Persephone II

I fled from you

after you cut out my heart

and forced me to feed it to you,

(like a pomegranate)

morsel by morsel.

You wanted to consume

everything that was me

and regurgitate it in your image.

When I resisted,

you twisted your logic

around your cunning tongue

and used it to turn me

against myself.

It was you I should have turned against.

The road to self-preservation

catapulted me away from you.

I would forget everything -

even myself - 

to cleanse you from my soul.

