JOURNEY OF HEALING

ENTRANCE PROCESSION OF FLAGS   (Didgeridoo Music)

READING
A Dreamtime Creation Story and a Reading from the Book of Genesis.

1. Long, long ago, before the Dreamtime, before time could be counted, the world had no shape. It was soft and formless.

2. In the beginning God created heaven and earth. Now the earth was a formless void, there was darkness over the deep, with a divine wind sweeping over the waters.
1. Then, at the beginning of the Dreamtime, it was Bunjil, the Great Creator Spirit who made the mountains, the rivers, the rocks and the stones.
2. God said, “Let the waters under heaven come together into a single mass, and let dry land appear”. And so it was. God called the dry land “earth”, and the mass of waters “seas”, and God saw that it was good.

     God said, “Let the earth produce vegetation: seed-bearing plants, and  fruit trees” And so it was.
1. Once the great spirit ancestors had completed their creative acts, they put themselves into the landscape, where they remain to this day. These places are called Dreaming sites and still contain the power and the energy of the Dreamtime.

When the ancestral beings had completed their creation, they told the people: “Now we have done these things, you make sure they remain like this for all time. You must not change anything.”

Thus the people were charged with the custodianship of the land and all living things.

2. God said, “Let us make humankind in our own image, and let them be masters of all living things”.

And God also said, “Look, to you I give all the seed-bearing plants of the earth. Be fruitful, multiply, fill the earth and take custody of it.” And so it was. 

1.   Bunjil created all living creatures and taught them how to behave.  Through the Dreaming stories, Bunjil 
     taught all of creation to live in harmony.

2.  And God saw all that he had made, and indeed it was good.
1.  Bunjil, the Great Spirit soared up into the sky and was pleased with what he saw. At night when we look 
    skywards, we see the eyes of the Great Spirit Ancestors as stars in the sky at 
    night. Look up into the night sky and see the eyes of our Spirit Ancestors, and know that we
    are never alone.

3. And so the whole universe was completed. By the seventh day, God finished what he had been doing and rested. He blessed this day and set it apart, because by this day he had completed his creation.

ACKNOWLEDGEMENT OF TRADITIONAL LANDOWNERS

As we commence our ceremony today, we acknowledge the traditional owners of the land on which we stand, the land of the Kulin Nations People.

Let us pause to recall the memory of these people who respected this land as their home for many centuries.
DISTRIBUTION OF GUM LEAVES
Through the distribution of gum leaves, we are participating in a sacred action, a symbol of the sharing of the land – from the roots of the gum tree to the tips of its branches - which we all enjoy. We are, indeed, gathered together on holy ground in this sacred place.

In our procession today, the students have brought forward , along with the Australian flag, two most significant flags which represent our indigenous people. The Aboriginal flag contains three parts , representing the People, the Earth and the Sun. The black represents the Aboriginal people whose ancestors have lived in Australia for tens of thousands of years. Yellow represents the sun, the giver of all life. The red represents the colour of the earth, and the blood shed by many aboriginal people in their struggle for recognition and acceptance.

SORRY DAY

Today is called Sorry Day. It is a day when we remember the members of Australia’s Stolen Generations. These are the many Aboriginal people who were taken from their families and their land as babies and young children. This official policy of forced removal is a cause of grief and pain among Aboriginal people today.

Sorry Day marks the beginning of National reconciliation Week - from May 27 until June 3. May 27 marks the anniversary of the 1967 referendum when Aboriginal people were given the right to vote and to be treated as equal citizens in their own land.   June 3 marks the 1992 anniversary of the High Court of Australia’s judgment in the Mabo case. This overturned the myth that Australia was an empty, unowned land before the arrival of Captain Cook in 1788. It recognized the native title rights of Australia’s Indigenous peoples. 

For a period of about seventy years, until the 1960s, it was the policy of the Australian government to remove Aboriginal babies and children from their parents, families and communities, often by force… No one knows exactly how many children and babies were removed … All that one can say for certain is that in this period, tens of thousands of babies and children were removed. We didn’t know the devastating effects this had, and has continued to have on the Indigenous polulations

We pray that all Australians will respond to the grief of the Aboriginal people by acknowledging their pain, and by expressing regret that they were taken away.

We ended up feeling helpless in front of our mother’s pain. We see how hurt they have been. We see that they judge themselves harshly, never forgiving themselves for losing their children… they were made to feel failures; unworthy of loving and caring for their own children. 

VIDEO – MARGARET TUCKER

QUOTES BY STOLEN CHILDREN

We was bought like a market. We was all lined up in white dresses, and they’d come round and pick you out like you was for sale. 

I clearly remember being put in line-ups every fortnight, where prospective parents would view all the children. I wasn’t quite the child they were looking for. 

I remember this woman saying to me, ‘Your mother’s dead, you’ve got no mother now. That’s why you’re here with us. Then about two years after that, my mother and my mother’s sister came to The Bungalow, but they weren’t allowed to visit us because they were black. 

We were told that our mother was an alcoholic, 

and that she was a prostitute and she didn’t care about us.

They used to warn us that when we got older we’d have to watch it because we’d turn into sluts and alcoholics too.

When we left Port Augusta, when they took us away,

my mother and brother could speak our language and my father could speak his. I can’t speak my language. Aboriginal people weren’t allowed to speak their language while white people were around. They had to go out into the bush or talk their lingos on their own. Aboriginal customs, like initiation were not allowed. I never had a chance to learn about my traditional and customary way of life when I was on the reserves.. 

We ended up feeling helpless in front of our mother’s pain. We see how hurt they have been. We see that they judge themselves harshly, never forgiving themselves for losing their children… they were made to feel failures; unworthy of loving and caring for their own children. 
My mother was taken when she was a baby – taken to Darwin and put on a boat – she had never seen the sea before – screaming and yelling, not knowing what was happening, and then crying herself to sleep.

We didn’t have a clue where we came from. We thought the Sisters were our parents. They didn’t tell anybody – any of the kids – where they came from. Babies were coming in nearly every day. Some kids came in at two, three, four days old – not months – but days.

They changed our names, they changed our religion, they changed our date of birth – they did all that. That’s why today, a lot of them don’t know who they are, where they’re from. We’ve got to watch today that brothers aren’t marrying sisters; because of the Government. Children were taken from interstate, and they were just mixed in anywhere.
*****
THE STORY OF IDJHIL

Deep in the bush of the Swan Valley, spirit-eye stars looked down at the people as the fire glow danced on their faces. The sharing of stories and laughter lingered on the leaves and then drifted away with the soft thud.. thud.. of the kangaroo, pushing his way through the undergrowth.

Idjhil pressed closer to his grandfather, and listened again to the Dreaming legend of how the valley was formed.

….and the Land knew its people.

As night closed in and the family lay sleeping on beds of springy branches over softened earth, Idjhil gazed upwards through a shiny grass tree needle ceiling to the starry sky that formed the roof of his universe. Soon, sleep took Idjhil to the promise of tomorrow.

….and the Land was at one with its people.

The warm, throaty warble of the magpie signaled a fading morning star and a welcome to the new day. Idjhil woke early to find his father already rekindling the camp fire. Knowing that water would soon be needed for the morning meal, Idjhil collected some empty tin cans and wandered down to the creek.

As he made his way back to the camp, the bush touched him gently and he felt the excitement as he talked with his family of today’s hunt.

….and the Land was happy with its people.

Idjhil knew that this day was important. Grandfather often told him that one day he would lead the family. Today he had been chosen to lead the hunt for cgarradas (goannas) for the evening meal. Before collecting his spear, Idjhil ran over and touched his mother, and then, with a whoop of pure joy, hurried after the disappearing group of men and boys.
…. And the Land gave happily to its people.

As the days lengthened and spring turned into summer, hunting became easier. The animals were easy prey; however, Idjhil knew his people must take care of their animals and the hunters took only what was needed.

….and the Land was one with its people.

As autumn soaked up the heat of summer, Idjhil’s family began to prepare for the cold cloak of winter. Little did they know that this winter their lives would change forever….

The sky darkened with bruised clouds and Idjhil shivered even though he sat close to the fire. He hoped father and grandfather would be back from their hunting soon.

Suddenly the family elders leapt to their feet, quickly ushering the children into the darkness of the bushes. People were coming and it wasn’t father or grandfather. These people crushed the bush as they walked, the noise bouncing through the space, warning all to hide.
Two white men in uniform appeared through the trees and marched up to the elders. They spoke forcefully, jabbing the air with their words. The leaders listened silently and then, with proud shoulders, turned their backs on the strangers, and set about collecting the bedding for the evening. Idjhil dropped off to an uneasy sleep filled with angry shapes.
….and the Land watched over its people.

Idjhil woke early and craned his neck upwards, searching the heavy sky for a morning star. The clouds made it impossible to see. The elders set off to find food, leaving the children to collect firewood.
Suddenly, and without warning, strong arms circled him, dragging him backwards, firmly bundling him into the vehicle. Idjhil’s brothers were pushed in behind him, their cries piercing the heart of the bush.

Spurred by desperate wails, Idjhil’s mother rushed back – back to see her son’s anguish against the car window. Back to find cold faced strangers telling her that they had an order to take the children. 

….and the Land wept for her children.

Later that day the clan crowded into the courthouse. Idjhil, in the tight arms of strangers, searched desperately through the sea of faces for his parents.

It took only a few minutes for the strangers to speak.

It took moments for Idjhil and his brothers to be severed forever from their parents.

They had no chance to say goodbye. Idjhil did not see his parents.

The haunting, mournful cry of his mother and her people echoed around the courtroom, filling Idjhil’s body as he was pulled away.

Idjhil was only nine years old.

….and the land heard the cries of the children.

The bush was heavy as the sorrow of broken hearts coated its spirit.

The children were gone. Only their footsteps were left in the sand.

….and the Land cried for her soul.

The spirit of the people was broken, and the story could end here.

But that is not the end of the story.

Idjhil and his brothers were taken the next day to a mission home. On arrival they were housed in a cottage with several other children.

Every night Idjhil would look to the moon and think of his grandfather.

At first light he would find the morning strand think of his father.

And when the south wind played softly through his hair he would think of his mother, and long to be with her again.

On night the moon did not appear. And then he couldn’t find the morning star. And the wind no longer caressed his hair. The next morning the warradong appeared and Idjhil knew that his grandfather, mother and father had died.

Every day Idjhil watched the bush around the mission, waiting for a message. Finally, one morning, a bird appeared and called him through the bushes to a small tree. Idjhil felt the Land guiding him and deep inside the spirit of his people burned, and he knew that he was a leader.

….and the Land found Idjhil and held him gently together.

Idjhil grew older and stronger at the mission, and learnt the ways of the strangers of his childhood. When he though of his lost life in the bush of the Swan Valley, he felt sad.

But then he would remember that he was Nyungar, and he was bound to the Land and that the Land would always be there for Aboriginal people. The people could be taken from the Land, but the land would never be taken from the people.

Today, as an elder of his clan, Idjhil strives to reconnect his people with their Land.

Through Idjhil, his children and grandchildren, the spirit of the culture is being renewed.

….and the Land is a circle with its people.

SONG:    TOOK THE CHILDREN AWAY

PRAYERS OF THE FAITHFUL

As we light a candle in memory of the Stolen Generations, let us pause and reflect:
Reader:     As a community of Australia, let us pray to God for the needs of everyone in our country.  We pray for all leaders of churches and governments in this country, that they may be true guides in the way of justice and reconciliation for Indigenous people.        

Lord, hear us.

All:            Lord, we are sorry.

Reader:     We pray that all Australians will respond to the grief of the Aboriginal people by acknowledging their pain and by expressing regret that they were taken away.   Lord, hear us.

All:            Lord, we are sorry.

Reader:
For the role European people and the Church have played in the suffering endured

                   By Aboriginal peoples since colonization, we ask forgiveness.  Lord, hear us.
All:            Lord, we are sorry.

Reader:     We pray for the people of Australia as we walk the journey of reconciliation together with the indigenous people of this land. May we all gain an understanding of the true history and a deep respect for the rich culture belonging to these Aboriginal peoples?        Lord, hear us.

All:             Lord, we are sorry.
SONG:   FROM LITTLE THINGS, BIG THINGS GROW   

Reader:      Our presence here today is a sign that we want to journey into a just and reconciled future. We 


        want to be together as one people. Let us together make

                    our statement of Reconciliation and Sorrow, and may we walk forward together

                    in our efforts to achieve Reconciliation.

While we are reading our Statement, some students will come forward and place their footprints around the large candle, symbolising our desire to walk together in this land.

STATEMENT OF RECONCILIATION

We acknowledge

That we are gathered together on the land

For which the people of the Kulin Nations

Are the rightful, God-given custodians.

We confess to our part

In the injustice and ignorance of Church and State,

In the actions of invasion, exploitation and denial

Since the European colonization of this land.

We apologise and repent

For the children, the culture and the land stolen,

For labour unrewarded, discrimination practised,

And self-determination and dignity

Denied them until now.

For all these actions of the past,

For all that we and our ancestors did,

We ask your pardon and forgiveness.

We are sorry.

What was done to you,

To your families and to your extended families was wrong.

We cannot undo it,

But we can help shape the future,

A future different from the past.

We believe in God’s steadfast love

For this nation and its children,

That God is creating a new people

From many races, colours and gifts,

To journey into a just and reconciled future.

We want to be together as one people.

OUR FATHER

Leader:   Let us finally pray together the prayer that Jesus himself taught us, as a sign of our solidarity with our Aboriginal and Torres Strait Islander sisters and brothers.

All:           

You are our Father, you live in heaven,

                  
We talk to you, Father, you are good.   



We believe your Word, Father, 


We, your children, give us bread today.


We have done wrong. 


We are sorry. 


Teach us, Father, all about your Word.


Others have done wrong to us and we are sorry for them, Father, today.


Keep us from doing wrong, 


Father, save us all from the Evil One.


You are our Father, you live in heaven. 

                   
We talk to you, Father, you are good.
