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There was once a great 
painter who could paint 
anything. In fact he was so 
good at painting, that one 
day he asked God if he could 
paint a picture of Him. God 
agreed and made Himself 
visible to the painter. 



The painter stood there with his 
canvas and his paint brushes and 
paints. After a while he began to 
look around for some more paint.
“Hmm” began the painter, “I don’t 
have the right paint for this.” So he 
put his brushes down and pulled 
out some pencils. “Perhaps I’ll just 
draw you God,” he said.



He stared at God, 
seconds turned into 
minutes, minutes 
into hours and 
hours into days.



Finally the day came when the 
painter would reveal to the world his 
painting of God. Everyone turned 
up to see the marvellous work, for 
they were so excited to see it. The 
painter pulled the large sheet off the 
painting and everyone gasped.
You see the canvas was completely 
blank. The painter had not painted a 
single thing.



One man in the crowd began to 
mutter, “What is that supposed to be?”

The painter looked at the crowd and 
began to explain, “When I saw God, 
I looked for ways to describe Him in 
ways that I could understand. I looked 
for arms, hands, a face, anything that 
I had seen before. But God did not 
have any of those things, for He did 
not look like anything I have ever 
seen before.



“You could have tried!” one lady 
exclaimed.

“No, I couldn’t. This is God. God 
is not like us at all. His features 
are so great and enormous, 
so vivid and beautiful, so 
impossible, so perfect.”
The painter now had tears in his 
eyes as he kept repeating, “So 
perfect, so perfect, so perfect.”



After a while, the people in the 
crowd began one by one to say with 
the painter, “so perfect, so perfect , 
so perfect.”

Not a single person left without tears 
in their eyes, for truly God was in the 
painting. So huge, that he cannot 
be seen, so perfect He cannot be 
described, so different, He cannot be 
compared. 



And the Gallery kept 
the empty canvas 
on display, and it 
sits there to this day. 
Underneath the 
painter wrote, “God, so 
perfect, I dare not add 
a thing.”




