
The tattoo.

the one on his hand, 

a Sailor Jerry swallow.

Curves and 

cartoon clarity.

beak in standard 

blue-black-green,

regulation 

resting hue

of a worn tattoo.

breast fades,

sunburn sienna.

Scissor-split tail

lines curl back.

Darting, sly quickness,

forever soaring,

forever still.

She chose from

maritime themes.

He agreed.

not knowing,

at just eighteen,

what it would mean.

Enlisting 

in this man’s Navy.

ink Nested on hand,

“So you’ll see.” 

(she left unsaid  

‘And think of me.’)



And he does.

thinking now 

of fragile wings,

kept on hand.

Holding 

subway poles.

in Flickering 

fluorescence.

blue-white light.

indifferent 

stations,

patchwork 

platforms,

screeching brakes,

walls of noise.

head-down passengers

navigate ash islands.

crowding close.

intimate. 

alone.

Faded feathers 

Mapping the days,

And the distance.

Twenty-one years,

that morning

with her.



blue wings,

 that dawn,

a perfect match 

for open sky

seven inches above 

west Texas horizon,

43 cold minutes before

the whole sun rose, 

exhausted,

at a dim bus station.

Youthful decisions,

made in haste,

not regretted,

but lasting.

Whispered 

promises.

Earnest,

Honest,

Unfulfilled.

Only learning later

the significance.

Of five thousand 

nautical miles.

A talisman

claimed and

documented,

navy service earned 

the right to bear.



Now, 

on a blue line,

under tidal estuaries.

Doors open,

and a seat,

Empty plastic beckons.

He leaves it 

for others 

more tired.

stands relieved

against the doors,

in navy-blue coat,

collar fading. 

flash and flap 

of unbuttoned lapels, 

marking time

in unconscious rhythm

with the train.

he stands clear 

the closing doors.

Revisits well-charted 

thoughts,

memories 

of departure.

Clear blue dawn.

Bus depot diesel.

He never had 

the words.



She traced lines 

of tender ink, 

“Swallows find 

their way home,”

(‘5,ooo miles, 

over seas, 

mate for life.’)

A quick kiss.

a hand raised.

window glass 

reflected

her sad smile.

he was Unprepared,

to see the world

that looks 

the same

inside engine rooms

around the globe.

Navy-issue soap,

pumped out 

of gallons,

eroded ink.

Scrubbed away 

with scheduled 

maintenance 

and impatient 

experience.



He finds himself, 

disembarked.

Submerged in reunions 

and departures,

the ebb and flow 

of travel.

passengers scrolling

through telephones 

and timetables.

In silence, 

he listens to echoes.

Long distance static. 

Shore-leave 

Land lines. 

disconnected 

Memories 

of her laughter

and her sighs.

A better life.

Some future home.

blown off course

by time and 

apparent winds.

He followed 

migratory paths,

guided by 

magnetic fields,

and siren calls.



She was married.

And then she wasn’t.

Her own son,

now grown and gone.

there had been

other girls, 

after a time.

 a few women

he tried to love.

none left him

dreaming of home.

At an airport.

discharged 

from a city 

with a skyline

but no horizon.

whose buildings

overwhelm, 

blue-white 

in dawning light,

any glimpse of sky.

nurturing a

 fledgling hope

of following seas,

and effortless air.

harboring

THE Space to breathe,

and Time together.


