
No more I’d feel his body
Curling snugly into my chest.
Nor stroke his smooth li  le cheek,
Or have one night of peaceful rest. 

Why worry? I asked myself
He’ll be a prince and not a slave!
I’ve nothing but chains to give,
For that I feel deeply ashamed.

My duty came to an end,
Pharaoh’s daughter surely pleased.
I handed away my son,
And I somehow managed to leave. 

The alabaster hallways
Bright and glad, so unlike my heart
Echoed broken hearted sobs
I released now that we’re apart.

Is this, in some way, mercy?
An answered prayer, but high in price.
One goodbye was too many,
But I am forced to say it twice. 

 

Toilet Paper
     Brenna Swoboda

You used up the last I can see
Leaving the empty tube there
Ac  on comes at the price of  me
But clearly you did not care.

I understand completely
How dreadfully long it takes
To replace the one you used up
It’s a sacri ce to make. 

This o  en-used spool of paper
Without it, composure folds
I shouldn’t have to remind you…
For God’s sake, replace the roll!
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