
kind of animal, it rained an awful lot, and eventually dried up. But we’ll leave out the details, thank 
you very much. They are, quite honestly, more than we can take. This dark tale of death and de-
struction is just too much to handle. We have to leave out the angst and agony, the despair and de-
feat, because it is all too painful. Because we’re not quite sure what to make of a God who would do 
this in the first place. How do you make sense of this story as an adult?  In what ways does it chal-
lenge your understanding of God?  
 

Prayer: Open your word to me, O God, that I might know you more fully, and follow you more faithfully.  
Amen. 
 
Saturday: Read Genesis 9:8-17 (Noah, pt. 2) 
The flood didn’t change us, but it changed God. We’re the same sorry lot we’ve always been: vio-
lent, corrupt, sinful, broken. But God has never been the same. God has chosen us as his very own, 
and nothing we ever do is going to change that. God’s love for us, God’s presence with us, God’s 
grace — it all endures. God chooses us, chooses to become one of us, one with us, even though it 
leads to death — death on a cross. Never again, God promises. Never again. God hangs his bow in 
the clouds, so that he will see it and remember the everlasting covenant between God and every 
living creature of all flesh that is on the earth. We are God’s people, and that will never change.  
That’s why we keep telling this story to our children. That’s why we want our kids to know it by 
heart. God chooses to be in relationship with us. When we are faced with all the sorrow and shame 
and brokenness that come from simply being alive, from being human, we remember this story, and 
know that surely the Lord is among us, loving us into wholeness and life. And like a dove clutching 
an olive branch, that might be just enough to keep us afloat, pushing toward the horizon, trusting 
that God’s rainbow, and home, are just beyond our sight. 
 

Prayer: Remember me, O God, and guide me back to you.  Amen.  

 

 

 Series: Long Story Short           Sermon: In the Beginning 

Genesis 1:1-5 
“In the beginning when God created the heavens and the earth, the earth was a formless void and 
darkness covered the face of the deep, while a wind from God swept over the face of the waters. 
Then 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, the first day.” 
 
 
Monday: Read 2 Timothy 3:14-17 
As we begin this new series of looking at the overall narrative arc of scripture, perhaps it is helpful to 
think about the Bible itself for a bit. The old hymn calls it “the Bread of Life,” and we ourselves be-
lieve that in these sacred pages we find hope, encouragement, wisdom, challenge, direction, and, 
sometimes, an encounter with the living presence of God. In this passage from 2 Timothy, we are 
told that all scripture is “inspired by God.” This prompts a few questions. First, we might note that 
when these words were written, “all scripture” meant the Hebrew Bible, our Old Testament; the 
books of the New Testament were not yet available to Christians. We might also note that there is a 
translation issue here in verse 16 (check to see if your Bible has a footnote for this verse). The origi-
nal Greek can be translated as “all scripture is inspired by God,” but it can just as accurately be trans-
lated as “all scripture that is inspired by God.” Deeper and more pressing than these questions, 
though, is what we make of the word inspired. Quite literally, to inspire is to “breathe into,” and in 
both Hebrew (ruach) and Greek (pneuma), the same word is used for breath, for wind, and for spirit.  
For something to be inspired, then, it must be filled with breath, with life, with spirit, just as God 
breathed life into the first human in the story of creation (cf. Genesis 2:7). To be inspired is to be 
ALIVE. What does it mean to you that scripture is inspired?  When has the Bible come alive to you? 
 

Prayer: God, help me to wrestle with your living word, that through it I might be inspired for a life of faith and 
discipleship.  Amen. 



Tuesday: Read Genesis 1:1-2:3 
In this first creation story, God brings order into the chaos, light into the darkness, and life into our 
world. And we are told that when God created humankind, God created us in his image. You and I 
are made in the image of God. You and I reflect something of God’s holiness. There is something of a 
family resemblance between us and our creator. Sometimes this is hard to remember. We see vio-
lence and tension and turmoil across the globe and in our own backyard; we see children forgotten 
and abandoned and forsaken; we see too many people who are hungry, all while our own plates are 
over-full; we see a world that is broken, and breaking further still; and too many of us know first-
hand what it means to be lonely or heartbroken or hopeless. Created in the image of God? Some-
times, it is hard to remember, hard to believe, hard to accept. But when we remember who we are 
— who we really are — we realize we were created to be more, and perhaps in that truth we find 
hope: hope for new possibilities, hope for a new tomorrow, hope for a new beginning. What is giv-
ing you hope these days?  How have you seen the image of God reflected in your neighbor? In your-
self? 
 

Prayer: Help me to remember who you created me to be, O God.  Amen. 
 
Wednesday: Read Genesis 2:4b-3:24 
If you wanted to know the recipe for your grandmother’s chicken and dumplings, you probably 
wouldn’t look for it in the encyclopedia. If you wanted to know the definition of onomatopoeia, you 
wouldn’t consult the user’s manual in your car’s glove box. You won’t find Einstein’s theory of rela-
tivity in US Weekly. Just so, the story of Adam and Eve doesn’t have the answer to all of the questions 
we might want to ask of it. We want this story to tell us when the world was created, and the science 
of how the world was created, but this story just isn’t interested in answering those questions. We 
want it to tell us how evil came into the world, but this story is less interested in telling us how 
things came to be, and more interested in showing us how things are. It is less about the past, and 
more about the present. Rather than explain the origin of sin, it describes what it means to be hu-
man. It’s about who we are; we’re in every verse: how we mess things up, even when we know bet-
ter; how we rationalize, make excuses, shift blame. We’ve all grabbed the fruit. We all know what it 
is like to be naked, exposed, our defenses down. Most of us know what it’s like to have something 
great and lose it. We walk the same lines Adam and Eve did, the line between choice and conse-
quence, between freedom and boundaries, between failure and survival. It’s a story about you and 
me, and it is also a story about God, who even after we have thrown it all away, stays with us as we 
leave the garden for an uncertain future. God had promised death (“the day you eat from the tree is 
the day you die”), but when it comes down to it, instead of death, God gives clothes: “And the Lord 
God made garments of skins for the man and for his wife, and clothed them” (3:21). What does this 
story tell you about what it means to be human? What does it tell you about who God really is?  
Where do you find hope in this story? 
 

Prayer: Remind me, O God, that your final word for us is always grace.  Amen. 
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quence, between freedom and boundaries, between failure and survival. It’s a story about you and 
me, and it is also a story about God, who even after we have thrown it all away, stays with us as we 
leave the garden for an uncertain future. God had promised death (“the day you eat from the tree is 
the day you die”), but when it comes down to it, instead of death, God gives clothes: “And the Lord 
God made garments of skins for the man and for his wife, and clothed them” (3:21). What does this 
story tell you about what it means to be human? What does it tell you about who God really is?  

Thursday: Read Genesis 4:1-16 
After killing his brother, Cain is banished, left to wander, and separated from God. Cain is sent east 
of Eden, to the land of Nod, a Hebrew word that means “wandering.” What does he do in the land of 
Nod, in the place of wandering? Cain settles down, has a family, and builds a city.  Isn’t that amazing?  
To be wandering, and settled, all at the same time. To be lost, but not looking for anywhere else to go.  To 
be stuck in no man’s land, and somehow make yourself comfortable there. I say that’s amazing, but I suppose 
it isn’t; we all know someone (maybe we ARE someone) who has settled for wandering, who has 
gotten comfortable being lost, drifting, living without really having a life. Like the college grad who 
moves back home, and the job search keeps coming up empty, and he really likes clean laundry and 
hot meals, and so he settles in. Or like the retiree who picked up her last paycheck and left her drive, 
her ambition, her passion at the office, and it’s now a steady diet of long meals, extra coffee, lots of 
TV, and early bedtimes. Wandering, drifting, lost…but settled. East of Eden, away from God.  
When God went looking for Abel, Cain responded, “Why should I care? Am I my brother’s keeper?”  
But God says: “Listen! Your brother’s blood cries out from the ground.” There’s a fine line between 
going somewhere, and going nowhere. And it just doesn’t take much to get off track. But if we lis-
ten, if we look beyond ourselves, maybe there’s hope for us yet. So if we find ourselves in the land of 
Nod, if we find ourselves wandering, let’s not settle in, settle down, and settle for less. There’s no 
need to build a life (or a church) in the land of Nod. Do you ever feel like you have settled for some-
thing you shouldn’t? Where is God calling you to go? What is God calling you to do? 
 

Prayer: Our hearts our restless, O God, until they find their rest in you.  May we never stop searching until we are 
at home.  Amen. 
 
Friday: Read Genesis 6:11-22 (Noah, pt. 1) 
One of the first toys I remember having as a child was a little wooden ark. I could take the roof off, 
and inside was a wooden ramp, along with a dozen or so pairs of molded plastic animals — every-
thing from lions and zebras to puppies and snakes. I would dump out the whole lot, and then make 
the animal pairs march up the ramp and into the ark. With the roof secured, I’d shake it around like a 
martini to simulate forty days and forty nights of deluge in a few short minutes. Then, off came the 
roof, on went the ramp, and out came the animals, safe and sound and on dry land, at least until I 
was ready to play again. Did you have a toy like that? Do your children? It is interesting, isn’t it, that 
we’ve made this story a children’s fairy tale. Cartoon portraits of Noah and the animals adorn the 
walls of nurseries in homes and churches alike. Nary a one of us, I would wager, has been to church 
camp without singing about the animals coming on by twosies, twosies and going off by threesies, 
threesies. This dark, horrific tale has become a nursery rhyme, a bedtime story, a children’s book.  
This story of the destruction of the entire creation seems just a bit much for preschooler, but we 
keep it in the hands of children.  It’s safer there. With a child, you can glaze over a few of the less 
acceptable details of this ominous tale. We learn this story and we know this story and we tell this 
story in this child-friendly way, and then we don’t have to really dwell in it. I think we’d rather just 
hit the high points: God told Noah to build an ark, Noah loaded it with a male and female from every 


