Today while I was reading the paper a black hair fell onto the page

It should be brown so it’s strange

You couldn’t say I’m a “young man” but I’m spared the gray of age for now – 

Thinning more like it – an open range to be.

Hay – broken stalks – European style bales wrapped in white plastic sheets.

Burls or swirls

Large round bales are somehow better – so I’ve been told. 

I don’t know that if its true.

At the time I noticed this I was noticing everything I passed. 

I was driving, in love and my girl was somewhere else. 

We couldn’t be together – we were hundreds of miles apart. 

So we would send each other photos. 
Everything I saw that was of any interest at all I wanted to show her. 

I stopped the car, got out the camera 

And took photos. 

Of strange junk piles on the side of the road

Open fields. 

My own face. 

Whatever place happened to show itself to me. 

Route 22 has a lot to recommend – if you ever end up like me someday

with a girl far away and want to send her photos of strange things.

But don’t make a special trip – if you happen to be in love

and apart. 

It’s not that special I suppose – the road is quiet -

a barn erodes near a newer house. 

It isn’t clear who lives here if you’re driving past

even if you stop for gas and spend a minute watching shifting lights.

Television sets. . .not northern lights – which aren’t this far south -

not tonight.

My car ticks and has no name. I haven’t named her. 

Too reliable. Wheels shush past – wet pavement – not glass. 

December night, no satisfying chill, the season’s augur 

darker still – this warmth like fermentation or decay.

I have no talent for pictures and its too dark now.

That blur is something I can’t remember. 

It might have been – the stars? 

That looks right. A threadbare sky 

weakly low lit from Poughkeepsie or Albany

But I could see them clearly 

as I sat inside the car and craned my neck 

across the dash. 

That’s me – and the next shot – is me. 

The world seems darker from the flash -

though you can see a wisp of light behind my head -

another car slides past. . .

That was the last shot of the day.

I was hungry and made my way back home.

There’s a theater in my smile I think

I’m saying I’m happy to be in love with you

and happiness is thinking that you’ll see me

thinking about being in love

being yours - though far away.

Fields are barren – they’d be dust if not for rain -

round hay bales in a pasture wrapped in white

plastic - I remember from my drive in light. 

Night’s abundance waxes still

Solstice weighs on every thought   

the tiny anxieties marshaled prompt by prompt

shook from the vaguest drop of unease.

There is somewhere I should be –

not watching my eyes for signs of love. 

At the time I wished hardest on time and space

and threw myself against the wall of hope.

If she were only here!

A tidy shot of me standing by the bed

no shirt, in service to my thoughts of her!

I give my tiny cock a shake – 

Fuck! I’ve made a big mistake – there’s cum 

on a library book on how to meditate.


