
Adultery’s Ashes

 


You bent the branches of my soul,

A weeping willow in disguise

Watered daily with unrelenting tears.

The sadness lingers, my branches sweeping

Adultery’s Ashes and its lies.

 


At first the hurt is neither cold nor
warm,

Just dull, a sudden heavy blow.



A burning wound that must be borne.

Coals in Adultery’s Ashes glow.

 


The soot, the blackness still remain

My blood a seeping searing sludge

A foothold I can’t seem to find

I merely fall, exhausted from the climb.

 


You see the intimacy shared
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