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“Quick, Augustine, just a few!” My friend’s voice, urgent, 
below the tree.  I was on a branch, among ripe pears, their 
scent sweet, alluring. Yet, I fetched for three green, hard 
ones above. We fled, drums beating in our chest, glancing at 
shadows as if they were the orchard’s owner. At the orchard’s 
end, breathless, we fed the pears to the pigs and slapped 
hands in triumph. Sticky fingers, racing hearts. I wondered, 
was this thrill what Adam and Eve felt? 

Those were not fine pears. Augustine of Hippo knew it, as 
did his friends. Better pears hung within reach, ripe and 
untouched. Yet, they stole the inferior ones, green and hard. 
Sticky fingers, thumping hearts, the pears were brought to 
darkness, and tossed to pigs. A game, a dare, whatever you 
may call. The boys ran away, chuckling about their pointless 
mischief. Fed no hunger, served no purpose. Years later, 
Augustine pondered. It wasn’t hunger, not for Adam, 
not for him. But why they took the fruit then? Why they 
took the fruit? 
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Dear Mastreo Claude,

What a joy to receive your critique of my music— truly, a 
highlight in my otherwise monotonous existence. To embrace 
your heartfelt advice, I have decided to compose a suite, with 
an extra attention of shape, ambitiously titled “Three 
Pieces in the Form of Pear”. You’ve always insisted on the 
importance of the form of a music— I hope fruit counts.

Enclosed, please find the first draft.

Yours in a variety of shapes,
Erik

Cher Monsieur Claude Debussy, 

In dutiful response to your esteemed guidance on the 
matter of form, I have decided to compose a suite with 
utmost diligence \to structure. Yesterday, I composed a 
piece in the shape of a pear. You suggested more form - 
I hope fruit counts.

Yours in shapes,
Erik Satie
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1893, Fall River, Massachusetts, USA.

Lizzie Borden took an axe
And gave her mother forty whacks;
When she saw what she had done
She gave her father forty-one.

Lizzie: 
“I swear, I was in the attic, eating three of 
the four pears I collected in the morning. I 
remember the juice trailing down my wrist. 
How, gentlemen of the jury, could hands, 
holding such delicate sweetness, wield an 
axe?”
	
The Maid: 
“The pears, yes, the pears from our backyard, 
more fragrant than ever this year. Mr. Borden 
and his first wife’s brother savored two at 
breakfast. Even Lizzie, usually indifferent to 
pears, plucked seven this week alone.”

The Chemist: 
“Three pears she offered, in exchange for 
a substance she insisted was for cleaning! 
Prussic acid, for a seal-skin cloak? The 
urgency in her eyes was not unlike someone 
desperate to cleanse more than just a cloak! 
The pears you ask? Unbitten! Discarded! 
Rotten in the trash can!”

Lady on the Jury: 
“You will know them by their fruits. How 
can one, gentle and devout, swing an axe 
in murderous rage? How can we accuse 
this woman who tenderly savors a pear, 
her father’s favorite fruit, moments before 
tragedy strikes? How can I be convinced, 
that wickedness might ever be masked so 
deeply?”
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This is what I heard on my last day hanging on the pear 
tree:

The laurel and the myrtle, always a bit nosy, noticed 
their neighbor, the pear tree, getting chopped down. 
‘Hey pear tree, off to a new adventure?’ they cried, 
half-mockingly. The pear tree, never one to miss a beat, 
said, ‘Oh, I’m just off to become Jove. You know, the 
god? A sculptor’s going to make me look divine. And 
people will worship me, which is more than I can say 
for you two, standing here losing branches.’ The laurel 
and the myrtle, a little taken aback, could only rustle 
their leaves in disbelief.
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The Windsor pear, pale in his lonely bed,
Lies at the basket’s base with a touch of dread.
Mocked and scorned, his pride under attack,
By merry wives with wit, not a whit they lack.
In the game of jest, he stands forlorn,
Its dignity, like his skin, is ruthlessly torn.

And last, the pear from France’s land,
Shriveled, it seems, but with ambitions grand.
Yerninng to win a heart cold and stern,
In love’s complex game, a twist at every turn.
But in victory’s grasp, she finds no grace,
For it too withers, losing her vibrant face.

In Shakespeare’s tales, with quill and artful hand,
He scribed of pears, three, across the land.
Not fruits of passion in his esteemed sight,
Yet in these pears, different fates take flight.

The pear of Verona, bright and ripe,
Gazes at the moon’s soft, gentle light.
Where two shadows on the balcony entwine,
Whispering words so sweet, like honeyed wine.
This pear too longs to be held and adored,
To burst his sweetness, in love’s accord. 
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