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Faith like a child’s * Luke 18:15-17 

September 16, 2018 * Langford Community Church * Graham Gladstone 

 

It was a day I will never forget. 

 

It started out like any other – crack of dawn, in the cool of the morning, hoe in hand, trying to keep the 

field free of weeds.  The crop looked fine, but I was worried that we wouldn’t have enough and so I was 

doing all I could to make the fields grow.  “I’m the provider” I kept telling myself.  “I gotta make these 

crops grow so I can feed my family.” 

 

Those thoughts filled my head – but there was another - “What if I can’t?  What if I can’t grow enough to 

eat?” I worried.  Death was all too common in our house – two of our last four children had died in 

infancy.  Now all we have is a toddler and a baby.  The infant mortality rate is so high these days, but 

that fact didn’t ease of the pain of losing a child.   

 

And besides, I had to prove to the village what a success I was.  “You’re only as good as your last 

harvest” they say and my last harvest wasn’t great.  I needed to prove my worth.   

 

And so I kept at it, hard as I could – just ‘strike the weed, earn your keep, strike the weed, earn your 

keep.’   

 

And then out of the corner of my eye, I caught some movement that made me stop and straighten up.  

A smile spread across my face as a saw my visitor – my three year old son, bumbling his way towards me 

through the uneven ground of the field.   

 

I wiped the sweat from my eyes and bent down to pick him up.  ‘You’re smelly daddy’ he said.  Ironic, I 

thought, thinking of the pile of swaddlers that he had gone through and then passed down to our 

newborn.  “Mommy says lunchtime” he said and I put him down and walked home with him, ready for 

some food.   

 

We gathered around the fire, a warm aroma of spices coming from whatever it was my wife had cooked.  

The baby was quiet and we were ready to eat.  We sat down, blessed the Lord who had provided it, and 

began to eat.   

 

“There’s a teacher in town” my wife said.  I wasn’t much interested so I just nodded my head. 

 

“A teacher in town who has done miracles in others towns” she said.  “A man they say who is blessed by 

God.” 

 

I rolled my eyes a little.  “He just wants money” I said. 

 

But she continued – “He’s not like that” she said.  “He speaks with authority and He DOESN’T take 

money – in fact I’ve heard he doesn’t have a place of His own.” 
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“You can go” I said.  “But I’m staying here.  I’ve got too much to do to worry about God.”   

 

My wife looked at me with irritation.  “He’s not far and His blessing will protect our children.” 

 

“I can’t” I said.  “I’m just too busy.” 

 

“If He could bless our children, they would probably live to help you in the fields” she said. 

 

She had a point there and I had to admit that I did love that goofy little smile, even if he was telling me I 

stunk.   

 

“Fine” I said.  “We’ll go.”  But I’m not sure it’s worth it I thought.  He’s too busy.  He’s not going to care 

about a bunch of yokels like us.  Or about kids.  Still – happy wife, happy life.   

 

So we made our way out to where the teacher was teaching.  I guess we weren’t the only ones who’d 

heard about this Jesus – there were crowds of people everywhere.  And all kinds of people too – the 

teachers of the Law in their fancy robes, the merchants with their clean clothes and pale faces and lots 

of people like us.  And right in the middle of it all, surrounded by twelve important looking body guards, 

was the man Jesus.  He was not what I expected.    No handsome face, no royal air – just a man – but 

more than a man.  He seemed to radiate peace in the midst of the chaos.   

 

“We’ll never get through to them” I said to my wife, as I looked at the crush of people around Him.  “We 

might as well go home.” 

 

But quick as wink, she started into the crowd.  Babe in arms, she made her way through the mass of 

people like a woman on a mission.  I scrambled to keep up with her, throwing the boy on my shoulders 

and pushing through the crowd.  He didn’t seem to realize the stress of the situation – he was having the 

time of his life perched on daddy’s shoulders, surfing through the sea of people. 

 

And then suddenly, we were standing face to face with one of the gatekeepers – an apostle I later 

discovered.  And he looked at me and he looked at the kids and he asked ‘what do you want?” 

 

My wife confidently help up our baby and said ‘we wish the teacher would touch our children.’ 

 

And the apostle laughed.  Straight up laughed.  “Are you kidding lady?  Look around.  All of these people 

want some of His time – He is NOT going to spend it on a bunch of snotty nosed brats.” 

 

Well, that was that, I figured.  I could have told her that at home – I thought – then realized that I had.  

An ‘I told you so’ was forming in my mouth as I turned to walk back through the crowd. 

 

And then suddenly – that voice – peaceful, authoritative, piercing.  “Let the children come to me and do 

not get in their way.  The Kingdom of God belongs to people who are like them.”   
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I turned around to see the source of those words and was floored when I realized – it was Jesus.  It was 

Jesus.  He was standing now – just feet away from my wife and child and reaching out to take the baby 

in His arms.  I couldn’t believe it.  He had just rebuked his disciples and ruled in favour of my wife! 

 

And then He raised His voice, so He could be heard and He repeated – “The Kingdom of God belongs to 

people like this child.  I tell you the truth – unless you receive the Kingdom of God like a little child, you 

will never enter it.”  And then He took our baby and our boy in His arms and blessed them.    With a 

warm smile, He passed them back to us and went on with his ministry. 

 

I was floored.  Not only had he taken the time to bless our children, He used them to correct His 

disciples’ thinking.  He had used them as an object lesson to teach to that the only way into the Kingdom 

was to receive it like a child.   

 

As we walked home, the boy asleep on my shoulder, baby in my wife’s arms, I started to mull over what 

He meant.   

 

“The Kingdom belongs to such as these.”  “Anyone who will not receive the kingdom of God like a little 

child will never enter it.” 

 

What is it about children that makes them receptive to the Kingdom?  I wondered.  And how can I be 

‘childlike’ and receive the Kingdom?   

 

And then it struck me – the weight of my sleeping boy resting on my shoulder – legs dangling in the air – 

little children are dependent.  They can do next to nothing on their own.  They rely entirely on their 

parents and trust implicitly that their parents will take care of them and provide all that they need.   

 

And in an instant, all my fretting over the crops pierced me like a bolt of lightning – I was trusting my 

own ability to grow the crops.  But how silly is that?  I can’t MAKE crops grow.  Only God can.  And He 

would.  And I could depend on Him for that.  He would take care of it.   

 

That didn’t mean that I wouldn’t be responsible in taking care of the fields, but instead of thinking that I 

could make the crops grow, I would rely on God.  And trust that He would provide enough.  And He 

always had.  He always would.  I could depend on Him.   

  

And then as I thought about the disciples, another thought hit me.  Little kids are humble, unimportant, 

inconsequential.  They don’t try to make themselves look important or prestigious. They just – are.  And 

they’re content with who they are.  They’re content knowing how deeply their parents love them.   

 

And again, I felt the implication hit me like a ton of bricks – all my desire to make a name for myself in 

the community – to be important – I could never be more important than I am in God’s eyes.  I don’t 

have to impress Him or to impress others – I simply need to the humility to come to Him and hear Him 

say – “You are important because I love you.” 
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That encounter with Jesus changed me – from an attention seeking workaholic to a man resting in the 

power of God, knowing that my value comes from Him.  That’s all it takes to receive the Kingdom; that’s 

what it means to have faith like a child.   

 

Let’s pray.  

 

Father, thank You for being our Father.  We confess that we often seek the world’s approval before 

Yours.  We confess that we often rely on our own strength, rather that trust in Your limitless power.  

Forgive us.   

 

And God, we hear You say ‘the Kingdom belongs to children who have faith like a child’s’ – help us to 

have that faith.  Deepen our dependence on You.  Show us where we are consumed by worry and where 

we need to surrender those concerns to you.  Show us where we crave the world’s approval and remind 

us that we are oh-so-significant just because You love us.  Help us to cultivate humility and dependence 

in our hearts Lord.  Help us to lean on you as a child leans on a loving parent.  In Jesus’ name we pray.  

Amen.   

 

 

BENEDICTION 

 

7 My salvation and my honor depend on God; he is my mighty rock, my refuge. 

 8 Trust in him at all times, O people; pour out your hearts to him, for God is our refuge. Selah 

 (Psa 62:7-8 NIV). 


