
God Created Me
By Richard Rice

In the beginning, God created the heavens and the earth.” The 
great poem with which the Bible begins is fdled with dualities. 
Consider a few that appear in its opening lines: darkness and 

light; God and world; chaos and word.
As the text reads, the earth was waste and 

void—empty and formless—when God began his 
creative work. In a series of majestic, transforming 
moments, exquisitely and dramatically timed, 
his words brought cosmos out of chaos, producing 
a magnificent reality, filled with beauty and 
purpose, bursting with enormous possibilities.
His climactic act was the creation of beings who 
reflected their maker in a unique way.

They were responsive and responsible to 
the Power that had made them. Their minds 
were open to his mind. Their thoughts 
aspired to his thoughts. Their place in creation 
resembled his own sovereignty over creation. 
They of all God’s creatures were able to appreciate 
the one in whom all creatures live and move 
and have their being.

This is not the Bible’s only account of creation, 
of course. The very next chapter of Genesis 
paints a different picture. God’s creative work 
has a distinctly hands-on character. He formed 
Adam out of dust and breathed life into his 
nostrils. There are other biblical accounts that 
describe God wrestling with the primal forces 
that have always threatened human existence. 
But the serenity and the majesty of this open­
ing account have important things to tell us.

As expressed in an ancient formula, the 
first word of Christian faith is an affirmation of 
God’s creative work. “I believe in God the 
Father almighty, Creator of heaven and earth,

and of all things, visible and invisible.” This is a 
statement with profound implications, and 
great minds have spent centuries exploring its 
meaning. It gives us a complex view of things. 
Ultimate reality does not consist in the 
physical world. There is something more than 
matter and energy. Yet this mysterious other 
is not opposed to the world; it does not negate 
or contradict the significance of finite reality.

Instead, it affirms it. “God saw that it was 
good.” The story of creation upholds the value 
and importance of the world as a reflection of 
something even greater. It portrays the world in 
its primeval splendor as a mirror of God’s great 
purpose. To quote German theologian Ernst 
Fuchs, “In the beginning was the Yes. And the 
Yes was with God. And God was the Yes.”

There is something else these words provide 
us. They not only assure us that the world is 
important when it fulfills the Creator’s original 
purpose. They also assure us that God cares 
for the world just as much when it falls drasti­
cally short of that purpose.

In other words, Genesis 1 tells us that God 
not only expresses himself in the world,
God also commits himself to the world. In fact,
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God’s relation to the world is so important to him that 
from the moment of this great beginning he links his 
identity to it. Henceforth, God is inseparable from 
his creation. What happens among his creatures 
affects the inner life of God. Like parents who deeply 
love their children, God’s care for his creatures binds 
his destiny to theirs. His decision to create was irre­
versible. From that beginning he would love the neigh­
bor, the world, as he loved himself.

It is natural to let these majestic words—the 
greatest opening line in all literature— give flight to 
our loftiest metaphysical speculations, but these alone 
do not express the full meaning—or even the most 
important meaning—of this basic affirmation. 
According to Martin Luther, to recite the opening 
article of the creed is really to confess, “I believe that 
God created me.” Think of all the things that this 
involves. It means that the great dualities of cosmic 
creation have their counterpart in my own life.

I believe that I am utterly dependent, here and 
now, on God’s creative, sustaining power.

I believe that God values everything that makes 
me what I am.

I believe that I am as important to God as he 
is to me.

I believe that God’s eternal purposes have a place 
in them for me.

I believe that God’s own eternal destiny includes 
his companionship with me.

I believe that my faults and failures disappoint 
God, but they do not quench his love.

I believe that my sins separate me from him, but 
not him from me.

I believe that God grieves over the tragedies 
and disappointments of my life. But I also believe 
that he, and not they, will have the last word.

To say “I believe that God created me,” like every 
statement of faith, flies in the face of all appearances— 
the impersonal objectivity of natural law, and the cold 
reality of life’s bitter circumstances. How can we say 
“God created me,” when the biological odds against 
our own existence were overwhelming? A single act of

conception involves millions of genetic possibilities.
How can we say “God created me” when so much 

that happens, and so much that happens to us, could 
not possibly be what God wants? As each day’s news 
reminds us, life is tenuous, even life in the quiet suburbs 
of a modern city, in the world’s most powerful 
country, in the era of civilization’s most sophisticated 
technology. There are no guarantees for nice people, 
for good people, for God’s own people.

Like God’s original words of creation, the statement 
of faith, “God created me,” confronts a dark and 
formless reality. Yet, like those words, it carries the 
promise of light and life and beauty. There is no 
darkness that his word cannot dispel. There is no void 
that his presence cannot fill. There is no grief that his 
comfort cannot assuage. In other words, “God created 
me” are words of promise and hope. They direct us 
from darkness to light, from the present to the future, 
from reality to possibility.

Furthermore, this account of creation assures us, 
this all can happen more quickly than we can imagine— 
in a moment, in the twinkling of an eye—with the 
speed of thought. True, God doesn’t always operate 
this way. In fact, it doesn’t seem to be his preferred 
way of doing things. But it is always a possibility. The 
God who moves with great deliberation can also act 
with gracious speed. And he is never more eager to act 
than when we need his care.

In one of his sermons, John Donne expresses 
God’s willingness to help with these words.

God made Sun and Moon to distinguish seasons, 
and day and night, and we cannot have the fruits 
of the Earth but in their seasons. But God hath 
made no decree to distinguish the seasons of his 
mercies. In paradise the fruits were ripe the first 
minute, and in heaven it is always Autumn, his 
mercies are ever in their maturity. God never says, 
you should have come yesterday, he never says you 
must again tomorrow, but today if you will hear 
his voice, today he will hear you. He brought light 
out of darkness, not out of a lesser light; He can 
bring thy Summer out of Winter though thou 
have no Spring. All occasions invite his mercies, 
and all times are his seasons.

I have had the opportunity to visit Greece with a 
number of university study tours. One summer, 
the woman who had been our guide for several 

years described what it would be like for her to return 
to the village where she grew up. She was by that



t im e  th o r o u g h ly  u rb a n iz e d  a n d  m o d e rn iz e d ,  a  w o m a n  

o f  th e  w o r ld . S h e  sa id  i f  s h e  w e n t  h o m e  th e  p e o p le  

th e r e  w o u ld  s t i l l  r e c o g n iz e  h e r  a s  s o m e o n e  th e y  o n c e  

k n ew , b u t  to  b e  s u re , th e y  w o u ld  a sk  h e r  th is  q u e s tio n : 

“W h o s e  a r e  y o u ? ”

In  G r e e k  v il la g e s  to  th is  day, a  w o m a n ’s id e n t i ty  is 
d e te r m in e d  n o t  b y  a s k in g , W h o  a re  y o u ?  b u t  W h o s e  

a r e  y o u ?  T o  w h o m  d o  y o u  b e lo n g ?  W h o  c la im s  y o u  as 

h is  o w n ?  A  m a n  in  t r a d i t io n a l  G re e k  th in k in g  h a s  h is  

o w n  id e n tity , b u t  a w o m a n ’s id e n t i ty  is a lw ay s  c o n n e c te d  

to  a m a n — e i th e r  to  h e r  fa th e r , o r  to  h e r  h u s b a n d .

M a r t in  L u th e r ’s in te rp re ta t io n  o f  th e  c re e d  re m in d s  

u s o f  th e  m o s t  im p o r ta n t  th in g  a b o u t us. A s  h e  in te rp re ts  

th e se  g r e a t  w o rd s  o f  G en esis , th e  m o s t  e s se n tia l q u e s tio n  

w e  can  e v e r ask  is n o t  who w e  are , b u t  whose w e  are.
I t ’s n o t  o u r  n am e , o u r  p ro fe ss io n , o u r  fo r tu n e , o r  o u r  

a c c o m p lish m e n ts  th a t  m a t te r  m o s t. T h e  m o s t  im p o r ta n t  
th in g  a b o u t us is th e  o n e  to  w h o m  w e  b e lo n g .

G e r m a n  th e o lo g ia n  D ie t r ic h  B o n h o e f fe r  w as  

a r r e s t e d  fo r  h e lp in g  to  p la n  H i t l e r ’s d e a th . H is  c a p to r s  

e x e c u te d  h im  j u s t  a few  d a y s  b e fo re  th e  e n d  o f  
W o r ld  W a r  II . W h i le  in  p r is o n ,  h e  p ro d u c e d  a n u m b e r  
o f  w r i t in g s ,  in c lu d in g  a  p o e m  e n t i t le d ,  “W h o  a m  I? ”

I t  d r a w s  a  s h a r p  c o n t r a s t  b e tw e e n  th e  w a y  o th e r  

p e o p le  saw  B o n h o e f fe r  a n d  th e  w a y  h e  sa w  h im se lf .

W h o  am  I? T h e y  o f te n  te l l  m e  

I s te p p e d  f ro m  m y  c e ll’s c o n f in e m e n t  

C alm ly , ch ee rfu lly , firm ly ,

L ik e  a s q u ire  f ro m  h is  c o u n try -h o u s e .

W h o  a m  I? T h e y  o f te n  te ll  m e  

I u se d  to  s p e a k  to  m y  w a r d e r s  

F re e ly  a n d  f r ie n d ly  a n d  c learly ,

A s th o u g h  i t  w e re  m in e  to  c o m m a n d .

W h o  a m  I?  T h e y  a lso  te l l  m e  

I b o re  th e  d a y s  o f  m is fo r tu n e  p ro u d ly ,

L ik e  o n e  a c c u s to m e d  to  w in .

A m  I th e n  re a lly  a ll t h a t  w h ic h  o th e r  m e n  te l l  o f?  

O r  a m  I o n ly  w h a t  I m y s e lf  k n o w  o f  m y s e lf?  
R e s tle s s  a n d  lo n g in g  a n d  sick , like  a b i rd  in  a 

cage ,

S t r u g g l in g  fo r  b re a th ,
Y e a rn in g  fo r  c o lo u rs ,

T h i r s t in g  fo r w o rd s  o f  k in d n ess , fo r n e ig h b o u rlin e ss , 

W e a ry  a n d  e m p ty  a t  p r a y in g , a n d  r e a d y  to  say  
fa re w e ll to  i t  a ll?

W h o  a m  I? T h i s  o r  th e  o th e r?

A m  I b o th  a t o n ce?  A  h y p o c r i te  b e fo re  o th e r s ,
A n d  b e fo re  m y s e lf  a  . . . w e a k lin g ?

W h o  am  I? T h e y  m o ck  m e, th e se  lo n e ly  q u e s tio n s  o f  
m ine .

[ T u f ]  w h o e v e r  I am , T h o u  k n o w e s t, O  G o d , I am  
T h in e !

W h e n  B o n h o e f fe r  a sk e d  h im se lf , “ Who a r e  y o u ? ” h e  
c o u ld n ’t  f in d  an  a n sw e r. B u t h e  d id  f in d  a n  a n s w e r  
to  th e  q u e s t io n ,  “Whose a r e  y o u ? ” I f  w o n d e r in g  who w e  

a re  le a v e s  u s  u n c e r ta in  o r  d is c o u ra g e d , th e n  l e t ’s a sk  

th e  o th e r  q u e s t io n . I t ’s n o t  who y o u  a re , i t ’s whose y o u  
a r e  t h a t  c o u n ts .

C a n  y o u  say  w i th  a ll y o u r  h e a r t ,  “I b e lie v e  t h a t  

G o d  c r e a te d  m e ? ” I f  y o u  c a n , th e n  y o u  b e lo n g  to  G o d . 
Y o u r id e n t i ty  is s e c u re . Y ou a re  e v e r y th in g  y o u  e v e r  

n e e d  to  be.
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