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-Art by Guy Vl1eir, France

Let's Spring Forward!

Did you notice that the
days are getting a bit

longer? My bike ride home from
work at 6 p.m. isn't as dark as it
was last month! Soon it will be
warm, and I won't need to wear
a warm coat and gloves before I
hop on my bicycle!

While biking to work today,
my thoughts wandered off to my
childhood in Indore, India, where
tens of thousands of workers
bicycled to the cotton mills every
morning to begin their work at
7 AM. A sea of bicycles, rain or
shine, on the main street! During
the rainy season, they held onto
umbrellas in one hand and man
aged the bicycle with the other. (Some riders used
raincoats.) A sturdy bicycle was the vehicle of choice
for most working people in those days.

I still remember my first overnight bicycle trip with
my family. Five of us went to a nearby historic city on
four bicycles. The leather seat left a lasting mark on my
body and mind after that 60 Kilometer ride each way!

Before starting Skipping Stones, I spent six months
bicycling over 2,000 miles (3,000 Kms.) in northern
Europe. I was impressed by the many bicycle-friendly
cities. In the Netherlands some Bike-only paths had
their own traffic signals! It was also easy to use bicycles
in Denmark, Germany and Sweden.

In the mid 20th century, bicycles were t'he most
common form of urban transport in small and mid
sized cities in India, japan, China and other countries.
Why? Because bicycles are very easy to handle, repair,
and they don't take much space on the street or to park.
They are affordable and they don't cause pollution like
cars and trucks!

Bicycling is the most economical and energy-effi
cient means of getting around ever invented. But it is
difficult to bicycle during rainy, snowy and icy con
ditions. For instance, wet leaves on bike paths in late
autumn can cause slippery conditions. But, we can
make bicycling safer and more comfortable even dur
ing the wet, slippery and winter conditions.

From the Eclitor

As there are too many motor
ized vehicles on our roads-cars,
pickups, trucks, SUVs, mopeds,
motorbikes, minibuses and other
noisy, polluting ways of getting
around-it is harder to use bicy
cles safely. We all need to share
the streets. There is less room for
errors when we drive fast, or use
powerful vehicles like cars or
trucks! Bicycle riders as well as
car drivers need to be careful all
the time; not just in snowy, frosty,
icy or foggy weather.

In this issue, we feature a
photo essay on how people get
around in different regions of the
world. Transportation is one of

the basic needs of our society, but there are many
options, and automobiles are not the only choice.

During my European travels, I discovered its vast
rail network. Fast trains like the InterCity and TGVs,
offer very efficient and economical means of travel
ing in Europe. They run on a frequent schedule and
on time! No wonder people use the trains often, much
more so than in the United States.

Many big cities offer mass transit systems to reduce
congestion and energy use: Prague has street cars, San
Francisco has the BART, London has the Underground,
Mumbai depends on the Local, Portland, Oregon has
the MAX (a light rail system) and Eugene area now has
the EMX, a bus-based rapid transit system.

Scientists have found that the carbon dioxide
we release in our atmosphere today will impact the
earth's climate for more than a thousand years to come.
Recent reports show that our emissions of C02 have
gone up since 1990s. If we want to stop global warm
ing, we must cut our fossil fuel use drastically. That
means we must use less of cars and airplanes. We also
need to burn less coal in our factories and power plants
(coal produces 50% of our electricity).

Let's employ the many ways of increasing efficiency
and of reducing our need for coal and oil in our daily
life, and in our industries, businesses and communities.

Now is the time to limit global warming! -ANT
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What.s (€)n Y{§)ur Mind?
Let us know (in 250 words, max.) at

editor@SkippingStones.org

What Do We Really Think?

The world we live in is a busy place,

With sports and activities and clubs and events,

We barely have any time to sleep.

Some of us don't (like me)

What would happen if we .

Were to be still and quiet?

Would we have to face ourselves?

Will we be able to face ourselves?

Amidst our busy lives,

Do we have time to stop and think?

And find who we really are?

If we were to find who we were,

Would we face it?

Would we like it?

Or would we drown it in things, like an alcoholic

drowns in beer?

Dear Americans,

Take some time to think of who you really are,

And if you don't like yourself, change yourself,

Because we are our future.

-Anna Cherry, 14, Pennsylvania.

~
Relllote Controlf: That one powenul remote control,

~
Will change the world,

N ow and forever!
~ ~ Flip through that day,

~ ~ Skip past these outrageous wars,
'any Flip back to that sunny day on the beach,o cR2 Fast forward to the future,

f~" Bring back the good times,
~ The days you were happy,

And when you jumped with joy,
Fast forward, rewind, do what you want,

That one remote control,
In your hands,

It will change the world forever.

-Arina Dllrmic, 12, Illinois. She writes: "My
family and I came from Bosnia... we overcame our

struggles, and now we make every day worth living. }}

I Wish
I wish I were a vast clean ocean

With pure water

Forbidding,

Trash, oil, and motorboats

But, welcoming the animals of the sea

To come live in me,

Where they can live their lives

wild and free.

-Darrian Chmielarczyk, 14, Alas
kan Native and European American,
Alaska. Her inspiration for this poem
was the manatee, herfavorite animal.

Crying

Silver tears pounding on the ridges of my eyes,

Salty water running, clinging to my cheeks and finally

collapsing into an ocean-colored dress.

A background of clear, green grass, beautiful but not.

A longing sensation similar to homesickness,

Harmony, peace, and sadness.

-Jesse Keziah Pearce, 8, grade 2, Jewish American,
Oregon. Jesse wrote the poem cifter her great uncle died.

I Value
I value Allah.

He is who I believe in.

I value family.

They are the closest people to me.

I value praying.

If I pray, I will go to heaven.

I value my friends.

My friends are like my family.

I value my grandfather.

He taught me the Quran and how to pray.

I value my grandmother.

She took care of me inYemen.

I value my neighbors.
I never let them go hungry.

-Malkih Mohammed, 14,1rom Yemen,now lives in' NY
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Interns:

A Complete Stranger

U nless you live like a hermit away from all

people, at some point in your life you will

have to handle the death of a loved one. But for me,

even if death was expected, it was still unexpected.

We never know the exact time it will occur, so I

would have chosen not to think about it since last

year. It was late in the night in one of my ordinary

weekends, and I was still chatting online with my

friends. I decided to get something to drink, so I

was on my way to kitchen when the phone rang. I

ignored the annoying noise, even though the phone

continued ringing for a long time. I wasn't expect

ing an important call, and my parents were sleeping,

so I thought they could call the next day. When I

finally got into bed, the phone started to ring again;

and I was mad. I grabbed it, ready to shout. It was my

aunt. She sounded really anxious, so I asked what was

wrong. She wasn't even listening to me, she asked for

my mom. I called Mom, and two minutes later, my

life changed.

When my parents left for the hospital, I was still

sitting on the floor, trying to realize what had just

happened. I was simply shocked. I tried to remember

what my mom told me because I was sure there was

a misunderstanding. "It's your cousin," she had said.

"He had a traffic accident. A terrible one. He went

into a coma, I'm going to the hospital now." I was

totally numb. I was just sitting there in denial that this

had really happened, and I hoped someone had made

a mistake. He was buried two days later. It actually

took a long time for that harsh reality to set in. I was

still thinking he would walk through the door at any

time, but he wouldn't.

I had lost someone I loved. I was sad, hurt, angry,

lonely. At the same time, I realized that death was a

stranger to me. It was totally unexpected. It was the

first time I was facing it and I wasn't prepared. My

family and friends were my best support system at

that time. They showed me that death was as normal

as birth, and you can't just sit there and hope a mir

acle will happen. After my grief softened with time,

I started to look back and remember the wonderful

times we had together. Now I can remember and

celebrate his life, and it doesn't cause me pain any

more. I will carryon.

-Duygu Parlak, 17, Turkish. She lives in Turkey.

I Wish...

I wish I knew what people really thought,

so I would never have to guess what they really meant.
But I know that some things are best left unknown.

I wish I could erase time,

so that I could change some things I have said and done.
But I know that in life we must learn our lessons,
and some of them have painful results.

I wish I were more outgoing,
so I could talk to people with ease, but I know that the

world needs a balance ofloud and quiet people.

I wish I would make a difference in the world,
because the world needs a change.
But I know that I leave my fingerprint on everyone I meet.

I wish to be a tougher person,

because sometimes I can be overly sensitive.
But I'm happy being Anna, even if I'm sensitive.

- Anna Cherry, 14, Pennsylvania.
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Eclitor's Mailbag New Year Wishes from India

As I sat down to write my New rear wishes, I thought
about our ways of living, our actions that have lead to violence
in every IIlay--abundant forest loss, vanishing wildlife, diseased
water bodies, poisonedfood, lifeless soil, suicides offarmers, peo
ple struggling silently for land rights, build up of refugee camps,
with millions migrating to cities due to lack offood, water or
homes, climate change and global warming, mindless behavior
toward every living being, including our own kind, hopeless
terrorism, polluting young minds, and our children suffering.
All such concerns are increasing day by day. It~ what we have
become, our mind, our way to progress. So what should be the
real wishes for the new year? And thus came this flow of words.

One more year went by,
leaving scars, making many cry,

violence, routine news each day.

Love and Peace, now words of fiction,
it is nothing but a mere reflection,

of our aim, our attitude, and our action.

We make the world as it is now,
a change is needed we all know,

connection with self will show how.

By looking inward,
we will change outward,

world, a place to move forward.

Let us just be,
the change we want to see,

the human that we ought to be.

May the days ahead help you dwell in,
the happiness and abundance that is within.

-Tejal Vishweshwar, India. She works with children
in the Greater Mumbai Area through two projects: Rays of
Hope and Nurturing Grounds. She conducts art and nature
activities, workshops and presentations for various age groups,
as well as designs and develops educational material.

Florida: Corrections vIs Education

You have Created a Wondeiful Sanctuary!
You have created a wonderful sanctuary for the arts and writing of children. Imagine a young person's joy in

getting published for the first time. It makes the difference towards a lifetime of learning. Through Skipping Stones,
appreciating that each one of us has a precious background as diverse as each color on the artist's palate, we grow
and learn. Valuing our roots brings immense respect and pride in our rich cultural heritage, and we grow strong
and tall like beautiful trees. To pass on the family and tribal stories makes us all stronger. We now have an African
American president; anything is possible if we dare to dream it! But the work is just beginning. Young people are
our future indeed; to feel accepted is a universal need. In an often cold and impersonal world we all need our

friends, and we need to meet each other in Skipping Stones. -Jon Bush, artist, Massachusetts.

We are in a crazed tornado of using taxes and gov
ernment funds for the wrong priorities, which digs an
even deeper grave for the country to work its way out
of. Florida, for example, has a substantial shortfall of
$2.3 billion in the state budget.

Did you know that the Florida Department of
Corrections has more than 100,000 inmates, making it
the third most crowded prison state in the nation after
California and Texas? Florida's prison population is
growing, and now it roughly equals that of the city of
Gainesville, the home of the University of Florida.

The Department of Corrections says if growth
shows no signs of stopping, the state will have to build
19 new prisons in the next five years to house inmates.
The estimated cost is $1.9 billion, nearly equal to the
department's current annual budget (almost $2 billion).
The department is under pressure to trim its budget.

Florida schools in Lake County are already esti
mated to have a deficit as high as $15.5 million, on top
of the cuts made this school year. And almost certainly
they would need to cut jobs, since about 85 percent of
its budget goes towards salaries and benefits.

They are contemplating using energy-efficient light
bulbs and cutting bus services for kids that live fewer
than two miles from school. According to the school
district's chief financial officer, with the decreases in
property taxes and state funding, Lake County could
loose $15.3 million to $20 million next school year.

Now I didn't write this to convince you that one
is more important than the other, or where the govern
ment should spend the bigger percentage of its funding.
I'll just leave that up to you.

-Amanda Paige, 17, Florida.
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Skipping Stones

Diversity

As I look around in my English class,

I realize that these are my friends

from faraway lands

who enrich my world as it goes round.

I see my friend from South America...
Pedro is from the jungles in South America, thick with lush

green vines, butteiflies, strutting peacocks and vicious cougars.

Talking to the quiet African-American boy who's
from Nomadic ancestors...
Abibu is from the Sahara Desert with extreme temperatures

between night and day, stinging scorpions and the feared

sandstorm. His nomadicJamily with a hut was disassembled.

I see the girl from Maine, whose mind is set on
becoming an Olympic swimmer. ..

Nancy is from the shores ifMaine with shells littering

the sandy suiface,jellyfish stinging the swimmers, sharks

lurking in the water, and people eating fish and clams

with a bowl ojsalad greens.

Reviewing her notes with the boy who can
withstand the harsh winters of Greenland.
Ochira is from the icebergs oj Greenland with waddling

penguins,freezing blizzards, and ruling polar bears,

with an igloo, aJamily wrapped in sealJur with whale
blubber and fish to eat.

And the new girl from Boston, bringing her
accent and season tickets to the Red Sox.
Abigail is from the city ojBoston with streetsJull if
bustling pedestrians, zipping taxis and towering sky

scrapers and condominiums.

So when I look around at my peers, I see how
people with different religions, cultures, customs

and skin colors connect. They
connect in America, the place
of freedom and diversity.

-Bm Firsick, 13, Irish & German
American, ConnectiCllt.

March - April 2009

A Desi Girl?
I am an Indo-Canadian girl. My cultural back

ground is East Indian. You might have heard of India's
famous Bollywood, right? Most of the girls in those
movies are pretty and skinny and attract a lot of men.
That's the reason why I refuse to watch most Bollywood
movies. Life for Indian girls isn't like that! Even living in
Canada, I am constantly reminded by my older relatives
of my duty in life: to work and cater to the every need
of males. It seems that they want me to be a desi girl.

What is a desi girl? It literally means an Indian girl,
but to me it means an East-Indian girl whose life is
being controlled by her family. I'm sure others will say
differently. I promised myself never to let anyone tell
me how to live my life. I also have a wish. I wish every
East-Indian girl gets to experience equality.

Me, a desi girl? NO WAY!!

-Jasmine Randhawa, 12, Canada.

I Believe in Equal Rights
I believe there should be equal rights for all

throughout the world. Equal rights are very important
in our everyday lives. African Americans are still dis
criminated against even though slavery ended a long
time ago. Around the world people are still trying to fix
problems like unequal rights.

My brother is often a victim of this, too. He is
autistic. Everyday tasks are hard for him, and many
people make it even harder. When we go to common
places, like the grocery stores, it becomes difficult. He
screams a lot and rolls on the floor. This makes people
think he does not deserve the same rights as they do.
Just because people are different, it's not a reason to
treat them unfairly. He is very positive, always wears a
smile and shows happiness.

In some areas in the Middle East, women do not
have the same rights as women do in other countries.
There is still hope, and some countries are still trying
to change this. Hopefully other countries will follow
their lead, so everyone will have equal rights.

I believe in equal rights for all. No matter how
different people are, they deserve the same rights. No
matter what color hair they have, or their cultural,
ethnic or religious backgrounds, it doesn't mean they
shouldn't be treated with respect. We should be kind
and fair to each other.

-Ben Meissner, 13, Pennsylvania.
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Illllstrated by Pallla Gregovich, OregonThomas, you ask why people do such things.
I rejected vandalism in favor of alternate paths.

Those using vandalism believe it is useful to bring about change.

Daring deeds of vandalism may cause serious
physical harm to those committing it, as well as
bystanders. They could suffer from this for the
rest of their lives.

Youth may want to brag about the strength
they want to see in themselves. They may brag
about their toughness. The tougher they want to
appear, the more daring their acts of vandalism
are.

Dear Hanna: Recently, our town's newspaper described several incidents of vandalism in area schools. I
asked myseij; "Why? vVliy did students cut the school's electric wires? T-Vhy would a student set fires in school
buildings? vVhy damage or deface school property? Why do people do things like that?" -Thomas

Dear Thomas: At times students feel it is to
their advantage to prevent the normal school
day from functioning. If they succeed, they feel
that they, not those in charge, possess power and
control.

March - April 2009

In Peace,

Skipping Stones

You may encounter young people who par
ticipate in violent behavior. I believe our world
deserves our efforts to break this cycle of violence
I have found that one can often befriend oth
ers who might otherwise be tempted to exhibit
cruel behavior. We can spend time with folks who
appear sad or lonely. If we offer our classmates
encouragement we will find that our friendship

may prove to be the greatest gift we have to offer.Send your questions/comments to:

Dear Hanna c/o Skipping Stones

P. 0. Box 3939

Eugene, Oregon 97403 USA

I am persuaded that there are many more effective and meaningful methods of bringing
about change. Change happens in the soul, heart
and mind; not in deeds of vandalism. My idea of
change is based on students and teachers creat
ing the educational community that functions as a
cooperative, democratic organization.
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Congratulations to the three local winners

Dr. M.L.I(. Day Contest

Dliring]allllary, school districts across the Ilatioll held writillg
colltests to pro/1/ote all lInderstalldillg ofollr diversity alld a respect
for all. Here are three excerpts fro/1/ the 2009 Dr. Martill LlIther
Killg,]r. COil test held locally. Skipping Stones Ivas also a sponsor.

A Man who Changecl the Worlcl

I speak of a man who changed the world.

He thought black and white should be treated with
equal rights, but in his time that was not true to some
beliefs and I say that some people fight to relieve their
anger. In his time whites were treated like royalty and
blacks were treated cruelly. Some people were mad but
blacks were sad. This person I speak of here and now is
Martin Luther King,Jr.

He stood up to say what's right...

-Samantha Schuttplez, Grade 5, Meadowlark E. S.

Stancling Tall
Like Obama, I am mixed-race, and I am being raised

by a white mother. Martin Luther King stood tall and
helped lead our nation towards a more promising life.
If he had not done this, I would not exist today. I am
thankful to him and all others involved in the Civil
Rights movement. I will stand tall on January 20,2009
as our African-American President is sworn into office.
That will be a proud day for me, for African-Americans,
for our nation, and for the world.

As an American citizen, I am Standing Tall.

-Dante Castille, Grade 7, Shasta M.S.

Martin Luther I(ing's Dream I\ealisecl
Martin Luther King paved the way for Senator

Barack Obama, since Dr. King believed that each human
being, no matter their race, had the right of identity, the
right to be treated equally as a person, the right to run
for President and win. Martin Luther King,Jr. spoke out
for change through unity, as Obama rallies now.

Today, in answer to Dr. King's powerful "I Have a
Dream" speech, a nation, ready for change, lifts its voices
together to ring out, "Yes, We Can."

-Hannah Hynes-Petty, Grade 12, South Eugene H.5.

Daisy Chains
VIle lie tllll/1/b to thll/1/b lInder the willows, wonder hang

illg over liS ill a haze, starillg at the bllle sky above.

We rlln on soft Ilight feet across glistenillg fields.
Sit/nlller-bleached hair shivers in tI,e Sllll. VIle sllrieked, alld
110 olle stifles liS. VIle hllsh ollrselves as evellillgfalls.

Whell the Sllll shilles, we cartwheel 011 the great back
yards. We spin like CO i liS, like tops, the world spinnillg in
crazy circles with liS.

TIle sky is always s/1/ooth.

We grew up, and our paths diverged, in more ways
than one. Gradually spots of darkness overtook our
light. Did we stare at the sun too long? We're scattered
now, in five different suburbs, five cul-de-sacs with
handkerchief yards. The lawns stay green even when
the sun bakes my hands. I watched stale patterns of my
outgrown clothes become my children's. They have
brown hair. I watched it shine under fluorescent lights.

Older now.

Our blonde heads are taller, heads clearer. VIle see the
shadows when the sun slides over the fence, when mothers
call, tea towels on their shoulders. 7Yying to memorize this
place bifore we leave it, we traced the grains if the fence, felt
the lingering sunshine in the wood.

It~ time to go in now.

I remember the gradual fall into past tense. The
first "remember when..." As things begin a slow revo
lution around the used-to-be-dreams, the someday
maybes. Today is someday. Maybe was a maybe-not.
Actresses became accountants. Astronauts sit in traffic.
Lost, knowing exactly where I am.

The last dais}' chains link us together, brown and with
ered. Our heads are crammed ear to mouth, we're ready for
the secret. The brilliant sunset~ faded, and fall approaches
with the night. Dark creeps from the East. VIle know we've
missed something.

I remember the thumb to thumb circle, the daisy
chains that crowned us all royalty. Sleepy June, lean
July, August that was a sunset forever. Those summers
we slept, and still, never was I so wide awake. Have I
slept again since then?

Remembering is not good enough now.

Midnight. Twisted sprays, lacy patterns. Flowers in the
garden.

VIle all feared the dark, but somewhere, those stars are
suns, too.

-Monica Nederend, 14, European, Canada.
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Our New Way of Living

Because of global warming, my family is doing
everything we can to cut back on our "carbon

footprint." It means how much carbon dioxide we put
into the atmosphere. Carbon in the atmosphere causes
global warming by trapping heat that otherwise would
go into space. The heat causes dramatic change in the
cycle of life and the food chain, which slowly causes
ripple effects that lead to long-term damage.

There are many ways to cut back on carbon. One
way is to eat locally. We do this by buying our produce
from the Farmer's Market, an outdoor market where
local farmers come to sell fresh produce for a moderate
price. Almost everything they sell is organic and nutri
tious. Because the Farmer's Market does not last through
the winter, we are learning ways to preserve food.

We also get fresh produce from our garden.We have a
large vegetable garden in the front and back of our home
in Oregon. We have a fence around the whole garden so
that deer cannot get in. We planted the garden two years
ago, and we grow all kinds of vegetables and fruits.

There are four ways that we are learning to preserve
the food we buy at the Farmer's Market and grow in our
garden.The first way is canning, which is the long process
of putting food in glass jars and sealing them so they are
sterile and air-tight. We can tomatoes, pears, apple sauce
and all sorts of fruit jams. It stays good for a long time.

Freezing food is the easiest
way to preserve food. However,
we do not have unlimited freezer
space, so we preserve food other
ways, too. We have two giant
freezers in our garage and a small
er freezer in the house. Every year
we refill the freezers with fruits
and vegetables we harvest.

The third way we preserve
food is by drying. About a month
ago our family decided we need
ed a food dehydrator because
dried food is usually transport
ed from far away, which involves
driving and costs a lot, too. After
we bought our dryer, we imme
diately started drying all kinds of
fruits and vegetables. To dryas

much food as possible, we run the dryer nearly 24 hours
a day. Already we have a whole cupboard full of dried
foods. The dryer cost $200, but it was well worth it.

The fourth way that we keep food is in the root
cellar. It is an age old technique that keeps food as effec
tively as a refrigerator. A root cellar is a part-way under
ground chamber used to store fresh produce for a long
time. Being partially buried in the ground, it is naturally
cold. Therefore, it works a lot like a refrigerator, except
that it uses no electricity and has a very small carbon
footprint.

We eat many types of grains. To reduce our carbon
footprint, we make trips to a nearby wholesale food store
called Glory Bee Foods. It is a family owned store that
sells huge quantities of bulk grains all at once so that
people do not have to keep coming back every week. To
store the grain, we have white five-gallon plastic buckets
with air-tight sealing lids. We put the grain in the buck
ets, seal the lids and then store the buckets in our garage.

Because we eat meat, we have also found a low car
bon solution for our meat. Once every two months we
go to a local meat store where we buy local, less pack
aged, frozen meat to last us for two months.

To find a low-carbon solution for our dairy products,
we buy these from a local dairy farm. The dairy delivers

its milk, every Tuesday, in reus
able glass bottles, so that we do

not waste packaging.

There are lots of other ways
we reduce our carbon footprint,

such as by biking instead of
driving, drying clothes outside,
using fluorescent light bulbs
and walking to school. To help
carry things, we have devel
oped "carriers" that fit on the

C back of our bikes. Some of the

carriers are store purchased, but
others we made ourselves. For
example, my bike has an old
milk crate attached to the back
of it with bungee cords. They
are elastic and very strong, and
they do a great job of holding
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-Jasmine Zeifar, 13, Pennsylvania.

Trees Are Alive

I asked the trees to protect me
Leaves fell to the ground

I asked the trees to feed me
Apples fell into my open hands

The trees are my friends
Never will I forget them

I asked the trees to comfort me
They softly swayed in the breeze

I asked the trees to advise me

They whispered among themselves
I asked the trees to listen

And that is just what they did

toxic chemicals (such as bleach and chlorine) that pol
lute the ocean. It costs slightly more, but it is well worth
it because natural resources are much more valuable than
any amount of money.

We also save an enormous amount of carbon by not
flying and by cutting back on our car trips. We decrease
our trips in several ways. One way is by limiting our long
distance recreational trips. We have also cut back on our
local in-town trips. To do this, our dad almost always car

pools or bikes to work, and our mom works mostly at
home, but she has to drive one day a week because she
cannot bike in the dark. One reason that we still have to
drive is that our bulk dry goods (grains and beans, etc.),

which come in giant 100 pound sa~ks, would be impos
sible to carry on bikes, especially since the store is on the
other side of town, not to mention the fact that we live
on a high hill!

The lifestyle we have is exciting, and it also helps
protect nature. I highly encour
age you to try doing this, too.
If everybody did this, we could
help stop global warming, and
perhaps the Earth will not be
a hideous wreck by the time
today's kids are adults. If we all
do this, the world will be a bet
ter place.

-Sage Fox, 10, Oregon.

Taking Action: What can

we do to help? As a family, get

together to prepare and implement

a plan. Discuss the various practical
changes in your everyday life that

you can undertake to help reduce
your carbon footprint on the planet.

We dry our clothes outside on a clothes line to save

energy. Dryers use up a lot of electricity, which comes
from nuclear, hydro or cpal-fired plants (which burn
massive amounts of coal causing horrible pollution and

huge emissions of carbon dioxide). We have invested
in wind power, not coal power. However, most people

do not pay extra money to the utility company to have
wind power.

Florescent light bulbs are more expensive than regu
lar incandescent light bulbs. However, they use substan

tially less electrical energy than
incandescent bulbs. The only
drawbacks are that they take a
few extra seconds to light up,
and they contain small amounts
of mercury and so must be dis
posed of responsibly. The light
they give off is a lot brighter
and has more of a cheerful color
than regular light bulbs.

Another thing we do is to
purchase most of our forest
based products, such as paper
towels, tissue and toilet paper,
from companies that make their
products from previously used
materials. They not only are

recycled, but they do not have

the crate on the bike. \Vith this, we are able to transport
all of our produce and supplies using bicycles. If we run

out of fresh produce or fruit, we bike down to a nearby
store called Sundance. We like it because everything that
would normally have lots of packaging, such as tea and
spices, is sold in bulk. Also, they label all of their produce

with signs that say exactly where it came from, so it's easy
to find what is local and what is not.
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The Goose Hunt
!was sitting by the rIver when I heard it.

"Aahnk... aahnk."

I was puzzled. "Dad, I think a goose is in trouble. It
can't be far away. Should we look?"

Dad shook his head. "The river meanders so much,
half a mile as the crow flies is three or more miles of
. "rIver.

I was disappointed.

Just before sunset
we heard it again.

"Aahnk...aahnk."

"That's it," I whis
pered.

"It does sound
like a goose," Dad said.
"Same direction as
before?"

"Positive."

"We'll look in the
morning."

woke early,
straining my ears. Had I heard it or dreamt it? I got
binoculars while Dad put some things in the canoe.

I sat in front. Gravel crunched as Dad shoved off
and hopped in back.

The river was swift but only inches deep, and so
clear I could see snails clinging to water plants on the
bottom. My paddle splashed, startling a large bird. "A
great blue," I whispered as a heron flapped and glided
to another perch. Its neck erect, it blended perfectly
with the sun-bleached dead cedars.

Farther along, we saw the river funneled through
three big culverts under a highway. We beached the
canoe and studied the river. There was white water
where the river rushed against the bank before making
a sharp turn. Dad said, "We can portage or go through
the culvert."

"Let's shoot the pipe," I said.

We climbed back in the canoe, aimed for the larg
est culvert, and let the current carry us. I bent low.
"Whoopee!" My voice echoed along the metal walls.

As we came out, I back-paddled furiously. We made
the turn without flipping the canoe.

The river became wider as it flowed through a
meadow. Deep holes showed where the current had
battered against sunken logs.

"To the left." A brown fish slipped between the
weeds. "Trout," Dad said.

I nodded.

"Aahnk."

I signaled Dad to
stop paddling.

"Aahnk ... aahnk."
Then quiet.

Each bend of the
river held a surprise:
wildflowers, birds,
animals-even the
insects were amazing.
Water boatmen and
water striders skittered
beside us. A beautiful
mauve damselfly, so
light I could not feel
it, landed on my thigh.

Again we heard, "Aahnk... aahnk." Was it weaker?
Farther away? No, maybe closer.

I caught my breath as I spied a pair of trumpeter
swans. "Dad, that one has something wrong with it.
There's a lump between its shoulder blades. Could it be
making the noise?"

We let the current carry us and slipped silently
toward the majestic birds.

I focused the binoculars. "It's a baby!"

"I read that they carry their cygnets on their backs,"
Dad said, "but I've never seen it before. Trumpeters
nearly became extinct. They're bottom feeders. Some
died from lead poisoning when they ate birds shot in
the water, and a lot of their habitat was destroyed when
wetlands were drained."

"Aahnk... aahnk."

"I think it's over there." I pointed across a narrow
spit of land where cattails waved as if something was
shaking them. Dad guided the canoe toward the spot.

The movement stopped. Whatever was there had
heard us.
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I used my paddle to part the cattails. "It is a goose,
Dad! It's caught. There's something around its neck."

The goose jerked its head towards me and hissed.

"Let's see what we can do." Dad nosed the canoe
against a log, and we climbed out. The water was knee
deep.

The goose eyed us. She was tethered to the log but
could turn her head.

"It's one of those plastic-loop carriers for soft drink
cans," Dad said.

Straining against the plastic, the goose flapped her
wings and lunged at us.

Dad fished his jackknife from his pants pocket and
handed it to me. "Keep her attention. I'm going around
her. I'll try to hold her still. See if you can cut her
loose."

"It's Okay, goose," I crooned as I opened the knife.

Dad moved downstream and inched his way around
the log. I dug some trail mix from my pocket and tossed
it on the water.

As the goose bent towards it, Dad slipped his jacket
over her, pinning her wings and head down. Then he
clamped his hand over her bill.

Lifting the jacket, I felt a quiver along the great
neck as I slipped the knife between the feathers and the
plastic loop. I pulled the knife towards me.

Snap!

Dad straightened up with the goose thrashing wild
ly in his arms. He lost his balance, fell backwards, and
dropped the goose.

Free at last, the huge bird honked, flapped its wings,
then landed several feet away.

"Whoa!" I yelled. I snapped the jackknife shut and
held out my hand to Dad.

He got up laughing. The goose arched her neck, ran
across the water and took to the air.

"Seems to be all right," I said.

Dad cut the plastic from the log and tossed it into
the canoe. "This may be the best day's work we do all

"summer.

-Shirley Neitzel, Michigan. She has written over a
dozen books for children. Visit her at www.shirleYl1eitzel.com.

The Stormy Sea
The sea is churning with the ever-whipping wind.
It looks like a mad beast thrashing and crashing.
It is a tiger trying to escape its captors.
It roars and screams,
It throws itself upon everything it seems.
The sea has no boundaries;
None can thwart its efforts;
None can stop its malicious power.
The sea has no boundaries, no limits, no master,
Nothing can take you any faster.
The sea is larger than any map can hold,
Sometimes warm and sometimes cold.
Malice floats in every swell.
Some die sailing upon it;
Others do quite well.
Swept off many has the sea,
But hopefully never, ever me.
Some fear it, others do not.
Time from it cannot be bought.
One day we shall see if it devours me,
Or if I should live to tell the tale,
Always the great sea does prevail.

-Duncan Ackerman, 14, Pennsylvania.

Elegance

The pencil slides across the paper
Like a soldier marching to war

A string of words closely follow it
They are characters, and no more

Letter by letter, word by word
A beautiful story is formed

Detail and thought are all silently wrought
From a mind onto this floor

The author digs into his thought
Burrows deep into his mind

And discovers ideas and creations
He thought he'd never find

He slaves away with the story
Time is left obsolete

His pen is left dry, his simile is wry
And the story is complete

-Declan Murray, 13, Pennsylvania.
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The Uncatchable

Day, after day, after day
I come to this pond
And no matter what I will do
He remains the Uncatchable

Day, after day, after day
I come to this pond
Row out to my canoe
And let my bait fly

Bait, after bait, after bait
You steal them like a thief in the night
Without any sort of warning
I pull up and my bait is gone again

Cast, after cast, after cast
No matter where I throw my hook
You sneak over like a cat chasing a mouse
Then once again when I pull up, no bait

Rod, after rod, after rod
I've tried them all
The thick, the thin, and the sensitive
And still I don't have him

L.....--_N_at_u_re_P_o_e_tr_y_----l~
When I close my eyes,
And take a breath of fresh air,
With my imagination,
I will see what beautiful things are there.

I will soar like an eagle,
Or float in the breeze,
Or even try to sing like the trees.

Will I hum like a hummingbird?
Oh, I really don't know,
But all I can say is that I love it so.

Will I talk to the flowers?
Like we were old friends,
Or chat to the clouds,
Where fun will never end.

Or will I sing to the mountains?
With their hilltops so high,
Oh, how I wish I could fly.

Will I lecture the frogs?
With their scales and fright
Or sit by the shore,
Relaxing with delight.

Mother Nature

Skipping Stones

This is Mother Nature, By Paula Gregovich

She sometimes gives us a fright,
But she also provides us with darkness and light.

-Rachel M. Shaw, 12, Indiana.

What is the Moon?
The Moon is a silver ship,

sailing the endless blue.
It is a great face,

watching over us.

The Moon is an eye,
unblinking ever more.

It is a clock,
which lost its tick.

The Moon is a scrap
of cloudless white paper.

That is the Moon.
-John Grosser, 9, Germany.
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-Brendan Bagnato, 13, Pennsylvania.

Snow

snow covers the land cantering like a horse
over hills and valleys

her mane flowing,
tail streaming out behind her, leaviflg
everything white and bright as a star.

coming down, galloping over rooftops,
the cold wind rushing past,

a blanket of frosty snow covering the land
that her hooves have touched.

work is done
so she rests,
lies down,

and saves her energy for next winter.

-Eden M. Roehr, 9, California.
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Ants on the Menu ~

, 'Have some ants.
They're delicious."

Sound like a play
ground dare? Maybe
not. In many parts of the
world, ants are what's for
dinner. They're even con
sidered delicacies.

A favorite movie theater snack in Colombia is
hormigas wlonas. No, that's not a fancy kind of pop
corn. Hormigas culonas means 'big butt ants.' Roasted
like peanuts and served in a paper cone, leaf cutter
ants taste like nutty bacon.

In Mexico, ant larvae are a favorite taco fill
ing. Escamoles are the larvae of stinging black ants
that nest in the roots of maguey plants. Chefs cook
them with olive oil, butter and a few spices. Served
at the table, they look like soft crisped rice and feel
like cottage cheese. Some diners will simply dig
into a bowl of escamoles with a spoon. But escamoles
are often served with a tortilla spread with guaca
mole. Yum! Ant larvae tacos!

Red ant egg salad is a specialty in Thailand.
Red weaver ant eggs are tossed with green mango,
green onions, chili pepper and lime juice. The ant
eggs are so prized that people risk excruciating ant
bites to gather them.

The red weaver ant builds its nest, woven
together from leaves, high in the trees. The ant egg
hunters use a long bamboo pole to knock the nest
out of the tree. This sends showers of biting ants
down on their heads. And once these ants bite, they
don't let go.

Ants are also a popular food item in Australia.
The native tribes value honeypot ants as a rare
source of sugar in their diet.

Honeypot worker ants milk honeydew from
aphids and other small insects and collect nectar
from flowers. When they return to the nest, they
feed the nectar and honeydew to special ants called
repletes. These repletes hang from the ceiling of the
nest, gorging themselves until their abdomens swell
with honey. They are living food storage containers,

feeding other ants with
the stored honey.

Australian aborigi
nes use sticks to collect
these ants from their
underground nests.
Then they place an ant
on their tongue, bite

down, and suck the honey from the abdomen.

If you need a drink to wash down a snack of
honeypot ants, the Australian green ant may be just
what you need. The green ant (or lemon ant) can
be mashed up in water to make a lemon-lime fla
vored drink. It's even a good source of vitamin C.
Just be sure to mash the ants well, or your drink
may bite your tongue.

Can you picture eating ants or other bugs regu
larly? Or is it hard for you to imagine? In cultures
where bug eating is common, they bring a lot to
the table. They're not just delicious, they're nutri
tious, too. Ants and other insects provide plenty of
protein and other nutrients. Plus, they're low in fat.

Are bugs the new health food? Restaurants,
such as TYphoon in Santa Monica, California, are
starting to include bugs on their menus. Perhaps
ant tacos and ant egg salad will be coming soon to
a restaurant near you.

-Laura Hansen lives with her husband, daughter, too
many pets, and never enough books in Boulder, Colorado.
She dreams of taking her daughter around the world to make
friends on every continent.

Proverbs to Ponder... fromAfrica

• The bird flies high, but always returns to earth.

• A Shepherd does not strike his sheep.

• Only a monkey understands a monkey.

• Not all flowers of a tree produce fruit.

• Don't kick a sleeping dog.

• Even an ant may harm an elephant.

• He who runs from a white ant may stumble
upon a stinging ant.
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Who Has Seen the Wind?

Skipping Stones March - April 2009

They stand tall at 8
miles high and may be
250 miles around. The
distance you travel in a
car for about four hours
without stopping is how
large this storm can be.
Although hurricanes
wreak havoc on coast
lines and the human
population, these storms
also carry heat away
from the tropics. This

movement helps to maintain a stable and warm
temperature worldwide.

Dust· devils are small, upward-rotating whirl
winds of dust, debris, and sand. Unlike tornados
and hurricanes, dust devils are fair-weather friends.
They form on clear, sunny days when extreme-

ly hot air near the
ground rises too quickly
through a small pocket
of cooler air. Dust dev
ils rarely hurt people or
damage property. The
Navajo Indians refer to
them as chiindii, ghosts
or spirits of dead
Navajos. If a chiindii

spins clockwise, it is
said to be a good spirit,

but if it spins counter
clockwise, it is said to be a bad spirit.

The next time you pick a white, fluffy dan
delion, fill your cheeks with air and blow. Watch
the tiny seeds drift as they are carried away by
the strength of your breath.You
have just seen the wind.

-Lakeisha M. Rowley, Texas.
Lakeisha adds: "] love everything
forensic and continue to be awed by
the things of nature. "

are severe
storms
with heavy
rainfall
and strong,
rot a t 
ing winds.

Did You Know?
Tropics are the regions of the Earth's surface

between the Tropic of Cancer and the TropIC of

Capricorn; characterized by a hot climate.

Navajo Indians are the second largest Native

American tribe of North America. They are skIlled

weavers, potters and silversmiths.

A waterspout is a tornado, but the funnel

touches down onto a body of water instead of land

which results in a column of mist and water.

Have you seen
the wind?

Buy a bottle of bubbles.
Remove the wand and
blow. What happens?Your
breath creates a random
flurry ofbubbles that float
away until they burst.

This is what the wind
does, too! It moves things
with its strength. When a
lake or sea ripples from a
breeze, the hair on your
head tickles your face, or a flag on a pole whips
the sky, you see the wind. Wind is the flow of air.
Tornados, hurricanes, and dust devils are examples
of different types ofwind.

A tornado is a violently destructive windstorm
occurring over land. It's characterized by a long,
funnel-shaped cloud that
touches the surface of
the earth. Most tornados
have wind speeds up to
110 mph and travel only
a few miles before disap
pearing, but some move
at 300 mph for dozens of
miles. Remember in the
classic tale The Wizard of

Oz, that's how Dorothy's
house traveled from Kansas
to Munchkin Land where
it squashed the Wicked Witch of the East.

While a tornado gets its start in a cloud, a hur
ricane begins in a body of water. Hurricanes
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A New Home

"May I have a flower, Mrs. Lee?," asked Gail. Her
bright eyes looked into her neighbor's faded blue ones.
"I need cheering up."

Mrs. Lee nodded. "Are you missing Jamaica again?"
Gail's family had moved to Florida six months ago, and
she and Mrs. Lee had become fast friends.

Gail's chin trembled. She extended a finger toward a
cluster of yellow flowers. "Could I have one of those?"

Mrs. Lee plucked one of the flowers. "These are
Black-eyed Susans." Leaning in closer, she whispered, "I
have a gift I was saving for your birthday next month,
but I'll give it to you today." She straightened. "Go
home and put your flower in water. Change into some
old clothes, and I'll meet you in your backyard in about
ten minutes."

Gail raced home. Before the ten minutes were up,
she stood in her backyard. Soon Mrs. Lee came into
view. She cradled a small pot with a little plant in her
arms. Mrs. Lee had also changed clothes. She was wear
ing baggy blue jeans with grass stains on the knees and
a pair of old tennis shoes. Around her waist Mrs. Lee
had tied the strings of a gardener's apron. Miniature
digging tools filled the floppy pockets.

"Is that your bedroom up there?," asked Mrs. Lee.
She pointed to a small window at the far end of the
second story of Gail's house.

"Yes. I can see the whole backyard from there."

"Good," said Mrs. Lee. She headed toward an empty
space next to the fence encircling Gail's backyard. It
was a bright and sunny spot. "This is the perfect place."

Gail tilted her head to one side:

Mrs. Lee held up the pot. "It's a seedling," she said.
"Another name for a baby plant. It may not look like
much now," she explained, "but bougainvilleas love lots
of sunshine.

Gail smiled from ear to ear. "A bougainvillea!" She
exclaimed, "They grow everywhere in Jamaica."

"I know," said Mrs. Lee as she squatted down. She
patted the place beside her. "I need your help." She
reached into a pocket and handed Gail a tool that
looked like a small shovel. "This is a spade. Dig a hole
for the plant." She placed the tips of her fingers togeth
er, shaping a circle. "Make it about this big."

Gail stabbed the soil with the spade while Mrs. Lee
removed the bougainvillea from the pot. "I didn't buy

this plant at a nursery. Do you remember when I vis
ited my sister a few months ago?"

Gail nodded. "She lives in Orlando." She continued
with her digging, beads of sweat dotting her upper lip.

"That's right," said Mrs. Lee. "She had three pots
filled with purple and white bougainvillea." She shook
the loose dirt away from the bottom of the plant. "I
decided that I'd cut a small piece from the prettiest one
and try to make it grow."

Gail wiped her face. A smear of dirt spread across
her cheek.

Mrs. Lee laughed and pulled a red and white
checked towel from her pocket. She wiped the smudge
from Gail's face. Then she held up the plant and
brushed the tiny hair-like extensions. "See, the plant
has sprouted little roots."

"Is this big enough?," asked Gail as she leaned back
and pointed to the hole.

Mrs. Lee nodded. "Run, get your mama's watering
can and fill it with water."

Quick as a flash of lightning, Gail returned with the
watering can. Mrs. Lee steadied the can as Gail tipped
it forward, letting the stream of water fill the hole. She
removed a packet of fertilizer from another pocket and
mixed it with the water and dirt.

"We're ready to plant the bou
gainvillea," said Mrs. Lee.

Gail held the plant in the hole
while Mrs. Lee scraped the muddy
mixture around it. Then she pat
ted the area around the seedling
until it could stand by itself.

Mrs. Lee and Gail admired their new creation.

"When you look out your window, you can remem
ber the beautiful bougainvilleas that grow in Jamaica."

''I'll think of you, too. And what a great friend you
are." Gail hugged Mrs. Lee. "I can't think of a way to
tell you how happy you've made me."

"I can," said Mrs. Lee. "Take good care of this gift
and help it grow strong. When it's big enough, you can
give me a cutting of your bougainvillea. Then we'll
plant it in my yard, and I'll be reminded of the blessing
I received when God planted you near me!"

-Janice Alonso, mother and author, lives in Georgia.
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I CULTURAL COLLAGE I Not Anymore!

We walked home together every day. It was no
different one Friday afternoon. As we walked, 'she talk
ed, and I was happy to listen. She told me she loved to
swim and how she was going to the pool the next day.
Kind as she was, she invited me to go with her. I want
ed to go, but I couldn't; I had school to attend. She was
confused. "Chinese School," I explained. She started to
laugh, but seeing my serious face, her eyes went blank,
and she murmured the standard reply of "Maybe some
other time?" My face burned in shame.

For as long as I can remember, the terms "week
end" and "free time" for me have had a different defi
nition than for the rest of the world. The "weekend"
is the end of the week, but it most certainly does not
mean a period of time when I can relax and spend time
on my own-it means more school and more home
work. Every S~turday since Kindergarten, I have gone
to Chinese School to learn the language, the culture
and the history of my ancestors.

I whined. I cried. I begged. It didn't make a differ
ence to my mother. There was no room for discussion.
I was still going to Chinese School whether I liked it
or not.

The first day of Chinese School came, and I went
in rebellious silence. The teacher smiled and talked to
me. I smiled back and answered politely, but my mind
screamed silently through the four hours of class. Why?
Why did I have to sacrifice my Saturday? I could have
done a million other things. I could have gone to the
movies with friends, gone shopping or even stayed
home-but I didn't. I was stuck in Chinese School.

The minutes ticked by slowly, mocking me, but the
bell finally rang and I rushed out. I forgot my home
work, but my mother got it for me. At her insistence I
finished that week's homework. The next week I fin
ished the homework again at her insistence. This con
tinued for nine years.

On Saturday mornings, I don't sleep in. I get up
early to do my Chinese School homework. I carefully
print the characters expressing my thoughts on the his
tory of the Silk Road onto the special essay paper my
teacher gives me. One tiny mistake and I have to start
over. After the usual essay, I take out my textbook and
write each newly learned character ten times and then
another ten times just to make sure that character has
been seared into my memory. Perfect. I finish just in
time to leave for class.

We went to Taiwan to visit relatives. They asked
me how I was doing and how life was in the U. S. I
answered-in perfect Mandarin. They were surprised.
The American could speak Chinese! My mother stood
by my side. She didn't say anything, but I knew she was
proud. I was proud. All the endless arguments we had
over Chinese School were forgotten. Her stubbornness
and my defeated silence had paid off.

Every weekend, I stare out my window on the way
to Chinese School at the cheerful groups of teens on
their way to the beach or mall. They wave at me sym
pathetically, but I don't care. On this beautiful Saturday
they may have gained a few hours of happiness while
I sacrifice four hours sitting in a stuffY room, but for
me, these four hours of my life are not spent in vain. I
am learning about my heritage and my people. I learn
about something that will always be a part of me.

I'm not ashamed. Not anymore!

-Gloria Wu, 16, Chinese-American, California.

lAM
I am a mother with a son

He is in a war
I don't want to be alone

I want him at home.
I cannot bear to see him dead
When will the war end?

I am a poor teenager misunderstood
because I am from a bad neighborhood,
people think I've got to be up to no good,

trying to get my life together
and believe in a day
that my life will be better.

I am a homeless man
never thought I would be in this position
can't seem to get out of this condition
all because I made some bad decisions.
People, out of their own guilt, wish I would disappear
so, I make it easy and act like I'm not here.

I am a foreigner with a dream,
the American dream,
I came from nothing.

Look me in the face.
People here say the sky is the limit,
wait, to see what I might become.

-Amina A. Mohamed, High School Senior, Washington.
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Meet theArtist! ... Amy E. Chace
means not hurting people, animals, bugs, ants, plants,
leaves or anything else because every life in the world
is equal.

Ena also told me about a night when she was
walking with her grandmother, and she was hitting
the plants. Her grandmother told her not to do that
because the plants were sleeping. Ena also told me that
she doesn't eat root vegetables, like carrots, because
the part you eat is the plant, and taking the plant out
of the ground actually kills it. She does eat tomatoes,
beans and others because when you pick these, the
plant keeps living and producing.

The main themes in my artwork are strength,
independence and freedom. I am
inspired by the people I know and
meet, and I am proud to come from a
long line of strong women-ofgolfers,
drivers, voters, fighters, artists, writers,
poets, prophets, singers and givers. I'm
part Native American and part British.

After I received my B.A. in
Psychology, I took classes at the
School of Visual Arts in New York
City, mainly in photography. I worked
for a couple of years as a staff photog
rapher for GO Magazine in New York
and also as a freelancer for the New
York Press. (This issue's cover is by Amy).

Contact Amy at twinreflex@mac.com

means
noviolence
toward
everything
in the uni
verse. That

I ~ave

new hobby:
gardening!
I recently
moved
from New
York City
to a suburb,
which means
I have a little
plot ofland

to plant things. I must look a little odd to the neighbors,
a punk city kid out there weeding around the tomatoes.

My new hobby has givep me
new types of thoughts. One time, I
saw my landlady plant some seeds
and then neglect them, and they
started to whither and die. I was
very upset by that. I felt like it
wasn't just a plant, it was a living
thing, and it didn't get its chance
to live and grow and blossom and
contribute to nature.

One reason I felt this way
might be that now I know how
much work goes into nurturing
even one plant, and if you start a
project, you have an obligation to
finish it. You owe it to the plant.

My friend, Ena, once told me about her religion,
called Jainism, which is an ancient Indian religion. She

said that the
guiding phi
losophyat
the core of
the religion
is called
"Ahimsa,"

which
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Nana Jean Goes to Kilimanjaro
Nana Jean decided to go to December 16: The layover at

Kenya, Africa and climb MOl/llt the Amsterdam Airport is just the
Kilimanjaro. This is the first part right length (still can't believe my
of her journey. carry-ons are working out with

H
ere were some of my the two trekking poles sticking
concerns when I first out). There is a nice little muse-

thought of doing this trip: I am um there with Ruisdael paintings

afraid of getting altitude sick- I enjoy.
ness, getting ill, and not getting Another nine-hour flight to
enough sleep. Will I be able to Kenya. I enjoy flying over Europe
get the right foot gear (I wear (who knows which countries), the
size 12, narrow)? Is age 62 a good Alps and then the Mediterranean
age to do this? On the other Sea.What a huge sea! By the time
hand, I looked forward to: getting we are over Africa, I am so tired I
in great shape while there; getting to the top; seeing can't keep my eyes open. It is amazing to look down at
unusual wildlife and experiencing a part ofAfrica; and, the endless Sahara and the sparsely populated areas.

when I am back, sharing my trip with others. Finally, we land at the Kilimanjaro Airport in the

December 13: Well... two days to go and I am pac- dark. A man meets me at the gate with a sign with my
ing the house--I am very nervous. Am I fit enough? name on it.
What am I doing?! I needed some reassurance. It's warm but too dark to see any landscape, and it

December 14: In the morning when I was at the is a long drive to my overnight stay at the Ngurdoto
dentist's office, I read the wall poster in the room: Lodge. I am very excited, but I sleep well.

Realize your dream from A to Z: Early the next morning I wake, eager, but almost
B. Believe in yourself scared. The landscape is beautiful. I pack and leave some
J. Just do it things at the lodge,just taking my gear for climbing the

mountain. The air is warm, and the birds and flowers
L. Live life today.Yesterday is gone, tomorrow may..
M. Make it happen are unusual to me. I enjoy talking to the people who
T. Take control ofyour own destiny are at the reception desk and even find a computer
v: Visualize it center so I can tell my family I have arrived safely and

w. Want it more than anything else will not be able to contact them for six days.

Later that day we did an exercise in my deep water Finally, I meet my guide, Max, and we drive an hour
aerobics class called "Climbing a Mountain." to Marangu gate where my adventure will begin. Once,

we stop to take a photo of Kilimanjaro. Kili is quite
So, finally, I feel assured that this is what I should unusual in that it is a free standing mountain, not con-

do! Climb a mountain, climb Kilimanjaro. nected to a range. It rises right out of the plains around

I get ready by exercising in the water twice a week it. Such a surprise to see snow on its peak in a very hot
and going for a run at least once a week. I pack very region of the world. When we. arrive at the Marangu
lightly knowing that I will wear the same clothes for gate, I sign in, very solemnly. I find out later that at each
most of my six days on the mountain. I decide to wear stop, I will have to sign a ledger that says I have made
my hiking boots and only take a carry-on bag. My it that far. Everyone who enters Kilimanjaro Park must
trekking poles stick out of the top! have a guide, and every single person has three to eight

December 15: Leaving Portland, Ore. and the U.S. people supporting them on the trek. Max finds a cook,

My husband wakes me up around 7:20 AM. My a server and a porter to climb with us. Food for the
flight out of Portland is a little late, but I make the climbers and the support team has to be carried up the
flight out of Seattle on time. It takes forever to take mountain. I am so very excited to begin...

off... de-icing, etc. During this flight to Amsterdam, I Coming Next: Part II, Climbing to 15,000 feet!

do not sleep at all. Instead, I watch three movies. -ProfJean Maule, Oregon State University, Oregon.
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Women You Should Know About:

Ida B. Wells

Ida B. Wells was born in 1862 and lived the first
three years of her life as a slave. In 1865 the Civil War
ended, and Ida and her family were set free. Ida was the
oldest of seven children and a dedicated student, but
her childhood came to an abrupt end when her parents
and the youngest brother died of yellow fever. When
she was only sixteen years old, Ida became a school
teacher in order to support her five surviving siblings.

Ida's activism began in 1884 when she was ejected
from the first-class compartment of a train simply
because of the color of her skin. Ida sued the rail
road company for discrimination and remarkably won
$500-only later to have the decision repealed by a
higher court. After that, Ida started speaking out against
discrimination and campaigning for African American
rights. She wrote for a magazine called Free Speech and
Headlight, uncovering all sorts of injustices commit
ted against blacks. She valiantly spoke out against the
biased court systems, unfair laws and the terrible vio
lence committed against African Americans. She was
so outspoken and controversial that she eventually had
to leave the South to protect herself from becoming a
hate crime victim.

Later in her life, Ida B. Wells joined the women's
movement and campaigned for women's right to vote.
When she encountered discrimination among the
white suffragettes, Ida didn't stop campaigning for
women's rights, instead she founded the first black
women's suffrage group. Ida lived to see women get
the right to vote in 1920 and remained an activist for
equality all of her life.

-Katherine Lewis is our student intern, Oregon

Harriet Tubman

Harriet Tubman, well-known forThe Underground
Railroad, helped nearly 300 slaves escape North to free
dom with her 19 trips north from the South. During
the American Civil War, the governor of Massachusetts
asked Harriet to scout and spy for the Union Army.

The Yankees were not familiar with the Southern
territory where the Civil War was fought. But Harriet
was, and she could lead the soldiers inconspicuously
through it. She was trusted by the blacks whom the
army encountered along the way. They could confide
in Harriet and help guide the troops. Harriet became
invaluable for the Union Army.

Harriet was fearless. Many times she was sent as a
spy to the Rebel lines to figure out the Confederate
defense positions. Often she would get caught in the
crossfire, but she trudged ahead, just like she had on
The Underground Railroad.

As the war continued, Harriet was needed as a
nurse. She began spending her days at the hospital
in Hilton Head, South Carolina, where she dressed
wounds and bathed the sick. Harriet's reputation for
healing was widespread. She was sent to Florida to help
with a dysentery outbreak (which often caused patient's
death). Harriet prepared a medicine from the roots of
water lilies, miraculously curing those with the disease.

Harriet was not paid for her services. After risk
ing her life many times for the Army, she was denied
a pension by the U.S. Congress. To make a living, she
baked nearly fifty pies, a great quantity of gingerbread,
and made two casks of root beer every evening after
her nursing work. Escaped slaves who had joined the
Union Army helped her sell these baked goods.

After the war, Harriet returned to NewYork to find
her home near foreclosure. She was always taking care
of at least eight people in this tiny house, so she asked
her friend, Sarah H. Bradford, to write her memoirs
in hopes that its publication would pay the mortgage.
Scenes in the Life of Harriet Tubman was published in
1869. The second edition Harriet, The Moses of her
People (1886) also by Ms. Bradford, helped raise money
for a hospital for aging black folks.

Harriet was focused and concerned for the freedom
and wellbeing of her people. She died on March 10th,
1913 in her nineties. She will never be forgotten.

-Chadwick Gillenwater, Chestnut Hill Academy, WA.
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"Friends"

A relationship
A true desire of telling
A path to knowledge

-:Jesse Pearce, Grade 2

Love is family
Moms, dads, brothers, sisters
We love each other

-David Nathan Stahl, Grade 5

Grass, trees, rocks, water
Electricity can hurt

You can help the earth
-:Jake H<1Jman, Grade 2

I swing from a branch
The cold air goes through my hair
Free to be outside

-Maya Kaperjck Yahner, Grade 2

Green trees sway in the wind
Birds tweeting on their branches

Leaves falling down
-Benjamin Phelps, Grade 2

The ocean swish, swash
A gentle wave comes slowly
Another again

-Laura Fullerton, Grade 2

· V ~
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T-h..t,Y-_lL.cJ.o_~J.h.I1J&_ ....~

Haiku (with 17 morae) comes from Japan. In

English, it has 3 lines (with 5-7-5 syllables).

Haiku by Elem. Students in Oregon

Shirin Ebadi

-Katherine Lewis is our student intern, Oregon.

Shirin Ebadi was born In 1947.
She grew up in Tehran, the capital of
Iran. She had a happy childhood and
went to the best schools. At that time
in Iran, boys were usually favored, and
girls were taught to respect men more

than women. Shirin's family, however, never treated her
any different than her brothers, so she grew up feeling like
she could be anything she wanted. By the time she was 18,
Shirin already had her heart set on becoming a judge. There
had never been a female judge in Iran before, but that didn't
stop her from going to law school to pursue her dreams. She
graduated at the top of her class, and a few years later, she
became the first woman to preside over an Iranian court.

But the country's political winds were shifting. In 1979,
the Iranian government was overthrown and replaced with a
new government that was less tolerant of women. Soon, laws
were passed which stopped women from being judges, and
Shirin was demoted to the position of court clerk. Rather
than doing a job she was too qualified for, she quit and
ended up writing books and journal articles about the law.

In 1992, she managed to get a license to practice law
and began working as a lawyer. Soon after reentering the
work force, Shirin was fed up with the unfair politics of
the time. Women were treated as second-class citizens; their
testimony was worth less in court than a man's, and under
the new laws, women had to wear a hijab (headscarf) and
follow a dress code. Shirin lost cases because of her gender
and was even arrested when her cloths didn't perfectly fit the
strict female dress code. Shirin started to only take cases that
revealed the unfairness of the government. She defended
clients that other lawyers wouldn't even consider. In 2000,
Shirin took a controversial case which ended up landing her
in a jail for three weeks, and she was no longer allowed to
work as a lawyer.

Instead of giving up, Shirin started the Center for the
Defense of Human Rights, and continued to help people
fight against injustice. In 2003, Shirin was honored with
the Nobel Peace Prize. She was the first Iranian and also
the very first Muslim woman to ever win the Nobel Peace
Prize. When she returned home, she was greeted by jubilant
and grateful crowds, all gathered together to support human
rights and peace. Today, Shirin still works for justice and
equality.
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The Matching Game

A thousand years ago, Sakura (saw koo rah), a
child of the Royal Court ofJapan, lived with

all her family in the Castle of Peace in the city of
Heian-jo, now Kyoto. Her mother, like many women
in the court, played Kai-Awase.

The women spread 360 pairs of clam shells on
the floor in the shape of a fan. They scrambled to
select those that matched. While her mother chose
shells, Sakura, whose name meant Cherry Blossom,
sat cross-legged on the floor and tried to match
them.

Some shells had matching symbols painted inside.
Others had fragments of verses. Sakura said, "Look,
Honored Mother, here, these two are exactly alike."
Her mother smiled and watched Sakura fit the shells
together to show they were a perfect match.

"Honored Mother," Sakura asked. "Why does a
shell have only one mate?"

Sometimes mothers don't want to explain things.
That day, Sakura's mother didn't want to explain. She
said, "My precious daughter, when you are older you
will understand. Look at this one, isn't it beautiful?"

Sakura wondered why her mother didn't explain,
bu.t with so many shells to match, she soon forgot her
question. It was easy to match the symbols, but some
had half a poem written in them. Sakura's mother
helped her with the poem fragments.

After the game, Sakura went to study with the
other children of the court. They learned many paper
arts. She learned to make all sorts of beautiful orna
ments for her family's part of the Castle.

Sakura also learned to dress according to the fash
ion of the time. Her kimono dress was large, flowing
and colorful. It had many layers and was adorned
with gold and embroidery. Full dress, the juni-hitoe,

required twelve layers of silk, plus the other garments
women wore. Sakura had to walk carefully so she
didn't trip over the tent-like layers of silk kimono
that floated about her. She wore long black hair piec
es that extended her own. Her eyebrows were paint
ed very black. Sometimes a veil covered her face.

Sakura's mother was proud that her daughter was
learning the customs of her people. Manners were

very important in the
Heian Court. Everyone
wrote poetry. Women
and girls kept diaries.
Strict rules governed
how to speak to others
and how to bow to greet
people. Sakura was learning all the special rules.

As the years passed, Sakura continued to play
Kai-Awase with the women and young girls of the
court. She became more expert about matching the
shells. Sometimes, though, she still wondered why
each shell had but one mate.

Then one day Sakura's father sent for her. With
her mother, she went to a public room of the court.
She was presented to a young man and his parents.

Because she had learned the customs, she bowed
deeply to the parents and then to the young man.
This, too, was a deep bow, but not so deep as the
one to the parents. All during the visit, she kept her
eyes down. She could have also worn a veil over her
head. A young woman had to be modest and hum
ble before guests.

Later, when they were alone, she confessed to her
mother, "Honored Mother, I wanted to look in the
face of that young man. There was something special
about him. I felt happy and shy at the same time."

Sakura's mother smiled and said, "Your father has
promised you to this young man. May you and he
be a perfect match, made for one another."

Sakura said, "Oh, Honored Mother, now I know
why women play Kai-Awase."

Sakura hoped her young man would be a perfect
match for her. In those days, and even today in some
cultures, marriages were arranged by families, some
times without the knowledge of the young couple.

-Elizabeth V Roach is a Maryknoll Sister, New York.

Questions to Consider: Many traditional ClIltllres in the
world, even today, consider arranged marriages to be the best
way for lasting happiness in family life. VVhat do you think?
Do you think a person is really made for someone else? Is there
such a thing as a peifect match? VVhy do so many marriages in
tlte fiVt'stern societies end in divorce?
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Promoting Gender Equality in Buddhism

T he Buddha's first

followers were

all monks, but more peo

ple sought his teachings
as word of the Buddha's

great wisdom spread.
The Buddha's aunt, Maha

Pajapati Gotami, was the

first woman who request
ed to join the sangha,

Buddha's community of

monks. But the Buddha
refused her. She went
home, shaved her head,

and donned yellow robes
like the monks. Soon
there were many more women who wanted to Jom
the Buddha's sangha. The Buddha's aunt and about 500
women made an arduous 357-mile journey on foot to

ask the Buddha's permission to begin an order of nuns.
The Buddha refused again.

The disheartened women waited at the entrance of
the monastery until the Buddha's cousin and favorite

devotee, Ananda, arrived. Ananda was con
cerned upon seeing his aunt's horrible state
and convinced the Buddha to let the women
join the sangha. The order of Buddhist nuns
was established due to Ananda's compassion
ate intervention and belief that women were
also capable of attaining enlightenment.

But why was the Buddha so reluctant to
help the woman who loved and raised him
after his own mother's death? Women were
not higWy respected and had few rights at
that time. The Buddha was probably con
cerned about what people would think if
women were accorded the same respect and
status as men. Buddhism might not have
flourished if early Buddhists were perse

cuted for being too radically disruptive to
society, so the Buddha accepted the nuns
on the condition that they would agree to
eight rules making them subordinate to
monks in all circumstances. Unfortunately,

Buddhist nuns are still

bound by these rules
more than 2,500 years

later. Even today in many

places, a nun who has

been ordained for a hun

dred years is still consid

ered lower than a newly
ordained child monk.

Nunneries often receive
less resources than mon

asteries, and many lineag
es don't allow women to
become fully ordained.

Fortunately, His
Holiness the Dalai

Lama and others are working to improve the status of

Buddhist nuns throughout the world.

Women weren't the only people who experi

enced discrimination in the Buddhist community.
The Buddha was progressive; he rejected the caste

system, allowed women to participate in monastic
life, and was originally tolerant of monks and nuns

who began to manifest qualities associated

with the opposite gender. Ancient accounts
describe nuns who transformed into men
and monks who turned into women spon

taneously. The Buddha showed compassion
towards transgendered sangha by allowing
nuns who became men to live with monks
and monks who became women to live with
nuns. Scriptural accounts describe transgen
dered monks and nuns who were respected
for their wisdom and spiritual attainment.

After one transgendered monk misbe
haved publicly and caused people to criticize
Buddhists, the Buddha forbade the ordination

of any more transgendered monks and nuns
and said that pandakas, people who don't eas
ily fit into standard categories of male and
female, aren't capable of spiritual growth or
religious discipline. Fortunately, pandakas can
take low level ordination vows even though
they are still barred from higher ordination.
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Are those who don't con

form to their birth genders

really incapable of being good
Buddhists and attaining enlight

enment? The Buddha's attendant

Ananda is a good example of
someone who was an exemplary

Buddhist, yet behaved in a nurtur

ing, motherly way towards others.
The Abhidhammapitaka recounts

Ananda's numerous lifetimes as
women, homosexual and trans
gender males.

So if being gay or transgen
dered made it impossible to do
spiritual practice and maintain

religious discipline, how could Ananda have created
enough positive karma during these lifetimes as a pan
daka to encounter the Buddha and attain enlighten
ment in future lifetimes? Evidence suggests that the

Buddha eventually excluded transgendered people to
protect Buddhism from ridicule, which would lead to

ordinary people being less likely to make food offerings
to monks and nuns due to prejudice against pandakas.

This ancient prejudice could have caused a premature
decline of Buddhism.

The Mahayana Buddhist tradition offers a solu

tion to the problem of discrimination in monasticism
since anyone can take bodhisattva vows. Bodhisattvas are
compassionate beings who work for the benefit of all.
Even transgendered beings can become bodhisattvas in
the Mahayana tradition. Bodhisattvas appear in differ
ent forms to help beings, appearing as both male and
female in different cultures. Avalokiteshvara bodhisat
tva appears as the male Chenrezig in Tibet and the
female Kuan Yin in China. Kshitigarbha bodhisattva was
a holy female who became a male bodhisattva. The
Sagaranagaraja Sutra describes a female naga who was
told that she could not attain enlightenment because
she was both a female and a non human being. She
instantly transformed into a human male, became
enlightened, and said that everyone can become a
Buddha since the mind is not male or female. The
Vimalakirti- Nirdesa Sutra states that gender distinctions

are an illusion.

Buddhism is based on com
passion towards all sentient beings.
For me, compassion includes pro

moting the equality and happi

ness of people who face discrimi
nation based on their race, gen

der, gender identity, sexual ori

entation, or disability. While there
may have been sound reasons for
excluding certain people from

monastic ordination during the
time of the Buddha, I believe that
intolerance is inappropriate in
modern times when many soci
eties are striving to evolve into a
place where all people are loved

and accepted, regardless of superficial distinctions such
as gender identity, race, or sexual orientation.

Mayall beings be free from suffering.

-unzin Chodron ljeanne Norris) was ordained as
a novice Buddhist monastic in 2000 and practices Tibetan
Buddhism and transgender activism in Oregon.

GLOSSARY of BUDDHIST WORDS

Sangha: A community ofBuddhist monks and nuns
(It may also rifer to other Buddhist practitioners).

Transgender: A person whose internal sense of
themselves does not match the assigned gender; e.g.
biological males with female gender identities and
biological females with male gender identities

Pandaka: Refers to transgendered and transsexual
people, effeminate homosexuals, and others who
deviate from others in their gender.

Enlightenment: The goal oflife in Buddhist practice;
a state of boundless wisdom, compassion, omni
science, and permanent freedom from suffering.

Bodhisattva: A person/being who vows to work
towards enlightenment for all sentient beings.

Avalokiteshvara and Ksitigarbha: Great bodhisattvas
who vow to save sentient beings from suffering

Abhidhammapitaka: Holy Buddhist scriptures from
the Pali canon.
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qermany's Search for a 9\fationa{J{ouday

O n October 3,
Germany cele

brated "Tag der Deutschen
Einheit" or the Day of
German Unity for the 19th
time. While this may seem a
bit bizarre (since Germany
has existed for more than
19 years), understanding
Germany's journey to its cur
rent national holiday is essen
tial to understanding its long
and complicated history.

The fi r st " U nit e d "
Germany was founded in
1871 in the Hall of Mirrors
in Versailles. It was here that
the Prussian politician Otto
von Bismarck proclaimed
Wilhelm I Emperor of the
"Deutsche Reich" (German
Reich). This was in the middle of the Franco-German
War, during which Germany won the most decisive
battle at Sedan. Consequently, the date of the battle,
September 2, became "Sedanstag" (Sedansday) and thus
the unofficial German national holiday.

The German Reich existed until November
9, 1918, shortly before the end ofWWI, when the
German Republic was proclaimed in Berlin and
Emperor Wilhelm II was forced to abdicate the throne.
The Republic later became the "Weimarer Republik"
(Weimar Republic), and to commemorate the birth
of democracy, August 11 was the new official German
national holiday.

Under Hitler's "Drittes Reich" (Third Reich), May
1 was named the German national holiday. Its tradition
goes back to 1890 when it was first celebrated as the
"Kampftag der Arbeiterbewegung," similar to Labor
Day. Even today, May 1 is a holiday in commemoration
of the workers.

After WWII, Germany was divided into four
zones: the British, French and American zones in the
West and the Soviet zone in the East. "Bundesrepublik
Deutschland" (the Federal Republic of Germany) was
founded in 1948. However, this only included the
French, British and American zones and excluded

the Soviet zone, which
later became "Deutsche
Demokratische Republik"
(the German Democratic
Republic, GDR). Thus,
Germany was divided. On
June 17, 1953, the citizens
in the GDR rose up against
the Russian occupation. The
uprising was quickly and bru
tally repressed by the Russian
military. In 1954, this date
Gune 17) was chosen in West
Germany to commemorate
this uprising.

In 1989, after the Cold
War and after the Soviet
Union had started to lose
much of its power and influ
ence over Eastern Europe, the
unbelievable happened. The

Berlin Wall, which had divided Berlin since 1961,
"fell" on November 9. For almost 30 years, the Wall
and the heavily fortified border between East and West
Germany kept East Germans as prisoners in their own
country, tore families apart and caused many deaths
when East Germans were shot trying to flee. There
are many reasons why the GDR finally opened its
gates to the West. The citizens had been demonstrat
ing for a long time and many had been fleeing over
the Czechoslovakian, Austrian and Hungarian borders.
By that time, Russian leader Mikhail Gorbachev had
already initiated many reforms in the Soviet Union.
He decided not to let Soviet troops interfere in the
East German protest movements.

After a new East German parliament had been
elected in March of 1990 and a unification agreement
with the Federal Republic had been signed in August
of that year, the reunification of Germany was finally
realized on October 3, 1990, when the five new states
of the old GDR officially joined the Federal Republic
of Germany.

This brings me back to my first statement. October
3 may seem the obvious choice for a national holi
day, but in 1990, it was not. November 9 was consid
ered since it was the symbolic day on which the Wall
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fell (and, if you remember, the day the first German
Republic was proclaimed). But November 9 was also
the date on which Hitler's first coup of 1923 was
defeated, and, more importantly, the anniversary of
the large-scale Nazi-led pogroms against Jews in 1938
called "Kristallnacht" (Crystal Night). Deemed unfit,
November 9 was cast away and in its place, Germany
turned to the less controversial date of October 3,
which to this day has served as a national holiday.

Germany's turbulent history and troubles did
not end in 1990, however. Unified Germany, the
"Bundesrepublik," ~Federal Republic) has faced many'
problems since East and West have joined together
again. The GDR's economy had always been bad, even
during the Soviets' height in power. West Germany
had to invest a lot of money into the weaker East to
bring its infrastructure, economy and educational facili
ties to the level of the rest of the country. Most of this
money is raised by West German tax-payers. In 1990,

. this "Solidaritatszuschlag" was said to last for only a few
years, but it is still being paid-albeit under a different
name-today.

But the new, united Republic faced not only mon
etary problems. The inner unity of Germany is still a
problem today, although it has drastically improved in
the recent years. Still, the so-called "wall in the heads"
has never completely fallen, and many still cling to the
concept of East-West thinking. More Germans move
out of the East and into the West every year, although
today many major cities in the East are just as developed
as cities in the West.

However, in the coming decades, the entire concept
of East and West Germany will diminish. I myself was
born after the Berlin Wall fell and have no idea what
it really was like to live in a divided Germany. While
older citizens may still feel that June 17 is their national
holiday, my generation-essentially the future-has
embraced October 3 and celebrates it as a National
Unity Day.

-Katie Grosser, 18, is our regular contributor, Germany.

The 2009 Youth Honor Awards!

Diversity • Tolerance • Culture • Family
• Celebrations • Dreams • Visions • Youth

Activism • Nature • Social Justice

Writing (essays, plays, stories.... urider 1, 000 words)
Poems (30 lines, max.) Bilingual writings are welcome!

Artwork (photos, drawings, paintings, cartoollS, etc.)
Send in color, pen & ink or B & VI{ with captiollS or as a

photoessay. E-mail / snail mail entries byJune 25.

Just A Thought

Every night I lie in bed
And think of what I've witnessed

Of countless tranquil seasons

All types of weather
Numerous soaring mountains
And bottomless canyons
The majestic moon

Surrounded by millions of
Shining stars

Every night I lie in bed
And think ofwhat I've missed

Centuries upon centuries

Of discovery and invention
Wars and discrimination
Ice ages and revolutions
Cavemen and kings

Every night I lie in bed and think
of what the world will become

In many long later years
Will ~here be a rising sun
That brings. the light to day
I think of all the things that people will have
That I will never know
And the things that they will see

I think of all the people I know
Of their great deeds
And their kind words
But also what they brought, bring, and will bring
To the world of yesterday, today, and tomorrow
And, I think, I am content being me

-Hannah Christenson, 12, Pennsylvania.
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Clhe Ona111 ;festival

I ndia is a very diverse country with many dif
ferent cultures and traditions. One tradition is

the grand celebration of Ollam, a Hindu festival com

memorating King Mahabali's return home. It is main

ly celebrated in the southern state of Kerala, where I

come from. Ollam is celebrated in the Hindu month
of Chingum or Shravan (which in our lunar calendar

falls somewhere between August and September). It
is truly a marvelous time of the year! During the fes
tival, which lasts 10 days, schools are closed.

Starting on the first day of Onam, people make
flower carpets, known as onapookkalam. They are
made using manifold flowers and decorative leaves.
They are made on the front porch of the houses by the
women and children of the house. They come in many

different shapes and sizes; however, the most common
shape is a circle. Often, people make them in traditional
Indian floral patters.

So where do all these flowers come from? Flowers

are abundant during this time of the year. You could

find them in any florist shop, piled into large baskets.
My family used freshly picked flowers from our gar
dens along with colorful and pattern-filled leaves. For

nine days the Hindus create these flower carpets and
often visit the temples.

Then comes Thiruvonam, the tenth day, or Onam.

For Onam, everyone gathers with their friends
and relatives to enjoy a fabulous Onam sadhya (meal).
Traditionally, there are 30 different items, including rice
and dessert, for lunch.

Women make these dishes while men and children
go out and play Onakalikal, the traditional Onam games,
like tug of war and our version of a pinata, which is
filled with chocolates. After the games, boys and men
get ready as women finish preparing the feast.

The food is eaten on a banana leaf. That's part
of the fun. We sit on the floor lined up in one single
line, and the ladies, wearing traditional Kasavu sarees of
Kerala, serve each one. After the meal comes the payas

am, an Indian delicacy.

Then everyone gathers around the family televi
sion and watches the movie of the day. Starting on
Thiruvonam and for the next four days, there are new

movies and other special programs. At least, this is how
the afternoon is spent in the cities. In the little villages

of Kerala, people go back out again to play the games.

The week of Onam is the best. Kids get a chance to
just hang out and play with friends. The weather is usu

ally good for these activities. Many relatives might sleep
over because the kids are on vacation.

Around this time, Snake Boat races are also held,

which truly put the spirit of Onam in everyone's
mind-many people in one boat all paddling to the
same beat and using all their energy to win! It is an
honor to say my boat won this year's Vclllamkali (boat

race). Besides boat races, there are many other tra
ditions, like people dressed in costumes resembling
some of their gods, women performing the Thiruvathira

dance, and wearing the Kasavu sarees. Onam is one of
the best times to be in Kerala.

Onam is a time that brings joy and celebration to
our hearts. The delicious smells of festive foods are
something we crave. In 2008, Thiruvonam was on the
12th of September, and it was a regular school day for
us in NewYork. We had an Onam sadhya that afternoon,
but it was not the same. The true spirit of Onam could

only be found in the little villages of Kerala where
everyone works together to make each other happy.

Onam brings everyone together. So, for the next
Onam, I can't wait to go back to India and be with my

family and friends. Until then, I have my fond memo
ries to help me keep in touch with the real me.

-Kavya Mathew, 15, New York. Visit www.onamfes
tival.orgfor more information on the Onam festival.
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bat

LLUd
LLUt

bath LLUth
badge = LLUj

and English letters when the
English would give a bet
ter phonetic representation
of the word. Use of the
English letter at the end of
the sound teaches students
to give the proper pronunciation of the English word
and a proper and stronger emphasis on the final sound.

I use several multimedia aids to facilitate the teach
ing ofThaiglish. Except for "sight words" (small words
that simply must be memorized by the student because
they are so commonly used in sentences), each new
English vocabulary word is accompanied by a picture,
the written English word, the Thaiglish representation
of the sound of the English word, and the translation of
the English word to Thai.

The pictures make it easier for students to remem
ber the meaning of the word and are later used in com
bination with sight words to form coded sentences for
them to read. Students learn to read the Thaiglish sound
and the English word, to translate the Thai meaning to
English and vice versa, and to match the picture to the
English word, Thaiglish sound and Thai translation.
Flash cards and pictures are an important part of class
room activities.

As in many Western classrooms, reading of short
English words with the short vowel "aa" (as in "CAT")
is initially taught. Thus, the first series of words is BAT,
CAT, FAT, HAT, MAT, and SAT, supplemented by pic
tures of two cats named NAT and PAT so that simple
sentences can be written in combination with the first
set of new sight words: THIS, THAT, THE, A, AN, IT,
IS, IN and ON.An example of such a sentence is "NAT
SAT on the MAT."

Supplemental Thaiglish lessons teach English vocab
ulary words (such as animals, my body, my house and
fun) and sets of words that are opposites (antonyms) or
verbs. All English words have pictures, Thaiglish trans
literations and Thai translations. These are used in com
bination with an increasing number of sight words to
form sentences like "That is a good dog."

Thaiglish is only being used at the Starfish Country
Home School; however, I hope to introduce its use into
Thai classrooms to make it easier for all Thai students to
learn to read, spell and properly pronounce English.

-Richard Haugland, Starfish Foundation, Thailand.

Thaiglish
Our Starfish Country Home School in the rural

Chiangmai Province of northern Thailand is a special
home and a free bilingual school. Most of the residen
tial students are Lisu or Hmong hill tribe children who
live almost full-time at the school. Currently all of the
children are less than 9, but they are expected to stay
on until they graduate from high school. In addition to
studying the regular subjects, they learn traditional Thai
dance, Western ballet, music and sports.

In our academic program, we also teach "Thaiglish."
It is a hybrid of the Thai and English languages that
makes reading and speaking English easier for Thai stu
dents. It uses a combination ofThai and English letters
to give a fairly accurate and easy-to-read phonetic rep
resentation of the sound of an English word.

To understand how Thaiglish really helps you will
need an explanation of both the strengths and weak
nesses of the respective languages. Thai has 44 con
sonants, 32 vowels and a pair of unwritten vowels.
English has 26 total letters but only six letters are used
as vowels. With the exception of the consonants V and
Z,Thai has all the same initial sounds as English.

Although 32 vowels sounds like it will make it
difficult to learn a language, it is actually what makes
Thai script superior to English in learning to pro
nounce English words. In English, all vowel sounds
must be represented by the same set of six vowels.
CQnsequently, each English vowel has several sounds
that are difficult or impossible to distinguish in written
words. For example, "one" and "won," both have iden
tical pronunciations despite their different spellings.

In Thai, each vowel has only one sound and all
common English vowel sounds can be represented by
a single Thai written vowel. A problem with using Thai
script to represent the sound of English words, how
ever, is that Thai has only seven or eight final sounds.
For instance,Thai does not have the final S, L, R or TH
sounds; its most common final sounds are limited to N,
M, NG, B, G and D. Moreover, the final consonant in
spoken Thai is barely audible.

Given the limit of final sounds available, a typical
Thai student (and, unfortunately, many Thai teachers
of English) would pronounce all four English words
BAD, BAT, BATH and BADGE something like BAD.
To make it easier for Thai speakers to read and cor
rectly pronounce an English word, I use Thai script
whenever it can be pronounced like an English sound
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Heallt. Ro«:~§!
As a physician I believe there is

nothing more essential to our health
than freely giving and receiving love.
I've seen patients healed by affection.
I've seen illnesses cured. I've wit
nessed pain disappear and patients no
longer needing narcotics as a result
of receiving love! Human beings are
powerful vessels oflove.We must begin to move beyond
our comfort zones and express love uncondition
ally with everyone--especially those who you think are
"different" from yourself. We are all one, really.

I am moved to share this with you after receiving
an e-mail from my dear friend regarding the shootings
of unarmed black men around the country. I have been
crying this morning about the needless violence in the
world, the pain and suffering I see daily in the news, on
the faces of strangers and in the eyes of my patients.

Last year at a conference, Dr. Patch Adams instruct
ed a group of us in a technique to express uncondi
tional love. (Dr. Adams founded the Gesundheit Institute, a
holistic medical community that has provided free medical care
to thousands ofpatients since 1971.) Each one of us in the
room paired up with someone we did not know. Then
we took turns staring into each other's eyes. We repeat
ed, with intention and compassion, the following words
(over and over again for two minutes): "I LoveYou."

What do you think happened? People were crying.
Some people heard these words for the first time--I
mean really heard them, really felt the words. Some
people learned to express love to complete strang
ers. Some people felt a sudden rush of compassion for
everyone in the world-our "natural" state as loving
human beings.

-What do you think would happen if our military
had to do this exercise with the enemy soldiers for a
few minutes before they were allowed to start fighting?
What do you think would happen in your family with
your loved ones, if you started each day with this exer
cise? It only takes four minutes. Want to try it at home?

I ask that you do this exercise with your loved ones,
and then do this exercise with strangers-maybe at a
party or at church or a family reunion. If you feel awk
ward (don't worry, that will pass) then maybe just think
these words with everyone you meet, from the cashier

We Also Need Love!

in the grocery store to the man
in the post office. And especially
think these words or express them
to the people you have previously
felt uncomfortable with.

"What the world needs now IS

love, sweet love. IJ

To Your Health.

-Dr. Pamela Wible, M.D., Oregon.

A growing number of teenagers are
becoming vegetarians in the United States; they

refrain from eating meat! The numbers are even
higher in youth 18 and above who can make their
own diet choices.

Vegetarians do not eat meat, but some self
described vegetarians eat fish or poultry on
occasion, while vegans stay away from animal
products such as milk, eggs, cheese and yoghurt.
Vegetarianism seems to be on the rise according to
a recent study by the Center for Disease Control.
It surveyed of thousands of Americans in 2007.
Many teenagers cited animal welfare, not health, as
their cause for not eating meat.

While a vegetarian diet is extremely healthy,
it's important to remember to get in the right
amount of vitamins and proteins and not to rely
on just pasta and junk food! Fresh vegetables and
fruits, nuts, legumes and beans, whole grains, and
pure water are all essential elements of a good,
healthy diet. They provide proteins, energy and

good nutrients for our amazing, growing bodies.

Natural Cough Remedies: Honey and Ginger

Several studies suggest that natural honey, espe
cially buckwheat honey, might be helpful in eas
ing cough spells due to common colds. A spoon
of honey allowed to dissolve in the mouth works
amazingly well in reducing cough and loss of sleep
due to coughing episodes at night. In turn, it also
helps parents get more sleep! Fresh ginger tea can
also help a sore throat, congestion, cough and in the
digesting process. Honey and a bit oflemon can also
be added to the ginger tea!

March - April 2009 Skipping Stones Page 31



Noteworthy North.East.West.South.

• Americans are the largest consumers of print paper,
some 700 pounds a year, in the world! Have you seen
how heavy those Sunday editions of newspaper, with
dozens of shopping advertisements, are? Then there are
those glossy catalogues from the chain stores, magazines,
daily newspapers, weekly papers, and tons ofjunk mail in
our mail boxes! Paper makes up about 25% of our land
fill waste. The UN. Environment Programme and many
organizations would like us to save a billion trees a year
by reducing our paper use. Want to do your part to reduce
energy and resource use and in turn, the global warming?

• The State of California and 13 other US. states would
require a significant reduction in greenhouse gases pro
duced (and also a much better gas mileage) by automo
biles sold in the future, under an E.P.A. Waiver, which is
being granted by the new administration in Washington.
With nearly half of the US. market that these states make
up, automakers would have to sell their cars with a fleet
average of at feast 35 m.p.g. by the year 2011.

• The forces of global climate change already put
into motion will last for more than 1,000 years, even
after carbon dioxide emissions are completely stopped,
concludes a study by NOAA, the National Oceanic and
Atmospheric Administration. It shows that our carbon
dioxide emissions will irreversibly change the planet.

• The Arctic Ocean plays a critical ecological role. It is a
home. also to many animals and to Native societies who
have lived in harmony with the natural world for gen
erations. But the Arctic is gravely threatened by climate
change. Shrinking sea ice is opening up vast areas of
ocean that have never before been accessible.

Polar bears, walruses, whales, seabirds and other Arctic
animals are struggling to adapt to their changing habi
tat. Adding commercial, large-scale fishing will fur
ther threaten them, with possibly catastrophic results.
Industrial fishing techniques, like trawling, will alter the
habitats and marine food chains already under stress.
It often leads to catching and injuring many marine
mammals and is wasteful. It also results in over-fishing.
What if we were to keep the Arctic off limits to indus
trial fishing? The North Pacific Fishery Management
Council is accepting public comments on a plan to
close the US. Arctic to industrial fishing. To add your
voice to protect this wondrous place on our planet, you
may visit oceana.org for their action links.

We are at a unique crossroads where we get to help
decide how and if the Arctic should be developed.
Oceana hopes that we will choose a science-based, pre
cautionary approach to protect the Arctic from indus
trial threats and limit the potential impacts until we
know more about how this fragile ecosystem functions.

• Cyberchase on PBS will feature U'eather 'J#ltchers
episodes to help kids learn more and get motivated
about climate change. These five episodes explore real
world math connections in a context that encourages
you to take action and seek answers to our environ
mental problems.Visit: pbskidsgo.org/cyberchase.

• Caroline Moore, 14, of NewYork, became the young
est person to discover a supernova last November. For
the International Year of Astronomy 2009, fOptron, Inc.

has named her the Young Astronomer of the Year.

• On January 11, New York City celebrated the Sixth
Annual World Music Festival (Globalfest), with twelve
different performing groups offering a musical journey
around the world in five hours on three different stages
at the Webster Hall. The musical choices included an
Inuit throat singer, Indian Bollywood songs, Ghanaian
rhythms, Sufi Qawwali or devotional singing, a brass
band from New Orleans, and Calypso Rose from
Tobago, among others.

• As the US. strives to end its dependence on Middle
Eastern oil, it now gets much of its imported oil from
Canada. While oil companies and the Canadian gov
ernment welcome this relationship, environmentalists
argue that Canadian oil, since it's produced from oil
sands (tar sands), actually causes more destruction to the
earth than conventional crude oil. Environmentalists say
that oil sands create 10-30 percent more greenhouse
gases and have ruined the natural habitats for birds and
other wildlife. Environmental Difence (in Toronto) claims
that 4 billion liters (over 1 billion gallons) of water con
taminated by oil sands projects leaks each year, polluting
Canadian rivers and killing migratory birds. Oil compa
nies and the Canadian government, however, argue that
use of oil from a friendly nation is much better for the
US. than depending on the Middle East, a politically
unstable region. With the Obama administration's desire
to curb global warming and environmental destruction,
it's unclear whether US. relationship with Canada will
remain oil-centric. (Source: The New York Times)
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President Obama: Inaugural TtOrds

President Obama tOl/ched 011

the themes of diversity, peace and
international cooperation in his his
toric inaugural address on January
20. Some excerpt from his speech:

"On this day, we gather because we
have chosen hope over fear, unity of purpose over con
flict and discord... All are equal, all are free, and all deserve
a chance to pursue their full measure of happiness.

"For we know that our patchwork heritage is a
strength, not a weakness. We are a nation of Christians
and Muslims,Jews and Hindus, and non-believers. We are
shaped by every language and culture, drawn from every
end of this Earth; and because we have tasted the bitter
swill of civil war and segregation, and emerged from that
dark chapter stronger and more united, we cannot help
but believe that the old hatreds shall someday pass; that
the lines of tribe shall soon dissolve; that as the world
grows smaller, our common humanity shall reveal itself;
and that America must play its role in ushering in a new
era of peace.

"To the Muslim world, we seek a new way forward,
based on mutual interest and mutual respect. To those
leaders around the globe who seek to sow conflict, or
blame their society's ills on the West, know that your
people will judge you on what you can build, not what
you destroy. To those who cling to power through cor
ruption and deceit and the silencing of dissent, know that
you are on the wrong side of history, but that we will
extend a hand ifyou are willing to unclench your fists.

"To the people of poor nations, we pledge to work
alongside you to make your farms flourish and let clean
waters flow; to nourish starved bodies and feed hungry
minds. And to those nations, like ours, that enjoy relative
plenty, we say we can no longer afford indifference to the
suffering outside our borders, nor can we consume the
world's resources without regard to effect. For the world
has changed, and we must change with it.

"This is the meaning of our liberty and our creed,
why men and women and children of every race and
every faith can join in celebration across this magnificent
Mall; and why a man whose father less than 60 years ago
might not have been served in a local restaurant can now
stand before you to take a most sacred oath."

N.E.~S.

• Kids Share their Dreams and Visions with Pro Obama
Kidthing and the National Education Association
(NEA) collaborated to provide students a chance to
share their hopes, dreams and ideas with President
Barack Obama. Childreri were invited to submit their
creations-letters or drawings-to our 44th President

by Jan. 20. The top 50 submissions were to be pub
lished as a digital book and unveiled on Presidents' Day,
Feb. 16. Also, a limited edition printed copy was to be
sent to the White House. The NEA made this "Dear
Mr. President" the centerpiece of their Presidential
Inauguration education program for school children
across the country to engage children in a national dia
logue about democracy and citizenship during January.
For more information, visit: www.kidthing.com/DMP.

• The U.S. Congress has passed a bill that eliminates the
180 day limit for making a claim on pay discrimination.
The Lily Ledbetter Fair Pay Act will allow women and
minorities (who could get paid less because of their
gender or ethnicity), to take their employers to the
claims courts even after the previous 180 day limit.

• The Health Care System in Zimbabwe is failing. An
epidemic of cholera and increased infant and maternal
death rates are some of the results of this national disas
ter. Also, the inflation rates in Zimbabwe are unimagi
nable. How can the international community hold this
incapable, undemocratic government responsible? What
can the United Nations do in situations like these?

• In the United States, there are over 40 million people
without health coverage. A new government bill signed
by the President will extend health insurance to 4 mil
lion uninsured children in the U.S.

• Hawaii is energy hungry and very dependent on fossil
fuels. But this may change in the next ten years as the
state tries to reduce its use of oil with the help of Blue
Planet, a private foundation. Among the ways they seek
are too improve energy efficiency, reduce energy losses
in the electrical distribution and photo-voltaic panels.

• Indian government had not kept its commitment to
keep the River Bhagirathi alive in its pristine stretch
from Gangotri to Uttarkashi, according to Dr. G.D.
Agrawal, who has resumed his fast-unto-death on Jan.
14,2009, to protest the construction of Hydro Electric
Projects in that area. Diverting the river via tunnels
would destroy its ecology. FMI: peoplesscienceinstitute.com.
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Jubilee Journey by Carolyn Meyer (Harcourt). Growing
up in Connecticut in a biracial family, Emily Rose, 13,
always believed it was a privilage to be a "double." But
her visit to Texas shocks her where she sees very dif
ferent racial attitudes. As she grows up, she understands
her heritage. Ages 10 and up. ISBN 0-15-205845-1.

How the Children Stopped the Wars byJan Wahl
(Tricycle). This heroic tale, created for modern times,
is full of beautiful imagery. Questions for classroom
discussion are also included at the end of this chapter
book.Ages 7-11. ISBN 978-1-58246-200-4.

Keeping Score by Linda Sue Park (Clarion). Set in the
early 1950s, Maggie, 10, loves the Brooklyn Dodgers.
She does not play baseball, but she understands it well.
Her friend and baseball mentor, Jim, who is serving in
Korea, does not respond to her many letters. We learn
about the Korean War and the cultu"re of the 1950s in
this novel.Ages 10 to 14. ISBN: 978-0-618-92799-9.

Hiroshima Dreams by Kelly Easton (Dutton). As a
young child, Lin discovers that she has the gift of sec
ond sight. Her grandmother from Japan teaches her
to develop her gift through meditation and Buddhist
teachings. But, as she struggles to fit in with her class
mates, she must learn how her inherited gift and family
history will shape her future as a young woman. Ages
9-15. ISBN: 978-0-525-47821-8.

I Am Barack Obama by Charisse Carney-Nunes,
illustr.Ann Williams (Brand Nu JIVOrds).This picture book
helps kids pursue their dreams through the message of
our newly elected President Obama. It tells the story of
his childhood and pre-election life with beautiful illus
trations and uplifting words. It also includes thoughts
from children concerning the election and their hopes
for the future.Age~ 6-9. ISBN: 978-097481424-7.

Coretta Scott King by Stephanie S. McPherson
(Lerner). Growing up in the segregated South during
the 1930s, Coretta experienced racism and discrimina
tion first hand. A talented musician, she worked with
Dr. King. Even after his death, Coretta carried on the
struggle for equality and human rights for almost 40
years. She was one of the most admired Americans of
her times. Ages 9-13. ISBN: 978-0-8225-7156-8.

Go Fly A Bike! by Bill Haduch, illustr. Chris Murphy
(Dutton).This is a cool book about bicycle fun, freedom
and science that you will enjoy. ISBN: 0-525-47024-7.

Fidel Castro's Cuba by Rita J. Markel (Lerner). This
book offers an insight into the life and culture of our
southern neighbor, Cuba, and its recently retired head
of the state. Ages 10-15. ISBN: 978-0-8225-7284-5.

Extraordinary Women from the Muslim World
by Natalie Maydell and Sep Riahi, paintings by Heba
(Global Content T/entures). We learn about 13 historical,
heroic women and their work in Islamic societies. Ages
9-14. ISBN: 978-0-9799901-0-6.

Helen's Eyes by Marfe Ferguson Delano (National
Geographic). This is an historical nonfiction that offers
a photographic biography of Annie Sullivan, Helen
Keller's teacher. It shows us what teaching, at its best,
can do.Ages 8-13. ISBN: 978-1-4263-0209-1.

Science Q&A: Ecosystems by Gillian Richardson
(migl). This book is perfect for children interested in
science. With many fast facts and trivia as well as DIY
experiments for home, it's both educational and fun. It
also contains many links to the Web for more informa
tion on certain sections. ISBN: 978-1-59036-954-8.

Science Q&A: Health by Celeste A. Peters (migl).
If you've ever had a question about health, and you
weren't satisfied by the answers you received, this book
is for you. Questions about diet, exercise, asthma, can
cer and diabetes and other health-related concerns are
answered in this informational book. It also shows how
to stay healthy. Ages 6-10. ISBN: 978-1-59036-948-7.

TEACHING / PARENTING RESOURCES

Touching Earth: The Paintings of Kimberly Webber,
forward by Dr. Omnia Amin (wwwjre.scobooks.com).This
coffee table format book, with its 50 full-color repro
ductions of Ms. Webber's artisitc paintings, is appropri
ate for art schools and libraries interested in expanding
their multicultural, nature and women's art collections.
Ages 14 to adult. ISBN: 978-1-934491-01-0.

Child of Wonder: Nurturing Creative and Naturally
Curious Children by Ginger Carlson (Common Ground
Press). This parenting resource book will inspire you
to help children become creative, thoughtful and con
fident. It contains hundreds of easy-to-use ideas, tech
niques and creativity-building activities to help you
engage your young ones. For parents and early child
hood educators. ISBN: 978-0-9797027-0-9.

Lookfor the Annual BOOKAWARDS in our next issue!
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A World of Transportation

Through the ages and around the world, people have
come up with clever ways to transport themselves and
their goods across distances, great and small. First was the
use of domesticated animals such as horses, mules, llamas,
elephants and camels. In many parts of the world without
established road systems, these animals are still the best way
to move people and goods. Those with access to rivers and
oceans have made use of water and wind to transport cargo
and people on rafts, in boats and sailing ships. Starting in
the late nineteenth century with the invention of engines,
new possibilities appeared in the form of cars, motorcycles,
trucks, buses, streetcars and trains. Bicycles, invented in the
early nineteenth century, are still one of the most energy
efficient ways ever devised to move people and small loads.

In traveling to
different parts of
the world in 2007
and 2008, I saw and
photographed many
interesting examples
of transportation, some of which you can see on these pages,
including the back cover. I hope you enjoy them.

-Michael Wherley is a photographer and fractal artist who lives in Eugene,

Oregon. For color images, please see the back cover.

March - April 2009 Skipping Stones Page 35



D Please Subscribe
Recycled Paper

Elephant Riders in Thailand • Aga U1Jmen in Bali, Indonesia
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Photographs by Michael Wherley, Oregon. Also see page 35.


