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"Where are you from?" 

           It's a question I’ve heard often over the past ten years. When I 

went off to college in the fall of 2007, I was thrown into a whole new 

world with people from all walks of life, each bringing with them 

different stories.  The most common introduction you find in these new 

environments, after stating your name, is “Where are you from” This has 

become a natural place to begin any conversation as if your origin story 

is the place where all interactions should begin.  

           "Where are you from?" We tell our stories to identify our origins.  

We may meet people in the middle of their stories but always want to 

know how they began.  

This week's reading from Genesis is also an origin story — the 

origin story of humankind — and as such, it offers us surprisingly rich 



soil in which to root our identities. Neither history nor science, as today's 

scholars understand those disciplines, the first chapter of Genesis is 

poetry, hymn, doxology, and myth. If we in the postmodern world 

struggle to see truth in those art forms, it is not because Scripture is 

lying. It is because our post-Enlightenment imaginations are 

impoverished. To call the creation story true is not to quibble with 

science; it is to probe deeper than any scientific endeavor can take us. It 

is to acknowledge who we truly are and where we really come from. It is 

to affirm, by faith, the reality of a good God, a good world, and a 

beloved humanity. 

           Now, when I was growing up, I didn't pay much attention to 

Genesis 1. If anything, I skimmed over it in my eagerness to get to the 

more suspenseful snake-and-fruit dramas of chapters 2 and 3. Now 

though, I'm more inclined to savor the deep truths hidden in Scripture's 

opening verses. I can't say yet that I believe everything I've found. I can 

only say that I'm in awe of what the chapter tells me about my origins. 



Some of it feels too good to be true, but it's not. I long to believe every 

word. 

            

Where do we come from? Here's one thing I've discovered so far: 

I’ve learned that creation comes out of what seems to be “nothing.” 

The biblical author of our Genesis story makes sure to note that what 

God began with, was “formless and empty.”  For any onlooker to this 

origin act, they might had thought… “Yikes, God… You’re going to 

make something out of that!? That looks dead!” But as God always 

seems to do, God probably smiled, winked and started creating life.  

 

From an early age, I was taught that life can come from places 

where we thought death had taken over.  Let me explain. As I’ve 

mentioned before, my origin story begins in Hudson, Ohio: A quiet, 

beautiful Midwestern town, with a brick clock tower and white gazebo 

in the town square, as if it’s ascetics were ripped right out of a colonial 



storybook.  As I think back to these picturesque days on Prescott Drive, 

the most important image that floods my mind is that of the “Bucey 

Family Elephant Ear.” Does everyone know what an elephant ear is?  

Well, if you need a refresher, just take a look at our bulletin cover this 

morning that Bobby has so lovingly drawn for us.  Beautiful, right? The 

“Bucey Family Elephant Ear” had an origin story of it’s own.  When my 

father was a child in McConnelsville, Ohio in the 1950’s, this particular 

elephant ear lived in Mildred and Dale Bucey’s living room.  This strong 

and sturdy plant grew up alongside all four of the Bucey boys and served 

as a constant in their family.  Over the years, my grandfather, Dale, even 

entered the elephant ear in local fairs and it won many awards.  As my 

father and his brothers went off to college and bought houses and started 

families of their own, the elephant ear remained in Mildred and Dale’s 

care.  Finally in the late 90’s after both of my grandparents had died, and 

the Bucey boys were met with the daunting task of going through their 

parents’ belongings, my father, David Bucey, was the one who was 

given the almost sacred responsibility of caring for the elephant ear 

plant, now probably over 50 years old.  It was a great honor and I 



remember it arriving in our home: a special day.  We now possessed 

arguably the most important family heirloom. A living symbol of the 

entire Bucey clan. 

 

Fast forward to the year 2000. My father had noticed that the 

elephant ear hadn’t been looking all that great in recent weeks.  The 

leaves were drooping a little bit… there was a little more brown than 

usual, but nothing too alarming.  Finally, as the brown seemed to take 

over the places where green life has existed, we all knew what was 

happening. In the spots where new leaves were supposed to be 

sprouting, there was nothing. The elephant ear was dying.  My father 

was devastated. We were literally heart-broken.  I watched my father sit 

with the phone is his hands, sweaty and dreading the inevitable calls he 

knew he would have to make to the other Bucey boys… telling them that 

their beloved family plant, one of the only things that remained of 

Mildred and Dale, was dead.   

In a moment of final desperation, my father approached one of his 

church members, an older man who had spent his life working with 



plants and had won awards for his work in the botanical field. As my 

father desperately explained what was happening to the elephant ear, 

without even seeing the dying plant, the man said, “You need to cut it 

down.” My father, in a moment of defeat and confusion, replied, “Oh 

my God, what?” Thinking that the man was telling him to cut it down 

and forget about it, as if to say there was no hope for the vegetation that 

he had venerated for his entire life… the man replied, “No. Cut it down 

to the stump.  Leave almost nothing. Repot it and put in the basement.  If 

there’s any life in it, this is how it will get out.” Still confused and 

overwhelmed, my father figured that he might as well try and take his 

friend’s advice: he honestly had nothing left to lose.  Upon returning 

home from church, he cut off what remained of the elephant ear’s 

leaves, now totally brown and falling over, as if gasping for air, he 

repotted the barely-there stump into a new container with fresh soil, and 

descended down the stairs to leave it in the dark basement.  I honestly 

have no idea what my father was thinking over the next few days, but I 

can almost guess that each waking moment was accompanied by a 

nagging thought that sounded much like, “Yikes, David! You think 



something is going to come out of that! That plant is dead!”: a modern 

echo of what those angels may have been saying to God at the beginning 

of the creation of the universe. But, nevertheless, my father trusted and 

waited.  

A few days later, he made the slow descent into the cold dark 

basement, probably expecting to find it completely dead.  Do you know 

what he found? In the place where the stump had been cut down to 

almost nothing, a tiny, green leaf had sprouted: a gorgeous testament to 

resurrection.  A symbol of rebirth and re-creation in the very place 

where we feared death had taken over.  It was as if the plant needed to 

be tricked into thinking it was dead in order to find the strength to keep 

on living: a rock-bottom, if you will. So, here’s the thing… over the next 

few weeks and months, not only did the “Bucey Family elephant ear” 

regrow, it literally took over and became too big for the pot it had been 

living in.  It became so large that my father had to begin cutting leaves 

and placing them in their own pots until our home overflowed with new 

life.  Today, each member of the extended Bucey family has a piece of 

this original elephant ear in their own home. To serve as a reminder that 



sometimes what may seem like death is actually an opportunity for new 

life.  

This past week, Martin Copenhaver, the President of Andover 

Newton Theological School, wrote an article that appeared on the UCC 

website.  He was inspired to write this particular piece after reading 

something in the June 6
th

 edition of the Daily Devotional in which the 

author references teaching at “the former Andover Newton Seminary.” 

For those of you who don’t know, Andover Newton has been in a 

discernment process with Yale Divinity School for the past year and a 

half as to whether this historical institution will become a “Partner on 

the Quad” at YDS.  I have had the honor of serving on the Student 

Steering Committee during this process and I have been witness to 

immense change and growth from each school.  In this article, 

Copenhaver explains that seeing the word “former” in front of his 

beloved school’s name inspired him to try and explain the ways he sees 

life springing forward. He writes, “It is true that big changes are 

afoot…In church circles these days, it can be easy to confuse change 

with death.  Things ain’t what they used to be, the former things have 



passed away, which can feel something like death. But this confusion 

must be resisted at every turn. Change is not a sign of death. It is a sign 

of life. Only the living change. In fact, as Benjamin Franklin observed, 

‘When you are finished changing, you’re finished.’”  

As I read this article this past week, I couldn’t help but think about 

all of you.  I couldn’t help but think about how you all must be feeling 

about the task ahead for each of our congregations.  But, you want to 

know what else I thought about? As I went to God in prayer, holding 

each of you in my heart, the words that kept ringing in my ears were, 

“God is still speaking… God is still speaking… God is still speaking.” 

We in the United Church of Christ use this phrase so much that I fear we 

have forgotten how powerful of a statement it truly is. Just in case in you 

forgot, or weren’t around our denomination when this motto was 

unveiled, and since I just finished taking my UCC Polity course this past 

spring with the incredible Sarah Drummond, let’s review. In 2004, it 

was concluded that there was a present and real need for the United 

Church of Christ to spread its message of extravagant welcome, which 

continues to historically re-shape our understanding of the Christian 



faith and proclamation. The whole statement is actually, “Never place a 

period where God has placed a comma… God is still speaking.” If we as 

the United Church of Christ are truly going to live out this proclamation, 

we have to remember that nothing is truly dead.  Creation didn’t end 

after the sixth day. Creation continues to happen in every moment of our 

lives. But do you remember what God did on the 7
th

 day? God took a 

deep breath and rested.  I wont pretend to know what God was thinking 

on that day as God looked back over all of the work that had been done. 

I don’t know if it came out exactly the way God had wanted.  I like to 

think that over the course of those first 6 days, God reevaluated and 

rethought what the world was going to be. I wonder if God wished that 

more had been created or that it had gone another way.  I don’t know.  

But regardless of what the outcome was, God made sure to take a step 

back and rest.  This rest was not only important because of all of the 

work God had done in the time leading up to that 7
th

 day, but rather 

because after, there was still work to be done.  God is not some magical 

deity up in the sky who began the world like winding up a spinning top 



and then just walked away and let it spin. No, We believe that God is in 

everything… that God is still creating and speaking to us.  

Now, I have to admit to all of you that I’m really bad at taking 

Sabbath rest. But in this moment I will remind myself and all of you, 

that if even God had to take a break and take a deep breath and reflect 

back on what had just happened, I think we should too.   

There is still a lot to do.  There are a lot of decisions to be made.  

And yes, work to be done.  I wont pretend to know how any of you are 

feeling this week, but I will stand here and tell you all to take a deep 

breath and rest a little. Because one of the most important things we 

receive in our Gospel reading this morning (I bet you were wondering if 

I was going to mention that one, right!?), is that Jesus knew there would 

be days like this.  The Gospel lesson from Matthew tells of Jesus’ final 

appearance to his disciples after his resurrection. Jesus tells them to keep 

going because he will be with them forever, even if they can’t see him 

anymore. The promise of the Genesis story is reaffirmed in Jesus’ 

parting words to the disciples” “I will be with you always, to end of the 

age.” Jesus himself is the assurance we have that God will not abandon 



creation.  Rather, because of Jesus’ death and resurrection, we are given 

proof that creation is always happening, even in the places where we 

thought death had won.  

Jesus’ promise to the disciples is one that I invite all of us to 

remember this morning. He doesn’t say, “Yeah, I’ll still be around every 

once in a while…” or “Sure, I’ll be with you, but only if you do this, this 

and this….” No.  “Always.”  Forever.  Unconditionally.  Eternally.   

Our readings today serve as incredible reminders that life comes 

from places where death could have the last word.  Our origin story is 

there to keep us creative: if we are made in the image of God, innovation 

and creativity is in our DNA.  If we are called to be more like Christ, 

then our message should always be, “Hey, neighbor, you’re never alone. 

I’m with you always.”  My prayer today is that we take a deep breath, 

remember that we were created to bring forth new life, and the good 

news is… we’re never doing any of this alone.  Amen.  

 


