            "The Confession"

Was it really needed,

Or just insanity?

Oh! That confession,

she still wonders,

if it was relief or an obstruction!

That instant,

and she was under his incantation,

but who knew that the charm,

would obfuscate who she was.

Oh! That confession,

she still wonders,

if it was a rose or a thorn!

An erroneous interpretation,

and she fell upon those teary evenings,

those mirthless days,

and those sleepless nights.

Oh! That confession,

she still wonders,

if it was velvet or sandpaper!

Those indefinite interlocutions,

seemed to reach their terminus,

with more of clunkiness and falterings,

less of liss and wantings.

Oh! That confession,

she still wonders,

if it was a sweven or actuality!

Oh! That damned confession!

