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GUILT ENTHRONED

By Dena L Moore

Loving deeply, my feelings suspend reality;

My integrity becomes an offering to him,

Whom I give a glimpse of my spirit.

My body becomes the temple,

The shrine,

The holy high place that cannot be touched;

The purity must remain.

The virginity of the flesh

Eclipses the doctrine of the mind.

The ultimate union,

The magnificent merge is surrendered,

Slaughtered at the altar.

Guilt enthrones itself upon the high seat,

Defeating creation.

