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An Instrument of Peace 
 
INTRO to SCRIPTURE 
 
Often the Sunday after Thanksgiving is the 
First Sunday of Advent, but not this year.  
Today gives us a moment to catch our 
breath before the abundance of Dec. 
activities is upon us.   
 
In the coming month, we will focus on the 
coming of the Christ Child.  Today’s reading 
speaks of end times, but it connects back to 
the promise of Christmas.  Christmas shows 
us that God is not just in the heavens, but 
also on earth; not just in Jesus’ flesh, but in 
all flesh.  We honor Christ not by paying 
attention to the powerful but by attending 
to those among us who are hurting.  
 
SERMON 
 
Last weekend I attended the American 
Academy of Religion meeting in Boston. 
Ironically the thing I was initially looking 
forward to most – a Freedom Walk focused 
on the women of the time – turned out not 
to be what was advertised so I left the walk 
early. 
 
If I hadn’t left early.  If I hadn’t decided to 
walk back to the convention center.  If I 
hadn’t taken a detour through the Gardens 
to see the statues of Mrs. Mallard, and Jack, 
Kack, Lack, Mack, Nack, Ouack, Pack and 
Quack of Make Way for Ducklings fame.  If I 
hadn’t walked down the promenade on 
Commonwealth Ave and then decided to 
turn down Dartmouth street, I would not 

have ended up at the corner of Dartmouth 
and Boylston.   I was waiting for the light to 
change when I hear this voice saying, 
“Mary.”  It was Caroline Gill, who was in the 
confirmation group a couple of times ago.  
Her parents run Kennebec Flower Farm, 
from whom you may have bought flowers 
down on the green on Farmer’s Market 
days. 
 
Caroline is in Boston dancing with the 
Boston Ballet in the Nutcracker.  She was 
out getting groceries and there I was.  She 
told me she loves dancing in the ballet and 
she’s been going to church with a friend. It 
was a delight to see her.  In all the city what 
were the odds we would be at that corner 
at the same time.  Grace! 
 
Seeing Caroline was the highlight of the 
weekend, but I attended several interesting 
seminars:  
-One on reading Harry Potter with an eye to 
the spiritual themes.   
-One honoring journalists who cover 
religious stories.   
-One on women’s voices on eco-justice.   
-One on respecting the human body. 
 
In this last one on the body, a topic came up 
in a way I hadn’t expected.  The speaker 
gave us a case study about an academic 
dean who was bullied by other faculty at 
her school.  I’ll come back to this in just a 
moment. 
 



When the President of the UCC, John 
Dorhauer, was here, one of the 
confirmation youth asked him about 
bullying.  He responded that although he 
didn’t believe in violence he thought it was 
necessary to stand up to bullies. The youth 
and I had a conversation about this the next 
week in their class.  I’ll come back to that. 
 
Back to the case study about an Asian-
American woman who was a tenured 
professor at her school.  When she was 
asked to become the academic dean – 
someone who oversees all the classes and 
instructors and works on policies – it 
appeared she had considerable support.   
 
However, after she became the dean, a 
group of long term faculty sat together in a 
corner at faculty meetings and was 
disruptive throughout the meeting.  One of 
the senior woman faculty members came 
into her office one day and yelled at her.  
Over time the dean became physically ill.  
She developed an acid reflux condition.  
(Our bodies often tell us that things aren’t 
right.)  After struggling with the situation 
for many months, she gave up her tenured 
position and moved to another institution 
for a position with less security and status. 
 
We often talk about bullying as if it was 
something that just children and youth 
struggle with. This situation reminds us that 
is not true.  Bullying is a problem at all ages. 
Since this case study was lifted up at an 
Academy of Religion event I’m guessing the 
faculty situation was a religion faculty.   
 
Where was God in this story?  Where was 
Christ in the story? In light of today’s 
scripture reading we might ask: 

When did I see you being bullied and I stood 
beside you?  When did I see you being 
bullied and I did nothing? 
 
I suspect some of the other faculty were 
upset about what was happening to the 
dean.  They knew it was wrong.  However, 
they were afraid to speak up because they 
wanted, even needed, their jobs. 
 
When I was in my 20s and was leaving a 
corporate job, one of my co-workers told 
me she was being “hit on” by our boss.  In 
other words, she was being bullied by 
sexual harassment.  I asked her if she 
wanted me to go with her to tell someone 
in the company about what was happening.  
She said, emphatically, no.  She wanted – 
needed- this job.  So, I said nothing.  I still 
don’t know if that was the right thing or 
not.   
 
I’ve been thinking of her a great deal in the 
last few weeks as more and more women 
and men are coming forward with their 
experiences of sexual harassment and 
assault.   
 
What are we to do when the powerful are 
bullying those with less power?  How are 
we to be instruments of peace, as St. 
Francis put it? 
 
Back to the conversation with the 
confirmation class.  We talked about the 
challenge of reporting the bully to a 
teacher/parent/other significant adult.  As 
several youth noted that often only makes 
the situation worse.  We’ve all seen that 
happen.  However, if the situation is intense 
it is often essential that an adult get 
involved.   
 



 One person in the class shared how she 
confronted a bully in a certain situation and 
the bully just got angrier.  The situation 
escalated. She came away not sure she had 
really helped. 
 
I shared with them a story I recently heard 
on NPR.  A story that happened here in 
Maine.  A young Muslim girl was at the 
laundromat with her mother.  She had just 
taken a clean load out of the washer, put it 
in a cart, and taken it over to a dryer.  
Realizing she didn’t have enough coins, she 
went over to her mother to get more 
money.  At that moment, an older white 
woman took the clothes out of the cart, 
threw them on the floor, ground them into 
the floor, while stating vehemently, “We 
don’t want you here!  Go back home!” 
 
What would we do?  The confirmands 
talked about how we are tempted to 
confront the woman who threw the clothes 
on the floor.  But this is likely to escalate 
the situation.   
 
What happened is that another, older white 
woman, ignoring the bully, came over to 
the clothes, picked them up off the floor 
and said to the young Muslim girl, “We’re 
glad you’re here.  Let me help you with the 
laundry.” She carried them back to the 
washing machine.  Then the woman paid to 
wash them. Clearly, she was an instrument 
for peace.  Where there was hatred, she 
sowed love. 
 
 


