I BELIEVE IN THE CREATOR OF HEAVEN AND EARTH
Isaiah 66:1-2

+++

Introduction

In his work of fiction Roots, we find the story of Kunta Kinte – the 5th great-grandfather of Alex Haley – author of the work.  Kunta Kinte has been taken as a slave in Africa and brought to this country.  In one very memorable scene in the book, Kunta Kinte has driven his master to a ball at a big plantation house.  He sits outside the house and listens to the music coming from inside of it.  He settled down waiting out the long night as his master enjoys the party.  After a while, as he sits there in the buggy, he hears other music coming from the slaves’ quarters behind the big house.  He listens.  The music is very different from that coming from the big house.  Then he goes in search of where it is coming from.  There he finds an elderly man playing music, African music, his music.  Suddenly memories come pouring into his mind.  He remembers this music as a child in Africa.  He had almost forgotten it.  In conversation with this man, Kunta Kinte discovers that he too is from his section of Africa and they talk excitedly in their native language.  Late that night, after they return from the dance, Kunta Kinte goes home a different man.  Even going to bed on the dirt floor of his little cabin, he feels different.  He weeps in sadness, aware that he had almost forgotten his past.  But now, he weeps also because it had been remembered.  There in slave quarters he remembers where he came from and who he is.  The music had helped him remember.
In 586 BC, the nation of Israel was conquered by the Babylonians and carried into Babylon close to 600 miles on foot.  There they slept, ate, worshiped, loved, died and had children for 70 years in captivity.  I’m sure they must have sat in front of big houses and listened to the music and longed for home.  But the music from home for them came in a parchment of lambskin with writing from a man named Isaiah.  He had heard from God and he put it all down, carried into the captivity with them in all probability.  There in homes they listened to words of hope, words of promise, words that reminded them that their God had not forgotten them.  He would restore them.  That was music in their ears.  For many it rooted them, grounded them.  

This music had two stanzas, if you will, that spoke of a God that was too big to be contained by the heavens, let alone a temple, yet small enough to fit in the average human heart.  Now, I don’t know about you, but in my captivity moments of despair and struggle, I find this God speaking to me that He is big enough to handle my captivity, yet small enough to be experienced day by day in that place I call Babylon.

Listen to these two lessons from Isaiah for us today:

I  The Creator of Heaven and Earth that Cannot be Contained or The God who is Big Enough to take Care of Me!  


“Heaven is my throne, and earth is my footstool.  Where is the house that you will build me?  And where is the place of my rest?  For all those things my hand has made, and all those things exist,” Says the Lord.”  Isaiah 66:1-2a
How do you see God?  Is He big enough to create all?  Is He big enough to handle history?  Is He big enough to deal with the issues of your life and existence?

How do you see God?  I love the story of the little girl who was sitting on her grandfather’s lap as he read her a bedtime story.  From time to time, she would take her eyes off the book and reach up to touch his soft, wrinkled cheek.  She began alternately rubbing her cheek and then his.  Finally she asked, “Grandpa, did God make you?”  “Yes, sweetheart,” he answered, “God made me a long time ago.”  “Oh,” she paused.  “Grandpa, did God make me too?”  “Yes,” indeed sweetie,” he said to here, “God made you just a little while ago.”  Feeling their respective faces again, she observed, “God’s getting better at it, isn’t he?”

How do you see God?  Can He do some thing well, but He’s having to improve on others?

God speaks in these verses and describes Himself to us.  Get this picture:  It’s been a long, hard day.  You get home exhausted.  All you want to do is sit on your easy chair:  your special recliner.  You plop down in it; maneuver the lever on the side of the chair and back you go into a relaxed position with your feet up. Now, God describes Himself in such a position:  Heaven is his throne and earth is his footstool. His head is among the stars and the earth is where you will find his feet.  The image is one of a God who is uncontained by space, time and dimension.  No house (temple is thought of here) can contain him.  You see, the children of Israel had watched with horror as their abode of God is destroyed before their eyes.  God is saying I’m uncontained by anything.  He is a God who is big enough to handle anything.  King Solomon says of him at the consecration of the Temple:  “But will God indeed dwell on the earth?  Behold, heaven and the heaven of heavens cannot contain You.  How much less this temple which I have built.”  Edward J. Young, the great commentator on this book of Isaiah says this:  “Those who would build a house…were seeking to render the infinite finite, the eternal temporal, and the Creator a mere creature.”
Augustine was one of the early church fathers.  One day he was walking along the seashore in meditation.  He was pondering the mystery of this big God.  His attention was drawn to a little girl playing on the beach.  Back and forth she went from sea to shore.  With each returning trip she carried a shovel full of water from the ocean to a little hole she had dug.  In response to his question as to what she was doing, she replied with childlike confidence, “Oh, I’m going to empty the sea into this little hole I’ve dug.”  Augustine reported that as he resumed his walk and his thought he realized that God was far, far too big and mysterious to squeeze this infinite into the finite.  

How big is your God?  J. B. Phillips asked that question of us almost 50 years ago in a book of just that title.  The question is still appropriate to ask, still appropriate to answer.  Too often we have squeezed this God into our molds, perspectives, impressions, theologies, lives and living – But you can’t do that with this God.  He will not fit into most of our temples and even churches of today.   Is your God big enough to cure cancer and if not cure it carry you through it?  Is He big enough to do both?  Is you God big enough to supply your daily bread?  Is He big enough to forgive where you have been and bring you to the place where you need to be?  Is He big enough for that?  How big is your God?  He is bigger than you might imagine.

How big is your God?  Is He big enough?
II The God who Can fit into the Human Heart.


“But on this one will I look:  On him who is poor and of a contrite spirit, and who trembles at My word.”  Isaiah 66:2b
The amazing thing about this passage is the extremes that it contains:  A God who cannot be contained, but can fit in the human heart.  But not just any heart.  The heart that is afflicted, contrite and trembles at his word is where the Master will rest his presence.  The word ‘afflicted’ here is literally depressed in mind or circumstances.  The word ‘contrite’ refers to someone smitten or maimed.  And the idea of trembling here is one of awe or fear.  Put it all together and you get one idea:  The human heart that is a humble heart is where God comes.  The God who cannot be contained by creation can be found in the human humble heart.  A heart that is low, a heart that is hurt, a heart that is humble.  
Kristen can teach us about that kind of heart.  Kristen when she was the 6 year old daughter of Elaine St. Johns talked about her friend God.  Listen to what her mother wrote:
“She introduced Him into our daily living when she was five.  Sitting on the living room floor in a pool of sunbeams, Kristie seemed absorbed in crayoning.  It should have been a quiet Sunday afternoon.  But the radio had been nudged higher and higher so her uncle could hear the ball game above the noises the kids were making.  Suddenly over the din Kristie’s voice rose.  “My friend God wants me to have peace,” she pleaded.  In the abashed silence that followed, Kristie didn’t even look up.  She continued her art work.  Since then, I, who introduced them, have been humble before their ripening friendship.  Humble, too, before the unfailing simplicity with which she approaches Him…Where did she get her facts?  She got them from the usual sources…Bible stories we read of him, Psalms we say together, from the little Sunday school where she and her playmate learn hymns.  But the interpretation is  strictly her own.  She has found that her Heavenly Father is always around, a thing she cannot truthfully say of her earthly parents.  She is sure He created all things good and beautiful; hence He is a powerful ally, fully capable of assisting her with any problem.  He has never let her down.  Take the matter of her red wagon.  Did we, or did we not, lose it?  One day it is there in its usual place, the next day it is gone.  We search diligently in all the possible places on our four acres.  We ask Koko.  We ask Grandma.  We have done our best but we do not find it.  “Well,” advises Kristie mater-of-factly.  “We’d better ask God.” Something prompts them to check the shed and then pushing off with one foot, Kristie says, “Thanks, God.”  Or take the afternoon our terrace is inexplicably littered with broken flower pots where our hanging garden had come tumbling down.  “Kristen,” says Grandma very kindly, “did you accidentally knock down those pots while playing?”  “No, Grandma,” Her tight little braids shake emphatically.  “Kristen, are you sure?”  “I didn’t break them, Grandma.”  She wants very much to be believed.  “Ask God.”  Two hours later we catch the neighbor’s cat whisking the rest of them off with a playful paw.  “God I love you.”  That’s Kristen and her best friend God!”

 That is the God who the heavens cannot contain, but the human heart can!
Conclusion

When his son was small, they often walked together out through the fields and neighboring pasture behind their home.  At first he would hold onto his Dad’s little finger, but he found that when he stepped into a hoof-print or stumbled over something, his grip would fail and down he’d go in the dust or snow or grass.  Not giving it much thought and his Dad’s mind on other matters, he’d stop and he’d get up, brush himself off, and grab his Dad’s little finger again, gripping a little harder this time.  Needless to say, this occurred quite frequently until one day as he was brushing himself off, the little fellow looked at his day and said, “Daddy?”  “Yes, Son, what is it?” said the father.  “I think if you would hold my hand, I probably wouldn’t fall.”  And his Dad did.  You know, the little guy stumbled many times after that, but he never hit the ground.
How big is your God?  Is he big enough to hold you and keep you from falling?  Let him hold your hand!

