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July 17, 2022.  Rev Katheryn McGinnis and Rev. Ryan Althaus 

In the beginning was the Word, and the Word was with God, and the Word was God.  John, 
chapter 1, verse 1. 

Pastor Katheryn:  

I love this verse – it’s so poetic and powerful. It says so much, with so little. It’s an incredible 
way to begin John’s gospel and it sets the stage for us to see how will tell Christ’s story. 

In the fall semester of my freshman year of college I took a New Testament class – my very 
first religious studies class. And for one of my assignments, my professor made us memorize 
John 1, verses 1 through 4 and verse 12: “In the beginning was the Word, and the Word was 
with God, and the Word was God. 2 He was in the beginning with God. 3 All things came into 
being through him, and without him not one thing came into being. What has come into 
being 4 in him was life,[a] and the life was the light of all people. 5 The light shines in the 
darkness, and the darkness did not overtake it.” “And the Word became flesh and lived among 
us, and we have seen his glory, the glory as of a father’s only son, full of grace and truth.” 

And when I later took Greek, this was one the first verses we translated in whole, completely on 
our own. It sent chills to see logos, the Greek word for ‘word’, both spoken and written, often 
with a focus on the context of a communication.  To see that word, logos appear on the page 
and feel the depth of its meaning.  

For Christians, Jesus Christ is the word. The word of God. It’s a title that emphasizes Christ’s 
deity and communication to us, of who God is and what God is like. To be the word of God, to 
be the logos, means many things. 

It means that Christ speaks for God, that God speaks through him, and in this way, Christ 
spreads God’s word to God’s people. 

It’s in Christ’s spoken word. Spoken communication that those first followers who were there, 
who heard firsthand of God’s radical love and grace, God’s thirst for justice and righteousness, 
God’s unending love for the complexity that is humanity.  

But to be the Word of God reaches beyond spoken word. Within us, within our minds and heart, 
within our soul, deep within each of us lies the essence of who we are.  

The unique beauty that forms us, the good and the bad that shapes us, the innate capacity to 
create using all that we have – that all lies within us. But is known only to us.  
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And it’s in words that we can vulnerably share ourselves. It’s in words that we can piece 
together the complexities of who we are, the complexities that live and grow within us. It’s in 
words that we give each other a window into what lies within. 

God, the holy creator, who was and is and always will be – God is a mystery to us. We cannot 
comprehend who God is on our own. Only God holds the complexities and beauty and powerful 
that make up who she is within her.  

And so out of love, God sent Christ into the world as a spoken word. Christ is God’s way of 
piecing together God’s complexity and power and mystery, piecing it together and 
communicating it to us in a way that we mere mortals can see and understand. Giving us a 
window into who God is, all that resides within. “And the Word became flesh and lived among 
us, and we have seen his glory, the glory as of a father’s only son, full of grace and truth.” 

Christ speaks God’s word – but Christ is the word himself.  God’s way of vulnerably showing 
God’s self to the creation she birthed out of unprecedented love.  

The way Christ lives – the way Christ loves – the way Christ liberates the oppressed and 
demands justice from the oppressors – that is God’s word.  

God’s way of showing us the unknowable complexities that lie within our creator. Making the 
unknowable known. 

I had the opportunity in my undergraduate degree to write a senior thesis.  I was a religious 
studies major, and I wrote a thesis on interfaith dialogue, specifically between Islam and 
Christianity. I focused on the doctrines of God in each religion, or simply put, how Christians 
and Muslims understood and saw their creator.  

And then I looked at the differences and similarities and tried to see what lies within. And to see 
how the God we both worship and love resides in the space between the two.  

I’m so grateful for that experience, because from it I learned about interfaith dialogue, how 
authentically and vulnerably striving to learn and see how others understood God, how others 
understood and sought a relationship with the one who created them helped me to understand 
more.  The words that God pieced together from within just for them – each time my own 
window into who God is got a little wider.  For God’s word is translated into so many ways. 

Later, in the Gospel of John, Jesus says I am the way, the truth, and the life. Meaning I am the 
way to God. The word for way, in the Greek, can be translated as road or path – getting from 
one place to another. 



 3 
Jesus – God’s word – Jesus’ road and his path to God was not linear. Quite the opposite. He 
took detours, he winded around, he stepped off the path – his path led him to those nothing like 
him – his path led him to those whom everyone else had forgotten.  

And from each stop, each detour, each turn – his path to God got a little wider, a little clearer. 

For many Christians, and perhaps for many others in their own religion, in their spiritual life, 
we can all get trapped into thinking our path to our creator is linear. That we must stay the 
course no matter what. 

But I hope we see that our path is anything but linear. That the course is a bit chaotic. It winds 
and turns and takes detours and maybe even throws us off once or twice or many times.  

But in the chaos, it leads us to each other. Not the other we know, but the other we don’t know. 
The other who worships differently, who looks different, who speaks a different language, who 
sees the world differently. 

And I think it’s there – in those moments – that the word of God comes alive. God’s word 
comes alive in the word’s that we reach deep within us to piece together the most vulnerable 
parts of who we are and share it. 

Words are powerful.  Whether spoken, written, or signed, they are our tools to navigate our 
world.  The world we share. 

I’m grateful to have taken that New Testament class my first semester of college. I’m grateful to 
have memorized that verse at the very beginning of my studies on religion. 

For to know God as word is to know God resides not only in the words we know, but the words 
we do not know. The words we must seek, the words we must share. 

The words where if we come together authentically, vulnerably, to share the essence of who we 
are with those who beliefs might differ from our own – it’s in those words where both of our 
windows get a little bigger – and who knows maybe even collide. 

Amen.  
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Pastor Ryan:  

So here we are, at the beginning of the preachy part. Oh, how many a weekday morning have I 
spent, staring at a blank computer screen — indecisively tossing around ideas for how to start 
off Sunday morning’s sermon.  

Seminary taught us a pretty prescriptive pattern.  You kick things off with a corny joke that 
somehow or another relates to the day’s topic (i.e.- creation in this instance) in hopes of 
eliciting a chuckle from the pews and keep folks awake for the first five minutes of your 
reflection…the sound of snoring can be damn disheartening for a pastor to hear at the start of a 
sermon.  

Let’s try it:  
A little girl asked her mom “How did life come about?”  The mother answered “Well, in the 
beginning God formed the earth, made Adam and Eve, they had children, and through them all 
humankind was made.  The little girl asked her father the same question later that day. “It’s 
pretty complicated” said the father. “But, in short, many years ago there were monkeys, and we 
came from them.” The confused girl returns to her mother.  “Mom, how is it possible that the 
human race was created by God, when Papa says we came from monkeys?”  “Simple” says the 
mother, “I told you the origin of my side of the family, and your father told you about his.” 

That joke is doubly relevant today because it touches on the creation theme of John’s Gospel, as 
well as the fact that we have multiple faith traditions represented today.  Unfortunately, though 
we each have theories and beliefs, the reality is that we know little more than your average 
monkey when it comes to how things really began! The opening joke paves the way for a story 
from the preacher’s past that reiterates the theme for the day in a more personal way and leads 
into a well-developed three-pronged thesis statement.  

Three central points of persuasion, to each of which we dedicate a day's worth of exegetical 
work, and a page of size 12, new romans font, double-spaced type on a finely edited Microsoft 
word manuscript. And ‘exegete’, BTW, is simply a more impressive way of saying ‘research’. 
Finally, close out with one final story, something a little more inspirational and emotional than 
comical this time, that reiterates the original theme of the sermon and ties each of your 
strategically ordered points together in a pretty little 15 minute package of which you attempt to 
inscribe in your audiences minds with a provocative little rhyming one-liner of congregants can 
ruminate on as they listen to a peaceful interlude played on the organ.  

At least, for those who stayed awake. Today’s will be occurring in roughly eight minutes. 
That’s it. Another Sunday in the books.  So you shut your Bible, Torah, Quran or Tao ti 
Ching… shake a few hands, share in a donut hole and cup of Costco coffee, and prepare to start 
the process over again on Tuesday morning with a new reading, a new corny joke, and a new — 
often exaggerated (but never fabricated), story… because, while I’d imagine that God, Krishna, 
nor Allah wouldn’t waste a lightning bolt on our embellishment of the size of the fish that we 
reeled in while fishing earlier that week, its bad practice to begin a religious reflection with 
strait BS! So, there you have it… the creation cycle of a seminary-styled sermon… beginning - 
end - and a bunch of words in the middle.  
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But today the apostle John mixed up the order of thing.  “In the beginning was the Word, and 
the Word was with God, and the Word was God.” No, John. In the beginning was the joke, then 
the words came to follow! Well, maybe in this instance, the joke is on us.  

First off, what do we mean by beginning?? Are we talking about an intergalactic Big Bang? A 
garden with two apple-eating hippy nudists? A seven-day creation cycle in which night and day 
weren’t actually differentiated until the sun and moon were formed on the fourth ‘yom’? (Yom 
being Hebrew for day but better defined as an eclipse of time). Maybe we are talking about 
evolution? An ameba that formed into a fish, grew legs, crawled onto a beach, stood up, and 
swung from a tree vine that transitioned it from primate into Paleolithic personhood. And our 
‘evolution has continued’ to the point of which we, the intelligent species, no longer have to 
think for ourselves (we simply ask Siri), drive for ourselves (thank you Elan), cook for 
ourselves (that autonomous electric vehicle can now deliver door dash!) Or communicate with 
other human beings via the spoken word or snail mail.  

In this room we have a variety of faith traditions represented that encapsulate all these theories, 
and likely others. And, though that is exciting, some of us may be looking around thinking, “we 
have nothing in common.” Well! You’re right! Despite how creation occurred or who was 
present, we can unite in one thing. Nothingness! The Ex-Nihilo, as ancient rabbies might say. 

Scientists would say that this ‘nothingness’ blew up and formed matter, theists would say that 
this nothingness was molded into mankind by some omnipresent deity (something beyond space 
and time), and atheists would probably just say, who cares, we are here.  

But the verse continues, and as it turns out there was something. In the beginning was THE 
WORD. Really? Of all the cool things that could have possibly precipitated life “a word?” A 
grammatical ambiguity? Well, even if it seems a bit bizarre, at least it’s simple. In the beginning 
was the word. But what word? What language? Was it an old Testament Hebrew word, a 
Sanskrit sketch, or new testament Greek grouping of letters?  

Was it written or spoken?  After all, the ‘beginning’ proceeds written language. And speaking 
of spoken-ness, what part of speech was this original ‘word’? A noun, verb, adverb, preposition, 
conjunction, adjective or interjection?? So much for simple! But, in returning to our 
introductory Yoga mantra, maybe the answer is that it wasn’t a word at all, but a sound!  

Instead, Om … It is the natural sound that occurs when the prana, ruah, pneuma, or air of which 
we breathe in is exhaled into the atmosphere. Om is the root of all are defining attributes of 
God: Omnipotent, omniscient, omnipresent. It is the unified sound of the universe — notably 
not a word — because it was when we started to put words, labels and names to things that we 
started to drift apart. Wordsworth once said, words are insufficient at best — more often they’re 
misguided in their meaning. “Word” or “logos” in the Greek language of the apostle, John, may 
be better defined as an essence — an energy — and fittingly, for science has taught us over the 
years that a spoken word or sound is nothing but a wavelength of high energy. Thus, the thou of 
whom was there in the beginning, who exists unrestricted by any one name or word, is just that 
— the highest form of energy. And whether that energy blew up to form matter that eventually 
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evolved into humanity or crafted the 1st human of garden dirt of a garden, is inconsequential 
really… because what we all have in common is that we share one common energy.  

Spirit — despite our inability to truly know what our origin may be. Thus, our goal thereafter 
should be to continuously elevate our energy, by engaging in times such as this, of shared 
fellowship, because it is through relationship with the diversity of creation that we grow more 
connected to the divine energy of the universe.  

Whether that leads us to walk the eight-fold path of enlightenment or climb the proverbial 
stairway to heaven — our goal, well here on this earth, should be to make ourselves a vessel of 
light, love and positive energy — striving for, reflecting. and guiding others towards the source. 

And often that means using less words! I just watched Hamilton and really like Aaron Burr’s 
little rap in which he advises: Talk less. Smile more. Don’t worry so much about what you’re 
against, as to what you are for.  

Yes. Today is evolutionary! We have different faiths, new friends, joined together in positivity 
and passion! Diversely unified and striving to raise the energy of the larger whole. We are 
evolving together! In such I close out with the Spanish translation of John 1:1. En el principio 
ya existía el Verbo Yep. El verbo.  

The verb. The action. What we have in common may not be the name of the deity of whom was 
present in the beginning, but the love and energy. In the beginning was the verb.  And in the 
present that verb is us. So, whereas the rest of the world strives to ‘name and claim’ divinity, I 
encourage each of us walk out of this sanctuary in a half hour and spend the day talking less, 
and doing, loving, and smiling more! Namaste. 

 


