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May the words of my mouth, and the thoughts of our 
hearts, be always acceptable to you, O Lord, our Light and 
our Life. Amen. 

 

The light shines in the darkness, and the darkness did not 
overcome it. 

 

Last July I found myself in the small community of 
Spanish up on the north shore of Lake Huron.  My 
husband Paul and I had been sailing for a couple of 
weeks, enjoying the stunningly beautiful waters and 
islands and anchorages up around Killarney and the 
North Channel. 

We had arranged with our friend Jack, who co-owns the 
boat with Paul, to meet in Spanish so I could head back 
home and Jack and Paul could continue sailing into Lake 
Superior.  On that Sunday afternoon in July, as I drove 
away from the dock in Spanish, I noticed on my right the 
ruins of what had been a very large building – several 
storeys high with lots of windows.  The roof must have 
fallen in many years ago because there were trees 



growing up inside it.  I wondered what that building had 
been, I thought maybe some kind of a factory? 

At the top of that road on the left was a cemetery and I 
was struck by the number of little white crosses with no 
names on them.  Again, I found myself wondering… who 
was buried there? 

Later that evening Paul called me to check in, and he 
shared that he and Jack had walked into town to find 
something for supper and they had learned that that 
ruined building had been a residential school.  
Immediately it hit me like a ton of bricks… all those 
unnamed little white crosses likely marked the graves of 
children, children who had been snatched away from 
their families and placed in that residential school.  The 
image of those graves and the formidable ruin of the 
school has been haunting me ever since. 

The revelation last month of the remains of 215 children, 
some as young as 3, at the Kamloops Residential School 
is heartbreaking.  I can’t call it ‘news’, because it isn’t 
news.  The fact that so many of the children died who 
had been taken away to residential schools was known by 
their families, it was known by the Church and it was 
known by the government.  The shock, deep sadness and 
outrage experienced by so many fellow Canadians today 
is understandable, but I can’t help but feel that it is 150 
years overdue. 



I was in seminary at Huron College when the first class 
action suit was launched against the churches by many of 
the survivors from the residential schools.  That was over 
20 years ago.  As I started to learn about what had 
happened at the schools, as I listened to the survivors’ 
stories, I really started to debate whether or not I wanted 
to continue my journey into ordained ministry.  At that 
time, it appeared to me, and I may well have not 
perceived it accurately, but it appeared to me at that 
time that our diocese was more interested in protecting 
itself than in listening to the experiences of the 
residential school survivors.  I struggled big time with 
whether or not I wanted to become a priest in that 
church.   

I have a very clear memory of a Sunday in - it must have 
been- October of 1999.  I had come home from church – I 
had just begun my student placement at St. Aidan’s in 
London.  And I remember I was standing in my kitchen, 
holding a cup of coffee, and wrestling with this dilemma, 
Do I carry on on this journey to ordination, or do I quit?  I 
was struggling with this when, all of a sudden, out of 
nowhere I heard a voice deep within me say, ‘But it 
doesn’t have to be that way.’  But it doesn’t have to be 
that way. 

Our Creator God is a God of transformation.  I firmly 
believe that. I have experienced it myself and I have seen 
evidence of it time and time again.  Those words, ‘But it 
doesn’t have to be that way’ had a huge impact on me.  



Not only did they help me come to terms with my 
dilemma, and decide to put myself in God’s hands and 
see where the journey led.  But they’ve also come to 
characterize for me God’s way of transformation, God’s 
way of shining God’s light into those dark places of our 
lives and of our world and of our history.  Over these past 
twenty years I’ve seen God’s spirit blowing through our 
Church, enlightening us and creating a yearning to 
journey with indigenous brothers and sisters towards 
truth and reconciliation, towards healing… reminding us 
it doesn’t have to be that way. 

As we gather today to mark the National Indigenous Day 
of Prayer I keep thinking of Bishop Todd’s words of a 
couple of weeks ago, when he urged us all to lament that 
our church was involved in the sinful system of the 
residential schools, when he sought God’s judgement, 
‘without which,’ as he said, ‘there can be no healing, no 
forgiveness, on all of those living and dead, who 
dishonoured or continue to dishonour others’.  And he 
invited us to join with him in listening deeply to the 
voices of the survivors, of their children and their 
grandchildren.  Not only to hear the truth of what has 
happened, he said, but to learn what we can do now to 
walk alongside one another toward truth, reconciliation 
and healing. 

One of those voices I have listened to over the past few 
days is that of John Amagoalik who I understand was 
instrumental in the creation of the territory of Nunavut.  



In a letter to the Nunatsiaq News he writes, ‘… 
Residential schools, forced relocations, the massacre of 
our dogs, the attempted eradication of our culture, 
language, identity and traditions are all products of 
colonialism.  If reconciliation is to be achieved, it will take 
patience, time and a new way of thinking.  The road to 
reconciliation may be long and difficult, but we have to 
start somewhere.  This may be a good time to start down 
the road to end the colonial era.’ 

There is still so much work to be done to end the evils of 
the colonial era, but I was heartened to read yesterday 
that Bill C-15 passed in the Senate this past week.  Bill C-
15 aims to harmonize Canada’s laws with the United 
Nations Declaration on the Rights of Indigenous Peoples.  
A news item from the Canadian Press describes how 
Indigenous leaders and First Nations chiefs urged the 
Liberal government to include language in the Bill that 
specifically rejects the Doctrine of Discovery.  This was a 
doctrine based on decrees issued by the Pope back in the 
15th century which authorized Christian explorers to 
claim so-called ‘terra nullius’, or vacant lands, based on 
the notion that they had racial and religious superiority.  
The new Bill C-15 rejects the doctrines of discovery and 
terra nullius as ‘racist, scientifically false, legally invalid, 
morally condemnable and socially unjust.’  On Friday 
National Chief Perry Bellegarde of the Assembly of First 
Nations said the passage of the bill is a very historic 
moment.  He added that ‘This bill is a powerful tool for 



building a better relationship with Canada in which [the 
inherent and treaty rights of First Nations in Canada], our 
rights, must be respected and upheld and implemented.  
And it is part of our road map to reconciliation in this 
country… Those two doctrines are fast becoming, not 
only in Canada but globally, seen as illegal and racist 
doctrines.  So to have them mentioned in there is very 
powerful.  It’s about decolonizing Canada’s laws and 
policies.’   

I am heartened that we have made this step forward, but 
now we have to make sure our government moves 
forward and actually implements the changes called for 
under Bill C-15 as well as the 94 Calls to Action from the 
Truth and Reconciliation Commission Report.  About ten 
days ago there was a cartoon in the Globe and Mail that 
showed what a great job our government has done in 
terms of rhetoric, praiseworthy intentions, studies, noble 
aspirations, promises and commissions, and yet still our 
indigenous siblings have to live with boil water 
advisories!  It is time to move beyond words and 
promises and good intentions and to hold our 
government accountable to taking concrete actions.   

There is still so much work to be done and yet, dare I say, 
we see glimpses of God’s transforming light shining into 
the darkness of our history. Bishop Todd invites us to join 
him in committing to working with the Indigenous 
communities to look at the Anglican residential schools, 
particularly the Mohawk Institute in Brantford—to shine 



God’s truth-seeking light everywhere we can, especially 
in our archives, and to do everything in our power to 
identify the children buried in unmarked graves, to reveal 
the burial places of those yet unknown and to bring them 
home to their families. 

Let us continue to listen to the voices of the survivors 
and their children and grandchildren, and to exercise 
what social scientist Brene Brown calls a ministry of 
presence.  ‘An experience of collective pain does not 
deliver us from grief or sadness, she writes; ‘it is a 
ministry of presence.  These moments remind us that we 
are not alone in our darkness and that our broken heart 
is connected to every heart that has known pain since the 
beginning of time.’ 

God’s light shines in the darkness, and the darkness shall 
not overcome it. 

 

   

 

 


