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Genesis 1 (selected verses): 
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. 

Then God said, "Let us make humankind in our image, according to our likeness; and let 

them have responsibility for the fish of the sea, and the birds of the air, and the cattle, and 

all the wild animals of the earth, and every creeping thing that creeps upon the earth. So 

God created humankind in his image, in the image of God he created them; male and 

female he created them.  

And God saw everything that he had made, and BEHOLD it was very good."  

 

 

We live in a task-oriented society. When you meet someone new one of the first things 

they ask is, “What do you do?” You don’t even get a pass if you’re retired. Then everyone 

wants to know, “So, what are you doing now that you’re retired?”  

Somehow, “I sit staring out the window all morning, watching the birds” doesn’t seem like 

an acceptable answer. 

We modern Americans are doers, we’re list makers, we’re multi-taskers.  

I’m a compulsive multi-tasker:  

I read a book while I watch TV. 

I look at Facebook while talking on the phone.  

Just when I think I’m pretty good at this multi-taking thing, I get a reality check. 

 

How many of you are familiar with Dahlia Hill? It’s right on the corner of Main and 

Orchard and it is planted with row upon row of dahlias. Over 300 varieties. 

When I was serving at First United Methodist, I drove by it every time I went to make 

hospital visits, which was at least once a week. Late one summer I ran into a retired 

minister at a church conference. I asked  - of course – what he was doing in retirement. He 

said loved retirement and had gotten into gardening, especially dahlias. I told him the next 

time he was in Midland he should go by Dahlia Hill.  
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“It sounds wonderful,” he said. “Are the dahlias in bloom yet?”  

I realized I had NO idea.  

I drove by Dahlia Hill at least once a week and I had no idea if the flowers were in bloom. 

 

The story of creation in Genesis is a reminder to slow down.  

To behold creation.  

Behold is not a word we use much today, but it is found 1,298 times in the King James 

Version (and that’s why we need Google). In the New Revised Standard Version, “behold” 

gets translated several different ways – including “lo”  “indeed” and “see”. It is not a word 

that translates well. It means more than just ‘look’ or ‘see’. It means to contemplate, to 

gaze upon, to attend to – do you hear the difference? I am sure that in turning that corner 

past Dahlia Hill, my eyes saw the flowers many times – but I did not “behold them”. 

 
Behold –is the pause that refreshes. To take in the beauty around us, is not necessary for 

our physical survival. It is pure gift that revives our spirits. 

 

I hope you’ve experienced some of that revival this summer that comes from being out in 

God’s creation. 

● How many of you enjoy a walk through Dow Gardens? 

● Or just sitting and watching the waves on a lake? 

Now, how many of you enjoy focused time with someone who is full of complaints, 
or whose politics or polity does not align with yours? 

 

The same God who says, “Behold this beautiful world,” says, “Behold, this person across 

the aisle from you, who is also part of my creation.”  

 

In Genesis 1 the story goes that God gave humans dominion over all creation, entrusting 

this world, including all people to our care.  

Then immediately following the two different stories of creation in Genesis 1 and 2, we 

have the story of Caine and Abel. God entrusts the world to our care and in the blink of an 

eye we have brother killing brother. God said, “Behold”, yet too often we neglect and 

destroy creation and even our brothers and sisters. 

 

Whether in history or in the Bible, there is a tendency to close our eyes and shut out the 

needs of the world. Like Caine and Abel we find brother turning against brother, one 
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group of people against another, nation against nation. In today’s world it is the political 

left versus the right, straight versus gay, white versus black, citizen versus refugee. 

 

But in the Gospels we see a different way of living. In the life and teachings of Jesus we 

have a model of what it means to truly behold another person. Jesus was fully present to 

all he met, whether that person was  

● a leader in the Jewish temple or a leader in the Roman army 

● his own mother or an accused prostitute 

● a member of the synagogue or an untouchable  

Jesus paid attention and saw the deeper needs of those who came to him for help.  

● Jesus was surrounded by a crowd of people, pressing in on him – but he did not fail 

to notice when the woman seeking healing for her hemorrhage reached out and 

touched the fringe of his robe. 

● Jesus was busy teaching a crowd of people squeezed into someone’s living room, but 

he was not too busy to stop and pay attention to the frantic cries for help by the 

friends of a paralyzed man.  

● When hundreds of people sought out Jesus on a hillside to hear him teach, Jesus took 

time for the children, saying, “Let the children come to me.” A statement that is 

particularly poignant today. 

To the frustration of his disciples, Jesus would stop what he was doing, to care for those in 

need, to reach out to the forgotten.  

 

Jesus’ life was one of beholding each person. 
How often are we willing to put in the time,  

make the effort, to behold the people around us?  

 
I don’t know about you, but I am terrible about that in restaurants.  

The server comes and goes through that routine, “Hi, I’m wha-wha-wha and I’ll be your 

server today.” 

They might as well say “wha-wha-wha” because I have no idea what the person’s name is. 

It is not until I WANT something that I realize I have no idea what our server even looks 

like. It’s not that my short-term memory is so bad. It is because I did not “behold” that 

person.  
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Ephesians 2:10 says, “We are God’s handiwork.” The word for “handiwork” in Greek is 

“poeme”, from which we get our word, poem. We are God’s poem.  

A beautiful part of God’s creation, in which God delights. 

What if we looked at one another with that same love?  

What if we had that same delighted interest in truly knowing one another, that same 

willingness to bear one another’s burdens? 

I think our world would look a lot different.  

Certainly our country would look a lot different.  

But that means I’d have to try to see what is behind the thinking of the person who sits on 

the other side of the aisle.  

That’s a tough one for me – and probably equally tough for that other person. 

 

Like the United Church of Christ, the United Methodist church is divided into conferences. 

Clergy from each church in Michigan along with lay delegates come together at Annual 

Conference for worship, reconnecting with friends, approving a budget and to discuss 

proposed resolutions. Anyone can speak to a resolution by raising their card and being 

recognized by the bishop. Yeah – Methodists have bishops.  

 

This year one of the resolutions asked us to “acknowledge we have sinned in how we have 

sometimes treated marginalized persons: people of color, Native American, women and 

LGBTQI persons.” Because these were United Methodists, and the resolution referenced 

LGBTQ persons, it stirred up conflict. There were speeches pro and con.  

Someone insisted the Bible says homosexuality is a sin & the Bible doesn’t lie.  

Then a young teen, not much more than 13, held up her card to speak.  

In her sweet, young voice she said, “This resolution doesn’t say these groups of people are 

sinners. It says we are the sinners. We sin when we hurt other people. We’ve hurt these 

people. Jesus just wants us to be kind.” 

 

The resolution passed. 

 

To behold creation – is not JUST to see it,  

it is to respond:    caringly, responsibly, kindly.  

How is it possible I could neglect to see the flowers blooming around me?  

How is it possible we can overlook acts of racism or sexism? 

How is it possible we can refuse to hear the cries of the needy? 
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Sometimes the needs of the world are just too overwhelming to even think about and 

sometimes we’re just so focused on our own agenda that we don’t even notice what’s 

going on in the lives of people around us.  

I was leading a study of Adam Hamilton’s book, “Why – Making Sense Of God’s Will”.  It 

was comfortable, upper middle class group. Most of the people had known each other for 

years, with one exception. A woman had started coming to the church who had lived with 

mental illness most of her adult life. She had both an innocence about her and a total lack 

of normal social boundaries. Sara had no “indoor voice”. In the middle of a discussion she 

was likely to burst out with a story about having breakfast at McDonald’s. I wasn’t used to 

having someone say in the middle of class, “Pam, where is the bathroom? I need to go right 

NOW or I’m going to pee my pants.”  

 

Sara made me focus on her, whether I wanted to or not, but I did not behold her. I heard 

her comments, but I considered them an intrusion into our real discussion. Then came the 

week the lesson was on why bad things happen. The study asked us to consider the 

difference between evil and suffering. We felt we were dealing with the hard stuff as we 

shared about loss of loved ones and other struggles we’d faced. 

 

That was when Sara interrupted. At least that was how I heard it. At first.  

 

Sara said, “I’ve had lots of bad things happen to me. My husband did not really love me. He 

was mean to me. He hurt me. He had his friends rape me. Was that evil?” 

 

I got up from my chair and took Sara’s hands in mine. “Look at me, Sara. That was evil. It 

was not God’s plan for you. But the strength you found to get through that and to be the 

person you are today, that was God with you, God in you.” 

 

Sara said, “God told me to forgive them, and I did. They weren’t sorry for what they did, 

but I forgave them anyway.” 

 
I was humbled in that moment. I, who’d sat there moments before talking casually and 

confidently about evil and suffering from my place of privilege and safety. 

Sara had been torn apart by evil and healed by a greater love. 

Up to that point, I’d seen Sara as an interruption, a challenge to be managed. 
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That day, for the first time, I BEHELD Sara, we all did. 

We all walked away that day with a deeper understanding of the reality of evil and the 

power of God’s love and grace. 

I saw Sara as an interruption. 

God called me to “BEHOLD” her. 

 

I offer this story today as my memorial to Sara, who died last January, in grateful 

thanksgiving for her life and all that she taught me.  

 

In the beginning, God paused and took in all the diversity of creation and God said, 

“Behold, that is very good.” 

Go out from this place: walk through the gardens, head to your up north get away, sit at 

the window and watch the birds. 

Then go out into the world:  

to the places of conflict, the places of pain, the messy corners. 

Listen. Look. Pause.  

Be kind. Behold. AMEN. 
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