Buried by the Neptune Society in the
Atlantic--Gulf of Mexico (26*23759”N,
081*58740”W)

My grandfather is a submarine sitting
in the drift of the Gulf. He is sunken

and shifting near the dorsal
of a Mahi-Mahi, the same creature

his empty van in the garage still
wears as a tattoo on the rear window.

My grandfather is a submarine wrecked
and under, asking me to dive down.

The Sargent Major’s scaled stripes
flicker in the beams of sun beating

on the water. The same light tickles
my dive knife. He’s drifting past—

past the Mahi now. The anglerfish,
the lure, where bioluminescence

is tantalizing me to push deeper. How
far have we gone? A cuttlefish shifts to black.
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