The Early Days
By Albert Stimson 

To Lauren, my love.

I used to hate writing letters,
back when everyone who really mattered
was close at hand- too close at times.
 

Fleeing the jangle of thoughtless words or deeds, 
a reprimand for my empty head 
as compost, dishes, and legos accumulated
in their respective corners of my life- 
                             The outdoors would call me,
an escape, a phone call to nowhere, temporal, free.
The mail can pile up, like everything coveted, human.
 

Then, another call- Michigan, pines, music.
Knew friends were waiting there,
one more escape would fix it all.
Untapped potential has that way
of drawing one along.  Empty promises...
                              but they made me work.
 

Facing things, cornered in a bubble
I turned, a trapped creature, 
the pursuer- myself?
Fear is such a silly game to play.
 

And it was then the letters began,
missing the good things only seen
from far off.  Tried to catch with words
those things no longer seen or felt,
save in dreams.
Wanted to cram myself in the mailbox 
at times, deliver my letter in person
and then stay the afternoon-
hot cocoa and hot black dog by fireside,
mom's talk and sibling noise.
My escape a prison, letters my escape.
 

Life's rhythm- now a call:
a girl played trombone and spoke 
frankly, lived with trust.
Faith of the battle-tested kind;
conviction.
 

I think we wondered about each other.
 

Letters to a girl back home.  An escape
no longer.  Very real.  Uncertain.
 

Lauren,
the two of us were last to leave
the table one day.  Unsure why.
Something unresolved...
"Do you want to go do something?"
You said it.  I wouldn't have.  Still unsure
of everything.
 

Irish music up in MB, 
and we talked.  
Shaky hug.
 

In the car to dinner, piled five
in the back, Nicole on top of us,
my arm went around you.
Just so we'd all fit.  Convenient,
how we fit together all that day.
Stopped you after, to get your 
email address; a nudge in the 
right direction...
 

Break.  Escape,
or prison now?  The rhythm
of my life.
 

Everything reversed.  The letters
from you, the actions on my part.
Split with Carrie.  Both of us happy 
about it, relieved.
And your letters continued.
 

My first new glimpse of you:
your eyes, shining under the fur hood.
A hug in the muddy noise
of Hemingway entrance.
 

Walking to Thor Johnson with Red Dwarf tapes,
I still looked too far ahead to know where I was.
You stopped me- something wrong?
And I fell for the beautiful eyes line.  Sincere,
coming from you.  Our first kiss.
Moonlight and snow.
 

...and this is only the beginning
of our present tale, which is, itself,
only the beginning...
 

 

