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In my Dreams




In my last dreams shortly before I awake




I’m sure I’m thinking about my apple




That I will have to start my day.




In the shower as I lather up




Juices in my mouth




Begin to come alive.




As I pack my apple into my satchel 




I am imagining




All the health held in that piece of fruit




A virtual keg of power.
On the Road





I’m on the road with my apple by 6:30





Monday through Friday





On my way to work at the mailroom.




Most of the time I can shake the sleep





Out of my head





By the time I catch my bus





With the knowledge that my apple





Is at my side





A trusty companion





In my journey to a healthy day.

The Apple has Friends



I must tell you that the apple has friends




Which include a carrot, banana, and orange




Making up my breakfast for the day.




I put them all in a plastic bag




After thoroughly washing them




In the kitchen sink.




The bag sits right in my satchel




Until I get to work




In the mailroom




Where I prepare for breakfast.

The Time Has Come




One half hour into the workday




I sit down to have my breakfast




Taking the bag out of the satchel.




First the carrot, the hard crisp carrot.




Then comes the banana soft and mushy.




Then the orange juicy and messy.




Finally after all that comes the apple.




I sink my teeth into its meat




Like a ravenous dog




Hungry for its sweet nectars.
Break Time




After eating I take a break 




Usually going down to the lobby




Where I read a book.




The apple has settled in




As I shake any last sediments of drowsiness




Out of my mind and come to.




I finish my break 




With a brisk walk outside




Still tasting the apple




In my memory like a lifesaver.

On my Way




Then I’m back to work on my way




To a healthy day




Compliments of my trusty apple.




Digestion is just beginning




As the overnight packages are delivered




To be processed for our customers.




I’m feeling good by now




And the work comes easy and steady




Because I have a full stomach




So I’m even smiling and joking.

More Work



Not long after the overnight packages are done



I’m getting ready to process the certifieds



Which, like the overnights, are entered on the computer.



My head is clear and the work is a breeze.



I’m feeling healthy like a good economy



And I cruise through the certifieds 



Like I’m knocking down dominoes.



Then there’s a lull



Where I catch up on things



Or just relax for a few moments.

Borrowed Idea




The apple a day as a philosophy at Tasks




Goes back a few years




To the play, “Lodge Magic”




Written by John Trepp the CEO of Tasks




For the Fringe Festival




A theater extravaganza in late summer.




The characters in the play




Called their meds apples




Or anything else




That gave them sustenance and health.

Why the Apple



As I mentioned I eat more than just an apple




So why the focus on the apple




Leaving out the carrot, orange, and banana.




The answer is I don’t know.




The popular phrase




“An apple a day keeps the doctor away.”




Was handed down to me like the rest of us




But I’m sure other fruits and vegetables




Are just as important.




Somehow the apple grabbed the spotlight.

What Kind of Apple is it?



With all the varieties of apples out there



You may be wondering



What kind of apple does he eat?



Although I’m sure all of them are good,



I usually stick with the delicious apple


For a variety of reasons.



They are sweet and they are juicy.



That’s my idea of an apple



And they’re soft enough



To really sink your teeth into.

Why One Apple?




Why do I have just one apple a day?




If they’re so good




Why not two or three?




The answer is that one is all I need




To get me where I’m going




That is, down the road to a healthy day.




I don’t need to overdo it.




Prudence is the watchword here.




If one will do




Why push a good thing to the extreme?

The Bad Ones



Every now and then in my bag of apples




In my refrigerator 




One goes bad.




I have a bad apple problem.




Either bruised or even moldy




I’m not about to try to eat it.




This is a simple problem




Of course




The garbage can is right next to the refrigerator




But it is still a little disheartening.

On a Good Day




If I’m lucky I will have picked out




The perfect apple for the day




And that helps to set the tone.




A perfect apple of course




Has no bruises or dents




And is good sized




Fitting in the palm of your hand



Like a second appendage




Almost as if alive




As though too good to eat.

Moving Through the Day



Sometime, mid-morning I get ready 



To go to the other mailroom



That I also supervise.



It’s about a half-mile away



But I’ve got plenty of energy



Because of the apple and all.



I set out on my way



Trying to vary the time



Each day



So I’m not too predictable.

When I Arrive




When I get there I generally find them working




I’ve got a good crew




Still I like to keep them on their toes.




My apple has begun to be digested now




So I can summon up the strength




To bark out orders and crack the whip.




Just kidding.




They really are so good




They need minimal supervision




And I’m there mainly to troubleshoot.

Where the Apple has Lead Me




The apple has gotten me that far so far




Like a magical potion 




Or a mystical concoction.




Only it’s really quite scientific




The way the apple works




With its nutrients and vitamins




It is quite straight-forward




Actually like a textbook




Or a mathematical formula




Only I believe in the additional karma aspects of it.

Garden of Eden



The story might have been a lot different




In the Garden of Eden




If the fruit that Adam and Eve ate was an apple.




They could have started human kind




Down a healthy road




Full of joy and well-being




Instead of pain, pestilence, and wars.




But I don’t think it’s too late.




For myself anyway




I’m claiming a life of health.

Why Apples are Red




Could you imagine any other color for an apple




(Notwithstanding the green ones)




Than bright red?




It’s God’s way of getting attention




For what is I’m sure




One of His favorite fruits.




I mean what color do they use




For stop signs and stoplights?




It’s gonna grab you




Make you do a double-take.

What About the Health Factor




I’m not an expert in nutrition




I can only speak for myself




When I say an apple makes me healthy.




Aesthetically it’s so clean




Shiny on the outside




And pure on the inside.




I just follow the old saying,




“An apple a day, keeps the doctor away.”




And believe in that truth




With the conviction of a priest to his Bible.

Back to the Story




I hang out at the second mailroom



For a couple of hours




Where I do mostly paperwork.




Now the carrot may have improved my eyesight




But I’m relying heavy on the apple




To keep away the pangs of hunger




And give me sustenance




To give my all and all




With the clear conscience




That I’ve provided my body with its needs.

What Others are Doing




The others on the crew




Get their meals at McDonalds




Or similar take-out




Come back from breaks

With their Cokes




And their candy




And they think they’ve



Replenished their bodies




With nourishment




That will sustain them through the day.

Others Continued




The others have noticed about me though




And they comment




On how healthy I eat




And I wonder why they don’t do it




And I think it’s because




They think their food is tastier




But I would really argue them




On that point




Because for pure taste sensation




Nothing sparks the taste buds better than my apple.

Leaving Mailroom Two




The second mailroom is the Army Corps of Engineers




Where I’ve worked over 7 years




As a mailroom supervisor.




When it comes time to leave




Sometime in early afternoon




As I’m going out the door




I always wish the crew




A good day




And they wish me one




And to me that means also a healthy one.

Headed Back




Then I’m headed back to mailroom 1




Via downtown streets




About six blocks worth.



As I go on my way




I notice the other people




And there are quite a few.




Some of them seem very content




And others seemed a little distressed




Still others harder to read




And I wonder if they’ve had their apple today.

Lunch





When I get to my building





I go to a little convenience store





To get milk and popcorn.





I know what you’re thinking,





The milk sounds healthy





But popcorn?!




I’m told the popcorn has fiber





And my apple also has fiber





But I need more food





And like I said I have only one apple a day.

Back at Mailroom 1




Mailroom 1 is the Internal Revenue Service




Where I have been a supervisor




For just under two years.




Once back at the mailroom




I put my lunch in the microwave




Which is some form of a healthy meal




Prepackaged for people like me on the run




Who want a healthy meal




That’s easy and simple




And will give them some semblance of a balanced diet.
At Lunch




I feed on my popcorn




While my dinner cooks in the microwave




Sitting at my desk




Taking any interruptions which arise




Knowing that a rushed meal




Is not the healthiest




But at this point work comes first




And I still have my apple




In my belly




Which I’m sure will carry me through.

Finishing Lunch




Four minutes. That’s what my meal




Takes in the microwave




Then it’s ready to eat.




Still at my desk




I grab my fork that I keep handy




In a desk drawer




And I proceed to eat my meal




Barring interruptions




In about five or ten minutes




Then I’m done with lunch.

Into the Afternoon




Now my workday eating is over




And I can concentrate




On my work and what I need to accomplish.




I’m having a productive day




Because it all started healthy




And stayed healthy.



The apple has strength




Both as a metaphor for health




And in actuality as a producer of heath.




The apple tells me I’m O.K.

Onward




Then I get on with the rest of my workday.




In the afternoon I’m mostly available




To do whatever needs to be done.




This can include waiting on customers




When the crew is on break




Running the mail through the machine




Taking in packages from delivery services




Processing outgoing packages




And quality checks of work that’s been done.



Feeling up to task and staying healthy.

Other Stuff




Because I’m feeling energetic




With a clear mind




I also do other stuff.




I go on-line to websites and read




On topics that are pertinent to my work




And make be a better manager.



Can be articles about management




Or journals about supported employment




And I read Business Week to keep my edge



Which makes me a well-read postal employee.

Still With Me




My apple is now a part of me




And a way of life




Giving me an attitude that carries me.




As a leader in the two mailrooms




I need to project health and well-being




And my apple is a focus




On just what I’m trying




To put out there




To my employees




With the hope of being a good example.

In Honor of the Apple




I should have a porcelain apple




On top of my computer




At my desk




To honor this special part of my life




Which has helped me




In my recovery from mental illness




And given me the power to overcome




A lot of negatives in my life




Which could have defeated me




And instead are now behind me.

Winding Up the Day



With about an hour left in the workday




The crew begins the process of closing down




Mailroom 1.




Kathy is out the door




And Jim and I




Initiate the procedures of shutting down.




We get the outgoing UPS ready




Take the last mail down to the box




And tally up the day’s numbers.




We lock the door and leave.

Bus Ride





Next I catch my bus that goes





From St Paul to Minneapolis





In a surprisingly fast half hour.





On the bus I read my newspaper





Or some days kick back and relax





Knowing I’ve put in a good day.





The feeling is one of satisfaction





Because I’ve put my best efforts forth





Making what I feel are great accomplishments





And I owe a lot to my morning apple.

Walk Home




Downtown Minneapolis is busy now




And I see a lot of it




As I walk the mile and a half home.




It’s one of the most enjoyable




Parts of my day




Because I like to people watch and this is it.




Every now and then I catch someone’s eye




Or they catch mine




And I’m hoping they’re thinking




That guy has had his apple today.

Stopping for a Sandwich




There is a little sandwich shop





A half block up from my condo




That makes good and healthy sandwiches.




Oftentimes I will stop there.




My favorite is roast beef




Which comes on nine-grain




With lettuce, tomatoes, and onions




Mustard and mayo




Wrapped up so I can take it to go.




I always get a bottle of mineral water – not pop.

My Break




This is my break time between jobs.




I have a second job




With custodial duties




At Steeple People Surplus Store




Which is my church’s thrift store




About a mile and a half from my home.




I drop off my satchel at home




Check messages on my phone




And I’m off with my sandwich




Which I eat as I walk to Steeple People.

The Walk




The way I take to Steeple People




Is a big contrast to my downtown jaunt




Which gives me the best of both worlds.




I cross through Loring Park




A beautiful urban park




With lots of squirrels and a lake.




Then I pass by two huge churches




One of which is mine




Then under the freeway




Past a couple of restaurants and I’m there.

Arrival




I come through the front door of the store




And Mark, the manager, always asks me,




“How’s your day going?”




And I always say, “It’s going great!”




Then Craig, a volunteer, always says,




“Good morning, Bruce.”




And I always say, “Good morning, Craig.”




And it’s more than a joke



Because I still feel like it’s morning




And that I just had my apple.

Work to Do





It’s 5:30 and I’ve got work to do.





I start out by emptying trash barrels.





We have a lot, maybe ten or twelve.





I haul two up at a time over my shoulders





From the basement 





Where volunteers have been sorting goods.





The trash barrels are full of





Stuff that isn’t deemed





Good enough to sell





And it goes out to the dumpster in the parking lot.

Vacuuming




By this time the store is closed




And the customers are all gone




Just Mark and Craig and me are left.




Mark counts out the money




While Craig banters with him and me




And I pull out the vacuum.




It’s a fairly big store as thrift stores go




And it will take me 45 minutes




To do it entirely




And I’m glad I’ve had my apple.

Recycling the Boxes




All of our goods that we sell at Steeple People




Are items donated to us




By virtue of us being a charitable organization.




Many of the things donated come in boxes




And trying to be a green as possible




I break down empty boxes for recycling.




With my trusty utility knife




I slice ‘em up




Stick ‘em in a shopping cart




And haul ‘em out to the recycling dumpster.

Last Job



My last job is to set up things 




For the next day




At the register.




There are two garbage cans




And a box of clothes hangers




That must be dealt with.




The garbage goes in the dumpster




And the hangers get sorted




And put in boxes for future use




Then my work at Steeple People is through.

12 Hours Later





12 hours ago I had my apple.





It may be my imagination





But I think I can still feel it.





More importantly





The apple has set me on a path





That I still walk





The path of a healthy way of life.





The apple hasn’t let me down





So I’ve gone on to have one more good day

Under the power of the apple.

Don’t Waste that Apple





I knew a girl one time





Who never let her apple





Go to waste.





She ate everything but the stem.





That’s right.





She ate the seeds, core





Even the butt end.





She said Americans





Were wasteful





And she wasn’t going to waste her apple.

My Bag






Early in the story






If you were paying attention






I mentioned a bag






That I carry






My apple, banana, carrot, and orange in






The bag I put in my satchel every day






When I start out from home.






Now I’ve got a question.






What kind of bag do you suppose it is?






Of course, it’s an apple bag.

My Computer




I’m sorry if I let you down




But I don’t have an apple computer




Mine is an  e-machine.




I guess that one of my failings possibly




If I was perfect I suppose I’d have an apple computer




To make me consistent and all




But on the other hand




It leaves me room for improvement



Something I can work on




Some new plateau I can attain.

The Beatles





How many of you have heard of the Beatles?





Let’s see a show of hands.





They were from my generation.





Do you know what label they recorded under?




That’s right it was Apple.





They had their act together.





Being associated with Apple





Didn’t hurt their popularity did it.





They must have been thinking healthy thoughts





I bet they ate their apple a day too.

After Steeple People




Sometimes I go home after Steeple People




But most often I go on




To some other place.




Mondays, Wednesdays, and Fridays




I go to my karate class.




I’m glad I’ve had my apple when I’m there.




Every other Tuesday I go to AA




And I find sobriety goes right along with




My apple a day philosophy.




On the other Tuesday is my poetry group. Everyone is healthy.

On Saturday




I work as a manager on Saturdays




At Steeple People Store




From 10 to 6.




I pack my satchel just like the weekdays




With a carrot, banana, orange, and apple




Which I bring to work with me.




Then I pace myself




On hour I’ll have the carrot




The next hour the banana and so forth




Until in the afternoon I’ll have my glorious apple.
Saturday Day at Steeple People




Because I’m in charge I must 




Keep a level head




At all times.




I never know when I will be called on




To make an important decision




Or make a judgment call.




It is my duty then to make sure




I’ve had my apple a day




So I’m at my best possible




Ready to rise to any situation.

My Troubled Past





Confession is a good thing





So I can tell you





About a little faux pas in my past.





As a boy along with my friends





I would sometimes steal apples





Off neighborhood apple trees.





I know. I know. It was wrong.





I don’t really have any excuses





But it’s something we did.





I could have been stealing much worse things.

Apple Orchard



I can’t think of the name of it




But one place my church’s singles group




Went to was an apple orchard.




It was out by Stillwater.




Everything was about apples.




Apple pies, apples made out of pottery, etc.




We took a tour




Then settled down on the grass




And ate our apples.

At the time I wasn’t as healthy. Probably the only apple I ate all week.

On Sundays




On Sundays I drive the seniors to church.




We have a 16 passenger van




That a woman donated for the cause.




Like any other day




I pack my satchel with my




Three fruits and the vegetable.




Then I eat them




As I’m able




And they give me the same boost




To make my day a healthy and productive one.

From Whence it Sprang



Who got me on this road to health anyway.




Well my mother always encouraged me




But I didn’t always listen to her. I should have, but didn’t.




I guess the real change came with 





The Wellness Program at Tasks.




Wellness Counselor Michele Colbert convinced me




That having a healthy lifestyle




Was vitally important




To my long term welfare




And I was converted.

More on the Wellness Program




Tasks Unlimited, the company I work for,




Has a Wellness Program




Where you can actually earn money




Through making healthy choices.




There is a point system




And at the end of the month




You turn your points




That you’ve earned by living healthy




And you get money back to you.




Essentially I get paid to eat my apple.

As a Kid





When I was a kid




I didn’t think about or need to be





So healthy although I’m sure it wouldn’t have hurt.





As a middle-aged adult





I have to constantly think





About my health choices.





I think everyone should try





To live as long as they can





Provided they are reasonably healthy.





Eating healthy foods is a given.

Half the Battle




At least half the battle in deciding




For a healthy lifestyle




Is making a decision.




Once you’ve decided you’re




Going to live healthy




You might as well go all the way.




Start out by doing yourself a favor.




Go to the local grocery store




Go over to the fresh fruits




And pick out a big bag of apples.

