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I often come out to the end of the dock on nights like tonight. Where the sky and the water seemed to meet at the edge of nothing. Both reflected each other so well that it never seemed like one ended or the other began.

This was when sky and water formed a perfect union, a marriage of two souls so deep that they didn't exist without the other.

All I felt was the passion of the last time we were together. And the aches of those times we had since spent apart.

But the wild thing was that we had never met.

- - - -
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THE STARS AND THE SKY opened up that evening and we simply talked from our souls over an endless distance, it seemed. 

But for all I knew, he could be just on the shore of the pond opposite, just beyond the myst, standing there among the trees, just watching. A slight smile on his lips. As if the whole thing was a joke or a pun, or some sort of clean and harmless limerick.

"I never saw a purple cow, I never hope to see one..."

Life didn't have to be difficult, it didn't have to be hard. Love seemed to make things just meet and match and fit. One of those wooden puzzles that are hard as hell to figure out if you never saw them put together, but you never want to take them apart if you did see them that way. The wonder was how they were built at all.

I would send  my love out to him from the end of that pier, that long dock, and I'd feel the response instantaneously. Like there was no time or space, just love.

- - - - 
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I WROTE HER SHORT STORIES with no plot. Just some character doing something or saying something that didn't have to go anywhere. I could see her face in my mind's eye – twinkling eyes of her own, all hazel-blue and full of laughter. She gets the point immediately. She sees that the story could only be short like that, because it didn't have to be long at all.

A pooh-bear story. No adults present. No judgment of what was wrong or right. It just was. And fun, always.

That was the joke that came up when we'd talk in my mind, when she would seem to come and sit beside me as I wrote - tip-tapping out the story on the worn keys that had seen so much adventure through my fingertips.

And now were simply writing a love story out of the motes of stars and water and cloud. A story that simply flew across the sky, the endless distance and resounded in a massive orchestral chord.

Love is like that. It doesn't depend on money or being somewhere, or having fine things around you. It means that you care for each other so deeply you just become the other. Finishing sentences, walking hand in hand without bothering to sweat from discomfort, because it is the most natural thing you can do.

Even though you've never met in body, you know she's out there and she is always sending her love to you. Even when you are upset and quarreling with yourself or some character you are writing out of whole cloth. 

- - - - 
[image: ]


I WROTE TO HIM AND of him as I crafted my stories. And often could simply just look out into space as my fingers typed away. We would be of one mind. A proofreading soul looking over my shoulder or through my eyes at the scenes as they shone through the page.

I was his female voice, he was my masculine influence. Together, as yin and yang, we wrote perfect stories in any genre - in every genre.

Any action had a romantic interest, had a mystery, had thrills and horrors and pure distraction from the world and all its difficulties. 

A woman knows when a woman is writing, as a guy knows that somebody out there is probably sitting in a corner of a bar with a laptop - or a coffee shop - and is cranking out another adventure he would always like to take. 

When it's time to hear from the guy, it's all brusque and cheeky and direct. While when the girl is talking, there is care and support and softness, the subtle hints of things unsaid.

Of course, it's also true when the characters are together in a scene. He writes the descriptions of the guy and then I'll come into write all about the gal. 

He drags his fingers through his thick mane to force it rudely out of his eyes. Should have gotten that hair cut a month ago when I first thought of it. But it was one story after another and then four weeks were suddenly gone. How was a guy supposed to keep track of such things.

When I read through these words, I could almost see the plaid flannel he wears in winter as he types away, knowing that he didn't want to bother with getting his hair cut or running trimmers over his chin more than once a week – because he was “supposed to be writing, dammit.”

And when I wrote the descriptions of the girl, she was always tenderly brushing an errant lock off her forehead and behind an ear. When lost for inspiration, she would twist the end of a strand around her finger and look off into the sky beyond the walls of her own room to a mystical place of lavender clouds and light brown tree trunks just starting to turn gold for the fall yet to come. 

There was a difference about actions, descriptions, conclusions. 

Male and female, yin and yang on the same page. 

Both of us typing away from the same two pair of hands. 

He was writing in his remote farm cabin, I was in a high room on a small and sturdy table set into a corner and by a window.

Yet we were as close together as if born twins.

- - - -
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WHEN WE WRITE THE LOVE scenes, it can get really bad. No, there's no on-page sex, but the teasing and touching leaves us both moist with expectations. Often I would take a long walk to clear my mind, especially if I had to get the character out of some dire situation – and this cuddling was just a short break in the action before he jumps back into solving things. 

Or maybe he has an angel who shifts in from another universe  wearing little, just to tease him. And might wind up in his bed when he wakes in the middle of the night, kissing and caressing him, but then gone by morning – a complete dream, except it was so very real.

There are few ways for release at that point, even in rolling over.

Often it's the only decent thing to do is to get up, turn the lights on and type out the story that's been racketing around my brain, or mind, or whatever you want to call it. 

Romances are best when they are brief. But that's not love talking, that's coming from the hard-tack life of building things, of organizing things to run better, it's from herding your animals through pastures and fixing the fence when some storm drops another dead branch heavy onto it, crushing and twisting the fence so any calf will take that opportunity to show the other calves and their moms the fastest way out to new grass.

And the herd will act as a single beast does - they turn and twist and go the other way. Herd as you like, you cannot make them come back out of a new pasture to go into an old one. Once you go back to get the others, then the first bunch start back through. 

So you just change your temporary polywire fence to at least keep them in that new small spot with a nice, potent shock on it to remind them why they are where they are. And when they all go out for water, you shut them back again and roll up that temporary fence once more. Or maybe you then let them into a larger space out there, now that you've been able to adjust the size of temporary pasture to their use.

But that's a guy thing. Hot sweaty days where you have to get them back in anyway, and after all that walking, to get some rolled wire and a tin bucket with a sturdy wire handle that holds all the fasteners you could need. Along with that set of fencing pliers that can cut and twist and hammer all in one tool, so you don't have to take three with you. 

The sweat doesn't go away, but some days need two bandannas – one around your forehead to keep it from stinging your eyes, the other around your neck to keep the biting cow-flies and mosquitoes away, to cool your neck on the back of it, regardless that the heat outside is not too much difference from inside. And the worst days where it's much hotter outside than in.

Either way, you have to keep going and doing and fixing until it's done. The cursing that no one hears out deep in the woods – where the fencing is the weakest to hold and the toughest to get tight again. Where the stagnant water in the creek and the ditches just keeps the air humid and dank. Where's that damned wind when you need it?

That's a guy's job to do. I've heard women discuss it, but always talk as if they have help with them. A guy will go off and do it by himself and rarely say anything when he gets back except that, sure – it was hot.

- - - -
[image: ]


IN THOSE TIMES, I WISH I was there to help him. Not that I'm strong like him, or could help much. But just to be there and help him. Somehow.

Actually, even if he won't admit it, I am. I'm the reason he takes those breaks and looks around to see if someone is in earshot of his cussing. Or when he gives his cows a scratch just where they want it, and leans up against their bellies full of this year's grass and their next Spring calf. Those brief moments when he feels something that is
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