Penolope’s ghost

A nation of wives staring placidly at screens,

     Wrenching fingers together, knuckles wrinkled and pale, head held high, but at a slight angle


Watching computer animated tanks float above a computer animated desert landscape



Floating along with them, nightmare screams, warm dreams

              


     Deserted




Lose yourself, you’re ensnarled in their nets, just looking for word.




   Is he dead or alive?





Do not weep

They listen as men in cool gray Italian suits give us the blow by blow


Like color commentators for the ballet,



When was the last time she danced with him? 




He hates to dance, but to hold him for just a second









War is kind

They feel the cold nights alone,


Darkness shrouding them, beaten back with a blue glare 



Artillery reports drip into her dreams



Tanks rumble through her sheets



Missiles cruise dangerously above her head





Her heart is hung humble as a button,

 With humility she weeps alone

At work, distracted,


Live video feeds sprawl across the sky



A miracle of modern science


Broadcasting the war miraculously, over millions of our soldier’s moms




 Catching them in their Networks and Internets



There is no escaping this longing, this ever present wondering, worry




   She can’t go to the manicurist any more




       She’s vacuumed the living room every day now for sixteen




            Her daffodils won’t bloom





The unexplained glory flies above them 

On invisible satellite waves

This is to say nothing of the 




Daughters,





Sons and the rest


Who watch along, longing to reach out


    To have their voice heard (this is a democracy after all)



Some scream PEACE




Others 9-1-1



Both with the urgency of the slimy snail slithering up a corn stalk



     Who’s to say whose right


       But our wives remain held static, satellite images,




Shooting over oceans and seas of tranquility 





Directly into our hearts, 





Reciting

Do not weep, maiden, for war is kind.

