
Ulysses 

a dot a stripe black land in the distance home nest Penelope my mate wife mother family dreamt awaited it seems like a dream I will see her who knows if she is still mine if she waited for me or I am dead to her maybe she forgot me and she is with somebody else
suddenly fear another man is sitting at my seat they are talking smiling then laughing she loves him I see the way she looks at him she caresses his face with the dreamy look she used with me anger jealousy then sadness if it were true nothing would make sense anymore
no I don’t have to think about it I hear the waves the slow and repeated sound calms me I should focus on it 
I take one two three deep breaths blue sky no clouds only seagulls the sun goes down slow red it blinds me just a few white quiet waves tomorrow will be a good day for fishing with calm sea and tailwind 
salt on the skin strong wind the stripe is getting closer and longer I can see the contour line the dark rock of my mountains and the port the big boats docked it’s really home it is unbelievable I’m going to touch my land when I left it I was sure I wouldn’t see it anymore I would die in this cursed war that I didn’t want to make 
it’s like a lifetime ago since that day I was shouting pretending to be crazy running away I didn’t want to leave my son as a baby with no father and Penelope oh Penelope how I miss hugging her feeling her hair on my face and make her feel safe between my arms 
I can’t keep from thinking there is another man in my bed no she would never do this she loves me she loved me the Gods know if she still loves me or if I’m drowned buried under water for her it has been twenty years since then and she is alone she has found another man to protect her a new father for my little child my Telemachus sweet eyes he’s not a child anymore he’s a man he has defended/protected his mother in my place or he has been destroyed by the ones who wanted my place
I need to know but I can’t I have to wait
we will land as soon as possible I want to run home tonight no maybe we should wait until tomorrow if they recognize me I risk to be killed if I’m not the lord anymore
I can send a sailor to my home and be reported what’s going on no I’m too impatient I will go myself but I will dress up I don’t want to die like Agamemnon killed by traitors in his own home poor man with such a faithless and traitor wife my Penelope would never do it to me
it’s a good plan no one is aspecting me to come after such a long time
I breath deeply close my eyes and smile I’m really home and tomorrow is the day of truth

