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That Secret
He tells me a secret

About that girl

That flawless girl

Blonde

With gorgeous straight hair 

Like Rapunzel

And stunning to look at

With white teeth like a
French manicure
Or a zebra without black stripes
Azure eyes

A voice like rustling fall leaves
Charming and enchanting
Perfect right?

He tells me

“I like her”

I knew that.

After all,

How could he like me?

With my curly brown hair

All tangled

Like computer cords

Dreary russet eyes

Like all the other girls

My voice like pencils

Clumsily tripping off my desk

Smashing

On the floor

Of the classroom

“You like her?”

“I like her.”

She has captivated him with her perfection

Her delicate beauty has charmed him
But
He is so different

From her.

His fiery gold hair and
Gray-blue eyes

Like candied raindrops

He will never be the prince

That rescues the beautiful maiden

But he will not have to worry about me either.

I have taken wing and flown away
While I was waiting for him

To look up

And notice

Me.

