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Choose Life! 

The Gospel of Matthew lays out the evils of judging pretty clearly. The answer 
is not to cut off whatever part of your body that sins, because the sin of 
judging is something we do all the time. We judge which avocado is going to 
be ripe by the time we want to serve it. We judge the most likely route and 
time to travel to a specific destination, we judge which church or community 
organization most fully meets our needs or matches our style.  
And, we also judge people. We make instantaneous assessments about who 
looks safe, who looks scary, whom to avoid, whom to make friends with. This 
is an unavoidable part of being awake and aware in the world.  
BUT, it also keeps us from experiencing things that could be enriching, and it 
prevents us from being as compassionate as Jesus calls us to be. This morning 
I want to talk about how judging really gets in the way of being disciples of 
Jesus. 
This past week I attended one of the quarterly lunches that Green Valley 
Community Church puts on as part of its outreach ministry. I’ve attended 
several of these lunches, and each time they invite a speaker on some topic of 
wide community interest. This last time the speaker was Matt Huckabay, the 
head of the Center for Violence-Free Relationships. His topic was how to be 
individual healers and how to be a healing community. He went about it in a 
very interesting way. 
He led the attendees into a rather revealing process of asking ourselves to write 
down (for our eyes only) what experience in our lives we wish had not 
happened.  
Wow! There are many experiences over my life that I wish hadn’t happened. 
But he asked for ONE. So, I finally came up with one: it was a memory of 
watching my father chase my mother around their bedroom when I was 13; she 
was screaming, and I was so scared that I told my father that if he didn’t get 
out I would call the police. That may have stopped him – I don’t know – but 
they got divorced later that year. Obviously, it was an incident that had a big 
impact on me. But on further reflection later that night I realized that it was 
NOT even close to my worst experience. That was the day my first child died.  
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Naturally, the room was pretty silent as we all dug into our not-so-pleasant 
memories. Then, Matt asked what three things each of us could do to provide 
empathy to ourselves over these memories. We were to write those ideas 
down, too. 
Then, he suggested that we share about this experience of recollection with our 
table members – to the extent that we wished.  
It was clear to everyone in the room by that time that we are all wounded and 
broken in various ways. We heard that by listening to each other. Just listening, 
and not jumping in to tell our own story. Here we were, a collection of so-
called community leaders, and the first thing we realized is that we might be 
as broken as the people we strive to serve. That puts us in a place of 
consciously stopping the judgment function and engaging the listening 
function. What so many wounded people desperately need is just to be heard.  
The speaker added a rather humorous example: suppose we are growing 
lettuce in our vegetable garden. But this batch of lettuce is just not developing. 
It may be because we didn’t water it enough, or supply fertilizer, or maybe the 
sun didn’t shine. But “don’t blame the lettuce!” 
If we at Our Saviour want to be relevant participants in the healing of our very 
hurting world, probably the first thing we need to do is set aside our 
preconceptions – our judgments – about what causes the ailments of those we 
observe on our streets and in our families and churches and organizations. We 
make judgments about these people and gauge our responses and attention 
accordingly.  
What if we stopped doing that? What if we recognized that we are all broken, 
AND we all have elements of personal history that we wished had not 
occurred? Maybe we blame ourselves, or maybe circumstances were out of our 
control. Might we then be more willing to listen – without judging – to the 
story of someone who is outside our normal circle of contact? I think that was 
the gist of our speaker’s message. 
Most of the time we engage in small talk, nothing too serious or self-revealing. 
But when we recognize that each one of us is wounded and broken in multiple 
ways, we can allow more honest and useful dialogue.  It helped for this group 
to be invited to consider such a serious question and then share whatever we 
felt comfortable to share. 
Perhaps invitation is a key to engaging in authentic sharing with another. I 
assert that this is not a professional technique. If we stop talking and listen, we 
can draw others into deeper dialogue. Maybe we don’t want to do this all the 
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time. But when we risk being “real” to others, benefits accrue. We become 
more alive. 
I believe God gives us life so that we can spend it learning how to be fully 
alive and fully actualized in all the goodness and learning that God intends for 
each of us. Becoming a healing presence in the world - by listening, refraining 
from judging and sharing our stories - is what we do as agents of God’s love in 
the world. How we go about these tasks involves little choices that we make – 
consciously or unconsciously - each day. Being mindful of those choices is 
part of our duty to serve God and God’s creatures. 
Today’s passage from Deuteronomy provides a fitting conclusion to my 
message. Let me repeat just a bit of it:   
Moses said, “I have set before you life and death, blessings and curses. If you 
obey the commandments of the LORD your God that I am commanding you 
today, by loving the LORD your God, walking in his ways, and observing his 
commandments, decrees, and ordinances, then you shall live … and 
the LORD your God will bless you.  … I have set before you life and death, 
blessings and curses. Choose life!...” 
And don’t blame the lettuce! 


