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CHASING THE MOON
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When I was five, we used to chase the moon.

I had always been a night owl from a very young age

And I remember how Mom and I would go for a drive,

And with the moon straight ahead of us,

We would drive, drive, drive.

Up roads, and down streets,

Left, then right, then left again.

Past darkened houses, and empty playgrounds

We would forge ahead, chasing the moon.

I was co-pilot, pointing at the bright, white orb hanging in the sky

Directing my mother which way to go

The moon! The loveliest of planets, besides our own.

Always beckoning

It was something unattainable, something that I desperately wanted to reach.

We never did catch up to the moon,

And I haven’t chased it in years

But sometimes, I still think about how we would drive for hours,

Chasing the moon.
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To some, my actions seemed rife with paranoia

They say I have agoraphobic tendencies

I stay indoors, the four walls closing in on me

Claustrophobic at times

My world is small

Eight hundred square feet.

There’s nothing to be scared of!

It’s no worse than the common cold.

Besides, they say, you’ve had your shots!

If you get sick, it’ll be a mere sniffle.

I stay indoors, safe inside the four walls.

Everything I need is here

And anything I need can be delivered to my door

I do what I can to protect myself.

Mask up, clean thoroughly

Wash hands, and stay home.

Outside, is unattainable

Between the thousand cases of covid that crop up daily,

And the sun that burns my skin even after just a minute or so,

It has become the norm for me to simply stay indoors.

Do I wish that I could leave like everyone else, and walk freely in the sun?

Sure. Of course.

My childhood was filled with sunny days, playing in the park and running about town whenever I pleased

Things are so very different now

Yes, I know that some think I am paranoid, or agoraphobic.

I have heard the horrible comments by close ones, who claim that I am simply faking.

That my illness is all in my head.

It hurts when they say this — almost as much as my red, rashy skin hurts when I step foot outside.

The fevers, the constant aches

My body rebels against me

I am in constant pain, and I know that it’s not all in my own head

Since this pandemic has begun, I am not the only one that is on lockdown

My friends, my family, they have all had to endure the lonely restlessness

Pacing back and forth, filled with an uneasy energy in a cramped space

I hope that soon, the pandemic will be over.

My nieces can play freely outdoors without being cooped up

My nephews can take their bikes for a ride to the park

Family will be able to travel again, we can visit each other like before

I hope that things will go back to some form of normalcy.
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Julia moves through the dimly lit bar, quietly and gracefully 

She clutches her beer, fingers clenched around the brown glass bottle

It’s sweltering hot, sweat trickles down her back

Her friends are supposed to meet her, but the room is a sea of unknown faces

Julia walks between the large pool tables, past the man lining up his shot with careful precision

He hits the white ball, and it flies across the table, scattering the other balls towards the corners

She likes the sounds the balls make, when they clack together

The man catches her eye, smiles at her

He seems friendly, but these aren’t her friends.

She moves on, leaving the pool tables behind her

The closer she gets to the dancing area, the louder the music gets

Music pounding so loud that Julia can feel it reverberate in her ribcage

The DJ is blasting upbeat tunes, and the raised platform is filled with bodies

Julia checks her phone, uneasy

Her friends are late, and she hates to be in the bar alone

She has only been there once before

She sips her beer, cradling it against her chest

Head bobbing a little to the catchy tune, Julia scans the crowd

They were supposed to meet an hour ago

When she is done her beer, Julia decides that she is going to leave.

This place is too loud.

With friends, it could be a fun experience

But tonight, it appears that she is flying solo.

Julia fires off a quick text, to let her friends know that she has left

The outside air is cool against her overheated skin

It has started to rain, a small spattering of cold raindrops

There is a pub just around the corner

It is a warmer atmosphere than the bar, with a live Celtic band

And a menu with Cornish pasties, and fish and chips

Her friends text her, let her know that they were just running late

Julia orders a nice meal, and it arrives just before her friends enter the pub

She is glad to see them, relieved that they were apologetic

They didn’t mean to stand her up

Julia is glad that she’s no longer flying solo on Friday night
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I spread out my blue beach towel on the roof

And lay down on the thin material, my hair fanning out beneath me

It is a hot summer’s day — perfect for a little sunbathing.

I’ve got a stack of fashion magazines to get through, and a big jug of ice tea

I plan on staying up here for the next few hours,

Until I can no longer stand the heat.

It’s the sort of day where it’s really too hot to expend too much energy

Down below, I can see the cars going by

The neighbour kids splashing around in their above-ground pool

The moms sitting on yellow lawn chairs, drinks in hand

People rarely ever look up to the roof.

If I had a pair of binoculars, I’d be like Jimmy Stewart in Rear Window

(Minus the murder, of course).

Across the street, I can see the neighbour is cutting the grass, shirtless

Jared is older than me by a grade

He’s in my sister’s class at school

I want him to notice me, for him to think I’m pretty

But Jared never looks at me that way

I’m a kid, to him.

I’m just Andrea’s kid sister.

I’m wearing my new sleeveless top

It’s black with little white polka dots, with a small white bow on the front

I look cute in it.

It shows off my arms quite nicely

I’ve been boxing a
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