Pondered on Suspicion of Being an Elf

The eyes are easy, I can almost picture them

There aren’t too many types of eyes

That could go with that smile

Or be under that hat

So I’m fairly certain of the eyes

But the rest of her has me confused

When someone only shows you her smile

She is mysterious quite by accident

With her floppy black hat and big gray coat

She gives the impression of an elf in disguise

With a certain ethereal quality

That makes her seem slightly out of place

Or at least off in her own world

With her head tilted down

She shivers a little, without noticing

Each breath distinct in the morning air

And somehow different from mine

Which seems to struggle halfheartedly

Before the morning devours it

Her breath goes where it will

And the cold parts respectfully to let it pass

I imagine when I’m not looking

Her breath will crystallize

Into iridescent  flower petals

And drift away laughing

As I’m thinking this, a stranger asks her a question

She answers without looking up

And she smiles again

Maybe because it was a silly question

Or maybe just because her disguise is working

Looking again, I notice

Her soft features have sharp edges

That betray the presence of inner strength

Her delicate lips part ever so slightly

Another breath, and our train arrives

And as she sits down

Just for a moment, her disguise flickers

A tiny wave of moonlight escapes

Passes through me, and vanishes

And for the rest of the day

Colors are more vivid

And my notebook smells faintly of magick

