Apple Pie (American Pie)

The iron clad range sits amidst a frivolous kitchen

Spices from the orient, native ingredients, European flavors mix together

A fruit cocktail results and is poured into the pan

Blending juices sit upon the thin crust

Granny smiths fall on top as they are sliced, thinly coating it all

The top crust is folded, pinched, glazed and then baked

The confection is turned to the rest of the world and smells of apple

The grapes and the raisins settle on the bottom, peaches and strawberries on top

All have lost their flavor, all taste like the overlying apple

None would be the wiser now, to bite in and taste

It is apple pie, the American specialty, pure and good

