
THREE STORIES FROM THE BEGINNING OF GENESIS 

STORY 1 

The Evolvement of Genesis 1 
(well, Gen.1:1 - 2:3 really) 

It wasn’t the first time I’d seen her sitting there quietly just by herself.  She was 
exhibiting fairly normal behaviour for a person in a library.  Sometimes people 
don’t want to be disturbed, they settle in a chair in a place where hardly anyone 
comes so they can enjoy the peace and quiet of the place, and maybe read a 
book or two.  But I had a growing feeling that that wasn’t what she was after.  It 
was as if she was more than just alone.  She was lonely — with the loneliness and 
the friendlessness of old age.  The wrinkled smile with which she greeted me each 
time seemed to be asking, ‘Have you got time for a chat?  It needn’t be a long 
one.’  But I had another list of Greek and Hebrew words to look up in the Bible 
Concordance, and then to see how that word was translated in the different 
versions of the Bible that were lined up there on the shelf. 

Anyway, she always dressed so cheerily, which seemed to play down the 
loneliness I thought I could see.  She liked bright, colourful, dresses, with repeated 
patterns (like for example, patterns of circles, lines, flower-shapes, leaves, 
triangles, zig-zags, colour splotches, you name it).  But it was also noticeable that, 
here and there, the pattern was broken — the expected shape just wasn’t there, or 
some different shape intruded.  And, not being interested in women’s fashion, I 
never knew whether that break enhanced, or detracted from, the effect she was 
trying to present — if indeed her clothing was meant to suggest anything. 

But despite my confusion about her body language, the day came when I 
couldn’t ignore her loneliness any longer.  Or the question on her face. 

I put my briefcase on the table nearby, moved one of chairs to a place beside 
her, and made myself comfortable. 

That chat was one of the most fascinating conversations I have ever had.  I can’t 
even begin to explain the impact it had on me.  The journey she took me on — I 
didn’t know if I was actually travelling through time, or whether it only felt like it.  
And the conversations that followed were just as fascinating.  The best I can do is 
try to mention what I thought were the highlights, the surprises, the amazing 
impossibilities, of those chats. 
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Very early in the first conversation, just to get her talking, I asked, Do you live 
around here somewhere? 

Yeah, right here. 
Right here?  What do you mean? 
Well, up there on that shelf.  And she pointed to the one that was full of all the 

different versions of the Bible. 
I don’t understand. 
Well, perhaps I ought to introduce myself.  I’m Genesis-Chapter-One.  But, as I 

tell all my friends, you can call me GennyOne. 
I wanted to tell her that knowing her name made everything crystal clear.  But, 

of course, my sarcasm would have seemed rude.  So I decided to play along with 
her.   Oh, you’re a page or two from the Bible? 

Close.  I like to regard myself as The First Story In The Bible.  The Story of 
Creation. 

And you live up on that shelf, just inside the cover of one of those Bibles? 
Oh no, not just one.  In every one of them.  I like the variation of moving from 

one to another.  Some of the Bibles are a bit ragged looking, so I avoid them.  In 
some I feel more special than in others, probably because of the language they 
give me.  In some I feel ancient and imposing, in some quite grand.  In others I’m in 
a language that makes me feel all modern and up-to-date — but maybe too up-to-
date to feel completely comfortable.  But I like being in the Luther Bible best, 
probably because it’s the oldest one on the shelf and it reminds me of the time I 
was a bit younger.  It’s very cosy and comfortable in there, you know, and I enjoy 
the German language running through my veins.  I thought you were showing a 
special interest in the Luther Bible, too, and that’s why I appeared to you. 

You appeared to me? 
Of course, you don’t imagine that the Story of Creation actually looks like this 

(and she grandly gestured to herself) do you?  Of course, I did try to appear in a 
form that would symbolise for you something about the Creation Story.  Maybe I 
could have done better. 

She had made me extremely curious about her age.  I found myself enquiring, 
as politely as I could, about how old she happened to be. 

My age?  Well, I’m a ‘letters-person’.  I’ve always had problems with numbers.  
There are only ten of them, and when they’re combined in some way (as they 
usually are) they’re very slippery, always changing.  For example, I can say ‘my age 
is a hundred’, but sometime later I have to change it to a hundred-and-one.  Letters, 
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you see, are far more specific.  There are twenty-six to play with . . .  (Well, that’s in 
the English alphabet.  As soon as you talk alphabet numbers, other languages 
make that number, too, slip all over the place.)  Letters don’t go together in any 
random or changing fashion, there are rules for spelling — so you always know 
exactly where you stand.  Can you understand why I don’t like numbers, and why it 
takes me ages to work out my age — my temporary age? 

Yes, I think so.  I was wondering what to say next.  Then it struck me.  Okay, 
forget about your temporary age.  Can you tell me about the highlights of your 
life? 

  Her face glowed with pleasure.  Well, if you insist. . .  The events that I consider 
the highlights are the times of change, big change, where I evolved from one form, 
almost one existence, to another.  My latest evolvement was a quite recent one.  
And I’m not terribly happy about it.  This change moved me from a printed 
existence on paper to one of electronic publishing and storage.  I know this will 
make me far more available to a far wider audience all over the world ‘via the 
Internet’ (I think that’s the right phrase) — and that prospect is a very welcome one.  
But I understand that the process involved means transforming me into a file of 
numbers — well, just two numbers, zeros and ones — and then being sent all over 
the world through the air, before being transformed back into letters so people can 
read me.  I’m very nervous about travelling through space like that, but even more 
about being replaced by numbers, those slippery numbers.  If I’m honest, I fear for 
my future. 

I tried to reassure her.  Look, GennyOne, this electronic process is happening at 
this very moment and it’s having no effect on you — is it?  And it will have no direct 
effect on you.  But it means there’s no limit to those who will be able to read you.  
And your printed form will still continue for a long time yet.  Tell me about another 
highlight. 

As I go back in my life, the previous highlight was my evolvement into being a 
story printed on paper in the form of a book.  When that happened I took pride of 
place right at the beginning of the first printed Bible (the Luther Bible).  To actually 
feel me in print for the first time — and with all the flourishes of the German 
language — well that put a flutter in my page. 

No wonder you enjoy spending time now in a Luther Bible. 
Then the highlight before that was my evolvement into being a written story.  I 

regard my appearance in written form as my birth.  As far as I can gather from the 
ancestry research I have carried out, it took place soon after the arrival of the 
Children of Israel in their promised land of Canaan.  It was a birth that made me far 
more official than I had been prior to that, and gave me some authority.  That’s 
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when my contents were established.  I was surprised at how real (I think that’s the 
right word) I felt as a written document.  As writing became more sophisticated, 
there were many times when people remarked on how stunning I looked as the 
opening section of a scroll.  But that wasn’t praise for me, but for the scribes and 
their writing skills.  Of course, that didn’t stop me from basking in their skills. 

So your life began during the Children of Israel’s settlement in the promised 
land? 

Well, yes and no.  I said that was when I was born.  But there were two or three 
hundred years of what I regard as my gestation — which had a decisive influence on 
what I became, and still am today.   I think my life really begins at the start of that 
gestation period. 

So tell me about that time.  Do you remember much about it? 
Oh yes.  And that’s surprising isn’t it?  It only shows what a powerful influence 

my gestation had on me as a story.  That was the time I was developing as an oral 
story, a story memorised to tell the Children of Israel something about who they 
were, and about the God who had chosen them.  And that was a time of 
evolvement for me, too — of my contents — as story tellers worked on the best way 
of making my story easy to memorise, as well as bringing out my purpose as a faith 
story.  That evolvement ended when I was written down, and became the story that 
you know today.  Yet I still bear the marks of that oral story.  So much so, that I don’t 
really regard myself as a written story, I’m far closer to being an oral story that has 
been written down. 

Well, that statement fascinates me.  All that you’ve told me fascinates me.  Next 
time we talk, can you tell me about the details of your oral form that made you who 
you are, even who you are today?  That is what you’re saying, isn’t it? 

Yes, it is.  You’ve understood me well.  And I’m already looking forward to that 
chat. 

The next time I went to the library I didn’t bother taking any work along with 
me.  I knew I’d be just chatting — well probably listening more than anything else — 
to GennyOne.  And hopefully getting to know a lot more about her. 

There she was sitting at the table, with a Bible lying open to Genesis 1.  Right 
beside her was an empty chair — which, I expected, had been warmed just for me.  
We only talked briefly about what had happened to us since the last time we were 
together.  I was just as impatient for this chat as she was.  So I reminded her (as if 
she needed it!) about what we had agreed to talk about. 

Okay, GennyOne tell me about the great influence your oral form had on your 
evolvement into a permanent written form. 
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Again there was that glow of pleasure and joy on her face as she began to tell 
me about this decisive aspect of her life.  Well, If you’re a story that people 
memorize, you will be designed for the ear.  That means there is repetition.  Look at 
this photocopy of Genesis 1.  I’ve underlined the repeated sentences in red.  It’s all 
the way through, isn’t?  

And God said, ‘Let . . . ’ 
And it was so. 
And God saw that it was good. 
And there was evening and morning, the . . . day. 
There are one or two other minor ones as well.  But these form something like a 

chorus, a refrain, that runs through the whole story.  That’s one thing that tells you 
my story was designed for the ear and for memorization, rather than being written 
down for the eyes. 

Hey, I interrupted, your dress!  Every dress I’ve seen you wear has a repeated 
pattern, just like a refrain.  That’s deliberate, isn’t it!  You want to look like yourself! 

She smiled briefly, but went on as if she hadn’t heard me.  How else is a story 
designed if it’s to be memorised?  There are some changes to the repetitions.  
That’s a way of saying REMEMBER THIS.  See the blue circles I’ve put in this 
chapter: 

Instead of ‘Let there be’, there’s ‘Let the earth give birth to’, ‘Let the waters give 
birth to’, again ‘Let the earth give birth to’, and then ‘Let us make’. 

Or there are additions that say REMEMBER THIS.  Here they are in the 
paragraph on the creation of humankind.  ‘In our image’ and it’s repetition 
‘according to our likeness’  And more: ’God blessed them . . . fill the earth . . . 
subdue it . . . have dominion over …’ 

What else happens in a story designed to be memorised?  There are big hints in 
the refrains to indicate that THIS IS THE CLIMAX.  The hint may be an addition.  See 
this blue circle ’God saw everything he had made, and indeed, it was very good.’ 

Or leaving something out is another hint that says THIS IS THE CLIMAX.  See 
that empty blue circle.  It’s empty to show that for the seventh day there is no ‘there 
was evening and morning, the . . . day’.  You see, my story of creation has two 
wonderful climaxes. 

Now the other thing about the way she always dresses, and which had me 
confused, was plain.  GennyOne you’re marvellous!  Pattern and breaking the 
pattern!  Just like your clothes.  Your story is designed for the ear; your clothing is 
designed for the eye. 

I don’t think I ever saw such an exceptional sparkle shining from her eyes, nor 
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such an exceptional glow from her smile. 
Yes, you’ve got it.  You can’t remove — even now — the DNA, as people call it 

these days, of my origin as an oral, easily memorised, story.  Even if I’m not 
memorised any more (and why should anyone do that?  I’m recorded on paper, 
and in books, and in electronic form) I was, I am, shaped by the need for 
memorization. 

Sometime soon I want to talk about the purpose of my existence, and the 
message I have for readers, and why that, too, can’t be separated from my DNA as 
an oral story. 

As I went home I knew my understanding of GennyOne had just been 
expanded and enriched in so many ways.  And despite what she was so eager to 
tell me, there were a few, probably minor, questions I wanted to ask her.  So I 
decided to slow down the pace of her self-revelation by asking these questions at 
our next chat. 

I hope you don’t mind, GennyOne, if today I throw a few questions at you to 
help me to get a fuller picture of some of the background details regarding what 
you’ve told me.  And by the way, I like the water-and-waves pattern of your dress 
today.  She nodded to acknowledge my request and my words of appreciation. 

Here’s my first question.  You’ve consistently used the word ‘story’ to describe 
what you are.  I’m afraid that some folk I talk to avoid using that word for Genesis 1, 
or any part of the Bible.  They feel it carries such implications as made-up, or not-
really-true, which for them is certainly inappropriate for what they regard as an 
inspired message from God.  Would you consider using some other word than 
‘story’? 

Actually I like ‘story’, and I’m happy to explain why.  For a very long time now 
people have spoken about ‘The Story of the Bible’, or ‘Bible Stories’.  And they do 
so for good reason.  For a story is written for a special purpose, and to make a 
specific point.  An historical account usually aims to describe as accurately as 
possible what happened when — and even to suggest why.  But those accounts are 
always open for revision because the prejudice and bias of the author will show 
through.  Bible stories are meant to be biased (if I can use that term) because they 
are telling the story of human history from God’s point of view.  That’s the whole 
purpose of the Bible. 

Okay, so ‘story’ it is.  Now a couple of details about your story of creation.  You 
mentioned the chorus, ’And there was evening and there was morning, the . . . . 
day.’  Bible readers these days like arguing about the length of those days.  Some 
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assert they must be 24-hour days because of the mention of an evening and a 
morning.  Others quote 2 Peter 3:8 (‘With the Lord one day is as a thousand years 
and a thousand years as a day’) and claim the days here mean just a long time.  Still 
others avoid the issue by saying, ‘well, what does it matter anyway?’ 

Well, what do you think about the length of those days? 
Oh, I have difficulties with each of these conclusions.  I disagree with the day-

being-as-a-thousand-years ‘solution’.  For 2 reasons: the mention of evening and 
morning, and because Peter makes his comment in quite a different context.  I can’t 
agree with those who say the whole question regarding the length of the days is 
unimportant.  Nor do I think that these days have to be 24 hour days — the mention 
of evening and morning even before the creation of the sun and moon on the 
fourth day, together with the seventh day’s lack of an evening and a morning, 
giving the impression of some kind of timeless day, ruins that assertion for me. 

Can I suggest, then, that you come back to the nature of this story as one to be 
memorised.  ‘And there was evening and there was morning, the . . . . day’ is the 
main refrain on which my story depends.  It marks the transition from one scene, 
one act, one marvellous action of God, to the next.  I suppose this refrain could 
have been ‘Yep, that’s what happened.  BUT there’s more!’  But that doesn’t sound 
anywhere near as good, does it? 

So the length of the day doesn’t matter at all? 
Well, not quite.  Because, as you noticed, the second climax to the story, 

suggests that the seventh day (the day of God’s rest) is still going on.  Arguing 
about the length of the days probably detracts from the wonder of the eternal-day 
of rest for God, and God’s later establishment of a weekly 24-hour-day of rest for 
his people.  The writer of the book of Hebrews expands on this in chapters 3 and 4 
(Heb. 3:1 - 4:13). 

The other aspect that interests me about the days mentioned here is that 
evening is mentioned before morning.  That’s not what I would expect.  For me the 
morning would (normally and naturally) be mentioned first.  Is there a reason for 
this? 

Remember that this story can’t be separated from it’s origins in Jewish 
traditional life.  They regarded the night as being the preparation for the work of 
the day.  So the day begins with the evening.  The world in which you now live 
generally regards the night as a rest to get over the work of the day.  That’s why you 
put the morning first. 

Oh, maybe the Jews had something there.  I really like their way of viewing a 
day, in fact I prefer it.  Thank you for this insight. 
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The time came for GennyOne to talk about the purpose of her existence.  She 
reminded me that her origin goes back to a time before the people God had 
chosen to be his people had adopted (or maybe even heard of) writing.  She was 
meant to be an easily memorised story passed down from generation to 
generation. 

Of course, she said, before they knew of God’s choice of them, these people — 
let’s call them Abraham’s tribe — had their own oral traditions and tribal stories, too. 
These stories told them who they were, about their connections with the land in 
which they lived, and what their values were.  Like all the tribes around them, they 
had many gods — the sun-god, the moon-god, the god that supplies pasture for 
their flocks, the god who provides them with crops and food, the god who blesses 
them with children, and so on, and so on.  Each tribe had to be aware of the power 
that the gods of the other tribes might exert over them.  And how do you know 
which gods to watch out for?  Well, battles and fights between the tribes proved 
whose gods were more powerful than others, and they gave a sort of pecking 
order for each tribe among those around them. 

She let that sink in as she took a drink from her cup of tea. 
But now Abraham’s tribe found out they had been chosen by I AM (the name 

God gave himself in his later contact with this tribe) to serve him (the REAL God, 
the ONLY God) and to carry out a very special task which would benefit the whole 
human race.  They have been blessed by I AM to be a blessing to the whole world.  
But what do they know of I AM?  Very little, of course.  Obviously he had been 
caring for them and guiding them for quite some time, but they were quite 
unaware of that. 

This choice of them, I interrupted, and his assertion that I AM is the only God, 
must have been a staggering concept to understand. 

Yes, and that’s why I was written in the way I was — the way I still am.   Listen to 
the way in which I have been made to deal with all tribal gods.  The sun-god? — 
well, I AM created the sun.  The moon-god? — created by I AM, too.  The god in 
charge of pasture and crops? — I AM is in control of the whole of nature.  The god 
who blesses you with children? — children are a blessing from I AM. 

Ah, I said, so your story, GennyOne, is constructed in a way that proclaims that 
every other god you might think of is a no-god, simply a part of I AM’s creation.  
This God who has revealed himself to Abraham’s tribe is responsible for everything 
in the whole of creation.  It’s all I AM’s and under his control. 

You’ve got it.  And the catalyst for my gestation came with Abraham’s tribe’s 
time of bondage to the Egyptians — and therefore to their gods.  At least that’s 
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where the finger of my research seems to be pointing.  There in the land of Goshen 
(when they called themselves the Children of Israel) the influence of the Egyptian 
gods was having a very strong impact on their life and their belief in I AM.  I’m sure 
the seeming weakness of I AM in the face of their oppression, didn’t help.  Maybe 
the younger generations were being attracted to the ‘obviously more powerful’ 
gods of Egypt.  Something had to be done to preserve the Children of Israel’s faith 
in the God who had revealed himself to them. 

And another thing.  I don’t think writing was part of their life yet.  During their 
previous nomadic life in Canaan they wouldn’t have seen the need for it.  And 
suffering bondage to the Egyptians in Goshen they would have been given no 
opportunity at all for reading or writing.  At that time, all their history and learning 
would have been made up of diligently passed-on oral traditions and stories.  Story 
telling and memorization would have been vital for them. 

Well, when do you think they adopted writing? 
Probably Joseph’s position in the Pharaoh’s court, as well as Moses’ upbringing 

there, made them especially aware of this means of communication.  The first 
mention that I could find in the Bible of writing in the history of the Children of 
Israel is God writing the commandments on the stone tablets — and then Moses 
(the educated one) rewriting them on new tablets after he had broken the first set.  
Probably writing only came to be fully adopted once they were settled in their 
promised land. 

So, when the Children of Israel finally came to adopt writing, that’s when you 
were born. 

Yep, that’s when I reckon I was born. 

It took me a while to take in all this information.  Now I wanted to chat with her 
about the significance she had for those people back then who accepted her as a 
story inspired by God.  And to follow that up with the significance she saw herself 
as having for us, and our faith, today. 

So, GennyOne, you’ve been held in honour by the Jews, and then by God’s 
New Testament people, for the whole of your life. 

That’s because it’s believed that the process of my writing was inspired by God.  
Some even say that means the writer of my story is God himself.  Whatever way 
people understand it, that belief has ensured that my contents have been 
preserved.  Although many centuries have passed the story I tell is exactly as it was 
when I was born.  And, let me tell you, that has been a wonderful blessing.  But also 
a real disadvantage. 

How has it been a disadvantage? 
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Well, as I have said, my message was one for the Children of Israel — that the 
God who had chosen them was the creator of the universe.  He is the One they are 
to worship.  The gods worshipped by the people living around them are no-gods.  
They are worshipping nothing more than various parts of the wonderful world 
created by I AM.  He also made this world an orderly world in which all the parts 
work together to achieve his purposes.  Humans have been blessed by the Creator 
to be his caretakers of his world, and to share in God’s rest and relaxation by 
enjoying and promoting the working-together of his very good creation.  That will 
always be my message — no more and no less. 

But, because of that, some of my readers want to relegate me to the past.  They 
assume that the story I tell says very little (even nothing) to folk in the twenty-first 
century.  They have found out so much more about the universe — discoveries that 
would be inconceivable to people of Old Testament times.  For those readers I’m 
so far out of date that they regard me as some kind of fairy-story. 

Then there are readers who want to remove me from my place in the history of 
the Children of Israel and drag me into their modern scientific world, with all the 
modern trends and belief of their reach-out-into-space world.  But I know nothing 
of all that; I’m too old and ignorant (scientifically ignorant, I mean) to be 
responding to your modern world — either accepting or rejecting your latest 
scientific theories. 

Okay, so if you belong to the past, is there any message that you have for our 
modern world?  What do you want to tell us? 

Oh, exactly the same thing I was designed to tell the people in the past.  The 
highly materialistic and self-centred society you have developed is providing you 
with multitudes of gods.  More and more gods, far more attractive and time-
consuming gods, are enticing you to worship them, to devote your life to them.  
And the growing power of their advertising is making you believe the supposed-
benefits of serving those gods.  I’m telling you there is only One God. 

Perhaps you also need my message more than ever considering the stresses 
and strains you humans seem to keep placing on nature and your environment.  All 
that stress is preventing your world from achieving the harmony and health and 
sustainability that God intended when he made his judgment: ‘God saw everything 
he had made, and indeed, it was very good.’  I’m not sure how good a job you are 
making of being his caretakers of his universe — or even if you see that as your task. 

And then there’s my message of rest.  It makes me giddy just watching the 
constant coming and going into this library, day after day.  I don’t dare to imagine 
the activity that is producing all the noise that comes in through those windows day 
and night.  I think my message of rest is an important one for you.  Particularly 
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resting-with-God.  I can’t help but wonder if anyone really understands that. 
Maybe I should say even more about how my age-old story speaks to your 

modern world.  But it’s readily available to you — on paper, in books, even in the air 
of the internet — for you to read and meditate on and argue-lovingly-and-
constructively about.  Maybe you could even memorize my story so it gets a 
chance to sink into your minds and your life. 

Maybe then I can stop sitting here day after day, concerned about the way the 
world is going, and enjoy a well-earned rest in my Luther Bible, and a holiday or 
too in some of the other versions up there on the shelf. 

But, look, I’ve really enjoyed my time with you, despite the strain of talking.  You 
see I wasn’t designed to do that, so it’s been a real effort.  I’m afraid I just have to 
fade out. . . 

Before I could say or do anything, that’s exactly what happened.  Her seat was 
empty.  I don’t know how long I sat there — and it didn’t matter.  I had spent an 
unbelievably glorious time with GennyOne. 

And I never saw her again. 
But, I admit, at times I sneak a look just inside the front cover of one of the 

Bibles on that shelf, almost trying to catch her unawares.  But.  Nothing.  Oh, 
except sometimes, just a fleeting vision of a brightly colourful pattern-broken 
dress. 

STORY 2 

The Other-Worldliness of Genesis 6-8 

In The Evolvement of Genesis 1, I recorded my conversations with GennyOne, 
The Story Of Creation.  Or should that be my imagined conversations?  But the 
contact with her seemed so real at the time.  In fact it still seems so real that I find 
myself going back to the library more often than I need, just to see if perhaps she 
may be sitting there again in her chair at the usual place.  I mean, just think of what 
she might know about so many other stories in the book of Genesis. 

But I knew I had to deal with this obsession of mine.  To get my mind on 
something else I decided to take up the story of Noah and the flood.  For some 
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time I’ve been wanting to clarify what that story really means for me and the world 
in which I’m living today.  Or am I doing this just to justify more regular visits to the 
library so that I can continue to indulge in my obsession? 

At any rate, I have managed to curb my sense of anticipation of perhaps seeing 
her again when I walk past the spot where GennyOne had sat.  I’m making progress 
in banishing her to the past (the past of my imagination?) by concentrating on Gen. 
6-8. 

But one day someone WAS sitting in her chair — why do I keep referring to it as 
‘her chair’?  As I almost ran over to express my joy at seeing her again, I could see 
the shocked look on the face of the chair’s occupant.  That shocked look was 
enough to bring me back to the reality of the moment.  Of course it wasn’t 
GennyOne!  There was no brightly coloured pattern-broken dress.  There wasn’t 
even the slightest resemblance to her.  Good heavens, it was an old man, with 
scruffy grey hair and beard, wearing very drab and really out-dated clothing.  What 
stood out was the repair work on the front of his shirt — there was a fairly large 
patch where the pocket used to be.  And he was wearing a rather odd kind of hat.  
It looked like half an egg-shell made of clear plastic — which in certain lights was 
difficult to see. 

I tried to compose myself and to apologise for my blustering behaviour, 
wondering whether I needed to explain why I had reacted the way I did.  But before 
I could do that, he held out his hand in anticipation of a handshake.  And with a 
sort-of-smile on what I reckoned was a rather sad and grumpy face, I heard him say,  
‘Hello, my name is Noah Ssflud’. 

Now, what are the chances of that!  Even in my wildest imagination I couldn’t 
have conjured up something like this — could I?  Not only have I spoken to 
GennyOne, The Story Of Creation — but here, before me, in person, is The Story 
Of The Flood. 

I had to ask him whether he knew GennyOne.  Yes, of course, he said, We only 
live a few chapters apart. 

And is she well?  Does she look healthy and happy? 

Well… that I can’t tell.  She’s a story. 

But she visited me, sat just where you’re sitting now.  And for such an ancient 
story she looked great. 

Ah, I see your confusion.  She appeared to you, didn’t she?  I nodded vigorously.  
So she had to match how she thought you imagined her to look.  Your knowledge 
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of the story of creation had formed a picture, or maybe only a part-picture, of that 
story in your mind — even though you may not have been conscious of many of the 
details of it.  GennyOne simply drew on your imagination, filling in some details, 
and there she was! 

You mean the whole thing was nothing more than my imagination?  That it wasn’t 
real? 

Oh, it was real, all right.  But it was YOUR reality.  If she had appeared to some 
other person, she may have looked quite different.  She would have tried to take 
on, as much as possible, the form she had in that person’s imagination. 

Well, that makes sense, but I can’t help feeling let down somehow.  I was so sure 
it was far more than that.  It felt so, so absolutely real. 

Of course, and isn’t that the way you learn?  You believe that reality is what you 
imagine it to be.  But then things happen to challenge what you regard are the 
facts.  So you look into it further, you ask questions, you get the opinions of other 
people, you read what others have written, you re-evaluate what you thought were 
the facts.  And then you’re confirmed in your imagination — or you adjust what you 
imagined. 

I suppose so.  I guess I do all that without realizing what’s going on in my mind.  I 
feel kind of silly now. 

Well, at least that’s far better than being stuck with silly ideas, and refusing to 
change.  There’s a big difference between feeling silly and being silly. 

But, Noah Ssflud continued, you really want to talk about me, don’t you?  And 
remember, what you are seeing is me largely as-you-imagine-me-to-be.  So we’re 
really going to be speaking about both of us.  And opening ourselves to the 
possibility of change and adjustment, to get closer to the way things really are.  
Let’s start by you describing the me-of-your-imagination — which you see before 
you now.  Explain why you imagine me to be like this. 

Oh, this meeting with you isn’t something I imagined would happen; and if I had, 
I certainly  wouldn’t have imagined it to be like this.  (Which was exactly like my 
meeting with GennyOne, I suppose.) 

I took a few deep breaths. 

Well, I see before me quite an old person, a male, with scruffy grey hair and 
beard.  Perhaps that’s because I haven’t separated you, the Story, from Noah 
himself.  I certainly imagine Noah to be a grand-father figure, with untidy hair on his 
head and face.  Though I guess there’s no reason for the story about him to be like 
that.  So maybe I’m already feeling the need to adjust how I imagine you.  And yet, 
old and scruffy seems to me to be appropriate for the story itself. 
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Okay, tell me, said Noah Ssflud, running his fingers through his beard, with a glint 
in his eyes and another from his hand, and deliberately putting a quiver in his voice, 
tell me why you think I’m old and scruffy. 

Well, your origins come from a time long ago, from a people who called 
themselves the Children of Israel.  They hadn’t adopted writing yet, so you were a 
story that was passed on in oral form.  Though when I compare you with GennyOne 
it seems to me that you weren’t designed for memorization.  You don’t flow 
smoothly enough, you’re too scruffy, for that. 

Ah, GennyOne has taught you well.  From my research into my background, I 
believe the purpose of my story wasn’t the same as GennyOne.  She served as a 
summary of one aspect of the Children of Israel’s faith in their God, I AM.  I think 
she should be regarded as a Creed — even the first Creed.  But me, I’m more like 
an historical document, outlining something about God’s dealings with his people.  
I’m one of the stories stored away in the minds of the official elders or story tellers, 
which they would retell at various times to keep the people aware of what I AM has 
done for them, and is still doing.  So I could get away with a fair bit of scruffiness — 
which delighted me no end.  It didn’t matter if I failed to be word for word with the 
last time I was told (like GennyOne had to be).  I was far more informal and easy-
going; I didn’t care very much about being ‘correctly dressed’. 

Is that why you don’t care about that patch across the front of your shirt? 

That’s right.  Anyway, why did you imagine that my shirt would be patched? 

Well, as I read your story I always find myself confused when it comes to the 
number of each animal Noah was told to take into the ark.  There’s mention of just a 
two, but then there’s the intrusion (it seems to me) of including seven or seven pairs 
(according to which Bible translation I read) of the animals that were regard as 
clean.  I’m pretty sure your story was there long before God had made the 
distinction between clean and unclean animals.  That only happened with the 
giving of God’s laws at Mt. Sinai.  So I can only imagine that the original version of 
your story had no mention about clean or unclean animals.  It was only after the 
Sinai event that you were ‘patched up’, if I can put it that way, to take this 
distinction into account. 

Yes, that could be.  As I’ve said I’m quite easy going about the exact form of my 
story.  So long as it doesn’t detract from the purpose for which I was originally told.  
Once God had distinguished between clean and unclean animals I guess the story-
tellers needed to mention that. 

Another surprising thing for me is that when your story talks about God’s 
permission that mankind can now eat the flesh of animals there’s no mention of 
unclean animals.  So the ‘patching up’ of your story didn’t happen at that place.  
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And there’s quite bit of repetition throughout the story.  All that also adds to my 
picture of your scruffiness.  But can I ask a question that relates, I think, to your 
age?  I mentioned (no, I don’t think I’ve told you this yet, but it struck me when I 
first saw you) — I can see a sadness, or even a grumpiness, on your face.  Am I 
reading too much into the lines on your face?  Or, if it’s there, is it just because of 
your age?  Or do you have some other concerns that make you sad? 

Well, I thought I was doing a good job of hiding my feelings.  But it seems I’m 
not.  No, it’s not just old age — and with another glint in his eyes and from his 
hand, he pretended to wipe away a tear from under his eye — it’s sadness and 
frustration about the way I’m often treated these days.  Some folk don’t let me be 
my age, or maybe they can’t imagine how old I really am.  Despite my old-
fashioned clothes, which I think are an obvious giveaway, they seem to think I was 
born relatively recently.  Well, at least well after it had been established that the 
earth is round and isn’t the centre of the universe. 

Let me explain myself.  I come from the time when everyone thought the earth 
was flat.  So with that belief it was obvious that any significant flood would have 
covered the mountains everywhere.  And the water of that flood would have run 
away (off the edges, I suppose) and the land be completely dry again in a little over 
a year.  Now, since my story has become an inspired story, that means it can’t be 
changed in any way.  That usually presents problems when I’m read by people who 
know that the earth is round.  So I want to stress that it’s always important to 
remember to whom any inspired story is written. 

I suppose that’s the case for every story in the Bible, in fact any and every 
passage in the Bible.  Our understanding today has to take into account to whom, 
or for whom, it was written. 

Of course.  I was written for people who lived on what they thought was a flat 
earth.  And I had to be written like that, because they would have no hope of 
understanding a story that spoke about a round earth.  But that becomes 
problematical when folk in your world read my story and picture it happening on a 
globe. 

Yes, I have a big question mark about the implications of a mountain-high world-
wide flood on the earth as we know it.  Since the water has nowhere to run, how 
would it have all evaporated, as well as all the ground drying up, in just a bit over a 
year?  And then some people have problems imagining all the various animals 
within the ark.  Let me mention just 2 questions I have been asked.  Were there 
dinosaurs on the ark?  (Even though it seems to me that they would have been 
extinct by the time of the flood.)  And how did Noah get the pair of kangaroos for 
the ark?  From what you have said all these ‘problems’ become totally irrelevant 



Page  16

when your story is understood as one about the world as the people of Noah’s time 
knew it. 

You’re right.  And those sort of irrelevant problems cause many people to dismiss 
my story as no more than a 'fairy story’.  So part of my sadness is being understood 
as a far younger story than I really am, and being about a very differently 
understood earth.  In fact, a round earth brought about a totally new view of the 
whole universe.  And now my story seems to belong to another world — and that’s 
how it ought to be regarded. 

Finally, I connected what he was saying with what I was seeing.  Noah Ssflud!  
You’re not wearing an egg shell.  That’s part of a space-suit, isn’t it!  It’s showing 
your other-worldliness! 

Well, that took a while!  But you finally got there.  Now that you understand me 
better let me tell you what makes me the saddest — and the grumpiest — of all.  
When people don’t see me as other-worldly their attention tends to be distracted 
from the basic purpose and point of my story.  Other things, unfortunately, become 
far more important. 

So can you clarify for me what you see as the point and purpose of your 
existence? 

Well, I think that lies in I AM’s reason for sending this flood. 

His sadness and deep disappointment over the way his beloved human race 
turned out? 

Yeah.  So he decides to start again, but still using the existing life he had created.  
Noah was the best of a bad bunch, though how much better life on this earth 
became after the flood, I guess we’ll never know.  But obviously, it still didn’t fulfil 
God’s expectations.  This set the scene for God’s amazing plan to rescue 
humankind from it’s fall into sin — his plan centred on his promise to send his Son, 
Jesus, into your world.  After the flood God makes another promise — that he 
would never again to destroy all life by means of a flood.  And he establishes the 
rainbow as the sign of this promise.  The rainbow, he said, will remind himself of the 
agreement he had made with humankind.  Though I think God means that the 
rainbow will remind humans of the reminder God has given himself.  That’s the 
major purpose for my Story of the Flood. 

 That’s when the next thing finally hits me — the glint from his hand!  Noah 
Ssflud, show me your hands.  Ah, there it is.  On your finger, like a wedding ring.  
It’s sparkling, and rainbow coloured.  The sign of the promise: ‘Do you promise not 
to send another flood like this?  I do.’  The major purpose of your story.  There it is 
on your finger.  At last, for me, the glint and the promise become one — and it’s 
dazzling.  Just let me pause to try to take it all in…. 
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Thank you.  But it sounds like you’re hinting at other purposes for your story, too. 

Ah yes, God repeats his Creation instructions for mankind to populate the earth 
and reinstates mankind as his caretakers over the earth.  He also allows humans to 
eat the flesh of animals  — though that doesn’t include the consumption of the 
blood/life with the flesh.  And God highlights the seriousness of taking the life/
blood of another human being, because every human is created in his image.  In 
short, my story highlights I AM’s care and mercy, his ongoing care, for the whole of 
his creation. 

Well, despite all the differences between you and GennyOne as stories, you have 
made quite a few connections between yourself and her.  It doesn’t surprise me 
that both of you stay in contact with each other.  I will have to remember that 
friendship (if I can call it that) and not let the few chapters that separate you make 
you seem to me as if you are strangers. 

Suddenly, he slowly started to fade away.  I suppose I won’t have another chance 
to speak to you again.  So thank you for your appearance.  Give my greetings to 
GennyOne. 

Soon all that remained of him were the gleams of light reflected from his ring and 
helmet.  And still those specks of light are dancing around in my mind. 

STORY 3 

The Story of Connectedness 
Genesis 2-3 

I suppose it was inevitable.  The Vacancy and The Gap were constant spurs to my 
imagination.  Whenever I walked into the library the chair was vacant.  Whenever I 
looked at my Bible I was troubled by the hole caused by my ignoring of Genesis 
2-5.  Even when I wasn’t aware of the working of my imagination, I was sure its 
wheels were constantly grinding away. 

But the figure I eventually saw sitting in the chair took on quite a surprising form.  
I can best describe it as a brightly coloured spherical jigsaw puzzle piece.  It had 
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tabs and blanks right around it’s outer surface.  The two tabs, one each side, where 
you imagined it’s arms to be, were flexible enough to be used like hands to express 
what it was saying.  And three tabs at the bottom were sufficiently sturdy to serve as 
feet, in a shuffling-around kind of way.  Over all, it looked quite shabby and well-
used, just like many a jigsaw puzzle piece.  The figure introduced herself as 
GennyTwo-n-Three. 

The first thing I wanted to be clear about was the reason for her jigsaw-puzzle 
shape. 

Well, she said (and I was surprised just how like a jigsaw puzzle piece she 
sounded), the central theme of my story — which is commonly called Adam and 
Eve — is the interconnectedness that exists in God’s creation.  Obviously your 
imagination has picked up on that — and that’s why I’ve appeared to you in this 
form.  So let me give you a tour of the reasons for my appearance, and indeed for 
my existence as a story. 

One purpose is to proclaim the connection between God and 
humans.  I’m sure you’ve noticed God’s personal involvement in 
the creation of Adam . . . 

Hey, wait a minute, I interrupted her, you said God’s connection 
with ‘humans’.  But you're just going to be talking about Adam and Eve aren’t you? 

Ah, you’ve highlighted one of the problems that arise when a story (or any writing 
for that matter) is translated from one language into another.  The word used in my 
story for ‘Adam’ isn’t just a personal name, it also means ‘a man’, and that 
anticipates the whole human race.  Since Adam and Eve were the ancestors of all 
humankind, I think that entitles me to speak of the Creator’s relationship with 
humans. 

Yes, that makes sense.  I hope you don’t mind my interruptions. 

Of course not.  And did you notice how directly, and personally, God was 
involved with the first humans.  He formed Adam from the ground and then 
breathed (or ‘spirited’) into him to make him a living being.  Eve was also formed by 
God, but from Adam’s rib.  As the ancestors of the whole human race, my story 
proclaims, no human being can escape this personal connection with the Creator-
God. 

I sometimes think about God sculpturing those first two humans, I said, 
wondering whether he made quite a few alterations before he decided on the final 
form.  I even wonder whether the adaptions and changes described in our human 
theory of evolution may even, in some way, point back to what may have gone on 
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in the mind of God as his formation process went on. 

Of course, I know very little about this evolution you’re speaking about — my 
story is far, far, too old to have anything to do with ‘modern’ or ‘scientific’ thinking.  
But let me make one comment on what I think you’re saying.  If you want to 
compare changes in what may have been in God’s thinking as he formed humans, 
with changes in some evolutionary process, why are you suggesting that God’s 
thinking may be inferred from a human theory, rather than suggesting that a human 
theory may be a reflection of God’s thinking?  Anyway, that’s all beside the point. 

Let me get back, GennyTwo-n-Three said, waving her hand-tabs, to some other 
aspects in my story that highlight the connection between God and humans.  God 
gave Adam instructions about his care of the garden in which he was placed, and 
entrusted him with the task of naming all the animals and birds.  This caretaker role 
over the earth also applies, of course, to Eve and to the whole human race. 

Did you notice, GennyTwo-n-Three continued, that God seems to be a regular 
visitor of this couple during the evenings? 

Yes, I nodded, the connection your story makes between God and humans is like 
a pop-in-for-a-beer-anytime-you’re-passing relationship.  It’s quite free and easy, 
indicating a very deep and vital connection. 

GennyTwo-n-Three displayed a more serious look on the tabs where I imagined 
her face to be.  And that will have major implications for God’s history and 
relationship with humans in the future. 

 

Let me mention another purpose of my story, GennyTwo-n-
Three continued.  This purpose is to proclaim the connection 
between humans and the earth.  This connection follows 
naturally, of course, from the fact that God is the Creator of both 
the earth and humans.  But it’s far more real and concrete than 

that.  God forms Adam from the ground.  I suppose you remember that the word 
for ground is ‘adamah’. 

No, I had forgotten that.  Adam made from adamah — fancy that.  So all humans 
are spirit-breathed-into ground.  And we still remember that when we talk about 
our bodies returning to the dust in death. 

And I’ve already mentioned Adam’s God-given task of naming all the animals and 
of caring for the ground on which he lives.  That caretaker task reinforces the 
humans-earth connection that my story makes.  Then my story mentions that the 
earth will produce the food for humans. 

Ah, what grand creatures we are, I interrupted.  Coming from the ground, eating 
tasty morsels of ground that come via the plants, discovering and using the various 
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resources that lie in the ground — and then returning to the ground.  What greater 
motivation do we humans have to care for this earth on which we live.  But 
indications seem to suggest that we're not doing a very good job.  Sometimes I 
wonder whether we humans even care about our caretaking. 

Well, whether you do or not, my story proclaims that there is a very basic 
connection between humans and the earth, so basic that it wouldn’t be a good idea 
to ignore. 

I wonder, I said to her, whether this connection between humans and the earth 
could be described as a what-happens-to-you-happens-to-me relationship. 

Now to the final connection in my story, GennyTwo-n-Three 
announced. It’s the one between husband and wife.  And it 
refers to their origins.  Both are formed by God; Adam from the 
ground, Eve from Adam’s rib. 

You know, I said, I’m impressed by the fact that this connection between husband 
and wife is described more as a unity, a oneness, than anything else.  This first 
couple is united, as Adam points out, by the ground-flesh and the bone they share.  

 And they are set apart from the animals.  GennyTwo-n-Three added.  Adam was 
unable to find a ‘suitable partner’ for him from the rest of God’s creation.  But his 
searching came to an end when Eve was presented to him.  He acknowledges their 
oneness and their suitability as partners, by naming her a woman. 

Ah, I do remember the Hebrew words for ‘man' and ‘woman’ — ‘ish’ and 
‘ishshah’.  I have always been impressed that in both these Hebrew and English 
words you can see and hear their connection. 

And, finally, God decrees their oneness as they unashamedly become ‘one flesh’.  
All that combines for a very significant husband-wife connection.  I suppose YOU 
would say (and I could hear the twinkle in her voice) it’s a made-in-heaven-perfect-
companionship. 

Those three connections within God’s creation mentioned by GennyTwo-n-Three 
were running around in my mind.  But looking at her, I had this feeling that 
something, somewhere, was wrong.  It was as if I had put together a jigsaw puzzle 
of GennyTwo-n-Three herself, but I still had a piece left over.  What was it?  Maybe 
it was it her shabby appearance!  I realized shabbiness would be normal for 
someone as old as her — the story of Adam and Eve has been around for a very 
long time.  But I didn’t think age, even together with constant use, could FULLY 
explain the shabbiness I saw.  There had to be more to it than just that.  So I 
explained, as nicely as I could, what was going on in my mind and asked if I was 
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perhaps missing something important about her shabby appearance. 

Well, she said, I think I understand what’s going on.  The picture I’ve given you of 
the connections God set up within his creation doesn’t match up with what you see 
in the world around you.  Does it?  So maybe we should look at the other half my 
story — at chapter 3.  While the Creator set up a wonderful world, interconnected 
in such intricate and satisfying ways, what follows gets somewhat shabby and 
grubby.  And that has affected my appearance. 

Ah, now I understand.  You’re referring to what we commonly refer to as the Fall.  
That’s why you look so shabby! 

Yeah.  The Fall certainly had a big impact on the connections that God had set 
up within his creation. 

 

This impact fell initially on the husband and wife connection — at 
least once the snake’s crafty suggestions to Adam and Eve in the 
garden had time to rattle around in their minds. 

I’ve always had questions about that talking snake, wondering 
where it came from and how it got all its knowledge about God. 

I guess you have to keep in mind that my story was written for people who lived 
in quite a different world from the one in which you live today, especially regarding 
the stories they told to explain the world in which they lived.  And maybe my story 
of the Fall was originally meant to be mysterious, and that’s why it still is today.  
What is clear is that within God’s creation there was the possibility that things could 
go wrong.  Of course the big question as to why an anti-god force came to be 
there is not even considered in my story.  And whether even now humankind has a 
satisfactory answer is debatable. 

I nodded.  So the mystery remains?  But I guess that’s not the only mystery about 
the universe in which we live, either.  Perhaps we have to learn to live with 
unanswered questions.  All we know is that this anti-god influence gets at Adam 
and Eve. 

GennyTwo-n-Three screwed up her face tabs.  Notice the way my story describes 
how and why the Fall works — and the appeal, the attraction of going against what 
God has said.  The snake skilfully raises questions about the intentions of God, 
about the claims he makes, about the reasons for his instructions, and about their 
understanding of what God may have said.  Did God really say?  Are you sure he’s 
not keeping something from you?  And consider what you’re going to be missing 
out on — the fruit has great food value, it would be uniquely attractive in your food 
platter, and, wait for it, it will give you wisdom. 

Ah, GennyTwo-n-Three, what human being could resist?  I’d trample down Adam 
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and Eve in the effort to get there first!  Why did God let the human race face such 
an impossible-to-withstand temptation?  It’s so unfair.  But … yeah, I know — it’s all 
part of the mystery. 

And the effect on the connection between Adam and Eve was immediate.  My 
story says that ‘their eyes were opened’. 

You know, I interrupted, I think those four words are the most crammed-full, the 
heaviest, the most overweight words of your whole story.  They hit me like a bolt of 
lightning.  I see Adam and Eve’s whole existence opening up and revealing to them 
things so wonderfully unimaginable about themselves and about their God.  And at 
the same instance they catch a glimpse of what their disobedience to God is going 
to mean.  Though I have no idea how long it took them to fully understand the 
implications of that disobedience.  

Yes, I understand what you are saying.  But some implications were immediate.  
With their eyes opened their oneness of unashamedly becoming ‘one flesh’ was 
damaged and they hurriedly sewed some loincloths (or more accurately loinleaves) 
for themselves.  And as they thought about God’s friendly and companionable pop-
in-any-time visits, their connection with him had a new and unwelcome 
complication — guilt.  And they hid, or at least tried to hide, from God. 

And then, I said, your story points out the next consequence.  When God asked 
questions about why they were avoiding him, that guilt produced blame — of each 
other, and of the snake.  Their relationship became decidedly shabby. 

So guilt and blame enters this world as effects of the Fall.  And has repercussions 
for the husband and wife connection which was God’s plan for his creation. 

Notice, GennyTwo-n-Three went on, how the Fall also affected the 
connection between humans and the earth.  A curse was placed 
on the snake, leading to ongoing enmity between that anti-god 
force and the human race; there is pain in childbearing, and 

between man and woman; there is a curse on the ground because of Adam’s 
disobedience, leading to toil and strife in the task of getting food from the ground. 

Hey I don’t think this has struck me before.  God feels it necessary to curse part 
of his good creation because of the Fall.  Maybe the snake deserved it (since it 
caused ongoing trouble between that anti-god force and the human race).  But it 
surprises me that the ground (the good ground from which Adam came) should 
also be cursed.  And maybe I don’t consider the troubles farmers have to put up 
with (and maybe everyone who works for a living) as a result of the Fall.  The effects 
on the connection between humans and the earth is certainly a significant one. 
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And there are effects on the connection between God and 
humans.  The Garden of Eden’s companionable pop-in-any-time 
visits are over, as God ejects Adam and Eve from Eden. 

But the reason for that ejection isn’t just some kind of 
punishment, it’s more for their protection, isn’t it? 

My story stresses that God doesn’t want humans to live forever in the now-Fallen 
world.  So he removes them from the garden — so yes, his concern is their 
protection.  But the most amazing thing about God’s reaction to the Fall is his love 
and concern for the human race.  He even makes proper garments for Adam and 
Eve.   

Yeah, fancy God becoming their dressmaker, and serving them in this way. 

And he wants his relationship with the whole of his creation to continue.  But 
even more than that he wants to repair the connection between himself and the 
now-Fallen human race.  He gives an indication of the plan he has for his world — 
of undoing the damage of the snake’s victory by hinting at a future victory for 
humans over the anti-god force. 

Ah yes, I said, that’s the verse about enmity between the snake’s offspring and 
Eve’s offspring.  Eve’s offspring, Jesus, will suffer injury to his heel, while the snake’s 
will be a far more serious injury.  We usually understand that to be the first promise 
of the coming of the Saviour to bring the whole of creation back to its Creator and 
Lord.  

JennyTwo-n-Three smiled at me.  It was almost as if, speaking about the promise 
of God’s new Heaven and new Earth, her shabbiness didn’t matter to her at all.  As 
if she could see the part she herself would play in that completed jigsaw puzzle of 
God’s multi-dimensional New Creation, extending through all time and all space.  
You know why I thought that was what she was thinking?  It was the fashion-model 
like flick of her bedraggled hair tab as she turned.  And the hint of a dance step in 
the way she shuffled off. 
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