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THISISNOT THEWAY YOU HEARD THE STORY.

In the beginning, the tree was young. White blossoms scenting the air for aquarter mile. Shiny
succulent fruit, bending the same boughs that held blossoms. Leaves of that ddlicate yellow-green that
cannot, will not, last. Yet it did. He dways did have gaudy taste. No restraint. Just look at the Himalayas.
Or blowfish. | mean redly!

The woman was young, too. Pink curling toes, breasts as barely budded as the apple blossoms. And
the man! My dear, those long, firm flanks aone could make you acheinside for hours. He could run five
miles and not even be winded. He could make love to the woman five timesaday. And did.

The flowerswere young. The animass, tumbling and cavorting on the grass, were young. The fucking
beach sand was young, clean evenly shaped grainsthat only yesterday had been igneous rock. There was
virginran.

Only | wasold.

But it wasn't that. That wasthefirgt thing that came to your mind, wasn't it? Jealousy of glorious
youth, revenge by the dried-up and jaded. Oh, you don't know, you sitting there so many centuries
ahead. It wasn't that at all. | mean, | loved them both.

Looking at them, how could one not?

"Go away," Evesays. "I'm not going to eat one.”

She sits cross-legged, braiding flowersinto acrown. The flowers are about what you'd expect from
Him, garish scarlet petals and avulva shaped pistil like abad joke. Braiding them, her fingers are deft and
competent. Some lion cubs tumble tiresomely on the grass.

"l want to give you areason why you should et one," | say, not gently.

"I've heard all your reasons.”

"Not thisone, Eve. Thisisa_new_ reason.”

Sheisn't interested. She knots the crown of flowers, putsit on her head, giggles, tossesit at the lions.
It settles |opsided over one cub's|eft ear. The cub looks up with comic surprise, and Eve explodesinto
laughter.

Redlly, sometimes| wonder why | bother. She's so stupid, compared to the man.

| bother because she's so stupid compared to the man.

"Listen, Eve. He withholds knowledge from you two because He's selfish. What € sewould you call
it to keep knowledge to yourself when you could just aswedll shareit?!
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"I don't need knowledge," Eve saysairily. "What do | need knowledge for? And anyway, that's not
anew reason. You've said that before.

"A tree, Eve. A fucking tree. To invest knowledge in. Doesn't that strike you as just ateeny bit
warped? Mathematicsin xylem, mordity in fruit pulp? Astronomy rotting on the ground every time an
gpplefdls. Don't you wonder what kind of amind would do that?"

She only stares a me blankly. Oh, she's dumb. | mean!

| shout, in the temper of perfect despair, "Without knowledge, nothing will change!”

"Areyou hereagain?' Adam says. | hadn't heard him climb over the rock behind us. He hasavery
quiet footstep for someone whose toenails have never ever been cut. Also aquiet, penetrating voice. Eve
jumps up asif she's been shot.

"| thought | told you not to talk to this.... thing ever again,” Adam says. 'Didn't | tell you that?"

Eve hangs her pretty head. "Y es, Adam. You did. | forgot.”

Helooks at her and hisface softens. That blooming skin, those sweet lips. Her hair falsforward,
lustrous as night. | don't think my despair can go any deeper, but it does. Sheis so pretty. He will always
forgive her. And she will awaysforget everything he saystwo minutes after he saysit.

"Begone! You don't belong herel" Adam shouts, and throws arock a me. It hitsjust behind my
head. It hurtslike hell. One of the lion cubs happily fetches it back, wagging agolden tail. The other one
isgtill wearing the lopsided crown of flowers.

Asl| dither away, hdf blind with pain, Eve cdls after me. "I don't want anything to change! | redlly
dont!"

The hdl with her.

"Just listen," | say. "Just put your entire tiny mind on one thing for once and ligten to me.”

Eve stssewing leavesinto ablanket. Not cross-legged anymore: Sheis six months pregnant. The
leaves are wide and soft, with a sort of furry nap on their underside. They appeared in the garden right
after she got pregnant, dong with tough spider webs that make splendid thread. Why not a bush that
growslittle caps? Or tiny digperswith plastic fastening tabs? Redlly, He has such aband imagination.

Eve hums as she sews. Beside her isthe cradle Adam made. It's carved with moons and numbers
and stars and other cabdigtic Sgns. alovely piece of work. Adam hasimagination.

"You haveto listen, Eve. Not just hear -- listen. Stop that humming. | know the future -- how could
| know the future unless | am exactly what | say | am? | know everything that's going to happen. | told
you when you'd concelve, didn't 1?2 That aone should have convinced you. And now I'm telling you that
your baby will be aboy, and youll cdl him Cain, and he-- "

"No, I'mgoing to cal him Silas," Eve says. She knotsthe end of her spider-thread and bitesit off. "
lovethename Silas"

"You'regoingto cal him Cain, and he-- "

"Do you think it would be prettier to embroider roses on this blanket, or daisies?’

"Eve, ligen, if | canforetd| thefuturethen isn't it logicd, isn't it reasonable for you to think -- *

"l don't havetothink," Eve says. "Adam does that for both of us, plusal the forest-dressing and
fruit-tending. He works so hard, poor dear.”

"Eve--"

"Roses, | think. In blue.

| can't stland it anymore. | go out into the congtant, perpetual, monotonous sunshine, which smells
likeroses, like wigteria, like gardenia, like wood smoke, like new-mown hay. Like heaven.

Eve hasthe baby at nine months, thirty-two seconds. She laughs as the small head dides out, which takes
two painless minutes. The child is perfect.

"WEéll cal him Cain," Adam says.

"| thought we might cdl him Silas. | lovethena-- "

"Can," Adam saysfirmly.

"All right, Adam."



Hewill never know she was disappointed.
* % k% %
"BEve" | sy. Ligen."

Sheis bathing the two boysin theriver, in the shallows just before the river splitsinto four parts and
leavesthe garden. Cainisdiligently scrubbing hissmall penis, but Abel has caught at some seaweed and
isexamining how it hangs over his chubby fists. He turnsit thisway and that, bending hishead close. He
ismuch moreintelligent than hisbrother.

"Eve, Adam will be back soon. If you'd just listen ...

"Daddy," Abd says, raising hishead. He hasaleve gaze, friendly but evauative, even a hisage. He
gpendsalot of timewith hisfather. "Daddy gone."

"Oh, yes, Daddy's gone to pick breadfruit in thewest!" Eve cries, in aperfect ecstasy of materna
pride. "HEll be back tonight, my little poppets. Hell be home with his preciouslittle boys ™

Cain looks up. He has succeeded in giving his penis the most innocent of erections. He smiles
betificaly at Abdl, at his mother, who does not see him because sheis scrubbing Abel's back, careful
not to drip soapstone onto his seaweed.

"Daddy pick breadfruit,” Abel repeats. "Mommy not."

"Mommy doesn't want to go pick breadfruit,” Eve says. "Mommy is happy right here with her little
poppets.”

"Mommy not," Abel repegts, thoughtfully.

"Eve" | say, "only with knowledge can you make choices. Only with truth can you be free. Four
thousand yearsfrom now -- "

"l amfree," Eve says, momentarily startled. Shelooks at me. Her eyes are as fresh, asinnocent, as
when she was created. They open very wide. "How could anyone not think I'm perfectly free?

"If you'djust listen -- "

"Daddy gone,” Abdl saysathird time. "Mommy not."

"Even thirty seconds of careful listening -- "

"Mommy never gone."

"Tdl that brat to shut up while I'm trying to talk to you!™

Wrong, wrong. Fury leapsinto Eve's eyes. She scoops up both children asif | weretrying to stone
them, the silly bitch. She hugs them tight to her chest, bresthing something from those perfect lipsthat
might have been "WdlI!" or "Ugly!" or even "Help!" Then she staggers off with both boysin her ams,
dripping water, Abel dripping seaweed.

"Put Abel down," Abel saysdramaticaly. "Abe walk."

Shedoes. The child looksat her. "Mommy do what Abel say!"

| go eat worms.

* % % %
Thethird childisagirl, whom they name Sheitha,

Cain and Abd are dmost grown. They help Adam with the garden dressing, the animal naming,
whatever comes up. | don't know. I'm getting pretty sick of the whole lot of them. The tree ill has both
blossoms and fruit on the same branch. Theriver till flowsinto four exactly equal branchesjust beyond
the garden: Pison, Gihon, Hiddekd, Euphrates. Exactly the same number of water moleculesin each. |
stop thinking He's theatrica and decide instead that He's compulsive. | mean -- redly. Fish lay the exact
same number of eggsin eechriver.

Eve hasn't seen Him in decades. Adam, of course, walkswith Him in the cool of every evening.
Now the two boys go, too. Heaven knows what they talk about; | stay away. Often it's my one chance
at Eve, who spends every day sewing and changing digpers and sweeping bowers and dicing breadfruit.
Her toesare dill pink curling delicacies.

"Eve, ligen--"

Sheithagiggles at a bluebird perched on her dimpled knee.

"Adam makes dl the decisions, decides dl therules, thinks up dl the names, doesdl the thinking -- "

"S0?' Eve says. "Sheitha-- you preciouslittle angel!" She catches the baby in her arms and covers



her with kisses. Sheitha crowsin delight.

"Eve, ligten -- " Miraculoudy, she does. She setsthe baby on the grass and says serioudy, "Adam
saysyou aren't cgpable of telling the truth.”

"Not _his_truth,” I say. "Or His." But of course this subtlety of pronoun goes right over her head.

"Look, snake, | don't want to be rude. Y ou've been very kind to me, kegping me company whilel
do my housework, and | appreciate -- "

"I'm not being kind," | say desperately. Kind! Oh, my Eve... "I'm too old and tired for kindness. I'm
just trying to show you, to get you to listen -- "

"Adam's back," Eve says quickly. | hear him then, with the two boys. Thereisjust time enough to
dither under abush. | liethere very ill. Lately Adam has turned murderous toward me; | think he must
have aspecid dispensation for it. _He must have told Adam violence toward me doesn't count, because
| have stepped out of my place. Which, of course, | have.

But thistime Adam doesn't see me. The boysfall into some game with thread and polished stones.
Sheithatoddles toward her daddy, grinning.

"We're just hereto get something to eat,” Adam says. "Ten minutes, isdl -- what, Eve, isn't there
anything ready? What have you been doing dl morning?’

Evesface doesn't fdl. But her eyes deepen in color alittle, like skin that has been momentarily
bruised. Of course, skin doesn't stay bruised here. Not here.

"I'm sorry, dear! I'll get something ready right away!"

"Please" Adam says. "Some of us haveto work for aliving.”

She bustles quickly around. The dim pretty fingers are deft as ever. Adam throws himself proneinto
abower. Sheitha climbsinto hislap. Sheis as precocious as the boys were.

"Daddy go back?'

"Yes, my little swesetie. Daddy hasto go cut more sugar cane. And name some new animals.”

"Animas" Sheithasays happily. Shelovesanimals. " Sheithago.”

Adam smiles. "No, precious, Sheithacan't go. Little girlscan't go."

"Sheithago!”

"No," Adam says. Heis gtill smiling, but he stands up and she tumbles off hislap. Thefood isready.
Eveturnswith a coconut shell of sdad just as Sheithais picking hersaf up. The baby standslooking up at
her father. Her small faceis crumpled in disappointment, in disbelief, in anguish. Eve stops her turning
motion and looks, her full attention on Sheithas face.

| draw adeep breath.
The moment spinsitsdf out, tough as spider-thread.
Eve breaksit. "Adam -- can't you take her?'

He doesn't answer. Actually, he hasn't even heard her. He can't, in exactly the same way Eve cannot
hear Him in the cool of the evening.

Y ou could argue that this exempts him from fault. Eve picks up the baby and stands beside the
bower. Fragrance rises from the newly crushed flower petals where Adam was lying. When he and the
boys have left again, | dither forward. Eve, the baby in her arms, has still not moved. Her head is bent.
Sheithaiisweeping, soft tears of vexation that will not, of course last very long. Not here. | don't have
muchtime

"Eve'" | say. "Ligten--"

| tell her how it will befor Sheitha after she marries Cain, who is not as sweet-tempered as his
father. | tell her how it will befor Sheithas daughter's daughter. | spare her nothing: not the expansion of
the garden until the home bowers are insgnificant. Not the debate over whether women have souls. Not
foot-binding nor clitorectomy nor suttee nor the word "chattel.” Sheitha, | say. Sheithaand Sheithas
daughter and Sheithas daughter's daughter ... | am hoarse before I'm donetalking. Finaly, | finish, saying
for perhapsthefortieth or fiftieth time, "Knowledge isthe only way to changeit. Knowledge, and truth.
Eve ligen--"

She goes with meto the tree. Her baby daughter in her arms, she goes with me. She choosesa
bright red apple, and she chews her mouthful so completely that when she transfersit to Sheithaslips



there is no chance the baby could choke on it. Together, they eat the whole thing.

| amtired. | don't wait around for the rest: Adam’s return, and his outrage that she has acted without
him, hisfear that now she knowsthings he does not. Hisarriva. | don't wait. | am too tired, and my gut
twigtsasif | had swallowed something foul, or bitter. That happens sometimes, without my intending it.
Sometimes | eat something with avitamin | know | need, and it lieshard in my belly like pain.

Thisisnot theway you heard the Sory.

But consider who eventually wrote that story down. Consider, too, who wiped up theink or
scrubbed the chisdl or cleaned the printing office after the writing down was done. For centuries and
centuries.

But not forever.

So thismay not be the way you heard the story, but you, centuries about Eve's screams on her
childbed, and Sheitha's murder at the hands of her husband, and Sheitha's daughter's cursing of her
rebellious mother asthe girl climbed willingly onto her husband's funerd pyre, and her daughter's harlotry,
and her daughter's forced marriage at age nine to aman who gained control of al her camels and oases.
Y ou know al that, dl thethings| didn't tell poor Eve would happen anyway. But you know, too -- as
Evewould not have, had it not been for me -- that knowledge can bring change. Y ou Sit cross-legged at
your holodecks or in your pilot chairs or on your Councils, humming, and you findly know. Findly -- it
took you so fucking long to digest the fruit of knowledge and shit it out where it could fertilize anything.
But you did. Y ou are not stupid. More -- you know that stupidity is only the soul adeep. The awakened
deeper may sumble along timein the dark, but eventudly the light comes. Even here.

| woke Eve up.

, the mother.

So that may not be the way you heard the story, but it isthe way it happened. And now -- findly,
findly -- you know.

And canforgive me.
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