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25th Sunday in Ordinary Time, Year B 
Gospel Reflection 

September 23, 2018 
 
 
Mark 9:30-37 
Jesus and his disciples left from there and began a journey through Galilee, but he did not wish anyone to 
know about it.  He was teaching his disciples and telling them, “The Son of Man is to be handed over to 
men and they will kill him, and three days after his death the Son of Man will rise.”  But they did not 
understand the saying, and they were afraid to question him. 
They came to Capernaum and, once inside the house, he began to ask them, “What were you arguing 
about on the way?”  
But they remained silent. They had been discussing among themselves on the way who was the greatest.  
Then he sat down, called the Twelve, and said to them, “If anyone wishes to be first, he shall be the last of 
all and the servant of all.”  
Taking a child, he placed it in their midst, and putting his arms around it, he said to them, “Whoever 
receives one child such as this in my name, receives me; and whoever receives me, receives not me but 
the One who sent me.” 
 
Here ends the reading of the Gospel. 
 
 
Let’s imagine we are at the birth of a child. It could be our grandchild. It could be the child of a friend or 
even a mother hardly known to us. Or it could be our own. 
 
What happens when we first see the crown of that baby? What do we do when we hear its cry? For me, 
tears would burst forth from eyes that have witnessed the greatest miracle of all creation. Tears of joy, 
wonder, amazement, awe. And then the warmth of relief would wave through me, from my heart and 
on into every cell of my being. For, at last, the child is born! 
 
And then what? If it were my child, and it is healthy, he or she would be placed in my arms that have 
ached nine months for this moment. No matter that my arms might be weak from a long, hard labor; 
mothers are known to overcome all manner of exhaustion for the sake of their children. Staring at the 
tiny red face, my breath would catch. I hold such a fragile thing. And then I would pull the child close, so 
it knows that nestling with me is safety. If I were not the mother, I would long to offer the same 
assurance of protection to the new life in our midst. 
 
Let’s move a step further in our imagination. If we were called to welcome that child into the world in 
the name of Jesus, would our response be different? I think not. Why?  
 
Because fresh, new love springs from the birth of a child. But love is not new; how does this make 
sense?  All the feelings and thoughts I’ve described are a gift of that little being’s Creator, which is Love. 
It is Love who floods in and through the one who receives his miracle.  This is how we receive a little one 
into our lives in his name. 
 
What if we were to receive all people into our lives in the name of Jesus? Not coddling them as with a 
newborn, but by allowing His Love to flood in and through us to them just the same. We do that by 
offering our hearts, if not our arms, as a haven and let Love reign there, fresh and new.  
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What difference would a reception of others in his name make in the world? I would venture to say, a 
remarkable difference. And if we were to do so, would it matter who was first to be loved or honored? 
Of course not. Because with true Love, there is no greatest.  And if we were not vying for top place in 
God’s world, we would find ourselves serving one other in order for each to feel worthy of His love. 
 
To receive one in the name of Jesus is to make us last – as he was, in a sense, having been tortured on a 
tree – and a servant, as He was.  
 

Lord, each day when I encounter any person you have created, remind me to welcome each in 
your name, that they know the safekeeping of Love, the security of you.  In that way, as I allow you to 
love and serve through me, I can make a positive mark in the world. Amen. 
 
When have you been aware of welcoming a person into your life in the name of Jesus? How does that 
awareness change you? 
 
To Jesus, through Mary. 
Cheryl Ann Wills 
 
 
 
 
 

©2018 by Lumen Christi Press 
Grandview, Missouri, USA 

All rights reserved. 
No part of this material may be used or reproduced in any manner without written permission except in the case of 

brief quotations embodied in critical articles and review. 
 


