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Introduction

The image we have used for the introduction of this Stations of the Cross 
program is taken from a CNN story and documentary called “No olvidado,” 
or in English, Not Forgotten. It tells a heartbreaking story about the many 
migrants who die in the desert of the American Southwest, attempting to come 
to the US to escape political, environmental or economic dispair. In the photo 
we see a row of single brick grave markers. Each grave marker is paired with 
a simple cross, each made of two pieces of joined wood, each reaching maybe 
12 inches high. The crosses are different colors, blue, yellow, green, pink. They 
mark the graves of, most commonly, partial bodily remains which frequently 
are unidentified. 

The colorful crosses remind me of our Día de los Muertos altars where we 
celebrate the lives of our loved ones who have entered the Kingdom of God. 
Our parish is very good at honoring our loved ones. This past Christmas we 
decorated a Christmas tree with photos of our deceased friends and family. We 
pray every week for the names in our parish book of prayers. We take pride that 
this parish held funerals for victims of AIDS when few other Catholic parishes 
would.  And, a few times, every Lent, we come to pray and walk the Stations of 
the Cross.  We are truly blessed to come together this way.



During tonight’s Stations of the Cross, we will once again be talking about 
several sad deaths. We will also talk about ways in which the living continue to 
suffer. But mostly, what we will be experiencing is that we are all witnesses to 
these things. As we hear tonights readings and reflections we hope that we will 
notice that we are here, together, to support each other, to listen to each other, 
and to care for each other as we follow Jesus through his Passion, and find 
comfort in his resurrection. 

Let’s start this journey, together.

General visual description of the Church of St. Francis Xavier’s 
depiction of the Stations of the Cross.

William Lamprecht, a German-born artist, one of the most prominent 
ecclesial painters of his day, painted the Stations of the Cross. The murals 
are unusually large, approximately eight feet tall by twelve feet wide, 
wrapping around the Church from the north wall of the east transept to 
the west transept. The Stations begin in rich colors with Jesus wearing a 
red cloak over a purple garment under a clear blue sky, but the stations 
grow noticeably darker as Jesus is stripped of His clothes, and the sky 
darkens until Jesus’ death in station twelve. The figures depicted look 
white and European reflecting the ethnic makeup of the 19th century 
congregation and the artist. In general, the bold movement of the twenty 
or so figures in each station convey drama and energy with Jesus and 
two or three figures typically dominating the foreground. A gold halo 
always surrounds Jesus’ head as well as the head of the Blessed Virgin 
Mary. Large buildings and palm trees complete the background.  



Wearing a purple tunic and red robe, Jesus 
is lead / pushed forward towards the street, 

where His Cross awaits Him.  Pontius Pilate, 
seated on a throne behind Jesus, is washing 

his hands of the condemnation.

In this photo a barricade 
of Capitol Police encounter 
insurgents carrying American 
flags and Trump flags, most 
people’s faces are covered, a 
person appear to be convulsing in 
the background. In the center of 
the photo,  a fire extinguisher is 
flying low through the air and the 
man who threw it is exiting to the 
left. It is being investigated if that 
fire extinguisher hit Capitol Police 
officer Brian Sicknick. 

The First Station: 
Jesus is Condemned to Death

 We adore you, O Christ, and we praise you.
All:  Because by your Holy Cross you have redeemed the world.



All: Jesus, remember me, when You come into Your kingdom.

Reflection

On January 6, 2021, following a speech reinforcing his ‘big lie’, Former President Trump watched at 
home on TV as his followers stormed The Capitol in an attempt to overturn the election of Joe Biden. 
All of America watched as these five people lost their lives:

Capitol Police officer Brian Sicknick was beaten by rioters from the mob at the Capitol and died the next 
day.

Ashli Babbitt, an Air Force veteran, who was being hoisted to a window of the Capitol, was shot and 
killed by a Capitol Police, a Trump flag knotted around her neck, 

Kevin D. Greeson was standing in a throng of fellow Trump loyalists at the Capitol when he suffered a 
heart attack and fell to the ground.

Rosanne Boyland, a Trump loyalist and QAnon follower, was crushed by the mob.

Benjamin Philips died of a stroke during the insurrection.

According to the Gospel of Matthew, upon attributing the death sentence of Jesus to an angry mob, 
Pilate, washed his hands in front of the crowd, announcing, “I am innocent of this man’s blood; see to it 
yourselves.” The crowd shouted in response, “His blood be on us and our children.” 

Like Pontius Pilate, the former president washed his hands of responsibility for what would ensue after 
his speech on January 6th, taking no responsibility for inciting the riot nor taking any immediate action 
to stop it. He lied. He mislead his followers who then stormed the Capitol. 

When we use the word ‘followers’ in relation to an elected official, we are already illuminating a prob-
lematic situation - one in which a leader is idolized rather that that leader acting as a servant to those 
who elected him. Further, a leader who cultivates followers also cultivates non-followers, resulting in 
us/them polemics which tear at the very nature of community. In our current political situation, with-
out even trying, we find ourselves dividing into feuding camps within our nation, church and families. 
Without realizing it is happening, we find ourselves participating in the very thing we cannot bear to 
watch. 

We pray tonight that the tragedy and pointlessness of these deaths in Washington remind us of the dan-
gers of obedience without discernment. We pray for honesty and compassion in our leaders. We pray for 
an end to rigid political divisions that lead to cultures of violence. We pray that we can come together in 
peace with our opponents within our nations, church and families, to strive toward the betterment of all 
people.



Still in the same tunic and robe, Jesus looks 
beseechingly up to Heaven; while two Roman 
Soldiers, in short white military tunics, lower 
the heavy wooden Cross onto His shoulders.  

Members of the jeering crowd, in various 
colored tunics and robes, point the way to 

Calvary, the Crucifixion site.

Aimee Stephens, wearing a black skirt suit, is seated in her 
wheelchair, as she awaits clearance to return to a 2019 PROTECT 
LGBTQ WORKERS RALLY, after the outdoor plaza and sidewalks, 
where the rally was held, was evacuated due to two suspicious 
packages being found at the site.

Second Station: 
Jesus Accepts His Cross

 We adore you, O Christ ,and we praise you.
All:  Because by your Holy Cross you have redeemed the world.



All: Jesus, remember me, when You come into Your kingdom.

Reflection: 
In 2017, Aimee Stephens was fired from a Michigan funeral home after she revealed to her employer that she 
would undergo gender reassignment surgery.  Her lawsuit against her employer made it all the way to the Su-
preme Court where it was combined with the cases of Donald Zarda who was fired from his job as a skydiving 
instructor on Long Island after reveling to a client that he was gay, and Gerald Bostock who was fired from his 
job in Atlanta Juvenile Court after he joined a gay softball league.  The Supreme Court sided with these three 
plaintants argument that they had been illegally discriminated against. 

Aimee Stephens, like Jesus, picked up the cross and carried it for all members of the queer communitee. She, her 
fellow plaintiffs, and so many others, including the LGBTQ members of this parish, strive to make changes in the 
minds and hearts of our multitudes of communities. Though there are always moments of true progress, we have 
many challenges to rise up against along side our queer family. In the past four years our federal government has: 

Argued that sex discrimination encompasses discrimination between men and women, but does not encompass 
discrimination based on gender identity.

Recinded exisiting guidance protecting transgender people’s access to bathrooms in public schools. 

Restricted transgender people from serving in the military.

Permitted federally contracted business to consider gender identity, sexual orientation, as well as religion when 
hiring and firing employees.

Permitted homeless shelters to offer limited access to services to transgener people.

Advised that prisoners should not be housed based on their gender identity rather the gender on their birth 
certificate.

Allowed adoption and child welfare agencies to refuse adoption to gay parents.

The Vatican’s liturgy for the second Station of the Cross, in 2011, reads:

 “The history of the wounded human heart continues to be repeated: with its pettiness, its inability to see  
 beyond itself, to escape the illusions of petty self-interest, and thus to find freedom, to take flight and to  
 soar in the broad expanse of goodness and honesty.

 The human heart is a microcosm. 

 Within it the great fortunes of humanity are decided, its conflicts resolved or intensified. But the decisive  
 factor is always the same: whether to cling to, or to let go of, the truth which sets us free.”

The LGBTQ community, for as far as we can see, will continue to have to combat the petty self-interest of certain 
others, in order to experience the true freedom to live and love as well as anyone else. We thank God for people 
like Aimee Stephens who fight boldly and loudly on all our behalves. Aimee Stephens died a month before the 
court decided in her favor. We pray for her and all others who take on the cross, the weight, the fight for equality 
and for freedom. 



Weak after the Scourging at the 
Pillar and the Crowning with 

Thorns, Jesus Falls for the First 
Time under the weight of the heavy 
Cross.  While being whipped by the 
attending Roman Soldiers, Jesus is 

mocked by the crowd.

Three large photos of Breonna Taylor, George Floyd and Ahmaud Arbery, as they were displayed 
on the reredos, in July 2020 at a prayer service, called “Action from Lamentation, Fury and Hope”, 
here at St. Francis Xavier. Black and brown candles burn in front of the photos as our parish 

honored them and called for racial justice in our nation.

Third Station:
Jesus Falls for the First Time 

 We adore you, O Christ, and we praise you.
All:  Because by your Holy Cross you have redeemed the world.



All: Jesus, remember me, when You come into Your kingdom.

Reflection: 

The recording of the death of George Floyd awakened millions to the injustice of which too 
many were already aware.  His famous last words, “I can’t breathe,” said 20 times while he was 
pinned to the ground, have rallied millions to protest and march in solidarity.  Our community 
has reflected more deeply on the sin of racism and systemic injustice.  As we stumble under the 
weight of this social sin, and seek to do better, we know it won’t be the only time we fall.    

To begin to feel the anguish of watching your beloved condemned to death by an unjust system, 
to try to imagine how many parents of color worry, each time their child leaves home, in a way 
white parents don’t, or to reflect on the injustice of the disproportionate number of the 500,000+ 
people who have died of COVID is only the begging of our work to address racial justice.  De-
spite the protests, have policies and the realities changed in any significant way?

While this past year we may feel exhausted and out of breath, let us steady ourselves to do the 
work to address the brutality and injustice that too many of our brothers and sisters face daily.  
We know our shared sins of sexism, homophobia, transphobia are interconnected with the sin of 
racism.  We know that our care for the environment disproportionately impacts communities of 
color, literally causing asthma rates to take the breath away from children.  

We know that 30 to 50 percent of all people killed by law enforcement officers are disabled (ac-
cording to a study by the Ruderman Family Foundation.)  The New York Times further reported 
that “Disability was overlooked in the deaths of Sandra Bland, Eric Garner, Freddie Gray and 
many others, said Cyrée Jarelle Johnson, a Black disabled poet and librarian. Instead the term 
“underlying conditions” was used to refer to depression, asthma and high blood pressure — “a 
euphemism that is bent to make people feel like they’re not murdering disabled people.”

We pray that the atonement and eventual healing we need are locked inextricably within each 
other.   That we truly believe our work to address racial, environmental, disability and econom-
ic justice, gender equality and greater welcome to lesbian, gay, bisexual, transgender and queer 
souls are complimentary to unlocking our shared liberation in Gods kingdom.  No one is free 
until we all are free.  

“Assuredly, I say to you, inasmuch as you did it to one of the least of these My brethren, you did 
it to Me.”



Pushing through the crowd, 
the Blessed Mother, dressed 

in a blue cloak and white 
head scarf, sees her Son 
and holds out her hands, 

imploringly to Him.  Jesus, 
sadly

and painfully, looks at Mary, 
and, knowingly, their eyes 

meet.

Gabriela Hernandez with her sons, Jonathan and Omar -- A pregnant mother of two, joined a caravan, she 
heard about from a priest in Honduras, to travel 3,000 miles to seek asylum in the United States.  Gabriela 
wearing a leather jacket, holds two year old Jonathan is in her arms.  Jonathan wearing a striped sweater 
and a red hood, holds a small ball twice the size of his tiny fingers. Omar, six years old ,strains his neck 
to look up at his mother and younger brother.  Behind them on the right, is a bright pink camping tent, 
to the left and in throughout the background are 20-30 other folding tents in light blue, pastel green and 

stripes filling a packed room.

Fourth Station:
Jesus Meets His afflicted Mother 

 We adore you, O Christ, and we praise you.
All:  Because by your Holy Cross you have redeemed the world.



All: Jesus, remember me, when You come into Your kingdom.

Reflection: 
Profiled in a CNN story documenting what she and close to a thousand fellow migrants call their “pil-
grimage,” Gabriela Hernandez, a pregnant mother of two, said it is hard for her to understand how 
someone could look at her two little boys and think they are dangerous.  How do we make sense of the 
violent immigration policies that traumatize and  jeopardize the lives of a mother like Gabriela and her 
children? 

What unimaginable grief Mary must have experienced to witness her child suffering and condemned to 
death by an unjust system? To witness a life cut short, a sacred life defiled by a society that failed to see 
the divine in each of us.

So too, these mothers grieved their sons: 
Wanda Cooper Jones, mother of Amaud Arbery
Sabrina Fulton, mother of Trayvon Martin
Mary Ann Rowan,  mother of Kevin Rowan

Mothers also grieve their daughters, like Joyce Calvo-Chen, mother of Alana Chen who questions the 
role of the Church’s homophobia in her daugter’s suicide.  Their family’s grief has been turned into a 
foundation in Alana’s name to address religion based bigotry that compromises the health and wellbeing 
of LGBTQ+ young people. 

We have prayed with and continue to pray for the hundreds of parents and families who have lost 
children to gun violence, bullying, suicide, domestic violence and hate crimes... Families like the Cal-
vo-Chen’s, Clementi’s, Shepard’s, Winchester’s and our family who loved fellow parishioner Danyelle 
Rhoden. 

Each of these families may wish we remember their beloved for the lives they lived and not just for the 
way they died.  We try to remember and honor their names.  (No Olvido.)  Undoubtedly these parents 
and chosen families, like Mary, by how they live their lives, exemplify love overcoming hate, and hope 
overcoming despair.  

We pray also for the countless parents with strained or broken relationships with their children.  We 
pray for the societal sin of forcing LGBT youth into homelessness. In sadness we pray for families in 
which parents, at times encouraged by religious bigotry, abandon or turn away from the love of their 
living child.  

How can we channel God’s love, be more like Mary, and exemplify the unconditional love of a parent to 
those of us who have faced loss and need healing?  And how can we prevent future injustice so that no 
more parents must grieve the violent loss of their beloved child?



  
Simon, from the North African city of 
Cyrene, dressed in a yellow cloak, is 

taken from the crowd and forced to carry 
Jesus’ Cross for a time.  Jesus, nearly on 
the ground in pain, looks thankfully at 

Simon. 

Historic photo of a protest or pride 
march includes a crowd gathered 

behind two men in wheelchairs holding 
a banner saying “Disabled People’s 

Liberation Front.”  On the right is an 
African-American man with a beard, 

in an Army shirt being pushed by a 
woman wearing a tank top, sunglasses 

and headband.  On the left is a Hispanic 
man with a plaid shirt.  He holds the 

banner with his left arm, his right arm 
is disfigured and it seems he is missing 

his left leg.  A multi-racial crowd is 
following with a variety of signs such as 

“Support Equal Rights…”

Fifth Station: 
Simon Helps Jesus Carry the Cross

 We adore you, O Christ, and we praise you.
All:  Because by your Holy Cross you have redeemed the world.



All: Jesus, remember me, when You come into Your kingdom.

Reflection: 

Just as Simon of Cyrene is called upon to carry the cross with Jesus, we are called to help carry 
the crosses we each bear.  

We celebrated the 30th Anniversary of the Americans with Disabilities Act (ADA) in 2020. 
While some aspects of inclusion are noticeable, when we see a visually impaired person receive 
assistance; we see the sign language interpreter conveying the Word at mass on Sunday; and we 
make sure the elevator and doors are accessible to those in wheelchairs or who have different 
mobility needs.  But as Simon teaches us, who is guiding, translating and lifting us up may be the 
opposite of what it seems at first glance.  The historic ADA passed with wide bi-partisan support, 
in part because there was recognition that we build ramps for access, not just so that people with 
disabilities can participate, but because our schools, businesses, churches and institutions are 
enriched by the participation of our brothers & sisters with disabilities.  

Almost half of all disabilities are not easily recognized including mental health, cognitive disabil-
ities, chronic illnesses and other diagnoses.  During this time of Covid, a previously manageable 
pre-existing condition, can become life threatening. The weight they and their loved ones carry 
can be harder to witness.

Further complicating matters, one in four adults with a disability live in poverty, raising deep 
questions about economic inequality and an economic system that the iconic Helen Keller said, 
“is at the root of much of the physical deafness and blindness.” 

 As the group Detroit Disability Power says, “True Inclusion is Revolutionary. When we evolve 
our institutions to fully include disabled people, we inevitably build more equitable, accountable, 
safe, and compassionate communities that are better for everyone.” 

Disability Justice isn’t just about policy.  For those of us who know the transformational grace a 
person with a disability may bring to our family, we know that a key to our shared liberation is in 
understanding our own limitations.  As another advocate said, “it’s about creating communities 
where we can be all of ourselves without shame, and with joy.”

While we must address inequality and injustice, we share a faith that calls us to aim beyond jus-
tice to joy.
 



 
Veronica, emerging from the shouting 

crowd, kneels in front of Jesus, the 
white cloth opened in her hands before 

her.  Jesus, looking lovingly at her, 
reaches out to Veronica and the cloth. 

In this picture from the Trans Memorial at Washington 
Square Park, from 2020, the trans-awareness flag billows 
in the night air,  in front of the Washington Square 
Arch. A person in white dress, surrounded by others in 
white, addresses the crowd, before them on the ground
sit framed photos of victims of violence against 
transgender people.

Sixth Station:
Veronica Wipes the Face of Jesus

 We adore you, O Christ, and we praise you.
All:  Because by your Holy Cross you have redeemed the world.



All: Jesus, remember me, when You come into Your kingdom.

Reflection:

Alexandria Winchester was murdered in the Bronx the day after Christmas last year. The 26th 
of December, to put it more succinctly. Lots of numbers can be used to summarize the facts of 
her case, and indeed many of the same numbers come out in news reports again and again when 
transgender Latina women like Alexandria are killed. 

24, the number of years Alexandria was alive. 

44, the number of transgender people – including Alexandria – who were murdered in the Unit-
ed States last year. 

7,000 – the number of youth in New York City estimated to be homeless, like Alexandria was. 

28, the number of hate crimes committed per day with a gun – the same way Alexandria died.

What these figures fail to really capture is that Alexandria was one person, one young trans 
Latina living and struggling and surviving in New York City, and that she mattered. It mattered 
who her friends were at her homeless youth shelter. It mattered how she liked to wear her hair. It 
mattered what kind of career she saw herself having one day. It mattered if she preferred to kick 
it in the Village or at the beach. It mattered what were the things she loved, and what were the 
things she feared.

When Veronica encountered Jesus carrying his Cross to Golgotha, she did not think of Him as 
just one more victim of the Roman empire, another concrete number with little abstract mean-
ing. She understood that He was a person before her who was suffering, and in wiping His face 
showed compassion to His unique story and His individual pain. Like Veronica authentically 
recognized Jesus, let us appreciate Alexandria in all her specificity when we mourn her. May we 
embody the strength and courage needed to show all people that they matter. 



 
Exhausted from the heaviness of the 

Cross, Jesus stumbles and falls for the 
Second Time.  The Roman Soldiers 

continue to whip and beat Jesus, while 
the crowd, even louder than before, 

deride Jesus.

A green cross in stark contrast with 
the brown sand of the dry Sonoran 
dessert, propped up by a stone.  On 
the cross are the handwritten words 
No Ovidado (not forgotten).  Next 
to the words a heart is drawn.  An 
indiscernible crowd gathers in the 
distance, one person wearing a neon 
vest. 

Seventh Station:
Jesus Falls for the Second Time

 We adore you, O Christ, and we praise you.
All:  Because by your Holy Cross you have redeemed the world.



All: Jesus, remember me, when You come into Your kingdom.

Reflection:
In the rugged terrain of the dessert, a group of volunteers called Aguilas Del Desierto (Eagles of 
the Desert) search for migrants reported lost or missing. As profiled in a Documentary series 
about death and dignity on the US-Mexico border, “These Americans find and bury missing 
migrants.”

The Colibrí Center for Human Rights reports that since 2001 each year the remains of 170 hu-
man beings have been found in the dessert and more than 2700 have disappeared each year.    

When they find the remains of José Inés Ortiz Aguillon, who was from El Salvador and was 51 
years old they “perform the grim ritual they knew so well -- taping off the area, radioing coordi-
nates to Border Patrol, saying a prayer for the dead man’s soul.” 

In this rugged terrain, where migrants travel at night so as not to be noticed, a twisted ankle or 
injury from a stumble can mean the end.  “Even a bad case of blisters can cause migrants to be 
abandoned by the smugglers they pay to guide them, leading to almost certain death,”  One vol-
unteer says, “When I find remains of people in the desert, I honestly see myself in that process of 
dying,” “That is me.”

Others, like Edgar López, were “deported to death” as a recent headline declared.  He was de-
ported after an ICE raid in Carthage Mississippi which detained 700 undocumented workers 
from the poultry plant where López had worked for 22 years.   The Federal agents and court sys-
tems representing us, the citizens of the United States, prosecuted and deported López, who was 
pillar of his Catholic Church in Carthage, a father of three, grandfather of two and Godfather to 
ten. Edgar was shot and burned to death, January 22, 2021, while trying to get back home to his 
family in Mississippi. Although a new administration has promised policies for a more humane 
approach to immigration, we are still complicit in a system that is perpetuating violence and 
trauma on children and families today.

Just as when Jesus falls a second time, we know how easy it would be to stay down, to close our 
eyes and hearts to the violence and suffering our US policies create.  We know we must open our 
hearts, lift our pens, volunteer, donate, organize, vote and call for more humane leadership on 
human rights.   



Jesus, still with 
the cross on his 

shoulders, stops to 
speak to women who 

have their children 
in their arms as they 
weep at seeing Jesus.

This is a close-up photo of Isac 
Tembé, an indigenous man from 
the Amazon region. He has 
black markings on his face. He 
is wearing a traditional Tembé 
headdress made of mostly blue 
feathers. A woman holding a 
child stands next to him.

Eighth Station:
Jesus Meets the Women of Jerusalem

 We adore you ,O Christ, and we praise you.
All:  Because by your Holy Cross you have redeemed the world.



All: Jesus, remember me, when You come into Your kingdom.

Reflection: 

“A great number of people followed Him, and among them were women who were beating their 
breasts and wailing for Him.  But Jesus turned to them and said, “Daughters of Jerusalem, do not 
weep for me, but weep for yourselves and your children.”

We are crying for the land defenders and water protectors who stood up for their communities’ 
right to survive on their ancestral lands.  We are crying for their families left behind, and for all 
of the children who will bear the consequences of the wonton exploitation of earth’s resources.   

In the last decade, an average of 200 environment defenders have been killed each year.
Over two-thirds of the killings took place in Latin America. In the year 2019, the Amazon region 
alone 33 land and forest protectors were killed. In Honduras, 14 environmentalists were killed, 
making it the most dangerous country per capita. 

Why were they killed? Most were indigenous leaders who defended their communal land and 
water against the intrusion of mining companies, logging, and agribusiness, especially palm oil 
producers in Asia and grain exporters in Brazil….  200 a year killed for profit making.  

Isac Tembé was one of the most recent; he was killed on Feb. 12th, shot point blank by a mem-
ber of Brazil’s military police as he was hunting with a group of friends on his own land. He was 
a young leader of the Tembé indigenous group who stood up to rapacious developers seeking 
to destroy homes and clear the forest to make way for illegal logging. Loggers and farmers who 
illegally occupy land in the Tembé Indigenous Territory operate with the protection of para mil-
itary forces of the government. Land invaders act with impunity, and have caused immeasurable 
destruction in the indigenous territories. 
 
Isac Tembé was an important voice among the Tembé people. He was a history teacher and his 
memory and legacy are carried on by his wife and three children. His wife is expecting a child, 
and the family was in the process of building a modest new home.
 
Indigenous people across Brazil have had to confront the pandemic and another record-breaking 
year of Amazon deforestation. We, and everyone around the world, must not let this loss of life 
vanish in silence.  The forest protectors are essential to preserving the biodiversity of the region 
and to the storage of carbon dioxide for the world. 

Let us pray for justice and accountability for these killings, for the families of the murdered earth 
protectors and for the safety of those who continue to risk their lives to protect their lands and 
waterways against illegal intrusions.



  Overwhelmed by the heavy 
weight of the Cross, Jesus 
Falls to the ground for the 
Third Time.  Ridiculed by 
both the Roman Soldiers 

and the crowd, Jesus is yet 
again forced to His feet 

by the soldiers, while the 
crowd admonishes Jesus by 
pointing towards Calvary.

Dr. Lorna Breen during the NYC Marathon 
in November 2008. Dr. Breen is seen at 
what appears to be the end of the marathon 
and photographed from a high angle. She 
looks away to the right and her hand is 
raised in a wave. Her last name is across her 
shirt, her hair is pulled back and she has ear 
buds in. She smiles broadly.

Ninth Station:
Jesus Falls for the Third Time

 We adore you, O Christ, and we praise you.
All:  Because by your Holy Cross you have redeemed the world.



All: Jesus, remember me, when You come into Your kingdom.

Reflection:
Dr. Breen was a consummate overachiever, one who directed her life with assurance. Dr. Breen planned thrilling 
trips, joined a ski club, played cello in an orchestra, took salsa classes and was an active parishioner at Redeemer 
Presbyterian. Once a year, she gathered all her social circles at a party on her rooftop.

Dr. Lorna Breen worked at NewYork-Presbyterian Allen Hospital in Upper Manhattan, where she supervised the 
emergency department. She liked structure. She liked working in an organized world.  That world would later 
distort and crumple as the coronavirus was slipped into New York, undetected and underestimated. At the onset 
of the Covid 19 pandemic, the ER had become a brutal battleground, with supplies depleting at a distressing rate 
and doctors and nurses falling ill. The waiting room was perpetually overcrowded. The sick were dying unno-
ticed. 

“People I work with are so confused by all of the mixed messages and constantly changing instructions,” she 
wrote one day in a message to her Bible study group. “Would appreciate any prayers for safety, wisdom and trust.”

When Dr. Breen contracted Covid-19 herself, she quarantined at home, sick and exhausted, but still attempted 
to run the ER from home as much as she could. When she eventually returned to work she realized she and her 
emergency department were outmatched.

Co-workers noted that she looked frazzled. She was not exuding her usual confidence. She 
expressed to friends and family that she was drowning. That she didn’t feel able to help her patients anymore. 
Her family intervened and Lorna Breen spent about 11 days as an inpatient on a psychiatric ward in a Virginia 
hospital near her family. This much needed rest however felt like an embarrassment to her. Upon  her release she 
spent time with her family in Virginia. She mentioned returning to her M.B.A. studies, which she had initially 
pursued to gain leadership credibility and advance her career. She started going for long runs. Family members 
talked about getting her back to New York.

But on April 26, Dr. Breen killed herself.

It is impossible to know for sure why someone takes her own life. And Dr. Breen did not leave a note to unravel 
the why.

Still, when the casualties of the coronavirus are tallied, Dr. Breen’s family believes she should be counted among 
them. That she was destroyed by the sheer number of people she could not save. That she was devastated by the 
notion that her professional history was permanently marred and mortified to have cried for help in the first 
place.

If Dr. Breen is lionized along with the legions of other health care workers who gave so much — maybe too much 
— of themselves, then her shattered family also wants her to be saluted for exposing something more difficult to 
acknowledge: the culture within the medical community that makes suffering easy to overlook or hide; the trau-
ma that doctors comfortably diagnose, but are reluctant to personally reveal, for fear of ruining their careers.

We pray for the countless front line workers who fiercely fought to save lives during the Covid 19 pandemic

We pray for their mental health, and awareness that the stigma of mental health is paralyzing, and that more 
resources become available to support mental health for all.



  
While the Cross is being 

readied for the Crucifixion, 
Jesus is stripped of His 

outer robe and tunic, left 
standing in only His white 
loincloth before the crowd, 

who angrily continue to 
leer at Jesus.

Four male clients enjoying 
lunch at the Welcome Table. 
This photo, taken before the 

pandemic, shows the men in 
warm clothing conversing as 
they eat from cafateria style 

trays.

Tenth Station:
Jesus is Stripped of His Clothes

 We adore you O Christ and we praise you.
All:  Because by your Holy Cross you have redeemed the world.



All: Jesus, remember me, when You come into Your kingdom.

Reflection: 
Each day children living in poverty take blows to their future.  Food insecurity stunts their growth, inhibits their 
ability to learn and future ability to earn a living. The cross of childhood poverty must not have the last word.
 
Who will offer a hand of compassion to sooth the arrogance of indifference?  Who will offer a meal served in 
mercy?  Who will offer welcome and support in the human family, so the homeless will not fall again and gain 
stability in their lives? 
 
The New York Times recently interviewed people in line at a New York Pantry:

Maria, a woman with 2 children whose husband lost his job as a taxi driver during the pandemic: 

 Yeah, before, were able to — we could go to the store at anytime we want. We buy any kind of snacks for  
 the kids, to have lots of vegetables, lot of fruits, lot of whole-grain pasta and all this. And my older one is  
 4. He was used to going to the store with us and buying whatever he wanted. So it was not easy task to ex 
 plain to him that, right now, we’re just not able to do that. But slowly, slowly, he understand. And now,  
 whenever we go to the store, he’s like, OK, how much is this and how much is this? Can we afford that?

A different woman named Maria: 

 I lost my job. I was working on the daycare. I mean, we have to eat. [CHUCKLES] And I’m a single   
 mother, and I’m pregnant. And I said, oh my god, what am I going to do? So it was horrible for me. 
 I mean, I’m supposed to have twins. But for this virus, it’s like — and I lost my job. So it was like depressed  
 and everything. So I lost one. But —— it was difficult. But now it’s much better. Yeah, thank God. And  
 this has helped a lot. 

When asked if she has a name for her baby due in 6 weeks she replies: 

 It’s Ayana, it’s a Mexican name. It’s for our village. So it means “gift from the sky.” In the future maybe she  
 could have, like, strong woman. Like right now, before she born, she’s, like, fight for the life and 
 everything. So I think she’s going to be a great woman, fighter and everything. Yeah, that’s what I think.

Dorothy Day wrote that ‘those who cannot see the face of Christ in the poor are atheists indeed’. Jesus specifical-
ly tells us that when in embracing the hungry, thirsty, those in prison, we are connecting with him.  Jesus, how 
many times have we passed You by because we are buried in our own concerns and fail to see You in our poorest 
brothers and sisters who are suffering?
 
There are those who will take up their crosses, and in the spirit Jesus’ compassion, they fulfill His commandment: 
“Love one another as I have loved you.”



  
Laying the Cross flat on the ground, 

Jesus is pushed down on top of it, His 
hands nailed to the crossbeam and 

His feet, one on top of the other, are 
nailed to the vertical post.  Above His 
head is nailed the inscription “Jesus of 

Nazareth, King of the Jews.”

Tyler Clementi, seen here with his 
older brother James Clementi, who 

wraps his arm around his brother 
from behind.  James, who is also gay, 

is an advocate for LGBTQ rights.

Eleventh Station:
Jesus is Nailed to the Cross

 We adore you, O Christ, and we praise you.
All:  Because by your Holy Cross you have redeemed the world.



All: Jesus, remember me, when You come into Your kingdom.

Reflection:

Tyler Clementi, an 18-year-old man, was crucified on-line. And the inscription read “Gay”. 
Tyler was a passionate young man, deeply loved by family and friends for his kind heart 
and bright spirit. At 18, he became the target of cyberbullying. Tyler’s story puts a human 
face on the harmful effects of bullying in any form.  Tyler’s family, in his honor, founded 
The Tyler Clementi Foundation to help prevent bullying through inclusion and the asser-
tion of dignity and acceptance of vulnerable populations, especially LGBT communities 
and other victims of hostile social environments.

This year a small group of US Catholic Bishops, joined with the Tyler Clementi Foun-
dation in standing up for at-risk LGBT youth in our country.  “God Is On Your Side: A 
Statement from Catholic Bishops on Protecting LGBT Youth”. Shortly after, in response to 
President Biden’s executive orders combating discrimination based on sexual orientation 
and gender identity and reinvigorate our leadership on LGBTQI issues, the Conference of 
Bishops signed a letter “Bishops: Biden’s order on LGBT nondiscrimination protections 
threaten religious liberty”. 

We need to ask the Bishops to wake up to the terrible fact that far too many LGBT youth 
are being abused and rejected in Catholic homes and by Catholic institutions. These 
youths are not protected from bullying and from the personal harm that can result from 
ridicule, shaming or hearing repeatedly that one is condemned because of their sexual 
orientation while downplaying the inherent dignity of LGBT people. No one suffers more 
harm from this fight and the intolerant climate it creates than the LGBT children.
Jesus, we ask for forgiveness for all the cruelty of humanity, for all the arrogance of igno-
rant leaders, and for ourselves who stand by and do nothing while others suffer.  Jesus, 
as You die on the cross, You reach out to all human beings. All people of goodwill should 
help, support, and defend LGBT youth as created by God and whom God Loves. 



  
Hoisting the Cross up in place, 

Jesus’ final agony begins, crucified 
in between two thieves.  While the 
soldiers cast lots for His clothing 
and the crowd throws insults at 
Him, Jesus, suffering from pain, 
dehydration, and asphyxiation, 

breaths His last breath.

84 year-old, Vicha Ratanapakdee before and during his brutal 
attack. In the first photo a man in black with white hair and glasses 

appears to sit in a restaurant. In the second photo we see a blurry 
tussle in a subway station.

61 year-old, Noel Quintana, removes his blue Covid 19 mask to 
reveal a long dark scar that run under his nose from ear to ear.

Twelfth Station:
Jesus Dies on the Cross

 We adore you, O Christ, and we praise you.
All:  Because by your Holy Cross you have redeemed the world.



All: Jesus, remember me, when You come into Your kingdom.

Reflection: 
It was not unusual during human history for anyone who was perceived as a threat to be per-
secuted and often crucified. Fear of the other. Jesus taught that we were to love God and love 
our neighbors as ourselves; the parable of the good Samaritan he told to articulate this teaching 
was deeply unsettling to those who were listening. It overturned their world view. Jesus defined 
“neighbor” explicitly as those “others” with whom his listeners had been in racial and cultural 
conflict.

84-year-old, Vicha Ratanapakdee, an Asian-American, a gentle soul and defenseless, was force-
fully knocked to the ground, was taken to the hospital, and died two days later. 

In another incident, a 61-year-old Filipino American man, was brutally attacked on the New 
York City subway. As he stood in the crowded car silently praying the rosary, a man slashed 
Noel Quintana’s face from ear-to-ear; “I asked for help, but nobody helped,” he says. “Nobody 
moved.”
 
The simple truth is that we distrust people who are not like us, whether the difference is skin 
color, religion, clothing, education, diet, drug use, income level, body type. 

Xenophobia and hate are protection of life issues. Why aren’t we saying something more as 
we see the rise of attacks on Asian people living around us? Where can we, as a community of 
faith, insert ourselves to protect our neighbors?  Something is terribly wrong. 

Two basic facts must be acknowledged and confronted if we are ever to find hope; the first is 
universal fear of “other,” the other is the specific fear (and marginalization) of people by race in 
our own country.

We, as a people of faith, must look at our own fear of the “other” and speak out when injustice 
is apparent. We must also hold accountable elected officials, public figures and public institu-
tions, especially those Catholic bishops that have not spoken out against harassment and dis-
crimination of any kind. “We encourage all individuals, families and congregations to assist in 
promoting a greater appreciation and understanding of the authentic human values and cultur-
al contributions brought by each racial heritage in our country.”



 

Jesus’ lifeless body is taken down from the 
Cross and placed in the arms of Mary, His 
mother.  Surrounded by Mary Magdalene 

and John the Apostle, all are sorrowful and 
weeping.

In this 2020 Drone footage photo we see 
mass graves at Hart Island in New York 

City. Burial crews in white uniforms 
remove plain white coffins from a forklift 

and stack them in freshly dug muddy 
trenchess.

Thirteenth Station: 
Jesus is Taken Down from the Cross

 We adore you, O Christ, and we praise you.
All:  Because by your Holy Cross you have redeemed the world.



All: Jesus, remember me, when You come into Your kingdom.

Reflection:

There are no words to express how it feels when someone you love dies. So it was for Mary 
and those followers who stayed to help remove the body of their dear friend,
 Jesus. They were not afraid to show they cared, or to be associated with Jesus. The open 
mourning at the death of our loved ones not only helps our souls but honors the lives of 
the deceased and reminds those around not only of the value of our lives, but the value of 
any specific person’s life.

What about people who die alone or without funds? Since the mid-1800s, the remains of 
more than one million people are buried on Hart Island, a potter’s field east of City Island.  
The story is heartbreaking because in many cases it’s a lack of funds that kept the family 
from providing a proper burial for their loved one, instead of internment at Hart Island. 

In 1985, sixteen bodies of people who died from AIDS were buried in deep graves on a re-
mote section of the southern tip of the island because, at the time, it was feared that their 
remains may be contagious.  In 1985, the first pediatric AIDS victim to die in New York 
City was buried in the only single grave on Hart Island with a concrete marker that reads 
SC B1 (special child- Baby 1). Since then, thousands of AIDS victims have been buried on 
Hart Island, but the precise number is unknown.
 
There’s a lot of race, class and even gender politics in play placing pine coffins in 50-foot 
trenches. Some 2,225 people have been buried since January 2020, nearly 1,400 adult buri-
als in 1988, when the AIDS epidemic was at its peak and approximately 22,000 during the 
Spanish flu pandemic in 1918
 
Not all of these people are bereft and uncared for, but some large number of them just 
exhausted their human connections.

At this moment we would like to invite all 
participants who have lost a loved one this past year, 
to type that person’s name into the chat, if they would 

like to do so.

We pray for all the souls whose names are listed here. Amen.



 

Jesus’ body, wrapped in the white ceremonial 
Jewish burial cloth, is placed in the tomb by 
Joseph of Arimathea and an attendant.  The 
Blessed Mother and Mary Magdalene watch 

from outside the entrance to the tomb.

Fourteenth Station: 
Jesus is buried in the tomb

 We adore you O Christ and we praise you.
All:  Because by your Holy Cross you have redeemed the world.

Reflection: 

Fourteenth Station:  Matthew 27:59-61  
“So Joseph took the body and wrapped it in a clean linen cloth and laid it in his own new tomb, 
which he had hewn in the rock.  He then rolled a great stone to the to the door of the tomb and 
went away.”

We now stand at the door of another tomb. We have come to bury all those things that violate 
our covenant with God, that harm creation and the earth that has been entrusted to us.

Harm caused by fossil fuels that pollute the air and wreak havoc on the health of the poor. Or by 
the throwaway culture that produces mountains of waste on land and in the ocean. And by our 
indifference to the sufferings of the poor, of the indigenous, of those who pay the highest price 
for our sins.

One marker of our indifference to the beauty and wonder of God’s is what is happening to the 
plants and animals.  Scientists tell us we are living in the sixth mass extinction ever experienced 
by our planet, and humans are to blame.  Science has documented the species that have gone 
extinct… never to be seen again, or never to be seen again in the wild.  



All: Jesus, remember me, when You come into Your kingdom.

The modern era has brought with it extinction on a new scale. Last year, 32 orchid species in 
Bangladesh went extinct, along with 22 frog species in Latin America, among them the ones you 
see in the photo. 450 butterfly species are on the brink of extinction, including the Western mon-
arch butterfly whose count dipped from several hundred thousand in 2017 to a mere 2,000 this 
year. The main culprit seems to be rising temperatures in the fall.

A photographer, Joel Sartore, has been taking beautiful photos of animals in zoos before they 
too are all gone.  He has compiled them in a book published by National Geographic called The 
Photo Ark, and a second volume, The Photo Ark Vanishing. We are literally having to think in 
Noah’s Ark terms – by saving the last of plants in botanical gardens, or the seeds of crops in deep 
caves in Europe, and animals on the brink of extinction in zoos before they are gone forever…. 
buried in humanity’s tombs.  

At the same time, we let forest fires rage and corporate profiteers cut down entire forests… eco-
systems that are teeming with life and sustain incredible biodiversity.  In the process, we bury the 
koala bears of Australia and the orangutangs of Indonesia and the deer of the Pacific Northwest 
in the death spiral of environmental destruction.

The loss of species is a harbinger for what is to come if don’t change our ways, if we do not have 
a change of heart to care for God’s creation, if we do not keep the earth’s thin atmosphere from 
warming, and if we do not conserve fresh water, the very basis for all of life.

Time is running out. We can no longer turn a blind eye to the destruction we have brought 
about. Now is the time to bury our habits that cause harm, and begin to heal the earth.

Let us pray that humanity and each of us will have a change of heart and act to keep God’s cre-
ation from being buried.

On the following two pages you will find examples of plants and 
animals that have recently been declared as extinct. Please take a 
moment to look at these pages after the closing prayer.



Agave lurida (Mexico). 
A cluster of sharp curvy 
sword like leaves eminiate 
in a spiky cluster of vibrant 
green.  This plant was last 
seen in the wild in 2001.

Golden fuchsia (Mexico). 
There are hanging clusters 
of rich yellow blooms and 
green-purple pods, against 
bumby green leaves. 
Discovered in the 1970s, 
in the cloud forests of 
Southern Mexico, it is now 
thought to be extinct in the 
wild.

Splendid poison frog 
(Panama). This tiny very 
poisonous frog was once 
common in Panama. It has 
not been seen since the 
mid-90s. It has a bright 
orange-red skin with 
green-gold specs and large 
black eyes.



Spined dwarf mantis 
(Italy), This once common 

insect is fingertip size 
and apale bright green, it 

has the triangular head 
and praying arms one 

associates with a mantis. 
It has not been seens in 

years.

Simeulue Hill myna (SE 
Asia), This iridescent black 

bird with white wing tips 
and a yellow collar has not 
been recorded in the wild 

for three years.

Chiriqui harlequin frog 
(Costa Rica and Panama). 
This chocolate brown toad 

has light gray and yellow 
spots. It was last seen in its 

natural habitat in 1996.



Jesus, dressed all in white and gold, emerges 
triumphantly from the tomb, holding the red 
and white banner of the Resurrection in His 

left hand and displaying the nail marks in 
His right hand.  With the attending soldiers 

cowering in front of Jesus, an Angel kneels in 
adoration before Jesus.

“Jesus Risen” was painted by one of the Benedictine 
Sisters of Turvey Abbey, U.K. The image of the risen 
Jesus shatters the overwhelming feeling of darkness 
and doom with its vivacious display of color. From 
the somber, dark and beautiful presentation of the 

entombment we meet Christ risen in glory: darkness 
to light, sorrow to joy, despair to hope, death to 

resurrection. In the painting we see a dark skinned 
Jesus in a white robe, light emanates from behind Him 

and stylized lilies bloom before him.H

Fifteenth Station: 
The Resurrection

 We adore you O Christ and we praise you.
All:  Because by your Holy Cross you have redeemed the world.



All: Jesus, remember me, when you come into your kingdom.

Reflection:

When we actually do have a cross to carry – these crosses are rarely things we choose. 
They are laid upon our shoulders unexpectedly, abruptly, sometimes in a sharp and shock-
ing way. We don’t even have time to wrap our head around the idea of this burden in ad-
vance as Jesus did; we are simply shoved forward.

The thought of taking on someone else’s cross seems unbearable, but if we help each other 
“the burden would be light”. Jesus is saying, “If you’ll stay with Me, you can go through life 
with a light load.” Remember Simon was not a follower of Jesus. Yet Simon helped carry 
the cross. I think of times that I actually allowed myself to be interrupted.  When I saw 
someone in need of help, I helped them; I don’t think it had any profound effect on the 
universe, but I really don’t know what impact or chain of events it caused. 

I can also sadly think of many more times when I didn’t allow myself to be interrupted. 

Our lives can be changed, but only if we don’t miss the opportunity. 

That is personal Resurrection!

Let’s challenge ourselves to look for opportunities to help those around us in need.  When 
we see those opportunities, let’s be willing to be interrupted and take the time to help.  The 
greatest tragedy is not in never having an opportunity, but in seeing the opportunity and 
not taking it. 

Marian Wright Edelman, an American activist for children’s and a recipient of the Pres-
idential Medal of Freedom rights wrote: “You just need to be a flea against injustice. 
Enough committed fleas biting strategically can make even the biggest dog uncomfortable 
and transform even the biggest nation.”

You never know when it could have ramifications that are beyond this life.



Following is a list of resources to assist us in companioning the other. 

Xavier Mission
xaviermission.org

Xavier Covid VACCINE MINISTRY
vaccineministry@sfxavier.org

The Tyler Clementi Foundation 
tylerclementi.org

Alexandria Winchester was a client at the Ali Forney Center 
aliforneycenter.org
 
Gay Men’s Health Crisis – AIDS Walk NY
gmhc.org
ny.aidswalk.net/SFXavier

The Trevor Project (LGBT Youth)
thetrevorproject.org

NYC Suicide Prevention
https://www1.nyc.gov/site/doh/health/health-topics/suicide-prevention.page
sprc.org
800 273 8255

Alana Faith Chen Foundation
alanafaithchen.org

How one Catholic ministry is helping families deal with the devastating aftermath of suicide: 
https://www.americamagazine.org/faith/2018/03/06/how-one-catholic-ministry-helping-families-deal-devastating-after-
math-suicide

Mathew Shepherd Foundation 
matthewshepard.org

Trayvon Martin Foundation
trayvonmartinfoundation.org

Resources about Disability Justice:
fordfoundation.org/campaigns/there-is-no-justice-without-disability/

National Catholic Partnership on Disability:
ncpd.org

https://stopaapihate.org/ 
Launched last March to collect information on suspected cases of racially motivated violence and harassment



Closing Prayer

As we leave here tonight, from this place of contemplation, may we 
pray:

Jesus, in Your suffering and resurrection, You teach us that we 
become closer to God through understanding our own limitations 
and reflecting upon the crosses we bear.  We pray for the grace 
to be more like Mary and Veronica, seeing more deeply the 
crosses of others.  We pray that the Holy Sprint may enlighten 
us as individuals, families and as a community to understand 
the systemic burdens we hold, and help us to discern faith filled 
leadership on Social Justice.  Your radical love calls on us to see 
our neighbors struggle for food, shelter, dignity and respect as our 
own cross.  It calls on us to see racial, gender, disability, economic 
and environmental justice as our own struggle, whether or not we 
feel the knee of injustice on our neck or we witness it on another.  
We may never know what kind of struggles we each carry.  Pope 
Francis said, “who am I to judge?”   We pray in gratitude for the 
ways we are getting better at understanding the different struggles 
people of color, women, people with disabilities, and those whose 
sexual orientation and gender identity are different from our own.  
And we know when we live by Your example and create welcome 
and comfort for any one of us, we help lighten the load of Your 
cross.

In the name of Mary, Veronica, Simon, all Your disciples, and all 
the sacred names of Your children we recalled tonight, we pray, 
Amen.  


