I BELIEVE IN GOD THE CREATOR
Genesis 1:1-8

+++

Introduction
His name is Patrick Henry Hughes and he sees himself as potential.  Patrick is a 20 year old wheelchair bound young man who has shortened arms and legs and is blind, but he sees himself as potential.  Patrick plays the trumpet in the U of L marching band.  A marching band?  Yes, remember he sees himself as potential and he is able to be that potential because of a tireless creator of that potential standing behind that wheelchair:  his Dad.  His father hovers over him pushing him left then abruptly stopping in a set formation; running to the right to form a certain shape or letter in the choreography of the band; then standing still to produce a crescendo of sound as the performance concludes.  This young man achieves his potential by the power of the fatherly creator behind him.  In fact you can read all about it in his book entitled I AM POTENTIAL.

Today we proclaim God the Creator in our series on the creed for post-modern ears.  When we read the ancient text of this creation of the world we become aware of the potential that exists when the loving Father is behind it.  



What does it mean to believe in God as the ‘maker,’ the Creator?

Let’s look at the picture of God in this creative process for our answer:

1. The first thing we notice in this creation narrative is this:  The Creator sees Potential in all that is Marred – Genesis 1:1-2a

“The earth was without form and void; and darkness was on the face of the deep.”

Let’s look at this a little more deeply.  The words ‘without form and void’ have significant meaning in the Hebrew.  The idea is of waste lands, empty arguments, that which has no substance.  That is the idea behind the Hebrew words tohu wabohu.  They convey the idea that what God had to work with was purposeless, had no value, had no life.  Yet we see what can happen when the creator speaks to it.  And there is “darkness”  on the face of the deep.  The word darkness here (hasek) is used many times in the Bible to represent a symbol for distress and difficulty.  

Yet out of this formless void of darkness comes planet earth teeming with life.  God, you see, sees the potential and makes, creates.  


We can take a cue from the creator:  What is the potential in the lifeless, void and form before me?  What can I create from this darkness?  I read a story about a grandmother and her granddaughter this past week that shows potential even in that which is marred.  She had spent some time at the store looking over patterns and fabrics just for the right ‘Sunday-go-to-meetin’-church-dress.”  She poured over patterns and felt many fabrics before she picked a rosebud pink cloth and began the painstaking process with needle and thread.  Soon the big day came to iron the dress and the creation would be complete.  But the iron was old and overheated.  The grandmother did not know.  The newly formed dress was placed on the old ironing board and the iron upon the dress.  In a matter of seconds a brown scorch was formed on the dress, the dress that had taken days to make.  The grandmother paused and took it all in as the granddaughter watched.  Then she took the dress off the iron, looked at it, picked up a pair of scissors and began to cut the dress up into squares.  Out of the marred dress would come a quilt.  And now, on cold winter nights much like we have had lately, the granddaughter pulls up a quilt with pink rosebuds on it and stays warm because a grandmother saw potential in a marred dress that didn’t work.



Our marred lives have potential in God’s eyes too.  Marred by sin, failure, unfocused living; marred by brown marks from life, God sees the potential in us and works his creative powers for his glory as Creator of heaven and earth.  The longer I paint with watercolors the longer I realize what I was told was wrong.  Even bad paintings can be corrected with a little time, patience and imagination.  Where can God work it potential in you?  Offer it to him and see what can happen.

2. The Creator Hovers over that Potential -  Genesis 1:2b.

“And the Spirit of God was hovering over the face of the waters.”
Hovering here or brooding, indicates care as of a mother eagle.  Deuteronomy 32:11 uses the idea in this way:  “As an eagle stirs up its nest, hovers over its young, spreading out its wings, taking them up, carrying them on its wings…”
“The mother eagle tried hard to induce the little one to leave the nest, but the baby was afraid. Suddenly, the mother rose well above him. I held my breath, for I knew what was coming”, recounts Christabel Gladwell  

‘‘The little fellow stood on the edge of the nest, looking down at the plunge which he dared not take. There was a sharp cry from behind, which made him alert, tense as a watch-spring. The next instant the mother eagle had swooped, striking the nest at his feet, sending his support of twigs and himself with them and into the air. 

‘‘He was afloat now, afloat on the blue air despite himself, and he flapped lustily for life. Over him, under him, beside him, hovered the mother on tireless wings, calling softly that she was there. But the awful fear of the depths and the lance tops of the spruces was upon the little one; his flapping grew wilder; he fell faster and faster. 

Suddenly — more in fright than because he had lost his strength — he lost his balance and tipped head downward in the air. It was all over; he folded his wings to be dashed into pieces among the trees. 

Then like a flash the mother eagle shot under him, his despairing feet touched her broad shoulders, between her wings. He righted himself, rested an instant, found his head; then she dropped like a shot from under him, leaving him to come down on his own wings. 

“It was all the work of an instant before I lost them among the trees far below. And when I found them again with my glass, the eaglet was on top of a great pine, and the mother was feeding him”.


God hovers over us to bring us to full maturity in Christ.  Where do you need to be carried on heavenly wings so that you may learn to fly with wings of faith?

3. Lastly, the Creator Speaks into Existence that Potential – Genesis 1:3.
“And God said, “Let there be light” and there was light.”

Creation is always viewed from Genesis to Revelation as the result of the spoken word.  10 times in this chapter alone the reference “And God said…” appears.  9 of those times there is an immediate result in the creative order.  God speaks and it happens.

God’s word or speaking is a theme repeated often in Scripture.  Listen to Isaiah 55:11:  “So shall My word be that goes forth from my mouth; It shall not return to me void, but it shall accomplish what I please and it shall prosper in the thing for which I sent it.” 

What we see here is the power of the creative word.  Words can cure or cause harm, they can heal or hurt.  We need to remember that.  And God’s words of hope heal and help.

It is similar to words spoken to a man in 1850.  he had just lost his job.  It was a mundane, bureaucratic position at a custom house, but he lost it.  His whole world came tumbling down upon him.  When he told his wife of his apparent disaster, she looked at him and said, “Why don’t you write a book?  You’ve always wanted to write?”  Such words of hope inspired him.  Her word of encouragement fell on his parched soul like a fresh drop of rain.  He had been waiting for a spoken word like that.  This became a “God said…” moment for him.  He began to write and what he wrote was The Scarlet Letter.  The man was Nathaniel Hawthorne.  

Are there moments in your life when you need to hear the creative spoken word of God?  Maybe today is such a day.  Marred lives can live again when God says, “Hope in God,” “have faith in God,”  “fear not.”  
Conclusion 

On Nov. 18, 1995, Itzhak Perlman, the violinist, came on stage to give a

concert at Lincoln Center in New York City. If you have ever been to a

Perlman concert, you know that getting on stage is no small achievement for

him. He was stricken with polio as a child, and has braces on both legs and

walks with the aid of two crutches. To see him walk across the stage one

step at the time, painfully and slowly is a sight. He walks painfully, yet

majestically, until he reaches his chair.

Then he sits down, slowly, put his crutches on the floor, undoes the clasps

on his legs, tucks one foot back and extend the other foot forward.  Then he

bends down and picks up his violin, puts it under his chin, nods to the

conductor and proceeds to play.

By now, the audience is used to this ritual. They sit quietly while he makes

his way across the stage to his chair. They remain silent while he undoes

the clasps on his legs, they wait until he is ready to

play.

But this time, something went wrong. Just as he finished the first few bars,

one of the strings on his violin broke.  You could hear it snap -- it went

off like gunfire across the room. There was no mistaking what he had to do.

People who were there that night thought to themselves: "We figured that he

would have to get up, put on the clasps again, pick up the crutches and limp

his way off the stage -- to either find another violin or else find another

string for this one. Or wait for someone to bring him another.

But he didn't. Instead he waited a moment, closed his eyes and then signaled

the conductor to begin again. The orchestra began, and he played from where

he had left off. And he played with such passion and such power and such

purity, as they had never heard before.

Of course, anyone knows that it is impossible to play a symphonic work with

just three strings. I know that, you know that. But that night Itzhak

Perlman refused to know that. You could see him modulating, changing and

recomposing the piece in his head. At one point it sounded like he was

de-tuning the strings to get new sounds from them that they had never made

before.

When he finished, there was an awesome silence in the room. And then people

rose and cheered. There was an extraordinary outburst of applause from every

corner of the auditorium. Everyone was on their feet, screaming and

cheering, doing everything they could to show how much they appreciated what

he had done. He smiled, wiped the sweat from his brow, raised his bow to

quiet the audience, not boastfully, but in a quiet reverent tone:

"YOU KNOW, SOMETIMES IT IS THE ARTIST'S TASK TO FIND OUT HOW MUCH MUSIC YOU

CAN STILL MAKE WITH WHAT YOU HAVE LEFT."

That is God the Creator.  He sees the potential, hovers over us and with his words of hope creates.

With God our Creator YOU ARE POTENTIAL!

