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(Love and) The Dawn of Woman





Dawn with the heart punching smile, Dawn with the daydream frame and tangible soft curves trembling of naked imagination, Dawn with dreams and thoughts of children and astronomers writing poetry in the sand at the close of day, Dawn with the straight fine brown gold hair that falls from behind her ear every few minutes so she may reach up with fingers from a strong small perfect hand and uncover the eyes, the sunrise blue eyes that can beat beat beat ones heart into rhythm. 


Dawn who launches a thousand ships every time she laughs while reading a book, Dawn who is made of scenic sky and earnest earth and wondering galaxies twinkling in space, melts out of bed half awake, sunlight beams creeping past the widow sill, turns the faucet on cold, still dreaming, adding hot, waiting, waiting, Perfect. Shifting weight in the shower, humming some unwritten song from the soundtrack of human being, glancing wet at the reflection of her eyes, smirking, offering a flirtatious look to the mirror and the imaginary date behind it, shakes her head, watches her dripping hair sprinkle water across the sink, then laughs quietly aloud, watches herself still, and somewhere music plays. Towel tied above her chest, she runs to her room, revitalizing some cliché about gazelles, shuts the door, and dresses herself in fuzzy warm colors. In her room, pink papered walls covered by Ansel Adams and Monet, Dawn flies around looking for a pencil, finding a pen, writing about a dream she had in a neat leather journal. Dawn who writes down her dreams, glances into-a-gaze at the outside Sunday morning, green after the rain. Missing her dream she breathes full and falls back into her covers and plush animals, still warm from her back, closes her eyes smiling, cuddled with her pillow, and dreams again. Dawn whose morning routine God watches today and smiles proudly; relieved he took a day off. 


Yet Dawn is unaware of something stirring up and out in her, soon, something tremendous like a mountain, innate like loving mom, that will make sense of repetitive song lyrics and make everyday living feel something missing. Dawn, whose male friends have always wondered if but never told, who speaks and boys hear wedding vows, who doesn’t know, Dawn, drop dead beautiful person in a parenthetical way, who will wake new one day having dreamt in the definition of woman, dab understated perfume on her neck, walk through a new day in life with a final revelation about the light in her, understanding how her sunset blue eyes inspire writers to write from an inward intensity of elevated elementary school infatuation fascination with girls. One day Dawn will suddenly know of the inevitable heaven of waking on a Sunday morning in naked closeness to someone who makes her chest hurt. Life and purpose will be different, and this will show in her, make that which seemed perfect even more stunning. 


The morning will be finished and the day and the knight will come, then Dawn will shake with happiness, and in the end there is no doubt that many will be touched by her, made to remember fairy tales, gently forced into knowing true how incredibly amazing a woman is. 


