‘…the view from behind’

‘the last time we went on a day out I didn’t have anyone to pair up with except mummy’  

 (This said to the mother of a little girl who’s hand is being grasped tightly never to be let go!)

We have recently joined Rainbows the precursor of Brownies and on the last outing Mummy was the only available hand to hold; this time quicker off the mark a friend has been found and all is right with the world. It had been a difficult experience on the previous trip for both of us. Odd numbers meant one had no partner and it tugged at my heartstrings when, hand in mine, a quiet voice asked 

‘Why does no one want to hold my hand?’

This time the day was a great success with a friend to share the experience.

Two things struck me; the strength of my reaction to my little one feeling left out and my desire (and yet inability) to protect from anything that would hurt or upset, and then thinking of those whose life experience is of being ‘on the outside’, without a ‘hand to hold’, the ‘unchosen’, the ‘left out’.

 I believe in inclusivity. I dislike with intensity cliques, groups that actively (or not so actively) exclude. I like everyone to feel involved and valued and a part of what is going on and I struggle when that doesn’t seem to happen. From Christ’s example in the gospels I believe God is inclusive; that the who or what is irrelevant; that God chooses to take the hand of those on the outside and bring them in to the warmth of relationship with him. But I also believe that saying to someone whose experience is of being left out (for whatever reason) that it’s okay, God loves him or her, is not enough. The day out with Rainbows was much more fun with a hand to hold; life is much fuller with a ‘hand to hold’. An old Sunday school hymn springs to mind-‘God has no hands but our hands’. Friendship, affirmation, inclusion, acceptance-to whom do we offer these precious, precious things? 
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