| remember boarding our flight from MSN and examining the boarding pass that read, “Now arrives-El
Paso-19:51”. Leave yourself here, is what | told myself, and be empty. | know you packed for the
journey, but unpack all things that could compromise being present, being witness, and being akin. So |
did that to the best | could, regarding this experience as a moment of stillness. When prompted with the
question, “What do you expect out of our trip?” | wrote down, expect nothing, be empty, and allow
yourself to be filled with whatever stillness has to offer.

It was in a federal court hearing where | saw two men chained at their ankles and wrists. Iron clanking to
iron as they approached the judge, faded prison jumpsuits, guilty of entering, trading liberty for
livelihood. | couldn’t even look at them. As they pled, my eyes fixed on the microphone to the far left,
which the translator spoke into. If | stare at their current state of dehumanization, | thought, /, too, have
harmed them. So, | stared at their accusers. Do you know how hard it can be to remain still against
overwhelming emotions, rage, confusion, devastation, empathy, joy, agitation, awe, and all these inner-
ings wanting a moment to meet air?

It was in a room lined with several chairs and bookshelves while visiting Familias Triunfadoras, an
organization pioneered by Maria, where | learned families in that community often only had enough
money for groceries OR water, but rarely both due to drought and state squabbles/regulations over who
can have access to the main water supply and when. Families desperate to have the hundred-something
dollars for their monthly water supply tank often chose... and | thought, would you choose water or
food? Before this trip, | purchased my weekly supply of Evian, 50 dollars worth, to stock my apartment
with because | refuse to drink Sun Prairie tap, and now my stomach was turning. Water is a commodity.
Water is a commodity. Water is a commodity? And the earth gives us water, free of price. Do you know
how hard it can be to remain still against overwhelming emotions, rage, confusion, devastation,
empathy, elation, agitation, awe, and all these inner-ings wanting a moment to meet air?

During a hike at Mount Cristo Rey, | saw the wall that separates. Redlining existed only in city plans and
impactful-generational-robbing-clandestine meetings; however, this black lining existed against the
natural beddings of earth, bold like tangible Sharpie, boasting next to andesite boulders. This is ours,
and that is yours. This is our air, and that is yours. These are our rocks, and those are yours. These are
our gray foxes, birds, and viperid snakes, and those are yours. This is our Beloved Community, and here
are our walls to protect it. And again, do you know how hard it can be to remain still against
overwhelming emotions, rage, confusion, devastation, empathy, elation, agitation, awe, and all these
inner-ings wanting a moment to meet air?

My trip to El Paso, Texas, was horrifying and beautiful. | witnessed the magic of humanity and all the
benevolence earthkind can possess as | exchanged laughs and shared meals with those who are in right
relationship with Truth. And though | was often awfully overwhelmed with the horrors of the time,
stillness put back into perspective my vocational aspirations and re-filled my half-empty glass of hope.
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