


Jill Eileen Smith

O

_Smith_DaughterofEden_JE_nr.indd   5_Smith_DaughterofEden_JE_nr.indd   5 10/6/22   12:03 PM10/6/22   12:03 PM

Jill Eileen Smith, Daughter of Eden 
Revell, a division of Baker Publishing Group, © 2023. Used by permission



© 2023 by Jill Eileen Smith

Published by Revell
a division of Baker Publishing Group
PO Box 6287, Grand Rapids, MI 49516-6287
www .revellbooks .com

Printed in the United States of America

All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, stored in a retrieval 
system, or transmitted in any form or by any means— for example, electronic, photo-
copy, recording— without the prior written permission of the publisher. The only 
exception is brief quotations in printed reviews.

Library of Congress Cataloging- in- Publication Data
Names: Smith, Jill Eileen, 1958– author.
Title: Daughter of Eden : Eve’s story / Jill Eileen Smith.
Description: Grand Rapids, MI : Revell, a division of Baker Publishing Group, [2023]
Identifiers: LCCN 2022020825 | ISBN 9780800737641 (paperback) | ISBN 

9780800742614 (casebound) | ISBN 9781493439669 (ebook)
Subjects: LCSH: Eve (Biblical figure)— Fiction. | Adam (Biblical figure)— Fiction. | 

LCGFT: Bible fiction | Novels.
Classification: LCC PS3619.M58838 D38 2023 | DDC 813/.6— dc23/eng/20220428
LC record available at https://lccn .loc .gov /2022020825

Most Scripture used in this book, whether quoted or paraphrased by the characters, 
is from The Holy Bible, English Standard Version® (ESV®), copyright © 2001 by 
Crossway, a publishing ministry of Good News Publishers. Used by permission. All 
rights reserved. ESV Text Edition: 2016

Some Scripture used in this book, whether quoted or paraphrased by the characters, is 
from THE HOLY BIBLE, NEW INTERNATIONAL VERSION®, NIV® Copyright 
© 1973, 1978, 1984, 2011 by Biblica, Inc.® Used by permission. All rights reserved 
worldwide.

This is a work of historical reconstruction; the appearances of certain historical figures 
are therefore inevitable. All other characters, however, are products of the author’s 
imagination, and any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, is coincidental.

Published in association with Books & Such Literary Management, www .booksand 
such .com.

Baker Publishing Group publications use paper produced from sustainable forestry 
practices and post- consumer waste whenever possible.

23 24 25 26 27 28 29   7 6 5 4 3 2 1

23 24 25 26 27 28 29   7 6 5 4 3 2 1

_Smith_DaughterofEden_JE_nr.indd   6_Smith_DaughterofEden_JE_nr.indd   6 10/6/22   12:03 PM10/6/22   12:03 PM

Jill Eileen Smith, Daughter of Eden 
Revell, a division of Baker Publishing Group, © 2023. Used by permission

http://www.revellbooks.com


In loving memory of my mom, Shirley R. Smith,  
who left this earth two days before I completed the final draft 
of this book. My mom gave me a love for books and was my 

greatest cheerleader. She read every book until this one, which 
her earthly eyes will never see. But just knowing she is with 

Jesus is all that matters to me. She loved her family well.
June 27, 1923–March 7, 2022

Also in loving memory of my brother, Dennis,  
who read all of my books and who, like Eve, left this 

earth realizing afresh how much God loved him.
November 8, 1943–July 10, 2021

And to those who wonder what God’s creation of the 
world might have looked like . . . to those who wish 

they could say to Eve, “Don’t eat the fruit!”
This book is for you.
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The heavens praise your wonders, Lord,
 your faithfulness too, in the assembly of the holy ones.
For who in the skies above can compare with the Lord?
 Who is like the Lord among the heavenly beings?
In the council of the holy ones God is greatly feared;
 he is more awesome than all who surround him.

Psalm 89:5–7 NIV
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The Unseen Realm

The first time he opened his eyes, light, brilliant and pure, 
moved in colored ribbons about him. Sounds like thunder 
and whispers joined in melodic tones. Scents came from 

the surrounding colorful foliage, and he could taste the breeze 
swirling in the air. He blinked and stood, taking in the garden, the 
mountains, the city shining like a jewel in its midst.

“You are Michael,” a voice like a song said behind him.
He turned, facing the sound, and there before him stood a being 

majestic and beautiful, His eyes like glowing flames.
Instinctively, Michael bowed low, aware that there were others 

like him all bowing before this being. Who are You?
Your Maker and Creator, came the response deep within him.
“Rise,” the Creator said, and a host of beings rose with Mi-

chael. He looked about and then observed his own form, noting 
slight differences between himself and others among the throng.

“You are My messengers, angels of every rank, each with spe-
cific duties to serve My Father.” The Creator pointed to a place 
lifted high in the distance, where a clear liquid substance flowed 
from a fiery, living throne. “The Ancient of Days,” the Creator 
said. “Some of you will serve Him directly and sit on His council.”

Michael briefly met the Creator’s gaze, enveloped by euphoric 
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feelings. You are worthy and mighty and holy, he said without 
speaking aloud.

“I am Adonai Elohim, the Son of the Father, who is the Ancient 
of Days. I am the Alpha and Omega, the Beginning and the End. 
You are the heavenly host, His servants.” The Creator looked at 
each one, nodding and speaking the names of some. “Gabriel, 
Michael, come.”

Michael stepped closer, and another bearing his same qualities 
drew alongside him. They bowed low again.

“You are My archangels,” the Creator said. “You have access 
to My Father and will stand in His presence. You are two among 
many princes and will have duties and power above the others.” 
He stretched His arm toward the path leading up to the throne of 
God and beckoned them to go.

Michael walked beside Gabriel along a floating path above a 
crystal sea as the Creator spoke to others behind them.

“Lucifer,” Adonai Elohim called, and Michael turned to glimpse 
a dazzling angel stepping close and bowing low. “You are a guard-
ian cherub of Eden on the holy mount of God.”

Michael looked at Gabriel. “What is Eden?”
Gabriel shrugged. “I am newly created as you are. I have no 

idea. Perhaps the Ancient of Days will tell us.”
They continued to float above the crystal sea until at last they 

came to stand in the presence of God. The throne’s fire came from 
spinning wheels at its sides, and the Ancient of Days sat upon it, 
magnificent. Cherubim sang His praise, saying, “Holy, holy, holy 
is the Lord God Almighty, who was and is and is to come.”

The sea beneath them illumined a great chasm of darkness in 
the space far below. The Spirit of God hovered over the face of 
the deep, and the Creator, Son of the Almighty, joined them, sur-
rounded by millions of angels in God’s throne room. Thunder 
erupted when the Ancient One spoke to the hovering Spirit and the 
Son in a language the created ones could not understand.

Suddenly the Spirit’s hovering ceased, and He moved in ethereal 
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beauty about the throne room, speaking to the Ancient of Days 
and Adonai Elohim in tones and utterances, like groans too deep 
for words.

Until . . .
“Let there be light,” God commanded, all speaking in one voice. 

The ribbons of light swirled, and the crystal sea beneath them 
showed the deep no longer dark. Light, not nearly as bright as 
the heavenly colors but brilliant enough to displace the darkness, 
exposed the swirling chaos so all could see. The mass of waters 
was visible now, yet still it remained black as night.

Then God separated the light from the darkness and called 
one day and one night. There was no form or foundation to the 
light or darkness, just separation to show those watching what 
God was doing.

Suddenly an explosion of commands came from the center 
throne. An expanse separated waters from waters, and a lower 
heaven emerged beneath the throne room’s glassy floor.

A measuring line stretched across the deep, and in the course of 
time, God set the cornerstone and built the foundation for what 
He would soon call “earth.”

The morning stars sang as they watched the changes God made 
of the chaos, and Michael joined the angels as they shouted for 
joy when the boundaries were set for the beauty they knew was 
coming. How could anything the Almighty made be anything but 
glorious? Everything Michael could see, including the body that 
belonged to him, was beautiful and pure, and he marveled as he 
watched. What was God creating here?

In sudden yet seemingly slow progression, dry land appeared, 
and the waters were placed behind invisible doors, unable to reach 
beyond their boundaries to touch the ground. Vegetation bearing 
seeds to procreate and trees of every imaginable design sprouted 
from the new ground, bearing fruit of every glimmering color.

Sun and moon and stars, lesser lights than the light of heaven, 
appeared in the expanse to mark days and nights and seasons. 
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Time began when God marked the first day, evening and morning, 
and Michael pondered what time meant.

He held his breath as living beings appeared in the sea and on 
the land. He laughed outright and joy filled the heavens at some of 
their strange images. How different the earth was from the heavens.

Silence followed the creation of the last of the creatures for a 
heavy moment, until at last God spoke again in a loud whisper. 
“Let us make adam in our image, after our likeness. And let them 
have dominion over the fish of the sea and over the birds of the 
heavens and over the livestock and over all the earth and over every 
creeping thing that creeps on the earth.”

Humankind? What would these image- bearers look like? Would 
they shine like the jewels and brilliance of the heavenly hosts? Mi-
chael leaned forward to watch as Adonai Elohim slipped through 
heaven’s barrier and knelt in earth’s dust.

What was He doing?
His shining appearance blocked their view until He knelt fur-

ther and breathed into the air. No, not the air, for a moment later, 
Adonai Elohim took a hand and pulled a being to its feet.

The human didn’t look like God in any way. How is this Your 
image- bearer? Michael wondered. But the Creator did not respond 
to his question.

He yearned to understand as Adonai Elohim walked the adam 
throughout the earth and showed him all that God had made. By 
the time the new sun had moved toward the edge of the sky, Adonai 
Elohim had put the adam to sleep and lifted a hand to another 
adam, one like the first and yet not the same.

A million of the heavenly hosts now crowded along the edges of 
the crystal floor, the sea of God’s throne room, watching, listening 
in silence and awe as the voices sounded again, quieter this time.

“Be fruitful and multiply and fill the earth and subdue it,” God 
said to the new adams, “and have dominion over the fish of the sea 
and over the birds of the heavens and over every living thing that 
moves on the earth. Behold, I have given you every plant yielding 
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seed that is on the face of all the earth, and every tree with seed 
in its fruit. You shall have them for food. And to every beast of 
the earth and to every bird of the heavens and to everything that 
creeps on the earth, everything that has the breath of life, I have 
given every green plant for food.”

Then Adonai Elohim guided the adams and placed them in a 
garden, which had missed Michael’s notice until this moment. A 
garden flourishing and glorious, matching the beauty of heaven. 
Was this Eden?

A collective sigh came from the heavenly hosts, mirroring his 
own feelings. And then as suddenly as He had left heaven, Adonai 
Elohim returned to His throne beside the Ancient of Days, and 
the Spirit hovered in the air between them.

“It is very good,” God said.
“Glory, glory, glory to the Lord God Almighty, who was and is 

and is to come,” the cherubim sang, and the angels danced.
Sometime later, as Michael stood in God’s presence, he ap-

proached the Creator and bowed low. “Is this garden where You 
have placed the adams the Eden You spoke of?”

“Yes,” He said. “It is the garden of God.”
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1

The woman laughed at the spray of water tingling her 
skin as the man, Adam, ducked under a waterfall and 
pulled her in with him. The cascade of sparkling liquid 

fell from the land high above them and flowed in rushing rivers 
going off in four directions.

“Swim with me,” he said, kissing her hand. Before she could 
respond, he released his grip and used his tawny, muscled arms 
and sturdy legs to propel himself ahead of her through the waters 
of the Pishon.

“You think you can outpace me, do you?” She dove beneath 
the clear surface and swam as the frogs did. She was soon at his 
shoulder. He turned to her, his smile wide, and at the way he 
looked at her she nearly lost her ability to think.

He took advantage of her brief distraction and pushed ahead, 
until they both fell silent as they raced the length of Havilah, 
which circled Eden. At last, barely winded, Adam climbed onto 
the shore and offered her his hand. She took it and found herself 
enveloped in his wet arms, his dark shoulder- length hair dripping 
onto her bare skin.

His kiss filled her with intense joy, and in a moment she pulled 
him to the lush grasses beneath them as they came together once 
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again as man and wife. It was what the Creator had told them to 
do, to be fruitful and multiply and fill the earth, though there had 
yet to be any fruit of their lovemaking.

Perhaps this time.
She rested in the crook of Adam’s arm sometime later, gazing at 

the waters that hung in white cumulus clouds above them. The waters 
below misted the ground, keeping it lush and green, making caring 
for the garden rewarding work. They had spent the morning tend-
ing the trees and pruning vines. The seed- bearing plants and trees 
would reproduce themselves, but the animals always needed tending.

The woman looked at her husband and brushed a tendril of 
wet hair from his eyes. “This is a good place Adonai Elohim has 
given to us.”

He leaned up on one elbow, bent over her, and kissed her nose. 
“We have not even begun to discover all that is hidden here. Didn’t 
He tell us there are gold and precious stones in Havilah like the 
jewels that adorn the heavenly messengers? Tomorrow, after we 
care for the animals, let us return and search for them.” His eyes 
gleamed like the dark of polished onyx, a stone they had recently 
found on one of their walks.

“Tomorrow might be too soon,” she said, cupping his chiseled 
cheek. “One of the ewes is due to give birth, and didn’t the Creator 
say the council would meet in the evening, after our walk in the 
cool of the day?”

Adam looked into her eyes, his gaze drawing her closer, if that 
were possible. “What would I do without you to remind me? I had 
forgotten about the ewe.”

“But you recalled the meeting?”
He nodded. He had known the Creator before she had, and the 

Creator had told him things, explained the earth and Eden to him 
even before she drew her first breath. Was it not in the naming of 
the beasts of the field and every living thing that they found no 
one to complete Adam?

“You have named the animals. Why have you not named me?” 
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she asked. While his name was connected to the earth and she to 
him, she often found “woman” somewhat wanting.

He kissed her, pulling her out of her musings. For a moment 
she wondered if he would embrace her again, but he stood instead 
and pulled her to her feet.

“I did name you,” he said, intertwining their fingers. “You are 
woman because you were taken out of man.”

“But you are Adam. Even the Creator says so.” She didn’t mean 
to pout, but suddenly she wanted something more, something 
unique to describe her.

“Let me think on it.” He sifted her hair between his fingers 
and gazed on her with such love that suddenly “woman” did seem 
enough. What else could he call her anyway? He was an adam as 
she was, yet she was very different.

“Shall we walk back to the place where Adonai Elohim meets us, 
or do you want another chance to show me you can swim faster?” 
He chuckled at the look she gave him, then placed his arm about 
her. “My woman, taken out of man. You are everything I could 
have imagined and so much more.”

She leaned against him, content. She had no need to compete 
with him except for the sheer joy of using her strength and feeling 
the freedom of her limbs. To race him allowed her to laugh at his 
playful ways. The cheetahs did not laugh like Adam did, nor the 
ostrich, though they could outrun her.

“Let’s walk along the river on the way back,” she said, smil-
ing up at him. “Perhaps we will see some of the gold of Havilah 
along the way.”

He led her to the bank of the rushing waters, both searching 
the grasses and the dirt beneath. But they reached the center of 
Eden too soon, having spotted nothing.

Then the woman heard the sound of the Creator walking nearby. 
She turned to Adam and took his hands. “He’s here!” Delight filled 
her, for she dearly loved these moments, far more than finding gold 
in the rivers or in the land.
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“Yes!” Adam said.
They hurried to meet Him, hand in hand. This was her favorite 

time of day.
Adonai Elohim appeared in the center of the garden not far 

from the Tree of Life. They hurried closer, and she fell at His 
feet and kissed them. Gratitude to Him for creating her always 
overwhelmed her when she saw the beauty of His face. His body, 
which He assumed in order to walk among them, was like theirs, 
only His torso was like topaz, His face like lightning, His eyes like 
flaming torches, His arms and legs like the gleam of burnished 
bronze, and His voice like the sound of a multitude. And yet they 
did not fear His brilliant presence. When He spoke to them alone, 
sometimes He spoke in whispers.

“Where have you been today?” He asked as He always did 
when they met. Today His voice sounded like Adam’s in tone 
and strength.

“We swam the length of the Pishon throughout the land of 
Havilah,” Adam answered as he draped one arm over her shoulder.

“It is beautiful there, though we did not see the gold or onyx 
or bdellium near the river. But I can swim as fast as Adam. Next 
time I will win.” She glanced at Adam, then turned to hold Adonai 
Elohim’s fiery gaze.

Adonai laughed, and they joined Him.
“My wife loves to compete with me, and I love to catch her.” 

Adam gave her an affectionate look. “We had hoped to return 
tomorrow to search out the jewels and gold You have placed there, 
but my wife has reminded me that one of the ewes is about to give 
birth, so we will remain near until her time.”

They continued to walk throughout the vast garden, passing 
near a forest of trees where small animals approached the Al-
mighty, all eager for His attention. He knelt to touch each one. As 
the woman watched, her heart ached with love for Him and the 
way He cared for even the smallest of His creatures.

The sun in the expanse above them grew lower in the west, and 
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the air cooled their glowing skin. Adonai Elohim led them back 
toward Eden’s center, then up a nearby rise in the land, when all 
at once an opening in the trees illumined the path with unearthly 
light. He motioned them to follow Him, and as had happened 
several times before, they found themselves on the mountain of 
God and entered a place not of the earth and yet still part of the 
earth. As if God’s heavenly dwelling place had come to tabernacle 
with them on this vast and marvelous planet.

Angels of varying ranks came and knelt before Adonai Elohim, 
each one larger and stronger than they, each one colorful and shin-
ing like translucent jewels. The woman watched in awe as each 
angel spoke to Adonai Elohim in a language she did not under-
stand. His nod or smile caused each one to bask in His approval.

The angels moved and took seats in a circle fanning away from 
the Creator while Adam stood near the throne, as Adonai had 
indicated. She clasped Adam’s hand as she always did in these 
meetings, standing open and unashamed before the angelic group. 
Adam had spoken once or twice at these gatherings, but she had 
been too caught up in the awe of looking from one angelic being 
to another to open her mouth. The archangel Michael held the 
highest rank, but Lucifer seemed to shine brighter, like a star of 
the dawn. Gabriel, a third powerful angel, stood near Adonai 
Elohim’s throne.

The council of God was present, and her heart grew light with 
joy. If she could have flown like the Spirit of God who moved in 
the midst of them, she would have done so for the unsurpassable 
thrill of being in God’s heavenly presence. How privileged they 
were to be here.

The discussion carried on around her about things she could 
not comprehend. The heavens they spoke of  were apparently 
above the clouds in the earthly expanse, far, far above them. The 
council of God normally met there, Adam had told her, except 
for these rare occasions when God wanted to bring heaven to 
earth.
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Adam glanced at her, his heart in his gaze. Such love moved and 
breathed in this place. Such acceptance and beauty. How could 
they possibly take it all in?

“I never want to leave,” she whispered in his ear.
“I can take Adam and his wife to the jewels of Havilah, my 

King,” one of the lesser angels offered, drawing her back to their 
discussion.

“Or perhaps I could show them,” Lucifer interjected, “since I 
am a guardian of the garden of God.”

She looked at the angels and wondered why any of these beings 
would want to show her and Adam the things of earth when they 
preferred to discover the glories of its depths on their own. She 
heard Adonai Elohim speak, more in her heart than in His usual 
audible voice, assuring her that she could explore the space He 
had created for them, to the farthest reaches of the land in Eden 
and the surrounding rivers.

He then declined the angels’ offer, affirming that she had not 
imagined His voice in her heart.

Love for the Creator rose anew within her. How blessed she was 
to glimpse what His highest heavens must be like— where many 
millions of angels and other hosts resided. Was Eden as beautiful? 
Would God ever show them heaven as well as earth?

But no. God had created earth for the adams, humankind, to 
fill and subdue it and tend to the growing and living things. This 
was their domain under His authority, the place where He would 
reside with them.

God with us, she thought. What more could she ever want?
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