
Wallflower (For Melanie)

When she waltzed across the hall, gliding,

Head thrown back in arrogance or, perhaps,

Ignorance of her surroundings, she strutted

With her feathers flaunting the unfamiliar familiarity

Of her new surroundings in an ostentatious display,

And she drew attention.

Yes, she did; though, to this day, she claims 

Ignorance, again, perhaps, false modesty.

But, she did, and it was a lure obviously more alluring

Than the stale cinder block walls and asbestos

Ridden tiles and water-stained ceilings

Revealing fantastic hidden pictures more diverse 

Than any sky’s clouds, but it was also more 

Attractive than great works of art, more addictive than a dime store

Novel, and more proud than parents at a shining

Gold star shining down above a paper as if it 

Were divine, hanging from some refrigerator magnet

Hailing “Texas” or “Louisiana” or “Pizza,”

And, perhaps, more delicious than that pizza itself.

And her eyes glimpsed neither a turned head

Nor a shy smile or any wallflower.

She simply danced quickly past and disappeared 

Into a labyrinth of walls and doors and endless corners.

And behind those corners and doors she did hide--

No huffs or puffs from the other side--away from wanting eyes.

But always, as least expected, she appeared out of her 

Shadows and leaped through a doorway, not knowing

It was a threshold of a new day, in search

Of a drink to quench a thirst and, unknowingly, 

A look to quench a desire, and in her search,

She found both and retreated with a slight bow, a curtsey,

Happily, back inside the labyrinth, partner in hand,

Flower in vase.

