
CELEBRATING 20 YEARS
November 20, 2025

I started publishing newspapers in 2005. Some of these look very different from others because I changed printing places and 

occasionally, they changed their format. 2012 is missing because I was exhausted from spending most of my free time working 

on these newspapers while working full-time in a sewing factory to pay for printing and postage to mail a “real” broadsheet, I 

took a year off. Once I decided to publish online and use copy-paper size layouts, there was more uniformity. Here are screen-

shots of sample front pages as things evolved. All the papers from 2008 forward are on my website, www.ionaconner.com. 

This is a photo essay followed by two of my all-time favorite articles by people in our Global Family. My newspaper has always 

been a team effort and there are no words to adequately express my gratitude for everyone who submitted stories, photos, 

encouragement, and feedback. I will be continuing with an exciting new version of this work in January. 

I love creating these for you and feel more alive when I’m doing this.

How and Why I Started My Own Newspaper
Published in H.E.R. Local: 
Her Everyday Resource by 
The Herald-Mail Company, 

Fall 2008.

Just when most people would 
have been dreaming of retire-
ment, I was dreaming of starting 
my own newspaper.

The urge goes way back. 
Thirty-five years ago, our daily 
paper arrived face-up on the 
door mat. The photo of a naked, 
dead woman’s body in a ravine, 
though microscopic, shocked 
me. I ran into the house and 
cancelled our subscription, 
thankful that I had seen it before 
my little sons arrived home from 
school. I was unnerved.

I don’t like the way women 
are portrayed in underwear ads, 
crying or simply as helpmates. 
I abhor the gruesome, ugly and 
trivial content of most papers. 

And I believe that, in these 
times of grave global warming 
threats, people aren’t seeing the 
immediacy and truth through 
their beloved mainstream pa-
pers because that would neces-
sitate ruffling the feathers of 
valuable advertisers.

In addition to these negative 
reasons for creating an alterna-
tive newspaper, I love to write. 
I have dabbled in newspaper 
editing for non-profit organiza-
tions for decades, including 
publishing my own newsletters 
on 8 1/2 by 11” copy paper. I 
enjoy finding people who are 
doing wonderful work and talk-
ing about them to others. 

So, at 61, I decided to publish 
what I believe is the nation’s 
first, hard-copy, global warm-
ing newspaper, The Order of 
the Earth: News, Views and 
Musings (a name I thought of 

years ago). I focus more on 
women and peace than men 
and war. I focus more on pre-
serving forests and trees and on 
income-producing clean energy 
in the fight against catastrophic 
climate change. I do not believe 
this world is as awful as it ap-
pears to be through the eyes of 
news gatherers who scan the 
world for the gory, the scary, the 
tragic, the weird. Meanwhile, 
people everywhere are over-
coming obstacles and working 
hard to create a brighter fu-
ture. I like to find the kind, the 
beautiful, the thoughtful, the 
outrageous. I work long hours 
to uncover stories showing that 
we can indeed transform this 
country to minimize and survive 
ghastly environmental condi-
tions that climate change is forc-
ing on us.

How on Earth are we as a so-
Continued on page 26
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By Herbert Bagyenyi Kajoki, 
Uganda, member Grassroots 
Coalition for Environmental and 
Economic Justice
Special to Grassroots Coalition 
News 

What is Mindset?
 In simple terms, Mindset change 

is someone’s mental attitude or 
inclination or on the other hand, it’s 
a fixed state of someone’s mind. 
Being happy and successful is 
something we all aspire to. It’s very 
likely that when asked, “What’s 
your aim in life?” most of us would 
answer – to be happy. But on some 
days, this “small and modest” goal 
just seems light years away. 

The good and bad news is this 
– it’s all in our head. Even when it 
seems impossible to look on the 
bright side of things, it’s actually 
100% in our power to transform the 
way we see life or think. 

One Village Uganda is a grass-
roots, community-based orga-
nization operating in Kyanamira 
subcounty, Kabale District, Uganda 
working to support communities 
in environmental/climate change 
through agriculture, education, 
health outreaches, and sustainable 
tourism for future generation’s use. 

The only way to achieve this is 
through positive Mindset Change 
programs. 

In developing countries, many 
grants, donations, and support 
have been given out through 
funding programs but the more 
the funding or support, the more 
need. Especially when you look at 
education funding, donors have 
put in a lot of money in sponsor-
ing children, building schools, 
orphanages, among others, but still 

many children continue to be born 
recklessly, population increases, 
and lack of responsibility, among 
others; however, this has greatly 
affected our environment as well 
as the effects of climate change. 

The case in point is, as long as our 
communities in developing coun-
tries or third-world countries do not 
change their mindset in the areas 
of responsibility in children produc-
tion, environmental use, and modern 
methods of agriculture, then we still 
suffer the consequences. 

When you look at the idea of 
Orphanages, especially in Africa, 
many of the children they take care 
of are not orphans but vulnerable 
children born due to unwanted 
pregnancies, irresponsible parents 
who produce many children that 
they cannot afford to take care of, 
hardened heart/mind to change 
things from a traditional way of do-
ing things, and lack of awareness 
of the future generation. 

Donations/support/funding are 
not sustainable, so this means 
that where there is no funding, the 
community or previously funded 
project is stark. 

For example, if you are educat-
ing a child from elementary class 
and before this student is or has 
finished the university and the 
sponsorship is lost, this student 
has no future whatsoever. But if his 
or her family/ parents are aware 
that if I produce a child, it’s me/my 
responsibility to take care of the 
child and the government gets into 
that. Then we shall have a reason-
able number of children produced 
by the couple/family and whom 
they can take care of and hence 
sustainable and the future will be 

looked at as amazing and with joy. 
One of the most causes of 

environmental threats and climate 
changes in the whole world is over-
population, which has endangered 
and encroached our natural envi-
ronment for both agriculture with its 
associated challenges that cause 
climate change patterns. There-
fore, to address these mindset 
programs like health outreach for 
family planning education and ini-
tiation should be emphasized with 
great need and support for Com-
munity engagements on develop-
ment areas and livelihood support 
through agriculture. 

What does Mindset Change 
require of us? 

For so many years, we are used 
to always wanting more and striv-
ing to be better. However, some-
times we just need to appreciate 
what we already have, and sud-
denly a different world will open up 
right in front of us. 

Changing our mindset to being 
grateful is really one of the most 
powerful eye-openers in develop-
ing countries, especially in Africa. It 
is too hard to be that effective, but 
we have to practice it in everything 
we do and plan. 

Instead of striving to make peo-
ple/children happy through build-
ing orphanages or schools, you 
should fund sustainable fulfillment 
like family planning outreaches and 
initiation in rural areas, livelihood 
agriculture/farming, education that 
benefits children in their existing 
schools, rather than constructing 
new ones and other home devel-
opment programs like revolving 
financing loans (microloans that can 

Continued on next page

‘Mindset’ Change Community Can 
Help Fix Climate Problems 
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https://www.plannedparenthood.org/learn/for-educators

help in development). Increasingly 
more psychologists and thinkers 
are stressing that happiness is not 
a product of getting what you want, 
but rather the byproduct of the dif-
ferent challenges you’ve overcome 
and milestones you’ve reached to 
get there.

 In other words, donations or sup-
port or funding alone isn’t enough 
without pursuing things, competing 
and struggling for sustainability. 
Remember – happiness is not the 
destination – it’s a side effect to liv-
ing your life to the fullest. 

Receiving donations/support is 
not a bad thing essentially. But it 

can become harmful if you overdo 
it or rely on it, especially when 
stopped at a time you are not 
aware of. If you are too demanding 
towards yourself, you can experi-
ence depression and project burn-
out. If you are expecting too much 
of other people, they can get tired 
or scared of you or even avoid you. 

When your expectations towards 
funding from others are too high, 
and you feel like they owe you 
something, here’s the harsh truth. 
Nobody owes you anything. 

So, I have established that fund-
ing/support/donations are not an 
end-products or a finish line that 

I cross and stay content for the 
rest of my life. On the contrary, 
these are the by-products that you 
experience while you’re leading a 
fulfilled and varied life. 

Donations and support/funding 
success is not within arms’ reach 
or sustainable. 

Herbert Bagyenyi Kajoki is an advo-
cate to climate change/environmental 
threats, sustainable Tourism, and a 
Tour operator with ONE VILLAGE TOURS 
& TRAVEL. Email: onevillage2013@gmail. 
com; WhatsApp: +256701233725 

Continuation from previous page
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Revolution 
Imagine the World YOU Want to Live In

By Surnai Ó Maoildhia, Ireland
Parabola: Spring 2020 

There came a time when the 
square concrete slabs sitting heavy 
along the suburban streets were 
pried up with crowbars and the 
squashed soil beneath sucked in 
the fresh air and people kneeled 
down along the stretches of dark 
earth and said Sorry.

There came a time when all of 
the lightbulbs in each of the street-
lights in each of the streets were 
unscrewed. And in the night the 
stars shone down unblinded. 

The bricks of derelict houses 
were pulled from tired walls by 
many sets of hands and were 
stacked, like the building blocks of 
children, in wheelbarrows, to be 
wheeled away and used again. 

Then the foundations of the lonely 
houses crumbled and were swept 
away and soil flew in on the breeze 
carrying dandelion seeds with it, 
and those many hands with soil 
in the curves of their fingerprints 
placed tiny seeds in tiny pressed 
hollows that grew to be oak and 
sycamore and birch and ash. 

The black smoke that once 
wheezed from car exhausts and 
chimneys and seeped up into the 
sky, staining the white clouds dark, 
was now only in the burning of fallen 
branches on beaches from bonfires, 
and the smoke was grey, not black, 
and the red sparks wove within it 
a fiery embroidery that sparkled 
beneath the unveiled stars. 

The trees that lived in their 
circles in the pavement in the 
cities now stretched their roots 
out, stretched the length of them, 

stretched long and lovely and 
intoxicatingly as all that concrete 
was changed to loose earth and so 
the roots could uncoil and the trees 
could stand steady. 

And in this time, this time that 
came, on Sunday mornings, people 
went to the sea and kneeled and 
saw the waves swell against the 
cliffs or lap against the stones or 
soak into the sand. They went to 
the forest and kneeled and looked 
at the trees shiver, shake, and lose 
themselves in the wind. They went 
to the mountains and kneeled and 
watched, straining their eyes to see 
the breaths in the earth of the moun-
tains, the mountains that breathe so 
slowly in their millennial meditation 
that one cannot see the rise and fall. 

And above this breathing, above 
this spiraling of roots and trickling 
of water in the hollows in the soil, 
and alongside the curling of the 
waves and amidst the frolicking of 
the dandelion seeds, is the turning, 
turning, turning of bicycle wheels 
as people make their way through 
their day, to the sea or to work or 
play or school… 

To school where children have ris-
en from beds to kneel against rows 
of different beds and gently pluck 
out weeds and water the seedlings 
and the growing bulbs, and place 
potatoes in their patterns and name 
each one before they bury them… 

To school where children solve 
puzzles with simultaneous equa-
tions and build contraptions with 
blueprints and nimble fingers and 
then discover the workings of plants, 
animals, atoms, space, and the 
rhythms of a story as they read and 
read and read… writes the author. 

To school where children fill 
the halls with music and the foot-
stomping of dancing and the pound-
ing of running feet and the careful 
breathing of yoga and meditation as 
they learn to stretch their limbs and 
minds and where to stretch them so 
as to get the most light… 

The light that fruit and vegetables 
have used to swell and ripen, to be 
gathered then in baskets on bicy-
cles or pooled in cloth bags, and the 
soil is brushed off with fingers and 
the slugs are placed outside and 
the vegetables, each one a different 
shape, are chopped and cooked. 

And the flowers are nourished by 
that same light, the flowers that were 
planted in the ground and in boxes 
and baskets and on rooftops and in 
the old bulbs of streetlights hanging 
upside down from loops of twine. 
The same light that’s sprinkled like 
sugar onto the fields and fields of 
daisies, fields bursting with daisies, 
trimmed with pink and centered by 
their own little suns, and if you look 
quickly, especially at dusk, it is only 
pink you see; oh, but how can you 
only glance? Of all the standards of 
beauty, there is nothing more lovely 
than a field full of daisies… 

And in a house where all the win-
dows are open a bumble bee has 
found himself trapped and a young 
girl sees him and gasps and she 
runs for a glass. And following him 
on tiptoe through the different rooms 
of the home, she finally moves the 
glass over him and places a book on 
the end and shifts the buzzing bee, 
buzzing, buzzing, buzzing, into the 
garden where he swoops up into 
the air, pauses, buzzes, and swoops 

Continued on next page



again and disappears. 
And though the girl can’t see – 

but can imagine – the bee moseys 
over miles of green grass, dot-
ted with pockets of gardens and 
houses and trees, and the bee 
crisscrosses with swallows who 
have tuned the sounds of spring to 
summer with the forks of their tails. 
And the bee pauses on a sun-
flower planted in a stretch of space 
that was once a graveyard, and is 
still, but the rectangles of gravel 
and the squares of headstones 
have been swapped with shrubs 
and flowers and so bluebells grow 
from the bodies and the memories 
of lost ones, who are not truly lost, 
simply shifted, and their names are 
painted on pebbles that have been 
moved from the shore. 

And all of that rubbish that 
dropped from all of those cluttered 
lives, the rubbish that could not 
decompose, that could not die – im-
mortal – heaped on top of nature, 
smothering; and then on top of itself, 
piling, over and over, minute after 

minute, until it leaked into the cracks 
in the planet, filling the gaps and 
then overflowing until it spilled and 
spilled into all of the bellies of all of 
the whales, cleared. It was cleared. 

And there came a time when the 
ocean released that breath it had 
been holding and eased down a 
few winches. And the wounds in 
the sky were allowed to heal and 
knit back togetwher and dolphins 
could sew their threads through the 
clean, blue waters again. 

And there came a time when the 
treetops were patched up and noisy 
again and orangutans collected 
their armfuls of fruit again and all 
that crumbling, wilting, dying turned 
to growth and the world was fresh 
and clean, as after a spring rain. 

And the poles became solid once 
more. 

And the famine ended. 
And people learned to love this 

nature. 
Loved it wholly and completely 

and unconditionally. And they 
learned that they are not excluded, 

that they are nature too. And the 
indomitable nature within them 
loved the uncontrollableness, the 
insuppressible-ness, the irrepress-
ible-ness…loved the wildness of it 
all, the mess and the chaos; they 
learned to love the life in it, the life 
in them, in us, the organic, circular 
movement of everything. 

And we learned to say, Sorry. 

Surnai Ó Maoildhia was raised on Inis 
Mór, a small island off the west coast of 
Ireland, She was homeschooled there 
along with her siblings. Homeschooling is 
certainly a way to encourage creativity. 
Her parents ran an organic garden and 
housed volunteers. She just got married 
and lives in the Aran Islands, Galway, 
Ireland. See page 14 of my last newspaper. 
[email received January 14, 2023] “Thank 
you so much for choosing to include my 
story again in your wonderful newspa-
per – I’m honoured and very grateful.” 
https://www.surnaimolloy.com/homebird

25
Continuation from previous page



ciety going to find the strength, 
intelligence and courage to radi-
cally change the way the world 
operates (which has been com-
pared to a car going 100 miles 
an hour toward a brick wall) if 
we are numb and depressed 
from the news? 

Given all of the above, I evalu-
ated my talents and my pas-
sion (environmentalism after 40 
years in the movement both as 
a professional and as a vol-
unteer) and asked, “What do I 
want to do for the rest of my life 
and what needs are not being 
met in the world of activism?”

Instead of easing back to play 
bridge, golf or sit in my rocking 
chair reading on the porch, I 
look forward to working deliber-
ately long hours. My newspaper 
is peopled with folks I admire. It 
is also sprinkled with news from 
investigative journalists who un-
cover corruption in all levels of 
government and corporations. 
We are an entirely volunteer 
publication with many talented, 
intelligent and compassionate 
people contributing ideas and 
articles.

The Order of the Earth is a 16-
page, colored, monthly publica-
tion; we hope to expand to a 
24-page weekly during the next 
couple of years.

The only obstacle I face is 
money.

Even though this idea had 
been building for 35 years, I 
didn’t fully understand (and still 
don’t) the economics of this 
plan. My husband and I choose 
to live in near-poverty to run 
our non-profit Grassroots Co-
alition for Environmental and 

Economic Justice. I need to 
work part-time to help pay for 
printing, postage and cartridges. 
Somehow or other, I must bring 
in between $650 and $800 a 
month over and above our So-
cial Security, on which we try to 
live. 

The paper would never have 
been born if it weren’t for two 
close friends who agreed to put 
some energy and generosity 
behind my dream. One insisted 
that it was time to switch to 
newsprint and the other said 
she’d pay for my publishing soft-
ware and our first press run. 

I nearly forgot someone. A 
woman I never met in Freder-
ick got her hands on one of my 
black and white newsletters 
a year ago and quietly trans-
formed our front page into a 
beautiful, colorful depiction of 
the Earth’s glory. I was aston-
ished that such a thing was 
possible since I had zero pub-
lishing/graphics background. At 
that point I knew that The Order 
of the Earth would be not only a 
valuable tool for people in years 
ahead but it would be a beauti-
ful newspaper. I was ecstatic.

With that loving spirit be-
hind me, we planned our “Big 
Launch” for January 1, 2008. 
We hoped to bring the envi-
ronmental community into the 
homes of the mainstream com-
munity. I shopped around for 
the cheapest printing price and 
went with a company that was 
not the cheapest but the friendli-
est and most convenient to my 
friends in Frederick, who were 
going to help me distribute the 
papers. That company hap-

pened to be The Herald-Mail. 
Since my comparison shop-

ping had been based on 2,000 
papers, I unquestioningly or-
dered 2,000. Do you realize 
how many papers that is? Imag-
ine getting a 16-page paper 
every single day and piling them 
all up for recycling. The 2,000 
papers The Herald-Mail staff 
joyfully put in my Ford Escort 
the day I arrived to pick up our 
January papers was equiva-
lent to four-and-a-half years of 
newsprint. What on Earth was I 
going to do with all those pa-
pers?

 In my eagerness to put to-
gether a great paper, I had 
failed to construct a distribution 
system. So I mailed them out in 
little bunches to all my friends 
around the country and gave my 
Frederick colleagues 200 each. 
In time we sent them all on their 
way. For February we cut back 
to 1,500. When money is tight, I 
go back down to 1,000. We ship 
them to the great groups we in-
vite to write for us and they help 
us distribute them in their loca-
tions in hopes that their mem-
berships and campaigns will get 
stronger through our publicity 
and our subscriptions and ads 
will increase. 

Let me back up a minute here 
to say that we lived in Freder-
ick until three and a half years 
ago, when we found a lovely 
home with land we could afford 
in a place unlike any other I’ve 
ever lived. It’s heavenly here in 
rural Pennsylvania but logging, 
hunting and racing junk cars are 
common, women are referred to 

Continuation from previous page
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Coming Next Time 

as ‘girls’ and everybody knows 
everybody else or is some-
how related. These are hard-
working, unpretentious people 
living in “God’s Country.” This 
is not a high-income area, nor 
is it populated with well-paying 
companies so it’s hard to find 
work offering more than mini-
mum wage.

I have been disappointed in 
the low number of subscriptions 
and ads after publishing 11,000 
newspapers and giving away 
roughly 10,000 of them through 

coffee shops, book stores, sup-
portive businesses and eco-
events. Admittedly, I am not 
strong at sales; however, I have 
made face-to-face  

arrangements with seven 
businesses in our conservative 
area to sell The Order for $.50 
to compete with local papers. 
We are slowly developing a fol-
lowing.

I love every minute I spend on 
the paper and trust that finances 
will work themselves out as 
climate change gets worse and 

people’s desire to read a differ-
ent type of news grows. 

The Order of the Earth and I 
will be here to help.

[This appeared after my story 
in H.E.R. Magazine.] Iona Con-
ner is a freelance writer and 
former teacher, nurse and New 
Jersey air pollution inspector, 
where in 1986 she first realized 
we were cooking the Earth. Iona 
can be reached at ionaconner@
pa.net.


