
It is quite miraculous the way in which hands and arms bound together hold the strength 

of tightly wound rope. Fingers pressed into the cold soil of the Earth find parallel warmth in the 

life burrowed below. It is with our eyes that we see disaster, the changing of a natural balance 

that has long fluctuated upon a beam that has now become deteriorated. And it is with our minds 

that we ponder the restoration of this string of life, the string that connects each individual to an 

ever-evolving web of growth.  

 

 

 

One meets the water through a clean tap in an isolated collection of white walls, another 

finds it at its unfiltered, raw source. Intersecting with the same elements of nature in strikingly 

different ways, intersecting with one another in ways even further apart. The voices of those too 

often heard drown out cries from ones too often silenced. Natural balance must first be found 

within our own humanity before we are to properly tend toward nature. 

 

 

  

With hands, fingers, and minds of joint creation it is not a division arising from the 

source, but rather a division of ignorance. Canyons and mountains show disruption in the 

surface, splits and mounds in which change occurs and new organisms form. Yet they serve as an 

important piece to the united whole. Never simply a perfectly rounded ball, never a uniform 

shape. Diversity in the natural world is praised by all with hands to praise it, diversity within the 

sphere of humankind is to be praised in the same regard. In a movement of solidarity, all will 

contribute back to the Earth equally the variations in strengths and resources we have pulled 

from it to grow. 

 

 

 

A movement of inclusion and connection is to be found in a time when each breath is 

valued equally, a time in which no artificial classification methods hold value within our stream 

of thoughts. As resources become scarcer and threaten the structures of life that we have built 

around us, the walls of security and cubicles of individual concern begin to crumble. If not in my 

backyard, or yours, or hers, or his… Then whose?  

 

 

 

Ink spilled onto hands born with the paper. It has been more of a luxury than a right to be 

a voice presented on the stage of movement and to write publicized stories of new discovery. 

Oceans move in a blend of motions, mixing sediments and grasping the shore. From it we may 

find the continual process of change that is essential to the unity of life. In total stillness there 

lacks the mechanisms required to push and pull at the nature of humankind. Shaping and 

reshaping, we seek growth in the formation of new waves that bring forward those unjustly 

pushed behind.  

 

 

 



 

 

A time in which we face change with hands and arms bound together is one that will shift 

a movement from a continuing advancement to an unstoppable force. With the podium crowded 

by all genders and colors we will find voices to not promote a change, but rather speak among us 

and accompany us in the process. Beauty is found in the complexity of the problems one 

confronts, as there are keys to understanding them that must be found before solutions may be 

sought out. 

 

 

 

Found additionally in this realm of inclusion is the consideration of every individual 

value that exists among us. One may walk blindly along bare ground with no ability to see the 

life it possesses, while others place head against dirt in the capturing of the spiritual value it 

holds. Gifts and meanings of life in the lands are to be valued at a significance greater than the 

monetary values placed upon them. Artificial lines and divisions washed away.  

 

 

 

Time, in this inclusive journey, is recognized in all forms it holds, and is delegated to that 

of urgency. Toxic chemicals in the land, air, and water that affect the health of communities 

restricted of their rights regulated and cleaned up. Funding given to those with great minds and 

great plans who have been limited by the lack of worth they’ve been taught to feel. It takes time 

to repair things that are broken, and it takes time to keep them functioning once you have. It 

should be seen that there are clocks ticking everywhere, and that turning them around or 

removing the batteries will not halt what they stand for. 

 

 

 

Empathy is another strong and powerful force, allowing for one to form a connection to 

another’s state of well-being. However, like other beautiful things, it can be masked and hidden 

as motives of self-gain cloud over it. In a diverse, whole movement, empathy and understanding 

of one another play roles stronger than acknowledged. Building blocks upon blocks we stop to 

see the significance of each piece in the whole. 

 

 

 

 Waking up to the sounds of a new day. Urging forward, hand in hand, to move with 

connection and force to care for what gives life. How better to exist and repair than to emulate 

the ways in which the environment holds such strength in diversity, equality in movements, 

balance in time, and beauty in unity. It is not with one kind of person that the whole is 

represented and movement is achieved, it is the equal value found in the voices and well-being of 

all that leads to the strength to protect and restore the environment. 


