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Secret Love

She thought she'd never get caught. 

She should have known. Everybody pays 

homage to conflict. Even the poets now 

participate. They swagger. They provoke. 

They shout in your face. How orthodox 

everybody has become. Secretly she cavorts 

with clichés, the sweetness of what 

millions before her have loved, fairy wings, 

gossamer gowns. Reality with its cruel vise 

of intellectual respectability surrenders

to azure fairy lakes in hidden forests 

where she washes her wings, plays 

her flute until all is sacred again, the lakes, 

the heart, the misty and unapologetic 

tenderness for rough tree trunks, lanky

girls, long-haired trapeze artists, lizards

dashing under rocks, dark tunnels, canyons,

wide skies, hummingbirds sharing 

feeders side by side, even difficult people. 

She wonders how much time she has left 

to live her furtive devotion to lizards 

and junipers and maybe on a six lizard day

to a young man with smooth blond hair

who makes her forget everything else 

for a moment. Despite all the injunctions

against clichés and sentimental things,

she glides through this forest, alone, 

so as not to embarrass anyone, enchanted 

now and again by the hoot of an owl. 


