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by Sarah Suits



You think I am going to say more time to read,

and I say it is more time to read – outside,

to read particularly that heavy, aspirational tome,

province of only egg heads, the one on whose spine

intermittently for twenty years my fingers fell,

tapping lightly while I calculated effort and reward

and decided, well, perhaps when I’m in prison.

It is May on the back deck, bright sun

and a dark chapter furrowing my brow,

when from the next yard disruption arrives

as the neighbor girl, a full-on Disney Princess 

in a wrinkled blue something with grass-stained hems

she must have worn for days. In her hands,

her arms half outstretched to heaven, squirms

her Simba-like Chihuahua, panting, hapless,

bug-eyed, uncomforted by her singing loud, directly

at his face, "Let it go! Let it go! No one ever under-stuh-hands

me…. And I don’t care. .. I just don’t care.

… The weather doesn’t bother me anyway."

I think, at first, to get some royalty-canceling

headphones, but then decide, I too, will let it go – 

return to the book too difficult to read. But

how does one resist a girl who can so fully hold 

the song without the grasp of all its words? Soon

I’m back to my confusion with the text, but,

this time, not because Anna-Elsa and her yapping dog

are now making operatic snowmen in the grass. How

am I to concentrate – my mind so reeled with odds

that a tiny kindred spirit is plagued with me next door?  

- originally published in The Mark Literary Review, September 2020

The Hidden Blessing of the COVID Quarantine
by Rodd Whelpley

by Clare Frachey



It isn't that it goes by so fast.

I felt every sleepless night.

I felt every aching muscle

as I bounced your colic away.

I felt

heartache when that girl

wouldn't share her seat on the bus,

laughter when you and brother

first played peek-a-boo,

and ill because I'd nursed you through

and then caught the bug myself.

I felt

joy when you embraced that

you ARE divine,

frustrated when you refused

to do your chores, and

fear when my cooking was not good enough

so you didn't eat dinner for three nights

... in a row,

because you were stubborn

and I won't cook à la carte.

I felt

helpless as you were bullied at school

because I knew they wouldn't let me

on campus with a baseball bat.

I felt

determined that you would

not see my fear.

It did not go by so fast!

I felt it all

But it seems like letting you go,

another foot out the door,

should take a lot longer

because finally saying

goodbye

my heart will break

with joy and sorrow

when you are set free.

And breaking my heart

should take longer

than this.

DEAR 16 by Takouhie Jensen

by Megan Freeman



by Catherine Broadbooks


