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I dedicate this book to all the women in my life whom I have 

had the privilege of  loving and who have loved me.

To my mother: Thank you for enduring the hard times and always loving me in 
the midst of them.

To my wife, Kathy: You are the most amazing woman I have ever known in my 
life. I thank God for the gift of grace you are to me.

To my daughter Jamie: I love your passion, your sense of justice and your love for 
adventure. You are a beautiful woman and an amazing leader.

To my daughter Shannon: Your life inspires me, and your love for the unlovely 
and the broken is a beacon of light in a dark and troubled world. You are a lovely, 
grace-filled woman.

To my daughter-in-law, Lauren: I will be ever indebted to you for all that you have 
done for my son and grandchildren. You are a woman full of strength and dignity 
who carries herself nobly.

To Mesha, my oldest granddaughter: You are a one-of-a-kind woman whose passion 
and sense of justice will establish you as a profound, beautiful and powerful leader.

To my granddaughter Rilie: Your servant’s heart and steadfast spirit are the hall-
marks of your beautiful nature. I love your a#ectionate character. You bring joy 
to my heart.

To my granddaughter Ella: The strength of your character, your passion for life 
and your fearless nature are God’s gift to the world through you. You are simply 
amazing! May you never change.

To all the women in the world to whom I have had the privilege of  being a spiritual 

father: May God free you and empower you to transform the world!
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Foreword

I urge Church leaders to read, weigh and embrace the spirit, truth 
and heartbeat of Kris Vallotton’s book Fashioned to Reign. Its 
biblical approach rightly addresses unright arguments of strained 

interpretations that have too long succeeded in resisting the simplicity 
and wholeness that God’s Word presents.

Fashioned to Reign not only speaks clearly to long ensconced is-
sues and arguments against a woman’s place in Church leadership; it 
proposes that a tasteful, righteous and sensitive invitation be extended 
to the believing woman who evidences the gifts, calling, character and 
conduct answering to biblical standards. He adds a worthy note urging 
women be more than merely allowed to lead in the Church. He urges 
that she be welcomed as a lady-leader who may “elegantly, gracefully, 
intuitively and compassionately” lead with the dignity and purity of a 
truly God-honoring femininity and thus “join in leading the great task 
of nurturing an ailing planet back to health.” Such balance and beauty 
makes sense and o#ers wisdom. I say, “Amen!”

Pastor Jack W. Hayford, chancellor, The King’s University, 
Dallas/Los Angeles
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Introduction

I wrote this book because I wanted to incite a revolution that 
empowers the women I love so dearly. I have an amazing wife, 
two daughters, a daughter-in-law and three granddaughters 

(not to mention thousands of other spiritual daughters) who wake up 
every day to a world of discrimination simply because of their sex. The 
most troubling aspect of this oppression is that the Church of Jesus 
Christ is often found leading it! Somehow, many believers have devel-
oped a theology that proactively uses the Bible to disqualify women 
from the most formidable leadership roles, especially in the Church. 
I am appalled by the number of Christian leaders who are convinced 
that women are not as qualified, not as called and/or not as gifted to 
lead as men are.

I want to prove to you throughout the pages of this book that this 
disempowering thesis is not only illogical; it is also completely unscrip-
tural. Let me give you just a little foretaste of some of the truths that 
will unfold in the following chapters. Were you aware that men com-
mit more than 80 percent of all of the crimes in the world? In America 
alone, 92 percent of prisoners are men, while women commit only 
four-hundredths of a percent (.04) of all violent crimes.1 Men are also 
responsible for starting most of the wars, committing the worst atrocities 
ever chronicled and inciting nearly ever genocide in the history of the 
planet. It was Hitler who slaughtered the Jews, men who massacred the 
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 Introduction

Native Americans and men who enslaved the African-American. Men 
account for most of the rapes, serial killings, thefts and even white-collar 
crimes. And it was men who put Jesus on the cross. Not a single female 
was involved in the crucifixion. As a matter of fact, Pilate’s wife tried 
to talk her husband out of crucifying Jesus.

Now, do not get me wrong. I am not saying that women are innocent 
of sin or are somehow inherently righteous. I am simply pointing out 
the fact that if the devil’s plan is to steal, kill and destroy, then men are 
at least five times more likely to help him fulfill his devious mission.

Furthermore, while ten apostles huddled up in a house trying to 
save themselves, it was three women (and John) who stayed at the cross 
to comfort Christ in the dark night of His soul. Although Jesus had 
been telling His disciples for months that He would be crucified and 
would rise on the third day, it was only the two women who visited 
the tomb to check out the story. When the women found the tomb 
empty and encountered excited angels, they ran back to the village 
to tell the hiding world changers that the stone was rolled away and 
Jesus was gone. Yet only Peter and John even bothered to see if  there 
was any truth to their story, while the rest of  the apostles refused 
to believe. It was Mary Magdalene who first encountered the risen 
Christ, and she was the only person who touched Jesus before His 
ascension. It was Christ who instructed her to go tell His disciples 
that He had risen.

Long before that, under the Genesis curse that placed husbands 
above wives, Old Testament women were empowered as prophetesses, 
judges, queens and leaders. The book of Proverbs even depicts wisdom 
as “female.”

Yet in spite of all of this, in the name of the Bible many Christians 
have disempowered women and relegated them to the backseat of the 
bus in society and in the Church. When Jesus died on the cross, He 
became sin for us and destroyed the curse propagated against us—in-
cluding the curse that caused men to rule women. But for some reason, 
two thousand years later much of the Church still has only applied 
His blood to one sex and has relegated women to the ball and chain of 
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 Introduction

Eve’s deception. In the last hundred years, many countries of the world 
have begun to champion women, giving them places of leadership in 
politics, business, education and in every realm of society, while most 
of the Body of Christ will not even allow women to be elders in the 
Church. What we have failed to realize is that Jesus founded the first 
Women’s Liberation Movement.

After years of research, I am convinced that there are four basic 
reasons why men and women are not empowered equally in society. 
First of all, the devil hates women even more than he hates men. Re-
member, the curse God pronounced over the serpent was that women 
would be hostile or angry at the devil. Therefore, demonic warfare is 
more often focused against women. Second, most men are insecure, 
and reducing women helps them feel more powerful. Third, many 
Christians have misunderstood the Bible with reference to women, 
and they do not want to violate their understanding of the Scriptures 
to empower women or be empowered as women. And fourth, as a 
people group women tend to be less competitive than men. They are 
not typically fighters; they are prone to be more humble and gentle, 
and they lean toward understanding men instead of resisting them. 
Maybe this is because women gave birth to everyone on the planet. 
Men mistakenly interpret these attributes as weaknesses and believe 
that women are not as qualified to lead, which results in women being 
promoted less frequently than men and in men purposely oppressing 
women.

We need matriarchs to step up into their rightful place alongside 
our patriarchs in every realm of society, including the Church. It is 
only then that we can see the full manifestation of the glory of God 
cover the earth as the waters cover the sea! Encouraging women to live 
powerfully is the mandate and mission of this manuscript.

In the midst of reading these pages, you may so strongly disagree 
with my reasoning at times that you will want to throw this book in 
the garbage. I challenge you to read the entire book before you form 
your final opinion about my perspectives. The chapters build on one 
another, and they fit together like pieces of a puzzle. Toward the end 
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 Introduction

of the book, a clear picture will emerge that clarifies my point of view, 
which I believe will deepen your understanding of God’s most beautiful 
creation, women. May God Himself meet you in these pages and give 
you a deeper revelation of His invisible attributes, His eternal power 
and His divine nature as you ponder the profound purpose of women.
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1
The Saddest Story Ever Told

Not too long ago, I was reading the creation story as God 
recounted it to Moses in the book of Genesis. Suddenly, 
I began to envision Adam narrating the story, as if I had 

unearthed some lost journal hidden deep in an Iraqi cave that once lay 
in the midst of the beautiful Garden of Eden. I imagined myself sitting 
in a dimly lit cavern, poring over a tattered scroll thousands of years old. 
I envisioned the scroll reading like an ancient documentary, told in first 
person by Adam himself. I listened as Adam recounted his walk with 
God in the Garden, his exhilaration at waking to see woman for the 
first time and his agony at being expelled from the Garden. I became so 
captivated by the vision that I could actually feel Adam’s loneliness as 
he longed for a companion. I was mesmerized by my thoughts as God 
searched for a solution among the living creatures, and tears rolled down 
my face as I pictured Adam waking up to the woman of his dreams.

This experience gave me a new perspective on mankind’s journey 
and helped me understand what it might have been like at the dawn-
ing of creation. Let me make it clear, however, that this Genesis story 
I am about to tell is simply the way I imagined Adam recounting it. I 
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Fashioned to Reign

am not claiming that the Holy Spirit in any way inspired this narrative. 
Let the journey begin . . .

Creation through Adam’s Eyes

The other day I was walking through the Garden with God and feeling 
kind of sad. He was teaching me some new words, but I felt preoccu-
pied and disconnected. He gently put His large hand on my shoulder 
and looked deep into my soul. His intensity made me uncomfortable. 
It seemed as though an eternity passed as we stared at each other in 
silence. Tears formed in His eyes, and He said, “Adam . . . Adam, you’re 
lonely, aren’t you?”

“God,” I responded, “I’m not lonely when You’re with me. I just have 
no other friends like You. You complete me. I feel whole and happy 
when I’m around You. But when You’re not with me in the Garden, 
I’m bored and disinterested in the others. I need someone I can relate 
to in the same way I relate to You. I long for a companion, a soul 
mate, someone I can share life with. I want to be with someone who 
needs my protection, who longs for my a#ection and who can help me 
understand how to deal with my vulnerabilities the way You do when 
You’re with me.”

“Adam, you’re right—it isn’t good for you to be lonely. I have someone 
in mind designed especially for you.”

We walked into a beautiful meadow full of flowers. The Tree of Life 
stood in the middle of the meadow. God picked me up and sat me on 
one of its large branches. I watched in complete and utter amazement 
as He reached down into the meadow, scooped up soil from the ground 
and formed creatures from the dirt. He carefully molded each one with 
His hands and then breathed on it. When He did that, the creatures 
would suddenly come to life—flying things, crawling things . . . some 
small and others massive. God’s creativity was infinite!

At first I thought these creatures were just random manifestations of 
God’s creativity. But as I watched more carefully, I realized that every 
creature unveiled some secret mystery of His divine nature. He received 
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 The Saddest Story Ever Told

so much joy from fashioning each beast and bird that He chuckled out 
loud as they ran o# or flew away. When God had finished creating all 
of the animals, He looked over at me and said, “Adam, now name all 
of the creatures I just created.”

Three winters passed as God looked on patiently while I named the 
living creatures. They migrated by species to the place where the four 
rivers met in the land of Havilah in the Garden of Eden. I sat on a big 
boulder at the mouth of the river, with water gushing out beneath me, 
and God sat by my side. All the animals were rather docile as they 
drank from the river. Distinct pictures began to emerge in my mind as 
I observed each creature that came forward to drink. All of a sudden, 
a name for it would settle in my heart. Because of the look He had on 
His face, somehow I think the Lord was taking part in all of this. He 
laughed when I yelled out each name, as He had taught me to do.

For instance, the other day I was watching this passive animal, so 
meek and shy, drink from the river. Suddenly, this picture surfaced in my 
mind of the animal aggressively sneaking through the brush, running 
like the wind and roaring loudly. I pointed to the creature and shouted, 
“Lion . . . your name shall be called Lion!”

The large, docile beast looked up at me as if to say, “What did you 
just do to me?” Immediately, it let out a loud roar that echoed through 
the Garden, and it ran fiercely into the brush. I got scared and covered 
my ears. God chuckled and said, “You’re helping Me.” I did not un-
derstand what He meant, but it sure was fun. I felt as though I were 
co-creating with God. He formed the animals and gave them life, and 
I called them by names that determined their nature.

When I finally finished naming the living creatures, God looked over 
at me and said, “Adam, what do you think?”

“I like them all, God, but I don’t think a pet will fulfill my need for 
companionship. I want someone. . . someone who isn’t just with me, 
but is part of the very essence of who I am.”

“Adam, it’s important for you to remember what you learned about 
the animals. Although they’re amazing, they’ll never meet your need 
for companionship,” God responded.
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Fashioned to Reign

We walked through the meadow for a while in complete silence. 
(God is always quiet when He is “imagining.”) Some time passed, and 
suddenly He got this curious look on His face. “Adam,” He said with 
a chuckle, “you’re going to really love this.”

By now God was beaming all over. (I had a feeling that whatever He 
was about to do had actually been in His heart for a long time.)

“What . . . what do you have in mind?” I pressed.
“It’s a surprise, son . . . but you’re going to be so happy!” God teased. 

“Lie down right here in the tall flowers, and I’ll show you.”
The last thing I remember was asking God a bunch of questions, and 

then bam, I was out cold. I must have been asleep all night, because I 
woke at sunrise. I sat up in the tall grass and tried to understand what 
had happened to me. I felt strange . . . di#erent . . . changed. It is hard 
to explain what was going on in my heart. My left side was kind of 
tingling. I reached my hand over to feel it and discovered a long scar 
that was completely healed. I looked down in the grass where I had 
lain and saw a small puddle of blood and water. I sat there for a long 
time trying to get a grasp on my condition. Something essential and 
significant was missing from my being. I sensed that aggression had 
dramatically increased in me, and I was less intuitive. I was mystified, 
and my feelings perplexed me.

In the midst of my bewilderment, I heard a noise in the trees nearby. 
I knew it was God because the ground always shook when He walked. I 
stood up to greet Him, and then I saw the most beautiful creature I had 
ever seen in my life holding His hand. She started giggling innocently 
as they drew near. I ran to meet them, completely losing control. I was 
so excited, I could not contain myself. I began jumping around and 
yelling, “She is bone of  my bone and flesh of  my flesh! She is bone of 

my bone and flesh of  my flesh! She is booone of  myyyy booone and 

flesh of  myyyy fleshhhh!” God was laughing so hard as He watched me 
jump and shout, “She shall be called Woman because she was taken 

out of  Man!”

I started touching Woman’s skin. It was so soft! Her long hair glis-
tened in the sunlight. She sort of clung to God while I stared at her, 
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 The Saddest Story Ever Told

waves of passion flowing through my soul in a way I had never felt 
before. I began yelling again, “A man will leave his mother and father 

and cleave to his wife . . . and the two shall become one flesh!”

I grabbed Woman by the hand and gently pulled on her arm. She 
looked up to God as if asking if it was all right to go with me. God let 
go of her other hand and motioned for her to follow me. (He obviously 
had not had time to teach her to talk yet.)

“Adam, you watch over Woman and be gentle with her,” God 
instructed.

“I will!” I answered excitedly. We were both laughing as we ran 
through the meadow all the way down to the river. Many di#erent ani-
mals were drinking along the bank. I was eager to show her everything 
God had made. She kept pointing at the wildlife and smiling. Sometimes 
she would say, “Wow, wow!”

I would say a creature’s name out loud as she pointed to it. She 
would try to repeat the name after me, and we were having so much 
fun! Suddenly, a lion emerged from the trees with a loud roar. Woman 
became so excited that she began running toward the lion. I could hear 
her breathing hard as I pursued her.

“I think the lion is showing o# for you!” I shouted as I chased her. I 
finally caught up to Woman in the meadow, put my arms around her 
and held her near me. She seemed to like that. She laid her head on my 
shoulder as I stroked her long, beautiful hair. “The lion always acts 
tough,” I said, hoping she would understand, “but I think the lion likes 
you. Everything God created tells us something about Him.”

I do not think she understood much of what I was saying to her in 
those first several days, but it was fun to tell her things anyway. I was 
eager to show her the part of the Garden I was cultivating. I took her 
by the hand and led her downriver to an orchard God had planted. I 
had been working there, and I picked some fruit from a tree, took a 
bite of it myself and then handed it to her.

“Taste it—you’ll like it,” I said as I nudged her hand to her mouth. 
She reluctantly took a small bite. Suddenly her eyes lit up. She looked 
over at me, smiled and ate the rest of the fruit. It was funny watching 
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her experience eating for the first time. Juice ran down her face as she 
devoured the fruit. After that, Woman loved eating any kind of fruit.

I looked up and saw God watching us in the distance. Obviously, He 
was happy. I waved at Him and mouthed, “Thank You!”

He smiled and mouthed back, “I love you!”
“God is awesome,” I mused out loud.
Many seasons have come and gone since the day that I first met 

Woman. At first, God often joined us in the cool of the day and walked 
with us through the Garden. It did not take long to teach Woman how to 
talk. She is really smart and learns certain things much faster than I do.

One day God approached us in a serious mood. He took us both by 
the hand and walked with us to the middle of the Garden. I knew then 
that we were going to have “the talk.” God took us over to the two trees 
in the midst of the Garden and began His firm exhortation. (He had 
already talked to me about these two trees a long time ago.)

“This is My favorite tree,” God said, showing us the fruit. “It’s the 
Tree of Life. You may eat from it whenever you like.” Then His voice 
became stern as He turned to the second tree. He said, “This is the Tree 
of the Knowledge of Good and Evil. Do not ever eat from it because 
it will kill you in one day.”

I did not say anything to God, but the fruit from the Tree of Life did 
not look very inviting. It was kind of a thorny fruit. The other tree had 
beautiful fruit on it that made you want to taste it. Woman and I glanced 
at each other, and I could tell she was thinking the same thing. It was 
a little hard for me to see God being so intense, but Woman seemed 
to process God’s urging di#erently. I was not sure why at the time, but 
later I realized that she was much more intuitive, which often caused 
her to understand God from another perspective.

The season was beginning to change, and it was getting cold at 
night. We stayed closer to the cave that God had made for us to stay in 
when it was chilly. Woman liked to decorate the cave walls by etching 
pictures of the animals, or of me, on them. She is really good at etch-
ing and often spent several days at a time working on the walls. After 
some time, she had the idea of using her pictures to tell stories about 
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the things we were experiencing so we would not forget them. Woman 
is so creative and intuitive. Whenever God was with us, she seemed to 
know what He was thinking before He talked. After God would leave, 
she and I would have long conversations about the things that she would 
feel when He was near.

One time I got alone with God in the Garden and told Him what 
Woman was feeling. He nodded in agreement and smiled at me, as if to 
say, “Adam, you just don’t get it, do you?” The truth is, I do not under-
stand how she knows things about God (and about me) that He has not 
told her. But I seem to remember having similar experiences before the 
Woman was taken out of me. I will have to learn to trust her ability to 
understand things intuitively that I cannot seem to recognize logically.

One day while I was down by the river planting corn, Woman was 
walking by herself through the meadow and looking for colored stones 
to use for her etchings. A beautiful creature met her in the midst of the 
meadow and engaged her in conversation. I had caught glimpses of 
him hiding amongst the trees of the forest long before God had made 
the animals and let me name them. This creature was much taller than 
I was and had long blond hair. His eyes were deep blue and his body 
was shaped much like mine, except his skin glistened like the sun. He 
had two awesome wings on his back, but I never saw him fly. Later, 
Woman told me that the beautiful creature’s wings had been broken 
in a great fall. She told me that he blamed God for this. Maybe that is 
why the beautiful creature never came around when God was hanging 
out with us.

One time I was down by the river getting some water when I suddenly 
came upon this beautiful creature. I must have startled him, because he 
immediately disappeared. I could sense that he did not like me. A few 
minutes later, I felt the ground trembling beneath my feet and knew God 
was near. The animals often heard Him coming before I did, and the 
Garden would become charged with excitement. The birds especially 
liked to put on a show for God, flying around and around Him, while 
the animals all rushed to be near Him. God enjoys all His creatures. 
He often laughed as we watched them play together.
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I decided that I would bring up the beautiful creature that day. “God,” 
I said rather sheepishly, “there’s a creature I didn’t name who keeps 
watching me from the trees in the distance. Today I saw him down by 
the river, and I must have surprised him because he took o# running. 
I can tell that for some reason he doesn’t like me.” I looked up into 
God’s eyes and added, “I’m sorry, but I don’t trust him!” (I was a little 
uneasy telling God this; I am never allowed to talk negatively about any 
of the creatures He has made because He says they are all very good 
and display di#erent aspects of His nature.)

God stared back at me in silence. His face grew somber, and His eyes 
were full of disappointment. He frowned and said, “It’s the serpent.”

God did not have to say anything else; somehow I understood that 
the serpent was an ancient rival from a past age. God shook His head as 
if to say, “Trust your instincts.” Then the silence was broken as Woman 
came running through the meadow and jumped into God’s arms. She 
was kissing Him on both cheeks, and He was teasing her. I always 
loved it when God played with us. He is so funny, and we were having 
so much fun that day that I forgot to tell God about seeing Woman 
talking to the serpent.

Over the next year, I saw the beautiful serpent interacting with Woman 
several times in the meadow. I expressed my concerns indirectly to her 
because she seemed to like him, and I did not want to hurt her feelings. 
Woman is sensitive. I also did not tell her about my conversation with 
God concerning the serpent. Looking back now, I wish I would have.

None of the animals can talk, so it was easy to see why Woman liked 
the serpent. Woman enjoys talking much more than I do, and the ser-
pent’s beauty was spectacular. When I went o# to work in the Garden, 
she would often walk through the orchard and pick fruit. The serpent 
met her there more and more frequently. I do not know if I was jealous 
of the serpent or if I just did not like him, but I knew that God did not 
trust him either. Woman is much more intuitive than I am, so I thought 
she would know if the serpent was bad. But Woman kept telling me 
about all the things she was learning from the serpent. It confused me. 
The serpent seemed so intelligent, and he was much more beautiful 
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than any of the other living creatures. Woman appeared mesmerized by 
his splendor and wisdom. He must have known that I did not like him, 
though, because he disappeared any time he saw me coming.

On the saddest day there ever was, Woman and I were standing in 
the middle of the Garden between the two trees God had planted. 
Woman picked some fruit from the forbidden Tree of the Knowledge 
of Good and Evil.

“We’re not supposed to mess around with the fruit from that tree!” 
I said. “Woman, you know what God told us about that tree!”

“Adam,” Woman responded in a sweet voice, “the beautiful creature 
said that the fruit from this tree tastes great and will make us smart, 
like God. He asked me why God would plant a tree in the Garden if 
He didn’t want us to eat its fruit, and he said God is trying to keep us 
from being as smart as He is.”

Before I could say anything else, Woman took a bite from the fruit. 
Instantly her eyes lit up, and she shouted, “Wow! This fruit is amaz-

ing!” She began to speak about things that I have never heard God talk 
to us about. “Adam, you have to try this fruit! It tastes so good, and 
it’s opening up my mind to comprehend things in a new way. Whoa! 
Adam, come on, honey, take a bite! Oh my goodness, come on, just 
one bite—if you don’t like it, you can spit it out!”

Woman looked so happy that I decided to try the fruit myself. She 
fed me a piece, and as soon as I took a bite, my eyes were also opened.

“Wow!” I shouted. I felt amazing and took another bite. “Something’s 

awakened in me,” I said with a loud voice.
As the day wore on and the sun began to set in the distance, our con-

sciences slowly awakened. We somehow realized that we were naked, and 
we felt embarrassed. I grasped Woman by the arm and pulled her into 
the trees. We both wept because we felt so guilty. We quickly gathered 
some leaves and tried our best to weave them together to cover my penis 
and her vagina. I knew something had gone terribly wrong because the 
Garden grew silent . . . even the birds stopped singing.

Moments later, I felt the ground beginning to vibrate beneath us, 
and I knew God was near. Woman and I rushed into the forest to hide 

(Unpublished manuscript—copyright protected Baker Publishing Group)

6 x 9 trim   5.5 x 8.5 trim6 x 9 trim   5.5 x 8.5 trim6 x 9 trim   5.5 x 8.5 trim

Vallotton_FashionedReign_NS_djm.indd   31 6/6/13   3:25 PM

Kris Vallotton, Fashioned to Reign
Chosen Books, a division of Baker Publishing Group, © 2013. Used by permission.



32

Fashioned to Reign

ourselves because we felt ashamed and did not want to face Him. He 
stood in the meadow, weeping and waiting. My heart broke as I peered 
through the bushes and saw the look on His face.

“Adam . . . Adammm!” God shouted in a somber voice. “Adammm, 

where are you?”

The entire earth shook, and the animals fled as God yelled my name. 
“Adam, son, did you eat of  the tree from which I told you not to eat? 

Adam and Woman, come out here and speak to Me right now!”

I had never heard God talk to us in that tone of voice before. Trem-
bling from head to toe, I made my way out of the brush. Woman fol-
lowed, weeping uncontrollably as we emerged together from the trees. 
I will never forget the look on God’s face as we approached Him.

“Adam,” God said with a deep sigh, “what have you done?”
I was so scared that I could hardly form the words. “The Woman 

. . . You gave me the Woman . . . and the Woman You gave me talked 
me into tasting the fruit,” I said, staring at the ground.

“Adam, look Me in the eyes!” God said. “You haven’t just disobeyed 
Me—you have obeyed your wife instead of Me!”

He turned to Woman next. “Woman, what have you done?” He 
asked in an angry voice.

Weeping hard, Woman faltered, “I don’t know! I . . . I listened to the 
serpent, and he lied to me! It’s not my fault, God! It’s not my problem!”

“Adam, Woman, I gave you both leadership over the world, and you 
chose to change masters and obey the serpent. I told you both not to 
eat from the Tree of the Knowledge of Good and Evil, but the serpent 
told you to eat its fruit and you chose to obey him instead of Me.”

I caught a glimpse of the serpent hiding in a grove of trees; he was 
watching us from a distance with a sinister look on his face. He mocked us 
(especially Woman), snickering with a creepy laugh as God reprimanded 
us. Suddenly God looked up at the serpent and commanded him to come. 
The serpent trembled as he obeyed. He could not look God in the eye.

God’s voice thundered through the Garden as He shouted at the 
serpent, “You are cursed—cursed beyond all cattle and wild animals—

cursed to crawl on your belly and eat dirt all of  your life!”
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God continued, “I declare that from this day forth, the Woman will 
be at war with you. All of her children will hate you for the rest of 
your days. They will stomp on your head so hard that they will bruise 
their heel!”

Woman and I watched in shock as the beautiful serpent was trans-
mortified before our eyes. He groaned in agony as his skin was suddenly 
covered in scales. His arms and legs withered up and he crashed to the 
ground with a loud thud, his head hitting the dirt first. His wings and 
hair disintegrated like dust. He slithered o# into the weeds that were 
now rapidly overtaking the Garden.

God turned to Woman, who was trembling uncontrollably, and whis-
pered, “I’ll multiply your pain in childbirth; you’ll give birth to your 
babies in pain. You’ll want to please your husband, but he’ll lord it 
over you.”

My heart broke as I listened to God’s curse over Woman. Next, God 
turned and looked me in the eyes. Tears were streaming down His face, 
which was ridden with betrayal.

“Adam,” God said, His voice quivering with emotion, “because you 
listened to your wife instead of to Me and ate from the tree I forbade, 
the very ground is cursed because of you. Getting food from the ground 
will be as painful for you as having babies is for your wife. You’ll work 
in pain all of your life. The ground will sprout thorns and weeds. You’ll 
get your food the hard way, planting and tilling and harvesting, sweating 
in the fields from dawn to dusk, until you return to that ground your-
self, dead and buried. You started out as dirt, and you’ll end up dirt.”

When God had finished cursing us, He said sternly, “Wait here!” 
Woman and I watched as He disappeared deep into the forest. A short 
time later, we heard a terrible sound o# in the distance. God emerged 
from the wilderness at sunset with two animal skins that He had fash-
ioned into clothing for us.

“Put these on,” God said sadly. “They will cover your naked bodies 
so that you won’t live in shame.”

The skins fit perfectly, but I was struck by the grief I could feel ema-
nating from God’s being. I knew then that one of His precious creatures 
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had died to provide these skins. Then God sent us into the cave while 
He stood in the meadow, near the Tree of Life. Woman and I both fell 
asleep, but early the next morning we woke to voices talking in the 
meadow. The ground was trembling more violently than I had ever ex-
perienced before. Woman and I rushed to the mouth of the cave to see 
what was going on. We saw the Godhead talking together. Two huge, 
heavenly creatures flew in a circle above them. Woman got scared and 
ran deep into the cave, as if she somehow sensed the outcome of their 
discussion. I stood there trembling in awe as the Godhead conversed. I 
could hear them somberly talking about the ramifications of Woman 
and me eating from the Tree of Life now that we had eaten from the 
other forbidden tree. They discussed the possibility of creation living in 
this broken condition for eternity. I heard something about a Lamb that 
was killed long before the world was created, but I did not understand 
why or what it all meant.

When the conversation was over, God commanded the heavenly be-
ings to land on the earth and guard the Tree of Life. The beings pulled 
out flaming swords from their sides and patrolled the Garden in every 
direction. They were terrifying to watch. The rest of the Godhead disap-
peared, and God began walking toward the cave. My heart was beating 
out of my chest as He drew near.

He called in a stern voice, “Adam, Woman, come out here now!”
Trembling, we both emerged. We were terrified! I remembered God’s 

words to me many seasons ago: “In the day that you eat from the Tree 
of the Knowledge of Good and Evil, you will die.”

God looked at us with tears in His eyes and said, “Get out of the 
Garden right now! Go!”

Woman hurried to gather her stones that she used to etch the cave 
walls, but God stopped her. “Woman, leave your things and do what I 
told you! Don’t you understand Me? Run! You’ve given the authority I 
gave you to rule the earth to the serpent. Now you must stay away from 
the Tree of Life, lest the world live in this condition forever.”

We fled the Garden, and suddenly I felt so dead inside. How can 

we live without a relationship with God? I wondered. I could tell that 
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Woman was struggling, too. We had been put in charge of the earth, 
and now we had lost our authority. Surely the ugly serpent, cursed by 
God, would not rule the world now . . . or would he? Grief and confu-
sion plagued my soul.

The relationship between me and Woman also changed. I began to 
rule over her, so we were no longer coequals; now she was subject to my 
will. Woman did not like having me tell her what to do, but I secretly 
enjoyed it. Woman excelled at leading in the Garden, which is why I 
listened to her so often. The serpent must have realized how much I 
respected Woman’s leadership ability. I am certain he knew that if he 
could get control of Woman, I would follow her lead. I should have 
realized that she also had vulnerabilities, especially when she told me 
to disobey God.

Another season passed, and then one afternoon while we were taking 
a walk through a field full of weeds, I recalled how I had helped God 
create the animals by naming each one of them. Woman had not yet 
had any children, so I decided to change her name to something that 
would empower her to bear children. I turned to her and said, “Your 
name shall be called Eve, the mother of the living!”

Woman smiled and seemed to like her new name. A few days later 
we had sex together, as God had instructed us many seasons before, 
yet this time Eve got pregnant. We were both so excited! Because it had 
taken us so long to have children, Eve said that God had helped her get 
pregnant. It was good to feel that God was still involved in our lives 
even though we had chosen not to obey Him.

Many days passed, and finally it came time for Eve to give birth to 
Cain, our firstborn. She crouched down early in the morning on a bed 
of hay I had made for her. Struggling to give birth, she screamed in 
intense pain and labored deep into the night as I stood by helplessly. 
Listening to her wailing and watching the agony on her face, I prayed 
for the first time that God would not let Eve die. I felt powerless listen-
ing to her beg for mercy as the child slowly emerged from her womb.

Cain was born late into the night. Eve, soaked in sweat, passed out 
from exhaustion as I cared for our firstborn son. I wrapped him tightly 
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in a fur that I made for him during the winter, then I held him close and 
rocked him in my arms. I grieved for Eve and at the same time rejoiced 
for Cain. A short time later, Eve got pregnant again and gave birth to 
Abel. We loved them both so much. I think having our own children 
helped us understand God’s intense love for us for the first time.

God started coming around more often after the boys were born. 
Abel enjoyed God’s company and loved to bring Him great gifts from 
the flock of animals that he raised himself. Cain took after me; he liked 
to cultivate the ground and grow fruit trees. Cain never showed much 
interest in spiritual things and was always jealous of the way Abel got 
along with God. When Cain saw Abel giving God gifts, he would grab 
something out of his orchard and give it to God, too. Most of the time, 
it would be an unripe or rotten piece of fruit. He showed little respect 
for God; consequently, God favored Abel over Cain.

Eve and I worried about Cain because he often was depressed. God 
had told him one day that if he would stop being selfish and start serv-
ing others, he would feel much better about himself. But Cain never 
seemed to listen to anyone, including God. Cain lived with a lot of 
anger toward Abel, even though Abel treated Cain well. One day Abel 
went to Cain’s field to try to show some interest in his brother’s work, 
as his mother and I had advised him to do. We were all trying to find 
ways to dispel the jealousy that enraged Cain, yet the nicer Abel was 
to his brother, the angrier Cain became.

One morning, Cain rose up and killed our beloved Abel. God broke 
the news to us after He had confronted Cain. Eve and I grieve for Abel 
to this day! We miss him so much. We often walk together among his 
animals and remember how much joy he received from raising them. 
He loved to show them o# to God.

Many seasons have come and gone since the first day that God 
brought Woman to me in the Garden. Eve and I experienced so much 
pleasure there, but we have experienced so much pain since the sad 
day we chose to change masters. We dream often of God finding a way 
to restore our beloved children back to the Garden. We talked to God 
about it a short time ago.
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God promised us, “I will send another Adam. He will defeat the 
serpent and put all our enemies under our feet. In that day, the second 
Adam will break the curse over all of creation so that men and women 
can again walk hand in hand with Me in the Garden. Dominion will 
return to them, and creation will rejoice at their crowning. Until then, 
all creation groans under slavery to corruption, waiting eagerly for the 
revealing of the glorious children of God to emerge. When that day 
dawns, the morning star will rise in their hearts, and shouts of joy will 
return to the earth.”

As God spoke to us, I thought back to the day when I first met Woman 
and joy rushed over my soul. Tears filled my eyes as I wondered to my-
self if things would ever be the same again. Eve must have sensed what 
I was feeling. She took me by the hand and tried her best to comfort 
me. To this day, I thank God for Eve as I cultivate the ground by the 
sweat of my brow and look for the dawning of that new day and the 
restoration of all things.
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