The Serpent is Watching

It’s over there –

That tree.

I’ll just look from here.

Well, maybe

If I were closer

I could see the color better.

Is it like a peach?

Or is it even ripe?

No matter –

It is forbidden.

I wonder.

The scent is very sweet.

I could smell it better 

If I were closer.

It does smell good.

It reminds me –

I’m not sure.

No matter – 

It is forbidden.

Well, maybe

I could tell if it is ripe

If I could touch it.

That’s a stretch

But if I stand just here

I could reach it.

It does feel right,

Firmness that yields to a touch

Like a pear

Or a tomato.

I wonder.

No matter –

It is forbidden.

Just holding it

Can’t harm anyone.

The alluring color,

The inviting aroma,

The heaviness of juice-filled flesh.

Why

Is it forbidden?
Somebody said – that serpent --

Maybe God didn’t really mean it.

Maybe just a taste –

Maybe a small bite –

Maybe I’ll just lick my fingers.

Some voice keeps asking

What could it hurt?

Some thought makes me wonder

Why doesn’t God want us to know, anyway?
Why would it be forbidden?
It touches my lips, my teeth,

The flesh bursts,

My tongue rejoices

And licks out
And licks out
And licks out

To catch every drop from my lips.

I’ll never get enough of this fruit.

Can’t imagine why

It is forbidden.

Well, here he comes again,

And who asked him to check up on us?
Can’t we have a little privacy?
Do we have to see him now? 
We need our space!

I can’t stand the way he stares.

No place to hide.
The forbidden flavor 

Overpowers my senses.
Hey!
It’s not my fault

I ever tasted the fruit

That is forbidden.
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