
A Lizbethan Fable or the Strange Tale of Polar Opposites

The truth nestles in the closet of her mind

Like an old sock, unconsciously there,

But hidden from my view.

I judge from a distance,

Fearing her proximity

Which burns my eyes like frying onions.

Her voice, amidst voices of a crowd,

Does not waft or echo,

But, instead, pierces the air

As a needle, skin.

Yet, though I find myself

Scattering from her like iron filings

In a sixth grade science magnetism experiment,

Her interest flips the poles,

And I am attracted.


