
Meditation For June 22, 2021 
 
Depending on how you look at it, I feel I was fortunate to have lived at least part of 
my younger days in the Great Depression.…now to be honest, I was very young 
then, but I still have images of those days, and although I was too young to grasp 
just how bad things were at the time, my present reflections bring a more mature 
understanding of our predicament and how my parents and others dealt with that 
predicament. By the time World War II came along, although I was still pretty 
young, I had a much better understanding of just how desperately serious that was; 
our neighbours, family, and friends were losing sons; my schoolmates were losing 
fathers, uncles, older brothers. Even young ladies served and died in the war…. 
CWAC (Canadian Women’s Army Corps), RCAF-WD (RCAF Women’s Division, also 
sometimes called WAAFS, after their British counterparts) and WRCNS (Women’s 
Royal Canadian Navy Service, also called WRENS after their British cousins), and of 
course the many nurses who served. Although not in direct combat positions, they 
served in areas that were subject to shelling, bombing, or even direct attack by 
ground forces, and many thousands of these young ladies died or were seriously 
injured.  
 
Families who had a member off to war were given a small banner with an electric 
candle to hang in a window or on the front door, so others would know.  My 
widowed aunt had two candles; one for my cousin who had joined up, and the 
second for his best friend who had joined along with him. My aunt had taken the 
young man under her wing, like her own son. I had British cousins in the war, and 
strangely enough, I also had German family members involved. Many years later, I 
visited the small German farm village from which my German great-great 
grandparents had immigrated, and their names were on the little cenotaph in the 
village square. 
 
Even here in Canada, we had to black-out our windows at night. It was an almost 
impossible chance, but it was a precaution against a possible enemy bombing raid. 
The only plane that ever came close was flown by our neighbour’s son, who would 
come tearing down Cobourg St. just over the trees, while on a night training 
exercise. 
 
Families went to church Sunday mornings, visited family and friends Sunday 
afternoon, and listened to the radio Sunday evenings; Jack Benny, Edgar Bergen 



and Charlie McCarthy, the Fred Allen Show, as well as others like Fibber McGee and 
Mollie, George Burns and Gracie Allen, Groucho Marx and others…. people needed 
something to make them laugh. A very special Canadian-developed radio show also 
ran Sunday evenings, “L for Lanky,” a story about a Canadian Lancaster crew in 
Bomber Command, brought hope that we would win and end the war.  
 
Robert Scott, a veteran of the U.S. Transport Command and later a “Flying Tiger 
Squadron” member, released his best-selling book, “God is my Co-Pilot” in 1943…. 
made into another schlocky Hollywood “historic” movie in 1945 
 
The churches were full on both sides of the conflict; people praying their sons and 
daughters would come home. Bishop Townshend in his Charge to the Diocese, 
noted that some folks called the post war years, i.e., the fifties and sixties, the 
“Golden Era” for churches, because churches seemed to be growing and expanding 
after the war. But he doesn’t agree with that, and neither do I; “they weren’t 
normal, they were an anomaly,” he said.  I believe the war was a turning point for 
world religions, particularly for Christianity. During the war, millions all over the 
world flocked to the churches, praying for a peace, praying for the safe return of 
their sons, daughters, fathers, uncles…. but it didn’t happen…. they died by the 
millions……and the question was, “where was God?” …. many left. 
 
My favourite philosopher/theologian, Irishman, Richard Kearney, tells the story 
about an uncle from a very devout Catholic family who was a doctor with a British 
army unit in southeast Asia that was overrun by the Japanese. Over the time they 
were imprisoned, the men were horribly tortured; some hung up on the barbed-
wire fences in the tremendous heat until they died. The uncle was spared, because 
he was a doctor, and the Japanese needed him. When they were finally liberated, 
his uncle and five others were the only survivors of the 250-man unit. When he 
arrived home, he walked through the house and took down every photo, every 
cross, every religious symbol, and said, “there is no God in this house”  
 
And now, we have the Residential School scandal and the general terrible 
treatment we have inflicted on our Indigenous brothers and sisters to deal with. By 
now, some of you will have seen the documentary film, “Doctrine of Discovery: 
Stolen Land, Strong Hearts.” I hope you felt anger and shame that one group of 
humans could treat another group of humans so shamefully, as we see in this film. 



The second time I watched it through, it really sank in, and brought tears to my 
eyes. You and I would never condone this kind of behaviour.  
 
On October 7, 1763, George III issued a Royal Proclamation that stated all the lands 
west of the Appalachian Mountains were to be held as a special reserve for 
indigenous peoples, and basically states further, “that Indigenous Peoples in British 
North America had rights to the lands they occupied, and promised to protect and 
not molest them.” The spirit of this proclamation appears in Article 35 of the 
Canadian Constitution Act.  So, what happened…. why are we still having to talk 
about this? We have a lot to ask forgiveness for, and we should all be holding our 
federal government’s feet to the fire until they assure that we live up to the 
contents of Article 35, and do away with any vestige of the Doctrine of Discovery. 
 
Brian 


