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PROJECT 1 assignment instruction

o v e r v i e w

for project 1 you will generate 21 variations of a typographic composition based on the same text.

for the text, you will be choosing the lyrics to a song encapsulating and expressing a message that you wish to deliver in light of a 
current issue such us diversity, equality, pollution, etc.

e m p h a s i s

+ composition

+ typographic composition

+ expressive design

+ hierarchy

+ iterative process

o b j e c t i v e s

+ apply concepts of gestalt and hierarchy to 
visual composition
+ demonstrate skills in research and idea 
generation
+ apply iterative process to generate 
typographic compositions
+ explore the limits of expression and 
legibility

S c h e d u l e

week of jan 15 – proj 1 / begin
[theme and 21 variations: typographic composition, expressive design]
week of jan 22 proj 1 / working
week of jan 29 proj 1 / working
week of feb 5 – proj 2 / begin – proj 1 / deliver
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PROJECT 1 mock-ups, rough designs

Theme and 21 Variations

Betty H
o

You think you own whatever land you land on
The earth is just a dead thing you can claim
But I know every rock and tree and creature
Has a life, has a spirit, has a name
You think the only people who are people
Are the people who look and think like you
But if you walk the footsteps of a stranger
You’ll learn things you never knew you never knew
Have you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moon
Or asked the grinning bobcat why he grinned 
Can you sing with all the voices of the mountain 
Can you paint with all the colors of the wind 
Can you paint with all the colors of the wind
Come run the hidden pine trails of the forest
Come taste the sun-sweet berries of the earth
Come roll in all the riches all around you
And for once, never wonder what they’re worth
The rainstorm and the river are my brothers
The heron and the otter are my friends
And we are all connected to each other, 
In a circle, in a hoop that never ends
Have you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moon
Or let the eagle tell you where he’s been
Can you sing with all the voices of the mountain 
Can you paint with all the colors of the wind
Can you paint with all the colors of the wind
How high does the sycamore grow
If you cut it down, then you’ll never know
And you’ll never hear the wolf cry to the blue corn moon
For whether we are white or copper-skinned
We need to sing with all the voices of the mountain
Need to paint with all the colors of the wind
You can own the earth and still
All you’ll own is earth until
You can paint with all the colors of the wind

written by lyricist Stephen Schwartz and composer Alan Menken

Singer Vanessa Williams

“Colors of the Wind” is a theme song for Walt 

an African-American princess. The song’s lyrics 
mention the racial diversity as well as eco-friendly 
issues. It poetically presents the Native American 

viewpoint that the earth is a living entity where 
humankind is connected to everything in nature. 

The summary of the lyrics is respecting nature and 
living in harmony with the Earth’s creatures.

c o l o r s    o f    t h e    w i n d
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O
r let the eagle tell you w

here he’s been

C
an you sing w

ith all the voices of the m
ountain

C
an you paint w

ith all the colors of the w
ind

C
an you paint w

ith all the colors of the w
ind

H   o   w    h   i   g   h    d   o   e   s    t   h   e    s   y   c   a   m   o   r   e    g   r   o   
w

I   f    y   o   u    c   u   t    i   t    d   o   w   n,    t   h   e   n    y   o   u    ’   l   l    n   e   

v   e   r    k   n   o   w
And you’ll never hear the wolf cry to the blue corn moon

For whether we are white or copper-skinned

We need to sing with all the voices of the mountain

             to    paint    with    all    the colors of the wind 

Need

All you’ll own is earth until

You

can paint                    with all 
the                 colors        of        the        wind

H   a   v   e    y   o   u    e   v   e   r    h   e   a   r   d    t   h   e    w   o   l   f    c   
r   y    t   o    t   h   e    b   l   u   e    c   o   r   n    m   o   o   n

You’ll learn things you never knew you never knew

Have you ever heard the wolf cry to the 
                                                    blue 
                                                             corn  moon

Have you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moon
Or asked the grinning bobcat why he grinned

Can you sing with all the voices of the mountain
Can you sing with all the voices of the mountain

Can you paint with all the colors of the wind

Can 
you 
paint 

with 
all 

the colors of the wind
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en

 p
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Come taste the 
sun-sweet berries 
of the earth

C   o   m   e    r   o   l   l    i   n    a   l   l    t   h   e    r   i   c   h   e   s    a   l   l    
a   r   o   u   n   d    y   o   u

C   o   m   e    r   o   l   l    i   n    a   l   l    t   h   e    r   i   c   h   e   s    a   l   l    
a   r   o   u   n   d    y   o   u

C
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l    i   n    a   l   l    t   h   
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And for once, never wonder what they’re worth
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A   n   d    w   e    a   r   e    a   l    l    c   o   n   n   e   c   t   e   d    t   o    e   a   
c   h    o   t   h   e   r

In a circle, in 
a hoop that 
never ends

But if you walk the footsteps of a stranger

Are the people who look and think like you

You think the only people who are peopleYou think the only people who are people

H  a  s    a    l  i  f  e,    h  a  s    a    s  p  i  r  i  t,    h  a  s    a    n  a  m  e

Has a life, has a spirit, has a name

But I know every rock and tree and creature

The earth is just a dead thing you can claim

     Y   o   u    c   a   n    o   w   n    t   
h   e    e   a   r    t   h    a   n   d    s   t   
i   l   l

     Y   o   u    c   a   n    o   
w   n    t   h   e    e   a   r    
t   h    a   n   d    s   t   i   
l   l

           

colors of the winds
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You think you own whatever land you land on

You’ll le
arn things you never knew you never knew

Hav
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ou
 ev

er 
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rd
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y t
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Can yo
u pain

t w
ith

 all
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e co
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e wind

Can
 yo

u pain
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e c
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e w
ind

But if
 yo

u w
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Are 
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 o  r 
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The heron and 
the otter are my 
friends

In a circle, in a 
hoop that never 
ends

And we are all 
connected to each 
other

Can you sing with all the voices of the mountain 
Can you paint with all the colors of the wind 
Can you paint with all the colors of the wind
Come run the hidden pine trails of the forest
Come taste the sun-sweet berries of the earth
Come roll in all the riches all around you
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e c
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B   u   t    I    k   n   o   w    e   v  e   r   y    r   o   c   k    
a   n   d    t   r   e   e    a   n   d    c   r   e   a   t   u   r   e
H   a   s    a    l   i   f   e,    h   a   s    a    s   p   i   r   i   t,    h   a   s    a    n   a   m   e
Y   o   u    t   h   i   n   k    t   h   e    o   n   l   y    p   e   o   p   l   e    w   h   o    a   r   e    p   e   o   p   l   e
A   r   e    t   h   e    p   e   o   p   l   e    w   h   o    l   o   o   k    a   n   d    t   h   i   n   k    l   i   k   e    y   o   u  
B   u   t    i   f    y   o   u    w   a   l   k    t   h   e    f   o   o   t   s   t   e   p   s    o   f     a    s   t   r   a   n   g   e   r
Y   o   u’   l   l    l   e   a   r   n    t   h   i   n   g   s    y   o   u    n   
e   v   e   r    k   n   e   w    y   o   u    n   e   v   e   r   k   n   e  w 
H   a   v   e    y   o   u    e   v   e   r    h   e   a   r   d    t   h   e    w   o   
l   f    c   r   y    t   o    t   h   e    b   l   u   e    c   o   r   n    m   o   o   n
O   r    a   s   k   e   d    t   h   e    g   r   i   n   n   i   n   g    
b   o   b   c   a   t    w   h   y    h   e    g   r   i   n   n   e   d 

And for once, never wonder what they’re worth
The rainstorm and the river are my brothers
The heron and the otter are my friends
And we are all connected to each other, 
In a circle, in a hoop that never ends
Have you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moon
Or let the eagle tell you where he’s been
Can you sing with all the voices of the mountain 
Can you paint with all the colors of the wind
Can you paint with all the colors of the wind
How high does the sycamore grow? 
If you cut it down, then you’ll never know
And you’ll never hear the wolf cry to the blue corn moon
For whether we are white or copper-skinned

You can own the earth and still
All you’ll own is earth until
You can paint with all the colors of the wind
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You think you ow
n w

hatever land you land on

O
r let the eagle tell you w

here he’s been
C

an you sing w
ith all the voices of the m

ountain

C
an you paint w

ith all the colors of the w
ind

C
an you paint w

ith all the colors of the w
ind

C
an you paint w

ith all the colors of the w
ind

C
an you paint w

ith all the colors of the w
ind

C
an you paint w

ith all the colors of the w
ind

C
an you paint w

ith all the colors of the w
ind

C
an you paint w

ith all the colors of the w
ind

C
an you paint w

ith all the colors of the w
ind

C
an you paint w

ith all the colors of the w
ind

C
an you paint w

ith all the colors of the w
ind

C
an you paint w

ith all the colors of the w
ind

C
an you paint w

ith all the colors of the w
ind

C
an you paint w

ith all the colors of the w
ind

C
an you paint w

ith all the colors of the w
ind

C
an you paint w

ith all the colors of the w
ind

C
an you paint w

ith all the colors of the w
ind

C
an you paint w

ith all the colors of the w
ind

C
an you paint w

ith all the colors of the w
ind

C
an you paint w

ith all the colors of the w
ind

C
an you paint w

ith all the colors of the w
ind

C
an you paint w

ith all the colors of the w
ind

C
an you paint w

ith all the colors of the w
ind

C
an you paint w

ith all the colors of the w
ind

C
an you paint w

ith all the colors of the w
ind

C
an you paint w

ith all the colors of the w
ind

C
an you paint w

ith all the colors of the w
ind

C
an you paint w

ith all the colors of the w
ind

C
an you paint w

ith all the colors of the w
ind

C
an you paint w

ith all the colors of the w
ind

C
an you paint w

ith all the colors of the w
ind

H
ow

 high does the sycam
ore grow

If you cut it dow
n         then you’ll              never know

A
nd you’ll never hear the w

olf cry to the blue corn m
oon

For                             w
hether w

e are                             w
hite           or                               copper-skinned

We need to sing with all the voices of the mountain
Need to paint with all the colors of the wind

All you’ll own is earth until

You 

can 

paint 

with 
all 
the 
colors 

of 

the 

            wind

H
ave you ever heard the w

olf cry to the blue corn m
oon

You’ll learn things you never knew
 you never knew

H
ave you ever heard the w

olf cry to the blue corn m
oon

O
r asked the grinning bobcat w

hy he grinned
C

an you sing w
ith all the voices of the m

ountain
C

an you paint w
ith all the colors of the w

ind
C

an you paint w
ith all the colors of the w

ind
C

om
e run the hidden pine trails of the forest C

om
e taste the sun-sw

eet berries of the earth
C

om
e roll in all the riches all around you

A
nd for once never w

onder w
hat they’re w

orth
T

he rainstorm
 and the river are m

y brothers
T

he heron and the otter are m
y friends A

nd w
e are all connected to each other

In a circle  in a hoop that never ends

B
ut if you w

alk the footsteps of a stranger
A

re the people w
ho look and think like you

You think the only people w
ho are people

H
as a life, has a spirit, has a nam

e
B

ut I know
 every rock and tree and creature

T
he earth is just a dead thing you can claim

colors 

of 
the 
                            

                             wind

You can own the earth and still

You think you own whatever land you land on
The earth is just a dead thing you can claim
But I know every rock and tree and creature

Has a life, has a spirit, has a name
You think the only people who are people

Are the people who look and think like you
But if you walk the footsteps of a stranger

You’ll learn things you never knew you never knew
Have you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moon

Or asked the grinning bobcat why he grinned 
Can you sing with all the voices of the mountain 

Can you paint with all the colors of the wind 
Can you paint with all the colors of the wind
Come run the hidden pine trails of the forest
Come taste the sun-sweet berries of the earth

Come roll in all the riches all around you
And for once, never wonder what they’re worth

The rainstorm and the river are my brothers
The       heron       and                the otter are my friends

And we are all connected to each other, 
In        a circle,                in a hoop that never ends

Have           you        ever heard  the wolf cry to the blue corn moon
  Or let the eagle tell you where he’s been

Can you sing with all the voices of the mountain 
Can you paint with all the colors of the wind
Can you paint with all the colors of the wind

How high does the sycamore grow? 
If you cut it down, then you’ll never know

And you’ll never hear the wolf cry to the blue corn moon
For whether we are white or copper-skinned

We    n e e d    to sing with      all       the      voices of the mountain
Need to paint with all the colors of the wind

You can own the earth and still
All you’ll own is earth until

You can paint with all the colors of the wind
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S E C T I O NT W O

You think you own whatever land you land on

Or let the eagle tell you where he’s been

Or let the eagle tell you where he’s been

Or let the eagle tell you where he’s been

Or let the eagle tell you where he’s been

Can you sing with all the voices of the mountain

Can you sing with all the voices of the mountain

Can you sing with all the voices of the mountain

Can you sing with all the voices of the mountain

Can you paint with all the colors of the wind

Can you paint with all the colors of the wind

Can you paint with all the colors of the wind

Can you paint with all the colors of the wind
Can you paint with all the colors of the wind

Can you paint with all the colors of the wind

Can you paint with all the colors of the wind

Can you paint with all the colors of the wind

How high does the sycamore grow

How high does the sycamore grow

How high does the sycamore grow

How high does the sycamore grow

If you cut it down, then you’ll never know

If you cut it down, then you’ll never know

If you cut it down, then you’ll never know

If you cut it down, then you’ll never know

And you’ll never hear the wolf cry to the blue corn moon
And you’ll never hear the wolf cry to the blue corn moon

And you’ll never hear the wolf cry to the blue corn moon
And you’ll never hear the wolf cry to the blue corn moon

For whether we are white or copper-skinned

For whether we are white or copper-skinned

For whether we are white or copper-skinned

For whether we are white or copper-skinned

We need to sing with all the voices of the mountain
We need to sing with all the voices of the mountain

We need to sing with all the voices of the mountain
We need to sing with all the voices of the mountain

Need to paint with all the colors of the wind

Need to paint with all the colors of the wind

Need to paint with all the colors of the wind

Need to paint with all the colors of the wind
All you’ll own is earth until

All you’ll own is earth until

All you’ll own is earth until

All you’ll own is earth until

You can paint with all the colors of the wind

You can paint with all the colors of the wind

You can paint with all the colors of the wind

You can paint with all the colors of the wind

Have you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moon

Have you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moon

Have you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moon

Have you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moon

You’ll learn things you never knew you never knew
Have you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moon

Or asked the grinning bobcat why he grinned
Can you sing with all the voices of the mountain

Can you paint with all the     c    o    l    o    r    s     o    f       t    h   e     w    i    n    d

Can you paint with all the colors of the windCome run the hidden pine trails of the forest

C    o    m    e         t    a    s    t    e      t    h    e     sun-sweet berries of the earth
Come roll in all the riches all around you

And for once, never wonder what they’re worth

The rainstorm and the river are my brothers

The heron and the otter are my friends

And we are all connected to each other

And we are all connected to each other

And we are all connected to each other

And we are all connected to each other

In a circle, in a hoop that never ends

In a circle, in a hoop that never ends

In a circle, in a hoop that never ends

In a circle, in a hoop that never ends

Are the people who look and think like you

You think the only people who are people

Has a life, has a spirit, has a namec   o   l   o   r   s

o   f

t   h   e

w   i   n   d

But I know every rock and tree and creature

The earth is just a dead thing you can claim

You can own the earth and still

You can own the earth and still

You can own the earth and still

You can own the earth and still

If you cut it down, 
then you’ll never 
know
And you’ll never 
hear the wolf cry to 
the blue corn moon
For whether we 
are white or cop-
per-skinned
We need to sing 
with all the voices 
of the mountain
Need to paint with 
all the colors of the 
wind
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You think you own whatever land you land onThe earth is just a dead thing you can claimBut I know every rock and tree and creatureHas a life, has a spirit, has a nameYou think the only people who are peopleAre the people who look and think like youBut if you walk the footsteps of a strangerYou’ll learn things you never knew you never knewHave you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moonOr asked the grinning bobcat why he grinned Can you sing with all the voices of the mountain Can you paint with all the colors of the wind Can you paint with all the colors of the windCome run the hidden pine trails of the forestCome taste the sun-sweet berries of the earthCome roll in all the riches all around youAnd for once, never wonder what they’re worthThe rainstorm and the river are my brothersThe heron and the otter are my friendsAnd we are all connected to each other, In a circle, in a hoop that never endsHave you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moonOr let the eagle tell you where he’s beenCan you sing with all the voices of the mountain Can you paint with all the colors of the windCan you paint with all the colors of the windHow high does the sycamore growIf you cut it down, then you’ll never knowAnd you’ll never hear the wolf cry to the blue corn moonFor whether we are white or copper-skinnedWe need to sing with all the voices of the mountainNeed to paint with all the colors of the windYou can own the earth and stillAll you’ll own is earth until

You               think        you        own        what-

ever      l      a      n      d      you          land on

The         e    a    r    t    h         is         just   

a       dead         thing     you     can             claim

But   I    know   every      r     o     c     k      and      

t     r     e     e      and   c   r   e   a   u   r   e

Has         a      l     i     f     e     ,  has   a        s     

p     i     r     i     t     , has a      n     a     m     e

You                               think                     the      

only             people             who are people

Are       the    people                     who        

look         and think            like                    you

But                 if             you       walk                       

the                  footsteps  of      a stranger

You’ll     learn things                         you        nev-

er       knew you               never        knew

Have         you                  ever      heard the      

w     o     lf cry to the blue corn   m  o   o  n

Or   asked     the                       grinning         b      

o      b      c      a      t       why     he      grinned  

Can                  you                     sing   with  all     

the    voices    of    the    m    o    u    n    t    a    i   n

Can        you                             paint       with  

all  the         colors     of    the     w    i    n    d 
Can you        paint   w    ith all       t h 
e                     colors     of     the       w      i     n      d

Come        run  the           hidden             p i 
n e   t  r  a i l s   of   the    f    o    r    e    s    t
Come taste            the         sun-sweet          b   
e   r   r   i   e   s     of    the   e  a  r  t  h
Come             roll              in          all                          
the             riches             all around    you

You think you ow
n w

hatever land you land on
T

he earth is just a dead thing you can claim
B

ut I know
 every rock and tree and creature

H
as a life, has a spirit, has a nam

e
You think the only people w

ho are people
A

re the people w
ho look and think like you

B
ut if you w

alk the footsteps of a stranger
You’ll learn things you never knew

 you never knew
H

ave you ever heard the w
olf cry to the blue corn m

oon
O

r asked the grinning bobcat w
hy he grinned 

C
an you sing w

ith all the voices of the m
ountain 

C
an you paint w

ith all the colors of the w
ind 

C
an you paint w

ith all the colors of the w
ind

C
om

e run the hidden pine trails of the forest
C

om
e taste the sun-sw

eet berries of the earth
C

om
e roll in all the riches all around you

A
nd for once, never w

onder w
hat they’re w

orth
T

he rainstorm
 and the river are m

y brothers
T

he heron and the otter are m
y friends

A
nd w

e are all connected to each other, 
In a circle, in a hoop that never ends
H

ave you ever heard the w
olf cry to the blue corn m

oon
O

r let the eagle tell you w
here he’s been

C
an you sing w

ith all the voices of the m
ountain 

C
an you paint w

ith all the colors of the w
ind

C
an you paint w

ith all the colors of the w
ind

H
ow

 high does the sycam
ore grow

If you cut it dow
n, then you’ll never know

A
nd you’ll never hear the w

olf cry to the blue corn m
oon

For w
hether w

e are w
hite or copper-skinned

W
e need to sing w

ith all the voices of the m
ountain

N
eed to paint w

ith all the colors of the w
ind

You can ow
n the earth and still

A
ll you’ll ow

n is earth until
You can paint w

ith all the colors of the w
ind

c

o

l

o

r

s 

of   
    t he 

w

i

n

d

Have               you             ever      heard the      w     o     lf cry to the blue corn   m  o   o  n
Or   asked     the              grinning         b      o      b      c      a      t       why     he      grinned
Can                  you      sing   with  all     the    voices    of    the    m    o    u    n    t    a    i   n

Can        you                             paint       with  all  the         colors     of    the     w    i    n    d 

Can you        paint         with all       t h e                     colors     of     the       w      i     n      d

You                 can                     own                          the           e     a     r     t     h      and still
All     you’ll          own                   is           e       a       r       t       h                                  until
You                         can paint   with all the colors of the           w             i             n             d

Have             you                    ever  heard    the     w   o   l   f   cry to the blue  corn   m o o n
Or         let        the       e    a    g    l    e     tell         you           where        he’s                been

Can you                 sing    with                 all the voices          of the    m   o   u   n   t   a   i   n 
Can            you                           paint   with      all     the                 colors   of the   w  i  n  d
Can                 you paint with                          all    the    colors         of    the     w    i    n    d

How                 high                          does           the        s    y    c    a    m    o    r    e      grow 
If     you     cut          it down                          then                 you’ll         never               know
And              you’ll never         hear the    w   o   l   f    cry     to the  blue  corn    m   o   o   n

For                   whether          we           are                 w h i t e   or   c o p p e r - s k i n n e d
We      need      to          sing            with  all   the voices of the    m   o    u    n    t    a    i    n

Need      to     paint    with      all    the      colors                 of      the                w    i     n     d
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You               think        you        own        
whatever      l      a      n      d      you          
land on
The         e    a    r    t    h         is         
just   a       dead         thing     you     
can             claim
But   I    know   every      r     o     c     
k      and      t     r     e     e      and   c   
r   e   a   u   r   e
Has         a      l     i     f     e     ,  has   
a        s     p     i     r     i     t     , has a      
n     a     m     e
You                               think                     the      only             people             who are peopleAre       the      people                     who        look         and think            like                    you

But                 if             you       walk                       the                  footsteps  of      a stranger
You’ll       learn things                         you        never       knew you               never        knew

colors of the wind
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S E C T U O N 

T H R E E
c o l o r s    o f    t h e    w i n d

You think you own whatever land you land on
The earth is just a dead thing you can claim
But I know every rock and tree and creature
Has a life, has a spirit, has a name
You think the only people who are people
Are the people who look and think like you
But if you walk the footsteps of a stranger
You’ll learn things you never knew you never knew

Or asked the grinning bobcat why he grinned 
Can you sing with all the voices of the mountain 
Can you paint with all the colors of the wind 
Can you paint with all the colors of the wind
Come run the hidden pine trails of the forest
Come taste the sun-sweet berries of the earth
Come roll in all the riches all around you
And for once, never wonder what they’re worth
The rainstorm and the river are my brothers
The heron and the otter are my friends
And we are all connected to each other, 
In a circle, in a hoop that never ends

Or let the eagle tell you where he’s been
Can you sing with all the voices of the mountain 
Can you paint with all the colors of the wind
Can you paint with all the colors of the wind
How high does the sycamore grow 
If you cut it down, then you’ll never know
And you’ll never hear the wolf cry to the blue corn moon
For whether we are white or copper-skinned
We need to sing with all the voices of the mountain
Need to paint with all the colors of the wind
You can own the earth and still
All you’ll own is earth until
You can paint with all the colors of the wind

Have you 
ever heard 
the wolf cry 
to the blue 
corn moon

Have you 
ever heard 
the wolf cry 
to the blue 
corn moon
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colors of the wind

Or asked the grinning bobcat why he grinnedCan you sing with all the voices of the mountain Can you paint with all the colors of the windCan you paint with all the colors of the wind              Come run the hidden pine trails of the forestCome taste the sun-sweet berries of the earth   Come roll in all the riches all around youAnd for once, never wonder what they’re worthThe rainstorm and the river are my brothersThe heron and the otter are my friends        And we are all connected to each otherIn a circle, in a hoop that never endsHave you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moonOr let the eagle tell you where he’s been
Can you sing with all the voices of the mountain 

Can you paint with all the colors of the wind
Can you paint with all the colors of the wind

How high does the sycamore growIf you cut it down, then you’ll never knowAnd you’ll never hear the wolf cry to the blue corn moonFor whether we are white or copper-skinnedWe need to sing with all the voices of the mountainNeed to paint with all the colors of the windYou can own the earth and stillAll you’ll own is earth untilYou can paint with all the colors of the wind

O  r  a s  k  e  d   t  h  e   g  r  i  n  n  i  n  g   b  o  b  c  a  t   w  h  y   h  e   g  r  i  n  n  e  

d  C  a  n   y  o  u   s  i  n  g   w  i  t  h    a  l  l   t  h  e   v  o  i  c  e  s   o  f   t  h  e   m  o  

u  n  t  a  i  n   C  a  n  y  o  u   p  a  i  n  t    with all the colors of the wind

Can you paint with all the colors of the wind

              Come run the hidden pine trails of the forest

Come taste the sun-sweet berries of the earth

   Come roll in all the riches all around you

And for once, never wonder what they’re worth

The rainstorm and the river are my brothers

The heron and the otter are my friends

        And we are all connected to each other

In a circle, in a hoop that never ends
Have you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moon

Or let the eagle tell you where he’s been

How high does the sycamore grow

If you cut it down, then you’ll never know

And you’ll never hear the wolf cry to the blue corn moon

For whether we are white or copper-skinned

We need to sing with all the voices of the mountain

Need to paint with all the colors of the wind

You can own the earth and still

All you’ll own is earth until

You can paint with all the colors of the wind

Can you sing with all the voices of the moun-

tain 
Can you paint with all the colors of the wind

Can you paint with all the colors of the wind

B   u   t    I    k   n   o   w    e   v  e   r   y    r   o   c   k    a   n   d    t   r   e   e    
a   n   d    

c   r   e   a   t   u   r   e

H   a   s    a    l   i   f   e,    h   a   s    a    s   p   i   r   i   t,    h   a   s    a    n   a   m   e

Y   o   u    t   h   i   n   k    t   h   e    o   n   l   y    p   e   o   p   l   e    w   h   o    a   r   
e    p   e   o   p   l   e

A   r   e    t   h   e    p   e   o   p   l   e    w   h   o    l   o   o   k    a   n   d    t   h   i   n   
k    l   i   k   e    y   o   u  

B   u   t    i   f    y   o   u    w   a   l   k    t   h   e    f   o   o   t   s   t   e   p   s    o   f     a    
s   t   r   a   n   g   e   r

Y   o   u’   l   l    l   e   a   r   n    t   h   i   n   g   s    y   o   u    n   e   v   e   r    k   n   e   
w    y   o   u    n   e   v   e   r   k   n   e  w 

H   a   v   e    y   o   u    e   v   e   r    h   e   a   r   d    t   h   e    w   o   l   f    c   r   y    t   
o    t   h   e    b   l   u   e    c   o   r   n    m   o   o   n

O   r    a   s   k   e   d    t   h   e    g   r   i   n   n   i   n   g    b   o   b   c   a   t    w   h   y    
h   e    g   r   i   n   n   e   d 

C  a  n     y  o  u     s  i  n  g     w
  i  t  h     a  l  l     t  h  e     v  o  i  c  e  s     o  f   

t  h  e     m
  o  u  n  t  a  i  n C  a  n     y  o  u     p  a  i  n  t     

w  i  t  h     a  l  l      t  h  e     c  o  

l  o  r  s   o  f     t  h  e     w  i  n  d

You think you own whatever land you land on

The earth is just a dead thing you can claim

But I know every rock and tree and creature

Has a life, has a spirit, has a name

You think the only people who are people

Are the people who look and think like you

But if you walk the footsteps of a stranger

You’ll learn things you never knew you never knew

Have you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moon

Or asked the grinning bobcat why he grinned

Can you sing with all the voices of the mountain

Can you paint with all the colors of the wind

Can you paint with all the colors of the wind

Come run the hidden pine trails of the forest

Come taste the sun-sweet berries of the earth

Come roll in all the riches all around you

And for once, never wonder what they’re worth

The rainstorm and the river are my brothers

The heron and the otter are my friends

And we are all connected to each other, 

In a circle, in a hoop that never ends

Have you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moon

Or let the eagle tell you where he’s been

Can you sing with all the voices of the mountain

Can you paint with all the colors of the wind

Can you paint with all the colors of the wind

How high does the sycamore grow 

If you cut it down, then you’ll never know

And you’ll never hear the wolf cry to the blue corn moon

For whether we are white or copper-skinned

We need to sing with all the voices of the mountain

Need to paint with all the colors of the wind

You can own the earth and still

All you’ll own is earth until

You can paint with all the colors of the wind

Can you sing with 

a  l  l   t  h  e   v  o  i  c  e  s   o  f   t  h  e   m  o  u  n  t  a  i  n

Can             you          paint    with 

a  l  l   t  h  e   c  o  l  o  r  s   o  f   t  h  e   w 

                                                                  i  

                                                                  n  

                                                                  d

Can      you   paint with 

a  l  l    t      c  o  l  o  r  s   o  f   t  h  e    w  i  n  d

            h

            e

Come run the hidden pine trails of the forest

Come taste the sun-sweet berries of the earth

Come roll in all the riches all around you

Can you sing with 

a  l  l        t     h     e        v     o     i     c     e     s          o     f        t    h    e   m  

                                                                                                                    o  

                                                                                                                    u  

                                                                                                                    n  

                                                                                                                     t  

                                                                                                                    a  

                                                                                                                    i 

                                                                                                                    n 

Can you          paint                with 

a  l  l    t  h  e    c  o  l  o  r  s    o  f    t  h  e    w  i  n  d

co
lo
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 o
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w
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d
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S E C T U O N 
F O U R

How high does the sycamore grow 

If you cut it down, then you’ll never know

And you’ll never hear the wolf cry to the blue corn moon

For whether we are white or copper-skinned

We need to sing with all the voices of the mountain

Need to paint with all the colors of the wind

You can own the earth and still

All you’ll own is earth until

You can paint with all the colors of the wind

C
an you sing w

ith all the voices of the m
ountain

C
                     an you paint w

ith all the colors of the w
ind

C
an you paint w

ith all the colors of the w
ind

Have you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moon
Or let the eagle tell you where he’s been

And for once, never wonder what they’re worth

The rainstorm and the river are my brothers

The heron and the otter are my friends

And we are all connected to each other, 

In a circle, in a hoop that never ends

Can you sing with all the voices of the mountain
Can you paint with all the colors of the wind
Can you paint with all the colors of the wind
Come run the hidden pine trails of the forest
Come taste the sun-sweet berries of the earth
Come roll in all the riches all around you

Have you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moon
Or asked the grinning bobcat why he grinned

You think you own whatever land you land on

The earth is just a dead thing you can claim

But I know every rock and tree and creature

Has a life, has a spirit, has a name

You think the only people who are people

Are the people who look and think like you

But if you walk the footsteps of a stranger

You’ll learn things you never knew you never knew

C
O

T

W

I

N

D

H E

O F

O

R

S

L
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You think you own whatever land you land on

The earth is just a dead thing you can claim

But I know every rock and tree and creature

Has a life, has a spirit, has a name

You think the only people who are people

Are the people who look and think like you

But if you walk the footsteps of a stranger

You’ll learn things you never knew you never knew

Have you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moon

Or asked the grinning bobcat why he grinned

Can you sing with all the voices of the mountain

Can you paint with all the colors of the wind

Can you paint with all the colors of the wind

Come run the hidden pine trails of the forest

Come taste the sun-sweet berries of the earth

Come roll in all the riches all around you

And for once, never wonder what they’re worth

The rainstorm and the river are my brothers

The heron and the otter are my friends

And we are all connected to each other, 

In a circle, in a hoop that never ends

Have you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moon

Or let the eagle tell you where he’s been

Can you sing with all the voices of the mountain 

Can you paint with all the colors of the wind

Can you paint with all the colors of the wind

How high does the sycamore grow 

If you cut it down, then you’ll never know

And you’ll never hear the wolf cry to the blue corn moon

For whether we are white or copper-skinned

We need to sing with all the voices of the mountain

Need to paint with all the colors of the wind

You can own the earth and still

All you’ll own is earth until

You can paint with all the colors of the wind

Can you 
paint 
with all the 
colors 

of 
the wind

co
lo

rs
 o

f 
th

e 
w

in
d

You think you own whatever land you land on
The earth is just a dead thing you can claim
But I know every rock and tree and creature
Has a life, has a spirit, has a name
You think the only people who are people
Are the people who look and think like you
But if you walk the footsteps of a stranger
You’ll learn things you never knew you never knew
Have you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moon
Or asked the grinning bobcat why he grinned
Can you sing with all the voices of the mountain
Can you paint with all the colors of the wind
Can you paint with all the colors of the wind
Come run the hidden pine trails of the forest
Come taste the sun-sweet berries of the earth
Come roll in all the riches all around you
And for once, never wonder what they’re worth
The rainstorm and the river are my brothers
The heron and the otter are my friends
And we are all connected to each other, 
In a circle, in a hoop that never ends
Have you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moon
Or let the eagle tell you where he’s been
Can you sing with all the voices of the mountain
Can you paint with all the colors of the wind
Can you paint with all the colors of the wind
How high does the sycamore grow 

If you cut it down, then you’ll never know
And you’ll never hear the wolf cry to the blue corn moon
For whether we are white or copper-skinned
We need to sing with all the voices of the mountain
Need to paint with all the colors of the wind
You can own the earth and still
All you’ll own is earth until
You can paint with all the colors of the wind

colors 
of
 
the

 
wind
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S E C T I O N
F              I               V       E

Y   o   u    t    h   i    n   k     y    o    u     o    w    n    w    h    a    t    e    v     e    
r     l    a    n    d      y    o    u      l    a    n    d      o    n 

 T  h e   e a r t h   i s   j u s t   a   d e a d   t h i n g   y o u   c a n   c l a i m 

 
 B u t   I   k n o w   e v e r y   r o c k  a n d   t r e  e   a n d   c r e a t u r e 
 H a s   a  l i f e ,   h a s   a   s p i r i t ,   h a s   a   n a m e 
       Y o u   t h i n k   t h e   o n l y   p e o p l e   w h o   a r e   p e o p l e 
 A r e   t h e   p e o p l e   w h o   l o o k   a n d  t h i n k   l i k e   y o u 

B u t   i f   y o u   w a l k   t h e   f o o t s t e p s   o f   a   s t r a n g e r 
Y o u ’ l l   l e a r n   t h i n g s   y o u   n e v e r   k n e w   y o u   n e v e r   k 
n e w 
         H a v e   y o u   e v e r   h e a r d   t h e   w o l f   c r y   t o   t h e   b 
l u e   c o r n   m o o n 
O r   a s k e d   t h e   g r i n n i n g   b o b c a t   w h y   h e   g r i n n e d 
 

    C a n   y o u   s i n g   w i th   a l l   t h e   v o i c e s   o f   t h e   m o u n 
t a i n 

C    a    n      y    o    u      p    a    i    n    t      w    i    t    h      a    l    l      t    
h    e  

              c    o    l    o    r    s      o    f      t    h    e      w    i     n    d    

C  a  n   y  o  u   p  a  i  n  t   w  i  t  h   a   l  l   t  h  e   c  o  l  o  r  s   o  f   t  h  
e   w  i  n  d

Come run the hidden pine trails of the forest
                  Come taste the sun-sweet berries of the earth
         Come roll in all the riches all around you

And for once, never wonder what they’re worth

      T   h   e     r   a   i   n   s   t   o   r   m    a   n   d    t   h   e    r   i   v  e   r    
a   r   e    m   y    b   r    o   t   h   e   r   s

           The heron and the otter are my friends
                A   n  d   w  e   a  r  e   a  l  l   c  o  n  n  e  c  t  e  d   t  o   e  a  c  h   
o  t  h  e  r   

   In a circle, in a hoop that never end

       C  a  n   y  o  u     s  i  n  g   w  i  t  h     a  l  l 
t h e           vo i c e s   o f   t h e   m o u n t a i  n  Can you paint with all the colors of the windCan you paint with all the colors of the wind

You think you own whatever land you land on

The earth is just a dead thing you can claim

But I know every rock and tree and creature
Has a life, has a spirit, has a name
You think the only people who are people
Are the people who look and think like you
But if you walk the footsteps of a stranger
You’ll learn things you never knew you never knew
Have you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moon
Or asked the grinning bobcat why he grinned

You think you own whatever land you land onThe earth is just a dead thing you can claimBut I know every rock and tree and 
creatureHas a life, has a spirit, has a nameYou think the only people who are peopleAre the people who look and think like 

youBut if you walk the footsteps of a strangerYou’ll learn things you never knew you never knewHave you ever heard the wolf 
cry to the blue corn moonOr asked the grinning bobcat why he grinnedCan you sing with all the voices of the mountainCan 
you paint with all the colors of the windCan you paint with all the colors of the windCome run the hidden pine trails of the 

forestCome taste the sun-sweet berries of the earthCome roll in all the riches all around youAnd for once, never wonder what 
they’re worthThe rainstorm and the river are my brothe rsThe heron and the otter are my friend   sAnd we are all connected to 

each other  , In a circle, in a hoop that never endsHave you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moonOr let the eagle tell you 
where he’s beenCan you sing with all the voices of the mountainCan you paint with all the colors of the windCan you paint with 
all the colors of the windHow high does the sycamore grow If you cut it down, then you’ll never knowAnd you’ll never hear the 
wolf cry to the blue corn moonFor whether we are white or copper-skinnedWe need to sing with all the voices of the mountain-

Need topaint with all the colors of the windYou can own the earth and stillAll you’ll own is earth untilYou can paint with all the 
colors of the wind

You think you own whatever land you land onThe earth is just a dead thing you can claimBut I know every rock and tree and creatureHas a  
life, has a spirit, has a nameYou think the only people who are peopleAre the people who look and think like youBut if you walk the footsteps 
of a strangerYou’ll learn things you never knew you never knewHave you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moonOr asked the grinning 
bobcat why he grinnedCan you sing with all the voices of the mountainCan you paint with all the colors of the windCan you paint with all 
the colors of the windCome run the hidden pine trails of the forestCome taste the sun-sweet berries of the earthCome roll in all the riches all 
around youAnd for once, never wonder what they’re worthThe rainstorm and the river are my brothe rsThe heron and the otter are my friend   
sAnd we are all connected to each other  , In a circle, in a hoop that never endsHave you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moonOr let 
the eagle tell you where he’s beenCan you sing with all the voices of the mountainCan you paint with all the colors of the windCan you paint 
with all the colors of the windHow high does the sycamore grow If you cut it down, then you’ll never knowAnd you’ll never hear the wolf cry 
to the blue corn moonFor whether we are white or copper-skinnedWe need to sing with all the voices of the mountainNeed topaint with all the 

Can you sing with all the voices of the mountain

Can you paint with all the colors of the wind

Can you sing with all the voices of the mountainCan you paint with all the colors of the windCan you paint with all the colors of the windCome run the hidden pine trails of the forestCome taste the sun-sweet berries of the earth
Come roll in all the riches all around you

YOU THINK YOU OWN WHATEVER LAND YOU LAND ON
          THE EARTH IS JUST A DEAD THING YOU CAN CLAIMYOU THINK YOU OWN WHATEVER LAND YOU LAND ON

          THE EARTH IS JUST A DEAD THING YOU CAN CLAIM

YOU THINK YOU OWN WHATEVER LAND YOU LAND ON
          THE EARTH IS JUST A DEAD THING YOU CAN CLAIM

C a n  y o u  s i n g  w i t h  a l l  t h e  v o i C e s  o f  t h e  m o u n t a i n

     C a n  y o u  p a i n t  w i t h  a l l  t h e  C o l o r s  o f  t h e  w i n d

        C a n  y o u  p a i n t  w i t h  a l l  t h e  C o l o r s  o f  t h e 

w i n d

       C o m e  r u n  t h e  h i d d e n  p i n e  t r a i l s  o f  t h e  f o r e s t

           C o m e  t a s t e  t h e  s u n - s w e e t  b e r r i e s  o f  t h e 

e a r t h

  C o m e  r o l l  i n  a l l  t h e  r i C h e s  a l l  a r o u n d  y o u

In a circle, in a hoop that never ends

C
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II

NN
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D

G

Y OU

C a n   y o u              s i n g        w i th     a l l     t h e   v o i 
c e s   

           o f   t h e   m o u n t a i n 

                                 Have 

you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moon

           Or let the eagle tell you where he’s     b    e       e                   
n
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You think you own whatever land you land on
The earth is just a dead thing you can claim
But I know every rock and tree and creature

Has a life, has a spirit, has a name
You think the only people who are people

Are the people who look and think like you
But if you walk the footsteps of a stranger

You’ll learn things you never knew you never knew

Have you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moon
Or asked the grinning bobcat why he grinned

Can you sing with all the voices of the mountain
Can you paint with all the colors of the wind
Can you paint with all the colors of the wind
Come run the hidden pine trails of the forest
Come taste the sun-sweet berries of the earth

Come roll in all the riches all around you

And for once, never wonder what they’re worth
The rainstorm and the river are my brothers

The heron and the otter are my friends
And we are all connected to each other, 

In a circle, in a hoop that never ends
Have you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moon

Or let the eagle tell you where he’s been
Can you sing with all the voices of the mountain

Can you paint with all the colors of the wind
Can you paint with all the colors of the wind

How high does the sycamore grow 
If you cut it down, then you’ll never know

And you’ll never hear the wolf cry to the blue corn moon
For whether we are white or copper-skinned

We need to sing with all the voices of the mountain
Need to paint with all the colors of the wind

You can own the earth and still
All you’ll own is earth until

You can paint with all the colors of the wind

You think you own whatever land you land on
The earth is just a dead thing you can claim
But I know every rock and tree and creature
Has a life, has a spirit, has a name
You think the only people who are people
Are the people who look and think like you
But if you walk the footsteps of a stranger
You’ll learn things you never knew you never knew

Have you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moon
Or asked the grinning bobcat why he grinned
Can you sing with all the voices of the mountain
Can you paint with all the colors of the wind
Can you paint with all the colors of the wind
Come run the hidden pine trails of the forest
Come taste the sun-sweet berries of the earth
Come roll in all the riches all around you

And for once, never wonder what they’re worth
The rainstorm and the river are my brothers
The heron and the otter are my friends
And we are all connected to each other, 
In a circle, in a hoop that never ends
Have you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moon
Or let the eagle tell you where he’s been
Can you sing with all the voices of the mountain
Can you paint with all the colors of the wind
Can you paint with all the colors of the wind
How high does the sycamore grow 
If you cut it down, then you’ll never know
And you’ll never hear the wolf cry to the blue corn moon
For whether we are white or copper-skinned
We need to sing with all the voices of the mountain
Need to paint with all the colors of the wind
You can own the earth and still
All you’ll own is earth until
You can paint with all the colors of the wind

You think you own whatever land you land on
The earth is just a dead thing you can claim

But I know every rock and tree and creature
Has a life, has a spirit, has a name

You think the only people who are people
Are the people who look and think like you

But if you walk the footsteps of a stranger
You’ll learn things you never knew you never knew

Have you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moon
Or asked the grinning bobcat why he grinned

Can you sing with all the voices of the mountain
Can you paint with all the colors of the wind
Can you paint with all the colors of the wind
Come run the hidden pine trails of the forest
Come taste the sun-sweet berries of the earth
Come roll in all the riches all around you

And for once, never wonder what they’re worth
The rainstorm and the river are my brothers
The heron and the otter are my friends
And we are all connected to each other, 
In a circle, in a hoop that never ends

Have you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moon
Or let the eagle tell you where he’s been

Can you sing with all the voices of the mountain
Can you paint with all the colors of the wind
Can you paint with all the colors of the wind

How high does the sycamore grow 
If you cut it down, then you’ll never know
And you’ll never hear the wolf cry to the blue corn moon
For whether we are white or copper-skinned
We need to sing with all the voices of the mountain
Need to paint with all the colors of the wind
You can own the earth and still
All you’ll own is earth until

You can paint with all the colors of the wind

YOU THINK YOU OWN WHATEVER LAND YOU LAND ON
THE EARTH IS JUST A DEAD THING YOU CAN CLAIM

BUT I KNOW EVERY ROCK AND TREE AND CREATURE
HAS A LIFE, HAS A SPIRIT, HAS A NAME

YOU THINK THE ONLY PEOPLE WHO ARE PEOPLE
ARE THE PEOPLE WHO LOOK AND THINK LIKE YOU

BUT IF YOU WALK THE FOOTSTEPS OF A STRANGER
YOU’LL LEARN THINGS YOU NEVER KNEW YOU NEVER KNEW

HAVE YOU EVER HEARD THE WOLF CRY TO THE BLUE CORN MOON
OR ASKED THE GRINNING BOBCAT WHY HE GRINNED

CAN YOU SING WITH ALL THE VOICES OF THE MOUNTAIN
CAN YOU PAINT WITH ALL THE COLORS OF THE WIND
CAN YOU PAINT WITH ALL THE COLORS OF THE WIND
COME RUN THE HIDDEN PINE TRAILS OF THE FOREST
COME TASTE THE SUN-SWEET BERRIES OF THE EARTH
COME ROLL IN ALL THE RICHES ALL AROUND YOU

AND FOR ONCE, NEVER WONDER WHAT THEY’RE WORTH
THE RAINSTORM AND THE RIVER ARE MY BROTHERS
THE HERON AND THE OTTER ARE MY FRIENDS
AND WE ARE ALL CONNECTED TO EACH OTHER, 
IN A CIRCLE, IN A HOOP THAT NEVER ENDS

HAVE YOU EVER HEARD THE WOLF CRY TO THE BLUE CORN MOON
OR LET THE EAGLE TELL YOU WHERE HE’S BEEN

CAN YOU SING WITH ALL THE VOICES OF THE MOUNTAIN
CAN YOU PAINT WITH ALL THE COLORS OF THE WIND
CAN YOU PAINT WITH ALL THE COLORS OF THE WIND

HOW HIGH DOES THE SYCAMORE GROW 
IF YOU CUT IT DOWN, THEN YOU’LL NEVER KNOW
AND YOU’LL NEVER HEAR THE WOLF CRY TO THE BLUE CORN MOON
FOR WHETHER WE ARE WHITE OR COPPER-SKINNED
WE NEED TO SING WITH ALL THE VOICES OF THE MOUNTAIN
NEED TO PAINT WITH ALL THE COLORS OF THE WIND
YOU CAN OWN THE EARTH AND STILL
ALL YOU’LL OWN IS EARTH UNTIL
YOU CAN PAINT WITH ALL THE COLORS OF THE WIND

H
ave you ever heard the w

olf cry to the blue corn m
oon O

r asked the grinning bobcat w
hy he grinned

ors 

 o
f  
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e 
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You think you ow
n w

hatever land you land on
T

he earth is just a dead thing you can claim
B

ut I know
 every rock and tree and creature

H
as a life, has a spirit, has a nam

e
You think the only people w

ho are people
A

re the people w
ho look and think like you

B
ut if you w

alk the footsteps of a stranger
You’ll learn things you never knew

 you never knew
H

ave you ever heard the w
olf cry to the blue corn m

oon

O
r asked the grinning bobcat w

hy he grinned
C

an you sing w
ith all the voices of the m

ountain
C

an you paint w
ith all the colors of the w

ind
C

an you paint w
ith all the colors of the w

ind
C

om
e run the hidden pine trails of the forest

C
om

e taste the sun-sw
eet berries of the earth

C
om

e roll in all the riches all around you
A

nd for once, never w
onder w

hat they’re w
orth

T
he rainstorm

 and the river are m
y brothers

T
he heron and the otter are m

y friends
A

nd w
e are all connected to each other, 

In a circle, in a hoop that never ends
H

ave you ever heard the w
olf cry to the blue corn m

oon

O
r let the eagle tell you w

here he’s been
C

an you sing w
ith all the voices of the m

ountain
C

an you paint w
ith all the colors of the w

ind
C

an you paint w
ith all the colors of the w

ind
H

ow
 high does the sycam

ore grow
 

If you cut it dow
n, then you’ll never know

A
nd you’ll never hear the w

olf cry to the blue corn m
oon

For w
hether w

e are w
hite or copper-skinned

W
e need to sing w

ith all the voices of the m
ountain

N
eed to paint w

ith all the colors of the w
ind

You can ow
n the earth and still

A
ll you’ll ow

n is earth until
Y

ou can paint w
ith all the colors of the w

ind

You think you ow
n w

hatever land you land on      The earth is just a dead thing you can claim

But I know
 every rock and tree and creature    H

as a life, has a spirit, has a nam
e

You think the only people w
ho are people   A

re the people w
ho look and think like you

But if you w
alk the footsteps of a stranger

You’ll learn things you never knew
 you never knew

H
ave you ever heard the w

olf cry to the blue corn m
oon

O
r asked the grinning bobcat w

hy he grinned
Can you sing w

ith all the voices of the m
ountain         Can you paint w

ith all the colors of the w
ind

Can you paint w
ith all the colors of the w

ind   Com
e run the hidden pine trails of the forest

Com
e taste the sun-sw

eet berries of the earth
                      Com

e roll in all the riches all around you

And for once, never wonder what they’re worthThe rainstorm and the river are my brothersThe heron and the otter are my friendsAnd we are all connected to each other, In a circle, in a hoop that never ends

And for once, never wonder what they’re worthThe rainstorm and the river are my brothersThe heron and the otter are my friendsAnd we are all connected to each other, In a circle, in a hoop that never ends

Have you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moon

Or let the eagle tell you where he’s been

sing with 
all the 

voices of 
the mountain

paint with 
all the 
colors 
of the wind
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variations / section six

section 6 / c o n s t a n t s
1 serif typeface only: any weight
1 sans serif typeface only: **any weight

section 6 / v a r i a b l e s
sans serif weight
photographic image / original
color
serif weight
italics
small caps
tracking (space between letters)
type size
leading
alignment
measure (width of the text block)
location / placement / spacing
case

S E C T I O N
Y  O  U T  H  I  N  K 

Y       O        U      O  W     N W   H    A        T  E  V  E  R   L  A  N  D   Y  O  U      L  A  N   D   O  N  T  H    E     E     A  R  T  H   I  S   J  U S  T   A   D  E  A  D   T  H  I  N  G   Y  O  U   C  A  N   C  L  A  I  M  B  U  T   I   K  N  O  W   E  V  E  R  Y   R  O  C  K   A  N  D   T  R  E  E   A  N  D   C  R  E  A  T  U  R  E  H  A  S   A   L  I  F  E  ,   H  A  S   A   S  P  I  R  I  T  ,   H  A  S   A   N  A  M  EY  O  U   T  H  I  N  K   T  H  E   O  N  L  Y   P  E  O  P  L  E   W  H  O   A  R  E   P  E  O  P  L  E
A  R  E   T  H  E  P  E  O  P  L  E   W            H       O       L  O               O       K   A  N  D   T  H  I  N  K   L  I  K  E   Y  O  U  B  U  T   I  F   Y  O  U   W  A  L  K   T  H  E   F  O  O  T  S  T  E  P  S   O  F   A   S  T  R  A  N  G  E  RY  O  U’  L  L   L  E  A  R  N   T             H    I   N  G  S   Y  O  U   N  E  V  E  R     K  N  E  W   Y  O  U   N  E  V  E  R   K  N  E  W  H  A  V  E   Y  O  U   E  V  E  R   H  E  A  R  D   T  H  E   W  O  L  F   C  R  Y   T  O   T  H  E   B  L  U  E   C    O  R  N   M  O  O  NO  R           A        S  K  E  D   T  H  E   G  R  I  N  N  I  N  G      B  O  B  C  A  T   W  H  Y   H  E   G  R  I  N  N  E  D  C  A  N   Y  O  U   S  I  N  G   W  I  T  H   A  L  L   T  H  E   

V           O      I  C  E  S   O  F   T  H  E   M  O  U  N  T  A  I  N  
  

Y  O  U T  H  I  N  K Y  O  U O  W   N W  H  A  T  E  V  E  R   L  A  N  D   Y  O  U   L  A  N   D   O  N  T  H  E   E  A  R  T  H   I  S   J  U S  T   A   D  E  A  D   T  H  I  N  G   Y  O  U   C  A  N   C  L  A  I  M  B  U  T   I   K  N  O  W   E  V  E  R  Y   R  O  C  K   A  N  D   T  R  E  E   A  N  D   C  R  E  A  T  U  R  E  
H  A  S   A   L  I  F  E  ,   H  A  S   A   S  P  I  R  I  T  

,   H  A  S   A   N  A  M  E
Y  O  U   T  H  I  N  K   T  H  E   

Can you sing with all the voices of the mountainCan you paint with all the colors of the windCan you paint with all the colors of the windCome run the hidden pine trails of the forestCome taste the sun-sweet berries of the earth
Come roll in all the riches all around you

Can you sing with all the voices of the mountain

Can you paint with all the colors of the wind

Can you paint with all the colors of the wind

Have you ever
 heard the wolf cry to the

blue 
corn moon

Or let the eagle tell you where he’s been

Can you sing with all the voices of the mountain

Can you paint with all the colors of the wind

Can you paint with all the colors of the wind

How high does the sycamore grow 

If you cut it down, then you’ll never know

And you’ll never hear the wolf cry to the blue corn moon

For whether we are white or copper-skinned
We need to sing with all the voices of the mountain

Need to paint with all the colors of the wind
You can own the earth and still

All you’ll own is earth until

You can paint with all the colors of the wind

Can you sing with all the voices of the mountain

                                                                             Can you paint with all the colors of the wind

                Can you paint with all the colors of the wind

Have you ever
 heard the wolf cry to the

blue 
corn moon

Or let the eagle tell you where he’s been

Have you ever
 heard the wolf cry to the

blue 
corn moon

Or let the eagle tell you where he’s been
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Have you ever heard 
the wolf cry to the blue corn moon  

Or asked 
the grinning bobcat why he grinned

CAN YOU SING WITH ALL THE 
VOICES OF THE MOUNTAIN
CAN YOU PAINT WITH ALL 
THE COLORS OF THE WIND
CAN YOU PAINT WITH ALL 
THE COLORS OF THE WIND
COME RUN THE HIDDEN 
PINE TRAILS OF THE FOREST
COME TASTE THE SUN-SWEET 
BERRIES OF THE EARTH
COME ROLL IN ALL THE 
RICHES ALL AROUND YOU

Can you sing with all the voices of the mountainCan you paint with all the colors of the windCan you paint with all the colors of the windCome run the hidden pine trails of the forestCome taste the 
sun-sweet ber-

ries of the earth
Come roll in all 

the riches all 
around youAnd for once, never wonder 

what 
The 

Y    o
    u

     
 t   

 h    i
    n

    k
     

 y  
  o    u

     
 o    w

    n
     

 w    h
    a

    t
    e

    v
     

e    r
     

 l   
 a  

  n    d
     

 y  
  o    u

     
 l   

 a  
  n    d

     
 o    n

 

 T     
h     

e     
 e     

a   
  r 

    t
     

h     
    i

     
s   

     
j    

 u     
 s  

   t 
   a

     
d     

e     
a   

  d     
 t   

  h     
i    

 n     
g     

 y  
   o

     
u     

 c  
   a

     
n     

 c  
   l 

    a
     

i    
 m

But   I
   k

 n o w   e
 v e

 r y
   r
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 And we are
 all

 co
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d to each
 other, 

In a c
irc

le, 
in a h

oop th
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nds

Have
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u ev
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eard
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o th
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hether w
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inned
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the wind
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   a
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pain
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wind

H   A   V   E    Y   O   U    E   V   E   R      H   E   A   R   D    

T   H   E    W   O   L   F    C   R   Y    T   O    

T   H   E    B   L   U   E    C   O   R   N    M   O   O   N

O   R    L   E   T    T   H   E    E   A   G   L   E    T   E   L   L       Y   O   U    W   H   E   R   E    H   
E   ’   S    B   E   E   N   

H   O   W    H   I   G   H    D   O   E   S    T   H   E    S   Y   C   A   M   O   R   E    G   R   O   
W    
I   F    Y   O   U    C   U   T    I   T    D   O   W   N   ,    T   H   E   N    Y   O   U   ’   L   L N   
E   V   E   R    K   N   O   W  
A   N   D    Y   O   U   ’   L   L    N   E   V    E   R    H    E   A   R    T   H   E    W   O   L   F     
C   R   Y     T   O    T   H   E    B   L   U   E    C   O   R   N    M   O   O    N

You think you own whatever land you land onThe earth is just a dead thing you can claimBut I know ev-ery rock and tree and creatureHas a life, has a spirit, has a nameYou think the only people who are peopleAre the people who look and think like youBut if you walk the footsteps of a strangerYou’ll learn things you nev-er knew you never knew
Have you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moonOr asked the grinning bobcat why he grinnedCan you sing with all the voices of the mountainCan you paint with all the col-ors of the windCan you paint with all the col-ors of the windCome run the hidden pine trails of the forestCome taste the sun-sweet ber-ries of the earthCome roll in all the riches all around you
And for once, never wonder what they’re worthThe rainstorm and the river are my brothersThe heron and the otter are my friendsAnd we are all connected to each other, In a circle, in a hoop that never ends
Have you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moonOr let the eagle tell you where he’s been
Can you sing with all the voices of the mountainCan you paint with all the col-ors of the windCan you paint with all the col-ors of the wind
How high does the sycamore grow 
If you cut it 
down, then 
you’ll never 
know

And you’ll never 

hear the wolf cry 

to the blue corn 

moon

For whether we 

are white or cop-

per-skinned

We need to sing 

with all the 

voices of the 

mountain

You think you own whatever land you land onThe earth is just a dead thing you can claimBut I know every rock and tree and creatureHas a life, has a spirit, has a nameYou think the only people who are peopleAre the people who look and think like youBut if you walk the footsteps of a strangerYou’ll learn things you never knew you never knewHave you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moonOr asked the grinning bobcat why he grinnedCan you sing with all the voices of the mountainCan you paint with all the colors of the windCan you paint with all the colors of the windCome run the hidden pine trails of the forestCome taste the sun-sweet berries of the earthCome roll in all the riches all around youAnd for once, never wonder what they’re worthThe rainstorm and the river are my brothersThe heron and the otter are my friendsAnd we are all connected to each other, In a circle, in a hoop that never endsHave you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moonOr let the eagle tell you where he’s beenCan you sing with all the voices of the mountainCan you paint with all the colors of the windCan you paint with all the colors of the windHow high does the sycamore grow If you cut it down, then you’ll never knowAnd you’ll never hear the wolf cry to the blue corn moonFor whether we are white or copper-skinnedWe need to sing with all the voices of the mountainNeed to paint with all the colors of the windYou can own the earth and stillAll you’ll own is earth untilYou can paint with all the colors of the windYou think you own whatever land you land onThe earth is just a dead thing you can claimBut I know every rock and tree and creatureHas a life, has a spirit, has a nameYou think the only people who are peopleAre the people who look and think like youBut if you walk the footsteps of a strangerYou’ll learn things you never knew you never knewHave you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moonOr asked the grinning bobcat why he grinnedCan you sing with all the voices of the mountainCan you paint with all the colors of the windCan you paint with all the colors of the windCome run the hidden pine trails of the forestCome taste the sun-sweet berries of the earthCome roll in all the riches all around youAnd for once, never wonder what they’re worthThe rainstorm and the river are my brothersThe heron and the otter are my friendsAnd we are all connected to each other, In a circle, in a hoop that never endsHave you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moonOr let the eagle tell you where he’s beenCan you sing with all the voices of the mountainCan you paint with all the colors of the windCan you paint with all the colors of the windHow high does the sycamore grow If you cut it down, then you’ll never knowAnd you’ll never hear the wolf cry to the blue corn moonFor whether we are white or copper-skinnedWe need to sing with all the voices of the mountainNeed to paint with all the colors of the windYou can own the earth and stillAll you’ll own is earth untilYou can paint with all the colors of the windYou think you own whatever land you land onThe earth is just a dead thing you can claimBut I know every rock and tree and creatureHas a life, has a spirit, has a nameYou think the only people who are peopleAre the people who look and think like youBut if you walk the footsteps of a strangerYou’ll learn things you never knew you never knewHave you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moonOr asked the grinning bobcat why he grinnedCan you sing with all the voices of the mountainCan you paint with all the colors of the windCan you paint with all the colors of the windCome run the hidden pine trails of the forestCome taste the sun-sweet berries of the earthCome roll in all the riches all around youAnd for once, never wonder what they’re worthThe rainstorm and the river are my brothersThe heron and the otter are my friendsAnd we are all connected to each other, In a circle, in a hoop that never endsHave you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moonOr let the eagle tell you where he’s beenCan you sing with all the voices of the mountainCan you paint with all the colors of the windCan you paint with all the colors of the windHow high does the sycamore grow If you cut it down, then you’ll never knowAnd you’ll never hear the wolf cry to the blue corn moonFor whether we are white or copper-skinnedWe need to sing with all the voices of the mountainNeed to paint with all the colors of the windYou can own the earth and stillAll you’ll own is earth untilYou can paint with all the colors of the wind
You think you own whatever land you land onThe earth is just a dead thing you can claimBut I know every rock and tree and creatureHas a life, has a spirit, has a nameYou think the only people who are peopleAre the people who look and think like youBut if you walk the footsteps of a strangerYou’ll learn things you never knew you never knewHave you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moonOr asked the grinning bobcat why he grinnedCan you sing with all the voices of the mountainCan you paint with all the colors of the windCan you paint with all the colors of the windCome run the hidden pine trails of the forestCome taste the sun-sweet berries of the earthCome roll in all the riches all around youAnd for once, never wonder what they’re worthThe rainstorm and the river are my brothersThe heron and the otter are my friendsAnd we are all connected to each other, In a circle, in a hoop that never endsHave you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moonOr let the eagle tell you where he’s beenCan you sing with all the voices of the mountainCan you paint with all the colors of the windCan you paint with all the colors of the windHow high does the sycamore grow If you cut it down, then you’ll never knowAnd you’ll never hear the wolf cry to the blue corn moonFor whether we are white or copper-skinnedWe need to sing with all the voices of the mountainNeed to paint with all the colors of the windYou can own the earth and stillAll you’ll own is earth untilYou can paint with all the colors of the wind

You think you own whatever land you land onThe earth is just a dead thing you can claimBut I know every rock and tree and creatureHas a life, has a spirit, has a nameYou think the only people who are peopleAre the people who look and think like youBut if you walk the footsteps of a strangerYou’ll learn things you never knew you never knewHave you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moonOr asked the grinning bobcat why he grinnedCan you sing with all the voices of the mountainCan you paint with all the colors of the windCan you paint with all the colors of the windCome run the hidden pine trails of the forestCome taste the sun-sweet berries of the earthCome roll in all the riches all around youAnd for once, never wonder what they’re worthThe rainstorm and the river are my brothersThe heron and the otter are my friendsAnd we are all connected to each other, In a circle, in a hoop that never endsHave you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moonOr let the eagle tell you where he’s beenCan you sing with all the voices of the mountainCan you paint with all the colors of the windCan you paint with all the colors of the windHow high does the sycamore grow If you cut it down, then you’ll never knowAnd you’ll never hear the wolf cry to the blue corn moonFor whether we are white or copper-skinnedWe need to sing with all the voices of the mountainNeed to paint with all the colors of the windYou can own the earth and stillAll you’ll own is earth untilYou can paint with all the colors of the wind

You think you own whatever land you land onThe earth is just a dead thing you can claimBut I know every rock and tree and creatureHas a life, has a spirit, has a nameYou think the only peo-ple who are peopleAre the people who look and think like youBut if you walk the footsteps of a strangerYou’ll learn things you never knew you never knewHave you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moonOr asked the grinning bobcat why he grinnedCan you sing with all the voices of the moun-tainCan you paint with all the colors of the windCan you paint with all the colors of the windCome run the hidden pine trails of the forestCome taste the sun-sweet berries of the earthCome roll in all the rich-es all around youAnd for once, never wonder what they’re worthThe rainstorm and the river are my brothersThe heron and the otter are my friendsAnd we are all connect-ed to each other, In a circle, in a hoop that never endsHave you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moonOr let the eagle tell you where he’s beenCan you sing with all the voices of the moun-tainCan you paint with all the colors of the windCan you paint with all the colors of the windHow high does the syc-amore grow If you cut it down, then you’ll never knowAnd you’ll never hear the wolf cry to the blue corn moonFor whether we are white or cop-per-skinnedWe need to sing with all the voices of the mountainNeed to paint with all the colors of the windYou can own the earth and stillAll you’ll own is earth untilYou can paint with all the colors of the wind
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You think you own whatever land you land on

The earth is j
ust a

 dead thing you can claim

But I k
now every rock and tre

e and creature

Has a life
, has a spirit,

 has a name

You think the only people who are people

Are the people who look and think like you

But if 
you walk the footste

ps of a stra
nger

You’ll le
arn things you never knew you never knew

Have you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moon

Or asked the grinning bobcat why he grinned

Can you sin
g with all th

e voices of th
e mountain

Can you paint with all th
e colors o

f th
e wind

Can you paint with all th
e colors o

f th
e wind

Come run the hidden pine tra
ils o

f th
e forest

Come taste the sun-sweet berrie
s of th

e earth

Come roll in
 all th

e riches all around you

And for once, never wonder what th
ey’re worth

The rainstorm and the river are my brothers

The heron and the otter are my frie
nds

And we are all connected to each other, 

In a circle, in a hoop that never ends

Have you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moon

Or let th
e eagle tell you where he’s b

een

Can you sin
g with all th

e voices of th
e mountain

Can you paint with all th
e colors o

f th
e wind

Can you paint with all th
e colors o

f th
e wind

How high does th
e sycamore grow 

If you cut it 
down, then you’ll n

ever know

And you’ll n
ever hear th

e wolf cry to the blue corn moon

For whether we are white or copper-sk
inned

We need to sin
g with all th

e voices of th
e mountain

Need to paint with all th
e colors o

f th
e wind

You can own the earth and stil
l

All you’ll o
wn is e

arth until

You can paint with all th
e colors o

f th
e wind

You think you own whatever land you land on

The earth is j
ust a

 dead thing you can claim

But I k
now every rock and tre

e and creature

Has a life
, has a spirit,

 has a name

You think the only people who are people

Are the people who look and think like you

But if 
you walk the footste

ps of a stra
nger

You’ll le
arn things you never knew you never knew

Have you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moon

Or asked the grinning bobcat why he grinned

Can you sin
g with all th

e voices of th
e mountain

Can you paint with all th
e colors o

f th
e wind

Can you paint with all th
e colors o

f th
e wind

Come run the hidden pine tra
ils o

f th
e forest

Come taste the sun-sweet berrie
s of th

e earth

Come roll in
 all th

e riches all around you

And for once, never wonder what th
ey’re worth

The rainstorm and the river are my brothers

The heron and the otter are my frie
nds

And we are all connected to each other, 

In a circle, in a hoop that never ends

Have you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moon

Or let th
e eagle tell you where he’s b

een

Can you sin
g with all th

e voices of th
e mountain

Can you paint with all th
e colors o

f th
e wind

Can you paint with all th
e colors o

f th
e wind

How high does th
e sycamore grow 

If you cut it 
down, then you’ll n

ever know

And you’ll n
ever hear th

e wolf cry to the blue corn moon

For whether we are white or copper-sk
inned

We need to sin
g with all th

e voices of th
e mountain

Need to paint with all th
e colors o

f th
e wind

You can own the earth and stil
l

All you’ll o
wn is e

arth until

You can paint with all th
e colors o

f th
e wind

You think you own whatever land you land on

The earth is just a dead thing you can claim

But I know every rock and tree and creature

Has a life, has a spirit, has a name

You think the only people who are people

Are the people who look and think like you

But if you walk the footsteps of a stranger

You’ll learn things you never knew you never knew

Have you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moon

Or asked the grinning bobcat why he grinned

Can you sing with all the voices of the mountain

Can you paint with all the colors of the wind

Can you paint with all the colors of the wind

Come run the hidden pine trails of the forest

Come taste the sun-sweet berries of the earth

Come roll in all the riches all around you

And for once, never wonder what they’re worth

The rainstorm and the river are my brothers

The heron and the otter are my friends

And we are all connected to each other, 

In a circle, in a hoop that never ends

Have you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moon

Or let the eagle tell you where he’s been

Can you sing with all the voices of the mountain

Can you paint with all the colors of the wind

Can you paint with all the colors of the wind

How high does the sycamore grow 

If you cut it down, then you’ll never know

And you’ll never hear the wolf cry to the blue corn moon

For whether we are white or copper-skinned

We need to sing with all the voices of the mountain

Need to paint with all the colors of the wind

You can own the earth and still

All you’ll own is earth until

You can paint with all the colors of the wind

You think you own whatever land you land on

The earth is just a dead thing you can claim

But I know every rock and tree and creature

Has a life, has a spirit, has a name

You think the only people who are people

Are the people who look and think like you

But if you walk the footsteps of a stranger

You’ll learn things you never knew you never knew

Have you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moon

Or asked the grinning bobcat why he grinned

Can you sing with all the voices of the mountain

Can you paint with all the colors of the wind

Can you paint with all the colors of the wind

Come run the hidden pine trails of the forest

Come taste the sun-sweet berries of the earth

Come roll in all the riches all around you

And for once, never wonder what they’re worth

The rainstorm and the river are my brothers

The heron and the otter are my friends

And we are all connected to each other, 

In a circle, in a hoop that never ends

Have you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moon

Or let the eagle tell you where he’s been

Can you sing with all the voices of the mountain

Can you paint with all the colors of the wind

Can you paint with all the colors of the wind

How high does the sycamore grow 

If you cut it down, then you’ll never know

And you’ll never hear the wolf cry to the blue corn moon

For whether we are white or copper-skinned

We need to sing with all the voices of the mountain

Need to paint with all the colors of the wind

You can own the earth and still

All you’ll own is earth until

You can paint with all the colors of the wind

You think you own whatever land you land on

The earth is just a dead thing you can claim

But I know every rock and tree and creature

Has a life, has a spirit, has a name

You think the only people who are people

Are the people who look and think like you

But if you walk the footsteps of a stranger

You’ll learn things you never knew you never knew

Have you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moon

Or asked the grinning bobcat why he grinned

Can you sing with all the voices of the mountain

Can you paint with all the colors of the wind

Can you paint with all the colors of the wind

Come run the hidden pine trails of the forest

Come taste the sun-sweet berries of the earth

Come roll in all the riches all around you

And for once, never wonder what they’re worth

The rainstorm and the river are my brothers

The heron and the otter are my friends

And we are all connected to each other, 

In a circle, in a hoop that never ends

Have you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moon

Or let the eagle tell you where he’s been

Can you sing with all the voices of the mountain

Can you paint with all the colors of the wind

Can you paint with all the colors of the wind

How high does the sycamore grow 

If you cut it down, then you’ll never know

And you’ll never hear the wolf cry to the blue corn moon

For whether we are white or copper-skinned

We need to sing with all the voices of the mountain

Need to paint with all the colors of the wind

You can own the earth and still

All you’ll own is earth until

You can paint with all the colors of the wind

You think you own whatever land you land on

The earth is just a dead thing you can claim

But I know every rock and tree and creature

H
as a life, has a spirit, has a nam

e

You think the only people who are people

Are the people who look and think like you

But if you walk the footsteps of a stranger

You’ll learn things you never knew you never knew

H
ave you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn m

oon

O
r asked the grinning bobcat why he grinned

Can you sing with all the voices of the m
ountain

Can you paint with all the colors of the wind

Can you paint with all the colors of the wind

Com
e run the hidden pine trails of the forest

Com
e taste the sun-sweet berries of the earth

Com
e roll in all the riches all around you

And for once, never wonder what they’re worth

The rainstorm
 and the river are m

y brothers

The heron and the otter are m
y friends

And we are all connected to each other, 

In a circle, in a hoop that never ends

H
ave you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn m

oon

O
r let the eagle tell you where he’s been

Can you sing with all the voices of the m
ountain

Can you paint with all the colors of the wind

Can you paint with all the colors of the wind

H
ow high does the sycam

ore grow 

If you cut it down, then you’ll never know

And you’ll never hear the wolf cry to the blue corn m
oon

For whether we are white or copper-skinned

W
e need to sing with all the voices of the m

ountain

Need to paint with all the colors of the wind

You can own the earth and still

All you’ll own is earth until

You can paint with all the colors of the wind
Y

ou think you ow
n w

hatever land you land on

T
he earth is just a dead thing you can claim

B
ut I know

 every rock and tree and creature

H
as a life, has a spirit, has a nam

e

Y
ou think the only people w

ho are people

A
re the people w

ho look and think like you

B
ut if you w

alk the footsteps of a stranger

Y
ou’ll learn things you never knew

 you never knew

H
ave you ever heard the w

olf cry to the blue corn m
oon

O
r asked the grinning bobcat w

hy he grinned

C
an you sing w

ith all the voices of the m
ountain

C
an you paint w

ith all the colors of the w
ind

C
an you paint w

ith all the colors of the w
ind

C
om

e run the hidden pine trails of the forest

C
om

e taste the sun-sw
eet berries of the earth

C
om

e roll in all the riches all around you

A
nd for once, never w

onder w
hat they’re w

orth

T
he rainstorm

 and the river are m
y brothers

T
he heron and the otter are m

y friends

A
nd w

e are all connected to each other, 

In a circle, in a hoop that never ends

H
ave you ever heard the w

olf cry to the blue corn m
oon

O
r let the eagle tell you w

here he’s been

C
an you sing w

ith all the voices of the m
ountain

C
an you paint w

ith all the colors of the w
ind

C
an you paint w

ith all the colors of the w
ind

H
ow

 high does the sycam
ore grow

 

If you cut it dow
n, then you’ll never know

A
nd you’ll never hear the w

olf cry to the blue corn m
oon

F
or w

hether w
e are w

hite or copper-skinned

W
e need to sing w

ith all the voices of the m
ountain

N
eed to paint w

ith all the colors of the w
ind

Y
ou can ow

n the earth and still

A
ll you’ll ow

n is earth until

Y
ou can paint w

ith all the colors of the w
ind

You think you own whatever land you land on

The earth is just a dead thing you can claim

But I know every rock and tree and creature

H
as a life, has a spirit, has a nam

e

You think the only people who are people

Are the people who look and think like you

But if you walk the footsteps of a stranger

You’ll learn things you never knew you never knew

H
ave you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn m

oon

O
r asked the grinning bobcat why he grinned

Can you sing with all the voices of the m
ountain

Can you paint with all the colors of the wind

Can you paint with all the colors of the wind

Com
e run the hidden pine trails of the forest

Com
e taste the sun-sweet berries of the earth

Com
e roll in all the riches all around you

And for once, never wonder what they’re worth

The rainstorm
 and the river are m

y brothers

The heron and the otter are m
y friends

And we are all connected to each other, 

In a circle, in a hoop that never ends

H
ave you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn m

oon

O
r let the eagle tell you where he’s been

Can you sing with all the voices of the m
ountain

Can you paint with all the colors of the wind

Can you paint with all the colors of the wind

H
ow high does the sycam

ore grow 

If you cut it down, then you’ll never know

And you’ll never hear the wolf cry to the blue corn m
oon

For whether we are white or copper-skinned

W
e need to sing with all the voices of the m

ountain

Need to paint with all the colors of the wind

You can own the earth and still

All you’ll own is earth until

You can paint with all the colors of the wind

You think you ow
n w

hatever land you land on

The earth is just a dead thing you can claim

But I know
 every rock and tree and creature

H
as a life, has a spirit, has a nam

e

You think the only people w
ho are people

A
re the people w

ho look and think like you

But if you w
alk the footsteps of a stranger

You’ll learn things you never knew
 you never knew

H
ave you ever heard the w

olf cry to the blue corn 

m
oon

O
r asked the grinning bobcat w

hy he grinned

Can you sing w
ith all the voices of the m

ountain

Can you paint w
ith all the colors of the w

ind

Can you paint w
ith all the colors of the w

ind

Com
e run the hidden pine trails of the forest

Com
e taste the sun-sw

eet berries of the earth

Com
e roll in all the riches all around you

A
nd for once, never w

onder w
hat they’re w

orth

The rainstorm
 and the river are m

y brothers

The heron and the otter are m
y friends

A
nd w

e are all connected to each other, 

In a circle, in a hoop that never ends

H
ave you ever heard the w

olf cry to the blue corn 

m
oon

O
r let the eagle tell you w

here he’s been

Can you sing w
ith all the voices of the m

ountain

Can you paint w
ith all the colors of the w

ind

Can you paint w
ith all the colors of the w

ind

H
ow

 high does the sycam
ore grow

 

If you cut it dow
n, then you’ll never know

A
nd you’ll never hear the w

olf cry to the blue corn 

m
oon

For w
hether w

e are w
hite or copper-skinned

W
e need to sing w

ith all the voices of the m
ountain

N
eed to paint w

ith all the colors of the w
ind

You can ow
n the earth and still

A
ll you’ll ow

n is earth until

You can paint w
ith all the colors of the w

ind

You think you ow
n w

hatever land you land on

The earth is just a dead thing you can claim

But I know
 every rock and tree and creature

Has a life, has a spirit, has a nam
e

You think the only people w
ho are people

Are the people w
ho look and think like you

But if you w
alk the footsteps of a stranger

You’ll learn things you never knew
 you never knew

Have you ever heard the w
olf cry to the blue corn 

m
oon

O
r asked the grinning bobcat w

hy he grinned

Can you sing w
ith all the voices of the m

ountain

Can you paint w
ith all the colors of the w

ind

Can you paint w
ith all the colors of the w

ind

Com
e run the hidden pine trails of the forest

Com
e taste the sun-sw

eet berries of the earth

Com
e roll in all the riches all around you

And for once, never w
onder w

hat they’re w
orth

The rainstorm
 and the river are m

y brothers

The heron and the otter are m
y friends

And w
e are all connected to each other, 

In a circle, in a hoop that never ends

Have you ever heard the w
olf cry to the blue corn 

m
oon

O
r let the eagle tell you w

here he’s been

Can you sing w
ith all the voices of the m

ountain

Can you paint w
ith all the colors of the w

ind

Can you paint w
ith all the colors of the w

ind

How
 high does the sycam

ore grow
 

If you cut it dow
n, then you’ll never know

And you’ll never hear the w
olf cry to the blue corn 

m
oon

For w
hether w

e are w
hite or copper-skinned

W
e need to sing w

ith all the voices of the m
ountain

N
eed to paint w

ith all the colors of the w
ind

You can ow
n the earth and still

All you’ll ow
n is earth until

You can paint w
ith all the colors of the w

ind

You think you ow
n w

hatever land you land on

The earth is just a dead thing you can claim

But I know
 every rock and tree and creature

Has a life, has a spirit, has a nam
e

You think the only people w
ho are people

Are the people w
ho look and think like you

But if you w
alk the footsteps of a stranger

You’ll learn things you never knew
 you never knew

Have you ever heard the w
olf cry to the blue corn 

m
oon

O
r asked the grinning bobcat w

hy he grinned

Can you sing w
ith all the voices of the m

ountain

Can you paint w
ith all the colors of the w

ind

Can you paint w
ith all the colors of the w

ind

Com
e run the hidden pine trails of the forest

Com
e taste the sun-sw

eet berries of the earth

Com
e roll in all the riches all around you

And for once, never w
onder w

hat they’re w
orth

The rainstorm
 and the river are m

y brothers

The heron and the otter are m
y friends

And w
e are all connected to each other, 

In a circle, in a hoop that never ends

Have you ever heard the w
olf cry to the blue corn 

m
oon

O
r let the eagle tell you w

here he’s been

Can you sing w
ith all the voices of the m

ountain

Can you paint w
ith all the colors of the w

ind

Can you paint w
ith all the colors of the w

ind

How
 high does the sycam

ore grow
 

If you cut it dow
n, then you’ll never know

And you’ll never hear the w
olf cry to the blue corn 

m
oon

For w
hether w

e are w
hite or copper-skinned

W
e need to sing w

ith all the voices of the m
ountain

N
eed to paint w

ith all the colors of the w
ind

You can ow
n the earth and still

All you’ll ow
n is earth until

You can paint w
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You think you own whatever land you land on

The earth is just a dead thing you can claim

But I know every rock and tree and creature

Has a life, has a spirit, has a name

You think the only people who are people

Are the people who look and think like you

But if you walk the footsteps of a stranger

You’ll learn things you never knew you never knew

Have you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moon

Or asked the grinning bobcat why he grinned

Can you sing with all the voices of the mountain

Can you paint with all the colors of the wind

Can you paint with all the colors of the wind

Come run the hidden pine trails of the forest

Come taste the sun-sweet berries of the earth

Come roll in all the riches all around you

And for once, never wonder what they’re worth

The rainstorm and the river are my brothers

The heron and the otter are my friends

And we are all connected to each other, 

In a circle, in a hoop that never ends

Have you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moon

Or let the eagle tell you where he’s been

Can you sing with all the voices of the mountain

Y
ou think you ow
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hatever land you land on

T
he earth is just a dead thing you can claim
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ut I know
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ut I know
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nd for once, never w

onder w
hat they’re w

orth

T
he rainstorm
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e are all connected to each other, 

In a circle, in a hoop that never ends

H
ave you ever heard the w

olf cry to the blue corn m
oon

O
r let the eagle tell you w

here he’s been

C
an you sing w

ith all the voices of the m
ountain

You think you own whatever land you land on

The earth is just a dead thing you can claim

But I know every rock and tree and creature

Has a life, has a spirit, has a name
You think the only people who are people

Are the people who look and think like you

But if you walk the footsteps of a stranger

You’ll learn things you never knew you never knew

Have you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moon

Or asked the grinning bobcat why he grinned

Can you sing with all the voices of the mountain

Can you paint with all the colors of the wind

Can you paint with all the colors of the wind

Come run the hidden pine trails of the forest

Come taste the sun-sweet berries of the earth

Come roll in all the riches all around you

And for once, never wonder what they’re worth

The rainstorm and the river are my brothers

The heron and the otter are my friends

And we are all connected to each other, 

In a circle, in a hoop that never ends

Have you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moon

Or let the eagle tell you where he’s been

Can you sing with all the voices of the mountain

You think you own whatever land you land on

The earth is just a dead thing you can claim

But I know every rock and tree and creature

Has a life, has a spirit, has a name
You think the only people who are people

Are the people who look and think like you

But if you walk the footsteps of a stranger

You’ll learn things you never knew you never knew

Have you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moon

Or asked the grinning bobcat why he grinned

Can you sing with all the voices of the mountain

Can you paint with all the colors of the wind

Can you paint with all the colors of the wind

Come run the hidden pine trails of the forest

Come taste the sun-sweet berries of the earth

Come roll in all the riches all around you

And for once, never wonder what they’re worth

The rainstorm and the river are my brothers

The heron and the otter are my friends

And we are all connected to each other, 

In a circle, in a hoop that never ends

Have you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moon

Or let the eagle tell you where he’s been

Can you sing with all the voices of the mountain

You think you own whatever land you land on

The earth is just a dead thing you can claim

But I know every rock and tree and creature

Has a life, has a spirit, has a name
You think the only people who are people

Are the people who look and think like you

But if you walk the footsteps of a stranger

You’ll learn things you never knew you never knew

Have you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moon

Or asked the grinning bobcat why he grinned

Can you sing with all the voices of the mountain

Can you paint with all the colors of the wind

Can you paint with all the colors of the wind

Come run the hidden pine trails of the forest

Come taste the sun-sweet berries of the earth

Come roll in all the riches all around you

And for once, never wonder what they’re worth

The rainstorm and the river are my brothers

The heron and the otter are my friends

And we are all connected to each other, 

In a circle, in a hoop that never ends

Have you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moon

Or let the eagle tell you where he’s been

Can you sing with all the voices of the mountain

You think you own whatever land you land on

The earth is just a dead thing you can claim

But I know every rock and tree and creature

Has a life, has a spirit, has a name
You think the only people who are people

Are the people who look and think like you

But if you walk the footsteps of a stranger

You’ll learn things you never knew you never knew

Have you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moon

Or asked the grinning bobcat why he grinned

Can you sing with all the voices of the mountain

Can you paint with all the colors of the wind

Can you paint with all the colors of the wind

Come run the hidden pine trails of the forest

Come taste the sun-sweet berries of the earth

Come roll in all the riches all around you

And for once, never wonder what they’re worth

The rainstorm and the river are my brothers

The heron and the otter are my friends

And we are all connected to each other, 

In a circle, in a hoop that never ends

Have you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moon

Or let the eagle tell you where he’s been

Can you sing with all the voices of the mountain You think you ow
n w

hatever land you land on

The earth is just a dead thing you can claim

But I know
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ith all the colors of the w
ind

You can ow
n the earth and still

All you’ll ow
n is earth until

You can paint w
ith all the colors of the w

ind

You think you own whatever land you land on

The earth is just a dead thing you can claim

But I know every rock and tree and creature

Has a life, has a spirit, has a name

You think the only people who are people

Are the people who look and think like you

But if you walk the footsteps of a stranger

You’ll learn things you never knew you never knew

Have you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn 

moon
Or asked the grinning bobcat why he grinned

Can you sing with all the voices of the mountain

Can you paint with all the colors of the wind

Can you paint with all the colors of the wind

Come run the hidden pine trails of the forest

Come taste the sun-sweet berries of the earth

Come roll in all the riches all around you

And for once, never wonder what they’re worth

The rainstorm and the river are my brothers

The heron and the otter are my friends

And we are all connected to each other, 

In a circle, in a hoop that never ends

Have you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn 

moon
Or let the eagle tell you where he’s been

Can you sing with all the voices of the mountain

Can you paint with all the colors of the wind

Can you paint with all the colors of the wind

How high does the sycamore grow 

If you cut it down, then you’ll never know

And you’ll never hear the wolf cry to the blue corn 

moon
For whether we are white or copper-skinned

We need to sing with all the voices of the mountain

Need to paint with all the colors of the wind

You can own the earth and still

All you’ll own is earth until

You can paint with all the colors of the wind

You think you own whatever land you land on

The earth is just a dead thing you can claim

But I know every rock and tree and creature

Has a life, has a spirit, has a name

You think the only people who are people

Are the people who look and think like you

But if you walk the footsteps of a stranger

You’ll learn things you never knew you never knew

Have you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn 

moon
Or asked the grinning bobcat why he grinned

Can you sing with all the voices of the mountain

Can you paint with all the colors of the wind

Can you paint with all the colors of the wind

Come run the hidden pine trails of the forest

Come taste the sun-sweet berries of the earth

Come roll in all the riches all around you

And for once, never wonder what they’re worth

The rainstorm and the river are my brothers

The heron and the otter are my friends

And we are all connected to each other, 

In a circle, in a hoop that never ends

Have you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn 

moon
Or let the eagle tell you where he’s been

Can you sing with all the voices of the mountain

Can you paint with all the colors of the wind

Can you paint with all the colors of the wind

How high does the sycamore grow 

If you cut it down, then you’ll never know

And you’ll never hear the wolf cry to the blue corn 

moon
For whether we are white or copper-skinned

We need to sing with all the voices of the mountain

Need to paint with all the colors of the wind

You can own the earth and still

All you’ll own is earth until

You can paint with all the colors of the wind

You think you own whatever land you land on
The earth is just a dead thing you can claim
But I know every rock and tree and creature
Has a life, has a spirit, has a name
You think the only people who are people
Are the people who look and think like you
But if you walk the footsteps of a stranger
You’ll learn things you never knew you never knew
Have you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moon
Or asked the grinning bobcat why he grinned
Can you sing with all the voices of the mountain
Can you paint with all the colors of the wind
Can you paint with all the colors of the wind
Come run the hidden pine trails of the forest
Come taste the sun-sweet berries of the earth
Come roll in all the riches all around you
And for once, never wonder what they’re worth
The rainstorm and the river are my brothers
The heron and the otter are my friends
And we are all connected to each other, 
In a circle, in a hoop that never ends
Have you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moon
Or let the eagle tell you where he’s been
Can you sing with all the voices of the mountain
Can you paint with all the colors of the wind
Can you paint with all the colors of the wind
How high does the sycamore grow 
If you cut it down, then you’ll never know
And you’ll never hear the wolf cry to the blue corn moon
For whether we are white or copper-skinned
We need to sing with all the voices of the mountain
Need to paint with all the colors of the wind
You can own the earth and still
All you’ll own is earth until
You can paint with all the colors of the wind

You think you own whatever land you land on
The earth is just a dead thing you can claim
But I know every rock and tree and creature
Has a life, has a spirit, has a name
You think the only people who are people
Are the people who look and think like you
But if you walk the footsteps of a stranger
You’ll learn things you never knew you never knew
Have you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moon
Or asked the grinning bobcat why he grinned
Can you sing with all the voices of the mountain
Can you paint with all the colors of the wind
Can you paint with all the colors of the wind
Come run the hidden pine trails of the forest
Come taste the sun-sweet berries of the earth
Come roll in all the riches all around you
And for once, never wonder what they’re worth
The rainstorm and the river are my brothers
The heron and the otter are my friends
And we are all connected to each other, 
In a circle, in a hoop that never ends
Have you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moon
Or let the eagle tell you where he’s been
Can you sing with all the voices of the mountain
Can you paint with all the colors of the wind
Can you paint with all the colors of the wind
How high does the sycamore grow 
If you cut it down, then you’ll never know
And you’ll never hear the wolf cry to the blue corn moon
For whether we are white or copper-skinned
We need to sing with all the voices of the mountain
Need to paint with all the colors of the wind
You can own the earth and still
All you’ll own is earth until
You can paint with all the colors of the wind

You think you own whatever land you land on
The earth is just a dead thing you can claim
But I know every rock and tree and creature
Has a life, has a spirit, has a name
You think the only people who are people
Are the people who look and think like you
But if you walk the footsteps of a stranger
You’ll learn things you never knew you never knew
Have you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn 
moon
Or asked the grinning bobcat why he grinned
Can you sing with all the voices of the mountain
Can you paint with all the colors of the wind
Can you paint with all the colors of the wind
Come run the hidden pine trails of the forest
Come taste the sun-sweet berries of the earth
Come roll in all the riches all around you
And FOR ONCE, NEVER WONDER WHAT THEY’RE 
WORTH
THE RAINSTORM AND THE RIVER ARE MY BROTHERS
THE HERON AND THE OTTER ARE MY FRIENDS
AND WE ARE ALL CONNECTED TO EACH OTHER, 
IN A CIRCLE, IN A HOOP THAT NEVER ENDS
HAVE YOU EVER HEARD THE WOLF CRY TO THE BLUE 
CORN MOON
OR LET THE EAGLE TELL YOU WHERE HE’S BEEN
CAN YOU SING WITH ALL THE VOICES OF THE MOUN-
TAIN
CAN YOU PAINT WITH ALL THE COLORS OF THE WIND
CAN YOU PAINT WITH ALL THE COLORS OF THE WIND
HOW HIGH DOES THE SYCAMORE GROW 
IF YOU CUT IT DOWN, THEN YOU’LL NEVER KNOW
AND YOU’LL NEVER HEAR THE WOLF CRY TO THE BLUE 
CORN MOON
FOR WHETHER WE ARE WHITE OR COPPER-SKINNED
WE NEED TO SING WITH ALL THE VOICES OF THE 
MOUNTAIN
NEED TO PAINT WITH ALL THE COLORS OF THE WIND
YOU CAN OWN THE EARTH AND STILL
ALL YOU’LL OWN IS EARTH UNTIL
YOU CAN PAINT WITH ALL THE COLORS OF THE WIND

You think you own whatever land you land on
The earth is just a dead thing you can claim
But I know every rock and tree and creature
Has a life, has a spirit, has a name
You think the only people who are people
Are the people who look and think like you
But if you walk the footsteps of a stranger
You’ll learn things you never knew you never knew
Have you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn 
moon
Or asked the grinning bobcat why he grinned
Can you sing with all the voices of the mountain
Can you paint with all the colors of the wind
Can you paint with all the colors of the wind
Come run the hidden pine trails of the forest
Come taste the sun-sweet berries of the earth
Come roll in all the riches all around you
And for once, never wonder what they’re worth
The rainstorm and the river are my brothers
The heron and the otter are my friends
And we are all connected to each other, 
In a circle, in a hoop that never ends
Have you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn 
moon
Or let the eagle tell you where he’s been
Can you sing with all the voices of the mountain
Can you paint with all the colors of the wind
Can you paint with all the colors of the wind
How high does the sycamore grow 
If you cut it down, then you’ll never know
And you’ll never hear the wolf cry to the blue corn 
moon
For whether we are white or copper-skinned
We need to sing with all the voices of the mountain
Need to paint with all the colors of the wind
You can own the earth and still
All you’ll own is earth until
You can paint with all the colors of the wind

You think you own whatever land you land on
The earth is just a dead thing you can claim
But I know every rock and tree and creature
Has a life, has a spirit, has a name
You think the only people who are people
Are the people who look and think like you
But if you walk the footsteps of a stranger
You’ll learn things you never knew you never knew
Have you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moon
Or asked the grinning bobcat why he grinned
Can you sing with all the voices of the mountain
Can you paint with all the colors of the wind
Can you paint with all the colors of the wind
Come run the hidden pine trails of the forest
Come taste the sun-sweet berries of the earth
Come roll in all the riches all around you
And for once, never wonder what they’re worth
The rainstorm and the river are my brothers
The heron and the otter are my friends
And we are all connected to each other, 
In a circle, in a hoop that never ends
Have you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moon
Or let the eagle tell you where he’s been
Can you sing with all the voices of the mountain
Can you paint with all the colors of the wind
Can you paint with all the colors of the wind
How high does the sycamore grow 
If you cut it down, then you’ll never know
And you’ll never hear the wolf cry to the blue corn moon
For whether we are white or copper-skinned
We need to sing with all the voices of the mountain
Need to paint with all the colors of the wind
You can own the earth and still
All you’ll own is earth until
You can paint with all the colors of the wind

You think you own whatever land you land on
The earth is just a dead thing you can claim
But I know every rock and tree and creature
Has a life, has a spirit, has a name
You think the only people who are people
Are the people who look and think like you
But if you walk the footsteps of a stranger
You’ll learn things you never knew you never knew
Have you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moon
Or asked the grinning bobcat why he grinned
Can you sing with all the voices of the mountain
Can you paint with all the colors of the wind
Can you paint with all the colors of the wind
Come run the hidden pine trails of the forest
Come taste the sun-sweet berries of the earth
Come roll in all the riches all around you
And for once, never wonder what they’re worth
The rainstorm and the river are my brothers
The heron and the otter are my friends
And we are all connected to each other, 
In a circle, in a hoop that never ends
Have you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moon
Or let the eagle tell you where he’s been
Can you sing with all the voices of the mountain
Can you paint with all the colors of the wind
Can you paint with all the colors of the wind
How high does the sycamore grow 
If you cut it down, then you’ll never know
And you’ll never hear the wolf cry to the blue corn moon
For whether we are white or copper-skinned
We need to sing with all the voices of the mountain
Need to paint with all the colors of the wind
You can own the earth and still
All you’ll own is earth until
You can paint with all the colors of the wind

You think you own whatever land you land on
The earth is just a dead thing you can claim
But I know every rock and tree and creature
Has a life, has a spirit, has a name
You think the only people who are people
Are the people who look and think like you
But if you walk the footsteps of a stranger
You’ll learn things you never knew you never knew
Have you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moon
Or asked the grinning bobcat why he grinned
Can you sing with all the voices of the mountain
Can you paint with all the colors of the wind
Can you paint with all the colors of the wind
Come run the hidden pine trails of the forest
Come taste the sun-sweet berries of the earth
Come roll in all the riches all around you
And for once, never wonder what they’re worth
The rainstorm and the river are my brothers
The heron and the otter are my friends
And we are all connected to each other, 
In a circle, in a hoop that never ends
Have you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moon
Or let the eagle tell you where he’s been
Can you sing with all the voices of the mountain
Can you paint with all the colors of the wind
Can you paint with all the colors of the wind
How high does the sycamore grow 
If you cut it down, then you’ll never know
And you’ll never hear the wolf cry to the blue corn moon
For whether we are white or copper-skinned
We need to sing with all the voices of the mountain
Need to paint with all the colors of the wind
You can own the earth and still
All you’ll own is earth until
You can paint with all the colors of the wind

You think you own whatever land you land on
The earth is just a dead thing you can claim
But I know every rock and tree and creature
Has a life, has a spirit, has a name
You think the only people who are people
Are the people who look and think like you
But if you walk the footsteps of a stranger
You’ll learn things you never knew you never knew
Have you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moon
Or asked the grinning bobcat why he grinned
Can you sing with all the voices of the mountain
Can you paint with all the colors of the wind
Can you paint with all the colors of the wind
Come run the hidden pine trails of the forest
Come taste the sun-sweet berries of the earth
Come roll in all the riches all around you
And for once, never wonder what they’re worth
The rainstorm and the river are my brothers
The heron and the otter are my friends
And we are all connected to each other, 
In a circle, in a hoop that never ends
Have you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moon
Or let the eagle tell you where he’s been
Can you sing with all the voices of the mountain
Can you paint with all the colors of the wind
Can you paint with all the colors of the wind
How high does the sycamore grow 
If you cut it down, then you’ll never know
And you’ll never hear the wolf cry to the blue corn moon
For whether we are white or copper-skinned
We need to sing with all the voices of the mountain
Need to paint with all the colors of the wind
You can own the earth and still
All you’ll own is earth until

You can paint with all the colors of the wind

You think you own whatever land you land on
The earth is just a dead thing you can claim
But I know every rock and tree and creature
Has a life, has a spirit, has a name
You think the only people who are people
Are the people who look and think like you
But if you walk the footsteps of a stranger
You’ll learn things you never knew you never knew
Have you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moon
Or asked the grinning bobcat why he grinned
Can you sing with all the voices of the mountain
Can you paint with all the colors of the wind
Can you paint with all the colors of the wind
Come run the hidden pine trails of the forest
Come taste the sun-sweet berries of the earth
Come roll in all the riches all around you
And for once, never wonder what they’re worth
The rainstorm and the river are my brothers
The heron and the otter are my friends
And we are all connected to each other, 
In a circle, in a hoop that never ends
Have you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moon
Or let the eagle tell you where he’s been
Can you sing with all the voices of the mountain
Can you paint with all the colors of the wind
Can you paint with all the colors of the wind
How high does the sycamore grow 
If you cut it down, then you’ll never know
And you’ll never hear the wolf cry to the blue corn moon
For whether we are white or copper-skinned
We need to sing with all the voices of the mountain
Need to paint with all the colors of the wind
You can own the earth and still
All you’ll own is earth until

You can paint with all the colors of the wind

You think you own whatever land you land on
The earth is just a dead thing you can claim
But I know every rock and tree and creature
Has a life, has a spirit, has a name
You think the only people who are people
Are the people who look and think like you
But if you walk the footsteps of a stranger
You’ll learn things you never knew you never knew
Have you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moon
Or asked the grinning bobcat why he grinned
Can you sing with all the voices of the mountain
Can you paint with all the colors of the wind
Can you paint with all the colors of the wind
Come run the hidden pine trails of the forest
Come taste the sun-sweet berries of the earth
Come roll in all the riches all around you
And for once, never wonder what they’re worth
The rainstorm and the river are my brothers
The heron and the otter are my friends
And we are all connected to each other, 
In a circle, in a hoop that never ends
Have you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moon
Or let the eagle tell you where he’s been
Can you sing with all the voices of the mountain
Can you paint with all the colors of the wind
Can you paint with all the colors of the wind
How high does the sycamore grow 
If you cut it down, then you’ll never know
And you’ll never hear the wolf cry to the blue corn moon
For whether we are white or copper-skinned
We need to sing with all the voices of the mountain
Need to paint with all the colors of the wind
You can own the earth and still
All you’ll own is earth until

You can paint with all the colors of the wind

You think you own whatever land you land on
The earth is just a dead thing you can claim
But I know every rock and tree and creature
Has a life, has a spirit, has a name
You think the only people who are people
Are the people who look and think like you
But if you walk the footsteps of a stranger
You’ll learn things you never knew you never knew
Have you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moon
Or asked the grinning bobcat why he grinned
Can you sing with all the voices of the mountain
Can you paint with all the colors of the wind
Can you paint with all the colors of the wind
Come run the hidden pine trails of the forest
Come taste the sun-sweet berries of the earth
Come roll in all the riches all around you
And for once, never wonder what they’re worth
The rainstorm and the river are my brothers
The heron and the otter are my friends
And we are all connected to each other, 
In a circle, in a hoop that never ends
Have you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moon
Or let the eagle tell you where he’s been
Can you sing with all the voices of the mountain
Can you paint with all the colors of the wind
Can you paint with all the colors of the wind
How high does the sycamore grow 
If you cut it down, then you’ll never know
And you’ll never hear the wolf cry to the blue corn moon
For whether we are white or copper-skinned
We need to sing with all the voices of the mountain
Need to paint with all the colors of the wind
You can own the earth and still
All you’ll own is earth until

You can paint with all the colors of the wind

You think you own whatever land you land on
The earth is just a dead thing you can claim
But I know every rock and tree and creature
Has a life, has a spirit, has a name
You think the only people who are people
Are the people who look and think like you
But if you walk the footsteps of a stranger
You’ll learn things you never knew you never knew
Have you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moon
Or asked the grinning bobcat why he grinned
Can you sing with all the voices of the mountain
Can you paint with all the colors of the wind
Can you paint with all the colors of the wind
Come run the hidden pine trails of the forest
Come taste the sun-sweet berries of the earth
Come roll in all the riches all around you
And for once, never wonder what they’re worth
The rainstorm and the river are my brothers
The heron and the otter are my friends
And we are all connected to each other, 
In a circle, in a hoop that never ends
Have you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moon
Or let the eagle tell you where he’s been
Can you sing with all the voices of the mountain
Can you paint with all the colors of the wind
Can you paint with all the colors of the wind
How high does the sycamore grow 
If you cut it down, then you’ll never know
And you’ll never hear the wolf cry to the blue corn moon
For whether we are white or copper-skinned
We need to sing with all the voices of the mountain
Need to paint with all the colors of the wind
You can own the earth and still
All you’ll own is earth until

You can paint with all the colors of the wind

You think you own whatever land you land on
The earth is just a dead thing you can claim
But I know every rock and tree and creature
Has a life, has a spirit, has a name
You think the only people who are people
Are the people who look and think like you
But if you walk the footsteps of a stranger
You’ll learn things you never knew you never knew
Have you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moon
Or asked the grinning bobcat why he grinned
Can you sing with all the voices of the mountain
Can you paint with all the colors of the wind
Can you paint with all the colors of the wind
Come run the hidden pine trails of the forest
Come taste the sun-sweet berries of the earth
Come roll in all the riches all around you
And for once, never wonder what they’re worth
The rainstorm and the river are my brothers
The heron and the otter are my friends
And we are all connected to each other, 
In a circle, in a hoop that never ends
Have you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moon
Or let the eagle tell you where he’s been
Can you sing with all the voices of the mountain
Can you paint with all the colors of the wind
Can you paint with all the colors of the wind
How high does the sycamore grow 
If you cut it down, then you’ll never know
And you’ll never hear the wolf cry to the blue corn moon
For whether we are white or copper-skinned
We need to sing with all the voices of the mountain
Need to paint with all the colors of the wind
You can own the earth and still
All you’ll own is earth until

You can paint with all the colors of the wind

You think you own whatever land you land on
The earth is just a dead thing you can claim
But I know every rock and tree and creature
Has a life, has a spirit, has a name
You think the only people who are people
Are the people who look and think like you
But if you walk the footsteps of a stranger
You’ll learn things you never knew you never knew
Have you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moon
Or asked the grinning bobcat why he grinned
Can you sing with all the voices of the mountain
Can you paint with all the colors of the wind
Can you paint with all the colors of the wind
Come run the hidden pine trails of the forest
Come taste the sun-sweet berries of the earth
Come roll in all the riches all around you
And for once, never wonder what they’re worth
The rainstorm and the river are my brothers
The heron and the otter are my friends
And we are all connected to each other, 
In a circle, in a hoop that never ends
Have you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moon
Or let the eagle tell you where he’s been
Can you sing with all the voices of the mountain
Can you paint with all the colors of the wind
Can you paint with all the colors of the wind
How high does the sycamore grow 
If you cut it down, then you’ll never know
And you’ll never hear the wolf cry to the blue corn moon
For whether we are white or copper-skinned
We need to sing with all the voices of the mountain
Need to paint with all the colors of the wind
You can own the earth and still
All you’ll own is earth until

You can paint with all the colors of the wind

You think you own whatever land you land on
The earth is just a dead thing you can claim
But I know every rock and tree and creature
Has a life, has a spirit, has a name
You think the only people who are people
Are the people who look and think like you
But if you walk the footsteps of a stranger
You’ll learn things you never knew you never knew
Have you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moon
Or asked the grinning bobcat why he grinned
Can you sing with all the voices of the mountain
Can you paint with all the colors of the wind
Can you paint with all the colors of the wind
Come run the hidden pine trails of the forest
Come taste the sun-sweet berries of the earth
Come roll in all the riches all around you
And for once, never wonder what they’re worth
The rainstorm and the river are my brothers
The heron and the otter are my friends
And we are all connected to each other, 
In a circle, in a hoop that never ends
Have you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moon
Or let the eagle tell you where he’s been
Can you sing with all the voices of the mountain
Can you paint with all the colors of the wind
Can you paint with all the colors of the wind
How high does the sycamore grow 
If you cut it down, then you’ll never know
And you’ll never hear the wolf cry to the blue corn moon
For whether we are white or copper-skinned
We need to sing with all the voices of the mountain
Need to paint with all the colors of the wind
You can own the earth and still
All you’ll own is earth until

You can paint with all the colors of the wind

You think you own whatever land you land on
The earth is just a dead thing you can claim
But I know every rock and tree and creature
Has a life, has a spirit, has a name
You think the only people who are people
Are the people who look and think like you
But if you walk the footsteps of a stranger
You’ll learn things you never knew you never knew
Have you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moon
Or asked the grinning bobcat why he grinned
Can you sing with all the voices of the mountain
Can you paint with all the colors of the wind
Can you paint with all the colors of the wind
Come run the hidden pine trails of the forest
Come taste the sun-sweet berries of the earth
Come roll in all the riches all around you
And for once, never wonder what they’re worth
The rainstorm and the river are my brothers
The heron and the otter are my friends
And we are all connected to each other, 
In a circle, in a hoop that never ends
Have you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moon
Or let the eagle tell you where he’s been
Can you sing with all the voices of the mountain
Can you paint with all the colors of the wind
Can you paint with all the colors of the wind
How high does the sycamore grow 
If you cut it down, then you’ll never know
And you’ll never hear the wolf cry to the blue corn moon
For whether we are white or copper-skinned
We need to sing with all the voices of the mountain
Need to paint with all the colors of the wind
You can own the earth and still
All you’ll own is earth until

You can paint with all the colors of the wind

You think you own whatever land you land on
The earth is just a dead thing you can claim
But I know every rock and tree and creature
Has a life, has a spirit, has a name
You think the only people who are people
Are the people who look and think like you
But if you walk the footsteps of a stranger
You’ll learn things you never knew you never knew
Have you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moon
Or asked the grinning bobcat why he grinned
Can you sing with all the voices of the mountain
Can you paint with all the colors of the wind
Can you paint with all the colors of the wind
Come run the hidden pine trails of the forest
Come taste the sun-sweet berries of the earth
Come roll in all the riches all around you
And for once, never wonder what they’re worth
The rainstorm and the river are my brothers
The heron and the otter are my friends
And we are all connected to each other, 
In a circle, in a hoop that never ends
Have you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moon
Or let the eagle tell you where he’s been
Can you sing with all the voices of the mountain
Can you paint with all the colors of the wind
Can you paint with all the colors of the wind
How high does the sycamore grow 
If you cut it down, then you’ll never know
And you’ll never hear the wolf cry to the blue corn moon
For whether we are white or copper-skinned
We need to sing with all the voices of the mountain
Need to paint with all the colors of the wind
You can own the earth and still
All you’ll own is earth until

You can paint with all the colors of the wind

You think you own whatever land you land on
The earth is just a dead thing you can claim
But I know every rock and tree and creature
Has a life, has a spirit, has a name
You think the only people who are people
Are the people who look and think like you
But if you walk the footsteps of a stranger
You’ll learn things you never knew you never knew
Have you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moon
Or asked the grinning bobcat why he grinned
Can you sing with all the voices of the mountain
Can you paint with all the colors of the wind
Can you paint with all the colors of the wind
Come run the hidden pine trails of the forest
Come taste the sun-sweet berries of the earth
Come roll in all the riches all around you
And for once, never wonder what they’re worth
The rainstorm and the river are my brothers
The heron and the otter are my friends
And we are all connected to each other, 
In a circle, in a hoop that never ends
Have you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moon
Or let the eagle tell you where he’s been
Can you sing with all the voices of the mountain
Can you paint with all the colors of the wind
Can you paint with all the colors of the wind
How high does the sycamore grow 
If you cut it down, then you’ll never know
And you’ll never hear the wolf cry to the blue corn moon
For whether we are white or copper-skinned
We need to sing with all the voices of the mountain
Need to paint with all the colors of the wind
You can own the earth and still
All you’ll own is earth until

You can paint with all the colors of the wind

You think you own whatever land you land on
The earth is just a dead thing you can claim
But I know every rock and tree and creature
Has a life, has a spirit, has a name
You think the only people who are people
Are the people who look and think like you
But if you walk the footsteps of a stranger
You’ll learn things you never knew you never knew
Have you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moon
Or asked the grinning bobcat why he grinned
Can you sing with all the voices of the mountain
Can you paint with all the colors of the wind
Can you paint with all the colors of the wind
Come run the hidden pine trails of the forest
Come taste the sun-sweet berries of the earth
Come roll in all the riches all around you
And for once, never wonder what they’re worth
The rainstorm and the river are my brothers
The heron and the otter are my friends
And we are all connected to each other, 
In a circle, in a hoop that never ends
Have you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moon
Or let the eagle tell you where he’s been
Can you sing with all the voices of the mountain
Can you paint with all the colors of the wind
Can you paint with all the colors of the wind
How high does the sycamore grow 
If you cut it down, then you’ll never know
And you’ll never hear the wolf cry to the blue corn moon
For whether we are white or copper-skinned
We need to sing with all the voices of the mountain
Need to paint with all the colors of the wind
You can own the earth and still
All you’ll own is earth until

You can paint with all the colors of the wind

You think you own whatever land you land on
The earth is just a dead thing you can claim
But I know every rock and tree and creature
Has a life, has a spirit, has a name
You think the only people who are people
Are the people who look and think like you
But if you walk the footsteps of a stranger
You’ll learn things you never knew you never knew
Have you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moon
Or asked the grinning bobcat why he grinned
Can you sing with all the voices of the mountain
Can you paint with all the colors of the wind
Can you paint with all the colors of the wind
Come run the hidden pine trails of the forest
Come taste the sun-sweet berries of the earth
Come roll in all the riches all around you
And for once, never wonder what they’re worth
The rainstorm and the river are my brothers
The heron and the otter are my friends
And we are all connected to each other, 
In a circle, in a hoop that never ends
Have you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moon
Or let the eagle tell you where he’s been
Can you sing with all the voices of the mountain
Can you paint with all the colors of the wind
Can you paint with all the colors of the wind
How high does the sycamore grow 
If you cut it down, then you’ll never know
And you’ll never hear the wolf cry to the blue corn moon
For whether we are white or copper-skinned
We need to sing with all the voices of the mountain
Need to paint with all the colors of the wind
You can own the earth and still
All you’ll own is earth until

You can paint with all the colors of the wind

You think you own whatever land you land on
The earth is just a dead thing you can claim
But I know every rock and tree and creature
Has a life, has a spirit, has a name
You think the only people who are people
Are the people who look and think like you
But if you walk the footsteps of a stranger
You’ll learn things you never knew you never knew
Have you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moon
Or asked the grinning bobcat why he grinned
Can you sing with all the voices of the mountain
Can you paint with all the colors of the wind
Can you paint with all the colors of the wind
Come run the hidden pine trails of the forest
Come taste the sun-sweet berries of the earth
Come roll in all the riches all around you
And for once, never wonder what they’re worth
The rainstorm and the river are my brothers
The heron and the otter are my friends
And we are all connected to each other, 
In a circle, in a hoop that never ends
Have you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moon
Or let the eagle tell you where he’s been
Can you sing with all the voices of the mountain
Can you paint with all the colors of the wind
Can you paint with all the colors of the wind
How high does the sycamore grow 
If you cut it down, then you’ll never know
And you’ll never hear the wolf cry to the blue corn moon
For whether we are white or copper-skinned
We need to sing with all the voices of the mountain
Need to paint with all the colors of the wind
You can own the earth and still
All you’ll own is earth until

You can paint with all the colors of the wind

You think you own whatever land you land on
The earth is just a dead thing you can claim
But I know every rock and tree and creature
Has a life, has a spirit, has a name
You think the only people who are people
Are the people who look and think like you
But if you walk the footsteps of a stranger
You’ll learn things you never knew you never knew
Have you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moon
Or asked the grinning bobcat why he grinned
Can you sing with all the voices of the mountain
Can you paint with all the colors of the wind
Can you paint with all the colors of the wind
Come run the hidden pine trails of the forest
Come taste the sun-sweet berries of the earth
Come roll in all the riches all around you
And for once, never wonder what they’re worth
The rainstorm and the river are my brothers
The heron and the otter are my friends
And we are all connected to each other, 
In a circle, in a hoop that never ends
Have you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moon
Or let the eagle tell you where he’s been
Can you sing with all the voices of the mountain
Can you paint with all the colors of the wind
Can you paint with all the colors of the wind
How high does the sycamore grow 
If you cut it down, then you’ll never know
And you’ll never hear the wolf cry to the blue corn moon
For whether we are white or copper-skinned
We need to sing with all the voices of the mountain
Need to paint with all the colors of the wind
You can own the earth and still
All you’ll own is earth until

You can paint with all the colors of the wind

You think you own whatever land you land on
The earth is just a dead thing you can claim
But I know every rock and tree and creature
Has a life, has a spirit, has a name
You think the only people who are people
Are the people who look and think like you
But if you walk the footsteps of a stranger
You’ll learn things you never knew you never knew
Have you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moon
Or asked the grinning bobcat why he grinned
Can you sing with all the voices of the mountain
Can you paint with all the colors of the wind
Can you paint with all the colors of the wind
Come run the hidden pine trails of the forest
Come taste the sun-sweet berries of the earth
Come roll in all the riches all around you
And for once, never wonder what they’re worth
The rainstorm and the river are my brothers
The heron and the otter are my friends
And we are all connected to each other, 
In a circle, in a hoop that never ends
Have you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moon
Or let the eagle tell you where he’s been
Can you sing with all the voices of the mountain
Can you paint with all the colors of the wind
Can you paint with all the colors of the wind
How high does the sycamore grow 
If you cut it down, then you’ll never know
And you’ll never hear the wolf cry to the blue corn moon
For whether we are white or copper-skinned
We need to sing with all the voices of the mountain
Need to paint with all the colors of the wind
You can own the earth and still
All you’ll own is earth until

You can paint with all the colors of the wind

You think you own whatever land you land on
The earth is just a dead thing you can claim
But I know every rock and tree and creature
Has a life, has a spirit, has a name
You think the only people who are people
Are the people who look and think like you
But if you walk the footsteps of a stranger
You’ll learn things you never knew you never knew
Have you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moon
Or asked the grinning bobcat why he grinned
Can you sing with all the voices of the mountain
Can you paint with all the colors of the wind
Can you paint with all the colors of the wind
Come run the hidden pine trails of the forest
Come taste the sun-sweet berries of the earth
Come roll in all the riches all around you
And for once, never wonder what they’re worth
The rainstorm and the river are my brothers
The heron and the otter are my friends
And we are all connected to each other, 
In a circle, in a hoop that never ends
Have you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moon
Or let the eagle tell you where he’s been
Can you sing with all the voices of the mountain
Can you paint with all the colors of the wind
Can you paint with all the colors of the wind
How high does the sycamore grow 
If you cut it down, then you’ll never know
And you’ll never hear the wolf cry to the blue corn moon
For whether we are white or copper-skinned
We need to sing with all the voices of the mountain
Need to paint with all the colors of the wind
You can own the earth and still
All you’ll own is earth until

You can paint with all the colors of the wind

You think you own whatever land you land onThe earth is just a dead thing you can claimBut I know every rock and tree and creatureHas a life, has a spirit, has a nameYou think the only people who are peopleAre the people who look and think like youBut if you walk the footsteps of a strangerYou’ll learn things you never knew you never knewHave you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moonOr asked the grinning bobcat why he grinnedCan you sing with all the voices of the mountainCan you paint with all the colors of the windCan you paint with all the colors of the windCome run the hidden pine trails of the forestCome taste the sun-sweet berries of the earthCome roll in all the riches all around youAnd for once, never wonder what they’re worthThe rainstorm and the river are my brothersThe heron and the otter are my friendsAnd we are all connected to each other, In a circle, in a hoop that never endsHave you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moonOr let the eagle tell you where he’s beenCan you sing with all the voices of the mountainCan you paint with all the colors of the windCan you paint with all the colors of the windHow high does the sycamore grow If you cut it down, then you’ll never knowAnd you’ll never hear the wolf cry to the blue corn moonFor whether we are white or copper-skinnedWe need to sing with all the voices of the mountainNeed to paint with all the colors of the windYou can own the earth and stillAll you’ll own is earth untilYou can paint with all the colors of the wind

You think you own whatever land you land onThe earth is just a dead thing you can claimBut I know every rock and tree and creatureHas a life, has a spirit, has a nameYou think the only people who are peopleAre the people who look and think like youBut if you walk the footsteps of a strangerYou’ll learn things you never knew you never knewHave you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moonOr asked the grinning bobcat why he grinnedCan you sing with all the voices of the mountainCan you paint with all the colors of the windCan you paint with all the colors of the windCome run the hidden pine trails of the forestCome taste the sun-sweet berries of the earthCome roll in all the riches all around youAnd for once, never wonder what they’re worthThe rainstorm and the river are my brothersThe heron and the otter are my friendsAnd we are all connected to each other, In a circle, in a hoop that never endsHave you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moonOr let the eagle tell you where he’s beenCan you sing with all the voices of the mountainCan you paint with all the colors of the windCan you paint with all the colors of the windHow high does the sycamore grow If you cut it down, then you’ll never knowAnd you’ll never hear the wolf cry to the blue corn moonFor whether we are white or copper-skinnedWe need to sing with all the voices of the mountainNeed to paint with all the colors of the windYou can own the earth and stillAll you’ll own is earth untilYou can paint with all the colors of the wind

You think you own whatever land you land onThe earth is just a dead thing you can claimBut I know every rock and tree and creatureHas a life, has a spirit, has a nameYou think the only people who are peopleAre the people who look and think like youBut if you walk the footsteps of a strangerYou’ll learn things you never knew you never knewHave you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moonOr asked the grinning bobcat why he grinnedCan you sing with all the voices of the mountainCan you paint with all the colors of the windCan you paint with all the colors of the windCome run the hidden pine trails of the forestCome taste the sun-sweet berries of the earthCome roll in all the riches all around youAnd for once, never wonder what they’re worthThe rainstorm and the river are my brothersThe heron and the otter are my friendsAnd we are all connected to each other, In a circle, in a hoop that never endsHave you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moonOr let the eagle tell you where he’s beenCan you sing with all the voices of the mountainCan you paint with all the colors of the windCan you paint with all the colors of the windHow high does the sycamore grow If you cut it down, then you’ll never knowAnd you’ll never hear the wolf cry to the blue corn moonFor whether we are white or cop-per-skinnedWe need to sing with all the voic-es of the mountainNeed to paint with all the colors of the windYou can own the earth and still

You think you own whatever land you land onThe earth is just a dead thing you can claimBut I know every rock and tree and creatureHas a life, has a spirit, has a nameYou think the only people who are peopleAre the people who look and think like youBut if you walk the footsteps of a strangerYou’ll learn things you never knew you never knewHave you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moonOr asked the grinning bobcat why he grinnedCan you sing with all the voices of the mountainCan you paint with all the colors of the windCan you paint with all the colors of the windCome run the hidden pine trails of the forestCome taste the sun-sweet berries of the earthCome roll in all the riches all around youAnd for once, never wonder what they’re worthThe rainstorm and the river are my brothersThe heron and the otter are my friendsAnd we are all connected to each other, In a circle, in a hoop that never endsHave you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moonOr let the eagle tell you where he’s beenCan you sing with all the voices of the mountainCan you paint with all the colors of the windCan you paint with all the colors of the windHow high does the sycamore grow If you cut it down, then you’ll never knowAnd you’ll never hear the wolf cry to the blue corn moonFor whether we are white or cop-per-skinnedWe need to sing with all the voic-es of the mountainNeed to paint with all the colors of the windYou can own the earth and still
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You think you own whatever land you land on
The earth is just a dead thing you can claim
But I know every rock and tree and creature
Has a life, has a spirit, has a name
You think the only people who are people
Are the people who look and think like you
But if you walk the footsteps of a stranger
You’ll learn things you never knew you never knew
Have you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moon
Or asked the grinning bobcat why he grinned 
Can you sing with all the voices of the mountain 
Can you paint with all the colors of the wind 
Can you paint with all the colors of the wind
Come run the hidden pine trails of the forest
Come taste the sun-sweet berries of the earth
Come roll in all the riches all around you
And for once, never wonder what they’re worth
The rainstorm and the river are my brothers
The heron and the otter are my friends
And we are all connected to each other
In a circle, in a hoop that never ends
Have you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moon
Or let the eagle tell you where he’s been
Can you sing with all the voices of the mountain 
Can you paint with all the colors of the wind
Can you paint with all the colors of the wind
How high does the sycamore grow
If you cut it down, then you’ll never know
And you’ll never hear the wolf cry to the blue corn moon
For whether we are white or copper-skinned
We need to sing with all the voices of the mountain
Need to paint with all the colors of the wind
You can own the earth and still
All you’ll own is earth until
You can paint with all the colors of the wind

Written by 
lyricist Stephen Schwartz 

and 

composer Alan Menken

Singer 
Vanessa Williams

“Colors of the Wind” is a theme song for 
-
-

princess. The song’s lyrics mention the 
racial diversity as well as eco-friendly is-
sues. It poetically presents the Native 
American viewpoint that the earth is a liv-
ing entity where humankind is connected 
to everything in nature. The summary of 
the lyrics is respecting nature and living 
in harmony with the Earth’s creatures.
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variations / section one

section 1 / c o n s t a n t s
1 type size only: 9pt
1 serif typeface only: regular weight
1 leading only: 14pt

section 1 / v a r i a b l e s
alignment
measure (width of the text block)
location / placement / spacing
case

SECTION 
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v   e   r    k   n   o   w
And you’ll never hear the wolf cry to the blue corn moon

For whether we are white or copper-skinned

We need to sing with all the voices of the mountain

             to    paint    with    all    the colors of the wind 

Need

All you’ll own is earth until

You

can paint                    with all 
the                 colors        of        the        wind
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You’ll learn things you never knew you never knew

Have you ever heard the wolf cry to the 
                                                    blue 
                                                             corn  moon

Have you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moon
Or asked the grinning bobcat why he grinned

Can you sing with all the voices of the mountain
Can you sing with all the voices of the mountain

Can you paint with all the colors of the wind

Can 
you 
paint 

with 
all 

the colors of the wind

C
om

e 
ru

n 
th

e 
hi

dd
en

 p
in

e 
tr

ai
ls

 o
f t

he
 fo

re
st

Come taste the 
sun-sweet berries 
of the earth

C   o   m   e    r   o   l   l    i   n    a   l   l    t   h   e    r   i   c   h   e   s    a   l   l    
a   r   o   u   n   d    y   o   u

C   o   m   e    r   o   l   l    i   n    a   l   l    t   h   e    r   i   c   h   e   s    a   l   l    
a   r   o   u   n   d    y   o   u

C
   o   m

   e    r   o   l   l    i   n    a   l   l    t   h   e    r   i   c   h   e   s    a   l   l    
a   r   o   u   n   d    y   o   u

C   o   m   e    r   o   l   
l    i   n    a   l   l    t   h   
e    r   i   c   h   e   s    a   
l   l    a   r   o   u   n   d    
y   o   u

  T
 h

 e
   

  r
 a

 i 
n 

s 
t o

 r
 m

   
 a

 n
 d

   
t h

 e
   

 r
 i 

v 
e 

r 
   

a 
r 

e 
   

m
 y

   
 b

 r
 o

 t 
h 

e 
r 

s

T
he

 h
er

on
 a

nd
 th

e 
ot

te
r 

ar
e 

m
y 

fr
ie

nd
s

T
he

 h
er

on
 a

nd
 th

e 
ot

te
r 

ar
e 

m
y 

fr
ie

nd
s

A   n   d    w   e    a   r   e    a   l    l    c   o   n   n   e   c   t   e   d    t   o    e   a   
c   h    o   t   h   e   r

a hoop that 
never ends

But if you walk the footsteps of a stranger

Are the people who look and think like you

You think the only people who are peopleYou think the only people who are people

But I know every rock and tree and creature

The earth is just a dead thing you can claim

     Y   o   u    c   a   n    o   w   n    t   
h   e    e   a   r    t   h    a   n   d    s   t   
i   l   l

     Y   o   u    c   a   n    o   
w   n    t   h   e    e   a   r    
t   h    a   n   d    s   t   i   
l   lcolors

of

the

wind

Come run the 
hidden pine trails 
of the forest
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You think you own whatever land you land on

You’ll le
arn things you never knew you never knew

Hav
e y

ou
 ev

er 
hea

rd
 th

e w
olf

 cr
y t

o t
he b

lue c
or

n m
oo

n

Or a
sk

ed
 th

e g
rin

ning b
ob

ca
t w

hy h
e g

rin
ned

Can yo
u pain

t w
ith

 all
 th

e co
lors o

f th
e wind

Can
 yo

u pain
t w

ith
 al

l th
e c

olors 
of th

e w
ind

But if
 yo

u w
alk

 th
e f

ootst
ep

s o
f a

 st
ran

ge
r

Are 
the p

eo
ple 

who lo
ok a

nd th
ink l

ike
 yo

u

c   
o   

l  
 o

  
r   

s   
 o

  
f  

  
  

t  
 h

  
e   

 w
  

i  
 n

  
d

The heron and 
the otter are my 
friends

hoop that never 
ends

And we are all 
connected to each 
other

Can you sing with all the voices of the mountain 
Can you paint with all the colors of the wind 
Can you paint with all the colors of the wind
Come run the hidden pine trails of the forest
Come taste the sun-sweet berries of the earth
Come roll in all the riches all around you

    
    

    
    

    
   W

e n
ee

d to
 si

ng w
ith

 al
l th

e v
oice

s o
f th

e m
ountai

n

Nee
d to

 pain
t w

ith
 al

l th
e c

olors 
of th

e w
ind

B   u   t    I    k   n   o   w    e   v  e   r   y    r   o   c   k    
a   n   d    t   r   e   e    a   n   d    c   r   e   a   t   u   r   e

Y   o   u    t   h   i   n   k    t   h   e    o   n   l   y    p   e   o   p   l   e    w   h   o    a   r   e    p   e   o   p   l   e
A   r   e    t   h   e    p   e   o   p   l   e    w   h   o    l   o   o   k    a   n   d    t   h   i   n   k    l   i   k   e    y   o   u  
B   u   t    i   f    y   o   u    w   a   l   k    t   h   e    f   o   o   t   s   t   e   p   s    o   f     a    s   t   r   a   n   g   e   r
Y   o   u’   l   l    l   e   a   r   n    t   h   i   n   g   s    y   o   u    n   
e   v   e   r    k   n   e   w    y   o   u    n   e   v   e   r   k   n   e  w 
H   a   v   e    y   o   u    e   v   e   r    h   e   a   r   d    t   h   e    w   o   
l   f    c   r   y    t   o    t   h   e    b   l   u   e    c   o   r   n    m   o   o   n
O   r    a   s   k   e   d    t   h   e    g   r   i   n   n   i   n   g    
b   o   b   c   a   t    w   h   y    h   e    g   r   i   n   n   e   d 

The rainstorm and the river are my brothers
The heron and the otter are my friends

Have you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moon
Or let the eagle tell you where he’s been
Can you sing with all the voices of the mountain 
Can you paint with all the colors of the wind
Can you paint with all the colors of the wind
How high does the sycamore grow? 

And you’ll never hear the wolf cry to the blue corn moon
For whether we are white or copper-skinned

You can own the earth and still
All you’ll own is earth until
You can paint with all the colors of the wind

C

C
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h
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o
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You think you ow
n w

hatever land you land on

O
r let the eagle tell you w

here he’s been
C

an you sing w
ith all the voices of the m

ountain

C
an you paint w

ith all the colors of the w
ind

C
an you paint w

ith all the colors of the w
ind

C
an you paint w

ith all the colors of the w
ind

C
an you paint w

ith all the colors of the w
ind

C
an you paint w

ith all the colors of the w
ind

C
an you paint w

ith all the colors of the w
ind

C
an you paint w

ith all the colors of the w
ind

C
an you paint w

ith all the colors of the w
ind

C
an you paint w

ith all the colors of the w
ind

C
an you paint w

ith all the colors of the w
ind

C
an you paint w

ith all the colors of the w
ind

C
an you paint w

ith all the colors of the w
ind

C
an you paint w

ith all the colors of the w
ind

C
an you paint w

ith all the colors of the w
ind

C
an you paint w

ith all the colors of the w
ind

C
an you paint w

ith all the colors of the w
ind

C
an you paint w

ith all the colors of the w
ind

C
an you paint w

ith all the colors of the w
ind

C
an you paint w

ith all the colors of the w
ind

C
an you paint w

ith all the colors of the w
ind

C
an you paint w

ith all the colors of the w
ind

C
an you paint w

ith all the colors of the w
ind

C
an you paint w

ith all the colors of the w
ind

C
an you paint w

ith all the colors of the w
ind

C
an you paint w

ith all the colors of the w
ind

C
an you paint w

ith all the colors of the w
ind

C
an you paint w

ith all the colors of the w
ind

C
an you paint w

ith all the colors of the w
ind

C
an you paint w

ith all the colors of the w
ind

C
an you paint w

ith all the colors of the w
ind

H
ow

 high does the sycam
ore grow

If you cut it dow
n         then you’ll              never know

A
nd you’ll never hear the w

olf cry to the blue corn m
oon

For                             w
hether w

e are                             w
hite           or                               copper-skinned

We need to sing with all the voices of the mountain
Need to paint with all the colors of the wind

All you’ll own is earth until

You 

can 

paint 

with 
all 
the 
colors 

of 

the 

            wind

H
ave you ever heard the w

olf cry to the blue corn m
oon

You’ll learn things you never knew
 you never knew

H
ave you ever heard the w

olf cry to the blue corn m
oon

O
r asked the grinning bobcat w

hy he grinned
C

an you sing w
ith all the voices of the m

ountain
C

an you paint w
ith all the colors of the w

ind
C

an you paint w
ith all the colors of the w

ind
C

om
e run the hidden pine trails of the forest C

om
e taste the sun-sw

eet berries of the earth
C

om
e roll in all the riches all around you

A
nd for once never w

onder w
hat they’re w

orth
T

he rainstorm
 and the river are m

y brothers
T

he heron and the otter are m
y friends A

nd w
e are all connected to each other

In a circle  in a hoop that never ends

B
ut if you w

alk the footsteps of a stranger
A

re the people w
ho look and think like you

You think the only people w
ho are people

B
ut I know

 every rock and tree and creature
T

he earth is just a dead thing you can claim

colors 

of 
the 
                            

                             wind

You can own the earth and still

You think you own whatever land you land on
The earth is just a dead thing you can claim
But I know every rock and tree and creature

You think the only people who are people
Are the people who look and think like you

But if you walk the footsteps of a stranger
You’ll learn things you never knew you never knew

Have you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moon
Or asked the grinning bobcat why he grinned 

Can you sing with all the voices of the mountain 
Can you paint with all the colors of the wind 
Can you paint with all the colors of the wind
Come run the hidden pine trails of the forest
Come taste the sun-sweet berries of the earth

Come roll in all the riches all around you

The rainstorm and the river are my brothers
The       heron       and                the otter are my friends

Have           you        ever heard  the wolf cry to the blue corn moon
  Or let the eagle tell you where he’s been

Can you sing with all the voices of the mountain 
Can you paint with all the colors of the wind
Can you paint with all the colors of the wind

How high does the sycamore grow? 

And you’ll never hear the wolf cry to the blue corn moon
For whether we are white or copper-skinned

We    n e e d    to sing with      all       the      voices of the mountain
Need to paint with all the colors of the wind

You can own the earth and still
All you’ll own is earth until

You can paint with all the colors of the wind
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You think you own whatever land you land on

Or let the eagle tell you where he’s been

Or let the eagle tell you where he’s been

Or let the eagle tell you where he’s been

Or let the eagle tell you where he’s been

Can you sing with all the voices of the mountain

Can you sing with all the voices of the mountain

Can you sing with all the voices of the mountain

Can you sing with all the voices of the mountain

Can you paint with all the colors of the wind

Can you paint with all the colors of the wind

Can you paint with all the colors of the wind

Can you paint with all the colors of the wind
Can you paint with all the colors of the wind

Can you paint with all the colors of the wind

Can you paint with all the colors of the wind

Can you paint with all the colors of the wind

How high does the sycamore grow

How high does the sycamore grow

How high does the sycamore grow

How high does the sycamore grow
And you’ll never hear the wolf cry to the blue corn moon

And you’ll never hear the wolf cry to the blue corn moon

And you’ll never hear the wolf cry to the blue corn moon
And you’ll never hear the wolf cry to the blue corn moon

For whether we are white or copper-skinned

For whether we are white or copper-skinned

For whether we are white or copper-skinned

For whether we are white or copper-skinned

We need to sing with all the voices of the mountain
We need to sing with all the voices of the mountain

We need to sing with all the voices of the mountain
We need to sing with all the voices of the mountain

Need to paint with all the colors of the wind

Need to paint with all the colors of the wind

Need to paint with all the colors of the wind

Need to paint with all the colors of the wind
All you’ll own is earth until

All you’ll own is earth until

All you’ll own is earth until

All you’ll own is earth until

You can paint with all the colors of the wind

You can paint with all the colors of the wind

You can paint with all the colors of the wind

You can paint with all the colors of the wind

Have you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moon

Have you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moon

Have you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moon

Have you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moon

You’ll learn things you never knew you never knew
Have you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moon

Or asked the grinning bobcat why he grinned
Can you sing with all the voices of the mountain

Can you paint with all the     c    o    l    o    r    s     o    f       t    h   e     w    i    n    d

Can you paint with all the colors of the windCome run the hidden pine trails of the forest

C    o    m    e         t    a    s    t    e      t    h    e     sun-sweet berries of the earth
Come roll in all the riches all around you

The rainstorm and the river are my brothers

The heron and the otter are my friends

And we are all connected to each other

And we are all connected to each other

And we are all connected to each other

And we are all connected to each other

Are the people who look and think like you

You think the only people who are people

c   o   l   o   r   s

o   f

t   h   e

w   i   n   d

But I know every rock and tree and creature

The earth is just a dead thing you can claim

You can own the earth and still

You can own the earth and still

You can own the earth and still

You can own the earth and still

then you’ll never 
know
And you’ll never 
hear the wolf cry to 
the blue corn moon
For whether we 
are white or cop-
per-skinned
We need to sing 
with all the voices 
of the mountain
Need to paint with 
all the colors of the 
wind
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You think you own whatever land you land onThe earth is just a dead thing you can claimBut I know every rock and tree and creature
You think the only people who are peopleAre the people who look and think like youBut if you walk the footsteps of a strangerYou’ll learn things you never knew you never knewHave you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moonOr asked the grinning bobcat why he grinned Can you sing with all the voices of the mountain Can you paint with all the colors of the wind Can you paint with all the colors of the windCome run the hidden pine trails of the forestCome taste the sun-sweet berries of the earthCome roll in all the riches all around you

The rainstorm and the river are my brothersThe heron and the otter are my friends

Have you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moonOr let the eagle tell you where he’s beenCan you sing with all the voices of the mountain Can you paint with all the colors of the windCan you paint with all the colors of the windHow high does the sycamore grow
And you’ll never hear the wolf cry to the blue corn moonFor whether we are white or copper-skinnedWe need to sing with all the voices of the mountainNeed to paint with all the colors of the windYou can own the earth and stillAll you’ll own is earth until

You               think        you        own        what-

ever      l      a      n      d      you          land on

The         e    a    r    t    h         is         just   

a       dead         thing     you     can             claim

But   I    know   every      r     o     c     k      and      

t     r     e     e      and   c   r   e   a   u   r   e

You                               think                     the      

only             people             who are people

Are       the    people                     who        

look         and think            like                    you

But                 if             you       walk                       

the                  footsteps  of      a stranger

You’ll     learn things                         you        nev-

er       knew you               never        knew

Have         you                  ever      heard the      

w     o     lf cry to the blue corn   m  o   o  n

Or   asked     the                       grinning         b      

o      b      c      a      t       why     he      grinned  

Can                  you                     sing   with  all     

the    voices    of    the    m    o    u    n    t    a    i   n

Can        you                             paint       with  

all  the         colors     of    the     w    i    n    d 
Can you        paint   w    ith all       t h 
e                     colors     of     the       w      i     n      d

Come        run  the           hidden             p i 
n e   t  r  a i l s   of   the    f    o    r    e    s    t
Come taste            the         sun-sweet          b   
e   r   r   i   e   s     of    the   e  a  r  t  h
Come             roll              in          all                          
the             riches             all around    you
And       for once    never        won-
der      what                 they       are      worth

The                    r                   a     i     n     s     t     
o     r     m      and  the    r i v e r    are my brothers
The   h   e   r   o   n          and         the      o    t    
t    e    r     are                my                   friends
And                                         we        ar
e                               all    connected   to  each other
In a circle                     in       a    hoop                     
that                   never                      ends

Have             you                    ever  heard    the     
w   o   l   f   cry to the blue  corn   m o o n
Or         let        the       e    a    g    l    e     tell         
you           where        he’s                been

Can you                 sing    with                 all the 
voices          of the    m   o   u   n   t   a   i   n 
Can            you                           paint   with      
all     the                 colors   of the   w  i  n  d
Can                 you paint with                          all    
the    colors         of    the     w    i    n    d

How                 high                          does           
the        s    y    c    a    m    o    r    e      grow 
If     you     cut          it down                          then                 
you’ll         never               know
And              you’ll never         hear the    w   o   
l   f    cry     to the  blue  corn    m   o   o   n

For                   whether          we           are                 w h i t e   or   c o p p e r - s k i n n e dWe      need      to          sing            with  all   the voices of the    m   o    u    n    t    a    i    nNeed      to     paint    with      all    the      col-ors                 of      the                w    i     n     d
You                 can                     own                          the           e     a     r     t     h      and stillAll     you’ll          own                   is           e       a       r       t       h                                  untilYou                         can paint   with all the col-ors of the           w             i             n             d

You think you ow
n w

hatever land you land on
T

he earth is just a dead thing you can claim
B

ut I know
 every rock and tree and creature

You think the only people w
ho are people

A
re the people w

ho look and think like you
B

ut if you w
alk the footsteps of a stranger

You’ll learn things you never knew
 you never knew

H
ave you ever heard the w

olf cry to the blue corn m
oon

O
r asked the grinning bobcat w

hy he grinned 
C

an you sing w
ith all the voices of the m

ountain 
C

an you paint w
ith all the colors of the w

ind 
C

an you paint w
ith all the colors of the w

ind
C

om
e run the hidden pine trails of the forest

C
om

e taste the sun-sw
eet berries of the earth

C
om

e roll in all the riches all around you

T
he rainstorm

 and the river are m
y brothers

T
he heron and the otter are m

y friends

H
ave you ever heard the w

olf cry to the blue corn m
oon

O
r let the eagle tell you w

here he’s been
C

an you sing w
ith all the voices of the m

ountain 
C

an you paint w
ith all the colors of the w

ind
C

an you paint w
ith all the colors of the w

ind
H

ow
 high does the sycam

ore grow

A
nd you’ll never hear the w

olf cry to the blue corn m
oon

For w
hether w

e are w
hite or copper-skinned

W
e need to sing w

ith all the voices of the m
ountain

N
eed to paint w

ith all the colors of the w
ind

You can ow
n the earth and still

A
ll you’ll ow

n is earth until
You can paint w

ith all the colors of the w
ind

c

o

l

o

r

s 

of   
    t he 

w

i

n

d

Have               you             ever      heard the      w     o     lf cry to the blue corn   m  o   o  n
Or   asked     the              grinning         b      o      b      c      a      t       why     he      grinned
Can                  you      sing   with  all     the    voices    of    the    m    o    u    n    t    a    i   n

Can        you                             paint       with  all  the         colors     of    the     w    i    n    d 

Can you        paint         with all       t h e                     colors     of     the       w      i     n      d

You                 can                     own                          the           e     a     r     t     h      and still
All     you’ll          own                   is           e       a       r       t       h                                  until
You                         can paint   with all the colors of the           w             i             n             d

Have             you                    ever  heard    the     w   o   l   f   cry to the blue  corn   m o o n
Or         let        the       e    a    g    l    e     tell         you           where        he’s                been

Can you                 sing    with                 all the voices          of the    m   o   u   n   t   a   i   n 
Can            you                           paint   with      all     the                 colors   of the   w  i  n  d
Can                 you paint with                          all    the    colors         of    the     w    i    n    d

How                 high                          does           the        s    y    c    a    m    o    r    e      grow 
If     you     cut          it down                          then                 you’ll         never               know
And              you’ll never         hear the    w   o   l   f    cry     to the  blue  corn    m   o   o   n

For                   whether          we           are                 w h i t e   or   c o p p e r - s k i n n e d
We      need      to          sing            with  all   the voices of the    m   o    u    n    t    a    i    n

Need      to     paint    with      all    the      colors                 of      the                w    i     n     d
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You               think        you        own        
whatever      l      a      n      d      you          
land on
The         e    a    r    t    h         is         
just   a       dead         thing     you     
can             claim
But   I    know   every      r     o     c     
k      and      t     r     e     e      and   c   
r   e   a   u   r   e

n     a     m     e
You                               think                     the      only             people             who are peopleAre       the      people                     who        look         and think            like                    you

But                 if             you       walk                       the                  footsteps  of      a stranger
You’ll       learn things                         you        never       knew you               never        knew

colors of the wind
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section 3 / c o n s t a n t s
1 type size only: 9pt
1 serif typeface only: regular weight
1 sans serif typeface only: bold weight

section 3 / v a r i a b l e s
leading
alignment
measure (width of the text block)
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SECTION 

T H R E E

c o l o r s    o f    t h e    w i n d

You think you own whatever land you land on
The earth is just a dead thing you can claim
But I know every rock and tree and creature

You think the only people who are people
Are the people who look and think like you
But if you walk the footsteps of a stranger
You’ll learn things you never knew you never knew

Or asked the grinning bobcat why he grinned 
Can you sing with all the voices of the mountain 
Can you paint with all the colors of the wind 
Can you paint with all the colors of the wind
Come run the hidden pine trails of the forest
Come taste the sun-sweet berries of the earth
Come roll in all the riches all around you

The rainstorm and the river are my brothers
The heron and the otter are my friends

Or let the eagle tell you where he’s been
Can you sing with all the voices of the mountain 
Can you paint with all the colors of the wind
Can you paint with all the colors of the wind
How high does the sycamore grow 

And you’ll never hear the wolf cry to the blue corn moon
For whether we are white or copper-skinned
We need to sing with all the voices of the mountain
Need to paint with all the colors of the wind
You can own the earth and still
All you’ll own is earth until
You can paint with all the colors of the wind

Have you 
ever heard 
the wolf cry 
to the blue 
corn moon

Have you 
ever heard 
the wolf cry 
to the blue 
corn moon



Typography II / Spring 2018 Pei Jung Ho

colors of the wind

Or asked the grinning bobcat why he grinnedCan you sing with all the voices of the mountain Can you paint with all the colors of the windCan you paint with all the colors of the wind              Come run the hidden pine trails of the forestCome taste the sun-sweet berries of the earth   Come roll in all the riches all around youAnd for once, never wonder what they’re worthThe rainstorm and the river are my brothersThe heron and the otter are my friends        And we are all connected to each otherIn a circle, in a hoop that never endsHave you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moonOr let the eagle tell you where he’s been
Can you sing with all the voices of the mountain 

Can you paint with all the colors of the wind
Can you paint with all the colors of the wind

How high does the sycamore growIf you cut it down, then you’ll never knowAnd you’ll never hear the wolf cry to the blue corn moonFor whether we are white or copper-skinnedWe need to sing with all the voices of the mountainNeed to paint with all the colors of the windYou can own the earth and stillAll you’ll own is earth untilYou can paint with all the colors of the wind

O  r  a s  k  e  d   t  h  e   g  r  i  n  n  i  n  g   b  o  b  c  a  t   w  h  y   h  e   g  r  i  n  n  e  

d  C  a  n   y  o  u   s  i  n  g   w  i  t  h    a  l  l   t  h  e   v  o  i  c  e  s   o  f   t  h  e   m  o  

u  n  t  a  i  n   C  a  n  y  o  u   p  a  i  n  t    with all the colors of the wind

Can you paint with all the colors of the wind

              Come run the hidden pine trails of the forest

Come taste the sun-sweet berries of the earth

   Come roll in all the riches all around you

And for once, never wonder what they’re worth

The rainstorm and the river are my brothers

The heron and the otter are my friends

        And we are all connected to each other

In a circle, in a hoop that never ends
Have you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moon

Or let the eagle tell you where he’s been

How high does the sycamore grow

If you cut it down, then you’ll never know

And you’ll never hear the wolf cry to the blue corn moon

For whether we are white or copper-skinned

We need to sing with all the voices of the mountain

Need to paint with all the colors of the wind

You can own the earth and still

All you’ll own is earth until

You can paint with all the colors of the wind

Can you sing with all the voices of the moun-

tain 
Can you paint with all the colors of the wind

Can you paint with all the colors of the wind

B   u   t    I    k   n   o   w    e   v  e   r   y    r   o   c   k    a   n   d    t   r   e   e    
a   n   d    

c   r   e   a   t   u   r   e

Y   o   u    t   h   i   n   k    t   h   e    o   n   l   y    p   e   o   p   l   e    w   h   o    a   r   
e    p   e   o   p   l   e

A   r   e    t   h   e    p   e   o   p   l   e    w   h   o    l   o   o   k    a   n   d    t   h   i   n   
k    l   i   k   e    y   o   u  

B   u   t    i   f    y   o   u    w   a   l   k    t   h   e    f   o   o   t   s   t   e   p   s    o   f     a    
s   t   r   a   n   g   e   r

Y   o   u’   l   l    l   e   a   r   n    t   h   i   n   g   s    y   o   u    n   e   v   e   r    k   n   e   
w    y   o   u    n   e   v   e   r   k   n   e  w 

H   a   v   e    y   o   u    e   v   e   r    h   e   a   r   d    t   h   e    w   o   l   f    c   r   y    t   
o    t   h   e    b   l   u   e    c   o   r   n    m   o   o   n

O   r    a   s   k   e   d    t   h   e    g   r   i   n   n   i   n   g    b   o   b   c   a   t    w   h   y    
h   e    g   r   i   n   n   e   d 

C  a  n     y  o  u     s  i  n  g     w
  i  t  h     a  l  l     t  h  e     v  o  i  c  e  s     o  f   

t  h  e     m
  o  u  n  t  a  i  n C  a  n     y  o  u     p  a  i  n  t     

w  i  t  h     a  l  l      t  h  e     c  o  

l  o  r  s   o  f     t  h  e     w  i  n  d

You think you own whatever land you land on

The earth is just a dead thing you can claim

But I know every rock and tree and creature

You think the only people who are people

Are the people who look and think like you

But if you walk the footsteps of a stranger

You’ll learn things you never knew you never knew

Have you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moon

Or asked the grinning bobcat why he grinned

Can you sing with all the voices of the mountain

Can you paint with all the colors of the wind

Can you paint with all the colors of the wind

Come run the hidden pine trails of the forest

Come taste the sun-sweet berries of the earth

Come roll in all the riches all around you

The rainstorm and the river are my brothers

The heron and the otter are my friends

Have you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moon

Or let the eagle tell you where he’s been

Can you sing with all the voices of the mountain

Can you paint with all the colors of the wind

Can you paint with all the colors of the wind

How high does the sycamore grow 

And you’ll never hear the wolf cry to the blue corn moon

For whether we are white or copper-skinned

We need to sing with all the voices of the mountain

Need to paint with all the colors of the wind

You can own the earth and still

All you’ll own is earth until

You can paint with all the colors of the wind
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Can you sing with 

a  l  l   t  h  e   v  o  i  c  e  s   o  f   t  h  e   m  o  u  n  t  a  i  n

Can             you          paint    with 

a  l  l   t  h  e   c  o  l  o  r  s   o  f   t  h  e   w 

                                                             i  

                                                                    n  

                                                                    

                                                              d

Can      you   paint with 

a  l  l    t      c  o  l  o  r  s   o  f   t  h  e    w  i  n  d

            h

            e

Come run the hidden pine trails of the forest

Come taste the sun-sweet berries of the earth

Come roll in all the riches all around you

Can you sing with 

a  l  l        t    
 h

     e        v     o     i     c     e     
s
    o     f      

                                                                    
t 

  
 
h
 
   e   

m
  

                                                                                                                

Can you          paint                with 

a  l  l    t  h  e    c  o  l  o  r  s    o  f    t  h  e    w  i  n  d
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1 serif typeface only: regular weight
1 sans serif typeface only: bold 
weight
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SECTION 
F O U R

You think you own whatever land you land on
The earth is just a dead thing you can claim

But I know every rock and tree and creature

You think the only people who are people
Are the people who look and think like you

But if you walk the footsteps of a stranger
You’ll learn things you never knew you never knew

Have you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moon
Or asked the grinning bobcat why he grinned

Can you sing with all the voices of the mountain
Can you paint with all the colors of the wind
Can you paint with all the colors of the wind
Come run the hidden pine trails of the forest
Come taste the sun-sweet berries of the earth
Come roll in all the riches all around you

The rainstorm and the river are my brothers
The heron and the otter are my friends

Have you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moon
Or let the eagle tell you where he’s been

Can you sing with all the voices of the mountain
Can you paint with all the colors of the wind
Can you paint with all the colors of the wind

How high does the sycamore grow 

And you’ll never hear the wolf cry to the blue corn moon
For whether we are white or copper-skinned
We need to sing with all the voices of the mountain
Need to paint with all the colors of the wind
You can own the earth and still
All you’ll own is earth until
You can paint with all the colors of the wind

You think you own whatever land you land on
The earth is just a dead thing you can claim

But I know every rock and tree and creature

You think the only people who are people
Are the people who look and think like you

But if you walk the footsteps of a stranger
You’ll learn things you never knew you never knew

Have you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moon
Or asked the grinning bobcat why he grinned

Can you sing with all the voices of the mountain
Can you paint with all the colors of the wind
Can you paint with all the colors of the wind
Come run the hidden pine trails of the forest
Come taste the sun-sweet berries of the earth
Come roll in all the riches all around you

The rainstorm and the river are my brothers
The heron and the otter are my friends

Have you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moon
Or let the eagle tell you where he’s been

Can you sing with all the voices of the mountain
Can you paint with all the colors of the wind
Can you paint with all the colors of the wind

How high does the sycamore grow 

And you’ll never hear the wolf cry to the blue corn moon
For whether we are white or copper-skinned
We need to sing with all the voices of the mountain
Need to paint with all the colors of the wind
You can own the earth and still
All you’ll own is earth until
You can paint with all the colors of the wind

You think you own whatever land you land on
The earth is just a dead thing you can claim

But I know every rock and tree and creature

You think the only people who are people
Are the people who look and think like you

But if you walk the footsteps of a stranger
You’ll learn things you never knew you never knew

Have you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moon
Or asked the grinning bobcat why he grinned

How high does the sycamore grow 

And you’ll never hear the wolf cry to the blue corn moon

For whether we are white or copper-skinned

We need to sing with all the voices of the mountain

Need to paint with all the colors of the wind

You can own the earth and still

All you’ll own is earth until

You can paint with all the colors of the wind

C
an you sing w

ith all the voices of the m
ountain

C
                     an you paint w

ith all the colors of the w
ind

C
an you paint w

ith all the colors of the w
ind

Have you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moon
Or let the eagle tell you where he’s been

The rainstorm and the river are my brothers

The heron and the otter are my friends

Can you sing with all the voices of the mountain
Can you paint with all the colors of the wind
Can you paint with all the colors of the wind
Come run the hidden pine trails of the forest
Come taste the sun-sweet berries of the earth
Come roll in all the riches all around you

Have you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moon
Or asked the grinning bobcat why he grinned

You think you own whatever land you land on

The earth is just a dead thing you can claim

But I know every rock and tree and creature

You think the only people who are people

Are the people who look and think like you

But if you walk the footsteps of a stranger

You’ll learn things you never knew you never knew
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Y o u   t h i n k   y o u   o w n  

whatever land you land on

The earth is just a dead thing you can claim

But I know every rock and tree and creature

Has a life, has a spirit, has a name

You think the only people who are people

Are the people who look and think like you

But if you walk the footsteps of a stranger

You’ll learn things you never knew you never knew

Have you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moon

Or asked the grinning bobcat why he grinned

Can you sing with all the voices of the mountain

Can you paint with all the colors of the wind

Can you paint with all the colors of the wind

Come run the hidden pine trails of the forest

Come taste the sun-sweet berries of the earth

Come roll in all the riches all around you

And for once, never wonder what they’re worth

The rainstorm and the river are my brothers

The heron and the otter are my friends

And we are all connected to each other, 

In a circle, in a hoop that never ends

Have you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moon

Or let the eagle tell you where he’s been

Can you sing with all the voices of the mountain 

Can you paint with all the colors of the wind

Can you paint with all the colors of the wind

How high does the sycamore grow 

If you cut it down, then you’ll never know

And you’ll never hear the wolf cry to the blue corn moon

For whether we are white or copper-skinned

We need to sing with all the voices of the mountain

Need to paint with all the colors of the wind

You can own the earth and still

All you’ll own is earth until

You can paint with all the colors of the wind

c o l o r s   o f   t h e   w
 i n d   

C a n

you
p a i n t 

with all the 

colors 

o f  t h e  w
 i n d

Can you 

sing with all 

the voices of 

the moun-
tain 

Can you 

paint with 

all the col-
ors of the 

wind
Can you 

paint with 

all the col-
ors of the 

wind

An wonder what 

they’re worth

The rainstorm 

and the river are 

my brothersThe 

heron and the otter 

are my friendsAnd 

we are all connect-

hoop that never 

You think you own whatever land you land on
The earth is just a dead thing you can claim
But I know every rock and tree and creature

You think the only people who are people
Are the people who look and think like you
But if you walk the footsteps of a stranger
You’ll learn things you never knew you never knew
Have you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moon
Or asked the grinning bobcat why he grinned
Can you sing with all the voices of the mountain
Can you paint with all the colors of the wind
Can you paint with all the colors of the wind
Come run the hidden pine trails of the forest
Come taste the sun-sweet berries of the earth
Come roll in all the riches all around you

The rainstorm and the river are my brothers
The heron and the otter are my friends

Have you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moon
Or let the eagle tell you where he’s been
Can you sing with all the voices of the mountain
Can you paint with all the colors of the wind
Can you paint with all the colors of the wind
How high does the sycamore grow 

And you’ll never hear the wolf cry to the blue corn moon
For whether we are white or copper-skinned
We need to sing with all the voices of the mountainNeed to paint with all the colors of the windYou can own the earth and stillAll you’ll own is earth untilYou can paint with all the colors of the wind

colors
 

of
the

wind

You think you own whatever land you land on
The earth is just a dead thing you can claim

But I know every rock and tree and creature
Has a life, has a spirit, has a name

You think the only people who are people
Are the people who look and think like you

But if you walk the footsteps of a stranger
You’ll learn things you never knew you never knew

Have you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moon
Or asked the grinning bobcat why he grinned

Can you sing with all the voices of the mountain
Can you paint with all the colors of the wind
Can you paint with all the colors of the wind
Come run the hidden pine trails of the forest
Come taste the sun-sweet berries of the earth
Come roll in all the riches all around you

And for once, never wonder what they’re worth
The rainstorm and the river are my brothers
The heron and the otter are my friends
And we are all connected to each other, 
In a circle, in a hoop that never ends

Have you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moon
Or let the eagle tell you where he’s been

Can you sing with all the voices of the mountain
Can you paint with all the colors of the wind
Can you paint with all the colors of the wind

How high does the sycamore grow 
If you cut it down, then you’ll never know
And you’ll never hear the wolf cry to the blue corn moon
For whether we are white or copper-skinned
We need to sing with all the voices of the mountain
Need to paint with all the colors of the wind
You can own the earth and still
All you’ll own is earth until
You can paint with all the colors of the wind

C
O

l



Typography II / Spring 2018 Pei Jung Ho
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section 5 / c o n s t a n t s
1 serif typeface only: **any weight
1 sans serif typeface only: bold weight

section 5 / v a r i a b l e s
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italics
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tracking (space between letters)
type size
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measure (width of the text block)
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case

F              I      V       E
SECTION 

Y   o   u    t    h   i    n   k     y    o    u     o    w    n    w    h    a    t    e    v     e    
r     l    a    n    d      y    o    u      l    a    n    d      o    n 

 T  h e   e a r t h   i s   j u s t   a   d e a d   t h i n g   y o u   c a n   c l a i m 

 
 B u t   I   k n o w   e v e r y   r o c k  a n d   t r e  e   a n d   c r e a t u r e 

       Y o u   t h i n k   t h e   o n l y   p e o p l e   w h o   a r e   p e o p l e 
 A r e   t h e   p e o p l e   w h o   l o o k   a n d  t h i n k   l i k e   y o u 

B u t   i f   y o u   w a l k   t h e   f o o t s t e p s   o f   a   s t r a n g e r 
Y o u ’ l l   l e a r n   t h i n g s   y o u   n e v e r   k n e w   y o u   n e v e r   k 
n e w 
         H a v e   y o u   e v e r   h e a r d   t h e   w o l f   c r y   t o   t h e   b 
l u e   c o r n   m o o n 
O r   a s k e d   t h e   g r i n n i n g   b o b c a t   w h y   h e   g r i n n e d 
 

    C a n   y o u   s i n g   w i th   a l l   t h e   v o i c e s   o f   t h e   m o u n 
t a i n 

C    a    n      y    o    u      p    a    i    n    t      w    i    t    h      a    l    l      t    
h    e  

              c    o    l    o    r    s      o    f      t    h    e      w    i     n    d    

C  a  n   y  o  u   p  a  i  n  t   w  i  t  h   a   l  l   t  h  e   c  o  l  o  r  s   o  f   t  h  
e   w  i  n  d

Come run the hidden pine trails of the forest
                  Come taste the sun-sweet berries of the earth
         Come roll in all the riches all around you

A
      T   h   e     r   a   i   n   s   t   o   r   m    a   n   d    t   h   e    r   i   v  e   r    
a   r   e    m   y    b   r    o   t   h   e   r   s

           The heron and the otter are my friends
                A   n  d   w  e   a  r  e   a  l  l   c  o  n  n  e  c  t  e  d   t  o   e  a  c  h   
o  t  h  e  r   

       C  a  n   y  o  u     s  i  n  g   w  i  t  h     a  l  l 
t h e           vo i c e s   o f   t h e   m o u n t a i  n  Can you paint with all the colors of the windCan you paint with all the colors of the wind

You think you own whatever land you land on

The earth is just a dead thing you can claim

But I know every rock and tree and creature
Has a life, has a spirit, has a name
You think the only people who are people
Are the people who look and think like you
But if you walk the footsteps of a stranger
You’ll learn things you never knew you never knew
Have you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moon
Or asked the grinning bobcat why he grinned

You think you own whatever land you land onThe earth is just a dead thing you can claimBut I know every rock and tree and 
creatureHas a life, has a spirit, has a nameYou think the only people who are peopleAre the people who look and think like 

youBut if you walk the footsteps of a strangerYou’ll learn things you never knew you never knewHave you ever heard the wolf 
cry to the blue corn moonOr asked the grinning bobcat why he grinnedCan you sing with all the voices of the mountainCan 
you paint with all the colors of the windCan you paint with all the colors of the windCome run the hidden pine trails of the 

forestCome taste the sun-sweet berries of the earthCome roll in all the riches all around youAnd for once, never wonder what 
they’re worthThe rainstorm and the river are my brothe rsThe heron and the otter are my friend   sAnd we are all connected to 

each other  , In a circle, in a hoop that never endsHave you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moonOr let the eagle tell you 
where he’s beenCan you sing with all the voices of the mountainCan you paint with all the colors of the windCan you paint with 
all the colors of the windHow high does the sycamore grow If you cut it down, then you’ll never knowAnd you’ll never hear the 
wolf cry to the blue corn moonFor whether we are white or copper-skinnedWe need to sing with all the voices of the mountain-

Need topaint with all the colors of the windYou can own the earth and stillAll you’ll own is earth untilYou can paint with all the 
colors of the wind

You think you own whatever land you land onThe earth is just a dead thing you can claimBut I know every rock and tree and creatureHas a  
life, has a spirit, has a nameYou think the only people who are peopleAre the people who look and think like youBut if you walk the footsteps 
of a strangerYou’ll learn things you never knew you never knewHave you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moonOr asked the grinning 
bobcat why he grinnedCan you sing with all the voices of the mountainCan you paint with all the colors of the windCan you paint with all 
the colors of the windCome run the hidden pine trails of the forestCome taste the sun-sweet berries of the earthCome roll in all the riches all 
around youAnd for once, never wonder what they’re worthThe rainstorm and the river are my brothe rsThe heron and the otter are my friend   
sAnd we are all connected to each other  , In a circle, in a hoop that never endsHave you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moonOr let 
the eagle tell you where he’s beenCan you sing with all the voices of the mountainCan you paint with all the colors of the windCan you paint 
with all the colors of the windHow high does the sycamore grow If you cut it down, then you’ll never knowAnd you’ll never hear the wolf cry 
to the blue corn moonFor whether we are white or copper-skinnedWe need to sing with all the voices of the mountainNeed topaint with all the 

Can you sing with all the voices of the mountain

Can you paint with all the colors of the wind

Can you sing with all the voices of the mountainCan you paint with all the colors of the windCan you paint with all the colors of the windCome run the hidden pine trails of the forestCome taste the sun-sweet berries of the earth
Come roll in all the riches all around you

YOU THINK YOU OWN WHATEVER LAND YOU LAND ON
          THE EARTH IS JUST A DEAD THING YOU CAN CLAIMYOU THINK YOU OWN WHATEVER LAND YOU LAND ON

          THE EARTH IS JUST A DEAD THING YOU CAN CLAIM

YOU THINK YOU OWN WHATEVER LAND YOU LAND ON
          THE EARTH IS JUST A DEAD THING YOU CAN CLAIM

C a n  y o u  s i n g  w i t h  a l l  t h e  v o i C e s  o f  t h e  m o u n t a i n

     C a n  y o u  p a i n t  w i t h  a l l  t h e  C o l o r s  o f  t h e  w i n d

        C a n  y o u  p a i n t  w i t h  a l l  t h e  C o l o r s  o f  t h e 

w i n d

       C o m e  r u n  t h e  h i d d e n  p i n e  t r a i l s  o f  t h e  f o r e s t

           C o m e  t a s t e  t h e  s u n - s w e e t  b e r r i e s  o f  t h e 

e a r t h

  C o m e  r o l l  i n  a l l  t h e  r i C h e s  a l l  a r o u n d  y o u

In a circle, in a hoop that never ends

C
A

N

S

II

NN

W

D

G

Y OU

C a n   y o u              s i n g        w i th     a l l     t h e   v o i 
c e s   

           o f   t h e   m o u n t a i n 

                                 Have 

you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moon

           Or let the eagle tell you where he’s     b    e       e                   
n
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You think you own whatever land you land on
The earth is just a dead thing you can claim
But I know every rock and tree and creature

Has a life, has a spirit, has a name
You think the only people who are people

Are the people who look and think like you
But if you walk the footsteps of a stranger

You’ll learn things you never knew you never knew

Have you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moon
Or asked the grinning bobcat why he grinned

Can you sing with all the voices of the mountain
Can you paint with all the colors of the wind
Can you paint with all the colors of the wind
Come run the hidden pine trails of the forest
Come taste the sun-sweet berries of the earth

Come roll in all the riches all around you

And for once, never wonder what they’re worth
The rainstorm and the river are my brothers

The heron and the otter are my friends
And we are all connected to each other, 

In a circle, in a hoop that never ends
Have you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moon

Or let the eagle tell you where he’s been
Can you sing with all the voices of the mountain

Can you paint with all the colors of the wind
Can you paint with all the colors of the wind

How high does the sycamore grow 
If you cut it down, then you’ll never know

And you’ll never hear the wolf cry to the blue corn moon
For whether we are white or copper-skinned

We need to sing with all the voices of the mountain
Need to paint with all the colors of the wind

You can own the earth and still
All you’ll own is earth until

You can paint with all the colors of the wind

You think you own whatever land you land on
The earth is just a dead thing you can claim
But I know every rock and tree and creature
Has a life, has a spirit, has a name
You think the only people who are people
Are the people who look and think like you
But if you walk the footsteps of a stranger
You’ll learn things you never knew you never knew

Have you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moon
Or asked the grinning bobcat why he grinned
Can you sing with all the voices of the mountain
Can you paint with all the colors of the wind
Can you paint with all the colors of the wind
Come run the hidden pine trails of the forest
Come taste the sun-sweet berries of the earth
Come roll in all the riches all around you

And for once, never wonder what they’re worth
The rainstorm and the river are my brothers
The heron and the otter are my friends
And we are all connected to each other, 
In a circle, in a hoop that never ends
Have you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moon
Or let the eagle tell you where he’s been
Can you sing with all the voices of the mountain
Can you paint with all the colors of the wind
Can you paint with all the colors of the wind
How high does the sycamore grow 
If you cut it down, then you’ll never know
And you’ll never hear the wolf cry to the blue corn moon
For whether we are white or copper-skinned
We need to sing with all the voices of the mountain
Need to paint with all the colors of the wind
You can own the earth and still
All you’ll own is earth until
You can paint with all the colors of the wind

You think you own whatever land you land on
The earth is just a dead thing you can claim

But I know every rock and tree and creature
Has a life, has a spirit, has a name

You think the only people who are people
Are the people who look and think like you

But if you walk the footsteps of a stranger
You’ll learn things you never knew you never knew

Have you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moon
Or asked the grinning bobcat why he grinned

Can you sing with all the voices of the mountain
Can you paint with all the colors of the wind
Can you paint with all the colors of the wind
Come run the hidden pine trails of the forest
Come taste the sun-sweet berries of the earth
Come roll in all the riches all around you

And for once, never wonder what they’re worth
The rainstorm and the river are my brothers
The heron and the otter are my friends
And we are all connected to each other, 
In a circle, in a hoop that never ends

Have you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moon
Or let the eagle tell you where he’s been

Can you sing with all the voices of the mountain
Can you paint with all the colors of the wind
Can you paint with all the colors of the wind

How high does the sycamore grow 
If you cut it down, then you’ll never know
And you’ll never hear the wolf cry to the blue corn moon
For whether we are white or copper-skinned
We need to sing with all the voices of the mountain
Need to paint with all the colors of the wind
You can own the earth and still
All you’ll own is earth until

You can paint with all the colors of the wind

YOU THINK YOU OWN WHATEVER LAND YOU LAND ON
THE EARTH IS JUST A DEAD THING YOU CAN CLAIM

BUT I KNOW EVERY ROCK AND TREE AND CREATURE
HAS A LIFE, HAS A SPIRIT, HAS A NAME

YOU THINK THE ONLY PEOPLE WHO ARE PEOPLE
ARE THE PEOPLE WHO LOOK AND THINK LIKE YOU

BUT IF YOU WALK THE FOOTSTEPS OF A STRANGER
YOU’LL LEARN THINGS YOU NEVER KNEW YOU NEVER KNEW

HAVE YOU EVER HEARD THE WOLF CRY TO THE BLUE CORN MOON
OR ASKED THE GRINNING BOBCAT WHY HE GRINNED

CAN YOU SING WITH ALL THE VOICES OF THE MOUNTAIN
CAN YOU PAINT WITH ALL THE COLORS OF THE WIND
CAN YOU PAINT WITH ALL THE COLORS OF THE WIND
COME RUN THE HIDDEN PINE TRAILS OF THE FOREST
COME TASTE THE SUN-SWEET BERRIES OF THE EARTH
COME ROLL IN ALL THE RICHES ALL AROUND YOU

AND FOR ONCE, NEVER WONDER WHAT THEY’RE WORTH
THE RAINSTORM AND THE RIVER ARE MY BROTHERS
THE HERON AND THE OTTER ARE MY FRIENDS
AND WE ARE ALL CONNECTED TO EACH OTHER, 
IN A CIRCLE, IN A HOOP THAT NEVER ENDS

HAVE YOU EVER HEARD THE WOLF CRY TO THE BLUE CORN MOON
OR LET THE EAGLE TELL YOU WHERE HE’S BEEN

CAN YOU SING WITH ALL THE VOICES OF THE MOUNTAIN
CAN YOU PAINT WITH ALL THE COLORS OF THE WIND
CAN YOU PAINT WITH ALL THE COLORS OF THE WIND

HOW HIGH DOES THE SYCAMORE GROW 
IF YOU CUT IT DOWN, THEN YOU’LL NEVER KNOW
AND YOU’LL NEVER HEAR THE WOLF CRY TO THE BLUE CORN MOON
FOR WHETHER WE ARE WHITE OR COPPER-SKINNED
WE NEED TO SING WITH ALL THE VOICES OF THE MOUNTAIN
NEED TO PAINT WITH ALL THE COLORS OF THE WIND
YOU CAN OWN THE EARTH AND STILL
ALL YOU’LL OWN IS EARTH UNTIL
YOU CAN PAINT WITH ALL THE COLORS OF THE WIND

H
ave you ever heard the w

olf cry to the blue corn m
oon O

r asked the grinning bobcat w
hy he grinned

ors         of  

C

O

L

S

t
he

w i  n  d

You think you ow
n w

hatever land you land on
T

he earth is just a dead thing you can claim
B

ut I know
 every rock and tree and creature

You think the only people w
ho are people

A
re the people w

ho look and think like you
B

ut if you w
alk the footsteps of a stranger

You’ll learn things you never knew
 you never knew

H
ave you ever heard the w

olf cry to the blue corn m
oon

O
r asked the grinning bobcat w

hy he grinned
C

an you sing w
ith all the voices of the m

ountain
C

an you paint w
ith all the colors of the w

ind
C

an you paint w
ith all the colors of the w

ind
C

om
e run the hidden pine trails of the forest

C
om

e taste the sun-sw
eet berries of the earth

C
om

e roll in all the riches all around you
T

he rainstorm
 and the river are m

y brothers
T

he heron and the otter are m
y friends

H
ave you ever heard the w

olf cry to the blue corn m
oon

O
r let the eagle tell you w

here he’s been
C

an you sing w
ith all the voices of the m

ountain
C

an you paint w
ith all the colors of the w

ind
C

an you paint w
ith all the colors of the w

ind
H

ow
 high does the sycam

ore grow
 

A
nd you’ll never hear the w

olf cry to the blue corn m
oon

For w
hether w

e are w
hite or copper-skinned

W
e need to sing w

ith all the voices of the m
ountain

N
eed to paint w

ith all the colors of the w
ind

You can ow
n the earth and still

A
ll you’ll ow

n is earth until
Y

ou can paint w
ith all the colors of the w

ind

You think you ow
n w

hatever land you land on      The earth is just a dead thing you can claim
But I know

 every rock and tree and creature    H
as a life, has a spirit, has a nam

e
You think the only people w

ho are people   A
re the people w

ho look and think like you
But if you w

alk the footsteps of a stranger
You’ll learn things you never knew

 you never knew

H
ave you ever heard the w

olf cry to the blue corn m
oon

O
r asked the grinning bobcat w

hy he grinned
Can you sing w

ith all the voices of the m
ountain         Can you paint w

ith all the colors of the w
ind

Can you paint w
ith all the colors of the w

ind   Com
e run the hidden pine trails of the forest

Com
e taste the sun-sw

eet berries of the earth
                      Com

e roll in all the riches all around you

sing with 
all the 

voices of 
the mountain

paint with 
all the 
colors 
of the wind
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variations / section six

section 6 / c o n s t a n t s
1 serif typeface only: any weight
1 sans serif typeface only: **any 
weight

section 6 / v a r i a b l e s
sans serif weight
photographic image / original
color
serif weight
italics
small caps
tracking (space between letters)
type size
leading
alignment
measure (width of the text block)
location / placement / spacing
case

SECTION 
Y  O  U T  H  I  N  K 

Y       O        U      O  W     N W   H    A        T  E  V  E  R   L  A  N  D   Y  O  U      L  A  N   D   O  N  T  H    E     E     A  R  T  H   I  S   J  U S  T   A   D  E  A  D   T  H  I  N  G   Y  O  U   C  A  N   C  L  A  I  M  B  U  T   I   K  N  O  W   E  V  E  R  Y   R  O  C  K   A  N  D   T  R  E  E   A  N  D   C  R  E  A  T  U  R  E  H  A  S   A   L  I  F  E  ,   H  A  S   A   S  P  I  R  I  T  ,   H  A  S   A   N  A  M  EY  O  U   T  H  I  N  K   T  H  E   O  N  L  Y   P  E  O  P  L  E   W  H  O   A  R  E   P  E  O  P  L  E
A  R  E   T  H  E  P  E  O  P  L  E   W            H       O       L  O               O       K   A  N  D   T  H  I  N  K   L  I  K  E   Y  O  U  B  U  T   I  F   Y  O  U   W  A  L  K   T  H  E   F  O  O  T  S  T  E  P  S   O  F   A   S  T  R  A  N  G  E  RY  O  U’  L  L   L  E  A  R  N   T             H    I   N  G  S   Y  O  U   N  E  V  E  R     K  N  E  W   Y  O  U   N  E  V  E  R   K  N  E  W  H  A  V  E   Y  O  U   E  V  E  R   H  E  A  R  D   T  H  E   W  O  L  F   C  R  Y   T  O   T  H  E   B  L  U  E   C    O  R  N   M  O  O  NO  R           A        S  K  E  D   T  H  E   G  R  I  N  N  I  N  G      B  O  B  C  A  T   W  H  Y   H  E   G  R  I  N  N  E  D  C  A  N   Y  O  U   S  I  N  G   W  I  T  H   A  L  L   T  H  E   

V           O      I  C  E  S   O  F   T  H  E   M  O  U  N  T  A  I  N  
  Y  O  U T  H  I  N  K Y  O  U O  W   N W  H  A  T  E  V  E  R   L  A  N  D   Y  O  U   L  A  N   D   O  N  T  H  E   E  A  R  T  H   I  S   J  U S  T   A   D  E  A  D   T  H  I  N  G   Y  O  U   C  A  N   C  L  A  I  M  B  U  T   I   K  N  O  W   E  V  E  R  Y   R  O  C  K   A  N  D   T  R  E  E   A  N  D   C  R  E  A  T  U  R  E  H  A  S   A   L  I  F  E  ,   H  A  S   A   S  P  I  R  I  T  ,   H  A  S   A   N  A  M  EY  O  U   T  H  I  N  K   T  H  E   O  N  L  Y   P  E  O  P  L  E   W  H  O   A  R  E   P  E  O  

Can you sing with all the voices of the mountainCan you paint with all the colors of the windCan you paint with all the colors of the windCome run the hidden pine trails of the forestCome taste the sun-sweet berries of the earth
Come roll in all the riches all around you

Can you sing with all the voices of the mountain

Can you paint with all the colors of the wind

Can you paint with all the colors of the wind

Have you ever
 heard the wolf cry to the

blue 
corn moon

Or let the eagle tell you where he’s been

C     a     n           y     o     u            s i n g         w i t h   

all 

the voices of the mountain

Can you paint with 

a l l      t h e     c o l o r s    o f     t h e  wind

Can you paint with all the colors of the wind

Can you sing with all the voices of the mountain

                                       Can you paint with all the colors of the wind

                Can you paint with all the colors of the wind

Have you ever
 heard the wolf cry to the

blue 
corn moon

Or let the eagle tell you where he’s been

Have you ever
 heard the wolf cry to the

blue 
corn moon

Or let the eagle tell you where he’s been

R

OO

L

C

S

O

F

T

H

E

W

I

N

D

W
e need to sing w

ith all the voices of the m
ountain
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COO
R

S L

Have you ever heard 
the wolf cry to the blue corn moon  

Or asked 
the grinning bobcat why he grinned

CAN YOU SING WITH ALL THE 
VOICES OF THE MOUNTAIN
CAN YOU PAINT WITH ALL 
THE COLORS OF THE WIND
CAN YOU PAINT WITH ALL 
THE COLORS OF THE WIND
COME RUN THE HIDDEN 
PINE TRAILS OF THE FOREST
COME TASTE THE SUN-SWEET 
BERRIES OF THE EARTH
COME ROLL IN ALL THE 
RICHES ALL AROUND YOU

Y    o
    u

     
 t   
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 y  
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 o    w

    n
     

 w    h
    a

    t
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    v
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 l   

 a    n
    d
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 T  
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   t 
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  h     
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 c  
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n     
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    a
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 m

But   I
   k

 n o w   e
 v e

 r y
   r 

ock a
nd tre

e and cre
ature

Has a life
, has a spirit,

 has a name

Y o u   t 
h i n

 k  
 t h

 e   o
 n l y

   p
eople who are people

A  r  
 e   t 

h e   p
 e o p l e

   w
 h o   l 

o o k  
 a n d   t 

h i n
k li

ke yo
u

But if 
you walk t

he footste
ps of a str

anger

You’ll l
earn things yo

u never kn
ew yo

u never kn
ew

Have  yo
u   e

ver   h
eard    t

he   w
olf   

cry
    t

o    t
he     

 blue     
 co

rn    m
oon

Or    
aske

d    t
he    g

rinning    b
obcat w

hy 
he grinned

Ca   n
     

y   
o u   s

  i n
 g   w

ith all th
e vo

ices of th
e mountain

Can    y
ou     

  paint w
ith all th

e co
lors o

f th
e wind

C     
a    n

     
 y  

 o   u
     

p   a
     

i    
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  w
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 t   
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    h
     

e     
 c  

   o
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d

C  o  m
  e     

r  u
   n

     
t  h

 e   h
 i d

 d e n   

p i n
 e   t 

r a i l 
s   

o f   
t h e   f 

o  r e
 s t 

 C     
 o  m

  e    t
 a s t 

e the sun-sw
eet berrie

s of th
e earth

C o m e    r
 o l l 

  in
 all th

e ric
hes all a

round yo
u

And for once, nev e
 r   

w o n d e r  w
hat th

ey’re
 worth

The rainsto
rm and the riv

er are my b
rothers

T   
     

 h e   h
 e r o

 n   a
 n d   t 

h e   o
 t   

t   e
   r 
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 And we are all co
nnecte

d to each other, 

In a cir
cle, in

 a hoop that never ends

Have yo
u ever heard 

the wolf c
ry t

o the blue co
rn moon

O   r 
     

  le
t    

  th
e   e

agle     
 tell   

   y
  o  u w h e r e

     
he’s   

  been

Can yo
u sin

g with all 

the vo
ices of th

e mountain

Ca     
n     

  y 
o  u     

p a i n
 t   

  w
 i t 

h  all 

the co
lors o

f th
e wind

C a n     
y o

  u   p
  a  i n

 t   
w i  t

 h   a
 l l  

the co
lors o

f th
e wind

How high does th
e syc

amore grow 

If y
ou cut it 

down, 

 then yo
u’ll n

ever kn
ow

A     
 n     
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  y 

    o
     

u     
’l   

  l  
    n

     
e     

v   
 e     

r    
  h     

e     
a     

r    
 the     

 w  o   l 
 f   

  cr
y   

   to
     

 the     
 blue    c

orn moon

For w
hether w

e are white or co
pper-sk

inned

W e     
   n

 e e d     
   t 

o   s
     

i    
 n     

g     
 with   a

ll th
e vo

ices of th
e mountain

N     
e     

e     
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 t   
  o     

 paint w
ith 

all   
the    c
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  of    

the wind

Y  o u    c
 a n   o

 w n   t 
h e 

earth     
   a

nd stil
l

A  l  
l    

    y
   o

 u ’ l 
l    

 own   is
 e

arth un  t  
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You     
  ca

n     
paint w

ith all th
e

 co
lors o

f 

the 

wind

O
   F

       T
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       W
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H   A   V   E    Y   O   U    E   V   E   R      H   E   A   R   D    

T   H   E    W   O   L   F    C   R   Y    T   O    

T   H   E    B   L   U   E    C   O   R   N    M   O   O   N

O   R    L   E   T    T   H   E    E   A   G   L   E    T   E   L   L       Y   O   U    W   H   E   R   E    H   
E   ’   S    B   E   E   N   

H   O   W    H   I   G   H    D   O   E   S    T   H   E    S   Y   C   A   M   O   R   E    G   R   O   
W    
I   F    Y   O   U    C   U   T    I   T    D   O   W   N   ,    T   H   E   N    Y   O   U   ’   L   L N   
E   V   E   R    K   N   O   W  
A   N   D    Y   O   U   ’   L   L    N   E   V    E   R    H    E   A   R    T   H   E    W   O   L   F     
C   R   Y     T   O    T   H   E    B   L   U   E    C   O   R   N    M   O   O    N

n dCome run the hidden pine trails of the forestCome taste the sun-sweet ber-ries of the earthCome roll in all the riches all around you
And for once, never wonder what they’re worthThe rainstorm and the river are my brothersThe heron and the otter are my friendsAnd we are all connected to each other, In a circle, in a hoop that never ends
Have you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moonOr let the eagle tell you where he’s been
Can you sing with all the voices of the mountainCan you paint with all the col-ors of the windCan you paint with all the col-ors of the wind
How high does the sycamore grow 
If you cut it 
down, then 
you’ll never 
know

And you’ll never 

hear the wolf cry 

to the blue corn 

moon

For whether we 

are white or cop-

per-skinned

We need to sing 

with all the 

voices of the 

mountain

Need to paint 

with all the col-

ors of the wind

You can own the 

earth and still

You think you own whatever land you land onThe earth is just a dead thing you can claimBut I know every rock and tree and creatureHas a life, has a spirit, has a nameYou think the only people who are peopleAre the people who look and think like youBut if you walk the footsteps of a strangerYou’ll learn things you never knew you never knewHave you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moonOr asked the grinning bobcat why he grinnedCan you sing with all the voices of the mountainCan you paint with all the colors of the windCan you paint with all the colors of the windCome run the hidden pine trails of the forestCome taste the sun-sweet berries of the earthCome roll in all the riches all around youAnd for once, never wonder what they’re worthThe rainstorm and the river are my brothersThe heron and the otter are my friendsAnd we are all connected to each other, In a circle, in a hoop that never endsHave you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moonOr let the eagle tell you where he’s beenCan you sing with all the voices of the mountainCan you paint with all the colors of the windCan you paint with all the colors of the windHow high does the sycamore grow If you cut it down, then you’ll never knowAnd you’ll never hear the wolf cry to the blue corn moonFor whether we are white or copper-skinnedWe need to sing with all the voices of the mountainNeed to paint with all the colors of the windYou can own the earth and stillAll you’ll own is earth untilYou can paint with all the colors of the windYou think you own whatever land you land onThe earth is just a dead thing you can claimBut I know every rock and tree and creatureHas a life, has a spirit, has a nameYou think the only people who are peopleAre the people who look and think like youBut if you walk the footsteps of a strangerYou’ll learn things you never knew you never knewHave you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moonOr asked the grinning bobcat why he grinnedCan you sing with all the voices of the mountainCan you paint with all the colors of the windCan you paint with all the colors of the windCome run the hidden pine trails of the forestCome taste the sun-sweet berries of the earthCome roll in all the riches all around youAnd for once, never wonder what they’re worthThe rainstorm and the river are my brothersThe heron and the otter are my friendsAnd we are all connected to each other, In a circle, in a hoop that never endsHave you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moonOr let the eagle tell you where he’s beenCan you sing with all the voices of the mountainCan you paint with all the colors of the windCan you paint with all the colors of the windHow high does the sycamore grow If you cut it down, then you’ll never knowAnd you’ll never hear the wolf cry to the blue corn moonFor whether we are white or copper-skinnedWe need to sing with all the voices of the mountainNeed to paint with all the colors of the windYou can own the earth and stillAll you’ll own is earth untilYou can paint with all the colors of the wind
You think you own whatever land you land onThe earth is just a dead thing you can claimBut I know every rock and tree and creatureHas a life, has a spirit, has a nameYou think the only people who are peopleAre the people who look and think like youBut if you walk the footsteps of a strangerYou’ll learn things you never knew you never knewHave you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moonOr asked the grinning bobcat why he grinnedCan you sing with all the voices of the mountainCan you paint with all the colors of the windCan you paint with all the colors of the windCome run the hidden pine trails of the forestCome taste the sun-sweet berries of the earthCome roll in all the riches all around youAnd for once, never wonder what they’re worthThe rainstorm and the river are my brothersThe heron and the otter are my friendsAnd we are all connected to each other, In a circle, in a hoop that never endsHave you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moonOr let the eagle tell you where he’s beenCan you sing with all the voices of the mountainCan you paint with all the colors of the windCan you paint with all the colors of the windHow high does the sycamore grow If you cut it down, then you’ll never knowAnd you’ll never hear the wolf cry to the blue corn moonFor whether we are white or copper-skinnedWe need to sing with all the voices of the mountainNeed to paint with all the colors of the windYou can own the earth and stillAll you’ll own is earth untilYou can paint with all the colors of the wind

You   think you own whatever land you 
land on

The earth is just a dead thing you can 
claim

But   I know every rock and tree and 
creature

H a v e  you ever heard the wolf cry 
to the 

b   l   u e      c   o  r  n    m o o n 
Can you paint with 

all the colors of the wind
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You think you own whatever land you land on

The earth is j
ust a

 dead thing you can claim

But I k
now every rock and tre

e and creature

Has a life
, has a spirit,

 has a name

You think the only people who are people

Are the people who look and think like you

But if 
you walk the footste

ps of a stra
nger

You’ll le
arn things you never knew you never knew

Have you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moon

Or asked the grinning bobcat why he grinned

Can you sin
g with all th

e voices of th
e mountain

Can you paint with all th
e colors o

f th
e wind

Can you paint with all th
e colors o

f th
e wind

Come run the hidden pine tra
ils o

f th
e forest

Come taste the sun-sweet berrie
s of th

e earth

Come roll in
 all th

e riches all around you

And for once, never wonder what th
ey’re worth

The rainstorm and the river are my brothers

The heron and the otter are my frie
nds

And we are all connected to each other, 

In a circle, in a hoop that never ends

Have you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moon

Or let th
e eagle tell you where he’s b

een

Can you sin
g with all th

e voices of th
e mountain

Can you paint with all th
e colors o

f th
e wind

Can you paint with all th
e colors o

f th
e wind

How high does th
e sycamore grow 

If you cut it 
down, then you’ll n

ever know

And you’ll n
ever hear th

e wolf cry to the blue corn moon

For whether we are white or copper-sk
inned

We need to sin
g with all th

e voices of th
e mountain

Need to paint with all th
e colors o

f th
e wind

You can own the earth and stil
l

All you’ll o
wn is e

arth until

You can paint with all th
e colors o

f th
e wind

You think you own whatever land you land on

The earth is j
ust a

 dead thing you can claim

But I k
now every rock and tre

e and creature

Has a life
, has a spirit,

 has a name

You think the only people who are people

Are the people who look and think like you

But if 
you walk the footste

ps of a stra
nger

You’ll le
arn things you never knew you never knew

Have you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moon

Or asked the grinning bobcat why he grinned

Can you sin
g with all th

e voices of th
e mountain

Can you paint with all th
e colors o

f th
e wind

Can you paint with all th
e colors o

f th
e wind

Come run the hidden pine tra
ils o

f th
e forest

Come taste the sun-sweet berrie
s of th

e earth

Come roll in
 all th

e riches all around you

And for once, never wonder what th
ey’re worth

The rainstorm and the river are my brothers

The heron and the otter are my frie
nds

And we are all connected to each other, 

In a circle, in a hoop that never ends

Have you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moon

Or let th
e eagle tell you where he’s b

een

Can you sin
g with all th

e voices of th
e mountain

Can you paint with all th
e colors o

f th
e wind

Can you paint with all th
e colors o

f th
e wind

How high does th
e sycamore grow 

If you cut it 
down, then you’ll n

ever know

And you’ll n
ever hear th

e wolf cry to the blue corn moon

For whether we are white or copper-sk
inned

We need to sin
g with all th

e voices of th
e mountain

Need to paint with all th
e colors o

f th
e wind

You can own the earth and stil
l

All you’ll o
wn is e

arth until

You can paint with all th
e colors o

f th
e wind

You think you own whatever land you land on

The earth is just a dead thing you can claim

But I know every rock and tree and creature

Has a life, has a spirit, has a name

You think the only people who are people

Are the people who look and think like you

But if you walk the footsteps of a stranger

You’ll learn things you never knew you never knew

Have you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moon

Or asked the grinning bobcat why he grinned

Can you sing with all the voices of the mountain

Can you paint with all the colors of the wind

Can you paint with all the colors of the wind

Come run the hidden pine trails of the forest

Come taste the sun-sweet berries of the earth

Come roll in all the riches all around you

And for once, never wonder what they’re worth

The rainstorm and the river are my brothers

The heron and the otter are my friends

And we are all connected to each other, 

In a circle, in a hoop that never ends

Have you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moon

Or let the eagle tell you where he’s been

Can you sing with all the voices of the mountain

Can you paint with all the colors of the wind

Can you paint with all the colors of the wind

How high does the sycamore grow 

If you cut it down, then you’ll never know

And you’ll never hear the wolf cry to the blue corn moon

For whether we are white or copper-skinned

We need to sing with all the voices of the mountain

Need to paint with all the colors of the wind

You can own the earth and still

All you’ll own is earth until

You can paint with all the colors of the wind

You think you own whatever land you land on

The earth is just a dead thing you can claim

But I know every rock and tree and creature

Has a life, has a spirit, has a name

You think the only people who are people

Are the people who look and think like you

But if you walk the footsteps of a stranger

You’ll learn things you never knew you never knew

Have you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moon

Or asked the grinning bobcat why he grinned

Can you sing with all the voices of the mountain

Can you paint with all the colors of the wind

Can you paint with all the colors of the wind

Come run the hidden pine trails of the forest

Come taste the sun-sweet berries of the earth

Come roll in all the riches all around you

And for once, never wonder what they’re worth

The rainstorm and the river are my brothers

The heron and the otter are my friends

And we are all connected to each other, 

In a circle, in a hoop that never ends

Have you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moon

Or let the eagle tell you where he’s been

Can you sing with all the voices of the mountain

Can you paint with all the colors of the wind

Can you paint with all the colors of the wind

How high does the sycamore grow 

If you cut it down, then you’ll never know

And you’ll never hear the wolf cry to the blue corn moon

For whether we are white or copper-skinned

We need to sing with all the voices of the mountain

Need to paint with all the colors of the wind

You can own the earth and still

All you’ll own is earth until

You can paint with all the colors of the wind

You think you own whatever land you land on

The earth is just a dead thing you can claim

But I know every rock and tree and creature

Has a life, has a spirit, has a name

You think the only people who are people

Are the people who look and think like you

But if you walk the footsteps of a stranger

You’ll learn things you never knew you never knew

Have you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moon

Or asked the grinning bobcat why he grinned

Can you sing with all the voices of the mountain

Can you paint with all the colors of the wind

Can you paint with all the colors of the wind

Come run the hidden pine trails of the forest

Come taste the sun-sweet berries of the earth

Come roll in all the riches all around you

And for once, never wonder what they’re worth

The rainstorm and the river are my brothers

The heron and the otter are my friends

And we are all connected to each other, 

In a circle, in a hoop that never ends

Have you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moon

Or let the eagle tell you where he’s been

Can you sing with all the voices of the mountain

Can you paint with all the colors of the wind

Can you paint with all the colors of the wind

How high does the sycamore grow 

If you cut it down, then you’ll never know

And you’ll never hear the wolf cry to the blue corn moon

For whether we are white or copper-skinned

We need to sing with all the voices of the mountain

Need to paint with all the colors of the wind

You can own the earth and still

All you’ll own is earth until

You can paint with all the colors of the wind

You think you own whatever land you land on

The earth is just a dead thing you can claim

But I know every rock and tree and creature

H
as a life, has a spirit, has a nam

e

You think the only people who are people

Are the people who look and think like you

But if you walk the footsteps of a stranger

You’ll learn things you never knew you never knew

H
ave you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn m

oon

O
r asked the grinning bobcat why he grinned

Can you sing with all the voices of the m
ountain

Can you paint with all the colors of the wind

Can you paint with all the colors of the wind

Com
e run the hidden pine trails of the forest

Com
e taste the sun-sweet berries of the earth

Com
e roll in all the riches all around you

And for once, never wonder what they’re worth

The rainstorm
 and the river are m

y brothers

The heron and the otter are m
y friends

And we are all connected to each other, 

In a circle, in a hoop that never ends

H
ave you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn m

oon

O
r let the eagle tell you where he’s been

Can you sing with all the voices of the m
ountain

Can you paint with all the colors of the wind

Can you paint with all the colors of the wind

H
ow high does the sycam

ore grow 

If you cut it down, then you’ll never know

And you’ll never hear the wolf cry to the blue corn m
oon

For whether we are white or copper-skinned

W
e need to sing with all the voices of the m

ountain

Need to paint with all the colors of the wind

You can own the earth and still

All you’ll own is earth until

You can paint with all the colors of the wind
Y

ou think you ow
n w

hatever land you land on

T
he earth is just a dead thing you can claim

B
ut I know

 every rock and tree and creature

H
as a life, has a spirit, has a nam

e

Y
ou think the only people w

ho are people

A
re the people w

ho look and think like you

B
ut if you w

alk the footsteps of a stranger

Y
ou’ll learn things you never knew

 you never knew

H
ave you ever heard the w

olf cry to the blue corn m
oon

O
r asked the grinning bobcat w

hy he grinned

C
an you sing w

ith all the voices of the m
ountain

C
an you paint w

ith all the colors of the w
ind

C
an you paint w

ith all the colors of the w
ind

C
om

e run the hidden pine trails of the forest

C
om

e taste the sun-sw
eet berries of the earth

C
om

e roll in all the riches all around you

A
nd for once, never w

onder w
hat they’re w

orth

T
he rainstorm

 and the river are m
y brothers

T
he heron and the otter are m

y friends

A
nd w

e are all connected to each other, 

In a circle, in a hoop that never ends

H
ave you ever heard the w

olf cry to the blue corn m
oon

O
r let the eagle tell you w

here he’s been

C
an you sing w

ith all the voices of the m
ountain

C
an you paint w

ith all the colors of the w
ind

C
an you paint w

ith all the colors of the w
ind

H
ow

 high does the sycam
ore grow

 

If you cut it dow
n, then you’ll never know

A
nd you’ll never hear the w

olf cry to the blue corn m
oon

F
or w

hether w
e are w

hite or copper-skinned

W
e need to sing w

ith all the voices of the m
ountain

N
eed to paint w

ith all the colors of the w
ind

Y
ou can ow

n the earth and still

A
ll you’ll ow

n is earth until

Y
ou can paint w

ith all the colors of the w
ind

You think you own whatever land you land on

The earth is just a dead thing you can claim

But I know every rock and tree and creature

H
as a life, has a spirit, has a nam

e

You think the only people who are people

Are the people who look and think like you

But if you walk the footsteps of a stranger

You’ll learn things you never knew you never knew

H
ave you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn m

oon

O
r asked the grinning bobcat why he grinned

Can you sing with all the voices of the m
ountain

Can you paint with all the colors of the wind

Can you paint with all the colors of the wind

Com
e run the hidden pine trails of the forest

Com
e taste the sun-sweet berries of the earth

Com
e roll in all the riches all around you

And for once, never wonder what they’re worth

The rainstorm
 and the river are m

y brothers

The heron and the otter are m
y friends

And we are all connected to each other, 

In a circle, in a hoop that never ends

H
ave you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn m

oon

O
r let the eagle tell you where he’s been

Can you sing with all the voices of the m
ountain

Can you paint with all the colors of the wind

Can you paint with all the colors of the wind

H
ow high does the sycam

ore grow 

If you cut it down, then you’ll never know

And you’ll never hear the wolf cry to the blue corn m
oon

For whether we are white or copper-skinned

W
e need to sing with all the voices of the m

ountain

Need to paint with all the colors of the wind

You can own the earth and still

All you’ll own is earth until

You can paint with all the colors of the wind

You think you ow
n w

hatever land you land on

The earth is just a dead thing you can claim

But I know
 every rock and tree and creature

H
as a life, has a spirit, has a nam

e

You think the only people w
ho are people

A
re the people w

ho look and think like you

But if you w
alk the footsteps of a stranger

You’ll learn things you never knew
 you never knew

H
ave you ever heard the w

olf cry to the blue corn 

m
oon

O
r asked the grinning bobcat w

hy he grinned

Can you sing w
ith all the voices of the m

ountain

Can you paint w
ith all the colors of the w

ind

Can you paint w
ith all the colors of the w

ind

Com
e run the hidden pine trails of the forest

Com
e taste the sun-sw

eet berries of the earth

Com
e roll in all the riches all around you

A
nd for once, never w

onder w
hat they’re w

orth

The rainstorm
 and the river are m

y brothers

The heron and the otter are m
y friends

A
nd w

e are all connected to each other, 

In a circle, in a hoop that never ends

H
ave you ever heard the w

olf cry to the blue corn 

m
oon

O
r let the eagle tell you w

here he’s been

Can you sing w
ith all the voices of the m

ountain

Can you paint w
ith all the colors of the w

ind

Can you paint w
ith all the colors of the w

ind

H
ow

 high does the sycam
ore grow

 

If you cut it dow
n, then you’ll never know

A
nd you’ll never hear the w

olf cry to the blue corn 

m
oon

For w
hether w

e are w
hite or copper-skinned

W
e need to sing w

ith all the voices of the m
ountain

N
eed to paint w

ith all the colors of the w
ind

You can ow
n the earth and still

A
ll you’ll ow

n is earth until

You can paint w
ith all the colors of the w

ind

You think you ow
n w

hatever land you land on

The earth is just a dead thing you can claim

But I know
 every rock and tree and creature

Has a life, has a spirit, has a nam
e

You think the only people w
ho are people

Are the people w
ho look and think like you

But if you w
alk the footsteps of a stranger

You’ll learn things you never knew
 you never knew

Have you ever heard the w
olf cry to the blue corn 

m
oon

O
r asked the grinning bobcat w

hy he grinned

Can you sing w
ith all the voices of the m

ountain

Can you paint w
ith all the colors of the w

ind

Can you paint w
ith all the colors of the w

ind

Com
e run the hidden pine trails of the forest

Com
e taste the sun-sw

eet berries of the earth

Com
e roll in all the riches all around you

And for once, never w
onder w

hat they’re w
orth

The rainstorm
 and the river are m

y brothers

The heron and the otter are m
y friends

And w
e are all connected to each other, 

In a circle, in a hoop that never ends

Have you ever heard the w
olf cry to the blue corn 

m
oon

O
r let the eagle tell you w

here he’s been

Can you sing w
ith all the voices of the m

ountain

Can you paint w
ith all the colors of the w

ind

Can you paint w
ith all the colors of the w

ind

How
 high does the sycam

ore grow
 

If you cut it dow
n, then you’ll never know

And you’ll never hear the w
olf cry to the blue corn 

m
oon

For w
hether w

e are w
hite or copper-skinned

W
e need to sing w

ith all the voices of the m
ountain

N
eed to paint w

ith all the colors of the w
ind

You can ow
n the earth and still

All you’ll ow
n is earth until

You can paint w
ith all the colors of the w

ind

You think you ow
n w

hatever land you land on

The earth is just a dead thing you can claim

But I know
 every rock and tree and creature

Has a life, has a spirit, has a nam
e

You think the only people w
ho are people

Are the people w
ho look and think like you

But if you w
alk the footsteps of a stranger

You’ll learn things you never knew
 you never knew

Have you ever heard the w
olf cry to the blue corn 

m
oon

O
r asked the grinning bobcat w

hy he grinned

Can you sing w
ith all the voices of the m

ountain

Can you paint w
ith all the colors of the w

ind

Can you paint w
ith all the colors of the w

ind

Com
e run the hidden pine trails of the forest

Com
e taste the sun-sw

eet berries of the earth

Com
e roll in all the riches all around you

And for once, never w
onder w

hat they’re w
orth

The rainstorm
 and the river are m

y brothers

The heron and the otter are m
y friends

And w
e are all connected to each other, 

In a circle, in a hoop that never ends

Have you ever heard the w
olf cry to the blue corn 

m
oon

O
r let the eagle tell you w

here he’s been

Can you sing w
ith all the voices of the m

ountain

Can you paint w
ith all the colors of the w

ind

Can you paint w
ith all the colors of the w

ind

How
 high does the sycam

ore grow
 

If you cut it dow
n, then you’ll never know

And you’ll never hear the w
olf cry to the blue corn 

m
oon

For w
hether w

e are w
hite or copper-skinned

W
e need to sing w

ith all the voices of the m
ountain

N
eed to paint w

ith all the colors of the w
ind

You can ow
n the earth and still

All you’ll ow
n is earth until

You can paint w
ith all the colors of the w

ind

You think you own whatever land you land on

The earth is just a dead thing you can claim

But I know every rock and tree and creature

Has a life, has a spirit, has a name

You think the only people who are people

Are the people who look and think like you

But if you walk the footsteps of a stranger

You’ll learn things you never knew you never knew

Have you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moon

Or asked the grinning bobcat why he grinned

Can you sing with all the voices of the mountain

Can you paint with all the colors of the wind

Can you paint with all the colors of the wind

Come run the hidden pine trails of the forest

Come taste the sun-sweet berries of the earth

Come roll in all the riches all around you

And for once, never wonder what they’re worth

The rainstorm and the river are my brothers

The heron and the otter are my friends

And we are all connected to each other, 

In a circle, in a hoop that never ends

Have you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moon

Or let the eagle tell you where he’s been

Can you sing with all the voices of the mountain

Y
ou think you ow

n w
hatever land you land on

T
he earth is just a dead thing you can claim

B
ut I know

 every rock and tree and creature

H
as a life, has a spirit, has a nam

e

Y
ou think the only people w

ho are people

A
re the people w

ho look and think like you

B
ut if you w

alk the footsteps of a stranger

Y
ou’ll learn things you never knew

 you never knew

H
ave you ever heard the w

olf cry to the blue corn m
oon

O
r asked the grinning bobcat w

hy he grinned

C
an you sing w

ith all the voices of the m
ountain

C
an you paint w

ith all the colors of the w
ind

C
an you paint w

ith all the colors of the w
ind

C
om

e run the hidden pine trails of the forest

C
om

e taste the sun-sw
eet berries of the earth

C
om

e roll in all the riches all around you

A
nd for once, never w

onder w
hat they’re w

orth

T
he rainstorm

 and the river are m
y brothers

T
he heron and the otter are m

y friends

A
nd w

e are all connected to each other, 

In a circle, in a hoop that never ends

H
ave you ever heard the w

olf cry to the blue corn m
oon

O
r let the eagle tell you w

here he’s been

C
an you sing w

ith all the voices of the m
ountain

Y
ou think you ow

n w
hatever land you land on

T
he earth is just a dead thing you can claim

B
ut I know

 every rock and tree and creature

H
as a life, has a spirit, has a nam

e
Y

ou think the only people w
ho are people

A
re the people w

ho look and think like you

B
ut if you w

alk the footsteps of a stranger

Y
ou’ll learn things you never knew

 you never knew

H
ave you ever heard the w

olf cry to the blue corn m
oon

O
r asked the grinning bobcat w

hy he grinned

C
an you sing w

ith all the voices of the m
ountain

C
an you paint w

ith all the colors of the w
ind

C
an you paint w

ith all the colors of the w
ind

C
om

e run the hidden pine trails of the forest

C
om

e taste the sun-sw
eet berries of the earth

C
om

e roll in all the riches all around you

A
nd for once, never w

onder w
hat they’re w

orth

T
he rainstorm

 and the river are m
y brothers

T
he heron and the otter are m

y friends

A
nd w

e are all connected to each other, 

In a circle, in a hoop that never ends

H
ave you ever heard the w

olf cry to the blue corn m
oon

O
r let the eagle tell you w

here he’s been

C
an you sing w

ith all the voices of the m
ountain

You think you own whatever land you land on

The earth is just a dead thing you can claim

But I know every rock and tree and creature

Has a life, has a spirit, has a name
You think the only people who are people

Are the people who look and think like you

But if you walk the footsteps of a stranger

You’ll learn things you never knew you never knew

Have you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moon

Or asked the grinning bobcat why he grinned

Can you sing with all the voices of the mountain

Can you paint with all the colors of the wind

Can you paint with all the colors of the wind

Come run the hidden pine trails of the forest

Come taste the sun-sweet berries of the earth

Come roll in all the riches all around you

And for once, never wonder what they’re worth

The rainstorm and the river are my brothers

The heron and the otter are my friends

And we are all connected to each other, 

In a circle, in a hoop that never ends

Have you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moon

Or let the eagle tell you where he’s been

Can you sing with all the voices of the mountain

You think you own whatever land you land on

The earth is just a dead thing you can claim

But I know every rock and tree and creature

Has a life, has a spirit, has a name
You think the only people who are people

Are the people who look and think like you

But if you walk the footsteps of a stranger

You’ll learn things you never knew you never knew

Have you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moon

Or asked the grinning bobcat why he grinned

Can you sing with all the voices of the mountain

Can you paint with all the colors of the wind

Can you paint with all the colors of the wind

Come run the hidden pine trails of the forest

Come taste the sun-sweet berries of the earth

Come roll in all the riches all around you

And for once, never wonder what they’re worth

The rainstorm and the river are my brothers

The heron and the otter are my friends

And we are all connected to each other, 

In a circle, in a hoop that never ends

Have you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moon

Or let the eagle tell you where he’s been

Can you sing with all the voices of the mountain

You think you own whatever land you land on

The earth is just a dead thing you can claim

But I know every rock and tree and creature

Has a life, has a spirit, has a name
You think the only people who are people

Are the people who look and think like you

But if you walk the footsteps of a stranger

You’ll learn things you never knew you never knew

Have you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moon

Or asked the grinning bobcat why he grinned

Can you sing with all the voices of the mountain

Can you paint with all the colors of the wind

Can you paint with all the colors of the wind

Come run the hidden pine trails of the forest

Come taste the sun-sweet berries of the earth

Come roll in all the riches all around you

And for once, never wonder what they’re worth

The rainstorm and the river are my brothers

The heron and the otter are my friends

And we are all connected to each other, 

In a circle, in a hoop that never ends

Have you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moon

Or let the eagle tell you where he’s been

Can you sing with all the voices of the mountain

You think you own whatever land you land on

The earth is just a dead thing you can claim

But I know every rock and tree and creature

Has a life, has a spirit, has a name
You think the only people who are people

Are the people who look and think like you

But if you walk the footsteps of a stranger

You’ll learn things you never knew you never knew

Have you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moon

Or asked the grinning bobcat why he grinned

Can you sing with all the voices of the mountain

Can you paint with all the colors of the wind

Can you paint with all the colors of the wind

Come run the hidden pine trails of the forest

Come taste the sun-sweet berries of the earth

Come roll in all the riches all around you

And for once, never wonder what they’re worth

The rainstorm and the river are my brothers

The heron and the otter are my friends

And we are all connected to each other, 

In a circle, in a hoop that never ends

Have you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moon

Or let the eagle tell you where he’s been

Can you sing with all the voices of the mountain You think you ow
n w

hatever land you land on

The earth is just a dead thing you can claim

But I know
 every rock and tree and creature

Has a life, has a spirit, has a nam
e

You think the only people w
ho are people

Are the people w
ho look and think like you
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alk the footsteps of a stranger

You’ll learn things you never knew
 you never knew
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Com
e taste the sun-sw

eet berries of the earth
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And for once, never w
onder w

hat they’re w
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The rainstorm
 and the river are m

y brothers

The heron and the otter are m
y friends

And w
e are all connected to each other, 

In a circle, in a hoop that never ends
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O
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W
e need to sing w
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N
eed to paint w

ith all the colors of the w
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You can ow
n the earth and still

All you’ll ow
n is earth until

You can paint w
ith all the colors of the w

ind

You think you own whatever land you land on

The earth is just a dead thing you can claim

But I know every rock and tree and creature

Has a life, has a spirit, has a name

You think the only people who are people

Are the people who look and think like you

But if you walk the footsteps of a stranger

You’ll learn things you never knew you never knew

Have you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn 

moon
Or asked the grinning bobcat why he grinned

Can you sing with all the voices of the mountain

Can you paint with all the colors of the wind

Can you paint with all the colors of the wind

Come run the hidden pine trails of the forest

Come taste the sun-sweet berries of the earth

Come roll in all the riches all around you

And for once, never wonder what they’re worth

The rainstorm and the river are my brothers

The heron and the otter are my friends

And we are all connected to each other, 

In a circle, in a hoop that never ends

Have you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn 

moon
Or let the eagle tell you where he’s been

Can you sing with all the voices of the mountain

Can you paint with all the colors of the wind

Can you paint with all the colors of the wind

How high does the sycamore grow 

If you cut it down, then you’ll never know

And you’ll never hear the wolf cry to the blue corn 

moon
For whether we are white or copper-skinned

We need to sing with all the voices of the mountain

Need to paint with all the colors of the wind

You can own the earth and still

All you’ll own is earth until

You can paint with all the colors of the wind

You think you own whatever land you land on

The earth is just a dead thing you can claim

But I know every rock and tree and creature

Has a life, has a spirit, has a name

You think the only people who are people

Are the people who look and think like you

But if you walk the footsteps of a stranger

You’ll learn things you never knew you never knew

Have you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn 

moon
Or asked the grinning bobcat why he grinned

Can you sing with all the voices of the mountain

Can you paint with all the colors of the wind

Can you paint with all the colors of the wind

Come run the hidden pine trails of the forest

Come taste the sun-sweet berries of the earth

Come roll in all the riches all around you

And for once, never wonder what they’re worth

The rainstorm and the river are my brothers

The heron and the otter are my friends

And we are all connected to each other, 

In a circle, in a hoop that never ends

Have you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn 

moon
Or let the eagle tell you where he’s been

Can you sing with all the voices of the mountain

Can you paint with all the colors of the wind

Can you paint with all the colors of the wind

How high does the sycamore grow 

If you cut it down, then you’ll never know

And you’ll never hear the wolf cry to the blue corn 

moon
For whether we are white or copper-skinned

We need to sing with all the voices of the mountain

Need to paint with all the colors of the wind

You can own the earth and still

All you’ll own is earth until

You can paint with all the colors of the wind

You think you own whatever land you land on
The earth is just a dead thing you can claim
But I know every rock and tree and creature
Has a life, has a spirit, has a name
You think the only people who are people
Are the people who look and think like you
But if you walk the footsteps of a stranger
You’ll learn things you never knew you never knew
Have you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moon
Or asked the grinning bobcat why he grinned
Can you sing with all the voices of the mountain
Can you paint with all the colors of the wind
Can you paint with all the colors of the wind
Come run the hidden pine trails of the forest
Come taste the sun-sweet berries of the earth
Come roll in all the riches all around you
And for once, never wonder what they’re worth
The rainstorm and the river are my brothers
The heron and the otter are my friends
And we are all connected to each other, 
In a circle, in a hoop that never ends
Have you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moon
Or let the eagle tell you where he’s been
Can you sing with all the voices of the mountain
Can you paint with all the colors of the wind
Can you paint with all the colors of the wind
How high does the sycamore grow 
If you cut it down, then you’ll never know
And you’ll never hear the wolf cry to the blue corn moon
For whether we are white or copper-skinned
We need to sing with all the voices of the mountain
Need to paint with all the colors of the wind
You can own the earth and still
All you’ll own is earth until
You can paint with all the colors of the wind

You think you own whatever land you land on
The earth is just a dead thing you can claim
But I know every rock and tree and creature
Has a life, has a spirit, has a name
You think the only people who are people
Are the people who look and think like you
But if you walk the footsteps of a stranger
You’ll learn things you never knew you never knew
Have you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moon
Or asked the grinning bobcat why he grinned
Can you sing with all the voices of the mountain
Can you paint with all the colors of the wind
Can you paint with all the colors of the wind
Come run the hidden pine trails of the forest
Come taste the sun-sweet berries of the earth
Come roll in all the riches all around you
And for once, never wonder what they’re worth
The rainstorm and the river are my brothers
The heron and the otter are my friends
And we are all connected to each other, 
In a circle, in a hoop that never ends
Have you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moon
Or let the eagle tell you where he’s been
Can you sing with all the voices of the mountain
Can you paint with all the colors of the wind
Can you paint with all the colors of the wind
How high does the sycamore grow 
If you cut it down, then you’ll never know
And you’ll never hear the wolf cry to the blue corn moon
For whether we are white or copper-skinned
We need to sing with all the voices of the mountain
Need to paint with all the colors of the wind
You can own the earth and still
All you’ll own is earth until
You can paint with all the colors of the wind

You think you own whatever land you land on
The earth is just a dead thing you can claim
But I know every rock and tree and creature
Has a life, has a spirit, has a name
You think the only people who are people
Are the people who look and think like you
But if you walk the footsteps of a stranger
You’ll learn things you never knew you never knew
Have you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn 
moon
Or asked the grinning bobcat why he grinned
Can you sing with all the voices of the mountain
Can you paint with all the colors of the wind
Can you paint with all the colors of the wind
Come run the hidden pine trails of the forest
Come taste the sun-sweet berries of the earth
Come roll in all the riches all around you
And FOR ONCE, NEVER WONDER WHAT THEY’RE 
WORTH
THE RAINSTORM AND THE RIVER ARE MY BROTHERS
THE HERON AND THE OTTER ARE MY FRIENDS
AND WE ARE ALL CONNECTED TO EACH OTHER, 
IN A CIRCLE, IN A HOOP THAT NEVER ENDS
HAVE YOU EVER HEARD THE WOLF CRY TO THE BLUE 
CORN MOON
OR LET THE EAGLE TELL YOU WHERE HE’S BEEN
CAN YOU SING WITH ALL THE VOICES OF THE MOUN-
TAIN
CAN YOU PAINT WITH ALL THE COLORS OF THE WIND
CAN YOU PAINT WITH ALL THE COLORS OF THE WIND
HOW HIGH DOES THE SYCAMORE GROW 
IF YOU CUT IT DOWN, THEN YOU’LL NEVER KNOW
AND YOU’LL NEVER HEAR THE WOLF CRY TO THE BLUE 
CORN MOON
FOR WHETHER WE ARE WHITE OR COPPER-SKINNED
WE NEED TO SING WITH ALL THE VOICES OF THE 
MOUNTAIN
NEED TO PAINT WITH ALL THE COLORS OF THE WIND
YOU CAN OWN THE EARTH AND STILL
ALL YOU’LL OWN IS EARTH UNTIL
YOU CAN PAINT WITH ALL THE COLORS OF THE WIND

You think you own whatever land you land on
The earth is just a dead thing you can claim
But I know every rock and tree and creature
Has a life, has a spirit, has a name
You think the only people who are people
Are the people who look and think like you
But if you walk the footsteps of a stranger
You’ll learn things you never knew you never knew
Have you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn 
moon
Or asked the grinning bobcat why he grinned
Can you sing with all the voices of the mountain
Can you paint with all the colors of the wind
Can you paint with all the colors of the wind
Come run the hidden pine trails of the forest
Come taste the sun-sweet berries of the earth
Come roll in all the riches all around you
And for once, never wonder what they’re worth
The rainstorm and the river are my brothers
The heron and the otter are my friends
And we are all connected to each other, 
In a circle, in a hoop that never ends
Have you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn 
moon
Or let the eagle tell you where he’s been
Can you sing with all the voices of the mountain
Can you paint with all the colors of the wind
Can you paint with all the colors of the wind
How high does the sycamore grow 
If you cut it down, then you’ll never know
And you’ll never hear the wolf cry to the blue corn 
moon
For whether we are white or copper-skinned
We need to sing with all the voices of the mountain
Need to paint with all the colors of the wind
You can own the earth and still
All you’ll own is earth until
You can paint with all the colors of the wind

You think you own whatever land you land on
The earth is just a dead thing you can claim
But I know every rock and tree and creature
Has a life, has a spirit, has a name
You think the only people who are people
Are the people who look and think like you
But if you walk the footsteps of a stranger
You’ll learn things you never knew you never knew
Have you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moon
Or asked the grinning bobcat why he grinned
Can you sing with all the voices of the mountain
Can you paint with all the colors of the wind
Can you paint with all the colors of the wind
Come run the hidden pine trails of the forest
Come taste the sun-sweet berries of the earth
Come roll in all the riches all around you
And for once, never wonder what they’re worth
The rainstorm and the river are my brothers
The heron and the otter are my friends
And we are all connected to each other, 
In a circle, in a hoop that never ends
Have you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moon
Or let the eagle tell you where he’s been
Can you sing with all the voices of the mountain
Can you paint with all the colors of the wind
Can you paint with all the colors of the wind
How high does the sycamore grow 
If you cut it down, then you’ll never know
And you’ll never hear the wolf cry to the blue corn moon
For whether we are white or copper-skinned
We need to sing with all the voices of the mountain
Need to paint with all the colors of the wind
You can own the earth and still
All you’ll own is earth until
You can paint with all the colors of the wind

You think you own whatever land you land on
The earth is just a dead thing you can claim
But I know every rock and tree and creature
Has a life, has a spirit, has a name
You think the only people who are people
Are the people who look and think like you
But if you walk the footsteps of a stranger
You’ll learn things you never knew you never knew
Have you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moon
Or asked the grinning bobcat why he grinned
Can you sing with all the voices of the mountain
Can you paint with all the colors of the wind
Can you paint with all the colors of the wind
Come run the hidden pine trails of the forest
Come taste the sun-sweet berries of the earth
Come roll in all the riches all around you
And for once, never wonder what they’re worth
The rainstorm and the river are my brothers
The heron and the otter are my friends
And we are all connected to each other, 
In a circle, in a hoop that never ends
Have you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moon
Or let the eagle tell you where he’s been
Can you sing with all the voices of the mountain
Can you paint with all the colors of the wind
Can you paint with all the colors of the wind
How high does the sycamore grow 
If you cut it down, then you’ll never know
And you’ll never hear the wolf cry to the blue corn moon
For whether we are white or copper-skinned
We need to sing with all the voices of the mountain
Need to paint with all the colors of the wind
You can own the earth and still
All you’ll own is earth until
You can paint with all the colors of the wind

You think you own whatever land you land on
The earth is just a dead thing you can claim
But I know every rock and tree and creature
Has a life, has a spirit, has a name
You think the only people who are people
Are the people who look and think like you
But if you walk the footsteps of a stranger
You’ll learn things you never knew you never knew
Have you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moon
Or asked the grinning bobcat why he grinned
Can you sing with all the voices of the mountain
Can you paint with all the colors of the wind
Can you paint with all the colors of the wind
Come run the hidden pine trails of the forest
Come taste the sun-sweet berries of the earth
Come roll in all the riches all around you
And for once, never wonder what they’re worth
The rainstorm and the river are my brothers
The heron and the otter are my friends
And we are all connected to each other, 
In a circle, in a hoop that never ends
Have you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moon
Or let the eagle tell you where he’s been
Can you sing with all the voices of the mountain
Can you paint with all the colors of the wind
Can you paint with all the colors of the wind
How high does the sycamore grow 
If you cut it down, then you’ll never know
And you’ll never hear the wolf cry to the blue corn moon
For whether we are white or copper-skinned
We need to sing with all the voices of the mountain
Need to paint with all the colors of the wind
You can own the earth and still
All you’ll own is earth until
You can paint with all the colors of the wind

You think you own whatever land you land on
The earth is just a dead thing you can claim
But I know every rock and tree and creature

You think the only people who are people
Are the people who look and think like you
But if you walk the footsteps of a stranger
You’ll learn things you never knew you never knew
Have you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moon
Or asked the grinning bobcat why he grinned
Can you sing with all the voices of the mountain
Can you paint with all the colors of the wind
Can you paint with all the colors of the wind
Come run the hidden pine trails of the forest
Come taste the sun-sweet berries of the earth
Come roll in all the riches all around you

The rainstorm and the river are my brothers
The heron and the otter are my friends

Have you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moon
Or let the eagle tell you where he’s been
Can you sing with all the voices of the mountain
Can you paint with all the colors of the wind
Can you paint with all the colors of the wind
How high does the sycamore grow 

And you’ll never hear the wolf cry to the blue corn moon
For whether we are white or copper-skinned
We need to sing with all the voices of the mountain
Need to paint with all the colors of the wind
You can own the earth and still
All you’ll own is earth until

You can paint with all the colors of the wind

You think you own whatever land you land on
The earth is just a dead thing you can claim
But I know every rock and tree and creature

You think the only people who are people
Are the people who look and think like you
But if you walk the footsteps of a stranger
You’ll learn things you never knew you never knew
Have you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moon
Or asked the grinning bobcat why he grinned
Can you sing with all the voices of the mountain
Can you paint with all the colors of the wind
Can you paint with all the colors of the wind
Come run the hidden pine trails of the forest
Come taste the sun-sweet berries of the earth
Come roll in all the riches all around you

The rainstorm and the river are my brothers
The heron and the otter are my friends

Have you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moon
Or let the eagle tell you where he’s been
Can you sing with all the voices of the mountain
Can you paint with all the colors of the wind
Can you paint with all the colors of the wind
How high does the sycamore grow 

And you’ll never hear the wolf cry to the blue corn moon
For whether we are white or copper-skinned
We need to sing with all the voices of the mountain
Need to paint with all the colors of the wind
You can own the earth and still
All you’ll own is earth until

You can paint with all the colors of the wind

You think you own whatever land you land on
The earth is just a dead thing you can claim
But I know every rock and tree and creature

You think the only people who are people
Are the people who look and think like you
But if you walk the footsteps of a stranger
You’ll learn things you never knew you never knew
Have you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moon
Or asked the grinning bobcat why he grinned
Can you sing with all the voices of the mountain
Can you paint with all the colors of the wind
Can you paint with all the colors of the wind
Come run the hidden pine trails of the forest
Come taste the sun-sweet berries of the earth
Come roll in all the riches all around you

The rainstorm and the river are my brothers
The heron and the otter are my friends

Have you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moon
Or let the eagle tell you where he’s been
Can you sing with all the voices of the mountain
Can you paint with all the colors of the wind
Can you paint with all the colors of the wind
How high does the sycamore grow 

And you’ll never hear the wolf cry to the blue corn moon
For whether we are white or copper-skinned
We need to sing with all the voices of the mountain
Need to paint with all the colors of the wind
You can own the earth and still
All you’ll own is earth until

You can paint with all the colors of the wind

You think you own whatever land you land on
The earth is just a dead thing you can claim
But I know every rock and tree and creature

You think the only people who are people
Are the people who look and think like you
But if you walk the footsteps of a stranger
You’ll learn things you never knew you never knew
Have you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moon
Or asked the grinning bobcat why he grinned
Can you sing with all the voices of the mountain
Can you paint with all the colors of the wind
Can you paint with all the colors of the wind
Come run the hidden pine trails of the forest
Come taste the sun-sweet berries of the earth
Come roll in all the riches all around you

The rainstorm and the river are my brothers
The heron and the otter are my friends

Have you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moon
Or let the eagle tell you where he’s been
Can you sing with all the voices of the mountain
Can you paint with all the colors of the wind
Can you paint with all the colors of the wind
How high does the sycamore grow 

And you’ll never hear the wolf cry to the blue corn moon
For whether we are white or copper-skinned
We need to sing with all the voices of the mountain
Need to paint with all the colors of the wind
You can own the earth and still
All you’ll own is earth until

You can paint with all the colors of the wind

You think you own whatever land you land on
The earth is just a dead thing you can claim
But I know every rock and tree and creature

You think the only people who are people
Are the people who look and think like you
But if you walk the footsteps of a stranger
You’ll learn things you never knew you never knew
Have you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moon
Or asked the grinning bobcat why he grinned
Can you sing with all the voices of the mountain
Can you paint with all the colors of the wind
Can you paint with all the colors of the wind
Come run the hidden pine trails of the forest
Come taste the sun-sweet berries of the earth
Come roll in all the riches all around you

The rainstorm and the river are my brothers
The heron and the otter are my friends

Have you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moon
Or let the eagle tell you where he’s been
Can you sing with all the voices of the mountain
Can you paint with all the colors of the wind
Can you paint with all the colors of the wind
How high does the sycamore grow 

And you’ll never hear the wolf cry to the blue corn moon
For whether we are white or copper-skinned
We need to sing with all the voices of the mountain
Need to paint with all the colors of the wind
You can own the earth and still
All you’ll own is earth until

You can paint with all the colors of the wind

You think you own whatever land you land on
The earth is just a dead thing you can claim
But I know every rock and tree and creature

You think the only people who are people
Are the people who look and think like you
But if you walk the footsteps of a stranger
You’ll learn things you never knew you never knew
Have you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moon
Or asked the grinning bobcat why he grinned
Can you sing with all the voices of the mountain
Can you paint with all the colors of the wind
Can you paint with all the colors of the wind
Come run the hidden pine trails of the forest
Come taste the sun-sweet berries of the earth
Come roll in all the riches all around you

The rainstorm and the river are my brothers
The heron and the otter are my friends

Have you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moon
Or let the eagle tell you where he’s been
Can you sing with all the voices of the mountain
Can you paint with all the colors of the wind
Can you paint with all the colors of the wind
How high does the sycamore grow 

And you’ll never hear the wolf cry to the blue corn moon
For whether we are white or copper-skinned
We need to sing with all the voices of the mountain
Need to paint with all the colors of the wind
You can own the earth and still
All you’ll own is earth until

You can paint with all the colors of the wind

You think you own whatever land you land on
The earth is just a dead thing you can claim
But I know every rock and tree and creature

You think the only people who are people
Are the people who look and think like you
But if you walk the footsteps of a stranger
You’ll learn things you never knew you never knew
Have you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moon
Or asked the grinning bobcat why he grinned
Can you sing with all the voices of the mountain
Can you paint with all the colors of the wind
Can you paint with all the colors of the wind
Come run the hidden pine trails of the forest
Come taste the sun-sweet berries of the earth
Come roll in all the riches all around you

The rainstorm and the river are my brothers
The heron and the otter are my friends

Have you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moon
Or let the eagle tell you where he’s been
Can you sing with all the voices of the mountain
Can you paint with all the colors of the wind
Can you paint with all the colors of the wind
How high does the sycamore grow 

And you’ll never hear the wolf cry to the blue corn moon
For whether we are white or copper-skinned
We need to sing with all the voices of the mountain
Need to paint with all the colors of the wind
You can own the earth and still
All you’ll own is earth until

You can paint with all the colors of the wind

You think you own whatever land you land on
The earth is just a dead thing you can claim
But I know every rock and tree and creature

You think the only people who are people
Are the people who look and think like you
But if you walk the footsteps of a stranger
You’ll learn things you never knew you never knew
Have you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moon
Or asked the grinning bobcat why he grinned
Can you sing with all the voices of the mountain
Can you paint with all the colors of the wind
Can you paint with all the colors of the wind
Come run the hidden pine trails of the forest
Come taste the sun-sweet berries of the earth
Come roll in all the riches all around you

The rainstorm and the river are my brothers
The heron and the otter are my friends

Have you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moon
Or let the eagle tell you where he’s been
Can you sing with all the voices of the mountain
Can you paint with all the colors of the wind
Can you paint with all the colors of the wind
How high does the sycamore grow 

And you’ll never hear the wolf cry to the blue corn moon
For whether we are white or copper-skinned
We need to sing with all the voices of the mountain
Need to paint with all the colors of the wind
You can own the earth and still
All you’ll own is earth until

You can paint with all the colors of the wind

You think you own whatever land you land on
The earth is just a dead thing you can claim
But I know every rock and tree and creature
Has a life, has a spirit, has a name
You think the only people who are people
Are the people who look and think like you
But if you walk the footsteps of a stranger
You’ll learn things you never knew you never knew
Have you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moon
Or asked the grinning bobcat why he grinned
Can you sing with all the voices of the mountain
Can you paint with all the colors of the wind
Can you paint with all the colors of the wind
Come run the hidden pine trails of the forest
Come taste the sun-sweet berries of the earth
Come roll in all the riches all around you
And for once, never wonder what they’re worth
The rainstorm and the river are my brothers
The heron and the otter are my friends
And we are all connected to each other, 
In a circle, in a hoop that never ends
Have you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moon
Or let the eagle tell you where he’s been
Can you sing with all the voices of the mountain
Can you paint with all the colors of the wind
Can you paint with all the colors of the wind
How high does the sycamore grow 
If you cut it down, then you’ll never know
And you’ll never hear the wolf cry to the blue corn moon
For whether we are white or copper-skinned
We need to sing with all the voices of the mountain
Need to paint with all the colors of the wind
You can own the earth and still
All you’ll own is earth until

You can paint with all the colors of the wind

You think you own whatever land you land on
The earth is just a dead thing you can claim
But I know every rock and tree and creature
Has a life, has a spirit, has a name
You think the only people who are people
Are the people who look and think like you
But if you walk the footsteps of a stranger
You’ll learn things you never knew you never knew
Have you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moon
Or asked the grinning bobcat why he grinned
Can you sing with all the voices of the mountain
Can you paint with all the colors of the wind
Can you paint with all the colors of the wind
Come run the hidden pine trails of the forest
Come taste the sun-sweet berries of the earth
Come roll in all the riches all around you
And for once, never wonder what they’re worth
The rainstorm and the river are my brothers
The heron and the otter are my friends
And we are all connected to each other, 
In a circle, in a hoop that never ends
Have you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moon
Or let the eagle tell you where he’s been
Can you sing with all the voices of the mountain
Can you paint with all the colors of the wind
Can you paint with all the colors of the wind
How high does the sycamore grow 
If you cut it down, then you’ll never know
And you’ll never hear the wolf cry to the blue corn moon
For whether we are white or copper-skinned
We need to sing with all the voices of the mountain
Need to paint with all the colors of the wind
You can own the earth and still
All you’ll own is earth until

You can paint with all the colors of the wind

You think you own whatever land you land on
The earth is just a dead thing you can claim
But I know every rock and tree and creature
Has a life, has a spirit, has a name
You think the only people who are people
Are the people who look and think like you
But if you walk the footsteps of a stranger
You’ll learn things you never knew you never knew
Have you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moon
Or asked the grinning bobcat why he grinned
Can you sing with all the voices of the mountain
Can you paint with all the colors of the wind
Can you paint with all the colors of the wind
Come run the hidden pine trails of the forest
Come taste the sun-sweet berries of the earth
Come roll in all the riches all around you
And for once, never wonder what they’re worth
The rainstorm and the river are my brothers
The heron and the otter are my friends
And we are all connected to each other, 
In a circle, in a hoop that never ends
Have you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moon
Or let the eagle tell you where he’s been
Can you sing with all the voices of the mountain
Can you paint with all the colors of the wind
Can you paint with all the colors of the wind
How high does the sycamore grow 
If you cut it down, then you’ll never know
And you’ll never hear the wolf cry to the blue corn moon
For whether we are white or copper-skinned
We need to sing with all the voices of the mountain
Need to paint with all the colors of the wind
You can own the earth and still
All you’ll own is earth until

You can paint with all the colors of the wind

You think you own whatever land you land on
The earth is just a dead thing you can claim
But I know every rock and tree and creature
Has a life, has a spirit, has a name
You think the only people who are people
Are the people who look and think like you
But if you walk the footsteps of a stranger
You’ll learn things you never knew you never knew
Have you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moon
Or asked the grinning bobcat why he grinned
Can you sing with all the voices of the mountain
Can you paint with all the colors of the wind
Can you paint with all the colors of the wind
Come run the hidden pine trails of the forest
Come taste the sun-sweet berries of the earth
Come roll in all the riches all around you
And for once, never wonder what they’re worth
The rainstorm and the river are my brothers
The heron and the otter are my friends
And we are all connected to each other, 
In a circle, in a hoop that never ends
Have you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moon
Or let the eagle tell you where he’s been
Can you sing with all the voices of the mountain
Can you paint with all the colors of the wind
Can you paint with all the colors of the wind
How high does the sycamore grow 
If you cut it down, then you’ll never know
And you’ll never hear the wolf cry to the blue corn moon
For whether we are white or copper-skinned
We need to sing with all the voices of the mountain
Need to paint with all the colors of the wind
You can own the earth and still
All you’ll own is earth until

You can paint with all the colors of the wind

You think you own whatever land you land on
The earth is just a dead thing you can claim
But I know every rock and tree and creature
Has a life, has a spirit, has a name
You think the only people who are people
Are the people who look and think like you
But if you walk the footsteps of a stranger
You’ll learn things you never knew you never knew
Have you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moon
Or asked the grinning bobcat why he grinned
Can you sing with all the voices of the mountain
Can you paint with all the colors of the wind
Can you paint with all the colors of the wind
Come run the hidden pine trails of the forest
Come taste the sun-sweet berries of the earth
Come roll in all the riches all around you
And for once, never wonder what they’re worth
The rainstorm and the river are my brothers
The heron and the otter are my friends
And we are all connected to each other, 
In a circle, in a hoop that never ends
Have you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moon
Or let the eagle tell you where he’s been
Can you sing with all the voices of the mountain
Can you paint with all the colors of the wind
Can you paint with all the colors of the wind
How high does the sycamore grow 
If you cut it down, then you’ll never know
And you’ll never hear the wolf cry to the blue corn moon
For whether we are white or copper-skinned
We need to sing with all the voices of the mountain
Need to paint with all the colors of the wind
You can own the earth and still
All you’ll own is earth until

You can paint with all the colors of the wind

You think you own whatever land you land on
The earth is just a dead thing you can claim
But I know every rock and tree and creature
Has a life, has a spirit, has a name
You think the only people who are people
Are the people who look and think like you
But if you walk the footsteps of a stranger
You’ll learn things you never knew you never knew
Have you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moon
Or asked the grinning bobcat why he grinned
Can you sing with all the voices of the mountain
Can you paint with all the colors of the wind
Can you paint with all the colors of the wind
Come run the hidden pine trails of the forest
Come taste the sun-sweet berries of the earth
Come roll in all the riches all around you
And for once, never wonder what they’re worth
The rainstorm and the river are my brothers
The heron and the otter are my friends
And we are all connected to each other, 
In a circle, in a hoop that never ends
Have you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moon
Or let the eagle tell you where he’s been
Can you sing with all the voices of the mountain
Can you paint with all the colors of the wind
Can you paint with all the colors of the wind
How high does the sycamore grow 
If you cut it down, then you’ll never know
And you’ll never hear the wolf cry to the blue corn moon
For whether we are white or copper-skinned
We need to sing with all the voices of the mountain
Need to paint with all the colors of the wind
You can own the earth and still
All you’ll own is earth until

You can paint with all the colors of the wind

You think you own whatever land you land on
The earth is just a dead thing you can claim
But I know every rock and tree and creature
Has a life, has a spirit, has a name
You think the only people who are people
Are the people who look and think like you
But if you walk the footsteps of a stranger
You’ll learn things you never knew you never knew
Have you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moon
Or asked the grinning bobcat why he grinned
Can you sing with all the voices of the mountain
Can you paint with all the colors of the wind
Can you paint with all the colors of the wind
Come run the hidden pine trails of the forest
Come taste the sun-sweet berries of the earth
Come roll in all the riches all around you
And for once, never wonder what they’re worth
The rainstorm and the river are my brothers
The heron and the otter are my friends
And we are all connected to each other, 
In a circle, in a hoop that never ends
Have you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moon
Or let the eagle tell you where he’s been
Can you sing with all the voices of the mountain
Can you paint with all the colors of the wind
Can you paint with all the colors of the wind
How high does the sycamore grow 
If you cut it down, then you’ll never know
And you’ll never hear the wolf cry to the blue corn moon
For whether we are white or copper-skinned
We need to sing with all the voices of the mountain
Need to paint with all the colors of the wind
You can own the earth and still
All you’ll own is earth until

You can paint with all the colors of the wind

You think you own whatever land you land on
The earth is just a dead thing you can claim
But I know every rock and tree and creature
Has a life, has a spirit, has a name
You think the only people who are people
Are the people who look and think like you
But if you walk the footsteps of a stranger
You’ll learn things you never knew you never knew
Have you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moon
Or asked the grinning bobcat why he grinned
Can you sing with all the voices of the mountain
Can you paint with all the colors of the wind
Can you paint with all the colors of the wind
Come run the hidden pine trails of the forest
Come taste the sun-sweet berries of the earth
Come roll in all the riches all around you
And for once, never wonder what they’re worth
The rainstorm and the river are my brothers
The heron and the otter are my friends
And we are all connected to each other, 
In a circle, in a hoop that never ends
Have you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moon
Or let the eagle tell you where he’s been
Can you sing with all the voices of the mountain
Can you paint with all the colors of the wind
Can you paint with all the colors of the wind
How high does the sycamore grow 
If you cut it down, then you’ll never know
And you’ll never hear the wolf cry to the blue corn moon
For whether we are white or copper-skinned
We need to sing with all the voices of the mountain
Need to paint with all the colors of the wind
You can own the earth and still
All you’ll own is earth until

You can paint with all the colors of the wind

You think you own whatever land you land on
The earth is just a dead thing you can claim
But I know every rock and tree and creature
Has a life, has a spirit, has a name
You think the only people who are people
Are the people who look and think like you
But if you walk the footsteps of a stranger
You’ll learn things you never knew you never knew
Have you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moon
Or asked the grinning bobcat why he grinned
Can you sing with all the voices of the mountain
Can you paint with all the colors of the wind
Can you paint with all the colors of the wind
Come run the hidden pine trails of the forest
Come taste the sun-sweet berries of the earth
Come roll in all the riches all around you
And for once, never wonder what they’re worth
The rainstorm and the river are my brothers
The heron and the otter are my friends
And we are all connected to each other, 
In a circle, in a hoop that never ends
Have you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moon
Or let the eagle tell you where he’s been
Can you sing with all the voices of the mountain
Can you paint with all the colors of the wind
Can you paint with all the colors of the wind
How high does the sycamore grow 
If you cut it down, then you’ll never know
And you’ll never hear the wolf cry to the blue corn moon
For whether we are white or copper-skinned
We need to sing with all the voices of the mountain
Need to paint with all the colors of the wind
You can own the earth and still
All you’ll own is earth until

You can paint with all the colors of the wind

You think you own whatever land you land onThe earth is just a dead thing you can claimBut I know every rock and tree and creatureHas a life, has a spirit, has a nameYou think the only people who are peopleAre the people who look and think like youBut if you walk the footsteps of a strangerYou’ll learn things you never knew you never knewHave you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moonOr asked the grinning bobcat why he grinnedCan you sing with all the voices of the mountainCan you paint with all the colors of the windCan you paint with all the colors of the windCome run the hidden pine trails of the forestCome taste the sun-sweet berries of the earthCome roll in all the riches all around youAnd for once, never wonder what they’re worthThe rainstorm and the river are my brothersThe heron and the otter are my friendsAnd we are all connected to each other, In a circle, in a hoop that never endsHave you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moonOr let the eagle tell you where he’s beenCan you sing with all the voices of the mountainCan you paint with all the colors of the windCan you paint with all the colors of the windHow high does the sycamore grow If you cut it down, then you’ll never knowAnd you’ll never hear the wolf cry to the blue corn moonFor whether we are white or copper-skinnedWe need to sing with all the voices of the mountainNeed to paint with all the colors of the windYou can own the earth and stillAll you’ll own is earth untilYou can paint with all the colors of the wind

You think you own whatever land you land onThe earth is just a dead thing you can claimBut I know every rock and tree and creatureHas a life, has a spirit, has a nameYou think the only people who are peopleAre the people who look and think like youBut if you walk the footsteps of a strangerYou’ll learn things you never knew you never knewHave you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moonOr asked the grinning bobcat why he grinnedCan you sing with all the voices of the mountainCan you paint with all the colors of the windCan you paint with all the colors of the windCome run the hidden pine trails of the forestCome taste the sun-sweet berries of the earthCome roll in all the riches all around youAnd for once, never wonder what they’re worthThe rainstorm and the river are my brothersThe heron and the otter are my friendsAnd we are all connected to each other, In a circle, in a hoop that never endsHave you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moonOr let the eagle tell you where he’s beenCan you sing with all the voices of the mountainCan you paint with all the colors of the windCan you paint with all the colors of the windHow high does the sycamore grow If you cut it down, then you’ll never knowAnd you’ll never hear the wolf cry to the blue corn moonFor whether we are white or copper-skinnedWe need to sing with all the voices of the mountainNeed to paint with all the colors of the windYou can own the earth and stillAll you’ll own is earth untilYou can paint with all the colors of the wind

You think you own whatever land you land onThe earth is just a dead thing you can claimBut I know every rock and tree and creatureHas a life, has a spirit, has a nameYou think the only people who are peopleAre the people who look and think like youBut if you walk the footsteps of a strangerYou’ll learn things you never knew you never knewHave you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moonOr asked the grinning bobcat why he grinnedCan you sing with all the voices of the mountainCan you paint with all the colors of the windCan you paint with all the colors of the windCome run the hidden pine trails of the forestCome taste the sun-sweet berries of the earthCome roll in all the riches all around youAnd for once, never wonder what they’re worthThe rainstorm and the river are my brothersThe heron and the otter are my friendsAnd we are all connected to each other, In a circle, in a hoop that never endsHave you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moonOr let the eagle tell you where he’s beenCan you sing with all the voices of the mountainCan you paint with all the colors of the windCan you paint with all the colors of the windHow high does the sycamore grow If you cut it down, then you’ll never knowAnd you’ll never hear the wolf cry to the blue corn moonFor whether we are white or cop-per-skinnedWe need to sing with all the voic-es of the mountainNeed to paint with all the colors of the windYou can own the earth and still

You think you own whatever land you land onThe earth is just a dead thing you can claimBut I know every rock and tree and creatureHas a life, has a spirit, has a nameYou think the only people who are peopleAre the people who look and think like youBut if you walk the footsteps of a strangerYou’ll learn things you never knew you never knewHave you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moonOr asked the grinning bobcat why he grinnedCan you sing with all the voices of the mountainCan you paint with all the colors of the windCan you paint with all the colors of the windCome run the hidden pine trails of the forestCome taste the sun-sweet berries of the earthCome roll in all the riches all around youAnd for once, never wonder what they’re worthThe rainstorm and the river are my brothersThe heron and the otter are my friendsAnd we are all connected to each other, In a circle, in a hoop that never endsHave you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moonOr let the eagle tell you where he’s beenCan you sing with all the voices of the mountainCan you paint with all the colors of the windCan you paint with all the colors of the windHow high does the sycamore grow If you cut it down, then you’ll never knowAnd you’ll never hear the wolf cry to the blue corn moonFor whether we are white or cop-per-skinnedWe need to sing with all the voic-es of the mountainNeed to paint with all the colors of the windYou can own the earth and still
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PROJECT 1 written reflection

Due to both project one and two focus on the same 
content, I would like to combine the reflections of them 
together. 

From the beginning, my very first barrier was that I 
knew a few songs that contain serious issues. I just started 
from searching the internet and picked one nature-friendly 
song. There isn’t any personal reason for the song choice 
and I just tried to illustrate my interpretation for the music 
and the concept of the lyric. At the project 1, I aimed to 
present different ideas through the various compositions 
firstly. Then I found that I have no more ideas soon after 
I did about the half. And also I felt that my works were 
lack of visual qualities comparing to another classmates’ 
works. The critiques during the process is really helpful 
for me to think about the weakness of my works. Then I 
could examine them through different perspectives. There 
were a lot of excellent and delicate composition s from the 
other classmates which were very impressive for me. Later 
I mostly used the texts as visual elements to practice how 
to organize the overall composition regardless of eligibility. 
Despite it became a little bit boring cause we kept working 
on the same song from project one to project two, I think 
that the solid understanding of the song we built in the first 
project is important and profitable to the second one. It 
saved much time and based on that experiences, It wasn’t 
hard to start the posters. I felt more comfortable about 
making posters this time than before. I’m not sure whether 
is because we only need to deal with the texts. Anyway, 
the challenges parts are, still, how to create the hierarchal 
effects on the different distance and balance between eligi-
bility and expression. I have no clear ideas of the standard 
rules for making posters like what kind of obvious prob-

lems we should avoid or what kind of the convention people 
usually apply in the posters. I always felt not confident 
about what I did. I think the solution for this problem is to 
study books!Haha. At the final critique, I got some positive 
feedbacks which mentioned about the color choice, the sub-
tle texture in the background and the expression the song. 
On the contrary, the composition is what I need to improve. 

In addition, I only spoke in my turn to start the dis-
cussion. I was still afraid of talking even I had opinions!!!!! 
Practice more how to accurately describing and SPEAK !
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PROJECT 2 assignment instruction

o v e r v i e w

for project 2, you will be 

designing an expressive 

typography poster and 

an informational typography poster 

based on your compositions 

for project 1.

p oster  1  / 

the expressive poster will be one of  

your expressive variations scaled-up 

and adjusted for its new size.

p oster  2  / 

the informational poster will promote 

an activist 

or fundraising event 

featuring your 

chosen song’s performer along

with a guest speaker.

e m p h a s i s

+  c o m p o s i t i o n

+  t y p o g r a p h i c  c o m p o s i t i o n

+  e x p r e s s i v e  d e s i g n

+  h i e r a r c h y

+  i n f o r m a t i o n  d e s i g n

o b j e c t i v e s

+ apply concepts of gestalt and hierarchy to visual composition
+ comprehend typographic syntax and hierarchy in thoughtful design
+ learn strategies for typographic expression
+ explore the limits of expression and legibility

S c h e d u l e

week of feb 5 – proj 2 / begin – proj 1 / deliver
[two posters: information and expression]
week of feb 12 proj 2 / working
week of feb 19 proj 2 / working
week of feb 26 – proj 3 / begin – proj 2 / deliver

s p e c i f i c a t i o n s

+ typefaces / use only the two type-
faces chosen for project 1
+ poster size / 18 x 24 in
+ vertical orientation
+ posters must be purely 
typographic
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PROJECT 2 research and ideation

Y   o   u    t    h   i    n   k     y    o    u     o    w    n    w    h    a    t    e    v     e    
r     l    a    n    d      y    o    u      l    a    n    d      o    n 

 T  h e   e a r t h   i s   j u s t   a   d e a d   t h i n g   y o u   c a n   c l a i m 

 
 B u t   I   k n o w   e v e r y   r o c k  a n d   t r e  e   a n d   c r e a t u r e 

       Y o u   t h i n k   t h e   o n l y   p e o p l e   w h o   a r e   p e o p l e 
 A r e   t h e   p e o p l e   w h o   l o o k   a n d  t h i n k   l i k e   y o u 

B u t   i f   y o u   w a l k   t h e   f o o t s t e p s   o f   a   s t r a n g e r 
Y o u ’ l l   l e a r n   t h i n g s   y o u   n e v e r   k n e w   y o u   n e v e r   k 
n e w 
         H a v e   y o u   e v e r   h e a r d   t h e   w o l f   c r y   t o   t h e   b 
l u e   c o r n   m o o n 
O r   a s k e d   t h e   g r i n n i n g   b o b c a t   w h y   h e   g r i n n e d 
 

    C a n   y o u   s i n g   w i th   a l l   t h e   v o i c e s   o f   t h e   m o u n 
t a i n 

C    a    n      y    o    u      p    a    i    n    t      w    i    t    h      a    l    l      t    
h    e  

              c    o    l    o    r    s      o    f      t    h    e      w    i     n    d    

C  a  n   y  o  u   p  a  i  n  t   w  i  t  h   a   l  l   t  h  e   c  o  l  o  r  s   o  f   t  h  
e   w  i  n  d

Come run the hidden pine trails of the forest
                  Come taste the sun-sweet berries of the earth
         Come roll in all the riches all around you

A
      T   h   e     r   a   i   n   s   t   o   r   m    a   n   d    t   h   e    r   i   v  e   r    
a   r   e    m   y    b   r    o   t   h   e   r   s

           The heron and the otter are my friends
                A   n  d   w  e   a  r  e   a  l  l   c  o  n  n  e  c  t  e  d   t  o   e  a  c  h   
o  t  h  e  r   

       C  a  n   y  o  u     s  i  n  g   w  i  t  h     a  l  l 
t h e           vo i c e s   o f   t h e   m o u n t a i  n  Can you paint with all the colors of the windCan you paint with all the colors of the wind

You think you own whatever land you land on

The earth is just a dead thing you can claim

But I know every rock and tree and creature
Has a life, has a spirit, has a name
You think the only people who are people
Are the people who look and think like you
But if you walk the footsteps of a stranger
You’ll learn things you never knew you never knew
Have you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moon
Or asked the grinning bobcat why he grinned

You think you own whatever land you land onThe earth is just a dead thing you can claimBut I know every rock and tree and 
creatureHas a life, has a spirit, has a nameYou think the only people who are peopleAre the people who look and think like 

youBut if you walk the footsteps of a strangerYou’ll learn things you never knew you never knewHave you ever heard the wolf 
cry to the blue corn moonOr asked the grinning bobcat why he grinnedCan you sing with all the voices of the mountainCan 
you paint with all the colors of the windCan you paint with all the colors of the windCome run the hidden pine trails of the 

forestCome taste the sun-sweet berries of the earthCome roll in all the riches all around youAnd for once, never wonder what 
they’re worthThe rainstorm and the river are my brothe rsThe heron and the otter are my friend   sAnd we are all connected to 

each other  , In a circle, in a hoop that never endsHave you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moonOr let the eagle tell you 
where he’s beenCan you sing with all the voices of the mountainCan you paint with all the colors of the windCan you paint with 
all the colors of the windHow high does the sycamore grow If you cut it down, then you’ll never knowAnd you’ll never hear the 
wolf cry to the blue corn moonFor whether we are white or copper-skinnedWe need to sing with all the voices of the mountain-

Need topaint with all the colors of the windYou can own the earth and stillAll you’ll own is earth untilYou can paint with all the 
colors of the wind

You think you own whatever land you land onThe earth is just a dead thing you can claimBut I know every rock and tree and creatureHas a  
life, has a spirit, has a nameYou think the only people who are peopleAre the people who look and think like youBut if you walk the footsteps 
of a strangerYou’ll learn things you never knew you never knewHave you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moonOr asked the grinning 
bobcat why he grinnedCan you sing with all the voices of the mountainCan you paint with all the colors of the windCan you paint with all 
the colors of the windCome run the hidden pine trails of the forestCome taste the sun-sweet berries of the earthCome roll in all the riches all 
around youAnd for once, never wonder what they’re worthThe rainstorm and the river are my brothe rsThe heron and the otter are my friend   
sAnd we are all connected to each other  , In a circle, in a hoop that never endsHave you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moonOr let 
the eagle tell you where he’s beenCan you sing with all the voices of the mountainCan you paint with all the colors of the windCan you paint 
with all the colors of the windHow high does the sycamore grow If you cut it down, then you’ll never knowAnd you’ll never hear the wolf cry 
to the blue corn moonFor whether we are white or copper-skinnedWe need to sing with all the voices of the mountainNeed topaint with all the 

Can you sing with all the voices of the mountain

Can you paint with all the colors of the wind

Can you sing with all the voices of the mountainCan you paint with all the colors of the windCan you paint with all the colors of the windCome run the hidden pine trails of the forestCome taste the sun-sweet berries of the earth
Come roll in all the riches all around you

YOU THINK YOU OWN WHATEVER LAND YOU LAND ON
          THE EARTH IS JUST A DEAD THING YOU CAN CLAIMYOU THINK YOU OWN WHATEVER LAND YOU LAND ON

          THE EARTH IS JUST A DEAD THING YOU CAN CLAIM

YOU THINK YOU OWN WHATEVER LAND YOU LAND ON
          THE EARTH IS JUST A DEAD THING YOU CAN CLAIM

C a n  y o u  s i n g  w i t h  a l l  t h e  v o i C e s  o f  t h e  m o u n t a i n

     C a n  y o u  p a i n t  w i t h  a l l  t h e  C o l o r s  o f  t h e  w i n d

        C a n  y o u  p a i n t  w i t h  a l l  t h e  C o l o r s  o f  t h e 

w i n d

       C o m e  r u n  t h e  h i d d e n  p i n e  t r a i l s  o f  t h e  f o r e s t

           C o m e  t a s t e  t h e  s u n - s w e e t  b e r r i e s  o f  t h e 

e a r t h

  C o m e  r o l l  i n  a l l  t h e  r i C h e s  a l l  a r o u n d  y o u

In a circle, in a hoop that never ends
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C a n   y o u              s i n g        w i th     a l l     t h e   v o i 
c e s   

           o f   t h e   m o u n t a i n 

                                 Have 

you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moon

           Or let the eagle tell you where he’s     b    e       e                   
n

reference: 
Project1, section5
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PROJECT 2 mock-ups, rough designs_expressive poster iterations

Y   o   u    t    h   i    n   k     y    o    u     o    w    n    w    h    a    t    e    v     e    r     l    a    
n    d      y    o    u      l    a    n    d      o    n 
 T  h e   e a r t h   i s   j u s t   a   d e a d   t h i n g   y o u   c a n   c l a i m 
 
 B u t   I   k n o w   e v e r y   r o c k  a n d   t r e  e   a n d   c r e a t u r e 
 H a s   a  l i f e ,   h a s   a   s p i r i t ,   h a s   a   n a m e 
       Y o u   t h i n k   t h e   o n l y   p e o p l e   w h o   a r e   p e o p l e 
 A r e   t h e   p e o p l e   w h o   l o o k   a n d  t h i n k   l i k e   y o u 

B u t   i f   y o u   w a l k   t h e   f o o t s t e p s   o f   a   s t r a n g e r 
Y o u ’ l l   l e a r n   t h i n g s   y o u   n e v e r   k n e w   y o u   n e v e r   k n e w          H a v e   y o u   e v e r   h e a r d   t h e   w o l f   c r y   t o   t h e   b l u e   c o r n   m o o n O r   a s k e d   t h e   g r i n n i n g   b o b c a t   w h y   h e   g r i n n e d 
 
    C a n   y o u   s i n g   w i th   a l l   t h e   v o i c e s   o f   t h e   m o u n t a i n 

C    a    n      y    o    u      p    a    i    n    t      w    i    t    h      a    l    l      t    h    e  

              c    o    l    o    r    s      o    f      t    h    e      w    i     n    d    

C  a  n   y  o  u   p  a  i  n  t   w  i  t  h   a   l  l   t  h  e   c  o  l  o  r  s   o  f   t  h  e   w  i  n  
d
Come run the hidden pine trails of the forest
                  Come taste the sun-sweet berries of the earth
         Come roll in all the riches all around you

And for once, never wonder what they’re worth
      T   h   e     r   a   i   n   s   t   o   r   m    a   n   d    t   h   e    r   i   v  e   r    a   r   
e    m   y    b   r    o   t   h   e   r   s

           The heron and the otter are my friends
                A   n  d   w  e   a  r  e   a  l  l   c  o  n  n  e  c  t  e  d   t  o   e  a  c  h   o  t  h  e  
r   
   In a circle, in a hoop that never end

       C  a  n   y  o  u     s  i  n  g   w  i  t  h     a  l  l t h e           vo i c e s   o f   t h e   m o u n t a i  n  Can you paint with all the colors of the windCan you paint with all the colors of the wind

You think you own whatever land you land on

The earth is just a dead thing you can claim

But I know every rock and tree and creature

Has a life, has a spirit, has a name

You think the only people who are people

Are the people who look and think like you

But if you walk the footsteps of a stranger

You’ll learn things you never knew you never knew

Have you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moon

Or asked the grinning bobcat why he grinned

You think you own whatever land you land on

The earth is just a dead thing you can claim

But I know every rock and tree and creature

Has a life, has a spirit, has a name

You think the only people who are people

Are the people who look and think like you

But if you walk the footsteps of a stranger

You’ll learn things you never knew you never knew

Have you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moon

Or asked the grinning bobcat why he grinned

You think you own whatever land you land on

The earth is just a dead thing you can claim

But I know every rock and tree and creature

Has a life, has a spirit, has a name

You think the only people who are people

Are the people who look and think like you

But if you walk the footsteps of a stranger

You’ll learn things you never knew you never knew

Have you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moon

Or asked the grinning bobcat why he grinned

You think you own whatever land you land onThe earth is just a dead thing you can claimBut I know every rock and tree and creatureHas a life, has a spirit, has a nameYou think the only people who are peopleAre the people who look and think like youBut if you walk the footsteps of a 
strangerYou’ll learn things you never knew you never knewHave you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moonOr asked the grinning bobcat why he grinnedCan you sing with all the voices of the mountainCan you paint with all the colors of the windCan you paint with all the colors of the 
windCome run the hidden pine trails of the forestCome taste the sun-sweet berries of the earthCome roll in all the riches all around youAnd for once, never wonder what they’re worthThe rainstorm and the river are my brothe rsThe heron and the otter are my friend   sAnd we are all connect-
ed to each other  , In a circle, in a hoop that never endsHave you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moonOr let the eagle tell you where he’s beenCan you sing with all the voices of the mountainCan you paint with all the colors of the windCan you paint with all the colors of the windHow 

high does the sycamore grow If you cut it down, then you’ll never knowAnd you’ll never hear the wolf cry to the blue corn moonFor whether we are white or copper-skinnedWe need to sing with all the voices of the mountainNeed topaint with all the colors of the windYou can own the earth 
and stillAll you’ll own is earth untilYou can paint with all the colors of the wind

You think you own whatever land you land onThe earth is just a dead thing you can claimBut I know every rock and tree and creatureHas a  life, has a spirit, has a nameYou think the only people who are peopleAre the people who look and think like youBut if you walk the footsteps of a strangerYou’ll learn things you never knew you never knewHave you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moonOr asked the grinning bobcat why he grinnedCan you sing with 
all the voices of the mountainCan you paint with all the colors of the windCan you paint with all the colors of the windCome run the hidden pine trails of the forestCome taste the sun-sweet berries of the earthCome roll in all the riches all around youAnd for once, never wonder what they’re worthThe rainstorm and the river are my brothe rsThe heron and the otter are my friend   sAnd we are all connected to each other  , In a circle, in a hoop that never endsHave you 
ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moonOr let the eagle tell you where he’s beenCan you sing with all the voices of the mountainCan you paint with all the colors of the windCan you paint with all the colors of the windHow high does the sycamore grow If you cut it down, then you’ll never knowAnd you’ll never hear the wolf cry to the blue corn moonFor whether we are white or copper-skinnedWe need to sing with all the voices of the mountainNeed topaint with 
all the 
You think you own whatever land you land onThe earth is just a dead thing you can claimBut I know every rock and tree and creatureHas a  life, has a spirit, has a nameYou think the only people who are peopleAre the people who look and think like youBut if you walk the footsteps of a strangerYou’ll learn things you never knew you never knewHave you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moonOr asked the grinning bobcat why he grinnedCan you sing with 
all the voices of the mountainCan you paint with all the colors of the windCan you paint with all the colors of the windCome run the hidden pine trails of the forestCome taste the sun-sweet berries of the earthCome roll in all the riches all around youAnd for once, never wonder what they’re worthThe rainstorm and the river are my brothe rsThe heron and the otter are my friend   sAnd we are all connected to each other  , In a circle, in a hoop that never endsHave you 
ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moonOr let the eagle tell you where he’s beenCan you sing with all the voices of the mountainCan you paint with all the colors of the windCan you paint with all the colors of the windHow high does the sycamore grow If you cut it down, then you’ll never knowAnd you’ll never hear the wolf cry to the blue corn moonFor whether we are white or copper-skinnedWe need to sing with all the voices of the mountainNeed topaint with 
all the You think you own whatever land you land onThe earth is just a dead thing you can claimBut I know every rock and tree and creatureHas a  life, has a spirit, has a nameYou think the only people who are peopleAre the people who look and think like youBut if you walk the footsteps of a strangerYou’ll learn things you never knew you never knewHave you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moonOr asked the grinning bobcat why he grinnedCan you sing 
with all the voices of the mountainCan you paint with all the colors of the windCan you paint with all the colors of the windCome run the hidden pine trails of the forestCome taste the sun-sweet berries of the earthCome roll in all the riches all around youAnd for once, never wonder what they’re worthThe rainstorm and the river are my brothe rsThe heron and the otter are my friend   sAnd we are all connected to each other  , In a circle, in a hoop that never 
endsHave you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moonOr let the eagle tell you where he’s beenCan you sing with all the voices of the mountainCan you paint with all the colors of the windCan you paint with all the colors of the windHow high does the sycamore grow If you cut it down, then you’ll never knowAnd you’ll never hear the wolf cry to the blue corn moonFor whether we are white or copper-skinnedWe need to sing with all the voices of the mountain-
Need topaint with all the You think you own whatever land you land onThe earth is just a dead thing you can claimBut I know every rock and tree and creatureHas a  life, has a spirit, has a nameYou think the only people who are peopleAre the people who look and think like youBut if you walk the footsteps of a strangerYou’ll learn things you never knew you never knewHave you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moonOr asked the grinning bobcat why he 
grinnedCan you sing with all the voices of the mountainCan you paint with all the colors of the windCan you paint with all the colors of the windCome run the hidden pine trails of the forestCome taste the sun-sweet berries of the earthCome roll in all the riches all around youAnd for once, never wonder what they’re worthThe rainstorm and the river are my brothe rsThe heron and the otter are my friend   sAnd we are all connected to each other  , In a circle, in a 
hoop that never endsHave you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moonOr let the eagle tell you where he’s beenCan you sing with all the voices of the mountainCan you paint with all the colors of the windCan you paint with all the colors of the windHow high does the sycamore grow If you cut it down, then you’ll never knowAnd you’ll never hear the wolf cry to the blue corn moonFor whether we are white or copper-skinnedWe need to sing with all the voices of 
the mountainNeed topaint with all the You think you own whatever land you land onThe earth is just a dead thing you can claimBut I know every rock and tree and creatureHas a  life, has a spirit, has a nameYou think the only people who are peopleAre the people who look and think like youBut if you walk the footsteps of a strangerYou’ll learn things you never knew you never knewHave you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moonOr asked the grinning 
bobcat why he grinnedCan you sing with all the voices of the mountainCan you paint with all the colors of the windCan you paint with all the colors of the windCome run the hidden pine trails of the forestCome taste the sun-sweet berries of the earthCome roll in all the riches all around youAnd for once, never wonder what they’re worthThe rainstorm and the river are my brothe rsThe heron and the otter are my friend   sAnd we are all connected to each other  , In a 
circle, in a hoop that never endsHave you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moonOr let the eagle tell you where he’s beenCan you sing with all the voices of the mountainCan you paint with all the colors of the windCan you paint with all the colors of the windHow high does the sycamore grow If you cut it down, then you’ll never knowAnd you’ll never hear the wolf cry to the blue corn moonFor whether we are white or copper-skinnedWe need to sing with all 
the voices of the mountainNeed topaint with all the You think you own whatever land you land onThe earth is just a dead thing you can claimBut I know every rock and tree and creatureHas a  life, has a spirit, has a nameYou think the only people who are peopleAre the people who look and think like youBut if you walk the footsteps of a strangerYou’ll learn things you never knew you never knewHave you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moonOr asked the 
grinning bobcat why he grinnedCan you sing with all the voices of the mountainCan you paint with all the colors of the windCan you paint with all the colors of the windCome run the hidden pine trails of the forestCome taste the sun-sweet berries of the earthCome roll in all the riches all around youAnd for once, never wonder what they’re worthThe rainstorm and the river are my brothe rsThe heron and the otter are my friend   sAnd we are all connected to each 
other  , In a circle, in a hoop that never endsHave you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moonOr let the eagle tell you where he’s beenCan you sing with all the voices of the mountainCan you paint with all the colors of the windCan you paint with all the colors of the windHow high does the sycamore grow If you cut it down, then you’ll never knowAnd you’ll never hear the wolf cry to the blue corn moonFor whether we are white or copper-skinnedWe need to sing with all the voices of the mountainNeed topaint with all the You think you own whatever land you land onThe earth is just a dead thing you can claimBut I know every rock and tree and creatureHas a  life, has a spirit, has a nameYou think the only people who are peopleAre the people who look and think like youBut if you walk the footsteps of a strangerYou’ll learn things you never knew you never knewHave you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moonOr asked the grinning bobcat why he grinnedCan you sing with all the voices of the mountainCan you paint with all the colors of the windCan you paint with all the colors of the windCome run the hidden pine trails of the forestCome taste the sun-sweet berries of the earthCome roll in all the riches all around youAnd for once, never wonder what they’re worthThe rainstorm and the river are my brothe rsThe heron and the otter are my friend   sAnd we are all connected to each other  , In a circle, in a hoop that never endsHave you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moonOr let the eagle tell you where he’s beenCan you sing with all the voices of the mountainCan you paint with all the colors of the windCan you paint with all the colors of the windHow high does the sycamore grow If you cut it down, then you’ll never knowAnd you’ll never hear the wolf cry to the blue corn moonFor whether we are white or cop-per-skinnedWe need to sing with all the voices of the mountainNeed topaint with all the You think you own whatever land you land onThe earth is just a dead thing you can claimBut I know every rock and tree and creatureHas a  life, has a spirit, has a nameYou think the only people who are peopleAre the people who look and think like youBut if you walk the footsteps of a strangerYou’ll learn things you never knew you never knewHave you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moonOr asked the grinning bobcat why he grinnedCan you sing with all the voices of the mountainCan you paint with all the colors of the windCan you paint with all the colors of the windCome run the hidden pine trails of the forestCome taste the sun-sweet berries of the earthCome roll in all the riches all around youAnd for once, never wonder what they’re worthThe rainstorm and the river are my brothe rsThe heron and the otter are my friend   sAnd we are all connected to each other  , In a circle, in a hoop that never endsHave you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moonOr let the eagle tell you where he’s beenCan you sing with all the voices of the mountainCan you paint with all the colors of the windCan you paint with all the colors of the windHow high does the sycamore grow If you cut it down, then you’ll never knowAnd you’ll never hear the wolf cry to the blue corn moonFor whether we are white or copper-skinnedWe need to sing with all the voices of the mountainNeed topaint with all the You think you own whatever land you land onThe earth is just a dead thing you can claimBut I know every rock and tree and creatureHas a  life, has a spirit, has a nameYou think the only people who are peopleAre the people who look and think like youBut if you walk the footsteps of a strangerYou’ll learn things you never knew you never knewHave you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moonOr asked the grinning bobcat why he grinnedCan you sing with all the voices of the mountainCan you paint with all the colors of the windCan you paint with all the colors of the windCome run the hidden pine trails of the forestCome taste the sun-sweet berries of the earthCome roll in all the riches all around youAnd for once, never wonder what they’re worthThe rainstorm and the river are my brothe rsThe heron and the otter are my friend   sAnd we are all connected to each other  , In a circle, in a hoop that never endsHave you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moonOr let the eagle tell you where he’s beenCan you sing with all the voices of the mountainCan you paint with all the colors of the windCan you paint with all the colors of the windHow high does the sycamore grow If you cut it down, then you’ll never knowAnd you’ll never hear the wolf cry to the blue corn moonFor whether we are white or copper-skinnedWe need to sing with all the voices of the mountainNeed topaint with all the You think you own whatever land you land onThe earth is just a dead thing you can claimBut I know every rock and tree and creatureHas a  life, has a spirit, has a nameYou think the only people who are peopleAre the people who look and think like youBut if you walk the footsteps of a strangerYou’ll learn things you never knew you never knewHave you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moonOr asked the grinning bobcat why he grinnedCan you sing with all the voices of the mountainCan you paint with all the colors of the windCan you paint with all the colors of the windCome run the hidden pine trails of the forestCome taste the sun-sweet berries of the earthCome roll in all the riches all around youAnd for once, never wonder what they’re worthThe rainstorm and the river are my brothe rsThe heron and the 
otter are my friend   sAnd we are all connected to each other  , In a circle, in a hoop that never endsHave you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moonOr let the eagle tell you where he’s beenCan you sing with all the voices of the mountainCan you paint with all the colors of the windCan you paint with all the colors of the windHow high does the sycamore grow If you cut it down, then you’ll never knowAnd you’ll never hear the wolf cry to the blue corn moonFor 
whether we are white or copper-skinnedWe need to sing with all the voices of the mountainNeed topaint with all the You think you own whatever land you land onThe earth is just a dead thing you can claimBut I know every rock and tree and creatureHas a  life, has a spirit, has a nameYou think the only people who are peopleAre the people who look and think like youBut if you walk the footsteps of a strangerYou’ll learn things you never knew you never knewHave 
you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moonOr asked the grinning bobcat why he grinnedCan you sing with all the voices of the mountainCan you paint with all the colors of the windCan you paint with all the colors of the windCome run the hidden pine trails of the forestCome taste the sun-sweet berries of the earthCome roll in all the riches all around youAnd for once, never wonder what they’re worthThe rainstorm and the river are my brothe rsThe heron 
and the otter are my friend   sAnd we are all connected to each other  , In a circle, in a hoop that never endsHave you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moonOr let the eagle tell you where he’s beenCan you sing with all the voices of the mountainCan you paint with all the colors of the windCan you paint with all the colors of the windHow high does the sycamore grow If you cut it down, then you’ll never knowAnd you’ll never hear the wolf cry to the blue corn 
moonFor whether we are white or copper-skinnedWe need to sing with all the voices of the mountainNeed topaint with all the You think you own whatever land you land onThe earth is just a dead thing you can claimBut I know every rock and tree and creatureHas a  life, has a spirit, has a nameYou think the only people who are peopleAre the people who look and think like youBut if you walk the footsteps of a strangerYou’ll learn things you never knew you never 
knewHave you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moonOr asked the grinning bobcat why he grinnedCan you sing with all the voices of the mountainCan you paint with all the colors of the windCan you paint with all the colors of the windCome run the hidden pine trails of the forestCome taste the sun-sweet berries of the earthCome roll in all the riches all around youAnd for once, never wonder what they’re worthThe rainstorm and the river are my brothe 
rsThe heron and the otter are my friend   sAnd we are all connected to each other  , In a circle, in a hoop that never endsHave you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moonOr let the eagle tell you where he’s beenCan you sing with all the voices of the mountainCan you paint with all the colors of the windCan you paint with all the colors of the windHow high does the sycamore grow If you cut it down, then you’ll never knowAnd you’ll never hear the wolf cry to 
the blue corn moonFor whether we are white or copper-skinnedWe need to sing with all the voices of the mountainNeed topaint with all the You think you own whatever land you land onThe earth is just a dead thing you can claimBut I know every rock and tree and creatureHas a  life, has a spirit, has a nameYou think the only people who are peopleAre the people who look and think like youBut if you walk the footsteps of a strangerYou’ll learn things you never 
knew you never knewHave you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moonOr asked the grinning bobcat why he grinnedCan you sing with all the voices of the mountainCan you paint with all the colors of the windCan you paint with all the colors of the windCome run the hidden pine trails of the forestCome taste the sun-sweet berries of the earthCome roll in all the riches all around youAnd for once, never wonder what they’re worthThe rainstorm and the river 
are my brothe rsThe heron and the otter are my friend   sAnd we are all connected to each other  , In a circle, in a hoop that never endsHave you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moonOr let the eagle tell you where he’s beenCan you sing with all the voices of the mountainCan you paint with all the colors of the windCan you paint with all the colors of the windHow high does the sycamore grow If you cut it down, then you’ll never knowAnd you’ll never hear 
the wolf cry to the blue corn moonFor whether we are white or copper-skinnedWe need to sing with all the voices of the mountainNeed topaint with all the 

Can you sing with all the voices of the mountain

Can you paint with all the colors of the wind

Can you sing with all the voices of the mountainCan you paint with all the colors of the windCan you paint with all the colors of the windCome run the hidden pine trails of the forestCome taste the sun-sweet berries of the earthCome roll in all the riches all around you

Can you sing with all the voices of the mountainCan you paint with all the colors of the windCan you paint with all the colors of the windCome run the hidden pine trails of the forestCome taste the sun-sweet berries of the earthCome roll in all the riches all around yo    u

Can you sing with all the voices of the mountainCan you paint with all the colors of the windCan you paint with all the colors of the windCome run the hidden pine trails of the forestCome taste the sun-sweet berries of the earthCome roll in all the riches all around you

YOU THINK YOU OWN WHATEVER LAND YOU LAND ON
          THE EARTH IS JUST A DEAD THING YOU CAN CLAIMC a n  y o u  s i n g  w i t h  a l l  t h e  v o i C e s 

o f  t h e  m o u n t a i n     C a n  y o u  p a i n t  w i t h  a l l  t h e 
C o l o r s  o f  t h e  w i n d        C a n  y o u  p a i n t  w i t h  a l l 
t h e  C o l o r s  o f  t h e  w i n d       C o m e  r u n  t h e  h i d d e n  p i n e 
t r a i l s  o f  t h e  f o r e s t           C o m e  t a s t e  t h e  s u n -
s w e e t  b e r r i e s  o f  t h e  e a r t h  C o m e  r o l l  i n  a l l  t h e  r i C h e s  a l l 
a r o u n d  y o u

In a circle, in a hoop that never 
ends
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C a n   y o u              s i n g        w i th     
a l l     t h e   v o i c e s   

           o f   t h e   m o u n t a i n 
                                 Have 

you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moon

           Or let the eagle tell you where he’s     b    e       e                   n
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Y o u  t h i n k  y o u  o w n  w h a t e v e r  l a n d  y o u  l a n d  o n
T h e  e a r t h  i s  j u s t  a  d e a d  t h i n g  y o u  c a n  c l a i m

B u t  I  k n o w  e v e r y  r o c k  a n d  t r e e  a n d  c r e a t u r e
H a s  a  l i f e ,  h a s  a  s p i r i t ,  h a s  a  n a m e

Y o u  t h i n k  t h e  o n l y  p e o p l e  w h o  a r e  p e o p l e
A r e  t h e  p e o p l e  w h o  l o o k  a n d  t h i n k  l i k e  y o u

B u t  i f  y o u  w a l k  t h e  f o o t s t e p s  o f  a  s t r a n g e r
Y o u ’ l l  l e a r n  t h i n g s  y o u  n e v e r  k n e w  y o u  n e v e r  k n e w

H a v e  y o u  e v e r  h e a r d  t h e  w o l f  c r y  t o  t h e  b l u e  c o r n  m o o n
O r  a s k e d  t h e  g r i n n i n g  b o b c a t  w h y  h e  g r i n n e d

C a n  y o u  s i n g  w i t h  a l l  t h e  v o i c e s  o f  t h e  m o u n t a i n
C a n  y o u  p a i n t  w i t h  a l l  t h e  c o l o r s  o f  t h e  w i n d
C a n  y o u  p a i n t  w i t h  a l l  t h e  c o l o r s  o f  t h e  w i n d
C o m e  r u n  t h e  h i d d e n  p i n e  t r a i l s  o f  t h e  f o r e s t
C o m e  t a s t e  t h e  s u n - s w e e t  b e r r i e s  o f  t h e  e a r t h
C o m e  r o l l  i n  a l l  t h e  r i c h e s  a l l  a r o u n d  y o u

A n d  f o r  o n c e ,  n e v e r  w o n d e r  w h a t  t h e y ’ r e  w o r t h
T h e  r a i n s t o r m  a n d  t h e  r i v e r  a r e  m y  b r o t h e r s
T h e  h e r o n  a n d  t h e  o t t e r  a r e  m y  f r i e n d s
A n d  w e  a r e  a l l  c o n n e c t e d  t o  e a c h  o t h e r , 
I n  a  c i r c l e ,  i n  a  h o o p  t h a t  n e v e r  e n d s

H a v e  y o u  e v e r  h e a r d  t h e  w o l f  c r y  t o  t h e  b l u e  c o r n  m o o n
O r  l e t  t h e  e a g l e  t e l l  y o u  w h e r e  h e ’ s  b e e n

C a n  y o u  s i n g  w i t h  a l l  t h e  v o i c e s  o f  t h e  m o u n t a i n
C a n  y o u  p a i n t  w i t h  a l l  t h e  c o l o r s  o f  t h e  w i n d
C a n  y o u  p a i n t  w i t h  a l l  t h e  c o l o r s  o f  t h e  w i n d

H o w  h i g h  d o e s  t h e  s y c a m o r e  g r o w 
I f  y o u  c u t  i t  d o w n ,  t h e n  y o u ’ l l  n e v e r  k n o w
A n d  y o u ’ l l  n e v e r  h e a r  t h e  w o l f 
c r y  t o  t h e  b l u e  c o r n  m o o n
F o r  w h e t h e r  w e  a r e  w h i t e  o r  c o p p e r - s k i n n e d
W e  n e e d  t o  s i n g  w i t h  a l l  t h e  v o i c e s  o f  t h e  m o u n t a i n
N e e d  t o  p a i n t  w i t h  a l l  t h e  c o l o r s  o f  t h e  w i n d
Y o u  c a n  o w n  t h e  e a r t h  a n d  s t i l l
A l l  y o u ’ l l  o w n  i s  e a r t h  u n t i l
Y o u  c a n  p a i n t  w i t h  a l l  t h e  c o l o r s  o f  t h e  w i n d

Y o u  t h i n k  y o u  o w n  w h a t e v e r  l a n d  y o u  l a n d  o n
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 T  h e   e a r t h   i s   j u s t   a   d e a d   t h i n g   y o u   c a n   c l a i m 
 
 B u t   I   k n o w   e v e r y   r o c k  a n d   t r e  e   a n d   c r e a t u r e 
 H a s   a  l i f e ,   h a s   a   s p i r i t ,   h a s   a   n a m e 
       Y o u   t h i n k   t h e   o n l y   p e o p l e   w h o   a r e   p e o p l e 
 A r e   t h e   p e o p l e   w h o   l o o k   a n d  t h i n k   l i k e   y o u 

B u t   i f   y o u   w a l k   t h e   f o o t s t e p s   o f   a   s t r a n g e r 
Y o u ’ l l   l e a r n   t h i n g s   y o u   n e v e r   k n e w   y o u   n e v e r   k n e w          H a v e   y o u   e v e r   h e a r d   t h e   w o l f   c r y   t o   t h e   b l u e   c o r n   m o o n O r   a s k e d   t h e   g r i n n i n g   b o b c a t   w h y   h e   g r i n n e d 
 
    C a n   y o u   s i n g   w i th   a l l   t h e   v o i c e s   o f   t h e   m o u n t a i n 

C    a    n      y    o    u      p    a    i    n    t      w    i    t    h      a    l    l      t    h    e  

              c    o    l    o    r    s      o    f      t    h    e      w    i     n    d    

C  a  n   y  o  u   p  a  i  n  t   w  i  t  h   a   l  l   t  h  e   c  o  l  o  r  s   o  f   t  h  e   w  i  n  
d
Come run the hidden pine trails of the forest
                  Come taste the sun-sweet berries of the earth
         Come roll in all the riches all around you

And for once, never wonder what they’re worth
      T   h   e     r   a   i   n   s   t   o   r   m    a   n   d    t   h   e    r   i   v  e   r    a   r   
e    m   y    b   r    o   t   h   e   r   s

           The heron and the otter are my friends
                A   n  d   w  e   a  r  e   a  l  l   c  o  n  n  e  c  t  e  d   t  o   e  a  c  h   o  t  h  e  
r   
   In a circle, in a hoop that never end

       C  a  n   y  o  u     s  i  n  g   w  i  t  h     a  l  l t h e           vo i c e s   o f   t h e   m o u n t a i  n  Can you paint with all the colors of the windCan you paint with all the colors of the wind

You think you own whatever land you land on

The earth is just a dead thing you can claim

But I know every rock and tree and creature

Has a life, has a spirit, has a name

You think the only people who are people

Are the people who look and think like you

But if you walk the footsteps of a stranger

You’ll learn things you never knew you never knew

Have you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moon

Or asked the grinning bobcat why he grinned

You think you own whatever land you land onThe earth is just a dead thing you can claimBut I know every rock and tree and creatureHas a life, has a spirit, has a nameYou think the only people who are peopleAre the people who look and think like youBut if you walk the footsteps of a 
strangerYou’ll learn things you never knew you never knewHave you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moonOr asked the grinning bobcat why he grinnedCan you sing with all the voices of the mountainCan you paint with all the colors of the windCan you paint with all the colors of the 
windCome run the hidden pine trails of the forestCome taste the sun-sweet berries of the earthCome roll in all the riches all around youAnd for once, never wonder what they’re worthThe rainstorm and the river are my brothe rsThe heron and the otter are my friend   sAnd we are all connect-
ed to each other  , In a circle, in a hoop that never endsHave you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moonOr let the eagle tell you where he’s beenCan you sing with all the voices of the mountainCan you paint with all the colors of the windCan you paint with all the colors of the windHow 

high does the sycamore grow If you cut it down, then you’ll never knowAnd you’ll never hear the wolf cry to the blue corn moonFor whether we are white or copper-skinnedWe need to sing with all the voices of the mountainNeed topaint with all the colors of the windYou can own the earth 
and stillAll you’ll own is earth untilYou can paint with all the colors of the wind

You think you own whatever land you land onThe earth is just a dead thing you can claimBut I know every rock and tree and creatureHas a  life, has a spirit, has a nameYou think the only people who are peopleAre the people who look and think like youBut if you walk the footsteps of a strangerYou’ll learn things you never knew you never knewHave you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moonOr asked the grinning bobcat why he grinnedCan you sing with 
all the voices of the mountainCan you paint with all the colors of the windCan you paint with all the colors of the windCome run the hidden pine trails of the forestCome taste the sun-sweet berries of the earthCome roll in all the riches all around youAnd for once, never wonder what they’re worthThe rainstorm and the river are my brothe rsThe heron and the otter are my friend   sAnd we are all connected to each other  , In a circle, in a hoop that never endsHave you 
ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moonOr let the eagle tell you where he’s beenCan you sing with all the voices of the mountainCan you paint with all the colors of the windCan you paint with all the colors of the windHow high does the sycamore grow If you cut it down, then you’ll never knowAnd you’ll never hear the wolf cry to the blue corn moonFor whether we are white or copper-skinnedWe need to sing with all the voices of the mountainNeed topaint with 
all the 
You think you own whatever land you land onThe earth is just a dead thing you can claimBut I know every rock and tree and creatureHas a  life, has a spirit, has a nameYou think the only people who are peopleAre the people who look and think like youBut if you walk the footsteps of a strangerYou’ll learn things you never knew you never knewHave you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moonOr asked the grinning bobcat why he grinnedCan you sing with 
all the voices of the mountainCan you paint with all the colors of the windCan you paint with all the colors of the windCome run the hidden pine trails of the forestCome taste the sun-sweet berries of the earthCome roll in all the riches all around youAnd for once, never wonder what they’re worthThe rainstorm and the river are my brothe rsThe heron and the otter are my friend   sAnd we are all connected to each other  , In a circle, in a hoop that never endsHave you 
ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moonOr let the eagle tell you where he’s beenCan you sing with all the voices of the mountainCan you paint with all the colors of the windCan you paint with all the colors of the windHow high does the sycamore grow If you cut it down, then you’ll never knowAnd you’ll never hear the wolf cry to the blue corn moonFor whether we are white or copper-skinnedWe need to sing with all the voices of the mountainNeed topaint with 
all the You think you own whatever land you land onThe earth is just a dead thing you can claimBut I know every rock and tree and creatureHas a  life, has a spirit, has a nameYou think the only people who are peopleAre the people who look and think like youBut if you walk the footsteps of a strangerYou’ll learn things you never knew you never knewHave you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moonOr asked the grinning bobcat why he grinnedCan you sing 
with all the voices of the mountainCan you paint with all the colors of the windCan you paint with all the colors of the windCome run the hidden pine trails of the forestCome taste the sun-sweet berries of the earthCome roll in all the riches all around youAnd for once, never wonder what they’re worthThe rainstorm and the river are my brothe rsThe heron and the otter are my friend   sAnd we are all connected to each other  , In a circle, in a hoop that never 
endsHave you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moonOr let the eagle tell you where he’s beenCan you sing with all the voices of the mountainCan you paint with all the colors of the windCan you paint with all the colors of the windHow high does the sycamore grow If you cut it down, then you’ll never knowAnd you’ll never hear the wolf cry to the blue corn moonFor whether we are white or copper-skinnedWe need to sing with all the voices of the mountain-
Need topaint with all the You think you own whatever land you land onThe earth is just a dead thing you can claimBut I know every rock and tree and creatureHas a  life, has a spirit, has a nameYou think the only people who are peopleAre the people who look and think like youBut if you walk the footsteps of a strangerYou’ll learn things you never knew you never knewHave you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moonOr asked the grinning bobcat why he 
grinnedCan you sing with all the voices of the mountainCan you paint with all the colors of the windCan you paint with all the colors of the windCome run the hidden pine trails of the forestCome taste the sun-sweet berries of the earthCome roll in all the riches all around youAnd for once, never wonder what they’re worthThe rainstorm and the river are my brothe rsThe heron and the otter are my friend   sAnd we are all connected to each other  , In a circle, in a 
hoop that never endsHave you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moonOr let the eagle tell you where he’s beenCan you sing with all the voices of the mountainCan you paint with all the colors of the windCan you paint with all the colors of the windHow high does the sycamore grow If you cut it down, then you’ll never knowAnd you’ll never hear the wolf cry to the blue corn moonFor whether we are white or copper-skinnedWe need to sing with all the voices of 
the mountainNeed topaint with all the You think you own whatever land you land onThe earth is just a dead thing you can claimBut I know every rock and tree and creatureHas a  life, has a spirit, has a nameYou think the only people who are peopleAre the people who look and think like youBut if you walk the footsteps of a strangerYou’ll learn things you never knew you never knewHave you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moonOr asked the grinning 
bobcat why he grinnedCan you sing with all the voices of the mountainCan you paint with all the colors of the windCan you paint with all the colors of the windCome run the hidden pine trails of the forestCome taste the sun-sweet berries of the earthCome roll in all the riches all around youAnd for once, never wonder what they’re worthThe rainstorm and the river are my brothe rsThe heron and the otter are my friend   sAnd we are all connected to each other  , In a 
circle, in a hoop that never endsHave you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moonOr let the eagle tell you where he’s beenCan you sing with all the voices of the mountainCan you paint with all the colors of the windCan you paint with all the colors of the windHow high does the sycamore grow If you cut it down, then you’ll never knowAnd you’ll never hear the wolf cry to the blue corn moonFor whether we are white or copper-skinnedWe need to sing with all 
the voices of the mountainNeed topaint with all the You think you own whatever land you land onThe earth is just a dead thing you can claimBut I know every rock and tree and creatureHas a  life, has a spirit, has a nameYou think the only people who are peopleAre the people who look and think like youBut if you walk the footsteps of a strangerYou’ll learn things you never knew you never knewHave you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moonOr asked the 
grinning bobcat why he grinnedCan you sing with all the voices of the mountainCan you paint with all the colors of the windCan you paint with all the colors of the windCome run the hidden pine trails of the forestCome taste the sun-sweet berries of the earthCome roll in all the riches all around youAnd for once, never wonder what they’re worthThe rainstorm and the river are my brothe rsThe heron and the otter are my friend   sAnd we are all connected to each 
other  , In a circle, in a hoop that never endsHave you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moonOr let the eagle tell you where he’s beenCan you sing with all the voices of the mountainCan you paint with all the colors of the windCan you paint with all the colors of the windHow high does the sycamore grow If you cut it down, then you’ll never knowAnd you’ll never hear the wolf cry to the blue corn moonFor whether we are white or copper-skinnedWe need to sing with all the voices of the mountainNeed topaint with all the You think you own whatever land you land onThe earth is just a dead thing you can claimBut I know every rock and tree and creatureHas a  life, has a spirit, has a nameYou think the only people who are peopleAre the people who look and think like youBut if you walk the footsteps of a strangerYou’ll learn things you never knew you never knewHave you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moonOr asked the grinning bobcat why he grinnedCan you sing with all the voices of the mountainCan you paint with all the colors of the windCan you paint with all the colors of the windCome run the hidden pine trails of the forestCome taste the sun-sweet berries of the earthCome roll in all the riches all around youAnd for once, never wonder what they’re worthThe rainstorm and the river are my brothe rsThe heron and the otter are my friend   sAnd we are all connected to each other  , In a circle, in a hoop that never endsHave you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moonOr let the eagle tell you where he’s beenCan you sing with all the voices of the mountainCan you paint with all the colors of the windCan you paint with all the colors of the windHow high does the sycamore grow If you cut it down, then you’ll never knowAnd you’ll never hear the wolf cry to the blue corn moonFor whether we are white or cop-per-skinnedWe need to sing with all the voices of the mountainNeed topaint with all the You think you own whatever land you land onThe earth is just a dead thing you can claimBut I know every rock and tree and creatureHas a  life, has a spirit, has a nameYou think the only people who are peopleAre the people who look and think like youBut if you walk the footsteps of a strangerYou’ll learn things you never knew you never knewHave you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moonOr asked the grinning bobcat why he grinnedCan you sing with all the voices of the mountainCan you paint with all the colors of the windCan you paint with all the colors of the windCome run the hidden pine trails of the forestCome taste the sun-sweet berries of the earthCome roll in all the riches all around youAnd for once, never wonder what they’re worthThe rainstorm and the river are my brothe rsThe heron and the otter are my friend   sAnd we are all connected to each other  , In a circle, in a hoop that never endsHave you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moonOr let the eagle tell you where he’s beenCan you sing with all the voices of the mountainCan you paint with all the colors of the windCan you paint with all the colors of the windHow high does the sycamore grow If you cut it down, then you’ll never knowAnd you’ll never hear the wolf cry to the blue corn moonFor whether we are white or copper-skinnedWe need to sing with all the voices of the mountainNeed topaint with all the You think you own whatever land you land onThe earth is just a dead thing you can claimBut I know every rock and tree and creatureHas a  life, has a spirit, has a nameYou think the only people who are peopleAre the people who look and think like youBut if you walk the footsteps of a strangerYou’ll learn things you never knew you never knewHave you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moonOr asked the grinning bobcat why he grinnedCan you sing with all the voices of the mountainCan you paint with all the colors of the windCan you paint with all the colors of the windCome run the hidden pine trails of the forestCome taste the sun-sweet berries of the earthCome roll in all the riches all around youAnd for once, never wonder what they’re worthThe rainstorm and the river are my brothe rsThe heron and the otter are my friend   sAnd we are all connected to each other  , In a circle, in a hoop that never endsHave you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moonOr let the eagle tell you where he’s beenCan you sing with all the voices of the mountainCan you paint with all the colors of the windCan you paint with all the colors of the windHow high does the sycamore grow If you cut it down, then you’ll never knowAnd you’ll never hear the wolf cry to the blue corn moonFor whether we are white or copper-skinnedWe need to sing with all the voices of the mountainNeed topaint with all the You think you own whatever land you land onThe earth is just a dead thing you can claimBut I know every rock and tree and creatureHas a  life, has a spirit, has a nameYou think the only people who are peopleAre the people who look and think like youBut if you walk the footsteps of a strangerYou’ll learn things you never knew you never knewHave you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moonOr asked the grinning bobcat why he grinnedCan you sing with all the voices of the mountainCan you paint with all the colors of the windCan you paint with all the colors of the windCome run the hidden pine trails of the forestCome taste the sun-sweet berries of the earthCome roll in all the riches all around youAnd for once, never wonder what they’re worthThe rainstorm and the river are my brothe rsThe heron and the 
otter are my friend   sAnd we are all connected to each other  , In a circle, in a hoop that never endsHave you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moonOr let the eagle tell you where he’s beenCan you sing with all the voices of the mountainCan you paint with all the colors of the windCan you paint with all the colors of the windHow high does the sycamore grow If you cut it down, then you’ll never knowAnd you’ll never hear the wolf cry to the blue corn moonFor 
whether we are white or copper-skinnedWe need to sing with all the voices of the mountainNeed topaint with all the You think you own whatever land you land onThe earth is just a dead thing you can claimBut I know every rock and tree and creatureHas a  life, has a spirit, has a nameYou think the only people who are peopleAre the people who look and think like youBut if you walk the footsteps of a strangerYou’ll learn things you never knew you never knewHave 
you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moonOr asked the grinning bobcat why he grinnedCan you sing with all the voices of the mountainCan you paint with all the colors of the windCan you paint with all the colors of the windCome run the hidden pine trails of the forestCome taste the sun-sweet berries of the earthCome roll in all the riches all around youAnd for once, never wonder what they’re worthThe rainstorm and the river are my brothe rsThe heron 
and the otter are my friend   sAnd we are all connected to each other  , In a circle, in a hoop that never endsHave you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moonOr let the eagle tell you where he’s beenCan you sing with all the voices of the mountainCan you paint with all the colors of the windCan you paint with all the colors of the windHow high does the sycamore grow If you cut it down, then you’ll never knowAnd you’ll never hear the wolf cry to the blue corn 
moonFor whether we are white or copper-skinnedWe need to sing with all the voices of the mountainNeed topaint with all the You think you own whatever land you land onThe earth is just a dead thing you can claimBut I know every rock and tree and creatureHas a  life, has a spirit, has a nameYou think the only people who are peopleAre the people who look and think like youBut if you walk the footsteps of a strangerYou’ll learn things you never knew you never 
knewHave you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moonOr asked the grinning bobcat why he grinnedCan you sing with all the voices of the mountainCan you paint with all the colors of the windCan you paint with all the colors of the windCome run the hidden pine trails of the forestCome taste the sun-sweet berries of the earthCome roll in all the riches all around youAnd for once, never wonder what they’re worthThe rainstorm and the river are my brothe 
rsThe heron and the otter are my friend   sAnd we are all connected to each other  , In a circle, in a hoop that never endsHave you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moonOr let the eagle tell you where he’s beenCan you sing with all the voices of the mountainCan you paint with all the colors of the windCan you paint with all the colors of the windHow high does the sycamore grow If you cut it down, then you’ll never knowAnd you’ll never hear the wolf cry to 
the blue corn moonFor whether we are white or copper-skinnedWe need to sing with all the voices of the mountainNeed topaint with all the You think you own whatever land you land onThe earth is just a dead thing you can claimBut I know every rock and tree and creatureHas a  life, has a spirit, has a nameYou think the only people who are peopleAre the people who look and think like youBut if you walk the footsteps of a strangerYou’ll learn things you never 
knew you never knewHave you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moonOr asked the grinning bobcat why he grinnedCan you sing with all the voices of the mountainCan you paint with all the colors of the windCan you paint with all the colors of the windCome run the hidden pine trails of the forestCome taste the sun-sweet berries of the earthCome roll in all the riches all around youAnd for once, never wonder what they’re worthThe rainstorm and the river 
are my brothe rsThe heron and the otter are my friend   sAnd we are all connected to each other  , In a circle, in a hoop that never endsHave you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moonOr let the eagle tell you where he’s beenCan you sing with all the voices of the mountainCan you paint with all the colors of the windCan you paint with all the colors of the windHow high does the sycamore grow If you cut it down, then you’ll never knowAnd you’ll never hear 
the wolf cry to the blue corn moonFor whether we are white or copper-skinnedWe need to sing with all the voices of the mountainNeed topaint with all the 

Can you sing with all the voices of the mountain

Can you paint with all the colors of the wind

Can you sing with all the voices of the mountainCan you paint with all the colors of the windCan you paint with all the colors of the windCome run the hidden pine trails of the forestCome taste the sun-sweet berries of the earthCome roll in all the riches all around you

YOU THINK YOU OWN WHATEVER LAND YOU LAND ON
          THE EARTH IS JUST A DEAD THING YOU CAN CLAIM

YOU THINK YOU OWN WHATEVER LAND YOU LAND ON
          THE EARTH IS JUST A DEAD THING YOU CAN CLAIM

C a n  y o u  s i n g  w i t h  a l l  t h e  v o i C e s 
o f  t h e  m o u n t a i n     C a n  y o u  p a i n t  w i t h  a l l  t h e 
C o l o r s  o f  t h e  w i n d        C a n  y o u  p a i n t  w i t h  a l l 
t h e  C o l o r s  o f  t h e  w i n d       C o m e  r u n  t h e  h i d d e n  p i n e 
t r a i l s  o f  t h e  f o r e s t           C o m e  t a s t e  t h e  s u n -
s w e e t  b e r r i e s  o f  t h e  e a r t h  C o m e  r o l l  i n  a l l  t h e  r i C h e s  a l l 
a r o u n d  y o u

In a circle, in a hoop that never ends
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C a n   y o u              s i n g        w i th     
a l l     t h e   v o i c e s   

           o f   t h e   m o u n t a i n 
                                 Have 

you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moon

           Or let the eagle tell you where he’s     b    e       e                   n
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Y o u  t h i n k  y o u  o w n  w h a t e v e r  l a n d  y o u  l a n d  o n
T h e  e a r t h  i s  j u s t  a  d e a d  t h i n g  y o u  c a n  c l a i m

B u t  I  k n o w  e v e r y  r o c k  a n d  t r e e  a n d  c r e a t u r e
H a s  a  l i f e ,  h a s  a  s p i r i t ,  h a s  a  n a m e
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I f  y o u  c u t  i t  d o w n ,  t h e n  y o u ’ l l  n e v e r  k n o w
A n d  y o u ’ l l  n e v e r  h e a r  t h e  w o l f  c r y  t o  t h e  b l u e  c o r n  m o o n
F o r  w h e t h e r  w e  a r e  w h i t e  o r  c o p p e r - s k i n n e d
W e  n e e d  t o  s i n g  w i t h  a l l  t h e  v o i c e s  o f  t h e  m o u n t a i n
N e e d  t o  p a i n t  w i t h  a l l  t h e  c o l o r s  o f  t h e  w i n d
Y o u  c a n  o w n  t h e  e a r t h  a n d  s t i l l
A l l  y o u ’ l l  o w n  i s  e a r t h  u n t i l
Y o u  c a n  p a i n t  w i t h  a l l  t h e  c o l o r s  o f  t h e  w i n d

Y o u  t h i n k  y o u  o w n  w h a t e v e r  l a n d  y o u  l a n d  o n
T h e  e a r t h  i s  j u s t  a  d e a d  t h i n g  y o u  c a n  c l a i m

B u t  I  k n o w  e v e r y  r o c k  a n d  t r e e  a n d  c r e a t u r e
H a s  a  l i f e ,  h a s  a  s p i r i t ,  h a s  a  n a m e

Y o u  t h i n k  t h e  o n l y  p e o p l e  w h o  a r e  p e o p l e
A r e  t h e  p e o p l e  w h o  l o o k  a n d  t h i n k  l i k e  y o u

B u t  i f  y o u  w a l k  t h e  f o o t s t e p s  o f  a  s t r a n g e r
Y o u ’ l l  l e a r n  t h i n g s  y o u  n e v e r  k n e w  y o u  n e v e r  k n e w

H a v e  y o u  e v e r  h e a r d  t h e  w o l f  c r y  t o  t h e  b l u e  c o r n  m o o n
O r  a s k e d  t h e  g r i n n i n g  b o b c a t  w h y  h e  g r i n n e d

C a n  y o u  s i n g  w i t h  a l l  t h e  v o i c e s  o f  t h e  m o u n t a i n
C a n  y o u  p a i n t  w i t h  a l l  t h e  c o l o r s  o f  t h e  w i n d
C a n  y o u  p a i n t  w i t h  a l l  t h e  c o l o r s  o f  t h e  w i n d
C o m e  r u n  t h e  h i d d e n  p i n e  t r a i l s  o f  t h e  f o r e s t
C o m e  t a s t e  t h e  s u n - s w e e t  b e r r i e s  o f  t h e  e a r t h
C o m e  r o l l  i n  a l l  t h e  r i c h e s  a l l  a r o u n d  y o u

A n d  f o r  o n c e ,  n e v e r  w o n d e r  w h a t  t h e y ’ r e  w o r t h
T h e  r a i n s t o r m  a n d  t h e  r i v e r  a r e  m y  b r o t h e r s
T h e  h e r o n  a n d  t h e  o t t e r  a r e  m y  f r i e n d s
A n d  w e  a r e  a l l  c o n n e c t e d  t o  e a c h  o t h e r , 
I n  a  c i r c l e ,  i n  a  h o o p  t h a t  n e v e r  e n d s

H a v e  y o u  e v e r  h e a r d  t h e  w o l f  c r y  t o  t h e  b l u e  c o r n  m o o n
O r  l e t  t h e  e a g l e  t e l l  y o u  w h e r e  h e ’ s  b e e n

C a n  y o u  s i n g  w i t h  a l l  t h e  v o i c e s  o f  t h e  m o u n t a i n
C a n  y o u  p a i n t  w i t h  a l l  t h e  c o l o r s  o f  t h e  w i n d
C a n  y o u  p a i n t  w i t h  a l l  t h e  c o l o r s  o f  t h e  w i n d

H o w  h i g h  d o e s  t h e  s y c a m o r e  g r o w 
I f  y o u  c u t  i t  d o w n ,  t h e n  y o u ’ l l  n e v e r  k n o w
A n d  y o u ’ l l  n e v e r  h e a r  t h e  w o l f  c r y  t o  t h e  b l u e  c o r n  m o o n
F o r  w h e t h e r  w e  a r e  w h i t e  o r  c o p p e r - s k i n n e d
W e  n e e d  t o  s i n g  w i t h  a l l  t h e  v o i c e s  o f  t h e  m o u n t a i n
N e e d  t o  p a i n t  w i t h  a l l  t h e  c o l o r s  o f  t h e  w i n d
Y o u  c a n  o w n  t h e  e a r t h  a n d  s t i l l
A l l  y o u ’ l l  o w n  i s  e a r t h  u n t i l
Y o u  c a n  p a i n t  w i t h  a l l  t h e  c o l o r s  o f  t h e  w i n d

Y o u  t h i n k  y o u  o w n  w h a t e v e r  l a n d  y o u  l a n d  o n
T h e  e a r t h  i s  j u s t  a  d e a d  t h i n g  y o u  c a n  c l a i m

B u t  I  k n o w  e v e r y  r o c k  a n d  t r e e  a n d  c r e a t u r e
H a s  a  l i f e ,  h a s  a  s p i r i t ,  h a s  a  n a m e

Y o u  t h i n k  t h e  o n l y  p e o p l e  w h o  a r e  p e o p l e
A r e  t h e  p e o p l e  w h o  l o o k  a n d  t h i n k  l i k e  y o u

B u t  i f  y o u  w a l k  t h e  f o o t s t e p s  o f  a  s t r a n g e r
Y o u ’ l l  l e a r n  t h i n g s  y o u  n e v e r  k n e w  y o u  n e v e r  k n e w

H a v e  y o u  e v e r  h e a r d  t h e  w o l f  c r y  t o  t h e  b l u e  c o r n  m o o n
O r  a s k e d  t h e  g r i n n i n g  b o b c a t  w h y  h e  g r i n n e d

C a n  y o u  s i n g  w i t h  a l l  t h e  v o i c e s  o f  t h e  m o u n t a i n
C a n  y o u  p a i n t  w i t h  a l l  t h e  c o l o r s  o f  t h e  w i n d
C a n  y o u  p a i n t  w i t h  a l l  t h e  c o l o r s  o f  t h e  w i n d
C o m e  r u n  t h e  h i d d e n  p i n e  t r a i l s  o f  t h e  f o r e s t
C o m e  t a s t e  t h e  s u n - s w e e t  b e r r i e s  o f  t h e  e a r t h
C o m e  r o l l  i n  a l l  t h e  r i c h e s  a l l  a r o u n d  y o u

A n d  f o r  o n c e ,  n e v e r  w o n d e r  w h a t  t h e y ’ r e  w o r t h
T h e  r a i n s t o r m  a n d  t h e  r i v e r  a r e  m y  b r o t h e r s
T h e  h e r o n  a n d  t h e  o t t e r  a r e  m y  f r i e n d s
A n d  w e  a r e  a l l  c o n n e c t e d  t o  e a c h  o t h e r , 
I n  a  c i r c l e ,  i n  a  h o o p  t h a t  n e v e r  e n d s

H a v e  y o u  e v e r  h e a r d  t h e  w o l f  c r y  t o  t h e  b l u e  c o r n  m o o n
O r  l e t  t h e  e a g l e  t e l l  y o u  w h e r e  h e ’ s  b e e n

C a n  y o u  s i n g  w i t h  a l l  t h e  v o i c e s  o f  t h e  m o u n t a i n
C a n  y o u  p a i n t  w i t h  a l l  t h e  c o l o r s  o f  t h e  w i n d
C a n  y o u  p a i n t  w i t h  a l l  t h e  c o l o r s  o f  t h e  w i n d

H o w  h i g h  d o e s  t h e  s y c a m o r e  g r o w 
I f  y o u  c u t  i t  d o w n ,  t h e n  y o u ’ l l  n e v e r  k n o w
A n d  y o u ’ l l  n e v e r  h e a r  t h e  w o l f  c r y  t o  t h e  b l u e  c o r n  m o o n
F o r  w h e t h e r  w e  a r e  w h i t e  o r  c o p p e r - s k i n n e d
W e  n e e d  t o  s i n g  w i t h  a l l  t h e  v o i c e s  o f  t h e  m o u n t a i n
N e e d  t o  p a i n t  w i t h  a l l  t h e  c o l o r s  o f  t h e  w i n d
Y o u  c a n  o w n  t h e  e a r t h  a n d  s t i l l
A l l  y o u ’ l l  o w n  i s  e a r t h  u n t i l
Y o u  c a n  p a i n t  w i t h  a l l  t h e  c o l o r s  o f  t h e  w i n d

U

U

U

CC

o
oooo SSI IINNNN

W

WW
W

W
W Wh

W

th

i

NN
N

G

A

N

Y



Typography II / Spring 2018 Pei Jung Ho

W

D

Y   o   u    t    h   i    n   k     y    o    u     o    w    n    w    h    a    t    e    v     e    r     l    a    
n    d      y    o    u      l    a    n    d      o    n 
 T  h e   e a r t h   i s   j u s t   a   d e a d   t h i n g   y o u   c a n   c l a i m 
 
 B u t   I   k n o w   e v e r y   r o c k  a n d   t r e  e   a n d   c r e a t u r e 
 H a s   a  l i f e ,   h a s   a   s p i r i t ,   h a s   a   n a m e 
       Y o u   t h i n k   t h e   o n l y   p e o p l e   w h o   a r e   p e o p l e 
 A r e   t h e   p e o p l e   w h o   l o o k   a n d  t h i n k   l i k e   y o u 

B u t   i f   y o u   w a l k   t h e   f o o t s t e p s   o f   a   s t r a n g e r 
Y o u ’ l l   l e a r n   t h i n g s   y o u   n e v e r   k n e w   y o u   n e v e r   k n e w          H a v e   y o u   e v e r   h e a r d   t h e   w o l f   c r y   t o   t h e   b l u e   c o r n   m o o n O r   a s k e d   t h e   g r i n n i n g   b o b c a t   w h y   h e   g r i n n e d 
 
    C a n   y o u   s i n g   w i th   a l l   t h e   v o i c e s   o f   t h e   m o u n t a i n 

C    a    n      y    o    u      p    a    i    n    t      w    i    t    h      a    l    l      t    h    e  

              c    o    l    o    r    s      o    f      t    h    e      w    i     n    d    

C  a  n   y  o  u   p  a  i  n  t   w  i  t  h   a   l  l   t  h  e   c  o  l  o  r  s   o  f   t  h  e   w  i  n  
d
Come run the hidden pine trails of the forest
                  Come taste the sun-sweet berries of the earth
         Come roll in all the riches all around you

And for once, never wonder what they’re worth
      T   h   e     r   a   i   n   s   t   o   r   m    a   n   d    t   h   e    r   i   v  e   r    a   r   
e    m   y    b   r    o   t   h   e   r   s

           The heron and the otter are my friends
                A   n  d   w  e   a  r  e   a  l  l   c  o  n  n  e  c  t  e  d   t  o   e  a  c  h   o  t  h  e  
r   
   In a circle, in a hoop that never end

       C  a  n   y  o  u     s  i  n  g   w  i  t  h     a  l  l t h e           vo i c e s   o f   t h e   m o u n t a i  n  Can you paint with all the colors of the windCan you paint with all the colors of the wind

You think you own whatever land you land on

The earth is just a dead thing you can claim

But I know every rock and tree and creature

Has a life, has a spirit, has a name

You think the only people who are people

Are the people who look and think like you

But if you walk the footsteps of a stranger

You’ll learn things you never knew you never knew

Have you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moon

Or asked the grinning bobcat why he grinned

You think you own whatever land you land on

The earth is just a dead thing you can claim

But I know every rock and tree and creature

Has a life, has a spirit, has a name

You think the only people who are people

Are the people who look and think like you

But if you walk the footsteps of a stranger

You’ll learn things you never knew you never knew

Have you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moon

Or asked the grinning bobcat why he grinned

You think you own whatever land you land on

The earth is just a dead thing you can claim

But I know every rock and tree and creature

Has a life, has a spirit, has a name

You think the only people who are people

Are the people who look and think like you

But if you walk the footsteps of a stranger

You’ll learn things you never knew you never knew

Have you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moon

Or asked the grinning bobcat why he grinned

You think you own whatever land you land on

The earth is just a dead thing you can claim

But I know every rock and tree and creature

Has a life, has a spirit, has a name

You think the only people who are people

Are the people who look and think like you

But if you walk the footsteps of a stranger

You’ll learn things you never knew you never knew

Have you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moon

Or asked the grinning bobcat why he grinned

You think you own whatever land you land on

The earth is just a dead thing you can claim

But I know every rock and tree and creature

Has a life, has a spirit, has a name

You think the only people who are people

Are the people who look and think like you

But if you walk the footsteps of a stranger

You’ll learn things you never knew you never knew

Have you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moon

Or asked the grinning bobcat why he grinned

You think you own whatever land you land on

The earth is just a dead thing you can claim

But I know every rock and tree and creature

Has a life, has a spirit, has a name

You think the only people who are people

Are the people who look and think like you

But if you walk the footsteps of a stranger

You’ll learn things you never knew you never knew

Have you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moon

Or asked the grinning bobcat why he grinned

You think you own whatever land you land on

The earth is just a dead thing you can claim

But I know every rock and tree and creature

Has a life, has a spirit, has a name

You think the only people who are people

Are the people who look and think like you

But if you walk the footsteps of a stranger

You’ll learn things you never knew you never knew

Have you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moon

Or asked the grinning bobcat why he grinned

You think you own whatever land you land on

The earth is just a dead thing you can claim

But I know every rock and tree and creature

Has a life, has a spirit, has a name

You think the only people who are people

Are the people who look and think like you

But if you walk the footsteps of a stranger

You’ll learn things you never knew you never knew

Have you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moon

Or asked the grinning bobcat why he grinned

You think you own whatever land you land onThe earth is just a dead thing you can claimBut I know every rock and tree and creatureHas a life, has a spirit, has a nameYou think the only people who are peopleAre the people who look and think like youBut if you walk the footsteps of a 
strangerYou’ll learn things you never knew you never knewHave you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moonOr asked the grinning bobcat why he grinnedCan you sing with all the voices of the mountainCan you paint with all the colors of the windCan you paint with all the colors of the 
windCome run the hidden pine trails of the forestCome taste the sun-sweet berries of the earthCome roll in all the riches all around youAnd for once, never wonder what they’re worthThe rainstorm and the river are my brothe rsThe heron and the otter are my friend   sAnd we are all connect-
ed to each other  , In a circle, in a hoop that never endsHave you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moonOr let the eagle tell you where he’s beenCan you sing with all the voices of the mountainCan you paint with all the colors of the windCan you paint with all the colors of the windHow 

high does the sycamore grow If you cut it down, then you’ll never knowAnd you’ll never hear the wolf cry to the blue corn moonFor whether we are white or copper-skinnedWe need to sing with all the voices of the mountainNeed topaint with all the colors of the windYou can own the earth 
and stillAll you’ll own is earth untilYou can paint with all the colors of the wind

You think you own whatever land you land onThe earth is just a dead thing you can claimBut I know every rock and tree and creatureHas a  life, has a spirit, has a nameYou think the only people who are peopleAre the people who look and think like youBut if you walk the footsteps of a strangerYou’ll learn things you never knew you never knewHave you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moonOr asked the grinning bobcat why he grinnedCan you sing with 
all the voices of the mountainCan you paint with all the colors of the windCan you paint with all the colors of the windCome run the hidden pine trails of the forestCome taste the sun-sweet berries of the earthCome roll in all the riches all around youAnd for once, never wonder what they’re worthThe rainstorm and the river are my brothe rsThe heron and the otter are my friend   sAnd we are all connected to each other  , In a circle, in a hoop that never endsHave you 
ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moonOr let the eagle tell you where he’s beenCan you sing with all the voices of the mountainCan you paint with all the colors of the windCan you paint with all the colors of the windHow high does the sycamore grow If you cut it down, then you’ll never knowAnd you’ll never hear the wolf cry to the blue corn moonFor whether we are white or copper-skinnedWe need to sing with all the voices of the mountainNeed topaint with 
all the 
You think you own whatever land you land onThe earth is just a dead thing you can claimBut I know every rock and tree and creatureHas a  life, has a spirit, has a nameYou think the only people who are peopleAre the people who look and think like youBut if you walk the footsteps of a strangerYou’ll learn things you never knew you never knewHave you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moonOr asked the grinning bobcat why he grinnedCan you sing with 
all the voices of the mountainCan you paint with all the colors of the windCan you paint with all the colors of the windCome run the hidden pine trails of the forestCome taste the sun-sweet berries of the earthCome roll in all the riches all around youAnd for once, never wonder what they’re worthThe rainstorm and the river are my brothe rsThe heron and the otter are my friend   sAnd we are all connected to each other  , In a circle, in a hoop that never endsHave you 
ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moonOr let the eagle tell you where he’s beenCan you sing with all the voices of the mountainCan you paint with all the colors of the windCan you paint with all the colors of the windHow high does the sycamore grow If you cut it down, then you’ll never knowAnd you’ll never hear the wolf cry to the blue corn moonFor whether we are white or copper-skinnedWe need to sing with all the voices of the mountainNeed topaint with 
all the You think you own whatever land you land onThe earth is just a dead thing you can claimBut I know every rock and tree and creatureHas a  life, has a spirit, has a nameYou think the only people who are peopleAre the people who look and think like youBut if you walk the footsteps of a strangerYou’ll learn things you never knew you never knewHave you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moonOr asked the grinning bobcat why he grinnedCan you sing 
with all the voices of the mountainCan you paint with all the colors of the windCan you paint with all the colors of the windCome run the hidden pine trails of the forestCome taste the sun-sweet berries of the earthCome roll in all the riches all around youAnd for once, never wonder what they’re worthThe rainstorm and the river are my brothe rsThe heron and the otter are my friend   sAnd we are all connected to each other  , In a circle, in a hoop that never 
endsHave you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moonOr let the eagle tell you where he’s beenCan you sing with all the voices of the mountainCan you paint with all the colors of the windCan you paint with all the colors of the windHow high does the sycamore grow If you cut it down, then you’ll never knowAnd you’ll never hear the wolf cry to the blue corn moonFor whether we are white or copper-skinnedWe need to sing with all the voices of the mountain
Need topaint with all the You think you own whatever land you land onThe earth is just a dead thing you can claimBut I know every rock and tree and creatureHas a  life, has a spirit, has a nameYou think the only people who are peopleAre the people who look and think like youBut if you walk the footsteps of a strangerYou’ll learn things you never knew you never knewHave you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moonOr asked the grinning bobcat why he 
grinnedCan you sing with all the voices of the mountainCan you paint with all the colors of the windCan you paint with all the colors of the windCome run the hidden pine trails of the forestCome taste the sun-sweet berries of the earthCome roll in all the riches all around youAnd for once, never wonder what they’re worthThe rainstorm and the river are my brothe rsThe heron and the otter are my friend   sAnd we are all connected to each other  , In a circle, in a 
hoop that never endsHave you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moonOr let the eagle tell you where he’s beenCan you sing with all the voices of the mountainCan you paint with all the colors of the windCan you paint with all the colors of the windHow high does the sycamore grow If you cut it down, then you’ll never knowAnd you’ll never hear the wolf cry to the blue corn moonFor whether we are white or copper-skinnedWe need to sing with all the voices of 
the mountainNeed topaint with all the You think you own whatever land you land onThe earth is just a dead thing you can claimBut I know every rock and tree and creatureHas a  life, has a spirit, has a nameYou think the only people who are peopleAre the people who look and think like youBut if you walk the footsteps of a strangerYou’ll learn things you never knew you never knewHave you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moonOr asked the grinning 
bobcat why he grinnedCan you sing with all the voices of the mountainCan you paint with all the colors of the windCan you paint with all the colors of the windCome run the hidden pine trails of the forestCome taste the sun-sweet berries of the earthCome roll in all the riches all around youAnd for once, never wonder what they’re worthThe rainstorm and the river are my brothe rsThe heron and the otter are my friend   sAnd we are all connected to each other  , In a 
circle, in a hoop that never endsHave you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moonOr let the eagle tell you where he’s beenCan you sing with all the voices of the mountainCan you paint with all the colors of the windCan you paint with all the colors of the windHow high does the sycamore grow If you cut it down, then you’ll never knowAnd you’ll never hear the wolf cry to the blue corn moonFor whether we are white or copper-skinnedWe need to sing with all 
the voices of the mountainNeed topaint with all the You think you own whatever land you land onThe earth is just a dead thing you can claimBut I know every rock and tree and creatureHas a  life, has a spirit, has a nameYou think the only people who are peopleAre the people who look and think like youBut if you walk the footsteps of a strangerYou’ll learn things you never knew you never knewHave you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moonOr asked the 
grinning bobcat why he grinnedCan you sing with all the voices of the mountainCan you paint with all the colors of the windCan you paint with all the colors of the windCome run the hidden pine trails of the forestCome taste the sun-sweet berries of the earthCome roll in all the riches all around youAnd for once, never wonder what they’re worthThe rainstorm and the river are my brothe rsThe heron and the otter are my friend   sAnd we are all connected to each 
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H a v e  y o u  e v e r  h e a r d  t h e  w o l f  c r y  t o  t h e  b l u e  c o r n  m o o n
O r  a s k e d  t h e  g r i n n i n g  b o b c a t  w h y  h e  g r i n n e d

C a n  y o u  s i n g  w i t h  a l l  t h e  v o i c e s  o f  t h e  m o u n t a i n
C a n  y o u  p a i n t  w i t h  a l l  t h e  c o l o r s  o f  t h e  w i n d
C a n  y o u  p a i n t  w i t h  a l l  t h e  c o l o r s  o f  t h e  w i n d
C o m e  r u n  t h e  h i d d e n  p i n e  t r a i l s  o f  t h e  f o r e s t
C o m e  t a s t e  t h e  s u n - s w e e t  b e r r i e s  o f  t h e  e a r t h
C o m e  r o l l  i n  a l l  t h e  r i c h e s  a l l  a r o u n d  y o u

A n d  f o r  o n c e ,  n e v e r  w o n d e r  w h a t  t h e y ’ r e  w o r t h
T h e  r a i n s t o r m  a n d  t h e  r i v e r  a r e  m y  b r o t h e r s
T h e  h e r o n  a n d  t h e  o t t e r  a r e  m y  f r i e n d s
A n d  w e  a r e  a l l  c o n n e c t e d  t o  e a c h  o t h e r , 
I n  a  c i r c l e ,  i n  a  h o o p  t h a t  n e v e r  e n d s

H a v e  y o u  e v e r  h e a r d  t h e  w o l f  c r y  t o  t h e  b l u e  c o r n  m o o n
O r  l e t  t h e  e a g l e  t e l l  y o u  w h e r e  h e ’ s  b e e n

C a n  y o u  s i n g  w i t h  a l l  t h e  v o i c e s  o f  t h e  m o u n t a i n
C a n  y o u  p a i n t  w i t h  a l l  t h e  c o l o r s  o f  t h e  w i n d
C a n  y o u  p a i n t  w i t h  a l l  t h e  c o l o r s  o f  t h e  w i n d

H o w  h i g h  d o e s  t h e  s y c a m o r e  g r o w 
I f  y o u  c u t  i t  d o w n ,  t h e n  y o u ’ l l  n e v e r  k n o w
A n d  y o u ’ l l  n e v e r  h e a r  t h e  w o l f 
c r y  t o  t h e  b l u e  c o r n  m o o n
F o r  w h e t h e r  w e  a r e  w h i t e  o r  c o p p e r - s k i n n e d
W e  n e e d  t o  s i n g  w i t h  a l l  t h e  v o i c e s  o f  t h e  m o u n t a i n
N e e d  t o  p a i n t  w i t h  a l l  t h e  c o l o r s  o f  t h e  w i n d
Y o u  c a n  o w n  t h e  e a r t h  a n d  s t i l l
A l l  y o u ’ l l  o w n  i s  e a r t h  u n t i l
Y o u  c a n  p a i n t  w i t h  a l l  t h e  c o l o r s  o f  t h e  w i n d

Y o u  t h i n k  y o u  o w n  w h a t e v e r  l a n d  y o u  l a n d  o n
T h e  e a r t h  i s  j u s t  a  d e a d  t h i n g  y o u  c a n  c l a i m

B u t  I  k n o w  e v e r y  r o c k  a n d  t r e e  a n d  c r e a t u r e
H a s  a  l i f e ,  h a s  a  s p i r i t ,  h a s  a  n a m e

Y o u  t h i n k  t h e  o n l y  p e o p l e  w h o  a r e  p e o p l e
A r e  t h e  p e o p l e  w h o  l o o k  a n d  t h i n k  l i k e  y o u

B u t  i f  y o u  w a l k  t h e  f o o t s t e p s  o f  a  s t r a n g e r
Y o u ’ l l  l e a r n  t h i n g s  y o u  n e v e r  k n e w  y o u  n e v e r  k n e w

H a v e  y o u  e v e r  h e a r d  t h e  w o l f  c r y  t o  t h e  b l u e  c o r n  m o o n
O r  a s k e d  t h e  g r i n n i n g  b o b c a t  w h y  h e  g r i n n e d

C a n  y o u  s i n g  w i t h  a l l  t h e  v o i c e s  o f  t h e  m o u n t a i n
C a n  y o u  p a i n t  w i t h  a l l  t h e  c o l o r s  o f  t h e  w i n d
C a n  y o u  p a i n t  w i t h  a l l  t h e  c o l o r s  o f  t h e  w i n d
C o m e  r u n  t h e  h i d d e n  p i n e  t r a i l s  o f  t h e  f o r e s t
C o m e  t a s t e  t h e  s u n - s w e e t  b e r r i e s  o f  t h e  e a r t h
C o m e  r o l l  i n  a l l  t h e  r i c h e s  a l l  a r o u n d  y o u

A n d  f o r  o n c e ,  n e v e r  w o n d e r  w h a t  t h e y ’ r e  w o r t h
T h e  r a i n s t o r m  a n d  t h e  r i v e r  a r e  m y  b r o t h e r s
T h e  h e r o n  a n d  t h e  o t t e r  a r e  m y  f r i e n d s
A n d  w e  a r e  a l l  c o n n e c t e d  t o  e a c h  o t h e r , 
I n  a  c i r c l e ,  i n  a  h o o p  t h a t  n e v e r  e n d s

H a v e  y o u  e v e r  h e a r d  t h e  w o l f  c r y  t o  t h e  b l u e  c o r n  m o o n
O r  l e t  t h e  e a g l e  t e l l  y o u  w h e r e  h e ’ s  b e e n

C a n  y o u  s i n g  w i t h  a l l  t h e  v o i c e s  o f  t h e  m o u n t a i n
C a n  y o u  p a i n t  w i t h  a l l  t h e  c o l o r s  o f  t h e  w i n d
C a n  y o u  p a i n t  w i t h  a l l  t h e  c o l o r s  o f  t h e  w i n d

H o w  h i g h  d o e s  t h e  s y c a m o r e  g r o w 
I f  y o u  c u t  i t  d o w n ,  t h e n  y o u ’ l l  n e v e r  k n o w
A n d  y o u ’ l l  n e v e r  h e a r  t h e  w o l f 
c r y  t o  t h e  b l u e  c o r n  m o o n
F o r  w h e t h e r  w e  a r e  w h i t e  o r  c o p p e r - s k i n n e d
W e  n e e d  t o  s i n g  w i t h  a l l  t h e  v o i c e s  o f  t h e  m o u n t a i n
N e e d  t o  p a i n t  w i t h  a l l  t h e  c o l o r s  o f  t h e  w i n d
Y o u  c a n  o w n  t h e  e a r t h  a n d  s t i l l
A l l  y o u ’ l l  o w n  i s  e a r t h  u n t i l
Y o u  c a n  p a i n t  w i t h  a l l  t h e  c o l o r s  o f  t h e  w i n d

Y o u  t h i n k  y o u  o w n  w h a t e v e r  l a n d  y o u  l a n d  o n
T h e  e a r t h  i s  j u s t  a  d e a d  t h i n g  y o u  c a n  c l a i m

B u t  I  k n o w  e v e r y  r o c k  a n d  t r e e  a n d  c r e a t u r e
H a s  a  l i f e ,  h a s  a  s p i r i t ,  h a s  a  n a m e

Y o u  t h i n k  t h e  o n l y  p e o p l e  w h o  a r e  p e o p l e
A r e  t h e  p e o p l e  w h o  l o o k  a n d  t h i n k  l i k e  y o u

B u t  i f  y o u  w a l k  t h e  f o o t s t e p s  o f  a  s t r a n g e r
Y o u ’ l l  l e a r n  t h i n g s  y o u  n e v e r  k n e w  y o u  n e v e r  k n e w

H a v e  y o u  e v e r  h e a r d  t h e  w o l f 
c r y  t o  t h e  b l u e  c o r n  m o o n

O r  a s k e d  t h e  g r i n n i n g  b o b c a t  w h y  h e  g r i n n e d

C a n  y o u  s i n g  w i t h  a l l  t h e  v o i c e s  o f  t h e  m o u n t a i n
C a n  y o u  p a i n t  w i t h  a l l  t h e  c o l o r s  o f  t h e  w i n d

C a n  y o u  p a i n t  w i t h  a l l  t h e  c o l o r s  o f  t h e  w i n d
C o m e  r u n  t h e  h i d d e n  p i n e  t r a i l s  o f  t h e  f o r e s t

C o m e  t a s t e  t h e  s u n - s w e e t  b e r r i e s  o f  t h e  e a r t h
C o m e  r o l l  i n  a l l  t h e  r i c h e s  a l l  a r o u n d  y o u

A n d  f o r  o n c e ,  n e v e r  w o n d e r  w h a t  t h e y ’ r e  w o r t h
T h e  r a i n s t o r m  a n d  t h e  r i v e r  a r e  m y  b r o t h e r s

T h e  h e r o n  a n d  t h e  o t t e r  a r e  m y  f r i e n d s
A n d  w e  a r e  a l l  c o n n e c t e d  t o  e a c h  o t h e r , 

I n  a  c i r c l e ,  i n  a  h o o p  t h a t  n e v e r  e n d s

H a v e  y o u  e v e r  h e a r d  t h e  w o l f  c r y  t o  t h e  b l u e  c o r n  m o o n
O r  l e t  t h e  e a g l e  t e l l  y o u  w h e r e  h e ’ s  b e e n

C a n  y o u  s i n g  w i t h  a l l  t h e  v o i c e s  o f  t h e  m o u n t a i n
C a n  y o u  p a i n t  w i t h  a l l  t h e  c o l o r s  o f  t h e  w i n d

C a n  y o u  p a i n t  w i t h  a l l  t h e  c o l o r s  o f  t h e  w i n d

H o w  h i g h  d o e s  t h e  s y c a m o r e  g r o w 
I f  y o u  c u t  i t  d o w n ,  t h e n  y o u ’ l l  n e v e r  k n o w

A n d  y o u ’ l l  n e v e r  h e a r  t h e  w o l f 
c r y  t o  t h e  b l u e  c o r n  m o o n

F o r  w h e t h e r  w e  a r e  w h i t e  o r  c o p p e r - s k i n n e d
W e  n e e d  t o  s i n g  w i t h  a l l  t h e  v o i c e s  o f  t h e  m o u n t a i n

N e e d  t o  p a i n t  w i t h  a l l  t h e  c o l o r s  o f  t h e  w i n d
Y o u  c a n  o w n  t h e  e a r t h  a n d  s t i l l

A l l  y o u ’ l l  o w n  i s  e a r t h  u n t i l
Y o u  c a n  p a i n t  w i t h  a l l  t h e  c o l o r s  o f  t h e  w i n d

W



Typography II / Spring 2018 Pei Jung Ho

where you 
    stand

April  2, 2018
Philips Arena
Atlanta, GA

April  5, 2018
Sprint Center

Kansas City, MO

April  8, 2018
Key Arena

Seattle, WA

April  9, 2018
Moda Center
Portland, OR

April  11, 2018
Santa Barbara Bowl
Santa Barbara, CA

April  14, 2018
The Wiltern

Los Angeles, CA

April  17, 2018
Greek Theatre
Berkeley, CA

April  18, 2018
Greek Theatre
Berkeley, CA

April  21, 2018
Coachella Festival

Indio, CA

May 6, 2018
Electric Factory

Philadelphia, PA

May 7, 2018
House of Blues

Boston, MA

May 9, 2018
Webster Theater

Hartford, CT

May 11, 2018
Playstation Theater

New York, NY

May 14, 2018
City Field

Flushing, NY

May 16, 2018
The Fillmore

Silver Spring, MD

May 18, 2018
Baltimore Soundstage

Baltimore, MD

May 20, 2018
The Underground

Charlotte, NC

May 23, 2017
The Ritz

Raleigh, NC

May 28, 2018
House of Blues

Houston, TX

June 2, 2018
Ford Field

Detroit, MI

June 5, 2018
Soldier Field
Chicago, IL

June 7, 2018
Marlins Park

Miami, FL

c o l o r s  o f  t h e  w i n d

Y o u  t h i n k 
I ’ m  a n  i g n o -
r a n t  s a v a g e
A n d  y o u ’ v e  b e e n 
s o  m a n y  p l a c e s
I  g u e s s  i t 
m u s t  b e  s o
B u t  s t i l l  I 
c a n n o t  s e e
I f  t h e  s a v -
a g e  o n e  i s  m e
H o w  c a n  t h e r e 
b e  s o  m u c h  t h a t 
y o u  d o n ’ t  k n o w
Y o u  d o n ’ t  k n o w
Y o u  t h i n k  y o u 
o w n  w h a t e v e r 
l a n d  y o u  l a n d  o n
T h e  E a r t h  i s  j u s t 
a  d e a d  t h i n g 
y o u  c a n  c l a i m
B u t  I  k n o w  e v e r y 
r o c k  a n d  t r e e 
a n d  c r e a t u r e
H a s  a  l i f e , 
h a s  a  s p i r -
i t ,  h a s  a  n a m e
Y o u  t h i n k  t h e 
o n l y  p e o p l e 
w h o  a r e  p e o p l e
A r e  t h e  p e o p l e 
w h o  l o o k  a n d 
t h i n k  l i k e  y o u
B u t  i f  y o u  w a l k 
t h e  f o o t s t e p s 
o f  a  s t r a n g e r
Y o u ’ l l  l e a r n 
t h i n g s  y o u  n e v -
e r  k n e w ,  y o u 
n e v e r  k n e w
H a v e  y o u  e v e r 
h e a r d  t h e  w o l f 
c r y  t o  t h e 
b l u e  c o r n  m o o n
O r  a s k e d  t h e 
g r i n n i n g  b o b -
c a t  w h y  h e 
g r i n n e d
C a n  y o u  s i n g 
w i t h  a l l  t h e 
v o i c e s  o f  t h e 
m o u n t a i n s
C a n  y o u  p a i n t 
w i t h  a l l  t h e  c o l -
o r s  o f  t h e  w i n d
C a n  y o u  p a i n t 
w i t h  a l l  t h e  c o l -
o r s  o f  t h e  w i n d
C o m e  r u n  t h e 
h i d d e n  p i n e 
t r a i l s  o f 
t h e  f o r e s t
C o m e  t a s t e  t h e 
s u n  s w e e t  b e r -
r i e s  o f  t h e  E a r t h
C o m e  r o l l  i n 
a l l  t h e  r i c h e s 
a l l  a r o u n d  y o u
A n d  f o r 
o n c e ,  n e v -
e r  w o n d e r  w h a t 
t h e y ’ r e  w o r t h
T h e  r a i n s t o r m 
a n d  t h e  r i v e r 
a r e  m y  b r o t h e r s
T h e  h e r o n  a n d 
t h e  o t t e r  a r e 
m y  f r i e n d s
A n d  w e  a r e 
a l l  c o n n e c t e d 
t o  e a c h  o t h e r
I n  a  c i r c l e , 
i n  a  h o o p  t h a t 
n e v e r  e n d s
H o w  h i g h  w i l l 
t h e  s y c a -
m o r e  g r o w
I f  y o u  c u t  i t 
d o w n ,  t h e n 
y o u ’ l l  n e v -
e r  k n o w
A n d  y o u ’ l l  n e v -
e r  h e a r  t h e 
w o l f  c r y  t o  t h e 
b l u e  c o r n  m o o n
F o r  w h e t h e r  w e 
a r e  w h i t e  o r 
c o p p e r  s k i n n e d
W e  n e e d  t o 
s i n g  w i t h  a l l 
t h e  v o i c e s  o f 
t h e  m o u n t a i n s
W e  n e e d  t o  p a i n t 
w i t h  a l l  t h e  c o l -
o r s  o f  t h e  w i n d
Y o u  c a n  o w n  t h e 
E a r t h  a n d  s t i l l
A l l  y o u ’ l l  o w n 
i s  E a r t h  u n t i l
Y o u  c a n  p a i n t 
w i t h  a l l  t h e  c o l -
o r s  o f  t h e  w i n d

c o l o r s  o f  t h e  w i n d

Y o u  t h i n k 
I ’ m  a n  i g n o -
r a n t  s a v a g e
A n d  y o u ’ v e  b e e n 
s o  m a n y  p l a c e s
I  g u e s s  i t 
m u s t  b e  s o
B u t  s t i l l  I 
c a n n o t  s e e
I f  t h e  s a v -
a g e  o n e  i s  m e
H o w  c a n  t h e r e 
b e  s o  m u c h  t h a t 
y o u  d o n ’ t  k n o w
Y o u  d o n ’ t  k n o w
Y o u  t h i n k  y o u 
o w n  w h a t e v e r 
l a n d  y o u  l a n d  o n
T h e  E a r t h  i s  j u s t 
a  d e a d  t h i n g 
y o u  c a n  c l a i m
B u t  I  k n o w  e v e r y 
r o c k  a n d  t r e e 
a n d  c r e a t u r e
H a s  a  l i f e , 
h a s  a  s p i r -
i t ,  h a s  a  n a m e
Y o u  t h i n k  t h e 
o n l y  p e o p l e 
w h o  a r e  p e o p l e
A r e  t h e  p e o p l e 
w h o  l o o k  a n d 
t h i n k  l i k e  y o u
B u t  i f  y o u  w a l k 
t h e  f o o t s t e p s 
o f  a  s t r a n g e r
Y o u ’ l l  l e a r n 
t h i n g s  y o u  n e v -
e r  k n e w ,  y o u 
n e v e r  k n e w
H a v e  y o u  e v e r 
h e a r d  t h e  w o l f 
c r y  t o  t h e 
b l u e  c o r n  m o o n
O r  a s k e d  t h e 
g r i n n i n g  b o b -
c a t  w h y  h e 
g r i n n e d
C a n  y o u  s i n g 
w i t h  a l l  t h e 
v o i c e s  o f  t h e 
m o u n t a i n s
C a n  y o u  p a i n t 
w i t h  a l l  t h e  c o l -
o r s  o f  t h e  w i n d
C a n  y o u  p a i n t 
w i t h  a l l  t h e  c o l -
o r s  o f  t h e  w i n d
C o m e  r u n  t h e 
h i d d e n  p i n e 
t r a i l s  o f 
t h e  f o r e s t
C o m e  t a s t e  t h e 
s u n  s w e e t  b e r -
r i e s  o f  t h e  E a r t h
C o m e  r o l l  i n 
a l l  t h e  r i c h e s 
a l l  a r o u n d  y o u
A n d  f o r 
o n c e ,  n e v -
e r  w o n d e r  w h a t 
t h e y ’ r e  w o r t h
T h e  r a i n s t o r m 
a n d  t h e  r i v e r 
a r e  m y  b r o t h e r s
T h e  h e r o n  a n d 
t h e  o t t e r  a r e 
m y  f r i e n d s
A n d  w e  a r e 
a l l  c o n n e c t e d 
t o  e a c h  o t h e r
I n  a  c i r c l e , 
i n  a  h o o p  t h a t 
n e v e r  e n d s
H o w  h i g h  w i l l 
t h e  s y c a -
m o r e  g r o w
I f  y o u  c u t  i t 
d o w n ,  t h e n 
y o u ’ l l  n e v -
e r  k n o w
A n d  y o u ’ l l  n e v -
e r  h e a r  t h e 
w o l f  c r y  t o  t h e 
b l u e  c o r n  m o o n
F o r  w h e t h e r  w e 
a r e  w h i t e  o r 
c o p p e r  s k i n n e d
W e  n e e d  t o 
s i n g  w i t h  a l l 
t h e  v o i c e s  o f 
t h e  m o u n t a i n s
W e  n e e d  t o  p a i n t 
w i t h  a l l  t h e  c o l -
o r s  o f  t h e  w i n d
Y o u  c a n  o w n  t h e 
E a r t h  a n d  s t i l l
A l l  y o u ’ l l  o w n 
i s  E a r t h  u n t i l
Y o u  c a n  p a i n t 
w i t h  a l l  t h e  c o l -
o r s  o f  t h e  w i n d

Scientist

Tewolde Egziabher, 67, a slight, Gandhian figure, is a UK-trained biologist who runs Ethiopia’s envi-
ronment protection agency and has proved himself an extraordinarily effective negotiator. At 2am at 
the 2002 Earth Summit , he made one of the most impassioned speeches heard at a global meeting. 
It had looked certain that the world’s politicians would back a US proposal giving the World Trade 
Organisation the power to override international environment treaties, but he shamed the ministers 
into voting it down. No one could remember a personal intervention having such an impact, and his 
battles on behalf of developing countries to protect them from patents, unfettered free trade and 
GM crops are legendary. He was nominated by Vandana Shiva.
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Scientist

Tewolde Egziabher, 67, a slight, Gandhian figure, is a UK-trained biologist who runs Ethiopia’s 
environment protection agency and has proved himself an extraordinarily effective negotiator. 

At 2am at the 2002 Earth Summit , he made one of the most impassioned speeches heard at 
a global meeting. It had looked certain that the world’s politicians would back a US proposal 
giving the World Trade Organisation the power to override international environment treaties, 
but he shamed the ministers into voting it down. No one could remember a personal interven-
tion having such an impact, and his battles on behalf of developing countries to protect them 
from patents, unfettered free trade and GM crops are legendary. He was nominated by Van-

dana Shiva.
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PROJECT 2 final solution_expressive poster W

D

Y   o   u    t    h   i    n   k     y    o    u     o    w    n    w    h    a    t    e    v     e    r     l    a    
n    d      y    o    u      l    a    n    d      o    n 
 T  h e   e a r t h   i s   j u s t   a   d e a d   t h i n g   y o u   c a n   c l a i m 
 
 B u t   I   k n o w   e v e r y   r o c k  a n d   t r e  e   a n d   c r e a t u r e 
 H a s   a  l i f e ,   h a s   a   s p i r i t ,   h a s   a   n a m e 
       Y o u   t h i n k   t h e   o n l y   p e o p l e   w h o   a r e   p e o p l e 
 A r e   t h e   p e o p l e   w h o   l o o k   a n d  t h i n k   l i k e   y o u 

B u t   i f   y o u   w a l k   t h e   f o o t s t e p s   o f   a   s t r a n g e r 
Y o u ’ l l   l e a r n   t h i n g s   y o u   n e v e r   k n e w   y o u   n e v e r   k n e w          H a v e   y o u   e v e r   h e a r d   t h e   w o l f   c r y   t o   t h e   b l u e   c o r n   m o o n O r   a s k e d   t h e   g r i n n i n g   b o b c a t   w h y   h e   g r i n n e d 
 
    C a n   y o u   s i n g   w i th   a l l   t h e   v o i c e s   o f   t h e   m o u n t a i n 

C    a    n      y    o    u      p    a    i    n    t      w    i    t    h      a    l    l      t    h    e  

              c    o    l    o    r    s      o    f      t    h    e      w    i     n    d    

C  a  n   y  o  u   p  a  i  n  t   w  i  t  h   a   l  l   t  h  e   c  o  l  o  r  s   o  f   t  h  e   w  i  n  
d
Come run the hidden pine trails of the forest
                  Come taste the sun-sweet berries of the earth
         Come roll in all the riches all around you

And for once, never wonder what they’re worth
      T   h   e     r   a   i   n   s   t   o   r   m    a   n   d    t   h   e    r   i   v  e   r    a   r   
e    m   y    b   r    o   t   h   e   r   s

           The heron and the otter are my friends
                A   n  d   w  e   a  r  e   a  l  l   c  o  n  n  e  c  t  e  d   t  o   e  a  c  h   o  t  h  e  
r   
   In a circle, in a hoop that never end

       C  a  n   y  o  u     s  i  n  g   w  i  t  h     a  l  l t h e           vo i c e s   o f   t h e   m o u n t a i  n  Can you paint with all the colors of the windCan you paint with all the colors of the wind

You think you own whatever land you land on

The earth is just a dead thing you can claim

But I know every rock and tree and creature

Has a life, has a spirit, has a name

You think the only people who are people

Are the people who look and think like you

But if you walk the footsteps of a stranger

You’ll learn things you never knew you never knew

Have you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moon

Or asked the grinning bobcat why he grinned

You think you own whatever land you land on

The earth is just a dead thing you can claim

But I know every rock and tree and creature

Has a life, has a spirit, has a name

You think the only people who are people

Are the people who look and think like you

But if you walk the footsteps of a stranger

You’ll learn things you never knew you never knew

Have you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moon

Or asked the grinning bobcat why he grinned

You think you own whatever land you land on

The earth is just a dead thing you can claim

But I know every rock and tree and creature

Has a life, has a spirit, has a name

You think the only people who are people

Are the people who look and think like you

But if you walk the footsteps of a stranger

You’ll learn things you never knew you never knew

Have you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moon

Or asked the grinning bobcat why he grinned

You think you own whatever land you land on

The earth is just a dead thing you can claim

But I know every rock and tree and creature

Has a life, has a spirit, has a name

You think the only people who are people

Are the people who look and think like you

But if you walk the footsteps of a stranger

You’ll learn things you never knew you never knew

Have you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moon

Or asked the grinning bobcat why he grinned

You think you own whatever land you land on

The earth is just a dead thing you can claim

But I know every rock and tree and creature

Has a life, has a spirit, has a name

You think the only people who are people

Are the people who look and think like you

But if you walk the footsteps of a stranger

You’ll learn things you never knew you never knew

Have you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moon

Or asked the grinning bobcat why he grinned

You think you own whatever land you land on

The earth is just a dead thing you can claim

But I know every rock and tree and creature

Has a life, has a spirit, has a name

You think the only people who are people

Are the people who look and think like you

But if you walk the footsteps of a stranger

You’ll learn things you never knew you never knew

Have you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moon

Or asked the grinning bobcat why he grinned

You think you own whatever land you land on

The earth is just a dead thing you can claim

But I know every rock and tree and creature

Has a life, has a spirit, has a name

You think the only people who are people

Are the people who look and think like you

But if you walk the footsteps of a stranger

You’ll learn things you never knew you never knew

Have you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moon

Or asked the grinning bobcat why he grinned

You think you own whatever land you land on

The earth is just a dead thing you can claim

But I know every rock and tree and creature

Has a life, has a spirit, has a name

You think the only people who are people

Are the people who look and think like you

But if you walk the footsteps of a stranger

You’ll learn things you never knew you never knew

Have you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moon

Or asked the grinning bobcat why he grinned

You think you own whatever land you land on

The earth is just a dead thing you can claim

But I know every rock and tree and creature

Has a life, has a spirit, has a name

You think the only people who are people

Are the people who look and think like you

But if you walk the footsteps of a stranger

You’ll learn things you never knew you never knew

Have you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moon

Or asked the grinning bobcat why he grinned

You think you own whatever land you land on

The earth is just a dead thing you can claim

But I know every rock and tree and creature

Has a life, has a spirit, has a name

You think the only people who are people

Are the people who look and think like you

But if you walk the footsteps of a stranger

You’ll learn things you never knew you never knew

Have you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moon

Or asked the grinning bobcat why he grinned

You think you own whatever land you land onThe earth is just a dead thing you can claimBut I know every rock and tree and creatureHas a life, has a spirit, has a nameYou think the only people who are peopleAre the people who look and think like youBut if you walk the footsteps of a 
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PROJECT 2 final solution_information poster
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PROJECT 2 written reflection

Due to both project one and two focus on the same 
content, I would like to combine the reflections of them 
together. 

From the beginning, my very first barrier was that I 
knew a few songs that contain serious issues. I just started 
from searching the internet and picked one nature-friendly 
song. There isn’t any personal reason for the song choice 
and I just tried to illustrate my interpretation for the music 
and the concept of the lyric. At the project 1, I aimed to 
present different ideas through the various compositions 
firstly. Then I found that I have no more ideas soon after 
I did about the half. And also I felt that my works were 
lack of visual qualities comparing to another classmates’ 
works. The critiques during the process is really helpful 
for me to think about the weakness of my works. Then I 
could examine them through different perspectives. There 
were a lot of excellent and delicate composition s from the 
other classmates which were very impressive for me. Later 
I mostly used the texts as visual elements to practice how 
to organize the overall composition regardless of eligibility. 
Despite it became a little bit boring cause we kept working 
on the same song from project one to project two, I think 
that the solid understanding of the song we built in the first 
project is important and profitable to the second one. It 
saved much time and based on that experiences, It wasn’t 
hard to start the posters. I felt more comfortable about 
making posters this time than before. I’m not sure whether 
is because we only need to deal with the texts. Anyway, 
the challenges parts are, still, how to create the hierarchal 
effects on the different distance and balance between eligi-
bility and expression. I have no clear ideas of the standard 
rules for making posters like what kind of obvious prob-

lems we should avoid or what kind of the convention people 
usually apply in the posters. I always felt not confident 
about what I did. I think the solution for this problem is to 
study books!Haha. At the final critique, I got some positive 
feedbacks which mentioned about the color choice, the sub-
tle texture in the background and the expression the song. 
On the contrary, the composition is what I need to improve. 

In addition, I only spoke in my turn to start the dis-
cussion. I was still afraid of talking even I had opinions!!!!! 
Practice more how to accurately describing and SPEAK !
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PROJECT 3 assignment instruction

o v e r v i e w

project 3 is a typographic dialogue between two pieces of writing in the form of a book that you will design, typeset and bind.

the primary text is the dominant voice in the book and the secondary text is the secondary voice or response to the primary text.

for the primary text, you will be working with “Gifts and Giving” by Frank Chimero / the secondary text is your choice and should 
function as your response to the primary text.

this project is a modified version of an original project by Lucinda Hitchcock / Chair of GD at RISD.e m p h a s i s

+ design systems

+ grids

+ type as image

+ sequence

o b j e c t i v e s

+ work with pacing, transition and rhythm 
to communicate sequence
+ work proficiently with digital typesetting
+ negotiate multiple texts within a single 
grid and publication
+ strengthen ability to express oneself 
through typography
+ manipulate typographic syntax, hierarchy 
and placement within grid structures to 
improve communication and enhance user 
experience.

S c h e d u l e

week of feb 26 – proj 3 / begin – proj 2 / deliver
[a message and its response: research, grids, systems]
week of mar 5 proj 3 / working
week of mar 12 / spring break
week of mar 19 proj 3 / working
week of mar 26 proj 3 / working
week of april 2 – proj 4 / begin – proj 3 / deliver

s p e c i f i c a t i o n s

+ books must be purely typographic / type and type as image
+ the page count for the final book should be at least 32 pages in-
cluding front matter, back matter and body of the book.
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PROJECT 3 research and ideation
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PROJECT 3 research and ideation



Typography II / Spring 2018 Pei Jung Ho

PROJECT 3 research and ideation
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PROJECT 3 mock-ups, rough designs
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         “Not I, not I, 

but the wind that blows through me!”

     D.H. LAWRENCE
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There is an old Japanese tale about a poor student who was away from home and living at an inn. 
One evening, as his stomach grumbled, he smelled the briny scent of fish coming from the inn’s kitchen as the innkeeper made his dinner. He wandered his way outdoors to the 
kitchen’s window, and sat below the sill with his meager meal of rice, hoping that the scent of the fish might improve his paltry dish. 
The student did this for many weeks, until one night the innkeeper spotted him and became furious. He grabbed the youngster by the arm and dragged him to stand before the 
local magistrate, demanding payment from the student for the scent of the fish that he had stolen.
“This is most curious,” said the magistrate, who thought for a moment and then came to a conclusion. “How much money do you have with you?” he
asked the student, who then produced three gold coins from his pocket.
The student feared that he would be forced to pay the innkeeper the last of his money, but the magistrate continued. 
“Please,” he said, “put all the coins in one of your hands.” 
The student did as he was asked. “Now, pour those coins into your other hand.” The student dumped the coins. With that, the magistrate dis- missed the innkeeper and stu-
dent’s case.
The innkeeper yelped in confusion, “How can this be settled?
I’ve not been paid!”

                       “Yes, you have,” replied the magistrate. 
“The smell of your fish has been repaid by the sound of his money.”

The Japanese have many tales about this 
eighteenth century magistrate’s rulings, but the 
story of the stolen smell is the most often told. 

The student, despite not paying for the fish, 
was able to benefit from its scent, enjoying 

what amounted to an accidental gift from the 
innkeeper that added flavor to his bowl of rice. 
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“
What information consumes is 

rather obvious: it consumes the 

attention of its recipients,”
 

he wrote.
 

In 1971, the oft-quoted political scientist H
erbert Sim

on predicted that in an inform
ation age, cultural producers 

(that’s d esig ners , but also f ilm
m

ak er s , theater typ e s , m
usicians, artis ts ) w

ould quickly face a shortage of attention. 

The lesson of the innkeeper’s story is that the things we make transcend commerce and ownership – they are 
an experience to have rather than an object to own or a service to access. 

4

Stop and look around you. 

How much of your environment is created? 

How many things that surround you are designed by someone? 

From                   the wheat-pasted posters on the street, 
to                         the octagonal stop signs on the road; 
                             the overstuffed arms of the sofa where you sit, 
to                         the milky consistency of the page 
on which these words are printed, 
or maybe even 
                             the bezel of the device on which you’re reading this. 
  

All of these choices are designed, and they all coalesce into 
the experience of this moment. 
Most designers realize that much of our lives are designed, 
but we don’t often stop to think that the work’s widespread 
presence turns our design choices into significant contribu-
tions to the ambiance of life. 

I feel similar to the student when enjoying the creative 
work that most inspires me. I’m working on my own 
projects, eating my humble bowl of rice, while reading, 
watching, and using the best that humankind has to offer. 
I’m awkwardly stringing together words into sentences, 
and then I get to have the wind knocked out of me by the 
first paragraph of Moby Dick. I get to be in that work’s 
presence, to sit under the window and steal the scent of the 
things I love, in order to improve what I make.

The lesson of the innkeeper’s story is that the things we make transcend commerce and ownership – they are 
an experience to have rather than an object to own or a service to access. 

(        There is an aspect to the work’s value that can 
not be described in dollars and cents.        )
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Lewis Hyde, in his landmark book The Gift, 

describes how art simultaneously exists in both the market and gift economies, and that the appropriate way to look at the work of a creative 
individual is as a gift. 
Hyde uses the qualities of a gift economy to articulate the attributes and value of the creative perspective and to assess the resonance and 
worth of the creative work once it is shared with others. There is value in a creative work to bond people and engender cohesion in commu-
nities, and this worth can’t be fully articulated in strictly commercial terms. 

Instead, Hyde looks for lessons in gift economies to understand the patterns and opportunities of an arrangement where 
value is exchanged outside of finances.

Design seeks to create experiences in addition to being profitable, so the price 
and profit of the work represent only part of its value. 

I think the most fitting way to think about the best works 
of design are as gifts.
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Lewis Hyde, in his landmark book The Gift, 

describes how art simultaneously exists in both the market and gift economies, and that the appropriate way to look at the work of a creative 
individual is as a gift. 
Hyde uses the qualities of a gift economy to articulate the attributes and value of the creative perspective and to assess the resonance and 
worth of the creative work once it is shared with others. There is value in a creative work to bond people and engender cohesion in commu-
nities, and this worth can’t be fully articulated in strictly commercial terms. 

Instead, Hyde looks for lessons in gift economies to understand the patterns and opportunities of an arrangement where 
value is exchanged outside of finances.

Typically, the success of 
a design is defined by the 
economics of the work. 
Good design is profitable, 
because finances help see 
that design endures. But 
as stated earlier, design 
is equal parts art and 
commerce. 

The dual nature implies that 
there are opportunities and 
values in the practice that 
transcend commerce to 
enter into a space of collab-
oration and value creation 
that can’t be captured on a 
ledger. 

Design seeks to create experiences in addition to being profitable, so the price 
and profit of the work represent only part of its value. 

I think the most fitting way to think about the best works 
of design are as gifts.
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The gift lives in the work, but also in the work’s creator. 

We typically describe someone’s talent by saying they 
have a gift for it, as if their eye for color or perfect pitch were blessings 
imbued from someone somewhere else. In our best, most creative moments, 
it feels as if we are hardly doing the work ourselves, achieving   a sense of 
flow where time disappears, improvising becomes easy, and decisions seem 
instinctual, like some unknown force is guiding our steps. 

The genius bestowed the gift of insight to the artist, and it became the artist’s 
responsibility to use the material provided by the genius.

And yet I can’t shake fantasizing about attention that has 
no price, that can’t be bought or sold, but is given freely: 

a gift. 
I buy and read books because I want to give the gift of 

my attention to the attention economy 
I’m

 ( a s  a  w r i t e r ) 

a 
p a r t 

o

f

. 
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The gift lives in the work, but also in the work’s creator. 

We typically describe someone’s talent by saying they 
have a gift for it, as if their eye for color or perfect pitch were blessings 
imbued from someone somewhere else. In our best, most creative moments, 
it feels as if we are hardly doing the work ourselves, achieving   a sense of 
flow where time disappears, improvising becomes easy, and decisions seem 
instinctual, like some unknown force is guiding our steps. 

The ancient Greeks 
believed that their 
art- ists were guided 
by daemons – divine 
attendants who de-
livered creativity and 
insight to the artists 
waiting for them.

The Romans later 
called their daemons 
geniuses. 

Writer Elizabeth Gil-
bert, in a lecture for 
the TED conference 
in 2009, said that the 
Greeks and Romans 
thought their artists 
were not geniuses, but 
rather had one – ge-
nius being something 
to be in the presence 
of, that could come 
and go as it willed, 
and not something 
contained in the artist 
themselves. 

And yet I can’t shake fantasizing about attention that has 
no price, that can’t be bought or sold, but is given freely: 

a gift. 
I buy and read books because I want to give the gift of 

my attention to the attention economy 
I’m

 ( a s  a  w r i t e r ) 

a 
p a r t 

o

f

. 
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Commercial logic would suggest that Chang stop working once it no longer 
made monetary sense, but the creative practitioner feels the sway of pride in 
their craft. 

We are 
compelled to 
o b s e s s . 

Every project is an opportunity to create some-
thing of consequence by digging deeper and 
going further, even if it makes life difficult for 
the one laboring.

10

Regardless of where our talents and tendencies come from, the gift of 
the individual is an assignment: their talents must be 
used to sing a song of their own. 
Their personal gift is made good through their labor, and the gift is passed on 
to others through the work they produce. 
We feel an obligation to use our natural resources to build and make, to mold 
and shape the world around us for the betterment of others.
This is hard work, though, because the obligation to one’s  gift forces us 
down a road where there is no logical end to the amount of effort, time, and 
attention we put into it. We have a tendency to toil and sweat the details, even 
beyond the point of clear financial benefit. 

David Chang, head 
chef at New York 

restaurant Momofuku, 
made a cameo on the 

television series Treme 
and framed the gap 

between efficiency and 
the extra effort extolled 

by so many creative 
individuals in their 

practice by calling it 
the “long, hard, stupid 
way.” In Chang’s case, 
the long, hard,  stupid 
way was exhibited all 

over the kitchen, 
from 

preparing one’s own 
stock, 

to 
sweating out the details 

of the origins of the 
ingredients, to properly 

plating dishes before 
sending them out to 

the table. 
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The fruits of that labor can be sensed by the audience; in fact, we seek it out.
It’s the extra essence that manifests as a well-plated dish when it comes to the table, an articulately phrased sen-

tence as it appears on the page, or a daub of paint that sings of life in a portrait by getting the light in the eyes just 
right. The long, hard, stupid way is the path of creating special experiences for the individuals who can notice the 
details, almost as if one were speaking a private language to those attuned to listen. These careful details are what 

make the scent from the kitchen at the inn worth  smelling.
Hyde states that a necessary element of a gift is that it must be bestowed. 

One can not ask for what they get, otherwise it is not a true gift. 
Hyde’s definition mirrors the general structure of most design jobs: one person (the client) hires another (the 

designer) to create something for a third (the audience). It is hard to imagine this situation as anything other than 
gift-giving when the work is made out of kindness and consideration. 

Gifts – whether wedding gifts, birthday presents, or the simple exchange of business cards at a meeting – operate in 
a social layer to initiate a relationship between people or to fortify an already existing connection. 

Gifts are a form of social currency, and this is fitting for design, because it is a communicative endeavor that always 
exists in a social context. The work has its movement initiated in its creation, and that movement gains momen-

tum when given to the audience as a gift. The work continues its movement as it becomes distributed and shared; 
becoming something that is passed on after the initial hand-off. 

This fits nicely with another declaration Hyde makes about gifts: that they must move, and the more movement, 
the greater the value assigned to the creation.

The long, hard, stupid way makes the process of design look like toiling, 
sweating over a drafting table, and producing piles of rejected ideas and 
prototypes. 

This opens up a gap between the amount of these human resources that make 
financial sense and the exorbitant amount of care and attention that is actual-
ly applied to the work because of the obligation to the gift. 

It’s going longer, 
thinking harder, 
working smarter, 
and staying up later. 
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Gifts are a form of social currency, and this is fitting for design, because it is a communicative endeavor that always 
exists in a social context. The work has its movement initiated in its creation, and that movement gains momen-

tum when given to the audience as a gift. The work continues its movement as it becomes distributed and shared; 
becoming something that is passed on after the initial hand-off. 

This fits nicely with another declaration Hyde makes about gifts: that they must move, and the more movement, 
the greater the value assigned to the creation.

In an episode of the 
television show The 
West Wing, there’s 
a scene about heir-
looms where Presi-
dent Bartlet asks his 
personal aide, Char-
lie, to go on the hunt 
for a carving knife to 
use over the holidays. 
Bartlet rejects each 
knife that Charlie 
brings back, citing 
the important details 
that each blade lacks. 
This happens several 
times, much to Char-
lie’s exasperation, 
until he finally brings 
the President the best 
possible knife he can 
find in Washington. 
President Bartlet 
inspects the knife 
closely while Charlie 
describes the finer 
details of what makes 
this knife the best 
available: its weight is 
properly distributed 
while in the hand, its 
edge is honed, fine, 
and sharp. President 
Bartlet refuses even 
this blade, but then 
produces a knife of 
his own, one that has 
been in his family for 
generations and was 
made by a silver-
smith named Paul 
Revere. He gives it to 
Charlie as his Christ-
mas present.

A family heirloom accrues 
more value with the great-
er number of generations 
it has been passed down. 
It does not matter that the object 
itself remains the same, because 
the space  around the object 

– its social context 

– is what makes us
 feel that the item
 is more valuable. 

It’s going longer, 
thinking harder, 
working smarter, 
and staying up later. 
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The context can produce a feeling of gratitude, and whether it is a family heirloom or  a piece of design specially crafted 
for an audience, the space around the object creates an experience that primes the receiver for appreciation and thankful-
ness. 
Design gains the ability  to nourish when it acts as a gift rather than as something to create yearning. We get to close loops 
of desire rather than open new ones.
We manipulate the context around the work to create a better experience for the one we’re giving it to, 

much like how President Bartlet sent Charlie on a wild goose chase so that he would have to teach himself about what 
makes a fine knife. 

Gifts are wrapped for a reason – it frames the exchange, creates a surprise, and lengthens time to ensure an opportunity to 
have an experience. 
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The connection to Paul 
Revere lent Bartlet’s knife a 
high financial value, but its 
social value was a product 
of its tradition and shared 
experience. The knife tied 
its possessor to a long line 
of others. I look at the obli-
gations of our talents as a 
similar situation. 
We are part of a long line 
of people who have been 
tasked to shape this world 
in big and small ways, and 
the longer that line runs, 
the more valuable our 
opportunity becomes.
Bartlet’s knife also shows 
that we are introduced to 
the finer details of a good 
gift and educated to its 
nature so that we may be 
able to appreciate it more 
fully. 

The context can produce a feeling of gratitude, and whether it is a family heirloom or  a piece of design specially crafted 
for an audience, the space around the object creates an experience that primes the receiver for appreciation and thankful-
ness. 
Design gains the ability  to nourish when it acts as a gift rather than as something to create yearning. We get to close loops 
of desire rather than open new ones.
We manipulate the context around the work to create a better experience for the one we’re giving it to, 

much like how President Bartlet sent Charlie on a wild goose chase so that he would have to teach himself about what 
makes a fine knife. 

Gifts are wrapped for a reason – it frames the exchange, creates a surprise, and lengthens time to ensure an opportunity to 
have an experience. 
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Sometimes slowing down is a gift, because it lets the reader more fully appre-
ciate the skill and capabilities of the writer. The design decisions of the format 
encouraged savoring for a better reading experience.

The success of a gift is quantified by the 
experience of its recipient, 

and harkens back to the primacy of the listener or audience. 
The qualities that make a great gift are the same characteristics that have been 
used to mark good design in this book:  

thoughtfulness in the choices that were 
made, understanding and responding to the 
context, and using empathy to accommo-
date and customize for fit.

Design, like many gifts, gains its primary value through customization to the 
one it is given to. “It’s the thought that counts,” as the saying about gifts goes, 
and that thoughtfulness implies an understanding of the individual receiving 
the gift. This is why cash is thought to be an underclass of present: it may be 
the most flexible and valuable from an economic standpoint, but the ability 
to spend it anywhere means that the gift was never personalized. 
Good gifts must be tailored to their recipients, so the difference between giv-
ing fifty dollars in cash and thoughtfully spending fifty dollars on someone is 
immense. 
It suggests that the quality of the gift is not just in its objective qualities like 
flexibility or cost, 
but in its subjective characteristics like intent and context. 
The space around the gift and the environment in which it is given sets up an 
excellent experience.

And perhaps the line between thoughtfully buying a gift and just giving the 
money to someone relates to the reason why so many creative individuals feel 
it necessary to do things the long, hard, stupid way. To merely work within 
the boundaries of financial concerns and not maximize one’s creative capacity 
is to give someone the cash. 

A TYPOGRAPHIC DIALOGUE 17

Singing a song of our own while we make our work uses the full 
capacity of the creative person to create new value and some-
thing of consequence. There is a contribution greater than just 
the commercial concern; there is a human investment of talent, 
perspective, and perseverance. These are the elements that 

resonate 
with the audience, because the work becomes a link between two 
individuals. 
Both 
sides 
of 
the 
equation 
are 
humanized, 
initiating 
a 
relationship 
between 
them 
through 

publishing the work. 
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The publication of each design project initiates an exchange of gifts. 

On the one side, the designer and client offer their work; while on the other, the audience gives their attention, contributes 
through platforms, and offers their financial support. 
We value all these contributions, but 

the gift of attention 

is perhaps the most valuable. 

Attention may seem like an easy gift to give, but it is not; it is the scarcest resource available because its quantities are limited 
and nonrenewable. We can’t produce more attention, and there are ever more things vying for it each day. Attentive audienc-
es should be rewarded with high-quality work, 
and 
there should be a 

s y m m e t r y 
to the 

quality of each.
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The publication of each design project initiates an exchange of gifts. 

On the one side, the designer and client offer their work; while on the other, the audience gives their attention, contributes 
through platforms, and offers their financial support. 
We value all these contributions, but 

the gift of attention 

is perhaps the most valuable. 

Attention may seem like an easy gift to give, but it is not; it is the scarcest resource available because its quantities are limited 
and nonrenewable. We can’t produce more attention, and there are ever more things vying for it each day. Attentive audienc-
es should be rewarded with high-quality work, 
and 
there should be a 

s y m m e t r y 
to the 

quality of each.

A few years ago, my 
friend Rob Giampi-
etro was designing 
a business card for a 
client, and during a 
presentation of de-
sign options, the cli-
ent chose one, then 
asked if the design 
was completed. In a 
moment of insight, 
Rob responded that 
the design of the 
business card 
wouldn’t be finished 
until the client 
gave it to someone 
else. The implied 
exchange was part 
of the design, and 
Rob’s task was to 
create a framework 
for that gift ex-
change to occur. 

The measure of a 
design is in its ca-
pacity to be shared: 
something travels 
from one person to 
another, and in the 
process, they both 
gain. Like a gift, de-
sign requires move-
ment; the work 
must be shared, the 
ideas must move. A 
business card that 
stays in its owner’s 
pocket is no good.
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I  i m a g i n e  a t t e n t i o n  f e s t i v a l s :  w e e k - l o n g  m u l t i m e d i a ,  c r o s s - i n d u s -
t r y  c a r n i v a l s  o f  r e a d i n g s ,  i n s t a l l a t i o n s ,  a n d  p e r f o r m a n c e s ,  w h e r e 
y o u  g o  f r o m  a  t e n t  w i t h  3 0 - s e c o n d  f i l m s ,  g u i t a r  s o l o s ,  1 0 - m i n u t e 
v i d e o  g a m e s ,  a n d  h a i k u  t o  t h e  t e n t  w i t h  o n l y  A n d y  W a r h o l  m o v -
i e s ,  t o  a  m y r i a d  o f  v e n u e s  w i t h  o t h e r  m e d i a  f o r m s  a n d  a c t i v i t i e s 
r e q u i r i n g  o t h e r  a t t e n t i o n  l e n g t h s .  I n  t h e  N a n o  Te n t ,  y o u  c a n  h e a r 
r i n g t o n e s  a n d  r e a d  t w e e t s .  A  f e s t i v a l  o r g a n i z e d  n o t  b y  t h e  f o r m s 
o f  t h e  c o m m o d i t i e s  t h e m s e l v e s  b u t  o f  t h e  e x p e r i e n c e  o f  i n t e r -
a c t i n g  w i t h  t h e m .  N o t  o r g a n i z e d  b y  t i m e  e l a p s e d ,  b u t  b y  c o g n i -
t i v e  i n v e s t m e n t :  a  p o p  s o n g ,  w h i c h  g o e s  b y  q u i c k l y ,  c a n  r e s o n a t e 
f o r  d a y s ;  a  p o e m ,  w h i c h  c a n  g o  b y  m o r e  q u i c k l y ,  s t i c k s  t h r o u g h  a 
s e a s o n .  A  f e s t i v a l  i n  w h i c h  y o u  c a n  s e e  i m a g e s  o f  y o u r  b r a i n  o n 
k n i t t i n g  a n d  o n  Tw i t t e r .
I  i m a g i n e  a  r e t a i l  s e c t o r  f o r  c u l t u r a l  p r o d u c t s  t h a t ’ s  o r g a n i z e d 
a r o u n d  t h e  a t t e n t i o n  s p a n :  n o t  a r o u n d  “ b o o k s ”  o r  “ m u s i c ”  b u t 
a r o u n d  s h o r t  s t o r i e s  a n d  p o p  s o n g s  i n  o n e  a i s l e ,  p o e m s  a n d  a r i a s 
i n  t h e  o t h e r .  I n  t h e  l o n g  s t o r e :  5 , 0 0 0  p i e c e  j i g s a w  p u z z l e s ,  b i g 
n o v e l s ,  b e e r  b r e w i n g  e q u i p m e n t ,  D V D s  o f  T h e  W i r e .  C l e r k s  c o u l d 
s u g g e s t  a n d  b u i l d  a t t e n t i o n a l  m e n u s .  W e  w o u l d  d e v e l o p  a t t e n t i o n -
a l  c o n n o i s s e u r s h i p :  t h e  r i g h t  p a i r i n g s  o f  t h e  s h o r t  a n d  l o n g .  W e 
w o u l d  u n d e r s t a n d ,  a n d  p r o m o t e ,  a t t e n t i o n a l  h e a l t h .
I  i m a g i n e  a t t e n t i o n - b a s e d  p r i c i n g ,  i n  w h i c h  p r i c e s  o f  i n f o r m a t i o n 
c o m m o d i t i e s  a r e  i n v e r s e l y  a d j u s t e d  t o  t h e  c o g n i t i v e  i n v e s t m e n t 
o f  c o n s u m i n g  t h e m .  A l l  t h e  c a n d y  f o r  t h e  h u m a n  b r a i n  —  h a i k u , 
r i n g t o n e s ,  b u m p e r  s t i c k e r s  —  w o u l d  b e  p r i c e d  l i k e  t h e  l u x u r i e s 
t h a t  t h e y  a r e .  T h i n g s  r e q u i r i n g  l o n g e r  a t t e n t i o n  s p a n s  w o u l d  b e 
c h e a p e r  —  t h e y  m i g h t  e v e n  b e  f r e e ,  a n d  t h e  h i g h e r  f i x e d  c o s t s  o f 
p r o d u c i n g  t h e m  w o u l d  b e  c o v e r e d  b y  t h e  h i g h e r  s a l e s  o f  t h e  s h o r t 
a t t e n t i o n  s p a n  p r o d u c t s .  S i n g l e  T V  e p i s o d e s  w o u l d  b e  m o r e  e x p e n -
s i v e  t o  p u r c h a s e  t h a n  w h o l e  s e a s o n s ,  i n  t h e  s a m e  w a y  t h a t  a  s i x -
p a c k  o f  O r e o s  a t  t h e  g a s  s t a t i o n  i s  m o r e  e x p e n s i v e ,  p e r  c o o k i e , 
t h a n  a  w h o l e  t r a y  a t  t h e  g r o c e r y  s t o r e .
I  i m a g i n e  a n  a t t e n t i o n  t a x  t h a t  a s p i r i n g  c u l t u r a l  p r o d u c e r s  m u s t 
p a y .  A  b a r r i e r  t o  e n t r y .  I f  y o u  w a n t  p e o p l e  t o  r e a d  y o u r  b o o k , 
t h e n  y o u  h a v e  t o  r e a d  b o o k s ;  i f  y o u  w a n t  p e o p l e  t o  b u y  y o u r 
b o o k ,  t h e n  y o u  b u y  b o o k s .  G i v e  y o u r  a t t e n t i o n  t o  t h e  i n d u s t r y 
o f  y o u r  c h o i c e .  L i k e  i n d i e  m u s i c i a n s  h a v e  d o n e  f o r  d e c a d e s ,  c o n -
c e i v e  o f  t h e  s c e n e  a s  a n  a t t e n t i o n  e c o n o m y ,  i n  w h i c h  t h o s e  w h o 
p a y  i n  ( e . g . ,  I  g o  t o  y o u r  s h o w s )  g e t  t o  t a k e  o u t  ( e . g . ,  c o m e  t o 
m y  s h o w ) .  I t  w o u l d  a l s o  m i t i g a t e  o n e  o f t - c l a i m e d  p e r i l  o f  t h e 
r i s e  o f  t h e  a m a t e u r ,  w h i c h  i s  t h a t  t h e y  d o n ’ t  k n o w  f r o m  q u a l i t y : 
c o n s u m i n g  m a n y  o t h e r  e x a m p l e s  f r o m  a  v a r i e t y  o f  s o u r c e s ,  e v e n 
a m a t e u r  p r o d u c e r s  w o u l d  g e n e r a t e  a  s e n s e  o f  w h a t ’ s  g o o d  a n d 
w h a t ’ s  b a d :  i n  o t h e r  w o r d s ,  i n  t h e i r  c o m m u n i t y  t h e y ’ d  e v o l v e  a 
s e t  o f  s t a n d a r d s .  T h i s  m i g h t  f r u s t r a t e  t h e  e l i t i s t s ,  w h o  w a n t  t o 
i m p o s e  t h e i r  s t a n d a r d s .  B u t  s t a n d a r d s  w o u l d ,  g i v e n  e n o u g h  t i m e , 
e m e r g e .  ( I n  t h i s  I  h a v e  f a i t h . )  I  i m a g i n e  s o f t w a r e ,  a  s m a r t p h o n e 
a p p ,  p e r h a p s ,  y o u  c a n  u s e  t o  a u d i t  y o u r  a t t e n t i o n a l  e x p e n d i t u r e s . 
S o  t h a t  b e f o r e  y o u  e m b a r k  o n  t r y i n g  t o  w r i t e  a  b o o k ,  y o u  w i l l  b e 
a b l e  t o  s e e  h o w  m u c h  t i m e  y o u  s p e n t  r e a d i n g  b o o k s  o v e r  t h e  l a s t 
m o n t h  o r  y e a r .  S o  t h a t  b e f o r e  y o u  d e s i g n  a  m a r k e t i n g  c a m p a i g n 
t h a t  a s s u m e s  t h a t  p e o p l e  a r e n ’ t  d o i n g  m u c h  e l s e  w i t h  t h e i r  t i m e 
u n t i l  y o u  s h o w  u p ,  y o u  w i l l  b e  a b l e  t o  s e e  w h a t  y o u  y o u r s e l f  w e r e 
d o i n g  w i t h  y o u r  t i m e ,  w h i c h  w a s  s o m e t h i n g  p e r f e c t l y  g o o d .  T h i s 
w i l l  s h o w  y o u  t h a t  y o u ’ r e  a  s a v v y  a l l o c a t o r  o f  y o u r  a t t e n t i o n a l 
r e s o u r c e s  —  a n d  s o  i s  e v e r y b o d y  e l s e .
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In the 1970s, Rob-
ert Irwin explored 
the qualities of 
attention as a gift. 
He called the exper-
iment “being avail-
able in response.” 
He would be avail-
able to other people 
who sought his 
presence, attention, 
and time, just like 
his responsiveness 
to the rooms where 
he installed his art. 
He explained: I 
just sort of let it be 
known that I was 
available, in a way 
like I’m saying it to 
you. I mean, I didn’t 
put out any ads or 
anything, but word 
got around. And 
you could be, let’s 
say, up at ucLA, and 
you’d say, “Well, let’s 
take advantage of 
that. We’ll have him 
come up and talk 
to the students.” 
And that’s what I’d 
do. Or, “We’ll have 
him come up and 
do a piece on the 
patio.” And I would 
just come up and 
do that.
“There’s an import-

ant distinction to be 
made here,” 
[Irwin] con- tinued,
“between or-
ganizing and 
proselytizing, on 
the one hand, and 
responding to in-
terest, on the other. 
I was and continue 
to be available in 
response. I mean, 
I don’t stand on a 
corner and hand 
out leaj1ets. I’m not 
an evangelist. I’m 
not trying to sell 
anything. But on 
the other hand, if 
you ask me a ques-
tion, you’re going 
to get a half- hour 
answer.”

The experiment 
started slowly, 
but within a few 
months, Irwin was 
almost continually 
on the road. The 
project lasted two 
years. He’d show up 
at schools and talk 
to students, or visit 
institutions and 
do an installation. 
Irwin himself said 
that he wasn’t 
attempting to sell 
anything, implying 
that his availability 
existed outside of 
commerce and so 
was a gift. 
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While his gift was free in commercial terms, it was terribly expensive in attention, making it a truly significant offering. 

The writer and media theorist Clay Shirky recently said, 

“We systematically 
overestimate the value 
of access to 
information and unde
restimate 
the value of access to each other.” 

How inspiring for Irwin to devote so many years to 
being fully available to those who were interested.

The relationship between quality work and quality attention, however, is a bit of a chicken and egg paradox. 

Which comes first? 
Do people make good work to gain the rapt attention of an audience, or do they not bother with refined work until they know others are listening? 

The more information, the less attention, 
and “the need to allocate that attention 
efficiently among the overabundance of 
information sources that might consume 
it.”
Now we have a wide-ranging discussion 
about what is and what can’t be free 
(Malcolm Gladwell on Chris Ander-
son, Virginia Postrel on Chris Anderson), 
which is basically about the future of 
profit. Maybe we should be considering a 
dilemma of a human nature: 

the 

future 

of 

attention.
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While his gift was free in commercial terms, it was terribly expensive in attention, making it a truly significant offering. 

The writer and media theorist Clay Shirky recently said, 

“We systematically 
overestimate the value 
of access to 
information and unde
restimate 
the value of access to each other.” 

How inspiring for Irwin to devote so many years to 
being fully available to those who were interested.

The relationship between quality work and quality attention, however, is a bit of a chicken and egg paradox. 

Which comes first? 
Do people make good work to gain the rapt attention of an audience, or do they not bother with refined work until they know others are listening? 
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Inside of commerce, this is a problem, because it doesn’t make much sense to make a financial in-vestment without a good hunch of reward.      

for the creativeindividual, 
it is of no concern. 
The desire to produce 
great work will never 
leave the one making it, 
because of their sense 
of obligation to their gift. 
The song must be sung.

24

Luckily,
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A person is not a closed system, they can never be fully self-sufficient. We need each other because we cannot make every-thing ourselves. 

Everything was invented, but it was not done alone, so we should revere the times we are able to fill this complementary role for others, and cherish when others do so for us. It’s the words of others that teach us to speak, the expressions of life by other people that teach us how to express ourselves. The great opportunity of design is that we are frequently afforded the privilege to fill another’s needs and desires.
I used to be a bit jaded about my work in an attempt to shield myself from the responsibility of it. I’d say, it is just a logo, only a promotional piece. It’s only a website, just an essay. But, 

the things that we make are more than just objects. They’re the way we paint pictures of what’s to come. They are the projects that give us license to imagine a better future for ourselves and everyone else. 
These objects represent the promises that we make to one another and symbolize the connections between us. They come from the friction between the world we live in and the one we want to live in by building on top of our longings and exemplifying our capabilities.

T h e  w o r l d  s h a p e s  u s ,  a n d  w e  g e t  t o  s h a p e  t h e  w o r l d .

26

W. H. Auden said a culture is no better than its woods. 
I’d say it’s also no more than the things that it makes. 

We understand the lives of faded communities by the vesper trails 
they leave behind as stories, objects, and votives that represented 
some- thing more. Everything fades, and in the end, all we have are 
one
another and the things we make to put between us. As art historian 
George Kubler said, “The moment just past is extinguished forever, 
save for the things made during it.” All of these creations linger, 
and they echo across the long line of time and speak to what those 
people were able to build and what they believed.
And I believe in so much. I believe in the two-way bridges we build 
that connect us to one another. I believe in the deep interconnect-
edness of everything, in the benefits of our code- pendency, and in 
the opportunity of today when we believe in a tomorrow. I believe in 
the gift that creative people are given and in the obligation to use it. I 
believe that we have done well, but I think we can do better. I believe 
we can do much, much better. There is more making to be done. 
There are dreams out there that must be made real.
And if you look closely, and ignore the things that do not matter, 
what comes into focus is simply this: there is the world we live in 
and one that we imagine. It is by our movement and invention that 
we inch closer to the latter. 

 Sometimes the things we design lose the signature of the one who creates 
them, because their application is so widespread that their sway in culture 
diffuses to such an extent that it enters the air like the scent of the innkeeper’s 
fish. 
They become a shared experience molding our interpretation of the world, 
becoming our points of reference, like the shape of a Coke bottle, the gait of 
the illuminated man on a street’s crosswalk sign, the design of a paper clip, or 
the recycling logo. 
Design can sometimes achieve a state so fused with the culture, so wide-
spread, distributed, and engrained into the background, that it recedes in 
spite of its up-front positioning. It can become easy to presume that these 
things have always existed, and forget that they were designed and originated 
with someone’s decisions.
One of the best examples of this in graphic design is Milton Glaser’s I • 
NY logo. It’s become something without an author, a shared symbol that 
permeates across all the spoofs and iterations it has inspired. Glaser’s mark 
has become a gift to the culture that is shared, referenced, and celebrated. The 
mark became a vessel for emotion, a platform ready for the contributions of 
the audience to project their own affiliations onto to better articulate their 
appreciation for the city. Now, the mark is a shorthand to express affection 
for anything.
The art critic John Berger said that 
great art creates a space and gives it a face. 

In doing so, it’s almost as if the gift names these hidden and formless 
experiences and enables us to more fully realize them, like the release that 
happens when we’re searching for a word that is on the tip of our tongue, and 
someone else provides it for us. 
Empathy, understanding, and the codependency created by making things 
for others allows us to describe the overlaps between us by creating this 
shorthand language of complex feelings and experiences. All we need to do is 
point at something and treat it as a symbol for something more.

We are dependent on each other in this way – we finish each other’s sentenc-
es, fill one another’s needs, and help each other to become better. 

T h e  w o r l d  s h a p e s  u s ,  a n d  w e  g e t  t o  s h a p e  t h e  w o r l d .
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but the wind that            through me!

     D.H. LAWRENCE

“NOT I,
NOT I

”
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There is an old Japanese tale about a poor student who was away from home and living at an inn. 
One evening, as his stomach grumbled, he smelled the briny scent of fish coming from the inn’s kitchen as the innkeeper made his dinner. He wandered his way outdoors to the 
kitchen’s window, and sat below the sill with his meager meal of rice, hoping that the scent of the fish might improve his paltry dish. 
The student did this for many weeks, until one night the innkeeper spotted him and became furious. He grabbed the youngster by the arm and dragged him to stand before the 
local magistrate, demanding payment from the student for the scent of the fish that he had stolen.
“This is most curious,” said the magistrate, who thought for a moment and then came to a conclusion. “How much money do you have with you?” he
asked the student, who then produced three gold coins from his pocket.
The student feared that he would be forced to pay the innkeeper the last of his money, but the magistrate continued. 
“Please,” he said, “put all the coins in one of your hands.” 
The student did as he was asked. “Now, pour those coins into your other hand.” The student dumped the coins. With that, the magistrate dismissed the innkeeper 
and student’s case.
The innkeeper yelped in confusion, 
                                                                      “How can this be settled? I’ve not been paid!”

                                            “Yes, you have,” replied the magistrate. 

                    “The smell of your fish has been repaid by the sound of his money.”
I’m awkwardly stringing together words 

into sentences, and then
 I  g e t  t o  h a v e  t h e  w i n d  k n o c k e d  o u t  o f  m e

 by 
the first 

paragraph 
of 

Moby Dick. 

w i n dw i n dw i n d
w i n d

w    i  n d

w    i  n d
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“Please,” he said, “put all the coins in one of your hands.” 
The student did as he was asked. “Now, pour those coins into your other hand.” The student dumped the coins. With that, the magistrate dismissed the innkeeper 
and student’s case.
The innkeeper yelped in confusion, 
                                                                      “How can this be settled? I’ve not been paid!”

                                            “Yes, you have,” replied the magistrate. 

                    “The smell of your fish has been repaid by the sound of his money.”

The Japanese 
have many tales 
about this eigh-
teenth century 

magistrate’s 
rulings, but 

the story of the 
stolen smell is 
the most often 

told. 
The student, 

despite not 
paying for the 

fish, was able to 
benefit from its 
scent, enjoying 

what amounted 
to an accidental 

gift from the 
innkeeper that 
added flavor to 

his bowl of rice. 

I feel similar to 
the student when 
enjoying the 
creative work that 
most inspires me. 
I’m working on 
my own projects, 
eating my humble 
bowl of rice, 
while reading, 
watching, and 
using the best 
that humankind 
has to offer. 

I’m awkwardly stringing together words 
into sentences, and then

 I  g e t  t o  h a v e  t h e  w i n d  k n o c k e d  o u t  o f  m e
 by 

the first 
paragraph 

of 
Moby Dick. 

I get to be in 
that work’s 
presence, 
to sit under 
the window 
and steal the 
scent of the 
things I love, 
in order to 
improve what 
I make.
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                          Stop and look around you. 
How much of your environment is created? 

How many things that surround you are designed by 
someone? 

From                   the wheat-pasted posters on the street, 
to                         the octagonal stop signs on the road; 
                             the overstuffed arms of the sofa where you sit, 
to                         the milky consistency of the page 
on which these words are printed, 
or maybe even 
                             the bezel of the device on which you’re reading this. 
  

All of these choices are designed, and they all coalesce into 
the experience of this moment. 
Most designers realize that much of our lives are designed, 
but we don’t often stop to think that the work’s widespread 
presence turns our design choices into significant contribu-
tions to the ambiance of life. 

The lesson of the innkeeper’s story is that 
the things we make 
transcend commerce and 
ownership 
– they are an experience to 
have rather than an object 
to own or a service to 
access. 

(        There is an aspect to the work’s value that can not be 
described in dollars and cents.        )
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“
What information consumes is 

rather obvious: it consumes the 

attention of its recipients,”
 

he wrote.
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(        There is an aspect to the work’s value that can not be 
described in dollars and cents.        )
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Lewis Hyde, in his landmark book The Gift, 

describes how art simultaneously exists in both the market and 

gift economies

, and that the 

a

p

p

r

o

p
r

i

a

t

e

 w a y  t o  l o o k 
at the 
work of a creative individual is as a gift. Hyde uses the qualities of a gift economy to articulate the attributes and value of the creative 
perspective and to assess the resonance and worth of the creative work once it is shared with others. 
There is value in a creative work to bond people and engender cohesion in communities, and this worth can’t be fully articulated 
in strictly commercial terms. 

Instead, Hyde looks for lessons in gift economies to understand the patterns and opportunities of an 
arrangement 
where 
value 
is 
exchanged 
o u t s i d e 
of 
f i n a n c e s .

Typically, the success 
of a design is defined 
by the economics of 

the work. Good design 
is profitable, because 
finances help see that 

design endures. But as 
stated earlier

, 
design 

is 
equal 
parts 

art 
and 

commerce. 

The dual nature implies that 
there are opportunities and 
values in the practice that 
transcend commerce to 
enter into a space of collab-
oration and value creation 
that can’t be captured on a 
ledger. 

Design seeks to create experiences in addition to being profitable, so the 
price and profit of the work represent only part of its value. 
I  think the  most  f it t ing way to  think about  the 
best  works  of  des ign are    a s         gifts.

I’m inspired by Lewis Hyde in The Gift, 

who says that what distinguishes 

commodities is that they’re 

used up, 

but 

what distinguishes gifts 

is that 

they circulate — the gift is never trapped, 

consumed, used up, 
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I  i m a g i n e  a t t e n t i o n  f e s t i v a l s :  w e e k - l o n g  m u l t i m e -

d i a ,  c r o s s - i n d u s t r y  c a r n i v a l s  o f  r e a d i n g s ,  i n s t a l -

l a t i o n s ,  a n d  p e r f o r m a n c e s ,  w h e r e  y o u  g o  f r o m  a 

t e n t  w i t h  3 0 - s e c o n d  f i l m s ,  g u i t a r  s o l o s ,  1 0 - m i n u t e 

v i d e o  g a m e s ,  a n d  h a i k u  t o  t h e  t e n t  w i t h  o n l y  A n d y 

W a r h o l  m o v i e s ,  t o  a  m y r i a d  o f  v e n u e s  w i t h  o t h e r 

m e d i a  f o r m s  a n d  a c t i v i t i e s  r e q u i r i n g  o t h e r  a t -

t e n t i o n  l e n g t h s .  I n  t h e  N a n o  T e n t ,  y o u  c a n  h e a r 

r i n g t o n e s  a n d  r e a d  t w e e t s .  A  f e s t i v a l  o r g a n i z e d 

n o t  b y  t h e  f o r m s  o f  t h e  c o m m o d i t i e s  t h e m s e l v e s 

b u t  o f  t h e  e x p e r i e n c e  o f  i n t e r a c t i n g  w i t h  t h e m . 

N o t  o r g a n i z e d  b y  t i m e  e l a p s e d ,  b u t  b y  c o g n i t i v e 

i n v e s t m e n t :  a  p o p  s o n g ,  w h i c h  g o e s  b y  q u i c k l y , 

c a n  r e s o n a t e  f o r  d a y s ;  a  p o e m ,  w h i c h  c a n  g o  b y 

m o r e  q u i c k l y ,  s t i c k s  t h r o u g h  a  s e a s o n .  A  f e s t i -

v a l  i n  w h i c h  y o u  c a n  s e e  i m a g e s  o f  y o u r  b r a i n  o n 

k n i t t i n g  a n d  o n  T w i t t e r . I  i m a g i n e  a  r e t a i l  s e c t o r 

f o r  c u l t u r a l  p r o d u c t s  t h a t ’ s  o r g a n i z e d  a r o u n d  t h e 

a t t e n t i o n  s p a n :  n o t  a r o u n d  “ b o o k s ”  o r  “ m u s i c ”  b u t 

a r o u n d  s h o r t  s t o r i e s  a n d  p o p  s o n g s  i n  o n e  a i s l e , 

p o e m s  a n d  a r i a s  i n  t h e  o t h e r .  I n  t h e  l o n g  s t o r e : 

5 , 0 0 0  p i e c e  j i g s a w  p u z z l e s ,  b i g  n o v e l s ,  b e e r  b r e w -

i n g  e q u i p m e n t ,  D V D s  o f  T h e  W i r e .  C l e r k s  c o u l d 

s u g g e s t  a n d  b u i l d  a t t e n t i o n a l  m e n u s .  W e  w o u l d  d e -

v e l o p  a t t e n t i o n a l  c o n n o i s s e u r s h i p :  t h e  r i g h t  p a i r -

i n g s  o f  t h e  s h o r t  a n d  l o n g .  W e  w o u l d  u n d e r s t a n d , 

a n d  p r o m o t e ,  a t t e n t i o n a l  h e a l t h . I  i m a g i n e  a t t e n -

t i o n - b a s e d  p r i c i n g ,  i n  w h i c h  p r i c e s  o f  i n f o r m a t i o n 

c o m m o d i t i e s  a r e  i n v e r s e l y  a d j u s t e d  t o  t h e  c o g n i -

t i v e  i n v e s t m e n t  o f  c o n s u m i n g  t h e m .  A l l  t h e  c a n d y 

f o r  t h e  h u m a n  b r a i n  —  h a i k u ,  r i n g t o n e s ,  b u m p e r 

s t i c k e r s  —  w o u l d  b e  p r i c e d  l i k e  t h e  l u x u r i e s  t h a t 

t h e y  a r e .  T h i n g s  r e q u i r i n g  l o n g e r  a t t e n t i o n  s p a n s 

w o u l d  b e  c h e a p e r  —  t h e y  m i g h t  e v e n  b e  f r e e ,  a n d 

t h e  h i g h e r  f i x e d  c o s t s  o f  p r o d u c i n g  t h e m  w o u l d  b e 

c o v e r e d  b y  t h e  h i g h e r  s a l e s  o f  t h e  s h o r t  a t t e n t i o n 

s p a n  p r o d u c t s .  S i n g l e  T V  e p i s o d e s  w o u l d  b e  m o r e 

The ancient Greeks 
believed that their 

art- ists were guided 
by daemons – divine 

attendants who de-
livered creativity and 
insight to the artists 

waiting for them.

The Romans later 
called their daemons 

geniuses. 

Writer Elizabeth Gil-
bert, in a lecture for 
the TED conference 

in 2009, said that the 
Greeks and Romans 
thought their artists 

were not 
geniuses, 

but rather 
had one 

– genius being 
something to be in 

the presence of, 
that could come 

and go 
as it willed, and not 

something 
contained in the 

artist 
themselves. 

The genius bestowed the 
gift of 
insight to the artist, 
and it became the 
artist’s responsibility 
to use the material 
provided 
by the genius.
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e x p e n s i v e  t o  p u r c h a s e  t h a n  w h o l e  s e a s o n s ,  i n  t h e 

s a m e  w a y  t h a t  a  s i x - p a c k  o f  O r e o s  a t  t h e  g a s  s t a -

t i o n  i s  m o r e  e x p e n s i v e ,  p e r  c o o k i e ,  t h a n  a  w h o l e 

t r a y  a t  t h e  g r o c e r y  s t o r e . I  i m a g i n e  a n  a t t e n t i o n 

t a x  t h a t  a s p i r i n g  c u l t u r a l  p r o d u c e r s  m u s t  p a y .  A 

b a r r i e r  t o  e n t r y .  I f  y o u  w a n t  p e o p l e  t o  r e a d  y o u r 

b o o k ,  t h e n  y o u  h a v e  t o  r e a d  b o o k s ;  i f  y o u  w a n t 

p e o p l e  t o  b u y  y o u r  b o o k ,  t h e n  y o u  b u y  b o o k s .  G i v e 

y o u r  a t t e n t i o n  t o  t h e  i n d u s t r y  o f  y o u r  c h o i c e . 

L i k e  i n d i e  m u s i c i a n s  h a v e  d o n e  f o r  d e c a d e s ,  c o n -

c e i v e  o f  t h e  s c e n e  a s  a n  a t t e n t i o n  e c o n o m y ,  i n 

w h i c h  t h o s e  w h o  p a y  i n  ( e . g . ,  I  g o  t o  y o u r  s h o w s ) 

g e t  t o  t a k e  o u t  ( e . g . ,  c o m e  t o  m y  s h o w ) .  I t  w o u l d 

a l s o  m i t i g a t e  o n e  o f t - c l a i m e d  p e r i l  o f  t h e  r i s e  o f 

t h e  a m a t e u r ,  w h i c h  i s  t h a t  t h e y  d o n ’ t  k n o w  f r o m 

q u a l i t y :  c o n s u m i n g  m a n y  o t h e r  e x a m p l e s  f r o m  a 

v a r i e t y  o f  s o u r c e s ,  e v e n  a m a t e u r  p r o d u c e r s  w o u l d 

g e n e r a t e  a  s e n s e  o f  w h a t ’ s  g o o d  a n d  w h a t ’ s  b a d :  i n 

o t h e r  w o r d s ,  i n  t h e i r  c o m m u n i t y  t h e y ’ d  e v o l v e  a 

s e t  o f  s t a n d a r d s .  T h i s  m i g h t  f r u s t r a t e  t h e  e l i t i s t s , 

w h o  w a n t  t o  i m p o s e  t h e i r  s t a n d a r d s .  B u t  s t a n -

d a r d s  w o u l d ,  g i v e n  e n o u g h  t i m e ,  e m e r g e .  ( I n  t h i s  I 

h a v e  f a i t h . )  I  i m a g i n e  s o f t w a r e ,  a  s m a r t p h o n e  a p p , 

p e r h a p s ,  y o u  c a n  u s e  t o  a u d i t  y o u r  a t t e n t i o n a l 

e x p e n d i t u r e s .  S o  t h a t  b e f o r e  y o u  e m b a r k  o n  t r y -

i n g  t o  w r i t e  a  b o o k ,  y o u  w i l l  b e  a b l e  t o  s e e  h o w 

m u c h  t i m e  y o u  s p e n t  r e a d i n g  b o o k s  o v e r  t h e  l a s t 

m o n t h  o r  y e a r .  S o  t h a t  b e f o r e  y o u  d e s i g n  a  m a r -

k e t i n g  c a m p a i g n  t h a t  a s s u m e s  t h a t  p e o p l e  a r e n ’ t 

d o i n g  m u c h  e l s e  w i t h  t h e i r  t i m e  u n t i l  y o u  s h o w 

u p ,  y o u  w i l l  b e  a b l e  t o  s e e  w h a t  y o u  y o u r s e l f  w e r e 

d o i n g  w i t h  y o u r  t i m e ,  w h i c h  w a s  s o m e t h i n g  p e r -

f e c t l y  g o o d .  T h i s  w i l l  s h o w  y o u  t h a t  y o u ’ r e  a  s a v v y 

a l l o c a t o r  o f  y o u r  a t t e n t i o n a l  r e s o u r c e s  —  a n d  s o 

i s  e v e r y b o d y  e l s e .

The gift lives 

in the work, 

but also 

in 

the work’s c r e a t o r . 
We typically describe someone’s talent 
by saying they have a gift for it, 
as if their eye for color or perfect pitch were blessings 
imbued from someone somewhere else. 
In our best, 
most creative moments, 
it feels as if 
we are hardly doing the work ourselves, 
achieving  
a sense of flow 
where time disappears, 
improvising becomes easy, 
and decisions 
seem instinctual, 
like some unknown force 
is guiding 
our 
steps. 
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David Chang, head 
chef at New York 

restaurant Momofuku, 
made a cameo on the 

television series Treme 
and framed the gap 

between efficiency and 
the extra effort extolled 

by so many creative 
individuals in their 

practice by calling it 
the “long, hard, stupid 
way.” In Chang’s case, 
the long, hard,  stupid 
way was exhibited all 

over the kitchen, 
from 

preparing one’s own 
stock, to 

sweating out the details 
of the origins of the 

ingredients, to properly 

plating dishes before 

sending them out to 

the table. 
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Regardless of where our talents and tendencies 
come from,

the gift 
of the individual 
is an assignment: 
their talents must be 
used to sing a song 
of their own. 

Their personal gift is made good through 
their labor, and the gift is passed on to others 
through the work they produce. 
We feel an obligation to use our natural 
resources to build and make, to mold and 
shape the world around us for the betterment 
of others.
This is hard work, though, because the obliga-
tion to one’s  gift forces us down a road where 
there is no logical end to the amount of effort, 
time, and attention we put into it. We have a 
tendency to toil and sweat the details, even 
beyond the point of clear financial benefit. 

l o n g ,  h a r d ,  s t u p i d  w a yl o n g ,  h a r d ,  s t u p i d  w a yl o n g ,  h a r d ,  s t u p i d  w a yl o n g ,  h a r d ,  s t u p i d  w a yl o n g ,  h a r d ,  s t u p i d  w a yl o n g ,  h a r d ,  s t u p i d  w a yl o n g ,  h a r d ,  s t u p i d  w a y
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Commercial logic would suggest that Chang stop working once it no longer made 
monetary sense, but the creative practitioner feels the sway of pride in their craft. We are compelled to o b s e s s . 

Every project is an opportunity to create some-
thing of consequence by digging deeper and going 
further, even if it makes life difficult for the one 
laboring.

l o n g ,  h a r d ,  s t u p i d  w a yl o n g ,  h a r d ,  s t u p i d  w a yl o n g ,  h a r d ,  s t u p i d  w a yl o n g ,  h a r d ,  s t u p i d  w a y l o n g ,  h a r d ,  s t u p i d  w a yl o n g ,  h a r d ,  s t u p i d  w a yl o n g ,  h a r d ,  s t u p i d  w a yl o n g ,  h a r d ,  s t u p i d  w a yl o n g ,  h a r d ,  s t u p i d  w a yl o n g ,  h a r d ,  s t u p i d  w a yl o n g ,  h a r d ,  s t u p i d  w a yl o n g ,  h a r d ,  s t u p i d  w a yl o n g ,  h a r d ,  s t u p i d  w a yl o n g ,  h a r d ,  s t u p i d  w a yl o n g ,  h a r d ,  s t u p i d  w a y
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The fruits of that labor can be sensed by the audience; 
in fact, we seek it out.It’s the extra essence that manifests as a well-plated dish when it comes to the 
table, an articulately phrased sentence as it appears on the page, or a daub of paint that sings of life 

in a portrait by getting the light in the eyes just right. 
The long, hard, stupid way is the path of creating special experiences for the individuals who can 

notice the details, almost as if one were speaking a private language to those attuned to listen. 
These careful details are what make the scent from the kitchen at the inn worth  smelling.

Hyde states that a necessary element of a gift is that it must be bestowed. 
One can not ask for what they get, otherwise it is not a true gift. 

Hyde’s definition mirrors the general structure of most design jobs: 
one person (the client) hires another (the designer) to create something for a third (the audience). 

It is hard to imagine this situation as anything other than gift-giving 
when the work is made out of kindness and consideration. 

Gifts – whether wedding gifts, birthday presents, or the simple exchange of business cards at a 
meeting – operate in a social layer to initiate a relationship between people 

or to fortify an already existing connection. 
Gifts are a form of social currency, and this is fitting for design, because it is a communicative 

endeavor that always exists in a social context. The work has its movement initiated in its creation, 
and that movement gains momentum when given to the audience as a gift. The work continues its 

movement as it becomes distributed and shared; becoming something that is passed on after the 
initial hand-off. 

The long, hard, stupid way makes the process of design look like toiling, 
sweating over a drafting table, and producing piles of rejected ideas and 
prototypes. 

This opens up a gap between 
the amount of these human resources that make financial sense 
and the exorbitant amount of care and attention 
that is 
actually applied to the work because of the obligation to the gift. 

I t ’ s 

g o i n g  l o n g e r ,  t h i n k i n g  h a r d e r , 

w o r k i n g 

s m a r t e r , 

a

n

d 

s t a y i n g 

        u p

 l

a

t
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r
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The fruits of that labor can be sensed by the audience; 
in fact, we seek it out.It’s the extra essence that manifests as a well-plated dish when it comes to the 
table, an articulately phrased sentence as it appears on the page, or a daub of paint that sings of life 

in a portrait by getting the light in the eyes just right. 
The long, hard, stupid way is the path of creating special experiences for the individuals who can 

notice the details, almost as if one were speaking a private language to those attuned to listen. 
These careful details are what make the scent from the kitchen at the inn worth  smelling.

Hyde states that a necessary element of a gift is that it must be bestowed. 
One can not ask for what they get, otherwise it is not a true gift. 

Hyde’s definition mirrors the general structure of most design jobs: 
one person (the client) hires another (the designer) to create something for a third (the audience). 

It is hard to imagine this situation as anything other than gift-giving 
when the work is made out of kindness and consideration. 

Gifts – whether wedding gifts, birthday presents, or the simple exchange of business cards at a 
meeting – operate in a social layer to initiate a relationship between people 

or to fortify an already existing connection. 
Gifts are a form of social currency, and this is fitting for design, because it is a communicative 

endeavor that always exists in a social context. The work has its movement initiated in its creation, 
and that movement gains momentum when given to the audience as a gift. The work continues its 

movement as it becomes distributed and shared; becoming something that is passed on after the 
initial hand-off. 

In an episode of the television 
show The West Wing, there’s 
a scene about heirlooms 
where President Bartlet asks 
his personal aide, Charlie, to 
go on the hunt for a carving 
knife to use over the holidays. 
Bartlet rejects each knife that 
Charlie brings back, citing the 
important details that each 
blade lacks. This happens 
several times, much to Charlie’s 
exasperation, until he finally 
brings the President the best 
possible knife he can find in 
Washington. President Bartlet 
inspects the knife closely while 
Charlie describes the finer 
details of what makes this knife 
the best available: its weight 
is properly distributed while 
in the hand, its edge is honed, 
fine, and sharp. President 
Bartlet refuses even this blade, 
but then produces a knife of 
his own, one that has been in 
his family for generations and 
was made by a silversmith 
named Paul Revere. He gives 
it to Charlie as his Christmas 
present.

A family heirloom accrues more val-
ue with the greater number of gen-
erations it has been passed down. 
It does not matter that the ob-
ject itself remains the same, be-
cause the space  around the object 

– its social context 

 is what makes us
 feel that the item
 is more valuable. T
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This fits nicely with another declaration Hyde makes about gifts: 
that they must move, 
and the more movement, 
the greater the value assigned to the creation.
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The connection to Paul 
Revere lent Bartlet’s 

knife a high financial 
value, but its social 

value was a product of 
its tradition and shared 

experience. The knife 
tied its possessor to a 

long line of others. I 
look at the obligations 

of our talents as a simi-
lar situation. 

We are part of a long 
line of people who have 

been tasked to shape 
this world in big and 

small ways, and the 
longer that line runs, 

the more valuable our 
opportunity becomes.

Bartlet’s knife also 
shows that we are 

introduced to the finer 
details of a good gift 

and educated to its 
nature so that we may 

be able to appreciate it 
more fully. 

Design gains the ability  to nourish when it acts as a gift rather than as something to create yearning. We get 
to close loops of desire rather than open new ones.
We manipulate the context around the work to create a better experience for the one we’re giving it to, 

much like how President Bartlet sent Charlie on a wild goose chase so that he would have to teach himself 
about what makes a fine knife. 

Gifts are wrapped for a reason – it frames the exchange, creates a surprise, and lengthens time to ensure an 
opportunity to have an experience. 

A similar thing happens when reading an 
old-style book with deckled edges. The edges 
don’t offer any sort of utility in contemporary 

books, but they were a necessity in much older 
titles. Readers would slice open pages with a 
knife, because the text was printed on folded 
paper on both sides. The binding would seal 

the pages shut on the right edge, and they 
would have to be torn, like opening a letter, to 

unveil the next page of text. The process turned 
the reading process into a literal page-by-page 

unveiling of a story. 

Italo Calvino said in his novel, If On a Winter’s 
Night a Traveler:

This volume’s pages are uncut: a .first obstacle 
opposing your impa- tience. Armed with a 

good paper knife, you prepare to penetrate its 
secrets. With a determined slash you cut your 

way between the title page and the beginning of 
the .first chapter.

The cutting of bound pages transforms a simple 
page turn into a treasure hunt, and while 

the obstacle doesn’t necessarily scale well for 
someone who ravenously reads, it does make 
a simple page flip feel a bit like a child tearing 

through Christmas gifts at a feverish pace. 
Ripping apart pages meters the pace of reading, 

and frames it with a bit of nostalgia and 
romanticism. If anything, it forces the reader to 

spend more time with the words. 
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Design gains the ability  to nourish when it acts as a gift rather than as something to create yearning. We get 
to close loops of desire rather than open new ones.
We manipulate the context around the work to create a better experience for the one we’re giving it to, 

much like how President Bartlet sent Charlie on a wild goose chase so that he would have to teach himself 
about what makes a fine knife. 

Gifts are wrapped for a reason – it frames the exchange, creates a surprise, and lengthens time to ensure an 
opportunity to have an experience. 

And yet I can’t shake fantasizing about attention that 

has no price, that can’t be bought or sold, but is given 

freely:  a  g i f t . 

I buy and read books because I want to give the gift of my attention to the attention economy I’m (as a writer) a part of. 
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Sometimes slowing down is a gift, because it lets the reader more fully 
appreciate the skill and capabilities of the writer. 
The design decisions of the format encouraged savoring for a better 
reading experience.The success of a gift is quantified by the experience of its recipient, 

and harkens back to the primacy of the listener or audience. 
The qualities that make a great gift are the same characteristics that have 
been used to mark good design in this book:  

thoughtfulness in the choices that 
were made, 
understanding 
and 
responding
 to the context, 
and using 
e m p a t h y 
to 
a c c o m m o d a t e 
and 
c u s t o m i z e
 
for fit.
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Design, like many gifts, gains its 
primary value through customization 

to the one it is given to. “It’s the thought 
that counts,” as the saying about gifts 
goes, and that thoughtfulness implies 

an understanding of the individual 
receiving the gift. This is why cash is 

thought to be an underclass of present: 
it may be the most flexible and valuable 

from an economic standpoint, but the 
ability to spend it anywhere means that 

the gift was never personalized. 
Good gifts must be tailored to their 

recipients, so the difference between 
giving fifty dollars in cash and thought-
fully spending fifty dollars on someone 

is immense. 
It suggests that the quality of the gift is 

not just in its objective qualities 
like flexibility or cost, 

but in its subjective characteristics 
like intent and context. 

The space around the gift and the 
environment in which it is given sets up 

an excellent experience.

And perhaps the line between 
thoughtfully buying a gift 

and just giving the money to someone 
relates to the reason why so many 

creative individuals 
feel it necessary to do things the long, 

hard, stupid way. To merely work within 
the boundaries of 

financial concerns and 
not maximize one’s creative capacity 

is to give someone the cash. 

Singing a song of our own while we make our work uses the full 
capacity of the creative person to create new value and some-
thing of consequence. There is a contribution greater than just 
the commercial concern; there is a human investment of talent, 
perspective, and perseverance. These are the elements that 

resonate 
with the audience, because the work becomes a link between two 
individuals. 
Both 
sides 
of 
the 
equation 
are 
humanized, 
initiating 
a 
relationship 
between 
them 
through 

publishing the work. 
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A few years ago, my 
friend Rob Giampi-
etro was designing 
a business card for a 
client, and during a 
presentation of de-
sign options, the cli-
ent chose one, then 
asked if the design 
was completed. In a 
moment of insight, 
Rob responded that 
the design of the 
business card 
wouldn’t be finished 
until the client 
gave it to someone 
else. The implied 
exchange was part 
of the design, and 
Rob’s task was to 
create a framework 
for that gift ex-
change to occur. 

:something travels 
from one person to 
another, and in the 
process, they both 
gain. Like a gift, de-
sign requires move-
ment; the work 
must be shared, the 
ideas must move. A 
business card that 
stays in its owner’s 
pocket is no good.

The measure of a design is in its capacity to be  
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The publication of each design project initiates an exchange of gifts. 

A TYPOGRAPHIC DIALOGUE 19

W
e 

va
lu

e 
al

l t
he

se
 co

nt
rib

ut
io

ns
, b

ut
 

th
e 

gi
ft 

of
 at

te
nt

io
n 

is 
pe

rh
ap

s t
he

 m
os

t v
al

ua
bl

e. 
At

te
nt

io
n 

m
ay

 se
em

 li
ke

 a
n 

ea
sy

 g
ift

 to
 g

iv
e, 

bu
t i

t i
s n

ot
; 

it 
is 

th
e 

sc
ar

ce
st

 re
so

ur
ce

 av
ai

la
bl

e 
be

ca
us

e 
its

 q
ua

nt
iti

es
 a

re
 li

m
ite

d 
an

d 
no

nr
en

ew
ab

le
. 

W
e 

ca
n’

t p
ro

du
ce

 m
or

e 
at

te
nt

io
n,

 
an

d 
th

er
e 

ar
e 

ev
er

 m
or

e 
th

in
gs

 v
yi

ng
 fo

r i
t e

ac
h 

da
y. 

At
te

nt
iv

e 
au

di
en

ce
s s

ho
ul

d 
be

 re
w

ar
de

d 
w

ith
 h

ig
h-

qu
al

ity
 w

or
k,

 
an

d 
th

er
e 

sh
ou

ld
 b

e 
a 

sy
m

m
et

ry
 to

 th
e 

qu
al

ity
 o

f e
ac

h.

The measure of a design is in its capacity to be  
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while on the other, 

the audience gives their 

attention, 
contributes 

through platforms, 
and offers their 

financial support. 
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In the 1970s, Robert 
Irwin explored the 

qualities of attention as a 

gift. He called the experi-

ment “being available in 

response.” He would be 

available to other people 

who sought his presence, 

attention, and time, just 

like his responsiveness 

to the rooms where he 

installed his art. He 

explained: I just sort of 

let it be known that I 

was available, in a way 

like I’m saying it to you. 

I mean, I didn’t put out 

any ads or anything, but 

word got around. And 

you could be, let’s say, up 

at ucLA, and you’d say, 

“Well, let’s take advan-

tage of that. We’ll have 

him come up and talk to 

the students.” And that’s 

what I’d do. Or, “We’ll 

have him come up and 

do a piece on the patio.” 

And I would just come 

up and do that.

“There’s an important 

distinction to be made 

here,” 

[Irwin] con- tinued,

“between organizing and 

proselytizing, on the one 

hand, and responding to 

interest, on the other. I 

was and continue to be 

available in response. 

I mean, I don’t stand 

on a corner and hand 

out leaj1ets. I’m not an 

evangelist. I’m not trying 

to sell anything. But on 

the other hand, if you 

ask me a question, you’re 

going to get a half- hour 

answer.”

The experiment started 

slowly, but within a 

few months, Irwin was 

almost continually on 

the road. The project 

lasted two years. He’d 

show up at schools 

and talk to students, or 

visit institutions and do 

an installation. Irwin 

himself said that he 

wasn’t attempting to sell 

anything, implying that 

his availability existed 

outside of commerce and 

so was a gift. 
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“F r e e ”
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While his gift was free in commercial terms, it was terribly expensive in 
attention, making it a truly significant offering. The writer and media theorist 
Clay Shirky recently said, 

“We systematically overestimate 
the value of access to information 
and underestimate the value of 
access to each other.” 

How inspiring for Irwin to devote so many years to being 
fully available to those who were interested.
The relationship between quality work and quality attention, however, is a bit 
of a chicken and egg paradox. 
Which comes first? 
Do people 
make good work 
to 
gain the rapt attention of an audience, 
or
do they not bother with refined work 
until they know others are listening

? 

attracts attention. 

?
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Luck  i ly  ,

Inside of 
commerce, 

this is a 
problem, 
because it 

doesn’t 
make 

much sense 
to make a 
financial 

investment 
without a 

good 
hunch 

of
 reward.
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The desire to 
produce great work 
will 
never leave the one 
making it, 
because of 
their sense of 
obligation 
to their gift. 

The song must 
be sung.

for 
the 

creative 
individual, 

it 
is 
of 

n
o

 
c
o
n
c
e
r
n.
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They become a shared 
experience molding our 
interpretation of the 
world, 
becoming our points of 
reference, 

like the shape of a Coke bottle, 

the gait of the 
illuminated man 

on a street’s crosswalk sign,

 the design of a paper clip, 

or the recycling logo. 

The things that initiate the exchange of high quality attention may start inside of the designer, but the products of the process have 
a tendency to have authorship and ownership evaporate. 
Sometimes the things we design lose the signature of the one who creates them, because their application is so widespread that 
their sway in culture diffuses to such an extent that it enters the air like the scent of the innkeeper’s fish. 

It can become 
easy to presume 
that these things 
have always 
existed, and 
forget that they 
were designed 
and originated 
with someone’s 
decisions.
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The things that initiate the exchange of high quality attention may start inside of the designer, but the products of the process have 
a tendency to have authorship and ownership evaporate. 
Sometimes the things we design lose the signature of the one who creates them, because their application is so widespread that 
their sway in culture diffuses to such an extent that it enters the air like the scent of the innkeeper’s fish. 

Design can sometimes 
achieve a state so fused 
with the culture, so 
widespread, 
distributed, 
and engrained into the 
background, 
that it recedes in spite 
of its 
upfront 
positioning. 

One of the best 
examples of 

this in graphic 
design is Milton 

Glaser’s I • NY 
logo. It’s become 
something with-
out an author, a 

shared symbol 
that permeates 

across all the 
spoofs and 

iterations it has 
inspired. Gla-
ser’s mark has 
become a gift 
to the culture 
that is shared, 

referenced, and 
celebrated. The 
mark became a 
vessel for emo-
tion, a platform 

ready for the 
contributions 

of the audience 
to project their 
own affiliations 

onto to better 
articulate their 

appreciation for 
the city. Now, 
the mark is a 
shorthand to 

express affection 
for anything.T
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A person is not a closed system, they can never be fully 
self-sufficient. We need each other because we cannot 

make everything ourselves. 
Everything was invented, but it was not done alone, 
so we should revere the times we are able to fill this 

complementary role for others, and cherish when others 
do so for us. 

It’s the words of others that teach 
us to speak, the expressions of life 
by other people that teach us how 
to express ourselves. The great 
opportunity of design is that 
we are frequently afforded the 
privilege to fill another’s needs 
and desires.
I used to be a bit jaded about 
my work in an attempt to shield 
myself from the responsibility 
of it. I’d say, it is just a logo, only 
a promotional piece. It’s only a 
website, just an essay. 

The world shapes 

us, 

and we get to 

shape the world.s h a p e
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But, the things that we make are more 
than just objects. They’re the way we paint 
pictures of what’s to come. They are the 
projects that give us license to imagine a 
better future for ourselves and everyone 
else. These objects represent the promises 
that we make to one another and symbolize 
the connections between us. They come 
from the friction between the world we live 
in and the one we want to live in by build-
ing on top of our longings and exemplifying 
our capabilities.
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So this is 
what it’s come 
to: when an 
attention gift 
economy 
seems more 
practical and 
sustainable 
than an 
exchange 
economy for 
information 
commodities, 
which is being 
rotted by 
the gift’s ugly 
negation: 
the free. 
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PROJECT 3 written reflection

There are spring break and snow day off during our 
process of this project, and I missed the only class we can 
discuss about drafts and make revision before final pre-
sentation. On the other words, the final presentation is the 
first time I show my books from the ground up. I was very 
anxious during the process of this project. It took me very 
long time to read and interpret the primary text. After-
ward, I spent even more time on selecting the secondary 
content in order to communicate fully about my interpre-
tation and response toward the “Gift and Give.” 

At the beginning, I had difficulty to organize the 
overall structure considering the relationship between two 
different texts. First I set them in different typefaces but 
the same size. According to the content, I distinguished the 
emphasized and the deemphasized parts by changing the 
font size. Then decided how the secondary text responses 
to the primary one sentence by sentence. After the basic 
structure was set up, I started to design the layout of the 
pages as well as shape the interactivity by using horizontal 
and vertical direction, repeating the keywords and varying 
the letter space. After finishing the preliminary design of 
the body text, I started to work on front and back covers.
The first version of covers design was inspired by the 
concept of the “Gift”, but it did not correspond with the in-
teractivity inside the book. Lastly, I did some adjustments 
to the body text and then re-design the covers.

During the process, I spent a lot of time on every de-
tail in the book, the content, the layout, the interaction…
and so on. It cost me approximately 30 hours in total read-
ing, working and looking back forward, then working and 
looking back forward. I like my final work. It’s far better 
than it was at the beginning. From the critique in class, 

I also learned that I have room to improve the different 
levels (micro and macro) of my book. I focus mostly on a 
spread as a unit rather than a page as a unit so that I lose 
some the micro level. Text across the pages is another part 
which needs to consider more in terms of eligibility and 
reading experiences.

In addition to the book itself, I learned some knowl-
edge about printing small zine or book and also the 
methods of bookbinding. I think based on the experiences 
of project one and two, I’ve gotten more and more familiar 
with expressive and information typesetting and using the 
grid. In this project, the most challenging part is creating 
the interactivity between the primary and the second texts 
as well as communicating their relationship.
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PROJECT 4 assignment instruction

o v e r v i e w

project 4 
consists of an 
informational 
and an ex-
pressive com-
ponent based 
on separate 
texts / the 
informational 
component 
will be type-
set for the 
screen and 
the expressive 
+ informa-
tional com-
ponent will 
be typeset for 
print.

e m p h a s i s

+ hierarchy and grids

+ typographic composition

+ type for the screen

+ type as image

	 +expressive design

o b j e c t i v e s

+ apply concepts of hierarchy on the screen
+ apply concepts of gestalt and hierarchy to 
visual composition
+ strengthen ability to express oneself 
through typography
+ apply iterative process to generate typo-
graphic compositions

S c h e d u l e

week of april 2 – proj 4 / begin – proj 3 / deliver
[type for the screen: hierarchy, typesetting for 
screen reading]
week of april 9 proj 4 / working
week of april 16 proj 4 / working
week of april 23 – proj 4 / deliver



Typography II / Spring 2018 Pei Jung Ho

PROJECT 4 research and ideation
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PROJECT 4 mock-ups, rough designs

Typography is to 
literature as musi-
cal performance is 
to composition: an 
essential act of 
interpretation, full 
of endless oppor-
tunities for insight 
or obtuseness. 
Typography at 
its best is a slow 
performing art, 
worthy of the 
same informed ap-
preciation that we 
sometimes give 
to musical per-
formances, and 
capable of giving 
similar nourish-
ment and pleasure 
in return. 

The typographer’s 
one essential task 
is to interpret and 
communicate the 
text. Its tone, 
its tempo, its 
logical structure, 
its physical size, 
all determine the 
possibilities of its 
typographic form. 
The typographer is 
to the text as the 
musician is to the 
score.

The first task of 
the typographer is 
to read and under-
stand the text: the 
second task is to 
analyze and map 
it. Only then can 
typographical in-
terpretation begin.

Robert Bringhurst
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Typography is to 
literature as musical 
performance is to com-
position: an essential 
act of interpretation, 
full of endless oppor-
tunities for insight or 
obtuseness. Typogra-
phy at its best is a slow 
performing art, worthy 
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appreciation that we sometimes give to musical performances, and capable of 
giving similar nourishment and pleasure in return. 
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The first task of the typographer is to read and understand the text: the second 
task is to analyze and map it. Only then can typographical interpretation begin.
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essential task is to 
interpret and communi-
cate the text. Its tone, 
its tempo, its logical 
structure, its physical 
size, all determine 
the possibilities of its 
typographic form. The 
typographer is to the 
text as the musician is 
to the score.

The first task of the 
typographer is to read 
and understand the 
text: the second task is 
to analyze and map it. 
Only then can typo-
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Robert Bringhurst

Typography is to 
literature as musical 
performance is to com-
position: an essential 
act of interpretation, 
full of endless oppor-
tunities for insight or 
obtuseness. Typogra-
phy at its best is a slow 
performing art, worthy 
of the same informed 
appreciation that we 
sometimes give to 
musical performances, 
and capable of giving 
similar nourishment 
and pleasure in return. 

The typographer’s one 
essential task is to 
interpret and communi-
cate the text. Its tone, 
its tempo, its logical 
structure, its physical 
size, all determine 
the possibilities of its 
typographic form. The 
typographer is to the 
text as the musician is 
to the score.

The first task of the 
typographer is to read 
and understand the 
text: the second task is 
to analyze and map it. 
Only then can typo-
graphical interpretation 
begin.

Robert Bringhurst

Typography is to 
literature as musical 
performance is to com-
position: an essential 
act of interpretation, 
full of endless oppor-
tunities for insight or 
obtuseness. Typogra-
phy at its best is a slow 
performing art, worthy 
of the same informed 
appreciation that we 
sometimes give to 
musical performances, 
and capable of giving 
similar nourishment 
and pleasure in return. 

The typographer’s one 
essential task is to 
interpret and communi-
cate the text. Its tone, 
its tempo, its logical 
structure, its physical 
size, all determine 
the possibilities of its 
typographic form. The 
typographer is to the 
text as the musician is 
to the score.

The first task of the 
typographer is to read 
and understand the 
text: the second task is 
to analyze and map it. 
Only then can typo-
graphical interpretation 
begin.

Robert Bringhurst

Typography is to 
literature as musical 
performance is to com-
position: an essential 
act of interpretation, 
full of endless oppor-
tunities for insight or 
obtuseness. Typogra-
phy at its best is a slow 
performing art, worthy 
of the same informed 
appreciation that we 
sometimes give to 
musical performances, 
and capable of giving 
similar nourishment 
and pleasure in return. 

The typographer’s one 
essential task is to 
interpret and communi-
cate the text. Its tone, 
its tempo, its logical 
structure, its physical 
size, all determine 
the possibilities of its 
typographic form. The 
typographer is to the 
text as the musician is 
to the score.

The first task of the 
typographer is to read 
and understand the 
text: the second task is 
to analyze and map it. 
Only then can typo-
graphical interpretation 
begin.

Robert Bringhurst

Typography is to 
literature as musical 
performance is to com-
position: an essential 
act of interpretation, 
full of endless oppor-
tunities for insight or 
obtuseness. Typogra-
phy at its best is a slow 
performing art, worthy 
of the same informed 
appreciation that we 
sometimes give to 
musical performances, 
and capable of giving 
similar nourishment 
and pleasure in return. 

The typographer’s 
one essential task is 
to i n t e r p r e t 
a n d  c o m m u -
n i c a t e  t h e 
t e x t .  I t s 
t o n e ,  i t s 
t e m p o ,  i t s 
l o g i c a l 
s t r u c t u r e , 
i t s  p h y s -
i c a l  s i z e , 
a l l  d e t e r -
m i n e  t h e 
p o s s i b i l i -
t i e s  o f  i t s 
t y p o g r a p h i c 
f o r m .  T h e 
t y p o g r a -
p h e r  i s  t o 
t h e  t e x t  a s 
t h e  m u s i -
c i a n  i s  t o 
t h e  s c o r e .

T h e  f i r s t 
t a s k  o f  t h e 
t y p o g r a p h e r 
i s  t o  r e a d 
a n d  u n d e r -
s t a n d  t h e 
t e x t :  t h e 
s e c o n d  t a s k 
i s  t o  a n -
a l y z e  a n d 
m a p  i t . 
O n l y
    t h e n 
c a n 
t y p o g r a p h -
i c a l 
i
n
t
e
r
p
r
e
t
a

t
i
o
n 

b
e

Typography is to literature as musical performance is to composition: an essen-
tial act of interpretation, full of endless opportunities for insight or obtuseness. 
Typography at its best is a slow performing art, worthy of the same informed 
appreciation that we sometimes give to musical performances, and capable of 
giving similar nourishment and pleasure in return. 

The typographer’s one essential task is to interpret and communicate the text. 
Its tone, its tempo, its logical structure, its physical size, all determine the pos-
sibilities of its typographic form. The typographer is to the text as the musician 
is to the score.

The first task of the typographer is to read and understand the text: the second 
task is to analyze and map it. Only then can typographical interpretation begin.
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of interpretation, full of endless opportunities 
for insight or obtuseness. Typography at its best 
is a slow performing art, worthy of the same 
informed appreciation that we sometimes give to musi-
cal performances, and capable of giving similar nourish-
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PROJECT 4 final solution Typography 
is 
to 
literature 
as 
musical 
performance 
is 
to
composition: 
an 
essential 
act 
of 
interpretation, 
full 
of 
endless 
opportunities 
for 
insight 
or 
obtuseness. 
TYPOGRAPHY 
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best 
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a
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performing 
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of
the 
same 
informed 
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that 
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sometimes 
give 
to 
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performances, 
and 
capable 
of 
giving 
similar 
nourishment 
and 
pleasure 
in 
return. 
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essential 
task 
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the 
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begin.
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PROJECT 4 written reflection

This project we use a few paragraphs about typog-
raphy as body texts to develop a poster. As same as the 
instruction, I follow the progresses of homework step by 
step, generating the iterations first and then choosing the 
strongest one to push further. The most difficult part for me 
is the very beginning when we need to create four different 
variations. I tried to generate different idea for each one 
instead of creating different compositions.

About the one I choose to develop the final, I had a 
clear image once the idea pop up in my head, the bright red, 
small texts and the vertical central composition. I like the 
concept a lot and did not want to make too much changes 
so that I also made iterations for the other poster in order to 
practice. About this second poster, I tried to create a more 
complex composition and maintain the eligibility at the 
same time. For this one, I had hard time with color choices. 
I applied many color combinations and finally got the pink 
and the orange final version, though I’m still not pretty 
satisfied with it. I was happy that in this project I played 
around with both concept and the composition, especially 
the former one. This is the first time I think I successfully 
express my concept through poster. 

As for the time management, I spent about 20 hours on 
them totally,10 hours for the first variations and 10 hours 
generating the iterations for chosen posters. 

I really appreciated that our classmates always highly 
engaged in the classes and the critiques. I learned A LOT 
from every critique this semester, not only the opinions for 
improving my own works but also “How to do a critique.” 
It’s amazingly helpful to hear different perspectives and 
opinions from them. Sometimes I wrote down the sentences 
that people used to describe their thoughts and sometimes 

I would run my opinions in mind. Though I did not talk 
a lot (still ;_;), I’ve tried hard to do it. It has been better 
than the last semester and I’ll make it even better in the 
following semesters.
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IN-CLASS PRACTICE  resume

Pei   Jung   H  o

pho01@mica.edu

kk60719tw@gmail.com

+1.626.342.6166

+886.0974.002.498

140 W Lafayette Ave, 

Baltimore, MD 21217

EDUCATION
_____________________________________________________

2 0 1 7 –

Maryland Institute College of Art,  Baltimore MD

Bachelor of Graphic Design

Concentration Illustration

2 0 1 5 – 2 0 1 7

Taipei National University of the Arts,  Taipei Taiwan

Attended, earning 65 credits toward a Bachelor Degree in Fine Arts

SKILLS
_____________________________________________________

D i g i t a l  a r t

Graphic design, Typography, Card design, Poster design, Digital illustration

Programs: Adobe Illustrator, Photoshop, Indesign, Lightroom, Microsoft-

(word, excel),

Programming in HTML and CSS

F i n e  a r t

Paintintg and drawing in a variety of materials, especially charcoal drawing, 

acrylic and watercolor painting, Calligraphy and Sculpture

EXHIBITION AND AWARD
_____________________________________________________

2 0 1 7

Solo exhibition ”The Chain”, Taipei Taiwan

2 0 1 7

Dean’s list of the Fall 2017 semester in Maryland Institute College of Art

WORK EXPERIENCE
_____________________________________________________

2 0 1 7

Environmental Graphics, Taipei Taiwan

Provided New Taipei City Association of farmers a mural design for 

improving the appearance of the Taipei Hope Plaza Farmers’ Market

2 0 1 7

Artistic Tutor, Taipei Taiwan

Instructed secondary school and high school students preparing 

entrance examination

for art skills

2 0 1 6

Assistant for Public Art Plan, Hsinchu Taiwan

Implemented Artist Chun-Hao, Chen's public art plan for Hsinchu 

International land Art Festival with a small group of Art college students

2 0 1 6

Designer, Taipei Taiwan

Designed signage, flyers and recipes for restaurant "A bu tea"

2 0 1 4

Curator of Student Exhibition, Miaoli Taiwan

Organized the student exhibition formed by five schools

bettyho_record

https://www.behance.net/

pho016be1
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IN-CLASS PRACTICE   type for the screen
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