A Girl

Cute. I abhor that word and I am certain she does too, but it's the best thing that describes her right now. Cute. Real cute, huh? Button cute. So she was wearing a skirt, a nice skirt, the one that flares as a bit as she walks, and I know, I just KNOW, that she wore it because Thea Howey told her about my Shakespeare Final and how I wrote that I would have done a lot better if the girl in question had worn a shorter skirt to class. And I looked up at her inquisitively as she sassily walked back to her seat, I gave her a gaze of wonder, because she cannot know, it is inconceivable for her to know, it is downright impossible for her to know, and she looked into my eyes, and she just gave me a little smile that simply stunned me and let me know with those eyes that shone with bemused innocent intensity that she knew all along and she retrieved her things and walked out, skirt dervishing daringly up to her thighs. "I love this girl," I thought to myself, grinning to myself as I watched this tiny benevolent creature walk out of my life again. 

