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On this map that I peer

I count the distance

In inches then in miles

Between here and there

I peek at the squared paper

With numbers that mark

I subtract one from another

Each time the sun goes down.

I stare to the horizon

Which holds timber and fern

And hope you emerge

With that smile; out of the blue.

I bite my lip and lie to all

“I am well.”

When deep down

In the pits that I life within

I miss you here

I want you

I need you.

I tell myself over and over

“A few more moons”

Like a broken record

Without an off-switch or volume control

I fight till the end

When I’m in your arms

Once again

