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Sermon Notes  St Mark's Anglican Church  

South Hurstville 

Lent 4 

Mothering Sunday 

22 March 2009 

Preacher 

The Reverend Chris Albany 

Rector 

Readings:  Numbers 21.4-9;  Psalm 107. 1-3, 17-22;  Ephesians 2. 1-10;  John 3. 14-21 

 

The flaws are important 
 

Displayed at the front of the Church was a Print copy of Pieter Brueghel’s painting Village 

Wedding Feast which can be seen at http://www.globalgallery.com/enlarge/23190  

 

The notes for Monday night’s Ecumenical Lenten Study group in commenting on today’s reading 

from Ephesians say that it is a life long challenge to understand and believe the writer’s description 

of us as “God’s work of art.”  

 

The Bible Study group at the Burdon’s on Monday night also found itself discussing that particular 

verse from Ephesians Chapter 2. Considerable discussion was sparked off by the way different 

versions of the Bible translated verse 10 – variously there was “we are God’s workmanship”; “we 

are God’s work of art”;  “we are what God has made us” and “we are God’s masterpiece”.  

 

Masterpiece brought a negative reaction from at least one member of the group saying, “O I 

couldn’t think of myself as a masterpiece – I’m not comfortable with that at all. I am too conscious 

of my inadequacies and flaws – perhaps a work in progress but masterpiece? No! 

 

That set me thinking about the creative process, of watching an artist at work, as I do regularly on a 

Thursday when I drop in on the art group in the Hall and look at their works in progress. When an 

artist makes a mistake, perhaps the brush or pen slips, they don’t automatically discard the piece of 

work, no rather they seek to bring the false stroke into the work. Indeed one of the artists on 

Thursday when I talked about this with them said that such a slip or seeming flaw initially often 

turns out to be  “a happy mistake” – something that helps the work become better than it might 

otherwise have been. 

 

To illustrate the point I have brought along the Brueghel print you see here today, which usually 

hangs in the Rectory dining room. If you look carefully the red-coated man in the foreground right 

of the painting has 3 feet. Is that something done deliberately by Brueghel? is it a mistake? – 

perhaps the artist had a sense of humour and wanted to see if any one would notice. Flaw or not the 

painting is considered a master-piece. Rex told me on Thursday that Japanese ceramic artists who 

make exquisite pieces don’t like to make their pieces too perfect – because that means a loss of the 

uniqueness of the piece so they will often build in a deliberate little mark, a thumb print perhaps, a 

small indent. Something to make it different from every other piece and help identify it as that 

particular artists work. 

 

The notes for the Ecumenical group say, “If we look at a work of art, we always see something of 

the artist in it. We always leave part of ourselves in what we create and that is fundamentally true 

about God too. In Leonardo Da Vinci’s words, the painter always paints himself” 

 

Now it seems to me that all this has something important to say to us about ourselves and our lives 

and our relationship with God – the creative source of our lives. The flaws, the tragedies that come 
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our way, be they self inflicted, or as the result of others actions or just part of life are not something 

to be rejected – to be seen as totally negative. They don’t take away from who and what we 

intrinsically are – God’s work of art – masterpiece even! God doesn’t give up on us ever. And like 

the artist God always seeks to redeem, to transform – to use even the mistakes, the tragedies of our 

lives to create the masterpiece he intends each person to be. So the woundedness, the flaws are not 

obliterated, forgotten but rather are transformed. Perhaps even eventually they become the “happy 

mistake” that we learn most from and help make us who we were created to become – help make us 

more fully human, more able to live out what it is to be a bearer of the image of God, living out 

God’s compassion, justice, mercy and peace in the world. 

 

Something of what I am trying to say in this is reflected in the following piece that Bridget sent me 

after the Saving Jesus session at Mary Andrews Village on Friday. It begins with a Poem  

 

I built my house by the sea; 

Not on the sands, mind you,  

Not on the shifting sands. 

And I built it of rock. 

A strong house by a strong sea. 

And we got acquainted, the sea and I. 

Good neighbours. 

Not that we spoke much.  

We met in silences,  

Respectful, keeping our distance 

But looking our thoughts across the fence of sand. 

Always the fence of sand, our barrier, 

Always the sand between. 

 

And then one day 

(and I still don’t know how it happened) 

The sea came. 

Without warning, without welcome even. 

Not sudden and swift, 

But a shifting across the sand like wine. 

Less like the flow of water than the flow of blood. 

Slow, but flowing, like an open wound. 

And I thought of flight, and I thought of death. 

But while I thought the sea crept  

Higher till it reached my door. 

And I knew that there was neither flight nor death 

Nor drowning. 

 

That when the sea comes calling 

You stop being good neighbours, 

Well-acquainted, friendly, from-a-distance neighbours, 

AND YOU GIVE YOUR HOUSE FOR A CORAL CASTLE 

AND YOU LEARN TO BREATHE UNDERWATER. 

          Carol Bialock AMS 

 

From Sheila Cassidy’s book “Sharing the Darkness”  Sheila was an English doctor who was 

imprisoned and tortured in Chile in the time of the military overthrow of the Allende Government. 

She was given this poem by a fellow prisoner, a nun, Carol Bialock, and it helped to get her through 

her traumatic experience intact.  Her commentary on this poem goes as follows: 
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Now the curious thing is that all the time I was in Chile, I understood the Sea in this poem as an 

image of the Presence of God and the way He takes over our lives.  When I showed it to a monk 

friend, however, he saw the slow advance of the Sea as the gradual encroachment of the agony of 

the world upon one’s consciousness.   

It is only now, ten years later, that I begin to understand what he meant when he said that the Great 

Mystery is that the two are really the same. 

 

Matthew Fox says:   ‘The Cosmic Christ is not only the Light in all things … but also the wounds 

and the suffering.  Divinity is not only the Light - but the wounds.’ 

 

God is in the woundedness, the scars of our lives – perhaps God is especially there – just as the 

artist is at their creative best when bringing a seeming flaw into the scope of their work, perhaps 

even using what a first seemed a mistake to make it a highlight! 

 

Seen in such a light, perhaps the response of the group member on Monday night can change – so 

rather than being uncomfortable about the tag “masterpiece” we can all affirm that despite our 

flaws, perhaps even because of them we are indeed God’s work in progress being made into the 

masterpiece that God created us to be. 

 

 

____________________________________ 


