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The Eternal, Particular Story of Forever and Right Now 

My father had a saying he would return to again and again when faced with the 

everyday dramas of raising two little girls. “The aspect of eternity”. In the aspect of eternity, he 

would say, and actually still does, these petty little concerns of ours didn’t matter so much. A 

missed party with friends, a bad grade, a disagreement we were having about politics, in the 

aspect of eternity our disappointments and hang ups were so very small.  

 In general, I found this response lacking. Sure, it’s good to sometimes take the long 

view, but in the aspect of eternity I and everyone I’ve ever known or loved is no more than a 

flea in the eyes of the universe. Actually, we are less than fleas, we are specks on specks on 

fleas. And that kind of perspective is dangerously close to nihilism. I don’t think my father’s a 

nihilist; he’s just a guy who values his peace and harmony. 

 But I was thinking of his peculiar defense mechanism for dealing with the ups and 

downs of life when I was reading Genesis this week. There’s really no longer view to take than 

from the very, very beginning of all things.  

 Biblical scholars have long attributed Genesis to the exilic period of Israel. In the 6th 

century BC the nation of Israel had been conquered by the Babylonians and many of its citizens 

lived in exile in Babylon. This time of national woe was also a rich time theologically speaking 

and these opening words of Genesis are part of that richness. These woe begotten Israelites 

looked from the aspect of eternity. From the aspect of eternity, perhaps the political 
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misfortunes of one group of people are very small, but then so are their enemies. In their 

smallness they find resilience to endure and perhaps to overcome. 

 Genesis, or at least the first part of the book, has sometimes been the victim of the 

culture wars with one side holding it up as a blueprint, an exact telling of how the world was 

made, and another side relegating it to the status of outdated myth, but still capable of doing a 

great deal of damage.  

 With the lines drawn so starkly, and our natural desire to pick the right side, we can miss 

the poetry. The genre of the earliest part of Genesis, the part we read today, is poetry or at 

least it is liturgy. Hear the repetition – time: beginning; first day; second day; then God’s 

command; then it takes place; then it is blessed. It is soothing.  

 But it is not soothing the way I took my father’s “aspect of eternity” perspective, 

soothing as a way of making the stuff of life seem small and petty. Yes, in the aspect of the 

creator of the world, both Babylonian and Israelite are small. But this poem, this story, is being 

told to and heard by certain Israelites in response to certain Babylonians. The eternal story 

becomes personal and small when it is heard and cherished by particular people.  

 These particular Israelites heard that their God, contrary to the Gods of their 

neighboring conquerors, cared about creation. God took chaos and made it orderly. There was 

all this mess and God took some of it and made earth and some other stuff over here, God 

made sky. Who is to say, this particular Israelite might wonder, if God might still be making 

order out of chaos, even the chaos these particular Israelites were experiencing.  

 These particular people would also hear something else about this creator. This God 

made human creatures in this God’s own image. What a phrase – in the image of God. Made in 
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the image of God, human creatures, like God, can create. And, like God, they can choose to be 

faithful and gracious. They can choose that way of being even in exile, even when all else seems 

to be out of control.  

 The story of Genesis captures this paradoxical understanding of God. This God stands 

above and away, so vast is creation and so deep is time. And this God stands so very near, 

imprinting its own image on creation - blessing it, tending it, speaking to it through story, 

generation after generation. 

 Psalm 8, our Psalm for this morning wonders at this tension as well: “When I look at 

your heavens, the work of your fingers, the moon and the stars that you have established; 

what are human beings that you are mindful of them, mortals that you care for them?” The 

Psalmist wonders. But then goes on to say, “Yet you have made them a little lower than God, 

and crowned them with glory and honor. You have given them dominion over the works of your 

hands; you have put all things under their feet, all sheep and oxen, and also the beasts of the 

field, the birds of the air, and the fish of the sea, whatever passes along the paths of the seas”. 

 We are small in the eyes of the Almighty, yet somehow still so close to God. This 

contradictory way of understanding God was of course made so much more pointed in the case 

of Jesus who we confess to be the Word of God, begotten of the Father, but also Jesus of 

Nazareth, born of a woman who existed at a particular time in history. We, as a people of faith, 

have wrestled with the language to make it easier to speak the truth about God. What we came 

up with was the Trinity, which hasn’t really made it easier for anyone, but at least does attempt 

to give the experience of God a name.  
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 But all of this, transcendent, immanent, or trinity, means nothing really if it means 

nothing to us. My father was trying to help his little girls put their life in perspective. We tell this 

story and we hear this story to put our own lives in perspective. There is chaos in our world 

right now. If we are called to be stewards of creation, we are doing it very poorly. But listen, 

God can and will, even now, make order out of this chaos – for it surely no more chaotic than 

the disorder at the beginning of time. St. Thomas as a community is looking for direction. Who 

are we and where should we be going? But listen. There are such things as beginnings and new 

starts. The culture is less interested in Christianity, in going to church, in giving to church. But 

listen. God has given to each one of us the freedom and power to choose our path in spite of 

culture, in spite of recent trends. The flickering flame of God’s own Spirit is alive in us and will 

not be snuffed out. This story is ours to make of it what we will, to let it speak to us about this 

mysterious God who is near and far and without and within. We’re at the beginning of 

something new this summer and listen when God says that it is good; it is blessed. 

 

 

 


