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SCRIPTURE: Genesis 1:1-5 In the beginning God created the heavens and the earth.
The earth was without form and void, and darkness was upon the face of the deep; and
the Spirit of God was moving over the face of the waters.

And God said, ""Let there be light*and there was light. And God saw that the light was
good: and God separated the light from the darkness. God called the light Day, and the
darkness he called Night. And there was evening and there was morning, one day.

I am remembering when | was about twelve. | was in grade school at Wilson Grade
School in Rapid City, SD. Our room was clear up on the top floor. | always tried to get
as close to the window as | could so that | could escape. | didn't like school very well, so
if I got to the window, | could actually get away sometimes. | probably got away far too
much.

But one of the things that the teacher did that year was to read to us. One of the books
that she read was Ernest Hemingway’s THE OLD MAN AND THE SEA. Do you
remember that book? | was so captivated by that story that | could hardly wait.. .and she
always stopped at a most exciting moment. | think it was because she wanted us to come
back the next day.

But you know, | could feel the spray of the salt water on my face when she read it. |
could even sense the sores on the old man's hands as he tried to hold on to that fish for
several days. | could sense the agony of the little boy who wanted to go so badly with the
old man and his mom said, ""But he doesn't catch fish anymore."* | got into the story.

And when | became a dad, | could hardly wait until my kids got old enough that I could
read them that story. | enjoyed reading it as an adult justas much as when | was a little
boy. I listened to the words.

Some years ago | picked up an author by the name of Jim Michener. You might know
some of his works. One of them was called CHESAPEAKE. Do you remember that
one? The first chapter of that book caught me just like | was twelve again. And when
that Indian put his canoe out into the bay and began to paddle his way up the bay, and he
began to describe the wonder and the beauty of what he was seeing, it was as though |
was in the canoe. I've only seen the Chesapeake Bay from the air. I've never had a
chance to fish in it. But the language was so powerful and so wonderful that it allowed
me to see through the words into the beauty and the wonder that was in the heart and the
mind of the author.

That's sometimes how | read the first chapters of the Book of Genesis. And | try not to
get captured by any attempt to become literal. | don't want to hang on to it in such a way
that | have to manage the words and box them in. 1 really want those words to be kind of
like a telescope....which allows me to see through the text and see something very




powerful and very wonderful....something very mythical, inasense....that drawsmeinto
arelationship withthe Creator that i s vastly different from my fundamentalistroots. |
want thosewordsto carry meinto the very essence of Creation.....into the very essence of
the mind and the heart of God as He was building and making what is.

Youmay well know that the first and second chapters of Genesisare significantly
different. They comefrom different strains...different ideologiesaltogether. Infact, as
we studied thismorning, therearereally four different streamsof thought that are carried
into that early part of Genesis...probably pretty sectarian.. .that is, they were designed
around the way that a particular group of people wanted to seethe world.

Thefirst chapter really ends with those wonderful words...God saw all that God had
made and it was beautiful and wonderful and He said it wasgood. Closeto theend of the
second chapter, thestory said, " Of al of the treesof the Garden the human beingscould
freely eat, saveone™ And if you ate of that tree, the tree of the knowledgeof Good and
Evil, you would surely die. Now, that givesafar different context to the story of
Creation. Neither lessimportant.. .neither lesswonderful, becauseif we see past the
words...if we see past the literadization of it...into the mythic wonder, there's power and
explanationsthat touch mein my soul.

It seemsto methat we areliving in an eraof unparalleledimpoverishment and
depreciation of the human soul and the mark of that soul, Creativity. It seemsto methat
inasensereligionis coming down around our ears and we're trying to concretize
everythingabout religion. Wewant to takethe ancient storiesand nail them down and
provethem. Thelatest twist of that in athinly disguised or masqueradedformisthis
wholeideaof intelligent design. It seemsto methat weasa society and asacountry
haveargued this point of creationism versusevolution until weare all sick of it. Maybe
we ought to just leaveit alonefor awhileand beginto discover what is behind the story
rathert han looking at the story itself. When | rationalizeand literalize, it makesit
impossiblefor meto engagein transformation. When | seek to literalizeamythor a
truth, | strangleits power and render it useless. It just becomesafunction of the past.

But the power of a story cannot belost if wearewillingto liveintothestory. You see,
story must be powerful enough that it doesmorethanjust informus. Story seeksto
transform us. Reinhold Niebuhr once said, ""Mythisn't history, it's truer than history."
Why? Becauseit addressesthose thingsthat lie moredeeply in our Beingand it ismore
enduring than thefacts. Joseph Campbell wrote that, **Myths are the masksof the Gods.
They are transcendent metaphorsfor the mystery that reflect the timelessrealitiesof the
soul.” Huston Smith,.”Spiritual realities cannot be described in everyday language. They
canonly bedescribed inwhat iscalled religion's technical language which is metaphor,
symbolismand myth."

Why do you think it wasthat Jesusspoketo Hisdisciplesin parable? Not becauseHe
wanted them to remember the particular story and makeit fact or truth, but He wanted
them to hear the power and the wonder UNDER the story that would be, indeed,
transforming. Y ou see, the mystery and the power of thestory just IS.. ..just like



Hemingway's story captivated my twelve year old heart and carried meto aworld I'd
never been to and caused meto fed the spray of an ocean mistin my face and excited me
for literaturein away that nothing had ever done before.

If we demythologizethe stories.. .if we take away their power to transform us, what isthe
vaueof rdigion? If wetakeaway theanointingin asense...the soul Being of the story,
how doesit continueto captivate usand call usinto adeeper and richer understandingof
our world? Myth and mystery.. .story and wonder...inform usand transform us, not just
in heady ways, but in heartful waysand allow usto engage ourselvesin the Divine
Dramaof Being.

When the story comes alivefor me, even asthe story of Creationcomesaive when | read
it, it drawsmeintoit. Youseedory isn't just acollectionof facts. Thestory of creation
isour powerful being part of the creativeenergy of God.

Whodidit? God did it. Wheredid God go? Nowhere. Gaod ishere...in us...around
us...through us...a part of usand we of God. The most marvelousthing today isthat you
are God's story. And theway you live your lifeand your Being, you too, are astory that
describesthe transformation of Being and invites usal to become. Thestory of Creation
for meliesat the heart of where you and | aretoday in our journey before God. Amen.



