Seeds of Hope in Iceland

By TH Lights (Trista Hebert)



I came to Iceland open-minded, but not empty-handed. Clutched tightly in my
fists, I brought with me both soil of curiosity and seeds of expectation. Some of the seeds
were of an easy-grow variety: I expected to learn more about climate change, see some
beautiful sights, and learn more about Icelandic culture. These were sure to sprout. But I
knew others would be trickier to cultivate: I expected to shift some perspectives, get
some clarity, and grow to further appreciate God’s wondrous creation. I knew the latter
group would probably require some extra work on my part. But I had hope--hope that

those seeds would turn into blooming beauties. And under Iceland’s chilly rain, they did.

Watching the Glaciers Melt (learning more about climate change)

- _——

It is one thing to hear about something, and it is another to see it in person. The
glaciers did not look anything like what I expected. From a distance, they really just
looked like snow! But up close, they were striking. Black ash contrasted against white
ice, and between the cracks peeked a beautiful baby blue.

I know some of us found visiting the glaciers to be a sad occasion. And in some
ways I could understand why, watching the ice melt into tear-like drops. Perhaps I
should have also found them sad, but I didn’t. Not really. Mainly, I found them
beautiful, with a tinge of sweet sadness. I felt a bit like I was watching migrating birds,
bittersweet, knowing they would not be there for long but appreciating them for their

current presence.



The Wildness of Water (seeing some beautiful sights)




All of the water in Iceland seemed beautiful, clear as glass, and wild. There
appeared to be no pollution, not even any staining from the leaves. It was so shockingly
colorful, in a healthy way. I felt I could drink from any freshwater source there and not
get sick. I'd thought if I could swim in any of it, I would be able to see for miles under
the water. It was so shockingly different from the water here in America. I always found
polluted waters sad, perhaps even more sad than the melting glaciers. I cannot
comprehend how so many people over time would choose to ruin such a beautiful thing,
a great resource that we all depended on not only for leisure and fun, but to survive.

But though the water was clean, it was still dangerous. I noticed that, though the
water may never murder you silently, by being toxically polluted or infected with
bacteria, it may kill loudly and publicly if you do not respect it. As I stood on the cliffs
(shown in the upper right and lower left pictures), I knew for certain that if I ever fell
into that ocean, I would be smashed without mercy against the cliffs. As I looked over
the edge, some primal instinct seemed to scream inside of me, and I knew with absolute
certainty that if I fell from those cliffs, I would die. Yet somehow, I still stood on the
cliffs without fear. My dad always taught me that there are many things in life you
should respect, but not fear. Respect the power tools and don’t misuse them or you
could get hurt, but also don’t fear them so much that you can’t be trusted to hold them
steady and use them for their intended purpose. I found this principle to apply to many
things in life: power tools, guns, people. So I figured this principle applied to a hundred

or so foot drop as well.

“Petta Reddast” (learning more about Icelandic culture)
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One of my favorite takeaways from Iceland was a wonderful Icelandic saying
“Petta Reddast.” We were told that it means something like “it’s going to be okay,” but
not in the sense that you do nothing. It is perhaps closer to “it will all work out in the
end” or “we will work through this.” I love how it manages to encompass both
compassion and duty to do something and not just sit around. Even a seed does not
grow if it is not planted. I find it a very comforting phrase. I am sure this will not be the

last place in this essay where I mention it.

The Rainbows (growing to further appreciate God’s wondrous creation)




For Christians, a rainbow is a reminder of God’s covenant with man to never
again flood the earth. It is, overwhelmingly, a sign of hope, peace, and prosperity. For
the first rainbow we saw (the top picture), the sun only came out once the entire day--
and it was just for a minute when we were at this waterfall. It was a magical moment,
and I felt it was a bit of a peek-abo from God. A little sliver of hope, and it kept me going
that whole day. It happened again the next day, at Skogafoss, though the sun had
decided to visit for more than just a brief moment that time.

The first rainbow (the top picture) occurred on the seventh day of our trip, a
Saturday, and the second at Skégafoss (the bottom picture) occurred on the eighth day,
a Sunday. It is a small thing to note, but I thought this was perhaps another neat nod,
because“God blessed the seventh day and made it holy,” as a day of rest, and we have
also made Sunday our seventh day (Genesis 2:3). So, on both the seventh day of our trip
and the Sunday before our departure, we saw rainbows. But regardless of whether this
was coincidence or not, they were both beautiful and magical moments!

Seeing all the amazing natural sights in Iceland made me even more appreciative
of all the nature around us. It was wondrous, and I found it all a joyous reminder of His
love for us. Iceland’s nature and landscape seemed like art, painted and chiseled by
God’s hand. That He created such a beautiful world for us is a true blessing. It made me
feel even more strongly that we should protect and care for what we have been given.
Like the power tools, we should not fear nature, but we should treat it with respect.
Every piece of litter thrown seems as disrespectful as tossing trash onto a beautifully

painted canvas.



I Choose to Live by Love, Rather than Fear (shifting perspectives)

I have been working on self-improvement a lot this year, or at least a lot more
than I ever had before. At one point in this journey in the past year, I looked at myself--
really looked--and realized a lot of what I did was motivated by fear. Fear of financial
problems, fear of being alone, fear of failure. And I realized it was paralyzing me. Stifling
my potential. Cutting off my access to hope like the heavy fog that blocked our view of
the sun for most of our days in Iceland. So, though it was a daunting task, I resolved to
shift my perspective, and work on living each day motivated by love, rather than fear.

Naturally, fear is something that most all of us deal with, and many of us struggle
with not letting it take over our lives. I know many people who are fearful of climate
change, and fearful for our future on their planet as well as the lives of future
generations. During the trip, one of my classmates who works with children explained

that many of them are scared of the climate crisis, so much so that they are sometimes



paralyzed by it. That broke my heart, to hear that even those so young were struggling
with not letting fear take over their lives. But it is hard, really hard. Especially nowadays
when we are often inundated with endless amounts of information in this age of the
internet. It can be understandably overwhelming to hear of so many crisis at once going
on around the world, and sometimes I think that contributes to the mounting fear I
think we all have been feeling over these past couple of decades.

But I have been working on letting go of some fear to make room for love and
other good motivators in my life, and it has been working. So I know it is possible for
others to also replace the fear in their lives with love also! I believe love can motivate as
much, if not moreso, than fear. We have such great capacity for love as humans. I often
think that it is humanity's greatest strength. We can choose to take that job out of love
for the field rather than fear of going broke. We can choose to help that child cross the
street out of love for all humans rather than fear we would be judged if we didn’t. We
can choose to be climate change activists out of love for nature and our planet rather
than fear of our extinction.

Granted, it takes work. A lot of work! Seeds do not grow by themselves. They
require water, sunshine, fertilizer. But I know we can do it. I think one thing that makes
it easier is trips like these, traveling the world to see what wonders it holds. It is not
really possible to love something--really love it--unless you know it. And by visiting
Iceland, by seeing even just some of the wonders it holds, I feel like I know the earth
better, and can better understand, love, and appreciate its beauty! And because I have
more love for its beauty, I also have more want to protect such beauty. I have a greater
yearning for unpolluted water like Iceland’s lakes and coasts. I have a yearning for land
and livestock untouched by toxins in our food, water, air, and dirt. For rivers untouched
by litter and oceans unsoiled by oil.

I think the Icelandic phrase “Petta Reddast” provides a valuable approach to
climate change: it will be okay, we will get through this. But we must not sit around and

do nothing. We must act.






