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 Last Wednesday, the mountains in Canada shook.  One mountain, in particular, 

trembled, both literally and figuratively.  That mountain is called Parliament Hill, in 

Ottawa, which up till Wednesday was the nation’s rather sleepy and quiet capital.  Then 

on Wednesday, as the solemn opening of the CBC news that evening put it, “Canada 

woke up to a global threat on its threshold, an attack striking the very heart of 

government and threatening our sense of peace and stability.” 

 By now you probably know the story very well, maybe too well.  A young man 

with a rifle shot and killed a guard of honor soldier from Hamilton at the war memorial.  

He then hijacked a car and rode up to the main entrance to Parliament and somehow 

got in.  Security guards chased him, and shots were exchanged.   When the smoke 

cleared, a 32-year-old man was dead.  Outside, adjacent buildings were locked down, as 

police fanned out amidst rumors that a second gunman was firing in a shopping mall 

down the street. 

 All day, hour after hour, on television we watched the jerky video made of the 

earsplitting 14-second gun battle made by a newspaper reporter inside the halls of 

Parliament.   We saw endless replays of gun wielding police on the streets, of 

pedestrians running, of CPR being given to the wounded soldier, and of scenes of chaos 

inside the parliament building.    

 We also listened to pedestrians in the street being interviewed, expressing shock 

and disbelief.  How could this happen in a peaceable place like Canada?  Was this 

shooting linked to a fatal attack two days earlier on a soldier in Quebec, by a known 

sympathizer with the radical Islamic group ISIL?    Was the shooter on the government’s 

threat list?     And, how could someone with a rifle penetrate the security barrier and get 

inside the building?   Though much about the gunman was unknown, Prime Minister 

Harper was quick to label it a terrorist attack, and vowed that Canada will not be 

intimidated.   

 The shaking of that one particular hill in Ottawa reverberated across the country.  

“Canada will never be the same,” proclaimed the headline of the Hamilton Spectator the 

next day.   Likely more police, maybe the house of Parliament becoming a fortress, likely 

new laws that will erode civil liberties in the name of security.  One newspaper 

columnist ominously wrote:  “There was Canada before 10/22.  And Canada after.”  



 By week’s end, cooler voices were saying that Canada, being Canada, would not 

overreact, and that, while vigilance will be heightened, most of the good things about 

our country would continue.   Nevertheless, we all knew that on October 22, the 

mountains had shaken. 

 Why do the mountains shake—whether that be the hill on which the Parliament 

buildings stand, or the foundations of our society, or the foundations of our very 

personal lives?   One reason is because some people do bad things.   Sometimes they 

have malicious intent, sometimes they’re also deranged, as seems to have been the case 

with Wednesday’s shooter.   In this place we regularly remember in our prayer time 

some of those places where innocent people are suffering because of the malicious 

actions of others—places like Iraq and Syria.  In fact, for many people in many places, 

the mountains shake on a daily basis.  October 22 in Canada was only a small tremor 

compared with the upheavals lot of people live with constantly, because some people 

just seem bent on doing evil things. 

 A second reason why the mountains shake is because there just simply is 

random tragedy and unfairness and evil in the world.  Accidents happen.  Relationships 

break up.  Sudden illness and death strike…some of you know quite a lot about that.  In 

this world, bad things do happen quite often to good people—not because somebody 

intends it, but because that’s just the way life sometimes is.  

 A third reason why the mountains shake is the reason given by the prophet 

Isaiah in our reading-- because God shakes them.   God does not shake the mountains 

by spitefully deciding one day to target Parliament Hill, or the twin towers of the World 

Trade Center.   Rather, the way God shakes mountains is by letting human beings take 

the consequences of their actions, by letting them reap what they sow  Before 

Wednesday, quite a few writers were warning that the rise of militant terrorist groups 

has gone hand in hand with Western military intervention. You invade somebody’s 

country, you bomb somebody with drones and kill innocent villagers, then terrorist 

numbers are likely to swell and violence blows back to your own doorstep.  One woman 

interviewed on Wednesday in Ottawa, referring to Canada’s joining the coalition fighting 

against ISIL in Iraq, said:  “if we bomb them over there, we can expect to be attacked 

here.”  She was in no way justifying the evil done on Parliament hill.   She was simply 

stating the truth that violence sooner or later breeds violence, that war breeds more 

war.  And by letting human sin take its course, God makes the mountains shake.   

 But our scripture writers today see something else in the midst of the shaking 

mountains, something hopeful, something good. The Psalmist and the prophet affirm 

that God is with us, even when he allows our ground to be shaken.  "We will not fear, 



though the earth should change, though the mountains shake in the heart of the sea," 

the Psalmist cries, because "God is our refuge and strength, a very present help in 

trouble."  And in the midst of the destruction around him brought on by Israel’s enemies 

and allowed by God as judgement on Israel’s sin, the prophet sees hope:  "For the 

mountains shall depart, and the hills be removed, but my kindness shall not depart from 

thee; neither shall the covenant of my peace be removed, saith the Lord that has mercy 

on thee!"   

 Last Wednesday reminded me of Sept. 11, 2001, a day the mountains shook 

even more forcefully.    I remember the front page of the Hamilton Spectator on 

September 12, 2001.   The front page was dominated by a huge photo of the towering 

infernos of the World Trade Centre, under a heavy black headline that screamed:  “We 

saw evil.”   But, at the bottom of the photo, almost directly in the line of fire of those 

collapsing buildings, was a small church with a steeple.  On top of the steeple was a 

cross.   And I thought:  how fitting that a cross appears in the midst of the fiery 

holocaust.   Because that is the heart of the gospel.  That God, in Christ, most fully at the 

cross, has entered the world and its evil and its shaking mountains.  And on that cross a 

battle was fought.  And at the end of the battle, Christ prevailed.  “On the cross God 

disarmed the rebellious rulers and authorities, triumphing over them in him.”    

 Because of evil, the mountains still shake; one commentator on Wednesday 

evening said that Canada can expect more of these kinds of attacks.  But, from the point 

of view of Christian faith, those evil powers, though still potent, have been broken.   To 

say that “everything changed” on October 22 is not quite right.  Our faith says that it 

was at the cross, and resurrection, where Jesus overcame death, that everything 

changed.   And so when events like October 22, or other tragic senseless deaths 

happens, we know that it’s kind of like that church under the burning twin towers:  God 

is there, in the midst of the evil, sharing it with us, and suffering with us, until Christ’s 

victory is made real everywhere.   

 One question that came out of the shaking of the mountain last Wednesday was 

how we’re going to live from now on.  Will we be more fearful?  Will we target Muslims 

living in our midst?   One MP on Thursday said, as parliament reopened, vowed, 

“Democracy carries on.”    One thing you and I can do, when the mountains shake, is to 

carry on reading again and again the words of hope from texts like ours.   

 Another thing we can do is to defy the temptation to hate and fear and resolve 

to live with an open mind and heart.  Somewhat like Kevin Vickers apparently did before 

October 22.  Kevin Vickers is the Sergeant at Arms in the House of Commons.  He’s the 

man who ran and got his gun and shot the shooter, and has been hailed as a hero.  I’ve 



read interesting things about him since Wednesday.   In his prior job with the RCMP, 

Kevin Vickers worked hard to defuse tensions between whites and Natives in New 

Brunswick, and was seen as a fair mediator especially by Native Canadians.  In his job on 

Parliament hill, he has reached out to Muslims, Sikhs, First Nations, and others who’ve 

been more on the social margins of Canada.  He allowed Sikhs to wear their ceremonial 

dagger in the House of Commons, out of respect for their culture.  When the “Idle No 

More” movement for Native rights held a protest on Parliament Hill, he exchanged 

tobacco with a First Nations chief, telling him, “I understand your frustration and the 

conditions in which you people live.”  When he began work in the House of Parliament 8 

years ago, Vickers said, “I told them that if they made me their sergeant-at-arms, there 

would be no walls built around Canada’s parliamentary buildings.”  It seems that Kevin 

Vickers had been working quite hard to break down walls. 

 His is a good example, I think, for you and me to follow, because, in the wake of 

Wednesday’s attack, some walls are likely to go up.  One of you told me that in your 

workplace, the table conversation on Wednesday and Thursday included a lot of 

accusation and “hate” toward Muslims and Islam.   

 A good way for those of us who really believe that God is with us when the 

mountains shake  to live is by trying to lower, and not raise, walls.  If we have the 

chance to know Muslims, maybe we could speak to them, try to make friends with 

them.  We could try to learn something about Islam.  We could also reach out to others 

beyond our little circles, who are on the margins.  When we defy the temptation to fear, 

and hate, and live with a little extra compassion and hope, we’ll be walking the talk that 

God is in the midst of the shaken city. and one day will make all things new.   


