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The History of Forgetting 
 
When Adam and Eve lived in the garden 
they hadn’t yet learned how to forget. 
For them every day was the same day. 
Flowers opened, then closed. 
They went where the light told them to go. 
They slept when it left, and did not dream.  
 
What could they have remembered, 
who had never been children? Sometimes 
Adam felt a soreness in his side, 
but if this was pain it didn’t appear 
to require a name, or suggest the idea 
that anything else might be taken away. 
The bright flowers unfolded, 
swayed in the breeze.  
 
It was the snake, of course, who knew 
about the past—that such a place could exist. 
He understood how people would yearn 
for whatever they’d lost, and so to survive 
they’d need to forget. Soon 
the garden will be gone, the snake 
thought, and in time God himself.  
 
These were the last days—Adam and Eve 
tending the luxurious plants, the snake 
watching from above. He knew 
What had to happen next, how persuasive 
was the taste of that apple. And then 
the history of forgetting would begin— 
not at the moment of their leaving, 
but the first time they looked back.  
 
 
 
 



After We Saw What There Was to See 
  
After we saw what there was to see 
we went off to buy souvenirs, and my father 
waited by the car and smoked. He didn’t need 
a lot of things to remind him where he’d been. 
Why do you want so much stuff? 
he might have asked us. “Oh, Ed,” I can hear 
my mother saying, as if that took care of it.  
 
After she died I don’t think he felt any reason 
to go back through all those postcards, not to mention 
the glossy booklets about the Singing Tower 
and the Alligator Farm, the painted ashtrays 
and Lucite paperweights, everything we carried home 
and found a place for, then put away 
in boxes, then shoved far back in our closets. 
 
He’d always let my mother keep track of the past, 
and when she was gone—why should that change? 
Why did I want him to need what he’d never needed? 
I can see him leaning against our yellow Chrysler 
in some parking lot in Florida or Maine. 
It’s a beautiful cloudless day. He glances at his watch, 
Lights another cigarette, looks up at the sky. 
  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Three Wishes 
  
It’s too easy, isn’t it, 
to imagine almost anything these days. 
Think about “weapons of mass destruction,” 
for example, the movies that start running 
in your mind, then the actual pictures. 
Sometimes the expected losses include us all. 
Once . . . but how would we know 
what once was like? Once a trip of a few miles 
might have turned into a grand adventure. 
Once you could believe in the soul. 
 
But now, anyone who asks 
if you’ve put your trust in a personal savior 
is someone you shouldn’t let into your house. 
He goes next door. He knows you’re doomed. 
Yesterday, I found a crumpled piece of paper 
out in the woods—three holes, blue lines 
to write on, and a single sentence 
crossed out several times: 
You can make your life better by 
Maybe the writer couldn’t decide 
what “better” meant. More meaningful? 
More fun? Even in a fairy tale 
it doesn’t work out. You have to use 
the third wish to undo the second, 
which means you get nothing, 
which was what you had to begin with.  
 
And since you’re a poor fisherman 
in this version of the story, 
you end up hungry and alone, 
staring off at the sea. How good it was, 
the story wants you to think, 
to have been content 
with so little. How clear the future 
used to look, how hard to imagine 
anything could change. 


