
Strange Fruit 

There is a foul smell 
In the Southern wind. 
Ominous omen sways 
Back and forth 
Bitter sweet 
In the miraculous, white storm. 
 
The dark fruit has 
Neither ears nor lips 
To hear 
The harsh, hateful words 
Or speak 
Of the endless torture that bore him. 
 
Hanging silence 
Volumes are spoken to those who see 
Or dare to challenge the poison tree. 

 


