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He sits behind the wheel 
Blowing smoke rings out the window 
Flicking ashes onto Akron 
As we cruise the interstate 
I sit in the backseat and 
Count pennies for the fare 
 
He picked me up one hapless night 
Years before I can remember now 
And somewhere in between and after 
The glare of the lights 
And the rush of the exhaust 
I sit in the backseat and 
Count pennies for the fare 
 
He's driven me for hours and days and years now 
And it's never really occurred to me 
To ask him where or why we are going 
So fast and furious at the pace of snails 
I roll down the window and 
Let the wind beat though my hair as 
I snuggle into the backseat and 
Count pennies for the fare. 
 
He tunes the radio to all my favorite songs 
And hums like the wheels on the road 
Feverish and constant and complete 
We pass car crashes and scenic lookouts 
Limousines with wedding cans streaming 
We look into the lives that pass us by 
And marvel at their speed 
I stretch out in the backseat and 
Count the pennies for the fare 
 
He drives us past parades and picnics 
Bar mitzvahs and social showers 
As the wipers whisk away the confetti 
We count mile-marker 
After mile-marker 
After mile-marker 
And wonder at the distance we have traveled 
We commiserate like geniuses and thieves as 
I crumple God and Caesar in the backseat and  
Count pennies for the fare. 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
He slows down every once in awhile 
Just slow enough for us to see us 
Reflected in the eyes of those who 
Stand with banners and flags and 
Hot cups of coffee 
They just can't understand 
That we can't stay any longer than we can 
That there are roads we need to travel 
That they could never map or grasp and excuses 
Tossing promises like rice 
He accelerates as 
I retreat to the backseat and 
Count pennies for the fare. 
 
He gives me gifts of special occasions and 
Says I should remember that without him 
I am naked and hungry and human 
He hugs me and kisses me and defines me 
I light sparklers for our anniversary as 
I unwrap empty boxes in the backseat and 
Count pennies for the fare. 
 
At times 
He drives too fast and reckless 
 
At times  
I wish he would just stop and let me out 
 
But then who would sit in the backseat and 
Count pennies for the fare? 
 


