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Living God, may your word be proclaimed and may we claim it with joy for our lives today. 
Continue to speak to us through my words or in spite of them. Amen. 
 
 
Genesis 2:15-3:21  
 
"The Lord God took the man and put him in the garden of Eden to till it and keep it. And the 
Lord God commanded the man, 'You may freely eat of every tree of the garden, but of the tree of 
the knowledge of good and evil you shall not eat, for in the day that you eat of it you shall die.' 
 
"Then the Lord God said, 'It is not good that the man should be alone; I will make him a helper 
as his partner.' So out of the ground the Lord God formed every animal of the field and every 
bird of the air and brought them to the man to see what he would call them, and whatever the 
man called every living creature, that was its name. The man gave names to all cattle and to the 
birds of the air and to every animal of the field, but for the man there was not found a helper as 
his partner. So the Lord God caused a deep sleep to fall upon the man, and he slept; then he took 
one of his ribs and closed up its place with flesh. And the rib that the Lord God had taken from 
the man he made into a woman and brought her to the man.  
 
"Then the man said, 'This at last is bone of my bones and flesh of my flesh; this one shall be 
called Woman, for out of Man this one was taken.’ Therefore a man leaves his father and his 
mother and clings to his wife, and they become one flesh. And the man and his wife were both 
naked and were not ashamed. 
 
"Now the serpent was more crafty than any other wild animal that the Lord God had made. He 
said to the woman, 'Did God say, "You shall not eat from any tree in the garden”?' The woman 
said to the serpent, 'We may eat of the fruit of the trees in the garden, but God said, "You shall 
not eat of the fruit of the tree that is in the middle of the garden, nor shall you touch it, or you 
shall die."' But the serpent said to the woman, 'You will not die, for God knows that when you eat 
of it your eyes will be opened, and you will be like God, knowing good and evil.' So when the 
woman saw that the tree was good for food and that it was a delight to the eyes and that the tree 
was to be desired to make one wise, she took of its fruit and ate, and she also gave some to her 
husband, who was with her, and he ate. Then the eyes of both were opened, and they knew that 
they were naked, and they sewed fig leaves together and made loincloths for themselves." 
 
 
Last month, my house felt a little overrun. You see, my parents decided to take a long-delayed 
trip traveling across the ocean to explore parts of western Europe, and they asked me to dog-sit 
for their canine child Gracie — a little, bouncy, black chihuahua mix. I agreed, though I started 
to question that decision when my folks’ plans were upended by COVID, resulting in them 
quarantining in the Netherlands without a clear timeline for when they would return. Of course I 



was concerned about them, but at the same time, I had their dog — all ten pounds of her — 
staying indefinitely at my house.  
 
It was fine, though. I only lost her a few times (turns out if a dog is small enough it can slip right 
through my picket fence!), and I got used to the extra pitter-patter around the house and constant 
demands for a lap to curl up into. What I didn’t get used to, though, was the barking. I told you 
Gracie was a chihuahua mix, right? True to breed, she can sound the alarm with the best of them, 
letting loose a rather high-pitched, yappy bark to ward off any interlopers who dared to walk by 
my house on Illinois. That in and of itself could have been tolerable, but she discovered a new 
trick at my house. Gracie learned she could sound the alarm and immediately back-up would 
come running, in the form of her canine companion, my much larger border collie Bella.  
 
Now, Bella’s bark is a little more intimidating and a lot louder than the little dog’s, and it never 
took much for Gracie to get her going. The worst part was: Gracie would get her friend Bella all 
riled up, and then just walk away. Having done her job, this instigator would calmly turn around, 
walk over to the pillow (normally Bella’s pillow), and settle in, knowing that her friend would do 
the heavy lifting from here. Turns out, an alarmed border collie is even more irritating than a 
yappy chihuahua. The story always ended the same. I’d eventually start yelling at my dog until 
she stopped, while she’d look at me like I was crazy because clearly there were things to be 
upset about — the little dog told her so, after all. And Gracie would just lounge on the pillow, 
acting like she was completely innocent in it all. It took me a while to catch on, but eventually I 
figured out that just because the one at the window was doing all the barking, she wasn’t 
necessarily the sole culprit. There was always more to the story. 
 
For the next few weeks, we’re going to revisit some perhaps familiar Bible stories. They’re the 
stories of our picture Bibles and flannel graphs, stories we’ve heard again and again and know 
well — or, at least, we think we do. In these weeks, I’m inviting us to consider the possibility 
that there is more to the story. Perhaps we’ve missed something. Perhaps these characters are 
more complex than we give them credit. Perhaps we have more to learn from them. 
 
This morning, we start at the beginning with Eve. We all know this one, right? It’s the Creation 
story. There’s an apple, and she’s single-handedly responsible for the downfall of humanity and 
“original sin”… right? Well, maybe there’s more to this story. Let’s take another look. 
 
Creation is happening. God has made the lone human, just called “man” for the moment, and 
there are some rules. God told this man, “Don’t eat from that tree over there. If you do, you die.” 
 
Then, God does what God does and keeps on creating, this time another human. This is an 
interesting moment in the text, one where we lose something in translation. Our Bible puts it 
rather blandly, with God saying, “I will make [the man] a helper…” but that really misses the 
point. The Hebrew word translated as “helper” here is ezer kenegdo — words that appear over 



and over again in the Old Testament to refer to God helping Israel in times of trouble, the God 
who is a warrior coming in with a secret rescue mission to save the day when all seemed lost. 
This is how God chooses to describe the woman in this moment. 
 
So, now we have a man and a woman hanging out in the garden. They don’t have names yet, but 
later we’ll call them “Adam” and “Eve”. More creating happens, and cue a new character, the 
villain of the story: a talking serpent. We’re told this guy is the craftiest of them all, and he 
decides to approach Eve to be his co-conspirator in the plan he’s hatched. She seems curious 
enough. The serpent asks some questions about that forbidden tree, she responds, and then, with 
a wink and a smile, he tells her she’s got it all wrong: “You’re not going to die if you eat the 
fruit! It’s actually good for you… makes you smart, strong, more like your Creator.” So, Eve 
plucks one of those fruits from the tree and has a snack. (Sidenote: Nowhere does it say it’s an 
apple!) Then she shares with Adam who is standing right there with her. Wait, what? 
 
It says, “she also gave some to her husband, who was with her, and he ate…” He was there the 
whole time? How did we miss this? So, when that crafty snake slithered up to her, he was sidling 
up to both of them! Why didn’t Adam say anything? Or stop her from taking that first bite? Did 
he just not care? Or was he was lulled into the serpant’s seductive suggestions just as much as 
she was? If, all along, he was supposed to be in my flannel graph for this scene, I now have so 
many questions. 
 
The story goes on. After the two of them eat, they suddenly realize they’re naked and hurriedly 
get to work sewing up some clothes. If you keep reading, you’ll learn that God shows back up, 
and God knows what they did. Interestingly enough, it’s Adam who’s confronted first. God asks 
him if he broke the rules, and he replies, “It was her! She did it.” So God turns to Eve, and she in 
turn points to that wily serpent, “Well yeah I did it, but it was all his fault!” Then everything 
changes for all three of them, but that’s a story for another day…. 
 
When we stop to take in the story in its fullness, we see a complex picture. Two humans trying to 
make sense of this ever-changing creation, a serpent saying some things that actually make a 
little bit of sense, and choices made all around to break the rules. Who’s to blame? Probably all 
of them. Probably all of us. 
 
And yet, somehow, throughout history, this has been flattened down to a story about Eve and an 
apple. It all goes back to the year 1486, to a document called Malleus Maleficarum, which is 
usually translated as “Hammer of Witches.” As you might surmise from that title, it’s a treatise 
on witchcraft. It was in this fifteenth-century text that Eve became maligned, as the author 
claimed, “women were, from their creation, imperfect and lustful beings who posed grave 
dangers to men…” For the next two hundred years, women would be persecuted and killed as 
presumed witches, murders covered up by a thin veneer of biblical justification rooted in the 
culpability of that original witch: Eve. Centuries later, the rumors continue to swirl, and her 
reputation is still in tatters. 



 
Eve, the blamed one. While she certainly had a role to play here, she wasn’t the only one, and 
I’m not convinced she deserves to be written off. God didn’t write her off. If we keep on reading: 
She may have been expelled from the garden, but God didn’t abandon her. God continued to 
walk with her throughout her life. God even went so far as to work through her to bring about an 
even greater story. We’re told it was God who helped her become the first mother, making her 
the mother of all humanity. Later, when one of her children is tragically murdered, God was still 
right there by her side, journeying with her through grief and then again as she birthed another 
child. 
 
Eve’s story has much to teach us today. She reminds us that God created us, from the very 
beginning, with the ability to explore, choose, and push against boundaries. That’s how we grow 
and mature, even as there are consequences to our choices. She shows us that, even when we 
screw up, God is still there for us, journeying with us through the joys and griefs of life. God can 
and will work in and through us to do far beyond what we can imagine. God still looks at us with 
loving eyes and says, “I made them, and they are good.”  
 
I’ve shared with you all some of my stories about the work happening in Bates-Hendricks. One 
of my new friends down there has a phrase he says a lot, whenever we’re talking about the 
challenges in our city, especially the stories of gentrification and displacement so visible in that 
neighborhood. He likes to say, “There are no villains here.” I really appreciate those words. It 
doesn’t mean we’re all innocent or that we shouldn’t be accountable for our choices. There are 
still very real, harmful — even hateful — things done, and we can and should push back. We 
should be bold advocates and agitators for justice, for there are still very real people hurt by 
decisions others’ make. There are still devastating consequences to our choices. But all of that 
doesn’t make someone a one-dimensional villain. We can’t deny someone’s humanity just 
because of what they do. People are complicated. And even the most seemingly-horrible human 
beings…. When God created them, God looked at them with loving eyes and said, “You are 
good.” 
 
This past week was Annual Conference. There were many moments of joy as we celebrated the 
good and faithful ministries happening in United Methodist churches all across our state. There 
was plenty of inspiration through powerful preaching and worship services. We got to witness 
the commissioning and ordinations of new clergy in our conference, including our own Bethany 
Scott. There were holy challenges issued to take action to stop gun violence, to become more 
anti-racist, and to welcome our refugee neighbors with extravagant generosity. We even raised 
$100,000 this week to support the good work Exodus Refugee is doing right here in our city!  
 
And. There were plenty of tense moments. We could not escape the realities of churches and 
clergy who have chosen to leave The United Methodist Church or the continued, fractious, 
harmful debates over inclusion of all people, especially our LGBTQIA+ siblings.  
 



But still. There are no villains here. I was reminded of that as I shared life-giving conversation 
over lunch one day with a colleague whose church disaffiliated and who is himself leaving the 
UMC, so that he can continue serving with them. We grieved together and blessed each other as 
we move forward faithfully. I was reminded of that when another, much more conservative 
colleague walked through the doors of the auditorium and made a beeline to me, hugging me and 
loudly proclaiming that I was his favorite progressive. We laughed and caught up on each others’ 
lives, knowing we’d probably be canceling out each others’ votes at conference. People are 
complicated. We are complicated. And thank God for that! 
 
We started with Eve today because, from the very beginning, there’s always been more to the 
story. Her story isn’t defined by that unfortunate moment in the garden. Her story is one that 
reminds us that God’s grace is always greater than our choices, even our mistakes. Her story 
assures us that there is life after heartache, and God will be with us. Her story invites us to look 
upon others with eyes of compassion, to consider that there might indeed be more to the story. 
 
Friends, this is the Good News. Thanks be to God! 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 


