The Garden

The Garden where the metaphorical trees grew

Bearing the fruit of knowledge and life for man,

Had not Eve tasted of figurative fruit she knew

God denied we would be but gardeners on this land.

True, ‘tis noble to tend the budding flower

Sprouting from rich earth its delicate petals,

But can I not be so much more with the power

Of choice in deeds and words which conflict settles?

Without dispute and judgment I am but a plant

Standing tall and graceful in His garden place.

With the bite I take the forceful step and slant

My story towards true meaning for the human race.

Of life would I not suckle the sweet deliciousness?

It’s the fruit of eternity that I seek the most.

With knowledge I can strive for godliness,

But what’s the point without the life to toast.

I sit at Your feet awaiting Your holy command

With reverie and awe of Kingdom’s silent lips.

This choice I make of freedom’s will doth stand

The test of time from the flower’s nectar sips.

Oh, the garden of sweet reward in truth and life

Brings its bounty forth for man to grow to visions,

But alas the rich soil brings forth character rife

With weeds that strangle our roots and cause divisions.
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