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% ‘Because hospitality is basic to who we are as followers of Je
224 Ifwe use hospitality as a lens through which to examine our homes, churc
Can we make the places which shape our lives and in which we spen.

Welcome to children

['ve been thinking about this in regard to the occasional child that comes
to our house. Every week four-year-old Ezra and his mom, Melissa, join
us for supper. When they first began coming he was shy, but now he
enters our back door as if he knows he belongs (which he does). First,

he checks to see if we still have his hippo on the refrigerator, then he
heads to the front closet where he pulls out a box of toys. He likes

the "goodie box™ full of play money, tiny animals, a harmonica and an old
stethoscope that allow for imaginative play. Then as he gets seated at
the table, if we've forgotten, he politely reminds us that he needs his
special plate and cup — a colorful enameled tin set with a surprising parade
of ants crawling across the surface.

When | watch him, 'm reminded of Jesus’ words in Matthew 25:35, “l was a stranger
and you welcomed me,” Children enter our homes as strangers, and they will feel
more welcomed if we make them feel free to enter into our space. There are ways to
intentionally extend that invitation to children.

When ours grew up and left home, they left behind boxes and closets tumbling with
toys and games — the remnants of their childhood. My first inclination was to get rid
of them and re-purpose all that space. After years of stepping on Legos and finding
mystery puzzle pieces, | was ready for smooth, clean vistas.
Now, I'm glad | didn’t pitch everything because grandchildren
eventually made their way into our lives.

Ezea cleans up

hig FlaJCe of ante.

One day children were brought to Jesus in the hope that he
would lay hands on them and pray over them. The disciples
shooed them off. But Jesus intervened: “Let the children
alone, don't prevent them from coming to me. God's kingdom
is made up of people like these.” (Matt. 19:14 The Message)
And so it is. Having had years to consider many aspects of
hospitality, | think that by welcoming children into our living

spaces we can actually play some part in welcoming
Calboodle Bor full of treasures. them into God's kingdom.
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of Jesus, every aspect of our lives can be touched by its practice.
hurches, jobs, schools, health care, and politics, might we see them differently?
spend our days more hospitable?” ~ from Making Room by Christine Fohl.

Remains of the day

One of the best things | purchased years
ago at a junk shop was a sturdly little
wooden table and two chairs. Here, just
inside our front door, a teddy bear is
always waiting for tea to be made from the
toy china tea set. This is not just for girls by any means, Ive
watched many little boys head straight for it and sit down to
prepare a “pleasant repast.” (The set should definitely be china,
because the clink of dishes is too cool, and we can deal with
broken dishes of which there have been surprisingly few.)

Everyone needs to keep a few children's books handy. It does
not matter whether you have children or not, whether you are
single, male, female, renting or owning. No excuse is acceptable.
The point is there will be a child who visits you some day and
one of the easiest ways to say, “l welcome you” is to hand them
a special book. As an adult, you get to indulge yourself. Keep
books you loved as a child or buy ones you wanted but never
owned.

These are a few simple, easy ideas anyone can pull off. By
saying “welcome” to children you will be
surprised, delighted and
blessed by them.
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by Elsa Beskow



m.] Note

The unavoidable you

When I was at Laity Lodge this summer, we had a short discussion about
the stress and pressures women feel as they age. The need to look
youthful and fit. The desire to hide the effects of aging as long as we can.
How we sometimes feel ashamed of ourselves.

A few months ago when our 15 year old
granddaughter visited, we took a snapshot
of ourselves — a close-up of our heads bent
together. One eye each filled the entire
frame as we smiled into the lens. | was a
little shocked when [ looked at it. Was that
me? | looked so old compared to her. | hardly
understood the feelings it aroused. Dismay,
| think. An urge to delete it real quick. But
another part of me paused. There was
something touching about the comparison.
| couldn’t stop looking at her clear eye. The dark gray rim of her iris with
hazel highlights. The clarity and glow of her smooth cheek, the shape of
her untouched eyebrow. This was the gorgeousness of young woman-hood
on her. Then there was me: white, thinning hair, clouding eye, sagging lid,
enlarged pores on the nose. | squinted at the lines across my forehead. |
want to be okay looking like this. Besides, as Christians we know very well
that resurrection will include the restoration of our bodies - all glorious
and at the peak of their game. Meanwhile, God wants us to be nurturing
what endures forever, not just our eyelids and glutes.

| put the pic up for everyone to look at and in future | won't be able to deny
what's happening.

Andi Ashworth, who was there, too, described author Marva Dawn. How
when she saw her speak one time, Marva slowly made her way to the front
with a walker. She looked plain. Plainly aged and chronically ill. Her clothes
were merely functional. But when she began to talk it was like an angel
speaking.

| remember, too, reading something she wrote about not complaining so
much about the ache in our big toe, but to be thankful that it has kept our
balance and helped us walk these many years before it finally wore out.

| would like To do this well and also be one who could give others courage
and joy to be as God has designed us, even as we inevitably age.

Warmly,

Margie Haack

About Notes from Toad Hall

Toad Hall is the name of our home, christened by our
children. It is from the book The Wind in the Willows, a
favorite of ours. In it Mole, a shy yet daring character,
and Ratty, who is much nicer and more sensible than
his name would imply, have many adventures along
the river. One of their friends is Toad of Toad Hall. Toad
is something of an aristocrat and lives in a mansion.
Otherwise, he has very little to commend him and
really doesn’t deserve friends since he is a callous
liar, lacks common sense and, well, he lives for the
pleasure of the moment—uwhich brings him no end
of trouble.

When we moved to Minnesota in 1981, our children
had rarely seen such tall homes with their imposing
three stories. They were used to one-story adobes
which rambled along in the hot New Mexico sun. So,
to them, a midwestern Gothic four-square looked
amazingly like a mansion. Possibly even as great a
house as Toad Hall.
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