Neither of these two poems has been used yet in the Bible Parcours. So I cannot really say how suitable they are, but the language of the first one may be too difficult. The translation of “Imago Dei” is just an (unofficial) English version, it may still be changed a bit. 

REDEMPTION

Having been tenant long to a rich Lord,
Not thriving, I resolved to be bold,
And make a suit unto him, to afford
A new small-rented lease, and cancel th’old.
In heaven at his manour I him sought:
They told me there, that he had lately gone
About some land, which he had dearly bought
Long since on earth, to take possession.
I straight return’d, and knowing his great birth,
Sought him accordingly in great resorts;
In cities, theatres, gardens, parks, and courts:
At length I heard a ragged noise and mirth
Of theeves and murderers: there I him espied,
Who straight, Your suit is granted, said, and died.
By George Herbert
God’s Image
In his image God made man,
But does everyone understand?
Does each person reflect God today,
I look at some, and wonder, do they?
I saw Einstein carrying a sign,
Saying: I am God’s image,
And who would deny?
Who in his intellect couldn’t see,
God’s image and creativity?
I saw a sportsman with the sign,
Saying: I am God’s image,
And it was defined,
In his strength and agility,
God’s image was obvious to me.
I saw Hitler also with a sign,
Saying: God is my image,
With power and force aligned,
He destroyed all he saw as enemies,
Not just a few saw God in he.
Then I saw the Pope with the sign,
Saying: I am God’s image,
A leader representing the divine,
Many his words revere,
In him God’s image is clear.
Yet I saw a businessman with the sign,
Saying: I am God’s image,
But it was silver, and had a blinding shine.
How can God’s image be seen,
When money weighs down everything?
I saw a beggar, his sign scratched in wood,
Saying: I am God’s image,
I hope that he could, and would,
Claim it as truth,
But does he need more proof?
I saw a sick man with a sign as well,
Saying: I am God’s image,
But who could tell?
In musty clothes of yellow and grey,
Does he fit God’s image in any way?
I saw murderers, thieves, betrayers,
Criminals liars and traitors,
Can they carry the sign of the creator?
How can they reflect the earth’s maker?
I saw the prostitutes and the wretches of the world,
In the darkness, sin lies coiled and curled,
In the shadows or glaring neon light,
Is your image not found in our sinful world’s plight?
Then I saw Christ in all his glory and might,
His splendour illuminating the darkest night,
‘‘This is God’s image’’, a voice spoke unto me,
‘‘He died for you, so all might see’’.
Jesus opened the door and beckons us in,
Our signs that were once shrouded by sin,
Are revealed and given new life,
By our saviour, Christ’s sacrifice.
And the voice said: ‘‘ Now you understand!
God’s image lies in every man,
Christ died on the cross for you,
Making your image of God new!’’
Taken from ”Imago Dei Der Mensch – Ebenbild Gottes” 1995
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