
 
Where did people come from? Where did the animals come from? 
Why is the world so full of life everywhere all around? Well, that’s 
the story of creation. And in the Christian faith, it is really two 
stories. 
And though it is a bit vexsome to modern sensibilities that these 
stories do not match up, in the sensibility of the ancient world, you 
should never settle for one story when two stories are twice as 
good. The first story of creation is cosmic and grand, with God 
something like a monarch pronouncing from just out of view. God 
speaks, and the animals of all sorts and the human beings jump 
to, coming into being and falling in line to perfect order — 
everything in it its place, and God declaring ... it is good, it is 
good, it is all very good. 
The second creation story, by contrast, is earthy and human 
shaped. Far from being an invisible monarch, God is seen 
planting gardens, and taking walks in the evening breeze, and 
forming creatures by hand from the dirt, like a potter at a pottery 
wheel, then breathing into their nostrils to bring them to life. 
Genesis 2 reveals a dirt-under-the-fingernails kind of God with life 
beginning in a garden called Eden. But then the passage takes a 
strange turn. God looks at the human being — all alone — and 
says, “It is not good for the human being to be alone.” Our ears 
should perk up. “It is not good for the human being to be alone”? 
God has created all of this, how is it that something is not good? 
Had God made a mistake? 
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God sure seems to act like that, because straightaway God sets 
out trying to correct the situation. The artisan God, God the potter 
at the wheel, starts creating all the animals of the world, for 
company, for companionship. Every time God finished an animal, 
it was placed before the human being who gave it its name. It is 
an intimate, powerful thing to give a name. A name binds and 
connects, a name means that the one naming is worth being 
called out to, what we name is worth being known, what we name 
is what we love. 
God creates the animals and the human names them: rhinoceros 
and otter, zebra and Komodo dragon, antelope and gazelle and 
Thomson’s gazelle, snake and robin and wolf and bear and goat 
and badger and turtle and pig and lynx and desert cat and every 
animal and bird of the earth. They were all given a name, 
declared worthy of naming. Yet, there was still something missing. 
And so God split the human being in two, and the drama of 
humankind began. But before hurrying on to that, let us remark for 
a moment that companionship between the animals and the 
human being was Plan A. That was Plan A!   
God thought it pretty likely that the human being would find 
companionship with the animals and was so sure this plan would 
work that before rounding out the animal-companion plan, God 
had filled the world with all manner of different sorts of animals. 
Why settle for just one creation story, when two is twice as good?  
There is so much truth in this second creation story, this beautiful 
tale of the lone human being naming each of the animals. First, 
we see a deep truth — it is not good to be alone. In a creation that 
was good and very good, the first thing that was not good was 
that a human being would be utterly alone. This is not good; God 
knows this. 
To be utterly alone is terrible; it breeds despair and sends the 
mind down dangerous paths that curl off and away and do not 



return back toward life. Human beings cannot stand to be alone 
indefinitely. Second, animals can be wonderful companions to 
human beings. This was God’s Plan A, after all! The cats and 
dogs and birds and turtles and rats and chinchillas that live in our 
homes and brighten our days — they are a testament to the fact 
that God was on to something with companionship between 
human and animal.   
Third, it is such a joy to give animals their names. We want to do 
this. It is an intimate, powerful thing to give a name. A name binds 
and connects. A name means that the one naming is worth being 
called out to, worth being known. What we name is what we love. 
This story of creation from the book of Genesis is so full of light 
and truth and joy. What a treasure it is! It lends to us all the 
credence we need for the tradition of the blessing of the animals.  
If you would like to participate in our blessing of the animals I 
would invite you to grab — gently — your beloved animals, or pull 
a picture out if you are blessing the memory of an animal. This 
would be a good time to do that.   
To think of the animals that have blessed my family, immediately 
bounding into my memory come Joshua, the dog the size of a 
small pony; and Grundoon, the calico who only loved one person 
in all the world and it wasn’t me; and her kitten Doris who loved all 
people equally (I’m not sure she could tell us apart). I think of Ta-
Ta the purebred Siamese who somehow wound up a stray in New 
Mexico and her kitten Dodge who loved no food better than 
shoelaces. I think of Ralph the Basset Hound whose nose saw an 
invisible world coiling around our feet, and Truffle the cat, prone to 
sneezing, with the sweetest disposition and the most alarming 
meow. I remember them all and bless them, because they are a 
blessing from God. 
Have you got your animals? Got your photos? Please join in this 
blessing: 



I promise to love you. I promise to care for you. I promise to pet 
you. I promise to walk you. I promise to feed you — but not as 
much as you would like me to. I promise that, if it is within my 
power, you will never get fleas or worms. I promise to keep you 
safe. And if, in the end, your death comes before mine, I promise 
to ease your passage home to God, in every way I can. 
And to your beloved animals who have died: 
I promise to remember you. I promise to think fondly of the best 
parts of you. I promise not to dwell on memories of broken vases 
or linger too much on memories of the end. I promise to be 
grateful for you. You are worthy of it; you were formed by God’s 
own hand. I promise all these things in the name of the Creator 
who formed us by hand, and in the name of Jesus our great high 
Shepherd, and in the name of the Spirit who broods over us, like a 
hen over her chicks. 
Amen. 


