


In Western Iceland, a
group of just over 100
people are hiking up a
volcano. The wind is
cold and icy, the trek

arduous.  




Some of them are
weeping.  

All of them are somber. 



It is a funeral procession. The Ok
glacier, pronounced dead by glaciologist
Oddur Sigurosson in 2014, is honored with

a memorial service by these climate-
conscious climbers. Poems are read,

pictures are taken, promises are made,
tears are shed. A plaque is installed on a
rock that should be buried under ice. It

reads:  



A letter to the future



Ok is the first Icelandic glacier to
lose it status as a glacier.

In the next 200 years all our glaciers
are expected to follow the same path.

This monument is to acknowledge
that we know what is happening and

what needs to be done.
Only you know if we did it.








Since the metal cooled in the mold spelling out
this cryptic message, things have only gotten

worse. In the American West, the glaciers of the
great Sierra Nevada’s have dwindled by 55%. In

the Rockies, 42%; the Cascades, 48%, in the
poorly aging Glacier National Park, 66%.

Conservative estimates conclude one third of
the world’s glaciers will disappear by 2050. We

have the unique privilege and curse of watching
what would ordinarily be 10,000 years of loss

play out within a lifetime.



Glaciers are not stagnant blocks of ice

but rather moving rivers of it. They

shift and grow, breathe and shudder with

life. I can’t imagine how the

glaciologists feel–to devote one's life

to something, know it intimately and

personally, love it methodologically,

and watch it die. 

Like scribes upon the advent of the
printing press. Obsoletion by
progress, or in this case, by

decline. 



And everything else is on the
way out. In Louisiana,

cartographers at the National
Oceanic and Atmospheric

Administration removed 40 creeks
and bayous from the map last

time the shoreline was assessed.
The present extinction rate sits
100 to 10,000 times greater than
the baseline; ecologists toil

relentlessly against the
incoming wave of biodiversity
loss. “Home”, too, is a risky
attachment: an estimated 1.2

billion people will face climate
related displacement by 2050. 



Devotees to mountains and

trenches, everything

around them formed 5

million years ago and

will be around for the

next 100. To cut into the

Earth and not see graves

or fossils but simply

history; to know

something that exists so

slowly and dependably

that it can’t hurt you;

to love something that

moves but never dies. 








I miss you and I
miss the world that

you lived in. 

I don't know how to
move forward. 



Forward is the only way
we can go. 


