Works

Like the quality of fruit grown from its tree

It’s the works we do that define you and me.

No cause for alarm if you’re an imperfect soul

A blemish on the peach won’t ruin its goal.

Sure, we all want that perfect piece,

But it’s the taste when you bite that we really seek.

Quality is measured from the stuff that’s within

Not the layer outside covered in sin.

Squirt your sweet juices to my buds sublime

Loving one another is the work of mankind.

Wether apple, cherry or strawberry pie

It’s the spice within that catches my eye.
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