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	 If	 I	 were	 that	 metallic	 blue	 dragonfly,	 or	 that	
clump	 of	 datura	 blooming	 huge	 purple-tinged	 flow-
ers,	 or	 one	 of	 these	 cottonwood	 trees	 stretching	 up	
into	 the	 section	 of	 sky	 fit	 between	 two	parallel	walls	
of	red	sandstone	cliffs,	or	even	the	off-duty	pack	horse	
munching Bermuda grass outside the tent this morn-
ing,	I’d	be	home	by	now.		But	the	wristband	issued	by	
the	camping	office	in	the	village	of	Supai	properly	iden-
tifies	me	as	“Havasupai	Tourist.”		The	same	goes	for	the	
other	seven	of	our	motley	Kino	crew.		We	are	only	visit-
ing	–	Heather,	Sofia,	Taran,	Alex,	Lyra,	Karac,	Julio	and	I	–	
and	how	very	fortunate	we	are.		Toward	the	beginning	
of	our	11-mile	hike	into	Havasu	Canyon	Heather	and	I	
passed a couple of hikers who told us one of the kids 
told	 them,	 “We’re	 goin’	 to	 the	pool	with	 our	 school.”		
The	hikers	were	openly	impressed	that	a	school	would	
do	such	a	thing,	and	we	heartily	agreed.		The	world	is	
our	classroom.
	 Here	there	is	water,	blue-green,	copious,	beauti-
ful	water;	it	could	surely	be	in	the	running	for	the	official	
color	of	tranquility	itself.		It	is	the	water	from	which	the	
Havasupai	people	who	live	here	take	their	name.		The	
river	rushing	past	our	campsite	has	already	gone	over	
Havasu	Falls,	a	120-ft.	drop,	and	is	on	its	way	to	Mooney	
Falls,	a	210-ft.	drop.		After	that	it	has	another	ten	miles	

of	canyon	before	pour-
ing	 into	 the	 Colorado	
river	on	its	way	to	Lake	
Mead.	 	We	are	all	 chat-
ting around the pic-
nic table this morn-
ing,	 Heather	 and	 Sofia	
making oatmeal on the 
Coleman	stove	and	the	
sun has just reached the 
top	 of	 the	 cliffs.	 	 Later	
we’ll	go	swimming	back	
at	 Havasu	 Falls,	 which	
we	passed	coming	in.

	 So,	here	we	are	in	this	beautiful	place,	a	school	
group	on	an	educational	endeavor,	and	you	may	rea-
sonably	ask,	what	are	we	learning?		Well,	among	many	
things	we	will	 discover	 and	discuss,	 the	 students	will	
likely	come	out	knowing	a	few	more	plant	names	and	
certainly	have	a	more	vivid	understanding	of	sedimen-
tary	 rock.	 	 They’ll	 have	 a	 bit	 better	 understanding	 of	
the	position	of	the	stars	and	the	phases	of	the	moon.		
We	saw	a	bull	elk,	a	family	of	javalina	and	a	mule	deer	
on	 the	 road	 from	Supai	 Junction	and	 they	 learned	of	
the	Havasupai	people	and	their	town	of	Supai	that	ex-
ists	 far	 from	 roads	and	 shopping	centers.	 	 But	 I	 think	
that	really	it	is	not	so	much	a	question	of	what	they	are	
learning	so	much	as	what	they	are	developing.		
	 Alex	 told	me	at	breakfast	 that	 she	 just	doesn’t	
have	much	patience.	 	 I	 told	her	 that	 I	don’t	 think	pa-
tience	is	something	you	either	have	or	don’t	have,	 it’s	
something	you	gain	through	experience.		The	same	is	
true	for	many	of	the	attributes	we	are	developing	on	this	
trip.			Living,	working	and	playing	in	such	close	proxim-
ity	we	are	developing	patience,	certainly,	patience	with	
ourselves	and	each	other,	but	also	things	like	coopera-
tion,	respect,	tolerance,	responsibility	and	belonging	to	
a	group,	endurance	stamina	and	confidence.		The	kids	



teach and help each other – how 
to	set	up	a	tent,	use	a	water	pump,	
cook	 on	 a	 camp	 stove,	 make	 do	
with	what	we	have.		They	encour-
age each other through the tough 
spots and congratulate each other 
on their strengths and accomplish-
ments.		It	is	no	exaggeration	to	say	
that,	 in	 terms	 of	 what	 a	 person	
needs	for	a	full	and	healthy	life,	what	they	are	learning	
is	immeasurable.
	 At	this	moment	the	sun	is	now	setting	and	the	
canyon	 light	 is	 growing	dim,	 anticipating	 the	 arrival	

of	a	stunning	number	of	stars.		Taran	pointed	out	that	
the	light	on	the	canyon	walls	has	become	our	clock	in	
the	absence	of	electronics.		Sofia	is	stirring	a	pot	on	the	
stove,	Julio	is	pumping	water	from	the	creek,	Heather	
is	rubbing	my	shoulders	and	Taran,	Lyra,	Karac	and	Alex	
are	playing	in	the	creek	up	stream	a	bit,	just	within	ear-
shot enough for me to hear their contented burbling 
accompanying	that	of	the	stream.		It	has	been	a	day	of	
adventure	and	camaraderie.	 	The	rejuvenating	power	
of cascading water has lightened us all and the world 
feels	 peaceful,	 elemental	 and	 simple.	 	 Now	 it	 is	 time	
for	 dinner,	 rehydrated	 beans	 and	 vegetable	 protein,	
mmm!		It’s	true,	food	tastes	so	much	better	when	you’re	
camping.

	 At	Kino	we	say	the	world	is	our	classroom.		We	
are	in	earth	school	here,	where	the	lessons	are	immuta-
ble,	ancient,	belonging	to	no	one.		These	lessons	have	
been	passed	through	the	pathways,	 the	relationships	
of	life	on	earth	for	long	before	Homo	sapiens	ever	ex-
isted and will continue to be passed on long after this 
particular	phase	of	humanity	has	moved	on.		The	infor-
mation	 is	coursing	through	the	sand	presently	under	
our	 feet	 down	here	 in	 this	 great	 canyon;	 it	 is	 passed	
into the root hairs of the cottonwood tree where it 
will	flow	up	the	trunk	speaking	to	each	cell	it	touches,	
going	out	the	branches	and	into	the	fluttering	leaves.		
The	leaves	in	turn	will	take	the	message	and	shade	the	
dove	nesting	in	its	boughs	for	that	time	until	the	leaves	
yellow	and	fall	to	the	ground	in	order	to	converse	with	
the	 beetles	 and	 fungi,	 the	 organisms	 of	 the	 humus.		



The	comfortably	sheltered	dove	will	fly	to	the	fruit	of	a	
prickly	pear	where	the	two	will	enter	into	a	silent	agree-
ment.		The	prickly	pear	will	sustain	the	dove,	and	thus	
future	generations	of	dove,	and	the	dove	will	take	the	
plants	seeds	into	it’s	body	and	distribute	them,	thus	as-
suring	future	generations	of	the	prickly	pear.		
	 The	dove	will	then	fly	to	the	sandstone	cliffs	and	
deposit	the	seeds	in	a	crack	in	the	vertical	wall	of	the	
cliff,	 two	hundred	or	more	feet	over	the	canyon	floor,	
in the mist of the waterfall pouring out into the great 
space	of	 the	canyon,	 in	a	place	that	has	accumulated	
enough	earth	to	hold	water,	support	roots.		This	same	
sandstone	will	eventually,	slowly	erode	to	the	canyon	
floor	 and	 provide	 purchase	 for	 future	 generations	 of	
cottonwoods	and	acacias,	Apache	plume	and	penste-
mon.	 	And	the	prickly	pear	will	grow	there,	and	then,	
this	 very	 day,	 a	 young	 student,	 Alex	Huerta	 happens	
to	see	the	plant	as	we	are	standing	on	the	edge	over-
looking	Mooney	Falls	 and	 she	 is	 struck	with	awe	and	
wonder	at	life’s	ability	to	proliferate	in	such	an	unlikely	
place.		She	tells	her	friends,	“Look!	How	can	that	grow	
up	there?”		And	that	is	earth	school.		Perhaps	the	appre-
ciation and respect for nature that these children are 

developing	will	 inspire	them	to	live	and	learn	in	ways	
that allow for the health and well-being of all other spe-
cies.		In	one	of	our	tangential	conversations	around	the	
picnic	table,	Sofia	asked	me	if	it	is	true	that	polar	bears	
are	 endangered.	 	 I	 replied	 that	 to	my	 understanding	
that	is	true.		She	then	asked	if	people	were	doing	every-
thing	they	could	to	change	that.		I	said,	“I	sure	hope	so.”

	 We	all	passed	the	test,	walked	back	up	through	
the	stratra,	the	walls	of	stone	growing	shorter	with	each	
mile,	made	it	though	those	moments	when	you	want-
ed	to	throw	that	heavy	pack	on	the	ground	and	call	a	
taxi,	braved	the	hot	sun	and	the	dust	thrown	up	by	the	
thundering	trains	of	pack	animals,	made	it	around	the	
last,	 inconcievably	 steep	 bend	 in	 the	 trail,	 made	 the	
long,	tired	drive	back	to	Tucson,	got	home,	took	those	
sand-filled	 boots	 off,	 took	 the	 best	 shower	 ever,	 and	
laid	down,	deeply	satisfied	to	know	we	made	it.			And	
the	 great	 thing	 is	 that	 everyone	worked	 together	 to	
pass	the	test,	not	just	those	of	us	on	the	trail	together,	
but	all	the	people	who	help	make	this	place	a	dynamic	
school	that	values	all	types	of	education	and	make	this	
kind	of	trip	possible.		We	had	a	wonderful	time.
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