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Scribbled on a Torn Check 
By Jennifer Barber 
 
 
How to fathom the grass 
soaked with dew at dawn, 
dry as straw by afternoon? 
 
Or my mother’s last three days, 
the way she knew my face 
on the first and second 
 
but on the third saw 
only where she was entering. 

 

 


