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The Night Ship Inside the Case

Our ship lies at anchor in Desk Harbor; white tin is its hull.

Every night at ten thirty, light comes from far away, a lighthouse that never

moves.

The navigator boards. He brings a day’ s tiredness and a half-finished bottle of

water.
The pen tip is the tallest mast aboard.
It does not point the way; it records it: one course line, then another.

The math exam paper is the deepest water in these seas; the mast sounded its

depth three times there.

The first time it touched bottom, the second it slipped, the third it planted

firm.
The moment the mast stood firm, everything on board trembled once, softly.
The sticky notes are our sea charts, pasted along the cabin walls.

Each note marks one port: Monthly Exam Port, Midterm Port, and the great harbor

called June.

Beside some ports, small writing warns: heavy swells here, bring spare erasers,

bring a steady heart.

Oldest of the charts, its corners already curling, holds just four words: I want

faraway places.
The lamp comes every night and never asks where we are bound.

It only spreads light on the sea so the navigator can see a hand s—breadth around

the pen tip.
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One night the lamp shifted, and I saw the navigator asleep at his desk, the

mast’ s shadow lying across his breathing.

No one gave an order; the whole ship went silent, waiting for him to sit up by
himself.

He sat up, uncapped the pen, and the chart’s course grew one square longer.
Eraser crumbs fell on the deck like snow melting mid-voyage.
We knew it was not snow. It was yesterday s self, erased by his hand.

Deep in the cabin we keep old things: a pencil broken in half, the corner of a

note written full and torn.
They are anchor scars from the last voyage.

Under the hull lies a fine silt of pencil dust, like days the logbook never

recorded.

There is one dent in the tin, left by the night the ship fell off the edge of the
desk.

It climbed back up, found the mast intact, and sailed again that same evening.
At twelve thirty, the lighthouse goes out, and the navigator leaves the ship.
We stow the mast, smooth the charts, and the hull locks with a click.

The tin ship rocks once in the dark — but there is no sea; it is only the desk

breathing.
Tonight the lighthouse will shine again, and the chart will stretch farther.
We believe the water they call June is within our reach.

And even if the farthest port cannot be reached, the sea remembers every place

our mast has stood.

And the navigator will learn, one day, that not one course line he rowed out

night after night was wasted.
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