
Introduction and Resources 

Stations of the Cross and the Ways of the Earth - Lenten Journey 2021 

STATIONS 11 and 12 

Ghost Ranch, Cláudio Carvalhaes 

 

The promise of Lent us that something will be born of the ruin, something so astoundingly better than the 

present moment that we cannot imagine it. Lent is seedbed with resurrection. The Resurrection promises that a 

new future will be given to us when we begin to be stripped of the lie of separation, when the hard husk 

suffocating our hearts opens and, like children again, we feel the suffering of any creature as our own. That 

this can happen is the wild, not impossible hope of all creation. If I had it to do it again (tell my children about 

Lent), I would tell my young sons about the suffering and deaths of the amazing animals they love. I would let 

their hearts be broken. Then I would tell them that hearts broken open in love create a new ark. That when 

they suffer in love together, a Suffering Love beyond us can birth, through us, a new world where “they will not 

hurt or destroy in all my body mountain.” This is what we and all creatures groan for – this more beautiful 

world that lies quietly waiting in every heart. 

Gayle Boss, Wild Hope. Stories for Lent from the Vanishing 

 

Preparation for next week: 

Each one of us will plant a Tree 

Get your tree seed here or anywhere you have access. 

https://www.arborday.org 

 

Videos: Two Heartbreaking Stories 

 

An endangered bird is forgetting its song as the species dies out 

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=RKpD80VlZao&t=20s 

 

You can read more here too: 

How Does That Song Go? This Bird Couldn’t Say. 

New generations of a critically endangered species of songbird are failing to learn the tunes they need for 

courtship. It could lead to extinction. 

https://www.nytimes.com/2021/03/17/science/bird-honeyeater-australia.html 

 

Don’t go alone! Let us learn with the Whales! 

Sperm whales learned to avoid whaling ships -- and warned other whales 

https://abcnews.go.com/amp/Technology/sperm-whales-learned-avoid-whaling-ships-warned-

whales/story?id=76563260 

 

Movie:  

‘A Plastic Ocean’ on Netflix 

 

5 Movies About Plastic Pollution That Will Make You Think Twice 

https://plasticchange.org/knowledge-center/5-movies-about-plastic-pollution-that-will-make-you-think-

twice/ 

News 
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Meet the original eco warriors protecting the planet. 

 

Indigenous people account for less than 5% of the world's population - but they support or protect 80% of the 

planet's biodiversity. 

https://www.bbc.com/news/science-environment-51806291 

 

 

Meet the 'Women Warriors' Protecting the Amazon Forest 

https://www.ecowatch.com/indigenous-women-protect-amazon-2647376402.html 

 

 

Amazon's indigenous warriors take on invading loggers and ranchers 

https://www.theguardian.com/world/2019/aug/29/xikrin-people-fight-back-against-amazon-land-grabbing 

 

 

Amazon indigenous leaders killed in Brazil drive-by shooting 

https://www.theguardian.com/world/2019/dec/08/amazon-indigenous-leaders-killed-in-brazil-drive-by-

shooting 

 

 

Resources  

 

Judith Butler: Mourning Is a Political Act Amid the Pandemic and Its Disparities 

https://truthout.org/articles/judith-butler-mourning-is-a-political-act-amid-the-pandemic-and-its-disparities/ 

 

 

Prayer (by Claudio Carvalhaes) 

 

Dear Honeyeaters, 

 

I have heard about you. How beautiful birds you all are! 

Far away from me, I also heard about your struggle  

Your struggle to survive 

Your home being desecrated  

Your refugia being erased  

Your species dwindling down 

I heard you couldn’t find your own singing 

You are so few  

You can’t find your elders to teach you your own songs 

For they are all almost gone  

So the few young ones are trying to learn your very songs 

So you can mate and prosper and continue living 

But no, that is not happening 

Your existence and the existence of your generations depend on the songs passed on to each other 

Your singing comes from learning with your own people 
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How wonderful is that!  

You are literally the songs of your fathers, mothers, great fathers, great mothers, great grandmothers and 

great grandfathers. 

But how tragic it is:  

They are not there anymore and they cannot teach you the songs you so desperately need 

Without your own songs, you go on mimicking the songs of other birds.  

In different places we hear different songs but they are only songs of other birds who live near you. 

You are trying to survive learning other birds songs but these are not your songs. 

 

Without your songs, your “warbly noises,” you can’t court the females  

They are not attracted to the unrecognizable songs you sing.  

You sound metallic, too loud, or off your own tune.  

You are there but at the same time you are not.  

You exist yes, but for whom?   

Your own people cannot come closer to you 

For your songs are not recognizable 

You are losing your own self because your own self is not your own!  

You are not a lone ranger singer 

Your self is collective, for your song is collective. 

Your song belongs to generations, made by ways of learning and turning your song into a very distinct song. 

But you are losing that. 

Your song doesn’t fulfill you as much as you try 

As much as you listen  

As much as you are eager and perhaps even desperate to sing  

You try to court the females and don’t understand why they can’t get closer,  

be a part of you,  

continue your species singing 

For you sing is a foreign song 

It is not yours, 

Fully sang by the strength of your lungs 

But not fully yours  

You are singing for somebody else who can’t or don’t desire to hear you. 

You don’t understand how after a whole day singing 

Nobody cares 

Nobody approaches 

Nobody listens 

You are losing your complexity! 

And without your song you lose your strength! Through the daily battles, you easily lose your fights, especially 

against the “noisy miners,” other Honeyeaters who are more aggressive. 

 

I remember Chiilaphuchiassaalesh, or Bull Goes into the Wind, renamed as Plenty Coups, great Chief of the 

Crow Nation (Apsaalooké). He once said to a white man these piercing words: 
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“I have not told you half of what happened when I was young,” [Plenty Coups] said, when urged to go on. “I 

can think back and tell you much more of war and horse-stealing. But when the buffalo went away the hearts 

of my people fell to the ground, and they could not lift them up again. After this nothing happened. There was 

little singing anywhere. Besides,” he added sorrowfully, “you know that part of my life as well as I do. You saw 

what happened to us when the buffalo went away.”   

  

Like you, dear honeyeaters, Plenty Coups and his people lost their ways of being, feeling, living: when the 

buffalo went away the hearts of my people fell to the ground, 

It is as if the erasure of your own refugia is like the buffalo going away. 

the hearts of my people fell to the ground  

As your heart keeps on trying not to fall yet as you sing and sing and sing somebody else’s songs. 

Plenty Coups people’s hearts fell to the ground. 

As yours will soon too. 

There was little singing anywhere  

As there is very little singing of the Honeyeaters.  

Soon your species will go away.  

And our hearts will once again, fall to the ground. 

 

I have heard that Plenty Coups had a strategy to make connections to the white people so his people could 

survive. Such a great chief. And the Crows are alive! Not long ago some of their youth got a prestigious signing 

award! Supaman! Look at that! Chief Plenty Coups was right! They learned their own singing by the same and 

other ways. They re-existed once again. They are here! 

 

As for you, there is little to say about your re-existence. I don’t know what will happen to the very few of you. 

What I know is that my heart falls to the ground and I haven’t been able to pick it up yet. With your loss I also 

die with you. I’ve been listening to your songs so I can keep it in my heart. 

 

These are the histories of colonization and coloniality: destroy our languages, shut down our songs, do away 

with any form of diversity which is the only way life can happen. 

 

I think it hit me so hard too because I am also trying to figure out my own singing. I am a foreign trying to sing 

somebody else’s song since I know myself. Did my great grandmother, an indigenous shaman I know nothing 

about… did she sing? I know she used to heal people. But I don’t know any of her songs. What I know are the 

hymns of my mother which sustains me to this day.  

 

Once in the countryside of El Salvador, after a performance, an indigenous chief woman came to me, held my 

head and said: now you only need the sacred song. Oh my dear Honeyeaters, I’ve been searching for this 

sacred song all along. With the loss of your own songs, I realized that perhaps my sacred song has always been 

the songs of birds. But I feel like you now, singing foreign songs, metallic sounds, off tune, strange. I feel that 

the extinction of your song is my extinction.  

 

I don’t know what to do, besides sit here and listen to you. And say a prayer of care, healing. I ask that God, all 

that is life, console your hearts and help you each day. 
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May your songs, dear Honeyeaters, stay with me, both the authentic and the mimicked ones.  

May I find a way with them, between them. 

May my little singing grow!  

May I learn with Chief Plenty Coups to keep singing in the midst of my own colonized heart. 

 

Dear Honeyeaters, my heartbreaking song this morning goes to you, 

 

All my love to you. 

 

Cláudio 

https://www.claudiocarvalhaes.com/blog/honeyeaters-losing-songs-prayer/ 

 

 

Texts 

 

I have begun to see more clearly hot the exclusion of the poor is linked to the destruction of their lands, to the 

forces that leave them no choice but to move from place in a ceaseless exile, to racism, and to the growing 

militarization of their countries. 

 

I am creating an ecofeminism based on the experience of those who have diminishing access to green things 

and clean water; of those who breathe an even greater amount of the air pollution that has spread 

everywhere. 

 

An earth where the number of displaced persons increases… of refugees, prisoners, and the homeless, of those 

who are hungry for love and for bread. An earth that is burned, .robbed, exhausted, devastated, divided up, 

and poorly loved. It is our land and a foreign land! A land of friends and enemies! A hostile earth and a mother 

earth, a homeland earth, a brother earth, a sister earth. A land of pain and hopeful longings… Our longings are 

expressions of our hope. 

 

Ivone Gebara, Longing for Running Water: Ecofeminism and Liberation  

(Minneapolis: Augsburg Fortress Publishers, 1999. 

 

 

General Instructions 

 

Bring a cup of water or some fresh soil to feed your tree with you.  LET US CONTINUE!  

 


