
Introduction and Resources 

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

STATIONS 13 and 14 

Ghost Ranch,  Cláudio Carvalhaes 

 

En route to the floor of the ocean, the diver first passes through the ‘belt of the fishes.’ This is a wide band of 

light reflected from the surface of the sea. From this area, he moves to a depth of water that cannot be 

penetrated by light above the surface. Its dark, foreboding and eerie. The diver’s immediate reaction is apt to 

be one of fear and sometimes a sudden spam of panic that soon passes. As he drops deeper and deeper into 

the abyss, slowly his eyes begin to pick up the luminous darkness; what was fear is relaxed and he moves into 

the lower region with confidence and peculiar vision.1 

 

 

To do on FRIDAY OR SATURDAY – Plant a Tree 

Get your tree seed here or from a local nursery 

https://www.arborday.org 

 

Example 

Why you should plant a native tree? Here is what an Oak tree can do! 

Create a Living Legacy: Plant an Oak 

http://backyardsfornature.org/?p=1 

 

Videos:  

 

The way to go and think more concretely beyond individual actions. Support the New Green Deal! Please 

watch this short video and get to know more! 

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=GxIDJWCbk6I 

 

Another ways to support Indigenous people and the earth – go against Embridge Line 3 Pipeline.  

https://vimeo.com/351927944 

 

This was just released: The Red Deal 

http://therednation.org/wp-content/uploads/2020/04/Red-Deal_Part-I_End-The-Occupation-1.pdf 

 

How do you talk to someone who doesn't believe in climate change? Not by rehashing the same data and facts 

we've been discussing for years, says climate scientist Katharine Hayhoe. In this inspiring, pragmatic talk, 

Hayhoe shows how the key to having a real discussion is to connect over shared values like family, community 

and religion -- and to prompt people to realize that they already care about a changing climate. "We can't give 

in to despair," she says. "We have to go out and look for the hope we need to inspire us to act -- and that hope 

begins with a conversation, today." 

https://www.ted.com/talks/katharine_hayhoe_the_most_important_thing_you_can_do_to_fight_climate_ch

ange_talk_about_it 

 

Grieving orca still carrying her dead calf more nearly three weeks later 

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=_-jpvT7cIzc 

 

 
1 Howard Thurman, The Luminous Darkness (Indiana: Friends United Press, 2014), xvii-xviii. 



 

‘It’s heartbreaking’: Killer whale continues carrying dead calf for ‘unprecedented’ length of mourning 

https://www.cnn.com/2018/08/10/us/orca-whale-still-carrying-dead-baby-trnd 

 

The destruction of the Amazon, explained 

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=SAZAKPUQMw0 

 

Meet the Ranchers Who Claim the Brazilian Amazon is Theirs to Burn | The Dispatch 

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=TcJUSMiKQyY 

 

How the US poisoned Navajo Nation 

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=ETPogv1zq08 

 

Song 

Song of the Earth – Moses Bollan 

https://drive.google.com/file/d/1C6BN8fq2kE4woJW_Wjm6bIfKIGjZn_lW/view 

 

Haiku - Stephen Picha 

 

I hear a tree speak 

You and I are relatives 

Ancient ones rebirthed 

 

News 

 

Compassion, Peace & Justice Training Days April 7-9,2021 

 

The Rev. Dr. Cláudio Carvalhaes used to approach walks like many of us — a time to reflect on his day, his 

family, and to process things that were on his mind. “Now, when I walk, I bow to the tree,” Carvalhaes says. “I 

stop and I touch, and it is almost like an awareness of myself and my surroundings in ways that are not only 

that I feel attached, but I learned to see them as myself. I went from this process of, for instance, listening to 

the birds — In every class that I teach, I always ask students to listen to the birds at the beginning — but I went 

from listening to the birds as a song that they have, and I listen now to the songs that they sing, and it is my 

song. They’re singing my songs. Their breath is my breath. And so, I’m listening while they’re singing about me. 

It is a different cognition. It is not in the brain; it is not in the mind. It is not as myself … that I only think about 

myself. But no, it’s more myself in relation to what’s around me. I can only understand myself if I listen to the 

birds, if I bow to the trees as my elders, and that is what has expanded enormously and helped me to go 

through this thing.” 

 

https://www.presbyterianmission.org/story/cpj-days-speaker-brings-growing-connection-to-creation/ 

 

 

Schedule 

https://www.presbyterianmission.org/ministries/compassion-peace-justice/washington/advocacy-training-

weekend/compassion-peace-justice-training-days-2021-schedule/ 

 

 

 

 



Resources  

 

There is no single institution able to cover, oversee, dominate, manage, handle, or simply trace ecological 

issues of large shape and scope. Many issues are too intractable and too enmeshed in contradictory interests. 

We have problems, but we don't have the publics that go with them. How could we imagine agreements amid 

so many entangled interests? We will review several attempts to tackle ecological problems by connecting the 

tools of scientific representation with those of arts and politics and present the program of Experimentation on 

Arts and Politics which has been running at Sciences since September 2010. 

 

Waiting for Gaia. Composing the common world through art and politics. Bruno Latour 

http://www.bruno-latour.fr/node/446 

 

 

Liturgy of Good-Bye - Saying so long to your tree 

 

For those who need to cut your tree, here is a simple liturgy: 

 

Bring incense and walk around your tree three times saying: 

We have received you, we honor you, we bless you. 

 

Round the ground, touch the tree and spend time touching and relating to your tree. 

 

Then you can stand before your tree and say a homily that you create. Something like: 

 

My dearest <insert the name of your tree>, I haven’t noticed you for so long. But now I see you. It breaks my 

heart to see that non-local species have invaded your body and you are now dying. I am so sorry. My heart 

goes with you. Please forgive us for not noticing this earlier. Forgive us for not caring for you.  

 

Pause 

 

Dear <insert the name of your tree, I want to say that you brought so much life to my world and the worlds of 

those around you. You have sheltered birds, you have enriched the soil ,you have blessed other trees 

underneath. You have provided better air and have gave us shade. Your leaves were entire universes and 

every year you knew how to go through the seasons. You have lived your life in such beautiful ways and I 

thank you for all you are and have become. 

 

With olive oil, draw the sign of the cross in the four corners of the tree and at each corner you say: 

 

Thank you for your life. 

May you resurrect in us again!  

 

Blessing  

 

And now my friend know that you are loved. GO in peace and may your memory stay with us forever. Amen! 

 

Sit with your tree for as long as you need, keep silence, talk to her/him/they. Leave when you are ready. 

 

 

 



Poem by Thich Nhat Hanh 

 

 

Please Call Me By My True Names 

 

Do not say that I'll depart tomorrow 

because even today I still arrive. 

 

Look deeply: I arrive in every second  

to be a bud on a spring branch,  

to be a tiny bird, with wings still fragile,  

learning to sing in my new nest,  

to be a caterpillar in the heart of a flower,  

to be a jewel hiding itself in a stone. 

 

I still arrive, in order to laugh and to cry,  

in order to fear and to hope.  

The rhythm of my heart is the birth and  

death of all that are alive. 

 

I am the mayfly metamorphosing on the surface of the river, 

and I am the bird which, when spring comes, arrives in time  

to eat the mayfly. 

 

I am the frog swimming happily in the clear pond,  

and I am also the grass-snake who, approaching in silence,  

feeds itself on the frog. 

 

I am the child in Uganda, all skin and bones,  

my legs as thin as bamboo sticks,  

and I am the arms merchant, selling deadly weapons to  

Uganda. 

 

I am the twelve-year-old girl, refugee on a small boat, 

who throws herself into the ocean after being raped by a sea 

pirate, 

and I am the pirate, my heart not yet capable of seeing and 

loving. 

 

I am a member of the politburo, with plenty of power in my 

hands, 

and I am the man who has to pay his "debt of blood" to my 

people, 

dying slowly in a forced labor camp. 

 

My joy is like spring, so warm it makes flowers bloom in all 

walks of life. 

My pain is like a river of tears, so full it fills the four oceans. 

 



Please call me by my true names,  

so I can hear all my cries and laughs at once,  

so I can see that my joy and pain are one. 

 

Please call me by my true names,  

so I can wake up,  

and so the door of my heart can be left open,  

the door of compassion. 

 

Thich Nhat Hanh 

 

 

General Instructions 

 

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

 


