Silent Reflections

Tuesday 26 October

A Child in the Midst
As always, there are different ways of allowing the words, our thoughts and God’s spirit, become
part of our prayer, but this week may be a time when giving ourselves time to imagine ourselves
into the story in different ways may be a fruitful way into our time listening to God.

At that time the disciples came to Jesus and asked,
‘Who is the greatest in the kingdom of heaven?’
He called a child, whom he put among them, and
said, ‘Truly I tell you, unless you change and become
like children, you will never enter the kingdom of
heaven. Whoever becomes humble like this child is
the greatest in the kingdom of heaven. Whoever
welcomes one such child in my name welcomes me.
Matthew 18. 1 -5

He called a child, whom he put among them ....
Whoever welcomes one such child in my name welcomes me.
This is an episode from the gospel that most of us are familiar with – but I wonder how often we really
spend time reflecting on the story beyond Jesus welcoming and blessing children? Read the passage
once more, and this time, spend time thinking where you are.


Are you one of the disciples?



Are you an onlooker in the crowd?



Are you the parent of this child, or another child of a similar age?



Are you the child, standing in the midst of the crowd of adults, wondering what you are doing
there?

A child, powerless, unimportant in their society, nameless in this story, vulnerable, with no obvious
skills or knowledge, but put in the midst by Jesus.


Who might we think of who is also powerless, with nothing obvious to offer, but who Jesus
invites us to see in the centre, “in the midst”?

Unless you change and become like little children you will never enter the
kingdom of heaven.
What is it in a child that enables them to enter the kingdom heaven?
What do we need to re-learn or re-discover?
You may want to think of a child you know, or have watched in a park:
Think how long it takes for a 2 year old to walk along a path, stopping at each insect or stone
Think of the joy of a child who has just reached the top of a climbing frame
Think of a child wanting to share a game, or a cake with someone they know

But in case this gets a bit romantic -think of a self centred screaming child in the middle of the night! Or
a child lying down on the pavement refusing to go anywhere....
Is it the parts of a child we love that make them able to enter the kingdom of heaven – or is it also their
total dependance on a care giver, their willingness to express exactly how they are feeling, including
anger and frustration and sadness?
Or their trust that their needs will be answered?

4.00am Madonna
Grim faced, she is desperate for sleep.
Her hands hold the wide-awake baby with care,
But she can barely keep her arms open,
And her mouth slouches with fatigue.
The pot of tea on the sideboard is getting cold.
The line of baby clothes dries slowly.
She wonders why the angel didn’t mention
4.00am feeds, the grizzling infant,
The vast amount of washing.
She wonders if God got this tired creating the
world, keeping it going.
Placing Jesus back in his cot
And turning to switch out the light
She thinks she must remember to ask.
(Nicola Slee)

Except you become like a little child...
You may want to spend some time reflecting on what it
might feel like to be the child, held by God.

“Yet it was I who taught Ephraim to walk, I who took
them up in my arms; but they did not know that I healed
them. I led them with cords of human kindness, with
bands of love. I was to them like those who lift infants to
their cheeks. I bent down to them and fed them.”
Hosea 11:3-4
“Like the eagle that stirs up its nest, and hovers over its
young, God spreads wings to catch you, and carries you on
pinions.”
Deuteronomy 32:11-12
When you pray say “Father, hallowed be your name..”
Luke 11. 2
“Can a woman forget her nursing child, or show no compassion for the child of her womb? Even
these may forget, yet I will not forget you.”
Isaiah 49:15
“But I have calmed and quieted my soul, like a weaned child with its mother; my soul is like the
weaned child that is with me.”
Psalm 131:2
“Jerusalem, Jerusalem, the city that kills the prophets and stones those who are sent to it! How
often have I desired to gather your children together as a hen gathers her brood under her wings,
and you were not willing!”
Matthew 23:37 and Luke 13:34
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