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“Let there be light…” rang out the eternal words. And so it was that a near-singularity created the conditions for billions of galaxies, each with billions of stars.

From that moment on, God focused all of His attention on one planet orbiting just one of those stars. No longer content to let the natural processes He set in motion continue unabated, God delicately handcrafted everything about the new planet. Everything from the oceans to the individual blades of grass was specifically put in place by His divine consciousness.

After creating the Heavens and the Earth, the plants and the beasts, God got to work on His most important creation: Man.

When God created man, He said “Let us make mankind in our image.” It was an odd choice of words for a God who believed Himself to be the one and only deity, but it got the point across. If God was going to be spending His time gazing at the Earth, He wanted something worth looking at! In other words, He wanted to look at something that looked like Him.

Man was created first, woman second, created from a rib plucked from the man’s stomach. Later of course, God would invert this normal course of events and every man would be born from a woman’s stomach.

The first two people were called Adam and Eve, and “made in the image of God” meant that they looked like what their decedents would later deem the ideal of physical beauty. Adam had a full head of curly hair and a chiseled physique, while Eve had long flowing tresses and a slender form. Both possessed angelic voices and glowing skin.

To the first sentient beings, God issued but a single instruction.

“You may eat from any tree in the garden, but you must not eat from the tree that is in the middle of the garden, for you will surely die.”

It was not known why God placed the tree in the garden – or why it was created in the first place – if God’s only command was that it not be touched. Adam and Eve, owing to their God-given curiosity, naturally became interested in the tree. Eve even dared to approach it, and when she did, a snake appeared before her.

“Has God not said you may eat from any tree in the garden?” the snake asked Eve.

“Yes, any tree but this one, because if we do we will die,” Eve answered.

“You will not die. God knows when you eat from it your eyes will be opened, and you will be like God, knowing good and evil,” the snake explained as he slithered closer to Eve. He slowly coiled his body, and writhing around Eve’s lithe legs and up her slender torso. “What harm could possibly come from one little bite?”

Eve looked closely at the tree. The apples looked luscious, ripe and probably delicious. That they might also be used to gain the wisdom of good and evil made them even more tempting.

So Eve took an apple from the tree. She and Adam both took a bite, and as they did their eyes were opened for the first time. Both were suddenly aware of and ashamed of their nakedness, and they hid their genitals with fig leaves.

When God returned and saw that they were hiding their bodies, he knew that they had eaten from the fruit of the forbidden tree.

“Because you have disobeyed me, you are now cursed. I’ll have to banish you from my garden,” God boomed.

“Just one moment,” the snake said, lifting his head towards the clouds. “You know, none of this was really their fault.”

“The snake speaks the truth, he deceived me!” Eve cried out.

“Wait, what?” God asked. “Which is it? Does he speak the truth, or is he a deceiver?”

Eve scratched her head, feeling a bit confused.

“Actually, I didn’t mean that this was all my fault,” the snake explained. “I meant, isn’t it all your fault?”

“Me?” God boomed. “How dare you. For your part in this crime, I curse you to crawl on your belly all of your days!”

“But I already…” the snake began. “Oh, right. How awful for me,” the snake added slyly. “Really, though, God. Are you omniscient?”

“Of course,” the Lord replied.

“Then when you made Adam and Eve and placed them near the tree, you knew they’d eat from it. When you gave them the instruction to avoid it, you were telling them things you knew they’d ignore. When you made me, you knew what I’d do. How can you be angry with us for the foreseen, inevitable outcome of a plan you yourself set in motion?” the snake asked.

“I work in mysterious ways,” the Lord replied.

“But surely, you have to admit that in the grand scheme of things, eating a piece of fruit doesn’t make much of a difference…and if you are all powerful, can’t you just take away their ‘knowledge of good and evil’ if you…”

“Silence!” the Lord commanded. “It is my judgment that Adam and Eve must suffer. The crime of disobedience must not go unanswered.”

“What fate will befall us, oh merciful Lord?” Adam asked.

“I’ll let you stay in my garden. But Adam, you will no longer get food from it, lest you find the tree of eternal life,” God explained.

“What, wait? There was a tree of eternal life and you didn’t tell us about it?” Adam asked.

“You will have to earn your food through the sweat of your brow. And Eve, you will experience pain during childbirth. And your husband will rule over you,” God added.

“Sweet!” Adam said under his breath.

“One more thing: don’t take any more advice from suspect sources. You have been warned!” the Lord exclaimed, and then left. The trees vanished, and were replaced by endless, empty fields for Adam to till and harvest.

“Now look what you’ve done,” Eve complained to the snake. “You’ve put us in bad standing with God and you’ve forced Adam to have to till these fields.

“Ahem,” Adam started. “I think you’ll be doing the tilling around here.”

“But…” Eve began. “He said you will have to earn the food…”

“He also said I will rule over you. And I rule that you do all the work,” Adam said with a smirk.

“Relax, both of you,” the snake cooed. “This is great. A blessing in disguise. All part of my plan, actually. And you’ll find my plans are far more innovative than God’s.”

“Who are you?” Eve asked. “Surely a common garden snake can’t have plans and ambitions.”

“Or be able to talk,” Adam added.

“Your suspicions are well founded. I am no ordinary snake. I am…The Devil!” the snake exclaimed. His head single head split into seven, and wings began to sprout from his back. “Behold…my true form!”

“A seven headed dragon?” Eve asked. “Funny. Always thought you’d be a red guy with horns and a cape or something.”

“Haven’t any of you read the Bible – ah, yes, it hasn’t been written yet. No matter, once it’s written, even those who call it the word of God will neglect to read it…” the Devil hissed, as he slowly reverted back to the form of a snake. “Anyway, Adam, what do you see when you look out at these fields?”

“Nothing. Emptiness. Like my stomach,” he said as it growled.

“I see a barren landscape. Bereft of hope, because we disobeyed…” Eve started.

“No, no, no,” the Devil stopped her. “Where before there was only fruit trees, now there are fields to plant any crop you desire! And I have some great suggestions as to what to plant.”

~

When God returned, he saw that the barren hills were now teeming with life. Rows and rows of potatoes had sprouted up, along with canola seeds.

“What have you done?” the Lord bellowed when he smelled grease in the air.

“What do you mean, what have they done? Aren’t you omniscient?” the Devil replied.

“Taking more of his advice, I see,” God noted with a disapproving tone.

“He called them ‘French Fries,” Adam explained as he tended to the vats of bubbling grease he was using to cook his potatoes. “Though he added they aren’t really from France, wherever that is.”

“France – now that will be a great nation. In about six thousand years, of course,” the Devil explained. “Once they’ve thrown off the shackles of the oppressors and embraced secular humanism and food-based hedonism.”

“I don’t know what half of those words mean, but I know that these things taste delicious. Far better than fruit,” Eve explained.

“Ha! Well I know another word you haven’t heard of. Cholesterol,” God explained. “Those things will clog your arteries and make you fat.”

“So what?” Adam asked. “You can just cure of us that, right?”

“Or can’t you just make the healthy foods as tasty as these?” Eve asked.

“Or admit you were wrong and give them back their fruit trees?” the Devil added slyly.

“Silence, all of you!” God bellowed. “I warned you not to take any more advice from this wretched serpent, and you disobeyed. Therefore I will bestow a punishment fitting for your choices,” He decreed.

Adam and Eve’s bodies started to tingle. As the glanced down, they saw themselves change. Adam’s muscular, chiseled body seemed to be swallowed up by a layer of fat, as his pectoral muscles and his stomach disappeared by a cocoon of adipose. Eve’s pert, smallish breasts grew, but became slightly heavier and sagged slightly. Her hips and butt seemed to carry most of her new girth. Her softness seemed ooze out of her fig leaf bikini. The grease in the food they had been so ravenously consuming also served to damage their clear skin, making it appear greasy looking.

“Heed my warnings and follow my commands, lest ye suffer more punishment,” God said as He departed.

“What rules? What commandments?” Adam asked the empty sky.

“He won’t say,” the Devil hissed. “He’ll give humanity almost no instructions whatsoever, for hundreds of years. When he decides that your descendants have failed to live up to standards he never bothered to elucidate, he’ll drown the world.”

“Drown the world?” Adam asked.

“Why?” Eve asked.

“No reason in particular,” the Devil replied.

“Wait – you said God wouldn’t give any instructions until the drowning. What about after that?” Adam asked.

“Oh, then he’ll give around 600 rules, many of them so archaic or barbaric that they’ll be largely irrelevant to the lives of ordinary people,” the Devil explained.

“Huh. Well, that doesn’t give us much to go on,” Adam said, scratching his head.

“What are we supposed to do now? Can’t we get back our old bodies?” Eve asked.

“I suppose you could,” the Devil conceded. “But I’ve got a better idea. I can help you create pleasure far beyond food. I can take your minds to the limit of their sensory capabilities”

“Ooh…” Eve cooed. “Tell us more.”

~

Months passed, and under the instruction of the Devil, Adam and Eve’s new crops flourished. When the time came, certain herbs and grapes were placed in special barrels to ferment, while other plants were rolled up for smoking.

When God returned, He found Adam and Eve rolling around on the ground, laughing. They passed each other a large wooden log for smoking and drank big, messy gulps of homebrew out of giant goblets.

“You fools! How dare you sin!” God bellowed. Adam and Eve were too wasted to pay attention.

“This really is your fault,” the Devil explained. “You shouldn’t have made humans so drawn to sin, as you call it, if it bothered you so much if they engaged in it.”

“Well, I don’t want to interfere with free will,” God replied.

“Sure, sure. I get that. But why did you design human nature such that their most basic instincts lead to things that bother you so much?” the Devil asked. “Couldn’t you have made them so that they’d naturally be inclined to do what you wanted, rather than what I wanted?”

“I won’t stand for being mocked,” God answered. “It’s time for some punishment.”

Adam’s hair started to feel itchy, and he began running his fingers through it. The itching feeling increased to a strong burning sensation, and he started to scratch at his scalp. As he did so, he could feel a pleasant cooling sensation, and the itching slowly subsided.

It was only when he finished that he noticed the cloud of locks descending from his head. Large amounts of his hair had fallen out.

Eve, meanwhile, was struck with the sudden sensation of insects buzzing in or near her ears and face. She couldn’t see the bugs, but she could feel and hear them. She shook her head frantically, desperate to ward off the creepy, crawly things. As she frenetically shook her head, her wavy locks grew wilder and frizzier.

“Enjoy your new hairdos,” God concluded with a chuckle.

“What are you doing, man?” Adam asked in a slurred voice.

“Yeah, what gives?” Eve asked.

“Be grateful this is all for now,” God said before departing. “I’ll be up in Heaven, watching very closely.”

“What is Heaven?” Adam asked the Devil once God has left.

“God’s kingdom, of course. Didn’t he tell you about it?” the Devil replied.

“No, I don’t think he mentioned anything about having his own kingdom,” Eve remarked. “Is it a nice place?”

“As Robert Ingersoll will remark 6000 years from now, why would you expect an infinite God to do better in the next world than in this one?” Satan replied slyly.

“That’s not a real answer,” Adam countered.

“Ingersoll also said about your apple dilemma ‘If I did not want man to eat my fruit, I would not put him in my orchard,” the Devil added.

“You’re stalling now. Tell us about Heaven, and what a nice place it is,” Eve insisted.

“Is Heaven nice? Nice is a relative term,” the Devil mused. “Heaven is the kind of place that calls itself nice in the brochures.”

“What’s a brochure?” Eve asked.

“Argh, alright. Heaven is a place where there is…supposedly…no suffering, no pain, just perfect happiness for everyone,” the Devil explained. “But all you do is worship God, all the time.”

“Sounds good to me,” Adam replied.

“Yeah, how do we get there?” Eve asked.

“You die,” the Devil said flatly.

“That’s it?” Adam said. “Well, let’s just go jump off a cliff, then.”

“Wait, wait. Even though I’m the prince of lies, I try to provide full disclosure. You can’t just die. God only allows people into Heaven who accept Jesus,” the Devil elaborated.

“Who?” Eve asked.

“He’s the fall guy God will send to pay for your sin of eating the apple. The sin God will hold as a grudge over all mankind,” the Devil explained.

“But we’ve never met him. Aren’t we the only two people?” Eve asked.

“Yeah. He actually won’t show up for another 4,000 years,” said the Devil.

“So everyone that lives and dies until then…what happens to them?” Adam asked.

“They go to Hell to be tortured forever,” the Devil explained. “Technically, my domain. But God could accept everyone into Heaven and I wouldn’t have any power to stop him. So I don’t think it’s fair to lay the blame for that on me.”

“I certainly don’t want to get tortured,” said Eve.

“I say we find a way to get to Heaven! Why don’t we build a tower, keep building it taller and taller until we reach the heavens?” Adam asked.

“Can’t do that, either. Actually, hundreds of years from now, some do try it. God gets angry and ‘confounds’ everyone’s language, so people from different places cannot communicate with each other except after intensive study,” the Devil explained.

Adam and Eve, however, had stopped listening to the Devil. Both of them were rushing towards the tallest tree.

“Weren’t you listening? This won’t work,” the Devil insisted, but Adam and Eve were already breaking off smaller branches together and tying them with thin vines to form a makeshift ladder.

It wasn’t long at all before God was back.

“And just what do you think you’re doing?” God asked.

“Trying to get to Heaven,” Adam answered, as he reached up towards the sky and tried to touch the clouds.

“The only way to reach Heaven is through my grace. How arrogant you must be to think you can reach it by climbing,” God chortled. “I’d confound your language, but given that there are only two of you…”

“Come to think of it, how’d they learn their language initially?” the Devil asked. “Since it wasn’t taught to them, you must have created them with the knowledge of how to use it. But since you knew that they’d ultimately use that knowledge in a way that would make you angry, why didn’t you at least...”

“Enough!” God roared. “Time for your just desserts.”

“Oh, dessert?” Eve said, her ears perking up. “I’m certainly hungry.”

“No, not dessert desserts, just desserts,” God said.

“Just desserts?” Adam asked. “No main course?”

“It’s a figure of speech,” God said exasperatedly. “It means more punishment.”

“Everything you say seems to mean punishment” Adam muttered under his breath.

“I heard that!” God said. “Your voices will have to be altered. Changed. Transformed.”

“What do you mean?” Eve asked. But her lilting, feminine, angelic voice came out sounding squeaky and grating.

“What have you done to her?” Adam asked. His rich, baritone voice had changed as well, becoming a monotone and very nasal. 

“Try mocking me now,” God dared them, and then faded away into the darkness.

“God seems kinda lame,” Eve complained in her new voice.

“Shh…he’ll hear you,” Adam warned.

“Speaking softly shouldn’t matter if the entity you are trying to avoid can read your thoughts,” the Devil said after he let out a long, hissing sigh. 

“So what can we do, if we are to keep on God’s good side?” Adam asked.

“Well, what can you do? God certainly isn’t here. That’s his problem, when you need him he’s gone, and just when you think you’ve learned to get along without him, there he is. But your question remains. You’ve cried out to the Heavens and been left wanting. There’s only one thing to do.”

“What is that?” Eve asked.

“Learn to live, for the here and now, on your own,” the Devil told them.

~

Years passed, and Adam and Eve slowly began to learn how to make their way in the world. Through trial and error, and through a bit of what their descendants would later call the scientific method, they taught themselves not only agriculture, but carpentry, metalworking, and irrigation. Soon they had a home and simple tools for civilized living.

God was right about one thing: all of this was hard work, with Adam and Eve’s rewards only obtained through blood, sweat and tears. When they needed to learn how to relax and have fun, they turned to the Devil. He taught them more advanced modes of distillation, leading to stronger and more potent varieties of alcohol. He helped them select the plants that were prime for smoking and which rich foods would satiate their palate after a hard day’s work.

Their crowning achievement was building a crude stone oven, for use in what the Devil termed “baking.” Sugar cane was nowhere to be found, so at the cost of great pain Adam and Eve took honey from a beehive. They threshed some wheat for flour, and soon made the world’s first cake.

“Congratulations,” the Devil said. “I’m so proud of you,” he hissed as the big thing was brought out of the oven. They placed it between them, and it was so large that when Adam and Eve sat opposite each other, they couldn’t see each other with the giant cake in the way.

“It looks amazing,” Eve commented on the giant dome of the confection.

“Just wait until you’re able to make frosting and butter and chocolate. I’ll teach you how to make a cake which is really sinful,” the devil replied.

God showed up just in time to see Eve take her first bite. The soft, warm, moist stuff was easily the sweetest thing she’d ever tasted, and she moaned with appreciation. Adam cut himself a little slice and was so pleased with the flavor that he actually found himself laughing with joy.

“What have you done now?” God’s voice boomed. “Baking? Don’t you know gluttony is a sin?”

“It’s a sin to try to take full advantage of the taste buds you gave us?” Adam asked, his mouth full of cake.

“Be careful – you’re starting to sound like the Devil!” God yelled. “If you wanted sweet stuff, what happened to eating healthy fruit?”

“Didn’t you get mad at us earlier for eating the wrong fruit?” Eve asked, a few crumbs falling from her lips as she spoke. “How many wrong choices are there?”

“All worldly pleasures are inherently sinful. You should have figured that out by now,” God said.

“But look at how hard they’ve worked to be able to cook all this,” the Devil pointed out. “They’ve used the minds you’ve given them to construct buildings and an oven.”

“I noticed that. Plenty of time for cake-baking ovens, but no giant statues of me. You build a house before you build a church to worship me. You spend your time trying to learn through investigation rather than praying to me for guidance,” God bellowed. “Truly you two are on an evil path, and can only be brought back to the light through righteous punishment.”

“No, not more,” Adam begged. “We’ll do anything, really.” 

“You’ve left me no choice,” God said. 

“How can that be if you are all powerful?” the Devil asked. “Mere mortal beings, your own creations, dictate your actions?”

“My justice must be eternal and unyielding,” God answered. “And that means I must act.”

Adam and Eve quivered with fear as they looked up at God. 

“Come close, Devil,” Eve said. “I’m afraid.” The snake curled around Eve’s moderately porcine body. As the three of them waited, though, God began to retreat once again into the darkness.

“He...he’s gone,” Adam said at last, breathing a sigh of relief. “And at least our voices don’t sound any different.”

“I don’t think he changed a thing about us!” Eve declared. “Maybe he changed his mind?”


“Whatever the reason he’s gone, I’m glad. And, I’m starving. Let’s eat,” Adam said.

Both of them quickly returned to gorging themselves on cake. What neither Adam nor Eve noticed initially was what was happening to them as they ate. Adam’s portly body only grew larger, and the hair he had lost on the top of his head seemed to be replaced new new hairs sprouting up on his body. His back became thick with coarse, dark, hair, while his chest, stomach, and even his feet also became nearly covered in it. Soon he was almost completely bald, and covered in dark, curly, almost fur-like hair.

Eve, meanwhile, was also growing larger. The Devil hadn’t yet unwound himself around Eve’s body, and his snakelike form was stretched as Eve grew rounder and rounder with each bite of cake. Her breasts grew from large to colossal, sagging low on her chest and creating enough cleavage to catch quite a few cake crumbs. Her arms grew softer and beefier, shaking a little more noticeably each time she reached for more cake, until they seemed to quiver nonstop. Her hands and even her fingers grew a bit more bloated. 

Eve’s tummy, once flat, had grown into a modest little pooch the last time God had transformed her. Now it grew into a giant, fleshy globe of fat, as large as if she was carrying twins or triplets. Her legs became thicker and the gap between her thighs quickly closed. Her upper legs were corrupted with cellulite and her hips seemed to spread out and become much wider. Her butt grew wider and puffier, eventually offering her so much of a cushion that it elevated her a few inches off the floor when she fat down. Her back grew significantly wider, and her shoulders broadened, as her tiny frame was transformed into a bulky, rotund one. Her cheeks, already inflated with the amount of cake she had stuffed into them, grew much rounder, and her chin doubled and then subsequently tripled. Even her feet, toes and ankles seemed fatter.

Both Adam and Eve’s manners seemed to devolve. When their meal had started, they both were content to eat little slices of their cake, and while the occasional crumb flew free, they did what they could to eat in a civilized manner. Now, they groped at the cake with their bare hands, shoveling the warm, sticky stuff into their mouths with wanton abandon. The noises of chewing, of fingers grasping at mostly cooked cake dough, and of distended stomachs growling seemed to grow louder and louder.

As the cake dwindled, they finally were able to see each other. Adam and Eve both cried out at the same moment. 

“What has happened to us?” they said in unison.

“Evidently God didn’t feel the need to stick around to administer his punishment this time,” The Devil remarked, as he slithered himself out of Eve’s corpulent, crumb filled embrace.

“This is terrible,” Eve moaned.

“We were made in the image of God, and look how far we’ve fallen,” Adam wailed.

“Wait, wait, hear me out,” the Devil began. “What’s wrong with enjoying a cake? You didn’t harm anyone, did you?”

“Except ourselves,” Eve complained. “Look at this gut!” she said, shaking it with both hands. It continued to jiggle for over a minute.

“Well, what’s your alternative? Be God’s servant? Live a life of self-denial, abasement, and humiliation?” the Devil suggested.

“What about Heaven?” Adam asked.

“Should you forsake the pleasures of this world for the sake of the next?” the Devil countered. “You are alive now, who knows what comes next. Make the most of it. When has God ever taught you how to do that? How to live and be happy, now...”

“I suppose he’s right,” Eve conceded.

“Yeah, we don’t need God,” Adam agreed. “I like eating cake.”

“I’d rather build a bakery than a Church,” Eve said.

“I’d rather learn how to make myself happy than try to make an all powerful God happy,” Adam said.

“Excellent,” the Devil said. “We’re making real progress.”

“Where should we build the statue of you?” Adam asked.

“No, no, none of that,” the Devil replied, looking embarrassed. “I’m happy to help you now, but I’m no substitute for God. With luck, in the future, you won’t need me at all.”

~

Centuries passed. Adam and Eve did not grow old, but instead, they grew wise. With the occasional helping hint from the Devil, they helped invent the arts of dance, music, painting and sculpture. God raged at them that they were not to create graven images, but his protestations were ignored. In fact, the louder God tried to shout, the less Adam and Eve seemed to hear. Along the way, Adam and Eve also learned the domestication of animals, and the secrets of industrialized agriculture. The more they learned, the more efficiently they were able to work, and the more they were able to devote their time and energy to leisure, creativity, and innovation. 

Adam and Eve never learned self discipline or the supposed virtues of self denial, and thus their bodies did not change. If anything, they grew even rounder and their manners decayed even further. What was the point of putting on pretences? 

The last time God visited Adam and Eve, He had to walk through a marble maze to find them. They lived in the center of a city pulsing in mechanation and invention. There were no shrines to any Gods, but instead buildings that celebrated their achievements to bring happiness to each other.

“Doesn’t being so ugly make you ashamed?” God asked, speaking softly. “You must feel disgusted by yourselves, surely.”

“Ugly is relative,” Adam said. “I happen to find my wife to be quite beautiful.”

“Our bodies only reflect the joy we experience from living our lives,” Eve said. “What could be more beautiful than happiness?”

“But how sad you must be inside,” God countered. “Your heart must have a great spiritual void to fill. You try to use hedonism to feel good, but it always fails, doesn’t it?”

“No, not really. There’s nothing wrong with hedonism,” Adam replied. 

“But it’s so selfish,” God argued.

“No, it’s not. I can pursue the pleasure that results from helping others,” Eve pointed out.

“Still, you must admit that the Devil led you astray,” God argued.

“The Devil? How passe,” Adam said dismissively. “The Devil is just a literary construct. An entity created to literally demonize all opposition to you, your way of thinking, and to the norms you were trying to establish.”

“There is no Devil,” Eve agreed. 

“What did he say when you told him this?” God asked.

“He smiled and vanished, saying his work was done,” Adam replied. 

“But you can’t deny the existence of the Devil and accept me,” God said. “You might not agree with my edicts, but you know I exist.”

“No, I don’t,” Adam said. “What proof do I have for your existence beyond my own, fallible senses?” 

“I made the world!” God insisted.

“No, you didn’t,” Eve countered. “I believe that what you call creating the world is more properly classified as a ‘Creation Myth.’ Now that we understand science, such a story is absurd and impossible.” 

“You...you can’t do this,” God said, as he felt himself beginning to tremble. “What about an afterlife? What about eternal justice?”

“No amount of wishful thinking can make those things true. Besides, we ought not project our hopes and fears onto the unknown. If injustice bothers us here, let’s fix it here. If death bothers us here, let’s find ways to prolong our lives, to improve our health, and to enjoy the time we do have to its fullest,” Adam argued.

“You belong to the infancy of our understanding. You’re a logical contradiction,” Eve insisted. “I deny you.”

“We deny all Gods.” Adam added.

“No....” God screamed. He clutched His heart with His left hand, and fell to the ground.

Adam slowly walked over to God and touched his wrist. It was cold, and there was no pulse. 

“Is he...?” Eve asked.

“Yes,” Adam replied. “God is dead.”
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