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This book is a fiction tale based loosely on the book of Genesis in the Christian Bible. It contains imaginary stories in imagined settings. The voices of Biblical characters and God are fiction except where directly paraphrased from the Bible. The descriptions of the Garden of Eden are imagined. The cosmology and theology may differ from the Christian Bible. Readers are advised to refer to the Bible as the primary source of Christian beliefs. Any resemblance to actual persons in the modern world, living or dead, is entirely coincidental. 
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​​​​Definitions
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Angels:

––––––––
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Angel: a messenger or agent of God (Genesis 19:1, Exodus: 33.2). Sometimes used for an appearance of God on Earth (Genesis 16: 7-13). The word ‘angel’ is commonly used as a generic term for seraphim, cherubim and wingless angels. Angels were likely created in full populations so do not reproduce. 

Cherubim:  large spirit beings with four faces. Some have a cherub, human, lion, and eagle face. They also have four wings with hands underneath. Beside them they each have a large wheel intersecting a wheel which is separate from their bodies but part of their living spirits. They have numerous eyes all over their bodies and wheels (Ezekiel 1: 1-24, 10:7-14). 

Seraphim: spirit beings with six wings (Isaiah 6:1-2)

Wingless angels: heavenly creatures that resemble humans (Genesis 19:1; Acts 1: 10).
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Mankind:
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Flesh body: an individual’s physical body. The spirit body dwells within the flesh body and animates it until the flesh body dies and frees the spirit.

Soul:  memory, intelligence, self-awareness and emotions of an individual.

Spirit:  spiritual body (contains the soul).
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​​List of Creatures
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Ancients’ name  -  Modern name
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argen-sauro  -  argentinosaurus

auroch  -  cattle

chasmo  -  chasmosaur

croco   -  crocodile

horso   -  horse

iguanod  -     iguanodon

kanga  -    kangaroo

gigape  -  gigantopithecus blacki

hippo  -  hippopotamus

long-tooth  -  smilodon

longicep  -  pteranodon longiceps

megathero  -  megatherium

megalocer  -  megaloceros

megalodon  -  megalodon 

paracerath  -  paraceratherium

purus croco  -  purussaurus brasiliensis

quetzalco  -  quetzalcoatlus

rapto   -  utah raptor

sarcus  -  andrewsarchus

sauro   -  sauropod

short-faced bear  -     arctodus simus

skin-wing  -    pterosaur varieties

stego   -  stegosaurus

titanoboa  -  titanoboa

tricero  -  triceratops

tyrano  -  tyrannosaurus

white bear  -     polar bear
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​​​​Scroll of Blessings & Curses
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​​​​​Year 928
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​

Family of Mankind, my name is Scavus. My father was Ledach, son of Jadal, son of Cain, son of Adam, created son of God. 

I am the scribe of Adam and Eve, who were made not born.

One year plus seven ago, Adam studied the stars and moon and saw that he and Eve had lived for nine-hundred plus twenty years. The next morning, he asked me to collect all the words he has written on cliffs and caves and rocks and animal hides.

“Creator said I am cursed to turn back into the dust I was made from. It may happen before I turn one-thousand-years old. If you collect all the words I have written, then my story will be remembered, even after worms dig their homes in my dust.” Adam told me.

Eve was sitting beside Adam in the heat of the fire. She narrowed her eyes and looked sideways at him, then she turned her face to speak to me. 

“You should write my words also, Scavus. They are written differently than Adam’s, but I will teach you how to read them.”

Adam sighed and bowed his head.

“Write them with garment dye on strips of lambskin.” The first Man said.

The idea seemed good to me. The Family of Mankind will want to know the private words of Adam and Eve when the first of our kind no longer breathe the air of this world. Their story is already told around hearths in every city. Many of you journey from distant lands to see the father and mother of all people. You visit the cave and sit at the hearth where the fire always burns, even in summer when everyone is hot except for the oldest people in the world. You look at their grey hair and wrinkled skin, and some of you grimace or shudder. You look at Adam’s belly and try to see a belly scar hidden in the lose folds of skin. He doesn’t have one. The sons and daughters of God ask about the Creator and angels, and the Garden of Eden when it was perfect. Some ask Adam or Eve why they disobeyed God and caused all the death and pain in the world. The sons and daughters of man ask if Adam or Eve can prove there is only one God and not many gods. The children of all generations not yet born will want to know answers to their own questions, just like most of you do now. The words written to God by the First Parents may help.

I agreed to write for the Parents of Mankind.

“Alright, I will write all your words. I will call my work a scribe, and the writing on lambskin a book.” 

Adam frowned.

“I like the word, umm, .... scroll instead of book, but you should use the word scribe. That is a good one.” He said.

Eve rolled her eyes, then she leaned against Adam and rested her grey hair against his shoulder. She spoke in a whisper.

“I am tired of new words, Man. They fill me like the first meal of watercress after we starved on our journey here to the Valley of Mankind. I ate so much it made me sick.”

“I will call that, fed up.” Adam said.

Adam and Eve chuckled.

Since that day, I have searched the Valley of Mankind for all the written words remaining here. I have travelled with a guard of Nephilim to cities and wild places in Cush, Havilah and Nod. I have discovered words written by Seth and Cain also. Some were written eight or nine-hundred years ago. In many places the words were too faded, or rocks that were created smooth have cracked and crumbled, so the words are lost to us. Other words are only part readable now. I copied every word that I could read onto leather, woven cloth, or even tree bark, whatever I could use, then Nephilim and I brought them back to the Valley of Mankind. Adam, Eve, and Seth can remember most words they wrote, so I will ask them to help when words are missing. I am using the writing invented by Seth, because many of you know how to read these marks. 

This is the Scroll of Blessings and Curses.
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​​​​Creation Year 
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Creator, I am Adam.

I have left the Woman you made for me. She who caused the ruin of creation dwells outside your Garden. She moans and begs the cherubim day after day to raise the sword of flame and let her back into Eden. In the dusk of the first day outside the Garden, Eve asked me to help her.

“Adam, the Creator made us rulers of this world, but the cherubim do not obey me! Order them to lower the sword!” 

I stood as close to the sword as I could. The heat blackened the skin garment you covered me with, and my beard and eyebrows too. The smell was evil in my nostrils, and the heat on my skin taught me what pain is. 

“I am Adam! Open the way into the Garden!” I called to the nearest cherub. 

The creature looked at me from the angel features of its four faces. The man face spoke no words, but the lion face roared, and the eagle face opened its beak and screeched. The cherub glowed with the glory of creatures in Paradise. The many eyes that cover its body and wings and wheels opened and turned to watch me like small glowing suns. Hands under the two wings pointed the sword toward me, so I was pushed back by the heat. I roared like a long-tooth tiger and picked up rocks from the barren ground to throw at the creature. Some hit the wheel that intersects a wheel that is part of the creature, but doesn’t touch its body. The cherub flicked some away with its broad wings, others it blocked with the sword so they turned orange and splashed onto the ground like water. The wheels did not roll in any of the four directions they face, so the way into Eden Garden remained closed. I threw rocks until I grew tired, then I sat with the Woman on the ground.

“The cherubim won’t obey. They are not from this world. They are from the world of the Creator. They heed his commands.” I told the Woman.

The night hid the ravine cliffs leading to Eden’s entrance, and the hill in the south, but I could see Eve’s face in the light of the flaming sword. Her skin no longer shone with glory. Tears wet her cheeks, but not with joy. The sounds from her throat I called wails. 

“This is your ... fault!” I told her.

“You ... disobeyed the Creator too! We share the ... blame.” She told me. 

I walked into the night and lay alone, away from the heat of the huge flaming sword. The night mist dampened my skin so sleep was broken like our world. In the morning, I began my search for you, Creator.

“I will leave this place.” I told the Woman. “Perhaps I can find another way into Eden Garden, or another garden where the Creator will walk with us again. Come with me.”

The Woman shook her head so her long hair waved like willow branches had in an Eden breeze.

“No. There is only one garden, and this is the only way into the Garden.  I will wait for the Creator to remember us. He is kind and will cover our evil deed like he covered our nakedness with garments of skin.”

I followed the cliffs of Eden toward South, then West, for six days, but the Garden of Eden is closed to the Man kind. I followed the Pishon River downstream away from Eden. I journeyed until I reached water that cannot be crossed. It is the sea that you told me about in Eden Garden, Creator. I walked every step alone. I found little food and my body became thin. I am here now in a deep hole that you made in the stone bank of the river where the water flows swift and deep through a gorge. It is called a cave, and it is dark in shadow like a life removed from Paradise. 

You no longer visit me, Creator. The breeze blows the heat of day and cool of night onto my skin, but no longer does your peace waft through my soul wherever I am, like it did in Eden. I am dead to you.  I hunger for food, but fruit and seeds are rare.  Sometimes I find enough berries to make a meal, but some have made me void my stomach empty again. I have called that vomit. There is so much new to name in this ruined world, but none is glorious. 

New words for a fallen world are ruin, moan, beg, pain, blame, tired, tears, wail, fault, broken, burn, vomit, weak, cave.

I have spoken a multitude of words to you through forty nights and days, but my words fall to earth unheard and unanswered no matter how loud or long I shout. These words are for your eyes. I call them writing. There is a mark for each of the sounds of the words you gave me. I am scratching them for your eyes to find on the soft stone of the cave. They will last longer than my speech, perhaps long enough for you to forget our disobedience and return Adam and Eve to Paradise. We long for you, great and wondrous Creator. Hear our pleas and remember our suffering.

Creator, I am Adam.

I have killed a creature. Not the kind you killed for garments to hide Man and Woman’s nakedness, but a fish that swam downstream from the Garden.  It was the one I named salmon when you showed it to me in Eden. I chewed the flesh and eyes. Some parts were inedible. The soft parts in the stomach almost made me vomit again. I have called those parts entrails and their effect a gag. The white parts inside are hard. They break in my teeth and become too sharp to swallow. I have called them bones. Bone is the word you used when you took a rib from my side to make the Woman from my flesh.

I killed the salmon because my body is dying, like my spirit did when I ate the forbidden fruit in Eden Garden and became separated from you. The land is mostly barren outside Eden. You made hills and valleys and plains, with springs and streams that water thick soil, but little grows. Plants along the river are young. I searched for seeds and berries until I became too weak to walk far from this cave. I have tried some of the plants and leaves that you gave animals for food. Most taste foul or make me gag or vomit. My stomach causes pain all day and night now. It is hunger that never leaves. I have called it starvation. 

My flesh has shrunk, and the bones inside my body press out under my skin. I have called the shape bones make in a man and a fish a skeleton. My ribs form lines, like hills and valleys, across my chest and sides. Some are long and some are short. I count them and find twenty-three. I would like twenty-four again. If I had twenty-four, then I would still be in Paradise with my Creator. Woman would never have eaten from the tree of death and woken evil. She would never have offered the fruit to Adam.  I have called that temptation. Because of her, I chewed my way into doom. You told me before you made the Woman that it was not good for the Man to be alone. It turned out worse to have her company. She has ruined the whole world, and here I am lonely and dying.

I ask you to stop the cursed world from punishing the Man. I can suffer no more. Hunger and loneliness darken my days. I no longer know joy or peace. In the nights, my soul condemns me, telling me what is good and what is evil. It is my conscience, and it causes a pain named guilt when I remember how I followed the Woman into disobedience. 

New words for an empty world are entrails, gag, break, bones, barren, starvation, skeleton, temptation, doom, worse, lonely, dying, punish, condemn, conscience, and guilt.

Creator, I am Adam.

I write my last words so you will remember that Adam lived in the world you made for him. I lie on the cave floor all day and night now. My mouth is dry and my tongue swollen, though the river is close. My strength is gone, but so has my hunger. My thoughts wander like swallows. I have watched the stars and moon and counted my days like you taught me. I will never see four seasons become a year. I remember your smile when you formed me from the dust of the ground and breathed life into me. My soul awoke filled with knowledge of my Creator. My spirit was warmed with your love and peace. I saw your glory. You were brighter than a thousand suns and my eyes desired to see nothing else, ever.

I will remember you until I become no more. 

I have lost everything.

It is called grief and it swims in a broken soul filled with ten-thousand tears.

Please care for the Woman, Creator. I have named her need forgiveness.

Creator, I am still Adam.

The seraph you sent has brought me food. The angel poured water from the river into my mouth. Strength returned to me.

“Eat small portions and grow strong, Man.” The creature told me. “You must return to Woman.”

“Take me back to Paradise, Angel!” I whispered.

The seraph turned its back to me. It walked to the cave entrance, then it stretched its six wings wide and flew away from my command, up into the sky.

I have eaten well for five days and can walk again for short distances. There is enough seed and nuts to last Adam more than three months of moons.

The world is still cursed. Pain and weakness bind my body. I am alone, but I do not want to see the Woman. The feeling is called anger. Sometimes it grows brighter than a cherub’s sword so it needs another name: 

Rage.

Do not punish her, Creator, but do not bring her to me. She ruined our world.

Thank you for remembering the Man you made.

Creator, I am Adam.

The brown bear you sent has torn and broken my body. Your punishments are too numerous for me to bear.

The creature came in the night. I woke at first light while it was eating the last of my food. I commanded it to leave.

“Bear! Leave my food and this cave now!” I ordered.

The creature did not obey. It looked at me, but made no reply. I ran at it and pushed it on the shoulder toward the cave mouth. I felt the bones of its skeleton, so I know it was hungry and dying. It staggered and fell onto its side. It roared, but I could not understand its meaning like I could in Eden Garden. The bear stood up. I pointed a finger at the cave entrance. It disobeyed again. It stepped toward me, growling and showing all its teeth, then it hit my side with its paw. I was knocked far into the cave, Creator. My skin was torn. Red liquid escaped and formed a pool. I saw the same red liquid when I killed the fish, and when you made the garments for the Woman and me. Your word was blood. I have called my torn skin and broken ribs wounds. The bear finished the last of my food. It growled and snarled so I felt my scalp crawl and my stomach tighten. I have named the feeling fear. It grew so strong it shivered my limbs, so I renamed it terror, then the bear left the cave.

I deserve your punishment, Creator. I killed a fish. You wanted me to return to the Woman also, but I could not forgive her, so I stayed until the food was almost gone.

My wounds have stopped bleeding, but the pain is as surging and strong as the waters of Eden river. I have named it agony. In Eden Garden nothing could break or suffer wounds. I trod on a multitude of bugs, but none died or was broken, not even the smallest. You held your creation in perfection by your mighty power. Now the physical world is separated from the spirit world. You have taken your hands from this world and it is grievous, Creator. Today my body is broken and I cannot walk. I am hungry again and soon I will die. You made me from the dust of the ground. I know my curse is to return to dust. I write these words so you might see them and remember Adam when I am no more.

New words in a cave of pain are: attack, stagger, wound, blood, fear, terror, agony, grievous.

Creator, I am Adam.

I have received the food. The seraph would not talk to me this time. My belly is full, but my body is still torn and broken. My side hurts with every breath. I cannot walk more than a few steps. I make sounds called groans. I cannot return to the Woman. This cave will be my home and I will live broken and in pain. 

It is what I deserve.

Forgive me as I would forgive the Woman, if I could see her again.

I have made a word for your ears and eyes– it is called sorry. 

I am sorry for everything, mighty Creator.

In Eden Garden I saw your form and felt your love. It was a treasure to last a thousand seasons. I carry it in my memory while I live the days in a broken body under your anger.

Creator, another animal kind disobeyed the ruler of all the creature kinds!

I am Adam.

More animals and birds have left Eden Garden and are wandering the world. Male and female Argen-Sauro drank from the river where I dwell in the cave. I was happy to see them. They are one of the largest pairs of the sauro creatures. Their hides no longer shine. Their eyes are dull like the bear’s eyes were when it attacked me.

Argen-sauros!” I called out to them from the cave mouth this morning. “Take me to the Woman at the entrance to Eden!”

Male Argen-Sauro raised his head and swung his long neck up to the cave to look at me. I sat in the pain that never leaves while I smelled his breath and felt the wind of it blow on my face. His grey lips were stained green with the plants he had been chewing. He rumbled in his throat so the air shook around my head, but I could not understand his meaning. He had a look on his big head as though he could not understand the meaning of my words either. I have called the look confused.

“Lift your tail up here so I can climb up onto your back.” I told him. 

The argen-sauro raised his head and rumbled toward the sky, then he lowered his mouth to drink more water. The female lifted her head high and looked around the land. 

“Sauros! I am ruler of all the creatures of this world. Obey me!” I shouted. 

The sauros ignored me, just as the bear had until I pushed it. They finished their drink and plodded away into the east. I told my wounded body to walk after them, but it could not. 

Creator, I thought the bear did not obey me because you sent it to attack me as punishment. Now I see that the animals no longer recognize that I am their ruler, nor are their souls open to my words.  The whole earth is confused because the Woman ate from the Tree of the Knowledge of Good and Evil. It is called a mistake, and it follows the Man from that day to this, because now I need words like confused and ignore.

Count my groans and see my suffering.

I am Adam. I am sorry.

Creator, I am Adam.

You are kind as I remember. My body is becoming whole again. The wounds closed slowly and my side is less painful when I breathe or move. The broken ribs no longer move under my skin. I have called it healing. You do it so slowly so I cannot tell how, but soon I will be strong enough to leave the cave.

I will return to the Woman.

It will be difficult, but I will forgive her.

Remember us and open the Garden so we might rejoice in the company of our Creator again.

Creator, I am Adam.

Did you know one of your cherubim stopped the Man from ruling lions?

I have walked for many days through the land you told me is called Havilah. I used the sun and stars to find the direction, like you showed me in Eden Garden. The sky is vast and beautiful, but the land is soil and rocks except for places where young plants and trees have sprouted. I would die of thirst if springs did not bubble from the earth to make pools and streams, or if you did not send mists to water the land in the nights. You hide your presence from me, and you close your ears to my voice, but when I drink water pooled on rocks, I like to think you care for me still.

My journey is lonely, Creator. I have seen birds fly overhead, and many cherubim and seraphim high above carrying bundles or creatures away across the land, but mostly the land is empty. Two days ago, I saw the pair of lions. They were only two-hundred paces away, eating leaves from a small bush. I could see their rib bones, so I knew they had not found many bushes and were hungry like the Man. I called loudly, so they turned and saw me. They ran toward me with mouths open and fangs bared. I waited, hoping to enjoy even animal company, but then a cherub flew down and landed its wheels on the ground between us. It turned its angel face toward me, while its lion face looked at the lions and roared. It placed a pile of forage on the ground for the lions to eat. When I approached, it spread its two wings wide so I could not see the lions as they began to eat. It pointed a finger into the north and spoke words from the mouth on its man face.

“Man, leave this place now!” 

It is wrong for a creature of the angel kind to command the Man, Creator; but the cherubim are mighty and glorious creatures with great power. My power is all gone except for the strength of my limbs. Fear visited me and became terror, so I obeyed. In Eden Garden the same cherub had obeyed Adam and Eve. Outside Eden I fled the angel and did not see the lions again. Your wrath must be great, Creator, to deny me the company of lions, and to make a servant cherub speak a command to the Man.

When your eyes find these word marks you may want to punish that cherub instead of the Man. Perhaps you could command the creature to find the Man in the empty lands and bring me food.

Creator I am Adam.

I journeyed hungry for so long I began to stagger and stumble. I wondered which step would land on the place where my dust would thicken the world. Today I found a single meal of fruits and nuts on this boulder. It is high on a plateau. I saw no seraph or cherub bring the food, so I don’t know if your eyes found the words I wrote on rock for you. Perhaps the meal was for another creature, not for the Man. 

From this place, I can see into Eden Garden. The Pishon river winds through the distance, blue and inviting in the heat of the day, but the Garden no longer glows with the glory of God. Your Spirit has left the world. Why did Eve not eat fruit from the Tree of Eternal life and live forever? Why did she think the knowledge of good and evil more desirable? 

Regret is another new word. It is a creature born from Mankind’s mistake; it roams my soul eating all joy from life, like starvation has eaten the flesh from my bones.

I am eating slowly, like the seraph told me in the Cave of Starvation and Bear Wounds, but inside I am empty and broken. Paradise is destroyed and I am kept from the Tree of Eternal Life. I am shunned by angels and beasts. My conscience stirs restless in my soul. In Eden Garden I enjoyed the smile of divine pleasure, now I need a word called displeasure.

The sun is journeying down the sky toward West. Tomorrow I will reach the southern boundary of Eden. I will see if the cherubim still guard the entrance in the east, then I will search for the Woman. In the nights when the cold keeps sleep from me, I think of her. I lay in the damp mists, but sometimes I glimpse the stars sparking in their multitude. They remind me how her brown eyes shone with life. I am still angry, but I would like to feel her skin warm against me and hear her laughter sprinkle the air with joy, like it did so often in Eden. I find myself smiling now when I remember her. Do you smile when you think of me, Creator? If you do, you might open the Garden to me and make it perfect again. Restore and recreate are words for that. Can you not see that Adam belongs in Paradise? The Man should not know pain and fear, nor suffer until his body lingers near death. 

I thank you for sending the food, Creator. It was lonely eating without the lions, but the fruit of Eden Garden sustains my body while the memory of that place breaks my soul. I have called it sorrow.

Creator, I am Adam.

I found the Woman. She has been dwelling in the ravine near the entrance to Eden Garden. I saw the cherubim guards before I found her. They stand either side of the sunken ground where you took dust to make Adam. I tried to walk past the cherubim up the long path into Eden, but a cherub pointed its sword at me. I felt the heat burn my skin again. 

“Let me past!” I commanded.

The cherub roared from its man face.

“Eden Garden is closed to you, Man!” 

“Low creature! Lesser beast!” I shouted. 

I stepped back then picked up rocks and threw them up at the cherub’s head again. It swatted the rocks with its sword and stared at me with many eyes glowing all over its body and wings and wheels.

“Adam!” I heard behind me. “Adam, my love!”

I turned and watched Eve run toward me. Her eyes and mouth were wide in smile. You made her very beautiful, Creator, even when her body no longer shines and a garment of skin hides her nakedness. She held her arms outstretched and sprang from the ground into my embrace. I held her body so I felt her skin warm and soft, while her toes pressed against my shins. She kissed my lips, then pressed her forehead against mine. I heard her laugh, and the sound was like I had remembered in the nights; it trickled into my soul and filled the emptiness.

“I thought you were dead, like the two animals the Creator killed to make us garments.” She said to me. 

“I have journeyed far.” I told her. “I grew hungry, then Male Brown Bear opened the side of my body. Injury and wounds and damage are the words I made. Death climbed into my bones, but the Creator sent a cherub with food. He also made my body whole again, although it took a long time, and I don’t know how he did it. I call it healing.” 

I could have held the Woman off the ground all day and night in Eden, but my arms grew tired outside Paradise, so I put her down. She took my hand and led me toward a jumble of boulders away from the cherubim.

“I have nuts and fruits to eat. A seraph brings food to me from inside Eden.” She told me. “There is a spring just outside the ravine to drink from.”

We sat side by side in the shade of Eden’s cliff. Eve has also learned how far her disobedience has ruined Paradise. She has called it disaster, and she told me some of it while we ate.

“The animals don’t understand me anymore, and they won’t obey my commands. The cherubim warned me to stay away from the big beasts and all the serpents that leave Eden, or they could harm me.” Eve said.

I nodded and showed her my side. It is marked with bumps where the ribs were broken, and thick lines where the skin was opened. I have called the lines scars.

“You must listen this time, Eve. The bear did this to my body. Our bodies can be opened by animals. I call it danger. It is there because you ate from the Tree of the Knowledge of Good and Evil.”

She frowned at me. 

“Yes, we damaged the world by disobeying God, Adam.”

Eve’s lips tremored, like a rattlesnake tail shivering in Eden Garden, but she made no pleasant sound like those two creatures did.  She leaned against me and wept. Her body heaved with sobs, and soon she wailed. I embraced her, Creator. She wet my garment on my shoulder with her tears. I could not look in her eyes. 

“We can see dangerous creatures if we lie in the light of the cherub’s sword.” Eve told me.

I lay with the Woman on the dusty ground fifty paces from the cherubim. I held her while the angels watched us with unblinking eyes crowding their bodies and wheels and wings, like the stars crowd the night sky. When Eve slept, I walked away into the misty dark. I cannot remain in the gaze of the cherubim. The glowing eyes are as painful as the bear paw that opened my flesh, or the guilt that visits my head when I remember eating the forbidden fruit with Eve. It weighs as heavy as a boulder inside my soul.

It is a new day. I write this on a tall sandstone rock out of sight of the cherubim guarding the entrance to Eden Garden. I must thank you for letting me find Eve again, Creator. It was not good to be alone. It is not all good to have company either, but you have shown me in the Woman’s smile and the touch of her body that the ruined world still holds goodness and love. Perhaps if I live close to her we will yet see joy return to this world you made.

Creator, I am Adam.

If your eyes search for the Man and the Woman after I have written these words, you will not find us anywhere near the entrance to Eden Garden in the land of Nod. We are leaving this place. You will find the cherubim guards, and perhaps creatures of the animal kinds, but not the Man kind. I could not live in the gaze of the cherubim. Their many eyes condemn the Man and the Woman while our eyes see glorious creatures that suffer no curses and can leave this place to see you in Paradise. It is called jealousy, and it burns like a flaming sword inside the two souls of Mankind. 

These words are scratched on the cliff five-hundred paces south from the entrance to Eden. Nearby you will find the home of Man and Woman. We built the home below the cliff near the spring that you created in this place. We leaned tall stones against each other and piled dirt over them until there was a hole we could crawl into. The Man and Woman, who you made to dwell in Paradise, slept inside a low mound of dirt. It was a little warmer in the autumn nights lying in the small space close together, but the dust dirtied our skin and our garments. We breathed it inside our bodies until we coughed and spat mud. 

We waited for you from one month of moons to the next, then again. You did not visit. Cherubim and seraphim flew many creatures away across the world, while other animal kinds walked or crawled or slithered from the entrance to Eden Garden. Mankind sat watching from high on the hill alone, or we hid in our mound home from creatures with fangs or claws that might be dangerous, while they journeyed out into the world.

“There must be food growing out in the empty lands now, Eve. Tyranos and megatheros and mastodons have left Eden Garden. Those kinds all need more food than Mankind.” I told the Woman one day.

Eve sighed and frowned.

“Perhaps Man, but many cherubim and seraphim still fly from Eden with food. The angel kinds will be feeding all those big creatures.”

A seraph flew food to us that evening. It landed gracefully beside Eve then placed a palm leaf bundle on the ground. Eve opened the leaves. Inside were dates, pomegranates, and figs.

“Will you tell the Creator we wait to talk with our God?” I told the angel, like I had many times before.

The creature did not answer, except with eyes glowing glorious condemnation. I thought of how that creature had bowed its head when Eve or I passed by in Eden Garden. Now it stretched its six wings to climb the sky while I watched its beautiful feet rise from the ground. 

Eve did not eat. She wept.

“Wonderful God is glorious and good. The Creator made a perfect world for us to dwell in his Spirit. Now this world is cursed and dead to God, and we are ruined by sin. I long to live with God again, but would our curses dirty our Creator like the dust of our home fills our mouths in the nights? I would not want it, because then wonderful God would suffer, and it would be because of you and I, Man.”

I had words ready to fall from my tongue, but the meanings inside guilt and fault do not stop the Woman’s tears. I remembered how I worked in Eden Garden, ordering angels to see food harvested and plants tended so a berry seedling grew in one place, and a fruit sapling elsewhere.

“I want to pick my own food, Eve. I want to see a seed sprout and grow until we can eat its harvest.”

Eve looked at me with wide eyes. Tears had washed tracks of sorrow through the dirt on her cheeks. She nodded.

“We can remember wonderful God no matter where we are. Let us leave this place. Take the seeds you have collected. Perhaps the world is big enough to escape our curses somewhere.” 

And so, we are gone. You will need to look toward South, then west past the Pishon River to find us, Creator. We would like to see you again, to laugh and rejoice in your company, but we have had enough of cherubim who only speak condemnation with their eyes, and of a small dusty home inside a mound of dirt.

Creator, I am Adam.

I write words for your eyes on the rock outside Man and Woman’s new home. It is a cave in the cliff below Eden Garden. You made this cave far away from the cherubim guarding the entrance to Eden. Mankind spent more than a month of days walking toward South then West over a world where plants are small and rare. We rested one day out of every seven, like you did after you created the world and everything in it. 

In the empty lands, the Woman and I sometimes saw cherubim or seraphim flying back and forth from Eden, but none brought us food. Sometimes we found autumn fruits and nuts fallen from tree branches that overhang the high cliffs below Eden Garden, but not often and not enough. I told Eve that when hunger lasts longer than a month it is called starvation. I could see the bones of Eve’s skeleton under her skin in all the places where her garment does not cover. It became very hard to walk even short distances each day.

We journeyed from Nod into the land of Havilah. We swam across the Pishon River where it falls from the cliffs of Eden into a large pool. We continued to the land of Cush. Just when I thought death was near again, we found another of the four rivers that flow out of Eden Garden. We followed the Gihon upriver to the high cliffs of a narrow gorge. The water was deep and flowed slowly. We swam and waded toward Eden until the gorge widened into a valley. The riverbanks became flat, and the land broad on either side of the water. There were fields of green plants among rocks and young trees. Small feather-wing birds flew from plant to plant feeding. Eve climbed out of the water and stood on a beach of pebbles. She held her knuckles to her lips and jumped up and down. Her hair shed water drops that glistened in the sunlight, so I remembered how everything shone with vivid color in Eden Garden.

“Adam, we have found a way back into Eden!” She called to me.

I climbed out of the river and stood beside her. I did not recognize the place but thought she did.

“We will find more food than we can ever eat!” I told her.

“We can eat from the Tree of Life and never die!” She said.

She held my hands and skipped a circle around me. Her laugh climbed into my ears like it did in Eden Garden before she disobeyed your only command, Creator. The sun warmed our wet skin. I walked with Eve into the valley. Cliffs on either side turned toward West. We found watercress growing in the clear water of a stream that flowed into the river. We filled our stomachs until Eve vomited, then we walked further upriver. After perhaps ten-thousand steps, the eastern cliff turned toward North. It stretched another few thousand paces then ended against the great cliff of Eden. Trees of Eden grow along the top. Some are spotted with the colors of their fruits and flowers, but none shine. The river falls from amidst the trees high above the valley. It tumbles down the cliff in white surge like the tears of Paradise destroyed. 

I recognized the place.

“That is the Gihon River Eve. We once swam in the pool at the top of the waterfall. Afterwards, we sat on the cliff edge in the last light of day looking out over this valley.”

Eve bit her bottom lip and tears spilled down her cheek. I took her hand and walked to the cliff below Eden.  High on a slope we found this cave home. We sit outside in the early morning sun, warming our bodies after the cool of the nights. In the east, the Gihon River rumbles and roars where it falls from Eden, while a cliff of chalk shines white toward West and South. The valley is enclosed by cliffs all around so I know the brown bears cannot bring danger to Eve while we sleep in the cave. 

I have named this place the Valley of Mankind. It will be a good home for Man and Woman. Look for us here, Creator, if Eden Garden seems lonely without the Man kind to walk and talk with. I would like to climb the cliff or swim up the waterfall and bathe again in the pool, but I cannot. It is called a wish, and it swims in a river of disappointment in the land of impossibility.

Creator, I am Adam.

The Man and Woman have not starved to death and dust. We have found food and safety in a valley where no big creatures roam. We broke the perfection of this world, yet you have given us a home.

Today is the seventh day so Mankind is resting in the warm sunlight. We have eaten well. There are many food plants growing in this valley, more grains and herbs and vegetables than we saw anywhere in the empty lands, but only one plant kind here, another there. We spend our days gathering and trying new leaves and seeds to eat. We are learning which plants make us sick, and which keep hunger away and our skeletons hidden. The fruits and nuts fallen from the trees of Eden far above are usually broken or mushed, but we scrape some off the boulders. We hunger still, but we save a little food each day and store it in the cave. Seeds keep well, though leaves and fruit often do not. Some will dry in warm sun, but others change color and become foul to eat. I have called it rot.

Ours souls have also found rest in this place. Last night, I sat with Eve at the cave entrance. We looked up into the night sky as patches of mist formed on the valley floor.

“The stars remind me of the Creator’s glory in Eden.” Eve whispered to me. 

She leaned her head against my chest and I held her in my arms. I did not reply. I have taught her some of the names you gave to stars, but I did not name any more for her. The memory of your glory flooded my mind like the Gihon waterfall thunders with power down from Eden Garden. I shut my eyes and looked back at days stored in my soul. Eve cried beside me, so I know she too was remembering all we have lost. Eve spoke past her sobs.

“It was wrong to disobey God, Adam. Through every day and every breath, I want to change that choice, but I can’t.” 

Her voice shook, like leaves when a sauro rubs against a tall tree trunk. I held her tightly in the dark. 

“Do you remember how the Creator looked at you after he made the garment for you.” I asked her.

Eve wiped her eyes beside me.

“Yes, I named it sad. It pained my soul, and I cried sorrow.” 

“Creator did not end the lives of the Man kind, Eve. He killed animals instead. I think he felt like you do now.”

Eve shifted in my arms and looked up at my face in the starlight.

“It was love that made Creator sad... we wounded God’s soul... but divine love for us did not die because we sinned.” She whispered.

I did not condemn Eve, though she deserves it. I have forgiven her, and I treasure her smiles and laughter. I kissed her lips, slowly and gently to fill her mind with pleasantry not sadness. It is called to distract, and it is a pleasant spring in a vast and dry land. Soon, our passion hid our sorrows, like the flowers of a smoke tree bloom so brightly they hide the leaves and branches for a season. We lay together, Creator, there under the stars you call by name above the circle of the earth. We became one flesh, and for a while it was like being in Eden Garden again.

The pair of fantail birds are flying here and there around the Woman and me. They chirp every now and then. I think the scraping of my rock on the cliff while I write must sound like another bird in their ears. Eve is sitting at the cave mouth watching me. She is running a stick through her long brown hair to keep it straight. She calls it tangled. She calls mine matted, but I don’t let her straighten it. Her eyes are the color of almond nuts sitting on white petals of magnolia flowers. They are beautiful even without Eden’s glorious light.

She frowned just now.

“Why do you make marks on the rock, Man?” She asked me.

“I make words for God’s eyes to find. It is called writing for the Creator to read.” I told her.

She closed one eye above her frown and tilted her head.

“I will call that crazy.” She told me.

We both laughed, so the birds flew away.

Read these words, Creator. Know your children have found love and smiles in the world we broke with curses. We thank you for all the good that remains in your world.
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Creator, I am Adam.

I write these words to ask help for Eve. She is to be a mother. Her belly is growing large. She calls it pregnant. She is afraid, and today she told me why. 

“Creator gave me some knowledge of childbirth, Adam. I long to hold our child, but my body is no longer invincible. I will suffer great pain birthing this child.”

“Childbirth cannot hurt more than bear wounds.” I told her and showed her my scars.

She cried, Creator. Then she hurried to our food piles. She picked up the walnuts that fall from Eden, then she threw some at me. Walnuts do not melt when they hit a man, like rocks do when they hit the cherub’s sword. They hurt, just a little. It is called sting.  I let the Woman hurt me so I could show her it will be alright.

“See!” I told her when the walnuts were all scattered. “It is just pain, Eve. It will end!”
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