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Making the Best Use of our Resources
Recently, while preparing for this issue, I

watched several educational videos.
"The Man who Planted Trees" is an animated

movie, which shows how even one determined
person can make a profound change in the world.
A lone farmer who has lost his family takes upon
himself the task of reforesting a wind-swept, bar
ren land. Using a long metal rod, he digs a quick
hole in the ground and then drops in a good-qual
ity, pre-soaked acorn, and covers it up with dirt.
Each day, he might plant 100 acorns
on a patch of mountainside while
attending to his flock of sheep.

Over a course of 30 years, he
reforested more than 25 sq. kms of
mountain land with oaks and birch
es. And what a difference did that
make! As the trees matured, they
helped the soil retain moisture and streams began
to flow again. Grasses, wildflowers, bees, birds,
wildlife appeared. The whole landscape became
alive again. Very inspiring, indeed!

Another video, "Kilowatt Ours" shows the
connection between our electrical energy use and
the problems of air pollution, global warming,
coal mining, asthma and other health impacts on
children. Did you know that an average home in
the Southeastern United States uses over 1 000,
kwhrs of electricity-requiring one ton of coal
(mined in the Appalachia mountains) each
month? We can reduce our energy use by half
without sacrificing the quality of life. Also,
renewable energy can help us reduce further our
negative impact on nature.

I have been frugal in my energy use for most
of my life. But the video has rekindled my desire
to reduce our energy use even further and help
preserve our earth's precious natural resources.
Even our ten-year-old son is being careful not to
waste energy unnecessarily!

Yet, another educational video, "The Global
Banquet: Politics ofFood" brought to my consid
eration how we support the destruction of small
family farms, the livelihood of people in the
developing world, as well as at home. We are
hurting our own health and wellbeing in the

From the Editor
process... all as we spend our money buying food
at the supermarkets. How? By the economic
choices we make in buying processed and pack
aged food products that are transported over great
distances. The video suggested we can vote with
our money! We can buy locally produced, fresh
and healthy foods that will help keep small family
farms in business everywhere. The large factory
farms do not take good care of the land or use
energy and resources wisely! Giant corporations

-are not in the business of
feeding us good food,
they're in it simply to make
more money for the bosses
and the shareholders!

How can we make the
best use of our resources? By
taking a serious look at how

we spend them! How does our family use energy
and resources? What do we buy? Where do we
shop? What do we do and how much do we get
out of the energy we use? Here is a challenge to
each one of us! As students of life, we can
sharpen our skills in math, accounting, recording,
analyzing and predicting with this exercise:

For a period of one month, spend ten minutes
every evening, recording your family's resource
use that day in a journal. Some items like water,
electricity, natural gas, etc. are purchased from
utility companies and their use can be recorded
monthly from your family's utility bills. Others
will be purchased occasionally, like gasoline or
heating oil. Ask your parents to help you figure
out how much gas they bought, the number of
miles they drove, and for what purpose during the
week. Include ainniles traveled, if any.

Record in your daily journal the quantity of
items bought, loads of wash done, showerslbaths
taken, etc. Also, enter how much trash was
thrown out and how many bags of recyclables,
like newspapers and bottles, were hauled away.

Evaluate your family's energy and resource
use for the month. Analyze what was really nec
essary and what could be eliminated. How can
you change your patterns of consumption to make
best use of resources? Try it! Good luck! A.N. T.
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Edilor's MailLag

Teenagers and Drinking
In today's world it seems that all teens drink.

Children are drinking at younger ages, and this is
causing problems to arise. Everyone needs to know
that not all teens drink; teens especially need to
know this. I'm seventeen years old, I don't drink,
and I have good reason not to: I want life!

My life has been touched by alcohol in ways
that not everyone has experienced. There will
always be stories that are worse, but the stories
from my family are severe enough to make me
stick to what I've decided.

The disease, alcoholism, is a significant part of
my family. It is all over both sides, my mother's
and my father's. Three of my uncles and my grand
parents are alcoholics. They have faced different
consequences ranging from death to sobriety.

On Mother's Day, when he was eighteen, my
uncle Dan was invited to go out with his mother
and his sister but decided to hang out with his
friends instead. Dan and his friends were driving
drunk. My uncle ended up with a broken neck and
a month later, on his nineteenth birthday, he was
told he would never walk again and he was
paralyzed from the neck down. Then he died (when
I was four years old) in the hospital of hepatitis and
pulmonary arrest.

When people ask me why I've decided not to
drink, I tell them about my uncle Dan, and they say
they understand. But if they truly did they wouldn't
drink, or they would at least think twice about it. It
is very painful to see my peers drinking, when I
know you can have good clean, sober fun.

-Patricia Rau, 17, European American, New York.
Our Lives Are Connected with Nature! -------------------...,

No More Litter
There are candy wrappers in the flower beds and

soda cans scattered on the street. Even though there is a
garbage can ten feet away, pieces of paper are catching
in the wind. It is not a very pretty sight, but I see it
every day. I think that townships should be required to
clean up litter within their boundaries.

It may be a time consuming and unwanted job, but
isn't the cleanliness of the environment worth it?
Parents would be able to allow their children to play
outside without worrying that they might get cut by
broken glass. Animals would live more safely, and side
walks, parks and streets would look more pleasant.

-Patrice Zigrossi, 14, Pennsylvania.

Cuts in Education
Thank you so very much for the donation of a sub

scription to Skipping Stones. It is an excellent periodi
cal for the middle years, and one to which I would like
ly subscribe were it not for the current state of affairs of
funding for Oregon Schools. This is our third year with
out a library budget, and hopes for next year look no
brighter. So again, thank you. In an effort to save funds,
we have closed and consolidated five schools into two!

-Rebecca Fisher, librarian, Rainier Jr.lSr. HS, Oregon.

Teaching Peace
I appreciate everything about your magazine. I am

thrilled that my students may again be published in it.

It is such as turbulent time on the planet; thank you
for your most vital endeavor to teach the children to
understand, to bridge, to respect, and to love.

-Merna Ann Hecht, poet and educator, Washington.

How can there be a world when we destroy it to bits and pieces during wars and conflicts? How can
there be a world without the people who starve to death or are inflicted with incurable diseases? Deep
inside you don't know how it feels like to care about our culture, our world and our nature. Animals pay a
high price for sharing the planet with human beings. Some die to feed us, some for sports, more are brushed
aside to extinction. Aldo Leopold wrote, "Man and beast, plant and soil lived on and with each other in
mutual toleration, to the mutual benefit of all." Well, what has happened then to that mutual toleration?

I believe we have done bigger things but not better things. We have learned to make a living but not a
life. We've cleaned up die air but polluted the soul. These are times of fast food and slow indigestion. I
believe when I die, I will keep on living, and nature and culture will have my heart to see them through.

As definite as the rising and setting of the sun, -Shiela Sibozi Muzhamba, Zimbabwe.
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What's On Your Mind?

The American Dream

I want to move away from the world I'm in now.
But I just can't see how.

Everywhere I go people are pointing at me.
All I want to say is "let me be!"

If only I had a friend to hug, one I always see.
And doesn't squish me like a bug.

Someone to stand beside me.
Just let me sit and cry.

Though all I want is someone to wipe my eye.
Why does it have to take so long to make a friend?

Why does it take so long to bend?
If only a dove would fly toward me.

And the rest of the world today.
Maybe, just maybe, people would be friends with me.

I don't want to be made fun of every single day.
I just want to have friends, and that's all I have to say.

Why can't everyone see?
That I am just like them

Is that why they don't like me?
Because they can't accept who I am.

----Karissa Herrick, Irish- American, 13, New Jersey.

~~l::.~~.;.:..:..:..:..:..:.:.;.:..:..;.,:..:...:..;.:.:.:.:..:..:.e.:..:..:":.:,;":":":":":":";,:..:":,,:..:,,:,,:.:,;,~:..:,,:,,,:,,:,,:,,:,,:":":":":":":":":":":":":":":":':': ..:":":":":":..:":":":':":":"':"':':';":":":..:"':":":":":':';':":":':';":"':"':":":":":":,,:,,:,,:,,:,,:.:..:.:::~~J~m

Being Beautiful

Does blonde hair make you pretty?
Does being a size 2 make you hot?

Does having blue eyes make you gorgeous?
No, Absolutely not!

Who defines beauty?
~~~ ~~:;:~

¥~ Why do they get to chose? ~HIII Do they just not realize, ill
~~~ s~:§~

III DO~:~~~~;;:~~~o:b;~~ect, IIII
i~~ Or does intelligence count, too? ~~1

III Is Wha;~:e:~~ ~~::r::~~~ you. i!1
i~~ -Katrrna Jacobs, 13, Pennsylvania. ~W

li'J~~Ii~gTJmI1Bgl@1%%1@1¥T2i0UmEi'@gll~111~1m~11mT2,@1mEf@~~~1

Peace Club
It's hard to keep peace in a world that's always

going to war. But peace is something that is truly need
ed in our world.

Our school has a Peace Club which was started by
students after the 9/11 attack. That was a time when
people felt very furious about what had happened. It
had a very negative effect on people in my community.

It seemed to the students that war was on its way.
So a group of students decided to start a Peace Club.
With help of teachers, the students accomplished their
goal. They began by carrying signs in the Eugene
Celebration Parade supporting Arab and Muslim people
in our community.

The students wanted to protect some of the Muslims
and Afghanis that lived in our town. Many of the people
in our community wanted to go to war with the people
who had killed so many Americans in New York. But
the students decided to use Martin Luther King Jr. 's
example to help them in their hard moments.

Dr. King's actions were done in a peaceful state of
mind. He never gave up on justice for all people, no
matter how hopeless things seemed to become.

Once, my cousin and I were going home after
school when a boy from school came up to us and
started to ask us questions such as: "Are you Muslim?
Are you Afghani? Did you have anything to do with
9/11? Where do you live?"

.I felt like I didn't belong to my town or even to this
country. I felt so many things at the same time, I don't
know how to put it. I also felt discriminated against.

I had a neighbor who was asking why I was wearing
traditional Indian clothing, a Punjabi. I was going to
answer the question in a defensive way when my uncle
came out and helped us in this difficult situation.

This is the reason why my school has a Peace Club:
to protect people in our community like me, and to help
everyone understand why we need more peace in our
world. Many people in our community must have felt
as insecure as I did when these incidents happened.

Now, each year we have a Peace Symposium with
workshops, guest speakers and an assembly. Last year
the Peace Club made a Peace Pole for the school.

I strongly believe that Peace Clubs, like the one we
have in my school, would really help the community.
Martin Luther King Jr. would agree.

----Krishna Rati Bainum, Indian-American, gr. 7, Oregon
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**Health Rocks!**
Type 2 Diabetes and Fast-Food

After many years of data collection, a study has
been published in the Lancet Medical Journal that
links fast food and Type 2 diabetes. The results
derived after 15 years of studying 3,000 young people
enrolled in a study of cardiac health. The study found
that those who frequently ate fast-food gained 10
pounds more than those who did so less often. Such
people were more than twice as likely to develop an
insulin resistance." Dr. David Ludwig, director of the
obesity program at the Children's Hospital in Boston
and the senior author of this study adds, "Fast-food is
commonly recognized to have very poor nutritional
quality. But there have been very few studies, essen
tially no long-term studies, which have documented
the effects of this dietary pattern on the key chronic
diseases of Western civilization-obesity, Type 2 dia
betes, and heart disease."

About 30,000 Americans die every year due to
obesity related diseases, and 30% Americans are clin
ically obese. In the United Kingdom, the figure is
23% of the population.

(www.earthtimes.org/articles/show/l053.html).

Vegan Menu for People with Diabetes
A vegan diet that is low in saturated fat and cho

lesterol and high in fiber and phytochemicals can help
reduce the risk of developing diabetes, especially
when combined with exercise. Vegan meals can also
reduce the risk of heart disease. Vegan Menu for
People with Diabetes by Nancy Berkoff (Vegetarian
Resource Group, www.vrg.org), written especially for
parents, offers many tasty recipes for dishes such as
Asian Noodle Bowl, Better than Beef Stew and
Creamy Carrot Soup that are good for health.

Did you know?
Feb. 19-25: Health Education Week
March: National Nutrition Month
April6: World Health Day (see NEWS p. 32)
May: National Physical Fitness & Sports

Month and National Salad Month
May 1-7: National Walking Week
May 7-13: National Drinking Water Week

Junk Food Removed from Schools
YES! Winter 2005 issue reports that the Seattle

School Board has unanimously voted to ban sale of
foods high in sugar and fat and prohibit exclusive
contracts with beverage vendors such as Coca-Cola.
The policy also encourages school food providers to
offer food that is fresh, local, organic, non GMO and
unprocessed! The emerging national movement to get
junk food out of schools is gaining momentum.

• Medical experts agree that excessive screen
time (TV, video games, and computer use) is
detrimental to developing minds of children.
The American Academy of Pediatrics says that the
total screen-time should not exceed one or two hours
per day. They suggest, "Consider using a timer to
enforce the rule." Their website also states,
"Whenever possible, participate in your child's com
puter time, and discuss what she sees and hears."
SoftwareTime offers a software solution for parents to
decide when, and for how long children can use the
computer, even when parents are not at home.

Lose It for Life: The Spiritual, Emotional, and
Physical Solution by Stephen Arterburn and Ginger
Garrett (integritypublishers.com).

Most of us are obsessed with looking right,
being the right size, etc. But there's a right and a
wrong way to lose weight. This book for teens tells
how to lose weight the right way. It tells why
processed, refined foods can cause us to gain
weight. The authors explain the dangers of losing
weight by unhealthy means and suggest healthy tips:

Substitute baby carrots for potato chips· Brush
your teeth after a meal • Limit time for snacks and
after-school grazing to 10 or 20 mins· Put the fork
down in between every bite • Get fresh air and
sunshine • Cut down sugar use • Don't stress out
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Art: Lindsay Monroe, Eugene.

Dear Maggie, the editor asked me whether I would like to respond
to your poem in my column, which I am most eager to do.

Gray
/I ••• Every day I think about ending my life.
I don't care what I do since my life is gray,
I don't think I can stand living another crappy day... /I

Maggie, I hear you relentlessly screaming out. I perceive
your despair over the pain you feel in your life. I sense your
wish to escape that pain. I fully appreciate that you are in a
time that you wish you could escape, and will never experi
ence agaJ.n.

Some people find that excellent professional help takes
a person out of the misery you describe. In therapy people
sometimes grasp that they developed a pattern of surviving
childhood and that they are trying to cope using that pattern
for the rest of their lives. That approach, unfortunately, does
not always work well. However, it is a daunting challenge
to give up one's habituated personality pattern and arrive
by one-self at the appropriate adult personality. When one
works with a well matched professional psychologist, the
client can safely analyze how a behavioral pattern served
well in early childhood years, and examine whether it now needs to be changed for adulthood.

Not everyone has access to such help. But upon thorough searching, one can find free phone
help lines, free or very inexpensive healing groups at hospitals or very low cost psychological clinics.
Start anywhere. Ask the first person you get to talk to for a list of all the possible places where you
conceivably might get help. Get to a free phone and call one place after another. Call! Sooner or later
you will most likely talk to someone who will lead you to a helpful agency.

Fortunately, you can playa large role in your own healing. Look people in the eye. When you see
needs on the part of children, students at school, parents, siblings, teachers, give a smile and a helping
hand. Send encouraging notes; wash some dirty dishes; sweep a dirty floor, become a helper, a giver.
The Universe will notice and rewards will come your way.

I read a true story in which a boy, walking home from school, dropped a bunch of books and a lot
of other 'stuff.' Another boy, coming along behind, stopped to help pick up some of the items.
Walking together they soon arrived at Bill's house. They watched TV a bit and chatted. Thereafter,
they had lunch together at school a few times. When graduation approached, Bill asked Mark if they
could talk. Bill took the lead:"Have you ever wondered why I carried so much stuff home the day we
met? You see, I thought of maybe ending my life that day. Then we got along well. I was glad we had
that afternoon. Glad I was alive to experience it. So you see, Mark, when you picked up the books that
day, you did a lot more. You saved my life!"

Maggie, experiment to discover where you experience
healing. Keep trying to let a ray ofjoy seep into your life.

In Peace, 1"
i1ik\A.~
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The old Navajo Basket Weaver fanned her face,
arranged her baskets, and sat on her Indian rug. Her
moccasins, covered with red dust from her long
journey, hugged her feet. She was tired, but the spirits
had told her to come to market-and the spirits were
never wrong.

Her brown eyes searched the crowd. The Utah sun
parched her wrinkled cheeks. An hour passed; then
two. Tourists bought turquoise jewelry, not baskets.
Closing her eyes, the Basket Weaver began to chant.

"Are you a real Indian?" someone asked.

A thin girl about ten years old stood beside her.

"Yes. I'm a Navajo. Who are you?"

"RacheL" She paused. "What were you doing?"

"Talking to the spirits."

Rachel looked all around. "I don't see any spirits."

"They're in my baskets," the Basket Weaver said,
handing the child a red, white, and black sumac
basket. "My grandmother wove a song spirit into this
one. Listen."

Rachel pressed the basket to her ear. "I don't hear
anything."

"Close your eyes and listen carefully."

The Basket Weaver watched. A smile crept across
Rachel's face and then tears trickled down her cheeks.

"Why are you sad?"

"Soon I'm going to live with God," she said. "I'm
not afraid, but I'm worried about Mama. She pretends
I'll get better, but in the night I hear her crying."

The spirits whispered to the Basket Weaver. "Will
she come with you to the Reservation?"

A woman with sad eyes joined her daughter. "Yes.
When?"

"Early tomorrow." The Basket Weaver began
gathering her baskets.

"We'll take you home," the mother said, scooping
up some baskets.

"I've split the sumac," the Basket Weaver said in
the car, "but I need to pound the mountain mahogany
bark and..."

"Can we help?" Rachel interrupted.

A woman's light-skinned hand covered the

weathered brown one, and two sets of eyes met.

"Yes," the Basket Weaver said.

* * *
Back at the Reservation, Rachel and her mother

pounded the mahogany bark, adding it to boiling
water. Rachel collected burned ashes from juniper
needles, mixed them with water, and rubbed the
mixture over the sumac.

"Drop the sumac into the pot, and let it boil until it
turns reddish-brown. We'll need black sumac, too,
for weaving dark clouds and mountains."

"How do we make it?"

"By boiling sumac in a solution of water, char-
coal, and juniper sap."

As they worked, the sky turned orange and pink.

"Rachel needs to go now," her mother whispered.

"I have bowls to soak the red, white, and black
sumac," the Basket Weaver said, "and two extra
awls. Tomorrow I'll teach you to stitch and weave."

"How do I weave my song into my basket?"
Rachel asked.

The Basket Weaver smoothed her long flowered
skirt. "You'll see."

* * *
Under the canopy of the brush shelter the next

day, Rachel and her mother watched the Basket
Weaver push the sharpened end of the sumac through
the center of the hole of the basket, coiling and weav
ing around the hole. With her awl, she pierced more
holes, pulling the sumac through to make her pattern.

All Navajo baskets look like a shallow bowl," the
Basket Weaver said. "The white center represents the
beginning of life. Along life's journey, black clouds
appear. Rain comes and goes. The red design
represents red or pink in the sky. Sometimes Navajos
cross black mountains on the way to join other
Navajos at the white edge of the basket. The
che' etiin, or white pathway, starts in the middle of
every design," the Basket Weaver continued, "and
leads out through the black and red."

"What pattern shall I use?" Rachel asked.

"Your own. When you weave your basket, or
ts' aa, as we call it, you create part of your life."
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"And my song?"

"Let it come from your heart as you weave."

Day after day, the Basket Weaver told stories about
her people, while teaching Rachel and her mother to
weave. The mother's sad eyes became brighter.
Whenever Rachel's face paled and her fingers stopped,
the Basket Weaver summoned the Navajo Medicine
Woman to work her magic with dances and chants.

"My basket is finally finished," Rachel said, late
one afternoon. She held it to her mother's ear. "Can
you hear my song?"

The mother closed her eyes. "Yes, Rachel," she
said, smiling, "I can."

"And mine?" The mother handed her basket to
Rachel.

Rachel listened. Her eyes shone but then her lips
began to tremble.

"What's wrong?" the mother asked.

"She wants to hear your song after she leaves," the
Basket Weaver said, reaching for the hands of her new
friends. "When your child goes to the Great Spirit
World, lay your basket beside her so Rachel can take
your song with her on her journey to remember you."

"And when you miss me, listen to my song, Mama.
It will make you happy."

"I will," the mother said. "I promise."

The old Navajo Basket Weaver smiled as she
watched Rachel and her mother walk hand-in-hand
into the growing darkness. The spirits had worked their
magic. The Basket Weaver gathered up her blanket, her
pots, her sumac, and her baskets, and listened again for
the ancient whispers of her spirit voices.

-Mary Chandler, Rancho Santa Fe, California.

Pen Pals Wanted! We are a class of 5th graders
at a public school in Wilmington, Delaware. We are
looking for pen pals to broaden our horizons and as
a class project. We are all either 11 or 12 years old.
We like basketball, video games and playing on the
computer. Email: jeannie.mcmullen@bsd.kI2.de.us
or write a letter to the 5th grade classroom

c/o Ms. Jeannie McMullen, teacher
Harlan Elementary School

3601 Jefferson Street
Wilmington DE 19802 USA

Furloughs

You are pulled up,
Transplanted,
Yanked,
Out of the place you thrive
To go someplace that's not your home.

You go to a new church nervously,
Excitedly,
Painfully,
Remembering your other church
Hoping someone will forget to tell you
how marvelous .

You are.

You find new friends,
Chums,
Playmates
But they're not really your soul mates
They don't understand where you really want
To be.

You want to leave,
Make an exit,
Run for it,
Back to your home
Away from the people that don't
Understand.

But you don't because
You've done this before.
You know you'll go home
Sooner or later.
Most likely later.

-Jacqueline Burns, 14, Almaty, Kazakhstan.
((/ have lived here for 11 years now, so / speak
Russian fluently. / always take my shoes off when
entering a house (Kazakh tradition). / say, {Be
Healthy!' (Russian tradition) after someone
sneezes. People speak of returning to America for a
furlough as {going home,' but for me it is a case of
leaving home rather than returning home..."

Dear Readers: Try sending warm acceptance,
radiate love and cheerfulness. Then new friend
ships will form. The people who surround you feel
your negative or positive attitude. Happiness will
come your way only when you send love from your
heart to all you meet. -editors.
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Where is the
We step off the plane and

everyone greets me with
"Namaste." I put my hands
together and bow slightly, like
I have so many times before.
But this trip would be different.

Our hotel room is dark
because of thick blanket-like
curtains, but I can tell morning
has started. Clink. Clink. Clink.
Shops are opening below.

After porridge and tea, we
take a bicycle rickshaw through narrow streets
where vendors sell T-shirts, puppets, food, masks
and anything you can imagine.

We enter a square with large temples. There is
incense burning and people are gathering. On the
steps, women purchase flower garlands as offer
ings. Others sell the day's vegetables. They don't
even seem to notice us.

Pigeons scurry as we ride by. Hummm! Purr!
I hold tight to the rickshaw as we bump over the
many potholes. My eyes and ears are wide
open to the sounds the city offers.

A boy runs, shouting, from across the
square carrying a small radio. Everyone gathers
around; the city sounds disappear. Curious, our
driver pedals over. Closer to the crowd, we see
looks of shock. Some women are crying.

The driver stops suddenly. A man looks up
and sadly utters in his best English, "King
expired."

Almost immediately, the city is abuzz with
the sad news.

"The king has been killed!" a woman cries.
Then suddenly everything quiets, as if

everyone is too sad to speak.
The next morning, I don't hear the shops

opening. Children aren't laughing or playing.
"Where is the king now?" I ask my mom.
"I'm not sure." she answers. I can tell she

doesn't want to lie. "Someplace nice, I hope,
where he's not hurting."

King Now?
"Here, people believe we're

reborn into another body, that a
god, Vishnu, was reincarnated

) in the king's body," she says.
"Is that what we believe?"
"Hmmm." She pauses, look

ing into Dad's eyes. He smiles.
"I believe," she whispers,

"that life is love and it is beauti
ful. Sometimes bad things
happen. Everything living dies.
We don't know for certain what

happens next. I like thinking there's a special
place our souls go."

"Like Heaven?' I ask.

"Like Heaven," she says.
"And I believe," says Dad, "we're all one, all

connected, maybe even more so when we die.
Like when a tree falls. It returns to earth helping
more trees grow strong in its place."

Glancing upward, I breathe deeply, taking in
everything.

I shuffle to the balcony. Music is playing on
the street below. Around the comer people come
marching, carrying flowers and large candles.

"A parade!" I shout, feeling uplifted. Mom
and Dad join me at the ledge.

"It's the funeral procession," says Dad. "The
king's body's being carried through the city for
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and again at the monkey. Aaahh! We both
give a big sigh. I sort of smile. At that, the
monkey hurls himself up, grabs a pole and
just slides away.

About This Story: On June 1, 2001, just days
after we arrived in Kathmandu on family holi
day, the world and the people of Nepal were
shocked by the sudden deaths of King Birendra,
Queen Aiswarya and several members of the
Royal Nepalese family. This story is based on
the events of the days that followed as we wit
nessed the country in mourning.

Glossary:
rickshaw: a small three-wheeled passenger
vehicle powered by human energy
garland: a wreath of flowers used as decoration
namaste: 'I bow to the divinity in you.' It's a
greeting commonly used in India and Nepal.
reincarnation: the belief that the soul comes
back to earth in another body or form after death
stupa: a dome-shaped Buddhist shrine
topi: a traditional hat worn by men

-Ginger Carlson Raphael, educator,
Oregon. Art by Elizabeth Erwin, 17, New Delhi.

everyone to say goodbye."

We stand there a long time watching people pass.
Thousands line the street, mostly silent, some weeping.
The king's body, covered with flowers, is on a stretcher
with bamboo handles. All we can see is his face and his
hat called a topi.

The city remains quiet the next few days. On the
side of roads sit somber men and boys with shaven
heads. It's traditional here to shave your head when
your father dies. I guess the king is like a father to many.

We're leaving today. We r--------;.--------,

walk to the Monkey Temple. •••'2 ...
It stands on the hill like a pro- .. .¢J . "
tective father. Like gatekeep
ers, orange Buddha statues
flank the steps leading up to it.

We stand in the peaceful
ness of the stupa, taking one
last look at this city.

When we reach the bot
tom, I approach a picture of the king surrounded
by fresh flowers, candles, and burning incense.

Standing my straightest, I look into the king's eyes.
"I don't know if you were a good king, whatever that
means, but I'm sorry you had to die like you did," I say.

"Did you know everybody dies?" I continue. "Even
Mom and Dad. Even me."

As I am about to leave, one of the many monkeys
that 'owns' the temple grounds sits down next to the
king. I'm nervous, warm inside. He's big, but calm. His
head tilts. He looks me in the eye. I look back at the king

Friends Are For...

An ear to listen,
A shoulder to cry on,
A hand to squeeze,
A laugh to share.

A smile to cheer me up,
A hug to hold on to,
The few good things that
Get me through.

There to guide and help me,
Keep my spirits high,
Make me smile even when it hurts,
And love me for what things are
And who I am.

This is what friends are for
And many, many reasons more.
If friends I didn't have
I wouldn't be so glad.

-Emily Starr, grade 8, Pennsylvania.
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Semana Santa en Espagne
Le brouhaha de la foule s'arr~te d'un coup.

J'interromps rna phrase, et me tourne dans la m'tme
direction que tout Ie monde.

Je suis arrivee a Malaga, de rna France natale, il y
a six mois. Je me suis fait beaucoup d'amis espagnols
et tous me repetent depuis des jours de venir a une
procession. Alors me voici ici, avec Pedro.

Semaine sainte en Espagne. Je n'ai jamais vu la
semaine avant Pllques en ces termes. Dans rna
famille, on ne celebre que Ie dimanche et Ie lundi de
Paques, generalement en allant aI'eglise Ie matin puis
en partageant un bon repas avec notre famille. lei,
chaque eglise de la ville organise sa procession pour
chaque soir de la semaine.

Le temps s'est arrete alors que j'attends la proces
sion. Enfin je vois quelque chose: deux hommes qui

h A,. ,A n I\. ilmarc ent cote a cote. s sont vetus pare , avec une
longue aube et une cagoule pointue de velours noirs.
lIs regardent droit devant eux affichant un air solennel
alors qu'ils avancent de quelques metres.

Autour de moi, tout Ie monde semble aussi
concentre sur la lente procession; nous sommes
devenus un enorme groupe silencieux et attentif.

Quand les hommes avancent, on dirait qu'ils
glissent. Je regarde derriere eux et remarque de petites
personnes. Un groupe d'enfants. lIs sont suivis par
des hommes. Tous tiennent un objet dans la main: une
croix, un cierge ou de I'encens. lIs sont vetus pareil,
mais certains marchent pieds nus.

"Pourquoi sont-ils pieds nus?" je demande a mi
voix. "ca doit faire mal. ",

"lIs font leur penitence," Pedro murmure. "Tel
que Jesus quand il a porte sa croix."

Parler d'une voix normale parait un sacrilege.
Tout ce que j'observe me pese sur Ie coeur, et je ne
verrais plus jamais Paques du meme oeil. Je
comprends maintenant la raison religieuse d'une rete
que je ne considerais qu' a travers vacances et
gourmandises en chocolat.

"£1 trono arrive," Pedro me murmure a l'oreille.

Mes amis m'ont dit que el trono est l'apogee et
j'imagine un grand fauteuil. Je retiens mon souffle

Semana Santa in Spain
The chattering crowd grows quiet. I stop in

the middle of my sentence, and turn around to
look in the same direction as everyone else.

I came to Malaga, in the south of Spain,
from my native France six months ago and
have made many Spanish friends, all of whom
have told me for days how exceptional
Semana Santa is. So here I am, with Pedro.

Holy Week in Spain! I've never thought of
the week preceeding Easter as Holy Week
since in my family we only celebrate Easter
Sunday and Easter Monday by usually going
to church in the morning and having a good
meal with our family. Here, each church orga
nizes processions for every night of the week.

Time is suspended as I stare toward the
church. Finally I see something: two men
walking side by side. They're dressed alike in
dark velvety robes and pointed hoods. They
look solemnly ahead as they advance only a
few meters. Around me, everyone seems as
concentrated on the slow-moving procession
as I am; we've become one giant, quiet,
awaiting body.

When they move, the men seem to be glid
ing, not walking. My eyes shift behind them
and notice little figures. Children. They are
followed by a group of men. Each carries an
item-a cross, a candle or incense. All are
dressed alike but some men walk barefoot.

"Why are they barefoot?" I whisper to
Pedro. "Doesn't it hurt them?"

"They're doing penance," he whispers
back. "Just like Christ when he carried his
cross."

Talking in a normal tone seems disrespect
ful. Everything I'm witnessing weighs on me
and I'll never look at Easter the same way. It
brings a true religious meaning to the holiday
that I've come to associate with chocolate
candy and days off from school.

"El trono is next," Pedro whispers in my
ear.
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alors qu'il debouche. C'est une plateforme enorme,
aussi large que la rue, et dont Ie sommet atteint entre
Ie premier et deuxieme etage d'un immeuble. Ca me

" Jrappelle un char de la fete des fleurs, a la seule
difference que c'est plus large et porte par des
hommes. Au-dessous, d'enormes piliers permettent
au trono de reposer sur Ie sol lorsque les porteurs
s'arre-tent. Dix rangees de deux hommes s'alignent sur
Ie devant. Je perds Ie compte des hommes sur Ie cote,
mais je crois que c'est autour de 25, et il y en a autant
de l'autre cote. Je vois 20 hommes de plus derriere.
Les hommes du premier rang croisent les bras sur leur
poitrine, alors que les autres posent leurs mains sur les
epaules des hommes devant eux. Ils sont alignes l'un
contre l'autre, avec apeine assez de place pour respir
er. La structure du trono repose sur leurs epaules.

C'est impressionant de voir tant d'hommes
alignes, mais ~a ne se compare pas avec Ie trono lui
meme. Tout est recouvert d'or. Sur les cotes de la
plateforme, des icones chretiennes sont enchevetrees
dans les fresques. Les fleurs se deversent depuis la
plateforme, jusque sur les cotes. Des cierges jonchent
Ie sol de la plateforme, apart au fond ou domine une
statue de la vierge Marie. Un baldaquin de toile et
d'or protege la structure.

Je comprends maintenant pourquoi la procession
s'arrete aussi souvent: Ie trono est tellement lourd que
les hommes doivent se reposer souvent. Le son d'une
cloche indique aux hommes quand marcher, Quand
s 'arreter, quel rythme suivre. "Regarde celui qui
arrive derriere," me chuchote Pedro. "Le premier etait
celui de Marie et celui-ci est celui de Jesus."

Le deuxieme trono est aussi impressionant que Ie
premier. Sa plateforme est recouverte d'oeillets et de
Glaieuls rouges. La seule statue est celle de Jesus
courbe en avant, portant sa croix.

Nous regardons la procession passer devant nous
solennellement. Je suis ebahie de penser que tous ces
hommes et ces enfants vont traverser la ville pendant
toute la nuit.

La procession nous a depasses, et nous nous
dirigeons vers mon appartement. Nous entendons
toujours la cloche resonner. Mon coeur en est
impregne et Ie sera encore pour bien des annees.

My friends have told me that the climax of
the ceremony lies in el trono, which I picture
as a huge chair. I hold my breath as it comes
around the corner. It's a huge platform, as
wide as the street and its top reaches a second
or third-story level. It reminds me of a float, but
larger and carried by men. Below it, pillars allow for
the trono to stand up when the men rest. Ten lines of
two men are lined up at the front of it. I lose count of
the men on the side, but it's close to twenty-five, with
as many on the other side and twenty more at the
back. The men on the front row have their arms
crossed on their chests, while the others rest their
hands on the men in front of them. They're lined up
one against the other, with barely enough room to
breathe. The structure rests on their strong shoulders.

Seeing all these men lined up so closely is impres
sive enough, but looking at el trono itself is breathtak
ing. The whole structure is covered in gold with
Christian icons embedded in the golden frescos on the
side of the platform. Flowers spill onto the sides of el
trono. The platform is covered with lit candles, except
in the back where a statue of Mary dominates. A gold
embroidered canopy covers the whole structure.

I now understand why the procession stops so
often. The trono is so heavy that the men have to rest
often. The ring of a bell cues them when to walk,
stop, and what rhythm to follow. "There's another one
behind it," my friend whispers in my ear. "The first
one was for Mary; this one is for Jesus. "

The second trono is as impressive as the first one.
Its platform is covered with red carnations and
gladiolas. The only statue is one of Jesus, head
bowed, carrying a cross.

We watch the procession pass solemnly in front of
us. I find it amazing to know that these men and chil
dren will walk through the town all night and make it
back to the church after 2:00 am.

The procession is past us, and we turn to make
our way back to my apartment. We still hear the bell
ringing regularly. My heartbeat matches it and will
for years to come.

-Sandrine Hope, originally from France, lives in
Alabama. She studied Spanish in Spain.
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A World Apart
Have you ever wondered

what it would be like to suddenly
find yourself living on the other
side of the world?

That's what happened to six
teen-year-old Luan Khanh
Truong. He was chosen to be an
exchange student from Vietnam
to the United States.

Luan dreamed of becoming "",_
an architect. His dream would
provide a way for his brother and
sister to go to college. He would
do his part to help the economic
future of his country.

After a 24-hour flight from Ho Chi Minh City to
Greensboro, North Carolina, Luan arrived a world
apart from all he had ever known.

"I studied English in my country but now the
language sounded strange," Luan said.

"I remember thinking, 'what would I do if no one
came for me?' But soon an International Student
Exchange agent came. As we drove from Greensboro
to Chatham, Virginia, I tried to imagine what it would
be like to live there," he said.

"At last the car stopped and my host parents, Joe
and Linda, came out to meet me. I was glad when
they took me to my room. I was so tired. I usually
slept on a bamboo mat. I did not want to sleep in a
bed. I fell asleep on the floor next to my luggage until
I was jolted awake by a knock on the door. My
stomach growled and my teeth chattered. It was
cooler here than the tropical climate I was used to. I
would have to wear shoes and would not be able to
swim or play soccer before school each morning. Joe
motioned for me to follow him," Luan recalled.

"Moments later, I sat at the table. My family sits
on the floor when they eat their meals. I smelled
everything and washed it down with milk. How could
I survive, eating this strange food with a fork instead
of chopsticks? I knew it would be different here, but
could I get used to it? I ran back to my room but the
next morning I went down to look around.

"Breakfast was waiting. It smelled so good I
decided to taste it. I wanted bacon every day," he said.

"I remember my first day as
a senior at Chatham High
School. I felt like I had just
dropped off the moon. I did not
eat lunch because I didn't know
where to go. Everyone stared at
me. It was a long day. School
lasted only four hours a day in
Da Nang. When school let out
Linda was waiting for me, but I
did not want to ride with a

~ woman driver. Like most people
in my country my mother rides
a motorbike and my father
drives a truck and delivers

I petroleum throughout Vietnam
and Laos. My friends and I ride our bikes or walk
everywhere. Glad when the ride was over, I ran to get
the gifts I brought everyone including my new sister,
brother-in-law and nephews, Ryan, twelve and Adam,
five. They called me Uncle Luan. We had no problem
talking to each other," he recalled.

"Over the next few weeks, school got better. I
made some friends and my teachers were nice," he
said.

"The leaves seemed to turn from green to shades
of red and orange overnight and soon fell from the
trees. One morning I woke up and the ground was
covered in white. Big feathery flakes were falling. I
ran outside in my pajamas and bare feet. In my coun
try there is only hot weather and a cooler rainy sea
son. This was the first time I ever saw snow," he said.

"Christmas was a joyful time and I thought about
my favorite celebration also filled with wonderful .
color, sounds and scents. Tet, the most important
Vietnamese holiday, is a joyous festivity. It last for a
week, and marks Nguyen Dan, the Lunar New Year.

"Coming to the United States has been a great
experience. I learned to enjoy American food and to
sleep in a warm bed, but I still don't like to ride with
women drivers," he said, laughing.

"I have many good memories of my family here.
I feel as though I have always known them. They will
always be part of my life. I will come back to
Virginia some day."

-Linda Lacks interviewed Luanfor this article.

Page 14 Skipping Stones Vol. 17 no. 2



Coming Together: Host Mother Shares her Experiences

We were anxiously awaiting our exchange
student from South America.

When the car drove up, my
husband, Joe, and I went out to
welcome him. As he climbed out
of the car I exchanged glances with
Joe. This young man appeared to
be Asian, not South American.

Moments later it became clear ..
that he did not understand what we were saying.

The ISE representative told us someone would be
in touch with us in a few days to see how we were
doing. I looked at his student profile. Name: Luan
Khanh Truong, Country of citizenship: Vietnam,
Religion: Buddhist. "This must be a mistake," I told
Joe. We were told our student's name was Jose
Hernandez from Brazil.

Seeing Luan's exhaustion, we led him to the room
prepared for Jose. He dropped his things to the floor
and sank down beside them. I motioned to the bed but
he was already falling asleep on the floor. Not know
ing what to do, we left so he could rest.

Joe and I were both shocked and bewildered. I
made a call and found out the family who was sup
posed to take Luan refused when
they found out he was Vietnamese.
We knew it would be hard to for us
to communicate. We had no experi
ence with his culture, but we would
try to make him feel welcome.

When he came down to dinner
he seemed afraid and uneasy. I
knew he did not like the food I had
prepared. He left the table quickly
and went back to his room.

The next day Luan started school, but it was not a
good day and he came home upset. Between words
here and there along with hand motions, I understood
that he was starving because he could not find the
cafeteria and no one knew what he was saying.

My daughter, son-in-law and grandsons, Ryan and
Adam, who live next door, came over to meet Luan.
The boys were laughing and chatting away. Ryan and
Adam were calling him Uncle Luan. You would have
thought they had always known each other. We

looked on in amazement.

Before we fell asleep, my husband and I were
talking about all the places we wanted Luan to see
before he had to leave.

I found myself eager to get home every evening
to prepare our meals. Eating together became the
highlight of the day. We would sit at the table for an
hour or so after our meal each night talking and
learning more about each other. He enjoyed telling us
about his beautiful country.

It was amusing to hear Joe talk to him because he
would speak in a loud, animated voice. I would laugh
and tell him Luan was not deaf.

Luan believed in saying what he thought, which
sometimes got him in trouble. He told Joe he was the
only American he knew who could not speak English
and he told me women should not drive cars.

He enjoyed Christmas, and told us about his
favorite holiday, Tet. He loved the change of seasons.
We spent many hours that winter drawing and
painting in oils. He worked hard in school, enj<;>yed
going to church with us and told us about his religion,
family and friends. At times he would get homesick,
but it never lasted long.

The time went by too
quickly, yet we gained a
lifetime of friendship and
a bond of love we never
dreamed possible.

Luan has given my
family new insight into
people of all races and
cultures. I now know that
after the barrier of cultur
al difference is broken

down by brotherly love, we are all alike inside.

One of the hardest things I've ever done was to
take him to the airport when he left for college. There
were eleven family members and friends who went to
say goodbye and not a dry eye in the bunch. Luan is
not just another student we had the pleasure to host,
he is and will always be part of our family. When he
graduates from college, we will be there.

Luan now attends the University of Hawaii.

-Linda Lacks, host mother, Virginia.
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Stage three of the 2004 Tour de Georgia took the
cyclists up the very steep Clock Tower Hill in down
town Rome, Georgia.

Lance won stage three, but not the Yellow Jersey.

Stage four of the Tour de Georgia was a steep
climb up Mt. Alto. This was a time trial race where
racers go one-by-one against the clock. We positioned
ourselves on a steep incline to get a good view of each
rider.

smiled. We enjoyed seeing many beautiful sights,
especially the fIelds of sunflowers.

During the time trials in Nantes, we waited six
long hours in the pouring rain to see Lance again.

We went to Paris to watch the fInal stage of the
2003 Tour· de France. The cyclists raced through the
cobble stone streets of Champs- Elysees.

I thought that this was the end of my dream.
Then in February 2004, it was announced that Lance
Armstrong would be participating in the 2004 Tour de
Georgia. My whole family starting chanting, "We
went to France to see Lance, and now he is following

. us home to Rome!"

The Day I Ran with Lance Armstrong
My journey with cycling started very early.

When I was two years old, I rode my fIrst two miles
on a bike. When I was fIve, I rode my fIrst ten miles
and learned how to ride without training wheel.

I wanted a real cycling outfIt so badly that I chose
to be Lance Armstrong for Halloween when I was
eight years old.

I loved cycling so much that I even had a Tour de
France birthday party. My friends and I biked all
around the Berry College campus. My mom added
flag stickers to our helmets when we pretended to be
riding in European countries.

When I was nine, my dad, Uncle Dean and I rode
on bicycles on part of the
Bike Ride Across Georgia.

When I was in fourth
grade I wrote this poem:

Samuel
Smart, handsome
I'm as fast as a cheetah
Love of Lance
Armstrong and God
Who feels fearless
Who needs parents
Who would like to see
the next Tour de France
Part of a big family
Douglas

When my parents read
my poem, they decided we
should all see the next
Tour de France. They kept
our trip a secret and told
me only two weeks before
leaving for Europe. I was
very excited. © Photo by Brant Sanderlin. Photo courtesy, Atlanta Journal Constitution

We hiked three miles up the rocky Pyrenees
Mountains to get our first glimpse of the Tour de
France. We were very excited when the cyclists rode
swiftly up the steep mountain.

We then followed the tour to Sabres, a small vil
lage. My brothers and I saw helicopters land, bringing
officials to view the race. My brothers and I were
yelling loudly at the cyclists: "Lance, Lance, Lance."
Lance looked up at us to see if he recognized us and
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If no on believed you,
Would you think you're wrong?

If everyone left you,
Would you stand strong?

-Luke Paulinn, 13, Pennsylvania.

- Would You?
If the world was against you,

Would you fight back?
If nobody listened,

Would you keep talking?

It was then that I decided to wear the American
flag as a cape and run beside each and every rider to
encourage him up the mountain.

As Lance cycled up the mountain, I cheered,
"Lance, I saw you in France," and he answered,
"Thanks!" I had spoken to my hero. I thought this
was the end of my dream.

The next morning the whole world would see
Lance and me on the front page of their newspapers. I
thought this was the end of my dream.

I was determined to get Lance Armstrong's auto
graph on our photo. I waited outside his team bus.
Soon, a man emerged from the bus and said, "Aren't
you the kid in the newspaper with Lance?"

I was allowed to walk beyond the barrier with a
VIP pass and was given VIP treatment. I was present
ed with a US Postal hat.

After the conclusion of stage seven of the Tour de
Georgia, Lance Armstrong returned to his team bus.
It was then that he autographed the newspaper with
our photo inside and gave me his water bottle. I
thought this was the end of my dream.

Four days later, I
learned the photo of
Lance Armstrong and me
would be featured in the
May 2004 edition of
Sports Illustrated.

Is this truly the end of
my story, or is there more
to be written? Only time
will tell! Maybe one day,
I will be a cyclist in a race
and a little boy will be
encouraging me up a
steep hill.

- Samuel Brook
Douglas, 11, Georgia.

Art by Merry Harris.
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Our World's logging Massacre in Indonesia

Atiger kills a logger; an elephant kills a
villager. Why are these animals doing this? Is it
because they are evil and wanting to kill humans?
No, it is because the logger was logging illegally
and the villager was farming in a protected area.
Because of this, these animals are being forced
out of their homes in Indonesia. "If the elephants'
habitat is shrinking, the elephants will come out
of the forest. That is the law of the jungle,"
writes the LA Times, 24 Oct. 2004. Because of
over-logging and illegal logging in Indonesia,
rainforests, ancient forests, and animals are dying.

Indonesia is losing one to three billion dollars
from illegal logging each year. Illegal logging
takes place when lumber is harvested, transport
ed, bought or sold in violation of national laws.
Illegal logging is not just a few people cutting a
few trees, it is many people cutting many trees
powered by big companies. In many countries,
including Indonesia, the amount of logging that is
illegal is more than the amount of logging that is
legal. Millions of acres are logged each year for
palm oil plantations, which would only be good
farming land for a few years at the most. Seventy
to eighty percent of timber exported from
Indonesia is illegally harvested. Tons and tons of
illegal logs leave the country every day and are
shipped to other countries in southeastern Asia,
also to the USA. Why does the government do
nothing about this? They are very aware of what
is going on, but they are too weak to stop it. This
overall damage to Indonesia can lead to world
environmental damage.

Both animals searching for food and land
slides are killing many people due to illegal log
ging. Landslides in 2003 killed one hundred and
forty people. Deadly landslides are caused by the
missing or loose roots from dead or logged trees,
which loosens the soil. Since 2001 tigers have
killed over thirty people. In the fIrst three months
of 2003, elephants have attacked 48 people, at
least three fatally. There is a problem with this.
These animals should not be killing humans and
neither should landslides. Most of the tigers that

the forest police catch are thin, probably because
they are being driven from their homes and can
not fInd 'food. So they feed on whatever they find:
goats, cows, and humans. Many animal popula
tions are decreasing. We must save these animals.

Some of Indonesia's national parks and con
servation areas are being logged so much that
they are no longer considered national parks. The
country's 376 national parks and conservation
areas are being illegally logged, and will be lost
forever if the trend continues. If this goes on for a
few more years, Indonesia won't have any more
national parks. An area the size of Switzerland is
logged each year. Some plants in these forests
may hold cures for deadly diseases, which could
be lost or never found. Brazil and Indonesia have
the world's most amazing forests and it would be
horrible if these plants were lost forever.

Many animals are endangered or on the verge
of endangerment. Elephants, tigers, rhinos, and
orangutans are some of these animals. There are
only about 500 Sumatran tigers left in the world.
Scientists believe that hundreds of plant and ani
mal species go extinct each year without being
discovered or identified. Some national parks are
home to as many as 700 elephants. It would be a
great disaster if all of these animals were either
destroyed or forced to live on human territory.
They must also fInd food; which is very hard for
animals to do in a changing habitat.

To help end this logging massacre, do not
buy tropical wood products like teak, ramin,
and Indonesian palm oil. Indonesia ships the
goods to the United States, and we buy their
wood. What is legal. and what is not is always
marked clearly, but we still buy wood products
from them. Let us not waste paper products
which encourage more logging. Buy fake wood
products and educate your friends and family.
The more people who know what is going on in
Indonesia the better. We need to be aware of our
environment and take care of the earth we have.

-Josie Ahrens,13, European American, California.
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Pacific Black Ducks are found in swamps and open waters.

Australian Wildlife
Mainland Australia is the only country in the world that is a whole conti

nent and is therefore a country of great diversity. Australia is equally well known
for its magnificent coastline and its unique desert, but there are also mountains,
rivers, lakes and thriving cities! Australia is home to over 760 species of birds
and some 250 species of mammals. Most famous are the Koala and Kangaroo,
but Australia's wonders include lesser known species like the Echidna, which is
covered in spines, the Emu, the world's second largest bird, and my favorite, the

White-bellied Sea-Eagle, which is often seen fishing in coastal areas including Sydney Harbor.

Sadly, over the past 200 years much of Australia's wildlife has come under threat from habitat
destruction and the introdution of new animal species, such as foxes. However, with new government ini
tiatives and hard working conservationists, we are hopeful of protecting our natural treasures for genera
tions to come. About 7.5% of Australia is now designated National Parks and Reserves, and 16 sites are
World Heritage listed, including the Great Barrier Reef and Uluru-Kata Tjuta (Ayeres Rock and The
GIgas) National Park. Most of Australia's wildlife is accessible, all you need is to sit quietly for a while
and Australian wonders will reveal themselves to you. (See back cover for color images.)

-Isabelle Quartly, photographer, Sydney, Australia.
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Osprey chicks nesting along
the Clarence River in north
ern N.S. W As the nests are
used for many years they
can become quite large.

Sacred Kingfishers nest in a
wide area, and eat fish, yab
bies and other aquatic life.

Yellow-footed Rock-walla-
bies live in semi-arid, rocky
areas. To obtain moisture,
they suck wet sand and lick
dew from rocks.
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A quiet buzz came from the meadow behind us,
and we turned just in time to see a brilliant blue drag
onfly settle onto a stalk of grass, bending the green
blade with his weight. We hesitated, hoping he would
fly nearer, but after an instant's rest the dragonfly lift
ed his slim body and flew far away.

Silent as the heron, we waited to hear more
sounds of nature. And
then a quiet chomp
chomp-shuffle came
from the blackberry
thicket to our left. We
crept closer, hardly dar
ing to breathe. Slipping
to the edge of the thick
et, we saw an enormous
buck gracefully pluck
ing blackberries from
the thorn-sharp vines.
He heard us and turned,

pinning us with his watchful dark chocolate eyes. We
remembered our mother's warning: "Avoid looking
deer in the eyes if you want to earn their trust," and
glanced away. A breathless moment later, he turned
back to the blackberries and we heard the peaceful
tug-chomp, tug-chomp once more.

Quiet as our island home, we tiptoed back to
where we'd left our mother, surrounded by the
silence of the woods. "Did you hear it?" she asked,
smiling. And we told her everything we'd seen and
heard: a brilliant dragonfly buzzing, the clear water
lapping, a blue-grey heron patiently waiting, the col
orful woodpecker tapping, and the deer tasting the
first blackberries of the season. We had found them
on that quiet, golden afternoon-the sounds of

"ean you hear it?" our mother asked us one
sun-filled, golden afternoon in summertime. "Hear
what?" we asked together-identical twins with iden
tical features, identical thoughts...and identical confu
sion. "The song of nature," our mother answered,
"when the sounds of nature are all that can be heard.
Listen. Can you hear any human sounds?"

We strained, listening for the familiar jumble of
island sounds; the thump-thump of a freighter heavily
churning up the ocean strait, the sharp roar of an
airplane splitting the peaceful summer sky, or the
humming of a sleek motorboat zooming across the
glittering blue sea. But this afternoon, for a moment,
all was silent and still.

And we heard it-our island's song of nature.
Rap-tap-tap called a woodpecker from high in the
treetops. Looking up, we saw the black and white
spotted Downy woodpecker sidling down the brown,
shaded trunk of a nearby tree. We watched
silently as he rap-tap-tapped closer and
closer, nearly close enough to touch. Then,
splash! A sound from the nearby ocean shore
startled the woodpecker into whirring away.

We hurried to the shore and, nearly out of
breath, parted the tall green reeds hiding the
sheltered ocean bay. Standing tall and proud,
a great blue heron waited in silence for fish
to swim by in the clear, sunlit water. Gentle
waves lap-lapped against the shore, swirling
around sharp grey rocks. "Look!" we cried
together, as the heron scissored his razor
beak into the water and swallowed a tiny silver fish.
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nature's island song, most often hidden by the rush
and bustle of human sounds.

And now, years later, we still stand surrounded by
the same forest, listening for sounds of nature: identi
cal twins with identical looks, identical thoughts, and
an identical memory of the first time we heard
nature's island song.

-Dori and Kate Hodgkin are artists based in Friday
Harbor, Washington (www.TwinheartsArts.com).

Baking Russian Tea Cookies in My
Aunty Amy's Kitchen

The sunlight ripens
into Aunty Amy's

huge kitchen in Moanalua.
The wind rises

in the tangerines trees
in the backyard.
The papaya tree

tastes the rain
that melts from the sky.

Aunty Amy rolls
the balls of cookie dough

in her hands.
She puts them

on the trays
then shoves it in the oven.
I sprinkle powdered sugar

on the baked cookies,
place a cherry in the middle

of each one
as I drop it whole

in my sweet, waiting mouth.

-foni Tamamoto, 12, Hawaii.

All Natural Egg Hunt
Find the places and creatures in this look but

don't collect egg hunt.

Hint: It's not only birds who lay eggs!

1. A dry place where you might find eggs

2. A wet place where you might find eggs

3. A dark place where you might find eggs

4. A creature with no legs that lays eggs

5. A creature with two legs that lays eggs

6. A creature with four legs that lays eggs

7. A creature with six legs that lays eggs

8. A creature with eight legs that lays eggs

9. Something made of sticks that helps protect eggs

10. Something green an egg might be attached to.

-Beth Stein, Nearby Nature, www.nearbynature.org.
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Rainy Day Scavenger Hunt

There are lots of things to look and listenfor when
it's raining. How many of these things can you find?

1. A tree that you can use like an umbrella

2. Something that catches water like a cup

3. A huge puddle (Definitely don't put this in a bag!)

4. The sound of running water

5. Something soft and green that's dry and crunchy
during the summer

6. A rainbow (You'll need some sun for this one!)

7. A cozy animal home that is hidden when there are
leaves on the trees

8. Something that is shiny when it's wet

9. A dry leaf

10. A sign that spring is on its way

-Beth Stein, Nearby Nature, www"nearbynatureoorg.
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Rushing Raging River
Rushing, raging river

Flow through the mountains
Dash through the forest

Scamper under the bridge.
Rushing, raging river
Let your spirit surge
Let your body travel

Let your compassion flood.
-Briana Duerr, 13, Pennsylvania

I am Just One
I am just one fish

Swimming in the sea.
My scales are not camouflaged
But still no shark devours me.
I do not drift with the waters
Like identical moon jellies

All the same and afraid to break free.
I go my own way

And I am not afraid of what those moon jellies
With their stinging arms would say.

I am just one stream, full of sticks and stones.
The other streams are clear

The pebbles under them show.
They go out to the sea.

In them you see the pebbles.
In me you see the fishes' eggs

Stuck to one of the sticks, that was
The reason that the other streams

Found fault with me.
~cout Guerrini, 11, New Jersey.

Art : Devlin Godfrey,

grade 5, California.

Dawn
It's as black as an abyss
You can't see anything.
As an eternal darkness
Engulfs the world.

As all hope seems lost
A ray of light streaks across the sky.
It is a rebel, as others come
A fierce battle breaks out.

At fIrst, the night appears to be winning.
That's until reinforcements come.
As light dominates, the darkness wanes.
Then, its gone.

The dew on the plants shimmers
As the rebels fill the sky with light.
It's the dawn of a new day.

-Joe Schoenborn, 12, Connecticut.
Joe writes, 'The Earth is a living thing...
an open field with forests and lakes,
not a city with dumpsters and smog."

A reflection of the waves drowning hurting
New flesh~~ in silence allover.
~ammyMartinez, Los Angeles, California.

,Natutze ~oems

The Wildlife Pond

In the Spring
If you go to the Wildlife Pond
You will see ducklings hatching
With their brown and yellow fluff fur
And if you get close to the baby geese
The mother goose will hiss a snake-like hiss
And a blue and white crane that will marvel at
And sometimes you can hear cicadas
Screeching and screeching
And if you are quick you can spy a terrapin on a half log
That's what you can see in the Wildlife Pond.

~haun Datta, 8, Indian American, Maryland.
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How long Moth - OalNlaB.
stood there, no one

"A hundred
looking up ~~_~,~lEUlE-alR!Jtifl.,

"Can't be,

"Could be,"
"She was here W·~~~;fil

school as you d~~~~~~_ili1ij
now mature, weret1~~~~

For years, Brad her standing
lofty and dignified, gaining girth and height
spreading her stout branches far and wide.
Even her roots had reached the bank of the
rippling brook by the edge of the woods.

Mother Oak was unmatched if! _g "
covered with her staminate blossoms clustere III long
pendulous catkins. When she shed her acorns, birds
and animals were blessed by her generosity.

When North Wind's fierce onslaught made trees
groan, Mother Oak stood breathing deeply. When
torrential rains drenched and bent tree limbs, she
stood firm, letting raindrops wash her broad, thick,
waxy leaves.

Mother Oak was the hub of life's sounds and
motions. Before the gray dawn turned golden,
countless birds housed in her branches and sang
joyously. Squirrels and chipmunks ran up and down
her trunk, long lines of ants crawled in and out of
crevices in her bark, butterflies fluttered and dragon
flies buzzed, titmice chattered and midges hummed in
her branches. Earthworms dug in the moist soil
around her foot. Rabbits popped out of their burrows
and disappeared in tall grasses.

At midday, panting deer found her dense shade
refreshing. Whenever we camped out in summer, we
pitched our tent near Mother Oak. At sundown, the
excited twitter of birds returning home gradually
faded into soft murmur and finally drowned in the
silence of darkness. Then the rustling leaves on the
ground warned that cautious night prowlers were
searching for prey. Periodically, the stillness of the
night was shattered by the screech owl's high pitched
"Oi yeek, oi yeek."

And so, life went on and on.

Walking to school one morning, we heard the
rumble of something heavy moving through the
woods. Brad and I stopped dead in our tracks.

the falcon circling high above.

"'-hoa-ah," hooted the owl.

1fit~~~~~' screamed the crows,
-: ~fdanger.

~~~~~(:tisped in fear. Flocks of
eaving their young.

-IIII.~...~~ tall grasses. Deer leaped
~"~~~~~bs to hide in glades.

I: '
Mother Was abandoned.

The rumb ing wheels stopped near the old
oak. Men fixed a huge saw at the foot of our

tree. The saw whirred, filling the woods with noise
and confusion. Frightened rabbits burrowed deeper
and deeper. Terrified foxes, stoats, buffalo and
bears ran for shelter. The sky was falling. Everyone

hid or huddled. Brad and I clung to each other.

When the whirring ended, Mother Oak's
thunderous fall reverberated for miles around. When
she was dragged away, we left heartbroken.

Returning from school, we lingered longer than
usual, mesmerized by the emptiness. At sundown, the,
birds returned and hovered over where Mother Oak
had stood. But there were no nests to land upon. The
cradling arms of their mother had disappeared.
Bewildered, they kept circling. Exhausted, they took
refuge in surrounding trees. There was no bird
chatter. Rabbits didn't pop out. Dead leaves didn't
rustle; foxes and stoats didn't prowl. The timeless
cycle of sound and motion had ended.

Later we learned that the old oak was removed for
a highway to be built. With big businesses moving.in,
and expensive houses built, the woods would shrink
and our town would become a big city.

"But what about the animals? They were here
before us," said Brad, tears streaming down his face.

"I know. Someone has to pay the price for
progress," I said.

"Why poor animals? Isn't there another road to
progress?" Brad persisted.

"There is. When we grow up I promise we'll be
more creative in planning for development so animals
are not driven away," I consoled.

"Our planning will show respect for nature and
protection for animals." Brad's voice had hope and
determination. Our eyes met. That moment we
learned what our life's work was to be.

-ShamimNargis Rae, Colorado.
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She Lives for the Ocean She Loves

oM

I

Many people love the
coolness of sea breeze on
a humid day, the salty
taste of ocean on their
lips, and the rush they get
diving into a tall green
wave. Cindy Zipf, too, had
been drawn to the ocean
since she was a baby.

In return for the fun
she had growing up in a

small New Jersey Shore town, Cindy has dedicated
her life to the force of nature she loves.

Today, the ocean is cleaner because of Cindy and
her environmental organization, Clean Ocean Action,
which began its work in a spare bedroom of her apart
ment 20 years ago. It has now become a coalition of
150 organizations and 1200 members in the northeast.
When 24-year-old Cindy first started, businesses
freely dumped waste into the Atlantic. Working with
many other groups, she got the Clinton administration
to close the last New Jersey coastal dumpsite with a
special environmental initiative in 1997.

Cindy, 44, the executive director, remembers
growing up "wet and sandy" in the 1960s and early
70s, watching television shows like The Flipper and
The Underwater World ofJack Cousteau.

"Sometimes you are born with a sense of joy for
things," Cindy says. "Mine was the marine environ
ment." In high school and college, Cindy studied
marine biology, organic chemistry and marine policy.

A summer internship with the National Marine
Fishery Service gave Cindy's passion another boost.
She monitored some studies that exposed marine life
to pollutants. She watched young fish and sea
scallops trying to jump out of the water the moment
a dose of chemicals was dumped into their tank.

"It gave me an even greater respect for science,"
Cindy said, "and I decided to use that science to
improve the marine environment."

Upon graduating from the University of Rhode
Island, Cindy landed a job with a well-known envi
ronmental organization in her home state. Once, she
got assigned to an ocean dumping taskforce.

"And I said, 'Ocean Dumping Taskforce?"'she
recalls. "'Well, that's interesting. What are they
dumping into the ocean?'"

That's when she found out the chemical manufac
turers and municipal waste water companies routine
ly dumped some pretty nasty stuff into her beloved
waters. She also learned that they could legally do so
at eight different locations along the New Jersey
shore. The pollutants thrown into the ocean included
medical waste, industrial waste and sewage sludge.
Cindy describes the stuff as "a kind of thick hairy
black milkshake." Dumping acid water turned the
ocean bright yellow and fried everything that came in
contact with it. This frightening knowledge led Cindy
to get together with other concerned citizens in her
area and start Clean Ocean Action.

Cindy hit the phones with the same force as she
had hit the books back in college. She and her fellow
environmentalists went around talking to residents
about ocean water pollution.

"We organized public hearings," Cindy says.
"Those used to be very sparsely attended, but we'd
organize moms, dads and fishermen and get hundreds
of people turning up with posters and petitions."

Cindy also spent a lot of time in the library,
studying the impact of dumping. She had to have
credible scientific knowledge to be taken seriously by
public policy makers.

"I was 24-years-old and a lot of times I was a
staff of one," Cindy recalls. "I got a clear sense from
many of our elected officials that they thought it was
rather charming and darling that this young girl was
out there trying to clean up the marine environment."

Was that discouraging?

"It was empowering," she says. "If they thought I
couldn't do it, it was just challenging and inspiring
me to work harder."

Today, much work still remains for Cindy and her
coalition. There are pipelines with runoff water from
land that pours directly into the ocean. In many cities,
sewage from washing machines and dishwashers still
runs into the estuaries and ends up in the ocean.
Pollutants that were dumped a long time ago and
have since settled on the bottom of the ocean contin
ue to contaminate marine life.

"The issues are getting trickier," Cindy says. "It's
very important that we don't backslide and that the
next generation doesn't wait for a crisis to incorpo
rate an environmental ethic into their everyday life."

-Katia Raina, New Jersey.
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Conscience
As he walked downtown, he looked around
He shook his head at the broken apartments
Broken windows, broken doors, graffiti on the cheap brick
A muffled scream pierced his ears, but he shrugged it off
Nothing could be done, he thought
As he continued walking, a homeless woman tugged on his pants
She asked for money, but he pulled away with a disgusted look on his face
Her once pretty face was crusted with dirt and thin with hunger
He had plenty of money to spare

As he drove through the suburbs, he felt not perturbed
He smiled at the well-kept houses
Perfect lawns, perfect fences, all houses beautifully painted and clean
A shout for a football issued from one of the backyards
And he remembered the joyous days of his upbringing
A child ran out in front of his car to get a soccer ball
He gently pushed the brakes, slowing just enough to let the boy cross
Everything was pleasantly quiet, not a siren or scream to be heard
And he though this is the way things should be

As he went to bed, never a thought entered his head
Of trying to lend a hand
To anyone but his wife, himself, his now grown children
A long time ago he did think about it
He thought that he couldn't make a difference
What would it matter if he did help?
He was only one person
Nothing could be done
So he falls asleep comfortably every night
His conscience seemingly clear.

Comprehension

Hush
don't speak, man

we don't use words with her.
She is our descendant.

She is a spotted,
African rock rose:

a hybrid
of them and us,

a message
for them and us

She is our descendant
who planted here on p. rock.

-Erika King, 15, African
Norwegian-American, CA. She
adds, "I am interested in writing
about growing up in America
biracial, ofmixed heritage."

-Ryan Duvel, grade 8, Michigan.
God, Forgive Man

To you belongs the seas deep
fathoms and fathoms below
and to ye belongeth the stars

lightyears and lightyears above

In the triangular heart you made
you filled love, man invented hate
you opened to him a successful life
but man insisted on closing the gate

You gave him whatever he begged
but he denied all your favours

God, forgive the sinner, selfish man
he will never stop fighting with neighbours.

-Aftab Yusuj, 15, Mumbai, India.
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Back Hame
"Rabbit, Rabbit," the boys chanted under their

breath as I walked to the pencil sharpener. I had used
my pencil till the lead was completely flat. I knew if
I went to the sharpener I would have to endure the
boy's taunting.

I don't know why they still called me Rabbit. I
hadn't put my hair in ponytails since that awful ftrst
day of school.

"Hey look at that girl with the ponytails!" I heard
a boy yell as I entered the playground.

"She looks like a rabbit." Another one shouted.
"I like my ponytails, all my friends back home

have ponytails!" I yelled back.
"Please sit in the desk with your name card." My

ftfth grade teacher, Ms. Garcia said, as I entered the
classroom. The name on the desk next to mine was
Jose Lopez. "Good, I sit by a girl." I thought.

"You can't sit here!" I screeched as a boy from the
playground slid into the seat next to me.

He slouched in his chair and mumbled,
"Whatever, Rabbit."

I pointed to the name card and insisted, "This
desk is for Josie; it's not your seat!"

"Hey Rabbit, you can't even read." I heard a
familiar voice behind me.

"His name is Jose, get it Ho-Se." he pronounced
each sound.

"Not Josie!" Everyone in the class burst out with
laughter.

What rotten luck! The boys from the playground
were in my class.

"Well, back home a 'J' is not pronounced like an
'H.,,, I declared to cover my embarrassment.

I had been excited when my parents announced
we would be moving to Arizona. Now, all I could
think about was home.

Math was my best subject and I was relieved
when Ms. Garcia started a math lesson. I raised my
hand and quickly said, "We learned this back home."

"It figures, back home they know everything,"
Ryan, the boy behind me hissed.

Each time I had an answer the class moaned and
the boys whispered "Rabbit, Rabbit."

At recess I sat alone and played with my jacks.
The other girls hung out together and played games.
Sometimes they just sat in'a circle and laughed.

Lining up outside, one morning I heard Monica
and Juanita whispering to each other. "I can't stand
the new girl, Melissa," Juanita said.

"Yes, she's always talking about back home, like
we aren't good enough for her," Monica responded.

Their words stung. I didn't want to be a snob, I
was just lonely and there had been so many new
things that I didn't understand.

"Would you play jacks with me? I used to play
with my friends back home," I dared to ask the girls
one day. They just looked at each other and laughed.
No one in the class liked me, and I felt the same way.
These kids weren't very nice.

One afternoon a creature slithered out of my desk.
I slammed a book down and cut off its tail. The crea
ture was still alive and crawled away. I screamed and
everyone in the class called me a lizard hater.

I couldn't take it anymore and I burst out in tears.
"I'm not a lizard hater, we don't have lizards back
home," I sobbed.

"Really, no lizards?" Jose's eyes opened up wide.
"That must be a boring place," he said.

"Do you have rabbits back home?" Ryan asked. I
wiped my eyes and said, "Yes, but there aren't any
jackrabbits."

Monica jumped into the discussion, "How about
Gila monsters, do you have them back home?"

"I don't think so. What do they look like?" I
responded. "Are they scary?"

"They are actually very beautiful and tempting to
touch, but very dangerous. So don't touch one," said
Juanita.

"Have you seen a tarantula yet? Are there any
scorpions back home?" asked Ryan. Everyone
became so interested in talking about the animals that
we didn't even hear the bell ring, and Ms. Garcia had
to tell us to go home.

Juanita wandered over to me the next day as I sat
alone playing jacks. "Hey Melissa, what is it you are
doing with the little ball? I've never seen a game like
this before." she said.

"It's called Jacks. Want to know how to play?"
"Cool," Juanita responded as she squatted next to

me. "Sorry about laughing at you, we just didn't
understand you." Juanita scrambled to catch the ball
and grab a jack.

"Me, too. I didn't understand a lot." I replied
"You want to come over to my house Saturday?

And bring your jacks my sister might like this game."
Juanita said.

"Thanks, I'd like that," I said.
-Ruth Ruiz, teacher and author, Tucson, Arizona.
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Driving to my Grandfather's Funeral

The air was stale,
even with the windows cracked.
My hands lay still
against the tops of my legs
palms down, elbows out to the side.

It felt like my heart had been disconnected
from all its veins and arteries.
I could feel it rolling around inside my chest,
knocking against the back of my ribs
with each bump. My ears
pulsated from lack of use.

I began to trace the pinstripes
on my left pant leg,
slowly moving the nail of my thumb
along charcoal-colored wool.
Everyone sat one inch apart
eyes glazed and lethargic.

. The only thing I could hear was time
following alongside our limousine
with a heavy foot.
There was not a word spoken,
or a breath exhaled.
I did not dare protest the silence.

-Joseph Kaplan, 17, New York.

My Role Model
When my teacher asked my class

who their role model was,
she got the usual answer:

An actor, a sports star or a singer.

So when I raised my hand,
I don't think she expected the answer I gave. I said,

"My role model is that man who will work a
minimum wage job without complaining.

My role model is that mom, working double shifts
and carrying two jobs

just to make sure her kids get enough dinner.

My role model is that homeless person who gets
nothing, but still has hope that one person will give

her something.

My role model is that underprivileged child,
who knows that there might be no food that day,

but still is grateful for the life he lives.

My role model is that soldier in Iraq,
who is willing to give his life for his country,

but still tries to give more."

And after I said this,
Twenty-nine hands went up,

their owners declaring
they had a new answer.

-D. Hall, 12, California.

Now That's Cool

Ode to My Dog
I praise my dog. His fur

Was soft as a cloud.
He ran like a horse running

Through the wind.
I would hear him scratch

The door when he wanted to go
Outside. He would start

Barking to let us know if
Something was wrong.

When I would grab
The flying disk, he would start

Jumping up like popcorn.
When I tossed the

Vol. 17 no. 2

Flying disk, he would jump up
Like a lemur and catch

It. When another
Dog came into the yard,

He would stand
Still like a golden

Statue. Then the day came:
He was running like a wild horse

until he got hit by a car
His fur stopped moving, he was

Hardly breathing...the last
I ever saw of him.

-Edwin Aguilar, Latin American, AZ.

Skipping Stones

Help recycle to save
the environment

Smiling for those who are sad
Donating goods for your school

Now that's cool
Lending a helping hand to

the homeless
Giving shelter and food

clothing to those who lack it
Spending time with animals

who don't have a home
Now that's cool

All it takes is a willing heart
And a smile

Now that's really cool.

-Jared Bagnato, 13, Pennsylvania.
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Stay Away From Brian
I sat at my desk daydreaming. Up until last year,

the teachers stuck me in the comer with an invisible
dunce hat on my head. But in third grade Mom put a
stop to my rowdiness, and since then I had sat quietly
daydreaming. As long as I didn't interrupt the class,
the teachers didn't care if I finished the assignments
or not.

"Class, this is Brian, and he's from Texas."

A new kid stood by the teacher, wearing blue
jeans and a yellow shirt. He had a shiny gold
cross on a chain around his neck. "I'd better stay
away from him," I thought.

Coming up to me at morning recess a week later,
he said, "Hi, I'm Brian."

"I know."
"Wanna be friends?"

"I don't know."

"I had lots friends in Texas, but it's
different here."

He grabbed me by the arm to get me to look at
him. His shirt was green and his freckles were orange.

After lunch, the teacher asked Brian to put his
cross in his pocket and not to bring it to class any
more. He tried telling her who had given it to him, but
she wouldn't listen. Brian's face turned red, and I
knew how he felt not being listened to.

This was in Utah fifty years ago. Most of the kids
and all of the teachers were Mormon. Though we
believed in Jesus, we didn't venerate the cross. The
rowdy kids were the only ones who didn't belong to
our church. For some reason I mostly played with
them, but they were always getting me into trouble, so
my parents wouldn't let me play with them anymore.

Brian and I started hanging out together at school,
and I went over to his house often, yet I never invited
him over to mine. One afternoon I picked some of my
mom's purple lilacs, putting them in one of our fruit
jars to give to Brian's mom.

"Getting flowers from a guy always makes me
feel better," she said, ruffling my hair.

Brian's dad grabbed me around the waist, swing
ing me through the air. "Let's play games out in the
back yard," he said, his voice sounding like a song.

Brian grabbed the badminton box and I grabbed
the croquet set.

The next day we stopped by my house to get my
baseball mitt. Dad was home early! He said I couldn't
go play and he sent Brian away.

"What the heck are you doing-playing with that
Catholic kid?" he demanded.

"I'm sorry for picking Mom's flowers."
"That's not it!"
"I'm sorry for setting the hillside on fire." Last

summer playing with those rowdy boys, we had set
the hillside on fire.

"It's not that. It's about him belonging to the
church of the devil!"

I tried to explain, but he wouldn't listen. All the
bright spring colors seemed to fade away, and I could
smell the smoke and taste the fear from last summer.

I couldn't get it. Dad had fought the Germans to
free the Jews. He'd even been captured and impris
oned by them. Couldn't he see where prejudice led?
But he wouldn't let me play with Brian. I struggled all
summer between two conflicting commandments:
honor your father, and treat others as you would like
to be treated. Moses had said to honor our parents.
Yet, Jesus had said to love others, even our enemies!

Then one night the T.V. news showed some chil
dren being killed in the Holy Land, and their parents
crying in the street by a bombed-out bus. The next
night, a mother and her baby were killed in Northern
Ireland, and it showed her husband crying by a burned
down church.

After school, I caught up with Brian. He didn't
want to listen, but I made him. I explained about my
dad, and asked him if we could still be friends at
school when my dad wasn't around. He said although
I'd hurt his feelings, he'd forgive me. He said he
understood, because he had an uncle who was that
same way.

When the morning recess bell rang, I rushed to the
restroom, then went outside to find Brian. He wasn't
there, so I went back into the school looking for him.
Two of the rowdy boys were blocking the doorway to
our classroom. Brian was inside, trying to get out.

"How's it going?" I said to them.
I hesitated for a moment, then shoved in between

them. "Come on, Brian, or we'll miss recess."

-Jim Barney, Utah.
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Passover: Reconnecting with my Past
From early childhood I can recall the rituals

of Passover: the salty parsley signifying the
cumulative tears the Jews have shed, the acrid
horseradish symbolizing the bitterness of their
slavery. And I remember vividly the glazed look
in my grandmother's eyes as we recited timeless
Hebrew hymns, as though she were witnessing
years of suffering before her. And yet, when I fol
lowed her stare, I saw nothing.

These incantations resonated with profound
meaning, sending ripples of sentiment through
the dinner table, stirring an emotional response in
even the most stone-faced of uncles. And though
I recognized the deep sanctity of these words, I
was panged with guilt because I could not identi
fy with their great anguish. The Maccabees' sor
rows were only stories, pictures and lyrics in
songs.

The bitterness of the herbs was but a fleeting
sensation; it would not bring to life a biblical
struggle, it could not allow a re-enactment of
what was endured by my people. Even the term
my people seemed awkward and pretentious
how could I relate to the ancient Jews, a commu
nity that had suffered from relentless starvation
when my own plate brimmed with an abundance
of delicacies and treats? How could I mourn over
ancient Jewish slavery when I lived in a country
established upon a foundation of freedom? I felt
outside of history, a mere spectator to a pageant
of woeful tales and vibrant accounts.

Little did I realize how deeply immersed, how
intricately connected I was to Jewish suffering.
My very existence was a result of anti-Semitism.
My own great-grandfather, Jacob Levine, lived
through a turbulent era when pogroms were ram
pant and Jews were subjected to widespread per
secution. Ironically, had a fatal encounter with a
Cossack not forced him to flee his village, leaving
his possessions and family behind, I would not
exist today.

In a shtetl near Belarus, Jacob Levine spent
his poverty-ridden childhood amidst the ram
shackle cottages and modest farms. He was only

nine, as my grandmother recalls, when an event
occurred that would suddenly shatter his lifestyle
and change his fate forever. He had been playing
with his slingshot when a misfired stone collided
with the horse of a Cossack. The Cossacks, an
elitist class often employed as Czarist policemen,
were known for their ruthless brutality, specifi
cally their notorious hatred of Jews. This one
was no exception. Jacob hid behind a woodpile
while the avenging Cossack hunted out the
scoundrel who had wounded his horse, but to no
avail. Fearing for his very life, Jacob returned
home where his grieving parents presented him
with one option: He must flee the village. They
were well aware that the Cossack would return to
seek out his alleged perpetrator. In the late l800s,
a trivial crime, if committed by a Jew, could be
punishable by death.

Selflessly placing the future of their son
above their own, his parents gave Jacob their
combined savings and directions to head west
until he hit water. The brave young Levine fol
lowed his orders, trekking through Russia and
temporarily residing with relatives en route to
Europe.

Upon reaching Paris, he apprenticed himself
to a painter, and for almost nine years made a
modest living as an artist's assistant. The United
States, boasting its universal equality, beckoned
to Levine, who in a moment of rash spontaneity
collected his meager earnings and boarded a ves
sel for New York City. Here, he had a successful
career as an artist, decorating ceilings of movie
theaters and producing numerous paintings that
now adorn my grandmother's apartment in the
Bronx. Today, these images serve as relics to
memorialized a triumphant tale, one that reflects
the resilient will of the Jewish spirit. Despite the
struggles encountered, the Jewish traditions have
not been erased, and their culture not destroyed.
Their firm faith in God miraculously sheltered
their very existence from the winds of change.

-Hannah Simon, 16, New Jersey.
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The Annex No More Is This Okay

Apathetic and holding desperately to cushy comfort
so that somehow you will be ignorant of every pain
that drops with a splash causing small hurts
everywhere.
Because it is not you that feels, it is no matter.

A shut down brain thinks nothing of the image
that just shot through every neuro transmitter existing.
A locked heart feels nothing under the sun;
which is everything.

Now-T. V. holds captive a pile of human flesh,
stuffing false taste down open throats.
Lethargic eyes glide across a screen that portrays
malnourished children who are tom to pieces,
but still alive.

To express my feelings I will reach to the past
where tragedies were things that happened
and left everyone with a weeping heart

Catastrophe complied with humans so that although
pain swept across countries there was a general
balance of real emotions of sincere grief.

Good people were good and bad people were few.
Once, when life kept you vulnerable to extreme
emotion for the thoughts of caring for your dear
brothers and sisters;
it was almost easier.

In the dark of the early morning we leave our home
Our place of arrival is unknown.

What fate has befallen us?
Has God forgotten us?

On foot we march as the streetcars pass.
Christians are rushing for early mass.

Sadly, they look away to the side,
for they cannot offer a ride.

A day that is in the past
Is but a memory, which still lasts.
Now as I lie here by Peter's side,

I feel a great warmth on the inside.

Before, I went through a depressing stage
I felt like an animal, locked in a cage.

Never free to run and play outside
Forever to sit here, locked inside.

*An empty day though clear and bright
Is just a dark as any night.

Oh but, *work, love, courage, and hope
Makes me good, and helps me cope.

My mother's attention I never seem to get
She doesn't love me, that I'll bet.

With so little vegetables, and so many potatoes
How we all long for red ripe tomatoes.

And yet there is hope,
Peter is here to help me cope.

With his hand in mine,
I know we'll make it out fine.

Ich danke dir fiir all das Gute und liebe und schne!
(I thank you/or all that is good, dear and beautiful.)

-Ashleigh Kline, 13, German-Canadian-American
Michigan. Ashleigh was inspired by Anne Frank's

writing, and *denotes words by Anne Frank.

A second has passed increasing my need to wake up
An America of perpetual callousness.
(I shall state the truth)
What happens there will end here
Remember this.

-Alcyone Dellerba, 15, Sedona, Arizona.

Dear Readers: Mail us the wake up call which your
heart hears loud and clear. We will try to publish it in
an upcoming issue. -editors.

r"~eaceCtlJt 011.lJt {a.st ..,heu hu»ttlJt 'll~ts au uspected, ..,he'l:'
I people tl~e ~ed, and h'he~e individuals and nations a~e ~~ee. I

~ -The Dalai Lama~
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Viking Grandmothers
"Grandma, do you remember all those silly

things you used to do?" I say to her. But she
doesn't respond. My mom says Grandma's
always been like that; you say something to her
and she just smiles and gives you the "I know"
look, but says nothing. I think she's doing that
right now.

I keep telling her stories.

"Do you remember how every morning last
year when you drove me to school you used to
play that loud Norwegian music? That was pretty
crazy," I say laughing at the memory. "I was so
embarrassed then, but I'm not anymore."

You see, she used to have this old-time Viking
music that she blared on the way to school. I used
to think of those commercials where the people
had their car doors shut and no one outside of the
car could hear anything, but as soon as the people
opened the door, the music from the radio. was so

\
loud that it sounded like a rock concert. That's
what I pictured, anyway, as I got out of her car.
Yes, I was afraid my friends thought I was weird.
Or, as my grandma said, with the tears of laughter
in her eyes, they ran into the school when I
opened the doors because they thought the
Vikings really had landed and were coming
ashore with their homed-helmets clanking and
battle axes shining. I was never quite sure which
it was.

"It was funny though, wasn't it, Grandma?"

I think she's doing that smiling "I know" look
again.

"What about the red flag you always hung
from your porch on Sundays? Remember that? It
had a cow and our family's coat of arms on it. It
kind of smelled bad, though."

When grandma lived in her house, rather than
ours, she used to hang an old red flag out on her
porch every Sunday. My dad said "That thing
moves with a wind all its own." And it did. Once,
when I was younger, Grandma's flag was mov
ing, but none of her neighbors' flags were. I used

to think the red flag was alive.

My mom said it was just embarrassing.
"That thing is climbing for its life to the pole and
it gives off the odor of moth balls," she'd say.
"Stay away from it, Tommy, it might fall apart if

h "you touc .

I thought that the flag was cool, though. I did
wish we had a dragon on it, not a cow. I guess
back then our family members were farmers, not
dragon slayers. So it does make sense, sort of.

"Do you remember all that, Grandma?"

She is definitely doing that "I know" look this
time.

"I was looking at our family tree last night.
It's pretty amazing that you were able to trace it
back to the 1400's. Some of the names were
weird, though. There were a lot of Peders, and
Eriks. I liked Gunnar the best. I think one day,
when I have kids, I'm going to name my son
Gunnar," I say, laughing again.

Laughing suddenly makes me feel weird
inside, with Grandma laying there, quietly breath
ing, her eyes closed. She's very sick and hasn't
talked to us in a long time. I don't know if she's
doing that smiling, "I know" look, or if mom just
made that up to make me feel better. But I do
think that Grandma can still hear me.

"Grandma, I'll always remember those funny
things you did. I know I was embarrassed back
then, but that's just because I didn't think my
friends would understand. I just wanted to tell
you that it's my birthday. I am nine years old
today. And guess what? I remember how to say it
in Norwegian: "Gratulerer med dagen."
Remember? You taught me that. It's okay. I know
you'd say it if you could. I love you Grandma.
Get better soon."

I hug her. It makes us both feel better. And
then I lay there for a little while, sharing my
birthday with my grandma, remembering all the
good times we've had.

-Thomas Bolme Jr., Missouri.
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(Source: Prudent Press Agency)

Healthy Mothers and Children
On 7 April 2005, World Health Day will focus

on healthy mothers and children in an effort to reduce
deaths among new-borns, young children and women.

Studies have shown that 15% of all birthing
women experience a life-threatening complication.
The most important elements for ensuring safe child
birth are skilled birth attendants, emergency trans
portation, and quality emergency obstetric care.

In much of Latin America and the Caribbean,
comprehensive health care is not accessible for many
women and children, and many women are unin
formed about simple health, hygiene and nutritional
practices for women and children.

In establishing the Goals for 2015, the internation
al community has committed itself to reducing mater
nal deaths by 75% and child mortality by 66%.
Currently, 11 million children and 500,000 mothers die
from pregnancy-related causes. According to World
Health Organization, a vast majority of these deaths
are in developing countries, and many of them could
be prevented with well-known interventions, if only
they were more widely available. Pregnancy-related
complications are among the leading causes of death

and disability for women aged 15-49 in developing
countries, and most of these complications could be
easily avoided or treated. The Pan American Health
Organization urges governments, private groups,
nongovernmental organizations, communities and
individuals to see World Health Day as an opportuni
ty to recognize that every woman has the right to a
safe pregnancy and childbirth, and that children have
the right to live healthy lives. (Source: paho.org)

Industrial Development threatens Rock Art
The International Federation of Rock Art

Organizations, IFRAO, has called for a freeze in the
building of new industries in the BUITUp Peninsula of
Australia as it contains the world's largest concentra
tion of petroglyphs-prehistoric rock art-of the
Dampier people of Western Australia. The carvings
consist of over a million images, making them
Australia's largest cultural monument. The site is
now threatened by destruction, as the government has
marked it for building industries. IFRAO has called it
a misguided development policy as industries in this
region threaten not only human life but the environ
ment as well.

March is Women's History Month! Find out more about these courageous women

• Sojourner Truth (1797-1883) Speaker for abolition and women's rights
• Susan B. Anthony (1820-1906) Social reformer, feminist
• Clara Barton (1821-1912) Nurse and founder of the American Red Cross
• Victoria Woodhull (1838-1927) First female candidate for the u.s. Presidency
• Jane Addams (1860-1935) Social reformer and humanitarian
• Lucy B. Hobbs (born 1866) First woman dentist to earn a Doctor of Dental Surgery
• Marie Currie (born 1867) Discovered radioactivity; the first woman to win two Nobel Prizes
• Mary McLeod Bethune (1875-1955) Founder of the National Council of Negro Women
• Antoinette Brown Blackwell and Anna Howard Shaw First U.S. female ministers in the 1850s
• Helen Adams Keller (1880-1968) Author and lecturer (who was blind and deaf)
• Eleanor Roosevelt (1884-1962) Humanitarian, author and speaker.
• Amelia Earhart (1897-1937) First woman to fly solo across the Atlantic
• Rachel Carson (1907-1964) Biologist, famous author of "Silent Spring"
• Jeannette Rankin (1880-1973) First female to be elected to the u.s. Congress
• Shirley Chisholm (born 1924) First Black Congresswoman
• Patsy Mink (born 1927) First Japanese-American Congresswoman
• Joan Benoit Samuelson (born 1957) Winner of the first women's Olympic marathon

Source: Midwest Equity Assistance Center, Kansas State University, http://meac.educ.ksu.edu
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Skipping Stones

Are We There Yet? by Alison Lester (Kane/Miller).
This is the story of the adventures of a family taking a
six month road trip around Australia. The colorful
illustrations and maps invite the reader to join the
journey and learn about the amazing people, places,
and animals of Australia. A great read aloud book.
Grades 1 to 4. ISBN 1-929132-73-5.

America's Wetlands: Guide to Plants and Animals
by Marianne D. Wallace. This book is an information
allook at the wetlands across the United States. It
includes some of the interesting plants and animals
that inhabit these parts. The book also helps identify
wetland types by region, shows how to distinguish
animal tracks and signs, and illustrates how the wet
lands help clean and protect the environment. Grades
2 and up. ISBN 1-55591-484-5.

Under The Spell of the Moon, edited by Patricia
Aldana (Groundwood). This is abeautiful read-aloud
children's book with art by some of the greatest pic
ture-book illustrators in the world. The diverse art is
accompanied by multilingual rhymes, poetry, and
songs. For all ages. ISBN:0-88899-559-8.

Made in China by Deborah Nash. What was made in
China 2,000 years ago and is still used today? As you
read this book and visit several unique Chinese sites
like Beijing's Forbidden City, The Great Wall of
China, and the 2,000 year old chocolate soldiers of
Xi'an, you will discover the answer to this question.
Grades 1-5. ISBN 1-84507-043-7.

What You Will See Inside a Synagogue by Rabbi
Lawrence Hoffman and Ron Wolfson; photos by Bill
Aron (Skylight Paths). This book welcomes children
to learn about the Jewish faith and place of worship
with colorful photographs. The book will satisfy
children's curiosities about religion at an age when
broadening awareness and acceptance is most crucial.
Ages 6 to 10. ISBN 1-59473-012-1.

Maine Marmalade by Ethel Pochocki, illustr.
Normand Chartier (Down East). Anthony is deter
mined to make jam as good as the batch he helped his
mother make the year before. But there aren't enough
of anyone kind of berries in late summer. With his
mom's help, Anthony learns an important lesson: If
you look closely and use your imagination, you can
accomplish any goal. Ages 7-9. ISBN 0-89272-558-3.
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Antonio's Card/La Tarjeta de Antonio by Rigoberto
Gonzalez; illustr. Cecilia Concepcion Alvarez.
(Children's Book). Antonio comes from a family with
two loving parents who just happen to be women. As
Mother's Day nears, Antonio must decide what to get
for both his mother and her partner Leslie. He also
faces a problem when the kids in his class make fun
of Leslie. It is a great book with a good message.
Ages 7 and up. ISBN 0-89239-204-5.

On Writing For Children and Other People by
Julius Lester (Penguin). This book is more than just a
memoir. In the discussion of his life, Lester illustrates
with charming prose the important role of stories in a
culture and society that he views with both a loving
and critical eye. This is an inspirational guide for
aspiring writers, social and politic critics and curious
minds. Uper grades. ISBN 0-8037-2867.

Sky by Pamela Porter (Groundwood) is the story of
ll-year-old Georgia who lives with her grandparents,
on the edge of the Blackfeet Reservation. That spring
it rains and rains, and everything the family owns is
washed away in the flood. ISBN 088899-607-1.
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Resources For Teaching

Skipping Stones

Kilowatt Ours: Energy Conservation & Renewables,
by Jeff Barrie (www.videoproject.com).Aninterest
ing and informative video that shows how electricity
comes to our home. We learn about the consequences
of energy production: global climate change, air pol
lution, and mountain top removal due to coal mining.
Then we see how individuals and institutions have
reduced their electrical use. As we see the benefits of
energy conservation, we're empowered to join the
clean energy revolution. 35 minutes. For grades 3-9.

Another excellent video to show and discuss in
your class is: The Man who Planted Trees
(www.videoproject.com).Itis an animated film about
30 minutes long. See page 3 for details.

The Global Banquet: Politics ofFood, two parts, 25
min. each (www.maryknollworld.org).This outstand
ing video makes us question the wisdom of our mod
ern food production systems in the developed world.
It shows clearly why consumer education is so vital to
keep small family farms and local food production
viable. Global trade agreements, giant chemical and
agro industries, GMOs and other issues are discussed
in detail. A must see video for grades 4 to 10.

Indonesian Folktales retold by Murti Bunanta
(Libraries Unlimited). These 29 traditional tales from
the world's largest archipelago are educational as well
as entertaining. Indonesia is home to hundreds of
ethnic groups with diverse cultures and languages. In
this World Folklore Series volume, we learn about
Indonesia's people, their culture and a brief history.
For teachers and storytellers. ISBN 1-56308-909-2.

Rocky Mountain Natural History: Grand Teton to
Jasper by Daniel Mathews (Raven Editions). This
book is for all nature lovers. It is a field guide to the
plants, mammals, birds, fungi, invertebrates, and the
land itself. It describes the behavior of living things in
the Rocky Mountains, and their relations to each
other, to habitat, and to people. ISBN 0-9620782-2-0.

Extraordinary Women from U.S. History: Readers
Theatre for Grades 4-8 by Chari R. Smith (Teacher
Ideas Press). This book can bring to your classroom
nine women (e.g. Harriet Tubman, Sacagawea, Susan
Anthony, Zaharias, E. BlackwelL..) who helped shape
American history. Each script embraces an event or
portion of their lives and illustrates the contribution
they made in various spheres. ISBN 1-56308-989-0.
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Putting the Movement Back into Civil
Rights Teaching, edited by Deborah Menkart,

Alana D. Murray and Jenice L. View
(Teaching for Change and PRRAC, 2004).

Martin Luther King Jr., Rosa Parks and Malcolm
X: These people have become the names and faces of
the Civil Rights Movement in classrooms. However,
the many ordinary people who carried the Civil
Rights Movement on their shoulders are often miss
ing from our history books.

Rosa Parks was arrested when she didn't budge
from her seat in the "whites only" section of a city
bus. For some students the story ends here. Many
educators fail to talk about the boycotts that followed
the arrest. The Black community's refusal to ride the
buses ultimately led to the desegregation of public
transportation in Montgomery, Alabama. This story
teaches the power of planned resistance, collective
decision making and the strength of community.

This resource guide for K-12 "challenges the
typical story of the civil rights movement." The
movement is often portrayed as a sudden outburst of
a few heroic Black leaders, a skewed version of the
Civil Rights Movement that is not empowering or
encouraging to students. Putting the Movement
Back into Civil Rights Teaching gives insight into
the Civil Rights Movement from a different perspec
tive. The book provides the stories, speeches, songs,
and art of the many diverse people who participated
in the Civil Rights Movement.

Equality was not won overnight. The stories pro
vided in the teaching guide of the small struggles that
children, parents, and grandparents endured humanize
the movement and allow students to relate to people
on a personal level. The book dedicates many chap
ters to everyday citizens who struggled for their
rights. The narrative goes beyond the black freedom
struggle to the struggle of all people for justice in the
U.S. and elsewhere.

Putting the Movement Back into Civil Rights
Teaching encourages critical teaching and learning.
Lessons are based on the philosophy that the purpose
of education is to create equality and justice. It teach
es how to take the spirit of the Civil Rights
Movement and let it guide our lives to better our
communities and our world.

-Molly Cooney-Mesker, Skipping Stones intern.
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A Guide for

Spring awakens our instinctual inclinations
toward renewal and rebirth. We watch the natural
world wake up from winter's sleep. I look out the
window, but that's not quite enough. The bug has bit
ten, and I forge outside into a possibly windy or rainy
day to explore the woods or dig in the garden.

This year in Oregon, spring has been teasing us
with previews, even in January. We've had mild days
and sunny afternoons. I have been clearing my
flowerbeds, making room for emerging hyacinths,
tulips and daffodils.

I received an anonymous e-mail message, and
adapted it for classroom use.

For Your Garden of Daily Living, Plant

Three rows of Peace:
1. Peace of mind
2. Peace of heart
3. Peace of spirit

No Garden is without Turnips:
1. Turnip for meetings
2. Turnip for daily tasks
3. Turnip to help others

To Conclude our Garden we must have Thyme:
1. Thyme for each other
2. Thyme for family
3. Thyme for friends

I will present this list to my classes as Spring
arrives. We can talk about gardening, about plants
that grow from seed, bulbs, or cuttings. We can
explore annuals, biennials, perennials. We can talk
about metaphor. Many lessons could be derived from
the vocabulary in the message, as well as the use of
variable spelling and puns. Depending on grade level,
this material could be used to make student-illustrated

classroom or individual books. Students can add their
own plants and flowers to their garden books. Using
this poem metaphorically, a lesson could include a
wall mural illustrating a garden of qualities we aspire
to, or individual drawings, paintings and poems. For
families of younger children, the Flower Fairy books
by Cicely M. Barker are charming introductions to
the types of flowers in our gardens and in the wild.

As we encourage appreciation of nature, we can
extend our lessons to teach about protecting her
beauty. Spring is a natural time to focus on our earth
and what we can do to preserve her health. Earth Day
comes on April 22. This year is Earth Day's 35th
anniversary, and the theme is Protecting Our
Children and Our Future (See www.earthday.net).

Lessons and activities focused on ecology, envi
ronmental preservation, managing natural resources,
and recycling fit well into spring curriculum plans
and family outings. Visit local community gardens
and recycling centers, start a recycling program
and/or garden program in your school or community,
investigate as a family the chemicals you use in and
around your home or school and how they affect the
water quality in your area. Involve your children in
caring for their environment now so that as they
grow up it becomes "second nature" to pay attention
to the natural world and how to keep it healthy.

Hundreds of schools across the country have
started school gardens and recycling programs. You,
too, can start up a Green Schools project with recy
cling, gardening and worm composting. Kids Garden
News has stories about schools that are growing
peace gardens, and the National Garden Association
offers funds and resources to help start and continue
gardens for youth. Visit www.kidsgardening.com or
www.garden.org. Some more websites to check out:

www.sciencespot.net. go to Nature Center
www.earthsbirthday.org/biggift
www.ecokidsonline.com
www.kidsplanet.org
www.janegoodall.org ~)(

www.childrenoftheearth.org '"rl'~
www.pbskids.org/zoom/activities/action "Y-~

www.pesticide.org
Happy Earth Day, and Happy Spring!

-Mary Meredith Drew, Woodburn, Oregon
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Australian
Wildlife

Photography by

Isabelle Quartly,
Sydney, Australia

Top Left:
Rainbow Lorikeets

Top Right:
Red Kangaroo

Middle Left:
Brush-tailed Rock Wallaby

Middle Right:
Emu

Bottom:
White-bellied Sea Eagle

See page 19.
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