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“Where You Stand Determines What You See”
sermon by Kathy Kelly

James5: 13—-20; Mark 9: 38 —-48

Good morning. It’'saprivilegeto celebrate World Communion
Sunday with the Wellington Community. I'm one of many people who
holds dear the community in thischurch. Year after year, you welcome
newcomersinto your fold. Your vison insists: everybody in, nobody
out. Thiscommunity has stood with people most harmed by our world’s
crippling greed; you’ve insisted that where you stand deter mines what
you see and from alignment with the neediest you’ ve steadfastly
opposed war and environmental degradation. |I'm grateful to be
nourished by your communion.

Even so and certainly now, it’s humbling to imagine approaching a
table of communion with the millionsin our world who shudder under
bombardment and cry out for food, water and shelter. Mark’s gospel
doesn’t allow for comfy celebration in our communion with others.
Jesusrelentlessly calls for disciplesto cross boundariesinto
unimaginable unionsthat could cost them their livesin a society that
took taboos and purity codes and caste ordersvery seriously. One by
one, disciples abandon Jesus, and at the end he cries out “My God, my
god why have you forsaken me.” The community wherein Mark’s
gospel was developed holds up the hardest questions and the most
sever e challenges, -no false advertising here, - as a core of the call to
discipleship.

L ast week, John Straw helped us absorb the lines, “if anyone would be
first, he or she must be last of all and servant of all.” Therewasno
hierarchy to which disciples could aspire. Well, how about belonging to
an inner circle? Thismorning'sreading dissolvesthat option. Thereis
no inner circle, no outer circle. Everybody in, nobody out. And yet if
you happen to dip up and be lessthan exemplary in front of a child,
better that you have a mill stonetied around your neck and be thrown



into the sea. Jesusrefusesto exclude anyone, but the teachings are so
severein these passagesthat it’s not surprising to meif people self
select, opt out.

Not only might you fedl liketheloneranger if you're still willing to
follow Jesus, you must also let go of your attachment to your own bodily
partsif those prized appendages or organs cause you to sin. Flannery
O’Connor knew what to make of this, but honestly | want to
recommend lightening up a bit to try and under stand this passage.

| can’t betheonly onein this church today who recalls, as a kid, being
fully absorbed in noisy play, --squealing, shouting, laughing, --
sometimeswe wer e bouncing on couchesand sometimeswewereracing
up and down the stairs-- and then suddenly a voice boomed out: “Hey
you kids, CUT IT OQUT!!”

Those threeinsistent words from my childhood, --“cut it out!” -- might
pertain in several current contexts. If thearm of the U.S. military
control extendsto places all over the world, increasingly making the
U.S. into an imperial menace, .... “cut it out!” If our collective eyes
covet other peoples goods and we grow accustomed to taking goods at
cut rate prices, from clothes to bananas, to gasoline, well, “Hey you
Kids, cut it out.” If our legs grow weak and we stumble because leaders
know they can goad usinto supporting wars by using hyperinflated
threats and fears, ramping up our tolerance for nightmarish attacks on
innocent civilians elsewhere.... “Now, | mean it, cut that out!”

During the past summer, | had an unusual chanceto experience that
booming voicein aroom full of adults. In July, | wasinvited to bea
defense witness for five ploughshares activists. They wereon trial, in
Dublin, Ireland, for disarming a U.S. war plane parked on the tarmac of
Ireland’'s Shannon airport.

In February, 2003, with the U.S. completing its build-up for " Shock and
Awe," thesefive activists brokeinto an airport hangar which the U.S.
wasusing asa " pit stop” for planesen routeto thewar zone. They had
dubbed themselves the " Pitstop Ploughshares' and, following the
biblical injunction to hammer their weaponsinto plowshares, they took
ahammer to the nosecone of a C48 U.S. Navy supply planeand disabled
it.



The " Ploughshares' had heard me speak in Kildare, Ireland, five days
befor e they disarmed the plane. They called on me as a defense witness
during each of their trials, claiming that evidence | presented motivated
them to take responsibility for stopping U.S. use of Shannon airport for
refueling " pit stops.”

The five defendants wer e represented by three of the most talented
barristersin Ireland. Mr. Nix, praised by the prosecutor as" the last of
thegreat orators,” seemed right out of central casting. Thebarristers
wear a sheepskin wig and long gowns. Mr. Nix isvery portly and looks
like a daddy walrus with his handlebar mustache and long beard. He
began his summation by noting that the prosecutor had characterized
the action of the defendants" political" asif that were a bad thing. " I'll
tell you of someone who made a great political speech,” said Mr. Nix,
"the greatest political speech of all time and that's Jesus Christ." He
went on to quote the Sermon on the Mount to thejury. | could hear the
pencils stop scratching, see the jaws drop all around the courtroom.
“The problem with these five defendants, said Mr. Nix, “isthat they
believe all this. Most of us practice our religion ala carte, --1'll have a
little of this, no thanks, I'll pass on that, but these five believe it’stheir
duty to lovetheir enemies, to turn swordsto plowshares.”

Then Mr. Nix curiously changed the subject. He began totell usabout a
recent day in a Dublin park, a glorious day when he observed children
playing. He'd listened to children laugh and shout asthey happily
chased ducks and each other around on the green grass. “ The sound of
universal happiness,” said Mr. Nix, “must be the sound of children

playing.”

But then histone darkened. " Now L ebanon isburning,” hethundered.

" Today, children swimmingin a pool were bombed. A swimming pool is
now filled with burning children. Thisiswar."

| honestly didn’t know what he was talking about. |I’'d been fixated on

thetrial and had barely read therecent news. Later | read about the
tragedy in the July 18 issue of The Guardian :

"Whatever the Israelis intended target, the bomb fell on a
small water canal next to the Qasmia refugee camp [near



Tyre, in southern L ebanon], hometo about 500
Palestinians. Itsvictimswere 11 children taking an
afternoon swim in the canal. Thefirst blast left a crater
nearly four metres deep, burying many of the swimmers
deep under the orange earth. Seven of the children were
injured, three critically. Three others have not been found.

'‘The scene was littered with small plastic sandals, several
caked in blood." Ismael, the father of one of the children,
sat on the edge of the crater, hishead in his hands weeping.
" Children! Children!" heroared through histears,

" Children here!l My son here." He stood and looked down
into the crater: " IsHizbullah here? Only children here” he
said.'

Wher e you stand deter mines what you see.

When he had finished histalk, Mr. Nix asked thejurorsand all of us
present:

“Would yenot try, if ye could, to stop a Hezbollah missile from
sdamminginto northern Israel? Would ye not try, if ye could, to stop an
Israeli bomb from exploding in a children’s swimming hole in southern
L ebanon. Hesaid the question is not whether these five defendants had
a lawful excuse to do what they did. The question is, what’s our excuse
not toact. What,” implored Mr. Nix, “ what will rise ye?”

What will rise ye?

The plowshar es activists wer e acquitted, but Mr. Nix’s question still
holds. BeforereturningtotheU.S. | learned of a group of L ebanese
young people seeking inter national accompaniment to enter southern

L ebanon in solidarity with people under siege and attack. | arrived in
L ebanon shortly befor e the ceasefire was declared and found myself at
Qasmiyah, the swimming holein the canal, two days after the ceasefire
began. It wasthe simplest of places, a swimming hole and next to it
cement blocks where parents could sit, sipping soft drinks under
sheltering roofs made of date palm leaves.



The next day, equipped with alist of 12 other massacr es, we went to the
village of Qana.

On foot, we entered Qana, thinking we should at least identify the site
wher e a massacr e had taken place when, on July 30th, an I sraeli bomb
hit a building that sheltered children asthey dept. It took five hoursfor
ambulancesto reach them. Statistics differ, but the most recent Human
Rights Watch report estimated that twenty-three were killed.

Turning acorner, we saw men arranging white plastic chairsfor guests
who came to mourn with family membersin the funeral tradition. The
men sat in front of one home. Women wer e next door .

Farah and | approached four women sitting quietly and tearfully in a
small outdoor patio. They invited usto sit with them. For much of the
time, we sat silently. Each time a neighboring woman arrived, the
women would stand and embrace one another tearfully. They had borne
their pain for eighteen days, since 1:00 a.m. on July 30th when thebomb
slammed into the building just acrosstheroad from where we sat, the
building wheretheir children dept. The funeral was delayed until it
would be safe to bring families together and to construct the graves.

Umm Zayneb, the mother of six-year old Zayneb, poured out a torrent
of words, telling the details of what had happened to Zayneb and
entrusting us with her views, which we could only barely under stand.
We could see that Umm Zayneb had suffered injuries. Under her velil,
she wore a medical hood and athick brace encircled her neck. She
stiffly shifted her tall, ender body, unable to point acrossthe street to
what was once a building wher e frightened children had huddled
together for shelter during the bombing. Surveillance planes must have
known that children werein the building. Many times, in the daytime,
Zaynab ran back and forth between the house and the shelter . Umm
Zaynab said we must be ableto see how close shewasto her home. Yes,
we could see. Welistened to the drone of an unmanned surveillance
planestill crisscrossing the skiesabove. Couldn’t they see? What kind of
censor ship would obscur e thisinformation?

“Sheliked to practice English,” Umm Zaynab told us, her words
turning to sobs. “ She was happy because she could say English words.”



This sentence aroused a new flood of agony. The brace forced her to
contain her shudders. Sherocked diffidently, overwhelmed with grief.

Umm Zaynab asked one of the children to bring a stack of newspapers
and magazines. “Here,” she said, carefully sorting through reportson
the massacre at Qana. “Thisis Zaynab.” Photo after photo showed
Zaynab held aloft, lifeless, by a strong, helmeted relief worker who
shouted hisshock and terrible awe. In another, Zaynab lies next to
Zahara. Theforce of the explosion seemsto have destroyed theinter nal
organs of thelittle girls, asthey dept. Their bodies are not mutilated.

Next she placed in our hands a framed picture of Zaynab, a curly
headed little girl with huge dark eyes posing seriously for the camera.
One can only imagine her smile.

“Who aretheterrorists?” Umm Zayneb whispered, slowly reaching
over to point at Zayneb’s picture. Her eyes held mine as she answer ed
her own question. | heard her say “Bush.”

It seemed asthough Mr. Nix’'s words were whispering now, “What will
rise you?”

A banner wasstrung acrossone of Qana’sstreetsthat read: “Rice, they
will not see your New Middle East”

Where you stand deter mines what you see.
Mr. Nix’swords again, “What will rise you?”

But we know it’s not just Bush, Rice and peoplein high placesthat are
responsible for the orgies of killing and destruction that happen when
U.S. made bombs and U.S. taxpayer monies are sent to war zones.
Mark’s gospel calls each of usto step up to themirror and then find
courage, all of ustogether, to say “cut it out,” turn off thewars,

Beforethe U.S. troops entered Iraq in 2003, the number of autopsies
performed each month at the Baghdad morgue was 12. In June of this
year, the number of autopsies performed in the Baghdad mor gue was
600. Recently, the UN reported that almost 6,600 Iragisdied in
sectarian violence in the last two months for which statisticsare



available - an “unprecedented” 3,590 in July, followed by 3009 in
August.

Onefourth of Iraqg’s children suffer acute malnourishment.
Last Friday’sNew York Timesreported that 78% of Iragiswearily
request that the U.S. troops leave their country within the year.

And yet the U.S. continuesto pour money into constructing its largest
Embassy, inside Baghdad'’ s safe green zone, while building enor mous
military bases closeto Iraq’s promising oil fields. Greed and war go
hand in hand. Mr. James Baker recently returned from a four-day trip
tothegreen zoneinside Iraq. Heissued areport concluding that the
U.S. will not wring its hands over memories of past mistakes. No, let’s
not wring our hands, helplessly, but by all meanslet’s help ourselvesto
turn off thiswar and next wars by telling the truth about our wars.
“And if your hand causesyou to sin, cut it off; it isbetter for you to
enter life maimed than with two handsto go to hell...”

In recent months, we've had a chance to read accounts of one of the
Christian Peacemaker Team memberswho endured a hellish experience
of captivity after he and three companions wer e kidnapped in
November of 2005. Jim writes about the agonizing boredom asthey
wer e held day after day in asingleroom, with only an hour or so of time
gpent in the lower part of the house wherethey could watch Arabic
newson TV and shareameal. Ther guard, their captor, was called
“Junior.” Over time, he began to tell more about hispast. A U.S.
missile had hit his home, killing all of his family members except for a
sister who isdying of cancer. The bombing killed his fiancée as well.
Junior had made up hismind. He planned to be a suicide bomber.

Jim Loney thought long and hard, after learning this, about how he
could convince Junior that hisbody is a sacred vessdl, never intended to
be used as a weapon of massive destruction. Finally, heworked out a
plan. The next night, he asked Junior to sit in a chair and made the
motion of giving Junior a massage. Jim massaged Junior’sneck and
shoulders, felt the spasms as Junior relaxed, worked out some of the
taut tension. The next night, Junior said, “Mr. Jim, it'stime,” and
tapped hiswatch. “Massage.”



Not long afterward, Junior cameto work wearing a betrothal ring.
“Junior,” said the CPT captives. “Masbrouk!” Congratulations.
Junior was beaming. “Meno more suicide bomb.” Hefingered his
ring.

It'sagood story. A truestory. But there smoretruth tothisstory, |
think, if we'rewilling again to step up tothemirror. It'swe, just as
much as Junior, who need that healing massage. We who hold the evil
capacity to destroy all life on the planet, we who could enact the
destruction through our suicidal over consumption, through our insane
weapon proliferation, it’s we who must slow down, relax, take a deep
breath, --we who need the massaging, calming wor ds of James's letter:
Isany among you sick? Let him or her call for eldersof the church, and
let them pray over you, anointing you with oil in the name of the Lord,
and the prayer of faith will save the onewho issick, and the Lord will
raise him or her up, ....therefore confess your sinsto one another, and
pray for one another, and if | might add, “cut it out,” —turn off the war
and the greed, -- “that you may be healed.”

| want to hear Mr. Nix’swordsagain, “What will riseyou?” and | want
to stand and rise with you this communion Sunday.



