
 
  
  

It is a good practice, I think, to take children outside on a clear, dark, starry night 
and help them see something about their beginnings in that night sky. I took a group of 
church children out to an open field during a week of camp to help them find the 
constellations, hoping we might have a “how majestic is your name in all the earth” kind 
of moment. We had an aspiring scientist among this group of third through fifth graders, 
however. 

 
Look at this sky, all these stars. God made them all, and set them in their courses. 

Well, actually Pastor Chris, stars are gaseous balls, like super nuclear reactors. Did you 
know that a star like our sun gives off the energy of an 86 trillion megaton bomb every 
second? 

 
No, I didn’t, as a matter of fact. But have you ever thought about what there was 

before there was any of this? How did it all get here?  
 
Big bang, says little Einstein.  
 
Well, what about before that you little…child of God?  
 
No one knows.  
 
Well, finally, an answer I can work with. No one knows. It’s not a far cry from “no 

one knows” to “O Lord, our Sovereign, how majestic is your name in all the earth.” It’s a 
short walk from “No one knows,” to the acknowledgement, “Who are we, anyway?” 

 
We should routinely take children out to gaze at the stars, and not take away their 

wonder too soon. Time will come soon enough when they will learn about supernovas 
and the Big Bang, when they’ll be able to look out at the night sky and explain a good bit 
of it. But please, at least at the beginning, let them just stare agape at the wonder of it all, 
let them feel awe. As Fred Craddock says, “That’s important because we don’t want our 
children to be like some of the rest of us, so small of mind and thought.” 
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Now you may be thinking that the ones who are small of mind and heart are the 
ones who casually dismiss the scientific explanations of our universe, trying to convince 
people that dinosaurs once walked on an earth that is only six thousand years old. I don’t 
disagree. But it may be even smaller of mind to traipse through this beautiful, mysterious, 
beloved world and never feel wonder, never stand out under the stars, and say, “My God, 
how majestic is your name in all the earth!”  

 
We don’t want to lose our awe – our ability to look at the stars, or at a waterfall, or 

at a sunset descending over an autumn-colored mountain – and point and say, wide-eyed 
– “that’s grace, that’s gift.” Awe is an acknowledgement of the overwhelming generosity 
of God, which is to say, the abundant love of God that gives and gives and gives. 

 
Who are human beings, that you care for us? That’s what the psalmist thinks, 

staring out at the night sky. Why would you love us? Why would you give to us? Why 
this grace?  

 
John says, “In the beginning was the Word, and the Word was with God, and the 

Word was God. But the miracle is in what comes next, “The Word became flesh and 
lived among us.” In our time, infinity. God, with flesh. And why? All for the sake of 
love. 

 
John says, “The one who loves has seen God and knows God. God is love.” You 

ever thought about the power of such a statement? We live in a time when people will co-
opt God for just about anything – a political party, a war effort, a rationalization for 
meanness or ignorance – just about anything. As Anne Lamott says, “You know you’ve 
created God in your own image when God hates all the same people you do.” 

 
We could do worse than reminding our children, while we’re out standing under 

the night sky staring at the stars, that every hour of every day (it is always dark 
somewhere), there are other children gazing at the same stars. In Afghanistan and Syria, 
in Greece and Lebanon, in Israel and Palestine, in China and Haiti; they are seeing the 
same thing. And their hopes and dreams are not all that different; they are not all that 
different. They want to love and be loved. And the God of love loves them all, equally. 
We could do worse on a night of star gazing than to say such things.1  

 
Fred Craddock tells the story of being a pastor in East Tennessee and leading 

Vacation Bible School. This was back in the days when most of them lasted two weeks. 

 
1 This paragraph was inspired by reflections given by Fred Craddock in The Collected Sermons of Fred Craddock. (Louisville: 
Westminster Kohn Knox Press, 2011), page 34. 



He says at the end of day one he was ready to quit. About twelve kids in the class, with 
the topic being, you know, nature. He used up all that stuff on day one. He writes, “What 
am I going to do the rest of the time? I thought of something. I’ll send them out into the 
woods and let them get something that reminds them of God and bring it back. I rang a 
bell, and I said, ‘Now when I ring this bell, you go out into the woods, find something 
that reminds you of God, and when I ring it again, bring it back and tell us what it tells 
you about God.’ 

 
So I rang the bell and they scattered. My plan was not to ring it again, but I did. I 

rang it again and here they came. And I said to her, ‘What do you have?’ 
 
She said, ‘A flower.’ 
 
‘And what does that tell you about God?’ 
 
‘God is beautiful.’ Now that’s good. 
 
‘And what do you have?’ 
 
‘A rock.’ 
 
‘What does that tell you?’ God is stout. Hey, that’s good, that’s good. 
 
And what do you have? 
 
‘Huckleberries.’ 
 
‘What does that tell you?’ 
 
‘God is good. God feeds us and feeds the birds.’ Another good answer. 
 
Well, here’s Jim East, meanest kid I ever saw, but he was always there. You didn’t 

want him to be there all the time, but… So I said, ‘Well Jimmy, what do you have?’ He 
was holding the hand of his sister from the kindergarten group. I said, ‘What did you 
bring Jim?’ 

 
He said, ‘My sister.’ 
 
I said, ‘What does that tell you about God?’ 
 



And Jimmy said, ‘Uh, uh, uh, I don’t know.’  
 
And that’s it, that’s it. There wasn’t a thing in the forest that told him as much 

about God as his sister. That’s it.” 
 
“Who are we that you consider us?” And yet…and yet, you have crowned us with 

glory.  
 
The journey of Psalm 8 began in the heavens, but it ends right here, on the earth, 

with us. We are the beloved of God, the stewards of all these good gifts. We are the ones 
gifted, by God’s grace, to be signs and agents of peace on this beloved earth. When we 
gather in this place, it is not to gaze at the stars, not to ponder the big bang or the 
constellations, but to hear our Savior, the Word, say, “This is my body. This is my blood. 
For you.” The simple gifts of the earth, transformed into signs of the love that made all 
things, that made us, and that even now is making all things new. 

 
The bread lifted today around the world may be the sweet bread called Roht that is 

made in Afghanistan, lifted in secret; it may be Tresh, a Haitian hard bread, lifted in the 
fear-filled corridors of Port au Prince or under a bridge in Del Rio, Texas; it may be pita 
bread in Beirut, raised high as an act of abundance in a land of poverty, or Syrian 
Shawarma bread passed around in the shadow of bombed-out homes; the matza bread of 
Israel or the Taboon bread of Palestine; or the gluten-free bread that leaves no one empty-
handed in Franklin.  

 
The bread is a sign, from deep in the earth, made by human hands, of the love of 

God, who made the swirling stars, and us as well, and crowned us with glory, you and me 
and all our neighbors around this beloved earth, uniting us in love. Let us live in the 
strength and peace of this food, to the glory of God. Amen. 


