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With the sun shining high in the big blue sky, Kunthea was | : S u = v VoS
finally returning home to her small rural village called Samlout HGN

in the Kingdom of Cambodia. She had been studying in Indo-

nesia for one year. Kunthea was the first student in her school to win a student exchange scholarship. ,,/

She was also the first person from her entire village to travel to another country.
She felt like a real local hero.
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When Kunthea boarded the old green bus at the airport, she was very excited, but also tired.
The airplane ride from Indonesia to Cambodia had been long and noisy because of all the
happy students returning home.

LRI E UmﬁﬂﬁSNuﬁmiﬁﬁiSﬁHﬁ [ﬁiUﬁjSﬂiﬁﬁiﬁ [ﬁSLﬁ'ﬁiﬁﬁﬂ o &ﬂﬁiﬁﬁﬁﬁ ﬂji(ﬂmﬁjﬁﬁ

IS mﬁﬁjﬁiﬁﬁiﬁﬁiuﬁjiﬁﬂjigmmﬂ Hisanimunhinsuhutnywihaighinas
iswginnnags fn fn

As soon as Kunthea found her seat on the bus, she rested her head against the window. She tried so hard to keep
her eyes open, but she finally fell asleep listening to the sounds of the squeaky bus engine.
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As the old green bus slowly made its way to her village, Kunthea dreamed about her family and friends, including
Mr. Sunny and Mr. Champa. Mr. Sunny was a sun bear who lived at the edge of the forest near Kunthea’s family farm.

Mr. Champa was the family’s only cow. Kunthea found Mr. Champa alone in the forest when he was just a baby calf.
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She really missed Mr. Sunny and Mr. Champa, especially when she saw all the
beautiful wildlife in the forests and the healthy cows living happily on her h
family’s farm in Indonesia.
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The bus driver suddenly shouted “Final Stop-Samlout. Everyone
out!” Kunthea woke up. Her bright brown eyes shone as she saw
that she had arrived at her village. She quickly jumped up from her
seat and off the bus. Kunthea’s whole family was waiting for her. Her

mother and father were the first ones to reach out and hug her.
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They gave her such a big hug that Kunthea could hardly breathe. After her parents
let her go, Kunthea’s little brother and younger sister jumped on her. They all fell
to the ground smiling, laughing and lifting their arms to the sky like little ducklings

lifting their wings in the village pond trying to fly. Kunthea was finally home.
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As Kunthea and her family walked home from the bus stop, Kunthea felt that there
was something different in the village. It was the month of August and the ground
looked very dry. There were few clouds in
the sky and fewer trees on the hills.
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Usually the month of August was cloudy and rainy with many children playing in the river. Today, however, there
were no children playing in the water because the river was almost dry.
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We haven’t received much rain since last November. If we don’t receive rain very soon, we will lose our crops of

soybeans and corn. And, with no water, we won’t have any fish in the river.” Kunthea inhaled deeply and
looked up at her father with a very sad face.
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“Hmmm. Where did all the water go?” asked
Kunthea. Her father turned to look at the little
river and said, “We are not sure. All the
) v farmers are getting a little worried.
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When they arrived home, Kunthea ran to her backyard to see if Mr. Champa and
Mr. Sunny the bear would welcome her home. But as soon as Kunthea turned
around the corner of her house, she stopped. She opened her mouth wide, but
no words came out. She just stood and stared at the landscape. Before she left for
Indonesia, her family had a beautiful farm with some chickens that clacked and

clucked, Mr. Champa who mooed and chewed,
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and a very colourful veggie garden surrounded by trees and a snake-like river winding through their farm. Today, the
forest was almost gone. The river was no longer a river. And there were no more chickens clacking and clucking and
searching for worms in the ground. The veggie garden had also died. When Mr. Champa saw Kunthea, he just lifted
his head and whispered “Moo Moo.” He looked skinny and very lonely.
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Kunthea went to see Mr. Champa and touched his face to see if he was ill. She didn’t feel any fever,
so she called out for Mr. Sunny, but he didn’t come. The forest was so small with so few trees that

perhaps Mr. Sunny had to find another forest to make his home.
M Kunthea remembered that Mr. Sunny always grumbled in a low
A e voice to let her know his forest needed lots of green trees to
=
__ \‘ﬁ\\ ? protect him from the sun and the rain. He also loved to eat
\(

the sweet honey from the bees in the trees. But today Mr.

Sunny was nowhere to be found.

=ee €

e}

QRAUn  Bsivinansfisinunsiel  aEfinaigRauganuiEh  yagigIs
i

AgSMIgANSy Ssupwing SMSUsYNGYY NWEINWS: AN S
nglingnnv R QNIRYgIANTNING 517 SHOUTANSS

Kunthea realized that it was not only
Mr. Sunny who was gone. She couldn’t
hear the birds sing or the bees buzz.
“Have the birds and the bees also left?”
cried Kunthea. She looked at the open
sky. There was not one cloud wanting
to drop some rain on her farm. Maybe
that’s why Mr. Champa looked so sad.
He had no friends to play with and no
water to bathe and drink. There were
also no crunchy green plants to eat.
Kunthea was also sad, and a little angry.
With gentle hands, she hugged Mr.
Champa and said goodbye. Kunthea
marched away, looking for her father to
ask about the forest, the farm and, of
course, Mr. Sunny the bear.
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Kunthea found her father at their neighbour’s house trying to help Mr. Sitha fix the pump for
the water well. The pump broke down when Mr. Sitha tried to collect water from the well.
During the rainy season, the well was always full of clean water. Now, with no rain, the water
was so far deep in the ground that the pump was not big enough to pull it up. Kunthea saw
that her father and Mr. Sitha were very busy. She didn’t want to disturb them so she
decided to go visit her friend Sophy at the school. It was the last day of classes
before the long summer break.
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Before Kunthea left her father, she walked around Mr. Sitha’s farm. She saw that the cows were very
silent, not chewing or mooing as they had in the past. The trees on the hills had also disappeared.
Instead of a forest, she saw rows and rows of corn. But the crops were not green

or gold, just brown and dry. Kunthea sighed and wanted to cry.
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Sophy was one of Kunthea’s best friends. Kunthea still remembered how she and Sophy
had had so much fun creating a veggie garden and taking care of the happy chickens.
Sophy helped the whole village make beautiful gardens and grow crunchy

vegetables, like bright orange carrots, green cucumbers and crispy mung
beans. Sophy was also a village hero.
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Kunthea waited for Sophy at the gates of the school. She wanted to
surprise her, so she hid behind the village Banyan tree. As soon as Sophy
walked past the tree, Kunthea jumped behind her and shouted, “I’'m here!
I'm here!” Sophy quickly turned around and hugged her best friend. Their
smiles were as big as the moon. As they walked from the school to their
home, Sophy couldn’t stop talking. She talked about her family, their
friends and what happened to their village after Kunthea left for Indonesia.
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“After you left and the leaves on the trees turned orange and gold, a
strange man came to our village. He was very big and very bold. He told
the villagers that if they wanted to sell more corn, they must cut down

their forests and plant crops on the hills,” cried Sophy. “He told them
that the soil on the hills would be very good for their crops and
produce lots of corn to sell to his company. When the farmers
didn’t believe him, he said, “Look! Look at the forests! If
the soil can produce big and strong trees, it could also
produce corn as yellow as gold.”

25
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Sophy explained that the farmers finally believed the stranger. Some farmers decided to cut down the trees with
axes. Other farmers used fire to burn down the forests. “The smoke from the fire was terrible,” cried Sophy. “The air
became so dark and dirty that many of the villagers had trouble breathing and fell ill. Many families had to visit the
local health centre for help. Even Mr. Champa needed to see the village animal doctor.”
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Sophy sadly mumbled, “After most of the trees disappeared on the hills, the forest animals also disappeared.
When the rains finally arrived, the water rushed down from the top of the hills and washed the soil and crops
away! We didn’t know that the roots of the trees can help protect the soil on the hills. No one told us. After

the rain stopped we went back to plant the crops. But we found too many rocks, and very little

soil on the hills. It was very difficult to plant the corn.”
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As Sophy continued to tell the story, Kunthea thought about her farm in Indonesia and about the happy cows and
beautiful wildlife in the forests. She especially remembered Mr. Oranguloo, a very big ape who lived in the

trees. She would sometimes see Mr. Oranguloo at sunset. His reddish-orange face would always glow
through the trees as the sun would slowly go to sleep. Sophy shouted, “Kunthea! Are
you listening to me?” “Yes!” replied Kunthea. “I’'m sorry. | was
just thinking abg arm and forests in
Indonesia =
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Did you know that | lived on a farm with cows that were so healthy and happy that they mooed from morning till
night. The forests were also full of trees with dark green leaves. But best of all was the wildlife. The animals would
sing, shout and dance to the sounds of the millions of insects living in the forests. It was like a music concert.

Come on Sophy! Let’s go! We have to find Mr. Bunla, our village tree teacher.”
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When they reached Mr. Bunla’s house, they found him in his tree nursery softly talking to
his plants and trees and all the flowers hanging from the roof. “Mr. Bunla!” cried Kunthea,
out of breath as they ran to his house. “We need your help. Can you help us bring back our
forests? We need your trees, the big and small, and some plants that will grow with them

III

all. Yes! We need them to replant our forest!
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As Kunthea started to catch her breath, she saw a small spider building its spider web

between the flowers. She excitedly shared the important thought she had. “Our forest

is connected to our soil, which is connected to our water, which is connected to
our farm. Everything is connected!”
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Her father looked at her with a worried look and said, “My daughter. This is Cambodia, not
Indonesia. How do you know your plan will work?” Kunthea whispered as she stared at her
father’s big brown eyes. “Father, trees are trees and rain is rain. Indonesia and Cambodia
share the same planet.

Kunthea continued to explain to Mr. Bunla and Sophy everything that she saw on the
farm in Indonesia. Sophy, with a growing smile, just looked at Kunthea and nodded. She
was so happy to have her best friend home. Once Kunthea and Sophy said goodbye to
Mr. Bunla, Kunthea ran to her house to tell her parents about her idea.
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The next day, Kunthea and Sophy went to see Mr. Bunla to ask him to help create a
plan that included trees for Mr. Sunny and green plants for Mr. Champa and

all his friends. "Mr. Bunla!" shouted Kunthea from outside his

wooden house. “Can you help us grow a forest?”
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The difference is how we care for our plants, trees, wildlife and all animals, including our cows!” Her father bent
down and hugged his daughter. “You are right Kunthea. It is how we care for our home that makes us different. Let’s
bring back our home.”
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Mr. Bunla was standing by his open window and singing to all the flowers that were growing
in and on his house. He turned to face Kunthea and said, “l can and | will help you grow a
forest. A forest so full of trees that all the animals in the kingdom will want to sing, dance

and play from morning till night!” Kunthea was so happy. She jumped so high she felt

that she could almost fly. She started to think about Mr. Sunny and how he

would return to his home in the Samlout hills overlooking Kunthea'’s family

farm.
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As Mr. Bunla went to meet Kunthea and Sophy outside, Kunthea stopped dancing and looked very sad.

“What’s wrong, Kunthea? Aren’t you happy we will grow a forest?” asked Mr. Bunla. “Yes. | am," whis-

pered Kunthea. "But what about Mr. Champa? He will be so happy to see Mr. Sunny, but I'm a little
worried about his health. He looks so skinny. | want him to be happy and healthy.”
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Mr. Bunla looked at Kunthea and patted her on the shoulder. “Kunthea, | just learned about these new green grasses
that are rich in protein and nutrients and are very good for cows. Come. | will show you.” Kunthea and Sophy
eagerly followed Mr. Bunla to a very big and very green room inside his tree nursery. Inside the room Kunthea
saw colourful pictures of many cows - big and small, fat and thin; some with brown spots and some with black
ones. She also saw different types of grasses on the wall. “Wow!” cried Kunthea, “This reminds me of when

Sophy showed us the veggie gardens and how important it was for us to eat veggies.”
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“Yes!” said Mr. Bunla. “Cows also need to eat a healthy diet and receive lots of care. Remember! They have feelings
just like us. They need green grasses that are rich in protein and other nutrients. These grasses are easy to plant and
easy for children and parents to keep. And! They don’t need much water. They will also help the soil.” “How?” asked
Kunthea. Mr. Bunla explained how the grasses would put back nitrogen into the soil. The nitrogen would help keep
the soil healthy so plants could continue to grow.
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Once Kunthea and Sophy collected all the information from Mr. Bunla, they went to see Jorani, their other village
friend who had taught Kunthea how to separate the good bugs from the bad bugs on their farm. The good bugs
were important because they could eat the bad bugs and help protect their crops without using the bad chemicals
that can hurt your health.
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The three girls also went to see Mr. Narap, the village teacher at their school. Mr. Narap
agreed to help Kunthea, Sophy and Jorani plant their green forest. Because it was

the summer break, Mr. Narap asked all the parents and his students to

help plant trees on the hills and some green grasses for the

village cows, especially for Mr. Champa. Villagers, young
and old, gathered on the Samlout hills with their shovels,
buckets and hoes.
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Every day they collected as much water as they could find across the entire village to plant trees, big and small, and
then took their time to care for them all. The village cows looked at the villagers covered in dirt and dust,

and mooed mooed to each other to ask, “What is this about?” Mr. Champa, standing tall and

proud, mooed to his friends that Kunthea and her friends had a plan. He mooed about

the forest and the special green grasses that could feed them all.
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After many weeks of planting trees on the hills and grasses on the farms with the villagers,
Kunthea, Sophy and Jorani, decided to go to Kunthea’s family farm and sit
under the family’s spirit tree. Happier than the village pigs playing
in mud, they relaxed and watched Mr. Champa inspect his
new green garden and walk over to drink water from his
new water well. Mr. Champa lifted his head towards
the girls and gave them a loud and sweet sounding

Moo Moo...Thank You.....
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Next year...
The sounds of a million raindrops hitting the tin roof made Kunthea run outside. It was the month of January
and the rain had started to fall on their village. The little trees on the hills were starting to grow, and the
green forages around the family farm gave quite a good show. The village cows had plenty to eat from
& _morning till night and received many kind hugs with great delight.
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Mr. Champa was the happiest cow of them all.
His best friend, Mr. Sunny the bear, had finally
returned to his home in the green forest.
Together they walked, talked and danced to the
sounds of Samlout’s extraordinary wildlife chorus.
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A Word about Kunthea and The Happy Cow

Kunthea and The Happy Cow was truly an international collective effort. While Dr. Fran Cowley and the team at University of New England
made the book possible, my dear friends Wendy Matthews from Canada and Dr. Stephanie Montgomery from Australia provided the
emotional, intellectual and editorial support needed to complete this journey. They also lived the experiences with me in rural Cambodia.
THANK YOU! | am also grateful to Dr. Darryl Savage and Dr. Bob Martin; a strong band of scientists who worked the fields in Northwestern
Cambodia and guided me through the years of agricultural research.

Mr. Narap Ourm and the teachers in Samlout (Cambodia) made Happy Cow come to life. Their comments and guidance gave depth and mean-
ing. Cambodia’s Manika Yim also offered wise and much needed timely support.

| would like to give special thanks to 3 groups: Australian Centre for International Agricultural Research (ACIAR), Elementary Teachers Federa-
tion of Ontario (ETFO) and the US National Park Service (US NPS) for being given the opportunities to work in the fields with scientists on cows
and crops; in the classrooms and playgrounds with teachers and children; and in parks with rangers to better understand the importance of
green spaces (forests and trees) and healthy human development.

| must also sincerely thank the Maddox Jolie-Pit Foundation (MJP) and the amazing people who guided and inspired me during my life in
Cambodia. | will never forget your love, kindness and generosity. Merci.

Happy Cow reflects the growing national and international concern about animal welfare, livestock production and deforestation in Southeast
LSER

Stephan Bognar
Author



