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“Rewriting Eve is a treasure. Ronna Detrick is part archaeologist and part astronaut. She writes to excavate ancient stories and make them fresh, alive, and meaningful again. She journeys to the wild edges of imagination to dance with these women under an expansive star-lit sky. In reclaiming these voices of wisdom and hope she offers each of us the gift of showing the way back home to our own deepest knowing.”


—CHRISTINE VALTERS PAINTNER, PHD, online Abbess of AbbeyoftheArts.com and author of twenty books including Birthing the Holy: Wisdom from Mary to Nurture Creativity and Renewal


“Hope is a courageous discipline these days, and to revision a limiting story is a bold and hopeful act. A story can create and destroy worlds. A once-upon-a-time can be a battering ram that breaks a long-held dam, one that kept the most medicinal, archetypal rivers from feeding and healing us. To that end, Ronna’s book is an epic achievement and essential addition to any apocalypse-savvy library.”


—DANIELLE DULSKY, Founder of The Hag School, author of The Holy Wild, Seasons of Moon and Flame, and The Sacred Hags Oracle


“As I read Rewriting Eve, I kept thinking of all the women who have grown up in churches that don’t allow women to be pastors, preachers, or priests. Then I thought about all the women who have gotten as far away as possible from Christian churches because of Christianity’s widespread anti-feminism. Rewriting Eve is a tremendous gift to both groups. It opens up the Bible in a fresh, liberating, stereotype-challenging way. Whoever you are, you will feel that Ronna Detrick is your pastor in these pages, and the best Bible teacher you ever had.”


—BRIAN D. MCLAREN, American pastor, speaker, and author of Faith After Doubt and Do I Stay Christian?


“I’ve been waiting for this book my whole life. Or rather, I’ve been waiting for this book from the first moment I could tell there were voices missing. No, not just in Sunday School. There, sure, but elsewhere too. Boardrooms, media, you get the idea. And while this book holds a gift in the retelling of voices reclaimed, it also invites a bigger question for me: what other voices are missing? That is the invocation. To bring those voices forward . . . and mine too. Brilliantly written, lovingly crafted, this book is a calling forth and a revelation.”


—TANYA GEISLER, Leadership Coach and Speaker


“The stories we’ve been told and tell ourselves about who we are as women shape our future, opening and, too often, closing possibilities. Ronna has written a stunning reimagining of our sacred stories using groundbreaking research. I savored this beautiful book and hope it will free us to rewrite all the stories that have silenced and shamed us.”


—JENNIFER LOUDEN, author of Why Bother? and The Woman’s Comfort Book


“This book will help you rewrite your own story. If you’ve carried the weight of a patriarchal religion on your shoulders, this book will lighten the load and give you the freedom to dance. I wish I’d had it in my twenties, but I’m glad I have it now.”


—HEATHER PLETT, author of The Art of Holding Space: A Practice of Love, Liberation, and Leadership


“Ronna’s book is an inspirational guide to awaken and renew your engagement with the stories of women in the Bible that often have been, like the 10 Commandments, fixed in stone. Many of us learned to accept without question what we were taught and did not welcome our own imagination. Ronna, like Eve, bites into the apple and breaks the rules as she helps us imagine the gifts wrapped in the rich and often hidden stories of biblical women. She gives us full permission to see, weave and claim our own stories, realizing we have a lineage of women who have traveled before us and are cheering us on.”


—GAIL WARNER, MA, MFT, author of Weaving Myself Awake: Voicing the Sacred Through Poetry
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For Emma Joy and Abby. No matter how many stories I tell, yours are the most awe-inspiring, beautiful, and sacred of them all. I love you.









In the old stories, it is women who make the world; why then shouldn’t we remake it?


—SHARON BLACKIE
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INTRODUCTION








Whether we know it or not, whether we have read them or not, whether we believe them or don’t, our daily lives take direction from stories that are hundreds, even thousands of years old.


—ELIZABETH LESSER, Cassandra Speaks





To rewrite anything is an act of hope. An email, a text, a letter, a birthday card, a term paper, a story, a book, a love note. It is a striving to say what we truly mean. It is an internal desire to “get it right.” It is precision and sometimes poetry. It is writing and writing nearly the same thing over and over again. It is tedious and exhausting, rewarding and exhilarating. It is a commitment to a better, stronger, clearer, and more eloquent and beautiful way to express what we truly think and deeply feel. It is a choice, a practice, a discipline. It is, by its very nature, endless.


We are constantly rewriting ourselves as a practical expression of hope. We rewrite the past to make sense of our choices (and others’) and to make different ones moving forward. We rewrite our inner dialogue to enable healing and growth. We rewrite our vocation, our calling, our destiny, our future. We rewrite our relationships—those failed and those that fulfill. We rewrite our stories through therapy, journaling, self-reflection, even dreaming. We rewrite our own stories to make our way in the world, to find our place, to feel at home with who we are.


This has always been the way of it: stories are rewritten and retold, time and again. Around an outdoor fire or a kitchen table. Whether we sit in circle or on a pew. Whenever we spend time with family or friends. “We understand that story is not the gospel truth, or journalism, or courtroom testimony. . . . The fish gets a little bigger, the storm gets a little wilder, the love gets a little stronger, our bravery or disappointments get a little exaggerated in the telling over time.”1 And yet, for all this, we have made sacred stories and texts somehow off-limits to rewriting. They are carved in stone, inviolate, and immutable. To touch them, let alone tamper with them, will ruin them and us (or so we’ve been told). Our imagination is dangerous. These texts are sacrosanct, their retelling sacrilegious.


I believe exactly the opposite: When we do not dare to rewrite our sacred stories and texts, we lose hope. Our imagination is what keeps them alive and vital. But when we hold them at arm’s length, when we declare that their meaning, value, and worth can only be maintained through objective distance, they become increasingly irrelevant—as do the institutions by which they are protected and ostensibly “revered.”


I am not willing to lose hope. I rewrite sacred stories so that the women within them are seen again and anew—their voices heard, their harm named, their shame lifted, their silence ended, their perseverance esteemed, and their hope honored. And when that happens, everything changes. We change. We are seen, our own voices are heard, our own harm is named, our own shame is lifted, our own silence ends, our own perseverance is esteemed, and our own hope is not only honored but also fanned into flame—despite every attempt to tamp it (and us) down.


It is my deepest hope that as I rewrite these sacred stories of women, you will better see and understand your own. It is my deepest hope that you will bravely name the stories you’ve been told and the ones you tell yourself, and that you will rewrite them both—defiantly and on your own terms. It is my deepest hope that you will hold fast to every invitation to reimagine, reclaim, revision, and redeem the stories that form your sacred lineage, the shoulders upon which you stand, the women from whom you descend. And it is my deepest hope that you will know with unquestionable certainty that you are their daughter, their lineage, their kin.





WHY THESE STORIES, PARTICULARLY?



The stories that have meant the most to me, that I remember and return to, are those in which I catch a glimpse of myself between the lines. Sometimes it is a character and the way their life reflects a particular aspect of my own: a challenge, a loss, a miracle, a fantasy. Other times it is brilliant prose that exquisitely captures my emotions, questions, needs, or hopes. And then there are the times when I get lost in the plot and am transported into a place that is intimate and real. In the best of them, I turn the last page or watch “The End” scroll across the screen and feel seen and heard, acknowledged and known. Neil Gaiman captures this perfectly in M Is for Magic: “Stories you read when you’re the right age never quite leave you. You may forget who wrote them or what the story was called. Sometimes you’ll forget precisely what happened, but if a story touches you, it will stay with you, haunting the places in your mind that you rarely ever visit.”2


But there is another whole world of stories that has impacted me (and you, as well) even more profoundly. Family legend, tradition, and lore craft our beliefs and serves as the foundation to our memory. Historical narratives inform our understanding of culture, gender, race, sexuality, politics, and the world at large. Myths swirl in and out of our conscious awareness. Childhood fairy tales shape our hopes and dreams. And all of these, whether we are conscious of them or not, determine the ways in which we make sense of our lives: our relationships, our behaviors, our proclivities, our likes and dislikes, our opinions, our expectations . . . everything.


Of them all—read, heard, told, inherited, and imbued—the stories of women in scripture are those that have impacted us the most. This is a bold claim to make, and one that I wish I could deny. Even the words “women in scripture” cause a visceral and impossible-to-ignore reaction that feels important to name. Your response may be a sense of gratitude, a comfortable acknowledgment of a Text you’ve known, revered, and loved. Or perhaps, instead, you feel your claws come out and your defenses go up at their mere mention. (If it helps, my reaction is a bit of both.) No matter what, our response where these women and their stories are concerned is neither indifferent nor benign. It is exactly this that validates their impact, power, and significance—for good and, yes, for ill.


The sacred stories of women have rarely been told in ways that honor the perspective and experience of the women themselves. They have been misunderstood, neglected, and frequently maligned. They have been coopted and trapped within systems of male power and privilege. These same systems have shaped a history of oppression, silencing, and exclusion—sometimes even the contents of the bible itself (written by men for men).


When we pull back even the slightest bit, we must acknowledge that none of this is unique to biblical interpretation alone; rather, it reflects the general condition of women worldwide, for centuries and still today. Which is, of course, my point.


The way these women’s stories have been told (or not) correlates directly with the realities women face—past, present, and future. They are woven into our collective consciousness, our individual subconscious, and our cultural history; they are the water in which we swim. Elizabeth Lesser, quoted in the epigraph at the top of this introduction, says, “You may think these stories are the stuff of ‘once upon a time’ and have nothing to do with you or your times. But ‘once upon a time’ is now, because the past is laced into the present on the needle and thread of stories.”3


We can choose how to respond to this truth. We could decide that these stories (and the larger text within which they reside) are too damaged, too indoctrinated, and completely irrelevant; we could turn and walk away. But there is a vast difference between rejecting the doctrine and dogma—even the ideology of those who have been telling the stories—and walking away from the women themselves. When we throw out the proverbial and patriarchal bathwater, we perpetuate centuries-old harm. It is the exact opposite of what they deserve, what we deserve. “The patriarchy, so afraid of female power—and shouldn’t that give us hope?—that they went to extravagant length to suppress it, created new stories to cover it up.”4


Another response is to listen to the women themselves. Instead of turning away, we can turn toward them, draw closer, and breathe them in. We can imagine how they want their stories told, how they want their circumstances and choices understood, what they want us to know, still and always. We can invite and allow their emotions, their voice, and their heart on our behalf. We can come to believe that they reside in our midst, are present, and stay. We can trust that they offer us what we have longed for, sometimes even without knowing: evidence of the feminine—its sacredness and power. A sacredness that is accessible, tender, and strong; a power that has been present from the beginning of time, will not be silenced or quelled, and is ours to claim. This response is the harder path, to be sure; it is an uphill battle and climb. There is much to wade through, much to dispel, much to decry, and much to grieve. But these ancient, sacred women and their stories are worth every effort.


In 1972, American poet, essayist, and feminist Adrienne Rich spoke to the necessity of this effort through the lens of literary critique:




Re-vision—the act of looking back, of seeing with fresh eyes, of entering an old text from a new, critical direction—is for women more than a chapter in cultural history: it is an act of survival. Until we can understand the assumptions in which we are drenched we cannot know ourselves. And this drive to self-knowledge, for women, is more than a search for identity; it is part of her refusal of the self-destructiveness of male-dominated society. . . . We need to know the writing of the past and know it differently than we have ever known it: not to pass on a tradition but to break its hold over us.5





Not just Adrienne Rich, but many more besides. Feminist, liberation, and womanist theologians have been interpreting (and rewriting) scriptural texts in profound and transformative ways for decades. With impressive skill and expertise, they parse out the smallest grammatical truths hidden in verb tense, gendered nouns, the placement of subject and object, and so much more. They uncover deep—and, often, avoided—meaning. They look at the broad, sweeping context of theology itself (the study of the nature of God and religious belief)—how it has been nearly exclusively shaped by and on behalf of white men; how that has dramatically and painfully altered the text and our interpretation of it. They tirelessly work to “break [tradition’s] hold over us.” Wilda C. Gaffney, a brilliant theologian and expert in “womanist midrash,” perfectly captures the spirit of this effort:




I am talking back to the text, challenging it, questioning it, interrogating it, unafraid of the power and authority of the text, just as a girl-growing-into-a-woman talks back to her elders, questioning the world around her in order to learn how to understand and navigate it.6





Resistance to this idea often shows up in the belief that scriptural texts are objective, that this collection of history and myth, letters and poems, is unbiased and untouched other than by the very hand of God. I am not one to discount the possibility of the miraculous, but my unswerving creed is that all storytelling is subjective—even and especially the stories in scripture. When committed to the tenets of inerrancy or absolute truth, we tend to forget that these stories were passed down from generation to generation for thousands of years, held in memory alone, before a single one was written down. And even then, words were subjectively dictated to a scribe who made his own subjective decisions along the way. Within Hebrew and Greek, the original languages of the Old and New Testaments, the slightest pen stroke, the inadvertent misplacement of a jot or tittle, or a misspelled word had the potential to significantly alter intended (and subjective) meaning.


Every bit of this is gift and grace. Subjectivity allows us to find meaning in a sacred text that we may have discounted long ago as too misogynistic, too painful, too peripheral. Subjectivity gives us carte blanche permission to reimagine and rewrite these stories in ways that reflect a woman’s internal and external realities, that honor the women themselves—and us as well. And subjectivity enables us to hear these women speak today . . . because they can, because they must, because that is what the best stories always do.


Despite a long history of oppression, silencing, and shame, these women and their stories inexplicably persist. They are brave, wise, vulnerable, and gentle—just like us. They have known tremendous loss, fear, and pain—just like us. They have been overlooked and underestimated—just like us. They have been misunderstood and dismissed—just like us. They have survived—just like us. And not only a few, but countless numbers—women named and unnamed, known and barely heard of, shocking, heartbreaking, defiant, broken, bold, triumphant, incredible.


From these endless numbers, I have chosen just ten:




Eve


Cain’s Wife


Hagar


The Midwives


Jael


Vashti


Esther


The Canaanite Woman


The Woman at the Well


The Woman of Revelation 12





Each of them has a story to tell, wisdom to impart, and hope to lavish. Each of them gifts us with profound and relevant perspective on our own story, our choices, and the life we deserve to live. Each of them, all of them, come alongside to imbue courage and strength. They offer comfort and consolation when we feel unheard, unseen, and alone. They remind us to persevere and rise above all that keeps us tamed, small, and disempowered. They shout a deafening “no” when we are harmed. They sing a glorious “yes” when we embrace the legacy that is ours. They stand—regal, immutable, and sovereign—in a world that desperately needs their voices, their presence, their beauty, and their power; in a world that desperately needs ours, too.


As I said at the start, the stories that I remember and return to are those in which I catch a glimpse of myself between the lines—in which I feel more seen and heard, acknowledged and known. These are those stories, and this is my “why.” I can hardly wait for you to know them as I do, to experience just how deeply they know you. I long for you to feel them reach out and take your hand—even more, inhabit your heart. And I trust that they (and this book) will offer you far more than just a glimpse of yourself between the lines; rather, you will recognize them as an impossible-to-ignore mirror of who you truly are—their daughter, their lineage, their kin.








AND YET, TENSIONS ABOUND.



For all that I love about these women’s stories, they present particular difficulties. First is the biblical text in and of itself. I have no need to disparage a book that many view as sacred and sacrosanct. Author and practical theologian Rachel Held-Evans captures my thoughts exactly: “I have come to regard with some suspicion those who claim that the Bible never troubles them. I can only assume this means they haven’t actually read it.”7 At the same time, I do not want anyone to run screaming into the dark at the very mention of the words “biblical text” before turning the pages that follow. If I could, I would extrapolate these stories from the pages in which (and by which) they have been bound. Still, this is where they reside. We need a starting point from which to build and to deconstruct. I encourage you to read each story as though it were the first time (which perhaps it is)—to do all you can to suspend both disbelief and frustration just long enough to journey with me somewhere new and far more expansive. I promise, that is where we are headed.


A second tension is talk of God. It is possible that I carry enough ambivalence about this for all of us combined, but please know that I know it is a dicey topic. As such, no part of me will be remotely disturbed by your resistance, your tension, your beliefs, or your disbelief. Simultaneously, I hope you are both challenged and compelled, for that is the result of all good writing and every good story. And these are good stories. I encourage you to take ample liberty in substituting any language for the divine that resonates. And if none will suffice (or even when it does), may the women themselves be an expression of the sacred on your behalf. For this is exactly what they are, what they offer, and what they invite.


A third tension is inherent in looking closely at stories that reveal blatant and painful disregard for women. But to not tell them for that reason feels even more injurious: we risk them slipping further into the depths of oblivion, and eventually being completely erased from our memory—and if that happens, all the harm that has been perpetuated on them (and us) over the centuries will have been for naught. I encourage you to take deep breaths, allow in as much as you can, extend yourself grace, and hold fast to the demand that no such stories should have ever been lived through in the first place or ever again.


A fourth tension is revealed in the fact that I am a white, able-bodied, straight, cisgender woman who has known and benefited from incredible privilege in each of these categories. Even with an ongoing commitment to name and acknowledge the harm that my entitlement has caused (and does still), I am certain there are limitations to the ways in which I’ve attempted to apply these stories to women of today—contexts I have missed, nuances I have overlooked, cultural traditions and perspectives I have not taken into consideration, gender and sexuality applications that are not as inclusive as I hope or intend. The work I am doing to free these texts from patriarchy and misogyny is, of course, the tip of the iceberg. I have not gone far enough. You deserve to see yourself within them. Forgive me for the places in which I have fallen short in this regard; I deeply desire to learn and change.


There are undoubtedly more, but for now, the final tension I am aware of is what I feel within. I am trying to balance intelligent and thoughtful critique with fiery and passionate opinions. I am trying to balance my longing to impart wisdom and inspiration with my known tendency to argue in order to make a point. And I am trying to balance my deep desire to honor the women in these ancient, sacred stories with my endless prayer that it is your story you come to see, claim, and honor most clearly and powerfully of all. So, one last time, I encourage you to look past my efforts and my failings, past the places where I struggle and even where I might succeed. For in the end, what matters most is that you encounter these women for yourself—that you hear their voices speaking directly to you in mind and heart, that you feel their embrace, that you sense their presence as close as your own breath, that you walk through your world with the unshakeable awareness that you have never, ever been alone, and, above all else, that you actually believe them when they say, “You are our daughter, our lineage, our kin.”








HOW TO READ THIS BOOK:



The ten stories that follow are ordered as they are in the bible itself. Though you need not read them sequentially for them to make sense and offer meaning, there is value in considering how the stories and lives of women did (or did not) change over time. Within each chapter you will find the following:




	An opening reflection that sets the stage for this woman’s story.


	The biblical text—paraphrased for understanding, vocabulary, and ease of reading.


	A series of vignettes that speak to the realities of this woman’s life and our own, predominant interpretations and cultural impact, and the wisdom and hope she offers still.


	A personalized blessing—my imagining of her voice on your behalf.


	Reflection questions that invite you deeper into your own story through the lens of hers.





Whether you read this book through in one sitting, use it as companion and support over a longer period of time, or pick it up again and again for perspective and encouragement, fold down the corner of pages, write in the margins, underline, highlight, ask even more questions than I have, and assume, if not believe, that every single woman within is holding her breath in anticipation of who you are yet to become knowing she is endlessly by your side.








MY HOPE AS WE SET OUT.



In her book Out of Sorts: Making Peace with an Evolving Faith, Sara Bessey says, “And here, at last, as we sit among the questions still unanswered and the path you must walk ahead, I pray for your journey as it unfolds into the unknown. I know you feel a bit out of sorts. We all do sometimes. It’s okay. Don’t be afraid. You are so very loved. I pray you would remember it, know it, live it, breathe it, rest in it: beloved.”8


I love this prayer. It speaks perfectly to mine on your behalf. May the pages that follow not answer your every question but rather gift you with more curiosity than ever before. May you fan your desire into flame, no matter what, believing it to be DNA-level proof of the legacy from which you descend. May you encounter a sense of the sacred that defies everything you have ever been told and surpasses everything you’ve ever hoped. May you discover that there is more than one way to tell and rewrite a story—especially when it comes to your own. May you be companioned by wise and amazing women, in the flesh and in realms unseen, that remind you of who you truly are, especially on the days you forget. And may you confidently walk through your world knowing, without a shadow of doubt, that you are loved. Remember this, know this, live this, breathe this, rest in this. Always.


May it be so.


—RONNA DETRICK Hampstead, NC October 2023
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Chapter One: EVE








A woman will not leave her garden until she harbors a deep knowing, planted there at the base of her spine, that she deserves better.


—DANIELLE DULSKY





There are very few stories we know by heart, stories we instantly and intuitively recognize as undeniably true. Not true as in factual or provable; true as in resonant, wise, and worth trusting. On the rare occasions when we hear them, we step into a secret garden, a waking dream. We breathe deeply. We feel more like ourselves than ever before. We gasp in near disbelief at all that we finally see, understand, and know with clarity, even certainty. These stories inexplicably capture and articulate our every ache and our every hope. They awaken us to what is authentic and real, to what we have, somewhere within, longed for all along. These are stories our heart knows.


One of them belongs to Eve.


Not the story that instantly comes to mind. Not the one that has shame written between every line. Not the one that has been twisted into oppressive doctrine and dogma. Not the one that is wielded to make us believe we are not enough or too much. Not the one we’d rather not hear, thank you very much. Instead, a story reimagined, retold, and heard by heart. The one that invites us into our own story and life. The one in which Eve meets us, takes our hand, and welcomes us home.





HER TEXT



—paraphrased from Genesis, chapters 1–3




Long before time began, only darkness existed. In one magnificent moment or infinite forever, Spirit began to create. Dark was separated from light and water from sky. Sun and moon formed a rhythm of day and night. Trees, plants, and animals were imagined and enlivened. A human, ‘āḏām, Adam, was shaped from the dust of the earth, life breathed into him by Spirit. Then one culminating divine and creative act took place: while the man slept, one of his ribs became the starting point for ‘iššâ, woman. When he awoke and saw her, he could only respond with wonder and awe.


Creator saw all that had been made and said, “It is very good.”


One day, a serpent asked the woman if they were allowed to eat the fruit of any tree. “No,” she said. “We are not to eat from the tree in the center of the garden or we shall surely die.” The serpent told her that this was not true; on the contrary, upon eating the fruit her eyes would be opened and she would be wise. Not one to turn down wisdom, she took the fruit and ate it, then gave some to Adam, who was with her; he ate it as well. Their eyes were, indeed, opened and they saw that they were naked, arummim, which means unconcealed, innocent, and with no guile.


Creator walked through the garden in the cool of the day and called out, “Where are you?” When there was no answer, Creator asked if they’d eaten from the tree. The man said, “Yes, but it was her fault—the woman that you gave me.” Then the woman told how the serpent had deceived her. Hearing this, Creator cursed the serpent and named consequences for the humans—an articulation of what their life would hold from this point forward. For the woman, pain in childbirth, desire for her husband, and submission to his will. For the man, endless and futile toil in his work.


A flaming sword was placed over Eden’s entrance, keeping them safe from the Tree of Life; the world beyond the garden’s borders became their home. Never abandoned or alone, the Creator clothed them, protected them, stayed with them, and loved them. As they left all they had known and entered into all that was yet ahead, Adam named the woman ḥaûâ, Eve, the mother of all life.
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I WISH I COULD SIT BESIDE YOU as you read Eve’s story—that we could talk, late into the night, about where your mind wanders, every emotion that is summoned, every tangent that deserves to be followed, every story of your own that is somehow remembered and piqued. In the absence of such, I can imagine . . .


You are reminded of why you never liked this story much, why you never gave it much credence, and/or why you shake your head in disbelief when you encounter those who do. So much races through your head and heart: the serpent’s seeming trickery, their hiding, Adam blaming Eve, Eve blaming the serpent, the consequences, being banished, the flaming sword. You are trying to recall what I left out, what I changed, where I took liberties. You are definitely stuck on “your desire will be for your husband, and he will preside over you.” You feel, deeply, all the pain women have known throughout time because of this story, the pain you have known. And if this was your first time reading this tale in its entirety, you are incredibly grateful that it has not been part of your learned heritage or faith tradition!


I know. And I understand. Despite the many times I’ve heard Eve’s story told and read it for myself, my thoughts and feelings have not lessened or dulled. I react. I rage. I reflect. These days, more than all else, I reimagine—but it’s taken me a long time to get here.


When I was young, I never questioned the Genesis story or thought of it as anything other than true, even literal. I was never curious about why Adam and Eve were forbidden to eat from one particular tree, why God created it in the first place, and why it was then disallowed. I never asked why the serpent was often described as “subtle, shrewd, crafty, and sly” when God had declared everything “good.” I never wondered why Adam was told they would die if they ate the fruit, when clearly that didn’t happen. I never thought to examine any of this, because what I did know with certainty was that it was wrong to question the bible. That would be tantamount to what Eve did. And look where that led!


I knew that Eve was wrong to listen to the serpent, to take the fruit, to eat it, and most of all to tempt Adam with it. I knew that she was disobedient; after all, they were banished from Eden because of her singular choice. I knew that because of her, my responsibility was to not follow her example, to somehow undo her mistake by not making any myself. I knew that my intuition, my desire, my wisdom, and even my heart could not and should not be trusted. And I knew that if I was to hope for any better outcome than the one she’d forced upon all of us at the beginning of time, I needed saving—by a man, by the male god, and from myself.


Whether or not your childhood was like mine; whether your faith tradition was the same, different, or completely nonexistent; whether you’ve heard Eve’s story a thousand times or just this once—it has shaped your life as much as it has mine. It has “served” as the predominant religious ideology, normative cultural template, and overarching social framework for nearly every aspect of the Western world. It is not a stretch to claim its impact and presence within the realities women face, like unequal pay, fewer leadership positions, domestic violence, sexual harassment and trafficking, unraveling abortion rights, and more. All of these are informed and influenced by an inherent understanding of women that, though often unspoken, is no less living and active for the silence around it.


Yet none of this is because of Eve herself, or even her story!


“History isn’t what happened,” says noted women’s historian Sally Roesh Wagner. “It’s who tells the story.”1 And the storytellers, particularly as it relates to Eve’s story, have nearly all, if not exclusively, been men.


Let’s take a brief walk through history:


Tertullian, the father of Latin Christianity, 2nd century:




And do you not know that you are (each) an Eve? . . . You are the devil’s gateway; you are the unsealer of that (forbidden) tree; you are the first deserter of the divine law; you are she who persuaded him whom the devil was not valiant enough to attack. You destroyed so easily God’s image, man. On account of your desert—that is, death—even the Son of God had to die.





Augustine, the Bishop of Hippo, Doctor of the Church and Latin Father, 4th century:




[W]oman was given to man, woman who was of small intelligence and who perhaps still lives more in accordance with the promptings of the inferior flesh than by superior reason. Watch out that she does not twist and turn you for the worse. What difference does it make whether it is in a wife or in a mother, provided we nonetheless avoid Eve in any woman.
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