
      Thou Shalt Not Eat Of The Tree


      

      
      
         “I’ve got a question.”  Adam sat with his back leaned up against the tree and regarded the garden spreading around as far as the eye could see, with every possible kind of animal and plant which God had placed there.  It was the perfect place for him, but something was still bothering him.



“Now there you go again,” said Pony, who was curled up at his feet against the same tree.  “Last time you asked me a question, you came back missing a rib.  Now hush up and keep scritching.”



After returning to his long-delayed scratching of Pony’s ears, Adam let out a sigh.  “Really, I’ve got an important question this time.  Besides, the last time I asked you a question, it worked out just fine.”



“No ear scritching for a whole week ain’t what I call fine,” groused Pony.  “A little higher there.  A little more.   Yeah, right there.”  Pony gave a long sigh and settled down.  “Ah suppose, if’n it’s bothering you an’ it’s somethin’ I can help with, I could give you an answer.  Jus’ as long as you ain’t lookin’ for no more helpmates.  One of them oughta be enough, what with all the hubbub and carryin’ on you two did all last week.  Sent poor Unicorn into a tizzy, all gasping for breath and wavin’ a hoof in front of her face every time the two of you went off…”



The tempo of scratching picked up as Adam cleared his throat.  “I’m really not sure what happened either, Pony.  Eve and I were just talking to each other down by the grove, and one thing led to another—”



“And another, and another,” said Pony with a satisfied grunt at the accelerated tempo of the ear scratching.  “Thought you two would never quit.”



“Today is a day of rest,” said Adam.  “God said so.”



“Thank God,” said Pony.  She opened one eye and regarded the sleeping Eve a short distance away.  “Ah suppose tomorrow you two will start up all over again.”



“I asked God about that, and he said to go ahead and take two days for resting.”  Adam began scratching further down Pony’s neck as she leaned forward and twisted her head to expose more scritching spots.  “He said it would be called a ‘Weekend,’ and it would give me… I mean us more time to appreciate his work.”



“Sounds a little lazy to me.”  Pony arched her neck so Adam could go from scratching to neck-rubbing on some of the harder knots under her mane.  “Sun up to sundown, working all the time is the way to really live life.  All this layin’ around is just wasting time, but if’n He says so, ah’ll agree.”  Pony opened one eye and regarded Adam.  “Didn’t you say you had a question?”



The neck-rubbing hesitated for a moment before continuing.  “It isn’t really important.”



“It must be or you wouldn’t have brought it up,” said Pony, closing her eyes.  “A little further down.”



After shifting his neck massage down a bit, Adam rubbed for a while before asking, “What if this is wrong?”



“Did God say it was wrong?” asked Pony without opening her eyes.



“No,” said Adam.



“Then it’s fine.”  Pony looked up with a frown.  “Have you been talkin’ with Serpent again?”



“Well…”  Adam looked off into the distance.



Pony huffed in indignation.  “What did I tell you about him?  He’s a low-down snake-in-the-grass who don’t think nuttin’ of just popping up when you just get a mouthful of grass and laughin’ while you’re choking.  Anything he’s been fillin’ your ears with ain’t got nuttin’ good about it.”



“He got me thinking about—”



“There you go a thinkin’ again.”  Pony huffed and blew a tuft of mane back from her eyes.  “God put you here and gave you all of us critters to look over, an’ we have you to watch over us, an’ the only rule he gave you was?”



“Don’t eat from the Tree of the Knowledge of Good and Evil.”  Adam sighed.



“If that weren’t good enough for you,” huffed Pony, “you went an’ complained to God that you ain’t got nobody like you around.  Ah’m just glad he took a rib to make her instead of anything inside your head, because you ain’t got much in there to spare, from what I can tell.”



Pony lifted her head up enough to take a look at Eve, who was still sleeping nearby.  “Admittedly, she’s a cutie.  Ain’t that enough for you?”



“I thought so.”  Adam buried his head in his hands.  “There’s so much out there.”



“Yup.  And God gave it all to you.  Except one lousy tree.”  Pony kicked backwards with one hoof into the trunk of the tree they were against and caught the fruit that fell down afterwards.  “What’s so good about that fruit way over there when you’ve got all these fruits here to pick from.  Now look at this.  God said this here tree is just fine.  Can’t you be satisfied with this?”



“I was.”  Adam looked across the garden at the distant tree until a second equine form delicately picked her way out of the nearby bushes and regarded the two of them with a dry look.



“Good morning, Adam.  Pony.  So nice to see the two of you enjoying this beautiful day.”  The elegant unicorn gave a long look at the sleeping form of Eve and a brief sniff.  “I see you and your ‘helpmate’ have decided to take a break from your activities as of late.  Nearly every grove and meadow I used to frolic and gambol in has been smeared with sweat.”  Unicorn sniffed again, holding up a hoof for closer inspection as if it had been befouled by something she had stepped in.



“Good morning, Unicorn.”  Adam ran his fingers through Eve’s hair, making the woman stir in her sleep and curl her arm around his leg.  “I haven’t seen you around here recently.”



“You mean since she arrived,” said Unicorn with her regular sniff at the sleeping woman.  “She has no sense of propriety.”



“Just because she tried to braid your tail.”  Adam tried to conceal a smile but failed.  “With flowers.”



“I am a wild creature of the forest.  I do not do braided tails.”  Unicorn sniffed again.  “I do hope I was not interrupting anything.”



“Jus’ a good ear scritching.”  Pony shifted positions and yawned.  “God said it’s a day of rest, after all.”



“What if ear scratching is work?” said Adam with a frown.  “What if it is wrong, and I just don’t know.”



Unicorn eyed Pony with a raised eyebrow.  “Darling, has he been talking to Serpent again?”



“Yup.”



After yet another sniff, Unicorn pranced up to Adam and looked him straight in the eyes.  “Dear Adam, ear scratching is most certainly not wrong.  God only gave you one command, didn’t he?  Don’t eat from—”



“— the Tree of the Knowledge of Good and Evil,” completed Adam.  “Yes, I know.”



“Good.”  Unicorn leaned closer and flicked an ear.  “I believe I heard something about ear scratches?”



Since he had been gifted with two hands, Adam used one each on Pony and Unicorn, and the only thing that could be heard for a while was the satisfied equine grunting of proper ear scratching.  That is, until he said, “But—”



“No buts,” said Pony with a huff.



“Most certainly not,” agreed Unicorn.



“But what if the tree is just a test?” asked Adam.  “What if God really wants me to explore my potential and push back the boundaries of my existence?  I mean, there are so many things out there I’ve never seen or touched.”



“There has been quite enough touching between you two for one week,” said Unicorn with a sniff.  “As for seeing, what could you possibly not have seen yet?  I know I’ve seen some things I really don’t want to see again,” she added, taking a glance at where Eve was still sleeping.



“Well, what about the sun, for example,” said Adam, pointing into the sky.  “What is it, what is it made out of, why is it so bright, why do we squint when we look at it?”



“All perfectly good questions you can ask God the next time he’s walking you in the garden,” said Unicorn.  “It shall make a delightful conversation, and you can tell us all about it when you return.”



“How do I know if what God tells me is right, though?”



Both Unicorn and Pony stared at Adam.



“You don’t…” Pony managed to say before trailing off in disbelief.



“You can’t mean,” said Unicorn, forgetting to sniff for a change, “that you think God would…  I can’t say it.  It’s unthinkable.”



“That He’d tell you somethin’ that ain’t true?” said Pony in a near-whisper.



“It’s…”  Adam stopped with one hand held in front of him as if he were trying to grasp something that did not exist.  “What if the tree isn’t bad?” he said in one quick burst of words.  “What if by eating it, we were to really understand what is really good and evil, just like God can?”



Unicorn stood up abruptly and threw her mane back over her shoulder.  “Well, I never.  I refuse to sit here and listen to this foolishness.  First her and now you’re willing to believe Serpent over God.  Humph!”  Lifting her nose up to the point where she could not possibly see where she was going, Unicorn pranced right out of the clearing and away into the bushes until she vanished from sight, with only the sound of one distant sniff echoing back to tell where she had gone.



“Now you done did it,” said Pony.  “She’s gonna go off and be all snooty somewhere in the deep forest.  We’ll be lucky if’n we see her again sometime next year, or even longer if she’s really ticked off.”



“It’s important,” said Adam with a determined set to his square jaw.  “Eve and I talked about it all yesterday.  Well, part of yesterday.”   Eve stirred on the thick green grass and let out a sigh in her sleep, and Adam coughed quietly.  “ A small part.”



“Right.”  Pony eyed the two humans and let out a long sigh.  “Ah swear you two is the most stubborn of anything God made, and that includes Unicorns.”



“But God made us that way, so it must be good,” said Adam quickly.  “Just like he made Aardvark with that weird long nose, and…”  He trailed off and waved his hands.  “That funny-looking thing, kinda like a duck and a beaver.”



“Platypus,” said Pony.  “You should know, you named him.  Or her.”



“They all blurred together after a while,” admitted Adam.  “Everything He made is good, because good cannot create evil, right?”



“Depends,” said Pony suspiciously, looking for the logical trap.



“So the Tree must be good too, since He made it,” said Adam.



“Maybe He made it that way, I don’t know,” huffed Pony.  “Ask Him the next time he takes you for a walk.”



“You know what He’ll say,” said Adam.  “Just the same as when He created us.  Don’t eat from the Tree of the Knowledge of Good and Evil.  And we intend on finding out what it tastes like.”



“Now wait just a minute,” said Pony, scrambling to his hooves.  “What do you mean, ‘we’ intend on it?  Don’t you go draggin’ Eve into this.”



“She… suggested it,” said Adam.  “After we talked to Serpent.”



Pony snorted.  “You ain’t askin’ me for my advice, ‘cause you two already made up your fool minds.  What you’re lookin’ for is an excuse, and I ain’t givin’ it to you.”



“No I’m not,” said Adam, waving his hands as he uttered the unthinkable falsehood.  “I mean… So what if I am?”



“It’s stupid, that’s what it is.”  Pony waved a hoof all across the beautiful garden around them, shimmering in the warm morning sunlight.  “You’re gonna throw away everything God gave you, this garden, your life, and a helpmate, just for a stupid fruit?  If you’re hungry, try some of these.”  Pony kicked at the trunk of the tree they were leaning against and a half-dozen or so ripe fruit fell all around them.  “Here, eat up.  You don’t like this, there’s some cherry trees over yonder, and some peaches on the back side of this here hill.”  Pony took a big bite and chewed while watching suspiciously as Adam woke Eve up and whispered to her.  After a brief conversation, the two humans stood up and began to walk away without another word to Pony.



“It ain’t gonna do me no good to tell you if y’all are gonna disobey God, but I’m gonna tell you anyway,” snapped Pony.  “You eat from that tree, and I ain’t gonna talk to you ever again, you hear me?  I’ll be the most cantankerous critter in this here garden, a bitin’ and a nippin’ at you whenever you’re around.  Serve you right if God goes and kicks you right on outta here, too!  Idjits.”



Pony settled down at the base of the tree and ate one of the fruits she had kicked down.  Otherwise, it would have just been wasted, and God would not like that.  Even if Adam and Eve were going to go disobey his will, He was going to see Pony had obeyed his commands.   “This wouldn’t have happened if’n He had put ponies in charge of the garden,” grumbled Pony.  “But ah suppose He had his reasons.”



“Are they gone?” asked Unicorn, coming out from concealment and picking up one of the fallen fruits for a morning snack.  One of the smaller fruit, more suited for her slim figure.



“Yeah,” grumbled Pony.  “They’re off to that fool tree what they was warned about to no end.”  She took the last bite out of her apple and picked up another one from the ground.



“They did seem to be rather foolish creatures,” said Unicorn, delicately eating around the apple core.  “A shame, really.  They just could not stay away from that other tree.”



“Pears,” scoffed Pony, holding the apple in one hoof.  “Ain’t nuttin’ good ever come of no pear tree.”
      

      
   