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in interviewing my team by John Jurgenson
who has been working for NASA since the
1960’s. In fact he was part of mission control
for Apollo 11, and responsible for the Apollo
13 flight computer. We had some wonderful
talks about these early space missions.

Each team of eight students has a mentor; I was
the mentor for the Red Team who planned the
actual trip to Mars. Other teams researched:
Mission Control; Working on Mars; and
Living on Mars. The mentor role is “walking
a fine line” between allowing these very bright
young men and women to use their creativity,
and keeping them on-track to achieve their
research goals and finish their presentations.

The teams had about thirty hours to work on
their projects, and final presentations were
made on the final Saturday at UHCL.

Cultural, Social and Sporting Activities
FISE requires USS students to be “well-
rounded”. To this end, one of the first activities
on the first day was a soccer match between the
students and NASA/FISE people. This year the
students won 9-7. Played at the Johnson Space
Centre’s Gilruth Centre in the evening, with
humidity at >90% and temperatures in the
high 30, the match saw many substitutions!
Every effort was made to keep the students
busy during their stay. Other evening/weekend
activities included:

o Tex-mex evening at Tierra Luna restaurant
husband s
Hernandez).

(owner’s astronaut  Jose
» Board games evening at Oasis Coffee House.
» Afternoon and evening visit to Brazos Bend
State Park (for Challenger mission simulation,
walk through park - more alligators - and
astronomy everning).

« Soccer match - watched the Houston Dynamo
playing at their home stadium.

o Lunches at Italian (Villa Capri) and Oriental
gourmet restaurants.

+ Tenpin bowling,

» Visit to movies.

s Pool party.

» Cultural and Food Fair - all students prepared
a meal from their country and gave a short
presentation, a song, dance, speech etc. Patrick
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performed a very creditable haka, while India
and I both sang waiata.

+ In addition many students had trips and
activities organised by their host families -
India was treated to a flight over Houston
in a light aeroplane. Shopping at stores like
Wal-Mart, JC Penny and Fry’s Electronics
provide the necessary retail therapy. For the
historically-minded there is the San Jacinto
battlefield monumentand USS Texas battleship.
The Kemah “Rock the Dock” evenings with
bands and sideshows, stalls and a mardi-gras
atmosphere were very popular.

Other Activities

On the second Tuesday the school travelled
to Galveston to visit the University of Texas

This page has been kindly sponsored by Taranaki Associated Cleaners

Medical Branch. Students participated in 2
videoconference which was watched by 27
other sites worldwide.

ARISS (amateur radio international space
station) link - students were able to speak
directly to astronauts on the Internationfl
Space Station. Patrick asked an astronaut how
he adjusted to life on Earth after a mission
- unfortunately it was the astronauts fist
mission.

On the middle Saturday the school drove t
Ellington Airbase for the STS-127 crew retur®
(the Shuttle had landed the previous day 3
Kennedy). This was a notable mission as thef
brought back with them the first long-te’
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Before I know it another wave is on top of me.
I dive under. Sharp, piercing pain shoots up my
leg. My foot burns where an unseen rock has
slashed it open. Despite the stinging saltwater,
I begin to drift away. The pain is distant now,
another pain, another place, another time.

The summer sun shone brightly down as the
Mediterranean Sea sparkled in the distance.
Waves gently caressed the sable sands of the
beach, signalling their surrender to the mighty
volcano which towered overtheisle of Stromboli
like the forge of Hephaestus himself. Heat
waves hovered over the black tiled streets that
snaked around the island. My bare feat burned
as I skipped along the scorching pavement. My
sensible father kept pace, immune to the heat
with his jandle-clad feet. Ignored by the locals,
who were too busy arguing and napping under
the pleasant gaze of the sun, we made our way
between the shining white villas to the baking
black beach. Dancing though the hot sand, we
approached the waiting boat that was floating
gently by the beach. The young driver flashed
us a friendly smile and beckoned us aboard his
sleek and silvery craft.

The waves parted before us as we skipped over
the ocean's surface like a smooth stone thrown
by an idle boy. The roar of the motor was
blown away by the cool and refreshing wind
which caressed my face as I stared into the
beckoning horizon. The islet of Strombolicio
rose suddenly before us like the fist of
Poseidon. The wind died down. The roar of
the engine faded away and we approached the
islet. The anchor dropped with one big plunk.
I quickly stripped off to my togs and donned
my mask and snorkel. With one big jump I
was out of the boat. The wonderfully warm
water washed over me as I plummeted into the
depths of the sea. The bottomless sea stretched
out bellow me, continuing down, down, down.
A rainbow assortment of fish surrounded the
base of the islet and darted just out of arms
reach. A grumpy looking fish the size of my leg
swam under me, so close that the tips of his
fins tickled my toes.

For hours, days and years it seemed I floated
among the currents witnessing the secret lives

WRITING & ART 2009

of those secluded fish. Nothing else in the
world mattered to me. Diving ever deeper I
swam under an outcropping rock. I gasped
in surprise. There was a cave. It wasnt a
boring desolate hole in the rock but a thriving
underwater cave community. Dozens of fish
swam through it. Sea urchins dotted the sides
and sea snakes slithered deeper into its dark
recesses. It was amazing to think sometimes
how often in life we overlook things or judge
them at first glance. From the outside this hole
of life looks just like a shadow on the face of the
rock. From the surface this whole islet looks
just like a barren rock jutting out in the middle
of the sea. Life can surprise you sometimes.

Curiosity overwhelming my caution, I swam
inside the cave. Fish dashed away frightened
as I kicked my way through. The cave was
several metres wide but I still started to feel
claustrophobic. It continued on and on. I was
running out of breath. Panicking I kicked back
to the cave mouth. Lungs burning for air I shot
towards the surface. My foot collided with the
rock hanging over the cave. Pain, blinding
pain shot up my leg and clouded my mind. I
struggled to the surface and gasped for breath.
Water rushed down my throat. Spluttering
I tried to make it back to the boat. Suddenly
he was there, the boat driver and his boat. He
pulled me aboard. Blood poured from ahole in
my heel. The rock had ripped a chunk of skin
clean off. My dad climbed aboard and wrapped
my foot in his towel in an attempt to stop the
bleeding as the driver started up the engines.

The trip back was one big haze of splashing
and bouncing and pain. Suddenly we were
back. On the beach we were surrounded by
locals, the very same locals who had ignored us
so thoroughly before. One woman who I had
seen sleeping in the sun now held a bottle of
disinfectant. Two men who had been arguing
now carried a roll of tape and bandages. In less
than five minutes I was cleaned and bandaged.
Then two sea hardened fishermen carried
me back to the boat. The driver started up
the engines. We had argued for hours with
him over the price of taking us to the nearby
Strombolicio but now he sped off towards the
mainland and a hospital without a second

thought. People can surprise you sometimes.

It is raining now. The raindrops trickle over the
small scratch in my foot as I dry myself off. It
had stopped bleeding on its own accord and
now looks like it won't even need a plaster.
After gathering up my belongings I pause and
look around. This isn't the Mediterranean, no
warmth, no sun. Suddenly it stops raining. Rays
of sunlight break through the clouds. I smile to
myself. Life can surprise you sometimes.

Patrick Harvey

TE MAUNGA TARANAKI
Looking amongst a thousand life times
of greatness and tradition,

all Taranaki sees its power and precision.
From sea to a province,

te maunga Taranaki has no limits.

With her beauty and wonders, we take
what is given.

Not a rock but a symbol,

It is her presence we live in.

What we take for granted is both a saviour
and a statue of love collision.

Zjahn Taylor

TO THE TOP WE GO ...
The glistening sun shines

On the silky soft snow.

When you see the glorious sight,
It makes you want to say ‘oh.

As I sit in my warm, cosy cabin,
I sip my Milo. I blow it, it’s hot,
As 1 fall asleep.

The next morning I get up,

I shower to wake me completely,
Then make my way to the top.

Ben Skinner and Shay Seu

MT TARANAKI

Beyond the trees of evergreen
Beneath white clouds of silver gleam
Our mighty tower stands alone
With ever reaching roots of stone.
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