
"Lyric night of the lingering Indian summer, shadowy fields that are scentless but full of 

singing, never a bird, but the passionless chant of insects, ceaseless, insistent.  . . . 
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“Spanning the Generations” ~ by Ed Patterson 

   Lisa Meadows has served as the Yellow Creek State Park 
Naturalist since June 2015.  Over the past few years Lisa                 
presented many interesting and informative programs for                      
Friends of the Parks.  Many of Lisa’s programs were new topics     
that added a new element to our program schedule.  Lisa also 
offered her own program schedule on behalf of the park and    
taught additional programs to school groups and organizations.    
Lisa has accomplished a great deal for Yellow Creek State Park     
as well as Friends of the Parks. 

  This issue of the Friends of the Parks Newsletter includes  
an article written by Joanne Henry, founder of the Friends of the Parks organization.  
When Joanne began offering programs at Yellow Creek State Park she was Friends of 
the Parks, doing everything that an entire board and group of volunteers does today.  

  Lisa Meadows and Joanne Henry are two women whose time with                          
Friends of the Parks spans a generation, but they both share a love of the outdoors 
and a willingness to help others learn more about nature and our environment.                            
That’s been the goal of Friends of Parks from its inception and thanks to the work                    
of Joanne, Lisa and many other volunteers, Friends of the Parks has continued to                      
provide programs every year since its inception.  In today’s world, where many                         
people have lost contact with our natural world, the work of Friends of the Parks                             
is as important as ever.  

Thanks Joanne, thanks Lisa and thanks to all the volunteers and supporters                         
who make Friends of the Parks programs possible each year. 
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 Indiana County Parks   ~   Yellow Creek State Park 

October, November, December 2018 

“Volunteers do not necessarily have the time; 
they just have the heart.” 

Elizabeth Andrew 



“Seeds of Wonder” ~ by Joanne Henry 

  “Plants have a thousand different ways of scattering their seeds and, as Kipling said  
 about the ways of telling ‘tribal lays’, every single one of them is right.  They work.   
 They insure survival of the  species, which is the purpose and the destiny of the seed.”  
  . . . Twelve Moons of the Year - Hal Borland. 

 Soon we’ll be in the thick of autumn with its lush fruits and the air filled with seeds on their way,            
the wonder of dispersion renewed once again.  I’m looking forward to the circus in my Red-spire Pear trees 
as squirrels and birds fly in for their late season treat on the tiny fruit.  They arrive all day long but especially 
in the morning and evening to fill the trees with frantic calls and somersaults as they try to consume every 
last fermenting fruit before it falls to the ground.  

 Even in fall, there’s not a day goes by that something exciting isn’t happening in my backyard.                  
Each morning I watch for the four or five deer crossing under the Yew hedge, wandering up to the daylilies 
as though they were planted just for them; the ‘possum that lumbers along looking for whatever tidbit               
it can find; the raccoon family that inhabits my chimney, kits trailing after mom each evening as they forage 
in the neighborhood; soon they’ll disappear, gone to their winter home.  And late perennials that invite         
birds to the garden for their ripe seedpods as everyone hurries to fatten up before King Boreas appears. 

 I grew up in a small coal mining town at a time when we could explore the woodlands around our 
home with ease.  We picked elderberries and black berries for our mother to make jam and hardly ever 
returned from playing in the woods without a fistful of wildflowers. Each fall we looked for milkweed pods 
so we could free the little fish inside, scattering it’s seeds—attached to their parachutes—to the wind.              
We cut the hollow stems of Joe Pye weed to make peashooters, using the seeds of foxtail grass for our peas. 
We would return from our woodland adventures covered with sticktights and burrs, stopping out on the 
porch to remove them from our clothing before entering the house.  Nature was part of our everyday lives, 
we were immersed in it, and, sad to say, we took it for granted.  However, I first learned to really appreciate 
our natural world as a young mother.  

 When our family was very young we moved around as my husband searched for the perfect job that 
paid enough to support our family while allowing him to be the teacher he wanted to be.  Each weekend              
we searched out the parks where we lived because they were an inexpensive outing with our four boys, 
whose curiosity soon nudged us to learn the whys and wherefores of what they saw and found on the trails, 
streams, and lakes we explored.  They wanted to know names, lifecycles, and a million other whys of 
everything they saw.  Why hadn’t I ever thought as a child playing in our magical woodland to ask the 
questions they asked?  

 Planting those seeds in early childhood led them to a sense of wonder and curiosity about other 
aspects of nature as the boys began to perceive the web of life that exists around them and how they fit 
into it.  This time of year, as they collected colorful leaves for classroom projects, they would look for the 
delightful Witch Hazels, their bright yellow, spidery blossoms standing out among naked trees.  The boys 
were fascinated as they searched the tree for last year’s fruit and next year’s buds, all on the tree with the 
flowers.  They found leaves folded and tied with silken threads to protect larvae of the tortricid moth from 
marauding birds as well as the leaf gall that looks like a witch’s hat.  They never tired of searching out these 
woodland enchantments that left us all with a sense of wonder. 

The grasshopper’s horn, and far-off, high in the maples, the locust leisurely                                        
grinding the silence under a moon waning and worn, broken, tired with summer.   . . . 
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Let me remember you, voices of little insects, weeds in the moonlight, fields tangled with 
asters, let me remember, soon will the winter be on us, snow-hushed and heavy.   . . . 

 Then, suddenly, as children have a habit of doing, the boys grew up and moved away as they pursued 
their best lives.  But there is a happy ending to this story.  The next generation eventually showed up and,    
if learning with your children is enjoyable, learning with your grandchildren is more so.  What a delight it is 
when a child grows from screams of “Kill it! Get it away from me” as a “bug” approaches, to chasing and 
grabbing a grasshopper then squealing, “It tickles my hand! I think it likes me!”  My mantra to them from a 
very early age is, “Let it live its life. It has things to do.”  And that opens up a whole new discussion leading to 
a new perspective on a bug’s life. 

 Many weekends between our children leaving the nest and the grandchildren arriving, I found 
myself walking along one of the trails in our local parks.  I began to notice that there weren’t many other 
people around; in fact, often there was not another car in the parking lot.  Indiana County Parks are so 
beautiful and there is so much to see and appreciate that I wondered how to encourage more people,  
and especially families, to come to the parks.  

 And that was the seed that grew into Friends of the Parks. 

 Friends, like many seeds, has grown up way beyond expectations.  From presenting programs about 
local flora and fauna, curiosity and talent have reached beyond our parks to include wide-ranging, global 
treasures of the natural world, planting seeds in young, curious minds to spur possibilities in their lives.  As 
any living thing, Friends continues to grow, to spread its wings, while staying true to its values and mission. 

 What makes an organization like Friends lasting?  First and foremost it is the people who care enough 
to put the time and energy into developing a slate of interesting, intriguing, and informative programs.  
Friends has been fortunate in finding those hard-working people for over thirty-five years. Second, the 
programs wouldn’t happen without the presenters who selflessly share their hobbies, scholarship, and 
intimate knowledge of the life around us.  Over the years Friends has had a legion of generous people willing 
to bring their special knowledge and talents to the table.  And, finally, the children and adults who come to 
the parks for the programs, to spend a couple hours together, satisfying their curiosity, expanding their 
knowledge, appreciating anew our world, then returning again and again to bring family and friend. 

  I think the most important ingredient in this mix is the natural curiosity that prods us to explore 
our world and want to know more about its creatures and plants. Eleanor Roosevelt once said,  

 “I think, at a child's birth, if a mother could ask a fairy godmother  
  to endow it with the most useful gift, that gift should be curiosity.” 

 I agree!  A cycle of learning begins with curiosity—the desire to know, to take in knowledge— and 
then to demonstrate that knowledge, put it out there to satisfy the curiosity of others.  Curiosity, in turn, 
is the seed that matures into an attitude of responsibility for and desire to nurture the natural world. 

 Friends of the Parks has developed a great legacy of gratifying that innate curiosity in a thousand 
different ways and, I think, that is what defines its success.  All we can hope is that it continues for 
another generation and on and on ad infinitum, sowing seeds of wonder for our beautiful planet in 
curious minds, seeds that blossom into stewardship and a healthy environment for all. 
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FRIENDS OF THE PARKS 

1128 Blue Spruce Road, Indiana, PA  15701 . . . 724-463-8636 
 

Rebecca Sterley, FOP Newsletter Editor 
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Explore “Friends of the Parks” at:   http://www.indianacountyparks.org/friends-of-the-park.aspx 

Mark and Save the Date ~ FOP Potluck Dinner 
Saturday, January 26, 2019, 6 PM 

 Indiana Fire Association's White Township                     
 station social hall. 

 Further details in the next newsletter. 

QR code for the 
Friends of the Parks  

website for the 
2019 PROGRAM  

BROCHURE. 

QR code for the 
Community Foundation  

of the Alleghenies    
donation website for your 
2019 Friends of the Parks  

MEMBERSHIP. 

'Autumn Fires' 
Robert Louis Stevenson, 1885 

In the other gardens  
And all up the vale,  

From the autumn bonfires  
See the smoke trail!  

 
Pleasant summer over  

And all the summer flowers,  
The red fire blazes,  

The grey smoke towers.  
 

Sing a song of seasons!  
Something bright in all!  
Flowers in the summer,  

Fires in the fall! 

. . . Over my soul murmur your mute benediction, while I gaze,                                                               
over fields that rest after harvest, as those who part                                                                       

look long in the eyes they lean to, lest they forget them." 

Sara Teasdale (1884 - 1933) 

  In the fall, because of changes in the length of daylight 
and changes in temperature, the leaves stop their food-making            

process.  The chlorophyll breaks down, the green color                          
disappears, and the yellow to orange colors become visible                 

and give the leaves part of their fall splendor. 

 At the same time other chemical changes may occur, 
which form additional colors through the development of red                   

anthocyanin pigments.  Some mixtures give rise to the reddish 
and purplish fall colors of trees such as dogwoods and sumacs, 

while others give the sugar maple its brilliant orange. 

  The autumn foliage of some trees show only yellow                  
colors.  Others, like many oaks, display mostly browns. All                      

these colors are due to the mixing of varying amounts of the                         
chlorophyll residue and other pigments in the leaf during                                

the fall season. 

http://www.indianacountyparks.org/friends-of-the-park.aspx

