“God Don’t Make No Mistakes”
Genesis 1:1-2:4a; Matthew 22:34-40
In our first scripture reading, there’s a theological statement made about the primary nature of creation, and it’s important for us to understand this statement, embrace it, and proclaim it.  “God saw everything that God had made, and indeed, it was very good.”  According to the Biblical story, you, and I, and all of creation, in our primary essence, are very good.  We also hear in Genesis 1 that humans are created in the image of God.  We are created with the capacity for loving and interconnected relationships with God and neighbor, thus reflecting the image of God’s loving relationships within God’s trinitarian nature.  But that’s another doctrine for another day.
Years ago in the ministry, I was teaching a series of lessons on the various doctrines of our faith.  The first lesson was on the Doctrine of Creation.  When I made this point about the primary goodness of creation, one member of the class strongly disagreed with me.  He grew up in a faith tradition that exclusively stressed the evil of all creation, especially the evil of humankind in our very essence.  I pointed out the next lesson would be on the Doctrine of Sin, and acknowledged we humans had hopelessly separated ourselves from God’s intended loving interconnected relationships, and that we are totally dependent on God to restore us to the true essence of our goodness.  But that explanation wasn’t good enough.  According to him, humankind and all of creation are evil through and through, and there should be no talk of any goodness in any of us.
So, what do you think?  Is there any goodness inside you?  And if your answer is no, then my next question is why does today’s scripture reading say there is? That you, in your very essence, were created “very good?”  Now granted, we humans continually take our goodness, twist it, distort it, and manipulate it for evil purposes.  And we often make a dysfunctional mess of our interconnected relationships, as we will learn next week in Chapter 3 of Genesis.  But does that mean that on the day we are born we are created evil through and through?  If so, what does that say about God the creator?  Is God the creator of evil?
In our New Testament reading, Jesus says the commandments of God can be boiled down to this, “Love the Lord your God with all your heart, mind and soul and love your neighbor as you love yourself.”  Well, if God made me evil from the get-go, and then God punishes me because I am evil, how can I love a God like that?  And if I am evil in my created essence, how can I ever love myself?  If I’m evil through and through, then I can only hate, loath, and despise myself, so how am I going to love my neighbor as I love myself if I don’t love myself?  Do you see the problem?
I remember the words of a very wise counselor speaking to a group of women with no self-esteem.  These women had always been told they were no good and they were evil through and through.  These were women who hated and despised themselves to the point of being suicidal.  Over and over, the counselor said, “You’ve got to understand, and you’ve got to believe God don’t make no mistakes!”

There’s a wonderful children’s book that proclaims this truth.  I used to love reading this story to my children.  The book is called You Are Special, by Max Lucado.  It’s a wonderful narrative declaring in a simple way the Doctrine of Creation.  This story helps us learn how to love ourselves in a healthier way, so we can love our God and neighbor in a healthier way.  So, sit back, relax, and listen to this children’s bedtime story, but try not to fall asleep.
The Wemmicks were small wooden people.  All of the wooden people were carved by a woodworker named Eli.  His workshop sat on a hill overlooking their village.  Each Wemmick was different.  Some had big noses, others had large eyes.  Some were tall and others were short.  Some wore hats, others wore coats.  But all were made by the same carver, and all lived in the village.

And all day, every day, the Wemmicks did the same thing: They gave each other stickers.  Each Wemmick had a box of golden star stickers and a box of gray dot stickers.  Up and down the street all over the city, people spent their days sticking stars or dots on one another.  The pretty ones, those with smooth wood and fine paint, always got stars.  But if the wood was rough or the paint chipped, the Wemmicks gave dots.
The talented ones got stars, too.  Some would lift big sticks high above their heads or jump over tall boxes.  Still, others knew big words or could sing pretty songs.  Everyone gave them stars.  Some Wemmicks had stars all over them!  Every time they got a star it made them feel so good!  It made them want to do something else and get another star.  Others, though, could do little.  They got dots.
Punchinello was one of these.  He tried to jump high like the others, but he always fell.  And when he fell, the others would gather around and give him dots.  Sometimes when he fell, his wood got scratched, so the people would give him more dots.  Then when he would try to explain why he fell, he would say something silly, and the Wemmicks would give him more dots.  After a while, he had so many dots that he didn’t want to go outside.  He was afraid he would do something dumb such as forget his hat or step in the water and then people would give him another dot.  In fact, he had so many gray dots that some people would come up and give him one for no reason at all.
“He deserves lots of dots,” the wooden people would agree with one another.  “He’s not a good wooden person.”  After a while Punchinello believed them.  “I’m not a good Wemmick,” he would say.  The few times he went outside, he hung around other Wemmicks who had a lot of dots.  He felt better around them.
One day he met a Wemmick who was unlike any he’d ever met.  She had no dots or stars.  She was just wooden.  Her name was Lucia.  It wasn’t that people didn’t try to give her stickers; it’s just that the stickers didn’t stick.  Some of the Wemmicks admired Lucia for having no dots, so they would run up and give her a star.  But it would fall off.  Others would look down on her for having no stars, so they would give her a dot.  But it wouldn’t stay either.
“That’s the way I want to be,” thought Punchinello.  “I don’t want anyone’s marks.”  So, he asked the stickerless Wemmick how she did it.  
“It’s easy,” Lucia replied.  “Every day I go see Eli.”  
“Eli?” 
“Yes, Eli.  The woodcarver.  I sit in the workshop with him.”  
“Why?”  
“Why don’t you find out for yourself?  Go up the hill.  He’s there.”  And with that the Wemmick who had no stickers turned and skipped away.

“But will he want to see me?”  Punchinello cried out.  Lucia didn’t hear.  So, Punchinello went home.  He sat near a window and watched the wooden people as they scurried around giving each other stars and dots.  “It’s not right,” he muttered to himself.  And he decided to go see Eli.
He walked up the narrow path to the top of the hill and stepped into the big shop.  His wooden eyes widened at the size of everything.  The stool was as tall as he was.  He had to stretch on his tiptoes to see the top of the workbench.  A hammer was as long as his arm.  Punchinello swallowed hard.  “I’m not staying here!” and he turned to leave.
Then he heard his name.  “Punchinello?”  The voice was deep and strong.  Punchinello stopped.  “Punchinello!  How good to see you.  Come and let me have a look at you.”  
Punchinello turned slowly and looked at the large, bearded craftsman.  “You know my name?” the little Wemmick asked.  
“Of course I do.  I made you.”

Eli stooped down and picked him up and set him on the bench.  “Hmm,” the maker spoke thoughtfully as he looked at the gray dots.  “Looks like you’ve been given some bad marks.”  
“I didn’t mean to, Eli.  I really tried hard.”  
“Oh, you don’t have to defend yourself to me, child.  I don’t care what the other Wemmicks think.”  
“You don’t?”  
“No, and you shouldn’t either.  Who are they to give stars or dots?  They’re Wemmicks just like you.  What they think doesn’t matter, Punchinello.  All that matters is what I think.  And I think you are pretty special.”
Punchinello laughed.  “Me, special?  Why?  I can’t walk fast.  I can’t jump.  My paint is peeling.  Why do I matter to you?”  
Eli looked at Punchinello, put his hands on those small wooden shoulders, and spoke very slowly.  “Because you’re mine.  That’s why you matter to me.”  Punchinello had never had anyone look at him like this—much less his maker.  He didn’t know what to say.

“Every day I’ve been hoping you’d come,” Eli explained.  
“I came because I met someone who had no marks,” said Punchinello.  
“I know.  She told me about you.”  
“Why don’t the stickers stay on her?”  
The maker spoke softly.  “Because she has decided that what I think is more important than what they think.  The stickers only stick if you let them.”  
“What?”  
“The stickers only stick if they matter to you.  The more you trust my love, the less you care about their stickers.”  
“I’m not sure I understand.”
Eli smiled.  “You will, but it will take time.  You’ve got a lot of marks.  For now, just come to see me every day and let me remind you how much I care.”  Eli lifted Punchinello off the bench and set him on the ground.  “Remember,” Eli said as the Wemmick walked out the door, “you are special because I made you.  And I don’t make mistakes.”
Punchinello didn’t stop, but in his heart, he thought, “I think he really means it.”  And when he did, a dot fell to the ground.

Let us pray:

God our creator, help us to hear and believe that we are special because you made us.  Help us also to hear and believe that our neighbors are special because you made them as well.  May we come to see you every day, so you can remind us how much care for us all.  Amen.
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