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We acknowledge the wind,  the  oceans and the mountains .  The mangroves and the 

volcanoes.  The r ivers,  the  lakes and the stones.  The seeds and the forests,  the  insects 

and the animals .  We acknowledge the women,  the  men,  the  e lders  and the chi ldren,  and 

every human being  that  defends the ecosystems and the terr i tor ies  where  they belong.

We dedicate  th is  performance to  the  brave women,  men and chi ldren from the 

communit ies  of La  Playa,  Betul ia,  San Vicente  de  Chucur í  and other towns a long the 

Sogamoso River,  affected by the  Hidrosogamoso hydroelectr ic  pro ject,  that  s ince 

March 19th  of 2015 have been camping out  in  f ront  of the  Santander Government 

off ices,  in  the  c i ty of Bucaramanga in  Colombia,  demanding their basic  r ights :  a  proper 

compensat ion and re locat ion,  and the fu l f i l lment  of the  environmental  l icense of th is 

mega-dam.

Agradecemos a l  v iento,  a  los  oceanos y a  las  montañas.  A los  manglares  y los  volcanes. 

A los  r ios,  a  los  lagos y a  las  p iedras .  A las  semi l las  y a  los  bosques,  a  los  insectos y a 

los  animales .  Agradecemos a  las  mujeres,  a  los  hombres,  a  los  mayores y a  los  n iños,  y 

a  todo ser humano defensor de  los  ecosistemas y los  terr i tor ios  a  los  que pertencen.

Dedicamos esta  acción a  las  mujeres,  hombres,  n iños y n iñas val ientes  de  las 

comunidades de La  Playa,  Betul ia,  San Vicente  de  Chucur í  y otros  pueblos  sobre  e l 

R io  Sogamoso,  afectados por e l  proyecto  h idroeléctr ico  Hidrosogamoso,  que desde e l 

19  de  marzo de  2015 están acampados en frente  de  las  of ic inas de  la  Gobernación de 

Santander,  en  la  c iudad de Bucaramanga en Colombia,  ex ig iendo su derechos básicos, 

una compensación justa,  la  reubicación,  y e l  cumpl imiento  de  la  l icencia  ambiental  de 

esta  mega-represa.



M - Y -  E :

I ’ve  a lways been here,

carry ing  the b lood of the  mother

M:  c leaning her

Y:  soothing  her

E :  wett ing  her l imbs

M -  Y -  E :  cool ing  her down

Y:

A long t ime ago abuelo  fuego y pacha mamá (grandfather f i re  and mother earth)  loved each other

and f i re  penetrated the mother through a  mi l l ion  holes  at  the  same t ime

and the body of the  mother t rembled so  strongly and with  so  much pleasure

that  she spitted lava,  ice  and f i re

and she trembled for a  thousand years,  and she cont inued to  t remble  for a  mi l l ion  more 

M:

abuelo  fuego penetró  a  la  mamá por mi l lones de or i f ic ios  a  la  vez

y e l  cuerpo de la  mamá se removió  tan fuerte  y con tanto  p lacer

que escupió  lava,  h ie lo  y fuego,

y tembló  por mi l lones de años,  y temblorosa quedó por mi l  años más

E:

The mother gave b i rth  to  count less  daughters  and sons,  t rees,  mountains,  v ines,  swamps

Snakes,  b i rds,  f lowers,  emeralds  and gold

Y:

La  madre d io  a  luz  a  innumerables  e  h i jas  e  h i jos,  en  forma de árboles,  montañas,  bejucos,  c iénagas 

Serpientes,  aves,  f lores,  esmeraldas y oro

M:

The happiness of seeing her children being born made her cry tears of love and blood, and her tears fi l led 

up those holes  where  grandfather f i re  had deposited h is  love

and that  is  how us,  lakes and lagoons,  were  born

and there  was so  much blood

that  we overf lowed breaking mountains  and forests,  forming brooks,  streams and r ivers
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E:

La alegría de ver sus hijas nacer le produjó llanto, y aquellos orificios por donde habia sido penetrada por 

e l  abuelo  se  l lenaron de sus lágr imas de amor y de  su sangre

y as í  nacimos las  lagunas y los  lagos

y fue  tanta  la  sangre  que nos desbordamos rompiendo montañas y bosques,  y formando quebradas, 

r iachuelos  y r íos

Y:

And we f low with  the  b lood of the  mother

feeding our s isters  and brothers

and reaching the oceans

where we connect  with  other r ivers  and lagoons,  in  one body of water

E :

y f lu imos con sangre  de  la  madre,  a l imentando a  nuestras  hermanas y hermanos,  hasta  a lcanzar los 

océanos,  donde nos conectamos con otros  r íos  con otras  lagunas en un solo  cuerpo de agua

M -  Y -  E :  And we carry the  b lood of our mother

M:  c leaning her

Y:  soothing  her

E :  wett ing  her l imbs

M -  Y -  E :  cool ing  her down

M -  Y -  E :  Y cargamos la  sangre  de  la  madre

M:  l impiándola

E:  calmándola

Y:  mojando su cuerpo

M -  Y -  E :  resfrescándola

[ALL THE RIVERS MAKE WATER AND HUSHING SOUNDS AND PLAY INSTRUMENTS]

•                     •                     •

M:

I  am born nonstop

every day,  every second,  a lways up h igh 

where  the sun k isses the moors

where the mountains  form a  knot

and the spr ings  col l ide  in  a  hydr ic  star f rom where  5  r ivers  sprout

r ight  there,   yo  nazco en e l  Páramos de las  Papas en e l  Macizo  Colombiano

( I  ’  m born in  the  Papas Moor in  the  Colombian Mass)

in  a  smal l  lagoon h idden amongst  the  mountain  tops

I  never cease to  be  born

I  come to  l i fe  with  such strength

that  I  cut  through the powerful  Andes mountain  range

in  a  country you cal l  Colombia

I  am the golden thread that  connects  peoples  for ages to  come and for ages ago 

They cal l  me YUMA,  or the  land of f r iends,  because i t  ’  s  in  my waters

where trade and exchange take p lace

They cal l  me ARLI,   e l  r  í  o  de  peces  (the  r iver of f ish)

because,  I  am ful l  of del ic iousness

pargos,  t ruchas,  mojarras,  bagres,  bocachicos,  cuchas,  patalos

(snappers,  t rout,  breams,  cods,  armored catf ish,  e lephant  f ish)

They cal l  me Guacacayo,  the  great  r iver of tombs

as I  carry the  l i fe  of the  ancestors

the Muisca,  the  Yanacona,  Nasa,  Misak,  P i jao,  Papal laqta,  Quechua and the Tairona 

I  am the sacred snake that  renews and c leanses l i fe

My meander ing  towards the north  sheds the val ley of i ts  o ld  sk in,

carry ing  away s i l t  into  the  Car ibbean Sea

and my mouth has a  hundred tongues that  spits  dense sediment  into  the  sea

It  was precisely at  my mouth where  thousands of years  ago 

the Tairona people

received a  present  f rom the c louds

a l i t t le  g i r l  who they ra ised

as the warr ior pr incess,  Mirthayu  

She grew up master ing  both the women and the men ’ s  sk i l ls

Mirthayu was good at  weaving,  hunt ing,  cooking and s inging

She ran l ike  the  wind and had a  perfect  a im

She was a  great  warr ior and a  great  cook

Al l  the  young Tairona were  madly in  love  with  Mirthayu

but  she would  not  attend to  their courtship

they were  not  enough for her

One day a  g iant  came along and started eat ing  a l l  the  corn  and animals 

None of the  warr iors  were  able  to  stop h im

So they cal led  for Mirthayu’s  help

Warr ior Pr incess,  p lease stop th is  g iant

Mirthayu painted her body with  the  colors  of war,
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grabbed her bow and arrows

and went  on to  hunt  the  g iant

She found h im devour ing  10  goats  at  a  t ime

Stop!  Who are  you?

E:   Yo  soy Matambo,  tu  s i rv iente   ( I  am Matambo,  your s lave)

M:

When the Giant  turned around

he couldn’t  but  fa l l  to  h is  knees

at  the  s ight  of such beaut i fu l  braveness

Matambo stopped h is  destruct ion

and True love  sprouted between h im and the Tairona Pr incess

After a l l ,  only he  was capable  of running at  the  same speed of Mirthayú

and she loved h im for that

The young Tairona were  jealous

and to  avoid  conf l ict  Matambo and Mirthayú

decided to  go  south fo l lowing my golden thread in  search of a  new home

They navigated up my streams,  against  my currents

They paddled across swamps,  fert i le  va l leys,  green forests  and rushing canyons

The peoples  f rom the r iverbanks would  see the g iant  and the woman

and gossip  spread that  a  monster had captured the pr incess

When the Cacique Michu heard the news

he decided to  put  an end to  th is  outrage

and prepared h is  men for war

so when Matambo and Mirthayú where  crossing  the Michu val ley

warr iors  c losed upon their canoe,

strategical ly separat ing  the lovers  f rom each other,  one on each s ide  of my waters

They toppled the Giant  down f lat  on  h is  back

by tangl ing  Matambo ’ s  feet  and pressed h im so hard  against  the  ground

that  he  became a  mountain

Mirthayú,  who had been struggl ing  to  get  loose,

cr ied  help lessly at  the  loss  of her lover

Suddenly the  c louds went  grey and a  thunder struck Mirthayú

transforming her into  a  mountain  too

And so  the two lovers  s leep,  guarding  each s ide  of my body

Mirthay  ú ’ s  head is  on  the east  s ide,  her feet  touching my waters

She looks up at the infinity, her bare breasts are two mountains l ike two pyramids challenging the sun 

On my west side lies Matambo, also looking up at the skies, his handsome profile meets the travelers who 

venture  across the val ley

and he salutes  the f isherwomen who cruise  my waters

The lovers  s leep in  what  seems an eternal  dream

But  late ly I  ’  ve  heard the f isherwomen and farmers,  and their chi ldren

cal l ing  them, summoning them to  wake up:

Matambooooo

Mirthayuuú

They summon the mountain  spir i ts  to  r ise,

and to  f ight  a longside them, against  new g iants  that  have invaded the val leys,

horrendous g iants  made of metal  and cement  that  c law into  the  earth,

que tumban bosque y ensucian mis  aguas  (they deforest  and pol lute  my waters), 

these fore ign creatures  are  overcoming the val ley of the  upper Guacacayo  

Y:

In  the  t imes when animals  were  humans,  and cal led  themselves the Surem, water was scarce for 

a  long per iod of t ime.  The Surem were suffer ing  f rom a  th i rst  which devastated them.  Water holes 

dr ied  up.  They made wel ls  and couldn’t  f ind  water.  Rocks resembled coals  of f i re .  A l l  the  Surem 

region was burning .  The Surem made a ltars  and offer ings  to  Yukuheka,  the  goddess of wind with 

water,  asking  for ra in,  but  the  Goddess would  not  l isten.  The Surem met  in  assembly,  worr ied  and 

th i rsty because they had no water.  The deer proposed to  send a  messenger to  meet  Yukuheka,  and 

they chose the sparrow,  because she f lew very fast .  The sparrow went  stra ight  to  Yukuheka.  After 

greet ing  her on behalf of the  Surem, the sparrow said  to  Yuku,  “They te l l  me to  ask you the favor of 

some ra in .” To  th is,  Yuku repl ied,

E :  “Gladly.  Go without  any worr ies .  Te l l  your chiefs  that  the  ra in  wi l l  come.  You go  ahead and show me 

the way. ”

Y:

So the Sparrow went  on,  and the goddess fo l lowed her and caught  up with  her,  beat ing  her and 

throwing her about  in  the  storms.  Then the goddess returned to  her house.  So the sparrow returned 

to  the  Surem without  any ra in .  She said,  “Yuku beat  me with  wind.  Send someone e lse  to  see i f  they 

can br ing  ra in . ” The Surem then commanded the road runner to  perform the same mission,  but  the 

same th ing  happened.  Road runner returned to  the  Surem, say ing :   “  I  could  not  br ing  the ra in,  for 

Yuku burned my ta i l  with  a  l ightning  bolt .  You must  send someone e lse . ”

Then the leaders  of the  Surem became desperate,  and could  th ink  of no  one e lse  to  send.  Everyone 

was too afra id  to  volunteer and get  beaten by the  Goddess.  Unt i l  they remembered the toad.  They 

tr ied  to  locate  th is  toad,  and f inal ly learned where  he was.  He was in  a  p lace cal led  Bahkwam, which 

means “ lagoon” ’ and which now is  the  Yaqui  pueblo  of Bacum.  There  they found the toad,  Bobok.  They 

to ld  Bobok to  come to  a  great  counci l  at  a  p lace near V icam.  There  the deers,  the  coyotes,  the  ants, 

the  b i rds,  the  snakes and a l l  the  Surem met .  The toad presented h imself,  and they sa id  to  h im, 
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feel  my b lood rushing again .  I  a lso  feel  the  p i tterpat  of the  goats ’   t rot  and hear the  c lunking of the 

bel ls  on  their necks,  when the Yaqui  shepherds br ing  the herds to  graze  on my back.  I  feel  warmth 

and love  when healers,  women and v is ion questers  l ight  f i res  on my l imbs to  gather around the 

sacred path of  e l  sapito   (the  l i t t le  toad),  invoking Bobok with  smoke,  and transferr ing  water f rom 

their own bodies  to  mine through their sweat,  their sa l iva,  their weeping and their tears,   . . .when I 

feel  them wett ing  me,  I  feel  f ree  again! 

I  feel  strong when people  gather around  abuelo  fuego  (grandfather f i re)  l ike  today to  te l l  the  weaving 

stor ies,  and I  feel  hope when people  gather to  l isten and imagine together other possib le  wor lds .

One day,  abuela  (  grandmother) made a f ire and spoke to the child:   “  Do you want to meet water’s soul? ” 

“  Yes  ,”  ch i ld  answered enthusiast ical ly.

Abuela   put  a  pot  fu l l  of water over three stones that  served as  a  hearth,  cover ing  i t  with  an adobe 

br ick .  She l i t  the  f i re  and they sat  around i t .  Whi le  the  f i rewood burned she said  to  chi ld :   “  The soul 

of water dwel ls  in  the  heat,  without  heat  the  soul  would  not  ex ist ,  that  is  why,  to  meet  the  water ’s 

soul ,  we are  g iv ing  i t  warmth. ”  After a  whi le,  abuela  l i f ted  the br ick  and said  soft ly to  chi ld :   “  Here  my 

l i t t le  one,  here  you have i t ,  the  soul  of water. ”

Chi ld  opened her eyes,  very wide,  but  she d idn ’  t  see  anything .  A t ransparent  vapor was spira l ing  out 

of the  pot,  and as  i t  ascended into  the  sky i t  became even more impercept ib le .  Abuela  sa id  soft ly :  

“  That  l i t t le  vapor that  you see,  is  the  soul  of the  water.  I t  is  heading towards inf in i ty looking  for 

peace and quietness.  I t  is  what  the  c louds are  made of,  i t  is  the  soul  of r ivers,  of lakes,  of lagoons 

and of the  seas”.

Then she handed the adobe br ick  to  chi ld  say ing :   “  Now you wi l l  be  able  to  see the Soul  of Water 

proper ly,  here  i t  is  t ransformed in  l i t t le  crystal  t r inkets .   When i t  wants  to  be  l iquid  again  i t 

descends upon earth  in  the  form of ra in,  tak ing  the mult ip le  forms we know.  We see i t  converted in 

a  sweeping rushing r iver,  in  a  calm lake,  in  a  smi l ing  spr ing,  or in  a  snowflake on top of a  mountain 

peak.  I t  a lso  becomes freshness when i t  passes through the throat  of the  th i rsty,  i t  becomes 

emeralds  in  the  burst ing  buds of t rees,  the  soul  of water takes a l l  these forms. ”

And that  is  how chi ld  got  to  know about  my soul .

Yes,  I  a lso  have a  soul ,  my soul  is  the  extension of yours .

E :

After 100 years,  I  feel  my soul  returning

For I  am the E lwha,  water reborn.

After 100 years,  the  s leeping g iants  were  start led  awake by the  people ’  s  cr ies .

The  strong ones  who loved me before  t ime immemoria l 

stood to  love  me again .  The Kla l lam jo ined forces

with  the people  of the  c i ty

making the case over mult ip le  decades for the  restorat ion 

of my body ’  s  l i fe .

One day,  not  long ago,  the  forces bracing  me against  myself 

were  f inal ly destroyed in  the  largest  dam removal

in  h istory.  The turbines 

and generators  power ing  the dam water went  s i lent . 

Great  b lasts  exploded the cement  and cranes came

to col lect  the  debr is .

My body began to  t remble  with  curat ive  power :

My waters  were  f ree  to  f low from the mountains  and north 

toward the Pacif ic  sea.

Si l t  returned to  the  eroded shore,

salmon leapt  into  sunl ight  for spawning,

and the Kla l lam have come — with  b i rd,  bear and otter —

to the p lace they cal l  home.

After 100 years,  the  s leeping g iants  have awakened.

After 100 years,  the  salmon travel  f rom the sea and leap

toward the headwaters,  carry ing

nutr ients  to  the  mountain  l i fe .

Cobble  beaches at  the  mouth of my waters

have been replaced with  sweeping sandbars .

The rock of creat ion is  once again  revealed,  no  longer submerged 

in  the  reservoir  ’  s  waters .

After 100 years,    a  b l ink  of an  eye  in  r iver t ime,    the  people

have shown me the powers  of the  human heart  and mind.

Now I  am the E lwha — r iver restored.

I  am the E lwha — bearer of b lood.

I  am the E lwha — water reborn,  name without  t ranslat ion,

breather of songs and a  broken h istory.

When the n ight  arr ives,  I  l isten with  my body

for the  wi ld  stars .

Moonl ight  echoes across my soul  ’  s  vapors ;  vo ices  gather —

I  can hear,  again,  the  chi ldren,  whist l ing  for stones.

I  can hear,  again,  the  e lders,  f ish ing  for salmon.

I  ’  m ready to  witness the steady regrowth

over count less  centur ies :

f i r,  cedar,  hemlock,  wi l low — displaced l i fe

f inding  i ts  way back to  my fert i le  edge.
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“You must  go  to  Yukuheka and beg ra in  for a l l  of us .” 

“Very wel l ,” answered the toad.  “With  your permission I  wi l l  ret i re  in  order to  get  ready for my tr ip 

tomorrow.  Wait  for me and for the  ra in .” He went  off to  Bahkwam, and v is i ted h is  f r iend the bat  who 

was a  magic ian and from him he borrowed some bats  wings.  The fo l lowing day Bobok f lew up to  the 

c louds and met  the  Yukuheka.  After greet ing  the Goddess and salut ing  her for h is  chiefs,  Bobok said, 

“Yuku,  do  not  t reat  the  Surem so badly.  Send us  a  l i t t le  water to  dr ink,  for we are  dy ing  of th i rst . ”

E :  “Very wel l ,  go  ahead.  Don’t  worry.  The ra in  wi l l  fo l low you very soon. ”

Y:

Bobok pretended to  f ly away,  but  real ly he  dug h imself into  the  ground at  the  door of the  Goddess’  

house.  Then i t  c louded up,  l ightning  was seen,  thunder was heard,  and i t  began to  ra in .  In  fact, 

the  ra in  a lmost  reached the earth .  But  i t  could  not  f ind  Bobok.  Then,  Bobok came out  of the  earth 

s inging  “  Kowak ,   kowak ,  kowak . ” Yuku,  hear ing  the toad,  began to  fa l l  again .  The toad stopped s inging 

and dug into  the  ground h id ing  f rom Yuku.  The ra in,  th inking  Bobok was gone,  again  became calm. 

So Bobok began s inging  and hopping,  and d igg ing  h imself under the  ground a l l  the  way back to  the 

Surem terr i tor ies .

At  last  Yukuheka struck the Surem region,  st i l l  searching for the  toad in  order to  beat  h im.  I t  ra ined 

a l l  over the  earth,  and suddenly there  were  many toads,  a l l  s ing ing .  And the holes  that  Bobok had 

dug to  h ide  f rom Yuku,  got  f i l led  up with  her water forming my body.  I  am the Yaqui  R iver,  the  chi ld  of 

Bobok and Yuku.  I  am Yaqui ,  the  chi ld  of a  toad and a  storm.  I  am the Yaqui  R iver,  bearer of corn .  I  ’  m 

the thread that  weaves together Ar izona,  Sonora  and the Gulf of Cal i forn ia .

My chi ldren are  the  descendants  of the  Surem.  When the Surem came to  meet  me they re l ieved their 

th i rst ,  they happi ly jumped into  me celebrat ing  l i fe,  and they emerged as  the strong and serene 

Yaqui  People .  I  am the mother and the father of the  Yaqui  Tr ibe,  I  hold  the  spir i ts  of their Surem 

Ancestors,  the  deers,  the  coyotes,  the  ants,  the  ratt lesnakes,  the  tecolotes,  the  mesquites,  and the 

f rogs .  My l i fe  is  the  l i fe  of the  Yaqui  people .  But  . . .

I f  the  Yaqui  wander far f rom my protect ive  waters,  or i f  they turn  against  me in  an attempt  to  destroy 

me,  great  sorrow wi l l  fa l l  upon them, many wi l l  become s ick  at  heart ,  and the people  wi l l  lose  their 

power.  They wi l l  cease to  dream dreams,  and to  see into  their dreams.  They wi l l  begin  to  quarre l 

among themselves about  worthless  th ings,  they wi l l  become unable  to  te l l  the  truth,  they wi l l  forget 

how to  surv ive  in  their own land,  their heads wi l l  become angry and f i l led  with  g loom.  L i t t le  by l i t t le, 

they wi l l  po ison themselves and a l l  that  they touch.

The Yaqui  wi l l  forget  to  surv ive  in  their own land i f  they wander far f rom my protect ive  waters .

E :

L ike  my s isters  before  me,  I  f low from the darkest  parts  of myself.  In  a  northern land,  I  co l lect  the 

ra infa l l  f rom the Olympic  Range,  sending i t  through val leys,  canyons,  and deltas  unt i l  i t  reaches the 

Sal ish  Sea.  From the tower ing  mountains  of the  Pacif ic  Northwest,  north  toward the Stra i t  of Juan 

de Fuca,  I  power across the earth ’  s  rutted banks,  running streams of salmon from al l  f ive  species 

beneath mi les  of sky.  The salmon br ing  my spir i t  to  l i fe .  Every autumn,  thousands swim against  my 

currents,  upstream to  the headwaters  where  they spawn and s ing  me awake.  They br ing  the ocean 

to  my body:  their mar ine  nutr ients  nour ish  a l l  creatures  — the e lk,  the  gray wolves,  b lack bears  and 

coyotes .  I  s ing  their pra ises  with  r iver sounds. 

The Kla l lam people  — the  strong ones  who ’  ve  l ived here  f rom t ime ’ s  beginning — make c i rc les  of l i fe  on 

the banks of my rushing body,  catching and creat ing  what  their hearts  desire :  f ish  with  scales  k issed 

by the  sun,  salty c lams where  my mouth meets  the shore .  Every year,  before  the harvest,  the  e lders 

b less  the bones of a  s ingle  salmon:  I f  you look c losely,  you can see them assembl ing  a  smal l  wooden 

boat  with  red ochre,  white  down,  and cedar bark  to  sa i l  the  bones back to  the  sea.  Th is  is  how we 

thank the sacred f ish  for the  eternal  miracle  of her return .  The bones f loat  down my waters  to  the 

p lace where  my body opens to  the  ocean:  sand and sediment  near the  shore  make a  sturdy space for 

l i fe  — bodies  dance,  warr iors  return,  women work  the b loodless  lands from dawn t i l l  the  f i re   t ime of 

dusk.

Look,  can you see in  the  d istance the rock of creat ion? A large  boulder with  two holes  the shape 

of the  colorful  co i led  baskets  made by our mothers .  Th is  is  the  p lace where  the Creator b i r ths  and 

bathes her people :  a  beaut i fu l  rock l i t  by the  morning ’  s  l ight  and cooled by the  forest  winds.  My body 

f lows freely around i t ,  wait ing  for the  season when the young Kla l lam men are  summoned to  d iv ine 

their purpose in  l i fe .

Look now:  two young boys approach the swir l ing  waters,  sent  by the  e lders  to  sacred boulder.  Watch 

as  the young one p laces h is  hand careful ly through the rock ’  s  basket  shaped hole,  searching for the 

object  of h is  dest iny.  H is  face is  fu l l  of a  young man ’ s  quest ions and h is  body is  conf ident .  A 

f ishbone emerges from the rock,  held  with  happiness by the  boy.  L ike  h is  father before  h im,  he 

wi l l  take h is  canoe upon my waters  to  gather the  salmon ’ s  bounty.  As  for the  other boy,  i f  we l isten 

c losely we can hear h is  del ight  and h is  knowing laughter as  he  gazes at  the  strand of deer hair, 

g l istening  with  r iver water in  the  palm of h is  hand.  He wi l l  grow to  become a  hunter,  br ing ing  f rom 

the forests  the  food that  wi l l  nour ish  h is  people .

For count less  generat ions,  innumerable  moons,  th is  is  how we ex isted:  Bodies  b i rthed by the  rock of 

creat ion,  salmon the s ize  of smal l  ch i ldren,  canoes,  food,  l i fe  made possib le  by my bount i fu l  waters . 

The caretakers  of beauty  — the spir i tual  g iants  who see from the stars  above us,  and r ise  f rom the 

ground beneath our feet — kept  watch over us  for many ages.  They d idn ’  t  let  us  lose our way.  And for 

many seasons,  I  wanted for nothing  but  th is  perfect  mot ion — to  f low from the snowfie lds  to  the
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E:

The people  of the  r iver began to  lose their way.  Men with  guns stood watch over me,  captur ing  those 

who were  try ing  to  feed their fami l ies,  impr isoning those protest ing  the swift  and unthinkable 

changes.  My waters  became the industr ies ’   property.  For the  f i rst  t ime ever,  the  Kla l lam were 

forb idden to  f ish  in  their nat ive  r iver.  The war years  began.  Salmon and other species  who would 

swim to  the  headwaters  for centur ies  were  b locked by the  two dams.  Spawning gravels  were  lost ; 

the  sediment  was starved.  Mar ine  nutr ients,  once brought  by the  salmon,  no  longer made their way 

in land.  And without  the  streaming,  spawning salmon,  my body lost  i ts  l i fe  force .  I  was drowning in 

my own waters .  And the s leeping g iants,  those spir i tual  stewards of th is  beaut i fu l  land,  lay locked in 

the  Tr ickter ’s  dreamless s leep. 

I f  I  could  speak your language,  i f  I  could  translate  my Shhhhhhhhh into  human tongue — I  would  have 

cal led  out  for you.  I  would  have cr ied  and cal led  out,  the  way I  ca l l  out  tonight — pleading for grace, 

summoning my story,  surrender ing  to  no  one.

Shhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh

M:  Matambo,  Mirthayú . . .

Y:  Bobok,  Yukuheka . . .

E :  Ancestors  asleep in  mountain  shapes,  spir i ts  watching as  the d istant  ra in  . . .

M -  Y -  E :  We carry the  b lood of our mother,  Shhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh

•                     •                     •

M: 1989 1989 1989

The year of f ragmentat ion

Everything  started to  get  pul led  out — extracted — with  such force and velocity

as  i f  no  tomorrow,  and no past

just  today

the greed of hav ing  more,  faster,  b igger,  today,  now,  instant ly and we a l l  have to  comply with  that

no matter what

no matter who

no matter how

just  now

A massive  g iant  of concrete  and rubble  cal led  Betania  invaded my upper val ley. . .  I  started growing, 

swel l ing,  cramming,  jamming against  that  g iant  wal l .  My currents  were  rushed through g iant  metal 

turb ines to  produce e lectr ic i ty,  a  sort  of neo- god of societ ies .  The e lephant  f ish,  the  t iger catf ish 

and bocachico f ish  completely d isappeared from my headwaters,  b locked by Betania  f rom doing their 

upstream love dance,   se  acabó la  subienda  (the  anadromous migrat ion was over) .

Y -  E :  Ecocide . . .  ecocide . . .  ecocide . . .te l l  them . . .  ecocide

M:

In  2009 a  new Giant  appeared in  my upper val ley.  I t  is  cal led  E l  Quimbo.  I ts  sole  purpose is  to 

generate  e lectr ic i ty for the  o i l  f ie lds  and mines that  p lague my val ley and the nearby mountains .  I ’ ve 

heard that  E l  Quimbo is  just  the  second of 19  g iants  await ing  to  occupy my body. 

The  campesinas y campesinos  (peasants),  f isherwomen and f ishermen are  not  wi l l ing  to  res ign and 

g ive  up their l i festy les  for th is  concrete  and a l ien  g iant .  They have invoked Matambo and Mirthayu, 

as  wel l  as  the  spir i ts  of the  bur ied  ancestors,  to  help  them dream against  d ispossession and 

d isplacement .

And as  a  form of res ist ing  they cont inue with   e l  buen v iv i r   (the  good l iv ing) . . .they cont inue to  f ish, 

even i f  there  are  no  mojarras  o  cuchas  (snappers  or armored catf ish)  left  in  my waters,  they 

cont inue to  grow crops,  even i f  the  greedy have pr ivat ized the ent i re  va l ley,  and they cont inue 

to  hold  their ground refusing  to  leave their homes,  refusing  to  leave their ancestors  behind.  And 

a  ser ies  of legal  and spir i tual  batt les  are  being  fought  . . .  v ideos,  wr i t ings,  b lockades,  manifests, 

performances and marches that  I  have accompanied th is  res istance by making the earth  shake and 

swal lowing trucks and heavy machiner ies,  by f looding the construct ion,  and c la iming my or ig inal 

r iverbed,  over and over again  .

Today the greedy are waiting for the decision of the courts to start f i l l ing the reservoir and drowning the 

valley.

But  th is  upr is ing  has no end.

Ja!  they want  to  develop me.

Damn development!

This  upr is ing  has no end because i t  has  found a  path  with  heart . 

We wi l l  cont inue to  speak the truth  even i f  our vo ices  shake

E:   Aunque nuestras  voces t iemblen  (even i f  our vo ices  shake)

Y:

The f i rst  and foremost  terr i tory is  the  body,  my body is  an  extension of yours  . . .   and though my lower 

body is  dry and my upper body is  unnatural ly b loated,  I  st i l l  have hope,  I  st i l l  dream and I  feel  the 

desire  of l iv ing .  The fact  that  I  have a  dry r iverbed doesn ’  t  mean that  part  of me is  numb,  I  long to
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sea ’  s  immense churning,  col lect ing  the magnif icent  mountain  ra ins,  prov id ing  for the  people  — a 

mot ion I  was made for,  my soul  ’  s  unspoken intent .

•                     •                     •

M:

Yo fu i  e l  porta l  hacia  Abya Ayala   ( I  was the porta l  towards Abya Ayala) .  I  was the br idge between two 

wor lds .  The newcomers explored me,  scrut in iz ing  every inch of my body,  making drawings,  taking 

samples,  wr i t ing  everything  down,  g iv ing  new names to  p lants  and animals  covered in  gold  dust,  so 

beaut i fu l . . .but  nothing  l ike  these newcomers.  They were  choking me s ince they arr ived,  congest ing 

me with  boats  and canoes,  and huge rafts  with  persons and tools .  They r ipped me ins ide  out,  looking 

for gold,  I  fe l t  chained,  t rodden upon,  v io lated with  a l l  that  heavy traff ic  of steam and motor boats 

that  would  carry tons and tons of mineral ,  animals,  food and the l iquid  h istory they cal l  o i l .

I  witness how the geometry of extract ion took dreaming away from my people .  My chi ldren lost  the 

c lar i ty,  lost  the  language to  communicate  with  mountains,  r ivers,  p lants  and animals ;  they lost  the 

v is ions where  they connected with  the  l iv ing  that  have passed,  and the l iv ing  who are  yet  to  be  born .

The dreaming stopped and the r i tuals  stopped,  no  more bodies  covered in  gold  dust,  no  more f ru i ts 

and f lowers,  no  more chi ldren p lay ing  in  my swir ls,  no  more  pagamentos  (ceremonies)  in  my banks . . .  

instead dead bodies,  thousands of them, t ied  up,  mut i lated,  beheaded,  bodies  and body parts  . . .   they 

kept  coming. 

The t ime of dreaming gave way to  the  t ime of war on humans and on nature  . . .

Ay mis  h i jas,  Ay mis  h i jos .   (Oh!  my chi ldren. )

Y:

The Yor i ,  or those who imposed obedience,  establ ished a  set  of conf in ing  l ines .  How am I  to  respect 

th is  Yor i  l ine,  a  l ine  that  d iv ides  my body and my beloved desert  between two countr ies,  what  you 

cal l  the  United States  and Mexico? Ar izona and Sonora,  they are  one,  but  the  Yor i  th ink  of them as 

two.  My body does not  comply with  border l ines .  You see,  my headwaters  are  in  the  sky Is lands of 

Ar izona,  I  spread down into  the  Sonora  desert ,  fed  by runoff and snowmelt  f rom the Sierra  Madre . 

I  am the largest  r iver in  Sonora,  I  descend south through canyons before  heading west  into  the 

Bermejo  sea in  the  Gulf of Cal i forn ia .

But  my chi ldren can’t  f ind  me anymore,  I  have d isappeared into  Sonora ’  s  hydraul ic  society.   Los  Yor is 

lo  l laman infraestructura  del  desarrol lo   (the  Yor is  cal l  development  infrastructure) .  I  am pr isoner 

behind three dams,  my body is  broken into  hundreds of i r r igat ion canals .1 I  have been forc ib ly 

separated from my fami ly,  f rom my lover,  f rom my chi ldren,  I  am a  pr isoner and a  deportee . . .  in  the 

same way the 8,000 Yaquis  were  forc ib ly captured and deported by the   Porf i r iato  en  la  década de 

1870 para  trabajar como esclavos en las  henequeneras de  la  península  de  Yucatan  (dur ing  the 1870s 

to  work  as  s laves in  the  agave p lantat ions of the  Yucat á  n  Peninsula) . 2 

My r iver bed is  empty when i t  crosses the e ight  Yaqui  pueblos,  and my delta  is  so  dry I  no  longer k iss 

the  Cal i forn ia  Gulf.  Hydraul ic  progress has reshaped and redef ined me,  as  wel l  as  Sonora .  Without 

me,  Sonora  wouldn ’  t  be  Mexico ’  s  breadbox.  Without  me,  the  populat ion of Hermosi l lo  would  not  have 

tr ip led  over the  past  three decades.  Without  me,  Ford  wouldn ’  t  have opened a  major manufactur ing 

p lant  in  Hermosi l lo .  Without  me,  San Car los  would  not  be  a  booming vacat ion spot,  and without  me, 

La  car idad open p i t  copper mine wouldn’t  be  the largest  mine in  Mexico .

I  am no longer wi ld .   Las  n i  ñ  as  y los  n i  ñ  os  Yaquis  p iensan que soy un r ío  muerto  porque mi  cauce está 

seco,  pero  no estoy muerta,  estoy presa por e l  desarrol lo  y la  avar ic ia   (the  Yaqui  g i r ls  and boys th ink 

that  I  am a  dead r iver because my r iverbed is  dry,  but  I  am not  dead,  I  am a  pr isoner of development 

and greed) .

M:   Ay mis  h i jas  .  Ay mis  h i jos .   (Oh,  my chi ldren. )

E :

One n ight,  near ly one hundred years  ago,  in  the  year of 1910,  the  caretakers  of beauty  — those 

spir i tual  g iants  who kept  watch over us  for count less  seasons — lost  their way.  They came across 

a  t r ickster who concocted a  powerful  dr ink,  and the spir i ts  turned into  s leeping g iants  for over a 

century.  Their s i lhouettes  were  indist inguishable  f rom the Olympic  mountain  shadows.

Men and women from a  farther p la in  come to  conquer.  They saw my body as  the last  f ront ier — an 

unconquered wi ld  of westward expansion.  Growing port  c i t ies  and smoke f i l led  industr ies  needed the 

magic  of my waters .  Power needed t imber,  so  down went  the  trees .  Power needed water,  so  up went 

the  dams.  Two g iant  dams — the E lwha and the Gl ines  — cut  through the p lace of my heart  and mind.

Then came the age of extract ion and the brutal  damming of my b luest  l ight .  Then came the great 

wars  for beauty  — bount i fu l ,  uncatchable  beauty  — the beauty of the  Kla l lam,  the beauty of the  forests 

destroyed for fuel  ’  s  progress,  the  beauty of the  salmon,  the  steelhead,  the  cod.

My body began i ts  breaking .  I  was b locked from my own body.

I  could  no longer feel  the  rock of creat ion where  our mother creator made the  strong ones,   drowned 

as  i t  was by the  capt ive  reservoir water.  I  could  no longer hear the  young men who,  sent  by the 

e lders,  would  seek out  the  boulder to  know their l i fe ’  s  dest iny.

M:  Did  the  people  stop their dreaming? 

Y:  D id  the  r i tuals  go  s i lent?
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M: Does your body remember the dams?

Y:  Does your body remember the soul?

E:

My body remembers .  I  ’  m f ight ing  to  return  to  my or ig inal  shape,

reaching and rushing towards heal ing .

I  l isten for the  ghosts  of species  gone forever.

I  move with  pat ience,  cours ing  the streams and tr ibutar ies  of my former sel f. 

I  struggle  to  out l ive  every t rauma — struggle  to  recover

my water  ’  s  soul ,  to  surv ive  to  a  new beginning .

Transformat ion,  I  know,  is  a  steady dream  --

one that  must  l ive  every day,  every moment,  f lowing in  the  ve ins  of my body. 

For I  am the E lwha — r iver restored.

I  am the E lwha — water reborn.

L ike  my s isters  before  me,  I  carry the  b lood of our mother.

M -  Y -  E :  We are  one body of water,  and we carry the  b lood of the  mother.

M:  c leaning her

Y:  soothing  her

E :  wett ing  her l imbs

M -  Y -  E :  cool ing  her down

M -  Y -  E :   I  cargamos la  sangre  de  la  madre

M:   l impi  á  ndola

E:   ca lm á  ndola

Y:   mojando su cuerpo

M -  Y -  E :   resfresc á  ndola

•                     •                     •

E:

Earth,  waters  and c l imate,  the  mute wor ld,  the  vo iceless  th ings once p laced as  decor surrounding 

the usual  spectacles,  a l l  those th ings that  never interested anyone,  f rom now on thrust  themselves 

brutal ly and without  warning  into  our schemes and maneuvers .  They burst  in  our culture,  which had 

never formed anything  but  a  local ,  vague,  and cosmetic  idea of them:  nature .  What  was once local 

— th is  r iver,  that  mountain  — is  now global :  P lanet  Earth,  Pachamama,  Gaia . 3

Y:

When you camp out  in  the  forest  a lways s leep facing  up,  because i f  a  jaguar comes a long he’ l l  see 

you look back at  h im,  and he won’t  bother you.  I f  you s leep facing  down he’ l l  th ink  you are  prey or 

meat,  and he’ l l  attack.  But  I f  a  Jaguar see’s  you are  capable  of looking  back — a  sel f l ike  h imself,  a 

you,  a  jaguar — he’ l l  leave you a lone.  But  i f  he  should  come to  see you as  a  prey  —“an  i t ”—  you may 

wel l  become dead meat . 4

M:

How other k inds of be ings see you matters .  How r ivers  see you matters .  I t  is  their percept ion — their 

stor ies,  their memories,  and their vo ices  — that  enable  your becoming as  subjects .  Can I  inv i te  you 

to  consider the  fact  that  gaze,  representat ion,  and even thought  and knowledge,  are  not  exclusively 

human? 5

Perhaps i t  is  t ime to  let  the  Jaguar look into  our eyes . . .

1   La  Angostura  bui l t  in  1942,  the  Oviachic  bui l t  in  1952,  and E l  Novi l lo  bui l t  in  1965.
2  José Porf i r io  Díaz  was a   Mexican  sold ier and pol i t ic ian  who served seven terms as   President  of Mexico ,  tota l ing  three and a  hal f 

decades between 1876 and 191 1 .  Se iz ing  power in  a  coup in  1876,  Díaz  and h is  a l l ies  ru led Mexico for the  next  th i rty-  f ive  years,  a 

per iod  known as  the  Porf i r iato  . 
3  Michel Serres, The Natural Contract, trans.  El izabeth MacArthur and Will iam Paulson (Ann Arbor, MI:  University of Michigan Press, 1992).
4  Eduardo Kohn,   How Forests  Think  (Los  Angeles,  CA:  Univers i ty of Cal i forn ia  Press,  2013) . 
5 Idem.
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