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A Photograph

She looks straight at the camera,

a sly smile faintly upturned on her right.
Her left hip juts towards him.

She knows something, a secret
purposely not shared with the world,
perhaps only with her lover.

He leans on the car, confidently relaxed, handsome,
an arm gently encompasses her left shoulder.

He looks into the distance, sees happy imaginings
having found something, something emergent,

a new home of grace and fulfillment.

And there they pose in black and white
before a thirties car in an unknown field,

photographed by an anonymously held camera;

unwittingly disclosing
their smug joy,
their newly simmering passion.
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I love their love,

her femininity,

his proud protectiveness.

My shock is the revelation

they ever felt this way,

ever experienced the profound secret.

When is it, they forgot

to love one another?

Why did they lose this preciousness?
Was it the struggle to attain?

Was it the busy life they chose --

the children, the money, the house?
Was it they pursued what they thought
to be most important rather

than what they knew?

Quandaries’ questions evoked

by the photograph’s foreshadow.

But now | have this gift before me,

a present posthumously proffered
endowed with their whisper,

“Take this bequest, our son, and love
no matter the story to follow.”



