
IN HIM WE LIVE AND MOVE AND HAVE OUR BEING 

I love being out and about enjoying the natural world. That’s when I feel especially close to the Creator.  

Silently, so as not to disturb the wildlife, I give God my thanks for the sights and sounds of, for example, 

returning swallows and swifts, and the calling of a cuckoo.  It seems natural to make a special point of 

sharing my joy with God when blessed by the sight of a hunting barn owl, or pod of dolphins off the 

coast of Yorkshire.  I know God is aware of what is in my heart, but why not just make explicit my 

appreciation, in praise and thanksgiving, as we enjoy His handiwork together?  Perhaps this year of all 

years, there is a sense of life returning that is more poignant than usual, and more than ever I want to 

praise God in these blessed moments.  So it’s not difficult to understand why Psalm 148 stirs my heart.   

It is pure praise. Praise God the Creator; praise Him from the Heavens and from the Earth; let all that is 

in Creation praise Him! 

Both the words of the psalmist and of Paul assert the primacy of God.  Paul tells the Athenians  

‘In Him we live and move and have our being’.  The God he speaks of is not just one among the many 

they serve, inert effigies confined to shrines, imprisoned in metal, stone and wood.  No! Paul speaks of 

the One who made the Universe!  The source and substance of Life, present and active everywhere, the 

very breath which sustains it.  They cannot serve such as He, in the way that is familiar to them, but they 

will find Life in Him.   If they want to know more about that Life they must listen to Paul when he tells 

them about the one the Creator sent, the one who died and lived, first-born to this new Life.    As ever,  

I am impressed by Paul’s nerve.  He is not intimidated by being hauled up to the Hill of the Areopagus 

and called to account by the people of Athens.  Paul truly ‘takes the fight to the opposition’.  It’s hard to 

think of anywhere else in Paul’s world where there would be ranged against him such a solid tradition of 

pagan belief backed up by generations of commitment to debate, philosophy and analysis, weighing 

every word and idea brought before the intellectuals and law-givers.  Many commentators say that Paul 

failed in Athens, with only a handful willing to ‘hear him again about this’ (v 32).  They take the view that 

because he did not exploit the opportunity to speak further but thought it prudent to leave for Corinth 

with the handful who had heard, received and now believed, he had decided it was not worth the risk.   

I disagree.  I think his words find their target, like the frost which makes a small crack in a rockface.  

Little by little, the weather gets in, loosens the stone until there is an avalanche which changes the 

landscape forever.  When the Spirit of Truth speaks, the human spirit is moved and renewed.  God’s 

children are heartened, encouraged, nudged, inspired, and led into new ways of knowing and 

understanding the One who is their Creator and Redeemer.   

What inspired Paul’s phenomenal confidence over and over again, to continue in the face of many 

trials?  His ‘zeal’ is recorded elsewhere in Acts.  This man’s personality was marked by great 

commitment and courage of his convictions, often to excess, even when misguided; a quality which God 

redeployed in His service.  Even so, Paul needed reassurance.  In Corinth (Acts 18, vs 9,10) God 

encourages him in a vision saying ‘Do not be afraid, but speak and do not be silent … I am with you’.  

Hope and courage are the inspiration we all need in the most challenging seasons of life, but they seem 

elusive when we are grieving, frightened, weary, or when we feel we have lost trust and that God is too 

far from us.  Paul knew all about that.   

While I was watching the barn owl, I asked God if He could arrange for me to see a kingfisher. He’s used 

to such pleadings and there was a promising stretch of waterway, quiet and placid with fishing perches – 

so why not?   My request was not granted in that lovely dawn, but I know that there will be another day 

when I’ll hear the sweet chattering, and be blessed by a dazzling flash of turquoise and orange, speeding 

past low over the surface of the water.  Praise God, in whom we live and move and have our being!  

Gill 


