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Let This Be A Celebration 
  
This apple slipped from a limb 
Only together we share the bounty of our garden 
Apart, we share shame 
  
This apple slipped from a limb 
Let such tender harvests be sweet upon our lips 
Apart, we share shame 
I am that emptiness that echoes beneath your heart  
  
Let such tender harvests be sweet upon our lips 
Let us never hunger for one another 
I am that emptiness that echoes beneath your heart  
Yet with each breath, we warm each other 
  
Let us never hunger for one another 
Only together we share the bounty of our garden 
Yet with each breath, we warm each other 
Let this be a celebration 
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