For Doris Day


Treacly representative of clichéd domesticity,
circa 50s, 60s, your blonde-haired wholesomeness,

sexy bright-white teeth and clean and perky
make-up, flirtatious next-door neighbor always

poised to launch into song; arrayed in pastel 
dresses, doing chores in pearls— foolish and ditzy. 

One to dream moony-eyed as loads of sudsy laundry, 
carelessly neglected, bubbled to the ceiling, overflows

of frothy excess.  Like Lucy with Ethel, one more slapstick
mishap to leave a royal mess. Yes, that well-suited man, 

romantic lead, who’d always come your way, and by some antic 
mix-up, be hooked on your looks, protecting you from cads, 

gentle, charming, harmless, the All-American lad, favoring his close-up 
rather than your kiss—not one strand of handsomeness amiss—

no, I wasn’t so enamored of this: flicks of hetero-normative myths. 
I believed more the you surrounded by bright microphones— 

the “heart-throb,” in Paris, to your side: skeletal, weak—sunken 
eyes, his shocks of matted hair; too breathless and defeated to speak, 

as you repeated that shocker line “AIDS”—tearful but direct to the press, 
devoid of that frivolity, that comic ruse of make-believe, a persona 

so innocent and neat. Regardless of the way they’d dubbed his love, 
or how they kept you sweetly in the frame—never bitter, always clueless.
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