Who told you were naked?

It was probably a morning not unlike this.  The Sun was out, the sky clear & bright.  The grass was heavy under the dew of the previous night & the trees were damp and fragrant with the smell of morning.

That smell.  It must have been something else.  Crisp, light, with the scent of apples & peaches just ripe, and the nutty smell of a hazelnut tree mixed in for good measure.  It would have been cool and clear, that smell, like a river at the break of day, something only a rafter or fisherman can really attest to, someone who is familiar with waking up at the edge of a stream after a long nights sleep, where only the birds and beetles are stirring.

All was at peace.  All was together and well.  Today would be enough for today because it always had been and as far as you could tell, it always would be.

Breakfast, if there was one, was of the most amazing fresh fruit you could imagine.  And the only way you could imagine is if you have had a friend who owned an orchard, or have ever stolen into one in the middle of the day in the harvest season and picked a juicy apple from the tree for a snack.  Juicy and crisp, the size of Mark Keel’s fist, and just bleeding juice, so that it runs down your cheek and onto your shirt.  

Here you could’ve walked from tree to tree, from plant to bush and picked whatever you wanted – bananas, pears, kiwi, pineapple (well, that would have been complicated – so perhaps no pineapple for breakfast), plums – I bet even the lemons would have been breathtaking.  You could just pick and eat, sampling here or there (there were only two of you to consider after all), trying anything that might suit your whim or fancy.

Maybe it was breakfast when she walked up to that tree.  This was the tree her husband had told her about.  She had never been this close. Supposedly, and she had no real capacity or reason to distrust what he had told her (imagine that – forget the amazing setting and fruit – that alone was something we would give our left arm for – unabashed trust), God had told him that he was not to eat of this tree.  Any other tree – just not this one.  The exact words were, “From every fruit of the garden you may surely eat.  But from the tree of knowledge, good and evil, you shall not eat, for on the day you eat from it, you are doomed to die.”   Pretty stark “No!” wouldn’t you say?

And there was a serpent.  Now it has to be understood that for us snakes are not exactly thought of as something we want to keep around, more or less talk to.  But animals were not enemies of these two, but rather they were created to be companions in a manner of speaking.  When it is said that all was at peace that included with the animals.  Now we have no info on the whole talking part, but it didn’t seem to bother her for some reason.

The serpent seemed kind enough, though there was no reason to distrust this animal either.  Trust wasn’t an issue anywhere.  He starts to talk about the tree.  There is no evidence that he was in the tree.  Maybe they were both just there, looking at the tree, like two friends looking at a new dress in the window (not that there were any dresses at this point).  That reminds me of an important point, a stunningly important one, especially to folks like us who live our lives covered in cotton, silk, fiber and plastic.  She was naked.  Actually, they both were naked, she and her husband - and unashamed according to the story.  It wasn’t that they were some sort of nudist, free-thinking couple.  It was just that they had no need to notice the naked bits.  They were, as they say, comfortable in their own skin.  This had something to do with their relationship with God – the purity and exactness of the relationship.  They were not concerned with what others thought.  It helped that there were no others you say.  True, but beside the point.  Even if there were others the same not caring if we are unclothed rules would have applied, because we’re talking about something deeper than the surface.  Something at the heart level.  It wasn’t so much that their bodies were fully exposed as it was the fact their hearts were.  That is something no free-thinking nudist could claim. 

You see, they had never known evil (or good for that matter).  They were not concerned who was out to get them, who was for them or against them.  They cared not for their houses, barns, cars, or even shoes (of which their were none).  They knew just one thing – Him.  He would had been there when they had both breathed their first breath (as He is for us as well – some things never change) and when they had taken their first look around, stretching their legs and exploring every corner of their new home.  They had what could be best described as a Father/daughter & son relationship.  Except this Father never left, never wandered away with the business of life.  Never had better things to do, never had an unkind word or a newspaper to read.  He was there.  You can imagine this endeared Him to them.  But it went deeper than that.  Beyond that He also gave them value.  His approval was on everything they did, and His lovingkindness was their breath and life.  They did not minimize His glory (who would do that if you knew that He was the One that gave you your first breath?), and looked to Him for all things.  They had no need to display glory or honor in their own or each other eyes.  They were unabashed in everything.  The joy of the Lord was their strength.  They loved Him with all their hearts and mind and strength.  They sought Him first.  They had no need for cares. They trusted in Him with all their heart, and did not lean on their own understanding, and in all their ways acknowledged Him.  And He led them in the everlasting way.

This is hard for us to grasp.  We are a people of betrayal, of broken promise.  We are afraid of own reflections, of night, of our hearts.  We fear our neighbor, our children, or wives – that they might turn us over and find what is deep inside us.  Or we might turn them over and find what is deep inside them as well.  We have had our hearts broken, bashed and buried.  We have been left alone in the pitch black, in the bright sun, and everywhere in-between.  We have seen glimpses of this love, this unabashed devotion, the holiest of relationships, the birth of a child.  Maybe in the kind word of a friend, in the love of an elderly couple, in a sunset or the beauty of community lived out.  We have felt it in our hearts in all to fleeting moments.  But they lived there, drinking unashamedly from the fountain of the holiest of life and breath and love and truth and joy.

So they were naked, and unashamed.  It’s because either by this time, or the whole time, he was right next to her.  Maybe it was normal that she was talking to this snake, but it doesn’t seem to fit – the whole talking snake part.  Not because there was a lack of peace between the serpent and these two, but it was just strange that he didn’t seem to mind her talking to this serpent, especially when they started to talk about the tree.  Or the fact they were even at the tree at all.  But we need to remember that there was no guile in these two, this husband and wife.  There was no need to set up some sort of legalistic barrier or put up caution tape or a giant blinking sign (everyone stay 40ft from the tree at all times!!).  Trust (in so far as that word existed – without a lack of trust, it was the norm) was complete between them.

So they, the woman and the snake, start talking about this tree.  He starts (ok, to be clear, there is no reason that this should be heard in a Jungle Book snake hissing voice – we don’t know how he sounded, but it was most likely as clear and non-distracting as possible – there was nothing here that scared her away or gave her pause), 

“Though God said you shall not eat from any tree of the garden ---“

And she interrupts.  Really.  That’s what it says in the text.  And she says, “From the fruit of the garden’s trees we may eat, but from the fruit of the tree in the midst of the garden God has said, ‘You shall not eat from it and you shall not touch it, lest you die.”

Would you believe at this point there was a crack, a foothold even, in the relationship?  She had added something there, the whole, “you shall not touch it.”  Now she wasn’t changing God’s words so much as her husband’s, as she had heard from him this command, not God, at least as far as we know.  It had been a cornerstone of his responsibilities in the Garden – he was to take care of the garden (which was the physical part of the job), and he was to take of the spiritual part of his family, that is to pass on the words that God had given him.  Now with a fell swoop, in a moment, unless he steps in (surely he will step in – right?), both of those things are going the way of the ghost.

But no.  Nothing.  He just stands there,  

The serpent (who was interrupted), goes on, “ -- you shall not be doomed to die.  For God knows that on the day you eat of it your eyes will be opened and…” Get this ”you will become as gods knowing good and evil.”  

Now we think that this is purely a great lie.  But it isn’t.  It is a great deception but is based truth through and through.  Their eyes would be open, and they become as gods knowing good and evil.  But knowing the things that God knows doesn’t make you more godly.  Some folks have even suggested that this was the reason they ate of the fruit – they were doing something that was wrong in order to know Him more.  Hard telling – that will be a great question to pose in heaven, will it not?  Either way, the serpent uses God’s word against her.  This is so typical of the one behind this serpent – feint with the bad and then come in with the “good” thing to lead us astray – in this case fruit and knowledge.

Surely now the husband will step in here and correct this information.  He is the image bearer of God, the message bearer of Him who had created them.

Nothing.

Just silence.

So she takes a closer look at the fruit.

It was good for eating.  Little doubt of that.  Good in the strictest sense, like good but not great or perfect, because it was not made to eat.   And the language here again betrays something deeper, for it says that she lusts after the fruit.  Her heart goes after it, and as it was lovely to look at, and her mind is convinced that it has some sort of withheld gift, she took it, and for the first time in all of the short history to this point, she provided for her stomach and soul a new daily bread, a new source of nourishment, and new, but failing, fountain to gather value and hope from.  And she turns and gives him the fruit, and he, forgetting everything, eats as well.

And their eyes were opened.  And the first thing they notice?

They were naked.  And then, upon noticing they were naked they were ashamed.  Now I know that the text doesn’t strictly say ashamed, but their actions betray shame – they go and get fig leaves and made some loincloths to cover their nakedness.  Something was horribly wrong.  Something amazing was lost in a blink of an eye.  

It gets worse.

They soon hear a familiar sound.  A sound that was, in their not to recent past, a beautiful one. It was the sound of their Father, their friend, their true and unabashed love and source of life, walking through the Garden.  So they do what we do best when scared to death.  Run and hide.  From the very God they had used to run to like a best friend.  So God calls into the garden, “Where are you?”

And the husband says, probably with his eyes down, unable to make eye contact, “I heard Your sound in the garden and I was afraid, for I was naked, and I hid.”

You see, he knew very well the other part of the equation, the ”you will die”

part.  But it was more than that.  Broken relationships are more than just broken.  There is an incredibly deep part of our hearts that many of us are familiar with that horrible feeling.  The feeling that something just isn’t right, and that it never will be again, caused by a harsh word, and reckless email in the midst of an argument, a betrayal in front of peers and friends, or maybe being caught in the midst of a lie by someone dear to you.

Trust had been broken (but not destroyed as we will see).  Love had been crashed against the embankment (but not abandoned there).  Friendship betrayed.

I’m sure they, as some have said, wondered if God would ever love them again.  Here’s the real trick, the real thing that just makes this whole thing go upside down – He hates the sin, but still loves them.  He moves them outside the garden as punishment, but to also save them from themselves – from who they had become. You would expect He would just kill them, but instead He will be the one that saves them (but we are getting ahead of the story are we not?).

God replies, “Who told you that you were naked?  From the tree I commanded you not to eat, have you eaten?”

He is not unaware of what has already happened, and you have to believe that He wants us to see that the outward nakedness is not the only issue here, but there was something far more dangerous now at work in the hearts of those He created, breathed life into, cared for and loved as His own.

The husband replies, “The womanYou gave me, she gave me from the tree, and I ate.”  

Blame, pointing, denial of any responsibility, all very typical of where they now were in terms of life.  No longer could the man look at his life and see heartfelt abandon and lack of worry – now he was concerned about making sure everyone thought he was a good guy, and this whole mess was another persons fault.  He didn’t want to be misunderstood, he was just a guy who ate some fruit.  He immediately put the scale out there – I’m better than her, and that should be enough to get me out of this.  And even the fact she is here – I didn’t ask for her, You gave her to me, so You are to blame here as well.  

He had conveniently forgotten the two things he had been asked to care for in the new creation.  And now all of creation came under the crushing weight of this broken relationship – for he was now defined by this act of rejection of God as the giver of all things, and the Creator of all life, as the One and only true God – he was now defined by this thing that encompassed all of those acts called sin.  And it is this burden of sin that we bear as well until the very Creator comes to obey in a way the husband was never willing or now is even able to.  For He would die to obey where this man has chosen to just look the other way.  His Son would have to be broken to break open the soil of the hard heart that had taken it place in our souls, a fact we are reminded of again and again as we toil in soil of the earth as part of this curse.

God then turns to the woman, and asks her, “What is this that you have done?”

And the women replies, “ The serpent beguiled me and I ate.”

And the blame goes on.  This is the first instance, and not the last to be sure, of blaming Satan for our problems.  It was now almost impossible to be honest about the whole truth, because the truth broke apart and destroyed what little she had left in terms of worth – the worth and value of self.  She, and we in turn would cling to this bit of what we call pride until we are willing to accept that it too, like that fruit, was worthless to make us whole.  She is now modeling the serpent – on the face this is true, but she is subtly shifting the focus off her and onto a created being, and in turn to the God who created that very being.  His Son would have to come as well to bear the blame of this sin that is so easily passed along on His own shoulders, become sin on her and our behalf because this root of pride is so deep that we cannot dig it up without someone being willing to deal with and uproot it when it comes to the surface.

Blame them all you want, but to be sure, this is not how they thought their day would go.  This was not an honest mistake, but it was a disastrous turn of events.  They were scared, and like all of us when we are scared, hurt, broken, and we don’t know what to do, we deny, blame, yell, scream, weep, and want to crawl under our beds and go away.  

Identity has been lost.  When it really comes down to it, they have lost everything here.  Absolutely everything.  And God now must replace the holy and righteous identity that came from their relationship with Him with another.  But it will be sadly lacking in every way.  For mankind, eyes have been opened, their hearts have been broken, this relationship was now adrift, constantly seeking a home to dock, to feel secure.  They now know what evil, and good are, which was a knowledge so horrible that it would cause the death, decay, loneliness, and suffering for the generations that followed in its steps, trying to make sense of something we just were not made to know.  Trying to be the god to ourselves and each other that He alone was meant to be.

And I’m sure they wished they could just close their eyes once again and find themselves dreaming and wake up whole.  But it was not to be.  There was no going back – only forward – into the arms of a Savior.  

And so the story begins.

