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Let us pray: 

 

Loving and Faithful God,  

through the ages, you have nourished your people who have 

come to you for guidance; 

Lead and direct us in our present journey, that we may discern the way 
ahead as the Territory of the People; 

By your Spirit, help us to preserve the best of what we were,  

enable us to let go all that hinders love of you,  

and strengthen us as a community of living saints to minister with 

eager hearts and wills. 

We pray in the name of Jesus Christ, who is our Way, our Truth and our 
Life.  

Amen. 

 

PRAYER FOR THE TERRITORY OF THE PEOPLE 

  



On our walks many of us have been enjoying the wildflowers 

intermixed with the bunch grass and sage brush – the ‘lilies of the field’ 

that Jesus pointed out - clothed in colours and designs diverse and 

glorious, in entangled fields. 

The ‘field’ of scripture readings this Sunday is just as fascinating, each 

revealing in different voices and images the hidden presence of human 

- divine entanglement. 

Psalm 139 is a favourite for the beautiful way it describes God’s 

presence with us always, no matter what, no matter how far we may go 

in our attempts to hide from God, from ourselves and from others.  

If we run away, like Jacob from his brother Esau, God is with us, 

pressing upon us behind and before.  

Today’s first reading is part of the ancient saga of the patriarchs; stories 

of the presence and promise of the God of Abraham, Isaac, and Jacob. 

Like ancient stories told here, by Indigenous peoples of the Territory, 

the story of Jacob is inseparable from the land, and the memories of, 

the teachings about, and the names for the land. 

The Biblical story of “promised land” has become entangled over the 

centuries with the longings of many different peoples, for freedom and 

new life. In some cases, this claiming of the promise to Jacob by other 

peoples has deep roots in suffering. For black slaves escaping the 

United States, Canada was a promised land of freedom. For landless 



settlers from Europe and Asia in the 1800’s, and for immigrants and 

refugees since then, this ‘promised land’ was the hope of having safety, 

security and a future for their families. For some who came here, the 

land, the gold, the lumber, the fish offered a vision of wealth. 

 

Even earlier, the promise of land made to Jacob was taken over and 

‘owned’ by the empire of the Church in the golden age of exploration. I 

can’t help but wonder about, and grieve, the rationalizations the 

ancient Biblical stories of violent occupation provided for the Doctrine 

of Discovery, and the subsequent centuries of carnage, oppression and 

disease, perpetrated by colonizers on the Indigenous occupants of this 

and other lands.  

To those who had already been living here for centuries when more 

and more settlers arrived, “promised land” is the consistent history of 

trickery, like Jacob’s trickery of Esau; a repeated story of broken 

promises, of land promised and then taken away. 

Most of us have never heard the story of the land allocations here, and 

the land takeaways around the time that BC entered Confederation 150 

years ago. Recently I have been reading UBC geographer Cole Harris’s 

account of this in his book ‘Making Native Space’. Ron and Marianne 

Ignace tell the same story in their book “Secwepemc People, Land and 



Laws”. The story is a tragedy – a travesty of justice of immense 

proportions, ongoing, that makes me weep when I read it.  

 

BC’s first governor, Sir James Douglas made generous land allocations, 

instructing surveyors to give Indigenous peoples the lands they wanted. 

But he failed to codify this in law. Douglas’ successor Governor 

Seymour, appointed Joseph Trutch chief land commissioner. Trutch 

supported the prevailing settler opinion, and reduced to a bare 

minimum the Douglas reserves, claiming they had no legal basis, and 

allowing settler pre-emption of the lands that had been designated 

reserve land.  

 

After Trutch, a joint federal-provincial land commission was formed 

that included a man named Graham Malcolm Sproat. When he reached 

the Lytton area, Sproat was confronted with the gross injustice and 

indifference of Trutch’s reserve allocations and settler land 

preemptions. It was clear to him that Indigenous communities required 

access to more land and resources. Sproat also assumed that 

Indigenous communities could manage their own affairs. Cole Harris 

writes: “The challenge was to fit a viable Native presence into an 

emerging colonial landscape, and this, Sproat held, could only be done  

 



on the ground, case, by case, in carefully negotiated compromise.” He 

did not succeed in untangling settler property rights and prejudices, 

and finding fair, just space for Indigenous peoples, but Sproat Lake 

(near Port Alberni) honours the memory of this man, and his generous 

understanding of what was necessary.  

 

Today there is much talk in the media of ‘systemic structural racism’. 

Some wonder what this means, what it looks like. Nowhere do we see 

systemic structural racism more clearly than here in B.C. in the colonial 

government’s, and settlers’, refusal to share land and resources with 

those who occupied, managed and cared for the land before us. 

 

Let’s go back to Jacob. He, of course, was running away because he 

expected and feared retaliation from his brother Esau after tricking him 

and taking his land. 

Jacob stopped at a certain place, after the sun had set and he placed a 

stone of that place under his head and slept, and dreamt of a stairway, 

or ladder, connecting earth and heaven. Earth and heaven entangled.  

I remember how at an Equip weekend held in 100 Mile House in 1987, 

Vi Samaha, from Spences’ Bridge, taught us to listen to grandmother 

stone, who has been here so much longer than us and has seen so 

much. 



Jacob woke from his sleep and said, ‘Surely the Lord is in this place - 

and I did not know it.” He did not know it. He was asleep.  

 

Jesus begins his story by saying “While everybody slept, weeds were 

sown among the wheat.” They did not know. They were asleep.  

There is so much we did not know of what was happening to 

Indigenous people in the Territory of the People, because we were 

asleep. But now we are waking up. 

 

 

Jacob called that place “Bethel” – the house or dwelling of God. 

Similarly, there are many place names here in the traditional territory 

Secwepemculecw, that Marianne and Ron Ignace describe in their 

book. “Place names”, they explain, “identify specific and unique 

locations or areas … and connect these locations with memories of past 

events that occurred there, as well as with knowledge of environment, 

local resources, and landforms. They anchor Secwepemc history to the  

 

 

 

 

 



land. … They provide oral maps of the land : ‘Maps of experience’ 

articulated in stories and memories about place and travel throughout 

the area.” 

Other Indigenous peoples, and diverse settlers, living now in the 

Territory of the People, also have stories, memories, learnings, family 

events, sacred encounters associated with different sites in the valleys 

where we live. 

How are we, as entangled, diverse peoples, to honour and respect the 

presence of God in this place, and live together in one field, equitably, 

strengthening one another, mindful of our histories, of how our seed 

was sown here, of how the land was allocated, and of the continuing 

injustice? 

How do Jesus’ words and the situation he was addressing speak to us 

today? 

Jesus lived and taught in a land occupied and governed by the Roman 

empire. A land with major trade routes, a land of mixed peoples. It was 

a time fraught with Jewish religious hopes of a coming messianic 

kingdom of God. For some, these hopes were dependent on the 

presence of a messianic community of faith in Israel. But there wasn’t 

agreement about what constituted such a faith community. 



The Pharisees, and other even stricter groups, separated themselves in 

their observance of the law, and understood themselves to be the holy, 

messianic people of God, waiting for God’s intervention in history. 

John the Baptist too, sought to gather a messianic community, bringing 

people through the Jordan river in repentance and baptism, into the 

promised land. John proclaimed the Messiah as one who would 

separate the wheat from the chaff. 

And then there was Jesus. His actions were the opposite of those other 

attempts at creating a holy community. He gathered around him those 

thought to be unclean because they didn’t observe the law. He refers to 

them as the lost sheep of the house of Israel, those in need of a 

physician. He taught and ate with the ordinary people, those 

considered to be of no standing before God. Like the psalm we read this 

morning, Jesus assured his followers of God’s presence with them, in 

their midst, forgiving them, healing them, guiding them like a shepherd. 

We know too well the opposition to and hostility against Jesus’ 

teaching and actions that led to violence and crucifixion. There were 

always people in the midst of the crowds listening to Jesus who sought 

to trip him up, or incriminate him. Jesus’ parable of the entangled field 

addresses the source of his opponents’ anger.  



The field of wheat sown with weeds may refer to an actual event or 

practice that people listening to Jesus knew about. Was such an act 

perhaps a strategy for hiding a valuable crop from the Roman 

occupiers? Or for rendering a field too much trouble, too time 

consuming for Roman soldiers to harvest, thereby keeping it safe for 

the local landowner?  

Jesus uses what is known to teach lessons about God’s kingdom. In the 

parable, the servants ask whether they should separate out the weeds. 

The servants are like the pharisees and others who try to create a 

purified community by expelling the sinners. The zealous servants, 

want to perfect things, to make things righteous. At its worst, such 

compulsion to separate has lead to horrific human destruction.  

 

The kingdom of God, Jesus says, is like the landowner saying no to the 

servants – warning that trying to pull out one kind of plant that is sown 

may weaken and harm the other because their roots are entwined. “Let 

both of them grow together until the harvest.” 

Patience is called for. Not patience with injustice, but patience with the 

mixed character of the field. Patience with the entanglement. And 

trust. Trust in the Holy One, the Beloved, who will untangle us at the  

 



right time. The seeds must be allowed to ripen. There is still time and 

opportunity remaining. The story is not over. People are waking up! 

We know that patient waiting and trust are not easy, especially when 

we long for healing and wholeness. Paul describes it as groaning 

inwardly, with labour pains – in hope of the glory of God’s children to 

be revealed. Paul’s words are both a challenge and a comfort: “in hope 

we were saved. Now hope that is seen is not hope. For who hopes for 

what is seen? But if we hope for what we do not see, we wait for it with 

patience.” 

May God wake us up to the truth and the beauty of the entangled 

divine human relationships we have with one another. May God’s Spirit 

sow seeds of generosity and appreciation in our hearts. May the 

fullness of life that Jesus came to give us be revealed in our life 

together. 

Thanks be to God. Amen 

Creator God,from you every family in heaven and on earth takes its 
name. You have rooted and grounded us in your covenant love, and 
empowered us by your Spirit to speak the truth in love, and to walk in 
your way towards justice and wholeness. Mercifully grant that your 
people, journeying together in partnership, may be strengthened and 
guided to help one another to grow into the full stature of Christ, who 
is our light and our life. Amen 

 



 

 

 


