
 

 

 
 
Agony in the Garden 
 
 
 
The temptation found in red and luscious 
dreams forgotten the way they suffer 
the daffodils bloom not unlike 
agony, the perspiration of blood 
gleams a mother of pearl  
sheen on an otherwise 
dull need as yet unfulfilled 
Please suffer me  
the memory of your garden 
its fruits tempting 
red ◊ 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 


