Neonatal Love

by

Diana Raab

Yesterday when you asked
me as your date to your senior prom,
I thought the joker in you wanted
to warm my heart, but moments later
realized the sincerity of your invite.

You said you’d rather have your mom
because years down the road
the girl in the photo
will be but a blur
of some passing fling or fleeting bird,
but you’d never forget
the loving eyes of your mother.

Your request dazzled me,
and the school principal
leaving a wordy man
with blank verse
and short-skirted secretaries
ballooned with envy
and me wondering
how I could have birthed
the confident loving man
that you’ve become.

This evening, you strolled
into my closet
and from the same rack
where your baby clothes hung
you pulled down the chosen dress,
walked me to the mirror to describe
the hairstyle for me
all in celebration of you.

Just when I thought the honor
was only mine, I heard you brag
‘
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