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 In spite of everything, creation is good.  And not just good, but very good.  That's the 

gospel of the Genesis creation story.  Even this rain, which washes out picnics, is good.  And 

soon, real summer, and warm weather, and all the pleasures it brings will really be here.   

 Yes, summer!  For some of us, along with toiling and sweating in the gardens and 

orchards and fields, summer will include a large dollop of pleasrure-- sunning on a beach by a 

clear blue lake...or reclining in a rustic campground...or hiking in the mountains...or reading, 

and walking, and not doing much of any redeeming value except, well, just enjoying it all.  

That's summer!  In the cry of the birds at dawn, and in the singing of the frogs at dusk, can't 

you just hear that benediction that God spoke on the first evening of creation:  "Good, good, 

good!"?  

 In spite of everything that is not so good.  And there is that dark and sober and 

sometimes spiteful other side of creation.  Sometimes there is pollution in that lake, and black 

flies in that campground, and rock slides in those mountains.  And among those wonderfully 

diverse plants and animals God has made, there's a pretty rugged tooth-and-claw struggle for 

survival.  Big fishes eat smaller fishes who eat smaller fishes yet who eat protazoea who eat 

whatever protazoea eat.  And there I am, relaxing in that boat, catching and eating those fish, 

a participant in that great chain of life consuming life.    

 And species are disappearing at an alarming rate.  Last week I read that our earth is on 

the brink of a sixth mass extinction--there've been 5 in the past.  Today we are losing mammal 

species at 20 to 100 times the rate of the past.  Not because of asteroid strikes like that which  

wiped out the dinosaurs.  But because of the impact of human beings like you and me.   And 

sometimes those human beings at the top of the chain bite and devour each other.   Yes, that 

shadow side of creation, too, is part of our Father's good world.   

 And the writer of Genesis knew that, even as he was determined to declare God's 

creation as GOOD.  There was lots in that writer's life that was not good.  He was well aware 

of the dark side of creation.  He knew that cancer cells can set up shop and start to consume 

healthy active cells.  When our Genesis creation story was written, our author and his Israelite 

sisters and brothers were refugees, in exile, uprooted from their land by Babylonian captors.  

They were more like the people we see on the news, fleeing their homeland in boats, washing 

up on the shores of Europe--if they are lucky--than they were like you and me.  Many of those 

uprooted Israelites were asking, Where is our God?  IS there a God? Is our God really 

sovereign? Has God abandoned US, his chosen people?  And, is this world just a mean and evil 

place, subject to the whims of unfriendly gds and the powers of evil and death? 

 And the response of Genesis to these agonizing questions is really quite daring, and for 

some people unbelievable.  In spite of everything, creation IS GOOD!   Not just are the lakes 

and blue skies and singing birds and daffodils and bald eagles good.  But also the sea 

monsters.  Did you note that the sea monsters were also created by God?  They were the 

dark side of creation, the spiritual terrorists of the writer's world.  But even they were created 

by God, and are good.   And, human beings, the life form at the top of the chain, responsible 



for so much destruction?  They not only are good--they are also uniquely special to God, 

created in God's own image.    

 Yes, in spite of everything--Genesis 1 announces--God is in charge of a fundamentally 

good world, working to bring order and peace out of darkness and death and to restore the 

world's original goodness. 

  One thing that lots of people like to do in summer is go camping.  I'm curious, how 

many of you go camping?  And those of you who don't, you don't go camping because...it's 

too much work, there are mosquitos, there could be rain like yesterday, you prefer your own 

bed, there's no WIFI in the campground?  I must confess, I don't do a lot of camping either.  

Though Julie and I did once.  It was on our honeymoon.  I had the bright idea of taking a little 

tent along.  And we set it up one night in some campground.  And it happened, during the 

night it rained like yesterday.  So we spent the next morning in a laundromat drying out our 

clothes and blankets. 

 In any case, whether you and I like to do it or not, God is a camper.  God likes to get 

out of heaven, into the world he has made, the world of mountains and flowers and birds, and 

of those sea monsters that sometimes cause chaos, the world of human beings who often are 

good and sometimes do very evil things.  That's what we call "the gospel" is all about.  As the 

gospel writer John puts it:  "In the beginning was the Word.  And the Word was with God, 

and the Word was God.  All things came into being through him.  And the Word became  

flesh, and dwelt among us."  The word "dwelt" really means "pitching a tent," or, we could 

say, "setting up the camper."   Like some of us do, in the summer.   God has gone camping, 

here, in the backyards of where you and I lived.  God has rolled out his RV, alongside yours 

and mine, to assure us of his love. God has set up his camper, in our campground, to invite us 

away from our destructive ways (or, save us from our sin).  God he has pitched his own tent, 

in the middle of our tents, to restore his divine image that has become tarnished in his human 

creatures that still bear the divine image.  And the good news is that in the life, death, and 

resurrection of Jesus, God has again and for all time overcome the waters of darkness and 

chaos that threaten his good world.  Those waters still may rise now and then, in God's world, 

or your world, or my world, but, since Jesus, they can never ultimately drown us, they can 

never separate us from God's love.   

 Yeah, it's a bummer we can't be at Balls Falls this morning, in the warm sunshine, amidst 

the trees and birds and extraordinarily diverse life forms of God's created world.  It can be 

disappointing, even devastating when our wonderful plans and hopes and dreams get washed 

out.  But then, a rained-out picnic is a good time to remember that God pitches his tent even 

in soggy campgrounds.  And it's also a good time to re-read the creation story, and to claim 

again what the writer affirmed when his world seemed pretty dark--that this is still God's world, 

and that, in spite of everything, that world is still good, very good.  
   


