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The girl at the bank, her eyes. Where had he seen those eyes before?  Greener than Ireland itself.


The woman at the grocer, those amazing lips, they were perfect, but where had he seen them before?  Soft, pink, and wet


The lady at the post office, what lovely golden hair.  That color, it radiated the suns glory. Where had he seen that reflection before?


What about her?.... Crossing the street.  Where had he seen that nose?  Rodin would have stopped all his work.  The gentle slope, narrow with the little up sweep at the tip.


He noticed them all, why?  He was confused.

Then pulling up into the driveway and seeing her there on the walk.  Those eyes, those lips, that hair, the nose.  Now he understood, it all came together.  


His love for her was so deep.  So deep that he looked for her in every woman.  Somehow hoping that every woman might somehow be her.  But he only saw part of her beauty in the rest.  


Here, here  at home all those beauties come together in her.  No wonder he was so hopelessly in love with her.  He saw her everywhere, in everything.  And why did he despair when it was not her he found?  And would he be closer to her this time?  He laments each moment away from her.

He will commit her more to memory today.

He will listen to what she has to say.

For on her, young and green

Does he so earnestly lean.


The way she rolls up on her tippy toes when she is embellishing a story; she's trying to be bigger than she is, to live a larger life.


The way she slides her hand around the hem of her blouse when she is embarrassed; she is trying to make sure everything is in place about her, not  to be further embarrassed.


The way she bites both of her lips together when she's listening; She has to stop herself from talking – she likes to talk.


Her quick little walk – she can get there just like everyone else, just because she's not as tall as them doesn't mean she's slow.






Jlyn

