
SOC V - November 11th – Our World at Peace 

Reading Bridges not walls    Jan Sutch Pickard  
God-with-us, you sit down in our midst. 
Nothing can separate us from your love – 
not towering concrete walls 
or the deep darkness between searchlights; 
not distance from friends 
or despair in our hearts 
that the world’s wrongs cannot be changed. 
You are with our brothers crowded at the checkpoint, 
with our sisters witnessing for peace: 
you sit down in our midst. 
Born into poverty, to displaced people living under occupation, 
you shared our human lives, 
and we know that your love can never be contained 
by the walls of separation. 
You sit down in our midst, God-with-us. 
Amen 

Psalm 127 

1 Unless the LORD builds the house, * 
their labor is in vain who build it. 

2 Unless the LORD watches over the city, * 
in vain the watchman keeps his vigil. 

3 It is in vain that you rise so early and go to bed so late; * 
vain, too, to eat the bread of toil, 
for he gives to his beloved sleep. 

4 Children are a heritage from the LORD, * 
and the fruit of the womb is a gift. 

5 Like arrows in the hand of a warrior * 
are the children of one's youth. 

6 Happy is the man who has his quiver full of them! * 
he shall not be put to shame 
when he contends with his enemies in the gate. 

 
Reading #2 
 
Creator Lord of the unclaimed place and of clashing claims, of no one’s land where some have 
homes, in danger zones, in human souls, in nations’ claims: we are all guilty. 



We build barriers to hide what we fear to see, we draw lines in other people’s hearts, we 
trample underfoot what others hold dear, we wear wounds unhealed with anger, we defend 
ourselves from other people’s rights. 
 
Drive out the demons that divide neighbours. 
Jesus, in the land where your feet were tired, where you carried the oppressor’s burden, broke 
the chains of the prisoners, demolished walls, made wounded lives blossom, and set our hearts 
free to turn and to serve: may you be the potter in our lives’ neutral zones; in divided land, may 
justice return. 
 
Spirit of hope, may those who build houses live in them, those who plant olive trees harvest 
them, may they shelter under fig trees, give water to strangers, tell stories to children, keep 
Covenant with God. 
 
As we honour the graves of our neighbours may we face those we fear, cry justice for the 
oppressed, tell of love without end: may peace flourish till the moon fails. 

Rosemary Power 
From Seven Days - Stories and reflections for the World Week for Peace in Palestine and Israel 
 
Mark 12:38-44 
 
As Jesus taught, he said, “Beware of the scribes, who like to walk around in long robes, and to 
be greeted with respect in the marketplaces, and to have the best seats in the synagogues and 
places of honor at banquets! They devour widows’ houses and for the sake of appearance say 
long prayers. They will receive the greater condemnation.” 
 
He sat down opposite the treasury, and watched the crowd putting money into the treasury. 
Many rich people put in large sums. A poor widow came and put in two small copper coins, 
which are worth a penny. Then he called his disciples and said to them, “Truly I tell you, this 
poor widow has put in more than all those who are contributing to the treasury. For all of them 
have contributed out of their abundance; but she out of her poverty has put in everything she 
had, all she had to live on.” 
 


