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 Have you been in a Babies R Us lately?  A newborn’s nursery?  Even in the 

closed off rooms of our church; the Sunday School, the toy box, on a book shelf.  You’ll 

see it.  An ark.  Animals two by two, stuffed in, barely contained in an old wooden ark.  

Spotted giraffes, soft yellow and brown.  Zebras in bold black and white stripes.  Grey 

elephants with floppy ears; long trunks high in the air.  Bright orange tigers, shiny clean 

pink pigs, furry friendly brown, sloppy red tongues dripping and hanging out.  A 

menagerie of creatures two by two, side by side, a utopia of animals, each one smiling, 

bursting with life, with colour, with joy.  Bursting out from the confines of a fairy tale ark, 

bursting from the confines of a dark and colourless story, bursting like a colourful 

rainbow across a dark and colourless sky and into our fairy tale world.   

 I guess they didn’t get the message, or we didn’t.  That the Noah’s Ark story is 

not the story of a utopian world of colours and rainbows, not a happy, joy-filled, 

everybody loves everybody fairy tale story we tell our children to protect them from 

what life is really like, to set before them the illusion, if only just for a little while.  So 

today we enter not the fairy tale, but the down-to-earth, muddy, messy story of the 

flood.  But don’t worry.  The colours come.  And God remembers.  Let us pray. 

A blanket in soft yellows and blues, animals lined up neatly in sets of twos.  A 

piggy bank on a white dresser in the shape of an ark, animals bulging and bursting 

from its seams.  And above the cradle, nailed high; a baptismal certificate trimmed in 

gold, a rainbow, a remembrance of God’s promise stretching across the horizon of a 

baby’s dreams.  It’s true, the ark story, my story, on the surface is that.  Happy.  Hope-
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filled.  Colourful.  But it’s more.  Deeper.  Beyond a feel-good story in a feel-good 

world, when everything is going great.  The Ark was definitely not a pleasure cruise.   

For starters, you know how hard it is to be family, to be together with family.  Cooped 

up with your family in close and smelly quarters for one week is enough for most of us, 

never mind for close to a year.  And the animals???  No matter your favourite—the 

brown spotted yellow giraffe, shiny pink pigs, orange-striped tigers, no matter the 

animal, the colour; no matter life in the ark or in this world, when things start to pile up 

and get smelly—no matter how you scoop it; it’s the same pile, different day, if you get 

the drift.  The ark story is a down-to-earth, muddy, messy, broken story of a broken 

world filled with darkness, a colourless world with all the colour drained out.   

Well that’s how it begins anyway.  And maybe you already know what I’m talking 

about.  When you look around the world and can see nothing but people hurting each 

other, wounding each other, killing each other.  Killing the earth.  Destroying creation.  

It’s what it was like in my world.  It’s the same in yours:  arguments over pipelines, over 

oil and the protection of mountains and trees; politicians squabbling over vaccines and 

economies while the sick are dying and mothers and fathers try to make ends meet.  

Or maybe the real argument is the age-old one of power and control or race and 

religion, and the things that fuel wars.  Or about bullies, and belonging, a substance-

numbing culture of fear that puts automatic weapons in our homes and the hungry on 

the street.   As I look at your world, it’s not really any different from mine.  I wonder, is it 

with a grieving heart God looks over your world as it was with mine?  Does God weep 
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for the pain?  Does God regret creating at all for how far we have turned away from the 

intention of life and love from which that creation flowed?  What does it mean when 

even God is surprised at the extent of the evil we humans can get ourselves into? 

 I didn’t know it then.  That God grieved.  That the pain in God’s heart was so 

deep, that God was ready to scratch everything.  A grand cosmic do-over.  Not out of 

anger like a lot of people think.  Not for revenge, some twisted, wrathful, get-even 

scheme.  But out of the reality of everything gone so terribly wrong.  I don’t think I ever 

will understand.  But suddenly God is telling me to build an ark.  “I’m going to save you 

and your family,” he said.  And the animals, of course.  To this day, I wonder, “Why 

me?”  As the story is written later, you read that I was “righteous,” that God found 

“favour” with me, whatever that really means.  As I remember it, I was barely holding 

on to hope that God was yet in our world.  Maybe it is the same for you.   Well, the only 

thing I know now is God remembered, not as quick as I would have liked, mind you.  

But God remembered.  Saw something in creation yet worth redeeming.  And a new 

story begins for me, my family, the animals, for the world.  In the possibility of 

something new, something beautiful—in the very hope and possibility for life—God’s 

mind is changed.  God’s promise is that life is beginning and beginning again. 

Well, you can imagine the rest.  Rain.  40days, 40 nights.  Grey sky.  Grey world.  

Animals bulging, family bickering, manure shoveling, ark creaking, waves raging until 

we are all sea-sick, and sick and tired.  By now you don’t even have to imagine the 

anguish of being locked inside while death floats all around; when the tides of the world 
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become nothing short of a scene from Titanic, when friend, neighbour, home, 

everyone, everything engulfed by the flood.  And then we waited on God.  Waited 

some more.  Would the water ever subside?  And I was wallowing not only in manure, 

but in my own misfortune that God chose me to be “favoured.”  Thanks but no thanks, 

God.  Don’t do me any favours.   And while you may think me a hero of faith; I am a 

man, who if truly a man at all, was almost certain we had been forgotten by God. 

 But God remembered the promise. To the animals.  To creation.  At last, hope.  

Colour.  A green leaf.  A twig.  Land.  Freedom.   Animals bursting from the seams of 

the ark, a blur of yellows, pinks, browns, oranges, golds, of stripes and spots and fur.  I 

will never forget it; at least I hope I won’t.   The joy of solid ground beneath my feet, my 

knees buckling; falling to the ground.  I built an altar right then.  Fell down; worshiped 

God who saved me, brought me through the waters, raised me in the ark of his 

covenant, brought me safely to dry land.  God who keeps promises, who remembered 

and remembers us all.  And then we were sent off in the promise and blessing of God; 

the words as they were to creation at the beginning of time, “Be fruitful.  Multiply.  Live!” 

 To be honest.  I wasn’t sure how.  How to live in this world, in this God-given life 

and the promises of God.  “Now that I am here, now what?”  For the reality hit, I was 

not in the Garden of Eden.  The solid ground beneath my feet still bore the marks of 

death, the aftermath of flood, mud, sludge, broken tree limbs, the tinge of rotting flesh 

rising in the breeze.  After I built an altar, after I fell on my knees in worship, I fell down 

drunk, trying to numb the fear, the memories; trying to find the colour; to cope with life 
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in this world. Truth is, I am a man who forgets.  Who wonders if God has forgotten.  I 

know you are too.  That you stand in a colourless world drained of life.  Mud and 

sludge, broken lives, broken dreams.  So really, “Why are we here?  Now what?”   

 There are no easy answers.  For our world is not utopian or a fairy tale, no 

Garden of Eden.  But it is a world of rainbows, and promises, and dreams.  Because 

God remembers.  God promises.  God dreams.  God raises a sign.  It is beauty, colour, 

life.  A world exploding with promise, the horizon stretched wide with the colours of 

God’s love, a rainbow, a sign nailed high, a remembrance of God’s promise stretching 

across the horizon of a world’s sorrow and pain, and God’s pain too, stretching wide 

across a world’s hopes and dreams.  The rainbow reminds us that no matter how 

terrible, how destructive the storms that batter us; that God’s promise is to save; that 

God’s promise is for life.  That God will and has remembered us.  “When I stretch out 

this bow, I will remember,” God says.  I will remember, “Never again!”  Never again will 

death and destruction be the final word, the only word.  Never again with death have 

power and control over this world, and over this life.  “Never, ever again!”   

It was a promise begun with creation.  A promise beginning and beginning again, 

stretching from my world to yours and back again.  A promise stretched wide in the 

shadow of a cross, rising on a mountain, exploding from the ground, exploding with the 

colours of God’s remembering love.  Into the fear numbing, substance-swallowing 

brokenness and isolation comes a sign.  Jesus.  Who walks and weeps with us and 

over us.  Whose feet still bear the marks of our death.  Jesus who kneels in the mud 
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and the aftermath of the darkness of sin.  Jesus, God’s remembering Son stretches 

wide in a bold new promise declaring God’s intention for life in a creation worth 

redeeming.  In a people worth saving.  In life worth grieving over. In the ark of God’s 

unconditional love and grace, in the waters of God’s flooding love, Jesus fulfills God’s 

covenant that is our very hope and possibility for life.  For something new; something 

beautiful to rise.  Jesus is God’s promise fulfilled in life beginning and beginning again. 

“I will establish my covenant.”  This is God’s promise that declares God’s 

intention for life in mountains and trees, yellow giraffes, grey elephants with floppy 

ears; bickering families, floundering churches, teenagers, bullies, mothers and fathers 

trying to provide; in those struggling for power.  This is God’s promise for life that does 

not depend on politicians or faithful Christians; whether we are righteous or can see 

the colour; or are barely holding on to hope.  But life only because God decides to find 

favour with us and our hurting world.  Only because even from the beginning of 

creation God’s longing is to live in relationship with this earth and all that has been 

created for good.  Life only and always because God remembers us.  Remembers us 

for life.   

And a new story begins.  And beneath the arc of God’s promise, beneath the 

arcing cross of God’s love, we are sent in promise into the mud and sludge to find 

colour, a green leaf, a twig, freedom.  To discover life.  To share it.  To declare it.  And 

to remember the God who in grace remembers us all.  Amen. 


