
 1 

July 14
th

, 2019    Susan Cooke Kittredge 

Genesis 1        Charlotte Congregational Church, UCC 

 

 

   Smeared by God, Revealed in Christ 

 

 In 1983 Dominican Priest Matthew Fox wrote a book entitled Original Blessing.  It was a 

scholarly but very compelling work that turned the concept of original sin on its head.  Fox 

maintained the creation story as one primarily of blessing in stark contrast to one impregnated 

with sin, that focused on the errant, pathetic nature of human beings and their need for expulsion, 

punishment and repentance.  In 1988 the Catholic Church officially condemned Fox for 

questioning the doctrine of original sin and sentenced him to one year of silence, forbidding him 

to lecture, teach or write. Predictably, Fox was excommunicated and later received into the 

Episcopal Church as a priest. 

 The abbreviated selection from Genesis 1 that Glen read clearly emphasizes this blessing, 

with God calling the creation good six times.  So let’s start from the wild idea that God’s love is 

revealed in creation and that it is a blessing. 

 But you know this already, don’t you. Just look around, taste and see, touch and smell.  

It’s easy at this time of year in this amazing state to know that “the world is full of the glory of 

God as the rivers that cover the sea.” Many of us feel that God is often best revealed in nature.  

We arrive at church, walking past the beautiful gardens, stately maple trees and rich green lawn, 

enter this sanctuary and almost unconsciously feel we should leave that behind and start thinking 

about more spiritual matters, our heady faith and ideas about belief.  

 I want to propose this morning a new way of integrating our experience of creation with 

our active, living witness of the Christian faith.  Most of what I am suggesting is based on 

Richard Rohr’s latest book The Universal Christ that some of us have been reading and studying 

lately.  It has been for me a transformative work, a life changing experience of enormous relief 

and renewed inspiration.  

 As I’ve mentioned before Rohr proposes the shocking assertion that the first 

incarnation—the first revealing of God’s self to the world was not in Jesus as is traditionally 

taught in all Christian faiths and denominations.  Rohr posits that the first incarnation, the first 

manifestation or revelation of the Divine Presence was creation.  But not just in this planet, this 

world, in all creation, solar systems, planets, stars and spiders from the beginning of time.  As 
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Rohr says so clearly, “God loves things by becoming them.” He calls this revealed physicality of 

God, this kind of love made real, the Christ Mystery or the Cosmic Christ or just plain Christ.  

The important thing to hold onto is that this is not emphasizing an idea about God but the 

concrete expression of God’s love and nature in things, in the materiality of creation.  

 I am reminded of a radio broadcast my father recorded many years ago as part of his 

weekly radio program, “Letter From America.”  The year was 2001. 

“It seems that among the experts, the expert physicists, there is now grave doubt about 

the truth, the validity, of the Big Bang theory.  How our universe came about, especially 

"who done it", has for long been beyond me.  I've never trusted the Big Bang theory, not 

until someone tells me who triggered it, who struck the match.  But if I were compelled at 

pistol point to choose between the Big Bang and the Book of Genesis I should plump for 

Genesis: ‘And God said: 'Let there be light!' And there was light.’” 

We know deep within us, in ways that are very hard to articulate, that creation is a gift 

from God.  Rohr maintains that this was the first incarnation and that Jesus was the second.  You 

might scratch your heads and ask, “Aren’t Jesus and Christ the same?” The answer is both yes 

and no. Jesus, the carpenter, the very human and yet divine person, came from what Rohr calls 

“an already Christ-soaked world.  The second incarnation flowed out of the first, out of God’s 

loving union with the physical creation.” (ibid.15) 

This is a new and revelatory, understanding of Christ.  The easiest way for me to break 

this down—and I’ve no idea if Richard Rohr would agree with me or simply shake his sweet 

bald head at my stupidity—the easiest starting point for me is with the definition of the word 

“Christ.”  

 Christ comes from the Greek word “christos” which means “anointed.” It is not so much 

a title as it is a description; something or someone is anointed.  A couple of weeks ago we had 

what I think was a very moving service that focused on healing.  At the conclusion of worship, 

those who desired healing were invited to come forward and be anointed with oil. Indulge the 

English major in me for a moment.  To be anointed is to be, according to the dictionary, 

“smeared.” I love reckless, generous implication of that word “smeared.” Far from the gentle 

signing of the cross that we performed, to be really anointed is to be smeared. 

 So in the act of creation, God’s self was made real, tangible in the anointing of the 

physical universe. The creation, reality, the stuff of the world was and is Christ, which means 

anointed.  
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 This changes everything for me. It’s as if we’re being asked to put on, not rose colored 

glasses, but Christ glasses.  So that we see the materiality of creation, the stuff of our lives, as 

Christ revealed.  Every part of it, every person, tree, interaction, relationship, insect, plastic bag 

and pet as Christ. 

 The question is simple: If this is so, where have you seen Christ recently?  Giving myself 

this assignment has been, well, revealing, especially since there seems to be so much going on, 

so many things calling for our attention in this fertile, busy valley. What follows are just some 

possible Christ sightings from my week.  

For starters, when I’m sitting in my study at home trying to work and maybe even craft a 

sermon, I look out the window directly onto our cherry trees, laden with ripening fruit that needs 

to be canned.  It turns out that I haven’t the powers of concentration I should, because I can only 

watch the robins eating my cherries for so long before I slam my laptop close and go out to 

harvest my fair share.  Those trees, gloriously red and green are surely smeared by God.  And 

maybe, just maybe, the competition between my sense of ownership of the fruit and the hunger 

of the birds says something about our relationship to the natural world and the need to share. As 

Patti sang, “It all comes down in the end” that we are but stewards of the land. 

 Yesterday morning, I baptized my four-year-old granddaughter, Natalie.  On Friday she 

and I had a talk, away from her three raucous siblings, about what baptism means. It was hard 

explaining it to her, but the water was helpful, she knows why we wash with water. I asked her if 

she wanted a gentle sprinkling and a signing of the cross on her forehead of if she wanted full 

dunking in the lake.  She chose, without hesitation, the lake.  She opted, if you will, for the full 

smear.  But on Saturday, she’d changed her mind.  Not only did she not want to go into the lake, 

she’d decided she wanted nothing to do with being baptized.  She’s shy and so her change of 

heart wasn’t loud, just very clear. Godparents had driven all the way up from New York City for 

the event, everyone was ready for the service, everyone but Natalie.  

 There was no time for looking for Christ in this situation as I’d planned; I had to change 

her mind and wasn’t having much luck.  So I solicited the help of her six-year-old sister, 

Kenison. We talked about saying yes to God’s love, about welcoming God into our lives. I was 

prattling on and on and not making much headway when Kenison, nodding encouragingly said, 

“Natalie, God loves you.  It’s fun.” And that was all it took; the little service went forth on as 

perfect a day as summer has to offer.  
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But wait, It’s fun?  I’m not sure that I would have ever have characterized living in faith 

as “fun.” Honestly, why not?  Why do we get so serious about understanding our faith when 

there’s a playground all around us, fortunate people that we are?  Of course it took a child to 

reveal this. And I thought I’d not have time for seeing any part of the Christ mystery revealed. 

 I left the lake feeling that the baptism hadn’t gone as expected but knowing also that I’d 

seen Christ at work in the simple, restorative  relationship between two sisters.  

After the baptism I came right here to church, where I met the family of our dear friend 

and long-time member of the congregation, Barrie Dunsmore. Barrie died last August and this 

was to be his final farewell and committal in the cemetery.  I was feeling a bit off balance as I 

tried to shift gears from the celebration of beginnings in the baptism to the tender and sad 

farewell I was to offer.  Barrie was dear to me and I still miss him, miss his earthly, enfleshed, 

brilliant presence in my life.  

 How right and appropriate it is to wail when someone dies.  No matter how much we 

console ourselves with their being with us in our hearts, we want their bodies, we want the smell 

of them, the touch of them, the sight of them, the sound of them; we want their God smeared 

warm, rumpled bodies beside us.  

 Standing by his grave with his wife, daughter and her boyfriend, we prayed, read a 

Robert Burns poem, shared stories, laughed and cried.  It was hard to leave even after an hour, 

hard to walk away from that stone marker, that freshly turned earth, that physical testimony to a 

departed father, husband, friend.  

 In both the baptism and the burial, I saw Christ revealed in the love that was expressed so 

tangibly in the family by the lake and the family by the grave.  It was almost palpable, the 

connection between the people, the yearning and holding, the desire to be held together.   

Our faith, our religion seeks to connect us together and to God.  The word “religion” 

shares the same root as the word ligament.  Ligaments connect and hold in place our muscles and 

organs; their purpose is that holding parts together.  So religion knits us all together in one body, 

the body of Christ. It’s why we come here, because feeling spiritual isn’t enough for some of us.  

I for one need the prayers and the practices, the rituals and traditions of our faith hold me in the 

fold.  And the fold is all of us gathered together, some sad, some happy, some angry, some 

broken, others mending, some sure and others questioning.  No matter where we are on our 

individual faith journeys, may we try, in this glorious summer, to rejoice in the presence of 

Christ and try to have fun. 
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                                      Grace and Peace. 

  

 


