Get out the Map
I have driven this road so many times

My hands and feet anticipate the corners and curves

Like I used to spend the trip

Anticipating your corners and curves

But not this time, not anymore

With every corner and curve

I want to stop the car

Turn around and go back to the place

That is mine, only mine, always mine

Never yours or ours

I can’t tell which is worse

The country music songs on the radio

Or the sound of my broken muffler

But I don’t have to choose

Because my hands have anticipated 

The last turn before your house

The sadness pounds in my ears

Trying to escape out my eyes

And I am concentrating so hard on keeping it in

I can’t hear anything anyway

I turn left instead of right

With every block in the opposite direction 

Of you

My hands and feet are learning

A new road,

But the map to you is still written inside me

And I wonder if I will ever go down that road again.

