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Rooted in Grace, Growing in Good Works 
Introduction- Poetry 
In preparation I was convicted of a terrible neglect: The prophets 
and the psalmists were poets. The parables and sayings of Jesus 
read like poetry – think for example of the beatitudes. But, other than 
the psalms, I can go a whole week without reading a poem. Let 
alone writing one.  
 
Eph. 2:10 declared: “you are God’s workmanship, created in Christ 
Jesus to do good works”. “You are God’s workmanship” could be 
transliterated “you are God’s poem”. Poetry, Art, Sculpture. Beauty, 
are today’s key words. That is why I asked Nicole to share how 
creativity has shaped her own faith journey (if not at 08:00 – her 
works on display – can chat with her afterwards) 
I now have a new Lenten Discipline – to read one poem a week. 
Here is one I read last week by Nigerian novelist and poet Chinua 
Achebe titled: Refugee Mother And Child  
 
No Madonna and Child could touch 
that picture of a mother's tenderness 
for a son she soon would have to forget. 
The air was heavy with odours 
 
of diarrhoea of unwashed children 
with washed-out ribs and dried-up 
bottoms struggling in laboured 
steps behind blown empty bellies. Most 
 
mothers there had long ceased 
to care but not this one; she held 
a ghost smile between her teeth 
and in her eyes the ghost of a mother's 
pride as she combed the rust-coloured 
hair left on his skull and then - 
 
singing in her eyes - began carefully 
to part it… In another life this 
would have been a little daily 
act of no consequence before his 
breakfast and school; now she 
 
did it like putting flowers 
on a tiny grave. 
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We are saved for good works. We, the church, are God’s 
masterpiece, his sculpture, his poem designed for good works. To 
understand good works we need our imagination saved from 
drudgery. We need our eyes open to beauty. That is why God’s gifts 
are that some would be poets. (Later in the letter Paul specifically 
mentions pastors, prophets and teachers –I think he would have 
taken for granted that those gifts involve poetry) 
 
Chinua’s poem plunged us into the smell and suffering of a most 
inhumane situation and surprised us with the beauty of humanity.  
The every day act of parting a child’s hair is suddenly the most 
moving thing we have ever seen.   
 
I thought the poem appropriate given the world’s refugee crisis and 
xenophobic tensions in our own nation. It is a powerful reminder that 
even when people face desperate situations – famine in South 
Sudan or fires in Hout Bay – we find the humanity; people who love 
and grieve.  
 
Wrath 
For me the poem evoked emotions of grief. I felt sadness. I also felt 
a sense of anger at how our world is.  
Pauls’ diagnosis goes like this: 
 
you were dead in your … sins, in which you used to live when you 
followed the ways of this world and of the ruler of the kingdom of the 
air, the spirit who is now at work in those who are disobedient. 
…gratifying the cravings of our sinful nature and following its desires 
and thoughts. Like the rest, we were by nature objects of wrath (Eph 
2:1–3).  
 
We were objects of God’s wrath 
That’s an idea we struggle with – a God of wrath.  
Paul says a lot about God’s immeasurable love in Eph. But here he 
also speaks of God’s wrath. Later he says God’s wrath is poured out 
on the disobedient (5:6).  
A wrathful God evokes disturbing pictures for us.  
But if you think about it; a God without wrath would be a God 
without love: 
Imagine if the wars, leading to refugees, and the suffering of mothers 
and children, didn’t anger God! 
Imagine the Social Grants debacle didn’t incur God’s wrath.  
Not to mention a society where so many millions dependent on 
Government grants.  
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Evil must incur God’s wrath or God wouldn’t be a God of love.  
 
But if God is angered at sin. God is angered at all sin. As Theologian 
Miroslav Volf puts it: 
Once we accept the appropriateness of God’s wrath, condemnation, 
and judgment, there is no way of keeping it out there, reserved for 
others. We have to bring it home as well.1 
 
God is a God of wrath –wrongdoing, even my wrongdoing, deserves 
God’s wrath.  
God is rich in mercy-God loves people, even me.  
 
God loves the world 
But the world is broken and God cannot tolerate it as it is 
 
So what does God do? 
How does God balance wrath and love (use last weeks balance 
scale)? 
Our creator God produces the greatest masterpiece, the best of 
poems, the finest sculpture; Jesus – God’s word made flesh.  
 
In Jesus God forgives. 
(brief story here of “forgiven” woman in Lk. 7:36) 
Our broken world was threatened by such love, courage & 
compassion and Christ was crucified. The cross: God’s masterpiece 
in the medium of flesh and blood, with nails and wood (point).  
On the Cross God condemns. On the Cross God loves. 
On the Cross God pays the price for all sin.  
Through the Cross God brings Resurrection life and frees us from 
our own wrongdoing.  
 
If the poetry of the cross moves our hearts,  
If that finest sculpture has us crying out “Surely this is the son of 
God”  
Then God has given us the gift of faith.  
Even our believing and trusting is a gift – God’ grace.  
And by that same grace God our own lives become a poem for 
God’s glory.  
 
Every community of faith is different, every individual unique, yet 
together we colourfully point the world to the cross.  

																																																								
1	Volf,	Miroslav.	Free	of	Charge:	Giving	and	Forgiving	in	a	Culture	Stripped	of	Grace.		
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Often we feel our lives are futile in the midst of the world’s 
brokenness. Such is the nature of cross-inspired poetry – God works 
through the weak & powerless. Our lives are like a poem, sown into 
the world, without the poet ever knowing the full extent of how 
hearts are be changed by it.  
 
Someone shared with me last week that they often felt like a bit of a 
“pew warmer”. We advertise activities. We offer ways of serving but 
being a parent, running a business and maintaining a home mean 
that, at best, Sunday worship is all that is manageable.  
I tried to say that God’s poem is written through our lives every 
day whether it’s designing a new wind generator, teaching children, 
lecturing young adults, repairing cars, living on a prayer for daily 
bread not knowing where the next meal is coming from, offering 
medical care in a clinic with a never ending queue or offering a weak 
smile to a care giver while waiting to die (all these activities are 
represented by our members). But, I didn’t explain it very well so I 
decided to write a poem:  
 
The Pew Warmer 
Seated quietly, anonymously even 
Songs muted,  
Prayers muffled,  
Spirit working as in leaven 
The might of the Kingdom of Heaven  
 
Yet wondering, “Should I warm this pew much longer?” 
“I cannot teach” 
“I’m unable to preach” 
Her speech though untainted by slander 
Daily she shows kindness to the stranger 
 
Oh how cold now is this pew 
The absence of your quiet songs 
A (haunting) reminder of one who belongs 
If only we’d known what was true! 
Our hearts are colder without you 
 
Conclusion 
Most often the greatest gift we give the body of Christ are warmed 
pews and the unseen witness of the daily poem the Spirit writes 
through our lives.  
Friends, without you, God’s poem through us simply cannot rhyme.  
Amen.  
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The “Forgiven” Woman (Luke 7:36) 
Do you remember how Jesus was at the home of Simon the 
Pharisee 
Jesus, a guest, had not had his feet washed, nor was he anointed 
with oil 
A despised, “sinful” woman who’d been forgiven and lovingly 
accepted by Jesus  
Visited- washing his feet with her tears 
Drying them with his hair 
and anointing them with perfumed oil.  
 
 
 
 
 
 


