Innocence

Skipping through a field of daisies, 
spring in full bloom.

Running hand in hand, 
never to return to you.

He whispers, "they'll never notice"

She sobbs, "I'm really scared"

But he soothes sweet nothings into her ear.

A young virgin was sacrificed, 
never to be found,
 and in her place,

with her face,
 a woman filled with deciet and lies remains 
after a sweet girl

dies.

So my question. 
 If innocence can be lost and never found,
 why would you ever let it go?
Author- unknown teen
