashes in the warm 
water. 

                   

The joyous cry of a seagull pierces the air. 
Becky is dressed in a white shirt with long sleeves, 
and on her head she has a white, wide-brimmed sunhat. 

the lively waves whoosh.  

Her mouth tastes salty. 



        She is proud of her white curls. 

 as w
hite as… as white as a seagull!”

               Bart praises her.

     “You look as white… 

Bart initially asks her in surprise why she always 
goes swimming while dressed. 
“In my body I have no pigmentation,”
she replies with sophistication. 
“That’s why my skin is pure white and the sun 
can really burn me.”

“Ah,” the boy understands immediately. “That must 
be why you always wear sunglasses – because the 
light bothers you! And you have such beautiful hair!”

Becky liked Bart’s words. She looks somewhere in his 
direction and gives him a tiny smile.



At noon, when the sun is even 
more dangerous, Becky is not 
allowed to be on the beach. 
She has to stay in the shade. 
After lunch her daddy sets up 
a hammock between two trees 
in front of their trailer. 

.



chrrr ... 

chrrr ... 

chrrr ... 

Chrrr ... 

Chrrr ... 

Chrrr
 ...

 

Above Becky’s head the crickets are singing. 

 Ugh! 
It’s like the sound of a fork scrapping against a plate! 

And it doesn’t stop!  



She already recognizes 
whose they are.

For several days it is very hot. 
People cool down in the shower 
in the washroom in the middle 
of the camp site.

Even Mommy and Daddy go to take a shower.
They promise to come back soon and then –  
the most enjoyable thing!

The hammock ropes soothingly 
rasp against the trunks of the 
pine trees, and the air smells 
of resin. 

Becky listens sleepily 
to the sound of wet 
shoes as people walk 
past her trailer. 



She always plays ball with Eva late in the 
afternoon. The girl doesn’t mind that Becky 
can’t see the ball well. She always tries to 
pass it to her from close up. Now she 
only greets Becky in passing, because 
she too has to rest.

Becky closes her eyes. 
She takes off her sunglasses 
and hangs them in the net. 
Above her, a pinecone opens
with a crackling sound. 

My friend Eva! 

Squish! 

Squack! Squack! Squack! 

Squish! Squish! 

squeak her Crocs. 

Her mommy’s big sandals go 



go the shoes of a joyful Italian who is Becky’s closest
neighbour. Last night he brought her a small hedgehog 
to show her. He helped her put her fingers gently on 
the prickles of the hedgehog. 
                 Today, he says, »Ciao, ragazza!«

Becky knows that it means 
“Hi, girl!” She greets him 
with a mutter. 

Auntie Olga! 
Her swimming 
shoes sing 

Spluck! Spluck! Spluck! 

It takes her a long time to get to her trailer, since 
she chats with everybody on the way. She calls out 
a greeting to Becky.

Grock! Grock!
complain the shoes of old John.

Becky smells the bitter 
odour of cigarettes that clings 
to him even after he has showered.

Splurt! Splurt! Splurt! 



Becky has almost fallen asleep when 
a sharp wheeze penetrates through 
the branches of trees. 
A sudden gust of wind tears 
her hat off her head and whisks 
it away to who-knows-where.

Mommy is always warning her 
that without a hat the sun can burn 
her painfully, even if she is in the shade!

Oops, what now??

Where is that darn thing??
How rude of you, wind!

She carefully gets out of hammock, 
crouches down and begins to explore the 
pine-needle covered ground with her hands. 

“Ouch! That hurts!” 

Her hat isn’t anywhere!
“Wind, give me back my hat!” 
pleads Becky, cautiously moving forward. 
Her hair feels the heat of the sun.  
She’s frightened. Where has it strayed to?

Mommy, Daddy, where are you?



The sun’s rays beat uncomfortably 
into her eyes. She has left her tinted 
glasses in the hammock. 
She feels tears on her cheeks. 
From the light or from fear?
Then she raises her head. 
I have to be brave, she says.

I can do it!

With her hands, she boldly explores 
the ground and 

                
 – aha! –

suddenly she feels the soft fabric
              under her fingers.

 

Above her a seagull 
cheerfully squawks – 

eeee eeee!
A white seagull. 



Becky, relieved, puts the hat back on her head,
goes back to the hammock and climbs into it.

Suddenly she heard a wonderful sound –

snip snip 

She’d recognize that sound anywhere in the world. 
They’re finally returning from the shower!

and comp comp!

Mommy’s and Daddy’s flip-flops!



Was everything ok, darling?”
her mommy asks her, while 
Daddy tickles the soles of her feet. 

“Of course!”
answers Becky confidently.     
After all, she has stood 
upto the naughty wind 
all on her own!



And now her daddy will bring 
ice cream from the freezer, 
and her mommy will read her 
favourite story to her.

how good the strawberries smell!

The pages of the book rustle.

Life truly is beautiful!

Mmm,
And how the cold sweetness melts on her tongue!





The precious picture book 

before you introduces you,n a simple manner, to Becky, a girl with 

albinism. Though Becky does not see well and has certain difficulties, 

she is happy. After all, she can rely on her sense of hearing and enjoy 

life in the company of friendly people and the many wonderful

                                                          sounds that surround us.


