
 

 

 

This Changes Everything   
 
My wife and I take our 2-year old daughter to the first Hawaiʻi screening of Naomi Klein s  
 documentary. 
The line for the documentary is long, almost as long as the Hawaiʻi endangered species list. 
Unlike the endangered species list, there aren t many natives in this line.  
Of all the white people here, I d estimate that 99% of them want to save the earth, while the  
 other 1% are critical of salvation discourse. 
The theatre feels small and uncomfortably full, like an overbooked ark. 
The white people around us start coughing, which triggers intergenerational trauma and   
 inherited flight instincts in my body.  

Our daughter starts to become restless, too, so my wife breastfeeds her until she falls asleep.   
I, too, have always kind of hated films about climate change.  
Not because they feature cliche polar bears, but because they re all made by white people.  
In the climate movement, indigenous peoples are the new polar bears. 
We sport a vulnerable-yet-charismatic-species-vibe, an endangered-yet-resilient-chic, a survive- 
 and-thrive-swagger.  
Plus, we cry native tears,  which are the saddest kind of tears.  
Do you remember The Crying Indian  PSA from the Keep America Beautiful campaign,  
 which launched on Earth Day in 1971? 
The television ad featured a non-native actor, Iron Eyes Cody,  playing a Native American  
 who rows his canoe down a littered river and past smoking factories, until he reaches a  

 dirty beach that leads to a busy highway.  

A voice says, Some people have a deep abiding respect for the natural beauty that was once  
 this country. And some people don t. People start pollution, people can stop it.   
The commercial ends with a close-up on his fake native tears.   
When the natives in This Changes Everything  cry, the white people in the theatre cry white  
 tears  extra-loudly.   
I hate it when white people cry extra-loudly, as if they ve never seen native people cry in real  
 life. 
When the documentary shows polluted native lands, the white people gasp extra-loudly.    
I hate it when white people gasp extra-loudly.  
Stop gasping so loudly!  I shout in my head. Everything already changed for native peoples  

 centuries ago!   

The film ends with the emotional labor of native hope.  
We sneak out of the theatre during the post-documentary discussion, when the first white  
 person exclaims extra-loudly WE MUST SAVE THE PLANET!!!!!    
I whisper to my wife: The Geological Society should refer to this era of human destruction as  
 the Wypipocene.   
She jokes that we should make a documentary about how climate change is finally making  
 white people uncomfortable.  
Our documentary will be titled: Melting Glaciers, White Tears.  



 

 

Postcards from Taiwan, 2016 

 
Trump called the president of Taiwan a few days before I arrive. 
Yvonne, who wrote her thesis on Native American ecocriticism, picks me up in a hybrid Prius from 

the Kaoshiung airport.  
I wonder: is the smog here made in China?  
We drive past a man meditating, crosslegged, on the sidewalk.  
What is the sound of a 1,000 mopeds revving? 
Citizens wear breathing masks.  
Children wear cute masks with cartoon characters. 
Yvonne asks about Trump. 
I apologize and bow my head in shame.  

When we arrive to National Sun Yat-Sen University, monkeys block the road. 
One monkey looks like Trump.  
I instagram this unpresidented monkey.  
The faculty and graduate students I meet study the environmental humanities.  
I speak to them in English because I was made in an American territory.  
Most of them understand English. 
Despite our differences,  I tell them. We re all islanders.  

None of them has eaten SPAM before!  
I thus conclude that they re not real islanders LOL.  
The next day, Yvonne drives us to the Taiwanese Indigenous Cultural Center. 
Our English language guide wears a Baltimore Orioles jersey, made in China. 
I want to tell him that baseball is not only a colonial sport, but it s boring AF. 

We watch a performance of indigenous songs and dances.  
The performers appear to be lip syncing.  
I tweet stop lip syncing indigeneity.   
Lisa Lowe, author of The Politics of Culture in the Shadow of Capital and The Intimacies of Four 

Continents, likes my tweet.  
Tourists wear masks and cough during the show.  
After, we go to the museum.  
The museum tour guide wears a mask with the insignia: Polar Bear.  
He alternates between talking and coughing.  
He tells us that one of Taiwan s indigenous tribes carved eyes onto their canoes.  
This tribe painted their canoes the same colors that my ancestors painted their canoes!  

O my long lost Austronesian cousins!  
During lunch, Yvonne orders us beer made in Taiwan.  
It tastes universal.  
Then we drive further up the mountain and stop to eat cold Taiwanese jelly.  
It tastes local. 
Then we drive even further up the mountain until we reach the village of Wutai.  
Elementary school kids weave traditional baskets on an open-air basketball court.  
There s a colorful mural that seems to tell a harvest story.  



 

 

There used to be a river flowing through the mountains,  Yvonne says. Before the dam.   

The river bed is the color of concrete.  
Yvonne suggests I sleep during the long drive back to the city.  
She s a safe driver, so I close my eyes and dream of water.  
Two hours later, the sound of a 1,000 mopeds revving wakes me.  
We enter the underground parking garage of an 85-story skyscraper in Kaoshiung. 
We take the elevator to a fancy buffet restaurant on the 39th floor. 
Hsinya, the professor who sponsored my visit and co-editor of Aspects of Transnational and 

Indigenous Cultures, joins us for dinner. 
I tell her that my Hawaiian wife is part Chinese, and that I am part Filipino, and that our  
 daughter is a veritable buffet of Asian and Pacific heritages.  
We joke about how some indigenous people prefer red meat, while others prefer seafood.  

We agree that those who prefer seafood are better.  
I fill my plate with fresh local fish and roast beef imported from Australia.  
As a child on Guam, my favorite foods were SPAM and Starkist canned tuna. 
Does this make me Trans-Indigenous?  
I thank Hsinya for publishing my poem, 13 Ways of Looking at a Glacier,  in the Newsletter of the 

Comparative Literature Association of the Republic of China.  
I irrationally fear melting glaciers because they are white and losing prominence.  
I joke that a Chamorro-authored poem about the Arctic appearing in a Chinese literary journal is 

the new normal.   
The next day, Yvonne drives me to the airport. 
The meditating man has either gone to work or he has transcended the quotidian. 
I wish I could transcend the long check-in line for my flight.  

While waiting, I don a breathing mask in order to fit in. 
I take a masked bad selfie 
I agree to log onto a non-secure wifi network in order to instagram the masked bad selfie. 
On the plane, I m surrounded by crying children.  
In most eco-literature, children represent the vulnerable, hopeful future.  
These crying children, however, represent the tantrum of the present.  
Fuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuck! I can t believe Trump is going to be president!  I scream into my mask as 

the plane takes off towards the turbulent horizon.  
Then I start to feel nauseous. 
I hope there s a doctor on board.  
And by doctor,  I don t mean someone with a Ph.D. in the environmental humanities.  

Ugh, the children won t stop crying, and the adults won t stop coughing.  
I put on my noise-cancelling Bose headphones, which is not one of the 100 Chinese silences.  
I close my eyes and imagine, at the next AWP, getting drunk with Timothy Yu and taking turns 

reading aloud from Cold Mountain poems and Techno-Orientalism.  
I turn up the in-flight classical music playlist: Vivaldi s violin concerto, Winter,  from The Four 

Seasons,  Tsaichovsky s symphony No. 1, Winter Daydreams,  and Bach s Christmas 
Oratorio.   

Christmas is made in China.  



 

 

I grow accustomed to wearing the mask; it feels like my own private quarantine. 

Hours later, we begin our bumpy, alt-right descent into America. 
At the Honolulu airport, I follow the crowd towards the Global Entry.  
Take off your mask and look at the camera,  the white customs officer commands.  

I wonder: can the software facially recognize my disgust with the American electorate?  
He grabs my passport, like Trump grabs pussy, like it belongs to him.  
He stamps it with the salute of a new era.  
I claim my baggage, discard my mask, and cough.  
I have something dangerous to declare. 


