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EVE 
(Performance poem to be recited with a Mae West Accent) 

Pull a man 's penis 
and he'll unravel 

like a skein of wool. 
It was something her mother told her. 

I'll tell you why she found the snake so appealing. 
She was just looking for a man who was all dick. 

How much fun could Adam have been 
before sin was invented? 

Give me an airplane, she said 
Anytime. 

Los Angeles, Atlanta 
Anywhere. 

Acceleration. 
The impact 
that comes 

right up 
through you 

when it swallows its wheels. 

Fly me into the black rainbow of dawn, 
Baby. 



FREUD AS ADAM 

Whiplash from a branch 
of the tree of life 
breaks his spectacles 
as he follows Eve, 
too closely 
through the garden. 

She slaps him when he calls her mama. 

He calls the snake a symbol 
and is bitten 
on his ring finger, 

comforts himself on a couch of grass 
getting oedipal with mother earth 
thinking of Viennese coffee, 
envying his descendants, 
their possibilities for Patricide. 

He doesn't know all women will 
think he's an asshole, 

wouldn't give a fuck. 
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ADAM, YOU LITTLE DEVIL 

He would have had a Hell of a job 
getting Eve to go first. 
Bite that Apple. 
Or was it an apricot? 

The fang of his anger came when he knew 
he couldn'tjust infiltrate and slither away. 
He had to walk around in this naked disguise. 
There's nothing worse than a devil with goose bumps, 
a chill , the flu. 
He should have slipped into the snake. 
Not this . 
Not perfect human form. 
Not gardening, 
for Christ's sake . 

"After you, my darling," he winds up wheedling, 
teeth green because vegetables don ' t agree with him. 
Neither do breadfruit, pomegranates, 
mandarins, pecans. 
He wants devil's food. 
Hot wings. 
Bats. 
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When he finally gets down to it, 
the Temptation In The Garden, 
Eve would rather have sex than pears, 
but all he can do is sneeze, search 
for the baser elements, for 
cayenne in the harvest, 
go careering up the local volcano 
to fling himself in. 

He was a virgin, you know. 
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THE POPES AS ADAM 

1. 

They lock the apple in a golden reliquary 
with the pubis of Saint Theresa of Avila, 
savaged by the Holy Ghost 
in the habit of her spirit. 

They get off on a technicality, 
not eating the apple,just 
screwing it into a socket of earthly light. 

2. 

Little pink popes dancing in new dresses 
with satin skull caps and ballet slippers 
in the perpetual dew of Eden, 

collecting artifacts. 

Polaroids of breath whooping 
from their mouths in squalls 
of utopian mist, 
a vial filled with the 
blood of the circumcision of Christ. 
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On the shelf above the communal refrigerator 
is the curled rind of God's foreskin in a mayonnaise jar. 

Love letters. Objects of passion. 
The stub of a candle, the pen from a 
hotel room, a ring. Cherished, 
most likely to be burned in 
times of awakening and illusion. 

3. 

Innocent and Pious were good little boys 
for Our Father Who Art In Heaven. 
Bum those Albigenses, Anabaptists, 
idols and witches and heretics. 
Bum that firewood beneath my concubine. 
Lock Galileo in his observatory. 
There are penalties for accuracy. 

Tend my garden said the Lord, 
but the popes were never much 
into bending and sweating, 
never learned to eat their vegetables, 
preferred chicken, 
preferred soft trussed 
Italian mistresses to Eve, 
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who was only naked, 
had not the mystery of lingerie 
and plucked foreheads, 
oyster tongued 
women to slide down their throats. 

This, they thought, must be paradise. 
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COLIN AS ADAM 

He'd much prefer to be naked. 
Who's to see him 
romping in ten acres 
of British Columbia 
snow, sun, rain forest? 

But for the practical concerns. 
Six inch banana slugs squelching 
between his toes 
and the bullet leap of wood chips -

(he's a professor with a chain saw 
you know, 
ordinarily to be suspected) 

Which branch is beauty? 

Which blocks it? 

Tending the garden 
acquires a new meaning 
with the invention of power tools. 

But that was before 
god removed the rib of your youth 
and gave you Eve. 
She won't let you buzz 
beast trees into fire food. 
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Eve. 

Adam. 

How long you waited for God 
To scalpel out that 
broken rib of loneliness, 
stitch of bone in the heart. 

You buy two lawn chairs from the Co-op, 
Make her a cup of tea 
to sip in the clearing. 
Above, a fresh jet trail. 
"That one's off to India," you say. 
"The London-Delhi Express," 

the white scratch of man's 
thumbnail on the firmament. 
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MY FATHER AS ADAM/ ANCESTRAL MEMORIES 
OF THE GARDEN 
(a conversation) 

He would ask God about grafting, 
name the bark, sap layer, pith, 
ask for a penknife. 

Swallows breathe with their wings. 

He cleaves twigs like hoofs, 
surgeons one amputated apple twig 
to the stump of another. 

Roses grow up through the lilacs 
bend their fireworking blossoms 
in rising heat, day. 

Norland, crab, Sunnybrook, then 
apricot, nectarine, profusions of limbs 
that grow together, miraculous. 

The pine keeps a heart of grackles. 

I am Eve running barefoot 
to get twine from his workshop 
in all days of innocence. 

Wind blows. The tree of 
life is a thousand wings 
without the mind for flight. 
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