
Cosmologists, scientists who study the nature of the 

universe and theorize about its origin, like to talk about 

something they call Big History. Capital B, Capital H. Big 

History, as opposed to the history we’re more familiar with 

such as the history of civilization or culture, even geological 

history, the history of the planet, is concerned with how 

everything that is came into being. Big History doesn’t start 

a place or time but begins before place or time exist. It starts 

with an explosion of energy that throws infinitely hot 

particles out, leaving what we identify as space in their wake. 

In that moment, that Big Bang, space and time emerge. 



As the particles cool and continue to travel, they begin 

to clump together forming molecules of helium and 

hydrogen. These molecules also clump together to form the 

first proto stars that burn fast and hot until they explode as 

well, throwing still more elements into space such as iron 

and lead, carbon and oxygen. And other stars are born and 

die throwing still more elements into the mix until about 4 

billion years ago, about 10 billion years after that initial 

eruption, our own sun is formed, surrounded by a swirling 



mass of elements that clump and congeal and eventually 

form planets of which ours is the third from the center. 

Now that’s a story. It’s a story based on observation 

and speculation, but speculation informed by observable 

data. It’s not only an exercise of the imagination but it does 

require an imagination because none of it is testable in a lab 

so it can’t really be verified. But everything we see of the 

universe around us points in that direction. Yet there are 

other stories about the origin of everything. We heard one a 

little earlier. We call it “Genesis” or the story of creation; it 



is sacred to us, and for some that story is more plausible 

than the one told by scientists. In fact, a lot of people believe 

the scientific story is meant to disprove or subvert or 

undermine the Genesis story, and so find themselves 

rejecting it out of hand or forcing it to fit somehow into the 

sacred narrative. 

I don’t think these stories are opposed to one another at 

all, though. They are very different kinds of stories, offering 

very different ways of responding to the world in which we 

live. One is responding through observation and close 



scrutiny, seeking to uncover the mystery at the heart of 

reality. The other is responding through poetry and saga, 

filled with passion, as a way of entering the mystery itself. 

And while I believe they are really doing very different 

things, science and scripture, I think they’re motivated by 

the same impulse.

What is it that causes us to look around us, to look at 

the night sky full of stars above us and construct these 

stories? I think they are rooted in the deep, overwhelming 

sense of connection we feel when we lift a handful of dirt 



from the earth and feel it run through our fingers or hear 

the waves of the sea splashing against the shore or see the 

lights in the sky above us. Something deep in us knows we 

are a part of all this, not its end, not its pinnacle, but merely 

a part of it, yet able to give voice to our fascination and 

curiosity and gratitude. These stories we concoct, poetic or 

scientific, are not meant to be the final word, the final 

resolution of the mystery. They are our ballads, our odes, to 

a beauty in whose presence our knees buckle and our hearts 

faint.



That may be an odd way to describe science, I know. 

But when you read the work of scientists like Johannes 

Kepler and Galileo or Max Planck and Albert Einstein you 

can hear the sense of awe in their words. They are not 

simply solving puzzles. They are peering behind a veil and 

are astounded at what they see. 

These past few weeks in our worship, during this 

Season of Creation, we have been trying to rekindle that 

same sense of awe. We are standing on a precipice in our 

world. We are on the brink of causing damage to the 



environment that may be irreversible. And in part it’s 

happening because we have lost our sense of wonder at this 

mystery we’ve inherited. We’ve lost our sense of connection 

to the cosmos; we’ve objectified it to the point we no longer 

recognize ourselves in the world around us. And if we cannot 

see ourselves, how can we possibly recognize God?

The poet of Genesis speaks of Creator God whose 

essence infuses the cosmos; whose essence gives rise to earth, 

sea and sky, to all matter, and to us. It’s all the same. But we 

alone in creation can live in awe. We alone carry the 



consciousness of the cosmos. Do we ignore that responsibility 

or do we lift our voices in praise and wonder? If we hope to 

salvage our home, then we better start reading, and listening 

to, the scientists and the poets. We must regain our cosmic 

connection. 

So I encourage you to read books like Elizabeth 

Kolbert’s The Sixth Extinction, Diana Butler Bass’s 

Grounded, and R. Kirbey Godsey’s The God Particle. And 

also read poetry like Genesis and Colossians and the Psalms, 

as well as other poets like Mary Oliver and Wendell Berry. 



Let yourself regain your connection to the cosmos, to live in 

awe of earth, sea and sky, and discover, in the words of one 

of my favorite poets, Gerard Manley Hopkins, “the dearest 

freshness deep down things.” For God saw it all and called it 

good, all of it, you and me and all that is. [read poem by 

Mary Oliver: “Goldfinches”]

Amen


