
Memory of Eden 

T h e sky c o u l d h a v e been 

a n angel , i t was so 

whi te . I t c o u l d have been G o d , resting 

o n H i s S a b b a t h 

i n b l i n d i n g perfect ion. 

S p r i n g w a r m , g lory b r i g h t , n o t h i n g was vi le 

that day. A n t s c a r r i e d 

dust o n their b l a c k backs 

to create a h o m e inside o u r h o m e . 

T h e f a n g of the rosehip was 

a n i n v i t a t i o n to taste 

its r e d nectar. 

E v e n the s m o o t h green snake 

w i g g l i n g across o u r p a t h was 

a t ick l ish c h i l d . 

W e c o u l d have stayed 

i n the garden a l l day, exposing ourselves 

to the first pure gifts. 

W e c o u l d have stayed 

there forever, i f not for 

the c l o u d , b lossoming 

out of nowhere, its h a r d r a i n 

chasing us a w a y f r o m the w i l d rosehips 

to the nearest tree. 
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