TRADES AND CRAFTS

Ecclesiasticus 38,25-39 (expanded)

How can a ploughman grow wise?

Listen to him, delighted with his new cattle-prod:  Now I can make them work!

All his mind is taken up with driving his team well,

Eyes and muscles and pacing steps all focus on keeping a straight furrow.

Even his evenings are spent cherishing his heifers.

It's the same for every working man: their job absorbs them night and day.

Think of seal-engravers, always trying to think of new designs;

Concentrating on getting it accurate, burning the midnight oil to get it finished.

Think of the blacksmith at his anvil, thinking out the best way to process this raw iron.

How he suffers for his trade: his tool is the scorching furnace; the hammer's din deafens him;

His eyes focus on the shape he is creating;

Finishing a good piece of work is his ambition, and keeps him up late.

Same with the potter: his whole body engrossed in his work,

Shaping the clay with hand and eye, driving the wheel with his feet. Every touch matters.

He thumps the raw clay to prepare it, or puddles it with his feet.

In his mind he's thinking about glazes;  cleaning his kiln is what keeps him out of bed.

Workers like these make the building-blocks of civilisation.

Without them there wouldn't be pots and pans to cook with, nor cups and plates to eat from,

But no-one is going to ask their advice, nor persuade them to sit on committees.

They give solidity to the created world, partners with God the Creator,

And their prayer is about their craft.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Think of the mechanic, lying under an engine, working with spanner and wrench.

Then he listens to the engine, picking out faults with his ear, 

And alters things, and listens again, till the engine is running sweetly.

He goes home covered in grease and smelling of petrol.

Look at the electrician, checking diagrams:  crossed wires could set the building alight!

He chooses the right cables and lays them neatly, fitting everything carefully and protecting it well.

The power he works on is invisible, no-one has ever seen it,

Yet in every way, great and small, it drives the universe and triggers every movement.

Think of the supermarket assistant, 

Surrounded by food and drink from all corners of the earth,

Produce grown by the farmer, picked and packed with care;

Displayed attractively, to nourish people, and keep them healthy and strong;

Wine too, and alcohol, fruit blessed by rain and sun, tended skilfully, harvested joyfully;

Then submitted to all the patient processes to bring it to perfection;

For sale now, to bring joy (though excess brings shame to too many.)
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