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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.
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