••••••••••••••••••••

Coming Attractions

••••••••••••••••••••
We invite you to send in your best writing
and artwork for our future issues!

* Your hero-the person you admire the most
* What do you like about your community?
* Unforgettable moments in your life
* Your dreams and visions for the world
* Your best friend, favorite foods or travel tales
* What's so wonderful about wilderness and wildlife?
* Youth Honor Award Entries are due by June 25!

Guidelines for Submissions
Writing: Essays, poems, plays, riddles, recipes, stories...
Typed or neatly handwritten, under 1,000 words.
Poems less than 30 lines.
Non-English and bilingual writings are welcome!

Artwork: Photo essays, drawings, paintings, cartoons ...
Send original color or black & white photos with
captions or photo essays. Send your original artwork
such as drawings and paintings on unlined white paper.
Please include your name, age, mailing address
and a self-addressed, stamped envelope for our response.
Also, tell us about yourself in a cover letter. What is
your cultural background? What languages do you
speak? What inspired you to create your submission?

The 2006 Youth
Honor Awards
Send entries on any of the following:

Nature & Environment

When your work is published, you'll receive one or
more complimentary contributor's copies. You also get a
25% discount on extra copies, and $10 off subscriptions
(regularly, $25)1 We reserve the right to allow others to
reprint any material published in Skipping Stones, including by electronic means.
Contact: editor@SkippingStones.org OR
Editor, PO. Box 3939, Eugene, Oregon 97403 USA

•

Culture & Diversity
Dreams & Visions Youth
Activism, Family Society,
Peace & Justice

•

Best Books to Read
Our next issue will review the best multicultural
& nature books for your summer reading pleasure!

•

Enter by June 25,2006.
Skipping Stones-Youth Awards
PO. Box 3939
Eugene, OR 97403 USA
editor@SkippingStones.org
www.SkippingStones.org

•
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Our Nourishing, Nurturing Nature

FrolTI the Editor

Last Saturday morning,
while I was organizing the
office, I witnessed an amazing
miracle of nature: a hailstorm.
Within minutes, the whole
street, sidewalks, and grass
were covered with white,
baby marbles coming down
from the sky.
As I admired this wonder
of nature, I remembered my
childhood in central India.
During those rare winter
hailstorms, we'd run out to
the courtyard to collect hailstones to suck on. So, I called
home to see how Shyam, my
I
ten-year old son, was enjoy- I..':..:-~~~.
ing the hailstorm. But it had not hailed at all in
our neighborhood, barely two miles away. When
I told him about it, he was obviously disappointed that he had missed the spectacle.
Shyam and I are going with the University of
Oregon's Outdoor Club to the Cascade
Mountains to play in the snow. Like most kids,
he loves to play in the snow. Snow-shoeing, skiing, sliding down hillsides, tossing snowballs, and
building snowmen is what we love to do in winter, right? That's part of the beauty of nature.
The two of us often climb nearby hills on
weekends. Spencer Butte and Mt. Pisgah are
both less than a 2,000 ft. climb; under a twohour hike. This gives us time in nature while we
walk under giant, ancient trees. Last summer, we
hiked in the Three-Sisters Wilderness, camping
in an area with swarms of mosquitoes and black
flies. Now we're preparing to climb a few 10,000
ft. peaks in the Cascades.
It is very important to keep in touch with
nature. We are all children of nature and we
need to feel connected to our Mother. So how
can we maintain our close natural connection?
• Take long walks in the woods, away from
the hustle and bustle of shopping malls.
• Visit family farms this growing season.
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• Gaze at the night sky,
observing stars and keeping
track of the moon's phases.
• Read a variety of nature
books (Visit the Bookshelf or
your local library).
• In spring and summer,
plant a vegetable or flower
garden. Get your hands in
the mud, work the soil, plant
some veggie and flower
seeds, and watch the miracle
and enjoy its beauty.
During the growing season, I often volunteer at Food

for LAne County~ Youth Farm.
Many teenagers also come to
learn how to grow organic
greens and veggies. It's a great place to witness
nature's hands working a miracle in the garden
beds. Freshly harvested vegetables and berries
taste scrumptious! Who would want to go to the
supermarket to buy produce after tasting such
delicious, freshly-picked, local, organicallygrown produce? Every Saturday, many area residents come to buy bagfuls of this nature's bounty.
Last week I read a clever story about a
fictional protest in many world capitals. Imagine
300,000 snowmen protesting against global
warming! I'd just bicycled to work, thinking
about how every car on the road had a big footprint on the planet. In some large U.S. cities, like
Los Angeles, auto vehicle use accounts for over
60 percent of the area-parking, roads, garages...
Our society consumes (and wastes) massive
amounts of energy and natural resources. We
need to be seriously concerned about our impact
on natural systems. Calls for action on global
warming are pouring in from many quarters.
As we read this spring issue featuring writings
about nature and ecology, let's think about what
personal and local choices we can make to
reduce our negative impact on the environment.
Each one of us can make a world of difference!
Art: Anthony Willey.
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* Matthew Gordon:

A Child ofInfluences

I

·I

I am a child of influences,
German, Russian, and Hungarian melted together to create this American
A student of the students ofJapan
The open hand flowing across 11 years of dedication
The Holocaust survivor carrying Germany to his American children and grandchildren
Each important birth one year from another
They are second generation
They celebrate it with the strong feelings of the Jewish background

x
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Russian and Hungarian have been changed over three generations in Brooklyn
The accents changing from European to the New York slang of missing r's, and g's
Russian recipes traded for sauces and meats of the Italian neighborhoods
Hungarian goulash transformed into eggplant parmesan

x

There have only been five years in this generation without the discipline and intensity
The intensity of the black cotton wrapped around the strong canvas
The canvas soaked with sweat and the will to continue
The student of a Jamaican-fighting black king
The power of the mind disciplining the humanness of the body
The strength of the body moving without the mind from years of inner repetition
A second nature has evolved

x

The European values, the Brooklyn childhoods, and the Japanese mentality
This modern yet classic Jewish warrior
Meditating in the Japanese conscience for one second, getting bar-mitzvahed the next
This American is the final result of these influences.

x

-Matthew, 17, is aJewish-American student of karate, aform of traditionalJapanese martial arts, New York.

x

* Crystal Mendoza,

* Caitlin Smith, 13, Florida

My birthday is June 6 (I am a D-day baby!) 1 have four
sisters and three brothers, as well as two wonderful parents.
x
We are Christians. Mom homeschools us, and as we live in
Florida, we spend of lot of time outside. We used to be
missionaries (I had my first birthday in Morocco) so 1 know
some
French. This year 1 will be taking a Spanish course.
x
Oh yes, and 1 can read and write Greek. Besides the fact
that my sisters and 1 are fluent Pig Latin speakers, 1 don't
think my brothers and sisters speak any other languages. 1
love nature, so a lot of my poems reflect that. 1 also very
strongly believe in Creation and Christianity. My three
favorite subjects in school are writing, art and music (you
probably won't get any positive writing about math), and
1 like reading books by C.S. Lewis. 1 want to be a writer
when 1 grow up. 1 like to write poems, and 1 write my
~1k ~ poems by looking at the world around me (page 25).

1

;B~
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12, California

I am a Mexican girl who loves
her culture. 1 speak English and
Spanish, and 1 can write both of the
languages well. Spanish is my native
tongue, and then 1 learned English in
schooL 1 really think that life should
be lived to its fullest because you only
have one life, so why waste it? My
dream is to be a journalist or a popular freelance writer. I'd also like to
get a degree in sociology. This story
really inspired me because it's about
my culture and 1 love my culture and
appreciate it. 1 wrote it because 1
want everyone to love and appreciate
it as much as 1 do (page 32).

x

x

x
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WORD to the WISE Learning to be Productive and Positive in all Situations

I've been in the Youthful Offender System
(YOS) for over four years now. I want to let you
know there is hope for delinquents. I have been
through some hard times and struggles that I have
found my way in and out o£
I came here in 2001 for a third-degree assault
charge and a second-degree burglary charge. I
refused to follow the law and authority and was sentenced to five years in the YOS. When I first came
here I had no discipline or patience. I was forced to
go through a bootcamp before entering the program.
I did not know how to spell very well and I had
a very hard time reading. My scores were at the second grade level when I arrived in the YOS and I was
practically illiterate. I went to educational classes after
graduating from bootcamp and quickly increased my
writing, spelling, reading, and mathematical skills.
I worked hard in the classes and took advantage of
them since I had nothing else to do with my time.
I found doing this quite pleasurable and exciting.
I graduated from high school at YOS in 2002.
After that, I enrolled in the college courses that
were provided by Colorado State University. I
learned more writing skills and the basic formats to
all types of literature. I love to write now and have
written over 20 short stories. I have also begun to
write my autobiography and a novel. I hope to get
them both published in 2006. I enjoy playing sports
and working out, but researching other people's
work and learning how to write better are my main
interests.
I have gotten a lot closer to my family members
and have gained inspiration from them. I have been
through some hard times and made some bad decisions in an attempt to fit into my environment, but
I have always come out on top and learned very
valuable lessons. Every day is a challenge for my
family and me, but as long as I continue to make
positive choices, things will turn out okay and I'll
be back home soon.
I want other kids to know that the best thing
to do in life at a young age is to take advantage of
school and to learn to read and write. Reading and
writing has opened doors for me that f thought I
would never find. What lies behind these doors is
Page 6

wonderful and will surely make my future brighter.
If I can become productive and positive, then you
can too!
You must have good intentions and realize how
to make the right choices in life. I failed to do this,
and I had to face the consequences. I have gained a
lot of knowledge from the repercussions. Now I
know what is right. Learn from me because I have
experienced what it's like on the other side of the
fence, and I must say, that the grass is not greener.
So stay on the good side of the fence and make it
the greenest you can. Everything will turn out just
fine; you just have to work at it with patience and
discipline.
If you can find what you really want to be or
do in life, you are ahead of most people that are
out there. I have found my skills in writing and it's
something I thought I could never learn. So get
motivated and dig deep for your inspirations.
-Matthew Rose} 21} inmate in a Colorado prison.
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The Time is Now
Mega hurricanes, thick air, and black skies; it's
almost like a horror movie! Everything we're able to
do is because of the environment, and if we destroy
it, the world would be a very different place than
it is today. We need to protect it, not only for our
own sake, but also for the sake of the animals. Wed
need to save the rainforests so everyone can use
them. Only we have the power to save nature!
For all of you who think of humans first and use
up natural resources without thinking: "HELLO!?!"
The environment is our life force. Without it, there
aren't people. We need to protect nature because the
air quality will worsen if we don't. The trees take in
our carbon dioxide and pollution and give us oxygen
in return. With fewer trees, we'll have less oxygen.
Another reason to preserve the environment is that
our water is contaminated. Too much trash is sinking
to the bottom of rivers, lakes, and oceans, making
the water dirty, unsafe to swim in, drink, and
shower with. Protecting the environment isn't only
important for the Earth, but crucial to us as well.
An unhealthy environment will also hurt the
animals. Animals should be our equals; they have
lives, feelings, and families, just like we do! Since
we continue to push into their territories, many
animals have no place to go. Animals that come into
our backyards are being blamed for hurting humans
after we poke them, tease them, hand feed them,
throw stones at them, etc.
We need to save the rainforests so everyone can
benefit from them. Thousands of plants that help
fight cancer are found in the rainforest, and most
of it is still unexplored. Experts agree that instead
of using the rainforests for timber and farming,
harvesting the nuts, fruits, oils and medicine would
have a more economic value. If we stopped cutting
down trees, it would also reduce dilemmas like soil
erosion and polluted air and water. It is the Earth's
most sacred place, and nature meant for it to last for
all time!
For the past 2,000 years, humans have been
sucking up the Earth's natural resources like a
vacuum cleaner. With the human population at a
maximum, we are pushing into animals' territory
and destroying the exact things we need in order to
survive. It is our job to protect the environment
because we depend on it, whether we like it or not.

Knowing Who You Are!
And why it matters to me
All my life I have been around people who do
not know ~eir cultural heritages. In my eyes, that is
the same as not knowing who you are. Not knowing
who you are, to me, is one of the worst things that
could happen to someone. I would not be the person
I am without my family history.
I know I'm not the only one who feels this
way. Take the children's author, Alma Flor Ada, for
example. In her book My Name is Maria Isabel, she
writes about her Hispanic culture. It seems very
important to her. What about former president John
E Kennedy? He was Irish-American, and he was not
ashamed of that.
During the process of writing this piece, I did
some investigating of my own. By interviewing my
parents I found out that I'm part French-Canadian
and part Irish. This made me wonder if my ancestors
wanted to come to America and if they ever thought
that their great-grandchild would remember them. I
looked further into my heritage and found out some
facts about French Canada and Ireland.
I learned that French Canada is also called Acadia.
The Acadians were the French people who settled
in the land now known as the Maritime Provinces.
They celebrate their culture by holding the Acadian
Festival every August in Petit de Grat, Isle Madame.
I found out that Ireland is a small country located
in northwestern .Europe. Ireland is also known as the
"Emerald Isle" because of its beautiful, green countryside. Potatoes grow well in Ireland because of the
rocky soil-which is funny because I absolutely hate
potatoes! I also found out that the Irish honor their
culture by celebrating St. Patrick's Day in February
and by holding the Great Irish Festival in September.
If you are like me and think culture is important,
or like my Dad who thinks who you are now is more
important than where you came from, it is still good
to know your culture. Knowing your heritage may
not seem like a big deal now, but in the end I'm sure
it will. I feel confident culture has a meaning, if it
didn't, why would we have them?

-Katie Rachon) 13) Michigan.

Mar-Apr. 2006

Mind?

Skipping Stones

-Alyssa King, 10) Nebraska.
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Health

Cough! Sneeze! Scratch, scratch! For those
who suffer from allergies, the symptoms are
never pleasant. You might know someone on
your soccer team with allergies who gets watery
eyes and a stuffy nose from the grass on the field.
You might know someone who has to stay far
away from anyone eating peanut butter at lunch,
because even smelling it makes it harder to
breathe. Or, one of these people might even be
you! But what is an allergy? Why are allergies
more common nowadays? What's the best way
to live with them?
Allergies happen when your immune system
reacts to something in the environment, such as
a food, plant, or animal. Normally, your
immune system keeps you healthy by attacking
germs, but sometimes it overreacts by trying to
protect you from harmless stuff, such as peanuts,
grass, or cat hair. As your body tries to fight
these allergens, there are many kinds of symptoms you might have; a runny nose or a rash, for
example.
If you have allergies, you are certainly not
alone. In fact, allergies are becoming more and
more common-many more young people
today have allergies than young people did in
the past. We still have a lot to learn about
the causes, but HealthAtoZ.com points out
a couple of interesting explanations.
One explanation for the rise in allergies
is that because many young people today
grow up in much cleaner environments and
with better medicine than in that past, their
immune systems don't have as much work
to do. So, instead of fighting against bacteria, their bodies start focusing on parasites
instead. However, if there aren't many parasites to attack, the immune system will try
to find something else to attack, even if it's
actually harmless, such as pollen or foods.
Another explanation is that kids today might
be exposed to some substances too early in life,
when their immune systems are still too young
to handle them. For example, a baby might consume peanuts in her mother's breast milk when
Page 8
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her immune system is not
developed enough to realize
that the peanuts are not a
threat like bacteria or parasites.
Hopefully, scientists will
one day be able to determine
for sure why allergies are on
the rise. In the meantime,
most people living with allergies know that
allergies don't have to stop them from leading
normal lives. However, living with allergies does
require planning ahead, asking questions, and
sticking to advice from parents and doctors.
People living with allergies also need lots of
patience. A person living with allergies might
have to explain that he can't trade snacks at
school because there might be peanuts in the
other person's snack. Or that she can't spend the
night at a friend's house where there is a dog.
This can be frustrating!
Friends of people with allergies need lots of
patience, too. Some people might not understand how important it is for someone with
allergies to avoid an allergen, but a friend does.
Some people think that any allergic
reaction is no big deal-just a runny
nose-but a friend knows that
for a small number of people,
exposure to the allergen might
mean that they have to go to
the hospital for treatment. So,
sometimes friends have to
have the patience to explain to
other people that some allergies can be pretty serious.
There is still a lot to learn
about how allergies work, but
whether you have allergies or
you know someone who does, we
have the opportunity every day to
teach others what we do know
about allergies. In doing so, we can show others
with allergies that we support them and understand a bit about what they're experiencing.
-Nicole Degli Esposti, Univ. of Indiana, Bloomington.
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"I have a friend whose father left the family. My friend is so hurt, miserable and upset that he
can't read, do homework, play or watch a movie. All he can do is suffer in agony. Can I do anything
-Brad, age 13.
to help him?"
Dear Brad, you are already doing a great deal by your awareness of your friend's suffering and by
your desire to help. He is fortunate to have you as such a good friend.
I would like to tell you about a possibly somewhat similar situation.
In that case, a mother left home, leaving her seventh grade
daughter. The girl did not dare express her feelings, her misery, her
loneliness to her father for fear of what the consequences of doing
so might be. By offering to forward mail to her mother, she obtained
the mother's address and then carefully stored it in a safe place.
For several evenings the daughter strained her brain to create the
best possible plan. She did talk to an adult whom she really trusted.
The adult managed to bring up the possibility that the mother's
leaving might not have anything to do with the daughter. That
thought was such a welcome idea to the daughter that she could
think of nothing else but to arrange a secret meeting with the
mother. The trusted adult offered
to be helpful in whatever manner
the daughter would request.

Art: Caroline Margery Dunn, Oregon

As advised by the trusted adult,
the daughter began the letter to the mother by promising not to
begin the meeting by being furious and that she would refrain from
acting mad toward the mother. In the letter she was writing, she
began by stating that she needed to understand what her mother's
reasons were for leaving and that she needed to understand whether
she was involved in the mother's decision to leave.
Within about a week the daughter and mother formed a plan
to privately meet. Needless to say, waiting a week was agonizing
for the daughter. Still, she had time to go over her plan very
thoughtfully. That paid off. She even surprised herself by being
calm as she and her mother met.

• •••S€hci· )'OBIq~~stions···()f.¢()trltlieh~t():

j;)earH~ill cl 0 SktPl't~gslJ#~$}
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A True Story·

Compassionate Passion

When her mother shared a newspaper article
She felt good about everything on the list except
with her about a girl in Africa whose parents had the last line--that would be a stretch. She knew from
died of AIDS, Emerald couldn't turn away. The counting her money last week that she had only
photo in the Boston 1Hbune showed a young girl of $234.75 in her piggy bank. "Where am I going to
11 crying, with her head hung heavy on her shoul- get $1,000? Or, even $500?" she thought.
ders as if she carried the weight of the world. "This
Emerald went back online and this time typed
girl looks exactly like you;' Emerald's mom stated "contests" in the box provided by the search engine.
aloud matter-of-factly. Even though the girl in the Immediately, several blue lines appeared. Double
photo was from Sub-Saharan Africa with dark skin clicking on the words, she read, "Essay Contest to
and Emerald was Asian with light skin, they did look Benefit AIDS orphans, $1,000 cash prize." she
alike. "Pain is something we all recognize," Emerald scanned the rules. "I must win;' she announced to
.said aloud to her mother and younger sister who herself, her thoughts pounding in her head like a cat
were in the parked Honda sedan in front of their on piano keys. Emerald quickly described how she
school waiting for it to open.
had an uncanny resemblance to the girl in the photoEmerald snatched the paper out of her mother's graph, and how we are all alike no matter what color
hands and devoured the article voraciously. She or continent. She tried to communicate how pain
learned that the girl's mother in the photo had just and joy are common languages of the heart and
died of AIDS. They were a loving, close-knit family when she pushed the send button to the contest held
who had very little but each other. Her father had by the MightyOak Ministry, she murmured a prayer.
already died of AIDS. Emerald wanted to do someOn the day the contest winners were to be
thing instantly to help and she couldn't wait to get announced, Emerald turned on her computer and
home from school that day. As soon as she walked checked her e-mail. She was certain she might win
in the side door, its warmth enveloped her like her the second prize or at least the third prize of $250 if
favorite wool sweater; the one Gram had knitted for she did not win the top prize, but no such declaraher last Christmas. She ran to her room and quickly tion had arrived. Emerald's shoulders drooped as she
booted up her computer searching for answers. On dressed and headed down for breakfast. "I guess I
a website she found, "CBS new reported that 'more didn't win;' she glumly told her parents over her
than 80 million Africans may die from AIDS by glass of orange juice. "We've been so busy," suggested
2025," from a report released by the United Nations. her mother, "no one has had time to check snail
It estimated that the number of children without mail." Emerald flew to the mailbox at the end of
parents could grow from the current 11 million to 27 their driveway. At the back of the box was a thick
million by 2025 without greater action and funding.
white envelope. Tearing it open, Emerald could see
Looking around her room at her many posses- she had indeed won the $1,000 prize money!
sions, Emerald thought, "How can I have so much,
The next few weeks were a complete blur for
when others have so little? How can I help?" That Emerald as she conducted fundraisers. She felt proud
night she began thinking about what a fourth grader as he carefully wrote "5" followed by three zeroes on
could do to raise money for UNICEF, an organiza- a check her mother let her make out to UNICEF.
tion that helped AIDS orphans. She had trick-or- "Now onto the next challenge;' she thought with a
treated for them before, but this would be on anoth- gleam in her eye. "How can I get five kids like me to
er scale altogether.
raise $5,0007 How can I raise $10,000 for my sisters
The next morning, Emerald gathered up her best and brothers in Africa?" She smiled and she knew it
thinking companions: her worn blanket and a clea~,;._"·,,,;x.,,:>..,. would be done. For after all, we kids can
. ."<':;;":;~(;"'';'';\/<>do anything if we set our minds to it.
pad ofpurple paper. She quickly made a list.
1)
2)
3)
4)

Silicone bracelets-they're all the rage.
Car magnets-popular with parents.
Collection in school for loose change.
Take $1,000 and turn it into $5,000.
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-Emerald] Vl0ng, 9, Massachusetts.
Emerald won the grand prize: a ten-day trip
to Afticafor her winning entry. She went to
Uganda and South Africa last summer.
Mar.-Apr.2006

The First People of the Kalahari, Botswana
My name is Roy
Sesana. I am a Gana
Bushman
from
the
Kalahari in what is now
called Botswana. In my
language, my name is
"Tobee." We have been on
this land longer than any
people has been anywhere.
When I was young, I went to work in a mine. I
put off my skins and wore clothes. But I went home
after a while. Does that make me less Bushman? I
don't think so.
I am a leader. When I was a boy we did not need
leaders and we lived well. Now we need them
because our land is being stolen and we must struggle
to survive. It doesn't mean I tell people what to do,
it's the other way around: they tell me what I have to
do to help them.
I cannot read. You wanted me to write this
speech, so my friends helped, but I cannot read
words. I'm sorry! But I do know how to read the
land and the animals. All our children could. If they
didn't, they would have all died long ago.
I know many who can read words and many, like
me, who can only read the land. Both are important.
We are not backward or less intelligent: we live in
exactly the same up-to-date year as you. I was going
to say we all live under the same stars, but no, they're
different, and there are many more in the Kalahari.
The sun and moon are the same.

not the same way you learn, but it works well.
The farmer says he is more advanced than the
backward hunter, but I don't believe him. His herds
give no more food than ours. The antelope are not
our slaves, they do not wear bells on their necks and
they can run faster than the lazy cow or the herder.
We run through life together.
When I wear the antelope horns, it helps me talk
to my ancestors and they help me. The ancestors are
so important: we would not be alive without them.
Everyone knows this in their heart, but some have
forgotten. Would any of us be here without our
ancestors? I don't think so.
I was trained as a healer. You have to read the
plants and the sand. You have to dig the roots and
become fit. You put some of the root back for
tomorrow, so one day your grandchildren can find it
and eat. You learn what the land tells you.
When the old die, we bury them and they
become ancestors. When there is sickness, we dance
and we talk to them; they speak through my blood. I
touch the sick person and can find the illness and
heal it.
We are the ancestors of our grandchildren's children. We look after them, just as our ancestors look
after us. We aren't here for ourselves. We are here for
each other and for the children of our grandchildren.
Why am I here? Because my people love their

I grew up a hunter. All our boys and men were
hunters. Hunting is going and talking to the animals.
You don't steal. You go and ask. You set a trap or go
with a bow or spear. It can take days. You track the
antelope. He knows you are there, he knows he has
to give you his strength. But he runs and you have to
run. As you run, you become like him. It can last
hours and exhaust you both. You talk to him and
look into his eyes. And then he knows he must give
you his strength so your children can live.
When I first hunted, I was not allowed to eat.
Pieces of the steenbok were burnt with some roots
and spread on my body. This is how I learned. It's
Mar-Apr. 2006
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did, nor do you. Were your ancestors "primitive?" I
don't think so. We respect our ancestors. We love our
children. This is the same for all people.
We have to stop the government from stealing our
land: without it we will die.
If anyone has read a lot of books and thinks I am
primitive because I have not read even one, then he
should throwaway those books and get one which says
we are all brothers and sisters under God and we too
have a right to live.
That is all. Thank you.

land, and without it we are dying. Many years ago,
the president of Botswana said we could live on
our ancestral land forever. We never needed
anyone to tell us that. Of course we can live
where God created us! But the next president said
we must move and began forcing us away.
They said we had to go because of diamonds.
Then they said we were killing too many animals
but that's not true. They say many things that
aren't true. They said we had to move so the
government could develop us. The president says
unless we change we will perish like the dodo. I
didn't know what a dodo was. But I found out: it
was a bird which was wiped out by settlers. The
president was right. They are killing us by forcing
us off our land. We have been tortured and shot
at. They arrested me and beat me.

-Roy Sesana is the leader of the First People of the
Kalahari, the grass-roots organization of the Gana and Gwi
Bushmen of Botswana, who are fighting for their right to
return to their ancestral homelands. They won the 2005
Right Livelihood Award, the ((Alternative Nobel Prize" for
((resolute resistance against eviction from their ancestral lands,
and for upholding the right to their traditional way of life. "
This is an edited version of his acceptance address delivered in
Stockholm. Our thanks to Survival International (www.survival-international. org) for providing us the photos and text.

Waiting for Freedom

....
@
.

Once they took my name away,
-...
then they took my language.
They took my belongings and then took my home.
They gave me a different name,
taught me their language.
Gave me their belongings,
and they gave me a new home.
They took away my freedom,
Thank you for the Right Livelihood Award.
my rights to know about my home, traditions.
It is global recognition of our struggle and will
Second by second, minute by minute, hour by hour
raise our voices throughout the world. When I
day by day, week by week, month by month, year by year.
heard I had won I had just been let out of prison.
One by one, they started hurting, and killing me
They say I am a criminal, as I stand here today.
more in the inside than the outside.
What kind of development is it when the
They never stopped, heard them talk,
people live shorter lives than before? They catch telling each other that they won't stop until the day I die.
HIV/ AIDS. Our children are beaten in school
Until then, I would be killed in the inside
and won't go there. Some become prostitutes.
.~..
without them knowing it.
They are not allowed to hunt. They fight because
.' ~"
On that day,
they are bored and get drunk. They are starting
I
will
be free at last.
to commit suicide. We never saw that before. It
I will get my culture back. Traditions back. .: •...;
hurts to say this. Is this 'development?'
But most importantly, I'll get my freedom back.
We are not primitive. To you we live diiferently,
-jasmine Lezama, Oregon.
but we do not live exactly like our grandparents

~
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Martin Luther King, Jr.:
On 16 January
2006, we honored
Dr. Martin Luther
King, Jr., a man
who has left many
incredible gifts
behind. Sadly,
Americans seem
to be forgetting
some of his valuable contribution.
After gaining passage of federal civil rights
acts in 1964 and 1965, King spent his last years
fighting the most uphill battle of his life, the
battle against the nation's indifference to poverty.
That today such indifference still persists, undeterred by decades of soaring ailluence, is further
proof that Dr. King died many years too soon.
Not content to rest on his laurels after having
been named Time magazine's Person of the Year
in 1963, and awarded the Nobel Peace Prize in
1964, Dr. King hoped to spend his moral capital
challenging the nation's fundamental priorities.
He considered his successes in securing civil
rights for Blacks incomplete, maintaining that
civil rights laws meant little without "human
rights," which included economic rights. For
people too poor to eat at a restaurant or afford a
decent home, he felt that anti-discrimination
laws were useless.
Dr. King decried a society and a government
that would allow huge and growing gaps
between the income of its richest and its poorest
citizens. He was quick to point out that the
majority of the richest were White. "True compassion," he declared, "is more than flinging a
coin to a beggar; true compassion grasps that a
society which produces beggars needs a total
overhaul."
As we honor Dr. King, let's remember what
it was he was fighting for until his untimely
death: the end of poverty in America and
across the globe. "The curse of poverty has no
justification in our age," he wrote in his last
book, published in 1967.
Mar-Apr. 2006

((~ have the resources to get rid of poverty."

In his final months, Dr. King was organizing
the most ambitious project of his life: the Poor
People's Campaign. King's trip to Memphis to
lend his support to the Memphis sanitation
workers' strike was an integral part of his tireless
travels across the country to assemble "a multiracial army of the poor" that would descend on
Washington to demand that Congress enact a
"poor people's bill of rights." His assassin's bullet
abruptly ended a campaign meant to become a
megaphone to rouse an indifferent Congress and
nation with the collective voice of America's
huge number of poor and downtrodden.
Thirty-eight years later that megaphone is
missed more than ever. America today desperately needs to be awakened to the embarrassment
that nearly 13 percent of our population, or
about 37 million Americans, live in poverty, 13
million of which are children. Many millions
more of us are living on the rim of poverty, one
instance of bad luck away from falling in.
"There is nothing new about poverty," Dr.
King said in his Nobel Prize acceptance speech.
"What is new, however, is that we have the
resources to get rid of it." In a nation blessed
with riches and possibilities far beyond anything
imagined by our ancestors, widespread poverty is'
a tragedy that our great wealth makes a sin.
To do justice to a holiday that honors not just
a man, but a man's fight against injustice, each
one of us must strive to see, and work to build
the promised land Dr. King saw: a society fit for
everybody to live in. While he somehow knew
he might not get there with us, "We have," as
Dr. King said in his final speech, delivered on the
eve of his death, "got to give ourselves to this
struggle to the end."
-Dr. TOdd Huffman) Oregon. Photo:James Walden, CA.

"Despair shows us the limit of our own
imagination. Imaginations shared create collaboration, and collaboration creates community,
and community inspires sodal change. "
- 'Terry 'Tempest Williams} Bioneers 2004. www.bioneers.org
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March is Women's History Month!

Well-known Women of Science & Technology
Theano
(600 B.C.) b. Greece

Mariah Sklodowska Curie
(1867-1934) b. Poland

Irene Curie
(1897-1957) b. Paris

Margaret Mead
(1901-1978) b. Philadelphia

Curie was the first woman to ever win the Nobel Prize for her
discovery of the element Radium, eventually going on to win
a second Nobel Prize.
Like her mother, Marie Curie, Irene won the Nobel Prize for
her experiments in Nuclear Physics. She died of leukemia due
to radiation exposure, like her mother and husband.
Mead was a famous anthropologist who studied indigenous
cultures in Bali and New Guinea.

(1902-1992) b. Connecticut

As a geneticist and winner of the Nobel Prize in Medicine,
McClinktock approached her field with reverence and humility.

Rachel Louise Carson
(1907- 964) b. Pennsylvania

A marine biologist, ecologist, and author, Carson drew
attention to the dangers of DDT in her book Silent Spring.

Dorothy Crowfoot Hodgkin

Hodgkin was an Egyptian chemist who found that insulin,
penicillin and vitamin B-12 are all made up of a certain
crystalline formation. She won the Nobel Prize for her work.

Barbara McClintock

..

Wife of Pythagoras (who came up with what is now called the
Pythagorean Theorem). She discovered the mathematical rule
called the "golden geometry."

0.

(1910-1994) b. Egypt

Chien-Shiung Wu
(1912-1997) b. China

Jewell Plummer Cobb
(1924~)

b. Chicago
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As an African American cell biologist and physiologist, Cobb
researched the effects of chemotherapy on cancer patients.
She also was an advocate for minorities' access to education.

(1932-1985) b. San Francisco

Fossey was a zoologist best known for her extensive study of
mountain gorillas in Africa.

Jane Goodall
(1934- ) b. London, England

Goodall is an author and ethnologist who studied chimpanzees
and works to save them from extinction.

Jocelyn Bell Burnell
(1943- ) b. Northern Ireland

Burnell is an accomplished astronomer involved in the
discovery of pulsars.

Mae Jemison
(1956- ) b. Alabama

An astronaut, physician and engineer, Jemison is the first
Mrican American female to have entered space.

Dr. Helen Caldicott
(1938- ) b. Australia

Caldicott was not just a physician, Peace activist, and President
of the International Physicians for Social Responsibility.

Rosalyn Yalow
(1921- ) b. New Yc>rk

Yalow received the 1977 Nobel Prize in Physiology for her
development of RIA (radioimmunoassay).

Dian Fossey

.••.

Chien-Shiung Wu was a nuclear physicist and the first female
professor at Princeton University. She later worked on the
Manhattan Proj ect.
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Aspiring Poets ftom Pennsylvania
Nature's Heart

~

~

Words of frustration closing in on me
I 1/ / / II
// / I I
Standing there, in pure confusion
Clouds
In an instant, smiles to tears
Fluffy and light, a cover of the sky
Laughter to screams
Tears begin to flow
Puffy and round
Like a ray of sunshine instandy pouring upon the world
A winter coat in the frigid air
With anger, rage, fury, and hatred
~Like
a giant, flying in the sky
The passion to scream and letting it all go
Z h D"
13
·
h ld f
ac
tonzse) age .
G ettmg a 0 0 me
Having the need to be composed
~
Running outside with nowhere to go
Storlll
Finding myself isolated in the eye of desolation
As the clouds roll in
Sitting next to seconds that are now minutes ~ and darkness falls,
Minutes that are turning into hours
~
thunder cracks
Standing there in complete seclusion
like breaking glass.
Nature's heart beating all around me
The wind picks up,
As I see the separation between human life
throwing shingles and leaves.
And the gorgeousness of these living plant creations
The storm is coming.
-Greg Perkins, age 13.
Gripping the compassion that fills my body
And soothing my heart aching feelings.

-Leah Miller, age 13.

Football
Smell of fresh, cut grass
The sound of hard-hitting pads
Breaking bones

Hiking up a mountain, I suddenly halt my walk to absorb
this moment.
I am suddenly lost in a sea ofwarm pastel colors,
A herd of anxious, skittish deer romping and dodging trees.
Then I open my ears.
The soft, crisp sound of leaves hitting the ground,
The rustling leaves on the soon-to-be bare trees.
N ext I take in all of the scents.
The sweet fragrance of autumn,
The scent of fallen, crisp leaves.
Bumps and edges on the uncertain fallen, frail leaves.
So I pluck a single blackberry from a large, sharp bush,
A sweet but bitter taste.
I am wrapped in the ribbon of the greatest gift of allThe gift of serenity.

-Alexandra Milano, age 12.
Mar-Apr. 2006
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-ryler Williams, grade 8.

Our Sour«:e of Life
We need to cut down trees
To get paper and other materials.
The trees give us oxygen
Wouldn't we rather have supplies?
We want to live; breath the fresh air
The paper, the paper
The trees are beautiful
We will not cut all of them down
That's what you say now
But what about later?

-Lauren Deasy, age 12.
Page 15
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Cover Your Ears, the Cicadas Are Here

....,

Millions of tiny, half-inch
holes began appearing in the soil,
and as if a coordinated signal was
given to charge, inch-long insects
began pouring out of each hole. The invasion
had begun, and would continue over the next
few days. Soon the insect army covered thousands of trees in forests, orchards, and gardens.
What kind of creepy creature is this, that millions would attack trees all at once? This creature, the Periodical Cicada, starts its adult life
during the spring, after crawling from the soil
where it has lived underground for 17 years. It
clings to the trees to shed its final juvenile skin.
It takes about one hour for the skin to shed off
the insect's body. What emerges is a white, soft
insect, although within a day the insect's
exoskeleton turns a dark color, and will continue
to harden over the next few days. Its eyes and
wing veins turn reddish, while the wings remain
clear, providing the ability to clumsily fly.
As a native of eastern North America, found
nowhere else in the world, Periodical Cicadas are
considered to be the longest living insects ever
discovered. However, once they reach the adult
stage, they only live another three to four weeks.

The males begin this
process by singing to attract
females. To humans living in
the area, the singing sounds
like. a deafening racket! But

she uses a saw-like blade attached
to her abdomen. This can take
quite a long time, since she will
need to cut anywhere from 16 to 24
pockets in which to insert all her eggs.

,
\ \.

Once the work of egg laying is complete, the
adult Cicadas have a few weeks to enjoy living
above ground. Even though they look and
sound like they are straight out of a horror
movie, they will not attack anyone or anything.
However, because they are clumsy flyers, they
occasionally bump into humans accidentally,
only frightening us. Instead of being the attackers, the Cicadas become victims of numerous
animals that find them easy to catch for a tasty
treat. Birds and dogs have been known to eat so
many Cicadas at one time that they throw up.
Once the adults have vanished, either from
being gobbled up by greedy birds, or from "old"
age, the baby Cicadas, known as nymphs, begin
hatching. The hatching starts about six to seven
weeks after the eggs are laid, and soon white,
ant-like creatures begin dropping to the ground.
As soon as the nymphs are on the ground
they start burrowing into the soil, where they
make their way to tree
roots. The twigs that once
cradled them eventually
wither and die, the only
casualty of the Cicadas'
invasion. The nymphs live
anywhere from two to 24
inches below the surface,
wherever they can find
root sap to provide nourishment over the next 17
years. At the end of the 17
years, the full-grown
nymphs make their way up
to within one inch of the
surface of the soil. There,
they wait for nature to give
the signal to charge, to
complete their life cycle.
-Kim Davis, California.
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Colo'l
"

eolor changes, swirling in and out,
.;::2~,f together and apart, weaving th~mselves together
/::';':'~ on a loom of golden rays and silver moonbeams.
~):! With each toss and turn the colors change,
~:::~t leaping through the blue of night, glowing with
pearly stars. Soaring ,thro~gh the, hues of dawn,
" ",:'::;.:: lavenders and rosy pmks mtertwme on the loom
::.)<:\: of nature.
:( ':;;:'::/';'
Outside my window rain beats, pattering on

l.?}\:1
:7.>:<
.'.:

the streets and marching up to rap on doors and
windows. Darkness clouds the houses like a cape,
refusing to let any ray of sun come through and
light the world in a golden glow. But when the
sun does conquer the darkness, sparkling rainbows will dance in the crystal clear pools of
water that have formed upon the ground.
When the leaves fall red, brown, orange, yellow and gold, and the squirrels run through the
forest floor, dappled with sunlight, that is color.
When all else is quiet, the ocean is alive. It
tumbles through the stillness of the air and frolics
with the minnows, dancing atop its endless
waves. The ocean rolls onward when only the
lanterns hung by angels light the skies.

Day ceases, vanquished by the approaching darkness. Yet, the sun still glows in the
deep red sky, resisting for a few more
moments. Deeper grow the shadows as the
sun sinks behind the horizon. The mountains
melt into the sunset as the light of the world
is slowly diminished. While the brightest star
gives way to snowdrops, glistening in the sky
above, night descends upon the world.
As the sun's warm, rosy glow spreads
across the heavens, the air is filled with music
that cannot be heard. The music of the rising
dawn. As it rises above the rolling blue
oceans, its reflection blurred on the tumbling
waves, all else seems to fade, just as night
faded with the first light. The sun emerges
from behind the swells, born into a sky of
palest lavender, fringed with blue at the
furthest edges, while golden clouds float
upon the horizon. And that, that single
moment ofjoy, is color.
-Maria Blesie, 10, New York

Dip the Day Gold

. ....

.'

Mr. Dandelion told me
it wasn't he
who sold me soul to the sun
Spring
me head to the cloud
~~:"~~;-':'~~ll,
me back to the sea~~~.
ii~
The warm sun's rays bathe the land
he said it was me.
The blosSoms are a testimony of the spring that is here
Mr. Dandelion told me
~ ~,The birds sing joyfully and fill the air
.it wasn't he
Such a sweet melody to my ears
who sewed me feet to the ground.
:~~ . ::.:,~",:~.-,.:<:
They let me know that spring is here
I looked down
::::::,'::: .'
, ";~ I watch the sky as the clouds playfully float by
roots all around
;:;...:.,
" The children's laughter fills the air
my toes
."
,: It fills my ears and my heart
I had found
;:"; : ~ '; ~,:.: I can feel that spring is here
dancing grass
.... ~. ·/-::·::,~i The aroma of new life fills me with cheer
and tree feathers
The taste of spring delights my tongue to sing joyfully adorn the ground
The noises ofbliss and delight sing to me
shadows settle down
I feel the loving rays of the sun shining upon the earth I lie down
Delights fill my eyes and warm my spirit
Listen to their sound
'"0·.'.:: : '•
And loosen up my frown.
Spring is here at last!
-Amber Bessler, 14, Kentucky.
-Bridget Alvey, Kentucky.
,

'.

~
W
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Bui t to Survive
Ahhhh! Spring is finally on its way in Michigan.
The air is getting warmer and the snow is melting
away, letting new shoots of bright grass grow
through. Soon delicate buds will appear on the trees
and many new sounds will fill the air. The woods
and meadows will be full of animals-in the trees, in
the water, on the land, and in the air. It hasn't been
this way, though, for many, many months.
If you've ever been to Michigan, you know that
winters here can get pretty cold. People put on hats,
mittens, coats, and boots to stay warm. But animals
can't put on hats and mittens, so how do they live
through the freezing winters?
Can you guess which of these wonderful
Michigan animals are on their way back for springtime and which ones never left at all? Through
winter, spring, summer, and fall, how do these
animals survive at all?
The
whitetailed deer is one
animal that stays
in Michigan yearround. These deer
have special fur that
is tubular (hollow)
to provide insula"--'-~~_ _~_ _~~""""'",,",,-,'--'--'-'--'.L-"'-'" ti on w hen it gets
cold and even lets them lay in snow without
melting it! Their reddish-brown color (which
hides them in the warmer months) changes
to a more grayish color to help hide them in
the winter, too. When fawns are born they
have white spots on them to help hide them
in the tall grass. They are called white-tailed
deer because when they sense danger their
tails go up and the white underneath is like a
bright flag that tells other deer to run away.
In a way, humans have actually helped the
white-tailed deer survive. People have driven
the deer's greatest enemy (wolves) away. They
also plant gardens that the deer love to eat!
Did you guess that raccoons also stay in
Michigan throughout the winter? They have
thick fur that keeps them warm and they eat

Page 18

lots of food in the fall to get nice and fat. This fat
keeps them warm all winter long. They use their
sharp claws to protect themselves from predators, to
climb trees, and to open shellfish. They are very
good at using their hands. They, too, don't mind
having humans around; they love to eat our garbage
and sometimes climb into our attics to stay warm.
Chickadees also never have to leave when the
weather gets cold. Like the raccoon, they eat a lot
so they can stay warm but they do it every single
day! They eat seeds and berries all day and use that
fat to stay warm at night. Then they do it all over
again the next day. They are fun birds to watch and
will sometimes eat right out of your hand if they get
used to you.
Other birds, however, are not so lucky. The
great blue heron, for example, cannot help itself stay
warm in the winter. Herons fly all the way to South
America for the winter. They will be returning
soon, though, to the exact same spots they were
born. Herons have long legs to
wade through shallow water and
long, sharp beaks to spear the fish
they catch. That beak also scares
many predators away. They have
the ability to stand very still for
a long time as they wait in the
water for a meal to swim by.
They have learned to build nests
together in very tall trees where
not many predators can reach.
Their color helps them blend in
with the marshy areas where
they live.

Red-winged blackbird

Skipping Stones

Red-winged blackbirds will
soon be returning from their
warmer winter homes. Though

Mar.-Apr. 2006

they aren't equipped with winter survival techniques,
their bodies do have some special features. Their
sharp beaks are perfect for opening seeds, snatching
flies out of the air, and opening acorns. They have an
angry call they use to warn predators away from their
nests. Red-Winged Blackbirds are fierce defenders of their territory. They have special tough
feathers that won't get torn on the cattails where
they like to build nests. Their leg muscles allow them
to do the splits if they are hanging on to two cattails
at the same time. Mute
swans migrate south as
well. We can see,
however, many unique
features on their bodies which help them
survive their lives on
the water. They have
long necks so they can
reach down into the
water to feed and special beaks that allow
them to rip the plants
they eat. They have waterproof feathers and their
webbed feet help them swim around. Though they
are graceful and relatively unafraid of humans, they,
too, will defend themselves and are often not very
friendly. They puff up or beat their wings on the
water's surface to warn predators away.
Monarch butterflies do not start out this
beautiful (see cover). They begin life as a caterpillar, build and change inside a chrysalis, and come
out a butterfly. Monarch butterflies cannot survive
the cold winter months either. They migrate over
2,000 miles to places like Mexico. Since they only
live a few months, some of them are born "on the
road" and continue the migration. They, too, know
how to come back to the same place they left! To
help them survive, Monarchs are poisonous to the
animals that eat them. Mter a predator gets sick once
from eating one, it won't ever eat one again.
There are many different kinds and colors of
dragonflies. They have been around for 300 million years. When dragonflies land they keep their
wings stretched out, unlike the damselfly which
pulls them close. Dragonflies will not sting you.
Mar-Apr. 2006

Dragonflies do not live long enough to even
have to flyaway for the winter. Most live only a few
weeks. But they can fly fast to avoid predators. Over
half of their weight is flight muscle and they know
how to fly forward, backward, and even sideways
which lets them avoid predators. They can even
hover in the air like a helicopter to search for food.
Their wings act like solar panels and absorb heat to
keep them warm.
As you can see, each one of these Michigan animals has different
ways to survive. Look
at the animals where
you live. Can you
find adaptations they
have to help them
survive, too?
N ow see if you
can remember what
adaptations the aniBlack and white dragonfly
mals in these pictures
have. Which one is
the best at using his hands to find and eat food?
Who alight stand still the longest waiting for a fish
for lunch? Who signals danger to others with a flash
of its tail? Who has been around since the dinosaur
days? Which is likely to scream at you to warn you
away? Which animal is actually poisonous? Who can
drop its body temperature at night to save energy?

Cynthia McKinley, author, teacher and mother to two boys,
Michigan. See p. 32 for a review of her book, One Smile.
She loves to take pictures of animals. Through her writing
and photography, she reminds kids to find the beauty in
their worlds. Also see the cover photos by Cynthia.
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Bad Rap for a Social Anitna1
Many people think gorillas are ferocious beasts.
In truth they are shy, gentle, and a lot like us! But,
unlike us, they are an endangered species. Gorillas
live in groups where they are all related-just like a
family.
Gorillas, chimpanzees, and orangutans are all
called "great apes." They are the most similar to
humans. Great apes and humans are classified as
primates. Primates are able to walk on two legs.
Gorilla Talk! Gorillas use gestures, facial
expressions, and sounds to communicate
with each other.

is when people cut down trees to make room to
graze cattle or plant crops. The other is commercial
logging, which cuts trees for lumber.
Even though gorillas are very large they eat only
plants and insects, so they have to eat lots and lots of
food. Therefore, there must be enough of the gorilla's habitat to feed on or gorillas will soon be gone.
Hurtful Humans! Gorillas have very few natural predators other than humans. Poachers kill gorillas
for bushmeat (selling them for food) or to sell their
body parts. For example, gorilla hands made into
ashtrays and are sold for as much as $600.

They sometimes
purr when they are
happy-just like a
cat. Angry gorillas
will scream and bark.

Gorillas will rarely hurt humans. The silverback
will do something called a "bluff charge" at a
human to try to scare them away. But, if the human
stands his/her ground, the silverback will usually
turn and run away with his group following.

Diane Fossey, a
scientist who studied
and lived with gorillas in the wild, identified 17 different
sounds gorillas use.

Little Known Facts! Gorillas are very
intelligent and can feel emotions. Gorillas even
cry! They cry a tearless, hooting cry.
Gorillas are non-territorial and nonaggressive and rarely fight with other gorillas.

She had a gorilla group actually accept her into
their group by mimicking their behavior. After a
while they were coming right up to her to play with
her shoelaces and check out her cameras.
Like a Bird! When gorillas are ready to go to
sleep at night they make a nest. Many of the lighter
gorillas make their nest in trees, using vines and
branches that are within their reach.
The other great apes that sleep in trees make
nests also. Orangutans and chimpanzees sleep in
nests. A nest is important when sleeping in a tree
because it keeps the animals from falling out while
they sleep.
Disappearing Act! Scientists state that 40 to 50
percent of all plants and animals live in rainforests.
Gorillas are one of those. Since 1950 over half of
the rainforests have disappeared. According to the
Rainforest Action Network, 149 acres are being
destroyed every minute.
There are two major types of deforestation. One
Page 20

A Famous Gorilla! Did you know there is
a gorilla that can "talk" using sign language and is
known around the world? Her name is Koko.
I met Koko in 2001. She has a good memory, a
sense of humor, the ability to love and even to lie!
She was taught American sign language by Dr.
Penny Patterson, founder of The Gorilla
Foundation. She can sign over 1,000 words and
understands many spoken words. She has even made
up words on her own, like "eye hat" for a mask and
"lip" for women because they wear lipstick.
The foundation, with Koko's help, is trying to
help save the gorillas. Researchers say that if something is not done gorillas will be extinct in the wild
within less than ten years.
To find how you can help Koko and her species,
visit www.gorilla.org. Or write: The Gorilla
Foundation, Box 620530, Woodside, CA 94062.
To see which animals in your area are on the endangered species list visit: www.Endangerspecies.com.
-Shirley Ann Povondra, CA. Art: Shannon LAttin.
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I Saw!

Stars

(c
I saw books marching through a metal detector.
I saw my dream eating a bowl of ice cream.

Pitch-black darkness,
Bright shimmering lights,
A twinkle to the left,
Then one to the right,

I saw a piece of glass mowing its own lawn.
I saw my dad twirling the moon on one finger.
I saw nails eating hammers for breakfast. ~

Make people, and patterns, and shapes of all kind.
It's unbelievable
COF ~
A hi
fi' d
I saw couee Tango-dancmg WIth tea.
~.."
nyt ng you can n .
.
.
I saw a body outlined WIth chalk.
J ~
P'Itc h - blac k d ark ness,
Bright shimmering lights.
I saw two birds fencing with two whiskey bottles.
rr:

"

~

I saw a mouse carrying an elephant.
...
. affc b ak da . . H
I saw a grr e re - ncmg m awai~
I saw my mom mopping the top
.
El (
of the Renaissance building in Detroit.

You can find everything,
Right into the night.
-Maya Eif, East Prairie MS, nIinois.

The Tornado King
I saw a mosquito with a machine gun as a needle.
I saw a piece of paper sawing down an oak tree.
I blinked and I saw Shakespeare living under my eyelids.

Spinning, twisting
Whirling, twirling
Round and round
Over the ground

-Martel Epperson, grade 9, Aftican-American, Michigan.

Big, black clouds
Oh so proud
The wind is strong
It won't be long
Faster and faster
The great big master
Hovering over
The fields of clover

Hurricane is a severe tropical storm in the ocean with
winds more than 74 miles per hour. The hurricane rotates
counter-clockwise around the eye of the storm. There are
violent winds, incredible waves, torrential rains, and floods
when there is a hurricane. Other names for a hurricane are
typhoon, tropical cyclone, and severe cyclonic storm.

You'll tremble and quake
You'll scream and run
In the presence of

A very dangerous part of a hurricane is the storm surge.
A storm surge is the part of the storm that hits land, so stay
away from the ocean during a hurricane. Category One is ~
the weakest hurricane, and Category Five is the strongest. j
Y
In 2005, two hurricanes hit New Orleans. Thousands
of people lost their houses and possessions.
Hurricanes affect people because they cause heavy
damage in the places that they hit. But the areas damaged
are almost always rebuilt, even though there are losses that
can't be replaced.
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The Tornado King
-Anita Ratcliff, 13, Montana.
~
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Fairies dance in all kinds of weather,
Spring, fall, summer, and winter.
Fairies dance in a circle rounded with love,
While sparrows twitter up above.

-Rachel Bauer, Colorado.
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-Kaylee Thompson, 8, Hawaii.
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Hurricane Wilma
On October 14, 2005, an unnamed storm
began forming in the Caribbean. Although there
was not much wind at first, the storm grew
increasingly dangerous because of a large area
of monsoon-like circulation-a broad area of
disturbed weather. The storm roared across the
Atlantic toward the Yucatan Peninsula, the easternmost portion separated and headed northeast.
It eventually merged with an extra-tropical storm
(a tropical storm that downgraded from a hurricane). The rest of the storm became a more
concentrated area of low pressure and gained
strength quickly, aided by two tropical waves.
On October 19th, it became the record-breaking Category 5 hurricane, Wilma, with winds
over 160 mph. And air pressure dropped to 862
millibars, making it the strongest hurricane in
the history of the Atlantic Basin. In fact, Wilma
had the smallest eye in the history of the
National Hurricane Center as well.
On October 21, Wilma hit the island of
Cozume1, Mexico, causing serious damage.
Three days later at 10:30 am, it smashed into the
west coast of Florida, coming in near Naples at a
small town called Cape Romano. The storm was
a category three with winds clocked at around
115 miles per hour. It weakened as it crossed
land, hitting the east coast of Florida as a
Category Two storm. It began to move faster as
it exited the state and strengthened again to give
a final blow to the already damaged area.
Earlier in the 2005 hurricane season,
Hurricane Katrina breezed through Florida as a
75 to 80 miles-per-hour Category One storm,
causing little damage as it traveled across the state
from east to west. Katrina gained strength over
the warm Gulf Coast waters, hitting Mississippi
and Louisiana as a major category four. It killed
1,300 people, causing $75 billion in damage.
Three weeks later, Hurricane Rita followed a
similar path. Florida received little damage since
Rita, at that point, was only a tropical storm.
Once in the warm Gulf of Mexico, however,
Rita strengthened unbelievably in wind speed to
become the second strongest hurricane of the
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season. Rita plowed into the southeastern Texas
gulf area as a Category 2 storm. Throughout the
hurricane season, national media attention
focused on the damage in the Gulf States, most
notably in the devastated city of New Orleans.
Wilma was largely ignored by the national
media. Yet the damage caused equated to a
major hurricane, and was disastrous in an unusually widespread area. Trees weakened by winds
from the previous two storms-and already vulnerable after two strikes in the hurricane season
of 2004--were yanked out of the ground by the
roots. Giant palms cracked from the force. Roof
tiles ripped off houses, electric poles snapped in
half, and marinas toppled onto boats. Two giant
pine trees fell down in my front yard, crashing
onto my father's Honda and blocking entrance
to our home for days. But we were lucky. In
fact, ten tornadoes accompanied Wilma, and
there were 22 deaths, five of them in Florida.
Pictures show the destruction caused by
Hurricane Wilma in my neighborhood.

Skipping Stones

-Photos and text by Mel GossJ 10J Florida.
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Waste reduction: Reuse, Recycle, Reduce!
About five years ago I discovered MacRenewal
in Eugene-a garage converted into a workshop
space with tons of computers and peripherals. There,
several people worked to rejuvenate old Apple computers for reuse by non-profit organizations and lowincome families. Although Lorraine Kerwood, executive director of McRenewal had a regular ''job''
that earned her livelihood, refurbishing old computers (that would otherwise clog the landfills with hazardous waste) was her real passion.
No doubt, Lorraine's work is much needed in
the community, for she has been able to attract hundreds of volunteers to sort, test, and repair donated
computers, parts, peripherals, devices, and monitors.
Recently, I went to their newer 10,000 sq. ft.
facility. The bulletin board has several newspaper
clippings with publicity and praise for Lorraine's
Computer Recycling and Reuse Center CRRC,
(www.lanecrcc.org). A Guatemalan traditional weaving, appreciating the center's donation of computers,
decorates one of the walls of the reception area.
CRRC is a busy hub of activity. Volunteers scurry around to take care of donations. I counted six
cars pull in with donations during about half an hour
that I was there!
They also have a thrift store to sell refurbished
computers, cables, cards and parts, as well as other
electronic devices for very low prices. I talked with
Lorraine about this eco-asset that she has created for
the community. She explained how they have
expanded the recycling and reusing to all sorts of
electronic equipment-not just for Macintosh or
Apple computers. They assemble complete systems
for folks--disabled, old, or others who cannot otherwise afford to buy them. CRRC has· donated in
excess of 1,000 computers since opening this new
public facility two years ago. Recipients also include
social service agencies and schools (ESL and Special
Education classrooms). Only shipping and handling
costs are the responsibility of the recipients. CRRC
recently donated a complete G4 Mac system to
Skipping Stones. This will help us sail into the 21st
Century with high quality desktop publishing and
fast internet connection.
Lorraine said she likes to donate computers to
Mar-Apr. 2006

overseas schools and
nonprofits, but only
when there is a working partner organization or other knowledgeable contact person in those communities. This is important
1:1
because the computers
need to be set up and
networked once they
reach their destinations,
and then serviced when necessary, to make sure they
are working efficiently. She does not want computers
to become a liability or an e-waste in overseas landfills. She's very concerned about ecology, conservation, and protecting our planet's resources.
Today, CRRC has over 100 volunteers. After 30
hours of work, volunteers are even eligible to get a
free computer. April, a hard-working woman I've
seen working there, volunteers almost every day. The
center now has a budget of $200,000, employing
three full-time and three part-time workers.
Recently, the CRRC received a grant to buy a
van which will allow them to transport donated
computers and electronic components. A new contract with 22 school districts in western Oregon will
increase their reach even further. And now they are
able to do business pickup.
CRRC accepts all electronic devices, whether
working or not, just to keep electronic devices out of
landfills. Many of them contain hazardous materials.
Whatever cannot be fixed and reused gets transported to appropriate recycling centers in the region.
We know there are other concerned folks in
other places working hard like Lorraine. The
Associated Press reported that 13-year-old Jacob
Komar of Connecticut, who founded Computers for
Communities, was recognized by the Hall of Fame
for Caring Americans in December 2005. His group
has also brought over 1,000 refurbished computers to
needy families in three states.
Let's learn to reuse, recycle and reduce waste of
our precious resources!
-Arun 'Toke, editor. Photo: Arun with Lorraine at CRRC.
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Ethanol: Fuel for the Future
Brazil is best known for its endless Amazon jungle, fascinating animals, and colorful festivals, but few
know that it is also at the forefront of the renewable
energy revolution. Brazil has the highest percentage
of ethanol-driven cars in the world. Ethanol is made
from sugarcane or other vegetative materials, a plentiful resource in Brazil. Organic material is broken
down into sugar by special bacteria. Then, a fermentation process turns the sugar into alcohol. This year,
over 50 percent of Brazilian cars sold were Flex-Fuel
cars. These cars run on any combination of ethanol
and petroleum, significantly reducing oil use.
In the last few years, we have seen the world's
crude oil prices skyrocket-$60 to $70 a barrel. At
the pump, people are paying $2.50 to $3.00 for a
gallon of gas and gas prices are much more likely to
go up in the future, due to soaring demands from
Asia, dwindling supplies around the world, and the
turmoil in the Middle East.
Even the vast oil reserves of Saudi Arabia will
not last long at this rate. Very soon, Americans will
have to trade in gas-guzzling, macho-man SUVs
for alternative energy cars such as hybrids, which
combine electricity and petroleum. It may seem
unthinkable but the next generation will not be
driving Hummers or even plain Toyotas. At least,
not the way they are novv.
The future of transportation may lie within
ethanol or similar products. Most cars, even today,
can use ethanol without major engine modifications.
While there may be downsides to using ethanol
(most gas stations do not provide it), there are major
long-term benefits. First, it is produced here in
United States. When gas prices soar beyond $3and they will-more people will find that it is also
economical to use ethanol.
Even President Bush admitted in this year's State
of the Union Address that America is addicted to oil.
Indeed, we have been hooked on cheap gas for far
too long. Even today, the gas prices are much cheaper in the United States than in Canada or Europe.
The old habit is hard to shake. Even if gas prices rose
to $4, $5, or even $10, we probably would pay up.
Though Americans seem open to changes in many
respects, our car culture is not one of them.

justifY their reluctance to get a hybrid or electric car
or use alternative fuels by saying that they are more
expensive. This is true. Although hybrid cars give
better mileage, they are usually priced around $4,000
more than regular cars. People can calculate that it
would take years to get even with the deficit from
buying a hybrid. However, giving a tax deduction of
$2,000 to hybrid car buyers would significantly cut
down on "recuperation time" and lure many more
people into buying the cars.
Hybrid cars are not the whole solution to our oil
problem because they still use petroleum. Ethanol,
on the other hand, is a completely renewable energy.
There is plenty of corn in the United States to start
generating ethanol. If we need more, we can just
grow more corn or other plants like stalks and switch
grass. For added benefits, if we buy ethanol, some of
the money also goes to our farmers; whereas if we
buy gas, a significant chunk of the money goes to the
multinational corporations and oil producing nations.
In his State of the Union Address, President Bush
called for more funding to research renewable energy.
"Our goal is to make this new kind of ethanol
practical and competitive within six years," Bush
said. It is vital for our national (as well as global and
ecological) interests to be focusing on renewable
energy technology. It will not only reduce our
reliance on Middle Eastern oil, but also enable us to
regain the lost car market from]apan and Europe.
Brazil's ethanol effort started some 30 years ago.
Thanks to ethanol, Brazil is well on its way to
becoming energy self-sufficient. Hopefully, more
Americans will see the feasibility of ethanol-driven
cars. The sooner we "cure" the dependency on oil
and the Middle East, the better off our economy will
be. Americans need to get over their old views of
cars and start thinking about renewable energy. It is
for our own good and the good of the world.

-Yllnran Lu, 12, Creekside MS, California.

While gas prices are soaring, many Americans
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Soaring, everlasting bea1lt)Ti!4L2:;:"¥~·~
Misty mountains tall and majestic
-=--.
Flowing rivers winding deep, carrying with them tales of sorrow
Rolling plains, the tall grass bending with the wind
Tiny birds singing songs of sweet lies
Dark clouds never ending
The radiance of the Earth reflecting the patience of its creator
Dying trees dropping their golden treasures
The beauty of the sun unmatched by all things
The graceful wind passing through all beings
Gently flowing creeks give life to the forests
The radiant green canopy giving the animals beneath a home
Insects ever buzzing
Rustling that never stills
This is the voice of nature
The voice that guides us still...
-jake Morrissey, Grade 7, Pennsylvania.

Ecstasy
The red-satin sun sets slowly today
Its light staining the summer sky,
Blue-to-purple-to-red-to-orange-to-pink
.Blending perfectly in the West.

The Lizard's Rock
This is your rock, lizard so green.
I don't deny your claim.
To this rock. Lizard! Don't be
So serious about the game
Of life. Why can't you plainly see
I won't hurt anyone today.
Then again, your lizard's life can be
Quite hard. You play
In earnest. Losing this game's terribly
Frightening. Don't say
That I would hurt a lizard's rock or tree
Or life. Like sweet sunrays
My only wish is peace and harmony.
Or so I wish that I could say
I won't hurt anyone today.

The pale moon returns from its daylight slumber,
At its zenith the plundering ghost
Inconspicuously steals a sliver of pink lost from the sun.
The undulating ocean rhythmically plays along the shore.
Each wave tantalizing the beach's edgeEach crest forming taller into the shore.
There is no coarse sand
No broken shells.
The warm and silk-smooth blanket
Easily tossed by the slightest breeze,
Is sluggisWy swallowed by the rising current.
Washed into 0 b I i v ion.
The red sphere disappears under the Earth,
Leaving the fresWy painted sky
To dry.

-Bobby MaIka, 17, New York.

-Caitlin Smith, 13, Florida. (See page 5.)
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·Grow a Garden on School Grounds/
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Spending time outside communing with nature has
always been an essential part of my life. When I was a
child, I used to sit in school classrooms gazing out the
window and wishing that we could be outside, enjoying
and learning about nature. All year long I looked forward to our annual family camping trips in the mountains, and I wished that my urban neighborhood and
schoolyard could become more like the diverse habitats
I enjoyed on those trips.
Then, when I was in 6th grade, my school started
building an outdoor classroom. Right outside of our
classroom windows, they planted little trees and dug a
pond. I went back to visit this school over 30 years
later and found that the formerly barren corner of our
schoolyard was now filled with a grove of towering
redwood trees, a pond, stream, meadow, and a whole
vegetable garden full of food!
That outdoor classroom in California is a continuing source of inspiration for me in my current job in
Oregon. I am the Executive Director of the School
Garden Project of Lane County, a grass-roots, nonprofit
organization dedicated to fostering hands-on, schoolyard-based learning experiences for children by creating
vibrant and sustainable school gardens and habitats.
We currently work with seven Partner Schools and six
Member Schools, plus we have connections with more
than 30 other local schools.
In order to help schools create outdoor classrooms,
even those schools that are far away from Lane County,
Oregon, we have created a website with lots of relevant
information and links to other relevant websites. If you
want to create a garden at your school, or improve an
existing school garden, visit, www.efn.org/~sgp and
click on "How-To, Teaching Ideas, and Resources;' For
your school garden to be able to live and grow for 30
years like the one at my former elementary school, be
sure to choose your site carefully and plan systems for
irrigation, weed control, composting and storage.
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To create a successful school garden, you need to get
lots of people to help. It is easier to convince people to
help if you can give them good reasons for having a
school garden. Recently, there has been a lot ofpublicity
about the epidemic of childhood obesity in the United
States. School gardening provides solutions to this
problem in many ways. When kids participate in the
planting, growing, harvesting, and preparation of fruits
and vegetables, they are much more eager to eat these
healthy foods, or at least try them. Gardening also gets
kids to be physically active, as they dig in the soil, turn
compost, and push heavy wheelbarrows. Those are the
obvious benefits ofwellness from school gardening.
School gardening also provides more subtle wellness
benefits. The influential new book, Last Child in the
Woods: Saving Our Children .from Nature Defidt Disorder,
documents the importance of a relationship with nature
for a child's healthy emotional and spiritual development. This book provides compelling evidence that the
rising rates of childhood ADD and depression may be
better treated with a dose of nature than with drugs.
Instead of experiencing nature only on field trips,
kids can get a dose of nature from school gardens on a
regular basis and in a way that makes them feel connected to all of life. Students participate in making their own
cafeteria waste into compost and then growing new
food from that compost. They plant a seed and grow a
plant they can eat, and grow seeds they can plant to start
the cycle over again. There is so much meaning and
wonder in even the smallest garden that can never be
duplicated in the classroom.
In addition to providing these wellness benefits,
school gardens can also benefit students by awakening
their senses, providing opportunities for experimentation and observation, inspiring academic achievement,
building community, meeting the needs of diverse learners, and integrating the curriculum. As students benefit
from school gardens, our society and the Earth benefit
by gaining citizens who are more ecologically literate,
responsible, cooperative, concerned, and empowered.
But besides all that, school gardens are just plain fun!
I hope that I have inspired you to stir up some
enthusiasm at your school for enlivening your school
grounds and your school days by growing gardens and a
healthy habitat. Good luck and have fun!
-Sharon Blick, Oregon. A former high school biology teacher,
Sharon founded the nonprofit organization, Nearby Nature. She
also visits local schools as "The Bug LAdy" with her bug petting zoo.
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For Parents & Teachers

Fann to School: Healthy Food at Schools

Imagine fresh vegetables direct from a local farm to
your children's school cafeteria, or regular school trips
to farms to harvest fresh, crunchy carrots. How about a
school garden with a kitchen classroom where students
prepare meals with vegetables they grew themselves?
Imagine food, nutrition and sustainability being part
of everyday learning, integrated into math, science and
history. Think about preserving our open spaces, agricultural land and local jobs while providing our children
with fresh, nutritious food.
Children in schools around the country including
Portland, Olympia, Berkely, and New York State are discovering the joys oflocal, fresh and delicious food right in
their school cafeterias. Currently, more than 400 school
districts in 23 states use regional, fresh produce at school
lunches, benefitting about 750,000 children! It is believed
that the students involved in these programs have increased
their daily fruit and vegetable intake by an average of 25%.
At Food On: Farm to Cqfeteria, a project of the Lane
County Food Coalition, we work to promote locally
grown foods in our K-12 schools and colleges.
Working in partnership with school districts, food
service providers, parents, students, community members,
farmers and food distributors, we can create the best possible Farm to Cafeteria program. The Food On project
will also help build the foundation for long-term buying
relationships between schools and local/organic suppliers.
For the past six months, we have been working on
the Wellness Policy issues. The federal government is
requiring all school districts to create a Wellness Policy by
June 2006, which must contain new guidelines for, among
other things, the nutritional content of all food served and
sold in schools, nutrition education, and physical fitness
standards. Food On created and distributed to all school
districts, superintendents, nurses and P. T.As in Lane
County a package designed to help school districts gain
a greater understanding of the practical and financial
feasibility of healthier options for school cafeterias.
The Eugene School District's Wellness Policy is
currently being designed by an advisory committee made
up of district administrators, teachers, principals, food
service workers, parents, doctors, and community
members. Many great ideas are being generated which
will contribute toward making our children healthy and
happy. Included in the draft is an opportunity for the
implementation of Farm to Cafeteria. This draft section
reads 'The Board supports Sustainable Agriculture.
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Therefore the district will look for opportunities to
integrate local, organic foods into the meals served to
students based on availability, acceptability and price.'

Food On is also working on the creation of a Pilot
Project which will benefit not only the health of our
children but also the health of our local economy, our
agricultural land, and our food security. Schools participating in these programs are taking the initiative to
reduce obesity and disease. Many schools report increased
student participation, better behavior, and improved test
scores as some of the benefits of providing children with
fresh farm food.
Nationally, Farm to School programs exist in all
shapes and sizes, from carrot sticks to entrees, from farm
visits to school gardens and kitchens. We firmly believe
that we have a great setting for many different types of
Farm to Cqfeteria programs. Successful programs will result
from working individually with each school district to
tailor programs to their unique needs and situation. The
project will respond to factors such as food preparation
abilities, local farm participation, financial constraints,
and district/community participation.
Providing children with local, nutritious food
prepared in a delicious way is only a part of the solution
to providing children with all the tools they need to make
lifelong nutrition, fitness, and sustainability choices.
Therefore, we suggest an integrated leaning approach
that includes: a fun and informative nutrition curriculum

• school gardens and farm tours to get kids planting and
understanding their food • cooking classes and clubs with
spedal guests including local cheft and farmers • Jamily
style' eating, and giving and receiving food • recycling and
compost classes • spedal events and community dinners
At Eastside School in Eugene, with the help of the
School Garden Project, elementary school students grew
wheat from seed and helped harvest, grind and bake it
into muffins, along with pumpkins they had grown in
their school garden. The students expressed excitement
at their creation, an eagerness to eat it, and the desire to
experiment further with growing and cooking. These
children are learning first-hand where food comes from
and what ingredients their food contains.
For more information about Farm to Cqfeteria please
visit www.lanefood.org or e-mail meredith@lanefood.org.

-Meredith Whitten, Food On-Farm to Cqfeteria, Lane
County Food Coalition, Oregon; URL: www.lanefood.org.
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Noteworthy NOlth.East.West.South.
Angkor Wat Tourists Get Bike Power!
Phnom Penh: Tourists exploring Cambodia's
sprawling Angkor Hindu temple complex can now
do so on battery-powered bicycles. About 300 of
the Chinese-made bikes have been put to use in
Nov. 2005 by the Apsara Authority, which manages
the World Heritage site of Angkor Wat, Cambodia's
top tourism drawcard. It is a part of the government's
efforts to make the compound quiet and reduce
pollution in the area. But motorcycle taxi drivers in
the area fear they will be put out of business. Angkor
Wat, Cambodia's most treasured landmark, has some
100 stone monuments, some over 1,000 years old.

Cambodia is one of the world's poorest countries
and is still clawing its way back to normalcy after
nearly three decades of conflict that ended in 1998.
The government wants to persuade visitors to stay
longer and also visit other places. Tourism is one of
the only sources of foreign exchange.
(Source: HPJ)
Exposure to violent video games leads to an
increased aggressive behavior, according to a new
study. Teachers of 600 children, ages 13-15, said
children who spent more time playing violent video
games were more hostile than others. They are also
more likely to argue with authorities and peers. The
report by Kevin Kieffer and Jessica Nicoll of St. Leo
University, Florida was based on 17 studies conducted over 20 years, and found a strong link between
these games and how children and youth behave.

Rebuilding New Orleans: Subsidence and sea
level rise are the greatest threats to New Orleans. It
is slipping below sea level at a rate of about 1 ft. per
decade. Due to global warming, the sea level could
rise by 3-9 ft. in this century! Warmer ocean surfaces
wtll generate bigger storms. Hurricane Katrina was
one of 17 hurricanes to pass near the city since 1852.
Oregon Green Schools, a nonprofit organization,
was founded in 1997 to help schools in their efforts
to reduce their energy and resource consumption. It
helps schools reduce their water and energy use, and
also establish or improve waste recycling programs.
In Eugene alone, they offer annual minigrants of
$400 for waste reduction projects in ten schools.
For more information, visit oregongreenschools.org.
Sweden to Become Fossil-Fuel-Free by 2020!
The government of Sweden has decided to no
longer remain dependent on foreign oil. The
country will use alternative fuels, such as ethanol,
and renewable energy to become fossil-fuel-Jree.
Bald Eagles are coming back from the verge of
extinction! New data shows that there are now about
7,000 pairs of Bald eagles in the U. S. When the
Europeans came to this country, there were over
100,000 pairs. Due to DDT lise and habitat loss,
their population was almost totally wiped out.

La Paz, Bolivia: Evo Morales, the first
Indigenous President of Bolivia in 500 years, gave
his inaugural speech at the ancient ruins of
Tiahuanacoon, the sacred grounds of the indigenous
people. People from all over Bolivia came in their
native costumes, playing music and celebrating a
leader whom they believe will represent them. There
is a new sense of hope for the future in the country.

Did you know that? The lifetime e-waste of an
average European is about 198 electrical devices,
including 5 refrigerators, 35 cell phones, 23 computer mice? During the last ten years, European nations
have introduced many laws to curb this burden on
the planet. These include: Germany's packaging law
that has cut down waste by 1 million tons a year; ban
on hazardous waste exports to developing countries;
phase out of toxins; manufacturers must guarantee
their electrical appliances for at least two years. Japan
is following the European example! (YES! Spring 2006)

Atlanta, Georgia: Coreta Scott King, the widow
and an equal partner of Dr. Martin Luther King, Jr.
in the Civil Rights struggle, passed away on Jan. 30,
2006. She was 78. As leaders from the Civil Rights
Era become pages of history one by one, many
African American people are wondering who will
lead them on the long road ahead, to bring true
equality for all in the nation.

There are at least 50 organizations in the worldwide
FreeCyc1e Network based in Tucson, Arizona.
These internet-based groups allow people to connect
with each other, and to pass on items that they don't
need, free of cost to the recipients! Check to see if
you have such a group in your area!
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Lucha Libre: The Man in the Silver Mask by Xavier
Garza (Cinco Puntos). In this story a father and son go
to see the mysterious, masked wresders duke it out
in a battle of good versus evil. Carlitos quickly
chooses his favorite wrestler in the ring, The Man in
the Silver Mask, one known as the greatest luchador
ever. He cheers as his superhero prevails. There is
something oddly familiar behind the mask of the
mysterious man that Carlitos cannot define. Can you
help him solve it? Bilingual. ISBN: 0-938317-92-X.

African American Issues by Kevin D. Roberts
(Greenwood Press). This book visits contemporary
issues of concern--erime, affirmative action, bias in
standardized testing, media stereotypes, and more.
Roberts presents a comprehensive look at the various
topics, making the information easily accessible
through its structure. Chapters are broken into the
issue's historical context, framing information and
clear arguments from both sides. Questions follow
each chapter. Ages 13-adults. ISBN: 0-313-33240-1.

One Smile by Cindy McKinley (fllumination Arts).
You would be surprised at how the simple but sweet
gesture of a smile can brighten up the lives of many.
Like a treasure that is passed on, a young girl's warm
smile touches one person to the next, erupting a
whole chain of people to be livened up by the smiles
of one another. Ages 3-8. ISBN: 0-935699-23-6.

Guji Guji by Chih-Yuan Chen. (Kane/Miller). This
story is a tiny bit like an "ugly duckling" tale-with
a crocodile named Guji Guji! Born into a loving
feathered family, he is still confident about his unique
identity despite obvious differences. The odd ball of
the family shows his bravery as he ends up saving his
beloved flock of ducks from danger. It touches those
growing up with an identity different from people
around them. Picture book. ISBN: 1-929132-67-0.

Corn Silk and Black Braids by Vincent L.
Johnson, M.D.; illustr. Linda Crockett (Marzetta
Books). Sarah hates her coarse, black hair and longs
for the golden locks of her friend, Mary Beth. After
sneaking strands of cornsilk from the corn fields and
pretending it's her own hair, Sarah's aunt teaches her
a valuable lesson about what it means to be beautiful
and an individual. Ages 6-9. ISBN: 0-9657033-2-0.
Women of Power and Grace: Nine Astonishing,
Inspiring Luminaries of Our Time by Timothy Conway
(Wake Up Press). This collection of engaging biographies of modern day women saints takes us on a spiritual journey to many lands. It features inspiring stories, humanitarian works and teachings of Frances
Cabrini, Therese Neumann, Hazrat Babajan, Maria
Skobstsova, Pelagia Ivanovna, and from India:
Anandmayi Ma, Anusuya Devi, Shyama Mataji and
Amrna. High school and up. ISBN: 1-882978-27-7.

Earth Magic by Dionne Brand (Kids Can Press).
Beautiful poetry about the various realms of
Caribbean life. Each poem provides an experience
that stimulates the senses. We are almost able to
smell, touch, hear, and absorb the harmonious elements of the Caribbean culture in this colorful,
vibrant picture book. ISBN:978-1-55337-706-1.
Accidental Love by Gary Soto (Harcourt). Love
comes in the most unexpected of places for Marisa, a
tough latina teenager. Written with all the laughs and
struggles a first love encounters, this light-hearted
romance tells the story of a young girl who finds
unlikely love in a geeky boy who seems all wrong for
her. Ages 12-17. ISBN: 0-15-205497-9.

My Brother's Keeper: A Kindergartner's View oj
Autism by Jace Richards and Donna Richards (publisher@mybrotherskeeper.biz). Jace, age 6, has a younger
brother, Justin, who has autism. With Jace's words
and family photos, we experience what living with
autism is like for a family, from the perspective of a
loving brother. Ages 5-8. ISBN:0-9767162-0-8.

Bradford and the Journey to the Desert of Lop
by Dawn Van Zant; illustr. Alexander Levitas (Wild
Heart Ranch). Brad, a young cancer patient, is awakened one night by the Sandman and whisked away to
the Gobi desert for the adventure of a lifetime. With
the help of a group of magical and mysterious
camels, Brad journeys to uncover the sad secret of a
people living in the heart of the desert, and offers
them some hope. Ages 7-12. ISBN: 0-9761768-2-3.

Guess Again! Riddle Poems by Lillian Morrison,
illustr. Christy Hale (August House). Kids will find
visual delight and lyric magic in these 20 plus riddle
poems. Elem. grades. ISBN: 0-87483-730-8.

N ear One Cattail: Turtles, Logs and Leaping Frogs by
Anthony D. Fredericks; illustr. Jennifer DiRubbio'
(Dawn). This exquisite picture book shows the beauty of our vanishing wetlands. ISBN: 1-58469-071-2.

Mar-Apr. 2006

Skipping Stones

Page 29

Recipes from

The Magical Melting Pot Cookbook

Yeatelt Wett: Winter Vegetable Medley
Adapted from Workeye Ephrem
(makes 4 servings)
African cooking practices are among the
healthiest in the world. Meat is a treat, and lots
of fresh vegetables, whole grains and spices are
used. Sugar, animal fats, refined flour and grains,
and fattening desserts are rarely found. This
Ethiopian vegetable medley is one of my family's
favorites. It can be enjoyed any time of year.
Ingredients:
1 medium red onion, cut in 3/4" pieces
2 carrots, peeled and cut in 3/4" pieces
1 large potato, peeled and cut in 3/4" pieces
1/4 ofa small green cabbage, cut in 3/4" pieces
2 tablespoons vegetable oil
1 cup water
1 teaspoon minced garlic
1 teaspoon minced ginger (or more to taste)
1/4 teaspoon turmeric
1/2 teaspoon salt (or more to taste)
1/4 teaspoon ground black pepper
Heat the oil in a wide saucepan. Add the
onion and saute until it becomes translucent.
Add the minced garlic, ginger and turmeric, and
cook over medium heat for about 2 minutes.
Add the carrots, potatoes and enough water
so the vegetables don't stick (several tablespoons).
Stir, then cover and cook for about 10 more
minutes.
Add the cabbage, salt and pepper and cook
approximately 10 minutes more, until the
potatoes are tender. Add a little more water if
necessary. There should be a little sauce.

Ohagi: Sticky Rice Balls with Red Bean Paste
Adapted from Nobu Matsuhisa

(makes about 36 balls, 1.5" size)
Ohagi are a favorite dessert in Japan. They
have been eaten since olden times for religious
festivals. A special type of sticky rice known as
mochigome is used, as well as red bean paste made
from azuki beans (like little kidney beans) and
sugar. You can make the bean paste from
scratch, or buy it ready-made in cans or plastic
bags from an Asian grocery store. Red bean
paste is one of the most common dessert ingredients and red is the color of festivals inJapan.
Ingredients:
2 cups sweet rice (mochigome)
2 cups water
1/4 teaspoon salt
1 can or bag (18 oz.) sweet red bean paste
1 and 1/2 cups sesame seeds (optional)
Rinse rice. Soak in 2 cups of water in rice
cooker pot for about one hour. Add salt, turn
on rice cooker, and cook until done. Let cool.
When cool, mash rice with a wooden spoon
until it becomes sticky.
You can assemble the ohagi two ways: With
the red bean coating on the outside, or on the
inside. Try both.
Version I. (Red bean paste outside). Moisten
your hands with water (as the rice is sticky).
Roll enough rice to form a 1" size ball. Using
a dull knife or spatula, cover (frost) with a thin
layer of bean paste. Repeat for each ball.
Version II. (Red bean paste inside). Moisten
your hands with water. Flatten one heaping
tablespoon of rice in the palm of your hand.
Place about 1 and 1/2 teaspoons of red bean
paste in the center. Wrap your hand and the
rice around the bean paste to form a ball.
Repeat for each ball.
You can eat the rice balls as they are, or you
can roll them in sesame seeds (like sprinkles)
that have placed in a dish.

-Michelle Greenwald, author of the book, New York.
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Mrs. Bao, My Fauorite Teacher
On Teacher's Day this year, I decided to visit
Mrs. Bao whom I'd known in elementary
school. She was my math teacher. It took me
nearly an hour to get there as I rode my bike,
and her home is far from mine here in Beijing.
That gave me a lot of time to think of how
important she was to me then. I had talked with
her almost every day.
I've written that she was my math teacher
and that isn't exactly true. She wasn't a teacher in
my school; she worked in another one, but I was
lucky to have her living in the same apartment
building. I was very curious about math then
and sometimes had problems in my homework
that I couldn't figure out. When my parents
couldn't solve them, either, I could always knock
on Mrs. Bao's door and I'll never forget how
much she helped me. From the time I was seven,
I was one of her unofficial students.
She was a very kind woman. She'd hear me
knock and a few minutes later the door would
open. After greeting me with a big smile, she'd
say, "That's my good boy. How are you,
Zhaoxian?"

({JlJiewereMrs. Bao'schildren...
With her help, we became more confident."

building. New children came along to take our
places. I didn't really know if Mrs. Bao had
retired, but it was unimaginable to think of her
without children in her life.
I had planned to just drop in to see her and
say hello, and when I arrived, I walked to her
door like old times and knocked as I called out,
"Mrs. Bao?"
A few minutes later, the door opened and
Mrs. Bao was standing in front of me. She
looked much older, and my first impression was
that perhaps she was a bit senile. She stood there
-peering at me-and it was apparent that she
didn't know who I was and that was all right; she
hadn't known I was coming and hadn't seen me
in almost eight years.
"I used to be one of your students," I said, "I
always asked you a lot of questions about my
homework."
She nodded, but didn't say a word.
"So how are you now? Are you still working
in a school or have you retired? Are there still a
lot of children asking for your help like I did?"

I'd smile, too, making sure it was one of
my best smiles, and she'd start to let me in.
Before I was inside, I'd start telling her the
possible solutions I'd used on the problems
that were troubling me, and she'd patiently
explain various methods I could have used.
She was such a good teacher that I was
always begging her to teach me more.
She not only taught me, but all the other
children in our building. There were five of
us including my cousin. He wasn't good at
math, so she worked with him even more
than she did with me. He felt guilty about
asking for help so often, but she would reassure him amiably by saying, "Don't worry,
just try again in a different way." With her
help, he became more confident.
We were Mrs. Bao's children, and came
and went, grew up, went away to high
school, and eventually moved out of the
Mar-Apr. 2006
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I gave her a big smile, and she
opened the door a little wider.
"Anyway..." I said lamely, "I
want to thank you for what
you've done for me. You gave
me a love for math, and I still
like it very much now that I'm
in high school. Sometimes I even
get a high score. That's all
because you helped me when I
was little."
She hesitated a moment and
then raised her head and I saw
once again the smile I'd known
so well-the same one she'd
always used-and I heard her say
softly, "My good boy. How are
you, Zhaoxian."
-Hu Zhaoxian, Beijing, China.
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La Virgen de Guadalupe:

Clhe Queen 06 jJ1exlco

My cousin sits next to me. Her bulging belly,
"Que linda esta la manana.
like a beach ball, is inches away from bumping
En que vengo a saludarte
the wooden bench in front of us. Next to her sits
venimos todos con gusto
Y placer afelicitarte," sings her mom, my Tia Carmen. Her eyes are pink,
:::=~~
the mariachi singer pink as the streaks that stretch over the sky when
profoundly. He is a the sun is waking up, extending its rays high into
buff, robust man with the sky. My two cousins roll their eyes, tapping
a hollow, clear voice. their feet on the floor. My mom is at the far end,
The trumpets blare gazing at the dome above us with a picture of
and the violins shrill Jesus opening his arms.
with anticipation.
I start to nod off but wake myself up before
I sit in a wooden I completely fall asleep. My head pounds like
bench enjoying the song. knives against a board. It was midnight when
Many Mexicans and other Hispanic cultures have we departed from the house and I'm tired.
gathered at St. Matthews Church to honor one
The celebration is over. Just when I think
single beauty of Mexico: la Virgen de Guadalupe.
we are going home, I hear my Tia Carmen
In Tepeyac, a tiny pueblo in Mexico, she say we are going to a gym across the church. I
appeared before a peasant, Juan Diego. Her skin groan. Herds of people head to the gym. Tamales,
was as brown as chocolate milk. She seemed so coffee, and other foods are being served. I help
elegant and independent, yet she appeared to be myself to some tamales, which are blazing hot.
like one of us.
Music begins to rise up into the risers. About a
As my eyes scan over the words printed in dozen young kids enter the stage and begin to
a booklet and I chant out the words, I steal a dance.
glance at a circular riser with a desk lounging
The girls wear roses in their hair and wavy,
in the middle. A grand picture of la Virgen de vibrant-colored dresses that weave through the
Guadalupe sits on top of the desk. Flowers swarm air. The boys wear cowboy hats and cowboy
over her; most of them are roses because it is said outfits. All of them tap their feet on the floor
that when Juan Diego needed evidence to prove rhythmically. Grins spread across their faces, and
that she was real in order to grow a chapel for an uplifting vibe is felt throughout the room.
her, he was told by la Virgen de Guadalupe to
People begin to leave, so we decide to leave
gather a few of them into a tilma. A tilma is a
as well. We don't want to walk alone in the dark
poor-quality cactus cloth.
streets of San Mateo filled with gangsters.
When Juan Diego reached the priest's
As we stride down the sidewalks and the cool
church, he exposed the tilma, letting it cascade
breeze flutters the leaves, I'm so excited about
to the ground. When he let it fall, a clump of
this experience that chills run down my spine.
roses fell on the ground, revealing a gorgeous
I had always asked my mom how it felt. Now I
image of la Virgen de Guadalupe. The priests fell
know what she felt during her experience and
to their knees, just like the people do today.
even more. I smile blissfully. I'm not terrified
They fold their hands together, shut their eyes,
about strolling down the streets anymore because
rest their hands on their laps, and pray. Tears
I know that la Virgen de Guadalupe is watching
soak some of their faces with pride.
over us, her beautiful hair swimming in the
There are boy toddlers, some with skin as breeze and her almond-brown eyes scanning
dark as chocolate, who wear tilmas.· They grin the streets for any sign of trouble.
broadly, showing their crooked teeth, beaming
-Crystal Mendoza, 12, California. Art: Shannon Lattin.
in front of la Virgen de Guadalupe.
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Southern Speak:
Charm, wit, and vitality are earmarks of
Southernisms. I was born and reared in the
south were colloquialisms are rich in their usage.
We don't carry people on the back of bikes, we
"tote" them. The expression, "growing like a
weed," is used to describe a young, growing
child. "A good spell" means a long while and
"give me some sugar" means to give an
affectionate kiss or hug. When you say you've
known someone from the time he was "knee
high to a grasshopper," you mean since childhood. If a child gets smart, his mother is likely to
say, "You're gettin' just too big for your britches.
I might have to get me you down a notch or
two." If she says, "Go cut me a switch," you
know you are in big trouble.
Someone who comes into money or lives in
wealth is referred to as being in "high cotton."
The expression for an overactive child is "That
youngin' is as wild as a june bug on a string." A
Southerner doesn't turn lights on and off. He
"cuts" them on and off. If a youngster doesn't
look well, a mother might say, "I think she's
kindly sick and under the weather. She sure
looks poor. I'm gonna carry her to the doctor."
Southerners don't take people to places, they
" carry"h
t em.

Charm, Wit and Vitality in Words
before you left the house for some event, your
mother would admonish you to, "act like you
got some raising."
Only a Southerner knows how much blackeyed peas make up "a mess." Only Southerners
grow up knowing the difference between "right
close" and "a right far piece." True Southerners
known you don't yell at little old ladies who
drive 35 mph on the freeway. They just say,
"Bless her heart," and go their way. On parting,
you'd likely hear, ''I'll see you then, good Lord
willin' and the creek don't rise."
And to y'all who have a hard time with all
this Southern stuff, I hear they are fixin' to have
classes on Southernese as a second language.
-Kathleen Yamada, Japanese American, California.

When the words "little bit" are used, they
could mean a long time or instantaneous. For
example, "If you don't do what I tell you, I'm
gonna be all over you in a little bit." The word
"directly" also means an inexact measure of time,
but soon, like "he'll be here directly."
For someone who is never satisfied, it is said
"He'd gripe with a ham under each arm."
Someone in a bad mood is described as "Being
out of snuff."
Instead of going somewhere, Southernisms
use "fixin'," or "a fixin'." As in, "I'm a fixin' to
go get me a bite to eat." Fixin' can be used as a
noun, verb, or an adverb. The word "reckon"
means wonder. As in, "Reckon why Fanny May
didn't show up at church Sunday?" "Near 'bout"
is an expression which means "almost." And,
Mar-Apr. 2006

Nature, for me, is an endless stream of inspiration for art.
The colors, textures, shapes, and sizes found in my
Amphibians, for example, fascinate me now as much as
an adult as exploring that did as a kid. I'm continuously
discovering something new about the natural world, and I
hope to convey that through artwork for years to come.
-Anthony Willey, Oregon Artist.
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Allie, the Dream Dancer
In New York there lived a girl named Allie who
liked to dance. She was always dreaming of being a
dancer on stage. She dreamed of wearing a shiny
pink tutu and a black glittery shirt.
One Monday morning, Allie heard an
announcement over the school intercom about a
new after-school dance club. She jumped in a circle
of excitement about the news. Allie said to her
teacher, Mrs. Rose, "I would like to join this new
dance club." Mrs. Rose was glad for Allie.
At lunchtime Allie said to her best friend, Kelly,
"I'm going to join the dance club."
"Me too!" said Kelly. Together they got even
more excited.
Allie and Kelly arrived for dance on time. There
were ten girls in the room and Mrs. Rose.
The first move was twirling. Allie was really
good at it. Kelly thought, "Next class I'll be better
than Allie." But she never was.
During one class, Mrs. Rose asked the girls to
hold up their left legs as long as possible. Allie held it
up the longest.
Mter many practices, Mrs. Rose announced they
were ready to put on a show for the whole school.
She added, "Two of our best dancers will dance as
butterflies and their names are...Allie and...April!"

Mrs. Rose put on music. Allie and April danced
out first and the other girls followed. They smiled
and danced until the music stopped. Everyone
clapped. The girls ran to the back, excited.
Allie said to Kelly, "This is the best! I'm glad
we're still friends."
"I'm glad, too!" Kelly said. She had learned that
being jealous wasn't a good thing. They stayed
friends for a long time and became wonderful
dancers years later.
-Houa Lee, grade 4, Asian American, Wisconsin.

Kelly felt sad, angry and left out, but she didn't
say anything to Allie. Kelly just went home.
For weeks, April and Allie got together to practice their parts. Soon they were ready for the big day.
Allie called Kelly and said, "I'm sorry that I
haven't spent time with you lately."
Kelly replied, "I don't want to be your friend
anymore." Allie asked her why not. "Because you
won the contest with April and now you like her
better," Kelly answered.
"It doesn't matter," Allie said, "we can still be
friends, meet you at school. Okay?"
At school, Allie, Kelly and April put on their
costumes and make-up together. The three of them
tried to be friends together and it worked! The three
girls looked out the curtain and saw lots of people
ready to watch the show.
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Let's Meet:

Sarah Solie, illustrator
Both of my parents grew up on farms; my dad in
western Wisconsin and my mom, in the hills of eastern
Kentucky.
Once or twice a year we would drive down to
Kentucky to visit. Our relatives loved to talk a lot and
loudly. After supper my brother and I would wash the
dishes while listening to aunts, uncles, and Grandma talking. They often talked until late into the night. At bedtime I would lie in bed listening to the tree frogs, unable
to sleep, thinking about the vivid stories they told.
Grandma had many quilts that she sewed by hand.
She taught me how to sew. We cut up pieces of fabric
and pieced a quilt together. I loved looking at the
patterns and different colors that made up the quilts.
The small town where I grew up in Wisconsin is
surrounded by hills, streams, woods, and small farms.
My dad was also the local veterinarian. I often tagged
along with him and saw many farms and the insides of
a variety of barns. One of my favorite memories is the
rich fermenting smell of a working farm.
For as long as I can remember I have drawn and
made up stories. The drawings are inspired by the natural
world that surrounds me. My early drawings were things
that I loved; my family, pets, home, trees, flowers, and
made up creatures.
In high school I took a variety of art classes and
was encouraged by my art teacher. After high school
I attended and graduated from the Art Institute of
Chicago, and later studied art in Savannah, Georgia.
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My art career has included restoration work,
jewelry making, teaching, painting portraits, and
creating drawings and paintings for magazines,
books, and posters. Painting barns and farm
buildings is one of my favorite subjects. Recently
I created the poster and invitations for a film,
Tractor for Sale, made in Wisconsin.
My advice to anyone wanting to become an
artist is to work very hard and be persistent and
patient. Have a vision of what you want to do.
Get to know and talk to people in different art
careers. Look at a lot of art and do what interests
you. Know that you have a unique background,
which is an ideal place to get ideas.
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Our Long-Awaited Visit to India by Annette Gulati, Iexas
1. M. Gandhi Memorial, New Delhi 4. At Agra Fort in northern India
2. Street vendor in a residential area 5. Welcoming with Tilak, red-dot
3. Traditional dance performance
6. Mehndi design on hands
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