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AND NOT ALL APPLES ARE RED

And not all apples are red,
And not all jealousy is green.

A prism explodes the light beam’s unity
Into the thousand colors of October —
Beyond the limits of violet,

Below the threshold of red.

Truth bends and breaks;

But is truth the prism,

Or is truth the beam of light?

Back in the Garden, she hands me the apple:
The snake told me to do it.

The apple is red as blood, and | take a bite.
Almost blinded by the furious disappointment
In God’s green eyes, | turn away in shame,
The shame of now and forever.

October, 2009



