Edenintheam.
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Inatime of nowind, in aspell of stasis after stars.
In the almost morning morning, in the dawn before
the solar dawning, the pause before the prelude,

the hush that wombs the day, just stay, stay put
before the roving eye can see, before the ear can hear
the no-news news. Be here, exactly where you are,
and where you aren’t, in the unsown garden,

in the sheer unknowing, in the windless blowing,

in the fenceless land, in the | before the | began.
Abide, don’t hide, but neither spin the wheel of fate.
Thereis till time. No time at all. Don’t bum-rush
Eden’s gate. The snake will wait.


https://www.christiancentury.org/contributor/richard-schiffman
https://www.christiancentury.org/issue/jun-3-2020

