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Water [molds to you, engulfs you, lets you in, flows and flows and flows]

How to: Take the least amount of strokes possible > What am I holding on to
that is unnecessary, holding me back? What can I let go of? Understanding
the River, the flow of life, is the most empowering thing.

[RECIPROCITY]

Working against the River = Expending energy of people, structures,
institutions that reduce our stamina
- Importance of eddies, gather strength + look around, perceive,
readjust
- Running a line is not an individual act. Can’t be on theRiver alone;
gain knowledge of the River by hearing other perspectives

River is the Master of Taking the Path of Least Resistance
- Hits a rock, goes around it, boils up, bursts and moves again, eddies
and moves upstream, recollect & reflect, ALWAYS CARRIES ON

Sense of Ease = To know you're [in] the flow
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River
BY SHERWIN BITSUI

When we river,

blood fills cracks in buller shells,

oars become fingers scrarching windows into dawn,
and faces are stirred from mounds of mica.

I notice the back isa't as smooth anymore,

the river crests at the moment of blinking;
its blood vessels stiffen and spear the drenched coat of flies
collecting ourside the jaw.

Night slows here,

the first breath held back,
clenched like a right fist in the arroyo under shartered glass.
But we still want to shake the oxygen loose from flypaper,
hack its veins,
divere its course,

and reveal its broken back,

the illusions of a broken back.
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Tonight John gave an amazing land acknowledgment around the last of the
burning coals. He said the indigenous peoples who have been here time
immemorial think of the River as a relative or ancestor. What happens when
we do what we have done to a relative? Dam it, confine it, control it,
manipulate it to our own benefit.. We have this and almost every river in a
cage and we are feeding off of it. This place is made of people. This land is so
much older than most anything else and it does not belong to me. How do I
pay my respect to this place and its peoples? How do I do any of it justice?

December 24th 2020 -
Matkat Camp, River Mile 148

I wish I could’ve written all of today. But only now, in my sleeping bag, do I
find the time. We stopped at two side canyons: Deer Creek, with a gorgeous
waterfall and a hike along the ledge above a slot canyon, of which eventually
opened up to sun and cc ds. Also, ancient handprints of the Diné
whose sacred origin site it is. Creates an intense feeling of cognitive
dissonance that I wish I had sufficient time to reflect upon. Is it even right to
explore this place? How does our being there allow for both respect and
disrespect? What can we learn? How do we acknowledge this history and put
that acknowledgement to action? I've decided to take no pictures at these
origin sites, but that is so small and still I feel like an intruder, a colonizer,
here for my own benefit. These places, there is a magic to them that only
comes from generations and generations of stories and spirits and son and
ing and symbiosis with all of which we can

] P

prayer and

never know.
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December 16th 2021 -
~2PM

I'm sitting up on the rocks above camp and the sun keeps coming in & out. I'm wearing
more than a few layers, including my yellow fleece & Louise’s old blue flannel. Today we
took a river bath, all the gals and 1. We jumped off a rock before lathering ourselves up
with soap and giving our hair a good scratch + condition and jumping in again, squealing
at the cold water, all clutching our naked bodies. Pecing in the River, climbing nude up
the rocks, one after each other. Combing our hair, feeling our soft, clean skin. I felt very
comfortable, even naked around so many people. We just know each other like this,

Canyon women, diving, shivering, laughing, climbing, puckering, eating, loving.

How bonding, this place, this experience is. I think the desert just connects you so deeply,
to the land, 1o Earth’s resilience. I'm thinking about Urah - being there this summer.
Change feels necessary, not quite overdone but gesting there. Scenery is inherent to
experience. Landscape is place. The desert, all its flora and fauna, its water, its sun, its
storms, irs skies: the vastness of everything. How big and Long it is. Yes, I feel so
connected to the PNW: the big trees and sharp rivers, the dark and eerie Earth. But
something here is calling me, and with gusto. Yesterday I mentioned to Karey on the boat
how hard it is 1o feel like myself. She said yes, her 100, like she molds 1o other peoples
perceptions of her. For me it’s like: I'm either me or I'm not me. Do I only associate my
sense of self with receiving validation and attention from others? Am I not me when I am
not special? The sun is especially warm now, on my cheek and legs. I dread the moment it
escapes behind the cliff, bur there is always tomorrow. 3 more days on the River. How to

savor every minute, How to reconcile that. You cannot separate my sense of self and the

River. 1 wonder, when was the first time I saw a river: a fast-moving body of water,

carried by current. I wonder if I stopped to stare, if I was scared, or amazed, or dazed.
My inner child, my past selves, are so much apart of me. They live here with me forever.
They float down the River beside me, they crash through the waves as I hold the oars and
keep the boat straight. I am just this huge conglomerate of selves’ This may be why it’s so
hard to ever feel true to any one ‘self. I am myself even when I feel like I am not. Perhaps
it's coming to terms with this faci, staring it dead in the eye and dousing it in

understanding, that brings us closer to ourselves.
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December 31st 2020 -

‘ The sun glows just so that only top of the butte is orange; the rest this faded
T e brown. She does this to the River too, turns it to a green. I find a spot to sit
e alone and I would’ve thought I'd be interrupted already but it seems everyone

e else got caughr up. I've never been somewhere where the silence is so loud!

Today H was rowing and I thought I could stay like this forever.

The contrast of Red rock and Blue sky. The silence is so loud, resounding. It

J almost rings in my ears. How is it possible that the loudest thing is the absence

of sound itself? I am at the edge of all of it: sound, self, belief, truth, water. It’s
the last day of the year and I will never see this place again.

Laughter comes around the corner like this always: Suddenly,




| Opa A June 21st 2020 -

: Last night on the River. Guided down a class I1I today and “aced it" Not |

X - 4 —~ k. - - o s N
P i A : s -~ S feeling as scared of the River, more like I can understand it and manipulate it.

po—— — I am feeling at home in this dry, barren place. I want to go home but I want to
e ' ) : : e . T : take all these lessons and the person I built of myself here. There’s nat really
B M- SRR i any words to describe how this week has changed me. I remember when I was
o S S : 16 and built myself on this river, and just felt understood. I can’t say how
e . F A much the River means to me, but I feel like I could cry. I haven’t decided

anything except that nothing needs to be decided. Uncertainty is inherent and

1 there are so many people in the world. He is an important part of my world

| T i 27 but he also seems so far away and so small. Us in the living room feels like a
| :

v | f long time ago and a different Universe and small and small and small. I am

so much more than anyone else because I am forever a part of this place, this

ey \ j' - River that never ends but connects all of us. I don’t know how I feel about any
e v

of it and that seems the most important feeling. This. Present. Moment in

rime and space and in camp.

A M 3__'5»-,_,
U+ M L

WA



f

e =y

-~

e aan & ST S S

e

J‘h/ f reas  Adding

1/__ he du o

2 Ve ‘*1431*," el

I#”""‘_l’ MP“‘é-' drnre. . ,/ Al a} “1,.—‘"

IO P e /”"**g—' [z, PN DAY, B O 7‘»—»—-
e TR ,C_.vy,

L"’" fﬂ- é"j/},‘or— 'f"“”ﬂ s ft-.,-x‘ ‘\VV\} ’J\}‘
"—L4—$ </ & hrlT'Lc L/'f(_,;.,‘.-}—\,\_ L e

f ! 1 ) \

| /['—V\\—’Wy\ A ﬁ{ 2 v f“r«f— L [l =
1 A A
|t s ard ! V' e t+ 34 Sem
s Ay “"f }“\—*’\ S (AN VI - =
: i("”lb*—o’;.- c;k (u7 N e { om ,/1'/—'}—,\. —
[ CAd: 61-"; X, rA- o ,'vu\-awxcrv.'{—— . v
J { \
; SRl =5 :
i | T ~ A
o/ 2 A L |
—~ | opy¥]

L*" A~ L
/ e
,‘ /c(.&/’tijl-’-"lu / _"'[\ )TJ V‘“‘Ad =
,X’ fiist :
/

/‘;', Alll / biv nwr

201 va/f«\/
Asev}

Undated -

I see you dip your toes in the River and grimace as if you just got bit. It is
biting, I say, but only to myself. Only to myself I say, Don’t make the mistake

again of thinking a bite is a bad thing. Sometimes it's @ warning, Sometimes it

is a: I am here to reach you lessons and I am here to see you, so you can go

home and walk across the dark street in the dead of winter and feel warmth

everywhere.

There is a River somewhere that makes sense. I almost killed someone today
by accident but the River didn’t let me. This feels like the biggest thing. And
isn't it? There's a little creature running through the grass that I can't see and
I wonder if it sees me as anything more than a body. Okay, so I am sitting just

hoping for a moment.

All this worry is temporary: I can see that I refuse to feel it. I feel so high up

and big and lucky at times, to the poinz of it being overwhelming.

Overwhelm-ance. | want Dawn to miss me! I don’t even need any big
romantic thing: just us sitting close beside the River. Knees on knees, Out here
in the desert. She says: “Why is sitting our here so different from sitting in
camp when it’s the same thing?” And I know exactly what she means! And she
buys a new flavor of licorice each week. Watermelon last week, blue raspberry

today. I eat it up until I am sick with the moment.
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September 5th 2020 -

The River is Life and Love and Flow and Meaning and Relationships

and Movement and Sustenance and Knowledge and Learning and

Giving and Learning and Coming and Being and Proving and

Disappointing and Big and Powerful and Deceiving and Cultivating

and Manifesting and All-Knowing. The River is all-knowing. She

knows all my secrets and she loves me and she pushes me. She cares so

deeply. So wide.
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August 12th 2020 -

I am so far away from March. I can see it in my minds eye but blurred out,
my hand smudging fresh pencil. This pen is so thick and I am so exhausted of
comparing one thing to another, as if one thing is not a million things.
Ellison wrote something along the lines of: To travel you must detach from

everything

Writing here feels so authentic while writing anywhere else, for anyone else's

eyes, feels wrong somehow. I love this about myself. I think I'll keep going to
the River even though it scares me. It’s partially me not wanting to be around

anyone who [ feel doesn’t really know me — Fear of being misunderstood. I

sense my handwriting changing and a part of me resents thar change, thinks it

to be less authentic, but fails in halting the transition. Yes, journaling is just
intentional thinking. Ahead of me, I see the smallest eddy forming in between
two rocks. A tiny instance of calm within this flowing thing. Calm? How am I
to assume that the otherwise movement of this River is not calm. How am I to
assume its temperament? | may be one thing in the River, and the River
something else completely. We don't have to be merged to be joined. How am
I different in the River and on it? The other side is greener, this side all rocks.
How does Harrison always write about Rivers but never the same thing twice?

How do you let someone mean anything to you?

Sometimes being alone feels so hard + long, other times like the easiest, most
intuitive thing in the world. How do you sum up any life without writing

forever? It seems that's just what I'll do
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