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“If you train your mind to see deeply and with intentional curiosity . . . 
the world will open before you;”

Intentional curiosity is a wonderful phrase, full of meaning about the art of seeing. 
To be curious is to ask questions, to dig deeper, to learn something. When you make 
the commitment to take down an entry in your nature journal, you are focusing your 
mind both intently and intentionally. 

So even if I’m “only” sitting in my backyard, if I focus and pay attention with intention, 
I almost always learn something new. Recently I was drawing and taking notes on 
the flowers of a Mexican palo verde (Parkinsonia aculeata), which I’ve seen 100 
times. But by intentionally studying it, by observing-questioning-reflecting, I learned 
something new: the flowers have three color phases. Why, I asked? I learned that the 
top flower petals change color to red after pollination, to signal to bees that their 
nectar is no longer available and not waste their time on those flowers but to head 
to the yellow ones instead.

Keeping a nature journal—field notes, or field notes with sketches—and developing 
the skills of a naturalist are more important than ever in this digital age of noise 
and interruptions. The digital generation is adept at multitasking, but they could be 
losing the ability to focus and see deeply, to slow down and see not just look. 

With this seeing comes gratitude and reverence for the natural world. And only 
from this will we as a society be able to come together to conserve the world’s 
ever-dwindling wild places and plants and animals.

I am re-reading John Steinbeck and Ed Ricketts’s 1941 The Sea of Cortez: A Leisurely 
Journal of Travel and Research, which is their shared vision of the collecting 
expedition aboard the Western Flyer that was popularized in the later Log of the Sea 
of Cortez. The account is a supremely readable travel journal, philosophical essay, a 
nature journal, and a catalogue of species. Steinbeck described the purpose of the 
journey was:

“to stir curiosity”

And so we are back to the core of nature journaling.

Laws sums thusly: The goal of nature journaling is not to create a portfolio of 
pretty pictures but to develop a tool to help you see, wonder, and remember your 
experiences.

And Steinbeck concurs: It is advisable to look from the tide pool to the stars, and 
then back to the tide pool again.
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ANDY HARROD
NATURE & NOURISHMENT
The leaves are turning, from a summer of greens to yellows, oranges, reds and 
browns. They hang above us, reminding me of the beauty in impermanence, before 
floating to the ground - if I am aware, I will catch sight of the fall. On clear blue days, I 
hear the crunch and rustle of leaves under my walking feet. The sun bringing sparkle 
to the first frost of autumn, and I feel its warmth upon my body. As I walk, I spy the 
helicopter seeds of maple trees and I hear the crunch of hazel seed pods under my 
feet. If I am aware.  

Outside the window, blackbirds and house sparrows chirp and sing in the bush so full 
of bees in the summer. I recall the sparrow hawk and the sparrow my wife spotted 
in our small garden. That unusual moment, slowed us, enraptured us – a moment of 
wildness. Our cats showing no interest, instead they meowed and walked around our 
feet, wanting their tea on our return home. More recently, mushrooms have popped 
up at the base of the red robin tree. As autumn takes hold, I am reminded of my 
desire to be in tune with my needs, to embrace a period of slowing down, of renewal. 
I seek to replenish myself through grounding in my places of belonging, places of 
more-than-human nature, where I nourish my being. Where I can unbind myself 
from my head, letting go of the to-do lists, the promises and deadlines and open my 
heart to the moment I am in. In those places I uncoil from the state of tension I have 
placed myself in and breathe. One breath, two, begins the shift. I notice the trodden 
path curving up the hill and follow it down to a couple of planks of wood bridging the 
stream. My curiosity awakens as I step across the bridge. 

A beginning in my shift of perspective occurred on the slope of a Yorkshire fell. I sat 
on the grass, flask of tea by my feet, sketching the plantation opposite, where I had 
earlier been digging soil samples. There were no other humans near, but I was not 
alone, rather, as I pressed pause on my music, I noticed a sense of connection to the 
more-than-human sculptured landscape. I placed my pencil down, I lifted my white 
plastic mug of tea and I stared, as if my vision switched to wide angle. I felt at ease 
in this wide-open space, this sensation was new. I took a sip of tea and imagined 
the glacial progress of the ice as it carved out the valley, I was now part of. I was 
in flow for a moment. A year earlier I had first visited the North on a geography 
fieldtrip and fell in love with the spaces offered by the undulating landscape, the 
slow rivers weaving along the valley bottoms, the quiet narrow roads merging with 
the fields. There were also the stone cottages where I had to duck and the laughter 
of friends. This growing connection with more-than-human nature had very human 
beginnings. 

Without realising it, I had been building roots by playing in the local woods as a kid, 
by cycling along paths that were once the domain of the railways, and through my 
family’s dog. I recently returned to those woods, for after a difficult day, I wanted to 
share with my wife an aspect of my childhood that I enjoyed. The space was smaller 
than in my memory, but the stench of the mud was the same – part decomposition, 
part preservation. Whilst I have many enjoyable memories from playing, cycling and 
dog walking around and in those woods, like that day, it was a place to run to, to run 
away in, away from watching eyes. For I hadn’t created a place in which to connect 
to and understand myself, but a place that too often required another type of fitting 
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in, a trade-off that allowed some fun. Those woods have all the qualities for a place 
of nourishment, but I wasn’t seeking them at the time. For I wasn’t aware of my 
need for nourishment or that I deserved that kindness and care. I had developed a 
relationship with the other-than-human nature, but it was one involving escape and 
respite. It was only when I pressed stop On the Day I Caught the Train, did I become 
aware that I could form a relationship of care and the other-than and more-than-
human nature could provide belonging and places to be, to grow, to reflect upon and 
support my sense of self and passions. 

The dew was whipped from the blades of grass onto my shoes and bare ankles, as 
I ran through the field, up to the gap in the stone wall. Squeezing through into the 
woods beyond, I followed a path and passed an old ruined house, trees growing 
where people once rested. I continued and ascended onto an area of limestone 
pavement and to the fairy steps. A narrow gap between two blocks of limestone 
and part of an old coffin route. I walked down, unable to avoid touching the sides, so 
no fairies appeared for me. Though this was a run more akin to the carrying of the 
dead. I continued along the coffin train, watching my feet on the slippery limestone. 
I ran through a farm yard and across fields, following the route in my mind, but it 
was a hunch in my heart that led me to take a turn up a step path through another 
wood. I found myself on a road, I was momently lost, until I decided to keep running 
and as I rounded the hill, there were the familiar woods that wind around the base 
of the Knot. At the trig point I whispered my words of goodbye. I returned along the 
coffin trail a little lighter. 

Here, having created places of belonging within the more-than and other-than-
human nature, I engaged with the landscape as I experienced it, complete with its 
hauntings through the human marks and tales that had been left, to form a ritual to 
honour my loss. A ritual that I hoped would help my grieving process, help nourish 
me, for I wanted to do more than function, I wanted to return to feeling alive and 
being able to be fully involved in my life and work. That route, that hill is forever 
associated with my childlessness, and whilst it did help my grief, this (in)visible grief 
would clearly need more than a run to process it, to be at peace with my unexpected 
situation. 

So, I returned to my everyday. For whilst it is important to have places to go to, 
where we can nourish ourselves, as well as reflect on our experiences, ideas and 
emotions and through that process we can reconnect to our purposes with a sense 
of curiosity and passion, I also believe we need it where we live. Especially if like me, 
you have found yourself in boom and bust cycles of energy, of work. I found I could 
no longer live like that and it has taken a great loss for me to learn this. I have learnt 
I need more than places of retreat and reconnection, I need everyday care if I am 
to enjoy my research and from that research have something to offer that I believe 
will help other people to be in the flow of their lives and support them to flourish. 

My everyday includes two cats and a garden, often together. There was a memorable 
summer’s night watching our cats watching bats fly overhead, as they left their 
roosts underneath the facia boards of the houses to go and feed in the nearby woods 
and along the hedgerows. Under the few stars of a city sky we all sat mesmerized. 
There is also the daily warmth from a cat cuddle and the look on their faces whilst 
they wait for one of us to do the right thing, such as feed them or turn the fire on 
for them. The co-creation of this companionship brings me joy, which is healing, 
as well as encouraging as I know I am not alone in my pursuits. Within the garden 

we are allowing it to go wild in places, we have bird feeders and bug hotels, we 
also plant fruit and veg with good intentions, of which slugs, snails and insects 
seem to have as much of it as us. It is their space too. It is this sense of belonging 
to all that nature is, including humans, that sustains my sense of perspective. 

A sense of perspective that came from sitting atop mountains, especially in the 
Lake District. In those moments, I am in flow, as I take in the view, which I am 
lucky enough to be able to experience, and I shrink. I recognise how small a part 
of this world I am, and this recognition allows me to shrug off some of my niggling 
worries and concerns. It ultimately shuffles forward what is truly important to 
me, where I need to focus my energy. Now, whilst I still love being in the fells, 
I find I can engage with that sense of perspective locally. As nourishing myself 
isn’t an activity to do as and when I am on the verge of collapse, but is something 
to do daily. It is through my everyday activities with our cats, in the garden or 
running along local routes that I care for myself. My everyday reinforcing of my 
relationship with the other-than and more-than-human nature has become a daily 
practice, without me noticing it. As it is something I enjoy and it is this enjoyment 
that increases my awareness of my surroundings and relationships, both human 
and other-than human, which in turn, creates further pleasure. Through the 
increased awareness I am developing, I am not only more able to contribute to 
what I believe in, but I can also notice when I need a bit more nourishment and a 
day in the mountains is required. 
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MAKOTO TAKAHASHI 
STOLEN MOMENTS, AFTER A SKETCH BY SCHIELE 
STOLEN MOMENTS, AFTER A VIENNESE HERMIT
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REBECCA PATTERSON-MARKOWITZ
A RECIPE AGAINST IMPOSTER SYNDROME

make and use this antidote when needed.
   use the whole recipe or just keep the parts you like.
add any ingredients you know and love.

ingredient 1 – a handful of support

this imprecise measurement might vary depending on the day. the important thing 
in determining how much to include is to check in with yourself. do i need to talk 
with one of these people? do i need to make time to do one of these activities?

who or what makes you feel like you’re supported? 

   write a list. 

come back to it whenever you need, and maybe even when you don’t. 

ingredient 2 – a splash of sensory awareness

this can be a lot for the senses, use as you see fit, up the amount as needed. 
academic spaces have long histories, ongoing into the present, of exclusion. if you 
are in a body that has been excluded historically from academic spaces, play with 
this ingredient with extra self-compassion. add this ingredient when you feel like 
you have a little more capacity, maybe go sit somewhere that feels good to you. 
know you are an amazing badass.

with curiosity like you would for a friend or small child,
   notice what sensations arise in your body as you’re feeling like an imposter. 

maybe something grabs your attention right away,
give it some space to be there.
if it’s really intense maybe call on or imagine one of your supports there holding it 
with you,
or imagine it as a color or shape or image,
or take a few breaths focusing on your toes or fingers.

maybe nothing grabs your attention.
try a body scan from feet to head.

or notice the feeling of the chair you’re sitting in, 
or simply pause and let yourself look around and take in your surroundings.

ingredient 3 – a heaping teaspoon of shame antidote

see if you can identify if shame plays a role in your experience as an imposter. 

are you worried or feeling a sense that you somehow messed up or 
disappointed someone?  

is someone with more power than you determining how you hold and evaluate 
yourself? 
when met with critique or disapproval, do you feel that it is you who is bad/
wrong vs. your work?

don’t go getting ashamed of your shame if you notice it’s there.
   see if you can investigate it to understand its role in your experience.
find ways to name it and loosen its hold.

explore sitting up straighter, 
then slouching a little,
then sitting up straight again.
repeat as many times as feels interesting.
what do you notice?

notice when and how in your body you sense your own competence.
call on support when needed.

mix all ingredients together as you see fit. revisit and revise as often as feels right. 
share with your friends and loved ones. 
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MARINA AITCHESON,  
DUNCAN CHALMERS, 
ALICIA FALL  
A GEOGRAPHER’S MEAL
 
  
 
Pictured here is the finished product of a meal 
made by three geography friends, who recently 
graduated from the University of Victoria. 

Our recipe for revival is freshly grown 
vegetables, making pasta for the first time and 
talking about everything. From past experiences 
together in university and lessons learned to 
future ambitions and anxieties.  

Together, this meal was created with love 
and some struggle as we could not get the 
pasta roller to work quite right. Together, we 
thought about how nice it was to work towards 
something again.  

Although life after university can be challenging, 
making this meal together reminded us of the 
importance of coming together at the table 
with friends who are comfortable sharing their 
diverse experiences and opinions.  

In the future, we hope that this recipe will 
revive us when we are feeling alone in the 
world. When we become overwhelmed with the 
work ahead of us or when we fail to see how far 
we've come. We hope that we remember this 
simple recipe of food, friends, and a communal 
kitchen, is one that need not be deviated from.   
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ANNA SOUTER
MIND-CHANGE
Written to accompany an edible installation by Ines Neto dos Santos at the Porto 
Design Biennale 2019. The event explored climate change and speculative post-
carbon futures through words and food. 

There is a plant in front of you. Eat it. The plant is perfectly safe to eat.  

The plant is innocent, innocuous. Eat it. At least consider eating it.  

The plant will not change you. The plant will change everything. If you eat the plant, 
you will change the future. Even thinking about eating the plant will change the future. 

This is not extraordinary. The course of history has often been changed by plants and 
thoughts. 

Plants have the capacity to change our thoughts. They can be hallucinogenic, 
mood-enhancing, pain-relieving, poisonous. They can affect the chemicals in your 
brain, the physical make-up of your psyche, your body, your mind, your soul. 

These changes can occur through eating them, burning them, smelling them, 
touching them, looking at them. Sometimes, just thinking about them is enough. 

If you change your mind, you can change the future. The plant – still on your plate 
or already eaten – will change the future.

What if we all changed our minds?



ARTISTS & AUTHORS
Alton Melvar Dapanas is a queer polyamorous poet, travel writer, and essayist 
from the southern Philippines. They have edited Bukambibig Poetry Folio of Spoken 
Word Philippines, Libulan Binisaya Anthology of Queer Literature  (Cratos, 2018), 
and other independent publications based in the southern Philippines, both print 
and online. Their literary works have appeared in Eastlit: Journal of Southeast Asian 
Writing in English (Thailand), Of Zoos (US), We Are A Website – New Literary Journal 
(Singapore/UK), The Asian Signature (India), Kitaab, (Singapore), and elsewhere. 
They have received fellowships from the 25th Iligan National Writers Workshop as 
a writing fellow for prose and the 10th Taboan Philippine Writers Festival as a panel 
discussant on performance poetry.   

Andy Harrod is studying a PhD in Geography, researching the effects of therapeutic 
interventions in nature on long-term wellbeing. He is also a person-centred therapist, 
specialising in working with survivors of sexual abuse and sexual violence, as well as 
a writer and author of Living Room Stories and tearing at thoughts. Find out more at 
decodingstatic.co.uk or connect at @AndyHarrod79. 

Anna Leah Eisner graduated with a degree in English and Russian Literature from 
Boston University. She currently works as a medical scribe in an emergency room, 
and has a cat named Manas, which, coincidentally or not, is the name of an airport 
in Bishkek, Kyrgyzstan. 

Anna Souter is an independent writer and curator based in London, UK, with a 
particular interest in the intersections between contemporary art, nature and the 
environment. Anna’s writing spans fiction and non-fiction, drawing on tropes from 
academia, memoir, poetry and science writing. She also works on exhibitions about 
art and ecology. www.annasouter.net 

Chase Lang studied printmaking, design, painting, and visual culture theory and runs 
the independent media project Radio Free radiofree.org. Chase’s website is chaselang.com

Dalal Radwan, Fulbright alumna from Palestine, holds an MA in Journalism from the 
University of Arizona and a Bachelors in English Language and Literature from 
An-Najah National University. Dalal focuses her career on teaching different topics 
in journalism while pursuing her dream to create short films on issues of culture 
and diversity.

Davíd Barceló is a multi-generational, born and raised Tucsonan with deep Mexican 
roots. Growing up with traditional grandmothers, David was not allowed in the kitchen 
to help with cooking because “that wasn’t a man's place.” Enjoying the colorful 
Mexican food throughout his childhood stirred a strong curiosity to recreate those 
flavors. Through education of fermented sciences and lots of trial and error, David 
has found his own flavor with a nod to the sweet memories around his childhood 
dining table. David currently lives, cooks and brews beer in Tucson, Arizona. 



Dino Kadich is the son of two people, Senada and Azmir, who met in the basement 
of an apartment block during the Siege of Sarajevo. He grew up in Arizona, where 
after some years two strange Americans joined his family: Nina (rahmet joj duši) 
and Timothy (rahmet mu duši). His complex relationship with identity and belonging 
form the basis for his research on young people’s politics at the margins of Europe, 
which he undertakes as a PhD student in geography at the University of Cambridge.

Jack DeBoer is a Masters in Development Practice student at the University of 
Arizona. He served in Peace Corps Ethiopia from 2015 to 2018 and worked in the 
Beqaa valley of Lebanon.

Liz Ellis grew up in Jackson, Mississippi during the 1960’s & 70’s. She relocated to 
the Southwest via New Mexico in 1983. She has lived in Tucson since 2001 and is an 
avid gardener, keeper of treasured recipes and lover of stories.

Makoto Takahashi is a social scientist whose work examines how claims to expert 
authority are made in conditions of low public trust. Currently a Postdoc at Technical 
University Munich (TUM), he studied for his PhD at the University of Cambridge, 
authoring a thesis entitled, The Improvised Expert: Performing authority after 
Fukushima (2011-2018). Alongside his academic work, Makoto maintains an active 
interest in art. On most weekends he can be spotted at one of Munich’s many 
museums, studying modern masters or sketching passersby.

Marie Gerlach currently resides in Lebanon and works for an NGO. She loves trying 
out new food, especially while traveling, and is very passionate about capturing 
these moments through her camera lens.

Marina Aitcheson, Duncan Chalmers & Alicia Fall We are three geographers from 
the University of Victoria. Our friendship was solidified in the Society of Geography 
Student’s room with a cup of coffee, lively debate and walls plastered with maps. 
Since graduation, we have taken our studies around the world but still we find 
ourselves drawn back to the beaches and forests of the west coast. We all share a 
common love for food, music and community. 

Nika Kaiser is a visual artist working with photography, video, and installation. Born 
in the desert of Tucson, Arizona, this landscape informs her work as she intersects 
ideas of mysticism and feminist ecologies. Kaiser received her MFA in Visual Art 
from University of Oregon in 2013. She is the recipient of numerous awards, most 
recently the Arts Foundation New Works Grant and a Pollock-Krasner Foundation 
Fellowship. She currently teaches in the department of Film & Television at the 
University of Arizona. 

Nupur Joshi is a PhD student in geography and conducts research on water security 
in Kenya. She is trained in Indian classical dancing and teaches a bollywood dance 
class at Floor Polish Studio in Tucson, Arizona. 

Rami Abi Rafeh holds a Masters in Migration Studies from the Lebanese American 
University. During his free time, he captures the chaos in his city Beirut by exploring 
the intersection between public and private space. Rami is also an electronic music DJ.  

Rebecca Patterson-Markowitz (she/they) is a PhD student and feminist geographer 
interested in the connections between the body, power, and well-being. She is 
currently at UNC-Chapel Hill researching the intersections of embodied/somatic 
practices and social justice, and is also training in Somatic Experiencing. She drew 
inspiration from these practices for her submission to this journal. When not in 
school you can find her dancing, getting to know the woods of North Carolina, or 
recharging in her home in the Sonoran Desert.

Reem Gamal, born in Jeddah to Sudanese parents, spent most of her childhood in 
Khartoum. After graduating from high school, she moved to England to study Politics 
and International Studies. She is currently in the process of applying to art schools 
and hopes to begin in the fall of 2020. 

Roseann Hanson is a naturalist, sketch-artist, and author whose work explores the 
connections between people, nature, and conservation. She has worked in the U.S., 
Mexico and East Africa, and currently is program coordinator for Art & Science at 
the University of Arizona’s Desert Laboratory on Tumamoc Hill, where she teaches 
nature journaling and writing.

Yu (Angela) Bai is an urbanist interested in ecology as a tool for creating dignified 
human habitats in the era of climate catastrophe. She was trained as a biologist and 
currently studies architecture and urban studies at the University of Cambridge. 
Outside of professional and academic pursuits she makes art, cooks food, and 
marches for climate justice. 

Zainab Hussaen is a multi-disciplinary graphic designer and illustrator specializing 
in various mediums from watercolors to digital illustration. Her work is preoccupied 
with themes of women, culture and art. She lives in Walnut Creek, California with her 
husband and two children.



A NOTE ABOUT THE FONT
Manifold DSA is the font used by the Democratic Socialists of America. The tone and 
messaging of this organization strives to “create an anti-capitalist message that is 
as inclusive as possible and stands against racism, sexism, xenophobia and all forms 
of discrimination.” The message of Democratic Socialists is the belief that “both the 
economy and society should be run democratically to meet human needs, not to 
make profits for a few.” 


