Persephone

I sit and stare at the leaves turning

and I am pulled back 

to the time we made love

underneath the grapes in the vineyard,

the full moon our only witness.

It was to ensure 

a bountiful crop, you told me.

All I knew was the sound of your voice,

the warm smooth of your hand

and the smell of damp earth.

I cared nothing for the harvest,

only the balm of summer,

and the heat between us.

You cared for me more than I could guess.  

Undeserving of you devotion,

I fled from you,

 and from what you stirred within me.

I couldn’t be your Demeter

so I played Persephone instead,

living out a self-imposed exile

far from your tender eyes,

lost to you in the Hades of my fear.

