“Suffer The Little Children to Come Unto Me”

My turn in the rota for doing the Zoom service for the folks at Gateway Haven came up this past
Sunday. Instead of a sermon, | always read a story from one of two books | have that are part of
a series of books entitled, “Stories of the Heart,” stories about everyday life, by everyday people,
with everyday life lessons. Sunday’s story was entitled, “Are You God?,” a story about an
American soldier and a starving young boy, who had been orphaned by the bombing in a section
of London, England during World War Il. After the service, | got to thinking about the terrible cost
of conflicts worldwide, and of the thousands upon thousands of children who are victimized by
these conflicts; totally bewildered by what has happened, orphaned, no place to call home,
starving, and nobody to comfort them, because war has left everyone else in the same
circumstances. Wars don’t discriminate between the “enemy” side or the “friendly” side; people
on both sides die the same hideous death, lose their home and all their possessions, lose family
members, their source of living, everything.

I may have posted the photo at the head of this essay before; it sticks in my mind. | lived across
the narrow street from this little cemetery in the small German town of Hombruch, that | suppose
could be called a suburb of the larger industrial city of Dortmund. Beneath each small cross in
this cluster of one hundred and ninety-seven crosses, lies the body of a child. In some cases, also
his/her mother, and in a few instances, even grandparents. Hombruch lies between the large
Krupp steel mill in Dortmund, and another rolled steel mill in the adjoining town of Barop, and of
course bombing a target from twenty-two thousand feet means that many bombs are going to
strike nearby homes. | often walked the paths of this little cemetery, and it was liberally sprinkled
with the graves of other victims of the war. Cemeteries all over Europe similarly reflect this tragic
loss of almost two generations of young people who would have represented the future of their
homeland.

But conflict isn’t the only thing that children fall victim to; through draught and other natural
causes, some countries are frequently visited by famine, and starvation is rampant, and it always
seems to me that children are the first victims to fall. | recall watching a BBC news broadcast a
few years ago...... one of the international relief organizations had set up an emergency food



station on a dusty patch of ground at the edge of an African village, and into the camera view
appeared this emaciated little boy, likely about seven or eight years old, crawling towards the
food station on his hands and knees, because he didn’t have the strength to walk. I’'m a very
emotional person, and immediately broke into tears, and that image has stuck in my mind ever
since. This was not a simple one-off incident; this scene is being played out every day of the year
in many different parts of the world.

Having said all that, affluent countries are not themselves totally free of the sorry problem of
hungry children, and | think it is likely safe to assume that the unemployment problems created
by Covid-19 have exacerbated the problem.

Children held a special place in Jesus’ heart.... Mark 10: “Suffer the little children to come unto
me, and forbid them not: for of such is the kingdom of God.” There are countries in this world of
ours that seem constantly to be at war, or are suffering major food and other shortages, because
of some natural disaster. Unfortunately some of us become so used to seeing these things that
we become complacent; some people don’t even care. Children growing up in that environment
and constantly experiencing violence and deprivation, will carry that into their adult lives, and
the chain of violence may very well continue. The needs of the world’s children are something
we must always keep in mind when we are deciding what charities we should support.
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