Warp and Weft – Weaving the threads

The theme of our time together this forum is “Weaving the threads” and I would like to centre our thoughts on that theme for a moment.


I well remember my first encounter with weaving.  It was in standard 3 or year 5 had it been today.  We worked in pairs and our first job was to prepare the warp.  That is the vertical strands of thread, or as our loom was sitting on the desk, these were the threads that went long ways.  We threaded our threads through the slots and holes on the centre board, and tied knots in each thread.  My companion decided that you didn’t have to be tidy and our threads were all over each other at the end of the loom.  I was sure that we would not be able to complete the task.  I looked around at everyone else and their threads were tidy.  I could not see us getting the woof, or weft through the warp.

I protested to my companion who assured me that you didn’t need to have them all tidy.  I didn’t learn whether I was right or wrong as my sister and I conveniently, moved schools long before the task was completed or we discovered that because of the way we were doing things, it couldn’t be completed.   As is obvious, I have never forgotten that experience.

Weaving has a very long history.  Stone age people apparently experimented with weaving string, and in the Neolithic age, they developed weaving further by the development of a simple loom, basically a rectangular frame. 


Considering the long history of weaving you would expect that the bible would have something to say on the matter.  It does, but not a huge amount.   The shaft of Goliath’s spear, was like a weaver’s beam.  The most intriguing mention is  the prohibition in Deuteronomy 22: 11 of wearing a garment containing a mixture of linen and wool, and in Leviticus 19:19 is less specific speaking of not putting on a garment made of two different materials.  The reason why there are these prohibitions is not clear with many commentators passing over those verses.  However orthodox Jews take the prohibitions seriously and make sure they are buying 100% cotton, or 100% wool or 100% polyester.
Most of us wear a mixture of all sorts of materials in a garment.  Most men will be wearing polyester cotton shirts.  My favourite jersey is made of  50% merino wool,

40% possum fur and 10% silk.  It is gloriously soft and some of the female members of our Te Atatu congregation love to stroke it. (While I’m inside it, so I don’t mind).

When a fabric is woven every thread is important.  Peter can you come up here with your kilt.  The McKenzie tartan:  It’s easily recognizable because like all tartans it follows a set pattern.   Those squares are always the same size.  The dark colour that make up the back ground are every bit as important as the coloured strands.  Every thread is important.


The body of Christ is much like that cloth.  It may not look at first glance as though the designs are separate one from another, or as though the dark strands are only background for the more brightly coloured strands.   But see how each group of  threads supports the next.  If one design were lost the whole would be out of balance.  If these dark threads were taken away there would be no pattern.   For any thread to be lost or broken damages the whole.  The least visible thread is as much needed as the brightest strand in the pattern.  Each thread fills an essential place, and so it is with the body of Christ.

If you were to examine the cloth closely, you would discover how closely the threads cross back and forth.  Each thread crosses many others and supports each one at that place.  And the many strands crossing this one, support it throughout its length, from beginning to end.  Every strand crosses and supports many others and every strand runs side by side with a few giving each other strength,  direction and protection.  If one is lost, many suffer.

One of the things that people try and do is to divide up life into compartments.  Particularly this is true of the physical and the spiritual.   Our spiritual and our physical are not two separate lives but one whole.  We wish to live after the pattern Christ gave us, weaving together love and forgiveness, faith and hope to make a Godly pattern.  Wherever we fail in love or faith, or will not forgive, the Godly pattern is torn.  Think of your life in Christ as a beautiful cloth, all of a piece, but rent in many places.  As the broken threads of the cloth, seem to stretch toward one another  trying to fill the holes, so the spirit of our Godly life helps us to overcome the evil.  We look at our lovely cloth and see that it torn in places and say “Oh it is ruined”, we forget that the undamaged part is very beautiful.   So it is with our life, the Godliness is far more beautiful than the sin is ugly.

We, of the Uniting Congregations are weaving another cloth as well.  We belong to a movement which began in this country in 1943.  It has not turned out the way that was hoped in those early years.  There are tears and holes in our cloth but, we look to the undamaged part.  Our uniting Congregations, our cloth, and we are the threads.  We come from all different backgrounds, Anglican, Christian Churches, Congregational, Methodist, and Presbyterian officially but also Brethren, Baptist, Calathumpian, and other threads we haven’t noticed but are part of us. The Uniting Congregations of Aotearoa New Zealand.  We bring different theological threads, Conservative, Liberal, evangelical, charismatic, radical.  We also bring different ethnic threads. Of the nine people who have come from Te Atatu Union only four of them were born in New Zealand, the majority having been born elsewhere in the Pacific.  But we belong together.

One of the reasons for coming together as a forum is it gives us a greater vision of the whole.  No strand can know its own place in the whole work, because it cannot see the whole and so may think of itself as unimportant or superfluous.  But we are all important to the whole and the gifts that we bring make up the whole, The Uniting Congregations of Aotearoa New Zealand.

Just by way of coincidence, a couple of weeks ago at our women’s fellowship, they decided to read their favourite poems.  I was at the meeting for part of it because one of the members had recently turned ninety.    One woman read this poem which apparently is on a loom in the Blarney Woollen Mills, Cork, Ireland.  It’s entitled, “The Weaver.”


My life is but a weaving 


Between my Lord and me


I cannot choose the colours


He worketh steadily


Off-times He weaveth sorrow


And I in foolish pride


Forget he sees the upper –


And I the underside.


Nor till the loom is silent


And shuttles cease to fly,


Shall God unroll the canvas


And explain the reason why.


The dark threads are as needful


In the weavers skilful hand


As the threads of gold and silver


On the pattern He has planned.


He knows, He loves He cares


Nothing the truth can dim.


He gives the very best to those 


who leave the choice to him.

