


Genesis 1:1-3

 In the beginning, God created the heavens and the earth. 2 The earth was

without form and void, and darkness was over the face of the deep. And
the Spirit of God was hovering over the face of the waters.
3 And God said, “Let there be light,” and there was light.4 And God saw that

the light was good. And God separated the light from the darkness. 5 God

called the light Day, and the darkness he called Night. And there was
evening and there was morning, the first day.



“Genesis is not the story of creation, rather it is the beginning 
of the story of the Creator.” Cornelius Van Til



Psalm 19
The heavens declare the glory of God,

 and the sky above proclaims his handiwork. 
Day to day pours out speech,

 and night to night reveals knowledge.
 There is no speech, nor are there words,

 whose voice is not heard.
 Their voice goes out through all the earth,
 and their words to the end of the world.

In them he has set a tent for the sun,
 which comes out like a bridegroom leaving his chamber,

 and, like a strong man, runs its course with joy.
 Its rising is from the end of the heavens,

 and its circuit to the end of them,
 and there is nothing hidden from its heat.



For the wrath of God is revealed from heaven against all ungodliness and
unrighteousness of men, who by their unrighteousness suppress the
truth. For what can be known about God is plain to them, because God
has shown it to them. For his invisible attributes, namely, his eternal
power and divine nature, have been clearly perceived, ever since the
creation of the world, in the things that have been made. So they are
without excuse. For although they knew God, they did not honor him as
God or give thanks to him, but they became futile in their thinking, and
their foolish hearts were darkened. 

Romans 1:18-21



Tyger! Tyger! burning bright
In the forest of the night

What immortal hand or eye
Could frame thy fearful symmetry?

In what distant deeps or skies
Burnt the fire of thine eyes?

On what wings dare he aspire?
What the hand dare seize the fire?

And What shoulder, and what art,
Could twist the sinews of thy heart?
And when thy heart began to beat,

What dread hand? and what dread feet?



What the hammer? what the chain?
In what furnace was thy brain?

What the anvil? what dread grasp
Dare its deadly terrors clasp?

When the stars threw down their spears,
And watered heaven with their tears,

Did he smile his work to see?
Did he who made the lamb make thee?

Tyger! Tyger! burning bright
In the forests of the night,

What immortal hand or eye
Dare frame thy fearful symmetry?

William Blake












