
A Letter from Adam 

Dear Eve, 

 I know it’s been a long time, but I still feel really bad about what happened in the 
garden, how I said it was all your fault, and I want to make things right with you. I’ve grown up 
a lot since then, and I can take responsibility for my actions now. I realize that where we find 
ourselves living is all messed up, but I have to believe that if we work together as a team we 
can make it heavenly again, and set a good example for the kids in the process. 

 I think to start with we should concentrate on planting trees and vegetables, and 
cleaning up the water and air however we can manage. I’ve recently become aware that the 
animals are having a tough time of it too, and I worry about them. We need to be sure not to 
disturb their homes any more, and to make our places nice for them too; that will be good for 
all of us in the long run. 

 Eve, I realize I’ve been pretty self-indulgent lately, and that I can’t go on living the way I 
have been doing – it’s just not supportable. The toys that I was so fascinated with as a youth 
are quickly losing their charm as I come to understand their consequences. Anyway, I want you 
to know that I really am ready to make a new start together with you, and to give my full 
attention to the simple and ordinary tasks that make life rich in the deepest sense, being 
present for you and the kids, cleaning up the mess that we’ve made through the years, and 
setting things up in a better way so that we can live comfortably within nature but without 
being so damaging to it. I know it is possible. 

 I know that you’ve been disappointed with me in the past, Eve, but we’ve always been 
in this together really, and I want you to know that I’m ready now to be a full partner with you, 
while there is still time to recover the happiness and sense of home that we once had, and will 
have again. 

Sincerely, Your Ever Loving, 

Adam 
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