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“We Love to Tell the Story:  In the Beginning” 
 

Genesis 1:1-5 & Genesis 2:4-17 

 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. 

 

Genesis 2 (The Message) 

 This is the story of how it all started, of Heaven and Earth when 

they were created. At the time God made Earth and Heaven, before any 
grasses or shrubs had sprouted from the ground—God hadn’t yet sent rain on 

Earth, nor was there anyone around to work the ground (the whole Earth was 

watered by underground springs)—God formed Man out of dirt from the ground 
and blew into his nostrils the breath of life. The Man came alive—a living soul! 

 Then God planted a garden in Eden, in the east. He put the Man he had 
just made in it. God made all kinds of trees grow from the ground, trees 

beautiful to look at and good to eat. The Tree-of-Life was in the middle of the 

garden, also the Tree-of-Knowledge-of-Good-and-Evil.  
 God took the Man and set him down in the Garden of Eden to work the 

ground and keep it in order. 
 God commanded the Man, “You can eat from any tree in the garden, 

except from the Tree-of-Knowledge-of-Good-and-Evil. Don ’t eat from it. The 

moment you eat from that tree, you’re dead.” 

 God said, “It’s not good for the Man to be alone; I ’ll make him a helper, 

a companion.” So God formed from the dirt of the ground all the animals of the 
field and all the birds of the air. He brought them to the Man to see what he 

would name them. Whatever the Man called each living creature, that was its 
name. The Man named the cattle, named the birds of the air, named the wild 
animals; but he didn’t find a suitable companion. 

 God put the Man into a deep sleep. As he slept he removed one of his 

ribs and replaced it with flesh. God then used the rib that he had taken from 
the Man to make Woman and presented her to the Man. 
The Man said, “Finally! Bone of my bone, flesh of my flesh! Name her Woman 

for she was made from Man.” The two of them, the Man and his Wife, were 
naked, but they felt no shame. 

 
 

 I enjoy a good story.  When I was serving as an associate minister in 

Indianapolis, I took some storytelling workshops.   My favorite storyteller was 
Donald Davis, a former Methodist minister turned professional storyteller.  He 

could hold your attention as he stood on stage weaving a tale with his words 



accented by his southern drawl about his life growing up in Waynesville, North 
Carolina.   

 
 In addition to being a storyteller, he would lead workshops on how we 

could draw from events and experiences from your own life, and begin to 
develop them into stories to share.   

 
 One of the most important things in developing a story then is how to 

start the story, so as to draw your listeners into it.   
 

“It was the best of times, it was the worst of times…”  
“It was a dark and stormy night…”   

“Once upon a time”  
“In a galaxy far, far away…”   

Or how about  
“In the beginning…”   

 
 As people of faith, we know this is how our sacred faith story begins in 

Genesis 1, as the writer begins to tell us the story of Creation.  Or is it how our 
story begins? 

 
 Perhaps this is how the story of Creation begins:  “In the day that the 

Lord God made the earth and the heavens…” Note, it the writer says “In the 
day” not days.   

 
 There are actually two accounts of Creation.  The first is, as we know, in 

Genesis 1.  The other follows in Genesis 2, which we read this morning.   

 
 In the beginning, back before the Bible began to take shape as we know 

it today, a long time ago before writing was invented, people told stories to 
give meaning and understanding about life and the world they knew at the 

time.   
 

 Both these two tales of Creation were told separately and for different 
reasons.   

 
 The account of Creation in Genesis 1 “it was evening and it was morning, 

the first, second, third, fourth, fifth and sixth day…” is from what Biblical 
scholars refer to as the “Priestly” tradition.  It is poetic in its form, and was 

probably a liturgy used in temple worship.  In the original Hebrew language, 
the name for God is Elohim.   

 

 The second account of Creation in Genesis 2, is in a narrative form.  The 
name for God in Hebrew is “Yahweh”.  This account was most likely written 

around 950 BCE at the height of Davidic and Solomon kingships.   
 

 These two different traditions along with several other sources referred 
to as J, E, P and D (Jehovah/Yahweh, Elohim, Priestly, and Deuteronomist) 

have stories woven in throughout the Hebrew Scriptures, which was years in 



the development and not fully canonized until, as some scholars theorize, the 
Second Century CE.   The same could be said of the multiple gospels and 

epistles (letters) that stood alone until the Council of Hippo in 393 when the 
final cut was made forming what we call the New Testament.   

 
 So where and how does our sacred faith story begin?  Well, that depends 

on who is doing the telling.   
 

 Judaism, Christianity and Islam all tell similar creation stories.   
 

 None of the accounts of Creation are factual, scientific, or historical 
accounts of how the world and all who have inhabited this planet as well as the 

universe actually began.   
 

 They are simply stories, myths, if you will.  And these two different 

Creation tales are just two of the many others that exist from people and 
cultural and religions.  The one thing they all seek to do is explain where did 

we and everything that has existed come from and why?  
 

 I like to think that around a fire one evening, a child asked “How did 
everything, including us, get here?”  In response, an Elder of the tribe, who 

was the keeper of the oral tradition that had been handed down for 
generations, began to tell the tale of creation.  Over the years, the story was 

edited and retold, until it was finally written down.   
 

 Does this mean our two Creation stories aren’t “true” or “the truth.”  No, 
they are not literally true and yet, they hold sacred “truth” in helping us 

explain through the lens of faith, about the Creator God (Yahweh or Elohim) 
sacred presence in all people and creation, as well as our responsibility to care 

for all of God’s creation.   

 
 Over the coming Sundays we will be exploring the stories we tell in 

Scripture and in our own lives, looking at them through the lens of faith, both 
the joys and celebrations, as well as the heartaches, pain, suffering, death and 

grief.  We will touch on parts of our stories we would rather not anyone know 
about for fear of our reputation, and yet, how those stories need to be told as 

well.   
 

 Frederick Buechner says, “Stories have enormous power for us.”  
 
 In Leslie Marmon Silko’s book, “Ceremony” she writes:   “ I will tell you 

something about stories, [he said] They aren’t just entertainment. Don ’t be 

fooled. They are all we have, you see, all we have to fight off illness and death. 
You don’t have anything if you don ’t have the stories. Their evil (illness and 

death) is mighty but it can ’t stand up to our stories.” 

 

 The banner that hangs up front says, “We Love To Tell The Story”.  It is 
based on the hymn of the same name, which is actually taken from a poem 

written by Katherine “Kate” Hankey. She belonged to an evangelical group 



known as the Clapham Sect, led by William Wilberforce. The group was mainly 
known for its anti-slavery and pro-missionary stances.  In her thirties, she 

suffered a severe illness. During her long recovery, she wrote a two-part poem 
of 50 stanzas each.  The first part was titled “The Story Wanted” and the 

second answering the question, titled “The Story Told”.   
 

 I would like to think Katherine Hankey would appreciate what Jan 
Richardson, who blogs at the Painted Prayerbook, has to say about why it is 

important for us to tell the “old, old story”.   
 

 Jan Richardson writes:  “We cannot know God without stories; that we 
cannot know ourselves without them.…the true power of a good story lies: that 

it unhides something, reveals something—and someone—we need to know.” 
 

 Perhaps then, we when tell a story from our own lives, if we are truly 

listening, paying attention to all the details, the beauty and pain of it, we will 
discover something of the sacred presence of God in it.   

 
 And in that way, discover something new about the story of us all that 

we are called to love and tell from the beginning of us all.   
 

 
        Amen. 

 


