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“A Blank Canvas, a Lump of Clay, a Skein of Yarn” 

Text: Psalm 19 
 
A little girl was intensely focused on a picture she was drawing.  The teacher came by and asked, 
“What are you drawing?”  The little girl replied that it was a picture of God.  The teacher was 
surprised by this and said, “But nobody knows what God looks like.”  Continuing her work the 
little girl responded, “They will when I’m done.” 
 
Throughout the Bible we are reminded that no one knows what God looks like.  Despite requests 
and efforts, no one has ever seen God.  When Moses came to the burning bush and asked for 
God’s name, God simply responded very cryptically with a phrase that has been translated as “I 
am who I am” or “I will be who I will be.”  It is a way of noting that God is always greater than 
any descriptor we might choose.  God is bigger than any definition or image.  We use the images 
that are familiar to us, knowing that these are only approximations. 
 
And that is what the psalmist is doing in today’s reading.  Psalm 19 begins with the statement, 
“the heavens are telling the glory of God.”  It is an invitation to look around and see the beauty 
of God in the things around us.  It is the understanding that if we look close enough, we will not 
only see the beauty of the creation, but we will also discover something about the creator. 
 
The creation is quite humble, so gentle that it is possible to overlook the message.  The psalmist 
notes that there is no speech and there are no words.  We have to pay attention to discover the 
message that is hidden right before us.  And without that attentiveness, it would be possible to 
walk right by day after day and never notice God’s message to us. 
 
Prior to our trip to Canada I mentioned that we would be staying with some friends on a small 
island.  It is a great getaway with no cell phone coverage, no television, not even a daily 
newspaper.  But that change of pace was a meaningful time for us.  The sun rises and sets every 
day here in Columbus.  But most days I don’t take the time to stop and notice.  The night sky is 
filled with stars, but I rarely take the time to look up and notice.   
 
There in the stillness of Lake Despair, we would often stop what we were doing to sit by the 
lakeshore and watch the sun set.  And several times we awoke in the middle of the night and 
walked outside to gaze at the stars above.  One might draw any number of thoughts from these 
moments.   
 
For me, they were moments that filled me with awe.  How beautiful is this world God has 
created!  How beautiful is this life we have been given.  Rather than going through the motions 
of our daily routines, it is good from time to time to pause and reflect upon that goodness.  None 



of us will live forever.  This life is fleeting.  But it is filled with incredible moments of awe.  As 
with any item of beauty, my role is to notice it and give thanks for it.   
 
In that wonderful novel, “The Color Purple,” the character of Shug is trying to explain to Celie 
that God is greater than her narrow understandings and that God loves her deeply.  She tells her 
that God loves admiration and, to paraphrase, says, “I think it [ticks] God off if you walk by the 
color purple somewhere and don’t notice it.”  She continues by saying that we often think that 
faith is just about trying to please God.  But what we fail to notice is that God is trying to please 
us back.   
 
Imagine that God has filled the world with beauty…flowers of every conceivable shape and 
color, bird that sing a chorus from morning to night, the smell of rain on a summer day, the feel 
of a large snowflake melting on your tongue.  The beauty of the creation tells us that God has 
filled the world with goodness for our appreciation and admiration. 
 
Secondly, along with filling us with awe, the creation supplies a generous amount of peace.  The 
rising of the sun is a moment of deep silence.  Before it begins, there is a faint hint of what is to 
come.  The sky is already showing signs of light even though the sun is not yet visible.  And so 
you wait.  I found myself unsure exactly where the first glimpse was going to come from and so I 
scanned the horizon.  And then it happened.  A small sliver of light and the arrival of a new day.  
I have no way of knowing what this day may hold, but it arrives with a gentleness that allows me 
to take a deep breath and know that God is present in what is to come. 
 
The beauty of creation likewise fills me with joy.  I read a book by an Italian author, Marina 
Marner, who said that God created cats so that human beings could pet lions.  I like that.  The 
created world is filled with laughter and playfulness and joy.  Whether it is watching a family of 
otters playing along the banks of the lake or watching a dog chase a butterfly, the world is filled 
with simple forms of laughter and joy that come to our lives. 
 
To do as the psalmist suggests and look at the created world will point us to some incredible 
reminders about God…reminders of a beauty that is in all created things, including each of us.  
Reminders of the peace that is offered to us in difficult times.  Reminders of hope and joy that 
are to be found scattered around us.  Psalm 19 would be worthy of reading in a meadow or deep 
in the woods or by flashlight beneath a canopy of stars.  The created world gives us a glimpse of 
God in meaningful ways. 
 
We began last Sunday by talking about encouragement and then we put that into practice.  We 
took cookies to the fire stations and police departments throughout the community.  We are 
going to continue these encouragements throughout the rest of the month in a variety of ways. 
 
This morning I want to tell you about some artists.  They might balk at this phrase and say that 
they aren’t really artists, but I believe that they are.  They are creating beauty in our lives and 
throughout this world.  And like God’s creative acts, their actions inspire us, fills us with 
gratitude and appreciation. 
 



The first of these groups is the gardening group.  Every Thursday throughout the summer, there 
is a group of folks who gather here to fill our lives with beauty.  While the ground is still frozen 
and snow-covered, they are planning and planting seeds and preparing for what is to come.  And 
once the flowers and plants are in place, they are here nourishing them, trimming them back, 
watering them, tending the beauty that we see. 
 
On more than one occasion I have had someone ask at which church I serve.  Sometimes they 
didn’t know which one was First Methodist, but they knew the church with the beautiful flowers 
around  it.  How wonderful it is to walk into the church and to be greeted by such beauty even 
before walking into the building.  This morning I am grateful for the artists that we call the 
gardening group. 
 
Another group to mention is the knitting group which meets here once a month on Tuesday 
morning.  There in the library, knitting away, they are making prayer shawls and other items for 
families going through a difficult time.  After hours of work to complete the shawl, the group 
will pray over the completed item and lift up the recipients in prayer.  It is nice to say to 
someone, “I will pray for you.”  But in those difficult moments of life, a prayer shawl is a 
tangible reminder of that prayer. 
 
Rachel Held Evans tells about a friend named Nathan who is in the military.  He said to her, “Do 
you know what I enjoy most about the Christian faith?”  He told her that he like to do things that 
put his love and compassion into action.  Surprising as it might seem, this military man enjoys 
spending his evening at a knitting group which makes blankets for the homeless.  He is the only 
guy and the youngest among those present.  But something about sitting in that circle with others 
and knitting blankets for those in need felt like church to him.  This morning I am grateful for the 
artists we call the knitting group and their healing ministry. 
 
The final group is the liturgical arts group.  Every Sunday, we enter the church with the beautiful 
paraments on the pulpit, lectern and altar.  Along with that there are the banners which offer a 
word of inspiration or encouragement.  And then at special times of the year, there is an 
extravagant cornucopia on the altar for Thanksgiving and the wonderful decorations for 
Christmas and the flower arrangements for Easter.  These thoughtful decorations enhance our 
worship experience as surely as a favorite hymn or a moving prayer.  We are blessed by their 
work.  This morning I am grateful for the artists we call the liturgical arts group. 
 
The thing about each of these groups is that they could easily be taken for granted.  Unless you 
happen to be coming by the church on a Thursday morning, or dropping into the church library 
on a Tuesday morning or sneaking into the sanctuary one afternoon, it would be possible to think 
that these things just happen, as if little elves came by in the middle of the night and dropped 
seeds into place around the building.  But it is the ministry of these artists that makes it possible 
and we are blessed by their talents. 
 
Such beauty is in keeping with God’s created world, but also in keeping with the spirit of this 
community. We are surrounded by beauty.  From Chihuly glassworks to fine sculptures this 
community is filled with artistic beauty to inspire us.  We would be poorer in spirit were it not 
for such artwork.  It nourishes our souls, gives hope and meaning and joy to our daily lives.  



And, although it is easy to pass by without noticing, it is important to take time to breathe deep 
and appreciate the goodness all around us.   
 
So, the story goes that a little girl was drawing a picture of God.  When she was told that no one 
knew what God looked like, she responded by saying, “They will when I am done.” 
 
This morning, we see a glimpse of God all around us.  God looks like a beautiful garden of 
various colors, filled with butterflies and hummingbirds.  God looks like a knitting circle sitting 
together to make a blanket for someone who is hurting, offering comfort and care in a time of 
need.  God looks like a quiet banner in the front of the sanctuary or a bouquet of flowers in the 
front of the sanctuary or a cornucopia of good things, surrounding us with beauty and reminding 
us of the beauty within us all.   
 
This week, take time to admire the beauty of creation, the inspiration of the artistic that 
surrounds us.  And let us follow in the example and create beauty through our unique talents.   
 


