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	 Setting	off	from	SFO	last	
January,	local	Waldorf	high	
school	teacher	Meg	Gor-
man	circumnavigated	the	
globe	alone	for	six	months.		
Working	with	parents	and	
teachers	in	Japan,	China,	
Thailand,	Kenya,	Israel,	
Finland,	and	Ireland,	she	
discussed	developments	
in	education	and	met	with	
kids	of	all	ages.
	 Gorman	also	spent	
time	in	Egypt,	Holland,	
Germany,	and	the	United	
Kingdom.		Begun	in	1919	
in	Germany,	Waldorf	edu-
cation	was	inspired	by	
Rudolph	Steiner,	a	lead-
ing	philospher.		Waldorf	
is	now	the	largest	inde-
pendent	school	movement	
in	the	world	with	around	
1,000	locations	in	over	40	
countries,	many	in	the	de-
veloping	world.		
	 “Education	worldwide	
is	in	something	of	a	crisis,”	
Gorman	said.		“There	is	
an	urgent	need	to	protect	
childhood	and	the	creative	
human	spirit.		This	will	not	
happen	without	help	from	
the	West.”	Since	returning	
from	her	trip,	Gorman	has	
already	lined	up		school	
sponsorships	for	about	a	
dozen	African	children.			
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Welcoming students back to school on the first day of classes at 
Mbagathi Waldorf. 

A	teacher	from	the	Mbagathi	
Waldorf	School	picked	me	
up	at	dawn	in	Nairobi,	

and	we	were	soon	bouncing	and	
careening	along	very	rutted,	dusty	
roads filled with people walking, 
cycling,	and	pushing	wheelbar-
rows	on	their	way	to	work.	
	 In	the	town	of	Rongai,	the	
partially	paved	streets	are	boarded	
by	a	broad	mass	of	potholes	and	
mud,	which	runs	up	to	the	doors	
of	the	shops.		Wandering	freely,	
goats	are	ubiquitous	as	they	pick	
their	way	through	an	array	of	
garbage.		Donkeys	pull	carts	with	
metal	barrels	of	water	for	sale,	and	
farmers	set	themselves	up	in	small	
squares	on	the	sides	of	the	roads	
with	piles	of	produce	stacked	
around	them,	from	potatoes	and	

cabbages	to	avocados	and	man-
goes.		
	 Shops	and	restaurants,	mostly	
shacks	or	containers	open	on	
one	side,	line	the	street.	Products	
like	shoes	and	furniture	spill	out	
onto	the	cluttered	dirt	area	which	
fronts.			 	
 Later I saw my first baboons 
ambling	along	the	sides	of	the	
road	in	family	groups	and	col-
lected	various	pieces	of	garbage	as	
they	examined	the	ditches.		Babies	
were	clinging	to	the	undersides	of	
their	mothers.		
	 I	was	soon	happily	ensconced	
in	a	little	hexagonal,	stone	hut	on	
the	grounds	of	the	school	on	the	
high	plane	near	the	Nairobi	Na-
tional	Wild	Animal	reserve.	

Kenya



The school used to haul water using two donkeys until they drilled a bore hole.  

	 Families	and	teachers	have	
very	little,	and	many	children	and	
faculty	walk	several	kilometers	to	
school	each	day.		The	rooms	of	the	
boarding students are overflow-
ing	with	children	with	all	kinds	
of	needs.	Many	have	lost	one	or	
more	family	members.		The	school	
continues	to	welcome	them	on	the	
backs	of	very	low	salaries	for	the	
teachers,	who	love	their	work	de-
spite	this.		I	think	we	in	the	West	
need	to	support	these	children	
with	the	same	bigheartedness.
	 From	the	outdoor	dining	area,	
I	watched	the	sparrow	weavers	
in	the	trees	and	a	group	of	skilled	
workmen	constructing	a	new	
two-story	home	for	the	boarding	
girls.		The	workers	used	only	hand	
tools	and	human	labor.		Many	of	
the	workers	were	particularly	ac-
complished.	None	of	the	wood	is	
of	a	standard	size,	and	every	stone	
was	hand	cut,	which	made	the	
work	challenging	and	all	the	more	
impressive.		
	 Wheelbarrows	were	the	main	
transport	for	materials	at	the	site.	
Scaffolding	was	formed	of	tree	
limbs	tied	together,	concrete	forms	
were	built	up	out	of	rough	plank-
ing,	and	local	masons	worked	
stone	expertly	to	form	the	walls	
and	artistic	spaces	for	the	win-
dows.	One	worker	built	forms	for	
a	circular	staircase	using	only	one	
old wood saw. The final dress-
ing	of	the	stone	was	very	exciting	
indeed.
	 Water	is	a	continual	problem	
in	Kenya.		The	school	used	to	haul	
it	using	two	donkeys	until	they	
drilled	a	bore	hole.		Now	the	don-
keys	are	sold,	and	the	school	has	
potable water that is filtered for 
fluoride, which has permanently 
discolored	the	teeth	of	some	chil-
dren.	
	 (Nevertheless,	most	Kenyans	
have	smiles	that	would	take	thou-
sands	of	dollars	of	orthodontics	to	
achieve	in	the	USA).			
	 Because	so	many	folks	in	

Kenya	are	drilling	bore	holes,	the	
water	table	is	sinking,	and	people	
worry	that	there	may	be	a	water	
shortage	again	soon.		Much	de-
pends	on	the	annual	rainfall.	

Kenya	is	a	world	of	con-
trasts.		One	day	Judith	took	
me	to	the	nearby	town	of	

Karen,	named	after	Karen	Blixen,	
alias	Isaac	Dinessen.		Karen	sports	
modern	shops	with	every	West-
ern	amenity	at	serious	prices.		I	
could	even	buy	a	café	latte.		Most	
patrons	were	white.		However,	in	
the	back,	life	looked	more	like	the	
streets	of	Rongai,	and	people	were	
doing	what	they	could	to	earn	a	
living,	like	selling	pieces	of	sugar	
cane	or	roasted	corn.
	 One	of	the	best	things	about	
Kenya	is	Philisia	Shake.		How	
can	I	capture	this	ebullient	grade-
four	teacher	who	can	walk	for	
miles	with	a	water	bottle	standing	
straight	up	on	her	head?		Warm,	
efficient, energetic and thoughtful, 
she	is	a	loving	presence	who	kept	
an	eye	on	the	needs	of	everyone,	
especially	me,	during	my	time	
there.			
	 Philisia	was	constantly	walk-
ing.		Even	the	smallest	grocery	
need	required	a	walk	of	more	than	
a	kilometer.	After	watching	all	this	

marching	about	for	some	time,	I	
decided	to	buy	Philisia	a	bicycle	
as	a	thank	you	for	all	her	warm	
hospitality.		As	Amos	and	I	rode	
to	Nairobi,	he	told	me	a	harrow-
ing	story	about	his	sister’s	near	
demise.			She	was	suffering	from	
undiagnosed	acute	diabetes	and	
was	basically	sent	home	from	the	
hospital	after	a	week	to	die.
	 He	brought	her	to	his	home	
and	found	her	another	doctor	
who	got	the	diagnosis	right.		He	
told	me	Africans	cannot	afford	
good	medical	care,	and	are	often	
treated	in	very	poor,	incompetent	
hospitals.	When	I	asked	him	why	
he	didn’t	have	a	bicycle,	he	said	he	
had	spent	the	money	he	was	sav-
ing	for	a	bicycle	on	her	medicine.		
I	bought	two	bicycles.
	 Later,	Philisia	and	I	went	tour-
ing.		In	the	course	of	two	days,	we	
walked	through	a	herd	of	zebra,	
met	a	family	of	giraffes	lying	
down	and	chewing	their	cuds,	and	
experienced a huge flock of great 
white	pelicans	trimmed	in	pink,	
a magnificent fish eagle and a 
flotilla of hippopotami swimming 
toward	their	evening	grazing	
grounds.		The	bird	life	and	ubiqui-
tous	monkeys	were	also	amazing.
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Posing with with ninth grade students from the Fugino Rudolf Steiner 
School in Japan.

Flying	north	over	Japan	to-
ward	the	island	of	Hokkaido	
was	wonderful.		It	is	a	very	

mountainous	place,	and	the	peaks	
were	covered	in	snow.		Large	ships	
steamed	up	and	down	the	coast,	
as	we	moved	north	to	Sapporo,	
the	home	of	the	famous	beer	and	
one	of	the	Winter	Olympics.	I	was	
having	anxieties	about	my	limited	
winter	clothes	as	the	world	below	
grew	whiter	and	whiter.	
	 When	speaking	of	Hokkaido,	
everyone	in	Yokohama	makes	
shivering	gestures.		Once	there,	
the	schools	closed	early	and	sent	
everyone	home	to	prepare	for	a	se-
rious	blizzard.	My	little	kerosene	
heater	keep	my	room	relatively	
warm,	but	I	was	bundled	under	
blankets	and	quilts.		The	walls	
have	no	insulation,	so	I	am	in	a	
different	world	in	many	ways.			
	 Back	in	Yokahama,	it	was	un-
seasonably	warm,	thank	god.		Pale	
white	plum	blossoms,	Japanese	
flowering quince, and narcissus 
were	beginning	to	bloom.		I	saw	
extraordinary	wooden	temples,	
like	beautiful	three-dimensional	
puzzles	constructed	with	carved	
posts	and	beams	without	a	single	
nail.		The	day	ended	by	slurp-
ing	soba	noodles	and	vegetables	
loudly	(	the	polite	way).	
	 The	Waldorf	Schools	I	have	
seen	in	Japan	are	beautifully	ap-
pointed.		The	Lazured	walls	are	
stunning,	and	it	is	amazing	how	
well	they	can	transform	a	space.		
Concrete floors are covered in 
raised wood flooring, corners 
disappear,	and	curtains	soften	all.	
Both	the	wooden	desks	and	chairs	
are efficiently engineered to grow 
with	the	children.

Japan

Geodesic dome built by the pioneering Japanese high school class.



Nursery school children making buns with their teacher at a Waldorf-inspired school in 
Beijing.  

Children playing is a rare sight in China.  These youngsters are  from Waldorf School of 
Chengdu, which is serving familes of many economic backgrounds.

China
China	is	an	intense	and	rap-

idly	changing	place.			Chi-
nese	cities	are	arranged	in	

rings	marked	by	major	ring	roads.		
The first ring surrounds the center 
of	the	city,	usually	where	the	old	
inner	city	wall	once	stood.		Con-
secutive areas surround the first 
like	rills	in	a	lake	from	a	thrown	
stone.			
	 The	city	grows	poorer	and	
poorer	the	farther	out	one	goes.		
Large	new	cars	yield	to	smaller	
older	cars	and	then	to	motor	cycle	
carts	and	taxis,	which,	in	turn,	
yield	to	bicycle	trucks	and	bicycle	
taxis, and finally to hand-pulled 
carts	in	the	last	ring.		People	in	the	
outer	rings	are	really	poor.	
	 Chinese	people	choose	an	
English	name	for	themselves	
which	they	use	with	“foreigners”	
because	we	are	deemed	too	stupid	
to	get	the	Chinese	names	correct,	
and	they	may	be	right.		The	same	
word can mean one of five differ-
ent	things	depending	on	the	tone	
and inflection.   
	 I	sharp	contrast	to	the	law-
abiding	Japanese	drivers,	driving	
in	China	is	breathtaking	at	best.	
Pedestrians,	with	cyclists	right	be-
hind	them,	are	at	the	greatest	risk.		
Traffic lights seems to be vague 
guidelines	rather	than	rules	of	the	
road,	and	running	yellow	lights	
turning	to	red	is	more	common	
than	not.		With	much	honking	and	
squealing,	cars	and	trucks	ram	
their way into traffic and around 
people	in	and	out	of	the	every	
kind	of	vehicle	one	can	imagine.	
	 One	day,	I	gave	what	may	be	
the first all-day workshop on edu-
cation	and	the	nature	of	social	life		
in	a	pleasant	space	at	the	back	of	
a	topless	bar.	Will	wonders	never	
cease?		
	 With	the	one-child	rule	in	
place,	children	often	feel	stressed	

and	pressured.		Most	are	already	
in	an	academic	learning	environ-
ment	by	the	age	of	2.6,	and	the	
latest	fashions	are	government-
sponsored	boarding	kindergartens	
for children five and older.  Public 
education	is	largely	academic	and	

high	pressured,	and	works	on	a	
system	of	rewards	and	punish-
ment,	frequently	corporal.
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