
 High 
into the Andes and 

down through Patagonia, 
from Cape Horn to Antarctica to 

the Cape of Good Hope, north through 
Africa and east over the Indian Ocean, 

from Australia to Indonesia, along the 
Great Wall and across the Gobi desert, rising 
up into the Himalayas

H i g h 
into the Andes and 

across the Darien Gap, 
north through Central America, 

up the Mississippi, from the Rockies 
to the Bering Strait, following the sun 

across Siberia all the  way to Europe, back 
along the Mediterranean to the Fertile 
Crescent and the Green Delta, rising up into 
the Himalayas  

I n a 
far off place, near 

the beginning of a  great 
river, in a  tiny village  tucked 

away beneath a blanket of trees (a 
place so small it’s never mentioned on 

any map, and so close to the equator the 
water doesn’t know which way to  spin) 
there lived two young children. They knew 
each other longer than their oldest 
memories; they were  as close as two 
friends could possibly be. They loved 

each other more than the  elders’ 
tales at dusk; they loved each 

other more than the taste 
of  sweet papaya. 

F o r 
some strange reason 

though, they could never 
agree. When one wanted to fish 

with arrows and bow, the other 
slouched about and said, “I’d rather not 

go!” And when one  was tired and in 
search of a hammock, the other bounced 
around like a nervous flea. They could 
never, ever agree. So they bickered and 
squabbled about this and that, back and 
forth, until finally one or both would 

declare “Ippi, Yippi, Yap, Yap, Yap!” 
which meant, in their own 

language, “That’s enough, 
let’s go on our way.”

W h e n 

the children grew older, 
they decided to leave  their tiny 

village near the beginning of the 
great river. They wanted to explore the 

world – the world beyond the giant forest. 

But of course, they could not agree on 
which direction to go. One said “NORTH!” 

and the other “SOUTH!” North and south, 
back and forth until finally, as always, 

they proclaimed “Ippi, Yippi, Yap, 

Yap, Yap!” One went north and 
the other went south…

H i g h 
in the Himalayas, 

between the magical lands 
of Nepal and Tibet, on an old 

mountain road, the two children 
met. But they didn’t recognize  each 

other at first. They were much older now 
and they had changed in a thousand ways. 
They spoke  new languages and they wore 
different clothes. For both, the other’s 
customs and habits seemed peculiar and 
odd. They told each other incredible tales 
from north and south; then, of course, 
they argued and debated which place 

was best. “North” and “South,” back 
and forth, until, as always, they 

cried, “Ippi, Yippi, Yap, 
Yap, Yap!” 
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