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I am tired of it. Tired of the way the patriarchal religions and governments of this world have painted me over the centuries. And, it seems that with each passing century certain legends have become more ingrained than others. I have been called by many names. One of my most recognizable names is Pandora. Yep, that would be me: the first woman, given as a gift by the gods to Man, and used by those same gods to release various plagues into the world. They wanted them released, but they didn’t want to lose Man’s worship if he blamed them. So, they needed a scapegoat—that scapegoat was me. 

Still, the time of the ancient Greeks is long past and you would think their myths would have faded in time. Oh no. After the fall of Greek civilization and the Roman Empire, who incidentally took much of their own religion from the people they conquered, came the Christians. Christianity, which also borrowed from the mythologies of others—primarily so they could find ways to claim the elder religious festivals for their own and thereby make integration of those who followed a different faith easier. They take their creation stories from the Hebrews, although they fail to acknowledge Lilith as the first woman—created from the Earth as Adam was, but who did not stay with Adam and found her own way in the world. Why they do not recognize Lilith, is beyond me. I can only assume it is because they decided Woman should be subservient to Man; just ask Paul, and didn’t want to admit the first woman created by God wasn’t.

After Lilith left the garden, god created me—Eve. You know the story as it is presented in the Torah and the Bible. Adam was placed into a deep sleep and God took a rib from his side and created me. This is also seen by many as another sign Woman was meant to be subservient to Man. However, there are also those who say that by taking a rib from Adam’s side, God was saying we were to stand side by side as equals. Honestly, I doubt God thought about it since he had to know Man would put his own interpretation on things. After all, he did give us free will didn’t he? 

Anyway, enough of the preaching—it is a bad habit I have when I get on my soapbox. Instead, let me tell you my story regarding how Man was thrown out of Paradise, and how it really isn’t my fault.

~ * ~

My earliest memories where of standing in a beautiful garden. Flowering trees and plants created an explosion of color and scent. I knew the names of all of these plants as well as the names of all the animals I saw as I stood there. All of this was a part of my memory as if I had been the one to give them names. I guess in a way I had. I was Woman—meaning From Man. I stood there and looked around as several of the animals came up to me and touched their noses to my hand. After a few minutes, they turned and returned to the shelter of the trees. That was when I saw him—Adam. I already knew his name; knew we a part of each other. But, beyond that, there was nothing. 

He looked at me and smiled. 

“Adam this is Eve,” another voice said. “She is to be helpmeet and companion to you.” 

I smiled as God appeared next to me and took my hand then reached for Adam’s and joined our hands together. I knew who God was and accepted his statement that Adam and I were to be companions. However, you will notice he never said I was to be Adam’s property. Of course, all things considered, you have to wonder if his claims of giving Man free will really applied at this point.

Life was pleasant for us in that garden. We were like young children who had the most marvelous playground in the world to play in. When Man looks back at the legends and decides they need to blame someone for the ills they now suffer, they always seem to forget that they would never have existed if Adam and I had never left the garden. We would have been like children forever—never growing old—forever innocent; living under the protection of our father.

But, like all children, we eventually had to leave our parent’s house and there was still that annoying rule about free will God wanted in place. Children may have free will in some things, but they are still bound to the rules of their parents.

Now, for Adam and I, there really were no rules, other than we were not to eat the fruit of a particular tree. God called it the tree of knowledge of good and evil and then told us that if we did eat from the fruit of the tree we would die. We didn’t really understand what that meant, as we had no experience with death. And, what child really understands what death is? Usually one who has been robbed of their innocence—which in and of itself is one of the greatest sins there is.

As I said, we were as children. We took pleasure in each other’s company, just being together. We stayed in the garden, not that there was anywhere else to go. While the Bible says Man was created in order to care for the land, there was nothing that needed caring for in the garden. Just as I was Adam’s companion, we were also God’s companions and he visited us often. I think that was what we really were. The animals were pets—we were children, friends and companions. After all, we were made in his image.

How long were we in the garden? I honestly do not know. Time is a concept Man developed after we left. The changing of the days really has no meaning in a place where there are no seasons; where there are no places to be or things that require doing. Think back to when you were a young child—before you had to worry about school; when all you had to do was play with your friends. Did you really keep count of the days? Only once you were aware of special events such as your birthday did you start to count the days. Adam and I didn’t celebrate things like birthdays, so had no reason to count the days.

God didn’t visit on any schedule, and we had no reason to worry about when he was coming. He arrived and left when he felt like it.

Eventually though, came a period of time, when both Adam and I realized it had been a while since God had visited us. It actually scared us a bit. This was the first strong emotion we had felt. Yes, we understood the emotion of joy and basic love, but those were simple emotions. Now, we felt something different. Neither of us knew how long it had been since he visited—all we knew was we missed him and it frightened us that he wasn’t there. 

I remember we fell asleep that night, holding each other tightly. Then something else happened: Adam kissed me. I think it was an accident that his lips brushed mine, but it happened and we both felt a kind of electric shock go through us. The next morning, we tried it again, but it seemed different. It was wet and uninteresting. We spent the day wandering in the garden; visiting the animals that lived there with us. The only ones we didn’t see were the unicorns. I am not sure why, but not having them come up to us as they normally did made me a little sad.

This became our routine for a while, as God still did not come to visit with us. Then one day, we decided to wander separately, I still don’t know why—It was something we had never done before. I found myself standing in front of the forbidden tree. It was beautiful. I know some people equate the fruit to an apple, but an apple pales in comparison. The blossoms were more delicate than those of the cherry tree and more fragrant than any flower or perfume. The fruit itself shimmered with all the colors ever imagined. 

There in front of the tree stood the unicorns, their horns crossed, blocking the path. Between them was the only creature of the garden who did not have a companion—the dragon. I know, the Bible calls him a serpent, but it was the dragon. Even though he never had a female companion like the other animals, the dragon never seemed to be alone; he was always there with the other animals. The only time, I never remember seeing him was when God was with us. 

“Eve,” the dragon said bowing his head slightly. “You whose name means to live. I would ask you if you are truly living?”

“I don’t understand,” I said. “I breath, I eat, I sleep. What else is there?”

“Were you not created with free will? The ability to do what you want?”

“That is what we have been told.”

“Yet, despite that free will, there are things you are forbidden from doing.”

“God has forbidden us nothing except for eating from the fruit of this single tree.”

“And why did God forbid you from eating from this tree?”

“He told us if we ate from the fruit of the tree of the knowledge of good and evil we would die.”

“But he created it as well as creating you. Why would he create something that would kill you?”

“That I cannot answer, but God has forbidden it and I obey him.”

“You obey him? But I thought you had free will.”

“I do and I choose to obey him.”

“Very well.” The dragon bowed his head again. “Adam is looking for you. I believe he is getting scared because he does not know where you are. The unicorns will take you to him.”

I nodded my thanks, but didn’t say anything.

When we found Adam, I told him everything the dragon had said to me
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