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THE TASTE
OF REGRET

By EVE — Genesis 3

Have you ever regretted something so much you'd give
anything—anything—to take it back?

I have—and it rips my heart out every time I remember.

You see, Adam and I had a good life. Not just good—a perfect life. We lived in paradise, waking
each morning to Eden and each other. And we had no idea what we had until we lost it.

Lost it all...and it’s my fault.

Eden’s one rule: Don't eat fruit from the tree of knowledge of good and evil. If we did, we’d
one day fall asleep and never wake up. Death, God called it.

Anything else we could enjoy to our hearts’ content. Sweet berries, fruit bursting with juice—
they were ours for the taking. As much as we wanted. Plus, we had each other. I loved Adam, he
loved me, and we both loved our Maker.

Besides, who cares about knowledge of good and evil? “Doesn’t sound very interesting,’
I muttered.

“Doesn’t it?”
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God saved his last curse for Adam: “You did
the one thing I asked you not to do, so you'll suffer,
too. For the rest of your life you’ll work, and work
hard, scratching and digging in the dirt, torn and
bruised by thorns and stones, hoping to grow
enough food to keep you alive. And when you
die, you'll return to the dust I used to create you.”
I waited for death to strike me down, but God’s
anger melted into sadness and he took pity on
Adam and me.

God fashioned clothes for us out of animal skins,
animals Adam had named and we had loved. The
skins were rough and stiff on my skin and smelled
of blood. God had clothed us in death.

And then God banished us from his garden.

We didn’t know how divine Eden truly was
until our bare feet scraped across the rocks and
weeds in the world outside.

Adam and I had it all.

Then we lost it all.

A quick look over my shoulder told me we were
never going back. God had already posted angels to
block the way. I could still taste the forbidden fruit,
but it was no longer sweet. Only bitter.

The taste of regret.
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Fire? The only fire I could feel was my smoldering
anger. God had to be wrong, I fumed.

Who was I to rescue an entire nation of people?
Who was I to make demands of Pharaoh?

Who was I, anyway?

I turned out to be right...at first. When Aaron and
I told Pharaoh to set the Hebrews free, he waved us
away. He then ordered the Hebrews to be worked even
harder—whipped, cursed, and forced to meet their
daily quota of bricks without straw to add to the mix.
Pharaoh wanted the impossible.

But, in my mind, it was God who wanted the
impossible. And it burned me up.

“God! What’s wrong with you?!” I spat. “You said
you'd free your people, but you haven’t! And now it’s
worse! I said it before, and I'll say it again: I am NOT
the right one for this job.”

“Don’t worry,” Yahweh reassured me. I could almost
hear God cracking his knuckles. “Just watch.”

Then God unleashed nine horrors upon the people
of Egypt. One after the other, each calamity—rivers of
blood, infinite pests, agonizing disease, and devastating
weather—was worse than the last.

Still, Pharaoh felt nothing and did nothing. He
refused to give us our freedom.

But I began to feel...something. I saw that nothing
could stop God from freeing his people. Not Pharaoh.
Not Pharaoh’s army. And certainly not me. God was

igniting the world around me with his unstoppable
power. Spark by spark, I was becoming the on-fire hero
God wanted me to be.

By the time God’s tenth and final horror, death of
all first-born sons, dropped its sword across Egypt,
Pharaoh had had enough. His own son’s passing was
more than he could bear. “Get out,” the king moaned,
defeated.

After hundreds of years of captivity, the Hebrews—
we Hebrews—packed in the middle of the night and
marched off toward our homeland.

But it didn’t take long for Pharaoh to change his
mind. He wanted his slaves back. So Pharaoh sent his
army to chase us down, trapping us with our backs to
the Red Sea.

The people panicked at the sight of the approaching
chariots. But I did not.

I was not the man I used to be. The shadows
of my former, trembling self had faded under the
brightness of God’s truth. I Am Who I Am had shown
me who | am.

“Don’t worry,” I told my people, God’s fire reflected
in my eyes. “Just watch.”

I raised my hand toward the sea. A mighty wind
tore through the water, splitting a path of dry ground
all the way to the opposite shore. We picked up our
things and walked across, leaving Pharaoh’s army

behind.










Our enemy never had a chance. Once we
reached the other side, God let loose the walls
of water and sent every last soldier to their
grave at the bottom of the sea.

Again and again, God proved his love for
us. God set us free. God crushed those who
meant to harm us. God gave us food and water
when nothing but bare rock surrounded us.
And God gave us instructions for how to live
the ultimate life.

And through it all, I became a different
person.

Sowho am I, really? Aslave...or a prince? A
killer...or a savior? A herder of sheep...or the
leader of a nation? I suppose I am all—and
none—of those things. The roles I've played
in life don’t truly define me. Something else—
or, rather, Someone else—does.

I'm not who you think I am.

I am who God thinks I am.

God is the One who set my heart ablaze.
And now I burn for God and God alone.
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EYE TO EYE WITH MOSES

I was a fraud. I'm not a hero. I can’t speak well.

I'was. I'm not. | can't.

Those were the words I used when I wrote my own story. But
God tells a different tale.

Iam.

With barely a whisper...a blink...a snap of his fingers, God
divides seas. Unleashes untold terrors on a nation. Rains down
food from heaven.

And most amazing of all—transforms me.

Before God sent me to Egypt, I had the confidence of a gnat.

The self-esteem of a fly. The poise of a frog. Then God showed me
what he could do with gnats and flies and frogs.

I was no leader. I'd never met an excuse I didn’t like. “No” was
my favorite word.

Yet God loved me anyway. God knew who I truly was. Who
I could become.

If God can cause that kind of change in me, God can do it in
you, too. God can split the proverbial seas in your path—if you
let God define who you are. So let God’s fire light the way to your
land of promise, wherever that may be.
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RICHT HERE,
RIGHT NOw

By SATAN — Matthew 4:1-11
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Don’t call me the devil.

People call me lots of names. Destroyer.
Beast. Thief. Prince of Darkness—that’s one of
my favorites. I was called Lucifer once, a long,
long time ago.

These days my friends just call me Satan.
And I have lots of friends.

Just don’t call me the devil. I hate that name.
It sounds so...evil.

AndIam notevil. No, seriously. Hear me out.
All 1 try to do is help people—you know, give
them what they really want. If anything, I'm a
giver. All T ask in return is a bit of...admiration.
Maybe a tiny piece of your soul. What’s so evil
about that?

Besides, you humans make it so easy. It
doesn’t take much to win you over. A little
nibble of fruit. A flash of skin. The sparkle of a
few pieces of silver. You know you want it. And
I'm here to give it to you.

So when I saw Jesus walking around in his
skin suit on MY turf, I couldn’t help myself.
I mean, he must’ve thought he was something
special, being God’s Son and all. I know what

God wants you to think about that guy. God’s
only Son. Born of a virgin. Messiah. Immanuel.
The perfect little Prince of Peace. Savior of the
world. Whatever. Blah, blah, blah.

@#$%&! him.

At the end of the day, Jesus is just a human—
someone with needs and wants, same as
everyone else. Nothing more than a walking,
talking meat bag.

And when this lion roars, this lion eats.

I heard Jesus was out in the desert. He'd
been there for 40 days, praying or whatever. But
he forgot to pack a lunch. How stupid do you
have to be to go camping in the desert for 40
days without anything to eat? Unless you like
to eat dirt, you'll get very, very, very hungry.

And sure enough, he was.

I walked up to Jesus like we were old pals,
a sparkle in my eye and wearing the widest
crocodile smile I could muster.

“I've heard some pretty amazing stories
about you,” I said. “Some people say you're the
Son of God. I bet you've got some impressive
powers, eh, Jesus?”
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