“A Cool Spring Night”

It was a cool spring night in New Orleans.  I was feelin down.  I had no woman, only a sidekick.  She was bright and beautiful.  She met me in the promised land- where the music made us sing and dance.  I was in heaven, we drank the nectar.  We shared the stories that made us.  The heartbreaks that broke us.  We grew.

I had already decided that she was of the essence.  She had come to be, miraculously.  And I was sure that I could hang in long enough to be convinced of a certain modality.  But she knew her powers.  And she blew my mind.  There was no turning back, she was the captain now.  I was the ship, she bent my ear, the rudder changed, she took the grip, the sails were trimmed, we set a course for tomorrow.

I appreciate every awkward silence, it’s a chance for the thoughts to arrange themselves into something meaningful, rather than the continuous poetic babble that we spurt.

It was the night to make plans.  We talked of the future like it had already happened.  We made the tough calls.  We called in close air support.  And it came via a half-moon, surrounded by stars and cosmic dust.

She left on a high note.  It was the intimate smile of old friends, parting such sweet sorrow.  A rose by any other name.  The simple truth of beauty.  Manifested. Real.

Present. Current.  Active.  Unrelenting.  Surpassing.  Delving.  Deeper.

She cut me down with the first salvo of looks, her hair blowing wild, her smile, crooked in smirk, besmirching, contriving to confuse, glad to be, and yet afraid to be completely free.

