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A Prayer from Adam
It all seems innocent.
God created the heavens and the earth, and so he created 
the tree from which was cultivated this forbidden fruit.
God created the creeping things, and so he created
the snake unto us has offered this forbidden fruit.

Eve and I are good; God tells us so.
All living creatures are good. God tells us that as well. 
What purpose has God to lead into temptation the Good he has created?
But, above all, I long to know, 
So I will take it.


Painter Poem
I want to give Eden back to the blameless.
So they may see him, blissfully stretched out
on the warm, cordial grass, unaware that
he is a brief and ugly decision away from
being cast out into a desolate confinement until the
bittersweet day when she must stretch him out
underground.

I want them to see it’s terrible loveliness.
It’s effortlessly soft flesh, silently begging to be taken. 
It’s pleading cry makes no sound, and yet—
it creeps under their angelic skins, taints each freckle
with knowledge.

But my Eden will be different, 
because I can create a new and superior Eden— 
my Eden will not crumble
at the slightest mistake.




