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As I was reading the gospel text for today, I couldn’t help but think of my part-time job.  

 

Most people would not consider my line of work a “real people job.” And yet I get paid in cash 

to eat chicken nuggets and watch cartoons. That’s right ladies and gentlemen, I am a babysitter. 

And after five years in the business let me tell you, children are essentially really tiny drunk 

adults. They say it takes someone special to be a parent and raise kids. It takes an even more 

special person to deal with kids that aren’t yours. To remember that the one-year-old baby will 

take my glasses off my face and break them if he gets the chance. To watch a three year old eat 

her favorite meal of maple ham dipped in Greek yogurt and pretend it’s not the most disgusting 

thing ever. To remember the names of several dozen toy horses and ride a scooter up and down 

the cul-de-sac until your legs give out.  

 

But it just really helps to be patient and compassionate toward overly emotional, defiant, snot-

covered children who keep falling on their faces and bumping into everything. You treat them 

the same way you would treat a friend who’s had a little too much to drink. Make sure they drink 

a lot of water and clean up their mess and change them into their favorite pair of pajamas. Make 

sure you read them a bedtime story (or four), and tuck them into bed. My main point here is that 

children are a hot mess.  

 

And yet it is one of these snot-covered, big headed children who Jesus uses to teach His 

followers a lesson of radical welcome. Because let’s be honest, hospitality can be tough.  

 

So here’s the low down on the Gospel: Jesus and His disciples are making their way through 

Galilee. He starts blabbering on about how he is going to be betrayed by one of their own. That 

He will be killed, and three days later rise from the dead. His disciples had no idea what that 

meant, since their leader always spoke in parables anyway. They were just too cowardly to ask 

Jesus to clarify, so they start gossiping. 

 

And when they get to Capernaum and settle into the house where they’re staying, Jesus comes in 

and nonchalantly asks “So, what were y’all arguing about on the road back there?” And the 

disciples freeze up like a deer in headlights. They were totally guilty, since they weren’t exactly 

talking about how to feed the hungry, house the poor, or pray for the oppressed. They were 

ashamed to tell the truth- that they were arguing like middle school boys on who they thought 

was the greatest disciple. 

 

To which Jesus says “Whoever wants to be first must be last of all and servant of all.” So Jesus 

takes a youngster and places him among the grownups. He takes the child into his arms and says 

“Whoever welcomes one such child in my name welcomes me, and whoever welcomes me 

welcomes not me but the one who sent me.”  

 



But how many of you thought of this child as about a cute little model, well dressed in a flannel 

and khakis from a Gap commercial? We need to consider how differently children were 

perceived 2000 years ago. Sometimes it’s difficult to remember that the sentimentality attached 

to childhood and adolescence is fairly recent phenomenon. We usually see children as innocent 

and angelic. In Jesus’ time, they didn’t market off of children being adorable. Children of Jesus’ 

day didn’t take bubble baths and watch Sesame Street and have a chapter of Charlotte’s Web or 

Goodnight Moon read to them before bedtime. Childhood was a time of terror. Children were 

produced to keep the family line going and to attain laborers for the family business. They were 

treated more like dogs than members of the family. It took a long time to housetrain them and 

they would leak everywhere. They were dirty and useless and maybe even unwanted.  

 

To teach the disciples about true greatness, Jesus puts this kind of child in the lime light, on 

center stage. He took this same kind of child into his arms and explains: when you welcome this, 

you welcome me. This is an important lesson of Christian welcome. I think welcoming children 

into our midst is a messy but beautiful reality that we are more than ready for, because with that 

we are welcoming God’s own self. Because I know the distracting noises of children in worship 

are more pleasing to God’s ears than any “Hosanna” or “Hallelujah.” And you can quote me on 

that. 

 

All of this talk about children has made me wonder: Why is it that whenever we read the Gospels 

we always unconsciously assume that the disciples are a stand in for us? There’s obviously 

nothing wrong with that—I mean why not consider yourself like someone who gave their whole 

lives to God? I went through a long period of agnosticism through middle school and high school 

after my grandmother got sick and passed away. I wanted to believe in God again. I really did. It 

was just really easy to see everything Jesus says as a to-do list, as opposed to a way of life. I can 

almost imagine the disciples walking around with little notebooks. “Pick up your cross and 

follow me?” Got it. “Love your neighbor as yourself?” Will do. “Try to be last.” “Pray more.” 

“Forgive everyone. “Turn the other cheek.” “Cut off your limbs.” “Plant mustard seeds 

correctly.” But how is a to-do list helpful for the already exhausted? 

 

I started to wonder why the disciples were so insecure about asking Jesus to clarify his story a 

few verses back. Why were they instead having a senseless argument about who was the greatest 

among them? And why did they later fail to own up to it and claim to have no idea what Jesus 

was talking about? It made me think about times where I acted the same way. The times where I 

had been too cowardly to ask about something because I was supposed to be the one in charge 

and know everything. The times where I was full of myself like the disciples and the times when 

I was ashamed to come clean about my smallness. The times where my inadequacies were so 

crippling that I over-compensated and looked like a real jackass in the process.  

 

I wondered about how things could’ve been so much different if I believed that these same 

childish, immature parts of me were that parts that Jesus welcomes with open arms.  

 

Those not-so-great parts of us don’t differ much from that first century child which was 

welcomed into the arms of the Son of Man. The parts of us that are like a useless child that has 

boogers and baby food wiped across their face. A child who literally cannot understand the 

savior’s teachings at all. A child who has no type of ability to prove himself worthy. The child 



who no one wants around, who no one notices is there. These are the very parts of us that Jesus 

takes into a loving embrace and mutters “welcome.” 

 

So maybe this morning serves as a reminder. We are supposed to be strong for ourselves and for 

each other for the sake of God’s Kingdom. But who we are, more often than we like to admit, is 

small and scared, lacking in understanding and yet almost never in a place where we feel safe 

enough to admit it. We don’t need to hide these things about us anymore, not with the kind of 

God we have. We serve a God who despite our filth and feelings of worthlessness takes us in 

God’s arms and says “Welcome.” 

 

Every day I fall more and more in love with my job. Working with kids has helped me embrace 

the childish parts of me that I thought no longer served a purpose in my life. I pray every day that 

I can be as fun-loving and compassionate as Adam, Brendan, Christopher, Jacob, Madison, and 

Sara. If I learned anything from these six amazing kiddos, it’s this: These children are quick to 

learn. They aren't afraid to voice their opinions; and sometimes, they say things they may not 

mean. However, their love is deeper than most. They are caring, comforting, and affectionate. 

They watch and are so easily influenced. They cling onto every single word someone says. Most 

of all, children are vulnerable...and that is why it is so important to make sure they know that 

they are loved and that we set an example so they can learn how to live a beautiful life. I've 

learned that not only do they learn from my example, but also that I learn from theirs. They'll 

forever hold a precious place in my heart, and being able to spend even a small part of my life 

with these three families is just icing on the cake. God bless the child. Amen. 

 


