
5th February 2022 
 

Marketplace 
 

“Beware of the Scribes, who … love salutations in the marketplace.” 
Bible, Mark 12:38 

 

I’m often asked how I come up an idea for a “Thought for the Day”. 

Sometimes it’s a slow pondering of an issue. Often, it’s an observation, a 

visual image I can work on. And today … it’s one word, which, when I read 

it, took me instantly on a thoughtful journey. 

I’d been invited by Amazon to be “a reviewer” again. The invitation 

came from Amazon Marketplace. And “marketplace” instantly brought to 

mind two uses of that word. The first was Jesus’ warning in Mark’s Gospel, 

to “beware of the Scribes who love salutations in the marketplace”. Here 

were the religious leaders, “strutting their stuff”, being seen, looking for 

accolades, the bowing and scraping they expected from the “common” 

people. Robert Burns put it well in A Man’s a Man when he wrote: 
 

 

Ye see yon birkie, ca’d a lord, wha struts, an’ stares, an’ a’ that; 

Tho’ hundreds worship at his word, he’s but a coof for a’ that. 

For a’ that, an’ a’ that, his ribband, star an’ a’ that: 

The man o’ independent mind, he looks and laugh at a’ that. 
 

“Salutations in the marketplace” may be sought, approved of, expected by 

“those and such as those” in any walk of life – religion, politics, media, 

celebrity, community. But beware! For they may deserve nothing more 

than strange looks and mocking laughter.  

 Contrast that with this second reference to “marketplace”. It comes 

from the life of George McLeod, the founder of the Iona Community. I can 

do no better than to quote it in full without further comment – other than 

to ask: “What’s it like in your marketplace?” 
 

I simply argue that the cross be raised again at the centre of the marketplace as 

well as on the steeple of the church. I am recovering the claim that Jesus was not 

crucified in a cathedral between two candles, but on a cross between two thieves; 

on a town garbage heap; at a crossroads of politicians, so cosmopolitan that they 

had to write His title in Hebrew and in Latin and in Greek … and at the kind of 

place, where cynics talk smut, and thieves curse, and soldiers gamble. Because 

that is where he died. And that is what He died about. And that is where Christ’s 

own ought to be. And that is what Church people ought to be about. 
 

A prayer for today 

Excuse me, Lord. I’m off to the marketplace. I look forward to meeting you there. Amen 
 

An original reflection by © Tom Gordon             Also available at https://swallowsnestnet.wordpress.com  
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