
  As many of you know, Sarah and I spent 
quite a few hours a day, for several weeks 
last month, landscaping different parts of 
our yard.  That entailed, among other 
things, moving out some old lava rock and 
replacing it with stone that had more sub-
stance and color to it. 
   In the course of working together, Sarah 
and I would prattle about small, insignifi-
cant things in life.  Finally she asked me 
one day, “Why are we moving the stone, 
Mom?” 
   Unfortunately, my response was too 
quick, a bit careless and thoughtless given 
Sarah’s inability to assess and surmise. 
   “Cuz this stone doesn’t work here, and 
besides, it’s ugly.” 
   Oops.  I could tell what was coming next 
even as the words were falling out of my 
mouth. 
   “Mom, how come God made some stones 
ugly?” 
   Oh, boy.  Here we go. 
   “Well, Sar-Bear, God doesn’t make any-
thing ugly.  It’s more like these kinds of 
stones would look better and work better 
someplace else in the yard.” 
   There was a longer-than-usual pause.   I 
could almost see her little brain cells going 
into overdrive.  What I didn’t expect was 
how she’d connect the dots. 
  “Mom, when Sarah lived in Korea, was 
she ugly or not?” (Sarah often refers to her-
self in the third person – part of autism.) 
   “When God made Sarah in Korea, He 
made her beautiful.  Then God decided it 
would be better for Sarah if she lived with 
Mom, so God moved Sarah from Korea to 
America in a big jumbo jet.  Just think if 
God had moved Sarah in a wheelbarrow!” 
    She giggled.  “Mom, can I have a popsi-
cle now?” 

   Bullet dodged, but not without some deep 
introspection to follow. 
   Have you ever wondered, “What was 
God thinking when He made me?  I don’t 
look like….., I’m not as smart as ….., I 
don’t do anything terribly special with my 
life like….. does,  I don’t have many 
friends like…..does, people don’t pay atten-
tion to me like they do to…..” 
   The questions Satan, sometimes through 
others, can plant in our heads are numer-
ous, and none of them are good ones.  They 
cause us to question the goodness and trust-
worthiness of God.  They also cause us to 
question our sense of identity and purpose. 
   I contend that God knew exactly what He 
was doing with the creation of every person 
He breathed life into.  His Word confirms 
that “we are His workmanship, created in 
Christ Jesus for good works, which God 
prepared beforehand, that we should walk 
in them.” (Eph 2:10) 
   Haven’t you ever marveled at the follow-
ing thought:  What if every little boy really 
did become a fireman, or every little girl 
became a ballerina? Instead, we seem to 
always have the proper amount of each, as 
well as the proper amount of other profes-
sions and callings. 
    It’s no different with the Body of Christ.  
We each have a call on our lives and the 
gifting and abilities to achieve His purposes 
as He has ordained them from the founda-
tion of the earth.  Some members are more 
visible in the work they do than are others, 
but each and every member plays a pivotal 
role in the overall health, well-being and 
function of Christ’s body in the world to-
day. 
   Some folks look at someone like my Sa-
rah and, undoubtedly, wonder what, if any-
thing, of value ...continued on next side 
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We Are His Workmanship—continued from front 
 
...could she possibly offer to our world or to the Kingdom, given her vast limitations.  By the world’s standards, I admit 
the answer would be “not much.”  By Kingdom standards, however, there are remarkable revelations to be gleaned from 
“the least of these,” in particular what unconditional love looks like in a world that’s been jaded by the counterfeit. 
   Jesus reminded us, in the Sermon on the Mount, that it is not the competent, smart, assertive or manipulative who will 
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those who are pure in heart. Neither gentleness or purity of heart are applauded by our world these days. 
   Because of Sarah, I’ve had the privilege of being around the cognitively and emotionally disabled for 20 years now.  
Most have little to offer anyone by world’s standards, but if you hang out with them long enough, you’ll discover that 
what they do have to offer is far more valuable that anything found in our world. They have taught me much about the 
workmanship of God. 
   Many years ago, someone asked me if I ever think about what Jesus really looked like.  I thought about it a minute or 
two, and responded, “If I were asked to paint a picture of Jesus’ face, it would look like Sarah’s.” 

The above pictures of the church AC units coming down to the 
ground, were taken early in the morning on Wednesday, July 7th. 
By late Friday afternoon everything was up and running again. 
Thank you to Palisades Heating and Cooling, Action Electric and 
Choices Home Improvement for a job well done.   


