
 

 

 

Love, Aloha, and Shoes that Shine.  
 

Laura Brewer, a member of the Los Angeles community of practice introduced by Mari Ryono, asked if I 
would be a guest on her podcast (https://laurabrewer.love/project/episode4/) series on love and activism. 
Nearly two years into the cyclone, there is a determined call for something, anything, everything that may 
be better than how we are treating each other, and our insistence on litigating every issue of every day.  
             

Tolerance 

Acceptance 

In Relationship  

Mutuality 

Interdependence 

 

Start where you can… 

Evolve deeper. 

 
 

 

In a self-destructing world in which we can barely hold on to a state of tolerance, the head and heart and 
gut become desperate for the light and possibility of something, anything, everything more. Love in spite 
of and because of the dark divisiveness has become the imperative, lest we lose our way in entirety. 
Sometimes, we may even feel that we are secretly practicing love; a fighting world can make love feel out 
of place.  
 

And yet… It is almost impossible to get any deeper, any further, than Just Tolerance without the active 
agent of love.  We have a word for that… it is called aloha. My teacher, Tenshin Tanouye Rotaishi, believed 
that aloha is that which is alive and in action when compassion is being. The active agent of love is aloha. 
And aloha is the active agent of compassion. May we have some? Do some? Be some?  
 

Love and aloha and what it will take for us to get there, be there, have there… this is a lot of what I think 
about these days. What is clear is that none of this is radically possible without self love. The part about 
looking in the mirror and seeing the truth, accepting it, and determinedly – with a smile – turning to the 
light of it all and therefore away from the darkness.  Self love is a revolutionary act. The very turning and 
embracing interrupts the tenacious claws of oppression and colonialism, self-opp… and self-col… that 
stuff.  
 

As I was waiting in the Boise airport for a flight to Seattle, I decided to treat my shoes to the adventures of 
a shine. I have never had my shoes shined by someone else (and not so much by me, either) and so it was 
truly an adventure. Approaching, the two older men who happened to be black and white were in a 
humor bubble, chatting about the ways in which their partners get after their habits of leaving stuff here 
and there in the bedroom, in the bathroom.  Hi. Excuse me. I’ve never done this before? Are these shoes 
shineable? How long does it take? They stopped registering after “I’ve never done this before”, and 
embraced the challenge of Beginner’s Mind – setting the stage and conditions for that first experience – 
with pleasure and a lot of rhythmic uhuh-yes-oh my/repeat.  It was such a treat to watch a master 
wielding ordinary tools – hands and soap and brushes and wax and water and cloth.  Renewed and 
vigorous beauty emerging with each stroke, even thru the scars of mishaps and callouses of being hard 
worked. They said, oh my, you’ve been smiling all the time! Dang! Doesn’t happen often. Most folk just sit 
texting or sumthin.  Oh my, why wouldn’t I? Such a treat! You’all good – really good.  I stood admiring as 
the shoes admired themselves and lifted my eyes to thank the man, both men, for the gift of energy they 
imparted. Dunno `bout energy, ma’am – it is just love.  
 

Me ke aloha, aloha mai, aloha no.  With aloha, invoke aloha, definitely aloha. A wandering monk wonders. 
Norma Kawelokū Ryuko Wong. September 22, 2018. Seattle.  
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