











SHIFTING TIDES

evoke embodied experiences and convey a sense of what it feels like being in a
place, stimulating empathy with the artist’s experience in the more-than-hu-
man world, and reducing psychological distance from environmental crises of
the Anthropocene. In these creative, conversational assemblages, key moments
of affective and embodied understandings offer insights into the complexity of
people and water, bypassing linear narratives and seeking watery thinking.*

Tidal shifts, Ngarunui. Rodrigo Hill (2022).

We have been wandering for some time with water, meandering like streams
and rivers from land all the way to the ocean, listening to the calls, to the songs
of water. This kind of meandering, sensing insights at the edges of water and
land is an ecological practice, a kind of immersing again and again in the fluids
of origins, tuning my—and indeed o#r—eco-soma inward and outward.

Land to water

Water calls to me
The ebb and flow of ocean tides

Small sensations bursting in my feet
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And a deep conscious breath for the first time in a long time
Watery caresses
but caution, slippery surface

This is a landing place.

Land to water

Water sings to me

The fluid surges of river currents

Shapeshifting liquidity reflected back

A simple moment of complete immersion in flow
Watery caresses

and sensing, fresh depths

This Is a settling place.

Partly a found poem, the fragments assembled above are also a conference
workshop summary, a retelling, a momentary multiplicitous place-making
amongst the edges of people, land, and water.

Wiater that rusts, corrodes, seeps, pools, forms fissures, and applies pressure
and time. Pressure and time.

Water that shifts, misbehaves, and nurtures new life.

Water that never once loses itself, shifting through, over, and under ex-
tractive power. Water that, in the end, outlasts.

Here, there are invitations to follow, and learnings to receive. Attending to
water’s own agency, and its shapeshifting capabilities, offers much to the work
of cultivating more careful, response-able relationalities and possibilities in a
climate changing present, and in becoming futures.

is a Professor in Theatre Studies and Dance at
the University of Waikato. Her academic work is focused on embodied
ways of knowing and in creative practice in the arts, particularly in dance
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performance and video/digital dance. She has a particular specialism
in site dance and relationships to place through dance and relating to
environmental and climate change.

JOHANNA CLAUS, PhD, is a former Teaching Fellow at the University
of Waikato and currently lectures at the Bern University of the Arts (HKB).
Her research and teaching focus on performance studies, artsbased inquiry,
and music and dance pedagogy, with particular emphasis on ecosomatic
practices. Her current work investigates how sitespecific performance
rituals can foster climate and epistemic justice through collective reflection,
relational accountability, and transformative action.

MICHELLE DUFFY is an Associate Professor in Human Geography at
the University of Newcastle, Australia. A cultural geographer, her research
investigates how sound, music, listening, and movement open emotional
and affective channels that create connections as well as challenge
conventional ideas of identity and belonging.

PENNY DUNSTAN, PhD, is a Newcastle (Australia) based artist,
agronomist/soil scientist with a specific interest in worrying the decisions
we make about land management, and open-cut coal mine rehabilitation.
In her art practice she invites the land to represent itself through various
techniques including drawing with materials from place, working with
farmed topsoils and their plants; long exposure, limited interference,
analogue, plant-scape photography; and awriting practice thatacknowledges
the old ways on Worimi and Wonnaura Country.

MELINA EY is a social and cultural geographer at the University of
Newcastle, Australia. Melina’s research traces practices of more-than-human
resistance, care and repair in a climate changing world, and she lives and
works on the unceded lands of the Awabakal, Worimi and Wonnarua
peoples.

RODRIGO HILL is a photographic artist specialised in gallery installations

and publications. Rodrigo’s creative interests and research are rooted at
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the intersection of lens-based and documentary approaches in which
photography plays the role of representing layered place imaginaries.

Rodrigo is a Senior lecturer at the University of Waikato Te Kura Toi
School of Arts.

JESSICA LEMIRE'S, PhD, research explores two iterations of dance.
The first is the relationship between Indigenous Australian cultural
dance practices and the healing and rejuvenation of the environment at
Yellomundee Regional Park. The second is the social and cultural healing
potential of African American dance practices.

L1Z MURPHY-MAY isaPhD candidate in Geography and Environmental
Studies whose research is grounded in learning to tread gently and
responsibly as a non-Indigenous white settler on stolen Aboriginal lands.
Their doctoral work with Yandaarra, an intercultural Indigenous and
non-Indigenous research collective on Gumbaynggirr Ngambaa Country
(mid-north coast NSW), engages questions of place, accountability, and
relational ethics. More recently, Liz’s work has begun to think with more-
than-human queer counter-geographies, deepening their understanding of
responsibility through and as part of the ocean’s queerness, where fluidity,
kinship, and care extend beyond the human.

JEAN—LOU|SE OLIVIER is a PhD Candidate in Geography and

Environmental Studies at the University of Newcastle. Their doctoral
research is a collaborative project with women from migrant and refugee
backgrounds in Newcastle, exploring everyday care practices, shadow
care infrastructures, and multi-scalar processes of making home. More
recently Jéan-Louise has engaged in collaborative research that seeks a
better understanding of Queer relations of Ocean as a space of liminal
community building, learning and gentle resistance on unceded Awabakal
and Worimi Countries.

MEG SHERVAL is an Associate Professor at the University of Newcastle,
Australia. Her work in legal and environmental geographer is concerned
with justice in human and non-human spaces. Her research seeks to address
the need for a more holistic approach to environmental management and
questions what just transition in a climate changing world might look like.
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We Are All Holy Water

“We are all holy water, all of us. Within these bodies of water, we have
choice, so there comes free will. But if you took away the aspect of our
personality, we are holy bodies of water. Undoubtedly.”

— Veda Austin

U DON’T REMEMBER the people in heaven?? 1 asked my three-year-old sister

in a condescending five-year-old tone. Well, I do, I would retort when she said no,

casually claiming my ability to recall these people we apparently encountered before
we found ourselves earthside.

By the time of these exchanges, I was already an adept swimmer. I'm certain of
this because I was diving for coins well before my sister was born, only two weeks
after my second birthday. Anytime there was a body of water nearby, I would be in it
as long as I was allowed to be. Underwater somersaults and tea parties, breath-hold-
ing exploration, freestyle or breaststroke back and forth for hours, diving experimen-
tation, imaginal adventures with my abundant community of equally-amphibious
imaginary friends.

Swoosh, the water swirls around me as it meets my skull. I squint, searching along the
pool floor for the coin. A smile crosses my lips. Got it. But I linger. Just a few more seconds
in this liminal space, where my toddler body is barely distinguishable from the water, where
the imaginary friends diving alongside me look and feel just like the people in heaven.
Gasp! I emerge, dripping. Again! I shout as I toss the coin to my mom and prepare myself
to dive back in.

Over two decades of amphibious life later, I found myself floating on the Nile
River. Overwhelmed with the experience of being alive in a body that felt not like skin
and bones but like the vast body of water that was holding me, I heard a whisper. It
was coming from an energy beyond the material world. It assured me, you are the river.
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I flow forward. As the river, I leave nothing behind. Every speck of wisdom, every
particle of profundity I encounter, I carry toward the sea. The people in heaven stay with
me as I traverse the white water. Sometimes its okay to float, they say. But where the water
is rough, dive deep.

Before my first Undoing Racism workshop, the organizers from The People’s Insti-
tute for Survival and Beyond' invited participants to bring something that represented
our culture. I brought a picture of my grandma, Mimi, and me hugging and smiling
in a red leather booth in Mimi’s brother’s restaurant. She had passed eight years prior,
but through angel numbers, dreams, and family storytelling, she whispered to us, en-
suring my family she would always be our present, lively matriarch.

I chose that picture because I thought Mimi represented the best of my family
and our culture: loud, vivacious, friendly, jovial. A natural organizer who supposedly
organized the first integrated parade at her high school in Youngstown, OH. A fantas-
tic planner who never let a birthday or holiday pass without a celebration overflowing
with food. A community connector who ultimately had “the largest and loudest fu-
neral” the local funeral director had ever seen.

In the watery depths of memory, I find my heart, where the seeds of our culture—our
lifeblood—are planted. Culture is anything that gives you life, the Undoing Racism trainers
tell us. Sharing culture, we reclaim our humanity. In that reclamation, we defy the dehu-
manizing nature of racism. We get closer to a world where everyone can move as freely as
the river.

Having been through countless Undoing Racism workshops now as a participant
and trainer has, unexpectedly, helped me hone the practice of listening for the whis-
pers of the people in heaven. In seeking answers for how we undo such an insidious
system as racism, I've scoured the riverbed as if the answers are in the shape of coins
that my mother had tossed. Among the river’s rocks and residue, I've noticed the fears
and beliefs I inherited from family members who assimilated into whiteness for our
safety and survival; I've honored those feelings and breathed into other possibilities.

Each time I've emerged, I've found myself on ancestral land, exploring which Ital-
ian/ Mediterranean cultural elements can be reclaimed as antidotes to white dominant
culture. I've sat at my altar, adorned in the spirit of ancient Sicilian altar practices, in
reverence for ancestors who embodied courage and resistance. I've thanked them for
their guidance and protection in this passage.

The river becomes the sea. My heart swells as the Sicilian sunlight kisses her waves and
Europe’s largest active volcano, Mount Etna, simmers behind me. I hear a whisper remind-
ing me of the wisdom of water researcher Veda Austin: “by molecular count, not volume,
humans are 99% water.”” I know this; all this time, I have been the river. At its mouth, my
skin is moist; my curls are thick and shiny; my cycle is aligned with the full moon.

A few days before the storm, I met a man at the produce market. He had just
returned from the volcano, where the snow, he reported, was melting at a much faster
rate than usual. 7hat snow is becoming the moisture in the air, the shine in my curls, 1
considered.

The first day of the storm, just hours after it began, my puppy suffered an injury.
'The snow that had become the moisture in the air fell on us as rain. It cleansed the
blood from his leg as I carried him home.
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The second day of the storm, we drove to a veterinarian a few towns over. To get
there we passed through the town of Fiumefreddo, which means cold river. Why is it
called that? 1 asked our new friend who had offered us a ride. 7his is where the river
Sflows—cold because its made of snow melting off Mount Etna.

The storm continued for days. I grieved each drop of rain, knowing that some of
it should still be snow, resting peacefully on Mamma Etna’s slopes. Instead, the forces
that cause us to forget our inherent water nature—forces like racism, capitalism, and
colonization, all of which Sicily has been victim to for centuries—have created a crisis
in our climate. As my tears fell, I could taste the salty sea within me. Through swollen
eye sockets and blurred vision, I began to see these forces as a dam.

How do we chip away at the dam to let the water flow? 1 wondered, and quickly, in
my mind’s eye, saw us doing just that. Every time we've circled up to share culture,
every time we've broken generational patterns through accountability and repair, ev-
ery time we've organized to fight against systemic violence, we've chipped away at
the dam. Through humanistic anti-racist organizing, we've created holes in the dam,
making it possible for more and more people to flow toward the sea.

With each courageous action, we get closer to reclaiming the freedom our wa-
ter-bodies long for.

Snow becomes air. Precipitation births rain. Rain transforms to river, to sea.

A body is 99% water—holy, pure, enough. In our fight for freedom, may we flow with
that knowing, trusting that we are guided and protected by the people in heaven as they
live on through us.

(she/they) is a facilitator, coach, and consultant practicing
liberatory ways of being. Her work includes co-founding and editing Libertroph
Magazine, which uplifts art and stories about white anti-racist organizing, and
facilitating the Undoing Racism/Community Organizing Workshop with the
People’s Institute for Survival and Beyond. Learn more about Alyssa's work on
their website, www.alyssasmaldino.com.

1. The People’s Institute for Survival and Beyond. hrtps:/pisab.org/.
2. “Veda Austin on Water as Source/ 317.” For the Wild. Dec. 28, 2022.
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swimming breast stroke as a swamped thing
JULIANA ROTH

“I run, a running man. Not a plant, but a man. But how will they know?
How will they know I am a man unless I wear a man’s skin?”

- Alan Moore, Saga of the Swamp Thing

i.

for a moment there is beauty -- there’s a hole in my head
as big as the world -- the YMCA isn’t crowded

at 6 am [ go there to change -- a dry, mad voice

that whispers of Earthdeath coils my hair, capped

I am tadpole I 'am fish L am a plant watch my toes
flex against tiled wall watch my arms become water poppies

pierce through surface tension  watch I obey gravity but not here

I propel I propel I propel

flip my body in ways I can’t on land, aquatically alive

I think of the rudders, fishing lures waved at my throat, the thing
of the swamp constructs my body out of shrub, reeds, papyrus
inhabiting that which may not seem to be

my consciousness seeps out and thinks of the word “suck”
I suck into my milfoil lungs the air I've trapped in my bulbous mouth
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ii.

in my bulbous mouth, air held captive -- savoring

the new taste of molecules, moving through the water unnetted
I think of the months I once lived in the woods

writing letters to a man in a language he could not speak

he lived in a room, investigating my disappearance—unsealed
the letters evaporated, became my veined roots, branched
like you, receding in our memories until they're no longer visible, my human

hands tired from pitching tubers, felled like timber floating the Colorado, reddening

a body is a thing that can be erased, like breasts crossed over by drowning arms
I flattened rode out rapids  flexed my muscles eroded my hips
a swamp thing
a gitl, but tonight

1 looked into a man's eyes who seemed to see my own, glimpsed
the abyss bubbling through the chlorine, my scent submerged

iil.

sight submerged, scent underwater
gliding, knowing how to forget, I thank

rubber goggles for what otherwise may blind me

I see, everything’s a dream when you're alone,
but the pull through the wall of water, the flip turn

tumbles my body as I try to say his name
a kind of grace I try to learn underwater
it comes out as ah ah

ah ah 1 gasp choke
emerge to save my life, intoxicated by the
motion
we forget all the risks
I almost became flooded by forgetting

I almost became flooded by joy
I almost called for him where there is no sound
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iv.

I called for you, moss skin, pulsing body mantle
igneous intrusion of southern rockies, you

magma bursted peaks out from core, rudely
earth-torn hands and knees on shale rock-face

I crawled the border between us, saw the line
for what it was, nothing, unidentifiable

another word for algae, pond scum forms
green scoundrel stealing dissolved oxygen, suffocating

you, earthmess! -- you, bloody pollen making breath asthmatic
your air was so thin I cried for more, and then the beauty?

from up high, your mountains cut through water, I see
you are stony soil, petrified, like frozen time. I command you:

do not bring your evil into my swamp
V.

soil frozen, time petrified -- I think it matters to see the world for
what it is, where we plant our feet on earth, that we become rooted
rooted, watching from 13,000 feet, asleep in the cleared path

of a pregnant mountain lions while tiny spiders drape their ribs

in silk, know how ferocious is a mother lion with her cub
know how she pardoned you, leafed body, sleeping breath
in a near miss of tumbling boulders, faulted land, lizard
who walks across your chest, look down and speak

greet the nearing creature, and mean it, be wanting the same thing

to not just survive a desert but to live there, together, if my body is

eroded from my own movement, from the way my human limbs

arranged at birth against me, then even bones can't agree on representation

we must still agree on a name for not just him, my lover, me,
this voice you follow, but for you, green monster of my making

VOLUME 12 | ISSUE 2 | WINTER QOQS/QO%



JULIANA ROTH

vi.

you must know then that mis-arrangement is precisely the point

the answer of course is we want our bodies
our poems to represent the parts that spasm
the parts that remind us this is just a pool encased in

cement, | push off rusty tiled walls, harsh watered floodlights
here I am in what we have made, gleeful, dancing, afloat --
thinking of my umbilical body, thinking of my mother’s sounds
her infant sleep-song from parted lips, 7 struggle to impose

a structure sometimes her melody slips as she cleans, rearranges
griha pravesh puja, the red-inked footprints crossing parchment
our new sister’s feet framed on the wall, I think zhat has meaning
on the madness that churns, to celebrate a formed body’s new entry

a home within this continent, 1 push off from the wall again
I am in artificially nighted waters, what oxygenates my blood?

vili.

I oxygenate my bood, swim into midnight water -- please,
don't go it’s lonely -- what must you do with your hate
what must you do with your hate when your object is gone
my body their bodies the body we stand on

what must you do with your hate, green, you have waged bitter

and undeclared war upon the green, think of the moonlight

think of how love is a belly you can crawl into gutting

the rain forests, mile after mile, day after day, think: jailed waters contain us

if you want to do the breaststroke right you must remember it is the slowest move
you are imitating a frog buried under the Sahara dusted over like the 10,000 year-old
you are soaking through to paint swimmers on a cave wall, az last I comprehend

their stance, what the scientist said briefly forgetting herself, a chlorophyll creature

she whispered it looks like those bodies are in flight
that hole in her head the
way out is

through
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JULIANA ROTH is an award-winning writer, filmmaker, and performer
living in New York City. A former Susan Kamil Emerging Writer Fellow at
The Center for Fiction and Miami Book Fair Fellowship Finalist in Fiction,
her work as an interdisciplinary artist was supported by the innovative
Creatives Rebuild New York program, a project of the Tides Center with
funding from the Andrew W. Mellon Foundation, the Ford Foundation,
and the Stavros Niarchos Foundation. Juliana was a semifinalist for the
Philip Levine Prize for Poetry at California State University - Fresno and
named an honorable mention by Hanif Abdurraqib for the Button Poetry
Contest. She holds a certificate in Advancing Compassion: Exploring
Animal Rights in Multispecies Societies from Radboud University in The
Netherlands. Her literary writing investigates what we owe to our world
and the other-than-human lives around us.
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Riding the Waves: Grief, Practice, and
the Wisdom of Water

The Joy and Grief of Waves

I’VE ALWAYS BEEN DRAWN to water. My mother says learning to swim
and walk happened simultaneously. As a kid, they called me a fish. If there
was water, | was in it. Pools, oceans, rivers, swimming holes, it didn’t matter.

I remember the thrill of riding waves in Atlantic City, my small body tossed
by the surf, chafed by the sand, shrieking with joy as I scrambled up just in
time to dive back in for more.

As a moody teenager at the beach in North Carolina, I'd swim out beyond
the wave break and float on my back, letting the sea cradle me in that lull
before the swell crested. Later I joined a swim team, became a lifeguard, and
learned the joy of whitewater rafting. I was known as a river rat because I was
happiest floating alongside the raft.

As an adult, I fell in love with going deeper. Scuba diving called me into a
new form of adoration: gliding beside sharks and manta rays, exploring reefs,
and marveling at tiny nudibranchs so vivid they could take your breath away.

When my wife died, my people held me, but nothing made sense. I didn’t
know—still don't know—what was real. How could she be gone? Had she ever
really been here? If she wasn’t real, was any of this? The ground beneath me
disappeared. Grief opens doors that can't be closed.

Waves of grief knocked me down, sudden and brutal, like the tide catching
me off guard. Cooking dinner—on the rare nights I could convince myself to
eat—only to collapse on the floor, sobbing from a place deeper than I knew
existed. A sound from the underworld, a raw, guttural wail that dropped me
where I stood. But when it came, I let it. It was the only thing that made sense.
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At our last session, one of my counselors who supported me in grief gave
me a beautiful print of the ocean with the text “it comes in waves.” Although
everyone’s grief is different, it does seem to be a universal truth of grief that it
comes in waves. As a water baby, that steadied me.

Trust Your Tears

We all experience grief at some point in our lives, likely many times. Yet our
culture still struggles with how to relate to grief. In my experience, many peo-
ple don’t know how to confront a grieving person. Most likely because they are
trying to hold their own grief. My hope in writing about my own experiences
of deeply held grief is to spark conversations about being with grief differently.

Grievers often face a barrage of well-meaning but distancing clichés from
people who want to fix their grief: “your person is in a better place,” “at least
they are not suffering anymore,” or “be strong.” Perhaps because many find
their way to Buddhism through the doorway of grief and death is a regular part
of the teachings, these condolences were less common in the sangha, enabling
me to find a lot of solace there. But even experienced teachers are not immune
to wanting to fix someone’s grief.

While the Buddhist teachings, communities, and practice offered refuge,
there was one piece of advice I kept hearing that didn't sit right with me: to find
peace below the waves.

I understood the intention: that there’s a deeper awareness beneath the
turbulence of thought and emotion—a still ocean floor untouched by surface
storms. In many meditative traditions, including Buddhism, this metaphor
invites us to drop below reactivity and rest in something more spacious. But
when I was submerged in grief, the ocean itself taught me something different.

Maybe because of my history with water, that metaphor landed differently
for me. Sometimes going “beneath” the waves isn't peaceful at all. The under-
tow drags you along the bottom, scraping your skin raw. Other times, you soar
in exhilaration, carried by the rushing current of a drift dive.

And more than that, the image seemed to suggest that the waves them-
selves—rage, sorrow, sobbing, wailing—were something to bypass or endure
until you could escape them. But those waves were my love in motion. They
were alive.

When people told me to go beneath the waves, what I heard was, “I can’t
be with you in this.” They wanted me to heal. But what looks like healing
might just be avoiding, engaging instead in spiritual bypass. To me, avoiding
the waves felt like avoiding life itself. It felt like erasing the incredible human
who was my wife. I didn’t want to find peace by going somewhere else. I want-

VOLUME 12 | Issue 2 | WINTER 2025/2026



ANSJE MILLER

ed to learn how to stay. How to be in the waves. Not drown, but not disappear
either.

In the midst of my grief, I returned again and again to a Zen story of
Satsujo, a teacher who wept openly at the loss of her grandaughter. I first en-
countered the story through a Dharma talk on grief by Sensei June Ryushin
Tanoue' and later in Susan Moon’s essay “Grandmother Mind.”* Both teachers’
retellings offered me a way to sit with sorrow without closing my heart.

When Satsujo was old, she lost her granddaughter, which grieved her
deeply. An old man from the neighborhood came and admonished
her:

“Why are you wailing so much? If people hear this, they’ll say, “The
old lady once studied with Hakuin and was enlightened, so why is she
mourning her granddaughter so much?’ You ought to lighten up a bit.”

Satsujo glared at her neighbor and scolded him: “You bald-head-
ed fool, what do you know? My tears and weeping are bet-
ter for my granddaughter than incense, flowers, and lamps!”

The old man left without a word.?
In her commentary on the story, Susan Moon notes:

Apparently the old man thought that if Satsujo were enlightened she
wouldn’t cry over her granddaughter’s death. That’s like saying that
if you're enlightened, you won’t be a human being anymore. Satsujo
didn’t turn away from her human feelings. Tears are precious. Tears
join us to those we love, whether they are living or dead.

Satsujo shows me that an awakened old Zen adept and a broken-
hearted grandmother can be one person. She says, Trust your tears.
Go ahead and light some incense and offer some flowers if you want
to. But it’s the salty river of your grief that flows straight to your
granddaughter, wherever she is.

Satsujo knows that grandmothers need to grieve for their grandchil-
dren. What sort of a world would it be if they didn't? When our
hearts are broken, we need to cry. Getting intimate with Satsujo, I
stand a chance of catching her courage, her wit, her trust in herself.
She teaches me not to cramp my true self with ideas of who I should
be and how I should act. She encourages me to cry, out of love. And
to call out the fools and tell it like it is.*

That story saved me. It told me what I already knew: grief is love in motion.
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The advice to “drop below” felt like the old man’s saying, “You ought to lighten
up.” My waves were proof of how deeply I had loved. Though I no longer get
caught in the undertow, now almost four years since my wife’s passing, the
ripples in the sand left by the waves of my grief are a map of connection to my
wife that continues to bring me wisdom and guidance.

Practice for the Ocean of Grief

I have years of practice riding the waves in the ocean, getting scuffed up, and
going back for more. I've learned it’s okay to get caught in them, as long as
you don’t drown. Because of my time with the water—and with the emotional
tides of life—I know I won’t. I can surrender to the waves, let them take me,
and still find my way back to the surface. Another wave will always come, but
I no longer fear them.

I don’t relish them like I do bodysurfing at the beach, but I recognize them
as the movement of life itself. And that brings gratitude—for what is, for what
was, for the life we lived together. Riding those waves gave me deeper gifts.
When the tide rolled away, it left in its wake a stark recognition of joy in the
everyday—Ilike discovering tidepool treasures that were there all along but in-
visible in steadier times.

When my wife died, my workplace gave me an extended leave of absence.
I was lucky, given our culture’s discomfort and lack of understanding about
grief. I had six months to learn how to ride the waves, and the dharma was
my anchor. Two practices in particular helped me through. I will forever be
grateful to our chaplain and now dear friend, Padmadharini, who held me in
so many ways then and now, who gave me the foundations of the first practice.
The second is inspired by the teachings of Pema Chodron.

Practice 1: Riding the Waves

* Take your seat in a safe and comfortable place.

* Look around and notice what is in the room. Pay particular attention
to the windows, doors, and corners. Locate the exits—let your mind
know there is a way out.

* Do a gentle body scan. Soften. Relax.

*  Open awareness to everything—sounds are a good place to rest.
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If something arises, let it come in like the tide—and roll back out
again. Over time, this becomes a teaching; it will always roll back out
again.

If you're in the throes of grief, it may need to be seen, heard, and re-
leased. Let it roar, rage, cry, whimper, or emerge like black smoke.
Thank it—for honoring the one you loved, or for the wisdom it carries,
or simply for being a part of life.

If you notice a tightness, a knot, or something stuck, ask it what it
needs. Then stay silent. Does it have a voice? Is it moving?

If it feels right, bring it into your heart. Imagine it turning into light—
like the sun—or feel its warmth radiating from your chest, filling your
body and then the room. Let that warmth extend outward, infinitely.
Rest in that glow as long as you need. Then slowly return to the space.
Open your eyes. Ground yourself.

Practice 2: Tonglen

Sometimes the waves are overpowering. They build and build. When that hap-
pens, it helps to broaden the view—to release them back into the ocean of
shared experience. Tonglen connects your personal suffering with the suffering
of others.

Take your seat.

Connect with the breath. Inhale through the nose to the belly. Exhale
gently.

You may be in the middle of a wave—mind racing, grief gripping.
That’s okay. The breath is there too. Come back to it.

When you've settled a bit, connect with your grief, knowing that ev-
eryone—past, present, future—if they live long enough, loses someone
they love.

Breathe in the suffering of all who have felt what you feel now. Breathe
out compassion.

Feel your grief merge with the vast ocean of shared sorrow. Notice how
this alchemy transmutes it into love and connection.
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Tonglen in Everyday Life

When I returned to work, even after six months time, my grief was public. The
waves reached the shallows—tears came to me on Zoom calls, walking down
the street, even on stage. But in so doing, I became a living tonglen practice.

It is not lost on me how rare it is to have had the time and space to fully
experience the waves of grief. In the American workplace, this kind of spa-
ciousness is almost unheard of. Grief, which demands slowness, presence, and
silence as well as the willingness to feel deeply—is often forced into a tidy box
marked “bereavement leave”—a few days at most. A return to “normal.” But
grief doesn’t follow policy. It follows love.

Our culture fears death. We deny it, push it out of sight. And in doing so,
we deny the very process that connects us to the deepest truths of our human-
ness. Public grieving is often seen as a failure of composure, of professionalism,
of spiritual maturity. But I wonder if this is just another way we try to get un-
der the waves—to bypass the storm, to seek calm that actually denies reality. In
a culture that doesn’t know how to grieve, is it any surprise that we struggle to
face the slow deaths of ecosystems, species, and communities? Climate denial
is, in part, a form of grief denial.

During my bereavement leave, I not only experienced the depth of my
loss, but I also felt the fullness of my community that supported me. I became
intimately and unwaveringly aware of the interconnected nature of our exis-
tence. | could not exist without that community around me—those I knew,
and those I learned about later. The waves of grief slapped down my sense of
independence and allowed me to let others share their gifts with me so that I
could simply survive.

A friend picked up her life to live with us for months while my wife was
sick, and stayed after she died, putting food in my hand as I moved through
caregiving. Another, training as a death doula, helped us navigate end-of-life
wishes. My wife’s Buddhist teacher and friend, Viveka Chen, prepared her—
and us—for the transition process.

The trees, flowers, soil, and creatures in the forest held my footsteps as I
walked, ran, and sometimes screamed my way into a life without my better
half. And then there were the more mystical visitations by specific animals at
specific moments, carrying messages of presence or direction.

I returned to work, in the field of environmental health and justice, with
a deep shift in perspective. I understood viscerally that what lies at the root
of our carelessness—forever chemicals in our water, sacrifice zones like Cancer
Alley, climate pollution—is our disconnection from each other, and from the
species with whom we share this planet.
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The leadership of my organization made it possible for me to step away, to
fall apart, to listen deeply to what was moving through me, and to return on
my own timeline. As a result, I came back stronger than when I left. I returned
not only with more emotional resilience but with a clearer sense of my values,
a deeper well of compassion, and a broader capacity to hold others in their own
experiences. I became a better leader not in spite of my grief but because I was
allowed to move through it fully.

This should not be a rare exception. It should be a right. The ability to
grieve—to really grieve—is an essential part of what makes us human. Sup-
porting grief is not a detour from productivity; it is a necessary foundation for
any workplace or society that values genuine presence, care, and sustainability.

We are collectively moving through a new wave of grief as so many of the
institutions that people have relied upon are being torn apart; our friends, fam-
ily, and neighbors are being threatened and taken from their homes, schools,
and places of work; and we witness a livestream of genocide and violence that
we feel helpless to stop.

In July 2025, I returned home from a meditation retreat just a few days
before Tropical Storm Chantal caused the Eno River to rise almost 25 feet,
dumping 5 million gallons of raw sewage into the river (my water source). The
storm destroyed area infrastructure and flooded homes, including my mother’s,
as she prepared to receive guests for my father’s memorial. Three months earlier
the Trump Administration canceled a FEMA program that would have provid-
ed funds allocated to protect the town and the wastewater from flooding.

Two days earlier, 136 people died in flash floods across Texas Hill Country.
Both were “once-in-500-year events that are now happening about every 24
years thanks to climate change.

Before my wife died, it would have been easy for me to get swept up in a
torrent of outrage and overwhelm in the face of all the causes and conditions
of suffering in our world right now. My orientation has changed. I surfed a tsu-
nami and I'm still here to tell the tale and learned some new moves to navigate
the next waves.

Now, as I grieve the Eno, I breathe in the sorrow of those Texas families
who lost their homes and/or loved ones. I breathe out compassion for all who
grieve the disintegration of ecosystems, democracies, and communities. I rest
in that connection. And in that feeling of connection, there is a deep stirring
to take action to reduce that suffering. The amount of suffering would be over-
whelming to address, but for the fact that I know I am not alone. If I take only
one action and you take one, and we do it in community, perhaps we may not
have solid ground, but we can shift the tide and help each other surf the waves.
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Conclusion

When I returned from my bereavement leave, colleagues who had been quietly
grieving—afraid to show vulnerability at work—approached me to share their
stories. One by one, I listened. I breathed in the suffering of their losses, and
because I knew my own grief so intimately, I could breathe out the compassion
they needed. The wave that had knocked me down became the wave I rode
toward others.

The many Buddhist teachings about how we identify with the relationship
between waves and ocean are beneficial. Let’s make sure that we are leaning on
them skillfully.

I am not immune to spiritual bypass and from feeling uncomfortable
around others’ grief, especially if their grief doesn’t look like my own. In writ-
ing this, I hope to solidify the practice for myself and to spark a dialogue about
how to be with the uncomfortable depths of each other's grief without slipping
into well-meaning advice that encourages avoidance.

I never did find solid ground, but I don’t need it anymore. Reality is slip-
pery. That used to terrify me.

But now?

Now, I ride the waves.

is Executive Director of the Health and Environmental
Funders Network and has worked at the intersection of environmental
health, climate justice, and community power for over 25 years. She has
led national coalitions and policy advocacy efforts at the local, state, and
federal levels to advance environmental justice, climate solutions, and
protections for public health. Ansje is a Mitra in the Triratna Buddhist
Order and has received teachings in multiple contemplative traditions,
with her current path most grounded in Triratna Buddhism, Tibetan
Buddhism, and Lucumi. She bridges environmental justice movements
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with contemplative and ancestral lineages, drawing on a life shaped by
spiritual practice, deep partnership, and lived experience across multiple
identities. Her work is grounded in relational practice and a commitment
to healing across personal, political, and planetary dimensions. She lives
at the edge of forest and city, where she continues to ride the waves of
loss, love, and awakening. This essay is dedicated to her late wife, Arlene

Rodriguez, whose life and death opened the path she walks today.
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What Endures in Times of Collapse

A book review of Norma Kaweloku Wong’s
When No Thing Works, A Zen and Indigenous Perspective on Resilience, Shared
Purpose, and Leadership in the Timeplace of Collapse
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“Faith is what we have when we believe in ourselves and what it is we
are about, the tangibility of our horizon story (not the probability).”
—Norma Kaweloka Wong

IN JUST THIRTEEN slim chapters, Roshi Norma Wong’s When No Thing
Works blends spirituality, Zen practice, Hawaiian Indigenous wisdom, col-
lective resilience, and political strategy to address how we can adapt purpose-
fully in a world of ongoing crises. An 86th generation Rinzai Zen Master and
Abbot of Anko-in, Roshi Wong serves practice communities in Hawaii, the
continental United States, and Toronto, Canada. She has also served as a state
legislator and policy advisor to Governor of Hawaii, John Waihee. Released
the week of the November 2024 presidential elections in the United States,
Wong’s writing is a timely and vital offering to “look at the possibility beyond
the fraughtness of the current moment.”

If you are looking for a prescribed, straightforward “toolkit” for how to
meet the world in these times, this is not the book for you. As a longtime stu-
dent and practitioner of Zen myself, I was especially struck by the non-linear
structure of Wong’s writing that did not rush to give an answer to the world’s
predicaments. Each chapter feels like an entryway into a teaching that unfolds
gradually, resonating uniquely with the human experience. Much like Zen
koans, Wong’s words ask to be approached with a mind open to uncertainty, or
what is often referred to in Zen as not knowing—inviting her lyricism and sto-
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rytelling to reveal insights that transcend the conceptual intellect. Her poetic
and lyrical style serves not only as an invitation, but perhaps as an invocation
to access a different mode of imagination and collective visioning—one that is
less concerned with identifying problems and more attuned to what is emerg-
ing along with what has been rooted or seeded by those who came before us.

As a Zen practitioner, social justice educator, activist, and a human deeply
intentional about her actions for the generations to come, one of the most
profound teachings I have received from Roshi Norma Wong’s work is her
transmission of leaping. Wong writes, “No leap occurs without leaving the
safety of what you know and leaning into a constantly changing unknown.”
Her teaching on leaping disrupts our linear notions of time and space, ground-
ing us in the Zen principle of not knowing. In my work as a facilitator, coach,
teacher, and chaplain rather than tend to the work of healing from a place of
“fixing,” I ground in not knowing to cultivate capacity to be in deep discom-
fort and ambiguity.> Rather than rushing toward answers, I co-create practices
and containers that help people sit with uncertainty and encourage structured
reflection when things feel unclear or unresolved. This orientation honors not
knowing as fertile ground for transformation. It invites us to release the need
for certainty, to drop into presence, and to dwell in the rich, generative space
of the unknown.

Not knowing—the first tenet of the Zen Peacemakers’ practices—asks
us to relinquish our assumptions and the narratives we carry about how the
world should be.* As humans, we are conditioned to operate through fixed
frameworks: what we believe is happening, what we think should happen, and
how to fix things so they align with that imagined future. As a strategist and
organizer, Wong understands this pattern intimately. Yet, as a spiritual teacher
grounded in Indigenous wisdom, she also reminds us of our capacity to live
in pure awareness—another expression of not knowing. In this state, there is
no clinging to ideas—only seeing. Seeing the true nature of reality as it is: its
hardships, its beauty, and its boundless potential, including the possibility of
collective evolution. She argues “leaping is transformative evolution in which
there is evolving transformation.”

Leaping, then, is more than stepping into not knowing—it is the embod-
ied practice of living it. It is the act of becoming transformation in motion. For
Wong, leaping is not optional in this era she names as “when no thing works.”
It is essential. Leaping sharpens our awareness of our habits, nurtures practices
rooted in resilience, and invites us into collective imaginings and strategies—
not bound by what we think solutions should be, nor tethered to the expec-
tation that we will live to see their outcomes. Her teaching reminds us that
what we do—our actions grounded in intention—are all we truly possess. And
ultimately, they are what endures “when no thing works.”
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MONIKA L. SON (she/her) is a consultant, certified Embodied Leadership
Coach, and trauma-informed facilitator with twenty years of experience in
psychology, teaching, and facilitation. She specializes in issues of identity,
power, privilege, and sustainable change through embodied practices.
Monika supports change leaders in fostering resilience, radical love and
compassion. She is trained in the Buddhist Soto Zen lineage, a graduate of
the Upaya Chaplaincy program, and currently serves as a Fellow in Civic
Leadership at the Interfaith Center of New York. A daughter of Dominican
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Navigable Waters: Binding Together
to Find Our Way

A book review of
Theory of Water: Nishnaabe Maps to the Times Ahead
by Leanne Betasamosake Simpson
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“The snow is telling me that sintering is how Michi Saagiig Nish-
naabeg make worlds, how we weave ourselves into the land without
destroying it.”! —Leanne Betasamosake Simpson

UTSIDE MY WINDOW, a summer storm has set in. The rain falls

without regard for gutters or containment, nourishing the blackberry
bushes. This quiet moment brings me back to Leanne Betasamosake Simpson’s
latest work, 7heory of Water: Nishnaabe Maps to the Times Abead. Nibi, the
Anishinaabemowin name for water, is our teacher, our Elder, and a breathing
map that calls us to live among;, rather than over. Beginning with the water that
held us in the womb to the creek behind our homes, Nibi connects all living
beings. Nibi’s embodied practice teaches us to flow, to resist containment, to
regenerate after harm, and to remember interdependence, from Turtle Island
to Palestine.

Simpson’s essays are interwoven streams of poetry, grief, Nishnaabe cre-
ation stories, liberatory essays, intimate conversations with elders, and dialogue
with the works of artists that all come together to foster a theory of water.
These streams are an invitation to pause, listen, learn, question, remember, and
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connect with the multitude of teachers living in deep relationship with Nibi. If
we allow ourselves, Nibi leads us back into the world of reciprocity.

Simpson does not neglect reality. She rages and grieves ecocide across the
globe, the genocide of Palestinians, and the cruel history of residential schools.
Within this grief, there is a call to build worlds through touch, not dominance,
erasure, or assimilation. Land-and water-based teachings allow us to hold the
pain and death while not losing our ability to see the transformation and rec-
iprocity that have existed for millennia. Worlds that still exist, where we, hu-
mans, are decentered. Simpson brings us back to the viewpoint of fractals and
to the blueprints for resistance in the shorelines, to an “emergent theory of in-
ternationalism.”2 Shorelines are not fixed borders but relational spaces, places
where beings, waters, and nations come into connection. Simpson writes, “Ni-
bi’s practices on a small scale are replicated on a larger scale. Nibi works with,
and asks us to embrace, uncertainty, multiplicity, adaptation, iteration, and
decentralization, as forces that create the conditions for life to emerge and con-
tinue. Nibi is inside us, and it connects us to all forms of life on the planet.”

Indigenous mapping challenges colonial cartography. Maps, as Simpson
defines them, are not tools of control but expressions of life: the back of a turtle
shell, the path of migrating eels, the emergent nature of shorelines. These are
not metaphors; they are real geographies, real teachings. It bears asking: what
if we removed the lens of whiteness altogether? What if we learned to read the
world not through the lens of racial capitalism, but through listening? And as
Simpson asks us to consider, “What does it mean to listen to water? What does
it mean to believe in water?”?

Through her stories of kinship and through the loss of her Elder and friend,
Doug Williams, Simpson demonstrates that knowledge is not produced in iso-
lation, but through relational practice. She reminds us that the academy, de-
spite its rhetoric, remains an extractive institution. As a white, cis-hetero queer
woman situated within academic structures, I cannot read this book without
reflecting on my complicity. 7heory of Water calls into question dominant ped-
agogies: Who are our teachers? Who do we cite? Why and what do we publish?
What knowledge do we deem legitimate? What is our relationship with one
another? Simpson makes the case in 7heory of Water that the problem is not
simply that Indigenous knowledge is excluded, but that it is often appropriat-
ed, mined, and repackaged to serve institutions invested in maintaining settler
colonial power. Simpson asks us not to mimic Indigenous knowledge, but to
return to our origins of connection and interdependence, while also recogniz-
ing and resisting the systems that taught us to dominate, extract, and forget.
Her work reveres water as a force of resistance, memory, and possibility as wa-
ter is a fundamental and interconnected element of life. Water flows through
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and among all beings, inviting us into right relationship. Water calls us to
actively resist oppressive systems and to communally remember our origins of
connection and mutual care to build worlds rooted in reciprocity.

This shift, this unlearning is urgent. Simpson draws a line from the chil-
dren of residential schools to the children of Gaza, reminding us that colonial
violence is global, ongoing, and interconnected. Her critique is sharp, but nev-
er cynical. She points toward the possibilities of internationalist solidarity that
emerge when we decenter the human and attune ourselves to the living systems
around us.

Finally, Simpson does not offer closure. Rather, she offers space to grieve,
question, and imagine otherwise. In resisting linearity, she makes room for the
reader to enter and exit the text as needed. The short essays become like small
pools, some clear, some muddy, each asking us to wade in and consider what
we have been taught about land, knowledge, and kin. 7heory of Water is not
simply a book. It is a pedagogy. It is a call-in. It is a remembering. It is a re-
minder that Nibi cannot be contained by the logics of settler states or capitalist
institutions. And neither can we.

As the storm continues outside, I sit with questions: Can we, like Nibi,
refuse containment? Can we sinter, bind together not through melting, but
through shared purpose and care? In this book, Simpson suggests that the an-
swers are already here, whispered by Nibi, if only we're willing to listen with
our whole bodies.

is Instructor in the Department of Environmental
Health Sciences and the Co-Director of the Climate, Rural and Global
Health MPH Program at Fay W. Boozman College of Public Health.
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