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Prologue
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People came from all around, many traveling for days to reach the family gathering. Many had not returned to Home Valley for years, others never visited the venerable family home. Excitement filled the valley as brothers, sisters, cousins, aunts, and uncles met, some for the first time.

They traded goods and food brought from their far away homes, along with stories of their lives. Through the days they together, they visited, ate, and playing games.

Women dressed in brightly colored robes brought their younger children and older girls to a meadow surrounded by tall pines to hear the revered matriarch speak. Most had not heard her story. Few of the young ones had met her before. Some older matrons waited many years for the opportunity to be with her, share in her love, and hear her story.

Ruth stood and the gabble of multiple voices silenced while the last of the sisters settled their offspring comfortably around them. Birds sang and a slight wind blew the fragrance of roses and violets from under the trees. Robes rustled, small ones hushed, and then a silence fell, as all waited to hear from the withered, ancient woman at the center of their attention.

“Grandmama Eve,” Ruth said in a ringing voice, loud enough that all could hear, “we are here to be with you.”

After looking around the circle of daughters and their young ones packed into the meadow, Eve lifted her tremulous voice loud enough to be heard by all. “This is as it should be. We, the Ministering Sisters, have met to share and to learn from each other.”

“Ganet, Rebecca, and the others can teach us of organizing, working together, and caring for one another,” Ruth said, waving her hands toward the other matriarchs. “But Grandmama Eve, there is one thing you can do for us. Only you can share your story.”

A soft hum rose from among the women as they nodded and shared small words of agreement. After all, this is why they were here.

“You want to hear the story of an old woman?” Eve straightened in her chair, her face brightening. “Why would you want to know my story?”

The buzzing voices silenced, listening for the answer. 

“All of us have other sisters in our lives to help in the birthing of babies. We have others to teach us how to cook, weave, and make pottery. With the Ministering Sisters, we have others to share in our sorrows and joys.”

The group nodded and buzzed in anticipation. 

Ruth raised her hands for attention before saying, “Grandmama Eve, you were alone. How did you do it? Where did you come from? Where did you live before here? What was it like to be alone with only Grandpapa Adam? How did you manage?”

The surrounding trees rustled as if in agreement. The women settled themselves as the old woman coughed deeply and drank from the tall, yellow, clay cup, covered in painted green leaves. A wolf pup peeped from behind a leaf. Eve took a deep breath, looked around at the expectant crowd and spoke, her voice ancient and dry, “I do not know where I lived before I came here. I lost the knowledge in my coming. I woke one morning to ... 
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Eden
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Green light filtered through the foliage in every shade. As my eyes adjusted to the light, flowers of every color filled my vision and sounds overwhelmed me. 

Everything around me shimmered in newness and difference. My thoughts whirled as I attempted to sort out my location, or even my name.

A hand reached out, warm and inviting, and helped to lift me from my bed on the earth. I rose to see more wonders; creatures of many kinds and colors stood around me, as if they expected something to happen.

Who is this? What are they expecting of me? Dizziness filled me as I attempted to understand. 

Squawks, chirps, brays, and rumblings filled my ears while a mixture of unnamed scents invaded my nostrils. 

I stood, embraced by the overwhelming colors and sounds. I scanned around me, becoming aware of the beautiful man attached to the hand that had helped me up. He stood tall, with deep blue eyes and shoulder length, white hair. Beside him stood his mirror image, an older, wiser man. Both glowed. Did the light surround them? Or did it come from within them? I could not tell. Their clothing of the purist white, almost too white, shone, adding to the radiance. The cacophony of noise quieted, as though waiting to hear from my escorts.

I wondered who these beings were. The brilliance surrounding them made me want to look away from the bright light, yet kindness and love emanated from them. No reason presented itself as to why these blindingly exquisite beings were with me in this strange place. I did not think of them as strangers, strangers would not care.

I puzzled through this until the truth broke through. These were my creators! Creators? Yes. My Gods.

The one who helped me waited for me to solve my puzzle, and then spoke in a deep, resonating voice, “Are you ready?”

“Ready?” To explore? To discover?

“To meet your mate,” he said.

Mate? What did mate mean? The word sounded familiar, and a memory stirred, warming me. Was I ready for a mate, one given to me by my Gods?

“Is it right that I should?”

Together, my creators nodded and smiled before turning to lead me a short distance around trees and past bushes. Animals trailed behind and beside me, while birds flew from branch to branch. We entered a glen, divided by a trickling brook, where another man with dark hair and penetrating blue eyes, stood tall and strong. My eyes were drawn to his. They showed kindness—and loneliness. Another elegant man, similar to the Gods in many ways, but different, somehow.

“This is Adam,” the older God said.

Adam looked at me. A slow smile grew, leaping into his eyes. Nature released a collective breath and small noises surrounded us again.

“We are your Gods, but you can call me Father.” The older God gestured to the younger. “This is Jehovah, my beloved son.”

Jehovah stepped forward. “Adam, you were charged to be lord of this earth. Have you named the animals?”

“Yes, Lord Jehovah. Each has a name.” He dragged his eyes from me to point to an animal. “Giraffe.” He pointed another direction. “Dog. Over there are cats: lion, puma, and tiger.” After he pointed to the animal, Adam glanced in my direction. 

I tracked his hand to see strange and marvelous animals, amazing in its difference to the others. I stood, awed by their beauty and the immensity of the project Adam had completed. Would I be able to do the same, given a similar assignment?

“In the tree is a parrot, a bird. The smaller bird is a robin, and—”

“That is good,” Father interrupted, “but do they provide you with companionship?”

“No. No they do not,” Adam replied with sudden hesitance. His arm fell to his side. Excitement dropped from him like falling stones. “I am busy, but I am lonely. How can that be?” He gazed toward the Gods as he gestured about him. “In such a magnificent world?” His arms flopped to his sides again.

As Adam’s words trailed off, I finally realized the difference between the man, Adam, and the Gods—no brilliance. I could look at the man easier than I could look at my Gods.

“You are not meant to live alone,” Father replied, his gentle voice heard above the sound of brook and animals.

Adam looked up, biting his lower lip. Sadness and loneliness filled his face, dancing with hope as he darted a glance my way.

Alone? He had been alone? And my purpose here, to live with him? Who else? Only Adam and me, alone and together in this place, this world? I felt an important loss, a heaviness dropped on my heart. Could I live with the overwhelming loneliness as Adam had? Did I have a choice? We would be together, after all, not completely alone.

Father continued, “We know your needs. For this reason, we caused you to sleep while we created this woman. You named all the other creatures of this earth. What will you name her?”

Adam reached a strong hand toward me. I realized at that moment I could choose. I chose to accept my place. I placed my smaller hand in his and he drew me close. I inhaled his scent, his warmth. The noises silenced.

What name will Adam give me? Who am I?

Adam turned and stared into my eyes, I could see him thinking. Did he think this much to name the animals? I would ask later.

“Eve,” he said at last. “The mother of all living.

It felt so right. My chest expanded as I opened myself to the name. Adam’s intense gaze never left my face, willing me to accept the name and the honor of mother. Acceptance came. I felt a thrill zip down my spine, down my legs, and back into my heart. Eve, mother of all living. I smiled and laughed a tiny laugh.

Bird songs filled the air. Other animals added their voices in a hymn of adulation. A faint memory stirred and faded, leaving me only with an understanding of the importance and specialness, somehow, of my name.

“Eve will be your mate and helper. Together you will live in this new world.”

I looked up at the man standing beside me. What is this mate word they keep saying? Two of us together? Is that mate? Could I be his mate? A distant memory reminded me. I agreed to this place and to be his spouse. I could do this. 

Father and Jehovah led us along a path. Adam held my hand as we followed through trees from the outer world into a verdant, ordered garden. I walked beside Adam. His eyes widened in surprise, viewing a place and things new to him. I felt his shiver of wonder as we traced the path of our Gods into a quiet, green clearing. Animals and birds accompanied us.

“You will be joined in a covenant of marriage,” Father said. “Please kneel.”

“Father?” I asked. I hesitated until He looked my way. “What is this marriage? Or mate? I do not remember.”

An incandescent smile filled his face. “No, Eve. You would not remember. You and Adam will agree to love one another and care for one another for all time and all eternity. You will become one in purpose, as Jehovah and I are one. Together, you will face the challenges and the joys of this new world. That is marriage. We will covenant, or promise, to help you, and you will promise to help each other, to love each other, and to cleave to each other.”

Did I trust this man, this Adam well enough to covenant with him in marriage? I raised my hands as I spun in a slow circle, taking in the beauty of the garden and thinking. Alone here, Adam and me, with no others, no other choices, for either of us. And I agreed to be here. 

Adam caught my hand, stopped my spin, and stared into my eyes with an earnest longing. I saw the onset of love shining through; his powerful hand, full of promise, confidently clasped mine. Gazing into Adam’s eyes, I chose togetherness with this man. The memory of his naming me stirred within my soul. Maybe I did not yet love him, nor he me, but love grew.

I thought of Adam’s beauty; his gentle, though strong touch. Could I trust him to treat me well? I gazed into his brilliant blue eyes and found gentleness and hope. Yes, our love would grow. I would join this man in marriage.

Animals surrounded us in silence, watching and listening as we knelt, facing the other, both hands joined, eyes intent on the other as Father spoke the words joining us as husband and wife. After the last amen, I experienced a quiet peace dispelling my fears. Love and support emanated from our Gods.

Father and Jehovah looked at each other, a knowing look passed between them, before Father turned back to us, speaking in His gentle, but stern, voice.

“You are to multiply and replenish the earth.”

“Yes, Father,” we said together, glancing into each other’s eyes before fastening them again on our creator.

“You may eat freely of the garden. All is for your use.” He spread his arms wide, indicating the trees and plants in the Garden. 

My eyes followed his arms, noticing heavy fruit dripping from almost every tree. All this? Ours to eat? Such abundance, and for us alone?

“You may not eat of that tree,” Father added, pointing to a medium sized tree, filled with small, purple fruit, “for if you do eat that fruit, you will die.”

Die? That sounded ominous. I shivered. I would not eat of that fruit. Adam nodded and I knew he felt the same way. My attention shifted back to our creator as he spoke once more.

“Go. Eat freely of the Garden. Explore. Discover the life within. We will return to teach you more later.”

With that in mind, we gazed about us in wonder. Our Gods withdrew without our noticing. Alone together for the first time, Adam grasped my hand, keeping me close as we explored.

“I have not been here before. I did not know this Garden existed,” he said, verifying my earlier suspicions.

He pointed to the animals, sharing the names he had given them. I laughed as spider monkeys hung by their tails and begged for the fruit in our hands. Parrots squawked in the trees and eagles floated in the sky. Small creatures, such as slugs, crickets, ants, and worms hid in the bushes, trees, and along the ground. I stared at every one, trying to remember the names of so many new creatures. I shook my head at the difficult task of trying to keep so much new information in my mind.

Adam plucked a sweet smelling pink flower and tucked it behind my left ear, stroking his hand through my long hair. I enjoyed his soft, gentle touch. It did not surprise me that I liked it, it felt so right. He stayed near touching me often. As he did, his face displayed his wonderment. 

He stopped occasionally to pick a new flower for me to carry as we explored. Soon my arms were filled with dozens of fragrant blossoms, overwhelming in color and beauty. Among all this beauty, our love grew.

We picked fruits, vegetables, and nuts from trees, bushes, and the earth and marveled at the flavors, many new even to Adam. Sticky, sugary juices covered our faces and rolled down our arms. We ran laughing to a nearby stream to wash beside colorful fish. Insects buzzed through the air and in our ears. I gazed down at our reflections.

“We are different, you and me.” I tilted my head to the side.

“Different in many ways, some more obvious than others.” Adam reached toward our reflection. “There is a red to your brown hair while mine is dark.”

I ran my finger down his long, straight nose then touched my nose while still gazing into the pool. “My nose turns up on the end.”

“Your dark brown eyes almost match your hair—”

“—And yours are a brilliant blue.” I reached out to touch his cheek.

Adam playfully splashed, disturbing our reflection. “We may be different, but we are together.”

I washed the stickiness from my face and hands, then took a drink. With the water dripping from my chin I asked, “Does this magnificent garden have a name?”

Adam looked around at the garden around us. “I did not hear a name.” He paused in thought a moment. “I know. You give it a name.”

“Me?” I stared at him and plucked a blade of grass, twisting it between my fingers and inhaling the pungent aroma. My eyebrows lifted. “How will I name this? Are you sure? Naming was given to you to do. Will Father be unhappy if I name it?” Excitement and nervousness filled me.

“I named the animals. Father will understand. You name home.”

I nodded and thought of names, rejecting several. Not Zoral nor Amat, nor any of the others I tried. Adam watched me in silence, knowing the challenge of choosing names. I felt a smile lift my face as I finally found the right name.

“Eden. This is Eden.”

“Eden?” He scrunched his eyebrows close in thought, then smiled. “This is the Garden of Eden.”

I stepped close and he pulled me into his arms. I welcomed his ready support. We embraced, recognizing the rightness of name—Eden, a paradise. We stood for a time, holding each other, enjoying the closeness.

When the light dimmed and the sun fell behind the trees, we found a place beneath a towering catalpa and laid down to sleep in each other’s arms. 

“How long did you live here alone? Before today?” I asked.

Adam stared into the darkening sky, his arm tightened around me. “I do not know. I did not count all the days. I named many animals, it took time to name the individuals.” He shrugged. His free arm stretched wide, indicating the world around us. “The animals in the sea took longer. I stood on the seashore as each came to be named. It took many days.”

He squeezed my hand, turned and faced me. Tears glistened in his eyes. “I thank Father you are here now, here with me.”

We gazed silently into the heavens, my head on his arm, listening to the crickets’ chirp, as a large, white circle began to rise, clear and beautiful. I lifted my arm and stretched it toward the white circle, then dropped it in awe. 

“Oh, it is beautiful,” I whispered.

“The moon,” Adam whispered to my unasked question.

“It is so close. I can almost touch it.”

Bits of light appeared, joined soon by larger splotches.

“What are they? I breathed.

“Stars.”

I became aware of an order to these stars, identifying shapes in their outlines.

“A bear!” I cried, pointing.

“An eagle!” He pointed another direction.

“A chipmunk.”

“Look, a fish.”

Adam pulled me closer into his arms and I laid my head on his chest, enjoying his warmth, his closeness, and his scent as we watched the huge moon climb into the sky above us. Lying together, I slept until sunlight streaming through the trees woke me.

~
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The next morning, I woke startled. I struggled to remember what happened. Questions about the differences in sounds and other sensations filled me. A fragrance behind my ear reminded me I lived in a new world. I turned my head to gaze at Adam. A smile creased my face as memories of the day before filled me: our marriage, our explorations, and the moon. Most of all, I remembered Adam’s kindness. 

He lay now with his arm thrown across his eyes to keep out the bright light of morning. We had not moved during the night. His hip next to mine warmed and soothed me.

Drawn by the flavors of yesterday’s food, I decided to surprise Adam. I eased my body away from his and stood, stretching. I walked to the trees, searching for the foods I enjoyed the day before. I worked to remember the name of the big purple fruit. Oh, yes. Adam called them figs. After several tries, I managed to jump and pull two from the tree.

Other fruit, identified earlier by Adam, grew close by, tantalizing my senses. I added bright red strawberries and oranges, bigger than both my fists together to my cache. Animals joined me. Some plucked fruits from the trees while others grazed on the green grass. Thinking of Adam’s love for flowers, I tucked an orange blossom behind my ear. Its sweet aroma moved with me as I adjusted the fruit in my arms and toted it back to where Adam lay.

“Food?”

Busy balancing the different sizes of round fruits in my arms, Adam’s voice startled me. I looked toward him to see his blue eyes sparkling with laughter.

“Yes. Food,” I frowned as fruits tumbled from my arms into a jumble on the ground. “I thought you would like some.”

“I would. Thank you.” Adam pushed himself to stand. “That looks tasty. Be right back.” 

He smiled and slipped between the trees as I found a large leaf and busied myself peeling oranges and dividing everything on either side of the leaf.

Adam returned with two long, yellow fruit.

“Bananas,” he explained.

I accepted the banana he handed me, watched him strip back the peel, and imitated his moves. Though not as juicy as the others, this fruit perfectly complemented them. 

“Good,” I said between bites.

Adam swallowed. “You did not need to gather food for me.”

With my banana gone, I reached for a fig. “I wanted to surprise you. Did I?”

He nodded and reached for a strawberry, and then leaned back on his arm, satisfaction glowing on his face. We continued to dine to the songs of birds and distant animal sounds. 

When we ate everything, Adam scrubbed juice from his face with his hands and grinned. “I think we need to wash. Race you to the river?”

Without waiting for my reply, he leapt up and ran toward the quiet bend in the river. I bounced up and chased after him. Laughing, we jumped into the deep water.

I surged out with a gasp, struggling to regain my breath, taken from me by the coldness, colder than I expected. I soon forgot the chill as we played.

A splash hit my face. I stood, shook my head, and began to brush the moisture from my eyes. Another splash covered me.

Adam.

“You asked for it!” I squealed as I turned and splashed at him, laughing. 

I soon learned to create a bigger wave. We enjoyed our pleasant game until he pulled me under the waves.

I struggled up, spluttering.

“How could you do such a thing to me?” I shouted as I scrubbed the wet from my face. “Why would you drag me under the water?”

“Sorry. I thought it would be fun.” 

“It was not fun.” I shook my fist at him.

Adam’s hands slid into the river without a ripple, and his laughter became a pout, his teeth held his lower lip. 

My anger shed almost as fast as it grew. I dropped my hands into the water and splashed him. He reached out his arms and pulled me almost under the surface in a tight embrace. I gazed into his face and smiled. We played a while longer, careful not to pull the other beneath the surface.

I scrubbed the last of the stickiness from my face and body and began to squeeze water through my hair when Adam handed me a plant.

“Rub this into your hair. It will clean it.”

Bubbles and tingling covered my head as I scrubbed and rinsed my hair. I flopped onto my stomach on the bank and lay in the heat of the sun. Adam dropped beside me, his hand comfortably resting on my back.

I turned on my side and draped my arm across his body. He slid his arm around my waist, turned, and drew me close. Slowly and gently our lips met in a kiss. 

We separated and I giggled at his grin. Adam stroked his fingers through my hair, loosening the tangles. He searched for something under a nearby tree until he found a small branch with several thicker twigs. He stripped the leaves from it and ran it through my hair.

“Better,” he said, “smooth and shiny. I love your long, red-brown hair. But your flower is gone.” He reached out and picked a bloom from a nearby lilac bush. “Try this.” He tucked the flower behind my ear. Its sweet bouquet filled the air.

I smiled up at him and kissed him soft on the lips, taking pleasure in his touch.

Over the next days, we explored, we ate, and we danced in the rains watering Eden. We saw different animals and discovered many new things. I exclaimed at the tall giraffes. The lions and bears allowed me to run my hands through their soft fur.

One day we passed through thick grass until we came to a wide river inhabited by new and interesting animals, long nosed alligators and fat, round hippos. We slipped in the mud along the banks. It covered our bodies. The drying mud itched. 

The afternoon rains fell and washed some of the mud from our bodies, leaving them striped like zebras. We pointed and laughed at each other. Before we were entirely clean, the rain stopped. We found a pool of clear water, stepped into it, and scrubbed off the remnants of thick, dry mud.

As we washed, round little animals bumped into our legs.

“How cute. Are they turtles?” I asked.

“Yes.”

I searched around and found the water plants the turtles were eating. I stripped off a leaf and offered it to them. One hesitantly nibbled.

“Do you like these plants?” I asked. “Oh. Ouch! He bit my finger.” I bounced back and pulled my hand up out of the pool. The turtle clung to my finger. I shook my hand until the turtle let go and fell off. I stared into the depths around my knees where the turtle now swam.

“I am getting out now before another turtle decides I am dinner.” I climbed out of the water.

“Poor turtle,” Adam laughed as he followed me to dry ground. “You startled him.”

“I did.” I joined in the laughter. “I am happy he is not hurt, but I do not want to be his food.”

In our daily strolls through the garden, Adam found a fresh blossom to tuck behind my ear. Each became a fragrant reminder of our growing love.

On one of these days, we examined the many different trees in our Garden. I ran my hands across their trunks, admiring the different textures. Some barks were smooth, while others were rough. A hawk floated in the air above us while small sparrows chittered and chirped in an attempt to attract our attention.

A tiny bird dipped his long beak into a blossom, hovering in place as it ate.

“I have never seen that bird. What is it called?” I asked, wonder filling my voice.

“A hummingbird. Listen. You can hear it hum,” Adam set his finger across his lips.

The red-throated little bird flew close to my hair, tasting the nectar in the red trumpet vine bloom behind my ear. Its little green wings brushed my face, tickling. I laughed softly at its gentle touch.

The variety and number of tastes, smells, sights, sounds, and textures that day almost overwhelmed my senses. Finding a need to retreat, I closed my eyes and breathed deep and slow, returning in my mind to the quiet moment when Father and Jehovah left us. We sat together and spoke of our Gods.

“Father asked us to obey and we have.” I remembered the commands given to us. “We have been good to each other and the animals.”

“We have explored.” Adam gestured about us. “We named our garden, this beautiful Garden of Eden.”

“We have obeyed all the commandments Father and Jehovah gave us.”

“All except the first commandment. We have yet to multiply and replenish the earth.” Adam plucked a blade of grass and began to shred it.

“What is multiply? How do we replenish the earth?”

“Children, little ones like us.” He looked up from his shredded blade of grass and stared into my eyes.

“Nothing changes here.” I gazed at the trees, the animals around us, all were the same. No little ones—all adults like us. “What do we do to have children? How do we obey this command?”

Adam shrugged. Though we returned to this question often, the answer never presented itself.

Each night we slept under a tree wherever we found ourselves. In the morning when we woke we were still touching the other, still warm. Over time, I learned to love Adam: his touch, his scent, and his beauty, happy to be in this paradise with him. Almost content.
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Tempted
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Some days we spent every waking moment together. Others, we went our separate ways, to wander, to contemplate, or to gather a favored food. One morning I went to the center of the garden to pick vegetables. I pulled one last carrot, brushed off the dirt, and stood to find Adam.

“Can you eat all the fruit in the garden?” a serpent asked, twisting and turning in front of me.

The large serpent with bright green and black diamond-shaped patterns slid down a tree and opened its mouth to speak, once more. Why would it speak our language? Why would it not hiss as serpents did? My mouth opened to speak, though no sound came out. I blew out a big breath and tried again.

“Why do you care? We are given everything we desire.” My eyes were drawn to its moving coils. “Why do you speak?”

“I speak so you may grow and learn.”

“Why should I grow? Our life is good here. If we need to learn, Father and Jehovah will teach us. We love our life.” I turned to walk away, but the serpent hung from a tree in front of me.”

How did he do that?

“You must eat the fruit.” Its coils twisted and turned, making me dizzy.

My eyes flicked from the serpent to the tree and back. The tree stood there as ever, filled with small purple fruit.

“The fruit Father told us we must not touch or eat or we will die?” My eyes jumped back to the forbidden tree, drawn to its suddenly enticing fruit.

“You shall not die,” it whispered. “The fruit will give you knowledge. You will learn things you never expected. You will know about good and evil.”

Good? Evil? What were these words? They held no meaning for me. I could not desire something I did not understand.

“We do not need to know. We are happy here the way we are.”

“This fruit tastes superior to any in Eden. It will make you wise.” The serpent rumbled strangely like the cats. My eyes focused on the tree.

Persistent serpent.

“No!” I dragged my eyes from the tree. “We eat many delicious fruits and vegetables. We do not need this one.” I started to walk away.

“You cannot know good without bad. With sorrow, you can understand happiness. Sickness allows you to appreciate health. Light defeats dark.” 

Pushy creature. Why did it care?

“I understand dark and light, day and night. Those others are not important. Father provides all we need. Why should I disobey Father for those reasons?” 

The serpent moved its head closer to mine, staring into my eyes. “You must eat this fruit or you will never have children. You cannot obey the commandment to multiply.”

No children? How could I eat the proscribed fruit? I would not. I would obey. We had been told specifically not to touch or eat it. Yet, we were also commanded to multiply and replenish the earth. No young lived here. How could I obey both commandments? Was the serpent right? Would eating this prohibited fruit make a difference? Would it help us have children?

The tree stood near with its purple fruit dripping enticement.

The tree stood in the center of Eden and never entered my consciousness in all the time since Father commanded us not to touch or eat from it. Why now? I ran my hand through my hair.

“Why do you hesitate?” the serpent said, its voice alluring. “You must eat this fruit to be like the Gods, to have children.” Somehow a fruit now balanced within its coils.

Thoughts raced through my mind, my chest tightened, and my stomach seethed. I looked from the serpent with the fruit balanced in its coils to the tree and back several times. We could have children if we ate the forbidden fruit? Could we find another way? Did the serpent speak the truth? Could this be the reason we had no children? Children! How could I obey both commandments? Could I take a chance the serpent spoke lies? Was there another way? 

Tears of frustration ran down my face. I did not want to believe.

“How can this be?” I whispered. “Is there another way?”

Would we ever have children if we did not eat the banned fruit? How could knowledge be worth disobeying Father? I shook my head. No, knowledge could not be. But, children? 

“This is the only choice,” the serpent persisted.

“To have children?” I said through my tears, lifting my chin.

“Here. Eat,” it urged.

I took the fruit from its coils and stared at it a long moment, wondering if I could do this. I moved to return the fruit to the serpent, but it moved away in refusal.

“Eat.” 

I surrendered and took a bite. Warmth rushed from the center of my chest, coursing up into my head, burning and ripping back to the center and down to the ends of my fingers and toes. Other sensations fought for my attention, an urging in my groin, a pounding in my head. What did it mean? I moved to throw the fruit to the ground. No more!

The serpent’s attitude changed, becoming demanding, “No! Adam must eat the fruit, as well. Take it to him.”

Adam? Oh, Adam. What would he say? I would die! But what about Adam? Would he eat? Would he die? How could we have children if we died? What had I done?

I stumbled through the trees, searching for him, carrying the fruit out in front of me. At last, I found him picking apples. My beautiful man, so obedient, and so innocent. Would he do this? I took a deep breath and hurried to him.

With a voice filled with emotion, I choked out his name. “Adam?” 

He looked up, joy filling his face, until he saw the fruit in my hand. His joy collapsed.

“What have you done?” He stepped back from me and breathed in deeply. He licked his lips once, twice, before he managed to rasp out, “You did not eat the forbidden fruit?” His eyes fastened on my hand, his face lost all color.

“Yes,” I spoke in a low voice, my eyes focused on his. “Try it.” I stepped closer to him.

“I eat every fruit except that particular fruit. You know we will die if we eat it.” He lifted his chin and stared into my eyes, breathing rapidly.

“How can you obey all of Father’s commands?” My voice quivered.

“I will.”

“Do you remember the commandment to multiply and replenish the earth? How can we obey it? I do not know how to obey, except by eating this.” I held the fruit out to him.

Adam stretched out his hand toward mine, pulled it back, and reached out again. I held my breath, willing him to take it. Again, he jerked his hand back.

“I have eaten this fruit. I will die.” My voice dropped. My hand quivered along with my voice. “You will be alone once more.”

He gazed at me with longing, before focusing on his hands. He caught his lower lip in his teeth. My jaw clenched, I fought to slow my breathing. Would I be alone? Would I die soon? I remembered our love and a small hope filled me.

“I will taste it.” Tears welled, balancing on the edge of his eyes.

Adam took the fruit from my hand, slowly brought it to his mouth, and took a bite. I watched as the heat spread through his body, and he experienced the other changes I experienced earlier. The tightness inside me relaxed, my head felt light, and I wanted to laugh. We fell into each other’s arms.

What had we done? Would this be the end? As we parted, we looked down at ourselves. We were naked. Embarrassment warmed our ears and faces. 

How did we not know? Were we that innocent? Were we aware now because we now had knowledge? Or, did we know now because we were disobedient? Did it matter?

“We should cover our bodies,” Adam suggested.

“Yes, but how?”

We glanced around the glen in which we stood, searching for something, anything large enough to provide covering. A fig tree stood near with its large leaves. No other tree growing near us grew larger leaves. One would not be enough. Adam plucked several and found a thin vine. We twisted the vine around the stems, forming a covering, which we strung around our waists and tied.

We heard Jehovah and Father enter Eden. Their voices rang through the glade as the moved toward us.

“What shall we do?” I asked. “They will know!”

Adam started forward, ready to rush to meet our Gods, and then he looked down. His face fell and he glanced about us.

“Hide!” he whispered.

We slipped into the center of some nearby bushes. How did I not feel the bushes scratch me before? Maybe they would not see us or look for us this time.

~
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“Adam. Eve. Adam.” Jehovah’s loving voice called. 

Adam glanced into my eyes and shook his head.

“We are here to visit you. Where are you?” Jehovah’s voice called louder.

I shared Adam’s trepidation as he disentangled himself from my arms. With slow steps, we entered the clearing.

“Here,” Adam said.

“Why did you not come sooner when I called?”

“I was afraid,” Adam replied, dropping his head and looking at his feet.

I reached out and tucked my hand into the crook of his arm. He glanced at my hand and returned his eyes to his feet.

“What have you done?” Father’s voice was harsh. He raised his hand almost closed in a fist. “Did you eat the fruit of the tree you were commanded not to touch or eat? Were you not warned it would cause your death?”

Adam shuffled his feet and glanced at me before he lifted his head to answer, “Eve gave me the fruit. And I ate it.” 

Amazement filled me. Adam had the courage to look into Father’s face.

Father turned to me, “What did you do?”

I swallowed the lump in my throat. Would I die now? I thought about lying, but decided to tell the truth. I followed Adam’s example and lifted my head, though I did not quite look into Father’s face. “A serpent enticed me and told me we
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