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Foreword

@m | {nelvetas Nepal »

Mountains Forever s more than a book about mountains. It is a book of stories aboUT  Helvetas is very pleased to share support for the produc-
mountains by mountain children and youths for their counterparts in other MoUntain tion of this book. Even though mountains have always been
countries across the world. It began as a collection of short stories from 20 countries.  there, this kind of cross-country story-telling by children
The idea was forwarded to the Asia Pacific Mountain Network (APMN) = a project of themselves has not. Let us hope this small contribution
ICIMOD funded by Swiss Development Cooperation (SDC) and in recent years the  helps to bring children and adults a litthe doser together
Asian Node of the Mountain Forum Network - by Spiny Babbler, a young people’s  and adds ip the sharing of cross-cultural perceptions and
media organization in Nepal. The small grant award given by APMN supported Tesiings.

adventures in prose and paintings about the mountains by young mountain people.

The paintings themseaives, all produced by a young mountain woman, Param Meyangbo,

constitute the lilustrations to the stories which evoked in the artist the vibrant colors — Neil Walton

of the mountains and the vivid imaginations of the young authors. ICIMOD is proud o Country Director
be a part of this endeavour, to experience an awakening in the mext generation of  Helvetss Nepal
enthusiasm far thelr mountalh world and a desire to describe it in their terms -

terms of joy rather than glaom.

| take this opportunity to thank MNeil Watton and Hehvetas Nepal for co-sponsorning the
publication of this book with us to celebrate the Internationasl Year of Mountains
{2002}. Thanks are also due to Neil and his team for finding for us the young author
and story from Switzerland. | would also like to thank the Spiny Babbler team led by
Pallav Ranjan for their unfalling enthusiasm for this work. It is indeed gratifying to
find such strong echoes of our own enthusiasm for mountains and their people in the
future generation of workers for mountain development.

1, Gabriel Campbell
Diractor Genaral
ICIMOD



Spiny Babbler

This book you hold in your hands is the output of young people of twenty
nations. It was two years ago that Spiny Babbler received some support
from the Asia Pacific Mountasin Network to initiate "Mountains Forever,” a
project that would encourage young peaple to leam and present mountain
environments, cultures, and festyles in creative ways.

Para Limbu was already spearbeading Spiny Babbler organizabion’s arts
refated muiti-national involverments, Selecied Short Stories of Australia
and Neighbouring Isiands, Selected Poems of Europe, Selected Poems of
the United Kingdom, an extensive website at www.spinybabbler.org were
sama efforts that were aoing on. She ks also the editor of Pen and Inkfor
International PEN's Nepal Chapter, an organization with a hundred twenty
chapters in seventy-four countries. Tt was she that led this new project
“Mountamns Forever™ across four continents.

The chafllienge facing Speny Babbler was to intiate contact with governments,
youth clubs, educational institutions, and related netwarks and through
them to youths. The praoject had to encourage youth in as many countries
as possible to learn and research mountain environments, cultures, and
lifestyles and write about them. Spiny Babbler had to select a wide range
of stories and essays based on ressarch, magination, and legends and
come put with products that would help share this knowledge with an
intematonal sudience.

The creabons that have come out of the project have helped Spiny Babbler
come up with several outputs. These include a webpages concentrating
an this project within www.spinybabbiler.org, @ book of staries published
by Spiny Babbeer as Young Mings of Tivenly Aabions, and this book Mouniains

Forever published by the International Centre of Integrated Mountain
Development with Helvetas Swiss Development Agency.

While presentation of the outputs of this project in other forms are being
discussed, Spiny Babbler realizes how Important it is to involve young minds
in sharing thewr concerms and joys and reaching out and communicating
their ideas, knowleoge, and love for this world, particulary the mowntans
that they fve with, At this time, Spiny Babbler festures an average one
twundred youth volunteers who ane working with arts in ways that heip the
mesitally il, people facing ife-threatening conditions, girs at risk, and others.
Thee work of these young people in Nepal and the young paople of four
continents who share with us these stories are genuine and heart touching,

Whether fantasy, solid ressarch, folkione, simple statements, o science
fiction, 1 hope that you enjoy these creations. And [ sincerely thank Neil
Walton at Helvetas and Greta Rana and Beatrice Shrestha at ICTMOOD for
making this particular cutput of the project possible.

Pallav Ranjan
Founder
Spiny Babbler



The Twenty Nation
Essay and Short
Story Program

by Para Limbu
Project Leader
Mountains Forever

It has given me much pleasure to work with this international anthology of short stories and
essays. Authors from 20 countries, aged mostly in their teens, share with us sixty short stories
and essays. Based on issues related to mountain life and environments, the heartbeats of these
stories and essays flow from the Australian continent through the deserts of the Middle East to
thie high Himalayas. They represent rich culturas and generations of learning.

I have enjoyed reading and selecting these creatlons from around the world. 1 feel the flow of
their energy and spontaneity: the creations are refreshingly fun, delightful, and informative. 1
wanted to encourage and Involve children from many different nations to share their thoughts
and lealings with us, Some of the staries are above the standards of excellance that [ had
envisioned, most of them are admirable, there are some which stand for the active participation
of young people from different parts of the world.

| feed the program has generated awareness among participants from diverse cultures and
traditions. It has emphasized the need for them to care for their environment, Some of them
have expressed cuniosity in knowing about other participants and being able to access and read
the creations of their "friends”™ | think the program has baen able to nurture values in the
participants: values that maka tham appreciate new cultures and their own naticnal and local
identities.

The response from these young people has been infectious. Just two days ago, Ibragimov Odil
from Kazakhstan wrote to me sSkmg for information on the book and related photographs for
publication in their class newsleiter, He wondered if he and his friends could send in more stores!
Many of them feel “honored” in beéing able to participate in this program and look forward to
seging their work published in print for the first time.

I remember the time I received the first submission from Russia. | excitedly read it aloud to
my colleagues, Maria Barann|kova had written “They [mountains] look like the steps Lo heaven.”
I knew that Instance that this project could be nothing less than inspirational. Many of the stories
and assays in this book borrow from local religions, legends, or cultures. They talk about the
beginning of creation long before humans existed and remind us of our deep connection with



mythologies. Some of the stories - especially those from Kazakhstan, Japan, and Bangladesh -
have been put together through research and study. Among them, Sri Lanka’s Rasika Akalanka
Akuramboda describes the Khumbu reglon 5o explicitly that ong balieves she has already bean (o
Mepal! Stories like "Mountain of Sleeping Glants" by Atish Kumar from Fji or “Poor Man and the
Beetle” retald by Nek Bano, Ashima, and Rahat from Pakistan introduce us @D local follkdore. Some
of the stories take us far into the realms of celestial imagination: as Massalina Madina from
Karakhstan writes, “Mountains are the abode of gods”.

Participants have also come up with refreshing characters: they are as memaorable as they
are genuine. It is aasy to shape these characters in my mind. [ instantly fell in love with Ploddy
the Panda in Laurén Taylor's "Black and White." Then there s Mizanoff from Ananna Madhury's
“The Birds." 1 also like Nusrat's conceptualization of the “Autobiograpby of Mont Blanc”. The fun
and adventura in “The Mountain of Dreams”, the comic twist In "Gold an the Mountain®, and the
surprige ending n “The Challenga”® are other elemants 1 especlally Brjoyed,

It has taken me two Years to come up with this book. Let me describe to you how this book
and products relatéd to this multi-national project came about. In the beginning of 2080, Spiny
Babbler received some support from the Asia Pacific Mountain Network for this project. T aladly
accepted the responsibifity entrusted in me to carry It out. [ started out by sending oul Invitations
to various oroanizations and individuals to participate in the project. [n my effort to reach out to
countries from warying topographical and climatic regions, I had to cross many cultural and
geographical boundaries, albeit through letters, faxes, and emails. The project was originally
supposed to concentrate on countries of the Asia Pacific region. Gradually, over the months, it
began o gain a larger coverage.

It was easy lo access data on schools in territories |ike Australla, New Zealand, Hong Kong,
Malaysia, and Singapore through the internet. T was able to send invitations to many educational
Institutions of these countries and anficipated an influx of contributions. Soma of them reguired
stringent follow-up and help from key indivnduals.

il




With non-English speaking couniries, there was an obvious problem: participants had to write in a
language that was not their own. Zohra Khanum went out of her way to coordinate with the young
people of Nasirabad and Hassanabad In Morthern Pakistan, the effort resulted i distinctive stones such
as "Eat Spoon”. A teacher who was teaching basic writing skills to second year English-major students
in China explained, *We do not have a writing course in the first year although | have been suggesting
it far at least six years... | had to get permission from my "boss’ to tell the students about the contest.”
The respanse from some of these countrigs was most unexpected. Beautifully written stories came
from Kazakhstan, Riussia, Japan, and Iran. | think that the help that many teachers, especially English
teachers, gave their students in writing these storles and essays was crudial.

AL the end of eight months, supposed (o bé the original project phade, [ seemed only part way
through. The summer break, final exams, and winter holidays in schools and colleges impeded progress.
As there wire still many tasks left to be doné and more places o reach out 1o, | requested for time
extension and got down to identifying other communication sources. By this time, | felt it was important
to reach oul to countries at the national level. | malled Invitations to government bodies. AL first, 1 was
skeptical as to whether any of them would scknowledge my engulry let alone respond to It It came as
a nice surprise when | received letters from Turkey, Bhutan, Kazakhstan, Fiji, and Thailand. Some of
them forwarded my invitation to their colleagues and most expressed interest in not only this but
similar intercultural prajects if they were to be held in the future. They genuinely hoped that the work
of their young people would come Up to the project’s expectations and be included in the products
brought out by Ihe project

Mid-way through the project, 1 was struck by an idea — what betier way than to reach out to young
peopie than through the young people themselves. Through the heip of a friend, [ was able to contact
different youth leaders ranging from Australia to Vanuatu. The response from them was very encouraging,
Rleko Kubota from Sophia University, Japan, remarked that it was more interesting to write a short
story than watch a documentary regarding environmental issues. Joyce Kah from Singapore expressed
interest in continuing to be in touch with an organization like Spiny Babbler, And Charith Pelpola from
Sri Lanka commented that the programme qualified to be publiclzed Internationally and helped the
process. Baing the editor of Per amd Ink, & publication of PEN International’s Nepal Chapter, also helped;
the organization has 120 chapters in seventy-four countries, Amang them, the Talwanese, Australian,
and New Zealand Pen Centers agreed to disseminate information regarding the project and gave
whalehearted support.



| tried to see whethér countries llke Laos, Myanmar, Afghanistan, or Irég could be involved s wiall,
I contacted Volces In the Wilderness. 1 learned that schools in the country lacked basic infrastructure
and mast probably would not be in a position to participate property. Though | feel the more inaccessible
and politically remote natlons are, the mone necessary it is for them to become part of intercultural
exchange processes like Mountains Forever. However, time had come, sadly, to start wrapping things
up,
| aiso feal the young people participating in this project have been patient with me and the project.
1 remember myself the impatience of youth. The project that started two years back and Its visible
outputs are coming up now. Some of the children needed certificates of merit, supposed to be sent out
with the contributors’ coples, for university and college applications a year back. As they malled
information for the contributors’ section, | began to know more about them personalty.

Maw came the difficulty in splecting stories. Due (o the constraints placed by the publication team, |
had to select and choose, In many ways dropping a story was 2 difficult process, Even though some
stories did not make it into this book, in my heart | appreciate the effort and contribution of these
young peopie to this project:

Once the stories were put together, Spiny Babbler prepared the publication Young Minds of Twenty
Nations. Upon discussion with Greéta Rana, Head of Communication and Outreach at ICIMOD, another
book, Mountains Forever, with color paintings to enhance the stories was suggested and the centre’s
publication unit proposed to support such an endeavor, Four months of full-time work by Param Meyangbo
il 5piny Babbler resulted In the production of Sixty-oné vibrant paintings. [ feel that these paintings
back-up the chidren’s creations amistically and sffectively. A website was prepared within
www.spinybabbler.org. Nell Walton at Helvetas Swiss Development Agency also agread to support the
publication of thes new codor book. I am thankful for their support.

Looking back on the project, | realize that it was a remarkable process for me, | was able to initiate
a conscious effort for multi-national awareness-bullding and outreach. Government bodies, youth and
enyironmental organizations, educational institutions, and Individuals contributed much to this effort.
The program reached out o same children living In remote areas.

| believe that coordination and encouragement from many individuals and organizations, including
my €olleagues at Spiny Babtler, and, especially, young women and men, have made Mounlains Forever
and this multi-nation project possible. | have rejoiced in being a part of such a creative and stimulating
experience and I am glad that, through this book, we can share and delve into 2 fantastic world creatad
by the youth of bwenty nations.
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ELIZABETH GIFFORD

The Fool on the Hill

There are few, if amy, mountains in the place she calls home. and no
serjous hills or high places. This region sits alone between a desert
and an pcean, a lttle living space with a cluster of skyscrapers to try
to convince the world it is a real city. But the hills are not to be
taken seriously, not even those that cause a smudge on the horizon
and make one’s sars pop when returning from a day of picnicking.
They are merely small bumps in the scenery, as if the ground warped,
swelled slightly with age and sighing. let itself hang loose in parts.

But there are places she can go to gain a sense of proportion of
the landscape, if an idea of here/there is what she needs. This is
where the rest of the smoothed-out world slips away at all sides,
and it is easy to imagine she is the only person on earth.

On one of the insignificant rises in the countryside previously
spoken of, there is a monument to the fallen soldiers, sailors and air-
men, all wreaths and flags and disarmed missiles aiming at a faceless
enemy out in the harbor. She used to come here when things slid
out of proportion. Those times when the past and the present twisted
together, and she thought she saw the future stretching straight and
hideous before her, when it all became too much and she needed
solitude to clear the tangled mess. Tourists came up here to see the
little muddled town of Fremantle spreading out below them like the
contents of a tipped-out toybox, complete with abacus (lats, true-noise
cars and an over-complex (own-hall spire, It is common opinion that
Fremantle can be seen with one look without the effort of dimbing
up the monument hill. But still the visitors and travelers come in
their paint-peeling Grevhound convoys and tacky see-the-sights
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trams. What they think of the port town panorama below them she
can only guess. It is her home, but to them probably it's just another
collection of buildings and trees they scrawled vaguely on to the slate
of memory, Some things are temporary in consciousness, but others
stick like painful burrs. The sallow skin tone of someone who terri-
fied her, the stale metallic taste of loneliness, the melting dye of sweets
she ate on an afterncon that she wishes she could forget, though it
lingers on and on, The mind is variable, remembering in hues of
emotion, scent and sound, but most of all feeling, for we are emo-
tional creatures, feeling our way through day after day, year after
year.

The port sits by the river and sea, cranes and floodlights reaching
high inta the winter-furred sky, tickling the underbelly of the clouds
with their mathematic edges. Fat round oil drums squat next to sen-
sible building-block stacks of containers, a contrast in shape that has
been etched into her mind from afternoons of staring at the same
scene. Just what was in those containers, she would wonder. Tim-
ber? Antiques from China, Ball, Taiwan? Shoes for export? Or
someone’s life in its stored household form, an entire existence packed
into boxes and tea chests? She would think about being that person,
that lucky one who was laying away worldly things and wandering
out into the divide. It seemed so easy and yet so impossible; to be
able t0 turn and walk away from the spinning, jeering whirl of life as
she knew it

The sen breeze can sidle up deviously on this hill, curling around
the ankles like a sly puppy, then nipping through coat and scard be-






fore there is even time to shiver. It's a town of breezes, Fremantle.
Or, more often than not, bone-chilling gales flung straight off the
ocean, still loy with Antarctic spray

But If it's storms and gales that are wanted, there's a better place
to go than here. She can see it from the hill, the south mole over near
Bathers’ Beach, a man-piled stretch of rocks headed with a red birth.
day candle lighthouse. reaching out into the water. On rough days,
she sits and watches as starms roll in past the islands, wrathful clouds
gathering strength as they feed off one another, steadily growing in a
bass crescendo towards the shore.

Look to the east now, turn away from the ocean with its illogical
flights of fancy, See suburbia stretching out into the horizons, a car-
pet of green-red-brown, endless. This was what contained her, roofs
and roads as far as the eye could see. teeming with unseen activity,
systemns, rules. All the insecunities and home-spun nightmarnm would
dance through her thoughts as she looked out over those little bowes,
and she would tear out the grass around her feet. ripping out fistfuls
in anger. resentment, fear. Most of all, fear that she would become
teapped in the cycle of baredom and hate forever, and live oui the
reat of her Hfie in a split-level mortgage and tv movie existence, never
questioning, satisfied with being unsatisfied. Her consternation
caused the patch of grass where she went to sit each day to be plucked
baid, a paler patch on the milling blanket of green. Two birds, small
and angular, wing their way above the line of vision. Follow their
serial antics, layout ssult, dive, loop, kick out or pike, twist, recover
A curious path 1o the peak of the Norfolk island pine, a tree that is
common enough, but each one a green-spiked tower of strength, lift-
ing its branches up like proud, stern vardarms.

But from up atop, a sense of dimension can be gained; when dis-
tnce and altitude (however alight) diminishes everything in size, so
too it diminishes importance, The world may be closing in, inner de-
mons manifesting themselves through disagreeable or frightening
people, but climb above it all. Roll back into the green carpet of grass,
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let yourself be absorbed by the vast blue eggshell sky. The rest of
the world slips away, paramount empty blueness swallowing up
any selfish human arrogance there might be inside you. Once you
leam how truly insignificant you are, merely a lucky concatenation
of atoms, you gain a serse of hopeless, hopeful freedom. Hopeless
because you are an mfinatesimal speck on a speck on a speck. float-
ing through your brief existence, mattering as much as the dande-
lion down which blows on the spring breeze down the monument
hill in a fluffy dreamcloud.

Hopeful because.., because you got here a1 all. For while exist-
ence may not seem 1o amount to much, make what you can of what
you have. Its sum total is eternally more than non-existence.

The sun has been ingested by the long bank of cloud over the
ocean. It all melis into a harsh polden masa, spreading and losing
shape as mghtiall wanders doser. In the half-light, she can see that
the spot where she used to sit is no longer raw and stark. At one time,
it seemed like the grass would never grow back, that the cycle would
perpetuate itself and the green blades would always bear the brunt
of her misery.

It seemed forever at the time. With the greedy pain of semi-child-
hood, everything swells and feeds on imelf, lime, unhappiness, ev-
erything. But she grew, things changed, and she learned that moun-
tains can crumble into the sea, high places erode into Jow and in turn
be built up agatn. It is the pattern of hills and valleys that takes some
setiling into, a long journey that only the needs the courage of 2 single
step to begin. This is a place that reminds her of the proportions of
life, and how vasy that single step can be. Swell or dip to fit the land-
scape, gain the inward eye through your sample of one. Come up to
the top of the hill and remember your place in the world, just where
you fit into the blue-green-brown speck floating in oblivion, Take
time out to rise above the rest of the world on this not-too-high

highground. and let the never-ending pale parachute sky help you
make sense of it afl.



ADITI AHMED

The Mountain
of Dreams

"Mauntaing are like dreams,” my grandfather used to tell me. “You do
not know which wish of yours will come true and where you'll be
headed when you are on a mountain®

Mountains - these sky-high lands that touch soft white clouds -
are dreams, which we want to explore. Sometimes, in this dream, |
can feel the ground of the Himalayas beneath my feet and a violent
Ice-cold wind hitting my face and chilling my whole body. A desire
for adventure builds up in me and | am filled with excitement and
fear. | am challenged and 1 want action. In my dream, [ travel through
my grandfather’s tales of adventure he told me of when | was a
child, One of his stories will remain forever etched in my memory.

It was a cold night, a time when my grandfather usually told me
about his adventures. Before starting, he handed a book to me. |
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opened the book. went through it and saw pictures of strange look-
ing creatures with queer writings and a few notes written by my
grandfather on the last few pages. | read his notes, but 1 could not

make anything out of them, “What's a yeti, grandpa?”
"Read It child,” he said softly, not looking at me. 1 read his

notes twice, but | atill could not make out what he had written, The
book looked ancient and | could see that grandfather had taken

good care of it

“1 still don't understand, grandpa. Why don’t you say anything?
Who are Victor and Kinore? What s thas book all about? Say some-
thing grandpa.” | was beginning to feel concerned, grandpa had a
laraway look on his face, and | feared something had happened to
the man | respected very much. | sat there staring at him.



After fifteen minutes, he looked at me and said, "It was the
abominable snowman in the mountaln of our dreams. The moun-
tain where Victor and | faced one of God's most amazing creations.”

“The what?” 1 asked.

“Shh... listen child.” And so he began his story.

“Victor was my college mate in England and together we did the
most exciting things. Exploring mountain areas was a passion we
both shared. Together, we explored the Alps, Mont Blanc, and Elbrus
in Burope and Kilimanjaro in Africa. But we felt that for us the most
remarkable mountain was Everest in the Himalayas. Victor and |
had always dreamed of exploring the Everest region.

“June 1, 1967, Victor and | reached Tibet. Our university gave us
a summer break of two montha, so Victor and | decided that it was
time to explore the mountain of our dreams. We checked into a motel
and decided to explore the city. We loved it instantly. It was just
what we had imagined.

“The next day we met a Tibetan guide who gave us some nter-
esting information. ‘If you want to explore the Everest region.’ he
said, “You must be aware of the yeti or the abominable snowman as
you call it. The creature is dangerous and if it sees you, it will take
you to jts secret hideout, keep you there, and kill you. It is fond of
alcohol and it can smell liquor from miles away, o you should make
sure that vou don’t take any. The yeti especially likes young, beauti-
ful girls and it 15 said that it takes them away and mates with them.’
We returned o our motel rooms, Victor and | couldn’t help feeling
amused at the Tibetan's story. We knew that people in England
would laugh at his tale, but personally [ had this sense of hope, a
hope that the yeti did exist.

“We spent the following day buying supplies and hiring porters
for our expedition. The guide, who also owned a shop, provided us
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with camping gear and food stock. He also introduced us to one of
the best mountain guides in the city: Kinore who was a Tibetan. The
following day we started our joumney.

“The weather was comfortable at first and we enjoyed the green
valleys filled with flowers and trees. The air was fresh and cool with
the sweet smell of wet grass hanging in the air. We walked on and
on, resting for some time and then continuing. We walked through
dense forests and crossed rivers and streams. By evening, the weather
had become chilly and we took out our jackets, We stopped on a
diffside and made camp. Then we had dinner and settled in for the
night. While Victor and Kinore were sleeping soundly, | opened my
bag, took out my torch, pen, and notebook and wrote down the day's
happenings. | opened a separate pocket in my knapsack and looked
at the two small whisky bottles. | did not tell Kinore that | had brought
them with me. It would be used as bait 10 get closer to the abomi-
nable snowman. | placed the bottles beside my sleeping bag and
poured some whisky outside our tent. Keeping our tent zip unlocked,
1 retired for the night. | did not know when | fell asleep.

“Nothing interesting happened that night. The next day, we
walked on and on until we reached the colder plains. It began

snow heavily. 1 must warn you,’ Kinore said all of a sudden. "I you
are caught in a snowstorm, there is no chance of survival. So we must
stay close together.’

"The following day, we reached higher altitude and the place
was completely covered in snow, We camped near a snow dune and
once again | kept the whisky bottles beside my sleeping bag. During
the night, | heard a strange noise. | opened my eyes and raised my
head. In my drowsiness, [ could make out the outline of a large crea-

ture, [ tried getting out of my sleeping bag, but the zipper got stuck.
By the time I managed to open my zipper, the creature had fled 1






looked around and | saw the two whisky bottles missing. Later, |
found your grandmaother’s picture missing from my notebook.

“The next moming Kinore asked us why we wanted to explore
Everest. ‘It's simple,” Victor said, "We want adventure and excite-
ment.' Kinore eyed us suspiciously. "You might think that we are In
search of the yeti," Victor said, "Well, we're not’ "Yes we are, Vic-
tor,' | said. Kinore and Victor stared at me in disbelief. “Zebel,” Vic-
tor said, shocked, "You know very well that the yeti does not exist.’
[ said, ‘T think I saw the yeti Victor, | think | saw it last night. Well,
[ don't know for sure if It was the veti, but the possibility is high.'
‘Oh,’ Victor said, annoyed, "So you tHhought that you saw the yeti.
Great, now we are pursting something that we aren’t even sure it
exists. You think you can catch the abominable snowman, Zebel?
ictor,' | said; ‘Asshna's picture and two wl'liﬁk}-' battles are mies-
ing. Where do you think they are now?' ‘That doesn't prove any-
thing, Mr. Ahmed,” Kinore said. "Yes it does, Kinore,” | said confi-
dently, ‘Tt proves that someone like the yeli was in our camp last
night and it took away the bottles.” We trudged on in the snow, ‘Do
you want to catch the yetl, Zebel?” Victor asked in a whisper. 'No
Vie,' 1 said, not looking at him. ‘T just want to see the yeti and get
miormation on it

“We stopped for the night. Victor and Kinore were fast asleep
when suddenly the strange creature entered our tent. It looked around
for whisky boltles and not seeing any, it took off. "This time ['ll fol-
low you, veli,' T said softly. Talso made sure [ took with me my pen
and notebook. Tt was snowing hard and 1 could hardly make out any-
thing. I saw the Agure running away from our campsite and 1 ran
after it. Victor then woke up during the commotion. ‘Zebel!” he
shouted, "Where are you going? There's a snowstorm coming, Don't
gol’ 1 kept on running after the creature. I ran and ran and after
some time, it finally struck me that | was lost. [ looked around but
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could not see anything, T was scared to death and beginning to feel
exceptionally weak. My legs gave way and [ fell to the ground.
Everything went black.

“l woke up to find myself inside a cave. When 1 looked up, |
saw a hairy face. | screamed at the top of my voice and then | be-
came unconsclous, T woke up again, The cave was empty. | looked
at the walls. They were filled with drawings and strange writings.
It was then that I saw the drawing of your grandmother's picture
on the wall. | took my pen and started copying the drawings and
writings on my notebook. After some time, it began to get cold. |
could see that my hands were turning numb and blue. The fear
came back to me and | cried out for help, but there was no answer.
I fainted again,

“I woke up to find Victor and Kinore beside me. | was in a
hospital room. They said that they had found me behind a rock on
a chiff. After Kinore left, Victor came up to me and said that he had
seent my notebook. He said that he had found it lying beside me.
“You really saw something in that cave, Zebel,' he said, smiling, ‘1
think you saw the yeti.' I smiled back at him.”

“That was incredible, grandpa!” [ said, "Your dream came true.
You have discovered the truth about your dream,”

“No, child,” he said, "I don't. I've anly seen it, but I don't know
anything about it. The drawings and writings are beyond my un-
derstanding. But | explored the mountain of my dreams and 1 did
not let anyone take it away from me. Don’t let anyone take away
yours.”

“No, grandpa,” [ said, "1 won't."



AMER DASTGIR

Lost

Ray Donald was sixieen years old. He and his family had just moved to
Utah from Boston the previous year. Rick Anderson was the first
friend he made at school and they had become good friends. Rick
had introduced Ray to most of the students in the class and he had
helped Ray settle into his new school. The two of them were friendly
with twin sisters Lisa and Lucy Johnson, who studied in their class,
and the four of them had formed a group.

“Hey Rick! What's up?” asked Ray.

“Nothing much 1 guess, How about you?”

“Same here. Life’s been such a drag. The summer’s coming up
and | have no plans whatsoever. I'm probably gonna spend my time
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sleeping or staying up late, watching movies. You know, the usual "

1 know, but | wanted to do something interesting this time. It's
the last day of school and I still haven't decided. I'm upset about
our trip being cancelled. My sister had 0 get sick now.”

“That's rough. But why don’t you go later? The holidays are
three months you know .

“My parents think that by the time she's recovered and feels
better, it'll be too late.”

“Then maybe Lisa, Lucy, you, and 1 should do something 1o-
gether during the holidays. I'll think of something and let you know,
There goes the bell. Let's go to class.”



"Hey you guys! said Lucy and Lisa at class. “Bet you guys can
hardly wait for this term to get over! Well, neither can we though
we have nothing planned for the summer”.

“Nothing at all,” added Lucy.

“And you think we do? remarked Rick sarcastically.

“Well, guys usually have something planned beforehand. Maybe
you don't” said Lisa.

"1 was just telling Rick that the four of us should do something
together, What do you think?” asked Ray.

“That'd be fun, but what can we plan on doing?” asked the girls.

“1 told him I'd think of something and let you know, But [ think
I've got an idea. Oh! There's Miss Hopkins. I'll tell you guys later.”

After school was over, the four of them walked home iogether.

*Okay tell us your brilliant idea, Ray,” asked the others.

"l was thinking of maybe going to the Rockies, They're cose
by, there's fresh air, beautiful scenery, and we'll get a chance to
spend a few days in the wild. T can't think of a better idea. What's
stopping us?”

"Our parents for one thing. Do you think that they would let us
go? It's a great idea bul too good to be true.”

“Hey, we are responsible enough. We're sixteen, we're not ba-
bies. I think if we asked properly, they'd say yes,” said Lucy.

“It's worth a try, Anyway, I'll go ask my parents now,” said
Ray.

“Me too,” said Rick. S0 they parted. The next day the four of
them met at the twin's house and they were all allowed, but after a
lot of persuasion. There was excitement in the air and the four pro-
ceeded to plan their trip. At the end, it was decided that they would
leave the following weekend and they marked the trail on a map
which they would use to see the Rockies.
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The following weekend arrived. They met at Rick’s house at
seven In the morning and after recelving advice on how to find
their trail in case they got lost from Rick's dad and checking if they
had all their things over a hundred times, they were finally on their
way.

The scenery when they got to the Rockies was breathtaking.
There were mountains everywhere as well as greenery. The chirp-
ing of birds could be heard from all around. On the first day, they
followed their marked trail assiduously and they kept checking their
map every fifteen minutes to make sure they were on the right track.
Towards the evening, they climbed one of the lower mountains and
they set up camp at a clearing at around seven and went to bed.

The next day they continued on the trail and the scenery be-
came more beautiful. Gradually they forgot about their trail and
followed an eagle to its nest. They were able to get a sight of its
chicks.

“Look at the mother feeding its chicks.” exclaimed Ray.

“They are adorable,” sighed the twins,

That was when Rick suddenly realized something was wrong.
“Heey you guys, where are we? This spot isn't on our trall. Oh God,
wee're stupid. We shouldn’t have followed that eagle. 1. 1. I think
we're lost!™ said Rick looking info the map.

“No. No way. This can’t be!” cried the girls. “Are you sure?™

“Yes | am sure. What do we do now? [ have no idea where o
go,” said Rick getting frantic.

"You guys, stay calm. We'll think of something. I'm sure we
will,” said Ray trying to remain calm,

“Well, think of something then if you're so intelligent Ray,” said
Rick frantically.

“Didn’t any of you listen to Rick's dad's instructions? asked
Ray.






“No, we were 100 excited,” said the others. “That doesn’t mean
you weren't listening.”

“Well, | think he said that the moss always grows on the north
side of a2 tree and the Rockdes are cast of Salt Lake Gity, So we have
o go west,”

“Urmmm... okay, let's get going then,” said the others.

“What? Now. Are you all crazy? It's too late. Though it's only
five, the sun's already beginning to set. It's too late,

“What do we do then?™ asked Lisa

“We have to stay calm and hope for the best.” advised Ray,

"That's all we can do now, | guess,” said a sullen Rick

The hours passed slowly and they were silent with woery. They
had 2 sleepicss night and they woke up early in the moming. Ray
wis the first one up, He looked for a tree and he found the moss
growing on it. He then figured out which direction was west and all
of them silently packed their things.

"Okay, let's go," sald Ray, It was the first thing he sald to his
friends since the time he got up. He was trying to sound cheerful. As
they walked away from the tree - what they felt was their only friend
m the whole of the Rockies - they began to feel frightened. They
continued to go westwards obeying Ray as he showed them the way.
They were relying on him to get them out of this situation.

The day passed slowly and the children’s lood stock gradually
began (o run low. That day they had to make camp again and set up
one under & large redwood tree.

"Do you think we'll make it out alive, Ray?” asked Rick in their
tent.

“I hope so, Rick, | hope so. I'm sure we will find a road tomor-
row and we can take a lift from there. What I'm worried sbout is

i4

our food supply. | could kick myself for allowing you guys to go
alter that eagle.”

"Don't take it out on yourself We wouldn't have listened to
you anyway.”

The next morning they woke up and they were glad to see the
girls were more cheerful and talkative than yesterday

“What's the next step?” anked Lucy.

"We'll just continue going westwards, it's the only way accord-
ing to the map.” said Ray.

They continued to walk westwards until they reached a clear-
ing. That was when they realized that it was not a clearing but the
side of a road.

“1 don't believe it!” they all shouted out at the same time. “We
made it we actually made it!"

They were rejoicing when a car came speeding by. They were
cought by surprise and they couldn't call in time for help. Just when
they were beginning to feel dejected, they heard the sound of an-
other car approaching. This time they were ready and all of them
waved, shouted, and jumped about to attract the driver's atten-
tion. To thelr joy, they noticed it was a police car. The car pulled
over and Ray told the officer about their situation and he asked the
officer if they could be given a lift to the nearest town. The officer
agreed and he dropped them at the bus station from where they
made their way back home.

"What are you doing here so early? It hasn't been many days
since you left,” commented Rick's father.

“Well Dad, it's a long story. A very long story....”



Bangladesh

Autobiography of
Mont Blanc

I am fed up. Everyday the wind brings me news of destruction from
some part of the world or other. [ do not like it at all. When humans
were born, I thought they would live together peacefully and hap-
pily. I thought that they would take care of nature and preserve the
environment. I hoped that there would be peace and harmony on
earth and there would be no enmity, bloodshed, and war. Alas, I
was wrong.

I, Mont Blanc, am the highest mountain in the Alps. I was born
millions of years ago in Europe. My birth or formation was rather
turbulent. When the earth was being formed, viclent storms, gales,
and quakes changed the landforms. The crust was pushed up by
tremendous force and many mountains were formed. I was one of
them.

In the beginning, the earth was terribly hot. There was no rain
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for thousands of years. There were no life forms - plants or animals
- on the earth. My only friend was the wind. [ got news from him
about the rest of the world. One day, many, many years after my
birth, he told me that algae had begun to form on earth. At first
did not like algae when it started growing on me. It fett slimy! But
soon I was happy when many trees and bushes started to grow
about me. They made me feel as if I was wearing an emerald gown
that had lovely shades of green. Later on, I wore a bluish white ice
cap on my head and had small springs flow down my body. I mar-
veled at these new changes.

Thousands of years later, the dinosaurs started to appear on
earth. They were gigantic creatures and some of the plant-eating
dinosaurs fed on the trees growing about me. I was soon providing
them with enormous amounts of food for their huge appetites. I



#pent my time watching them eating plants and hunting prey. It
was terrible to see how the stronger ones cruelly attacked and killed
the weaker ones, They fought with wach other mercilessly. The pow-
erful ones ruled like tyrants. | did not like this at all. But then |
understood one important lesson: only the fittest survive in this
world. One had to Rght in order to survive and if one were weak,
one would spon dissppear from the world.

From time to time, the earth would experience climatic changes.
Fearful gales and hurricanes came. Of all the natural calamities, |
hated the earthquakes. They always formed huge cracks on me. These
climatic changes stunted the growth of trees and plants. They did not
grow well. As a result, the dinosaurs that survived on them suffered
and died away. The flesh eaters also suffered as the plant eaters died
out. Soon all the dinosaurs becama extinct.

Millions of years later, man came along and | immediately liked
them. The first men looked like apes and ate berries, nuts, and fruits.
They also killed animnals and birds and ate their flesh raw. Soon they
learmed to walk, talk. and make clothes for themselves. [ was happy
for them when they discovered fire by rubbing stones or dry sticks
together. Now they could cook their food and keep themselves warm,
Man started to look for ways to grow crops, | played an important
role here. | Jet the small springs on me flow down as rivers. 1 got
news from the wind that people were using the water from the rivers
o drink, cook, bathe, and wash. Later on, they used the water for
irrigation. The wind told me how men had begun to lead better lives.
1 felt happy and delighted.

As the years continued, people living nwarby riverbeds began to
unprove their lifestyles. They soon built up the first few civiliza-
tions in the world. They began to make houses, furniture, pottery,
and other things required for daily life. | became fascinated to hear
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how men were inventing many new things and becoming prosper-
Crus.

Slowly, cities started growing around me. People from all over
the world came to see the Alps. Today | am one of the main tourist
attractions in Switzerland. People played the Olympic games near
me. Thousands of people came to watch the games and they ook
pictures of me, 1 felt great.

One day, peaple did something that | will never forget. They
cut a huge tunnel through me and named it 5t. Gotthard Pass. The
people used the tunnel to get to the other side of me. Many tour
buses pass through this route. Tourists marvel at the natural beaunty
of Austria, Switzerland, and me. The people also cut a winding road
down one of my southern slopes. At first, | was happy when so
many people came 1o visit me. | felt like the center of attraction in
the region. Laler on, it became boring and monotonous, as all they
did was ride n cars or buses. | began to look forward 1o seeing new
and other interesting things.

The wind brings me news of the whole world everyday. Much
of it 1s about bloodshed and war. [ am also informed that men have
engaged themselves in another act of destruction: they are numing
the environment. | begin to feel worried about the welfare of the
people living in this world. Would they too fight amongst them-
selves, damage the environment. and become extinct like the dino-
saurs? People do not understand the wamings of nature. Nor do
they sense the danger ahead. They continue to fight and kill each
other. They continue to damage the environment,

| am worried, very worried. | have lived long enough to sense
the danger mankind is heading towards, and unless they do some-
thing about i, all s lost.
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Bangladesh

ANANNA MADHURY

The Birds

It was a cold winter in Siberia. There was snow everywhere. Nothing
but the white snow enveloped everything. There was no water,
but frozen ice on the rivers. No leaf was visible on the trees and
they looked as if somebody had painted them white. The sun was
also not visible for days. No one wanted to go out during those
days, and no food was available anywhere. It was so cold that some-
times I felt as if my blood was clotting inside me. My wings were
becoming stiff....

My name is Mizanoff. I had never seen winter before. I was
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born on a happy spring day and such a terrible winter was a sur-
prise to me. One day | was sitting, shivering at home on a tree. All
of a sudden, someone knocked at the deor. I opened it slightly.
With a gust of snow, Squadino entered. Squadinc was my friend.
He and I were born on the same day. Sometimes he stayed with
me. He asked me for some food. I was sorry because I didn’t have
any food to give him. He kept silent for sometime and then he said
that no bird could survive this bitter winter for long. This was the
law of nature. During winter, all the birds from Siberia left for






warm areas. He hadn’t known about these things before. His grand-
mother had told him about it. He said that he was leaving for a far-
off eastern country named Bangladesh with his friends tomorrow
morning. He wanted me to go with him. I agreed instantly because
the severe cold and hunger were becoming intolerable to me. He
told me to get ready tomorrow in the moming and flew off in the
cold.

The next morning I was ready. He came and we started our
long flight. At one place, we wanted to stop. This was the Hima-
layan kingdom of Nepal. But our team leader stopped us telling us
that we would be late in reaching our destination. Tiredness was
beginning to take over our wings and since there was no food, no
place to take rest, we felt death was obvious. Suddenly we started
to feel the cold lessening and the air becoming warm. Squadino
cried out and said, “Minazoff, look down, see what a beautiful lake
beneath! It is surprising that it is not frozen and fishes are swim-
ming in it. The grasshoppers are flying on the riverbanks and color-
ful boats are sailing on the lake.”

We went further down and saw fields filled with crops. The
leader said that this was our destination. We landed on the ground,
happy at last to find that there was nothing except food everywhere.
We decided to settle there, eat, and move around all day and rest at
night nearby the lake. We were happy there.

At times people with children came in boats to catch fish and
collect water lilies. We were not afraid of them. They were our
friends. They did not disturb us. They sometimes hurled food at us.
We almost forgot the memories of our home in Siberia. One thing
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that was surprising to us was that the children were very thin! They
looked unhealthy. Squadino asked me, “In spite of having such rich
paddies, why are these children looking poorly fed?” I could not
say anything because | did not know the answer.

We were beginning to enjoy our stay. One day when we were
in the fields, all of a sudden, we heard an unusual loud sound: boom,
boom, boom! We panicked and flew towards the sky. Though all of
us flew up, some of us came down screaming at the top of our voices.
I cried out for them. Squadino, my friend. He had gone too! After-
wards, I found out that he and the other birds had been shot dead.
Our leader told us that it was not safe for us to stay in the area
anymore. The people were shooting indiscriminately. He said, “If
we stay here our group will decrease gradually.” We started to fly
again in search of a safer place. On the way, our leader said that
each year, many of us died like this and people enjoyed cooking
and eating our flesh.

After hearing these words, I became sad. Squadino hadn’t been
able to come with me. My eyes filled with tears. I remembered
Squadino and all the other birds who were killed by humans. They
were cruel.

You can call us migratory birds. You can tell that we are your
guests. What harm have we done to you? Why do you shoot at us?
We are birds, we are friends, we are not your enemies. Then why
do you kill us? Why, why, and why?



ALTAMASH A. RAHMAN

Through the Door

Our town was dominated by mourtains, They surrounded us like a
mother's womb. The mountains kept us saie and protected us from
the outside world. The sunrise and sunset brought about vast shad-
ows of the mountains, which receded as the sun rose higher or fell
lower, We were used to the sight of these mountains. Most people
thowght nothing of these giants expect that they were benevalent
entities. I, on the other hand, thought that they resembled a pair of
jaws closing around us.

LB |

1 lived at the center of the town with my mother. father, and
three brothers. Our family was poor and life was extremely hard.
but 25 much as my father tried, he could not make encugh 1o raise
pour children. My father wanted to send us to school, although he
rarely had the money to pay the school fees. My brothers and [ telt
like a burden to our parents and we were considering different op-
tions to help them, We even contemplated running away from home,



It was one fine October day that our decision was made for us
and forced upon us. It started somewhere around mid-day. Father
and mother had gone to the Town Hall for the weekly meeting, but
my brothers and 1 stayed at home as it had been declared a holiclay,
Rats had overrun our fair city and the previous might, someone had
got rid of these creatures that even the dogs feared, My brothers and
1 were out in the garden, running around the house, celebrating the
joyhul news, Suddenly, a tune began to play from somewhere in the
distance. It was a charming and melodious tune and made the four
of us #top in our tracks. My brothers and | were drawn to it | sud-
denly began to feel sleepy and my legs felt heavy. Then as abruptly
as it had started, my drowsiness disappeared and [ felt on top of the
world. Energy began to surge through my body and 1 felt like jump-
ing, laughing. and dancing. My brothers and [ held our hands io-
gether and we all began to jump and dance about. In this happy
mood, we noticed a small crowd of children that was dancing along
the street. We joined them and soon nearly all the children of the
town were parading the streets seemingly heading nowhere.

Ay we danced onwards, | noticed that it was getting late and that
my brothers and 1 had to be heading home. But as I attempted 1o
stop and tell my brothers, | realized that my attempts at controlling
myself were becoming futile. My legs seemed to have a movement

of their own as they dragged me onwards, skipping and dancing
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tirelessly, There was nothing that | could do and we seemed to be
heading away from the city.

Suddenly, in the distance, | noticed a figure skipping along ahuad
of us, We seemed to be lollowing him. Minutes passed and those
minutes turned into hours, We went on gaily for almost two hours,
enthralled by the music, until we finally arrived at the foot of a
mountain. It sowered thousands of feet above us as we neared the
end of the path. The man was standing just ahead of us now, but as
| tried to catch a glimpse of him, my eyes seemed #o turn the other
way.

We continued cnwards and we finally reached the end of the
path. The music continued, but the children including mysell had
stopped dancing. Not an eyelid twitched or did any child so much
as sneeze as a solid wall in the mountaln swung open as if attached
to a hinge of some sort. Cine by one, every child stepped through
the door and into the void beyond.

My turn came and when [ stepped forward, | glanced around
to look at the mysterious figure. This time | was not stopped. A
tall. well-built man, donned outrageously in a long and loose-fit-
ting yellow and red garment looked back at me. [n his hand was a
flute. As 1 looked up into his face. he smiled at me. | smiled back at
him. Then 1 entered the door into the mountain.
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FAIYAZ TALUKDAR

Bigfoot

We were @t Spow Lodge up in the mountains when we experienced
the greatest adventure of our lives: an encounter with Bigfoot!
Maveed, Enayet, and 1 had gone up to the mountains to spend
three days in complete peace and solitude. When we arrived, the
temperature was below minus zero degree and It was freezing cold.
['was wearing a full-sleeved shirt, sweater, and jacket to keep myself
warm. The lodge had a nice. big room with a fireplace and my friends
and | found it relaxing to stretch out in the large armchairs after the
two-hour pep ride. We rested until the afternoon and afterwards we
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went out to explore the area, The only interesting thing we saw
was a cave, but as it was getting dark. we decded to retum.

As we were going back 1o the lodge, we saw strange footprints
in the snow, almost thrice as big as a normal man's. We were sur-
prised. [ thought maybe someocne from the lodge was playing a prank
on us and | let the incident pass without much thought. That evening
we went to sheep after watching a good English film.

Dhuring the night, 1 got up to drink a glass of water. And that was
whan [ saw a hatry, wild-looking face looking through the window






at me. I fell down in fright and passed out. [ woke up when some-
one splashed water on my face. It was Enayet. I told him what I
had seen. He too got scared. We then dressed up and decided to
go outside with our torches and investigate. There were huge foot-
prints in the snow beside our room’s window; similar to the ones
we had seen earlier outside the lodge. We returned to our room
and informed Naveed about our findings. The next morning the
three of us discussed the footprints again and we decided to follow
them. After walking for quite some time, we arrived at a cave. It
was the same cave we had seen during our exploration the other
day!

I suddenly had a terrible thought. What if those footprints be-
longed to Bigfoot? I had read about Bigfoot and according to the
local legend, he was a beast living in the Himalayas. Although we
knew we were walking into danger, the three of us gathered our
courage to venture into the cave, switching our torches on. After a
while, we could hear strange sounds coming from inside. As we went
on, we heard the noise and felt it led us further inside the cave. Al-
though we were feeling scared, we continued to follow the sound.
When we came to a chamber, the noise stopped. Then Naveed gave
out a scream. Enayet and I immediately directed our torches to-
wards the direction he was looking at and both of us gave out a
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loud cry. In the corner of the chamber, we saw a tall, hairy figure.
When it turned around to face us, we saw that it had a hideous
face, with hair all over its body. It had long arms and legs with
huge hands and feet. It had to be Bigfoot! I was very frightened. It
gave out an angry roar and came running towards us. We then ran
for our lives and we could hear its feet thumping on the ground
behind us. The sound was getting fainter when, suddenly, Naveed
tripped and fell. As he got up, we started to hear a sound of some-
thing crumbling. The cave was coming down! I shouted at my friends
to hurry and we made a dash to get out of the cave. As the walls
began to crumble faster, we could hear Bigfoot roar. The sound
was coming nearer. When we were just coming out of the entrance,
the roof of the cave came crashing down. We heard a terrifying
roar and then nothing more. Badly shaken, we started our long
walk back to the resort. None of us could believe what we had
experienced just a moment ago. We immediately packed our bags
and left the mountains. '

Whenever people mention visiting the Himalayas, I caution them
and ask them to be careful as I am reminded of Bigfoot! After all,
not everyone has an encounter with such a terrifying creature, do
they?



China

LAUREN TAYLOR

Black and White

“Ohhh!” I groaned trying to get back to sleep, after being awakened
by an unbearable noise outside. What was that horrid thumping
outside my cave? It sounded somehow familiar. As I listened longer,
I knew where I had heard it before. My mind went back to the time
when I was two years old and my mummy and daddy decided to
make this cave our home. It took a long time to get to the cave, and
we didn’t have any bamboo for days. Well... until we reached a
village in a valley from where my parents and friends had been
chased out and up this mountain. My mum and dad both died from
starvation and exhaustion while traveling from our last cave to this
one. They didn’t get to eat for a week and a half. A week and a half
is a long time, when you normally eat for sixteen hours a day.

Oh! My black ear on the left, that noise is ghastly. It's like a
thunderstorm with no rain I thought as I snapped back to the present.

“Wake up, tweet, tweet, tweet, quick, come on, theres going to
be an emergency meeting... TODAY!” chirped Bongo Bluey from
outside my cave.

“I'm hungry, I'm hungry,” I moaned as | suddenly awoke in a
fit of anxiety. I looked out into the sun to find Bongo twirping in
his jolly manner. I padded out for a bit of fresh air, just to find huge
vellow things looming over my cave. I couldn’t make out what they
were, but I suspected that they had made the noise.

Over to my right, in a small clearing of trees, there were five
human beings, all eating. ] must get some bamboo, I'm starving,
grumbled my stomach. But my thoughts went back to those human
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beings. I'd better stay away from them; they could be dangerous. |
plodded off to a place where there used to be trees, but now all
that was left was stumps. I wondered, who took them? I arrived at
my favorite eating spot, and a few minutes later, I began thinking
about the past. | found this bamboo spot last year with my little
sister Pokadott. That was before human beings killed her with guns.
They skinned her and took her fur. It was terrible. I tried to save
her, but 1 couldn’t get to her in time. My grandpa didn’t leave our
cave for two weeks. Then the week he did, he died of old age. He
was fifty. “Ouch!” 1 cried coming back to reality. 'd tripped over a
log and fell to the ground hurting my knees. “Oh! My black ear on
the right.” Then I remembered the emergency meeting. I'd totally
forgotten it.

“Hi Ploddy, how are you? You've got those big yellow, loud
things right outside your cave, haven’t you?” Hooted Odd Dott
owl rather nosily as [ entered the room in which the meeting was
being held. “Yah, they really get on my nerves. The most annoying
thing is that [ can't just tell them to go away. Did you know that
human beings often carry guns?”

Back at my house I was thinking about what happened at the
emergency meeting. | was really scared because we were going to
have to move. That's what the emergency meeting is all about. We
had to move somewhere else, just like when [ was younger. But
this time it would be a Jot worse, I had no one to take care of me. I
was all alone. We didn’t even know where we would end up; all



we knew was to head down the mountain and move away from the
human beings. It's all because of them; they're taking over our trees.
They're ruining our homes and village.

Why do human beings have to do this to us? I'm only five and
living all alone. Last time they did this, my mum and dad died
from starvation. Next it'll be me, | know it, [ just know it and I've
just finished my spring cleaning as well

"Oooooh! My black ear on the left!" | moaned as | started pack-
ing. At the bottom of my cupboard, I found my mum'’s footprint
tile. 1 felt a tear run down my cheek, a small, wet, delicate one. |
really missed all my family. Everyday | think about them and all
the things they have done for me. They risked their lives for me; |
wish they could have lived longer so 1 could have got to know
them better. | finished packing then hid from the human beings. |
felt like | was going to burst; all my tears swelled up inside me. |
loved where | lived now; | had loads of friends. | wish the human
beings would go somewhere else.

There's not going to be much food for the next few weeks. All
the trees are now just stumps. We are going to have another meet-
ing this afternoon. Probably to organize when we're going to be
leaving,

“Well, personally, 1 think we should set out tomorrow after-
noon so that we can get a place where it's possible to sleep by to-
morrow evening” | sald sharing my point of view with everyone
at the emergency meeting,

“Ya, that would be a good idea, how about 11 am. That should

give everyone time to pack. What do you think?”

"Ok, yes, sure.” everyone replied in a chorus.

I didn't sleep much last night so I'm really tired, which isn't &
good start for a long journey. We're leaving in fifteen minutes and,

all our luggage is being loaded onto a pull-along raft that was made
last night. “Oh! Ok. I'm coming” | reply to the shout from outside
my cave, We must be leaving early, well... bye, bye my lovely house,
bye, bye. A tear runs down my cheek. I'm crying.

We've been walking for hours now; all the trees are stumps
now, Human beings are eager to take away our homes. My legs are
aching already; 1 think we're now going to stop for the night. This
is torture lying out here on the dirty mud, shivering. 1 don’t know
if | can cope, already one of us have died. Poor Bluey, he got caught
by a falcon.... At the moment, | don't even know if 1 want 1o be
alive or not.

After one week.

This is my first night in my new cave on the other side of the
mountain. There are plenty of trees here, and it's warm.

It's nice to have stopped traveling after a week and, I'm not
starving now. | found 2 small bamboo groove. But it's not at all that
good. On the way, five of us died from exhaustion and starvation.
At times, | wish T were one of them, Now | need to make lots of
new friends, and make my cave a home, Oh, why, oh, why,

I don't understand why this has to happen. It would have been
much easier to stay where we were. The next time this happens,
w#'ll have to move away from this mountain. | think this experi-
ence has gone far enough. As 1 ponder, | see a pair of eves glimmer
in the distance, peeking out behind a tree. After a few minutes. a
litthe panda, about the same age as me, comes padding out towards
me. “ls there room for another where you sleep?” she asks in 3
timid voice. “Sure.” | reply and at last the new place begins to feel
like home.






CLAYTON DU PLOOY

Race to the Top

It was the thrd diy of our school feld trip to Wutaishan, That after-
noon we were going to climb five kilomelers up a mountain and
then wisit a Buddhist temple at the top. There were four of us who
wanted to race and see who could get to the top first. We were
Eric. Jin Ho. Mr. Tumba. our teacher, and myself.

At the beginning of the hike, Eric. Jin Ho, and 1 went up while
Mr. Tumba took the shortcut. We did not think that it was falr for
him to take a shorteut, but that did not stop us from being deter-
mined to get to the top before him.

It was about halfway when | lost Jin ho and Eric. and that my
calves began to ache. At the time. | saw Mr. Tumba ahead of me,
but I stopped for a drink of water and, by the hme 1 got going, 1
had lost sight of him. In the distance, | saw a Chinese lndy and
wondered if she had seen him go past her in the last few minutes. |
asked her in Chinese because | felt that she would not speak any
English. Luckily for me, | had studied Chinese for three years and
| was able to communicate with her, She said that he had gone
through the bushes and was heading for the top of the mountain. |
said thank you and started walking through the bushes,

1 was going through the bushes when my calve muscles began
to hurt even more. The pain would start building and trouble me
until 1 got to the top. | went on dimbing and | did not stop until |
saw Mr. Tumba. | found him after ten minutes and that's when 1
started to run. Buckets and buckets of sweal were pouring down
my [ace. By the time | caught up with Mr. Tumba, Eric and Jin Ho
were coming up from the other side and they were looking good.
We had about ten meters left. All of us started walking faster.

1 was giving all I could; my muscles were aching and my calves
felt sorer than before. But we all enjoyed one thing: we all got to
the top of the mountain at the same time, and got one of the Chi-
nese people there to take a picture of the four of us. We were so
tired that we just dropped to the ground and walted twenly min-
utes for the next group of people to arrive

By the time everyone had got to the top of the mountain, we
wanied io go down to the bottom of the mountain and get on the
bus to go back to the holel

As we made our way down, my friends and | ook the time to
take some pictures of the beautiful scenery, 1 told everyone to come
through the bushes because it was a shortcut and that | had come
up that way during my climb to the top. No one wanted to come
with me so | said that 1 would meet them on the other side and |
waited for them to get a head start before | began walking. They
arrived at the spot where | was waiting for them, and [ told them
that | had got there ten minutes earlier. Their jaws dropped as they
asked each other how [ did it

We were nearly at the bottom of the mountain when I wished
that | had brought along my mountain bike: it has full suspension
On the way down. Jin Ho plcked some flowers for a girl who wasn't
able to come because she was sick.

| recommend a climb up a mountain, But please don't get 11l or
you will have a bad time and your friends and family won't enjoy it
as much without you. That's what happened when Berit got sick:
our camp environment changed and although we had 2 good time.
it was not as good as it would have been with her.






BART VAN WLIK

The Great Wall

Finally | have refurned to Chind to congquer one of the anclent won-
ders of the world: the Great Wall of China. 1 had slways dreamed
of walking along the total length of the Great Wall and not just a
few kilometers. With my team that included Jonathan, Justin, Mike,
and Tim, we put my dream Into reality,

When the cab tumed into the parking lot. an area known as the
Shahaquan Great Wall, the sight was beautiful; it was worth a pic-
ture and the sun shone brightly on the wall,

On the top of the wall there weren't that many fourists, some-
thing 1 hadn't expected, but somehow this added to the atmasphere,
and made things right for congquering the ancient structure.

We started walking southenst. After covering a few kilomelers,
we saw no one except some birds and an amazing view. We had
lunch at around twelve o° clock and it was starting to get pretty
hat. Lunch was Chinese food that | hadn't eaten in ages,

If we were lucky, we would reach the highest point of the Great
Wall in the afternoon, which was 675 meters above the sea level and
still seven kilometers away.

The sun was reaching its highest point, sweat was running down
my back, and my water bottle was running dry. This trip was going
to be a tough one. but | had to sccomplish it | just had . At 1.30 we
stopped again and we were still four and a hall kilometers away
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from the highest point. | drank the last of the water from my bottle
and looked at my thermometer. The temperature was above thirty-
four degrees. Tim started arguing that he didn't want to go any
further, since he was beginning to get very tired.

| thought that it was fine by me and s=t off with Justin and Mike
for the astounding sight which was still a two-hour hike away,
Jonathan and Tim would catch up later,

lustin, Mike, and | grabbed two extra bottles of mineral water
and some noddles from our bag that we had purchased belore start-
ing off. We hiked up one of the steepest parts of the Great Wall.

There it wasl The highest part of the wall. Mot many people have
been here. It was only forty-five steps away from me. Finally we
reached the top of the wall and the sight was breathtaking. It wasn't
foggy or cloudy so we could see far into the distance along the
rugged mountains. Reaching the top filled my heart with joy and
happiness because it was a dream come true. Suddenly several eagles
flew over the mountain. 2 rare sight to see in China,

That night we celebrated the accomplishment of our dream. The
trip wasn't finished though because we still had 10 travel for a few
more weeks, but still 1 feel reaching the top is something to start
with.






China

THERESA SONG

Flowers and Friendship

The river flows slowly between two separate mountains and the birds
are singing from the tree branches. The sky feels so high and wide
that you can’t see the end. [ slowly breathe in the fresh air and then
puff it out. It is refreshing. The sky is so blue that it makes the
whole world greener. I keep on walking up the stairs of the
mountainside one by one. [ feel tired after taking twenty to thirty
steps. Everyone from class here seems full of energy, but not me.
My legs are shaking and my heart is beating so fast that 1 find it
difficuit to breath in and out.

Miss Hall said I could stay behind if I found it difficult to go up,
but I didn’t want to. [ wanted to see what was at the top of those
1,080 steps and how 1 would feel afterwards. I kept trudging up the
steps, but when I arrived at the top, my class had already taken pho-
tos and it was time for us to leave.

I looked at the surrounding mountaintops and I felt nervous and
impressed. I looked down upon the valley, Buddhist monasteries,
and I could see many nuns and monks busy praying. We also climbed
around three mountains to go to a small temple on the top of one of
them. I was the last one again, but I wasn’t the only one. This time
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my friends stayed with me. I used all my strength to push my two
legs, which were feeling like two heavy stones pulling me down to
the ground. Sweat rolled down my face. One of my friends, who
stayed with me, had asthma and she had more trouble than me in
climbing the stairs, but she helped me supporting me with her arm.

Slowly, we made good progress and reached the top. We both
were happy and proud of ourselves. Even though we were the last
ones and everyone kind of made faces at us, we didn’t care because
we had more time to climb than any of them and, we had the op-
portunity to share the most beautiful friendship.

When we walked slowly down the mountain, I became en-
grossed in my surroundings. As the sunshine increased, it seemed
to me that the colors of the flowers looked brighter and more col-
orful. Everyone started to pick them up for a classmate of ours’
who was sick and had to stay behind. It was nice of them to do this,
and I hoped the flowers would make her happier like the way they
made me happy when I first saw them. Yellow, red, pink, and purple
flowers! I'm sure she would like them.






LUNGTEN ZANGMO

The Call of the

Mountains

My father is the only son in the family, a family of five women and
two men. The other male member is his tather, Since my father is
the only son and the eldest child in the family, he Is responsible for
all of us st home.

From the moment he can recollect, my father looked after the
livestock in the valley of Lungtse, a remote village in Bhutan. Today,
this part of his childhood reminds him of how he survived different
experiences.

He would take his yaka to a lonely mountain area and leave
them 1o graze, Then sitting on a nearby rock, he would let his mind
go trew. His thoughts would travel across the snow-clad mountains
and by the time he gathered them together, dusk would have
arrived.

On one such joumey, he found himsel trapped in the snowy
mousitains with his yaks. Despite the cold, he made » thorough
inspection of the landscape. What caught his eyes in the middle of
nowhere was a beautiful puppy that stood alert, smiling at him.
The charming little thing captivated him, Looking at it for a long
time, he could see the pride It was carrying. The puppy had the
enchanting landscape all to itself and enjoyed the beautiful
surroundings of the valley. My father envied it
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On another journey, a bear growled at him for intruding Into
its territory, Papa fell bad and sorry {or the animal. In his
wonderment on seeing how the animal was surviving the wilderness,
he realized he was surviving too

As he dearly remembers, il was the first day of the second
Bhutanese month that he realimed the wealth of flors and fauna in
the mountaine. The foamy specks of snow touched him, The cold
meant nothing to him. His admiration for his surroundings and the
happiness within him gave him summer-like moments.

Then he looked at the mountaing. He could see them all. The
mountains, which were sometimes bare, were now acoopting the
refugess. gracefully. They seemed to say how beautiful they were
now. And he agreed.

Later, he was enralléd in school by his parents. Bat whenever
he was permitted, he made a trek to his dear mountains. He loved
them fondly.

Today, we live in an isolated cottage in a corner of the town,
My papa has chosen a place where we can look upon the
mountaintops aivd admire the seenery below.

Eﬁhtﬁuﬁl.qkmrpp-iﬂq“hmﬁlrlwlrfmﬂu
plains. He says: “Mountains Forever!™ And [ agree.
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ROCIO DE LA SERNA

The Camp

A long time ago, there were two boys who were best [rlends. Thelr
names were Pedro and Michael, Their teacher announced one day
that their school camp was going to be in Thailand.

Michael said, “It's a great idea.” The teacher said that Pedro
was at home sick and he would need to be informed about the trip
s0 Michael went to Pedro’s house to tell him abut the camp. That
weekend the boys hurriedly packed their clothes and chatted about
the exciting trip ahead. On Sunday night they met their class at the
airport and off they flew to the Land of Smiles.

Once in Thailand they headed for the mountains and in the bus,
Michael and Pedro talked a lot of stuff, like video games, comput-
ers, and cars. The kids were also feeling excited because they were
going to climb a mountain. The mountain was big and there were a
lot of animals, birds flying, insects making clicking noises, a lot of
trees, plants, and flowers. They had to gather information for their
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assigrament such as how the animals lived snd bow the trees, plants,
and flowers grew.

When they were on the top of the mountain, they saw a lot of
houses and their teacher told them that the mountain had the shape
of a crocodile,

They saw waterfalls and elephants, The elephants seemed gentle
and magnificent, Pedro and Michael sat and observed them for
hours. They were pleased that they were able to be part of an expe-
rience on bop of a mountan,

A week later, the boys with their class traveled back to China.
This time when the boys chatted on the bus they didn't talk about
video games, cars, and computers, Instead they talked about el-
ephants, mountains, and nature. They dreamed about belng part of
a group which helps preserve nature so that others can enjoy it in
the future.






NINAN TAN

Around Those
Mountains

I finaily made up my mind and packed my bag for the next day: a
tent, blanket, warm clothes, compass, and all the other equipment |
would need for two days - forty-elght hours with the mountains,
The next moming, | woke up at five o' clock [ lay on my bed and
rolled around then [ finally got myself on my feet. and walked to
the window.

The sky was blue and the sun shone on my face. [ went to
cress myself up for breakfast, | pulled my bag down the stairway
through the corridor to the main door. Then | went (o the kitchen
and toasted some bread. I took some jam from the refrigerator. |
also made some sandwiches and other snacks for my trip and put
these in my bag: my bag had now become as big as an elephant |
put on my sneakers and began to ride my bicycle. | ok the path
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on the right and turned back to look at my home sweet home. |
rode until my home was out of sight. Finally, | could not see my
town either and, after some time, I arrived at the foot of the moun-
tain range.

These attractive mountains with douds on top of them are so
mysterious: as If gods live on top of them. | looked at them and
said to mysell that this was the place | was going to stay for a
whole day, | kept on riding my bicycle up a slope of one of the
mountains. Then choosing a nice place I erected my tent on a com-
fortable pile of grass. It wasn't a big tent. but it had enough space
for one person fo res! in. 1 emptied my whole bag and took a rest.
Al three o' clock | left my tent and decided to go exploring. It was
colder than | expected it would be so I put on warm clothes.






I headed in the direction of the forest area. | lifted my feet one
by one slowly so that I wouldn't get tired quickly. It was a pretty
long vertical walk and on the way, | stopped for brief rests, When
T looked back T could see my town in the valley; it looked as small
as a coffee bean, 1 breathed the fresh air and flled my lungs; [ had
never felt so well. 1 was excited and 1 broke {nto a run, feeling the
cool air on my face.

I finally reached the forest. [ first sat on a rock to catch my
breath. As | closed my eves, | could hear the birds and the wind.
They made me feel jovful. Then suddenly it became cold and chilly.

I quickly opened up my eves and [ saw in front of me a damp,
white silk blanket. | realized that it was a cloud. Of all the things, a
cloud! I admire these mysterious mists. Did gods live on them? Or
do they still live on them now?

[ couldn’t sit any longer; it was getting dark. [ thought of cal-
lecting some sticks to light a fire for the night so | searched and
found enough to build one. After thal, | began to walk back to my
tenl. Going down wasn't easier than going up; the path was cov-
ered with little stones that rolled off as you stepped on them,

My legs were sore and [ was feeling tired when [ reached my
tent. | took out my blanket, snuggled into it and slipped out a bag
of chips and a couple of sandwiches. | wolfed these down. The

night passed quickly and the next day | again visited the forest |
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found a spot there about 20 meters away, where a big oval shaped
rock sat. It was completely flat as if it wanted someone to sit on it.
I had thought about reading for the day and brought along a
storybook. For a while, I sat on the rock enjoying my book, When it
was five o clock, 1 returned to my tent and slipped inside my blan-
ket to get warm. After some time, | got out and picked up the sticks
| had collected the previous day. I searched for some big stones
and some twigs. With these things, 1 was able to start a fire. At
first, | couldn't stand the smoke; there was too much of it, but even-
tually the smoke started to disappear as the wood began buming
merrily. | roasted some dry meat, which I had brought from home;
it tasted delicious. When 1 finished eating, it was already dark. 1
picked up my torch and went inside my tent. 1 was tired. Usually at
home 1 don't sleep before 11.00 p.m., but | was exhausted so | lay
down and soon fell asleep,

The next morning it was six o' clock when | got up. | changed
my clothes and packed my bag, | took down my tent, packed it,
made sure | had everything with me then T was off on my bicycle
riding down to the bottom of the mountain range. Once 1 looked
back and thought, I'll be back sometime; maybe next week, next
month, or next year, but | know [ can’t stay away from mountains
for the rest of my life. I'll be around these mountains forever, prom-
ise.



RAJESH ANTHONY

In the Wilds of Joske’s
Thumb

He waited benide the dusty road until the car had tumed and driven
back. the driver giving him a last puzzled look and a wave as he
went, When the car was no longer visible he shouldered his heavy
pack to which was strapped his sixteen inches long fishing rod and
set off into the space covered by scattered pine trees. He could not
see the top of the mountains for he was wo close under it and the
trees also obscured the ridgeline. He followed the broad back of
the mountain upward, pausing now and then to check the direction
on his compass. The ridge was taking him as Priti had said, due
north.

Eleven o'clock in the moming, nothing and no one to see, the
sun hot on his back, the pine needles crunching under his boots, he
ought 1o be within a4 mile of the summit of Joske’'s Thumb within
five or six... say by five o'clock. Then he cught to sée the last hour
or two of daylight a good visual picture of the mountain from up
there, fifty meters higher then he was now, and the trees thinner or
even non-existent. Then, after dark, he'd cross the eastward face,
aiming to pass at Jeast a quarter of 2 mile below the summit. Once
he was anywhere near the river it ought to be quite plain whether
the Fijians were or were not preparing for a major operation in that

ared.

He checked that the cork of his water bottle was tightly fas-
tened, adjusted the pack strapa moee comiortably on his back, and
bent down to climb again, The ridge rose steadily and sweat began
to darken his shirt. His pack was heavy besides gym shoes and a
change of dothing, he carried a sleeping bag s lightweight cooking
pot. and dehydrated food 1o last him for seven days. In addition to
the pack. he carried a light haversack on one side and his fishing
giear on the other. From time to i he stopped, mopped his brow,
and turnid so that as he rested, the pack leaned against 3 tree; he
could Jook southward between the tall stems of the pine. Nothing
dominated the horizon that way.

One o'clock... three o'clock... four o'clock. The big deciduous
trees had disappeared and now the pines were thinning cut, He
could see a little ahead where the trees ended: beyond the ridge
were scattered bushes, pine scrubs, and a bare rounded summit.
He thought he detected some hardness in the shape, as of a man
made wall or concrete roof. He was about half a mile away. He
went on more cautiously until, moving over to the right side of the
ridge. he found a nest of tumbled rocks and low bushes, the buds
were ready fo burst. From there he could see the summit and also.



along the eastern slope, the ridge he intended to traverse after dark
in order to by pass the Indian army post on the summit.

He twok off his pack, stored it under a rock, and settled down
to survey the landscape before him with the utmost care, trying to
remember every detail, the slope he intended to cross and how it
would change, the rock footings and scrub here, a stretch of rain
trees directly beneath the summit falling away eastward to the rocks
beyond, the compass bearing he would follow, the time it would
take to reach the northward falling ridge. Then he ate a bar of choco-
late and he prepared himself for a nap.

He sprang awake, a small crack loud in his ear as his hand broke
a kind of bush beside him.., twilight creeping up from the valley,
but not here yet, the sun gone. What had awakened him? He put on
his pack, and then lay flat, peering up the ridge in the directon of the
Indian summit post. No sign of movement there, He searched me-
thodically down the ridge with his eyes, until the slopes blurred and
faded in the darkness of the lower earth, nothing there.

The second time, being awake, he heard the strange sound clearly
- strange because it did not belong on this silent mountain, where
now the last thing of red from the sun set half an hour ago, had van-
ished, leaving the earth cold and the rocks gray. Again he heard the
clink of steel on stone, and it came from behind him. He crawled
guickly around the tumbled rocks, not caring about lookouts in the
summit posts, for they were too far and it had become too dark for
them to see. Lying still, he peered south. Almost at once he caught
the edge of a movement and his eyes focused. .. a man wearing a
khaki beret was coming up the hill. He could see nothing below the
walst, but on his shoulder the man was carrying what seemed to be
two long bars of wood wrapped In canvas. What the hell was that?
He was about fifty yards away, moving slowly upwards through
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the scattered limits of the pmes. His hair was long and black. Albert
picked up ancther man to the first one's nght, another to his left;
they were carrying weapons; he recognized a rifle and a sub-ma-
chine gun, )

Crouching, he began to run across the slope, as he had originally
planned. The darkness was suddenly almost total, and he stumbled
and fell among bushes and stones large and small. But even as he ran
he knew he was covering the distance painfully slow, for he was
tired, and the heavy pack, which he had not found supportable dur-
ing the day’s long climb weighed him down and robbed the strength
from his thigh muscles now that he was running for his life.

There was a light to his right, far below in the valley and a light
too up in the summit post. When he reached the section that he had
carefully studied from his hiding eatlier, he ran across it, two hun-
dred yards of stone all clinking and clashing under his boots, start-
mg innumerable small rockslides. At the far side, where stones gave
way to a shorl turf, he stopped, kneeling, and listening intently, If
the men in beret were still coming, he'd hear them on the scree. He
counted seconds, trying to hold his breathing silently... ten...
twenty... forty-five... a minute .. a minute and a half... he heard
the sound of stones moving, no clink of metal now but stones
susurrating down the slope as the men's weight set them moving.

He rose heavily and ran on, north across the face of the slope.
The light in the valley seemed to be in the same place, it looked a
long way off; the light at the summit post had vanished. The slope
must obscure it, or perhaps it only showed towards the south and
east, he could not tell. He stumbled on through the rocks that he
had seen and studied. He had cursed the darkness, and the absence
of the moon, but now, moving among these huge granite boulders
he thanked god for them. For in the moonlight his pursuers could






not have failed to see him, now and then outlined like a black moth
against a pale face of granite.

Yet, what were they doing? When he listened to them back there
on the scree they had seemed to be coming on steadily, as though
driving sheep... he had felt then that if they wanted they could have
come upon him much sooner, and afterwards could have come up
fast on him, doing twice his pace across the mountain, and shot,
stabbed or bayoneted him without any rouble.

He reached the ridge line that fell north down that ten meter
slope Priti had told him to drop into the trench of the Naikorokoro
Creek. Perhaps here he'd shake off the silent, loping pursuers; per-
haps they would think he had continued on down the ridge. Per
h.Fme-upmnﬂHmmdpmmd.Hemlm the ground
under three. four men. A pair of strong hands was at his throat and
he began to struggle with frantic desperation for his life. "Quiet,
shhh!™ A voice hissed in his ear, “Friends"

He relaxed his struggle for a moment to test the meaning of the
words he thought he had heard. The grip on his throat relaved as
much. He muttered, “Who are you™

The voice said again, “Friends.” Albert realized that one of the
men was kneeling over him, pressing his face to his and whispering
in his ear. “Let me up, who are you?”

“Quiet”, the voice reiterated, but the grip on his throat loosened
and hands helped him up. He heard faint sounds and breathing and
in the starlight made out more men coming from the direction he
had come, to join his assailants, They were all muttering to each
other in a guttural language which he did not understand. But he
understood clearly that his sense of being herded was literally true;
the men behind him had driven him neatly into the arms of men
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waiting in the Naikorokoro Creek. They had obviously been ex-
pecting him to come this way and no other. A mystery here. but no
time to solve it now,

Another volce spoke close-1o him, “Who are you?™

“Albert Baker, European subject. | was. ..~

“I'm Lieutenant Frank Moore, Guides." "Are you hurt?”

"We have to move off now, on down this stream *

Albert recovered something of his wits and said, “What are you
holding me for? You are in Indian controlled terntory.”

The lieutenant sald, "Flease, no argumenss, Mr, Baker, 1 have
my orders.” He spoke a few words in the guttural language, and
unseen hands took the pack trom Albert’s back. The leutenant said,
"W will be moving fast, and you will have a hard time keeping up,
even without the pack. These are highland Fijians and they speak
only Fijian, except that we taught them afl to say ‘quiet’ and 'friends’...
wa'll start now, Keep close behind me and my erderly will be behind
you.*

“With a gun pointed at my back?” Albert asked.

“A knife t00,” the lieutenant whispered. There are Indlan pa-
trols on this mountain tonight too, looking for you.”

They started moving. The stream’s course was steep and long
and their movements fast but careful Every ten or fifteen minutes
the party, which seemad to be about twelve in all, stopped and lis-
tened. Albert only heard the sighing of the wind in the trees. The
trees had replaced the bare rocks and short grass soon after they
started and once he heard the cry of an owl. As they went on hour
after hour, his legs grew heavier. He gritted his teeth and forced
himself on. He would not give them the chance to use the strange
object the first man he had seen carrying. The whole affair was
odd, mote than odd, it wae. He stumbled and fell, saving himself at



the last moment by catching a tree trunk. He leaned against it breath-
ing heavily,

The lieutenant stopped and turned. “Tired?"

"No,” he said, "Go on."

“We'll rest here until dawn. The next bit's 100 tricky to attempt
ini the dark.”

“Why? Where are we going?”

“This area is not Indlan controlled as you said. It's a no man's
land. But the Indians have been patrolling it heavily for a week
now especially tonight, when they were looking for you and if we
go down the Naikorokoro creek we are likely to run into them. So
| propose to tam west across the mountain. Then we will reach our
outpost and supporting base.”

“You're going to do that in daylight?”

“We have to anyway, my men are highlanders, and they can
beat any Indian on a hill.”

The young man's voloe was full of pride, and Albert forbore to
say what was on his mind.,. that the Indian army had also moun-
tain men. If it came 10 a confrontation the outcome would rest on
the particular circumstances of the case and the leadership displayed.

He found a comfortable spot and gathered pine needles to make
a bed. A man brought his pack and he lay down, using the pack as
his pillow, and waited for slesp 10 come. The stars blazed above,
the glant firs stood ke a darker army about him in the right. The
air was balmy, for they must have already come down lorty leet or
maore. He thought he heard the roar of the river in its bed below,
but decided that it must be his imagination or the wind through the
branches. The Fijians were lying against trees and there was one
standing motionless, a weapon al his side, looking out. Sleep came.
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It was near eleven o’clock in the morning; just twenty-four hours
after Albert had started up the mountain ridge, when the leuten-
ant peering down the slope under a shading hand said triumphantly,
"We're safel” That's our supporting base. He pointed down, across
the blackened stumps of an ancent forest fire. Albert saw an en-
campment, small tents by the river, men moving about. The Fijians
crowded round, laughing. They were fine-looking men, mostly tall
and all lean and hard. One was clder with a grizzled mustache and
three chevrons on his sleeve, the rest young and, except for the
long black curly hair, clean-shaven. They wore leather sandals on
their feet, with no socks, carried their ammunitions in a leather
cross belt with pouches, and appeared to be otherwise unencums-
bered except for a water bottle and a little bag which, as he had
seen during a dawn hall, contained dried fish and cassava.

Albert then asked him, “You said vou were guides? That's a
regiment, isn't it?"

The lieutenant replied, “T'm a guide, seconded to the scouts,
These are all scouts.” His voice was full of the same pride that had
filled it carfier when he spoke of his men’s ability on the mountain.

Now he came up, smiling. “We'll go down now, and you can
have a real rest until | have to send you on to headquarters.”

“When will that be? Albert asked.

“Tomorrow, Tonlght, eat well and drink, water only for my
men, they're good Fijlans but 1 happen to have some whisky and
when Turaga nl karislto n't looking I'Tl take a little, You will like
some?”

“T certainly will” Albert said.

"Let's go then”



Fii

ANARE TAWAKE

Mountain Views

[ love fo see panoramic views early in the morming when my mind is
filled with thoughts on mountains. Through the valleys and over
the fields, I'm there to be free. We have mountains around our
school, Trees grow on them. These mountains either make you feel
fear or you will revere them,

Onee wpon a time there lived a family. This family loved explor-
ing & mountain. One day the head of the family said, *All of you go
and explore the mountain, it is just 20 minutes away from home,
and then write down what you can see from the mountain top.” So
the next moming, Thomas, the eldest in the family, went. As he left
home, he started noting down everything he saw. When he reached
the mountaintop, he again noted everything he saw and returmed
home. The next person in the {amily went and returned. He brought
back the same notes. [t was time for the youngest one to go. As he
left, everyone was worried as to whether he could come back home
or not. He left home. half way through he was Hred so he took a
nap, not realizing that it was petting dark. His family members
became worried, a5 be had not arrived home after dark. The nest
moming, he followed another path which led to the same moun-
tain. From there, he saw beautiful views in the distance. He trav-
eled 1o one of these places and, as he got close enough o know
what was on the land, he began to feel content and happy and for-
got about going home. He built a small tent good enough for him 1o

see from inside what he heard outside. He was joyful about this
newfound place he had seen from a distance. Before evening settied
in, he began to explore the area to make sure that there was no
danger or strangers around. Afterwards, he felt tired and went to
sleep in his tent.

The next moming. the birds woke him up. He began to worry
about his family members. As he was walking around his new and
beautiful garden, he began to hear voices. The voices were coming
from afar and. as he began to look around, he saw everybody in his
family shouting and laughing with joy because they had found their
lost brother and son. The family moved to the beautiful garden and
they made it their new home. They enjoyed being here and thanked
the almighty for saving the life of the youngest member in the fam-
ily. They enjoyed the surroundings and. in the evening, they went
off to sleep. As dawn broke out again, everyone began to enjoy the
scenery around them - a beautiful view of the sea, the sun rising in
the red sky, and the flowers in the garden that gave off a lovely
fragrance.

50 standing on a mountain you may feel fear. But don't be
afrad because mountams will always be there. Be strang and vou
will learn to respect them.






Fiji

ATISH KUMAR

Mountain of Sleeping
Giants

We had spent the day on a mountain, the Mountain of the Sleeping
Giants, as we usually did when I went to visit my grandpa. Rather
a dull day it had been, I remember, in April, too ¢old to climb the
mountain and there had been nothing much else to do so [ joined
my grandpa as he rounded up the cattle down in the valley and
walked with them, stick in hand, prodding their sides.

My grandpa could spend hours like that, perfectly happy among
the slow red cows and oxen, because he was used to them and
knew and respected each of them as an individual.
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While resting, grandpa leaned against his stick, screwed his face
up against the sun, listening to the silence of the mountain filled up
by birdcalls and other strange sounds. It seemed as though the
birds were singing to entertain me sensing my loneliness on top of
the mountain. I also enjoyed the cool breeze which smelt of the
fragrance of different kinds of flowers.

For a moment, 1 wondered where this smell could have come
from. But I couldn’t find the source. Grandpa was also enjoying the
smell and laughed at me. [ wasn’t sure why. Then softly he asked,






"You are searching for those flowers, which give out this nice smell,
weren't you?”

| replied frustrated, “Yes, grandpa, but I'm unable to locate
whore the smell s coming from.” Grandpa twold me that it was not
only the emell of the flowers which made the place interesting, but
that there was something else which had to do with the formation
of the mountain.

“First of all. can you tell me what kind of shape this mountain
has?™ Grandpa asked

I was too small for my age, but | had good understanding and
quick learning skills.

I teplied, “I'm not sure, grandpa.” Grandpa then took me to
the very top of the Mountain of the Sleeping Giants. We left the
cattle in the valley for grazing. It was a bright sunny day. My
grandpa carried me on his shoulders and dimbed the mountain
using short cuts.

Afrer reaching the top, grandpa took me to a place where [ saw
huge body-like rocks lying on the top of the mountain with two
‘heads in opposite directions.

We stood on the belly of one of the huge giants. | could see nice
flower gardens, handicraft shops, and people moving about like
dots.

After seeing this. | became a little confused and grandpa told
me, “This mountain is named The Mountain of the Sleeping Gi-
ants’. It is huge in siee and has a great significance.”

“What significance, grandpa? [ asked.

“Well, since you are so interested in learning about it listen
carefully to the story which 'm going to tell you now”

Grandpa sat on a rock and | sal at his feet. Then he began...
long ago, it was believed that there used to be two giants: one male
and the other female. The two of them lived as a couple. It was
becoming difficult for them to search for food. One day, they de-
cided to take a rest in a valley after searching for food everywhere.

They sat down covering a large area. Then the breeze brought
to them the fragrant smell of different flowers, which made the
giant couple fall asleep. They both lay down facing each other in
opposite directions and kept sleeping for thousands of years, Lin-
like other mountains that have the same geographical history, the
origin of the Mountain of the Sleeping Glants is completely differ-
end.
This story ks believed to be true by many Fijians today. From
that day onwards, in order to commemorate the memory of the
giants, the Fijans carry out different religious activities and old
practices. Every mormning you can hear the (i, a Fijlan cultural dram,
which has a sound that reaches far into the distance, Some perform
fire-walking ceremonies and others have set entertainment programs
for those who visit the mountain and smell the flowers from the
gardens on the other side of the Mountain of the Sleeping Giants.
Many villagers sell handicraft items and make their living at the
foot of the mountain

The story, the different activities, and the fragrant smell - all
are part of the Mountain of the Sleeping Giants.



ANTOINE TAMRAKA

Mount Salado

My childhecsd memories of wandering through the woods in the high-
lands of Pentecost lslands is like a short piece from a movie. There
is color and sound and the action comes alive for a few moments
before [ading out again.

“This is a great place to stay,” my grandfather would often say
as he returned from a successful hunting trip. When | grew up, |
learnt to become a hunter myself, [ often followed my grandfather
In the woods hunting for birds and wild pigs. He used to say,
"Climbers with sturdy legs are needed on this mountainous island.”

I learnt a lot of things from grandpa, like the names of the trees
in the dark virgin forest and hunting skills which 1 apply during my

weekends. One of the things which | enjoy doing the most is to
whistle like the birds and lead them out from their hiding places. |
love watching their colors by the mountainside.

I was 13 at the time. Barly that moming, the sun shone brightly.
Its rays fMlashed like a buming torch scorching the branches of a tree
on Mount Salado. As the sun was shining brighter and brighter, it
seermed as though the mountain was burning, Then it was quiet,
the sky was looking blue, and a peaceful day had just begun. The
cries of babies and their mothers’ soothing tones broke the stillness
of the morning,

All of a sudden, there were movements on Mount Salado. In



the sunlight in the reflection of the waterfall, an eternal vision that
captured the beauty of the ancient Gods of Olympus appeared. Some
distant bird called and gentle echoes of water flowed down the
nearby stream, The sun was now higher up in the blue sky, Mount
Salado had become the focus of my eves, my mind, and my spirit.
As | stood there gazing at the mountain peak, I began to enjoy the
sun’s warmth.

There was a voice calling me, reminding me that breakfast was
ready. Mum had prepared some bananas cooked in coconut milk.
There was a bowl of prawns cooked with mushroom collected from
the woods the day before. [ sat there enjoying the delicious dishes
murm had prepared, cooked the traditional way with local spices.

Once again | was outside, gazing at Mount Salado. Tt looked
splendid. The mountain was covered by a luxury of vegetation, a
land of sun warmed evenings, soft shadows, and secret smiles.
Refreshing and pure, this vast vegetation.

The next couple of hours, I was in the woods making my way
to the top of the mountain. The warmth of the day filled me with a
life force. 1 raised my eyes upwards, and [ could see birds of every
kind everywhere. It was amazing! Some were spreading their wings
and stretching their legs while singing, some were hopping from
branch to branch, and there were some who just sat there enjoying
the warmth of the moming sun after a long, cold night.
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In the middle of the day, | reached the peak of this magical
mountain, | was standing in a wide-open space, overlooking a vil-
lage. | could see people moving about busy carrying out their dally
tasks. Some were making their way to their farms; some had been
out much earlier and were now returning. Women and children
spent this part of the day on the riverbank: fishing, washing, and
collecting water for home,

Then I returned to my short but powerful dream. | felt that in
the stillness of Mount Salado, 1 had found the secret beginnings of
a new life. | began to carve hills and slopes bit by bit and trees with
leaves. A gentle, cool breeze swept through my tace, awakening
my inner senses. All around me was an aura of contentment and
stillness.

Mount Salado is covered with beauty that continuously ebbs
and flows. There is always this harmonious blending of natural
muste ~ falling water and calling birds. It was the first time in my
life that I'd been inspired to think like this, The experience has re-
minded me of visible and invisible links with nature.

Meanwhile | heard my grandfather's words once again mnside
my head, “This is a great place to stay.”

I've just discovered how much joy nature can provide. | begin
to ponder whether grandfather himself had experienced this feel-
ing and knew how predous Mount Salado 1s.






JAMES RATUYADA

The Magic Mountain

I had a dream of a lifetrme. It was a dream of a land, sent from up
above. All of a sudden, | was standing beside this colorful moun-
tain from which a stream of gold flowed. | dimbed up o a point
where [ could see angels streiching their wings to fly. They were
singing in & choir, holding hands up to the sky. [ tell you it was
paradise.

Suddenly the scene changed. | looked around. [ saw boys chas-
ing each other, while girls were picking up flowers. | was standing
in their midst shining like a star, surrounded by the clouds and,
again, [ felt like going up to the peak of the colorful mountain where
angels stretched their wings to fly. T felt like | was floating; | looked
down and saw a cloud lifting me higher up towards the peak. | was
ralsed higher than the rest. It was like a magic carpet ride, being up
there in the air, floating. Then [ felt the force of gravity pulling me
down again. Two angels picked me up from the cloud and left me
on the peak. | saw angels fly around me: they were glittering so
brightly that I could not see their faces.

A strong wind blew me off and 1 realized | wasn't on the peak
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anymore. | was floating. | said to myself that this was impossible,
but I was definitely flying without wings. Then | realized that there

was only one mountain and found out what a great mountaln |t
was. Every living creature longed for this mountain. [t was like the
mountain of hope. Eagles bullt thelr nests on this very peak, This
was where the babies learned to fly and everyone or rather every-
thing succeeded. Evening grew near and, as | looked around. dark
clouds began to fill up the sky, [ could see only a small speck of
light.

The angels flew toward this light and disappeared. Every crea-
ture was belng summoned and attracted by this light. The only
thing, which stood firm, was the colorful mountain. Again | was at
the foot of the mountain when a strong wind blew, It was actually
a tornado, It sucked me up like a vacuum. | was about to go through
the turmel of the light when it dosed suddenly. I fell to the ground
and, at the same time. 1 woke up still half asieep on my bed realiz-
g it was only a dream.






India

BINUT KUMAR

Nainital

Dhur school closed on May 15 for the summer vacation. After studying
hard and giving our examinations, | wanted some rest and enjoy-
ment. Some days passed and | received a letter from my aunt. She
invited me to spend my summer holidays in Nainital. I decided to
[
1 had 2 wonderful holiday that summer. My aunt is hospitable.
She went out of her way to make my stay comfortable and the beauty
of Nainital fascinated me,

I climbed up a hilllop with my cousin. From here we enjoyed
the sight of smaller hills. In the distance, we also saw the peaks of
the Himalayas,

By the side of the lake is a skating ring where many boys and
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girls would come. The floor is made of hard wood. We used to go
to the rink to see others skating, thinking about skating ourselves.
Sometimes we also skated and then we forgot all about our sur-
roundings. The world seemed to go round and round with us

In the evenings, we would go and listen to the band playing at
“Flats”. Evenings in Namital are always pleasant. It is a treat to
watch the reflections of the electric hights dancing on the ripples of
the lake. We went for picnics to Bhimtal and Hanumangarh.

Thus, | passed my summer vacation happily among the hills of
Nainital | felt refreshed. It was a new and memorable experience
for me. | passed my days free of care.
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India

ANKIT SAHAY VERMA

A Visit to Mars

I had gone to visit Mars during my last summer vacation. Mars is the
fourth planet from the sun. It is half the size of earth. During my
visit, [ observed that the surface of its southern hemisphere is filled
with many craters. The northern hemisphere holds vast lava flows
and gigantic volcanoes that are the largest in the solar system. There
is a huge rift valley called the Valles Marineris and it is large enough
to swallow up the Rocky Mountains. Thousands of branching chan-
nels are concentrated near the equator and snake across the plains.
These channels resemble river systems found on earth and they
may have been formed when conditions on Mars were much dif-
ferent from what they are today.

Scientists say that life once occurred on Mars. I touch the sur-
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face of Mars. It is soft and wet. This indicates that there was life.
When [ reached Mars, I put on an astronaut suit and carried an
oxygen cylinder. My body became weightless.

On Mars, a day is almost exactly the same length as the earth’s
and like the earth, it tilts on an axis. This results in different sea-
sons. The change in seasons gives the planet 161 kilometer/hour
winds and causes raging dust storms. Mars has two moons which
may be captured asteroids.

Visiting Mars was interesting and amazing. If anyone asks me
which planet I like the most and want to go to after earth, I'd say |
want to go to Mars. [ learned and found out many important things
through my visit.






HINA SAEED

First Time to Mars

In my entire life, it was the first time 1 was visiting Mars, I was
excited and everybody was in a jolly mood.

| seated myself in the space ship and 1 soared higher and higher.
Looking out of the window, | could see the earth miles below. Then
I watched the wonderful spectacle of stars that wheeled round me.
1 do not know how long | was on the spaceship.

We finally landed on Mars.

As soon as | came out of my cabin. | was surrounded by many
people. They were very tall. They had a light, green complexion
Their language was totally different from our language.

They took me around the city and | was treated like an hon-
ored guest, It was simply astonishing to see the great progress the
Martians had made. [ could not help feeling that regarding techno-
logical progress, we were hundreds of years behind them.

Their life was highly sophisticated. They had litthe work to do,

and most of their work was done by automated machines, This
gave the Martians ample time for amusement and recreation, | saw
a telephone and a television combined into one. It enabled one to
talk face to face with another person sitting hundreds of miles away

1 was also astonished to see the vehicles without drivers. There
were neither traffic signals nor traific policemen. The vehicles would
automatically move sideways o avold a collision. Since there was
no danger of accidents, the traffic moved at tremendous speed.

| was amazed to see many beautiful things. Mars was & won-
derful place. There was no pollution and everybody looked happy.

I became sad and 1 did not wish to come back to earth. But |
knew | had to because earth is the planet where | was born and my
father and mother live.






Trciia

AYESHA RITWIKA DASGUPTA

The Mountain Quest

Prince Fredrick [T of Magnolis was a handsome young man who was
used to getting his way all the time. All the young women he met
thought he was the best thing God had ever created and never
ceased telling him so. His father, King Fredrick I was aware how
swallen-headed his only son was becoming, so he decided to ask
his wife. Queen Olivia, lo contact some of her old [rends from Up-
Above House.

All these friends of hers who lived at Up-Above House. had a
huge stock of books which they themselves had written containing
ideas on how to put people in their places. King Fredrick thought it
was high time his beloved son was taught that Tife was not at all fun
and games and women and fun. After talking it over with his wite,
the king sent for his son immediately.

The prince, meanwhile, was busy making plans with friends of
his to go on a holiday somewhere, They were all seated by the clear,
blue pond which was filled with colorful fishes, It was situated at
the center of a beautiful garden Alled with flowers of all kinds,
except roses, because the king hated roses. There were trees that
were taller and broader than normal ones, majestic statues made of
blue glass and a little silver bridge across the pond. An outsider
would have been amazed at the breath-taking view, but the prince
and the others who were regular visitors at the palace. took it for
granted. The messenger sent by the king found the prince in the
garden and told him that his father wanted to see him immedi-
ately. The prince said goodbye to his friends and went off rather
unwillingly to the palace to meet his father. He was surprised to
se¢ his mother there as well. This was an indication that something
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serfous was going on. They never got together to speak to him
unless it was bad news. His father told him to sit down and listen

carefully.

Adfter listening to his father for one whole hour, Prince Fredrick
came out of the room in a daze. He had just been told that that his
mother was suffering from a disease which was fatal. There was just
one way she would live - if she ate a particular rare, magical herb
within three weeks. Now, this herb could anly be lound In very few
secret places and had to be plucked by a child of the person suffering
from the disease, otherwise it would be useless. The king had said
that he knew one place where this herb, danna, could be found.
When the prince was told its location, he instantaneously felt hie
heart plummet to frightening depths. He would have to cross three
mountains to get it. Not one but - three mountains!

How rough could life get? He had no climbing experience what-
soever and he was quite sure he had no athletic skills either. So, how
was he going to get to that place? His father told him to set off imme-
diately and drew out a vague map showing how he could reach the
first mountain. It was really rough. The king said, the map would
probably help him reach the place - then again, it might not.

The prince. taking with him the bare necessities, set off on his
jourmey. After about an hour's walk, he had to stop. His legs were
killing him, his backpack was too heavy and he was out of breath,
He rested for a while and then went on and though it was steadily
getting colder. This time, he vowed he would not rest until he
reached the first mountain. He pushed himself to the limit and fi-
nally reached the foothills of the first mountain






He was shocked to find that the mountain was covered with snow
How was he supposed to climb it? Somehow, he slid and climbed, shd
down again and set off again; until, finally, he had made his way up one
side and then down the other side of the mountain. By then, he was
feeling the extreme cold and his hands and feet were numb, but he felt
proud of his achievement.

After coming down the first mountain, he was stunned to see that
the mountain he was to climb next, had no snow at all. In fact it was
flled with tall pine trees and small, pretty, bright flowers. The winter
seemed limited to the first mountain. He thought to himself, “Ah, this
should be easy.” He was very wrong.

In between the fAowers, there were thousands of spiky plants and
evil smelling shrubs, which gave out horrid, sticky substances. He spon
had millions of cuts all over his body and he had started sweating pro-
fusely, This was in stark contrast to what had happened to his body
earlier, He started feeling feverish and the terrible smells around him
were giving him a headache. To top it all, the mountain was really steep
and he was just about hanging on with the last punce of energy he had.
Gathering all the determination he could muster, he somehow made it
down the second mountain and collapsed. He fell fast asleep.

When he awoke, he had no idea how long he had been climbing or
how many days had passed. Hopefully, the three weeks were not up
vet. All his stock of food and drink were finished by the time he had
come down the second mountain and he had absolutely no hope of find-
ing anything edible nearby. On the positive side, the last mountain he
had to climb did not seem too tough a job after what he had already
gone through.

This mountain was very different from the other two. It was barren
and was a weird reddish-purple in color. But; after his long rest, he
decided he was ready to tackle it. Now, his hopes of inheriting a crown
and continuing with his easy, fun-filled life seemed like a far-away dream,
He was slowly beginning to realize how much more there could be to

life than women and Hattery. All that seemed superfidal nonsense now,
since it couldn’t help him with his present problems. He climbed steadily
and found some strange-looking trees which were tiny and toadstools
that were huge.

There were large spotted frogs jumping about as well. The prince
hated frogs and started feeling a little afraid of these giant ones. He
tried to avold them but they kept obstructing his path. This annoyed him
and he began to step on them on purpose. To his amazement, they were
immediately flattened out of shape and then disappeared completely af-
ter a few seconds! Next, he saw thal he was coming to the end of his
journey - he had already begun descending the last mountain. Now, all
he had to do was find the magical canna.

His father had told him that it was orange in color and if one touched
it, the color would come off on his hands and the herb would then tum
black. Finally, he reached the plains and saw in tront of him, hundreds of
trees, shrubs, and flowers, All of them were orange! His father's infor-
mation had turned out to very helpful indeed! As it was, he was tired
and hungry, and now he had to deal with yet another problem. How-
ever, deep inside, he felt proud of having crossed all the hurdles on his
difficult path without help and successfully. He had actually crossed three
huge mountains, and that too, of very ditferent sorts. He decided to
touch everything in sight then maybe he would find the Cianna.

As soon as he got to work, there came 2 very loud rumble from the
sky and, as he looked up, expecting a storm, he saw instead, his mother's
face smiling down at him. He immediately jumped to the conclusion that
she was already dead and he was too late. But he was wrong. She teld
him that she had not been ill, and that it had all been his father's idea to
toughen him up a little and bring oul the best in him, The prince didn't
know whether he was angry or relieved but in the end he felt, that if this
was what it took to make him a better person and his parents proud of
him, it was worth it. At least he didn’t have to ge on touching all the
remaining flowers in that huge meadow!



PRITAM BHUYAN

Searching for the Ape

I atill work for the Indian National Museum of Scientific Discoveries. But
nobody knows my secret. | can only trust my diary to write it down
A few weeks back, being merely a young peon (though | prefer to call
myself a "trainee”), 1 was delighted to find out that [ had been se-
lected to go on an expedition to a remote place where a yeti-like crea-
ture had been sighted. 1 suppose | was chosen for my wonderful codf-
fee-making skills! Little did | know that in a few months’ time | would
be in a place 50 cold that my coffee making skills would not be re-
quired at all.

The national museum would be financing our trip so there was no
lack of funds. | was extremely glad to hear this, as | had no resources of
my own apart from the meager salary paid by the museum. | was com-
pletely in the dark as to where we would be going. The only thing I
knew was that we were to be leaving on December 6 and we were in-
structed to prepare ourselves for snow. There were rumors arculating
in the office that if our expedition was successful we would be given fat
bonuses. [ was in seventh heaven after hoaring this and made up my
mind to do my very best to please my superiors. | was still wondering
about our destination. My boss told me that | would be briefed in time

One freezing December morming, while | was having a cup of cof-
fee. | heard footsteps thumping up the stairs to the miserable hovel of a
flat | called home. It was a man from the local courier company. He
handed me 2 large sealed envelope. | signed on the dotted line and
came back in, eager to see what the envelope contained. There was a
bulky, offical-looking dossier in the envelope bearing the seal of one
of the most famous wildlife organizations in the world. There was a
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complete set of instructions for the expedition, including the things |
would need to take, a couple of maps, fact sheets and a large glossy
photograph. | settled down for a long and interesting read. What
caught my attention immediately was the photograph of a large foot-
print embedded in the snow. | was astounded, as | had never seen
such a large footprint before. What astonished me even more was
that the footprint looked alarmingly human. After reading the whole
document, I took a deep breath then yelled in joy. | was going to the
Andes.

The next few days passed in a blur. | was rushing against time,

getting my things packed, informing people, paying off the rent and
the numerous bills which | had avoided for so long, The next thing, 1

was in Calcutta International Airport. meeting my fellow expeditioners,
The other members of the team were four men and two women. They
looked a jolly lot. I was glad, as [ didn't want six grouchy compan-
wons. Having boarded the aircraft I drank champagne and settled into
my seat for a blissful nap.

The Hrst things 1 saw when | woke up were the craggy
mountaintops of the Andes. It was a magestic sight - those fierce peaks.
I felt a rush of pure thrill and excitement. We got off at the airport
and plled Into a coach which was awaiting our arrival. Durning the
long, arduous journey to the camping site, | became better acquainted
with the others, They were all experts, famous in their respective fields
and were slightly contemptuous of me — a mere peon. They mostly
ignored me and sometimes ridiculed my opinions. Not as jolly for me

as | had originally thought.



We arrived at a small camping site at the top of a mountain. The view
was spectacular and terrifying. If you walked a hundred feet or so you
looked down into a steep gorge. We met our group leader and the finan-
cier of the whole expedition, a jolly looking Englishman with a thick
bushy moustache. The first day, the Englishman, Mr. Graham, gave us a
briefing in the large tent, which served as our office as well as dining
hall. He showed us some more photographs like the one T had received
earlier. The photographs, however, appeared to be much newer and 1
could see every detail perfectly. Our exploration was to search for fur-
ther traces of the ape called the “Abominable Snowman of the Andes”.

It was a week since we arrived and we had not seen any sign of
"Andy”, as the creature was jocularly referred to. The experts in our
camp were getting Irritable and impatient with the long, fruitless wait.
That made them take out all their ill temper on me, the most unimpor-
tant person around. | suggested to them, that perhaps they were not
following up the clues correctly and got more nude words in return from
them. Just then, one of our Brazilian bearers, Rico, came sprinting into
camp shouting somathing incomprehensible. We waited eagerly for the
translator to do his work and the resulting information electrified us.
The “abominable snowman™ had been spotted, by Rico, near the gorge.
When we reached the dense, rocky area, we saw a trail of footprints
leading into a cave. The bearers took one look at it and fled. To my
alarm [ heard a rapid series of clicks, which sounded very familiar. |
turned and saw some people from our expedition loading high-powered
tranguilizers. They weren't taking any chances."Being small and thin, 1
managed to squeeze myself into the group which entered the cave.

We were advancing cautiously, when we were greeted by an ear-
splitting yow] and something charged at us from the depths of the cave.
In the contracted beam of our flashlights we were able 1o see a large
puma with its fangs bared. It seemmed to be looking straight at me. It was
a spine chilling experience, looking into those deadly, pale yellow eyes,
which shone like a car’s headlights. Someone fired a high-powered dart
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into its flanks. Within a few seconds the dart took effect and the great
cat sank into a motionless sleep. We stole away quickly. | was wonder-
ing how on earth the footprints had led to nothing,

During the next few days we saw more pumas and smaller animals,
but no yeti or apes, There were a wide variety of animals and | was kept
busy with my old battered camera which had survived a million dents.
One day, there was a minor earthquake. 1 had just woken up and felt the
earth rumbling. | rushed outside in time to see in the distance, a large
column of snow disappear into the ground. Our camp was not damaged
too badly and no one was hurt. After the earthquake subsided, | heard
grumbles and moans from all the people. It had been two weeks and we
had found nothing but pumas and earthquakes. Yet the experts were
sure that the yetis were there - probably in large numbers - and very
deverly evading us, their trackers.

_ Even | was getting a little bit disheartened. Except for a few loot-
prints which could have been made by the local fauna, we didn't have
any concrete evidence that any “abominable snowman® existed in the
Andes. So we finally decided to break camp and head off down the
mountain. When we were loading into the bus, 1 swept the mountains
for the last time with my binoculars. To my amazement, | saw a few
hairy creatures and another group fust staring at us from a distant snow
covered, sunlit slope. They looked very human indeed! | was spellbound.
1 did not say anything at all. One part of me wanted to shout with elation
at my discovery while another part of me wished 1o respect the privacy
of these remarkable creatures who had successfully eluded our whole
team of experts for so long. In the end [ held my tongue and climbed into
my seal in the bus.

I knew that [ would never forget my experence in the snow swept
beautiful mountains of the Andes - for out of all the experts in our team,
only L a lowly peon, was privileged enough to catch sight of these shy
and fabulous creatures, That was thelr special gift to me. In return, 1
pledged silence and ensured thelr freedom from mankind's greed.






RONOJOY BAROOAH

AA T, U, PRty A a R 2
M Yy VIOUmn tain Stor 'l

Since 1 was a little boy of five, I despised mountains. The very thought
of them sent shivers down my spine. But | had no logical reason for
not liking them. [ thought them to be places where demons and
ghosts reside, waiting to push a traveler from the cliffs. Many people
thought me to be suffering from vertigo. But [ had no fear of heights
as I frequently climbed out to the roof of our three-storied house.
My hatred developed quite naturally, since the first time my father
described them to me, he said that they were “huge” and "domi-
nating”. Actually, he did say many more things about them but
these were the two words — enough to inspire mixed feelings in
most children — which left a dreadful impression on me.

I studied in my hometown, Dibrugarh, until class three. On my
ninth birthday, I learned that the following year, I would have to
join a boarding school in Mussoorie, a hill station in Uttar Pradesh.
On hearing this, I became absolutely terrified and stubbornly refused
to go. I created such a commotion that my parents threatened to send
me to the monster that supposedly lived in my backyard. My par-
ents had made use of this legendary monster quite a few times to
make me “behave” — and with great success. I had no choice. There
was a month left before I had to leave. Each night, nightmares haunted
and tortured me. But eventually, as the time of my departure drew
near, I gathered all the remaining shreds of my courage and was
ready to accompany my parents on that fateful trip to the moun-
tains,

As we climbed the mountains of Mussorie in our taxi, I shut my
eyes all the way, expecting demons to lunge at me any moment. But
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the sweet fragrance that came in through the windows with the
cool breeze at first puzzied me, and then made me change my nund
and open my eyes for a peep.

The sight that greeted me was probably the most beautiful 1
have ever seen in my entire life. To one side of the road were lines
of beautifully shaped pine trees and forests of oak and teak on the
surrounding hills. Wild flowers blossomed in between them, dis-
playing a myriad of colors that blended so perfectly that I could
have hoped to see such perfection only in my dreams. On the other
side was the beautiful valley of Dehradun, its flat expanse stretch-
ing out until it merged with the sky in the far horizon. My mind
was filled with joy and peace. But after eight years of believing that
mountains were terrible places, my misgivings still didn't leave me
immediately.

In the end, my stay in St. George’s College turned out to be the
best years of my life. My original ideas about mountains changed
gradually. From the fresh scents of mountain flora to the crystal
clear shimmering water of numerous streams, there are countless
things which contribute to making the mountains wonderful places
to live in. Not only the scenery, but also the people were wonder-
ful. They were kind and offered help whenever needed. All in all,
the whole atmosphere in Mussoorie was warm and beautiful. To
this day, I wonder how I could have misjudged one of the most
beautiful places in the world. Although I've come back to the plains,
I have every intention of visiting the mountains again.
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MORTEZA HATAMI

A Goose With One Leg

Onnice upon a time there was a king in a faraway land, who loved to
eat the best foods. Once on a beautiful and shining day, the king
told his cook to roast a big goose for dinner. The cook went around
and found a fine, fat goose, plucked off its feathers, and cleaned it.

After that, he put it in the oven for roasting. Several hours later,
the goose was ready. The cook took it cut and put it on the kitchen
table.

“Hum, how nice it smells!” He said “I ought to eat a little of it to
see if it is well-cooked.” He pulled out one leg of the roasted goose
and began to eat it. When he finished eating it, he became afraid.
“What will the master do if he sees this goose?” He thought his mas-
ter might get angry.

At dinner, he turned the goose over so that his master might not
see the missing leg. As the king used to look at his food carefully
before eating, he looked at the goose and shouted angrily, “Haven't
you roasted the whole goose? Where is the other leg?”

The cook didn’t know what to say. He thought for a minute and
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then said, “Sir, this bird had only one leg. “A bird with one leg?
That's impossible,” shouted the master. Suddenly the cook remem-
bered that when the geese go to sleep, they put their heads under
their wings, pull up one leg and stand on the other. He said, “Sir, if
you come to the river, I'll show you geese with one leg.”

As the king was eager to know about the missing leg, he went to
the river and near the water, they saw some geese standing on one
leg. The cook pointed to them and said, “You see, sir, these geese
have one leg each.” His master looked at them, went a little nearer
and shouted, “Boo...au.” His shout frightened the geese so they
quickly pulled out their heads, put down their legs, and ran into the
water.

The king shouted, “Now, what do you say, cook? You see that
when I shouted, each goose showed two legs.”

“Yes sir, you're quite right, but I caught the goose when it was
asleep.” The king smiled at this answer. Then suddenly both of
them began to laugh loudly.
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The Fox’s Wisdom

Once wpen & time an old mum was passing through a desert. Suddenly a
big bush appeared in front of him. He approached it and wanted to
dig it up. But he suddenly stopped. An enormous snake had got stuck
in the middle of the bush. At first he was afrald. He wanted to return,
but he wondered, “Poor snake! If he makes a slight move, the thoms
will pierce his skin and he will starve {f he doesn't move. [ should
help him "

Then he picked up & sack and a stick by which he extracted the
snake from beneath the bush. He was very glad to help him but his
happiness didn't last long for the snake said,

“Get ready! I'm going to bite you”

“Is that my reward? The man, who was really surprised, asked
unhappily.

“Yes, my dear friend!” the snake arswened with a smile “Ithink so
and we will ask somebody else if you disagree ~

“Okay, let's go check it oul,” the man said doubtfully.

The first creature they saw was a cow that was grazing.

“Do | deserve wickedness in spite of my favor?” he asked.

"Yes," the cow replied. “Let me make it clear. [ was a good milk
cow. | used 1o calve once every year. | also gave many benefits to my
master. But the master has just sold me because I'm getting Infirm to a
butcher who's thinking of slaughtering me. Did | deserve to be treated
[T

The old man, who was intensely at sea, told the snake, "This is not
encugh. We should ask somebody else.” The snake accepted with a
nod. Afterwards they reached the oldest tree in the desert. He asked
the question again.

“It's 50 in mankind’s opirion,” the tree answered, *1 used to bear
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fruit so much and refine the air. 1 have got a big shadow which draws
the attention of tired passengers. After all everybody who comes here
either scratches me or sits beneath me. In addition, they cut my branches
and say it's ideally suited for an ax handle!™

Much as the old man fell into despair, he begged the snake miser.
ably, “Just one more chance.”

“0k.” the snake said. “But that would be the last one.”

A fox which hadn't been able to catch a hare, turned up out of the
blue and a faint hope flickered in the old man's breast. He knew that
foxes were wise animals. 50 he asked him,

“What's the reward of giving a favor?”

“Why do you ask me such a strange question?” The fox said, He
told him the story and his situation.

“I don't believe " the fox sald craftily. "How would you have
pulled the snake out of a bush if he has got stuck there. Above all, how
would you have placed such a gigantic snake in this tiny sack? Come
on! That's incredible.” The snake, whose patience had run out, cried,
“Look, how [ go into the sack,”

Then he entered it. Immediately the fox gave a sign to the old man
and, he tied the sack with a string. Finally he got rid of the wicked
snake. So the fox got ready (0 run after the hare.

“I'm most grateful, ™ the ald man told the fox with a sigh.

“Don’t forget.” the fox said. “Never be frendly with a poisonous
snake. Never ever. You'll hurt yourself if you have mercy on your
enemy. That's just the way things ane!”

They separated but the evil snake was trapped by his ungrateful
attitude.






KRISTIN KOBAYASHI

The Life Thread of
Kappa

If we tried bo ask a group of students to name a few famous mountains
or mountain ranges, what kinds of results would we end up with?
There can be the Alps, Mount Everest, the Rockies, the Appala-
chians, Ural, Caucasus, Andes, Atlas, Mount Kilimanjaro, and so
of... but wail! We are forgetting one area! This mountain s the
“lcon”™ of Japan. This mountain is Mount Fuji. or as we call it. Fuji-
san.

Everyone must surely know or have heard of Fuji-san! Some
people recognize it as the “blue mountain with a white zigzag at
the top”. Of course, | see it much more differently, Because | live in
Tokyo, which is a section of the Kanto Plains, 1 get to see Fuji-san
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on every clear, sunny day, especially in the winter, Some claim that
the Tokyo side always looks the best. but 1 believe that Fuji-san
gives off the same beauty on any side. In addition to its outside
beauty, there s also an inner beasuty. When I say inner, | do not
mean the mountain's inside, like the layers of rocks and dirt. | mean
the stories and myths that have been around and “inside™ Fuji-san
for many years. One of my most favorite ones is the “The Lifo Thread
of Kappa.” According to this myth, it is Kappa who created some of
the important things we know or see today,

Once upon o Hme, on a mountain where the ocean surrounded
every side, a litthe creature named Kappa lived. He was short, thin






in figure, and green. He had a hard plate on top of his head, which
was also green, but it shielded him from the strong rays of the sun
and the heavy drops of rain. Some say that Kappa bs an ancestor of
another creature that is similar like Kappa in looks, but this crea-
ture scared the people of the villages and lived in the rivers. It is
also natural to think that Kappa was a frog. for he was very green
in color, and had webbed feet and hands. Kappa walked upright,
like a man, and had two legs and two arms. He was the only crea-
ture that lived on this high mountain, and he was also a god, hav-
ing supernatural powers.

Kappa's daily life was measured in a golden thread. As each
day passed, the golden thread would magically disappear. Kappa
would usually spend his days looking off at the everlasting hori-
zon, On some days, he went to the crater, which was located at the
pinnacle of the mountain, to enjoy a day in a hot spring, It 1s said
that the steam from Kappa's hot spring is what creates the mists on
the mountains. For food, Kappa had grapes, oranges, peaches, and
apphes, which symbolizes Japan's fruits of each season. After Kappa
was finished with his meals, he would throw the seeds far off the
mountain. These were scattered in different areas of Japan so that
those areas would be enriched with those same fruits. Today, you

can get grapes and peaches in Yamanashi prefecture, oranges in the

Izu peninsula, and apples at the surrounding areas of Fuji-san. On
other days when he was not in hot springs, Kappa made a fire in
the crater and danced all day and all night. The smoke from the fire
made the gray clouds of the skies, and Kappa's dancing steps sym-
bolized Japan’s fuike sound, or Japanese drum sounds. Kappa's quick,
swift moves are thought to be what causes the strong winds, On
some occasions, Kappa became very frustrated and angry, The rea-
son behind this is unknown, for there was really nothing to get
mad at. When he did it was very quick but deeply lasting. These
were explained as Japan's earthquakes, Kappa's life was basically
in these routines, but sometimes it changes and for these days,
there were new creations.

In this myth, Kappa is the reason of some of today’s natural
“causes”. We do not know what has happened to Kappa, We do
not know how long his golden life thread was. Its length could
have been infinite, for some say that people still see him today.
Climbers of Fuji-san today still look for traces of him. Sometimes,
mysterious tracks left behind on the trail is referred to as Kappa's
tracks. In contrast, Kappa may be resting in peace on Fuji-san. We
will never know, and we can never find out, but we do know that
his legend is still alive today.
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TURSUNHANOVA MALIKA

The Zailiski Alatau

I love my native fown Almaty. Because it is my motheriand and it is
beautiful and great. Almaty is surrounded by mountains. I live at
the foot of them. From childhood, I have been fond of them. In my
opinion, they are among the best mountains in the world and be-
long to one of the most beautiful regions on this earth: Zailiski Alatau,

What makes the region charming are the high mountain land-
scapes covered in a carpet of flourishing, aromatic flowers of dif-
ferent species. Several tiny water run-offs gather into streams whose
turbulent waters noisily gush along the rocks and rapids as they
flow through narrow gorges. The misty spray from the frothing
water gives the surrounding air some sort of coolness. On a sunny
day, a rainbow hangs over the roaring waterfalls.

The eternal and majestic steppes and deserts, valleys intersected
by meandering rivers and streams, and the refreshing mountain air
tinted with the scent of wormwood gift the region with inimitable
beauty. The sunrise or sunset beyond the white-turbaned moun-
tains, the endless sea of the colorful feather grass array of the taiga
forests, and the snow-capped mountains fading in the horizon are
unforgettable sights. The peak of the area’s beauty can be seen in
spring and autumn when forests, mountains, and deserts all blaze
with different impressive colors.

The sky over the cold peaks mostly remains clear and majestic.
How much fascination is hidden in the compositions of green and
blue verses about these great rocks. There seems to be a mysterious
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attractive force inherent in these granite sculptures created by mother
nature.

Scattered nearby are the formless and odd blocks of granite.
Step aside and give the rocks a concentrated look and see how the
rocks turn to life. A little fucther is the granite sculpture of the
double-humped camel with a great warrior standing nearby proudly
in armor. Those with the gift of communicating with inert objects
have much to hear, because these rocks are candid and have a lot to
tell: memeorials of the Bronze Age, symbols of the eventful history
of this place. The fantasies of man have rewarded these places with
a lot of legends, tales, and stories. For readers | would like to present
its rivers, forests, and wildlife.

Rivers

The pearls of the Zailiski Alatau mountains are its lakes and rivers.
There are two main rivers: Bolshaya and Malaya Almatinka. Many
tales and legends surround these ancient rivers which take their
sources from the amalgamation of three streams that ensue from
the frontal moraine of two powerful glaciers.

On the map they look like tap roots with a dense network of
adventitious roots. Bolshaya and Malaya Almatinka send all the
water contributed by numerous rivers and rivulets to the parched
plains. Not all the water, however, makes this journey to the end.
They skip and gush down the mountain slopes in haste like beauti-



ful girls hurrying to & date. But some lose their way and find them-
selves in the hot embraces of the steppes. And they begin to long

for the Bolshaya and Malaya Almatinka rivers until not a drop of
tear is left to be shed.
Peaple accord the Bolshaya and Malaya Almatinka rivers with

love and respect, calling them Almatinka Batyushka (father) be-
cause they link a lot of hopes and expectations. The life of the re-
gion depends on their bracing water and those of their younger
brothers and sisters ~ river, rivulets, brooks, and springs — which
generously feed them with their water. Proud, mighty, and old but
with an ever-young spint like the mythic Hercules, they accomplish
many heroic feats in the name of life. They communicate in many
forms with those who call on their life-giving streams.

Bolshaya and Malaya Almatinka are really laborious, therapeu-
tie rivers that flow on this planet. Little wonder they are legend-
ary.

Forests

Zailiski Alstau's forest is a conglomerate of dedduous and conifer-
ous trees. The forest harbors plants with valuable nutrients and
medicinal properties; plenty of berries, mushrooms, and cedar nuts;
and fur-bearing animals and birds. All these serve as an attraction
for the local people, but nevertheless there are still places in these
dense forests where the human foot has never stepped.

In spring. the mountains are colorful. The dark coniferous boughs
of the pines put out new branches, new young delicate cones, and
from the slightest wind, let loose golden pollen. Winter covers the
coniferous forest with a snow-white canvas. All the trees stand or-
detly in knee-deep snow waving frost-covered crowns. Every branch
and every pine blends with the white background. Everything seems

to warm up the air. The slightest wind sends afar the aromatic res-
inous odor. There are times when the wind blows along with this
aroma — the noise, laughter, and calls of the mushroom and fruit
pickers. ln winter, when one s drinking tea with jam made from
the fruits picked from the forests, one cannot help but remember
with gratitude these forests.

Wildiife

The region &= rich in fauna. In all. more than three hundred kinds of
different birds and about sixty kinds of mammals can be found
here. The torest is home to the deer, ells, wild goats, wolves, lynx,
wolverines, and polecats including the “boss” of the forest, the
brown bear. Rodents include the flying squirrel, chipmunk, and other
squirrels. The numerous birds found here live in close association
with the rivers and lakes in the talgn forests. Often one can find
black storks and goosander.

Around the lakes we find the nests of gray goose, widgeon,
marble duck, and mallard. In the blind comners of the forests, we
find the capercailye. hazel hen, woodpecker, and bulbuls. This is
also the favorite habitat of the sea eagle and other fish-eating birds
like the silver seagull black-headed herring gull and dotterel The
lakes and rivers have a lot to oifer. During the spawning season,
there is s0 much lenok that it is possible to fish with bare hands at
the estuaries of the rivers that fall into the lake.

Many of the birds and animals that inhabsit the region have been
listed in the Red Data book.

As you can see, [ love the Zailiski Alatau reglon. It will always
stay with me wherever | am. And we must learn 10 save what we
love. It s our wealth






MICHAEL MILLER

Mt. Fuji and
the Spider’s Web

After fioe grueling hoirs of climbing, [ finally reached the peak of Mount
Fuji. It was hard for me to comprehend that [ had just ascended a
13,000 feet mountain, The sheer beauty and elegance of the dormant
voleano is impossible to describe unless one has seen it for oneself.
The perfect gentle slope and snow-capped summit resemble an illus-
tration a pre-schooler would create. Standing on the top of the coun-
try, I looked out at the breathtaking view of Japan. I couldn't help but
marvel at the magmificent mountain that I was standing on. As [ be-
gan to look towards the horizon, a sharp contrast began to develop.
Where | was standing, the air was clean, fresh, and revitalizing. At
that altitude the air was void of any form of pollution. As | glanced,
however, towards the urban areas | saw thick clouds of smog and
dirt. In many places, it was so dense that | could barely see the cities.

Naturally, | began to think of how humans affect the land that
they inhabit. In the movie “The Matrix” humans are portrayed as a
type of virus that uses, depletes, and destroys thetr environment in
order to survive In the course of our history, we have caused numer-
ous animals o become extinct, polluted the air we breathe, and de-
pleted many of the earth’s natural resources. One could make a strong
case that we do, In fact, behave similar to viruses that live off a host
animal.

Environmentalism is a controversial issue because there are many
different varieties of pollution. When one attempts to solve the prob-
lem of pallution one becomes overwhelmed because one does not
know where to begin. There are copious problems that plague our
planet such as air pollution, water pollution, and animal extinction.
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Who can really say that one is more in~wtart than the others? There-
fore, it seems like a monumental task to fry and surmount environ-
mental problems. How does one set about trying to “save the world™?

A first good step for one to take is to start with onesell. The first
steps will probably be amall and seem insignificant, such as recycling
and conserving water, True, if only one person in the entire world
practiced these techniques it would not make much of a difference. lf
every person, however, takes the initiative to become involved, the
tatk becomes much more achievable. There b an African saying that
states, “One spider's web may be weak, but if enough spiders com-
bine their webs they can stop a lion.”

Another way for one to become involved in environmental pro-
tection is to urge governments o become more proactive. In demo-
cratic societies, one can voice opinions through voting. Voting is a
powerful instrument that sends clear, unmistakable messages to a
government, It is a golden opportunity for a person to express their
feelings in a legal, unimposing manner. Additionally, one will be far
better received by politicians because it is in their best interests to
please volers.

As 1 stood on the peak of the mountain, 1 could not help but won-
der what the landscape would look like in another 50 years. If indus-
trialization rémains the same and people do not take an active stance,
the view could be very ugly. Imagine a world where one cannot breathe
oxygen freely. Imagine a world where one cannot drink water be-
cause it is too polluted. That is not a world | wish to live in. There-
fare, 1, for one, will do my part to keep this world clean.






JENNIFER PRENTKIEWICZ

The Challenge

He climbed up the ragged, rocky slopes of the mountain. "T'm almost
there.” he panted 1o himself, continuing along his tedious joumey
up 1o the top of the mountain.

He had been traveling for over three days now and he was ex-
hausted, He realized, however, that if he kept up his pace, he could
be upon the great mountain summit by nightfall.

Suddenly, his foot slipped. and he began to fall backwards.
Thoughts of tumbling down the mountain filled his head. He grabbed
frantically at anything. After what seemed like minutes, but really
was only a few seconds, his hand came in contact with a jagged rock.
The rock held him in place seconds later he would have crashed to
the ground.

After recovering from his near fall, he re-adjusted his backpack.
Leaning against the rock that saved his life. he paused for & minute
to catch his breath. After 2 moment of relaxation, he continued up
the snowy, rocky siopes. He breathed on his mittened hands to warm
them. Although it was extremely cold, he could feel sweat on his
back. His breath came in short gaspa. “Almost there,” he told him-
self again. “You can do it."

His legs ached and his feet hurt. He desperately wanted to sit
down and rest, but his determination to reach the top by sundown
forced him onwards, Nothing could stop him from conquering this
mountain and reaching his goal

Finally, he could take it no longer. He was exhausted. He found

a snow-covered rock to sit upon, and took out his water bottle. The
water felt ice-cold to his throat. Slowly, he began to relax. He lay
sprawled upen that uncomfortable rock for moments, feeling the
serenity of the mountains and the warm sunshine upon his face,

Realizing that he was wasting precious time, he jumped up. Re-
placing the water bottle in the pack and adjusting the backpack on
his back, he continued on his journey. Every step he took led him
closer and closer to his goal

He continued on for another hour or so, feeling along for the
best route up the steep slope. The setting sun struck his face, and he
realired the cause. He was almos! at the peak. The sun was on the
other side of the mountain and with every step he took, more and
maore of the sun covered his body. The sun seemed to warm his
soul more than his actual body. Motivated, he scrambled up the last
couple of steps to the top.

Finally, he had reached the great summit and his goal. He threw
down his bag and overjoyed, he spun around and around in drcles,
arms outstretched, face towards the stars. "1 made it he shouted
into the wind. A big beam spread across his face.

if only he could have seen the sunset. or the stars directly above
his head. If only he could have seen the beautiful view of the dty,
streams and valley down below. If only e could see the birds cir-
cling overhead, welcoming his armival. He could not see these things
however, for he was blind.






Japan

ALEX PRUNER

Gold on the Mountain

The year was 2039, The earth lost all of its population of humans and
animals, except for the squirrels who lived out in the open plains.
Two squirrels, Alex and Tait, were collecting nuts, grains, and other
foods before the winter came. As they were walking along a trail,
Alex came upon a bottle that was half covered in the dirt. He dug it
out and shouted, “Hey Tait, look at this old thing. How much do
you think the pawn shop will buy it for?”

“Oh, maybe five peanuts,” Tait answered while rolling his eyes.
Alex began to observe deeply into the filthy bottle and noticed there
was a piece of paper in it, so he removed it out of the bottle. It read:
THE GOLDEN NUT, found on top of Mt. Gold, is a golden nut
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said to bring peace, love, and health to whoever keeps it in their
possession.

“Wow, wouldn’t it be wonderful to have a Golden Nut, Tait?”

“That's a big joke Alex. You don’t believe that do you?” Replied
Tait. Tait wasn’t interested in the Golden Nut as much as Alex was.

“Besides, do you know how far Mt. Gold is?” asked Tait.

“It's over the hills and through the woods, past grandmother's
house!”

“Come on Tait! We can do this. It's not that far. We have noth-
ing better to do anyway,” explained Alex.

Tait agreed and the two adventurous squirrels headed out to-






ward Mt. Gold, over the hills and through the woods, past
grandmother’s house.

The squirrels finally arrived at the bottom of the mountain af-
ter the long strenuous walk from their home.

“Wow! Look at that. That mountain is so enormous.”

“Yeah, it looks awfully dangerous,” said Tiat. But all Alex could
think about was the Golden Nut. He had to have it in his posses-
sion. There was nothing that could stop him.

There were three major parts of the mountain that they had to
climb. The first part was a long hike up a very steep slope. Alex,
being in such good shape, as he was, wasted no time and dashed up
to the second part. Tait, on the other hand, was larger than Alex, so
it took him a while. After every few yards, Tait stopped to catch his
breath.

“I'm never going to make it,” gasped Tait. Getting very irri-
tated by this, Alex went down and helped push him up.

The second part was a narrow path on the edge of the cliff that
went around the mountain. Tait was not afraid of heights; there-
fore, he had no difficulties getting ahead. Alex, however, was terri-
fied by heights. Walking on the edge with their backs pressed against
the wall, he desperately tried to hold on while slipping on loose
rocks. His heart was pounding. He was having a difficult time get-
ting across, but with Tait’s aid, they made it to the last stage safely.

The last obstacle they had to challenge was a climb up a 90° cliff.
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There was no easy way of climbing that cliff. There was no place to
grab and they were too smail to reach the top.

“Hey, tucky thing I brought this rope with a metal hook at-
tached to it, huh?” said Alex.

“Yeah, then we can use it to climb up to the Golden Nut!” Tait
replied.

Alex, being the stronger one, swung the rope around and threw
it up to the top. When the rope was secured, the two squirrels be-
gan climbing. Half way up, they both stopped to catch their breath.

“Darn! We still have a long way to go!” complained Tait.

“Come on! You can do it. We can’t turn back now.” As Alex
cheered, Tait was able to gain his confidence back. Alex finally
stretched his hand up to the end of the mountain. He used all of his
remaining energy to pull himself over. As he helped his friend make
it over, he yelled, “We made it, Tait! We've reached THE GOLDEN
NUT.”

It was the most astonishing thing they had ever seen. With the
sun shining upon it, you could see its magnificent ray of light. Tt
brought pure joy and happiness to their hearts, and they could soon
feel the power of the peace, love, and health surrounding them as it
was promised.

As the two squirrels watched the exquisite sunset and over-
looked the land below them, Tait asked, “How do we get down?”



TAKASHI SHIRAISHI AND HIROO SATO

Forests Forever

There omce wes a small ovilage at the foot of a mountain. The people
living there were self-sufficient and grew vegetables and wild
plants. The peopie may have seemed poor, but they lived happily.
The children of the village always played in the forest at the foot of
the mountain. One day. the children gathered in the forest to play
a game.

“What are we going to do today? one of them, Hirotaka, said.

“How about playing tag?” Yuji, another boy replied.

“Play tag again? We do that almost everyday.”

“Well, how about playing hide and seek? Yuiji offered.

“Hide and seek?” said Hirotaka. "Let's play something else!™

“Okay, let’s go to the top of our mountain.” another boy sug-
gested,
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"We must not gol The adults always said not to because there is
i huge snake up there!” eded Yujl.

“You believe that rumor? There is no such monster,” said
Hirotaka.

“But, if there is 8 monster up there what will we do?™ asked
Yuiji.

“l will go up there to find the truth,” éexclaimed Hirotaka

“Wait!” Yuji said. But Hirotaka ran into the fores! and up the
mountain without listening to his friends.

They ran after him against their will. At first, Hirotaka was in
high spirits as he bravely entered the deep mountain forest. As

birds began twittering and disappearing gradually, he became more
and more scared. Hirotaka kept going though 1o find the large snake



because he had told his friends he would, He was too proud to
back down.

Suddenly the group of children, with Hirotaka at the front, heard
the pecullar sound of a large snake approaching. They all ran as fast
as they could. screaming back down the mountain. But one of the
children failed to get away in time. It was Hirotaka who stood
paralyzed to confront the monster. He was shaking with terror as
he heard the sound of falling trees approach him. He thought he
would be eaten by the large snake. He closed his eyes and pre-
pared to die, but nothing happened.

Hirotaka couldn’t hear the strange sound anymore, but just
someone walking towards him. He opened his eyes with terror. A
man wearing a hard hat looked at him worriedly.

“Are you okay?" asked the man “Are you injured?”

Because Hirotaka was 50 shocked, he couldn’t say anything for
a long time. Finally he sald. "Did vou kill that large snake? In the
direction he pomted there was a large immovable yellow thing.

The man smiled. “Oh, that is not a snake. This is a machine
which can work hundreds of times harder and faster than humans.”

“Did that machine die?™ asked Hirotaka, confused.

“The machine was never alive, o it cannot die.” replied the
man,

“What are you doing with this machine?”

“"We are cutting down trees with it to build houses,” replied
the man,

Hirotaka looked around and saw many stumps instead of trees.
He was shocked to witness this sight.

“Why did you do such a stupid thing™ asked Hirotaka with his
arms folded.
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The man was at a loss, but finally answered, “We were asked
by the village.”

“You are telling a e’ The village would never accept such a
thing,” cried Hirotaka as he ran away.

“But, but, oh wait,..."” the man yelled.

Hirotaka ran as fast as possible to tell his friends what he had
discovered. As soon as he arrived back in the village he went straight
to the village chief. He told him frantically about what was happen-
ing up in the mountain forest.

“1 am sorry, Hirotaka. Our village does not have a special at-
traction or much money,” the chief tried to explain.

“Why... | cannot understand. We enjoy our simple lives here at
the foot of the mountain and we love the forests!™ said Hirotaka

“But you see, the population density s decreasing because young
people are moving to the cities. Older people and children are left
here. We must cut the trees to survive,” explained the chief, "We
need the money that comes from the timber. I know our forest will
be lost, so we only cul in a restricted area.”

"But, you must understand... please!” cried Hirotaka, The chief
could do nothing for this sad boy. Maybe one day Hirotaka would
understand,

Twenty years later. ..

The place where the village was is now a big lown. There are
trains and wide roads filled with many cars. One cannot believe
that there used to be a forested mountain here. Only one small
forest is left. Thas remaining forest is being destroyed in the name
of development. The leader of this development was onee n young,
passionate boy named Hirotaka,






SHAWN SOUTHERD

Sunny and Twilight

Omce wpon & tHime, when even humans weren't around on earth, there
were two gods that ruled the forces of nature. One was the sun
god, whose name was Sunny, and the other was the moon god,
named Twilight. Sunny ruled the forces of nature during the day,
and Twilight ruled the forces of nature during the night. One day,
a¢ Sunny was about to end his work for the day, he decided to have
a chat with Twilight.

“Hey Twilight!” shouted Sunny. “1 think it's time that we should
see who's stronger.”

“What are you talking about, we don’t need to contest: | am
certainly stronger than you.”

"Well, why don't you prove it by showing me how strong you
are, and see if you could beat me at a challenge?™

“Sure, 1 accept the challenge, but you choose what we could
contest in order to find out who's the strongest.”

“1 was thinking we could decide who's the strongest by creat-
ing a mountain on our greal land.”

“How on earth could we possibly do that?*

“All you have 10 do is take the many rocks we have around us
and stack them one on the other. Whoever stacks the rocks the
highest wins the contest.”

“Well, what would the winner get for making a mountain?”

“The winner would get to rise from the tip of the mountain,
and assume control over the forces of nature during his rale.”

“All right then, let's begin at noon, tomorrow,”

The next day at noon, both of the gods met at the rocks located
in the center of their great land. “Let the competition begin!” shouted
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Sunny, and off they went, piling rocks on one another. The task of
piling rocks, however. was a vigorous task, since they weighed so
heavy. Both gods were working at a fast pace during the first few
minutes, but they siowed down as time passed by. After a while,
Twilight realized that his mountain was very unstable, since he had
randomly piled the rocks without considering the rock’s size or
shape, On the other hand, Sunny was doing terrific in creating a
mountain from the largest rocks at the bottom to the smallest on
top. Consequently, after some time had passed, Twilight's moun-
tain collapsed.

“Dam. | just lost the contest,” Twilight said ashamed.

“Ha, it just shows you how mental strength can overpower
cally had nothing to do with the outcome.”

“Okay, you win this time, but | won't make the same mistake
the next time.”

Drespite the fact that Twilight had lost, he remained a friend of
Sunny. Sunny looked at his mountain and said, “Wow, now | get to
rise over the top of my mountain, and take over the forces of na-
ture during my given time.” After this day onwards, Sunny was
able to rise above his mountain; therefore, making the entrance of a
champion over the great land. After thousands of years had passed,
humans began to call the great land that they lived upon Nippon or
“the land of the rising sun”, for the spectacular sun rises every morm.-
ing with the beautiful landscape of Mount Fuji in the foreground,
and the bright sun in the back. The sight is absolutely breathtaking.






Kazakhstan

GETMANOVA ALEXANDRA

Land of the
Golden Fleece

Introduction

Caucasus is a gigantic isthmus located between the Black Sea and
the Casplan Sea. It has always had a romantic appeal for travelers.
Thousands of years ago, the routes connecting Northern and Eastern
Europe with Asia Minor and the Greek colonies passed through here.
The Argonauts were the first foreign tourists, so to speak, to visit the
Black Sea coast of Caucasus and the anclent Georgian Kingdom of
Colchis. Prometheus, who brought fire to mankind in defiance of
Zeus, was chained to a cliff in Caucasus.

Thousands of years have passed since then. but people are still
attracted by Caucasus: its mountaina, glacers, ancient castles, and
caves. Today, thousands of tourists come here during all seasons to
enjoy the beautiful scenery of this exotic and hospitable land. They
climb the peaks of the Caucasus reglon; descend to the bottom of
the Sukhumi Bay to see the rulns of ancient Dioscurias, sometimes
called the Black Sea Atlantis; admire Lake Ritsa; and bathe in the
warm waters of the Black Sea. They also enjoy traditional Cauca-
sian hospitality and Georgian cuisine and superb Georgian wines.

A Georgian meal follows a strict order established by ancient
ritual and sanctified by tradition. Either the oldest or the witthest
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and most resourceful person present is chosen as leader of the table
— the tamada. If there nre many people. the famada assigns assistants
~ tolumbanhi. The tamada holds sway at the table, his toasts is an
exact, inviolable order, and everyone must listen carefully to the
beauty of his style and the meaning of his worda. One must not
interrupt the famads when he is making a toast. His helpers and
then the others can only add to and develop his toast. If you want
to make a woast, you must get the famads’s consent or you risk an
awkward situation. The feast is usually accompanied by jokes, mu-
sic. a dance contest. and Georgian songs.

A great deal of wine is drunk at a Georgian meal. so judge your
capacity - the moment might come when you will not be able to
drink a toast and will offend your hosts. Ih a restaurant strangers
may send you wine or fruit or invite you to their table. Do not be
surprised - this s common in Georgia. You should approach them
and, standing, drink to their health and thank them.

Tourists also visit the many anclent architectural monuments,
historical reserves, and national military parks, The most popular
part of Cavcasus, the Black Sea coast, is a huge arc which lies be-






tween the Taman Peninsula and Batumi. This is a place where you
can spend a memorable vacation, improve your health, and return
home with many lasting impressions. Motoring along the Black Sea
Highway, which follows the coastline, will give you a chance to visit
many of the famed seaside resorts and towns.

Whether by ship or by automobile, your trip will be a pleasant
one because you'll see the Black Sea Coast of Caucasus, the land of
the fabled golden feece.

History
The first more or less reliable data on the Caucasian Black Sea coast

comes from Greek and Phoenician sources. Around the sixth 10 sev-
enth centuries B.C. the colonies were founded by Greek merchants
who traded successfully in the area. Merchants from neighboring
regions flocked to the rich bazaars of these colonies.

Some of the towns later became the capitals of local states. Thus,
during the fourth to sixth centuries B.C., Prasis was apparently the
center of one of the most ancient slave-owning states in Georgia. the
Colchis Kingdom.

In the first century A.D,, the Romans conquered the Colchis King-
dom and firmly established themselves along the entire coast. An-
other ancient Georgran kingdom, Iberia, withstood the conguerors
and remained independent. It played an important role in the de-
velopment of relations between Rome and the East during the early
cenfuries of our era.

In 337, Georgia adopted Christianity, becoming one of the first
countries in which the new religion became the state religion. This
helped to unite separate parts of the country and disseminate the
written language which evolved during the third to fourth centu-
ries B.C
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In the fourth century, at the time of the great migration of the
people, the Byzantines replaced the Roman legionnaires on the Cau-
cagian Black Sea coast. They revived the Greek colonies and gradu-
ally established relations with the Black Sea area. At that time, the
Slavs had already begun settling along the northern coast of the
Black Sea.

Climate

Mountains and the sea create the Caucasus, Warm air masses from
the Black Sea are blocked by the Greater Caucasian Range protect-
ing the coastal area from the cold northern winds, The climate of
the western part of the coast (between Novorossijsk and Sochi) is
of the Mediterranean type with a dry and hot sunny summer and a
rainy and comparatively cold winter. The bathing season lasts from
the middile of May to the end of October. Since the mountains be-
tween Novorossijsk and Sochi are low, cold air masses brought by
the northeastern wind occasionally reach the coastal area.

The climate of the southeastern part of the coast between Sochi
and Batumi is that of the humid subtropics. The bathing season
lasts from April to December. Cold winds sometimes penetrate the
southeastern part of the coast, causing a sharp drop in temperature.

In the mountains, the winters are quite cold with lots of snow.
This is the season for winter sports. The mountain rivers, which
rush down to the sea, contain vast amounts of energy. The flora is
unusual. There are palms, rhododendrons, pines, and evergreens
like the tea plant, laurel, cork oak, tangerine, and many other sub-
tropical plants. The climate of the Caucasian coast is most favorable
for walnut. chesinut, fig tree, pomegranate, persimmon. and grapes.



The Black Sea

The Black Sea has a great influence on natural conditions and the
climate of the Caucasian coast. It was once a part of a vast semi-
saline basin, which also included the Casplan Sea. They separated
at the end of the tertiary period. Later, great hallows formed at the
bottom of the Black Sea as a result of a number of tectonic faults,

A cross-section of the Black Sea basin resembles a deep bowl.
The underwater slopes are especially steep at the shores of Crimea
and Northern Caucasus. The rivers Vulan, Mzymta, Bzyb, Kodori,
Inguri, Rioni, and others that fall into the Black Sea all have their
sources in the Caucasian mountains.

The Black Sea coast has hardly any large peninsulas or capes ex-
cept for the vast Crimean Peninsula which extends far into the sea.
The coastline along the Colchis Lowlands changes frequently, for the
sea here is advancing into the land.

An observant traveler will notice the changing colors of the Black
Sea waters. Near Odessa they are gray green, near the Crimea emer-
ald green with a blue tint, near Abkhazia sky blue, and deep blue
near Batumi. This is due to a number of factors: the intensity of the
sunrays, the depth of the water and its salinity, the amount of plank-
ton, efc

Sochi

Sochi i the gem of the Russian Black Sea const, occupying a com-
paratively narrow plain in the foothills that is cut by gorges and
gullies along which small fvers low down to the sea. The moun-
tains shelter Sochl from the cold breath of winter. When cold north
easterly winds rage on the other side of the mountains, cvclamens

and mimosas blossom m Sochi and people enjoy the sun and the
beaches.
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Sochi offers tourists, among others, two spots for exploration:
Mt. Bolshoi Akhun and Krasnaya Polyana. The climb of Mt. Bolshoi
Akhun begins near the Sputnik International Youth Camp. Cypress
trees, pines, cryptomeria, and cedars line the mountain road. To
the left are orchards and summerhouses belonging to the inhabit-
ants of Sochl. Tourists also enjoy a fine view of Orliniye Skali (Eagle
Cliffs) and a fantastic chaos of huge rocks rising to a height of 337
meters. The Agura River has made its way to the sea through
Orliniye Skali and Mt. Akhun, which were once a single whole.

Akhun means “high dwelling™. Old timers still remember the
ruins of the stone structure which crowned Mt Akhun 50 years
ago. All that remains of i now is a fragment of one of its capitals on
display in the Sochi Local Lore Museumn.

There is a legend about the brothers Akhun and Oryol, chief-
tains of a tribe of shepherds, and of their sister Agura. The strong
and fearless brothers were always ready to come to the aid of any-
oné in trouble. Once when an enemy attacked a neighboring tribe,
they called their men to help their neighbors. But the sides were un-
equal. Both brothers and all their bold warriors were killed in the
battle that followed.

Agura wept for her dead brothers and her tears were 5o abun-
dant that they formed a river, As it Is often the case in tairy tales, her
brothers had not been killed after all, but merely wounded. Recover-
ing from their wounds they retumed home, but too late. Agura, be-
side herself with grief, had thrown herself into the river of tears,
which was then named after her. Grief turned the brothers to stone.
Ever since then the mighty brother mountains Akhun and Oryol
have stood watch over their sister. the Agura River

In 1936, a 30-meter Romanesque style stone observabon tower
was erected on lop of Mt. Akhun, providing an excellent view of



the mountains and sea, There is a small museum of local lore on the
second floor of the tower. Akhun Cave is located further down the
mountain

The mountain resort of Krasnaya Polyana (Red Meadow) is one
of the most interesting tourist centers in the Western Caucasus. The
resort stands on  terrace between the Mezymita River and its tribu-
taries and is surrounded by high mountains. Orchards abound in
Krasnaya Polyana. It acquired its name from the vast stretches of
ferns that used to grow all about here and tumed dark-red in au-
b,

The road to Krasnaya Polyana is very beautiful, winding into
the mountains from Adler and rising up uninterruptedly to the flat
top of the ridge at Golitsyny Village. Further on the rotite you come
to Akhshtyrskoye Gorge where the Mzymta River rumbles deep

Several more tums bring Akhtsu Range into view. This section
of the road has been hewn out of the face of a mountain. The dan-
ger zones are fenced off. As you enter Akhtsu Gorge, formed by
two towering mountains whose peaks nearly touch each other, you
find yourself between the overhanging crags and the foaming, crash-
Ing Mxymta at a dizzying depth below.

The road approaches a tunnel. At the entrance is & monument
to the Red Guards killed during an unegual battle with a White
Guard band in 19201 On the banks of the Mzvmia, a1 the other end
of the tunnel, is an obelisk commemomting avil war partisans.

The road turns up into the mountains beyond Chvizhepse Vil-
lage, providing a magnificent view of Krasnaya Polyana at the last
section of the mountain pass. The alr is wonderfully clear and there
are hardly any winds here. The summers are cool and the winters
warm. As far back as the tum of the ¢century, it was noted that

108

patients at Krasnaya Polyana were cured ol their allments by its
very air.

The woods that cover the slopes reach down to the village while
from the north and east there are only the looming snow-capped
mountains and glaciers. Two tourist centers are located here: Gomy
Vozdukh with a wonderful garden and orchard and Turistaky Priyut
in a nut grove. There is a hostel for lourists on the slope of Mt
Archishkho, once a hunting lodge built for a Russian Grand Duke
in 1901. In the near future a tourist center, accommodating 1,000

guests, will go up at Krasnaya Polyana,

Caucaslan State Preserve

The Caucasian State Preserve Is one of the largest and most inter-
esting mountain and forest preserves in the world, a unique en-
clave of virgin flora and fauna. The preserve was founded in 1924
and covers an area of 270,000 hectares. High peaks, mountains, and
glaciers; deep gorges and turbulent mountain streams; the emerald
green of the alpine and sub-alpine meadows; tall pines and broad-
leafed forest - all reflect the beauty and wealth of the Caucasian
landscape. The flora and fauna of the preserve evalved during the
last 50 to 60 million years when some of the West European, Aslan,
and African species of plants and animals spread as far as the
Caucasus. It is impossible 10 describe the richness of the preserve’s
flora which comprrses almost 3,000 species including those that are
endemic to the area.

Toursts on mountain flights are offered a breathtaking pan-
arama of almost W) peaks rising hevond the snow line (2700 meters)
with Mt Pseashkho Chugush, Mt Agepsta, and others exceeding
3,000 meters Peak Smidovich (3,663 meters) is the highest in the
preserve and the preserve also has 50 large and smiall glaciers



Nepal

ANUJ GURUACHARYA

Everest

Hills, to me, have always meant flying squirrels; acorns falling down
in plenty on the thick carpets of fallen autumn leaves; on rainy days,
raincoats that stick to the backs of our bare legs; long endless roads,
its silence disturbed only occasionally by a group of young boys or
girls; thick trees; stray dogs; crying of foxes; and strange noises at
night which forces me to pull the blankets tightly over my body
from head to foot until the hot air inside gets stale and suffocating.

It's already been a few years since, but I can still smell the sick-
ening odor of the green bushes of September which withered along
with the vanishing of those thick, gray monsoon clouds and feel the
fear of rotting, damp clothes that hung on the line for a whole week.

I can still remember the short hours after school, during which
a small gang of me and my friends used to run up a pathway and
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arrive at an edge with thistles sticking to our socks and tiny thorns
scratching painless, thin, white marks on our naked forearms. We
named the place Everest, though it was large enough only to be a
tiny plateau on the cheek of a huge hill.

Acorns lay on the ground even more abundantly than the leaves
that shrouded the caks and we climbed down with our pockets
bulging with those small stone like fruits fo aim at the other boys
on the way back to our cottages. At times in autumn, when the
wind was happy, it would rush about in a frantic manner in and out
of their branches to touch the flesh beneath those withering, brown
leaves, transporting us all to a fantasy, to a bursting joy we couldn’t
comprehend. We felt it pierce our clothes, ravage hungrily all over
our body, and pull our hair while we tried to catch those falling



leaves with the hope that it brings good luck.

On such days, | would often bring my mouth organ with me
and blow on it madly, accompanied by the madness of the running
wind, those tall trees, the shrubs, and everything: for one of my
seniors had told me that that was how he'd learn o play it

“Just keep blowln’, kid. Keep blowin’ and keep to the thythm
of all that's around you.”

50 | kept blowing to the rhythm, and the madness slowly
flooded through me,

By the end of the year, beauty had made us drunk with her
wine and the fresh air had cleaned all the blood in our lungs. Then
on one cold evening when the summer madness of the green fields
and the autumnal madness of the falling leaves had passed, Sabin,
too, came along with us to our Everest

I'd known him as a person who used to tear pages off his his-
tory note books, alone at the back of Aaron Hill, making paper
planes of them, and flying them down from a small slope, flanked
by hanging bushis and sheubs 1o & few scattered houses of the vil-
lagers below. With him, I, too, had once experienced the joy of
seeing those plames glide smoothly through the cold air against the
misty silhougttes of Kanchenjunga and a long nigzag of other moun-
tains that stood eyeing the small, so called Aaron Hill, & name as
exaggerated as our Mt Everest.

The warmth of Sabin’s voice overcame ours” in its unusual shiill-
ness and the real singsong spirit. He looked around for a long while
after we reached Everest, his face deceiving none of his thoughts,
as he rolled his eyes from Adrian to me and finally spoke, “Don't
you chums know nothin' about this place? No one told you about
this being haunted?”
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Ugen gave a quick look from where he was behind a tree, while
I noticed Adrian begin to fumble with his fingers, biting has lips, his
white face red. We were all stunned for sometime; yet Sabin still
denied that he was bluffing even though | threatened him with my
fintn

“I tell you guys, this place’s haunted. Believe me. They say they
were taking a boy to hospital one night through this very shortout;
buit he died on the way, So they buried him right here, the place he
took his last breath midst the spooky dark air and the midnight
confusion. It's really dreadiul, you know. and that's the truth. 1
mean it.”" He was shaking his head and moving his hands all the
while as if he really did mean what he spoke.

We were all silent. | held the organ tight in my grip. We didn't
really know if what Sabin had said was the truth or not; anyhow
the words gnawed our ears, imagination and fear lashed at us. We
stayed there for only about half a minute or s0 and ran fast all the
way down. never actually to come back to that place again 1o our
dear old Everest.

Midst ali these | realized that our Everest, the hill upon which it
silently upon all that everyone did; but not a word it spoke in re-
sponse, be |t the ringing of the church bells, the sad hymns of moum-
ing that sang itself from the graveyard, the mad music from my
organ, or a thousand other voices.

I'm older now and no longer a child, but I still do believe in
those brown [alling leaves, even though I no longer kiss the same
hilly air, even though the thythm of things do not follow the tune
of my organ






MADINA MASSALINA

Abode of the Gods

Since time tmmemorial, mankind has been connected with nature. It
was and still is a souree of energy, endless inspiration, and vital
force. Afraid of natural elements, humans ironically tumed to nature
for shelter and saivation. They asked for rain, sunlight and believed
in nature’s omnipotence. They worshipped and deified it

One of the objects of man's worship became mountains, Today,
they still amaze and fascinate us by their power and potential force.
In anclent mythology, mountains were the abode of the gods and
saints (Olympus, Sinal, Etna). What is the reason ol people's
deification and worship of mountains?

1 suppose that the key lies with the people. The mountains that
surrounded the people frightened them as they did not have the
power to reach such heights. The power which nature possesses s
also not accessible to us and during the pre-industrial period, people
strived to find explanations of different natural phenomena. In a way.
mountains connected people and the endless sky and the heavens
which people found divine. Even nowadays, 8 mountain is like a
stairway connecting two elemaents - the earth and the air.

Having made a little excursion to the past, I will return to the
present. Many centuries have passed, generations have come and
gone. We now live as civilisations, but the mountains remain
unshakeable and everlasting They tower above us and the towns
like many years before.

Mountains, you are irregular, but what can be more stiming and
exciting than your irregularity, virginity, and savagery. Oh
mountains, even the ancient goddesses - Aphrodite, Athena, and
Diana - are incomparable with you because they are the creation of
mankind; you are a creation of time and nature. Until today, humans

'have np power over you because you are a god: you can give
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everything and destroy everything. When people need strength and
growth, they ke everything necessary from your natural wealth.
And you sometimes rise in anger, ruin the surface, throw out lava,
and open the earth wide.

Over generations, mankind has achieved much, A man is not
anymore an unprotected and timid creature idolising the natural
forces. His lifestyle has become comfortable because of sclence. But
has man subdued nature on the whole and mountains in particular?
No doubt, he has climbed all the peaks, but has this given him the
right 10 govern and control mountains? T feel it has not.

I turn to the ancient mythology again, particularly to the myth
of the Tower of Babel, where humans were punished for their desire
to climb to the heavens and be glorified and ranked among the
saints. It is the same now, An industrialised and scientifically
developed human creature is trying to stand above mountains, but
he will not for he can suffer from them. To say more correctly, he
will suffer from his own ego and will be revenged for alienating
himself from the natural roots. Only maintaining the natural balance
and respecting mountains as a source of livelihood, will man be
abundantly endowed with a mountain's gifts.

There is a carrent misgiving, which is quite real, regarding an-
thropological activity and interference. Anthropological research
has increased and it can destroy nature entirely. The destruction
will come from the former defenceless man, but not from the natu-
ral elements. Mountains will remain eternal as long as we protect
them, love them, and admire them.






Karakhstan

GORBUNDOVA NATALYA

Karkaraly

After @ multi kfometer bravel on the boundless steppes of Central
Kazakhstan, we reach a surprising world of beauty and harmony
We see the mountains of Karkaraly. It s not known what laws na-
ture used in creating many million vears back this Karkaraly: an
opass in Saryarka.

Rising above the steppe, as an island above the sea, the moun-
tains of Karkaraly fascinate all and all, On the mountains, lakes are
filled up by pure water and the wood Is dark green and filled with
a smell of pine,

In summer, there is both heat and rain. During July, the wood
is full of berries: raspberry and wild strawberry. Their aroma fills
the air. And mushrooms? There are lots of them.

Autumn is dry and sunny, In all the seasons of the year, the air

in Karkaraly is pure and clean. In spring, the valley looks like a

light-blue carpet. It is like & dream. The flowers blossom in
multicolors. There are violets. pansivs, and Isis. The unique aroma
of lilacs gives to us love and youth!

To describe the whole beauty of the mountains is impossible.
With this articke though | shall be glad to know if even one heart
walkes up and feels compassion for nature’s modt beautiful creations
which we sometimes destroy by our own hands. And | want to
address to all the people on our planet: stop for once and look
around at the beauty of the world! You see, life s given once and it
is given to humans to perform good deeds and nurture love for
others, not to develop hatred or evil. The beauty of the Karkaraly
mountains is able to do just that for us,
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IBRAGIMOVY ODIL

Stairway to Heaven

“Better than mountains are only those mountains
which you have never climbed.”
- Viadimir Vysotsky

Climbers ascending mowntumtops always thrill me. What motivates
these people? Do they feel a taste of freedom? A taste of victory?
Who knows what pushes them on to these seemingly inaccessible
heightn,

But as you lift your head and take a look at the birds, it reminds
you of your deeam ~ to rise above the highest point and see stretched
out before you a new world. A world that is calling to you to feel the
wind around you and fly with the birds in liberty.

To ascend a mountain or move in conditions of thin air, tempera-
ture fluctuations, molsture, and ultraviolet radiation, you must have
good health and be physically fit. But most important of all, it is your
courage and tenacity and the desire to reach the top in spite of the
dangers. And there are many such dangers! Even a small stone that
rolls downwards from under your feet is a sign of danger. Avalanches,
hails, rock slides, fissures, icy covers, changes in weather conditions,
etc., put the climber’s life at nisk. In such perils, organizational skills
and discipline and everyone's support are needed,

Mountains are besutiful anytime. During one day, mountains
change their look. When moming comes, the sunrise changes the
snow-covering tops of mountains from a rosy color to a bluish tint.
The air is fresh, you fill your lungs with it but you can never have
encugh of it. Then when the sun has completely risen above the
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whiteness of snow peaks, they appear dark. It is necessary for you
to wear sunglasses in order to avoid snow blindness. At sundown,
the rays of the sun create a magical play of tones on the snow tops.
In the mountain area, it gets dark quickly. The black velvet sky is
filled with numerous, bright stars of immense beauty. You want to
reach out and touch them from your tent.

Sometimes, a bright sun and a doudless sky will create blinding
brilliance on a mountain. Sometimes, parts of 2 mountain are cov-
ered by the mist and they seem to hang in mid-air. On the slopes of
mountains are three vegetable belts: timber, subalpine, and alpine.
Fie, spruce, and pine are interleaved with the oak, ash, and beech.
There are many fruit trees like the wild pear, plum, apple tree, and
walnut. In the sub-alpine area, the combination of colors is striking:
gigantic campanulas, large roses, yellow daisywheels, and others.
Colors make a bright, mosale carpet of the meadow. The varied in-
habitants of the mountains are the chamois, roe deer, brown bear,
river trout, and many types of birds.

Mountains have the power to attract, A person who has once
visited the mountaing, cannot imagine life without them. One feels
the desire to walk barefoot on wet, grassy alpine meadows; admire
the valley's rich colors; enjoy aweet smelling aromas and breath in
the clean mountain air!






Koreg

HAE YOUNG SONG

Korea’s Four Seasons

1| umsh fo write abowt the clmaite of my country Korea. We have four
seasons: spring, summer, fall, and winter. Spring is literally spring
Everything starts to live again. It i a warm season. It s however,
quite cold in March because of the owasional cold spells. In this
season, generally people wear light shirts with long sleeves.

Summer is hot. Due to increasing pollution, it is getting even
hotter. Personally, | hate the summer, especially the hot summers.
I'm afraid that it will get extremely hot. There is also one thing | am
upset about. People use air conditioners to overcome the heat, The
air conditioners produce CFC (chlorofluorocarbon), which destroys
the ozone layer.

Fall is the season of reading books, isolation, and memaries.
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When fall comes, many trees turn into different colors like red, yellow,
brown, and so on. Fall's climate is similar to spring’s. | like fall because | like
chilly climates. [ especially like the cool breezes. My family likes to climb
mountains in the fall, In the {all, mountains become colorful, They are beau-
tiful,

For me, winter is the best season of all because it snows, This year, it
snowed the most than any other year. | think white snow is a blessing from
heaven. Of course, too much snow does much harm to us for example, traffic
blockage, ruined crops, and so on. Though winter is cold, T like winter the
most because | prefer being cold rather than hot. When it snows, we go out
and play and make snowballs. [t's interesting. This is my story about our
country's four seasons,
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KIM DIMA

Poets, Painters, Mountains, and Me

According to geographical definition, mountains are the convex part of
the earth which has a foot, a top, and a slope. But if you have climbed
up a mountain even once and looked around from its top, this defi-
nition dossn’t satisfly you. Words fall you as you describe moun-
tains and your feelings exactly. It is difficult to describe how great
and magnificent they are!

Mountains are extraordinarily diverse. Some of them are made
up of stones and some are covered with grass, bushes or trees. Some
mountains are steep, some have smooth inclines, and their heights
range from 100 meters to 9,000 meters. But they are all beautiful
And the more you climb mountains, the more you begin to love them
and the more peaks you dream of cimbing.

When you look up at a mountain, you tend to feel remote from
your troubles and worries. You feel the power and age of these rocks
which are more than a million years old. They were created before
living creatures came on earth and were witnesses to many events.
Different kinds of plants and animals appeared and died away, wars
ware begun and ended, people were born and passed away, but the
mountains have stayed where they have been.

When you stand on a mountaintop and look down and around,
vou feel ruphoric. You wish to stretch out your arms and fly like a
bird and you feel it is possible. You feel happy, Iree. and powerful.
You want 80 live and love. Your soul is full of noble sentiments and
vou would like to share your happiness with people all over the
waorld,

{n a cloudless and clear night on a mountaintop, when the sky
is full of stars and they look like small brilllant points, you think
about God, space, and other planets, and wonder about the uni-
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verse, Sometimes, | feel like painting the sunrise over the moun-
tains. | find the sunlight on snowy tops lovely; the snowtops sparkle
in the sunshine and clouds look like hats,

Mountains have inspired many famous artlsts, poets, and writ-
ers to create masterpieces. Mikhall Lermontov was greatly inspired
by the superb view of the Caucasus Mountains and wrote exciting
poems about them. Svyatoslav Rerih drew inspiration for his pic-
tures from mountains: he lived and painted in the Himalayas.

But mountains are not only beautiful and peaceful. They can be
dangerous. In my point of view, only the brave, kind, and strong-
willed should explore mountaine and reach their peaks. They say
You can conguer a mountain’s peak only with good friends. If your
friends are with you when you are in trouble, they are true friends
because they will overcome all difficulties you may experience on
mountalns,

As for me, mountains are like bridges that connect the land we
live on with heaven, a place where our souls are close to God. Stand-
ing on a hilltop, 1 always feel myself an integral pari of the universe.
“Better than mountains are only those mountains which yoo have
never climbed,” sald Russian poet Viadimir Vysotsky in his popular
Song-

| agree with his worde. Unexploned and unconguensd mountains
are the best. because vou hope and you look forward 10 set your fool
on new unexploned territory. Since there are young and old moun-
tains on earth, there will always be many mountains and peaks to
explore, Mountains help you to see what is around you and the people
surrounding you, We admire mountalns and, no doubt, they will
altract us furever,






BIBHUSHAN SHAKYA

The Mountain Barrier

For these whe think that the Kingdom of Nepal extends only up to
the Himalayas in the north. they mistake the dry valley of Manang,
hidden behind the Annapurna mountain range. as a part of Tibet.
Having been separated from the rest of the country by one of the
greatest mountain ranges on earth, this region receives little ruin-
fall from the clouds and s too remote to receive much help from
the country. That is why, the land remains barren and the people

have yet to see the fruits of developmant.

On one particular day, the morning sun shone upon a group of
people traveling on foot with great burdens on their backs, near
the Lugla Pass, one of those few passes that made going to and
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coming from Tibet comparatively easier. Having started a good
hour before daybreak, these people now decided to take a rest
and, having got rid of their burdens, they sat down on the bare
sandy soil.

The leader of the group was in his late sixties. For the past four
or five decades of his life, this had been his work - taking locally
made goods such as handicrafts, wooden baskets, and blankets across
the border and selling them for a reasanably good price in Tibet.
He would then buy loads and loads of necessary things which mainly
included food and household devices and carry them all the way
back to his homeland Manang,.






He, however, hated this job. He hated having to depend heavily
on a foreign land for survival. All his life, he had hoped for some
concern, some support, some aid from the land beyond the
Himalayas, the land that he belonged to, the land called Nepal,
Several times, he had talked to people who had come to Manang
from that distant valley of Kathmandu, mainly the ones who had
visited the district after having landed in Jomsom. These people
seemed to understand his problems and had returned giving him
promises to raise the issue once they reached the capital city, but he
had simply hoped too much from them, Some progress had been
made in the district - he had witnessed the opening of a school, a
bank, a health post, and the coming of many other facilitiet - but
there were many things that he had dreamt of which still remained
unseen and unheard of in his valley.

With such bitter thoughis he looked up at the cause of the whole
trouble - the Annapurra mountain range, which rose high and clear
in the distant horizon. The snow-covered mountains seemed to
laugh at him and his helplessness. Then, as he sat looking at those
mountains, all of a sudden, out of nowhere, came into his heart a
feeling of determination, that he would one day be able to conguer
this great obstacle put in his way by nature.

God knows how much deeper he would have gone into his
thoughts had he not been brought back to reality by the voice of
one of his companions, who announced that everyone was refreshed
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and ready to go. For a few moments, he remained silent and mo-
tionless, while his companion, not being, Ule to know from his in-
scrutable face what thoughts were running in his mind, stood un-
easlly, not knowing whi . to do,

He finally got up, carried his part of the burden, and led his
group through the Lugla Pass. While his body was doing this, his
mind was still looking into the future, at the long, tiresome journey
that he would have to make that day, Once more he would have to
spend his day in the markets of Tibet. Onoe more, he would retum
home. tired and weary, with a burden of all the necessary goods.
And, at the end of it all. the day would be like any other day.

The experiences of life had made his eyes deceptively limpid,
but anyone looking into his eyes at that moment would have seen a
faint ray of hope. There is still hope, he was saying to himsell, that
one day, the might of nature, the Himalayas, would finally have to
kneel in front of humans; that those high snow-covered peaks would
one day no longer remain an obstruction between the nation and the
small district; that one day, good transportation and communica-
tion facilities would arrive in spite of all the difficulties. There is still
hope, he assured himself, that one day, all the people of Manang, as
well as those of the neighbaring district Mustang, could live a life
free of hardship, uncertainty, and setbacks, like any other dtizen in

the Kingdom of Nepal.



New Zpaland

JOSHUA DEANS

Clouds of Doubt

A cursory scan of the cor park revealed ten eager trampers kitted out
with bulging packs. solid tramping boots, Swandri shirts and rugby
socks. Rick Collins took this all in with a note of scom.

*They all look stupid,” he grumbled to himself.

Those who had come to know the spiky-haired, short eighteen-
year-old, had found him to be generally untrustworthy, complaining
and selfish. He had no idea that the following weekend would
change his life forever.

It was early autumn and there was a slight chill in the alr, The
six males and four females were assembled in the car park, making
final preparations for a weeklong tramp in Fiordland, On this
expedition they would be exploring some more of the remote areas
of the park. One of their main reasons for doing this was so that
they might be able to study a few of the native animals in their
natural environment, The only reason that Rick had come on the
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trip was because Chris, the tramp leader, was one of his Polytech
tutors and persuaded him to come, thinking it would do him some

good,

At 10 am, Chris gave the “We're off,” signal and dense, dark
native bushes soon enveloped them. The rhythmic sound of their
boots scuffing along the stony walkway, spooked birds out of trees
and sent them franticly flapping away in a rush of feathers and
falling leaves,

The smell of decaying vegetation met Rick’s nostrils and he
immediately squawked his complaint.

“This stinks and I can’t see properly.”

“You'll get used to it” replied Chris in his calm, collected tone.

Somewhere nearby a creek gurgled its way through the roots



of hundreds of trees, then washed and swished down to the sea.
The varied textures of bark were like patchwork and their branches
extended up as if they were hands reaching for the ever elusive
sun, Little ground ferns stood like little men with green hair do's;
in other places they covered the ground like a luxurnant green carpet.

After around six hours of tramping, with a stop for lunch, the
posse reached a grassy clearing and set up camp. The smell of cooking
camp food soon wafted through the quiet bush.

“When's tea ready,” whined Rick, “1 bet it's yucks.”

Silence greeted him. A beautiful golden sunset was slipping
behind the treetops and the last birdcalls of the day rang out sharp.
Their appeal was wasted on Rick. After the meal, Chris took out his
litfle diary and announced the next day’s plans.

* Ok, tomorrow | think we'll do a bit of exploring around one
of the more remote fiords. The weather forecast says it will be sunny
s0 [ bet we'll have a lovely day.”

Everyone then retired to bed to get enough sleep for the next
day's excursions.

The early moming sun punctuated the crisp air and glistening
frost crystals. People breakfasted then packed up. Rick just moped
around. Once everything was ready. they moved off in the direction
of the fiord.

The rough track led them along sharp ridges and through deep
valleys. On their way, they caught views of the motionless water
reflecting the dear azure sky and the shear sided mountains jutting
straight up from the shoreline.

smaller ones and took warmer clothes, food, and water. Walking
out of the hut. Chris noticed some clouds on the horizon but that
did not worry him.

-

At lunch. the line of douds had advanced. But the group had
discovered a fresh pile of kiwi dung and everyone, except Rick and
Bradley, was excited. These two decided 1o explore and mee! the
others in an hour. As they were leaving, Rick questioned Bradley
a8 to why he hadn't followed the kiwi

“Oh, [ just came for the fun of a tramp,” came the easy-going
reply. After hall an hour’s wandering away from the track, the pair
came across a large slip, dropping away into a long valley.

“Wow,” exclaimed Bradley, “that looks dangerous.”

The pair continued for another five minutes then tumed and
jogged back because it was growing cold. As they were coming
past the landslide. John's foot slipped on a root. Fortunately, it come
down on a rock.

“Phew" he breathed.

Then the rock gave way' Down he plunged, rolling like a rag
doll, with rocks plummeting after him. He hit the bottom with a
sickening thud

The look on Rick's face was one of shock and he was rooted to
the spot for a couple of seconds, then he snapped out of it and
began scrambling down the slide. He soon discovered that doing
this dislodged more rocks that went hurtling down, narrowly
missing Bradley. So, he gingerly moved to the bush on the left hand
side.

As he was descending, he felt a large drop of water hit his cheek.
A glance upward revealed menacing black clouds, but more on his
mind was getting to the bottom. Upon reaching Bradley, he found
him still breathing, so he heaved him over his shoulder and stumbled
over the bloodied rocks to a large beech tree where he placed him
underneath, One thing he remembered about First Ald was that
you had to keep the victim warm. The biting wind and increasing
rain would soon chill Bradley so, after covering him with all their






warm clothing, he gathered materials to build a shelter with. The
product was a fairly good “A" shaped job.

He then crawled in to inspect Bradley. Breathing was erratic
and pulse weak, but he was hanging on. His head had lost a large
patch of skin, an arm and a leg were probably broken, and that was
all he could find. Realising now that he was cold, he crawled outside
to run around.

The first thing he noticed was that the wind had stopped blowing
and there were now white snowflakes falling. Never having been
in snow In his life, he just stood staring in wonder. But he quickly
renlised that this meant danger.

Rick suddenly felt a great surge of helplessness sweep over him.
He fell on his knees and broke down into tears. Once he recovered,
he saw it was getting darker and colder. Crawling back into the hut
he looked towards John, A flicker of eyelids.

"Bradley!” he screamed,

“Uh," came the mute reply.

“Bradley, I'm so happy you're awake, can you keep any food
down?"

A piece of squashed banana was placed in his mouth. The stiff
jaws moved up and down and it was swallowed, but kept down.
Sleep now came over Rick like a wave and he shut his eyes, cold
though he was and slept. A long night was irequented with dreams
of flying kiwis leading people off cliffs

Moming came with numb fingers and toes. Rick uncurled from
his cramped position and found some chocolate to eat. He crawled
outside to look around and found himself in shin-deep, freering
snow. Back in the hut he leaned over Bradley, “You awake?”

w'trcp‘l-
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“Here have some water.”

Bradley's cracked red lips opened just enough to let water trickle
in. The two decided after a couple of minutes of limited dialogue.
that it was necessary for Rick to go for help. Although he may not
make it. he knew that he had to go.

Pretty sure he could remember the way back; he started on his
journey. After trudging through the snow for half an hour, Rick
totally lost his sense of direction and felt quite dizzy. Sleepiness fell
over him and he thought he heard something off to his right. Rick
Collins stopped in his tracks, dropped to his knees, and fell into an
exhausted unconsciousness.

When he awoke, he thought he was in a dream. Chris was sitting
on his left and in a hospital bed on his right lay the beaten form of
Bradley. When it all clicked, Rick was as overjoyed as his broken
body would let him. Chris smiled down and received a beaming
grin.

Bradley was treated for several broken bones including a
fractured skull. Rick was treated for hypothermia and severe
dehydration. It turned out that the helicopter had followed Rick's
tracks in the snow right back to the make-shift shelter.

When every thing had calmed down, Rick was awarded for his
bravery and quick thinking in the situation. After all this, there was
a change in Rick’s life. He started to lose his old attitude and gained
more friends because of this. He always handled tough situations
well and never complained when they came about. He and Beadloy
became great friends and did nearly everything together, including
a lot of tramping,



RETOLD BY NEK BANO, ASHIMA, AND RAHAT

Poor Man and the Beetle

Cice upon @ time there was a poor man and his wife. They fived m
a small town and each day the man would go out to the pastures to
collect wood. One day, when he came back from the pastures, he
knocked on the door but his wife did not open the door for him.
When he asked for the reason. she told him that she had given
birth to a baby beetle. The man thanked God for the baby, but he
was sad because he had nothing to give his wife.
Suddenly the beetle spoke, "Why do you worry father? Go to
the cattle shed and you will see that you have a herd of goats and

sheep.”
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The father went and was surprised to see a large number of
animale. He slaughtered a big goat. Then he wanted some butter
for hus wife bul he knew that the contalner was empty, Again the
beetle told his father to look again and he would find butter. It was
S0

One day the beetle told his father that he wished o marry the
princess of the country. He ordered his father to go to the palace
and tell the king. At first the father refused. He said, “The princess
will not marry a beetle.”

The beetle insisted that his father set off for the palace again.



The father, however, planned.to deceive his son and he covered
himself with mud and made it look as if he had been beaten. The
bertle knew his father was not telling the truth and made him visit
the king. The king then accepted the proposal but put forth some
conditions. The father returned to his son and the beetle accepted
the conditions.

The conditions were that the father should organize a proces-
sion of camels with great wealth on their backs and one that
stretched from the palace to the beetle's home, This was done and
the wedding took place, The princess was not happy to be married
to o beetle,

Dmdly,dufﬂwmmﬂp.ﬂmwu-h;pah match and
the pretty princess Shamoli Guss went to the match. A handsome
young prince was playing and Shamoli Guss was impressed by him.
An old lady sitting next to her said, “The beetle skin is behind the
door in your house. Go home and you will find it. | suggest you to
put the skin in the fire and burn it before your husband comes
home.”

The princess did as the old woman advised. While she saw the
skin burn, she saw the prince coming towards their home. “You are
burning mel” he shouted and he jumped into a huge bowl of milk,
He sank into the milk, “Look, Shamoli Guss, look at me. | am half
drowned,”

But she did not look at him. Instead she threw a piece of coal at
him. Again the prince shouted at her, “Look, Shamoli Guss, look at
mi, I'm already up to my nieck in this milk! But again she did not

130

look at him. This ime she threw a piece of apricot at him. Again he
shouted, “Look, Shamoli Guss, look. The milk is now up to my
mouth.” When she did look up, she could see there were bubbles
on the suriace of the milk. He had disappeared. She carefully fil-
tered the milk again and again, but she couldn’t find him.

Shamoli Guss went in search of her prince. In her search, she
met a herb called Sopat. She asked, “Weli wa Sapatay Brin walis Laliay
Ghushapur janarary fapashi paray lulchum Gushpor thoor thoor, Have you
seen my Laily Ghushpor, the charming prinoe?

Sopat replied. 1 have just seen him now. 1 didn't know you
were chasing him, othérwise | would have stopped him *

“Dear Sopat. be green forever.” said Shamoli Guss and she car-
ried on with her search. She next met a crow. The crow told her
that he had seen his dead body and eaten his eyes.

"May vou carry bad news at all times,” she said. She prayed
and proceeded further,

MNow she met a poplar tree and asked, "Waliwa furpa brivwali
walitoa furpe brivwali fananey ganay fapashigar lutchun Ghushpor thoor
thioor. Have you seen my Laily Ghushpor?”

*Yes, just now | saw him traveling with the fairmes *

After a lot of search, she eventually reached fairyland and found
her Laily Ghushpor. The fairy mother of Laily Ghushpor helped
them both and they returned from fairyland. They made their way
back to their own village and lived there happily ever after.







Pakistan

RETOLD BY GHULLIM

Eat Spoon

Once upon a lime there were some merukut gold panners. They went
to an island in the middle of the Hunza River. There were seven
men altogether. They worked all day and noticed that the level of
the river was rising around them. When evening came, they could
not leave the island because the water was too deep.

The water did not go down the next day, or the next day. They
were very hungry so they decided to draw lots among themselves
to decide who amongst them they would eat. This continued and
they ate each other until there was only one man left. He had be-
come huge and strong. He had become a demon. When his hunger
increased, he looked up at the mountain and there he spied a light
in a hut,

Since he was big, with great strides he crossed the river and left
the island and climbed the mountain to the hut. Inside the hut, he
saw a man but the giant was too large to enter the hut. He decided
to wait by the door until the man came out. The man inside the hut
was cautious and wary. He was aware and had heard of danger on
the mountain. He had seen the large shadow of the demon and
suspected something was wrong. He stayed inside the hut.

He took out a goatskin sack used to make chumed milk and
filled it with milk. He hung the skin at the entrance of the door and
made a small hole at the bottom of the sack. He placed a cup below
the sack so that the milk would fall into the cup and make a sound.
The man started to talk as if he had a companion. He told his com-
panion that they would eat some food after he had urinated. As the
goatskin sack leaked water in a small stream, he began digging

another part of the hut's wall. He dug as fast as he could so that the
demon would not suspect what he was doing,

When he made a hole that was big enough for him to escape, he
slipped out of the hut quietly. He ran and he ran. He ran to the top
of the mountain. He was so pleased with himself that he cried out
loudly, “I have escaped the demon, I have outwitted the fool.”
However, the giant standing by the hut's door heard these words
and found out what was going on. He immediately began to chase
the man. The man, realizing his own foolishness, ran as hard and as
fast as he could to his village nearby. When the man reached his
village safely, he fell into his mother’s lap. Because he had run so
hard, he died from burst heat, better known as a heart attack these
days.

Men from the village came and saw the poor man’s body. They
saw the giant and began to chase him. The giant ran back again to
the mountain. He found an old, large juniper tree that had a cavity
big enough for him to hide in. He hid inside the tree. But one of the
villagers had seen him. When other villagers arrived at the tree, they
knew who was inside it. They brought wood and made a fire. As
the fire consumed the tree, three puppies, boyos, came out of the
tree and escaped. The demon had tumed into puppies! Each puppy

. went to a different section of the mountain, each to a different nullah,
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Then there was a great calamity: floods, mud, and boulders tore
down the mountainside. That is why the mountain has large gashes
running down its side today.






MOIN-UD-DIN

Nature Guards Us

Dinnal was living in a small pillage of Magar State. It was situated in
the great mountainous range of Karakurum. He was not a highly
qualified person, but he was an active social worker, He worked
with the community to preserve the environment. He got his infor-
mal education from one of his village khalifas (local religious lead-
ers) who himself was not educated, but helped Dinnal to read and
write letters. There was no school in Dinnal's village. The only school
was in Gilgit. another state, but his poor economic condition and
the then rules of the state did not allow Dinnal to go for further
education. Therefore, he spent his youth in the high mountaing and
pastures with his cattle.

The hill near to his villsge had a thick forest with precous and
beautiful trees and flowers. Sometimes he would go there with his
friends to hunt. Usually they hunted mountain goats and birds like
Himalayan snow cock, chukor, and manl pheasants. Sometimes they
tried to kill snow leopards and white bears, but only when these
animals harmed their cattie. The villagers fulfilled their need for
firewood and construction material from the forest. There was no
system to control the cutting of forest bul their needs were limited:
theretore, the villagers did not experience any problems. Sometimes
village blacksmiths set old and dry trees on fire to get coal But
they were allowed to bum only a few trees.

At the age of twenty-five, Dinnal went to Karachi in search of a
job. There he got a job in a paper mill. He began o start a new life
With the help of his educated colleagues, he learned o read news-
papers and started thinking about national and local issues. He was
happy with his new life but sometimes he recalled his village life,
his friends, and particularly his village's clean environment. Sev-
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eral times he thought about the beautiful mountains, the juniper
trees, and wild flowers. But it was not possible for him to go back
to his village because he had to help his poor family.

One day one of his village friends came to see him. Dinnal was
puzzled. The friend told Dinnal that half of the houses in their vil-
lage had been destroyed and many people and livestock had lost
their Tives due to a flood. This news shocked Dinnal greatly and also
surprised him because he had never heard about a flood in his vil-
lage. He immediately decided 1o go back to his village and help his
parents and the village people.

When Dinnal reached his village, he found that the flood had
destroyed almost everything and the whole village was in grief.
He too felt grief in seeing his village in this way. Suddenly he no-
ticed that the hill nearby his village did not have any forest. He
went to one of his friends and asked him about the situation. His
friend told him that several months back, some blacksmiths had
burnt a few trees for coal but soon the fire became out of control
and the whole forest was sel alight. The villagers were unable to
extinguish the Are and within nine days, there was just ashes re-
maining instead of the thick forest. Then Dinnal understood the
real cause for the flooding. It was because of carelessness and un-
awareness of the people.

This incident changed Dinnal's life. He left the city forever and
became an active soctal worker in his village. Since then he has been
very active and attends meetings and workshops and conveys en-
vironmental conservation medsages to the community, He is also
active in afforestation programs and anti-hunting campaigns.






Phifippines

MARK PANTALEON, VINCENT BANZUELA,
RONNEL GABRILLO, AND ALDRIN SAPALONG

We Climb Mountains

She loved mountains. She taught us to love the mountains. She con-
tinues to care for mountains. For so many years we have attended
Good News Deaf Centrum. We would walk with our teacher to the
nearby hills where sleeping on the soft grass was luxury and the
shining of the moon and the heavens at night was a delight.
Occasionally, we would come upon a fallen nest and scramble
up a chosen tree to put it back, hoping that the mother bird would
not see us. Many a times we would bring back to the Centrum dry
wild flowers, leaves, and sleek stones from a river. Then the trees
were gone... the forests, the wild plants, the grass, even the moun-

tains! In their place, stood piles and piles of cement blocks and moun-
tains of sand, gravel, and stone. Even the virgin streams were not
spared. The alarming phenomenon was called “urbanization”, “sub-
divisioning” and even “housing”. The birds came no more. Even
the wind did not blow that way again. Qur silent signs of protests
were not heard, trucks and workers moved on... digging... level-
ing... building... and building. The forests were no more to be
seen.., the mountains — their features and their faces were gone.
Forever.

Teacher Terry continued to teach us about mountains. But this
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time... she pointed out that the mountains we so loved were back
We were the mountains that people climb, touch, and walk on.
When we smile, when we lend a helping hand, when we give out
comforfing signs. We were the mountains with the trees when we
gave our shoulders for others to lean on. We were the mountains
with plants and animals when we taught others to grow with us
We were the rivers and streams of the mountains when we healed
and eased the pain of others.

The challenge had been sounded. The sign of the times was
clear. Our hearing mpairedness did not hamper our commitment
to be the vanguards of Mother Earth. In 1998, we joined the
Maryknoll Sisters, where sisters Ann Braudis, Dolly Mitch, and Peg
Dillon were all nature lovers. A new mission - to protect mother
varth - was created.

Busol i our mureng... our friend... and pur mountain. In its
mmﬂumhmwumﬂuiupm“mdwim
for our city and nearby areas. Upon its bosom, grow pine trees,
Upon its brow, are newly planted pine seedlings... life that will
emerge to give more shade and keep the mountain green and lush.

Whenever our teacher would bring up the prospect of visiting
Busol, our eyes would sparkle and we would jump with joy. Armed
with work tools, we would ride a jeep with our favorite driver and
travel to Busol. There we would gently weed around each tree and
support weak saplings and clear the area of any clutter left behind
by uncaring individuals We could feel each tree being grateful for
having more space for its roots to spread out and its branches to
reach out wider and higher. We could feel the breeze blowing gen-
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tly as if caressing our sweat away. Then we would sit briefly for a
respite from the “tilling” and the “weeding”. Our learming contin-
ues as our teacher tells us about how lucky we are to have these
moments of peace with our mountain. She explains that many chil-
dren like us have never climbed a mountain... much less loved a
mountain. And she tells us many mountsine are waiting to be set
free.

There were times many of us were displaced and marginalized
because our hearing was impaired. Maryknoll gave us a home. Our
feelings of self-confidence, personal enrichment, and empowerment
have found roots in its fertile environment. Where before our tal-
ents and capabilities were belittled and gnored, Maryknoll pro-
vided us all the time opportunities, ways, and means to nurture
these talents. .. letting us grow creatively. Where before being hear-
ing-impaired was a setback and a failure, Maryknoll mellowed the
pain and disappointments. Where once we had nowhere to go,
Maryknoll opened doors, windows, and its heart to become our
home.

We journeyed so long until we found Maryknoll,.. a mountain
of faith, compassion, and endearmaent. While educating people here
and there to care for mountains and all other living and non-living
things, Maryknoll is hersell showing the way for others to follow
by being & mountain of peace and justice.,. a mountain for the in-
tegrity of creation. Our dear teachers in Maryknoll.., this place will
be our blessed mountain forever.



Sri Lanka

ISURU GANEARACHCHI

Save the Glory of Grace
Mountain!

[ was awakereed by the burning beat of the sun, falling upon the rock bed,
where | had laid last night. It wasn't the sort of daybreak [ usually
experienced though. Ever since | could remember, my day dawned
with the sweet music of little birds flying around, looking for breakiast,
Those were truly the golden days.

Things have changed a lot since then, Birds no more fly around
Grace Mountain. Most of them left their nesis, as they feared that
they would lose their lives and their families with the trees that were
cut down. This was the fate that fell upon many other animals.

I suddenly felt very lonely, sitting up here on the higher part of
the mountain. The greenery that used to sooth my eyes had begun o
fade litthe by little. | could see the streams below, running slowly and
thinly. They once used to flow swiftly and thickly like a young fairy
running away from her friends, leaving her long silver cape flying
behind her. Oh dear.., how many tiny fishes must have lived in these
streams, | remember how 1 used to play with them when | was a little
cub. How many times must | have watched them dance in the water...
but now, everything seems like a distant memory, almost like a dream
that will never come true. How cruel can life be sometimes? But then,
to be honest. [ guess it wasn't life that was cruel, it was those two-
footed beasts who were the curse of Grace Mountain. They had no
right to invade our land like this and tum our Hves upside down,

But my thoughts were suddenly shattered when 1 heard a loud
bang. What was that? It came from somewhere near our cave and it
sounded like a fire tube. Oh, I hope my dear mother is safe. T quickly
rose from where | sat and ran towards our cave. My mother had
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become weak after she caught het paw in a snare set by those two-
footed wild beasts, Oh, no, mother, She was lying at the mouth of the
cave in a pool of blood, unconscious but stll alive. | never thought
that the sight of blood could make me feel shocked like this. | quickly
licked away the blood and checked how bad her wound was. A fire
piece had dug into her paw. Oh, these heartiess devils! [ looked up to
see them loading their fire tubes again, most probably to fire st me.

Oh no, you don't, 1 growled. No one is going to get away after
hurting my mother. 1 charged at the two-legged creatures who were
holding fire tubes. | grabbed at one of their arms and struggled hard
to keep hold of it, The tube fired with a thunderous blow at the
morning sky. He was terrified and started to scream. Then | tumed
to the other who was just about to run away. T dug my teeth into his
arm.
No one is going to run away from me. You two ought to leam
your Jesson not to hurt us animals any more. | growled and held on
just sbout then, | heard other voices and saw a few more two-legged
creatures appearing from the woods. | quickly let go of the beast,
roared at the new comers. and ran over to my mother waming them
to stay away. She was still unconscious. [ licked her wound once more.
I could feel tears flooding my eyes, blocking my vision, 1 quickly
recovered and saw that other humans (1 later got to know what they
were called) were not harmful. They were healers who called
themselves veterinarians. They cared for animals so | backed away
allowing my mother to be taken into their care. But [ sat close by. You
could never trust a two-legged creature, no matter how nice they



seemed, The tall and pale skinned human looked sympathetically at me.

“Now sonny... do not worry, we will save your mother.”

| continued to sit close by and rested my chin upon my paws. Just
how different can these humans be? As tar as | am concerned, these two-
legged beings are the most defenceless creatures in the world. They have
nothing physically to protect themselves with except for 2 big mouth to
yell with and a head which they think is powerful. Their skin is so soft
that the slightest bite could create & deep wound. And yet they are the
most dangerous living creatures on earth. They are the ones who can
build and destroy everything at the same level. But sometimes, | wonder
how helpless they would be without their fancy weapons. “Selfish
creatures,” | call them. "Rude, mean, and ruthless” Always trying to
claim everything on earth for their own selfish purposes.

I wonder why they can't live in harmony as we do here in the forest.
But | should also admit that there are good humans as well. like the
velerinarian over there, who is carefully rubbing mum's wound with
wool. | guess it is their needs and hearts that make them so different
from each other,

My mind took me to the past, when we once lived in peace. There
were no two-legged creatures around. Those days were lovely, The
mountain had a lot of animals. We all had plenty of food and pure water
to drink. Then, all of a sudden; the nightmare came. The humans came
destroying the peace like a hurricane blowing across the mountain.

They transformed Grace Mountain into a place with nothing left to
be glorious about | remember my grandpa telling me how it happened.
1 myself experienced the changes that occurred. The refreshing drops of
water, which used to fall upon us from the sky, appeared no more.
Grandpa told me it was because they cut down so many trees just to
make fancy things to sit on. [ don't understand why they cannot just sit
on the ground like us.

They also built a big monster on top of Grace Mountain. [t was called
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a “factory”. It was horrible. It exhaled smoke that contaminated the air.
The birds got very sick and their feathers were stained black. The toxic
water from the faciory got mixed with the streams and the water became
undrinkable and unhiveable for the poor fish. The stream banks now contnin
«0 many colored rubbery things no animal can eat. Grandpa said that they
were called “polythene” and that it was very bad for bur ecosystem. Slowly
many of us starved.

How could they do this to the glory of Grace Mountain? It is so
unfair. We all must live, not just them. This mountain as well as the earth
belongs to everyone. They say that they do it for “money”; a bunch of
tiny papers. | se¢ no value in them. Even the dry leaves falling from the
trees are compost for the soil. Then these “humans™ think that they are
the only intelligent beings around. | suppose it's because of that that
they cannot see what they are doing to our lovely mountain. Can't they
understand that what they are doing to this place and the animals is
going to affect them as well?

The vets seem to have finished their job, One of them, as they move
away, looks at me.

“Don’t worry little leopard, your mum will soon be ail right; just take
good care of her, It's because some of us are thoughtless that you animals
are losing your freedom in your own forest.”

Oh... thank you, god of mountains, for not making me an orphan. At
least some humans can see the truth. | still doubt that though... He took
oul some meat wrapped in one of those polythene bags, unwrapped it
and tossed it over to me.

“Here boy, eat it,.. It's some pre-cooked ham, ...

1 sniffed it. 1t was meat all right; but... my mind was on something
else. | pointed my nose at the bag, which he had thrown away and
growled.

“Hey... take that bag with you. It is ‘our’ mountain that you are

polluting, .1






MARIA BARANNIKOVA

Thoughts on
Mountains

A person who has seen mountains will never forget the moment. Moun-
tains are higher. wiser. and older than people. In fact. they look
like steps that reach heaven. For example, Gods of ancient Greece
lived not in the sky, but on Mount Olympus.

People have & tendency to go higher. And maybe the moun-
tains inspire people 1o build houses which are not high for the first
time but then by people’s wish and labor tumn into skyscrapers. It is
not hard to imagine what feelings people had in pagan times when
they saw mountains, if even now in our century of technology, when
many things are possible, we have a feeling of inexplicable and in-
valuntary esteem while looking at mountains.

I would like to tell you about my acquaintance with the moun-
tains. My father and 1 were at a resort, which is situated in Altai.
Altai is a mountain range, rather old and big, The resort, where we
were, is rimmed by mountaing, It seems that mountains make a
large cup, on the bottom of which you can see bulldings and litthe
moving dots who are people.

It was a warm sunny day. So we decided to go for a walk after
breakfast. As [ said before, the resort is immed by mountains, so
you don't need much time to reach the foot of the hill, about ten
minutes. [ think it is better to call it a hill because it is not very high,
but quite enough if you want to ski. In winter this hill is vsed for
skiing.
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So we drifted up, talking and looking at the nature around us.
After some hours we reached the top. There we stood on the curb
and looked at the sight below us. We saw the immense blue sky
with the sparkling sun, saw the plains which lay over the hills and
overflowed with the sun, and further away was a litthe town which
had the same name as the resort.

And suddenly | felt an inner tide. | had a wish to soar like a free
bird over our busy, smoky world filled with noise and buzzing
sounds to the beautiful and high sky which is so close and so far at
the same time. | will never forget this moment.

Mountains have always attracted people. Mountains are men-
tioned in all the kinds of the human arts: poetry, prose. paintings.
But mountains also give us pleasure, health, and strength. Many
people go to mountain resorts 10 recover when ill. Though moun-
tains can be dangerous. people still go there. | think such a trip
gives you assurance thal you can overcome all the hardships be-
cause you, a litthe and powerless human, can, for the first time,
conquer these menacing giants and have a chance to stand on the
top of the world feeling free and proud.

Ascend a mountain, feel the freshness of the air, bathe i the
chilly water of a mountain river, look at these enormous stones
which are much older than you, and harmony will settle in your
soul.






Russia

EVGENIA KOPTYUG

Sunrise on the
Beach

O the beach af sunrwe, [ will always remember that beautiful morn-
ing in Bulgaria. T woke up very early and decided to to on the
beach, because | wanted to see the sunrise. When | got there, |
stopped and listened. It was quiet, except for the crying of the
seagulls in the distance, and the faint whispering of the little waves,
washing over my feet. The sea looked calm and serene. Its surface
was of a beautiful color, sort of blue, black, and green mixed to-
gether. Some reflections were wavering on the water, since the sun
Wils rising.

I looked around me. On my left, the lovely Balkan Mountams
stretched on and on, the sun slowly creeping over them. | could
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begin to see the village, nestled there. The red roofs of the houses
seemed bright against their pale walls. | looked at the sky: the small,
pink, pufly clouds were disappeaning. It was becoming bluer and
bluer. The sun was riging. | saw a lovely golden path reflected on
the water. Shimmering and wavering, it seemed to pull me to it 1
swam towards the path. | had a strange desire to touch the golden
surface with my fingers. But | couldn't reach it. It kept going away
from me. | think it was a magical moment. The rising sun, cries of
the seagulls, mountains, a golden path on the water - nature can be
beautiful and inspinng. That moming on the beach will remain one
of my most memorable experiences.






SERENE GOH

Papa’s Lesson

They would disappear into the dense forests in the early morming
mists with empty retfon baskets on their backs and retum later in
were the herbs, the treasures of the mountain that had sustained
her village through generations. The rich city foreigners came
regularly to buy the herbs from her village, each time complaining
incessantly of the dirt and grime. of the mod and water which
bore the fruits they paid high prices for.
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it was on her ninth birthday when Papa decided to show her
the treasures of the Mountain, She remembered herself swelling
up with pride when she first joined others in herb gathering. As
she doubled her pace to keep up, papa told her, “Understand the
Mountain, Follow its trails and be observant.” So she looked around,
memorizing nature’s map, where an old birch tree marked a left
turn and a flowing river signified the start of the treasure ground.
She observed how large black ants cooperated with one another,
and watched frogs for signs of eminent rain. She took hints from



the curvaiure of the land and built a strong friendship with the
mountain and its friends.

When Papa saw she had grown akin to the land, he taught her
more. “Leam to judge a ripened fruit,” he said, “Haste will destroy
all hard work. Better to be patient and persevere.” So the girl tagged
along behind the best herb gatherers, watching their seasoned
hands push apart the weeds and with one swift but gentie motion,
extract a ripened herb. Then she saw how the gatherers placed a
few seeds where the herb once was and put back the soil. It was
their way of repaying the mountain for its kindness. And at times
when the mountain bore no sign of mature herbs, the gatherers
persevered deeper into the forest and higher up the trails, until
their patience and hard work were rewarded, The girl grew to
love the mountain.

But as time went by, the greedy city folks demanded more and
more from the generous mountain, Jeaving little to sustain the
village folks. So the girl left for the city where she took a short
course on the art of selling and became a property agent. Her
colleagues advised her to be aggressive, to compete with the rival
company and succeed in the property field by destroying her
competitors. Inevitably, the girl felt lost in this new world, where
“the big fish eats the small fish.” Each time she found a potential
customer, each time she found herself losing them and sewrching
again. One month passed and she had not sold a single property.

Shattered, she thought of the mountain again. The memories
of herb gathering, of the trees and rivers and frogs, and of her
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papa comforied her tremendously. Then, as if a nine-year-old child
again, she heard her papa’s volce saying, "Be patient and persevere.”
And just like before, those words gave her courage and she began
to work at her job once more.

“Understand the mountain. Follow its trails and be observant.”
The mountain girl read up on the property market, on the success
stories of property agents before her, and on the pros and cons of
different property locations, She dug deep into the workings of
the market and even read up on consumer behavior. She followed
marke! trends closely and kept an alert eye on properties on sale.
Instead of being aggressive, she worked behind the scenes, doing
research on prospective customers and available properties.

“Be patient, persevere. Learn to judge the ripened fruit” The
girl saw how some customers deliberately postponed the signing
of contracts and how they acted as though they were being cheated.
She was patient with these difficult customers, always amlable and
never threatening. Her sensitivity, sureness, and stunning way with
words eventually persuaded these customers 1o make
commitments, The girl also observed how desperate some house
owners were, how they muit be in financial difficulty and willing
to sell their house more easily. She also noticed the impatient nature
of some customers and made sure appoiniments were made so
that afl parties were on time. She leamned to pinpoint satisfaction
found on a customer's face and then, at the most opportune times,
offer a price and close a deal.



In her second month as a property agent, the mountain girl
sold more than ten properties and became the top agent in the
company. Her colleagues were surprised and her boss called her
into his office and told her, “1 don't know how you do 8, but your
methods work.™ Deep in her heart she knew. It was her upbringing
up on the mountain, among friends, among nature; the lessons she
learned when she joined papa and the rest of the village in herb
gathering. They were part of her now ingrained deep within the
recesses of her soul. This was timeless advice that papa had given
her and it remained with her long after he left this world.

The day she received her first paycheck and congratulations
from her boss and colleagues, she thought of the mountain again.
She remembered her papa’s words before she left for the city. He
told her, “You are & mountain girl, remember that always. You are
born a survivor. Strive to be self-sufficient, but never become
complacent. See how majestic the mountain is, and yet she does
not forsake those lesser than her, She has provided for our village
for many generations now, and has given ber trees and herbs and
water 1o the city folks. They do not appreciate her kindness and
have come to take away her virginity and beauty. But someday,
someday much too late, they will finally see the mountain as she is
= & living part of nature, st like themselves. By then, the mountain
will be bare. Yet her overpowering spirit will remain and her
commanding presence in the world will serve as a poignant

148

reminder that man cannot conquer the mountain - man can only
live together with the mountain if he understands and respects the
wisdom of nature.”

The mountain girl knows what she must do. She continues to
succeed as a property agent through sheer hard work and shares
her knowledge with her colleagues. In her spare time, she dedicates
herself to “Saving the Environment” by educating the public on
the fragility of the ecosystern and the importance of understanding
the growth and recovery of nature. As a property agent, she knows
that there is an increasing need for living space as the world's
population continues to multiply. But as a mountain girl, who has
lived in the heart of nature, she also understands that people should
take from nature in moderation. Just as the herb gatherers plant
new seeds and replace overtumed soll, so must soclety continue in
reforestation, to ensure the survival of nature and man himself,

Years later, a little girl drew a picture of & majestic mountain in
an art class. It was "Environment Week" ail school and the art
teacher wanted her students to draw what they treasured most in
nature, The little girl ran home happily with the "A” grade drawing
in her hands and showed it to her mother. “Mama! It's your
mountain!”

The mountain girl smiled. Yes indeed. It was mountains forever.






PETRINA LEE SHI YIN

Redhill

There i a story about & hill far in the south of Singapore, a hill that
seems to glow because of its red. nch soil. There is a story, even
now, about this hill upon which plants seem to bloom and grow,
thrive and flourish. Its name is Redhill.

Listen, now, for this is the story that is told.

It came to pass that there was a small village on Redhill back
then (and it makes no difference when “back then” was, just that it
was a long time ago, and that there was a village on the hill). Redhill
was yet unnamed and untamed by progress. It was a large hill by
the sea, and an important one at that. for the people of the village

grew sugar cane on their hill. They ate. drank. and sold sugar cane
and were dependent on the hill for survival,

This was a village entirely unmemorable and ordinary, save
for three things: a little boy, a wicked king, and multiple swordfish
attacks on the village from the sea to the south of Redhill,

The little boy, the son of the village head, was bom and bred
on the hill, scarcely a decade old and fiercely proud of his village.
He lived at the top of the hill with his family and despite his
childhood, he was a great help to them and to his village. The true
extent of his worth would only emerge later.






The king, a large man with a small heart, was a tyrant and an
envious man. He cared little for anyone but himself, and did not
do anything without motives that served his own ends. As a result,
nothing was done to help the villagers when the swordfish attacks
began, which brings us back to our tale.

They came from the lands below, it was whispered, sent up
from the very depths of the ocean, and indeed, from beyond even
there. Survivors, white haired and shaking, spoke of fish armed
with the weapons of hell, came to take their souls away to a place
of unimaginable pain. The villagers were afraid and rightly so, for
they had lost great numbsers to the swordfish. Fear of approaching
the sea meant that sugar cane had insufficient water, and the crops
began to turn brown and wither,

It was then that the little boy had his epiphany. He ran to his
father, the village head, and with breathless words and larger
gestures, outlined his brilliant idea to him.

That night, when the villagers knew the swordfish to be absent,
whether asleep or taking the souls of the damned down, they crept
in with long sticks of sugar cane, planting them in one long row
across the edge of the hill. They worked with haste, and soon the
sice of the hill bordered by the ocean was fenced in with a line of
SUgAT cane.

When the light of dawn broke into the edges of the night. the
swordfish returned and renewed their attack upon the village. They
plunged. head first, toward the shore. Sinking their blades into
the sugar cane that greeted them, they then tried to pull free and
retreat back into the waiting ocean like they had done so many
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times before. For the first time, however, they encountered some
resistance. Unable to pull free, the swordfish writhed and thrashed
about under the hot sun until they finally died, and with them
died the threat to the village.

The villagers celebrated for several nights, the crops grew ance
more and they feasted on sugar cane and fish. The boy was hailed
as & hero, and as the story spread across the country, so did his
legend, The people of the village respected and listened to him,
and he in return gave them good advice. For a while, things were
all right.

Now, the tale could have easily ended here, for the evil had
been vanquished and the danger had passed. But the account of
the boy’s deeds had spread and spread far. Soon it made its way
to the ears of the king and scared that the boy's power would
eclipse his own, he made plans to have the boy killed.

One night not long after, the king's minions crept up the hill
into the village where the boy lay sieeping. They thrust their swords
deep into his small body, and spilled his blood over the earth.

The boy’s blood flowed down the hill, and the soil that it
touched was stained a vivid shade of red and thereafter remained
that way. From then on, crops were abundant and fruithul on the
hill like no other place in the land, and the villagers recognized
this to be the soul of the boy, protecting his village even in death.
Thus, the hill was named Redhill after him and the crimson shade
of the soll, so that his sacrifice for his village would be remembered
and honored forever.



Switreriand

Mysterious Footprints
in the Snow

Dhuring summer vacation, our family drove to Campo Blegne in Tidcino.
The following morning mum and Curdin, my little brother, drove
dad, my sister Madlaina, and myself to the enormous stone dam
of Lake Luzzone, This stone dam has a height of about 150 meters.
On top of this dam is a street and we followed this street to reach
the other side of the valley. While standing on top of the dam, we
noticed men who controlled the huge dam and its waters. They
were standing in a kind of cage that was attached o the top of the
wall. They used special instruments to look for deficencies. This
work is important otherwise the dam could give in and the whole
valley would be flooded. On the other side, we had to pass through
a tunnel which | felt was very long because it was so dark nside. |
was happy indeed when we saw light on the other side for inside
was not only dark but cold and damp oo,

Now the path led us up a steep slope. The sun was buming. We
crossed a saddle where a strong wind was blowing and thus
reached, quite exhausted, a plain.

The Plain of Greina is a valley high up in the Swiss Alps Aanked
by snow covered mountains and slopes of scree The plain mself
looks green and brown in some parts where the grass has dried. A
stream which we had to cross several times meanders through the
lovely plain. How wonderful if we had enough time to stay and
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play, We did on a few short occasions though.

Marmots whistled aloud before they ran away when they
noticed us. There were also shepherds looking after their cattle.
When my parents were young. the Nordostschweirer Kraftwerk
AG wanted to fiood this plain in order to produce electricity, People
arganized themselves against the project and in an unforgettable
ballot they voted aganst the project.

After traversing the plain, we reached a shelter where we
intended to spend the night. We were glad to have reached our
goal for the day and found other hikers who had arrived before
us, We registered with the warden and put on slippers. The warden
showed us around. There was a large dormitory for about twenty
people. Madlaina and myself at once put aside for ourselves the
two best mattresses. Then we explored the surroundings of the
cabin until we were called in for supper

We got supper in a bowl soup and potaloes. Here milk is
prepared from powder. | did not like [t But | do understand the
reason for doing so: all food 1= flown in by helicopter. Powder
takes much less room than fresh mitk and is much lighter. It can be
stored lor much longer mo. Since we were tired, we went to sleep

right after supper.



When we woke up the next maorning it was bitterly cold.
Therefore | preferred to remain where | was: in my warm and
cosy sleeping bag. But then | thought perhaps snow had fallen in
the night. When 1 asked Madlaina she answered. “1 don't think
that there is snow outside for we are in the middle of summer.”
Yet she agreed to go out and have a look We dressed very quistly
and warmly and slipped through the door and down the stairs.
When we opened the door, we were amazed: there was indeed
snow, about 10 centimeters of it! It was incredible! With our feet in
slippers only, we moved about three paces away from the door,
grabbed snow and made a compact snowball each. Then we
returmed to the dormitory as quickly as possible so that the snow
would not melt. On the tips of our toes we reached the place where
dad was sleeping and rubbed his cheeks with snowballs. He yelled
and atl once every one was awake. They were astonished when
they heard from us how much snow had fallen and all the children
dressed up and ran outside to see for themselves.

After a fine breakfast, we prepared our picnic lunch, packed
our rucksacks, and continued our expedition. We trudged through
the snow and after about 100 meters noticed animal trails. We
realized that one kind of footprints must be a large cat’s, the other
a hoofed animal’s. The trails went along the path so we could easily
follow them. After a couple of meters they turned off to the right
and we noticed a little far away - a lynx. We supposed it was
following a chamois’s or deer’s trail. Because the wind blew from
behind us, we could watch the rare animal for a while but as soon
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as it noticed us, it disappeared and hid behind a hilltop.

When midday approached, the snow melted away and we
continued to move on along grass and scree. | was relieved because
now the pass was clearly visible again, We finally left the Greina
Plain by crossing a somewhat flat saddle. [ am thankful to those
whao voted against the building of a new dam, otherwise we would
have missed this beautiful walking tour.

We had lunch at a waterfall The stream had plenty of water,
part of it must have been meited snow for it was not completely
clean. We continued to play along the stream, enjoying the warm
sunshine. During our descent. we built several small barrages.
Suddenly, dad said, "We must hurry now because Mum and Curdin
will arrive at Vrin, the highest village of Lumnexzia Valley, to meet
S5

Madlaina and myself had some difficulties parting with the
stream, We enjoyed a piece of chocolate and went on steadily. Very
often the path looked more like a stream’s bed and it was obvious
that it would be a stream on rainy days or in spring when the
snows of winter melt. We hopped down the slopes. Later we felt
tired and hot and slowed down again. | was happy indeed, when,
after a sharp bend of the path, I noticed the spire of the village,
Soon after that Madlaina exclaimed, "Lock, Andrl, | can see the
car with mum and Curdin!” There they were. We started running
and reached the car in about five minutes and returned home

together, happy and tired,






RASIKA AKALANKA AKURAMBODA

Beneath Sagarmatha

We lived north east of Kathmandu in Khumbu. Our house was situated
in a small Sherpa village- It was surrounded by beautiful views,
From our house, on a clear day, | could sometimes see the mountains
covered with snow. Although our house was small, it was a refuge
for us from the cold.

One day, when I was retuming home, | saw my mother looking
at me from the window and waving at me. | waved back. Soon |
was inside the house and closed the wooden door before the cold
wind could get inside. My sister was cooking in the kitchen that
adjoined the living room and the smell of food made me feel hungry.

In pur house, we had a small place where we kept a statue of
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Buddha and lit lamps beside it. We were Buddhists. Our windows
had wooden panels to stop the cold from coming in. Sometimes
during the night, when it got oo cold, we used blankets to cover
the windows.

My sister served me garlic pancakes in a plate. Since [ was feeling
very hungry, | ate the pancakes quickly, After dinner, | went to my
room and lay down to rest on my bed.

Slowly the memories of the past came back to me and | saw my
dear father,

That day was very cold. My father, mother, my little brother,



and younger sister were the members in my family and we owned
twa small plots of land.

The pine trees around our house were covered in snow. Except
for a robin which was singing nearby our house, the environment
was quiet and peaceful Only the whirling sound of the northern
wind could be heard.

Mother brought hot cakes and wea and laid them on the round
dining table. It was tea-time and, sometimes, on occasions like these,
my father enjoyed talking to us,

“Son do you know what Kathmandu {s called?™ We enjoyed it
when father involved us in conversations like this. It made us think
less about the cold. ‘

“Mo, father. Please tell us™ My brother asked as he put a hot
piece of cake into his mouth.

“The city is known as the land of the golden emples because it
has many beautiful temples. Do you know that our country also has
many beautiful and valuable birds, animals, and mountains? We
are lucky to live in a country like this."

“Oh, father please tell us more,” urged on my little brother who
was becoming excited. All of us were dying to find out more about
our country’'s cultural and natural wealth.

That year, during the spring sesson, my father organized a trek
for us to wee the Everest Mountain from close range. My father,
uncle Jakalan, sister, and 1 decided to go whereas my mother stayed
at home with my little brother. We packed all the food and camping
gear we needed for the trip and, before setting off, we offered our
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prayers to the statue of Buddha for a safe joumey.

It was a new experience for my sister and me to travel like this
All of us were wearing heavy jackets and trekking boots. As we
began walking, we started to enjoy the fresh air and scenery. The
mountains shone white in the sunlight.

We saw various animals. We caught a glimpse of a fox with light
brown fur. We went along thinking about the many things our father
had described to us and wondered what we would see.

Then a squirrel sped along the snow and climbed a tree. We
were lucky to sight Kingfishers. woodpeckers, and other migratory
blrds that father spotted. As we joumneyed along we were awane
that someone was following us. This proved true when we heard a
slight noise from among the trees. All of us looked towards the
direction suddenly fearing trouble. Could it be a wild animal? We
were caught by surprise when we saw the deer. It raised its head,
flipped its ears, looking at us for a moment, then sprang and
disappeared into the wildermess. Our father explained to us that
the deer was one of the world's most rare specles. It was called the
Kasturi and was hunted by people to make a rare and expensive
perfume, That ls why, he pointed out that we had to protect and
take care of these animals as much as we took care of our own lives.

After walking for a while. our uncle Jakalan said it was time to
rest. He released his rucksack. We then took out food, sat down
and ate hungnily. Although we didn’t have the warmth of the fire
at home, we felt happy to be in beautiful surroundings. As | was
munching on bascuits and looking around, | suddenly spotted a bird.



“Father, look, | see a bird.., lsn't it beautiful? Oh father, it looks

like our national bird, the one | read about in my text book.”
“Ah, yes, child. That is the Impeyan Pheasant or Demphe.”

“Oh, look at its feathers. They're like a rainbow!” | said excitedly.

Afterwards we put up our tents. Dusk came and we helped father
and uncle Jakalan to build a fire. Then everyone sat around it and
my uncle, sister, and [ together listened to father’s stories,

In this moment, the beauty of my surroundings enchanted my
mind. | felt that such a place of loveliness could not be described by
words.

The next day, we had breakfast and continued on with our
journey. As we walked, we also looked around for new sights. After
a while, we spotted something with homs... and then a goat
appeared.

“That is an Thex goat. They're experts at climbing mountains,”
explained father.

After some time, a cat-like animal appeared further away on
some rocks. From what we could make out, his fur had grey spots.
We felt scared a4 it kept looking at us

“It must be the snow leopard,” my father said softly. Then as
quickly as it had appeared, it disappeared into the woods, Another
surprising thing we saw was the Red Panda. It had a white face and
was smaller than the Chinese panda. It too disappeared without a
trace.

Finally, my sister and | were told that we were neanng the dose-
range view of Everest, Sagarmurtha

Excited, we thought how great it was for us to see the world's
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highest mountain. All of us were amazed to see this majestic
mountain. To me, it looked lile as if Everest was a white giant that
owned the blue sky and the douds.

We rested there. Our journey had come to an end and for the
moment, we just wanted to relix and enjoy the view. While my
uncle, sister, and 1 began some food, father went further
up to explore the area, Then everything happened in a blur,

There was an avalanche. My uncle, sister, and | quickly hid under
the shelter of a huge rock. The snow came down with a huge swoop
and, as | crunched on my knees trembling, 1 remembered with a
sinking heart that father was missing.

My whole body began to shake with fear. My sister realized
what had happened and began to cry. Uncle Jakalan looked grim.
All of us knew that father would not make it alive, Our fears proved
to be painfully nght because afterwards we found him buned under
the snow.

Warm tears trickle down my face. Then | feel a breeze coming
through the window, as if trying to console me. Time and again |
ask myselt: why did such a magnificent mountain have to bury my
father, the one who had admired the mountain so greatly and told
us, his children, much about it?

Although my father is gone, | find solace in the knowledge that
he sleeps forever in the Himalayas like the many brave Sherpas
whi have lost their lives while dimbing Everest. A place which he
loved with all his heart and taught s to love as well,






Sri Lanka

CHANDHI GOONASEKERA

Mountains Are Forever

It was a radiant day. Sarath had just received the greatest news and
he couldn’t wait to tell Nimal about it.

“Oh, here you are. ['ve been looking all over for you!” exclaimed
Sarath as he saw Nimal at a table at the Mountain Inn. “I have great
news.” Nimal listened to him rather amused. Everyone knew that
Sarath was a person who got excited over the most insignificant of
incidents.

“All right, calm down and tell me what it is this time,” said
Nimal.

“Well, some people from a company have planned to tunnel
through the Udawette Mountain on which the forest stands and
build a shopping complex.”

He waited in eagerness for Nimal's reply. What he received
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was certainly not what he had expected. “What? When?” gabbled
Nimal.

“Hey,” said Sarath dismayed at Nimal's outburst. “Why look
so worried? You know that this is a chance of a lifetime, it should
be taken.”

Nimal was already heading towards the exit, a deep frown upon
his face. He slammed the doors and headed towards his best friend
Ruwans’s house. Thoughts whirled inside his head. He couldn’t
stop thinking about what would happen to all the birds and ani-
mals who had made their home on the Udawatte Mountain. The
beautiful old trees, which had stood on the mountain for hundreds
of years were also in danger. He wondered why the people had
decided to take such a decision.






He reached Ruwans’s house and just as he was reaching out to
ring the doorbell, the door flung open and Ruwans’s elder sister
pushed out of the house, laughing and shouting, as if all of her
troubles had suddenly come to an end, her friends were trailing
closely behind her. “Oh, hello, Nimal!” Ruwans’s sister, Sayuri said
excitedly. “They’re going to build a new shopping complex. Isn’t it
great! By the way, Ruwans is at home, but I'd advice you to keep out
of his way, he’s a bit upset over something or the other.” And she
left, moving towards the restaurant, just waiting to spread the news.

Nimal grimaced after them. He just couldn’t understand why
everyone thought that a new shopping complex would be wonder-
ful. He walked into the house, raced up the stairs and burst into
Ruwans’s room. It was a typical teenager’s room, except that the walls
were covered with pictures of trees, mountains, and other natural
beauties, most of which by Ruwans, for he was an artist. He spent
most of his time drawing nature and he was just as much of a nature
“freak” as Nimal was.

Ruwans turned in surprise as Nimal dashed into the room. Nimal
could tell that Ruwans was in a bad mood, and he was sure that he
knew the reason why. “Oh, hi! I suppose you've already heard the
‘latest news’,” Ruwans said sarcastically. “It’s all over town,” mim-
icking his sister.

“Aha,” replied Nimal, nodding, “Everyone thinks that it's a
good thing and no one thinks of those poor animals or trees; not to
mention the mountain itself.”

“I know, but what can we do about it? I don’t think we’ll be
able to persuade the workmen to give up even if they did decide to
listen to us, the citizens would be against us,” commented Ruwans.

“When is this scheme going to start?” asked Nimal curiously.
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“Well, I figure that it’ll start in around a week or so,” answered
Ruwans, “But if the people go on showing more enthusiasm, they
will start the project in two or three days.”

“Well, that doesn’t give us much time to do anything? Even if we
posted a petition to an environmental organization, it wouldn’t reach
them in time. We'll have to think of something more efficient; not
only to save the mountain but to educate the people as well. And I
think I have just the thing to do,” remarked Nimal, his eyes grow-
ing bright.

“I'll do anything to save that mountain. Did you know that the
mountain is home to hundreds of different animals, trees, and birds?
The banyan or Indian fig tree, mahogany tree, and the na tree are
among the commonest trees found in the Udawette Forest. And the
porcupine, mouse deer, and toque monkey are well-known residents.
There are also a wide variety of snakes. There are the Indian cobras,
green tit vipers, and the green whit snakes. It's a pity that people
don’t know about these facts or I'm sure they wouldn’t feel too en-
thusiastic about the project,” said Ruwans, “But what were you say-
ing, did you say that you know what to do?”

“Yes,” Nimal said pointedly, “But it’s getting rather late; I'll tell
you all about my plan tomorrow.” And he left and headed towards
home.

The night air was cool and refreshing. Nimal knew that the
Udawette Mountain played a part in making the environment safe.
He looked in its direction and saw the mountain’s dark shape loom
over the city. He wondered what it would be like with a concrete
building in its place.

The next day, Nimal met Ruwans in the park. He had thought
about his plan all night and was sure that it would work. “Morning,



Ruwans,” greeted Nimal, “About my idea, what I propose is a pro-

test. I'm sure that we'll be able to catch their attention if we try to
“Like starving ourselves to death if it comes to the worst?™ Asked

Ruwans rather astonished at Nimal's suggestion.

“Well. yes and no. I think we should do something that is con-
nected to the mountain. Let's gather some children who share our
oplnion and go and chain ourselves to the trees an the mountain, In
that way, they wouldn't dare to start the excavation for lear of
harming us.”

“Yes, | think you've got it,” broke in Ruwans. “We can make a
few posters declaring some facts about the mountain and save the
mountain and inform the citizens at the same time.”

“That's what ] meant when | said that you would be able to show
off your artistic skills, yesterday,” said Nimal amused at Ruwans's
enthusiasm.

“So when do we start? We don't have much time, the news re-
porter said that excavation will start in three days,”

“Yes, but you can't tell anyone about this yet. espedially your
parents. They'll just try to stop us.” said Nimal.

“All right. but we'll have to get at least ten children or they
won't think that we're senious. I'll take care of the posters.” prom-
ised Ruwans.

“Fine, I'll get the supplies and the friends. We'll go there in the
moming belore anyone wakes up. We'll have 1o gel enough sup-
plies to last at least two to three days. Until then we'll have to keep
our fingers crossed.”

The day of the excavation dawned clear and bright. Nimal and
his team had alrvady taken their places, chained to the first trees at
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the foot of the mountain. Posters lay all around them. The digging
was due to start in half an hour,

There was a large crowd gathered on the diggers’ side. They
were waiting for the auspicious moment to see the digging start.
Among them, were Sarath and Ruwans's sister. The young protest-
ers rechecked and secured their chairns, All of them fell nervous
worrled that the diggers wouldn't consider their pleas. But, at the
last moment, Nimal felt courage surge through him and it was thus
that he started the protest, shouting, “Save the mountain, it is not
yours to destroy!”

The protesters took up the call, which brought the crowd run-
ning to see what the commotion was all about. Nimal could just
make out Sarath’'s face gaping at them through the trees.

“Look at these posters. This one says, “This forest holds many
endangered species, among them the flying fox and the three striped
palm squirrel’ | thought that it was just a clump of trees”

“Look st this one,” shouted another person. “Did you know

that a mountain affects the climate of the surrounding areas? Well,
I don't think it's worth sacrificing this place for a concrete build-
im‘i‘
“Here's another, cutting trees can increase the risk of flood-
And so0, as most of the people were convinced that it was better
to have a mountain than a concrete building in its place. the au-
thorities had to leave. Nimal and his friends were delighted with
their success, but it suddenly ocourred to Nimal that, with or with-
out the help of friends, mountains were creations of mother nature
made to last through time and hardships.

ing.



Srif Lanka

PRASADINI LEWANGAMA

Trees of Hope

The moon beging o light up the cold night sky. The floating dark
clouds sometimes hide the moon like the way the bulldozer eats
away the trees of "hope”. At this time, darkness reigns as far as the
eye can see. Then the sad, moumnful cry of an owl plerces through
my soul, echoing the sad feelings within me. | want to die.

But the rocky cliff is holding me up bravely. He does not know
that in a few minutes, | want to let mysell fall downhill into the
endless void, where there is no present or future before me. My
dear “hopes”, soon | shall be falling into your arms, leaving
everything behind, coming to you whom Lhave loved and treasured
all my life.

“Suzy... what are you doing here, at this time of the day?

“Nothing, just thinking.”

“Look, sis, you shouldn't be out here alone. Anything can happen
to you"™

“Oh, Peter, don't be 80 worrled, tt is these trees on this mountain
that have been so kind to me when | am lost and lonely.”

“Now, dear sister, don't argue with me. Let's go home."

Darkness does not stop me in my tracks. | know my way around
here among the trees. | have spent most of my time growing up in
this area, although many things have changed since the old dayvs.

During the day, when the sun was high up, we used to walk
under the trees protected by their shades; there used to be so many
of them, | used to wonder whether heaven was like that. But some
people from our village never let us enjoy that dream. They
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destroyed it like the many trees of “hope™ they cut down with
heartless machines. The trees fell down in loud crashes and they
were swept down the river and sold. They brought money to the
people, but also were the cause of death and, sadly, my parent’s
deaths too. During the last monsoon, the river became so mighty
and ferocious that it flooded our entire village. My brother and 1
were shocked when we heard that our home and parents had been
swept away.

We arrive at home. It seems like brother is a bit annoyed at me.
I enter his room to see him staring at our parent’s picture. Tears
slowly run down his cheeks. This s far more touching than & loud
sob or cry; it is far more helpless and sad.

I git beside my brother. He is crying, traveling back to his old
memories. | watch him sadly, Then | look out of the window... |
sée a tree, alone in the moonlight. It makes me feel calm. looking at
it. I nudge my brother and tell him to look up. The tree is magical
and together we watch enchanied. lf is dunng moments like these,
that the trees of “hope” make us feel better.

My brother has calmed down.

“Isn’t it strange to still feel hopeful about life after what
happened?” | ask.

"Hmm.,.. " Peter says quietly, "Nature has a wonderful way of
making you see something beyond your own sorrows.”

1 quickly hug him, knowing in my heart that my brother and |
carmot let go of our hopes. Never.






Thaitand

MARISA MANOROT

Medicine Mountain

There was a boy wiha lived in a big eliy full of sclentific technologies.
But the boy was sutfering from breathing problems because the
city was too polluted.

His teacher gave him an assignment during his holidays. He
was bo write an essay. At the time, his father was a volunteer and
was told to go and work and help a far away village on 2 mountain
His father asked his son about going along with him so that he
could gain some new experiences.

Al first, the boy refused to go with his father because he thought
that there wouldn't be anything interesting to do but he changed
his mind after a lot of persuasion from his father. Afterwards he
realized how wrong he had been.

When they arrived, they were given a warm welcome. Every-
one was friendly. There he met a boy who in a short time became
his good friend. Spending time in the village gave him many new
insights. People who lived in the village led a simple life. They were
good to him and helpiul. It was hard to find people like these in the
city where he lived. Although they had no television or comfort-

able thinga, they were happy.
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He began o value the mountam and its inhabitants. Life on the
mountain was nol just sulfering and hardship a5 he had thought
before. Here, be could breathe fresh air which slowly cared him
The food was also fresh and had no chemicals. On the hill, there
were no industries or vehicles to pollute the air

He learned about different aspects of nature. When he was
yvounger, he had thought that cutting trees was not harmful be-
cause it fulfilled the needs of people. But now he understood that
tree felling destroyed the very basis of lifke. It meant having less
oxygen in the ar,

He realized that the mountain gave so much to the people and
felt that everyone had to save the mountain because when a moun-
tain was saved, everything on it = the forests, rivers, lakes - were
saved. From the forests, rivers, and lakes, people fulfilled their ba-
sic needs = fuel, drinking water, and shelter - and were able to
survive, That s why, he thought, "We must save the mountain and
liked the saying ‘mountains forever'.”






United States of America

BRET MAHONEY

Wonder Called Everest

Simce the dawm of Hime, man has marvelled at the beauty of mountains.
Like heavenly statues created by the hand of God, they symbolize
a strong presence, an unchanging link between the void of yesterday
and the uncertainty of tomorrow, Man has always had a fascination
for mountains, whether it be depending on them for the necessities
of life, or raping them for their priceless resources. Also, they provide
a great place for one to get to know one's true self, to test the
waters, so to speak, Whether It is the mountain’s natural beauty, or
the sense of adventure one gets from climbing that causes a person
to lust for the lofty summits, makes no difference. Perhaps it s the
breathtaking view from the top, a pale contrast to even the loveliest
works of Renoir or Monet, that makes us seek out the highest and
largest peaks.

Regardless, it is true that the gods of the mountains call out to
each and everyone that has ever dared to set foot on their domain

When people think of great mountaina, the first one that pops
into mind is the mighty Mount Everest. Located in Nepal, the
towering mountain holds many secrets that only the fewest and
the bravest have dared to seek out. For many, many years, climbers
tried in vain to ascend to the mountain’s peak. In 1921 the British
began a magor exploration of the north side of the mountain led by
Leorge Mallory

Mallory’s expedition and another that took place soon
afterwards were unable to overcome the strong winds, avalanches,
and other hazards and reach the summit. Tn 1924, & third British
expedition resulted tn the disappearance of Mallory and a climbing,
companion only B0 feet from the summit. More attempts were made
throughout the 1930°s and in the 1940's, but all were futile.

Then, on May 29, 1953, as the tenth British expedition, Edmund
Hillary, and Sherpa Tenzing Norgay of Nepal successfully completed
the first successful ascent ever. The whole way to the top, the duo
battled massive snow and ice avalanches, hurricane force winds, and
the icy cold temperatures. And if these challenges weren't enough,
there was always the constant threat of a blinding snowstorm that
can make visibility measurable in inches instead of yards. Despite
all of the hazards, however, the dimbers completed their quest. and
planted the British and Nepalese flag on the summit. To this day, the
peak stands as a reminder of the men who died while attempting the
climb

To some, these hazards make the climbers seem foolish to even
attempt the ascent, but these opinions couldn’t be further from the
truth. Before 2 person sets out to climb a mountain such as Everest,
they devise a detailed plan, telling exactly which route to take and
what equipment is going to be needed.

The climbers also undergo strenuous tralning befare they make
an attempt on the summit. Not only must the climbers be physically
prepared, they also need to be mentally prepared, The toll that the
mountan has on the body and mind is enough to cripple even the
strongest of men. It takes a keen, sharp person (o be able to overcome
the fears of what are going on around him and proceed to the
summit.

Even with all of these risks, the great mountain’s call rings loud
and clear in many people’s ears. Though all may nol attempt w0
reach the mountain's peak In body, evervone who receives the
summons climbs in spirit. And those who do actually make it to the
Wop are just representatives for the rest of the world






Thailand

THIPARPA THAMAMONGOOD

Geney’s Journey

On a peaceful night under the full moonlight, leaves were blown by
the wind around a pretty tent near a high mountain. A small group
of children were on holiday during the summer. They sat around a
white candle the only thing shining. An old man began to spin a
yarn as he normally did everyday.

“Once upon a time in a village near a mountain in Chile there
was a boy named Geney. Geney’s father owned a cotton plantation
on the slope of the mountain. His mother was a miner. They were
not rich, but not so poor either. The mountain was high; nobody
had ever seen the top of it. There was a legend about it. The legend
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said that there was a lot of treasure there, Once a man had nearly
reached it, but he was never seen again. We thought that he died in
a mysterious way. Anyway, it was a fertile mountain, many rivers
originated from it; the soil under it was productive. So the crops
grew perfectly. All the people in the village were comfortable and
happy because they lived in a good environment. They would have
lived together in happiness forever if what I am going to tell you all
had not happened.”

“What is it?” the girl exclaimed while the little boy’s eyes were
slowly closing. The oldest boy patted him on his arm to wake him

up.






“Six years later, his mother decided to let Geney study at a
high school In town. 50 Geney had to leave his hometown. Unfor-
tunately, many terrible things happened at the village, Fewer and
fewer minerals were found in the mine until finally the mine was
dosed. His mother became unemployed. His father had to work
harder than ever before.

“Geney didn’t know what happened at the village because his
mother didn’t want him o worry, She wanted him to graduate
Then one day, Geney meveived a letter. “Someone sent a letter to
me; it must be fram my parents. How wonderful!” Ceney exclaimed
He opened the envelope hastily. That's right. his parents were the
senders, but the news didn’t make him happy. He lay on the bed
feeling sad. He thought hard to decide what he should do

“The next moming Geney went back to his village by train. He
was disappointed. He saw everything had changed. "There is a lot of
pollution in my village now," he said. Then he went home, His mother
opened the door for him. She couldn't talk a lot because she was (Il
His mom told him that his father was working on the mountain
After that, an old man called him to come outside, He was Geney's
old teacher. He told him about the village. "You must be astonished
with the changes that have aken place. The mine's proprietor, Mr,
Hawkman, became a house seller. He built houses around the moun-
tain and sold them to western people at high prices. Mr, Hawkman
is a bad man. He was mean to everyone even to his own people. He
is the richest man among them and makes themn work as servants.”
At night, Geney slept confused.

“The next moming, the teacher came hurriedly to Geney’s house
to tell the hot news. ‘Mr. Hawkman, » corrupt man, has ordered his
crew 1o take a helicopter and place some bombs on the top of the
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mountain, He wants to burst the entire mountain to expand his
project. Now the bombs have already been placed. He also com-
manded us b move out if we didn't want to die.' the teacher an-
nouncid. 'Bul we have some hope. Mr. Gadwick. my spy, has found
a map o go to the bombsites and can explain to you how 1o defuse
the bombs,' he added. 'Ok, I'll do it," Geney said

“The next morning he started implementing his plan. Geney
began to climb the mountain, He carrled one backpack which had a
lot of equipment inside, including a map and Information on the
bomb's structure, The ground was dry and hard, He didn’t find It
strange that there weren't many plants growing on the slope. As he
continued walking, the rough ground made his feet hurt. Some-
times, he had to go through bushes and they scratched his arms.
Insects attacked him. He was annoyed, but his mind was set on
reaching the top.

“Up in the mountain, there was a jungle. It was full of green
trees, but people couldn’t live there because it was cold and there
were many wild animals. On the tourth day, Geney's supply of
food finished so he had to hunt for animals

"On the eighth day, he reached the top ol the mountain. It was
covered in clouds. He felt suddenly better although his body was
hurting fram his trek. He went to a river to find some fish for
breakfast.

“On the twelfth day, be had to climb a wide clifi. He used ropes
to climb it. When he looked back. he could see everything in the
horizon. When he looked at the top, he could see very clearly that
it wasn't far away from him,

“The next day Geney found an old piece of paper fluttering n
the wind. It was a letter, The man who wrote it had left it before he



died. The letter said that he had nearly reached the top and that he
could see everything on the top, but he couldn’t climb it because of
his illness. The letter also said that there wasn’t any gold or money
to be found, but that the real treasure was the adventure of climb-
ing the mountain. He felt that he was sure that the person who
found his letter had used all his/her perseverance, courage, and
intelligence to climb the mountain.

“Five hours later, Geney found the bombs. This meant that he
was the first person to reach the top of the mountain! But he didn’t
care about that at first. He opened the box of bombs and following
the instructions that were written down for him, he started to de-
fuse them one by one. They were time bombs and they would ex-
plode in one hour. Geney began to cut the electrical wires. At last,
there were three wires left: red, blue, and green. The instructions
didn’t tell him what to do about them. The timer hadn’t stopped
ticking so Geney decided to choose. ‘Red, blue or green,” he thought.
He cut the red wire first because he thought that it meant danger-
ous things. He assumed that the green wire meant the trees and the
blue one meant the rivers. Suddenly the timer stopped ticking.

“Geney was delighted. Now he was standing on the top of the
mountain, the highest place in his village. He could see everything
below. He was proud to be the first person on the top.

“Geney came down the mountain with the evil bombs. He had
spent thirteen days to climb up, but he spent six days to come down.
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He came back to his village cheerful. There had been a demonstra-
tion to resist Mr. Hawkman'’s project led by his teacher. The gov-
ernment of Chile had found out everything. Finally, Mr. Hawkman
and his crew were arrested. Everyone in the village joined hands
to make the mountain green again and they lived happily with the
mountain forever.

“The principle from the story is, it is hard to be successful in
your life, but it doesn’t mean that you can’t reach your goal. It is
like the poor boy Geney’s adventure. His ambition was to reach
the top of the mountain which nobody had done so far. He could
do it because he persevered and he believed in protecting the moun-
tain. That was the biggest and the greatest trophy in his life. What
do you boys want to be?”

“] want to be a doctor,” one of the young boys replied.

“So you must work hard in class like the way Geney climbed
the mountain,” the old man said.

Then a voice came through a blanket, “I want to be an astro-
naut, why should I have to climb a mountain?” asked the youngest
boy who was always asleep.



Sri Lanka

DULANJALEE SENEVIRATNE

The Mountain of the
Holy Footprint

“Clear had the day been from the dawn,
All chequered was the sky,
Thin clouds like scarfs or cobweb lawn
Velled heaven's most glorious eye.”

- Michael Drayton: *A Calw Dizy*

Locited bevond a valley, amidst a rural setting is the holy creation of
nature: the mountain Shri Pada (haly footprint), This mountain,
which is regarded as a symbol of religlous harmony, is revered by
Buddhists, Christians, and Hindus alike.

In the religious books of Buddhism, where the literary creations
of the great Buddhist monks of all times are documented, details
about this particular mountain have been included. They say that
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Lord Buddha, the founder of Buddhism, visited Kelaniya, a city
rich with cultural and religious values. Once the religious acts of
preaching and “alms giving” ended, his lordship moved gracefully
towards the mountain. On top of the mountain his lordship placed
and engraved the holy footprint on the ground with his sacred left
foot. Thus, due to this religious incident, the mountain obtained
the name Shii Pada (holy footprint). Christians belivve that the sa-
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cred footprint belongs to Adam; thus, to them it is Adam’s Peak.

The Hindus, too, have their own beliefs. Until today, people all -

over the world continue to respect these religious beliefs, and the
mountain Shri Pada also symbolizes the peace and prosperity of the
nation,

Besides its religious significance, the cloud-capped mountain
Shri Pada is well known for its natural beauty. Mostly pilgrims are
amazed to see the breathtaking view of the sunrise from Adam’s
Peak. I, a Buddhist monk, living in a monastery located at the top
of the peak, have experienced this magical moment. As the sun rises
slowly, the sky is lit up by brilliant orange rays. For a monk who is
practicing meditation and prayers, the mountain’s atmosphere is
ideal.

The early morning breeze is cool, and as the mist gradually
fades away, the whole area begins to warm up. The sun’s yellowish
beams add color, life, and joy to the mountain’s atmosphere like
the unerring touch of a master on a painting. The bordering banks
of the brooks are dotted with weeping willows and great beeches.
Beyond these, oaks and Cyprus trees rise up and add serenity to
the area. Streams flow smoothly through grasslands, their surfaces
glistening under the sun as though a gigantic hand has scattered
diamonds over them. And the mountain range looks magnificent
against the blue sky.
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With the morning hours, comes confusion. The calm atmosphere
is disturbed by the ringing voices of youngsters who are out on an
educational tour. As they pass through the national heritage, they
hail in a religious chorus, “Sadhu! Sadhu! Sadhu!” bestowing their
respects for the mountain Shri Pada. During the day, people of dif-
ferent faiths come to us, the monks, for blessings.

Yet amidst such calm happenings, there are disturbances. Pollu-
tion is taking place. The mountain area is being littered with plastic
bags and objects. Deforestation is taking place. We, the monks, held
a formal discussion and finally sought aid from officials. And our
struggle began.

During this period, we tried to remain calm. We believed that
our problem had to be solved with patience. We prayed and medi-
tated day and night. Finally our chief monk talked to the people
involved in the conflict. His lordship was able to gain their under-
standing and concern. But I feared that these thoughtless beings
would still try to pollute and destroy our environment again.

Once I was enjoying the fresh air after a rainfall, when I caught
sight of a faint rainbow in the eastern skies. What did this creation
of mother nature signify to me? Maybe our rays of hope... our
hopes that Mount Shri Pada would be conserved and protected
forever.



Contributors

Ahmed, Aditl's wishes to become a lawyer. A student at Sunbeams
School, his short story “The Mountains of Dreams” Is the inspiration
behind the cover of Mountains Forever. He likes to collect clothes
and lives in Bangladesh.

Akuramboda, Rasika Akalanka's dream is to become an artist. She
loves to draw as well as write and wants to help the poor in Sri
Lanka, Her article, "Beneath Sagarmatha,” |§ well researched.

Alexandra, Getmanaova of Kazakhstan wants to become a journalist
and enjoys reading books on history and geography. Her essay “Land
of the Golden Fleece™ details information on the history, cultura,
and climate of Caucasus.

o

Anthony, Rajesh's ambition is to become a good tradesman. A
graduate in mechanics, he enjoys fishing, working with computers,
and playlng soccer. Aged 20, ha lives in Fiji and contributes, "In the
Wilds of oske’s Thumb."

Bano, Nek; Ashima; and Rahat retell a folkiore entitled "Poor Man
and the Beetle.” The young writers from Gilgit, Morthern Pakistan,
bring out the cultural essence of the villages in the story.

Banzuela, Vincent; Gabrillo, Ronnel; Pantaleon, Mark; and Sapalong,
Aldrin study at Maryknoll Good News Deaf Centrum in the Philippines.
Together they wrote “Wa Climb Mountains™ which talks about how
the schoal has helped them to discover new talents, All of them



enjoy outdoot activities and have a deep love and respect for their
“mountain” friend Busol, Their hobbles are crafl-making, plgeon
raising, and playing basketball.

Barannikova, Maria from Russia was the first person to send an
article to this program. She s a tenth grade student at School # 130,
Her school has an extensive English language course and she writes
that sha will never forget the moment she stood on top of a mountain
for the first time.

Barocah, Ronojoy |5 17 years old and studies at the Assam Valley
School in Indla. His ambition is to become a software enginedr and
he enjoys playving computer games, réading, exploring new places,
and playing the guitar.

Bhuyan, Pritam’'s hobbles are surfing the internet, reading books,
watching movies, and playing the plano. Aged 14, Pritam hopes to
become a chef, a pilot, or a compuber engineer when he grows up.
He lives in India,

Brugger, Andri, 10 years old, is the youngest participant of the
program. He wants to become a professional footballer whan he
grows up, Ha lives with his sister Madlaina, brother Curdin, and

parents in Hombrechtikon, Switzeriand.

Dasgupta, Ayesha Ritwika studies in Assam Valley School and enjays
playing tennis, reading books, listening to music, and playing the
guitar. She is 17 and is Indian.
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Dastgir, Amer studies at Sunbeams School, Bangladesh. Aged 13,
he alms to become a musiclan or o lawyer. His hobbies are playing
badminton, swimming, and leaming to play the violin. He loves
spending time with his cat,

Deans, Joshua recelved the invitation to the short story program
from the Head of English Department of Mountainview High School.
The onty participant from New Zealand, his contribution is the story
*Clouds of Doubt.”

Dima, Kim's interests range from the arts (o sports. He studies in
ninth grade in Kazakhstan and feels many great creators are inspired
by the mountains to write poetry, make paintings and music and
agrees with Russian poet Viadimir Vysotsky's views on mountains.

Ganearachchi, Isuru of Sri Lanka likes hiking to places with a lot of
history. In her story "Save the Glory of Grace Mountainl" she gives
an account of what a leopard cub thinks about human beings. Among
her interests are reading, writing poetry, gardening, and listening
fD music.

Ghullim retelis the story of the pecple of Nasirabad and Hassanabad
in Morthem Pakistan. Nagirabad and Hassanabad share a Commion

pasture and the people of these areas told the interesting story
"Eatl Spoon” to Ghullim.

Gilford, Elizabeth of Australia is 17 years old and works at Cirque
Birirque, a circus school. An acrobat and an aerialist, she enjoys
teaching the skills of the circus to children.



Goonasekera, Chandhi's ambition is to become a pediatrician. She
enjoyed participating in the short story program and hopes that a
program like this will help generate awareness among people
regarding the environment of Sri Lanka and other places. She [s
learning first aid skills,

Guruacharya, Anuf of Nepal started writing poetry and short stories
from the age of 13. An early morning jogger and a lover of music,
he thinks natural history, psychology, and ethnology are fascinating,

Hatami, Morteza studies at Shchada e Karegar High School in Iran.
The school is equipped with contemporary computer facilities and
Morteza likes his school, He contributes A Goose With One Leg," to
this book.

Goh, Serene studies at Raffles Junior School In Singapore and
describes the relaticnship between a girl and her mountaln in "Papa’s
Lesson,” The young writer shows how the heroine grows up to
understand the values of being a mountain girl in a world that is
filled with greed and competition.

Khandker, Musrat Mausheen's ambition is to become a doctor and
she is interested in reading, playing basketball, and participating in
debates. She lives in Bangladesh.

Kobayashi, Kristin's ambition is to travel the world, A student of
Yokota High Schaal, Japan, she enjoys skiing, shopping, and spending
time with friends, much of it chatting on the internet.
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Koptyug, Evgenia of Russia loves writing stories and drawing. Her
wark has been published in Australia’s Kindredand The Local History;
Sweden's The Cuitural Horizons Magazing; and New York's The Laws
af Lifer her drawing was on this book's cover,

Kumar, Atish Is in the final year of studies at Montfort Boys Town,
Fiji. Aged 20, he is interested in traveling and making friends. His
short story "Mountaln of Sleeping Glants™ is taken from a Fijian
folkiore.

Kumar, Binut's ambition is to become an air force pilot and serve
his country. A student and an Indian, his favorite subject is biology
because he can relate it with his interest In the environment. He
has one brother and sister and enjoyvs plaving badmintan, writimg
short stories, and sketching.

Lewangama, Prasadini of Sri Lanka is a student of Mahamaya Girls’
College. She is a keen gardener and loves climbing hills. She collects
stamps and wants to study engineering.

Madhury, Ananna is from Vigurunnisa Noon School, Bangladesh,
Interested In learning about other people’s cultures, she hopes to
become a foreign relations professional. Her hobbies are reading
and painting,

Mahoney, Bret's “Wonder Called Everest” talks about the physical
and mental endurance required for climbing a mountain and the
respect he has for climbers. A student of Guam Adventist Academy,
he enjoys skating and music and is interestad in sports and cars.



Malika, Tursunhanova’s essay “The Zailiski Alatau” is well-researched
and says that Kazakhstan has “great mountains.” With a love for
skiing, the high school graduate wants to become an economist
and especially enjoys watching the Discovery Channel.

Manorot, Marisa studies at Regina Coeli School in Thailand and
describes the values of a mountain. The self-awareness of a little
boy in the story “Medicine Mountain” is fascinating.

Massalina, Madina wishes to serve as a doctor and wants to establish
a clinic of international standing. Interested in participating in youth
related activities, her article "Abode of the Gods” adds to the wealth
of stories and essays from Kazakhstan.

Mitler, Michael’s story “Mt. Fuji and the Spider's Web” talks about
issues that are close to his heart. Aged 17, his ambition is to study
for a MBA and start his own business. His hobbies are reading and
writing. He studies at Yokota High School, Japan.

Main-ud-din comes from Murtazabad Hunza Village in Northern
Pakistan. A seventh grade student, Moin-ud-din’'s “Nature Guards
Us” describes village life in rural Pakistan.

Natalya, Gorbunova is a modest and serious girl. The youngest
participant from Kazakhstan (she is 14 years old), she hopes that
her essay will make readers realize why it is important to protect
nature,
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Odil, Ibragimov of Xazakhstan enjoys reading Uzbek and Russian
titerature. His other interests are learning the English language and
playing chess. To him, mountains are beautiful and dangerous and
he says that he “cannot imagine life without them”.

Ploay, Clayton Du’s ambition is to play professional sport. Aged 14,
he studies at the Western Academy in Beijing. In his short story
“Race to the Top” Clayton provides a personal account of how he
and his friends climb up a mountain to visit a Buddhist temple in
Wutaishan.

Prentkiewicz, Jennifer is looking forward to joining college and she
lives in Japan. Aged 17, she studies at Yokota High School and enjoys
chatting on-line. She is interested in writing and loves the internet.

Pruner, Alex's passion is riding motorcycles. He also enjoys surfing,
snowboarding, and driving cars. Aged 17, his ambition is to join the
United States Air Force Academy and become a pilot or tawyer. He
is also interested in working with computers and sports.

Rahman, Altamash’s ambition in life is to live with dignity, An avid
reader of adventure books, he enjoys playing computer games and
listening to music. A student of Sunbeams Schoal, Altamash lives in
Bangladesh.

Rahmi, Mehdi contributes a charming story entitled “The Fox’s
Wisdom”. Mehdi from Iran studies at the Shohada e Karegar High
School and enjoys folklore,



Ratuyada, James’s short story is "The Magic Mountain.” He lives in
Fiji and is in his final year at Montfort Boys Town. He enjoys sketching
and singing and hopes to work as an artist when he graduates.

Saeed, Hina hopes to help bring peace and prosperity to the world.
A student of City Montessori School, India, she enjoys reading and
writing short stories. Her ambition is to become an IAS officer and
serve her country.

Sato, Hiroo studies at Shikino High School in Japan and enjoys
spending time with friends. He loves baseball and is exploring
different areas to learn what he wishes to do in the future.

Seneviratne, Dulanjalee wants to fight for women's rights and help
the disadvantaged in Sri Lanka. Aged 14, Dulanjalee enjoys reading
mysteries and classics.

Serna, Rocio de la studies at the Western Academy in Beijing. When
she grows up, she hopes to become a doctor. She enjoys playing
hockey and shopping with her friends.

Shakya, Bibhushan is the editor of Godavarian, a magazine of St.
Xavier's School in Nepal. He is learning much through his editorial
experience and enjoys reading, writing, and painting. His favorite
subjects are astronomy and science fiction. He enjoys playing soccer
and cricket.
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Shiraishi, Takashi of Shikino High School in Japan enjoys working
and playing with computers, He also loves soccer and is interested
in economics.

Song, Theresa of China enjoys reading books and visiting shopping
malls. "Flowers and Friendship” describes her love for nature and
the outdocrs. Aged 14, she plans to become a designer when she
grows up.

Song, Hae Young learned about the short story program through
the world wide web. A student of Taejon Science High School in
South Korea, Hae is interested in earth science and loves to watch
the snow fall.

Southerd, Shawn's ambition is to be well-educated. He is 16 years
old and studies at Yokota High School in Japan. He contributes “Sunny
and Twilight” to this collection.

Taelukdar, Faiyaz's short story “Bigfoot” is inspired by the Yeti (said
to be found in the mountainous region of Nepal). Faiyaz of
Bangladesh likes to spend time reading books and playing basketball
and hopes to become a computer programmer when he grows up.

Tamraka, Antoine is 28 years old and is interested in human behavior.
He is studying to become a mechanical engineer, Antoine lives in
Fiji and enjoys hunting, writing, and drawing.



Tan, Ninan enjoys drawing and hopes to become a cartoonist ona
day. She studies at the Western Academy in Beijing and is 14 years
oid, '

Tawake, Anare is interested in community work. A student of
Mantfort Boys Town, Fiji, he enjoys playing rugby and reading books
and wants to become a good tradesman when he grows up.

Tayior, Lauren’s ambition is to go scuba diving In the Greal Barrier
Reef, Aged 13, she studies at the Western Academy |n Beljing and
enjoys swimming and golf. Her short story "Black and White"
describes the plight of pandas In China.

Thamamaongood, Thiparpa (Aime) has thought of many things that
she can do with her jife. She either wants to become a doctor, a
scientist, an astronaut, or a business woman, A student of Satree
Phiket School in Thailand, she enjoys computer games and is
learning to play Thai musical instruments.

Verma, Ankit Sahay studies at City Montessori School, India, in grade
gight. The thought of population explosion scares him, He hopes to
become an engineer when he grows up. His hobbies are reading
and playing cricket,
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Wijk, Bart Van loves to skateboard and paint. A student of the Western
Academy in Beljing, his ambition is to become & professional scuba diver.

Yin, Petrina Lee Shi's "Redhill” s a story of honor and faith. The young
writer, @ student of Jurong Junior College, describes a young boy’s herolc
desire to save his village from “evil”, Petrina gives the story an impressionabie
ending that leaves one's heart aglow.

Zangmo, Lungten, aged 18, studies at Sherubtse College, Kanglung, Bhutan,
Her ambition is to become a doctor and she enjoys writing short storles and
reading books, She is keen on gardening, embroidery, and making friends.

Meyangho, Param is director of the arts program at Spiny Babbler. Her work
has featured on the covers of Selected Poems of the United Kingdorm, Selected
Poems of Nepal, Young Minds of Twenty Nations, and other titles. Her two
solo exhibitions, "Enamel Works, 1998" and “Meyangbo Creations, 1999
attracted national attention. She has been selected “Young Achiever® by
Wave youth magarine and "“Personality of the Week™ by Hits FM Radio. She
has completed art series for ICIMOD, UNICEF, and the Asia Pacific Mountain
MNetwork. Pepsi has featured o Nepalese calendar based on her artwork.
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