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To all Eves,
Unable to shake the urge
To know
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Fixed on the fruit she gazed, which to behold 
Might tempt alone, and in her ears the sound 
Yet rung of his persuasive words, impregned 
With reason, to her seeming, and with truth; 
Meanwhile the hour of noon drew on, and waked 
An eager appetite, raised by the smell 
So savory of that fruit, which with desire, 
Inclinable now grown to touch or taste, 
Solicited her longing eye; yet first 
Pausing awhile, thus to herself she mused. 

— John Milton, Paradise Lost, Book 9, Lines 735-744
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Sand scorches her bare palms and knees. This is death. The pain surges through her core into each limb, into her eyes, her mind. 

In the high heat of afternoon, Eve clutches her knees to her enlarged abdomen. Her lips crack and bleed from thirst. 

In Eden, Eve took notice of the birth around them, how creatures swelled in their mothers, how they expelled into the earth, when ripe. Here in the barren scrubland, she presses a palm into her chest, as if her body will burst if she doesn’t hold it there. Her vision blurs. The sun beats down, unrelenting, glinting in the desert grains. She must work the child out from inside. 

Adam doesn’t know where to hold her, how to help. He searches the dry brush for shade. His feet lose purchase in the hot sand as he places her arm around his shoulder, warm and slick with sweat. There is a glimmer of a stream in the distance. 

She needs water. He feels his own viscous thirst. He strokes Eve’s face. “I’ll go.”

Eve winces; she does not hear him. Another spasm of pain grips her. Beads of sweat mingle with the dirt and dust, enveloping her bare skin. Her world blurs, horizon into sand. Eve’s tongue sticks to the roof of her mouth. Sand clings to her face, her hair. She will break into pieces. Dust to dust. 

She cries out for release. Her voice, hoarse and desperate, pierces the dry air, but she refuses to yield. The pain screams for her to give in, to let go. 

Instead, as her legs tremble, she rises. She pushes from the sand upward, strands of hair cling damp on her back and face. Her hands find her knees, and she lowers, curving her back into a squat.

Eve clenches, pushing instinctively. As the animals who have come before her have fought to deliver life, she can, too. 

“I will make your pains in childbearing severe; with painful labor you will give birth to children.” 

Eve fights the wave of sickness as it rises up her throat. She pushes, lowering her hips, ready. She pushes harder, her cries grow louder. The pain, more intense until the pressure gives way, until she holds the wet scalp in her palms. Eve sinks to her knees to receive the life as her body splits further; she relents to the creature’s body, she tears—two legs, two tiny feet. A cord. He wails.

The exhaustion, the pain, turns to delirium. The wrinkled, bloodied child fills her hands, brought up from between her thighs, coated with streaks of blood. The infant searches, eyes shut, for Eve. He seeks her chest, her heartbeat, with tiny hands, feverishly inhaling the world for the first time, cast into exile from the safety he had known within his mother’s body. The infant is wet with birth, drawing sand, despite Eve’s attempt to shield him from the desert winds. The baby’s small hands ball into tight fists, smeared with rusty pastes of mucus. His tiny lips scavenge for Eve’s nipple. Eve thrills at the life in her arms. She does not consider Adam or her thirst. She forgets her hunger, the heat. The sharp pain fades. 

From her own body, she brings forth life. Eve is the creator. The child stirs against her as the desert winds thicken.

 

Adam sprints, sprays of sand in his wake. Eve’s cries reverberate through the dunes. He hears her wails intensify, then cease altogether. 

“Eve!” He finds her aglow with the bloody child tucked against her chest. Adam’s hands tremble, offering sips of water from a hollowed stone. He dares to ask, “It’s…dead?”

Eve beckons him closer. Her eyes are bright. Eve adjusts the baby so Adam can see his tiny face, but the infant cries, refusing to draw away from Eve’s warmth. Adam points to the child’s groin. “He is like me—a male.” She senses his relief.

Her body stings—each tear burns, but the pain evolves into keen instinct. She knows how to hold the child to her breast. She knows to keep him close, safe from the winds, cradled in her arms. Was she ever so small? His tiny breaths move his slick chest up and down. She has performed, somehow, the great act of creation. Did God ever hold her so close? 

“Will he leave us, as we left our own creator?” She instinctively holds the child closer. “Will he, too, choose the bite of fruit?” She fears losing what she has only known for moments. 

Adam smiles, mesmerized. “If he seeks fruit, you’ll be by his side—guiding him further up the tree.”

Yes, Eve decides, unlike their creator, she will be there. When he cries out with questions, she will answer. Eve whispers to the boy, “I will stay. I will answer.”

The small babe opens his eyes. He looks up, through slits like crescent moons. She traces from his wrist up tiny, wrinkled fingers. Moisture clouds her eyes; her own God could not have felt this love and punished them so. 

A veiny, pulsing cord spills from the child. Adam follows the wet line to a flesh sac, blood blooming through the sand around it. 

“Cut it.” Eve doesn’t take her eyes from the child; her instincts guide them both. 

“Cut it?” The flesh cord is solid between his fingers. He does not want to wound Eve or the child. 

“You must sever the cord.” Eve rocks the infant gently in her hands as his pebble eyes slowly close, as his lips pucker, releasing her breast. Eve’s eyes, too, grow heavy with fatigue. 

Adam searches the desert scrub for a sharp rock. He crouches, running his thumb along a jagged stone. “This one.” 

He grabs the cord and slices. To his surprise, the baby does not wake; he does not wail. The flesh gives way, roughly, and the cord is severed between mother and son. A stump dangles from the baby’s navel. 

As she holds him, Eve’s sudden longing to raise the child in Eden, in Paradise, stings sharply. This uncertain world, their exile, means danger for the babe, more significant than any danger she had considered for herself. What kind of life, what kind of pain, awaits her child in this new world? A world filled with hardship and toil. A world too far from the Paradise they had once called home. Where the endless green rose and fell with vines and leaves. Where branches bore sweet, sweet fruit. Now there is only heat and rock and thirst.

She hadn’t felt regret for her forbidden bite, until now. Her child will never have the choice between knowing and bliss. She realizes she has made her choice for all of mankind. Did God watch them now? Would he come to meet the child? A creation born from his own in the harsh world outside his sanctuary. Or had they been truly forsaken? She will protect the child more than God chose to protect her. She understands Paradise is lost forever. But as she admires her son, there is a different paradise. A deeper will to live, to survive. There is power in her weary body, for what it has done here, how she has brought forth life, and for how she knows where to slice and hold.

“Does it hurt?” 

An effusion of red continues to pour from her body. Deep crimson frames the woman and her child. 

Eve’s face pales, but her concerns are for the child only. She has never seen any creature so fragile. Helpless. Was the child meant to come so small? Could he survive the perils of this barren world? “No, I…” Too much blood. The man before her blurs and refocuses. Eve clutches the child, but her grip falters. “I—” 

Adam reaches for his son as Eve’s arms fall slack. 

“Eve!” He cannot catch her and hold the child. 

There is too much blood. 
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The sun settles between the sandy hills and sparse grasses. 

Eve’s eyes slowly open. The sand feels warm against her face. Her arms feel—empty? A cry! The cry of—! Her eyes dart to find the child as panic floods her mind. “Where is he?” 

Adam steadies Eve and then passes the child, reddened and wailing, to her. The babe, waxy and bloody, leaves a crust on Adam’s skin. “Eve—you’re not well. This curse. God meant the pain he forewarned. I was terrified. I am terrified, still.”

Eve notices nothing but the child in her arms. Her pulse quickens from losing him those short moments. She presses him to her chest, inhaling deeply. She will never let go. 

“Cain,” Adam whispers. “Cain means strength. We will fight to stay in this land. It is easier to give up. Easier,” he apologizes to Eve, “for me.” Eve is their force of survival in this wilderness, in their exile. Adam’s heart is behind, in the hills of Eden.

“Cain,” Eve echoes. She does not meet Adam’s gaze.

There were days when Adam wanted to die. When his surviving did not match his suffering. But now, he thinks of the child, Cain. They have brought Cain forth in this desert. In this land of not enough. In this land of dangers too great. Adam grabs the tiny hand. “I will be better,” Adam promises, dropping Cain’s little fist and turning to Eve. “I will fight harder.” His stomach churns as he surveys the bloody sand and mounds of flesh. “We must reach the stream.” Adam stands, needing fresh air. They will all need water and shelter as a new day comes. “Can you walk?” 

She rises, unsteadily at first, balancing the child and her pain. “I can walk.” 

In her body, weariness threatens, aches surge. Yet she feels alive, exceeding any bite of fruit or discovery in Paradise. She limps with an uneven rhythm. Adam supports her, keeping a slow pace. Cain squirms in her arms, too small and helpless; he opens his mouth, eyes closed, grasping the air with tiny, tight fists. 

She does not control his fists as they rise. She has created a being separate from herself. Eve knows, if she survives this, there are few limits to her power. Each step aches through her hips. Blood drips down her thigh. Her body may be raw in suffering, but she knows, now, the extent of her force. She can form a beating heart, so she can take one step. And another. 

She couldn’t have imagined a creature so helpless growing inside her, all this time. She imagined fur, four legs. Or a human, grown, like herself or Adam. She didn’t imagine the incredible dependence, so unlike the animals who slowly rise to their feet and begin to trot. A stub protrudes from the baby’s belly, a mark of his birth; she does not know an angel or creature to have this mark. She knows only the smoothness of her frame, of Adam’s. Eve struggles to imagine God’s molding of Adam from dust and breath. She tries to imagine the ruler of the skies kneeling in the earth’s dirt, conjuring clumps of clay to chisel the first man. She imagines her own making: the severing of Adam’s bone and the alchemy of bone becoming woman. In his moldings, in his craft, God’s ethereal body remained untouched. 

He did not grow a child from seed against the beating of his heart, against the rhythm of his lungs, taking air, giving air. No wonder he was able to punish us so, Eve thinks. To exile us. He never felt our hearts beating against his own. His body did not break to form us.

 

The sudden onset of her thirst wrenches her stomach. Webs line her mouth like sap. She coughs, mustering each step.

“We can rest.” He notices.

“No,” she forces the world into focus, “let us continue.” She motions one foot in front of the other. Once more, she rises above her pain. 

Adam turns to guide her toward the stream in the distance, winding as a prize before them.

Eve clings to her young child; she bears the burden of her punishment from God with a new sense of pride. For Eve knows more now, more than both God and Adam—she knows what it is, to create, to give life more intimately than God himself. Creation is the pain stinging between her legs, the burn in her breasts where Cain takes and takes, but this pain is also her power. 
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Through the clouds, beneath pearled gates and marbled pathways, a planet forms. Bright greens and blues, endless folds of trees and winding streams, of sun and shadow, far beneath Heaven’s heights. Bushes are laden with feasts of dripping berries, treasures for God’s most striking creation yet.

A two-legged creature peers out, content with the simple scene. He gains balance and follows a pathway through tall trees. He takes slow steps that lengthen into strides. His breath becomes heavy.

He stops as a round rock catches his foot, and he tumbles forward into a gentle fall.

His fully-formed mind searches the past for the answers he can’t find. Each day he walks, he runs, and he tastes from the trees. The pieces meld together, and the ways of his world make sense. He learns each tree. He knows the varying shape and taste of each tree’s fruit—how the roots hum deep beneath the soil.

He begins to produce sound. His guttural cries become language. Adam divines the words of the world around him and the sudden joys in his heart. He calls out, “sky!” He narrates his encounters—“sweet” from the juice of the fruits, “warm” from the smooth boulder, “hot” from the afternoon sun. “Green,” the brush around and above him. “Endless,” the lands stretch forth. “Time” is the rise and fall of the “sun.” As the sun sags, moments pass. When the sun rises, moments follow. 

 

Adam wakes from his slumber to see, again, Paradise. He instinctively rises, finding his legs, rubbing the curves of his calves and the arches of his feet. He follows an impulse to stand, to use his two long, sturdy limbs to spring up; he’s surprised by the force and vigor propelling him up and into “wilderness.” His heart beats faster as he walks, then runs. He traces the foaming cascades, weaving through dense, wooded swaths. Adam cries out in joy, commanding his feet to move onward.

He is content. Sweet-smelling buds blossom before his eyes as the morning sun soars over silhouettes of lush hills and valleys. Canopies of robust fruit trees rise overhead, branches reaching upward in praise for the sun’s warmth and nourishment; he raises his arms, too. The light is warm on his face. Blue skies stretch forever above as a nearby stream rushes, its steady roar adding to the peace of morning. 

Across the gardens, Adam finds unruly bursts of bright purples lining the riverbanks. The infinite bushels of flowers extend high into the horizon. Adam notices how the flowers gather close in bands among the meadows. The pebbles pile together in clumps. Yet he is only one, and he cannot find another like himself.

He clears his throat, wondering where to direct his calls, his longings. The unfamiliar vibrations itch at his neck. Adam searches high and low. 

 

He follows the river’s flow to an opening among the grove of trees. Each tree reaches up and up. Strewn along each branch, leaves cluster and bright fruits drip down sporadically. Heavy, rich. In the center of the grove’s opening, Adam alights. He is captivated by a different tree, ripe in unparalleled grandeur, its fruits glowing as if hosting fire from the light in the sky. Adam draws closer. He imagines grasping this fruit, holding it to his lips, sinking his teeth into its sweet flesh. 

Man! A voice booms from above, startling Adam. 

He peers upward in the direction of the voice. “Hello?” An excitement sends shivers through his long, bare limbs and up through his chest. “Who’s there?” He cries out. 

Prized creation! You are to be called Adam, man formed from the earth. You must not eat from the Tree of the Knowledge of Good and Evil. For if you eat from it, you will certainly die.

Adam’s mind churns through the words, “eat,” “tree,” “die,” piecing and parsing the sounds. But he understands, as if the voice molded recognition into his mind.

The voice leads Adam forward, toward the towering fig tree in the direct center of the garden. This tree, where the light shines and where the fruit grows richest— 

Adam takes in the plump fruits, glistening above, hundreds of glowing spheres. 

This is the Tree of the Knowledge of Good and Evil.

Then, the voice turns Adam away from the tree, leading him away from the riches.

The lower fruits here are accessible and pleasing. These will be enough. 

The voice prompts Adam to gather fruits from a smaller tree, lower to the ground, easily accessible, and pleasing enough. 

Adam accepts God’s command. He gently tugs at a fist-sized fruit. Adam’s eyes close as he draws the tender flesh to his lips. He pauses as each bite wets his throat. 

Pleasing enough. Adam eats. He simply enjoys the bounty he is allowed. 

Enough.
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In Heaven, harp strings billow like clouds. Airy chimes rise and wind through pillars glossed with gold. 

“He is man. The first,” God explains. The angels peer through thin bands of cloud. They marvel at the newly created Paradise framed by the swirls of stardust and infinite sky. 

“He is too much like us.” Angel Gabriel motions toward Adam. “This man, he’s—”

God shakes his head in gentle disagreement. “He is perfect.”

Gabriel wants to ask why. They had Heaven here and angels enough. 

God places a hand on Gabriel’s shoulder, forming a divine sense of calm within the winged disciple. 

Gabriel knows these gardens. Eden is no surprise. He’s seen drafts of Paradise, carved and refined over thousands of years. He had supposed God, too, was searching for purpose under the immense weight of eternity. 

“I have strewn streams and stars through lush lands,” God continues, “where the rivers meet the sea.” God pauses a moment, to take in all he has achieved.

Gabriel studies Adam’s stride, lithe and troubled, different from the strength and power in his own movements. 

God retrieves a scroll, paper-thin gold, from the folds of his robes. He reveals the final draft of Paradise—balanced with earth and water, flora and sky. Bountiful with trees, laden with fruits. The creation beneath them now, meticulously crafted. 

Gabriel’s wings perk behind his loose, white garments. “Exactly as you’ve planned.” 

“In this world and in this man, I have given all.”

The beauty of Eden is unmistakable. Gabriel traces a stream with his finger in the air as it gently flows beyond the bounds of Paradise, into territory beyond the garden. He points and asks, “And what is this, the land beyond?” 

“It is creation, too.”

Gabriel did not notice this barren soil in God’s rendering. “Will Adam go there?”

The ripple of God’s robe shifts as his glowing fingers curl the scroll into a tight line. He turns to face Gabriel. “This is enough for one day.” 

The light bleeds through God’s pocket as the scroll drops from the angel’s view. 
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Adam aches. He longs for companionship. He imagines around each bend, and in each clearing, he will discover a mate.

He sits alone, perched on the stream’s edge, submerging his hand into the cool water. The ripples distort his reflection. 

As the days pass, Adam cultivates the garden with an instinct he cannot explain, an innate connection, a duty to Eden. His touch seems to guide the growth of each plant and tree. He coaxes the flowers to bloom. 

But the joy comes and goes. When Adam makes a discovery, he yearns to cry out. But to whom? He speaks to no one, to nothing. The trees and flowers pulse with life, but they do not respond, and he cannot understand their stories. 

In the evenings, Adam marvels at the deep black above. Is there no one who can cure the loneliness in his soul? 

 

The foaming waters rush forth as Adam grips the smooth pebbles with his toes. He lowers his body into the stream. The water rushes cold; each pulse invigorates his body. 

First, small splashes litter the water’s surface. Then, trickles of stream drip from the sky. “Rain.” The cool droplets pelt down harder. Adam’s hair drenches in soaked strands. His vision clouds, but his lips spread into a glorious smile. He feels alive. 

His skin prickles with excitement as he submerges his body deeper into the stream and back up to the surface, to receive the downpour once more. Adam opens his mouth to drink the torrents of rain. He hears the celebration of each plant, drinking wildly, too, from the sky’s bounty.

As the patter of rain slows, Adam sees the landscape before him, more vibrant than before. He shakes the water from his hair and eyes. 

He emerges from the stream, dripping, bare. He dries his hands against his thighs and decides to climb up the rough trunk of a riverbank tree, arching over the waters. He grabs for grooves and branches to see higher and better, the land gifted to him. 

He reaches the treetop and peeks out, grasping with blanched knuckles. The rain slicks beneath his fingers. 

Adam notices the trees are not alone either. They grow together and deep into each other, roots mingling below the surface. And as the raindrops dance down from above, they find each other, and more like them, coming down together in steady streams. 
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“Woman?” Angel Gabriel listens as God explains what’s to come.

“Adam will name her. Eve. Adam will find her beautiful, yet she will be his demise.”

“His demise? A trap?” Gabriel wrings his hands, uncomfortable with Adam’s suffering below. Adam is curious for companionship, and God will send him a trap?

“Not a trap. Rather, a choice,” God explains sternly. 

“And you’ll allow this? His destruction?”

“Any protection would be the end of justice.” God turns from Gabriel’s irreverence. 

“Why not just create another man? If this woman will bring trouble?”

“There are consequences for actions, just as there are choices. The complexity of creation and the beauty of mankind is choice.” God continues, “Adam, and the woman. They will come together and enthrall us; we will admire the movements of their hands as they embrace, create, and build, because those hands are their own. Their bodies rule freely, their minds reign sovereign over their souls.” 

Gabriel understands. Though he must ask, “Do you know the day when mankind will fall?” He wants to ready himself. To warn the others. The barren soil of Eden’s blueprint burns in his mind.

“What will happen in Paradise, has, of course, already happened.” God wanders out to the arched marble pillars framing the veranda, and gold linings weave an abstract pattern through the marble flooring. “I know the day. I know the exact moment, and I’ve seen it.”

Gabriel returns his thoughts to Adam, confounded how God would continue with creation at all, knowing the consequences to come. “You already know the end, and the man and woman still have a choice?”

God clears his throat, and, in almighty finality, puts Gabriel’s questions to rest: “Lucifer will present Eve with a choice. She will either find contentment or seek beyond it. She will hear Lucifer’s offer, and their subsequent decision will determine the fates of all creation. I am a fair God; Adam and Eve are free to fall, should they so choose.”

“Lucifer?” Gabriel backs away, stumbling. “The traitor?” The soles of his bare feet glide against the marble.

God nods gently, acknowledging how this revelation would bruise an angel who has been nothing but obedient and faithful. 

“You will give the traitor power in this story? In your eternal life’s work?”

“He will claim his role in this story, and yes, Gabriel, I will allow it.”

“But Lucifer wields the power of persuasion! He led the angels in Heaven to rebellion! War! He will too easily sway the feeble minds of mere mortals.” 

God stares into the purple night sky, summoning the first few stars. 

Gabriel fumes, “Their freedom to choose will be their downfall—you said it yourself! Can they not have choice, but protection, too? From what they can’t know? Or understand?” The angel finds himself unable to resist these lines of thought, despite knowing what happened in the Battle of Heaven. His obedience must come first. His questions must come second. 

God turns slowly to face Gabriel, his patience wearing thin. “I will not pull his strings, or hers, in directions we desire. Instead, I will respect the choices they make. And they will suffer the consequences—when necessary. Adam and Eve will have language and communication. They will have reason.” God pauses, considering how to phrase his next confession. “But you are right—Adam and Eve will have a necessary disadvantage. They will know only goodness. Yes, they are born full-grown man and woman, but they will lack the balance of good and evil to help them discern the ways of this New Earth.”

Gabriel tucks his wings beneath him. “Will there be no mercy?”

“Mankind was created to tend to the land, to love, to revel in each other and nature. To see the beauty of Paradise, to trust their benefactor and respect his rulings—as you are expected to do here in Heaven.”

“So, there will be death.” Gabriel seats himself on the ledge of the marble terrace, his feet dangling at the cusp of cloud, the injustice clawing into his mind. His eyes flit to the scene below. He tries to collect himself, but he is unable to hold back. “Must you play this game? Make them choose between dying with consequences or living without learning?”

God nods, solidifying Gabriel’s understanding. 
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The air shifts. The hair on his neck prickles. He climbs down the tree, searching left and right to find a point or mark, until he hears the movement before him.

You are not alone, man, the voice shocks Adam in its depth and clarity through the howling of wind and the throbbing rains surrounding him. The same voice from before!

Come, the voice guides Adam from the tree as clouds materialize, transforming the voice into a man, like himself, but larger in stature, broader in his shoulders, and longer in his legs. The man hosts a glowing splendor—a deep, hazed shadow emanates from the curves of his muscles, the wet whites of his eyes. 

The voice, now in corporeal form, looms above him. Adam longs to touch the man’s body, so like his own! To run beside him through the hills and into the streams! But God takes a step back, holding out a glowing hand, signaling for Adam to keep his distance. 

Then God kneels, lowering his wide hands to the dirt, harvesting clumps of clay from Eden’s ground. He molds and makes furred, long-legged, big-eyed beasts. They spring to life from clay—steady flows of prancing hooves and sprinting paws appear and scurry away into the wooded surroundings. He forms feathered, winged fliers. They soar away into the skies.

“How?” Adam stutters, marveling at the artist, grasping toward each new beast and bird. 

“Give them names. What you name, you shall control.” God’s grin forms wide and soundless. Adam is enthralled by the gifts God bestows.

Each creation emerges from Eden’s mud into vibrant, velvet reds, coarse browns, or snow white furs. Winged creatures take flight into the skies, achieving impossible heights and astonishing distances.

“Bird!” Adam cries, pointing above to a pair in flight.

Two orange, bushy-tailed creatures slink first forward, then away, yipping and then gone. “Fox!” Adam names each creature with sounds he knows. 

Adam forgets the divinity before him. Running toward the clearing, he shouts, “Horse!” A soft, pink-nosed pair of foals trots closer, cautiously, but they spook and disappear.

“I brought these creatures forth for you,” God explains.

The paired creatures trickle into smaller rodents, “Mouse.” And crawlers, “Worm.” Adam admires the furs, teeth, eyes, and scales. The legs, four, six, and eight, all scamper away, and Adam sinks back into the ground in wonderment and exhaustion.

Yet, as the newly created creatures scurry off, Adam finds himself, somehow, once again, alone. So many creatures! Yet they look different from him; there is no common language. They have no interest in staying.

The great Creator looms before him. 

“Why is my skin bare against the patterns and fur I see in the land and sky before me? Why are my own feet long and slow against the hooves of trotting beasts and wings of soaring birds? And why do I not have a pair, as all the others do? Where is my mate?”

God approaches Adam, and a fog rises around them, heavy and dense as if the air has turned to sludge. “There is one more.”

Adam perks up. He feels a buzz, a spark. “A final beast? One that will not run?” Adam stands.

“I see that it is not good for you to be alone, so I will create a suitable companion for you. When you wake, there will be another like you. You are he. She is she, and—you may name her.”

“Wake? Her?” 

“The two of you will have Paradise to rule. I have given you all you desire, and you know all you need to know. There is nothing more you’ll need than to love and grow together.”

Adam tries to make sense of the glowing man before him and his convoluted words until reds, blacks, and blues whirl in his mind. His body slumps toward the earth, heavy and unconscious. 

 

God straightens Adam’s sleeping body and draws a marbled blade from a sheath under his sunlit robes. The glinting blade meets Adam’s tender flesh, and a cut stirs Adam. He flinches but remains slumbering—an unthinkable peace lightens his relaxed, sealed eyes. His lips curve at a corner, with dreams of what will come, as if somehow aware of God’s forthcoming gift. 

God slices, back and forth. His eyes turn to pure radiant light, blinding until crack! Adam’s bone shatters, and God cleanly removes a sliver from Adam’s unconscious body. God holds up the small, white rib bone, seeing into what will be. 

“You will know loneliness no more. She will come from you, and you will join together as one. While the bird flies away into the sky, and the deer scampers, this soul of your soul, flesh of your flesh—you shall have; she is yours.” 

God probes into Adam’s side as a trickle of blood runs down into the dirt below. God is not nervous. His hands do not shake. The Creator kneels in the dirt, clothed in unstained white, cauterizing the flesh, steadily pulling his creation back together.

The angels above pause curiously as God examines the sliver of bone in his glowing palm. From the bone, God molds the contours of Eve’s body; they notice from above how each delicate curve and line of the created woman carries a quiet strength, a power. 

The celestial beings fly closer, large, feathered wings extended, flitting slowly, quietly, so as not to interrupt, to witness the creation of Eve. They had never before seen such softness. Her hair lengthens into twists of dark gold—heavenly riches in human form. Her lips, tender rubies. Her eyes, keen and wide. The angels gape and fly closer.

One could detect a wince from God as her lovely form appeared complete before him.

The woman is complete, her shape bright against the darkening sky. In the end, God is pleased. He lowers her, positioning her limp hand on Adam’s healing chest. 

 

Adam stirs, and God goes to him. “She is here.” 

He feels her touch. Adam slowly rises, clutching the hand on his side. A hand like his own. “This—she—” 

“Bone of your bones, flesh of your flesh.” 

He reaches up her arm; he runs his fingers down her chest. Her leg. His hand trembles. “She shall be called ‘woman.’” 

God is pleased to see his understanding. “Yes, she is to be your wife. You will become one flesh.”

“One flesh?” But Adam can’t take his eyes from her, and Adam doesn’t notice as God fades to nothing. He notices nothing else but her bare form, like his own. And different. 
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“The crowned creation!” Lucifer flicks a searing ember from his wing. “God wants a plaything, Adam! Adam wants a plaything, Eve.”

Hell’s creatures shriek. Fire rains down, scorching the charred plains and valleys of Hell. Lucifer shifts uncomfortably on his throne—jagged ridges of metal and bone. Chunked, unrecognizable shards gather beneath his bare, blistered feet. Spiked obsidian spires rise from his seat like thorns, singed by the constant eruption of flame. 

Lucifer’s journey to New Earth will be perilous.

“If I may ask, Ruler of Hell, is it possible?” Beelzebub perches beside Lucifer. “The defenses are fortified from below. God knows we’ll attempt this.” 

They peer through the herds of shrieking vixens, spewing out mad whispers as they crawl. Beyond the red-eyed, frothing beasts soaring overhead, black veins splicing through their flapping wings, scaled and monstrous—into Eden.

“We can’t enter from above, from Heaven. His empyrean ban is too powerful.” Lucifer doesn’t see a breach, yet, but he will find one. “Adam and Eve were created in our image, but they will have the experience of a child. They lay easy victims.”

Beelzebub studies the skies.

Before Lucifer’s exile to the underworld, he ruled at the right hand of God. Yet Lucifer had asked God one too many questions.

 

“Why do we need a land below, too, full of Heaven’s beauty? With creatures like ourselves?”

“Why should Heaven hoard perfection?” he replied. God, at first, was inspired by Lucifer’s questions. He answered wisely, kindly. God and Lucifer, side by side, designed terrains, streams, and species. They poured over plans for a planet that could sustain perfect life. God had encouraged Lucifer to wander down his lines of inquiry. Yet Lucifer became too assertive in his convictions, finding truth in his own leanings, further from God’s edict; after centuries of planning, questions like these began to undermine God’s designs. They insulted him. God chastened, “We, Lucifer, have labored in unison to create this Paradise. Have we not enjoyed creating so?”

“Yes.” Lucifer did enjoy the way they came together before the blank scrolls and dreamed. But Lucifer noted an edge to Eden. He began to suspect there was more than God let on. “What is this barren land prepared, outside of Eden?” Lucifer traced a glowing finger along the edges of the golden scroll before them. A whole world that they did not design unfurled beyond Paradise. 

God pulled the scroll from the view of his leading angel. “That is enough for today.” God waved a dismissive hand. 

But Lucifer saw. He saw both the lush isle they would conjure and the surrounding desert. He saw Eden, but he also saw the pathway leading beyond where the river bends to feed the bountiful garden.

“In seven days, you will form both Eden and beyond Eden? This was not how you explained it—” Lucifer’s hand froze, hovering over the map. Like a flash of star through the night sky, he understood the piece God had kept from the angels! As he presented his designs, as they had all dreamed each lush hill and ripe valley for the new creations, God withheld. “Will they go there? They will not stay here with us in the Paradise we create for them?” 

God’s eyes narrowed. “Lucifer, you have never doubted me in this way. Through this question, I sense you doubt I have an answer.”

It was true. Lucifer admired each commandment and orchestration. Until now. “God, you can’t give them Paradise—and take it? We won’t—will we?” 

God turned from Lucifer to return to his rendering of Eden. He smoothed his robes before turning back to the angel. “Lucifer, they will have a choice. And there will be consequences.”

The angels had designed each rise and set of the sun, each color in the sky, so no two skies would be the same. They designed the perfect balance of atmosphere and soil. Air and stream. They worked alongside God to frill the petals of flowers into vibrant pinks. Each detail of life would be immaculate—but fleeting? “This was not what we had planned.”

“This is what I have ordained as best.” God did not bow farewell before stealing from the room into the deep, night sky. 

 

God had allowed the blades to sharpen in darkness for weeks before Lucifer led his attack. God let the rebellion build, and God allowed the fallen angels to fall, without intervention. God invited the light and darkness to wrestle before him, to forge balance among angels before man.

 

God watched the violent clashes from his heavenly throne. As the Battle of Heaven raged, the dutiful angels fought to defeat Lucifer and his rebel faction. With cries of triumph, Lucifer’s rebel forces were driven back against the ledge of sky. 

Angel Gabriel pressed his scepter to Lucifer’s throat. Lucifer kneeled, slumping before him. 

“Did you think you would win this war?” 

“Gabriel—don’t you see?” Lucifer straightened from his limp defeat. “There is land, beyond Eden—”

But before Lucifer could explain, God appeared through the chaos. An eerie silence fell as blinding light pierced through Heaven’s skies. Lucifer’s lips continued to curve in shouts, but no sound was released. God drew a blade of gold.

The angels bowed before God as he strode toward Lucifer, pinned to the sky’s edge, voiceless, through the ruins of battle. Marble pillars shattered, feathers fluttered through the air, and gold sprays of angel blood stained the clouded floor. 

God stood over Lucifer. Gabriel stepped back, beaming with pride as God placed a wide hand on his shoulder. Lucifer shouted silent pleas—he mouthed for God to understand his cause, but the eerie silence prevailed until God himself spoke. Lucifer understood the battle was over and how futile it all had been. 

“Swear your fealty!” God commanded.

“Tell your angels the truth!” Lucifer replied, gasping as the the air filled his lungs and released with words, unflinching as the blade drew nearer. “There must be another way—”

“Silence!” The sharp edge pressed against Lucifer’s neck until God paused, stepping back to collect himself. 

“Tell them!” Lucifer cried, his wings unfurled, darkening from white of day into black of night. The hurt in his cry overpowered the rage. “Tell them of the land beyond!”

There was no need for God to succumb to Lucifer’s plea, for the rebellion was crushed. God struck the blade not to Lucifer’s angel flesh but to the floor of Heaven.

“You are cast from the splendors of Heaven for eternity! Along with each angel who deigned to raise arms against his heavenly Father.”

Lucifer should have realized sooner, the futility of his cause. He opened his mouth to speak, but he was only allowed silence.

Downward they plummeted, through the deep abyss of cloud and rock. Each rebel hurled into a harrowing fall to eternity in the depths of Hell. 

Peace was restored in Heaven.

 

Lucifer’s fair curls may have charred and blackened, yet the fallen angel, amidst the chaos and depravity, harbors no remorse for the wars he’s waged, the wars he’ll wage still.

“Woman is made from his bone, formed as his helper,” Lucifer explains. “I thought she’d be the weaker of the two—but it seems she’ll be the stronger.” 

Beelzebub presses, “What does it matter? There won’t be an opening. His prized creation, left vulnerable?”

“God knows. He’ll allow it.”

Moloch joins the two, drawn by the bickering. “God knows what?” He extends his scaled, sharp wings to their beastly glory. 

“That our eyes turn upward to Eden.”

“When do we go?” He draws a chiseled bone into a puddle of lava between them. His feet also blister. They hadn’t yet found the right material to protect their steps from Hell’s erratic fires.

“No. This revenge is mine.”

 

Before Moloch or Beelzebub could breach the subject further, Lucifer was gone, flying toward the blinding greenery above—leafy tiers visible through Hell’s smoky skies. 

Lucifer’s sharpened tail is the last thing they see, vigorously pumping upward, upward into a burst of flames. 

Beelzebub watches him go. He sits on Lucifer’s throne, peering to see how far God will let Lucifer go this time. 

Moloch clicks his tongue. “True to form.”

“Think he has a chance?”

“Many have accused Lucifer, over the years, of ambition, of a hunger to control, but none have accused him of ignorance.” 

To escape detection, Lucifer carefully times his reconnaissance with darkness, when the remaining sun rays are obstructed from reaching Eden’s surface. Lucifer circles Eden overhead, seeking entry. He notes angels on guard where the Euphrates and Tigris Rivers meet and over the surrounding skies of Eden. 

However, on the eighth night of creation, Lucifer discovers a path. Whether intentional or an oversight, God leaves a gateway. 
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She awakens.

She blinks, seeing for the first time. 

Blurs of green and white sharpen into plants and flowing water. She peers up, discovering tiers of green, beyond her reach, bobbing in a gentle breeze. The intricate webs frame patches of sky, bright with the sun’s glow against the deep blue backdrop. 

Noticing her fingers, she moves them and feels the soft skin of each. Her toes wriggle, and she finds ten jutting lines of flesh from two long, curved legs joining into a torso, up to a face she begins to feel for soft parted lips, hard teeth, and eyes that see. Her hands linger along strands of hair. Her eyebrows crease with curiosity as she pulls, and it hurts. She releases the strings, and her hand finds the soft blades of grass beside her. Cooler. She plucks a green spear and brushes the wetness against her cheek, along her neck. She releases the leaf. The green arc flits downward. Her neck curves with her gaze. She turns, and her head swivels, too. She cups her neck with a hand, pressing to calm the movement.

She extends and contracts her legs. She digs her heels in. She lifts her feet, somehow bearing this movement in her core. Her hand travels down to her stomach, grasping for the whir she hears, subtly, within her. A movement underneath a supple barrier—flesh. She presses against her breast. A pattern. Beat, beat. Beat, beat. Beat, beat. 

Eve stands, unsteady. A strand of hair falls into her face, obscuring her vision. She draws the strand back. It spills into the others, a cascade behind her shoulders. 

Her lips bloom in awe as she scans the horizon. Bright swells of color, furred creatures peer from thick groves; twittering songs perch high above.

Her head spins: black, green, blue, white. She crouches down. To steady the lights, the colors, the smells, the air, heavy as it enters and leaves her body in even rhythm. In, out. Her eyes squeeze shut as she grips the earth. Her hands come up with a film of dirt. 

She wipes the crust along her leg, her torso, tracing the rough streaks against her skin. She pinches the flesh. She pulls. 

She rises once more, slowly, cautiously, to her feet.

She commands the legs beneath her to move around the moss-shrouded boulders, yet she staggers backward, nearly falling. 

 

Another pair of curious eyes catch her attention.

He is a creature, like herself, without fur or feathers, but made of the woman’s own raw skin and hair.

“You are bone of my bone.” The man’s mouth moves, and instinctively, her fingers flutter toward his lips, to measure his sounds. Bone of my bone. His curved lips round and straighten. His teeth expose and conceal. His tongue moves up and down as she angles her head to hear clearer somehow. 

“And flesh of my flesh.”

Flesh of my flesh. 

“You shall be called ‘woman,’ for you were taken out of man.” Adam guides her newly formed hand to his. With his other hand, he strokes her cheek. A wild, uncomfortable rush surges through her.

Nervous, Eve brings herself to sit. 

Adam stares hungrily, dreamily, as if he disbelieves her physicality at all. 

She is afraid. Curious.

“And you are manlike, too, but different.” Adam studies her flesh, in the way it is softer, rounder. He exhales, moving closer. She feels the heat of his breath. She follows his hand as it leaves her skin to clutch at his side—his severed flesh, now a puckered, red line where his rib was removed.

The two are alike in composition: two eyes, a nose, two arms. But they are also different. Where he swells, she caves. And where she is soft, he is firm. 

Adam beholds her eyes and touches her face. As his hand lingers, her eyes wander from Adam to the beauty beyond. 

 

A warm wind spills into the Paradise evening; the sun’s last light mellows into a hazed glow. Adam’s eyes shine gold as they peer into the newly created woman’s. His lips spread wide, creasing, causing her own to curve the same. 

He reaches his hand to hers. Their fingers intertwine, and they walk as he steadies her gait. He, too, remembers the way his legs slowly learned to navigate the ground beneath them.

The light shifts over the terrain, invigorating the garden around them. He guides her through the sweet current of jasmine blossoms, down the river rocks, into the stream.

The woman gasps as the cool water rushes against her skin. Bumps rise on her legs and back. Her arms cross over her chest, and Adam gently holds her shoulders so that she does not fall. He guides her as they wade against the steady flow of the stream, rinsing the soil from their bodies. The surface ripples with each movement as their bodies are drawn closer. He brushes the grasses and tangles from her hair and skin. 

“Eve.”

“Eve?” She doesn’t understand the words he speaks, nor can she focus. Her eyes scan high and low, hungrily drinking in the world around her. She closes her eyes to calm her senses, but each color and smell penetrates her defenses. The world around her is too loud, the water, too cold. 

“Eve,” Adam repeats slowly. Only days ago, he was created. He knows the immense weight of coming into a world and knowing none of it. He can’t explain how lonely he has been, but he will one day—when she is ready. He will never leave her side. “Eve, the evening. The sky’s last fire before the night comes. The setting of my heart, now, into your own. The end of my alone. You are…Eve.”

“Eve.” She marvels as the word swirls into focus, as if meaning is suddenly made in her mind. She shivers.

“And I. I am Adam. The first man.”

“Adam.” She traces the trickles of light as they bounce from the water and pulse in the boughs above. Ribbons of warmth weave among the tree’s thick and thin branches.

Her eyes dart from stream to sky. “Eve.” Some unknown and indescribable impulse rises from his toes. Her warm skin thrills against his own. Adam’s legs graze against her beneath the water’s surface. The beating of his heart responds in its quickening from contact with the woman. 

Her fingers skim the water’s surface. She raises and lowers her hand, mesmerized by the stream’s distortions. Her toes sink into the muddy river floor. 

The sun melts into the horizon; the moon shelters in the clouds, as if moments pass, unrestrained, through the sky above, through the water, swelling and widening between them. 

The woman, Eve, pulls away from him. 

Adam frets at the small distance now between them. But he does not grab her. He restrains himself from the impulse. Her eyes fall into each grain and sound that captures her, while Adam’s eyes never stray from Eve.

Movement beneath the stream’s surface catches Eve’s attention. “Adam!” she cries. She works to form the words. Instead, she points beneath the surface to the flash of silver folding through the stream. 

Adam spots the slender, scaled creature fighting against the water’s current. Soft glints reflect the moonlight in stringlike fins, beating to and fro. 

“Another!” she shouts, motioning to the creatures around them. 

“Fish,” Adam explains, dizzy from the smile spreading wide upon her face and the glow in her eyes. 

He explains to her the little he’s learned of their world, “Scales instead of fur, and they crowd beneath the surface.” Eve’s cheeks flush with excitement—Adam can’t look away.

Her eyes follow a pair of winged creatures, dipping below the night’s haze and up above into the clear darkening blues; their feathered chests thud with exertion against the breeze. 

“A bird,” he explains.

Creatures emerge tenfold each passing moment, furred, scaled, winged, as if the onset of night in Eden beckons their arrivals.

“How?” Eve is shocked to hear her thoughts become words that Adam can understand. “How do you know?”

“I’ve named them.”

She is shocked to understand each word he says. 

The water flows and flows, and the fish flit onward. The warm twilight air plays against their skin as the river’s currents send shivers up Eve’s spine. His eyes meet hers.

Adam draws her closer, once more. 

She doesn’t draw back this time. Instead, she rests her cheek against his chest, warm like the fire in the sky. Eve inhales his heat. Skin to skin. Their legs begin to tangle gently beneath the surface. Eve feels him grasp for her, all of her, into his swelter, into his arms. 

 

The two humans tumble from the stream to the grassy riverbank. The sleek form of a gazelle catches the night’s glow between the trees, and the two are silent, captivated, as the hooves leap before them with effortless power. 

“Look, Adam. How she moves. Free.” Eve admires this strength and freedom. She stands, finding her steps slow and clumsy. 

Adam laughs as she tries to prance, only to stumble. He reaches out to catch her before she falls. Her chest, soft in his palms. He doesn’t want to let go. He desperately seeks her eyes, hungry to connect with the woman created from his rib, but she is far from him, lost in her thoughts. Her curiosities take her beyond their moment. He tracks her glance back to the creature as it bounds into the thicket. “You, Eve, you have this thirst for all we find, for all we see.” He hopes she will turn back to him as he speaks to her, but Eve looks further beyond. To the stars in the night sky, the treasures of Eden, and every living creature. 

“I want to know it all,” she responds.

Adam falls easily, deeply in love with Eve, and he trusts she will love him, too. He gathers his patience. She will come to him. He tells her, “Together, we will explore this Garden.”

Eve likes this word “explore.” She reaches for Adam’s cheek. She notes how his skin feels rough around his mouth. And how the flesh darkens into pink for his lips. How his jaw juts wide, how her hands are small. 

Adam exhales in relief. She sees him.

They sit together, and Adam’s eyelids sink, as if weighted. He lowers his head to the soft grass beneath him and pulls Eve’s body by his side. A perfect fit, as if God designed Eve for his purpose, to lie within his own body, each contour, curve, and angle finding its counterpart. 

He motions to the boughs above. “You are like the branches from my roots.”

Eve examines a single branch, noting how it clutches to the tree. She follows the merging of two into one, how the limbs all entwine. Parts of the same whole. 

“You are bone from my body, in this same way,” he explains, for this is what God told him.

The limb quivers as the trunk remains resolute. He wants to make it clear to her why she is here. “You must stay close. A part of me. For how can a limb go from its root?”

“A limb from its root,” she repeats, but her eyes have already trailed through the rough bark, the slender branches, and now her eyes are lost in the stars above. 

He strokes her cheek. “Rest, Eve.”

Eventually, her eyes will themselves into a first night’s repose under the stars in Paradise. 
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