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Introduction
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Everybody has a different notion of what Heaven is like. In the Heaven where Jane lives, everybody is expected to use The Will to do things. 

Using the Will, people in Jane’s Heaven merely have to think to accomplish anything. They never have to get their hands dirty touching anything.

Jane, though, wants to touch things. She wants to feel them in her hands. And because she refuses to use her will, she falls from societal acceptance. And then she falls from Heaven.

But falling from Heaven may be her saving grace. 

Read this book to follow Jane’s story where she finds her soulmate and gets her name changed to Eve.

––––––––
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EVE IS A SCI-FI/FANTASY version of the Biblical story of Eve and Adam. In this version Eve is the main character and no longer a villain.

Adam and Eve is also a story in Judaism and Islam. Other stories of the first two Earthlings include Embla and Ask, Lif and Lifthrasir, Maganda and Malakas, Satarupa and Swayambhu Manu, Mashyana and Mashya, Jiva and Atman.
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Eve Book One
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Mary

When people were on the outs with society, they usually ended up at our place, known to our guests as Mary & Joe’s. Whether they were sent here by friends, came on their own, or were forced here by the rest of the society, we usually never knew. But they were always welcome at our place. We tried as best we could to heal the rifts they felt toward society, and to prepare them to integrate back into society.

In this way, she came to us. We did not know she was coming, she just appeared here one day. 

I spent a lot of time talking with her, making her feel welcome. I must admit, I did most of the talking. I also tried to assess what job to assign her to. 

As I showed her around the place and introduced her to our guests and other workers, she didn’t seem to perk up at any job. So, I assigned her to the job where I needed the most help – preparing and serving pastries. 

Since I was the only other person preparing and serving pastries, I could spend a lot of time with her. And it seemed I was going to need to. The only information I’d gotten out of her so far, was her name.

Jane was good enough at making pastries. She just summoned her will, and the pastry made itself. Jane had a lot of will. Every once-in-a-while, she even seemed to take a little delight in making the pastries. 

Serving them was another story. She was not interested in serving others, even though many of our guests are famous. And she always held the pastry in a plate on her hand, rather than guiding the plate in front of her by using her will. 

It’s not that she couldn’t do this. But for some reason, she wanted to use her physical abilities, even if just a little bit.

I could see that Jane was going to be with us for a long time. No wonder she came here. Anybody who would rather use their body to do something, rather than their will would definitely be on the outs with society. Over time, she would see that using the will for everything, as much as possible, was best.

. . . . .

Jane had been with us for a long time. Too long, it seemed, to be able to count it. But still she was the same. 

I kept trying to reason with her, trying to help her see what was best for her. But she was stubborn. Every day she was with us, it got harder and harder to get her to help me make and serve pastries. Yet it seemed there was no other job that would pique her interest. 

Finally, I said in my most motherly tones, “Jane, everybody here has to work. They have to have a job. That’s the only way it’s fair to everyone. I’m just asking you to try.”

And I thought I was making a little progress. I could even see a tear forming in the corner of her eye. Then she stiffened up and fought back the tear and said, “My grandma warned me not to fall in love with you!”.

With that, she stormed out the back door, down the path, and out of the back gate, past the sign reading “Heaven’s Edge”. Then she fell through nothing, for we truly are at Heaven’s edge. It had been such a long time since our place was named, that I had almost forgotten. 

We weren’t named Heaven’s Edge because people came here when they were at the edge of society. That happened much later. In the beginning, we were named Heaven’s Edge, because there wasn’t anything beyond our place. Using our wills, we made it look like Heaven had no end, like there was a vast expanse beyond our gate. 

Everybody was happy enough in our house that they seldom ventured out the back door. And nobody before had ever ventured through the back gate. 

There had been no reason to warn Jane that there was nothing beyond the gate, because it never crossed my mind that she would even venture out the back door, let alone out the gate. I was so shocked when she stormed out the door, I didn’t even think to call after her, until I saw her fall. 

A few moments later, I could her my voice trailing after her, “Jaaaaannnnnnnneeeeeeeeeeee...........”.

I ran to the gate and watched her continue to fall. She fell forever, finally landing on one of those primordial planets which God had just made. Even though she refused to fall in love with me, I had fallen in love with her. So, I used my will to see through that planet’s thin atmosphere and saw her land in water. 

The planet seemed to be made of nothing but water. Jane used her will to stay afloat. I’m sure she could have used it to stay above the water. But she refused to use her will that much, seeming to relish the contact with the water. I could sense her wanting to find out where the water would take her, rather than trying to control the water. 

After a very long time, my will was almost exhausted when I saw her finally approaching land. She landed unceremoniously and thoroughly soaked on the land, and quite exhausted.

At that point, my will could no longer be extended that far. And I had to let it collapse back to my own place, which was starting to fall apart because I had diverted so much of my will from its continual maintenance to watching Jane on that far away planet. 

Other than the illusion beyond the gate, which was now gone, nobody but myself would notice that “Heaven’s Edge” was falling apart. But I would have to spend lots of time and will making repairs.

That was the last I ever heard or saw of Jane. I tried a few times to use my will to see her. But I could not locate her. I do hope she’s ok. 

The illusion beyond the gate will remain gone, in memory of her and as a warning to others.
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Planet Earth

Jane dragged herself from the water, and just lay on the shore, waiting to recover from exhaustion. Then she hung her clothes on the branch of a nearby tree to let them dry in the sun, while she also dried herself in the sun. While she waited she thought about her life and the choices she had made. 

She had always wanted to be in contact with things, to touch them, to feel the life in them, even if that thing was only a pastry plate. Nobody seemed to understand her. And the only person to accept her was her grandma. 

She was going to miss her grandma. Grandma had let Jane live with her, when there seemed to be nowhere else to go. But living with Grandma did not help Jane from being on the outs with society. 

Jane wanted to be herself. But society wanted her to be somebody else. Finally, when she had nowhere else to turn, Grandma suggested to her that she go to Mary and Joe’s.

Everybody knew who Mary and Joe were. They were the ones who took you in when nobody else did. Theirs was the place of last resort. 

Everybody had heard of somebody else who had had to go to Mary and Joe’s, but nobody ever considered that they might have to go there themselves. At least Jane had never thought she would need to go there. You had to be totally out of touch with society, to consider
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