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Mothers Encouragement Group 

January 26, 2017 

Hospitality is a teacher 

 

A review of some principles of raising children that we have spoken about: 1) the Lord 

made women—and suited them—for the job of mothering children; 2) our children, who belong 

to Christ because they belong to us, are born foolish and stupid, that is, they will naturally choose 

to sin if left alone; 3) we must love our children so that they know that we are absolutely and 

unquestionably on their side all the time; 4) obedience is the first and most important rule for our 

children; 5) if your children do not fear you they will not fear God either; 6) we should keep to 

only a few rules of the household—rules of principle—that ought never to be transgressed; 7) the 

strength of a child’s rebellion must be met with equal parental strength—not less and certainly 

never more; 8) your children ARE your life right now and they are the means the Lord has 

chosen for your sanctification even as He has chosen you as the means for theirs; 9) the dialectic: 

the discussion of how seemingly opposing things in the life of children are addressed, such as the 

fact that they are born with Adam’s nature, full of sin and prone to it, yet they are required to live 

according to their saved nature, which is Christ’s; 10) marriage is the backdrop, the atmosphere, 

the context in which family life is managed and it must be nurtured above all else save one’s own 

relationship to, and worship of, our Lord; and 11) the work we do in the lives of our children is a 

process—a long one.  

 

Twelfth Principle: 
 

     Showing hospitality or, cultivating a loving heart, is the best of all schools for your 

children. It is something that needs to permeate the atmosphere of a Christian home and so 

influence its children that as they grow up, the habit of it becomes ingrained in their minds 

and hearts. Hebrews 13:1-2: “Let brotherly love continue. Do not neglect to show 

hospitality to strangers, for thereby some have entertained angels unawares.” 
     

Leviticus 19:33-34: “ When a stranger sojourns with you in your land, you shall not 

do him wrong. You shall treat the stranger who sojourns with you as the native among you, 

and you shall love him as yourself, for you were strangers in the land of Egypt: I am the 

Lord your God.” Hospitality is not only a gift, meaning that it may be easier and more 

enjoyable for some than for others, but it is also an obligation. And, it is not only an act but a 

state of mind.  

Take, for example, the issue of race. We are hearing a lot these days that “black lives 

matter” and for those of us with black children in our families or whose children go to school 

with black children this is becoming an important issue (of course it should have always been an 

important issue!). When we hear the Lord say, “You shall treat the stranger who sojourns 

with you as the native among you, and you shall love him as yourself,” we can easily see the 

sins that one people of our country has committed against another people of our country and we 

Christians should be the first to confess those sins and seek to make reparation. Our children 

need to see us loving “the stranger” that lives among us so that these sins might not be repeated 

in generations to come and the church family ought to show the world how this can be done. 
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As with all the commandments that our God has given us we come up against a mandate, 

a place of “obey whether you like it or not.” We do this with our children often, don’t we? When 

they are little, especially, their reasoning powers are small if not non-existent and we sometimes 

have to say to them, “You may not argue with me; you must obey; you must trust me and do 

what I have told you to do.” We know that in the end—if they obey—they will be happier and 

holier and they will be much more pleasant to be around for others who are in their company and 

even for ourselves. So the Lord has done this with us. His commandments are simply given 

without discussion, without explaining why and with every expectation of obedience. We must 

trust Him that His law is good, that He has given it out of love for us, for our happiness, for the 

development of our holiness and for the happiness of others. But not only has God given us 

commands He has given us an example of how those commands are actually worked out. These 

examples are everywhere in the Bible but Jesus’ own example of the life He lived on earth did 

for us what we ought to be doing for our children. What we demand of them we are also doing in 

front of them all the time, as best we can. Our love and care for our children is a picture of our 

Lord’s love for us or, if you will, we learn what our love and care for them should be by what we 

know of God’s love and care for us. 

Let’s take a look at the command to be hospitable. Jesus, who had no home of His own, 

was constantly on the move and tired, yet He welcomed the crowds who gathered around Him 

and pressed in on Him. See what He did when the disciples came back from the preaching trip 

He sent them on: Luke 9:10-11: “On their return the apostles told him all that they had 

done. And he took them and withdrew to a town called Bethsaida. When the crowds 

learned it, they followed him, and he welcomed them and spoke to them of the kingdom of 

God and cured those who had need of healing.” One might have thought that this was a time 

when Jesus needed to be alone with his disciples in order to teach them how to do their job more 

effectively, responding to their specific experiences, showing them where they had done well, 

what they could or should have done differently: you know, time for “retreat,” for a “conference 

on ministry,” for “deepening their relationship” with each other in order to be “more effective” 

for kingdom work! After all, He did “withdraw” with them “to a town called Bethsaida.” But 

does Jesus send the crowds away so that can be done? No, He welcomed them, spoke truth to 

them and healed them. In other words, HE LOVED THEM and by doing this He was showing 

His disciples how to live and how to minister. Later on that day, after hours of talking and 

healing, Jesus fed that same crowd with the five loaves of bread and two fishes (this after the 

disciples urged Him to send them all away!). 

Even as we expect obedience from our children “whether they like it or not,” what we 

really want to see, is glad obedience, happy and trusting, secure in the love of the parent who 

demanded it. So with us and our Lord; so with the particular demand of hospitality: see the 

incident of the Pharisee who invited Jesus to have a meal in his house, offering hospitality to 

Him. This story ought to break our hearts. Luke 7:36-47: “One of the Pharisees asked him to 

eat with him, and he went into the Pharisee’s house and reclined at the table. And behold, a 

woman of the city, who was a sinner, when she learned that he was reclining at table in the 

Pharisee’s house, brought an alabaster flask of ointment, and standing behind him at his 

feet, weeping, she began to wet his feet with her tears and wiped them with the hair of her 

head and kissed his feet and anointed them with the ointment. [An embarrassing display of 

emotion?—it certainly was to Jesus’ host] Now when the Pharisee who had invited him saw 

this, he said to himself [not to Jesus, mind you!], ‘If this man were a prophet, he would have 
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known who and what sort of woman this is who is touching him, for she is a sinner.’” Then 

comes Jesus’ story about the two debtors who owed different amounts to a moneylender, were 

not able to pay their debts and were forgiven by him. Then His question to Simon the Pharisee, 

“‘Which of them will love him more?’ Simon answered, ‘The one, I suppose, for whom he 

cancelled the larger debt.’ And [Jesus] said to him, ‘You have judged rightly.’ Then 

turning toward the woman he said to Simon, ‘Do you see this woman? I entered your 

house; you gave me no water for my feet, but she has wet my feet with her tears and wiped 

them with her hair. You gave me no kiss, but from the time I came in she has not ceased to 

kiss my feet. You did not anoint my head with oil, but she has anointed my feet with 

ointments. Therefore I tell you, her sins, which are many, are forgiven--for she loved much. 

But he who is forgiven little, loves little.’” We see from this account that what the Lord wants 

to see in the giving of hospitality is the outpouring of our love for others. He did not think the 

behavior of that woman was “an embarrassing display;” rather, He saw her heart, the distress of 

her soul, her love for the one lying there at the Pharisee’s table and her extravagant expression of 

it. He also saw the tepid interest of His host and so sought to show him the state of his heart. The 

Lord wants our hospitality to be more like the expression of that woman. When we express true 

interest in the lives of others and in the state of their souls we are truly loving them. It is not a 

box to check—oh whew, I did that one this week! It is an attitude of selflessness and of grace 

given to others. It is the turning away of your thoughts from yourself and your own concerns 

towards the one standing in front of you; it is an expression of humility, of loving someone else 

more than ourselves in any given moment. 

I have sometimes heard it said, “Narthex time is so hard; I hate it!” Well, I do too; I’m 

not sure I know anyone who loves this time—except maybe Eunice De Soto!—when we are all 

freely mingling and we’re wondering if our dress is too short, whether our children are behaving 

sweetly enough, whether we look fat in our clothes or, my case, what are people thinking about 

the choir this morning? A million and one thoughts about our own poor little insecure selves 

crowd into our minds. So what do we naturally do? We gravitate to our friends, gathering around 

those we know best and who know us and who give us the most comfort because we know they 

love us already. But what is the purpose of that “Narthex time”? It is NOT, I’m sorry to tell you, 

for comforting ourselves and filling up our own “cups of fellowship.” Rather, it is for the 

purpose of showing hospitality to strangers, for welcoming those who have come to us from 

outside our own fellowship; it is for bringing comfort to someone else, forgetting about ourselves 

and how we feel! Hard? Yup. So what? The Lord still demands it of us, having promised that 

following Him would not always be easy. Jesus said, “For if you love those who love you, what 

reward do you have: Do not even the tax collectors [who, we must understand were notorious 

cheats and hated by everyone] do the same? And if you greet only your brothers, what more 

are you doing than others? Do not even the Gentiles [sorry to say it, but that’s us!] do the 

same? You therefore must be perfect, as your heavenly Father is perfect.” Matthew 5:46-48 

(When they were children Bryonie used to quote this verse to Vange!) 

I used to tell my girls that even their appearance could and ought to be thought of in 

terms of hospitality. One spends time in the morning preparing oneself for the day, looking 

carefully to see that what you are presenting to the world is pleasant, modest, well-put-together 

and as pretty as possible given what the Lord has given you in the way of a “canvas.” But then 

when you go away from that mirror you should forget about it, trusting that you have done the 

work you should have done. Now the job is to think of others, making your spirit and your 
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demeanor as welcoming and winsome as your appearance. You have not dressed to win 

compliments from others but to please the Lord and to be winsome for Him. It does help to 

remember that everyone else in the world is in the same boat as you are; everyone is self-

conscious, self-absorbed, insecure, and if you would give someone else the comfort of not being 

so then you have given to that one the same grace of forgiveness that Jesus gave the dear woman 

who was so broken-hearted over her sin. Nowadays this is often expressed as a “safe place,” that 

is, a place where one can love and be loved, forgive and be forgiven—one sinner responding 

humbly and kindly to another. We can, and should, be “safe places” walking around for anyone 

we may meet. 

 

Hospitality as a state of mind and heart, can be many things, shown to others in many 

different kinds of ways. When Edith Schaeffer died some years ago now we thought back on the 

ministry she and her husband had together. If there is one word that could encapsulate what they 

were both about it is certainly hospitality. L’Abri, the community they established in Switzerland 

that eventually grew to include other locations around the world was started in their home and 

became the extension of the love they showed to others who were in need of help, whether 

physical or spiritual. “L’Abri” is French for “shelter” and offered a place of safety, nourishment, 

friendship and Gospel-living for those who came to stay for either a short time or an extended 

one. Their work was the giving of sermons and speeches, the leading of discussions, the writing 

of books, the cooking of meals, the cleaning of beds, the conversations with and the teaching of 

those who came, right alongside their own children and grandchildren. For their living they 

trusted the Lord and He really did provide for them physically in amazing answers to prayers. 

Their hospitality was both a state of mind and heart and many actions that demonstrated that 

heart. I saw it all firsthand when I was 18 years old and what strikes me most about their lives as 

I reflect about them now is that they were both so sure and certain of the Creator-God who made 

the world and everything and everyone in it that they were not afraid to meet anyone just where 

they were no matter how abnormal or crazy that was. There was no trouble, no life so messed up, 

no insecurity that could not be met by the infinite wisdom and resources of the God they loved 

and served. I was radicalized by it as only an 18-year old can be, full of their way of life and full 

of myself in that way of life. My parents were impressed, cautious and a little scared too, 

wondering just what had taken place in their daughter’s mind! Much later, after I had started 

dating Rob I discovered that the Rayburns and the Schaeffers were close even though the lives 

they were living were very different. 

Here is, bear with me, a rather lengthy excerpt from my father-in-law’s tribute to Francis 

when he died: 

 

Dr. Robert G. Rayburn's Eulogy for Francis Schaeffer: 
 

My first contact with Francis Schaeffer came at a very critical time in my life. I had just 
suffered an experience which had a shattering effect upon me. I had been tried and deposed from 
the ministry of the denomination in which I was born, reared and educated and in which I had 
served as a chaplain on the battlefields of World War II. I was still in the uniform of my country 
when the sentence of deposition was pronounced upon me by my presbytery. Actually, I was 
declared guilty and deposed from the ministry for thinking about doing something which I had 
never done! No word of proof was ever introduced into the trial which established the fact that I 
had violated my ordination vows. My "guilt" was established entirely on my admission that I had 
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written a letter in which I indicated deep distress over the growing liberalism in my denomination 
and confessed that I had seriously considered leaving it. 

It would be difficult for anyone who had not passed through the experience of being 
stripped of his ministerial standing and told he was not welcome in the church he had sought to 
serve faithfully to understand what a traumatic incident this was in my life. The details of that 
episode in my life do not belong here. What is of deep significance to me is the fact that although 
he had never known me personally, when Francis Schaeffer learned of the action of my 
presbytery, he came to see me traveling the considerable distance from St. Louis where he was 
pastor of a growing congregation to Texas where my trial had been held and where I was 
endeavoring to decide what my future ministry was to be. 

Although Francis had never personally experienced the shock of ecclesiastical censure, I 
was impressed almost immediately with the fact that here was a man who seemed to have 
grasped the reality of genuine Christian empathy. He could and did "rejoice with those who 
rejoice and weep with those who weep." 

He was quite willing for me to share with him the details of the event which had both 
grieved and humiliated me. He understood my pain. At the same time he kept reminding me of 
the never-failing love of the Lord and of His promises never to forsake those who are His very 
own. He reminded me that I had preached to others the never-failing grace of God and gently 
called me to that implicit trust in God which I had entreated others to demonstrate in their lives. I 
had never before experienced such an amazing combination of deep understanding based upon 
genuine Christian love and absolute loyalty to the sure word of Scripture. Francis and I sat alone 
for several hours sharing our thoughts. We continued this fellowship as we went for a long walk 
together. From that day on we were close friends!... 

 

That was the demonstration of a hospitable heart motivating the action of coming 

alongside one who was in need. Is this not what we crave for ourselves from others? We long for 

others to love us even though our stories “may be shocking!” and/or full of sin. Francis Schaeffer 

provided a “safe place” for my father-in-law when he was hurting and under attack from others. 

He goes on: 

 
...When it came time for my two daughters to go to college, it was the desire of their 

mother and me for them to have an opportunity to gain a good command of a foreign language 
and to be exposed to European culture with all of its refinements in music, art, and literature. 
Because of the closeness of the friendship which had developed between Francis Schaeffer and 
me, I felt free to ask him for a special personal favor. We were unwilling to send our young 
daughters to one of the European universities where they would be subjected to pagan influences 
with little or nothing to encourage them in their Christian lives. Knowing that the Schaeffers had 
opened their home high in the Swiss Alps for a ministry to young people from all over the world, I 
asked them for that special care for our daughters as they studied at the University of Lausanne 
which would make it possible for them to spend their weekends with the Schaeffers. To this they 
responded with happy agreement and the assurance that our daughters would be treated as their 
own. Both of them feel a deep debt of gratitude to Dr. and Mrs. Schaeffer as do we. Their lives 
were enriched and their spiritual discernment deepened by their months of fellowship in the 
Schaeffer home.... 

...During his frequent visits to our [Covenant Seminary] campus, he and Mrs. Schaeffer 
were always guests in our home, and we had many opportunities to observe their selfless 
consideration for others. They received telephone calls from people in many parts of the land who 
sought their aid in their spiritual problems and in their battles with evil. I remember one particular 
occasion very vividly. Dr. Schaeffer was on the telephone for nearly three hours with a deeply 
distressed man in Florida who had just lost his wife after having been assured by a "faith healer" 
that she had been cured. Schaeffer was unwilling to terminate the long telephone conversation 
until he had some assurance that the comfort of God's Word had touched the heart and mind of 
the needy widower. 
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Some years ago a young man came to Covenant Seminary to pursue theological studies, 
and it was apparent early in my contact with him that he had an unusually sharp intellect. 
Knowing that he had been reared a Roman Catholic and had turned away from that faith to 
atheism and existentialism, I inquired as to his spiritual pilgrimage. He told me that he had gone 
to Paris to study with Sartre and other existentialists there hoping to find some meaning in his life, 
but his studies and contacts in Paris had only driven him deep into despair. Through a casual (but 
obviously providential) encounter with a stranger in Paris to whom he confessed his deep 
despair, he was advised to go to a little mountain village in Switzerland where he would come in 
contact with a man who could certainly answer his questions and provide him with meaning for 
life. He soon found himself at L'Abri listening intently to Francis Schaeffer, asking questions and 
frequently raising objections to what he heard. I asked then how he was brought to personal faith 
in Christ. 

"It was not by the strength of the intellectual arguments which I heard," he answered. "I 
still had questions, plenty of them. But it was the love of this man, Dr. Schaeffer, that touched my 
heart and made me see the reality of the living Saviour he talked about. He would spend hours 
with me, and he never seemed to grow weary of my almost endless questions. I couldn't resist 
the love of Christ when I experienced it in this man.".....” 

 

These stories can be multiplied over and over: how the hospitality of both Francis and 

Edith Schaeffer both in their home and out of it affected the lives of others and influenced them 

for Christ. What exactly was this “state of mind?” It was first of all love for, and confidence in, 

the Living God and in His willingness and ability to change a heart. Second, it was the love for 

the one standing in front of them with all the need and vulnerability of the unsaved or even the 

Christian who had in one way or another messed up. 

 

Hospitality is not only a state of mind; it is acts of mercy, generosity and kindness. If 

hospitality needs to begin with a loving heart, that is, a heart of sympathy, understanding and 

sorrow over the woes of another, that loving heart is useless unless it is expressed. This happens 

in speech, or should, all the time, but is most powerful in action. If there is one thing a mother is 

made for and that her heart absolutely gets it is sympathy for the woes of her child. Even when 

we are tired, strung out, stretched to the enth degree, we recognize that cry for help, that distress 

of soul in our children, don’t we, and will try to move heaven and earth to alleviate the pain and 

protect against any onslaught of evil things in their lives, whether from within or from without. 

This is the way the Lord made us—to nurture and protect—and it is a wonderful picture of His 

own love for us and what He wants to see in our love for others as well. To see the woe, to 

recognize the distress in the life of another and then to move heaven and earth to help is the kind 

of self-forgetful hospitality Jesus demonstrated for us and desires to see in us. 

I know a woman who, with her husband and one year old signed up with Safe Families 

and had two different, and difficult, experiences of caring for a 13 month old and a four year old 

while their single moms were in crisis. When I expressed to her my concern that she was over-

extending herself her answer was that she was just seeking to give that cup of cold water in the 

name of Christ to these moms and children who were in great need. She went on to say, “the 

apostle James tells us that religion that is pure and undefiled is to care for orphans and widows in 

their distress and to keep oneself unspotted from the world. Our churches are often much better 

at the latter than they are at the former.” She was right, of course; so often we care more about 

being right than we do about loving the poor. The forerunner of our foster care system is the 

Children’s Aid Society whose founder, Charles Brace, said, “In every American community, 

especially in a Western one, there are many spare places at the table of life. They have enough 
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for themselves and the stranger too.” This is hospitality, isn’t it? Sharing with others who are in 

need the abundance the Lord has given us. There is no doubt that it is hard work, though—hard 

to share that place of refuge, peace and refreshment or at least privacy. My friend said, “Bringing 

a little stranger into your home disrupts everything and takes away peace and refreshment. But 

that is true Christian hospitality at work. We worship comfort and peace, and feel entitled to 

it....Faithfulness is work and hospitality is faithfulness....It takes a whole church to come around 

anyone wanting to be faithful in this way, each one serving as they can. But if our churches can 

rally and put our shoulder to the wheel in the end we can say to struggling mothers and their 

children: ‘At Christ’s church, you will always be safe and loved.’” 

 

Hospitality is a classroom for your children; there are many things that children “catch” 

as they grow and the atmosphere and attitude of your home is one of them. When I was growing 

up in a tiny little OPC in Waterloo, Iowa I can distinctly recall that when visitors came to church 

it was a big deal! My father always welcomed them and introduced himself to them but we did 

not invite them home for dinner—plans had already been made and my mother was the kind that 

felt she couldn’t change things at the last minute. I never really thought about this as being a bad 

thing until much later in life. I remember others at church hanging back, not talking to the 

visitors or at least being very cautious about it, as though they were suspicious of how they might 

infect the purity of our (oh so small!) congregation. (But if they managed to stick it out for three 

weeks in a row the dad would be on the list for deacon or elder!) 

I remember very well after college moving to St. Louis to begin a course at Covenant 

Seminary. I was worshiping in RPCES churches and surrounded by RPCES professors, students 

and staff members. My parents were large-hearted enough to think this would not damage my 

faith! especially since the Schaeffers were also a part of this denomination. The difference I felt 

immediately in the atmosphere of that place was remarkable—so completely open-hearted and 

welcoming, with absolutely no suspicion of me or of my faith. I felt at home. It is no wonder that 

their churches were growing while ours were not.  

Years later Rob’s sister Bronwyn and I were on a trip together in Italy—a gift Rob had 

given to us both with frequent-flyer miles. We were on a train going to Florence from Venice 

and I remember her looking across the aisle at someone, hearing a snippet of English, and was 

immediately in conversation with that person, sympathizing with the circumstances in which she 

found herself. I honestly don’t remember anything about the person or what the circumstances 

were but I remember very well how quickly the bridge of silence between them was crossed by 

Bronwyn and how easily she found a place of relating to a total stranger—because they were 

both human beings and had the same frailties, longings and needs. Proverbs 31:20 says: “She 

opens her hand to the poor and reaches out her hands to the needy.” If anyone had learned 

how to do this it was Bronwyn. This particular conversation did not blossom into some lasting 

relationship but it lasted long enough to teach me that the fear in my own heart was silly and 

self-centered. I was OPC still!  

Consider Mary, the mother of our Lord; wasn’t her humble, submissive “yes” to the news 

the angel brought her a lovely expression of hospitality? She was troubled by the news but 

trusted her God and she made a space for the Savior of the world. Ann Voskamp put it this way: 

“She became a space. Mary—she opens her hands and she nods. And the promises come true in 

the space of her surrender—the pod of the Most High God lodging within her willing yes. 

Beneath her heart—in one yielded space—beats the thrumming love of God. There is no need to 
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produce or perform or perfect—simply become a place for God. That is all.” [The Greatest Gift 

by Ann Voskamp, p. 221] I love that last sentence: “There is no need to produce or perform or 

perfect—simply become a place for God.”  

Let me close with another incident in Jesus’ life that speaks to a heart of love that is 

expressed in the action of the life. Luke 14:1-5 & 12-14: “One Sabbath, when he went to dine 

at the house of a ruler of the Pharisees, they were watching him carefully. And behold, 

there was a man before him who had dropsy. And Jesus responded to the lawyers and 

Pharisees saying, ‘Is it lawful to heal on the Sabbath, or not?’ But they remained silent. 

Then he took him and healed him and sent him away. And he said to them, ‘Which of you, 

having a son or an ox that has fallen into a well on a Sabbath day, will not immediately pull 

him out?’....He said also to the man who had invited him, ‘When you give a dinner or a 

banquet, do not invite your friends or your brothers or your relatives or rich neighbors, 

lest they also invite you in return and you be repaid. But when you give a feast, invite the 

poor, the crippled, the lame, the blind, and you will be blessed, because they cannot repay 

you. For you will be repaid at the resurrection of the just.’” 
And finally this from Isaiah 58:6-12: “Is not this the fast that I choose: to loose the 

bonds of wickedness, to undo the straps of the yoke, to let the oppressed go free...? Is it not 

to share your bread with the hungry and bring the homeless poor into your house; when 

you see the naked, to cover him...? Then shall your light break forth like the dawn, and 

your healing shall spring up speedily; your righteousness shall go before you; the glory of 

the Lord shall be your rear guard. Then you shall call, and the Lord will answer; you shall 

cry, and he will say, ‘Here I am.’ If you...pour yourself out for the hungry and satisfy the 

desire of the afflicted, then shall your light rise in the darkness and your gloom be as the 

noonday. And the Lord will guide you continually...and you shall be like a watered garden, 

like a spring of water, whose waters do not fail. And your ancient ruins shall be rebuilt; 

you shall raise up the foundations of many generations; you shall be called the repairer of 

the breach, the restorer of streets to dwell in.” 
The sacrifices we make to fulfill the command to be hospitable, whether they be large or 

small just don’t seem like much in light of the Savior’s promise: “For you will be repaid at the 

resurrection of the just.” The Church should be—always—a safe place for the needy and for 

sinners and for those who suffer because that is where our God resides and where He 

disseminates His love through us, the strangers He has brought out of Egypt and is taking to the 

promised land. 

 

HYMN 
 

    This little song captured my imagination as a little girl; I remember putting myself in the place 

of the children who were allowed to sit on Jesus’ lap. There is a wonderful picture next to it in 

the hymnbook that spoke to me of the tender heart of my Savior. Here is His welcoming heart of 

hospitality shown to children. 

 

I Think When I Read That Sweet Story 
Jemima Luke/DAVENANT arr. by Hubert Main 

#63 in Let Youth Praise Him 
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I think when I read that sweet story of old, 

When Jesus was here among men; 

How He called little children like lambs to His fold, 

I should like to have been with Him then! 

I wish that His hands had been placed on my head, 

That His arms had been thrown around me, 

And that I might have seen His kind look when He said, 

“Let the little ones come unto Me.” 

 

Yet still to His footstool in prayer I may go, 

And ask for a share in His love; 

And if I thus earnestly seek Him below, 

I shall see Him and hear Him above. 

In that beautiful place He is gone to prepare 

For all that are washed and forgiven, 

And many dear children are gathering there, 

“For of such is the Kingdom of Heaven.” 

 


