
The Don’t Bothers 
 

Mark 9: 30-37 
 

30 They went on from there and passed through Galilee. He did not want anyone to 

know it; 31 for he was teaching his disciples, saying to them, “The Son of Man is 

to be betrayed into human hands, and they will kill him, and three days after being 

killed, he will rise again.” 32 But they did not understand what he was saying and 

were afraid to ask him.  

33 Then they came to Capernaum; and when he was in the house he asked 

them, “What were you arguing about on the way?” 34 But they were silent, for on 

the way they had argued with one another who was the greatest. 35 He sat down, 

called the twelve, and said to them, “Whoever wants to be first must be last of all 

and servant of all.” 36 Then he took a little child and put it among them; and 

taking it in his arms, he said to them, 37 “Whoever welcomes one such child in 

my name welcomes me, and whoever welcomes me welcomes not me but the one 

who sent me.” 

 
 
This week I caught myself reminiscing back to pre-pandemic days. The times before masks and 
mandates and Zoom meetings. I remembered when the church parking lot was full. The choir 
was twice the size. I got teary eyed as I remembered how the children would scurry into the 
Fellowship Hall for snacks after worship. Or watching Harper out in the Narthex practice 
walking with her dad guiding her steps—now she’s in preschool. Or the chuckles we’d get from 
hearing their witty, insightful answers during Time with Disciples. Gosh, I miss a lot of things, 
but most of all I miss the joy on our faces as we watched our children. In the story, Jesus talks 
about children. Actually, he uses a child as a prop to teach the disciples a valuable lesson about 
who God’s kingdom is for. It happens twice—once here and once in the next chapter—which 
means it’s something we need to pay attention to. He says without those, who are like a child, 
there is hardly a kingdom at all. Some of us might say something similar these days: without our 
children, church doesn’t quite feel like church. 
 
Begin by imagining yourself walking with Jesus. There we are journeying down the road when 
we hear him talking once again about how he is going to be betrayed and put down and on the 
third day rise again. Then a short time later a scuffle begins to occur as the disciples begin to 
argue over which one of them will be in charge after Jesus is gone. Like children fighting over 
which one of them is their parent’s favorite, the disciples get caught up in rivalry. So Jesus sits 
down signaling the teacher is about to offer a lesson, sees a child, wraps the kiddo tightly in his 
arms and says to us, “If you want to be first, you have to be last and a servant of all. Whoever 
welcomes one of these welcomes me.” 
 



Now, a child in Jewish culture was considered a non-person. They had no rights. No voice. No 
autonomy. What they thought didn’t count, didn’t matter. They were nobodies. Yet Jesus says, 
the kingdom exists for them; the nonpersons who society doesn’t care to bother with. If you get 
the streaming Disney Plus they released a series based on the movie The Mighty Ducks. 
Remember the lawyer/ex-hockey player who gets in trouble, so the judge sentences him to 
community service. So he coaches a rag tag hockey team who compete against all the private 
clubs. They call themselves the Mighty Ducks. Well, in the spinoff which occurs years later the 
Mighty Ducks have become the continued reigning champions. They are now a public club who 
has the best coaches, the best equipment, they scout the best players. Some would say they 
are the greatest they’ve ever been. Except one of the kids gets cut from the team. He doesn’t 
measure up to the team’s standards. As the mom watches her child’s rejection, she decides she 
is going to do something about it. So she googles “how to coach a hockey team,” and starts her 
own team. She names them, The Don’t Bothers. It’s a beautiful mess of outcasts and dreamers, 
class nerds and “not good enoughs.” Some of them can hardly skate, but they capture the spirit 
of what the original Mighty Ducks were about. 
 
Well, it reminds me of the church. And I feel a lump lodged in my throat when I think about it. 
Because I wonder if somewhere along the way—in our attempts to get to into heaven, or 
needing to be successful—we made church about ourselves, about our needs. And perhaps we 
lost the spirit of what the original church was meant to be. I mean, when was the last time we 
had a homeless person, or a single mother working three jobs, or a refugee as part of our 
team?  
 
I attended a zoom workshop on children in worship. They said that for the last century, if not 
longer, the church has catered mostly to the needs of its adults who were membership—like 
it’s a private club. It makes sense: The adults are the leaders. The adults know how the church is 
to run. The adults write the checks. But they said what has happened over the years is the 
children received the message that they needed to be seen but not heard. That church was 
about meeting our adult’s needs and believing what they believed. And then today, they said, 
the church wonders why the future generations aren’t interested. The math seems pretty clear, 
doesn’t it? Now this church does a pretty good job of letting our children lead. But here’s my 
question: if it’s a challenge for the church to center our own children, how are we ever going to 
center the “don’t bothers”? Jesus says, these are the ones the kingdom is for! If we want to be 
a part of it, we have to put our own needs aside and recenter the poor, the marginalized, the 
forgotten, future generations. 
 
I recently heard about a middle schooler who had her first day at a new school. Everything was 
new. Classes were new. Books were new. The teachers… She saw how all the typical cliques 
formed: the jocks with their letterman jackets, the fashionistas, the band geeks, the 
cheerleaders, the goths. One day after school waiting for the bus, she spotted a loaner kicking 
rocks by himself. His hands were in his pocket obviously hoping nobody would notice him. She 
remembered this was the kid who’d get picked on by others. So she asked someone, “What 
about him, what’s his story?” “I don’t know,” they said, “But he’s weird, don’t bother.” Then 
one day at lunch she saw a girl sitting at a table by herself, her nose buried in a book to keep 



her company. She remembered that this was the girl who the others would laugh at as she 
passed by pushing up her glasses and carrying all her books. So she asked someone, “What 
about her? What’s her story?” They just shrugged and said, “Oh, she’s awkward. Don’t bother.” 
But eventually, the new girl did bother and she welcomed them into her life and new bonds 
were formed. Now, where did she learn how to do that? 
 
It reminds me of the church. A church is a church when we open our arms wide to embrace 
those who don’t get noticed. A church is a church when we aren’t afraid to center another by 
saying, “Black Lives Matter.” A church is a church when we put the needs of others before our 
own. It’s what Jesus does. Actually, it’s what love does.  
And so here’s the secret. When we place a “don’t bother” into the center we are in the very 
presence of Christ himself, and we discover ourselves inside the center of the very heart of 
God. So when we hear someone saying that they don’t experience the presence of Christ in the 
church…well, the math seems pretty clear, doesn’t it?  
 
Jesus takes a child—a don’t bother—places the child in the center and says this is who the 
kingdom is for. And when we wrap them tightly in our arms, we discover ourselves in in the 
center of God’s heart. And truly, what could possibly be greater than that?  
 
 
 


