Maybey

– J. Scott Hardin
For three weeks, I had been sitting in the hall,

Taking notes on the anatomy/physiology lectures,

And on a little blonde tart two rows down,

When at last I resolved to stop studying her curves

In my mind.

Fantasy, I had decided recently,

Is but a harbor of necessity

For those content with second best.

I passed forward a fearless invitation to coffee

And cringed nonetheless.

Muffled giggles and whispering ensued

Among the young women around her,

But I knew my luck was supreme

When one of them handed it back.

Upon my note she had written a single word

In a looping cursive:  “maybey”.
