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Before all things began, and before anyone had thought of God:  

mysterious, deep brooding: 

the Great Spirit giving birth to all that is. 

High and low, dark and light, hot and cold, wet and dry, 

breathing, waking and sleeping, 

all creatures, all sisters and brothers, and everything that is: 

the Great Spirit quickening them all into being. 

 

From dawn to dusk brothers and sisters playing together happily  

in the garden called paradise, 

and the Great Spirit with them every day, watching over them.  

“We’re so lucky,” the children say: 

“The whole world is our garden, and we love keeping it beautiful.  

As far as the heart can see, everything is ours to enjoy.” 

 

Now the Great Spirit has a beloved creature called Blue Sky. 

Blue Sky is sometimes a man, sometimes a woman; 

the main thing is, Blue Sky is a clever thinker. 

Early one morning, before the mist had fully cleared, 

Blue Sky spoke to the children. 

“You know, your world is too small. 

There’s more to life than all your hearts can see. 

If you dare, you can make each other really happy. 

You can make yourselves a God, 

and then you will know the difference between right and wrong.”  

This troubled the sisters and brothers, 

because they hadn’t heard of right and wrong. 

They knew the Great Spirit was their friend, 

they knew their world was wonderful, 

and they knew they were already happy. 

So they thought Blue Sky was being silly, 

and for a while they forgot about it. 



But after breakfast one of the children said, 

“I suppose we could try to imagine an even more lovely garden. 

I mean, why do we have minds, 

if we don’t use them to imagine things?” 

And for the rest of the morning they had a great time inventing dolls and footballs, 

washing machines, cars, tablets, a hadron collider,  

and all sorts of other things that made life even better than it was already. 

After lunch they carried on, and they made a God 

who told them the difference between right and wrong, 

and by teatime they were crying out 

for a much better world than what the Great Spirit had given them. 

 

In the evening, when it was getting near story-time, 

the brothers and sisters knew that something had changed, 

though they weren’t sure what. 

They felt embarrassed, and they didn’t want the Great Spirit 

to know what they’d been doing. 

So they thought they would hide until the morning; 

then they would explain to the Great Spirit 

that they didn’t mean any harm; 

and then everything would be all right again. 

 

But in the night the children’s nerves started to play up.  

They felt angry and resentful. 

Some started to quarrel and fight, 

and their friends, the brother and sister animals 

became frightened, and drew back from them. 

The sisters and brothers had done what Blue Sky suggested: 

they had imagined another world, 

but it turned out to be a nightmare world, 

and they didn’t know how to stop the nightmare. 

One brave soul spoke up: 

“This may not be a great idea, but it’s the best I can do. 

How about I look after everyone, and I make the rules? 



Everyone who keeps the rules can be rewarded, 

and everyone who doesn’t can be punished.” 

No one really liked this idea, but no one had a better plan. 

So they agreed to it. And the brave soul became the boss. 

 

All went well at first. 

But after a while more and more people were getting punished;  

and they got punished over and over.  

And those who did the punishing didn’t know how to stop themselves. 

The lovely brothers and sisters who began life in paradise were turning into monsters 

lost in a wilderness outside the garden. 

 

 

So the Great Spirit brooded some more, 

even more deeply and mysteriously; 

and there was a new beginning. 

Now, one by one, punished and punishers were being born again,  

learning to say sorry for going their own way. 

They let the Great Spirit comfort them 

and bring them back to the garden. 

And they learned how to comfort others 

and make things better for everyone. 

 

One of these new people was Jesus of Nazareth. 

If he met a sister or a brother 

who had the spirit of helplessness and unhappiness in them 

(and there were a lot of helpless and unhappy people), 

he would drive that spirit away. 

Then that person would become well and strong and happy; 

some became happy for the first time in their lives. 

And when the general public saw what Jesus did, 

there was widespread astonishment. 

Some said the man Jesus was actually the Great Spirit 

come to be one of them, come to rebuild the world 



that Blue Sky’s ideas had caused to fall apart. 

 

But other sisters and brothers didn’t agree; they said 

it was wicked to think of the Great Spirit becoming a frail human.  

And anyway, they added, Jesus was breaking the rules 

that had been made to help everyone live better. 

Jesus was just a cheap magician, they said; a confidence-trickster and a cheat. 

They said he should be stopped, by whatever means necessary.  

Even Jesus’ mother and his brothers thought he was mad. 

 

What do you think Jesus said when he knew people were trying to stop him? 

Do you suppose he spat, or threw a tantrum, or that he cursed his enemies? 

No. He said they’re good people, trying to help everyone be good and happy; 

so we should respect them and thank them for that. 

He said the Great Spirit would not punish them for doing their honest best,  

even when they got things horribly wrong. 

But there is one thing, he said, 

one thing that they nor anyone can be set free from. 

Just think: if a person stops the police from doing their job,  

that person commits a crime; 

but trying to stop the Great Spirit is much worse, 

for the Spirit’s work is setting people free to live in paradise.  

Anyone who tries to stop the Holy Spirit is in big trouble. 

 

The clever thinker, Blue Sky, heard what Jesus said, and was impressed. 

“I have good ideas,” said Blue Sky, “but, Jesus, your ideas are much better than mine. 

Give yourself a pat on the back, ‘cos you’ve done a great job. 

Your mother and your brothers and sisters are very proud of you. 

You can go home with them now, and let them make a fuss of you.” 

 

Jesus turned and looked at Blue Sky 

(who was sometimes man and sometimes woman), 

and they knew they’d been silly as well as downright cunning.  

“There’s more to life than relaxing at home,” Jesus said. 



“What really matters is doing the will of God the Great Spirit.  

Now get out of my sight”. 

And Blue Sky slunk away, cursing under their breath. 

When they were gone, 

Jesus looked around the world and through all the centuries. 

He saw everyone who had been deceived 

by Blue Sky’s talk of a better world. 

He stretched out his arms to enfold every last one of them, 

and he said, “Come my way. Do God’s will with me, 

and you will be my brother and my sister and my mother, 

true children of the Great Spirit.” 

 

And the Great-Spirit-Father-and-Mother-of-all 

brooded some more, and still broods, 

until in the hearts and minds, and in the daily lives and persecutions of Jesus’ mother 

and sisters and brothers everywhere, heaven is born, and earth is clothed in paradise. 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 


