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What Are Our Priorities? ~~~~~ From the Eclitor

A Nicaraguan Youth. Photo by Palll Dix

I have been thinking for a
while about how to intro

duce this issue. So on a cool wet
Saturday morning, I decided to
come to the office on my reliable
bicycle (that gives a zillion miles to
a gallon of sweat) to write my edi
torial page. On weekends, the tele
phone is quiet, and there is no one
around to distract me. I thought I
could finish the page in no time,
but how wrong I was!

On my way to work, I
thought I'd make a quick stop to
see Pam Fitzpatrick and Paul Dix
and seek their comments on this
issue's Nicaragua feature which
includes their contribution. They
had invited me and a dozen other folks who have had
a past connection or interest in Nicaragua or Central
America, to meet Baltazara, a Nicaraguan teacher, and
her son,Jose Angel, who were visiting them.

We tried to communicate with the guests using our
rusty, broken Spanish skills. The ambience was created
with Nicaraguan artifacts and a dozen large, black and
white photos that Paul had taken in Nicaragua. Sopa
de frijoles Ilegros simmered on the kitchen counter in a
warm house, full of warm people... it was like going
back to Nicaragua. Many of us present there had been
to Nicaragua as members of various citizen's peace del
egations during the 1980s or 1990s.

Jose Angel, 16, is an outstanding musician. He sang
a dozen Spanish songs, tocalldo Stl guitarra, accompanied
by his mother, Baltazara. Some were popular peace
songs so we could join them. Others were originals,
arranged by his music band, "Rtlsticos del Norte," in his
hometown of £1 Lagartillo. One song, "Flor Blallca,"
composed by Jose himself, was about the Nicaraguan
national flower, SaClialijoche. (Please see p. 12).

Needless to say, it was mid-afternoon by the time I
left the informal and enjoyable gathering-la jiesta--to
finally get to Skipping Stones office to work on the page.

I had planned to write about our priorities after
receiving a press-release about an international engi
neering conference on ((The 14 Challenges the UIOrld

Must Address to Ensure the Planet's

Survival." According to the orga
nizers, the challenges to improving
the quality of life, healthcare and
sustainability in our world are:

• Providing access to clean
water • Preventing nuclear terror
• Engineering better medicines •
Developing better health informa
tion systems to counter pandemics
and biological or chemical attacks
• Making solar energy economi
cal • Developing methods of cap
turing and storing excess carbon
dioxide to prevent global warming
• Securing cyberspace • Reverse
engineering the brain/ creating
computers capable of emulating

human intelligence • Managing the nitrogen cycle with
better fertilization technologies, by capturing and recy
cling waste and by controlling the impact of agriculture
• Providing energy from nuclear fusion in an efficient,
economical and environmentally-benign commercial

scale • Improving urban infrastructure • Improving the
tools of scientific discovery • Enhancing virtual real
ity-an illusory environment, engineered to give users
the impression of being somewhere they are not, and·
Advancing online personalized learning that's based on
learning styles, speeds and interests.

I am sure if we were to ask you-our readers-to
list the challenges as you see them, your list of priorities
will be very different! What would students/teachers in
Nicaragua, Haiti Iraq, Pakistan or Afghanistan include
on their lists of priorities? Perhaps, ending wars, provid
ing shelter, food, drinking water, hospitals/health care,
loving homes, books and schools, decent jobs, energy,
clearing smoke in the kitchens, and smog in the air...

What do you think? What should we be working
on? Homelessness, healthcare, unemployment, climate
change, spiritual poverty, bullying at school? While
human suffering continues in Iraq, Afghanistan, Haiti,
Sudan and elsewhere, I encourage you to ask yourself,
how do huge military budgets worldwide, including
that of the U. S., reflect the views of common citizens?

c::A--fU/I!~
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Wanted! Your Creations for our Pages

We welcome your artistic and original work for
publication in each issue. If you would like to see
the kind of work we've published, read some back
issues. You can request a few back issues at 50% ojJ!

Prose (800 words), poems (30 lines), photos/art (up

to 8 pieces). Send with a cover letter and SASE to:

Skipping Stones Po. Box 3939 Eugene, OR 97403

or by E-mail: editor@SkippingStones.org

Board of Directors: Paulette Ansari, Esther Celis, Carla Gary,
Steve Mallery, Ron Marson, Joachim Schulz, Ha~ma K. Still
and Arun N.Toke.

Special Thanks to Bidyut Das, Paula Gregovich, interns,
contributors, and teachers whose students' work is featured in
this issue. Thanks to Tops Learning Systems, BUF of Oregon,
Advanced Relay Corp., Oregon Country Fair, Helios, A & A
Charitable Fund of the Equity Foundation, Szekley Family and
Oregon Community Foundation for their financial support.

Skipping Stones, Inc. is an educational and charitable orga
nization with a 501 (c)(3) tax-exempt status. Donations to
Skipping Stones are tax-deductible to the extent allowed by
law. Please support our free magazines and discounts for low
income schools, libraries and families with your donations.

Winner of TI,e National Association for Multicultural Education,

EdPress, Writer, NewsStand Resources & Parent's Choice Awards.

1010 Youth Honor Awards
Writings and Art on Culture & Diversity,
Family & Society, Nature & Environment,
Dreams & Visions, Youth Activism, Creative
Conflict Resolution, Peace & Justice...

Send by June 20,2010 to: Skipping Stones

Po. Box 3939, Eugene, OR 97403 USA
E-Mail to: Editor@SkippingStones.org

Dance in a circle
The world goes 'round

The beauty of music
A song without sound

Dance for the sky
The clouds 'neath your feet

The rhythm of life
A most powerful beat

Dance on a rainbow
Seek a pot of gold
.For in it is wealth

Of riches untold
Dance for the waters

Like waves upon an ocean
And find the endless joy
In stillness and in motion

Dance for the moon
And in its dim light

Let show your bold talent
And let it shine bright.

-Barbara A. Otey, 17, Montana. She adds: "lilY passion
for nature and the outdoors is r~fleeted through Illy dancing. }}

A Rose Without its Thorns

The yellow bird sits.

I lurk in the depths of sheer despair,

And like a page with a tear,

My heart can't handle the tragedy and lies,

But my dignity can handle the twists and turns

Like a rose without its thorn,

My heart is so, so

Torn.
-Khammpo HeY/nez, 13, Illinois. "] write

mostly all ifmy poems frolll personal or past experi
ences that] have dealt with in life. ] write love poems

because] think that if you can't express yourfeelings to
another person-let it out, and write about it. }}
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-Maya Hunter, 6, Colorado. Art: Pallia Cregovich & Mindy Cooper.

What's (§)n Y~ur Mind?

Send your What's On Your Mind?
entries (under 250 words) to us.

The Kid on the Bus

He was just a kid like the rest of us
But they liked to trip him
When he got on the bus.

He tried to sit down,
He just needed a seat,
But he was standing

When the bus left the street.

He'd have gum in his hair
And notes on his back.
His lunch would get stepped on,
Books dumped from his pack.

He didn't deserve it,
That kid on the bus.
He wasn't any different than any of us.

-Dylan Means, 14, Pennsylvania.

I want
I want the sun
beaming down on my face
It seems as if it were dust
glittering down from the sky

I want the fairies
to come and stay with me
It fills my day
with laughter and fun

I want the mermaids
to smile at me
and I want
to be
free

Different???

Everybody is different.

Nobody is the same.

I for one understand this.

But no matter who you are,

Someone will always try to tear you down.

It started when a little boy was walking through the playground.

He played tag with whom he thought were his friends.

Soon they found out he was different.

As he looked around he saw nothing but the older kids laughing.

Name calling, torment, pain.

Just wanting to walk away.

That boy was I,

And no I am not the same.

Although I no longer have these problems,

I must look after those who do.

No matter what others think of me,

All that matters is

I try.

-Ross Shipley, 14, Pennsylvania.

We Are A Poem

M e and my brother, we are a poem. But I never let him win
at ping-pong. We are not that kind of poem.

One time, a wasp stung my brother on the side of his neck. I
watched his throat swell up red like a water balloon under the hose. I
made him run with me back to the house. When he ran out of breath,
I carried him. He couldn't talk for a week, so whenever we rode
somewhere, I always rode shotgun. That's the kind of poem we are.

We are the kind of poem that throws clumps of wet sand in your
eyes.We build fires on summer nights. We like to lie down on top of
our roof and look up into Mississippi nights. Most nights, it's easier to
just let the mosquitoes bite you than it is to swat them away. We imag
ine that all those mosquitoes are sweet girls' lips kissing our bare skin.

Sometimes, me and my brother would shuck corn in the back
yard. This is our favorite poem. Fire ants fight inside the rough green
husks dropped over our toes. We eat our corn raw. It tastes sweeter
that way.We like the way those fat kernels explode wet in our mouths.
We like the way we can't get those sticky fibers out of our teeth. My
brother cracks his eaten corncobs over his knee and chucks them into
the woods. I try to throw mine further. When we stay in our cabin up
north, we have to share a bed. He kicks me in his sleep and I steal all
the covers. In the morning, our parents can't find us. We are not inside
the cabin. We are both outside, me and my brother, sleeping on top of
the lake.

-Matt Hosler, 16, Mississippi.
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Eclitor's Mailbag

Go Green

The earth in crisis and the environment in need,

so much discussion but no actions being made.

Global warming, pollution and trash all about,

more natural disasters are the result.

Mother Nature shall rock the earth and shake the heavens.

Her anger will be unleashed through the earth's pores,

she'll pound her fists; flaring nostrils create gale force winds

and tears shall pour and flood our world,

for she knows that she's unable to fix our mistakes.

Water conservation, recycling, energy conservation,

a sustainable agriculture and an organic living is a must.

Reduce water usage and flex your power,

reuse your trash for and save some cash.

Plant a tree and eat fresh.

I am an environmentalist and

together we can save this

beautiful planet that we call home.

Care to join me?

-Michael Lim, Asian American, age 16,
California. Michael adds: "As an aspiring
peacemaker, I aim toward spreading awareness
and getting involved in things that would make
the world a better place... teach others of the
importance <if conserving our environment. I am
also a member <if the Animal Rights Club and
Key Club in my school. I've recently become
copresident <if the Environmental Club. "

What ([he WO'lld ,Needs
The world has problems.

It has wars

It has hunger,

It has poverty,

And above all,

It has apathy.

All these problems could be solved

With love.

If people loved,

They would care,

If people cared,

They would do something.

If they did something,

They could solve the problems.

If they solved the problems,

It would be easy

To keep it that way.

The world needs love.

Love can end wars.

Ifbrother won't hurt brother,

We can have peace.

If people love each other,

They will care enough

To help people who need help.

You would help a friend, wouldn't you?

-Laura Herrle, 13, Pennsylvania.

It's Not Easy For Us

I t is not easy to be not looked at in the eye because of all the hatred that the viewers have. We are no differ
ent. The content of our character should be the only judging point allowed. No one wants to be rejected

by friends and even worse, family. Some accept us the way we are, but only a very small percentage of the popula
tion. Some of us can't stand the lie and the pain, so we take our own life. Do you really hate us that much to push
us to that point? Do you really think that someone would want to have no friends, be made fun of, called names,
and have to sneak around to see the person they love? Well, they don't. They have rehabs for people like us, and at
times I think about going to one-to make me normal and change what I like.

We are the gays. We are the bisexuals and the lesbians. Does it really matter that a guy has a preference for
other guys? Apparently, it does. It has a BIG impact on the world. For decades we have been verbally attacked, by
the media and the world, and physically by the ones who just can't stand having people like us in society. When

will we ever have the right to be free? To get married in every state? We are people and we deserve rights too!

-A middle school student wishes to remain anonymous, Colorado.

*The author would like to know how you feel. Write to him at twocute2bst8@yahoo.com.
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lYIy S-t.ar
The night was dark
And the bruised clouds had been swept away in the rain

But the rainbow had long faded
Along with the sun

The stars were bright

Casting a soft gleam on the world around me
They lit up the dark hill I laid upon
And all alone in the night

They looked closer than ever

Cicadas were singing

Filling my lungs with their quiet, constant sound

My ears were rushed with the night's cold air
And I could almost taste stardust on my lips
With how close the stars looked tonight

With a shaking hand
I reached for the diamonds glinting in the sky
My fingertips grazed cold air that swiftly turned to warmth
Light lit up my palm
And a star fellinto my hand

A.:n.d... A. S-t.ar Is Bor~

In a cloud of dust, a star is born
As a tiny little fireball

Then inside its core things happen
Heat, dust, nuclear reactions, et al.

Soon there's a steep rise in temperature
As it begins to brighten and glow.
It is now a young star

Waiting with joy to grow.

It twinkles bright and cheery
With its own special luminous glance

That entices others near it
To join in its youthful dance.

It glows for many years until
It finally reaches middle age.
Now it becomes a huge red giant
And glows bright red and beige.

It then grows smaller and smaller

Till its radiance shines pure white.
We know it then as a white dwarf

My! What a rare exquisite sight.

Sometimes, if it happens to be a big star
It explodes 'BANG!' as a Supernova,

Enriching space with materials for life
As it spews heat and loads of lava.

The star's life is almost at an end

But it still has some ways to go.
For from it will come specks of dust,
Which into a cloud it will grow.

I held it close
And was nearly blinded by the radiance
It lit up my world, throwing flames across every surface

Tossing brilliance to every heart
In the night's cold air, I held my star

When the air grew warm
And the Cicadas stopped singing
When the sun peaked above roaming pastel clouds
And the dew on the grass shone
I still had my star, lighting up my world
Only now, it was you.

-Niki Montanero, grade 8, Florida. Art: Paula Cregovich.

March - April 2010 Skipping Stones

They'll turn into fireballs and new stars,
Which will carryon this heavenly show.
While we can only gasp and wonder
While the stars-they glow, glow and glow.

-Soora) Bis11l10i, grade 7, India. In 2009, the Year if
Astronomy,Soora) wrote this poem to celebrate 400 years

if Calileo ~ lise if the telescope for stlldying the sky.
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The Octopus that Had Four Legs

Skipping Stones March - April 2010

The fish heard
them talking and said,
"You want to learn
more about me?"

Zoe said, "Oh, yes,
I do!"

Then the fish said,
"Come with me, I'll
show you my home."

Zoe went with
Dr. Douglas and dis
covered that there

were thousands of other fishes. She played with the
fish for awhile. They played tag and other games until
they ran out of breath and laughed to tears. Zoe got
very excited because she had found friends that did not
tease her and did not care that she had only four legs.

Zoe learned she was strong and brave, even though
she had only four legs. When she went back to the
other octopuses, she stood up for herself and felt proud
to be different. Ever since then, they all accepted her
the way she was.

-Maya Hunter, 6, Colorado. Maya loves animals.

"There was a strange creature that came. It had 4 legs
like me. Let me show you!" When her mother saw
the fish, she said, "Oh! Those aren't legs, those are fins!
They help him swim."

Zoe was proud of
her color and of herself, until she went to school and
found the other octopuses all had eight legs, like her
mother. Suddenly, she felt very different.

The other octopuses teased her. They said, "Ha-ha,
ha-ha. Zoe has 4 legs ... we have all 8!" They thought
they could swim faster than her, because they had more
legs to push themselves, and they could blowout black
liquid more easily because they had more legs to push
the ink. They thought they were better than she was.

When Zoe got home, tears ran down her cheeks
and she had a very big frown on her face. Her legs were
tucked underneath her bottom because she didn't want
anyone to see she had only four. She swam to her room
and started wailing loudly.

Zoe told her mother that the other octopuses were
making fun of her.

"Everyone was doing it," she sobbed. "I felt desper
ate to go home."

The next day, a Visitor came to Zoe's school
because they were studying helpers. When the visitor
swam in, everyone gasped! They never saw a creature
like this before. They thought it was an alien!

"Hello," he said, "my name is Dr. Douglas and I'm
a fish!" Zoe was very surprised. She thought that all
creatures had eight legs except her.

When school was over, she swam home as fast as
she could. Her mother was waiting for her. Zoe said,

O nce there was an octopus named Zoe who
lived in a cave in the sea. She was born the

regular way-by a mother with 8 legs, but Zoe was not
a regular octopus. She was the same color as her moth
er-each was a deep
indigo-violet with a few
bright purple streaks
down their backs. But
the number of legs was
very different. Zoe had
only 4 legs.

Zoe's mother loved
her, though. Every day
she hugged her and told
her softly, "I love you,
Zoe."
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Nana Jean Goes to Hawaii: The 50th State in the Union

H awaii became a state
in 1959. I was for

tunate as a child and young
adult to visit every other state
in the Union, including Alaska
(the other distant state which
also joined the Union earlier
in 1959). Somehow, for me the
islands of Hawaii remained dis
tant, unapproachable, set in the
middle of the Pacific Ocean.
Finally, about 8 years ago, I vis
ited Hawaii for the first time to
attend a wedding. Since then,
I have gone to visit the Big
Island four times, Kauai once, and this time, the island
of Maui. Interested in both archeology and culture, I'd
like to share my reflections on the clash of cultures that
I have seen on these trips. Hawaii is indeed a paradise,
one with a tension based in cultural differences.

Consider a few questions, for example:

What if the most important thing in your life IS
family? What if the most important thing in your life is
nature? What if the most important thing in your life is
some thing else? (You can write it here ).

What happens when you meet and get to know
someone whose "most important thing" is much differ
ent than yours?

We just came back from Maui, Hawaii, and thought
about' how different the feelings and "most important
things" were to the people living there.

Those who have been there "longest" have gen
erations of family going back hundreds of years. We saw
large extended families gathered on beaches on week
ends (and even other times) for joint meals and com
munity time. Their ancestors had come to the island
over thousands of miles of sea, following the stars and
currents. They have established a culture and a connec
tion to this warm and fertile land that is deep, lasting...
and very spiritual.

Those who have relocated to Hawaii in recent
years find themselves thousands of miles away from
their families. They love the beauty and the warmth of
the islands. They may have important goals of enjoy
ing a lifestyle that includes material possessions and,
perhaps, the means to get back to the families they left

behind. Yes, it brings money
and jobs to the island, and
there is a 13<X, tourist tax in
Hawaii that supports gov
ernment serVIces.

And many people from
the mainland travel to enjoy
the beauty and wonder of
the island for a very short
time. They stay in places by
the beach to swim and sit
in the sun. Hawaiians use
the beaches differently: big
family BBQs, fishing and
memorials to those family

members who have died.

What happens when these "most important" things
meet in a place like Hawaii?

What happens when a large resort takes over a
beach that was your family's sacred space and place to
gather?

While the Hawaiian law says that all beaches should

have public access, including trails to the beaches, there
are often little or no parking spaces nearby and the
access routes are difficult to find. Sometimes, the resorts
make discouraging barriers for beach access.

We found that we enjoyed the beaches with easy
access and with native people on them, however, we
could also see why some beaches seemed set aside for
some specific purposes or groups like kiteboarders or
windsurfers. Some beaches were natural draws to surf
ers and snorkelers because of the way the ocean and
shore meet.

When people from different cultural backgrounds
meet, they have a choice to make: do we make assump
tions about our right to impose our own way of
knowing and being? Or, are we respectful and open?
Certainly in Hawaii, there is much to gain from look
ing at the ways the Hawaiians have interacted with the
natural world and the creatures in it.

As I left the islands I was reminded of my need
to be open and caring with those I meet, particularly
those whose culture is different than mine. I hope you
will do the same in your interactions.

-ProfessorJean Maule, Oregon.
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Venice!

I travelled to Italy with my par
ents this summer, and during

this trip I visited Venice. The city

gets a large number of tourists and is
well known for its glass and gondo

las. A beautiful and elaborate ceiling

lamp made out of Murano glass can

cost over 7,000 euros. The glass is

very fragile and colored with very

different delicate designs.

Venice is beautiful because of

the water and the main cathedral,
San Marco. San Marco is beautiful;

it is a very ancient cathedral that has
paintings, statues, Byzantine treasures
and a museum. The paintings are so
old that it is forbidden to take pho

tographs because the bright flashes
of cameras can ruin the paintings.

In Venice the transportation is only by boats, ferries, gondolas,
because there is only water, no through roads. Venice has lots of
islands, and everywhere shops sell and display the beautiful col

ored glass. The Murano glass name comes from the island called
"Murano." The San Marco Square has many little stands that sell

this glass, forming an open air market.

Venice has lots of birds that fly by, but they are mostly pigeons.
They can fly so low that you have to duck your head down to
avoid them. These birds always gather in huge groups, and if they
are distracted while eating bread, sometimes you can catch them. A

lot of tourists come from all over Europe such as Germany, France,
Spain, other cities of Italy, and America. They visit during all the
seasons, and especially in the summer months.

Venice is always filled with people. It's very different from
where I live. I loved Venice because it is unique. On my trip, the
most impressive thing was
the water that surrounded
the city and all the canals. I
will always rememberVenice.

-Isabella Sobejano, 9,
Pennsylvania, adds: "I love
travelling and learning foreign
languages and cultures. When
I travel with my family during
summers I learn so much and I
love it!"

Skipping Stones

Venice On My Mincl

T his drawing shows the way I imag
ine Venice in my head. My moth

er's whole family comes from different parts
of Italy and Sicily, from Florence to Naples,
Genoa to Et.na. My grandparents died
before I could ever meet them, but mem
bers of their extended family (and mine)
still live in different parts of Italy and Sicily.
I have not met them yet, but I hope to
soon. I have longed to go to Italy for years
and years, but my mother has been sick and
I would never dream of leaving her alone.

So, the world ofVenice is left to my
pen and my imagination. I have drawn
parks and apartments, hotels and shops. I've
sketched a wide canal and a gondola, and
an old curving bridge in the foreground.
Among the crowds on the bridge is a girl
who looks about my age, drinking a coffee
and staring straight at the viewer. I envi
sioned her beckoning, saying to me, "Come
on, come to Venice. Come into the world
of this drawing. Come and meet your fam
ily." Well, I say back, "Maybe someday I
will." But for now, all I can do is draw it.

-Emma Capps, 13, California.
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Clutching my
grandma's hand

In a tight grip, I anx
iously walked down the

crowded lanes towards

the holy river "Ganga."

We were going to take

part in the ritual evening

prayer. In Hindu culture,
it is believed that a dip in

the Ganga purifies your
soul and washes away

your SInS.

The sun was setting slowly behind the huge dark
mountains. An orange warmth of summer greeted the
evening. The loud chaos of sparrows mingled with
the chants of the pilgrims. Though it was so crowded,

everyone seemed so calm and happy.

The streets were illuminated with strings of yellow

bulbs, giving an aura of a celebration. A whiff of san
dalwood scented the cool evening breeze. My grandma

and I came across a small market. It was beautiful.

People were buying flowers, garlands, incense and milk
candies for offerings.

The fresh fragrance of different kinds of flowers

was so overpowering. The flowers were arranged beau
tifully in different rows-various colored roses, orchids,
marigold, lavender and ah! a lotus. I have never seen
a lotus so close before. It was pink, and captivating. I
touched it softly, it felt so fresh.

We bought a small basket of offerings. My grandma
handed it to me. It was a harmony of colors-roses and
bright yellow marigold were nestled together along
with an small unlit, tiny candle in a handmade leaves
boat. With our offerings we began to move towards the

river. The sweet aroma of different incense was getting

stronger by now.

I wanted to stop by the shops, selling various snacks
and delicacies. Kids were all over those shops. Stacks
of sweet-meats were displayed attracting customers. I
too wanted to try some. There were candies made up
of milk and vegetables. Some were being made fresh,
others waiting to be devoured. My grandma bought
me a sweet ball of hardened milk, my all time favorite.

It melted right into my
mouth.

We move ahead,

and the river was clear

ly in sight now. In the

glow of the setting
sun, the river stretched

like an huge golden

snake, wriggling its way
around the mountains.

Nearing the steps lead
ing towards the banks,

The river made its presence known by its loud roar.

Volunteers helped secure our shoes before
descending the stairs. In India, one cannot take shoes
near Gods, temples or places of worship. The rhythmic

chants of prayers echoed from the temples all around
the banks.

Clean, white water was splashing onto the steps.
Once there I loved the cool touch of the river on

my feet. The river felt fast and strong, we stood at the
knee deep level holding on to the safety bars. The loud

chimes of bells diverted my attention to the ceremony.
A priest held a huge, oil-wick lamp with waving, hot
flames in his cloth-covered hand. Chanting the prayers,

he lowered the pyre to touch the river. My grandma, as
others was singing the same prayer. It echoed from all
directions. I was spellbound.

After the prayer we lit the candle in our leaves
boat and set it to sail into the river (to pay our respects
to the river). The boat sailed among other hundreds
of boats. With the candle lit in every boat, the river
looked like a bejeweled blanket. It was a mesmerizing
VIew.

I never wanted to leave. But as the saying goes, "All
good things must come to an end." I clicked the per
fect picture of nature's appreciation by mankind in my
mind. And framed it as the cherished memory of my
childhood.

-Anupal11a Vohra and herfamily now lives ill New York.
For the Hindus, Ganga represents their eternal, spiritual

cOlmection to the heavCl'l. Many mIllenia old customs and tra
ditions are practiced by the Hindus to highlight their sacred
relationship. You might like to research this intriguing topic.
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CULTURAL COLUGE

Flor Blanca

Te conocemos como £lor
blanca en nuestro pais

tu arbol crece entre las piedras
y tus ramas son lechosas

coro

Flor blanca eres tan linda

como la patria, mi nicaragua
tu centro es amarillento
tu olor esta en el viento

en el aire que respiramos.

Siempre los nicaraguenses
te respetamos

hasta los extranjeros
te respetan por ser tan linda

£lor nacional, cuidemos
esa £lor, cuidemos ese arbol.

coro... Flor blanca

-Jose Angel, edad: 16 arios,
El Lagartillo, Nicaragua.

Photo if the Sacuanjoche tree

trunk (below) by Paul Dix.

White Flower
J# knoll) you as the ,,,hite

flol"er ill our coulltry.

Your tree grol/ls a/llong rocks

alld your brallches are milky.

Chorus

White flower, you are so beautiful

like the fatherland, my Nicaragua.

Your center is creamy white

yourfragrance is in the wind

in the air that we breathe.

The Nicaraguans always respect

you, even the strangers respect you

for being so beautiful

National flower,

Let~ take care if this flower,

Let~ take care if this tree.

Chorus... White flower

-Jose Angel, age 16,
El Lagartillo, Nicaragua. Their

national flower, Sacuanjoche, is

also known as the Flor Blanca.

Tinikling: Bamboo Stick Dance
The National Dance of the Philippines

Tinikling is an indigenous dance of the
Philippines. It was inspired by and named after the
tikling (heron) bird and imitates the bird dodging
the bamboo traps set by farmers.

The dancers recreate the tiklings' movements
as they walk between grass stems, or run over tree
branches. Dancers try to match the bird's legendary
grace and speed by skillfully maneuvering between
two large bamboo poles.

The Tinikling Dance originated in Leyte in
the Visayan Islands of the Philippines. One legend
says that centuries ago when Spain conquered
the Philippines, peasants who did not work hard
enough were punished by having to stand between
two poles on the ground that had hard branches
or thorns sticking out. Then they would be beaten
by those poles on their feet. By jumping when
the bamboo sticks were apart, the natives tried to

escape this cruel form of punishment.

The punishment later became the dance that it
is today. There are four people performing the basic
dance. Two operating the clapping of the poles and
two dancers on opposite sides of the poles. The
movement of the bamboo poles consists of hitting
them together and then tapping them on the £loor,
two counts each, in rhythm with the music. As the
dance continues, the tempo and the volume of the
bamboo-beating increases, and the dancers must be
sure not to get their feet caught!

-Pearl1Orresyap, Massachusetts. She has spent
many years ill the Philippines with her extendedfamily.
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Lilly's Passion to Dance

Page 13

Passion bursts forth as Lilly dances,
displaying her shawl in a whirl of color.
Her intricate footwork catches the eye
as she steps and glides to the song of the
drum. Beautiful, inspiring, from season to
season, her culture lives on!

-Sharor! R. Schramm, S. Dakota. Photo:
Lily at a Pow Wow. (The Winner Advocate).

or dress for dancing, includes her shawl, moccasins, leg
gings and head band. Her leggings, made from broad
cloth and leather, display intricate designs fashioned
from hundreds of beads. She says it takes her about
eight months to complete the bead work. It is plain to
see that Lilly's regalia is truly her own creation.

Eagle plumes are used to adorn Lilly's head band.
The plumes represent the stages of a dancer's life and
accomplishments. Lilly received her first plume when
she was three years old, dancing for the first time at
a Pow Wow. The second plume came when Lilly was
given her Lakota name, Waste Winyan, after her great
aunt Velda.

Waste Winyan means "good woman." After eighth
grade graduation, she will earn another plume. A
fourth plume will be given when she graduates from
high school.

Lilly's mother, Mary, a nurse at the Rosebud
Hospital, has taught her children to sew and bead.
Lilly's father, Steve, teaches traditional art at Sinte
Gleska University in Mission. He has taught his chil
dren the authentic Lakota style of dance. Together
Mary and Steve have instilled in their children a deep
respect for their native culture.

Lilly loves performing the fancy shawl dance.

"My favorite part of the dance is the spinning," says
Lilly. "To be a good dancer, you must move quickly,
always listening to the beat of the drum." Lilly has
learned those skills well as she was honored as Jr. Miss
Isanti at the Santee Sioux Pow Wow in Nebraska.
From spring to late summer, she and her family travel

all over the Midwest, from Minnesota to
Colorado to New Mexico, following the
Pow Wow circuit.

"It's fun to learn about other tribes
and their history. Sometimes, I can identi
fy the tribes by the designs they use," says
Lilly. "And it's great to meet new friends.
But the most important thing is keeping
our culture alive."

Skipping Stones

C an you imagine prancing like a prairie chick
en? Or gliding in circles like a butterfly? You

are a creature of the earth, with painted wings in
nature's finest hues.You mimic the animals of the Great
Plains as you move to the beat of the sacred drum. You
are a Native American dancer, much like Lilly, a Lakota
girl from the Rosebud Sioux Tribe of South Dakota.
Lilly's passion is to dance, preserving a custom called
J-tacipi, connecting her ancestral past with the present.

Long honored among the Plains Indian tribes, the
J-tacipi (known today as the Pow Wow) is a tribal dance
tradition that celebrates Native American culture. All
activities center around the native drum, the singers,
and the dancers that step and whirl to the rhythm of
the music. Dance contests are an exciting part of the
celebration. Special guests are often honored. They
maybe given a Lakota name and presented with gifts
such as a star quilt or a buffalo robe. Traditional hand
game contests are also a favorite for those who know
the age-old strategies of the game. Of course, popu
lar Native American foods are served. Who can resist
Indian tacos made of fry bread or a hearty buffalo stew!
There is much hand shaking, hugging and laughter
among the native people as they renew oldJriendships.

Lilly is a sixth grader who attends school in
Mission, South Dakota. She loves to express herself as
she moves in harmony with the drum song. From the
time she was little, Lilly watched her sisters and brother
imitate the dance steps and movements of the Native
elders. The youngest of six children, she followed the
example of her siblings. Soon, Lilly had her own steps
and entered pow wow competitions right along with
her brother and sisters.

"I like to watch the old stylers at
the big pow wows," says Lilly, refer
ring to longtime native dancers. "I
watch their moves and try to dance
like they do. I admire the designs in
their shawls and dresses. Then I try
to think of my own designs."

Lilly and her parents craft a new
dress each year. She chooses her col
ors, then sketches a picture of her
dress idea. Her father helps her cut
out and arrange the appliqueed parts
of the designs. The designs form a
wonderful collage of colors. Then,
her mom gathers the materials and
sews them together. Lilly's regalia,

March - April 2010



My Second Soul "To have another language is to possess a second soul." -Charlemagne

Rican.

Little did I know that my father's health would
make it necessary for our family to return to Puerto
Rico, where I would not only listen, but speak, read,
and write the language of my ancestors, discovering in
the process, my second soul.

-Carmen Redding, retired school librarian, Georgia.

"He also told me your parents are Puerto
Do your parents ever speak Spanish at home?"

"Sometimes," I said.

"Good. You are very lucky to be able to learn
another language. My own parents are Jewish and my
grandparents came to this country from Russia. As a
child, I was embarrassed to have parents who were,
well ...different. But at the university my knowledge of
Hebrew and Russian helped me to learn many things
about the world, about my family and about myself.
Speaking another language is a gift. A very wise man
once said that 'To have another language is to possess a
second souL' I want you to think about that."

Mr. Goldberg's words would
have a tremendous impact on my life.
They opened my heart and my mind
to a new world and culture. In the
days and months to come, I listened
to the women who came to visit
my mother with stories of the bar
rios of Aguas Buenas (Good Waters).
I listened to my mother recite from
memory the poems of Ruben Dario
and to my grandfather, as he told me
the story of El Conde de Montecristo
(The Count of Montecristo).

At school, my mind was free to make connec
tions to my native language. One day, while trying to
decide what the word "evade" meant, I heard a part of
my mother's conversation with a relative: "Quiere evadir
todas sus responsabilidades... " The word evade meant to
avoid. Proudly, I raised my hand.

"There's a word like that in Spanish," I began...

Mr. Bloom smiled.

principal, ordered ice-cream pops for the student help
ers and other staff members. When we were dismissed,
he asked me to stay a minute.

"Mr. Bloom tells me you are a very good student."
I just smiled. How else do you respond to such a state
ment?

to mind,A picture of a table immediately came
but embarrassed, I blurted, "I ah.. .1 don't
know." I was ten years old, but already I
hated being singled out as the Spanish girl.

The teacher went on to explain that
mesa was the Spanish word for table. "How
is this landform like a table?"

"It's flat, like a table," I said. There, at
least I had shown I was smart, not different.

"That's right! It's shaped like a table."
And he went on to the next landform.

On another occasion we visited the
Museum of Natural History in Manhattan.
The exhibit was "The Amazon Rainforest." The word
casa was printed in bold type on one of the displays.

"Who knows what the word casa means? Carmen?"
I shook my head to indicate I had no earthly ·dea what
the word meant. I did not realize that my teacher was
fully aware of my little charade.

A few days later, it was Edward Poli's turn to be
Office Helper, a program for 5th and 6th graders.
Office Helpers filed attendance cards, collected lesson
plans left in receptacles outside classroom doors, and
delivered messages to teachers and staff throughout the
building. Since Edward was absent, I was asked to go.

That day I worked with other helpers from three
classrooms. I remember filing the attendance cards. It
was June and hot inside the building. Mr. Goldberg, our

, 'The key to success in America is the flaw-
less command of the English language," my

father used to say. For this reason, he limited our use of
Spanish to our visits with grandparents and other fam
ily members who did not speak English.

In fifth grade, however, I had a true Renaissance
man for a teacher. It seemed Mr. Bloom could do
everything well (from playing the guitar to conduct
ing science experiments with light and sound). Special
projects and field trips were the tools of his trade.
Looking back, I think one of Mr. Bloom's projects was
to make me feel proud of my Spanish heritage. I have
to confess, I did not make it easy for him.

On one occasion, he walked toward the blackboard
and wrote the word mesa. Then, pointing to a relief
map of the southwestern states, he asked, "Carmen, the
name of this landform is mesa. Can you tell the class
what that means?"
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* * The Wishing Well * *
S~ippin9 Stones Stew

Fiddleheads

Un Silence pour Ecouter

Here is a place where no one speaks.
La voix

-it is replaced by
an intent listening, like leaves quivering,
ready for falling before the storm.

falling
Un silellce illumine.
It sets my deepest bones on fire.
It reveals what I am searching for,
and, what I can never find.

The revvering echo of the cars between the trees
sounds direct into my ears.
Meant for me.

In the springtime, Mom, Sunbeam, Egi, Ejung and I

walk down the wide path behind the tree house to the for

est. Carrying bags, we search for fiddleheads. Fiddleheads are

the young fronds, Oeaves) of ferns. I like the way it looks, all

curled up in a light green spiral, with dark

green at the top. There are different sizes of

fiddle heads. We are not supposed to pick

fiddleheads that are uncoiled. We find lots

of them. When our bag is full, we go home.

Now it's time to prepare the fiddleheads.

My mom, Hyo, dips them in hot boil

ing water for 30 seconds. Then she takes

them out and puts them in the sunlight

for 2 days. After 2 days, she puts them in a box. She takes a

handful when she needs them. Then my mom puts them in

cold water for a day. The she cleans them with sink water

and drains the water. Then my mom cooks them in a pan

and she adds oil, green onion, and onion and sesame seeds.

. They taste like oniony beef a little and smells like pine

and butter.They are really soft when you eat them.YUM!

-Sunwoo Kim, 9, Korean American, Oregon. Art:Julian Mullins

-MoHica Nederand, 15, Canada. She adds:
"[ enjoy vaHilla icing, the rare thunderstorms, dreaming
about traveling and bikiHg along the dikes near my home.
[ recently won ajunior authors' contest for my story. "

Here is a place that demands listening:
a plush moss floor that collects words,
like the prey of the pitcher-flower.

There is a magic place across the mountain top
and around the frosty springs. It is a special place
where your dreams and wishes may come true. If
you are able to reach this wishing well, then utilize
the power it holds inside.

Upon your birthday, when the time is right,
go to the well. Not all will receive the gift on
any birthday. If you are deemed worthy, you will
receive a map to the well.

Using the map, approach the well in grati
tude and wish for something. For example, some
body you have always wanted to be with; a future
of happiness and bliss; a sick family member to
become well again; a cancer patient to return back
to health and liveliness; a wish to bring a loved one
back and enjoy them for a few more years...

Do not know when to stop wishing for more?
Stop when you feel you've asked for enough; if you
do not, the well will pull you in.You will turn into

a stone inside the
well until the world
stops turning.

Be careful
what you wish for,
because if greedi
ness gets the best
of you, the well
and the mountain
top will disappear.
All the wishes that

were granted to you, will also be no more.

Do not wish bad things onto others because
if you do, the well shall pull you down inside, and
that will be the end of you.

Once you've asked for enough, go on your
way; do not bother to look or go back. The wish
ing well's powers can only be used once. When you
leave the well behind, you will never see it again.

Come, my dear friends, across the mountain
top and around the frosty springs.

Your luck may change today!

- Villcellt ClcIIJellti, 16, Colorado. Art: Mindy Cooper.
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Like Indians and Soldiers? ,Como entre indios}' soldados?

The civil war oj 1979, il1 Nicaragua, Jorever chal1ged the lives oj a gel1eration of children who, at the tender age
oj seven or eight years, had to grow up Jast whel1 Jaced with the cruelty with which adults hal1dled their oum c01iflicts.
Although the civil war liberated NicaragllL1 Jrom a cruel dictator, the colll1try has sadly Jallel1 withil1 a large gap of
greater poverty al1d miser}~ al1 ul1stable political climate and al1 el1dless power struggle, which has impeded the growth
of a l1ation. Nicaragua, althollgh small il1 appearal1ce, keeps a very big heart. I was part of that gel1eratiol1 who,
although matured very quickly, always kept its imagil1atiol1 alive, evel1 il1 the toughest times.

I t's December. Ra-ta-ta-ta, all the children are
sounding rattles. Born-born-born, all musicians

are sounding drums. Who would have thought that
later on, the rat-ta-ta-ta would be the sound from
weapons and the born-born-born from aircraft bombs?

Qui, oui, oui, I learn French with my neighbor.
Her mother is French, and her father is from this land,
Nicaragua. In the afternoons, she takes me riding on
her bike up and down the street, relaxed and happy like
white little butterflies that fly around the gardens.

Already tired of playing, we lie down on the lawn
of her house and talk about what two little girls talk
about. We dream of dancing like bees, dressing skirts of
tulle and wearing silk slippers.

In the month of May, I receive Communion. We
take pictures with my French friend. In the sky, pigeons
fly. They are as white as the white of my veil.

June arrives and with it, my birthday party. We hit
the piiiata as hard as we can. I get lots of presents. We
laugh, play and enjoy; free as birds in the green grass.

One night in June, my parents are listening to the
radio. They talk about war and I have no idea. Did
they say war? Like between Indians and soldiers? Like
between the police and thieves?

The clouds are gray, the sun has set. My broth
ers and I have stopped going to school. The streets are
desolate. A huge black cloud hangs over the city, as the
black shadows of the planes soaring through the skies.

Ra-ta-ta-ta, we can hear the sound around the
corners. Born-born-born, a loud noise wakes us up at
night. I get up with wide-open frightened eyes, and
now I realize what war is. It does not resemble that of
the Indians and soldiers, or police and the thieves. Men
and women fight.

My siblings and I run fast to the bed of our parents,
and we take refuge in their arms, trembling with fear,
trembling like a little squirrel lost in the wilderness.

Es diciembre. Ra-ta-ta-ta, los niiios suenan las
matracas. Bom-bom-bom, los 'mllsicos suenan

sus tambores. ,Quien iba a pensar que luego el ra-ta-ta
ta seria el de las armas, y el bom-bom-bom, las bombas
de los aviones?

Qui, oui, oui, aprendo frances con mi vecinita. Su
madre es francesa y su padre es de esta tierra nica
ragiiense. Por las tardes, ella me lleva montada en su
bicicleta y recorremos la cuadra, llenas de frescura
y felices como pequeiias mariposas blancas cuando
vuelan por los jardines.

Ya cansadas de jugar,nos recostamos en la grama de
su casa y hablamos 10 que hablan dos niiias pequeiias.
Soiiamos con danzar como danzan las abejas, vestir fal

das de tul y zapatillas de seda.

En el mes de mayo mi comuni6n celebro. Fotos
nos tomamos con rni arniguita francesa. Por los cielos,

las palomas vuelan, son tan blancas como el blanco de
rni velo.

Junio llega y con el, mi fiesta de cumpleaiios. Le
damos duro a la piiiata, recibo muchos regalos. Reimos,
jugamos, gozamos; libres como las avecillas en los verdes
prados.

Una noche de junio, mis padres estin pegados a
la radio. Hablan sobre una guerra y yo no tengo idea.
,Guerra? ,Como entre indios y soldados? ,Como entre
policias y ladrones?

Las nubes estin grises, el sol se ha ocultado. Mis
hermanos y yo hemos dejado de asistir a la escuela. Las
calles estin desoladas. Una inmensa nube negra cubre la
ciudad, como las sombras negras de los aviones que por
los cielos se elevan.

Ra-ta-ta-ta, por las esquinas se oye. Bom-bom
born, un gran ruido nos despierta por la noche. Mis
ojos se abren asustados y ahora me doy cuenta 10 que es
la guerra. No se asemeja al de los indios y soldados ni al
de los policias y ladrones. Hombres y mujeres se pelean.
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iComo entre indios y soldados? ..

Mientras los adultos en silencio escuchan
la radio, los ninos entre los arbustos jugamos.
Los buenos persiguen a los malos con armas
de palo. Los arboles frutales en el monte
verde crece. Las gallinas cacarean, los chom
pipes graznan, los pollitos picotean y las aves,
en las ramas, SU canto sonoro canta.

Una manana, mi amiga parte, sin despe
dirse, con su familia rumbo a Francia. En su
maleta lleva sus munecas y nuestros recuer
dos de infancia. Las rosas del jardin se han
marchitado, las abejas se han alejado y los
panales de miel en los arboles se han secado.

Mi familia y yo abandonamos la ciu
dad para hospedarnos en la finca de unos
parientes. Por los cielos, las libelulas vuelan,
planean entre las ramas como los aviones de
guerra entre las nubes; y las hormigas, por la
tierra marchan, como los soldados sobre las
carreteras.

Mis hermanos y yo corremos a la cama
de nuestros padres y en sus brazos nos refu
giamos. Temblamos de miedo, temblamos,
como tiembla una ardillita perdida en el desi
erto campo.

Debajo de un colch6n, como una cueva
de osos, nos protegemos. Los adultos perman
ecen sentados a un lado del refugio, en vigilia;
nosotros, los ninos, jugamos. Reimos ante la
aventura de estar perdidos en una caverna
oscura.

While adults silently listen to the radio, children play among
the bushes. Good guys chasing bad ones with wooden weapons.
Fruit trees are growing in the green forest. Hens cluck, turkeys
honk, chickens peck and birds sing out loudly their songs from

branch to branch.

Es julio. La guerra ha terminado. Por el
camino vamos en medio de una fila de carros,
de regreso al hogar que en la ciudad dejamos.
Por los cielos, las palomas vuelan, son tan

It's July. The war is over. We return in a line of cars, back to blancas como el blanco de nuestras banderas.

our home in the city that we had left behind. In the sky, pigeons La calma finalmente ha llegado, olorosa a

fly, they are as white as the white of our flag. rosas y a pasto fresco recien cortado. Reimos,

Peace has finally arrived, smelling of roses and freshly cut jugamos, gozamos; libres como las avecillas en
grass. We laugh, play and enjoy; free as birds in the green mead- los verdes prados. Sobre el cielo claro brilla el
ows. In the bright sky, the smiley sun shines; we dance on the sol sonriente; danzamos sobre la grama como
grass like bees dance and wear skirts of tulle and silk slippers, as danzan las abejas, y vestimos faldas de tul y
we once dreamt. zapatillas de seda como una vez 10 sonamos.

-Ana Chavarria nOli' lives ill NellIJerscy lliith hcr ti/lO children and jamily. Photo: kids in Blutfields, Nicara~ua by Paul Dix

Beneath a mattress like a den of bears, we protect ourselves.

The adults sitting, watchful, on. one side of the refuge; we children
play.We laughed at the adventure of being lost in a dark cave.

One morning, my friend and her family leave, heading for
France without saying goodbye. In her suitcase, she brings her

dolls and our childhood memories. The garden roses have wilted,
bees have flown away and honeycombs in the trees have dried up.

My family and I leave the city to stay with relatives at their
farm. In the sky, dragonflies fly, glide among branches like war
planes through the clouds; and ants march across the land, like
soldiers on the roads.
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,.....,-wenty years ago, in VOL. 2, no. 1, we featured a bilingual photo essay on Nicaragua. The Sandinistas had
1. deposed the country's dictator, Somoza, in the 1979 revolution. But in the 1980s, as the American govern

ment actively supported the counterrevolutionary forces in their bid to overthrow the Sandinista government because if
its socialist policies, peace was a distant hope. The long-drawn out guerilla waifare, known as the Contra War, waged a
campaign of terror through ambushes and attacks on civilian targets. Thousands of Nicaraguans were killed and a larger
number ofpeople were maimed. I saw, with my on eyes, the plight if the Nicaraguan people during my 500 kilometer
peacewalk through Central America in 1985.

Peace accords were signed in the 1990s, bringing new elections. But Nicaragua still remains enguffrd by poverty, even
qfterfour elections. These photographs were taken by Paul Dix, documenting the survivors of the Contra War. -editor.

Page 18

Lucia Tellez, 26, was a teacher in
a small school, ten kilometers from
her home in Los Laureles. On 3 June
1985, she hitched a ride to her school
on a trailer being pulled by a tractor
that belonged to a nearby farming
cooperative. The Contras ambushed
them; seven people were killed, five
wounded and two kidnapped. Lucia
was transported just in time to a hos-

\ pita!. She underwent multiple surgeries
during a period of two years. Thanks
to the medical care she has received,
she can now walk using a brace.

Skipping Stones

Lucia 'Tellez, 47, cooking on an open fire.
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Seven A.M. Saturday
morning, February 9,
1985, about 80 to 100
Contra soldiers attacked
Los Potreros, a small
village near Condega,
Nicaragua. It was sup
posed to be an impor
tant day for the com
munity because Father
Enrique Oggier, head
priest for the parish, was
coming to perform a
mass for the community.
Eight-year old Nellie
was wounded in her
arm in a grenade attack on her house. Her younger brother, father and
grandfather (civilian leaders) were killed. Four others were kidnapped.
She was taken to a hospital in Condega. Twenty years later Nellie has a
family and here she is shown taking care of her toddler.

HLiving with the Consequences" is the working title of a
book to be published in the summer 2010 by Paul Dix and
Pamela Fitzpatrick. While the book focuses on Nicaragua,
it. is about wars in general; their causes, their lasting impacts,
changing the war paradigm and international interventions.
The history of u.S. interventions in Nicaragua covers over
150 years of meddling by our governments and companies.

From 1985 to 1990, working with the Witness for Peace
as a photojournalist, Paul Dix photographed hundreds of
survivors of the Contra Miar. Since 2002, Paul and his part
ner, Pam Fitzpatrick, have returned to Nicaragua four times.
They spent a total of 17 months locating many of people
they had met before and to see how they were doing 20
years after the war.

The book features about 30 people, each with their
photos from the 1980s and a recent one. We learn about
their background, how they are living in their present situa
tion and read excerpts from their personal testimony which
was recorded during the authors' recent trips, the last one
being in December 2009 - January 2010.

Paul and Pam personalize war through the stories of the
survivors and show that the impacts of war do not end with
peace accords-in fact, do not end for decades. They show
the hard realities of suffering that people face after the wars.
Yet, the book is also a tribute to the Nicaraguans who, with
their testimonies, teach us hope, resilience, grace and the
power of forgiveness. (wLlJ1v.livingwiththeconsequeHces.org)

A boy with AK-47 at the funeral ifafriend killed

by the Contras in an ambush in Matiguas, Nicaragua.
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Her Audience of Bees

N aina did not want to practice her violin. She
was lonely up in her room, with no one to

listen to her playing. She was restless up in her room,
dragging the bow across the strings. Naina was bored
up in her room, staring at the flat white walls while
the notes rose to the ceiling and slid back down to the
floor.

Naina marched into the kitchen, where Motiba was
making chicken curry and apple dumplings. She played
her most delicious melody, simmering and sizzling. A
tune for baking, tantalizing and sweet.

"That's pretty, dear," Motiba said. "But it's a lit
tle loud. I have to get this cooking done for Mrs.
Gutierrez. She's home from the hospital today, you
know, and she needs a good home-cooked meal. Please
go practice in your room."

Naina frowned and stretched out a warm note, fad
ing like a wisp of steam. Motiba's forehead wrinkled
and she stared at Naina.

"Naina... " she said.

"I don't want to practice," Naina said. "It's boring
up there. Can't I help you cook for Mrs. Gutierrez?"

"No, not now," Motiba said. "Not until you're fin
ished practicing."

Naina sighed and trudged out of the kitchen. She
wandered into the family room, where her brother was
careening through a video game. She played her most
dangerous melody, roaring and zooming. A tune for
racing, wild and bold.

"Naina!" her brother shouted. "Get out of here!
That racket is driving me crazy!"

Naina scraped her bow across the violin, shrieking
like a siren and trounced out of the room. She clattered
down the stairs to the basement, where her mother was
sanding in the woodshop. Naina began playing mellow
tones, long and smooth. A tune for polishing, silky and
soft.

"You're playing beautifully, sweetheart," her mother
said. "But I really need peace and quiet right now
to finish this railing for Mrs. Gutierrez's back-door
wheelchair ramp. She's home from the hospital today,
you know, and I want her to be able to enjoy her back
yard."

Naina struck a hard-working note and held it. Her
mother stopped sanding and cast a stern eye on Naina.

"Go upstairs, please, Naina. You should be practicing in
your room."

Naina ended her tune with one last sorrowful note.
"But I don't want to practice. It's lonely up there. Can't
I help you finish the railing for Mrs. Gutierrez?"

"Not now," her mother said. "This is your practice
tin1e."

Naina groaned and clomped up the stairs. She
slipped into her parent's bedroom, where Sop.ia was
sleeping in her crib. She played her most tender lullaby,
soothing and warm. A tune for napping, drowsy and
feather light. Sonia's eyes shot open and she burst into
tears, great gulping wails of terror.

Naina scurried out of the bedroom and dashed
around the corner, away from Motiba's rushing foot
steps.

She sped into the living room, where her father was
wrapping a present. She played her celebration song,
merry and lively. A tune for dancing, swinging and
bright.

"What pretty music," her father said. "But I have a
bit of a headache, and I need to finish wrapping these
books for Mrs. Gutierrez. She's home from the hospital
today, you know, and she'll be needing some reading
material while she's recovering. Please go up to your
room and finish practicing."

Naina kicked at the couch, and played an unwrap
ping tune, a tearing and ripping symphony. Her father
scowled over his glasses.

"I don't want to practice," Naina complained. "It's
no fun up there. Can't I help you wrap the books for
Mrs. Guitterez?"

"No, Naina," her father said. "Your job is to prac
tice."

Naina stomped out of the room. Down the hall,
a glint of sun caught her eye. She glanced over her
shoulder and darted out the side door, into the garden,
where no one was cooking or sanding or wrapping,
and no one was playing or sleeping. She plucked a few
strings, then let the music take off, high and flying like
a soaring kite. A tune for swooping, clear and sparkling.

The notes weren't banging into any walls or ceil
ing -they could rise and keep rising. But ... there was
no one to hear the music's lively call, no one to notice
how Naina's shoulder stayed still and her bow arm
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stroked smoothly, how her fingers danced across the
strings, her hand relaxed and curved so that daylight
shone through.

No one-except the fuzzy golden bee, gliding
from the day lilies. No one-except a second tawny
bee, emerging from the lilac bush. No one-except a
third busy bee, floating above the honeysuckle. Naina
flinched, but she kept on playing.

"Go ahead, sting me!" she yelled. "Just try to chase
me away like everybody else! I don't care what you're
doing for Mrs. Guitterez-I'm not stopping this time!"

Eyes closed, Naina's bow dove, and her fury rose.
The music swirled and stormed like a swarm of raging
bees. Naina winced-would she be stung any moment?
She opened her eyes.

There were six bees now, wings whirring. But they
weren't attacking. Six bees, hovering. Lined up in a row,
above the honeysuckle.

An audience at last. Her audience ofbees.

Naina smiled. Her music softened. A bit of honey
dribbled in, a drop here and there. The music shim
mered and began to flow, a glowing stream of amber. A
tune for gathering nectar, rich and sweet.

The bees zipped and zapped, a humming ovation.
Naina bowed to the bees-and froze.

Two hands clapping. The sound hung in the air.

"Bravo, N aina!" called Mrs. Gutierrez, her hand
waving. "Gracias, gracias, such lovely music-please,
please, don't stop! Porfavor, play some more!"

Naina's bowed again. "Why certainly, Mrs.
Guitterez!" she replied. "Welcome home!"

She leaned towards the bees. ''I'm going to play for
Mrs. Gutierrez now," she whispered. "She's home from

Can't Find Me
I couldn't breathe without him suffocating me.

I broke out of that house, got on my bike

and took off, stopping from time to time.
I couldn't stay in one place long.

I was running from my own thoughts.

I hated everything. I hated every car I saw

because he raced cars. I hated men because
he was one. I hated women

because he wanted them.
I hated my bike because he bought it.

And my clothes because he touched them.
And myself because I knew him.

I stopped at an empty school. It was almost dark,
and he'd be looking for me soon.

I walked along the side of the building
looking for a place to hide my bike.

The playground was lit up with fireflies.
They began to light up my insides.

I started to move among them,
drifting to the back where I hid behind some bushes.

I could see fireflies in the dark windows,

the swing sets all rusty.
I could see the dome shape

of the jungle gym. Eventually he came
and got my body and took it home,

but I never really left that place.

-Elanda Marie, 1?, Michigan.

This poem came out if the "Seabiscuit" project if the
Wings of Hope Hospice program at the Allegan County

Youth Home. The program was conceived as a way to
help children and teens cope with major life losses, and to

empower them to tell their stories through the arts, with

help from artists/poets. Although the goal of the program

has always been therapeutic, many pieces of writing that

have come out if the griif support program are of such high

quality that we wanted to publish them.

the hospital today, you know. But I'd be pleased to
have you stay and listen."

And with her heart soaring and the bees dancing,
she played her strongest melody, healthy and free. A
tune for healing, a tune for living. Music for sharing, as
it was meant to be.

-Margaret H. Mason, author and mom, Michigan.
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No Hooclies
Dear 7l33lcher;

You asked us today if we had one wish what would it be?
While I have so many, and none at the same time,

I wondered long and hard about what I would choose.
While I was thinking, and working, I heard you talking.

You didn't see me see you, or hear you, but I was there.

I heard you say "those" and "them" and I felt sad, for you.

Before I made my choice, I wanted to first grant one for

you. I choose, for you, that you see the truth, that you see me.
While you see a tired young boy in the morning, what

you don't know is that I just had a birthday..
I am now 14 years old and am working. Our shelter has also closed and

we lived on the street for 3 days, until a hotel room was found for my family.
Maybe someday someone will explain how homeless people can be

removed from a shelter, safe house, and only home they know....
You grimace at my hoodie and make judgments about my lifestyle.
Ifyou asked me, I would tell you that I don't like it either, it is too big,

and hot and mostly uncomfortable.
I wear it though, because I am grateful for it, it was a gift, and because

it keer< my ears warm on my long walk home.
You also notice my long t-shirt and make assumptions about its color.

I am more than aware of the gangs in my neighborhood but only wear
this t-shirt because it was my fathers, and although it is too long, it was his,

and all that I have of him.
My pants sag down because they are not mine, but those of a stranger,

who donated them, so that I might be warm, and clothed in a season
where the heat is turned low and the nights are long and cold.

My boots, although look like name brands, are not.
I keep them clean on the tops but I staple them and duck tape them

almost every night before I leave school. Sometimes the staples wear
through to my feet and they bleed, but you will never hear me complain.

So, as you ask me what I would like, if it could be anything, I would
like to choose for you to see me, as I am, and for who I am, underneath.

I choose though instead, that when I leave this world, and go on to
the next, that there are no hoodies in Heaven.

I choose, to be seen for how, and what I am, and have become, and not
judged by what I wear and how I look.

I choose to be not judged by the color of my skin but by the content of

my character.You taught me that phrase, and I was listening, for both of us.
Sincerely,

A 6t:h grader

-Christine Brooks, author, Massachusetts. She enjoys listening to all the world
has to say and giving a voice to those wishing to be heard. Her book, Postcards from
the Road, is now available. Her second book, A lIOice To Be Heard, will be out
later this year. Visit: www.fourleafclover.us.

Art by Leah T Cox, 19, Virginia.

Healthy Bits & Bytes
• Rescheduling Recess. A num
ber of schools are rescheduling
recess; having an outdoor play
time before having lunch. They
report that this switch helps stu
dents eat better-more fruits
and vegetables, with less food
waste. Students behave better,
and so schools have less disci
pline issues in the cafeteria. The
kids feel like they have more
time to eat so they do not feel
they need to rush through meals
to go out to play!

• Greens: Dr. Pamela Wible,
our regular subscriber and con
tributor, suggests that if we ate
at least eight servings of veg
gies per day (and lots of leafy
greens), we'd do well health
wise. Eating sprouts is also good!

• Spring is almost here so we
can start planting a backyard
or windowsill garden. Spinach,
green peas and other cool
weather plants can go in the soil
as soon as it can be worked on.
Live in a winter wonderland? Sow
seeds in flats in a sunny spot,
green house or a cold frame!
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Iridescent Fairies

TheSun

My mom gave me a locket

I was as happy as a hummingbird with a cup of nectar.

And the locket was glowing like a silver sun

With a carved flower on top of its silver heart

And now inside, a picture of my family.

-Naomi Perez, 8, California.

-Emma Walker, 14, Pennsylvania.

Just like the red color you will find

on the feeders from the store, hum

mingbirds like flowers that are red.

Do you know of any other birds

whose hearts beat 250 times per

minute or can fly non-stop for 525

miles? How about birds with split

tongues that fold in half when they

feed? Ruby throated hummingbirds

are like pixies in our backyards!

-Pamela J. Smith, Massachusetts.

The photo was takm by Patty Shea in

her own backyard.

The sun gives us many things,

What wonderful gifts it brings.

It makes us beam.
Like we are living in a dream.

It gives us the chance to be alive.
It gives us an environment in which we thrive.

Its image gives us hope.

It gives us the strength to cope

With all of our difficult situations

And with our frustrations.

It brightens the lives of so many

And it doesn't cost us a penny.

We are so lucky to have the Sun.

It tries to please our every whim.
It allowes us to be the way we are.

It doesn't matter that it's a star.

It may be far away,

But it still helps us every day.

H ave you ever thought you

saw the world's small

est bird darting ne.ar red flowers

in your yard? An Indian tribe calls

them "spreader of life on the earth"

and the Portuguese people call them

"flower kissers." There are 338 dif

ferent kinds of these fairy-like birds,

but let's find out about the ones

called ruby-throated hummingbirds.

These small creatures have wings

that beat 60 to 80 times per second.

Their bodies are only 3 Yz inches

long from the tip of their beak to

the end of their tail. Males have ruby colored gorgets

or throats and their feathers are iridescent. That word

means that the colors shimmer like a rainbow. They

can fly up to 25 miles per hour and if they need to can

fly backward, forward, sideways and even upside-down!

Do you wonder about baby hummingbirds? The

female builds a nest made from spider webs and plant

material that is so small a penny will almost fill the

inside diameter. She lays one or two white eggs that

are the size of small jellybeans. Nestlings or baby hum

mingbirds are hatched in about sixteen days with no

feathers and stay in the nest for three weeks. Look at

a ruler and find the one-inch mark. That's how big a

baby hummingbird is when it hatches from the egg.

They cannot fly and count on their mother to bring
them regurgitated nectar mixed with tiny insects.

Hummingbirds need to fly to warm places in the
winter but you can attract them to your yard by hang

ing a feeder full of nectar. Look in the garden center at

a store and you will find special feeders for these birds.

You can make your own food by boiling four parts

water and one part sugar with the help of a grown up.

Never use honey since it attracts bees and can grow

fungus which might make the hummingbirds sick.

Change the nectar every three or four days and make

sure you keep the feeder very clean. Store the extra

nectar in the refrigerator up to two weeks. Your fam

ily might want to plant flowers in the yard that hum
mingbirds like, too. Flowers called bee balm, impatiens,

honeysuckle, clematis, and fuchsias will attract them.
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. ., ...

-Todd

Dear TOdd, when I was young, I felt the

same way as you do.

Now that I am grown up, memories pop

into my mind of things that happened to me
on hikes when I was younger. I often remem
ber a vivid moment oflong ago:

I may have been about ten years old. I was

following a trail and upon hearing voices, I
raised my eyes. Up ahead I saw a mother and
two boys standing in a meadow along the trail.

The mother listened very intently to the

older boy; she was all ears, mindful not to miss
a word of her son. I was amazed and startled! I thought children usually listen to adults, but adults do
not generally listen to children. I was impressed by that family and have never forgotten them.

On another hike, my cousin, about ten years older than I was came along with us. HalfWay into
the hike, he asked me if I knew that I often walked behind the other hikers-one of the last ones. My
cousin commented that I was always walking the same speed as the other hikers. He had noticed that the

distance was always the same between myself and those in front of me. His question made me wonder
whether some people who usually walked first in line were the leaders among the hikers.

In the meanwhile, Franz, a younger friend, joined us in our conversation along the trail. His family
was not religious, but he was being sent to a religious school.

Franz shared his frustration and confusion with me. Franz and I talked freely and frankly and soon
came to a very satisfYing resolution. We concluded that details are not crucial.The essential point is that
we have kindness in our own hearts. We rejoiced with our resolution which we had achieved, and were
relieved with our newfound inner peace.

I came upon the realization that hiking over hills and mountains, by lakes and rivers, through mead

ows, smelling woods and observing wildlife, would lead to very different conversations than people have
when rushing with streetcars, driving cars, or clicking over cement sidewalks. Nature offers memorable
moments in people's lives. We are more likely to come up with profound thoughts while being in nature.
No wonder people long for the healing experienced when walking in nature.

In Peace,

, 'I hate to go on hikes. Every summer

a group of my parents' friends get all

excited planning adventures of new hikes. I

wish I could think of an excuse so I could

stay home. Hiking is so boring!"

Send your questions or comments to
Dear Hanna c/o Skipping Stones magazine.

Hamw lIJould be pleased to share her thoughts with you.

Page 24 Skipping Stones March - April 2010



A Hunclrecl Years!

T he tiger's golden eyes gleamed in the dusk.
Paws resting in the sand, he stared at Tamara

as she gazed back in astonishment. No one had seen a
tiger in over one hundred years!

Her grandfather once told the story of tigers
roaming the land, living peacefully among people.

"What happened to them?"Tamara asked.

Tamara's grandfather paused for a moment, cough
ing, and cleared his throat. "More and more people
moved here, and the tigers left. Tigers need food and
water and land." Now she had her chance to see a tiger.

The tiger showed no interest in Tamara as it strolled
among the cactus and rocky countryside. Sand replaced
most of the trees and grass. Summer's heat remained
for almost nine months while fall, winter, and spring
collapsed into the last three months of the year. In this
part ofRussia where she lived, ice and snow no longer
existed. So much was gone.

"We need trees as much as the
tigers," Grandfather had told her.

"I've seen forests in lots of
books. We can plant more."

Confidently, Grandfather
said, "I know we can."

Her grandfather barely remem
bered the forests. He only spoke of the heat. As the
temperature increased, animals that made their homes
in the forest disappeared. Like the tiger.

The tiger's thick reddish fur hadn't changed, but its
narrow black stripes were now brown like the autumn
leaves. It blended into the sandy landscape, but Tamara
had no trouble seeing the tiger's powerful body and
magnificent head.

Bravely, she whispered, "I don't think you'll find
anything to eat. There's not much food or water here
for tigers."

But her grandfather had always given her hope.

Standing on the patio outside the back door of her
home, she spoke to the tiger again. "You might have a
family. Is your family still around?"

The tiger answered with a deep rumble from inside
its chest.

Tamara took a step forward. The tiger stopped.

''I'nl lonely, too."

Tamara tried to recall what her grandfather warned
her about. A few tears filled her green eyes. His cough

Only About 4,000 Tigers Live in the Wild!

changed into something serious and then ... she missed
him. She needed his guidance now, but his chair in
the kitchen remained empty. Empty for the past four
months. To Tamara, it felt like a hundred years.

The tiger scratched the ground with its immense
paw. He looked thin and hungry. Tamara took another
step fonvard. But her own instincts stopped her from
moving any further.

"I'll get my mother. She can help you. We'll get
you some food and water. I'm going to plant lots of
trees and then you'll have a forest and then you'll have
somewhere to live."

But her grandfather's voice interrupted her plans
to help the tiger. She remembered one of the last times
they spent together.

"We hunted the tigers," he told her over cake and
cold tea one sizzling january evening in the kitchen.
"We cut down their homes. Then, it was too late, and
we couldn't save them. There were no more left."

Tamara suddenly understood that if she told others
of the tiger's existence this one might also disappear.

"Don't worry tiger. No one's going to get you,"
she reassured him. She sat down in the sand as the sun
withdrew from the horizon; its last light a flickering
golden shadow.

Suddenly, the outside lights flashed on, and Tamara's
mother rushed through the door.

"Tamara, I've been calling you and calling you.
Why haven't you answered? What are you doing
outside in the dark?"

Tamara jumped up and hugged her mother tightly.

"I...I was thinking about. . .I was thinking about
grandfather," she managed to say.

"Yes, yes.We've all had him in our thoughts," her
mother said.

"I'll never see him again,"Tamara stated.

"You may never see him again, but you have pic
tures and your memories and some of his books. He'll
never be far from you.You'll always remember. Always."

Tamara didn't look back. She knew the tiger was
gone. The blowing sand slowly covered the tiger's five
toed paw print.

''I'll remember. I'll remember,"Tamara whispered
into the darkness of the desert.

-Fred Mormonstein, Virginia. He taught language arts at
secondary level for 17 years bifore becoming afull-time l/Jriter.
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Full speed ahead! The peregrine falcon perched

high on a cliff ledge spots a starling below. His
keen vision allows him to (ocus on the target. Head

pointed down, wings and feet tucked

in, he begins his dive.

A peregrine's dive or "stoop" can

reach speeds of up to 200 miles an
hour. No speeding ticket for this guy,

though. Instead, success! He strikes the
starling, circles back and grabs it with
his sharp talons. Mission accomplished.

Just as he's catching his next meal,
a fellow falcon streaks by at a level

cruising speed of 55 miles per hour.
Sunlight reflects off of his blue-gray
back, a black moustache lines the sides

of his face beneath a black head and
white cheeks. Long pointed wings permit him to easily
shift positions while in flight.

The peregrine falcon is a magnificent bird and

we are fortunate to be able to enjoy these agile flyers
today. Once one of the most widespread birds of prey,

the peregrine almost completely disappeared from our
skies.

In the 1950s and 1960s, farmers used DDT, dichloro
diphenyltrichloroethane, to kill insects that damaged their
crops. Birds that the peregrine falcon fed on were eat
ing the insects with DDT in them, which built up in
the falcon's body, causing the female falcons to lay thin

shelled eggs. When they sat on their eggs to keep them
warm, the eggs broke before the chicks could hatch.

Hoping to help the falcons, scientists began rais
ing chicks in captivity. Eggs were hatched in laborato
ries under the scientists' watchful eyes. Hand puppets
that looked like the mother falcons were used to feed
the babies. That way, they remained wild because they
thought "mom" was feeding them. In 1974, the first

peregrine falcons raised in captivity were released into
the wild.

Raising falcons in captivity, as well as other actions
taken during the 1970s, helped to increase their num
bers. The use of DDT was banned in 1972, and the
following year the peregrine falcon became protected
under the Endangered Species Act. Due to all of these
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efforts, these remarkable birds have made a comeback

from 235 known nesting pairs in 1975, to an estimated

2,000 pairs in the United States and Canada today.

Thanks to the actions of scientists

and others who cared enough to save
the peregrine falcon, we are able to,

once again, enjoy these aerial acrobats.

-Susan Nagle-Schwartz is afreelance
writer interested in wildlife conservation,

Pennsylvania.

Track The Falcon
The Falcon Research Croup is an

organization committed to saving birds of
prey. One if their projects involved plac
ing CPS transmitters on several tundra
peregrine falcons to track their migration.
Iraveling between Chile and the Arctic,

they cover between 6, 000 and 8, 000 miles on their journey.
You can follow the travels if Sparrow King, La Serena, and
all of their friends by visiting the web site: wwwfrg.org. Click
on the "Field Research" tab, and then, "Southern Cross
Peregrine Project" to find out where they are in the world.
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Stripes Forever! Conservationists UiJrk to Save Grevy's Zebra from Extinction

and hyenas. "In fact," Ness said, "Lions prefer Grevy's
Zebra over other zebra." Why? Because:

• Grevy's Zebra are larger and meatier.

• Livestock keeps Grevy's Zebra from water dur
ing the day, they must often drink at night. This makes
them easier prey for lions.

• Grevy's Zebra males protect their herds by kick
ing predators. However, because they must patrol large
territories, they often leave the females and young
unguarded.

Dwindling Habitat

Much of the grassland that was home and food
to the Grevy's Zebra is being converted into pastures,
cropland or communities. The pools and rivers they
drank from are drained nearly dry, or fenced off for
livestock and crops.

This loss of habitat along with predators appear to
be top reasons for the decline of Grevy's Zebra.

Our main goal now, explained Ness, is to learn and
to teach how to share land and water resources-how
to live in harmony with the wildlife. One example is
encouraging farmers to allow zebra to drink in the
morning before watering their livestock.

"In the meantime," said Ness, "we'll continue to
ask questions, collect information, and compare Grevy's

,--------------------, Zebra to other zebra species that

thrive in the wild. We'll continue to
explore what can be done to increase
populations of Grevy's Zebra."

Zebra Factoids

One of a Kind: Just as you have
fingerprints different from those of
anyone else in the world, each zebra
has its very own pattern of stripes.

Amour a Moire: When grouped
together, zebra's stripes make it hard
for a predator to single out one for
dinner.

Presidential Zebra: The Grevy's Zebra can stand 5
feet high at its shoulders and weigh 1,000 lbs. It was
named after Jules Grevy, a president of France, who was
given one in the 1880s by the government ofAbyssinia.

-Cheryl Weibye Wilke, author, Minnesota.

I t was nighttime on the African savannah. The
cool breeze was welcome after a day of bone

bleaching sun. The small herd of zebra moved closely
together toward an open pool of water.

With ears bent forward and nostrils flaring, they
sensed looming lions. But the Grevy's Zebra were des
perately thirsty. It was a risk they must take.

Of all the African range mammals, Grevy's Zebra
are disappearing the fastest. In the 1970s, there were
an estimated 15,000. Today, only 2,000 to 2,500 exist
mostly in northern Kenya and southern Ethiopia.

In order to study and possibly slow this rapid
decline, Tom Ness, tropics trail supervisor at the
Minnesota Zoo, four zookeepers and a conservation
biologist traveled to northern Kenya. Earlier research
led the group to believe the decrease had to do with
food and water resources and/or predators. So they
set out to observe what Grevy's Zebra eat, when they
drink and how they interact with each other and other
speCIes.

The Discoveries

Ness and his group discovered that Grevy's Zebra
primarily graze grass, leaves and shrubs. They typically
eat taller grasses, leaving medium height grasses for wil
debeests, and shorter grasses for gazelles and impalas.

Grevy's Zebra prefer to drink
early to mid-morning. On average,
they stay 10-20 minutes at a water
ing hole. Most zebra can go several
days without drinking. New moth
ers, however, must drink everyday to
feed their young foals.

Grevy's Zebra get along well
with other zebra and hoofed species
such as gazelle, oryx and Cape buf
falo. They all graze in the same areas
but with some space between species.

Dangerous Predators

"A healthy zebra may live to be more than 20
years old," said Ness. However, predators can drastically
shorten this lifespan. The zebra's most dangerous preda
tor is man, who continues to illegally hunt them for
meat, hides and medicinal purposes. The zebra's natural
predators are many-lions, leopards, cheetahs, wild dogs
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Bring Hope in Action to Your Community

"Boy, I am so scared at times knowing

about what is happening to our world, it

feels so good to be with others to share

and find support and solutions."

-a middle school participant.

, 'Hope springs eternal in the human breast,"
Alexander Pope wrote in his most famous

poem, giving voice to the conviction that no mat
ter how adverse things become, people tend to
hope for the best. Recent scientific research now
suggests that the human brain naturally generates
optimism for the future in order to motivate peo
ple to take risks and act for survival. Whether it
originates in the human heart, or brain, or both
hope can be a powerful tool for change.

The Hope In Action Conference (HIA) is a
wonderful opportunity to bring teachers, students
and rcommunity educators together to inspire and
educate youth in the many facets of sustainability.
It is a powerful forum to bring together area non
profits and students of various ages to explore and
share the challenges and the opportunities that we all
face in our world today.

Partners for Sustainable Schools (PSS) is a non
profit organization based in Eugene, Oregon, with
a focus on sustainability education in grades K-12.
PSS organized its first HIA in
fall of 2008. Having just finished
our third successful conference
in Nov. 2009, we are excited to
share this concept and frame
work with other communities
worldwide. We realize that each
community will have to coor-
dinate its own unique format to organize a similar
kind of conference. Each of our conferences have had
between 240-340 students, ranging from grades 3-12,
representing 10 to 15 different local schools. The con
ferences were held at various local churches.

The conferences begin with local artists perform
ing spoken word or music that engages and inspires
the energy and focus for the day. This is followed by a
keynote speech by a local politician, environmentalist
or teacher, to raise motivation to the next level. Then
we proceed to our morning sessions, with age appro
priate topics. The sessions are hands on, engaging and
pertinent. They have ranged from building worm bins
for composting food-scraps, making art with previ
ously used objects, and learning bicycle safety for the
younger students, to leadership training, protecting the

"How come we are not learning more

abollt these things in ollr schools?"

-an elementary student.

environment, mediation training and stream mediation
for the older students. This is followed by everybody's
favorite-a locally grown, organic meal. A simple and
tasty lunch is erved fast and efficiently.

After lunch, we continue with workshops similar
to the morning session. The day ends with an "Open

Mic," during which students
have an opportunity to come
forward to share their fears,
hopes and inspirations they are
taking home.. This is the most
powerful, emotionally moving
part of the day. Hearing the clar
ity, strength and conviction of

our youth leaves conference attendees with a sense of
hope and promise for the next generation. A strong
take-away message is that we are not alone in finding
viable solutions. It truly takes a whole and active com
munity working together to address the issues and find
creative solutions to the challenges we face.

HIA Conference supports the global effort to make
the world a bit more sustainable for future generations.
We look forward to our fourth one in May 2010.

Partners for Sustainable Schools works to int.egrate
sustainability in all aspects of K-12 education in Lane
County, providing young people with opportunities to
develop life skills that build wonder, hope and vision.

Please visit our website for more information, www..
iseesustains.org.

-Mel BankolJ, PSS Sustainabily Coordinator, Oregon.
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Lend A Hand ~~~~~

W ill you lend a hand? Will you help someone

up if they have fallen to the ground? Will
you give someone a soft place to rest their head when

they are weary and tired? Will you clothe someone if

they are helpless and cold? Will you lend a hand?

Perhaps, you've given a buck or two, even pitched

in with a charity once before, but when someone is

asking, will you lend a hand? Will you find the power
to not avert your gaze, to not disengage from the strife

and toil that grips our world? Will you lend a hand?

Will you open your eyes and see that this, right now, is
our time? That, at this moment, we should join hands,
link arms and raise our voices to help one another, as

brothers and sisters should. Will you lend a hand? The
people are asking, the needs are rising, and the time is

upon us. Are you willing? When you are needed, will
you lend a hand?

I need not see any hands, but only ask that you

answer these questions truthfully in your head. When
someone is standing at the street corner, have you ever

looked through them as if they were a ghost? Ever
turned your head and ignored them as if they never

existed at all? Perhaps there is a commercial on T. V
requesting volunteers. Do you flip the channel as if the
ad has the audacity to cut into your precious viewing

time?

Why is it that today so many people make the
choice not to help, not to give a part of themselves?
Is it because we are worn out, feeling that no matter
how hard we try we can never make a difference? Well
let me be that fire under your feet, that spark in your

step! Every single one of us has the ability to make a
difference, if we choose to do so. Maybe, we're against
helping someone for fear that we will become nothing
more than a crutch, a cop out for someone who "obvi
ously" needs to fix their mess on their own. Yet, when

did our society turn a crutch into a bad thing or an
indefinite thing for that matter?

When I broke my leg, I needed a crutch, but do
you see one in my hand as I stand before you today?
No, it was a simple step, one single step, on my path to
recovery. Now, if I was never given that crutch it would
have made it much more difficult, perhaps impossible,
to walk on my own two feet again. In my eyes, the only

reason we do not give serVlce is because we choose
not to do so. Again, silently, answer yourself this. What

choice will you make? Will you lend a hand?

My friends, as Dr. King once said, "Darkness cannot

drive out darkness; only light can do that. Hate cannot
drive out hate; only love can do that." If Dr. King had

the power and strength to stand up with the willingness

to love in the face of racism, why not us? We can not
forget who we are as a people. Are we being oppressed

as a group? No. Are we being denied our rights? No.
Are we being treated unfairly by people who hate and
despise us as Dr. King endured? No, and yet, all of those

things were happening to him on a daily basis and
where a weaker man may have resorted to violence,
he showed love and compassion to even those who
wanted to kill him. I am not asking you to take on the
burdens of this great man, but only to honor his teach
ings of service and love. Will you lend a hand?

I'd like to challenge all of you now. I would love

to see each and everyone one of you change the world
for the better. I would love to see you impact some

one's life in a way that you never thought was possible,
perhaps in a more simplistic way than you ever imag

ined. I would love to see you put someone else before
yourself. I would love to see you love. To see you open

your ears to the voices around you, and to open your
heart to everyone that needs it. We all have this strength
inside ourselves. We all contain this power, for service
knows no age, kindness knows no gender, and love
knows no color of skin. We hold the ability to serve
inside every single one of us. Will you lend a hand?

In the end, service to humanity is about being a
part of something bigger than yourself. It's about show
ing kindness and love to others and asking nothing
in return. It's about knowing in your heart that you
have the ability, whether you're black or white, male

or female, five years old or a hundred five years old, to
make a difference. When you realize this and leave your
judgments at the door, you will come to see that most
people are not looking for a hand out, but instead a

hand up.

Will you lend a hand?

-Rhett Ybarra, Grade 10. He presented this speech at the
2010 MLK Day Celebration in Springfield, Oregon.

March - April 2010 Skipping Stones Page 29



The Haitian Earthquake
A few hearifelt poems) riflective of the deep empathy

children feel regarding the recent earthqllake in Haiti.

With my magic ear I hear crumbling

and crashes and cracks and screams

of Haitian people.

The earthquake has begun.

With my magic eye I see tears

of sadness, bewilderment, and fear

stream down the faces of Haitian people
as they stare at dying loved ones,

and the ruins of their beloved homes.

With my magic hand I reach

into the heart of a Haitian
and feel their sorrow,

I am sad now too.

Magic Hand In Haiti
With my magic hand I can feel many miles

of destruction in Haiti.
I can feel the lonely hearts of the survivors.

I can feel the sound traveling through the air
of a long painful cry, stabbing the air like a dagger.

With my magic hand I can feel what life is
like there... Painful. Woeful.

With my magic hand death becomes a stranger
on an everyday street,

touching people on the shoulder as they walk past.
My magic hand feels the air and knows

that something horrid has happened.
My magic hand can feel that happiness is scarce.

With my magic hand I can feel every corner of Haiti,
and with my magic hand, I can feel every corner

of pain and sorrow.
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Noteworthy North.East.West.South.

Japan and India will increase their cooperation by
encouraging renewable energy. They have decided

to jointly develop a city in India as a "solar city" and
reduce by at least 101X> its projected demand of conven-
tional energy within five years using energy efficiency
measures and generation from renewable energy instal
lations. Changing from centralized to community
based society will increase self sufficiency within the
region by maximizing the use of local natural resources
(such as forest, sea, food) and energy, with little depen
dence on electricity generated faraway.

C orporate workers in Mumbai, the largest city in
India, have launched a No- Tie Campaign to save

energy and protect the environment. The campaign
says that people feel cooler when not wearing a tie,
and they would reduce their use of air conditioning.
Also, the culture of wearing ties is British; alien to
India. The workers argue that they should wear clothes
that are suitable to Indian climate. When people wear
ties, the temperature is set lower. In September 2009,
Bangladesh ordered government employees to not wear
suits and ties to ease the country's energy shortage.

O ver 60 million Hindus are expected to attend
the Mahakumbh Mela at Haridwar, Northern

India. This once-every-12-years gathering on the banks
of the holy river, Ganga, began on Makar Sankranthi,
the 14th of January, and will continue through April
28th. The demand for flowers has risen dramatically
as hundreds of temples on the banks of the river are
being decorated with flowers, besides those offered by
pilgrims to deities every day. The Uttarakhand State
Horticulture Department said over a million saplings
were distributed across the state, and 4,565 hectares
were allocated for flower farming alonel

Environmentalists warn there will be no free-flowing
Ganga all the way to Haridwar once the dams on

the river are operational. Twelve hydro power projects,
some functioning, are located in this fragile ecological
zone. Not only is the river sacred to hundreds of mil
lions of Indians, but it also is a major source of liveli
hood for people living on its banks. The river is the
core of a very sophisticated and sensitive ecosystem.

A ccording to the National Education ASSOCiation,
about 160,000 kids miss school each day In the

US. just to avoid bullies in their schools. Does your
school have any anti-bullying programs in place?

N ational Wildlife Week, March 15-19. You
can connect with nature in your own neighbor

hood every day. Yet, National Wildl{{e VJ.-eek is a time to
honor wildlife, bring communities together through
service and spark love for nature in people. It promotes
wildlife conservation by bringing awareness about
environmental issues. A daily dose of nature improves
our physical, mental and emotional well-being. This is
especially important for US. children, who typically
spend many hours in front of computer or TV screens,
or watching DVDs. Also, families and communities
connected to nature raise healthier kids and inspire a
life-long appreciation of wildlife and the environment.

W orld Water Day 2010, March 22. Each year,
1,500 cubic kilometres of wastewater are pro

duced globally. While wastewater can be reused pro
ductively for energy and irrigation, it usually !S not!
In developing countries, 80 % of waste water is being
discharged untreated, because of lack of regulations and
resources. Population and industrial growth increase
pollution and also our demand for clean water. As a
result, human and environmental health, as well as fresh
water supplies for the future are at risk!

T he year 2010 has a special meaning for Mexico.
It is not only the Bicentennial of Mexico's

Independence from Spain, but also the Centennial of
the Mexican Revolution. The celebration highlights
include exhibits of prehispanic, Spanish, modern and
contemporary Mexican art in many capital cities of the
world, as well as the opening of ten new archeological
sites and the remodeling of 30 museums in the coun
try. Celebrations will also take place in the American
Southwest, where many Mexican-Americans reside.

According to the National Safety Council's latest
findings, 1.6 million accidents a year are caused

by cell phone use; that's more than a million more than
earlier estimates. No wonder there is a growing, nation
wide movement to ban driving while using cell phones
or textingl About 1.4 million crashes are caused by
people talking on the phone while driving, and another
200,000 or more are caused by drivers texting behind
the wheel. One out of every four car crashes in the US.
is caused by cell phone distractions.

(Sources: Hindu Press International, Christian Science
Monitor and other press releases and web sites)
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Is It Easter, or Halloween?

/'
dren dressed up as friendly
witches on the day before
Easter and went door to
door seeking treats.

To be an Easter Witch
in Sweden and Finland
takes preparation. Their
witch costumes do not
look like our costumes
with a black robe, broom
and long pointed hat.
Instead, their costumes

have an apron, a broom, a scarf tied on their head like a
babushka and a copper kettle in which to put the treats.
They also paint their faces with bright spots of rouge
and a sprinkling of freckles. These pretend witches are
also called old hags.

The children tie pussy-willow branches into
bunches and decorate them with colored pieces of
paper, ribbons and feathers in bright blue, red, yellow
and pink to give to the people they visit. The pussy
willows are a symbol of new life after long, cold win
ters of Scandinavian countries.

The children also practice memorizing chants.
Starting at 10:30 a.m. on Easter Saturday, they go door
to door like we do at Halloween. Rather than yelling
"trick or treat," the children have memorized chants
that may go like this:

"For fresh, for health for the corning year!

The branch for you, the treat for me!

Have a Peaceful Easter."

Then they give a pussy-willow bouquet to the
neighbor and collect their reward.

You may be wondering: do the children also
believe in the Easter bunny? Well, they do! Two weeks
before Easter they plant grass where the Easter bunny
will hide eggs and candy.Yes, it's real grass, sold in stores
in seed packets decorated with chicks and bunnies!

Whether in Sweden, Finland, or the U. S.A.,
Halloween, or Easter, there's one thing all children like:
TREATS! This year, during Easter, as you enjoy your
chocolate bunnies and candy eggs, maybe you'll also
feel a little "beWITCHed" but, hopefully, you won't be
hexed!

-Dale R. Skogman, Swedish American, Michigan.

...-

W itches on broomsticks. Witch costumes..
Begging door to door for treats. .

Does this sound like Halloween? Wrong! It
might sound like Halloween, but it's really Easter in
the Scandinavian countries of Sweden and Finland.

While we think of chocolate bunnies, colored
eggs and baby chicks at Easter, Swedish and Finnish
children think of witches. Why are the children
bewitched at Easter?

In ancient times the people of Sweden and
Finland were very superstitious. Starting about
1489 AD, they mixed pagan and Christian beliefs
to create strange ideas.

On the Thursday before Easter, people stayed away
from church bell towers because they believed witches
gathered there. According to legend, one brave man
hid in a church tower and he was so surprised to see
his girlfriend among the witches that he 'let out a cry.
Seeing him, his witch-girlfriend said, "God bless your
beautiful hair," and he went instantly bald.

From the church towers, the witches flew on
broomsticks to an evil mountain called BLlkulle to
meet the devil, drink potions and plan the evil things
they could do to the people and animals of the land.

On the Saturday before Easter, when Christians
believe Jesus was sealed in the tomb, people thought
that evil took over the land. The witches returned from
Mount Blakulle to put hexes on animals and people.

Afraid of the witches, the people did many things
to protect themselves and scare the witches away. They
locked their animals in the barn. They also painted
crosses on their doors and on the noses of their animals.

The people tried to hide from the witches. They
even refused to cook food because the witches would
see smoke coming out of their chimneys and know
they were home. When they used the fireplace again,
they had to burn nine different kinds of wood to drive
away a witch that might be hiding in the chimney.

People hid their brooms and rakes so the witches
wouldn't steal and ride them. Sometimes they built
huge bonfires, fired guns, and yelled to scare away the
witches.

Today, Swedes and Finns are no longer afraid of
Easter witches. Beginning in the early 1800s chil-
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Peach Blossom Spring A Chinese- Folktale

O ne day, long ago, a fisherman poled his boat
along a river deep in the mountains. In the

distance he saw a cave and decided to explore this rath
er mysterious spot.

As his skiff drew close, he saw that it was an open
ing into the cliff. He tied up his boat, took his fishing
pole and basket, and stepped onto the sandy shore.

He walked through the opening and before his eyes
stretched a broad valley of blossoming peach trees.

Some people dressed in old-fashioned robes
appeared.

"How did you find this place?"

"I walked through the opening," replied the fisher
man, "And, who are you? Where am I?"

"You are in the valley of the Peach Blossom Spring.
Long ago, our people left the dusty world behind to
escape the cruel ruler of a land where only the rich and
powerful were happy and safe.You are the first outsider
ever to find us."

The fisherman gazed at the lacy flowers that fore
told a fine fruit harvest. "It is very peaceful here. I
would like to remain here among you."

The men spoke among themselves. Finally, one said,
"We welcome you to stay with us, but you must prom
ise never to reveal our secret valley to anyone. We will
never return to our former life, and we fear that the
wicked tyrant wants to take us back to be punished."

The fisherman readily gave his word and soon
grew so used to his new life that he almost forgot his
old one. When autumn and winter passed into spring,
the peach trees again flowered and gave delicious fruit.
Each spring the trees bloomed and the peaches ripened.

Eventually, however, the fisherman began to miss
his old life and decided to return home.

"I must leave you good people. Will you show me
the way back?" he asked.

"We understand that you long for those you love.
Follow us."

As they led the fisherman through the cliff, the
men said, "Please remember your promise to keep our
valley secret."

"I promise," said the fisherman, eager to be on his
way. His boat was still tied up on shore. Soon, he was

on his way home.

When he reached his little village, everyone was
astounded to see him. "We thought you were gone for
ever!" they exclaimed. "Where have you been?"

The fisherman was about to tell them when he
remembered his promise. "Oh, here and there, fishing,"
he replied.

His family was so overjoyed to see him that they
did not press him with questions. The villagers went
back to their daily tasks. Soon, however, he overheard
them talking. "He was probably idling somewhere, like
always. He will never amount to much."

This made the fisherman so angry he forgot his
promise. In no time he had a group of people around
him listening to his exciting tale of the valley of the
Peach Blossom Spring. The village buzzed with talk of
his adventure.

Big news had a way of spreading and word reached
the ruler in his palace. He and his men quickly traveled
to the village.

"Show me where this Peach Blossom Valley is!" he
ordered.

Although the fisherman felt guilty for betraying
those who had treated him so well, for the first time in
his life he felt very important. He led a procession to
the river where boats took them to the cliff.

Upon reaching the spot he remembered, the fisher
man was amazed to see that there was no place for any
one, not even a little mouse, to pass through.

The evil ruler was furious. He commanded his inen
to sink the little boat and beat the fisherman about
the ears. When everyone had gone away, the fisher
man crept quietly home. The villagers pretended not
to notice him, but cracked jokes mocking people who
made up false stories. The fisherman sadly realized that
breaking a promise had brought him no joy and that,
once promised, secrets were to be kept secrets.

As far as anyone knows, people still live in the val
ley of the Peach Blossom Spring, where each year the
peach trees burst into glorious bloom and the peaches
have a heavenly taste. But since no one can find the
valley, we cannot be sure it really exists outside this
ancient Chinese folktale.

-Gloria W Lanno11J, author, California.
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Going Green, edited by Laura Pritchett (www./au
rapritchett.com). This is a unique anthology of essays
by parents and educators on their personal experi-
ences and viewpoints of gleaning and the social issues
surrounding it. The editor, an avid dumpster diver,
attempts to open a dialogue on reusing and salvaging
the old, encouraging readers to ask questions like, "If
there are hungry people in the world, how come there
is so much food in this dumpster?" She has organized
the book into three sections: gleaning items; gleaning
for and from one's home; and how gleaning can con
nect us all. In this evocative and humorous book, we're
challenged to rethink what is means to reuse a resource
after the "regulars" have used it, as well as the choices
we have as individuals to conserve in many creative
ways.Ages 14 to 99. ISBN 978-0-8061-4013-1.

Where Else in the Wild? Poems by David Schwartz
and Yael Schy, photos by Dwight Kuhn (Tricycle).
Challenge your observational skills by delving into
the astonishing world of Where Else in the Wild?, a
sequal to Where in the Wild?: Camouflaged Creatures
Concealed... and Revealed. In these brightly illustrated
pages, you will marvel at how many animals are able to
camouflage themselves to their environments. Find the
animals disguised in the photos with the help of a short,
tricky poem. Ages 6 to 10. ISBN 978-1-58246-283-6.

Narseen's Secret School: A uue Story from
Afghanistan by Jeanette Winter (Simon & Schuster).
Grief-stricken, young Nasreen keeps to herself when
her parents disappear after the Taliban take control of
Afghanistan and outlaw education for girls. In this gen
tly told tale of a real girl, who is sent to a secret school
for girls during the Taliban rule, the power of educa
tion and the beauty of love is illuminated and shared. It
offers a powerful and important perspective with color
ful illustrations. Ages 6-9. ISBN: 978-1-4169-9437-4.

Raising A Father by Arjun Sen (iUniverse). When Mr.
Sen's daughter tells him, "You don't know me Dad," he
is startled. This easy-to-read book offers memoirs of a
successful marketing executive who takes a journey of
self-discovery to become a father who chooses to be
always there for his teenager daughter. Mr. Sen reflects
if you lose a job, you will find another, but if you lose
your connection with your kids, will you ever find it
again? Ages 12 to parents. ISBN 978-1-4401-5803-2.

Home Composting Made Easy by Forrest and
Tricia McDowell (Cortesia Press). This informative, 32
page booklet offers step-by-step instructions to compost
ing kitchen, garden or yard waste. Follow the easy-to
use composting process and reduce your family's con
tribution to the landfills by 30%. It can also be used in
schools and classrooms. ISBN 978-0-942064-74-2.

Agenda For A New Economy by David Korten
(Barrett-Koehler). This book offers common-sense solu
tions to our current economic crisis. The economy as
made up of three dimensions: financial, environmental
and social; each needs to be healthy in order to have a
successful and viable economy for all. The book gives
hope for turning around our failing economic situa
tion through healthy, real-market alternatives. A healthy
economy flourishes with a 'real-world' economy of
Main Street where people engage in production and
exchange of real goods and services to meet the real
needs of their families and communities, as well as have
a natural interest in maintaining the health and vital
ity of their natural environment. This economy would
work in the interests of everyone, not just the wealthy.
For a brighter and more secure future for all citizens,
the book offers positive solutions in a clear format.
Ages 15 to adults. ISBN 978-1-60509-289-8.

Sweethearts of Rhythm: The story if the greatest
all-girl swing band in the world by Marilyn Nelson and
Jerry Pinkney. (Dial Books). During the World War II
era, a remarkable jazz band performed on the American
home front. This all-Jemale band dared to be interra-
cial despite the unfair racial laws in many parts of the
country. Award-winning author and artist team brings
history alive with their poems and paintings in this rich
and lively book. Ages 9-17. ISBN 978-0-8037-3187-5.

Rocks Not Happy in Sacks by Gilbert Walking Bull
and Sally Moore; illustr. Tom Novak (RedGravel Ink). In
down-to-earth words, this black and white book offers
a deep understanding of the earth-centered Lakota phi
10sophy.Ages 5 to 8. ISBN 978-1-57579-375-7.

Once Around the Block: Una vuelta a la manzana by
Jose Lozano (Cinco Puntos). In this delightful, bilingual
Spanish-English alphabet book, we discover a world
of Mexican American neighborhood. Full of alphabet
action makes it a great read-aloud ABC book. Ages 6-9.
ISBN 978-1-933693-57-6.
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Spring Wildflower Pilgrimage
"Is this a TrillilJlll Erectltlll or a TrilliulJI Silllile?"

asked the group leader, pointing to a white flower sur
rounded by three overgrown leaves. Our guide in the
woods that day was a seasoned professor of botany at
Maryville College. He posed his ques
tion to a much younger colleague who
teaches at the University ofTennessee.

"It's an erectum," he answered
confidently.

Our guide huffed, explaining to
the group of 20 nature lovers that nat
uralists and botanists are now at odds
with one another. There is so much
diversity in the world of flowers that
it is difficult to tell if a slight varia
tion means a new species or not. The
division is drawn across generational
lines. The opposing camps are called
lumpers and splitters. The younger splitters say varia
tions means a new species. The older lumpers say it is
an adaptation of one species. The debate spilled over to
our outdoor hike in the Smoky Mountains National
Park as we looked at a meadow of wildflowers.

This year marked the 59th annual Spring
Wildflower Pilgrimage. Each year, nature lovers from
around the country gather in the Smoky Mountains
of Tennessee to see the blossoms. Close to a thousand
people from as far away as Alaska and California attend
lectures, workshops and guided hikes to see the unique
plant life found in the east coast's only temperate forest.
There are over forty common wildflowers that can be
easily found throughout the park. April is the month
when the wildflowers bloom, and the pilgrimage takes
place right at its peak.

The pilgrimage started in 1951 as a two-day event
sponsored by the Gatlinburg Garden Club. Word spread
to other regional clubs about the vibrant
diversity found only in the lowlands of
the Appalachian Mountains. Now the pil
grimage has sponsors such as University
of Tennessee, Southern Appalachian
Botanical Society and Great Smoky
Mountains National Park, who volunteer
their rangers, professors and experienced
leaders to teach the participants.

The pilgrimage offers a large vari
ety of activities and events that are great

for the entire family. There are lectures, seminars on
gardening, hikes and a marketplace for purchasing
plants, supplies and books. There is a nature photog
raphy exhibition with photos taken by both adults

and children. The events start early
in the morning and usually end
before lunch. After a quick meal,
the events pick up again and end
at 4:30 in the afternoon. Some
events last the entire day. Day hikes
offer an opportunity to spot black
bear and wild hogs. Then there are
night hikes to look for bats and
salamanders. But wildlife is sec
ondary to the principle activity of
enjoying the flowers.

The wildflower hikes are the
centerpiece to the festival. The

park offers many trails that are suitable for wildflower
viewing. As you move through the elevations, you'll see
the many varieties of flowers. One trail, Chestnut Top,
has a large selection of flowers in the first half mile of
the trail. Other trails will lead you to meadows filled
with one or two types of flowers. The festival offers
guided hikes in groups of twenty to thirty. Some of the
guides work for the park; others are botanists or plant
ecologists at local colleges. The depth of information
they share with hikers is remarkable. Even when they
argue amongst themselves, it's still an education for free!

If a week of hiking isn't for you, you can still enjoy
all that the nearby cities of Gatlinburg and Pigeon
Forge have to offer. For example, Gatlinburg's Ribfest
occurs at the same time as the pilgrimage. Ribfest is
one evening of delicious southern food and entertain
ing mountain music.

The festivities close with a special hike to com
memorate the first Sunday hike taken in
1951. Pilgrimage participants are known
to return year after year. So, in addition to
learning about mountain flora, you might
even make some long-distance friendships.
But most importantly, the pilgrimage offers
an opportunity to spend a few hours in
the woods viewing wildflowers up close.
Whether you are a lumper or a splitter, you
are invited to take part in the fun.

-Roi Tcl/l1kin, photographer, Georgia. See
back colJerfor color photos from the pilgrimage.
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