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Those autumn afternoons 
on the dirt roads of Vermont, 
 
I drove through my grief 
past the jerseys and silos  
 
casting shadows on pastures  
still viridescent, our life together 
 
receding in the rear view mirror.  
Over a year apart and here I am,  
 
holding onto to our love like  
the bittersweet oak leaves  
 
in early November after the first  
dusting of snow, their petioles clinging.  
 
Twisting and turning my way through  
the tears at the thought of all the years  
 
of goodnights and I love yous. Steering  
left then right in figure eights  
 
with no particular destination, 
no point B from point A.  
 
Just the knowing of having left, 
just the knowing of having loved.  
 
 


