
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
when we look up at the stars we set out to sea. 
distance without boundary. 
will awe be created in variations 
of hope and fear. 
 
do not ask this rough crew of sailors. 
all we know is 
we must sail. 
                    the stories come home 
                    in tattoos and scarifications 
                                              or become the full moon 
                                                                   ghost ships that never return. 
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