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Milo Zanghellini
You Might Think

You might say there’s a storm in your bathroom,
your jacuzzi turned into an ocean last week.
It's a while you and your wife don’t screw, the

last good bath you had was years ago.

The grab bar rusts, apart from the clashes

in your lives, past towels that don’t live

through the winter, and a package of old leaves.
How old were you yesterday when you checked the

mail with a kiss dried on your neck?

She should tell you she doesn’t love you

and laugh with a pinch of insanity; that’s what

you can'’t see, the mocking harmless smile

that varnishes the fence. Save your faith for dinner,

for shirts, for the news and the moist reporters.

“If it snows tonight,” she tells you, “I go over by the neighbors;’
she'll sleep there, between their blushes, in the opened
whiteness of your wishful desire. But it’s a while the

jacuzzi doesn’t moan, and it’s not for you, the ocean.

| told you, save your faith for the very little things,

watch the news, drink a Coke, and fall asleep in

the open whiteness of your naivety.

Nicole Misic

This Quaint Place

At the end of the modern rainbow
is this quaint place

where your business whispers

to your neighbors.

Shops and houses are pastel rays
of sun around the wishing fountain.

We'll live in the mint-green one.

On mornings you sleep in

I’ll savor a cup of coffee and watch
out the window.

Did you notice
we’re the only ones awake right now?
Qur cobblestone echoes are following us.


















Michelle Mabry

The Truth of Sleep

We curve in sleep,
into each other,
the years conspiring with their trust.
A collision this eventual,
of course we rumble,
and we work ourselves
to finely polished slivers
‘til our trunks splinter,
and our looted arms cannot hold our hearts
any longer.
[ wash the broken day down your house’s drain
and your fineness, a giant beside me,
my planet seems far away,
but we are real.
The stem of my heart wears a skirt
to entice your raven blood
from dead things,
things undone and spilit.
Each cave in my chest glows,
sugared with quiet.
The laughing of your hands
tricks each petal of cold
to fall away
like thin veils of frilled light,
tracing across my bones,
scarlet lanes to another life,
lover,
lover.

Decades will never notice
the opening locks
and unfurling chains
of anchors.
My magic slices those reins
closed.
| know how to
wait.
My patience keeps me warm.
Coffee is my horse.
[ ride her dark fluid,
holding early,
early,
to streak into the day.

I fly all the hemispheres, tasting rain.

My ships toss codes

like Morse fortunes.

My pinata bursting,

my cloak sharp,

my dagger close,
ready.



































































“You're so obvious.”

A sob comes choking up my throat. | drop my purse.

“Whoa, whoa,” says Sandy. She nudges my arm. “Look, | don’t care.
You fuck whoever you fuck. It’s just sex, y'’know? When I’'m three fingers deep,
I’'m not picturing your fuckin’ face, okay”? Just get in the car.”

| climb into Sandy’s hatchback and strap myself in. Mumble ancther
thank you.

“So I’'m taking you to Garfield’s.”

Lick my lips. “Uh, well, could you please take me to the Planned

Parenthood Express?”

Sandy thumps the gearshift. “Fantastic,” she says.

I grit my teeth as we drive intc Schaumburg. My head is womp-womping
with the bass and Sandy won’t turn off the music. The Planned Parenthood is
next to a Subway. We've been there before, getting tested for STDs.

Sandy pays no mind when | plug my ears. The electric whine of guitars
rakes me out. | can't blink.

“How—what’s up?” | ask. Gripping my knees.

Sandy glances over. Those goddamn shades. | wish she’d show me
her eyes.

“Well, I'm driving you to Planned Parenthood. It’s barely nine AM on a
Saturday. This is what's up.”

I don’t know what to say. Look out the window. Watch traffic pass. 'm
only too eager to hop out when we pull up.

Sandy stays put with her hands on the wheel, sc | pop my head in to
coax her out.

“Coming?”

Sandy’s knuckles whiten. Without looking, she says, “I'm gonna get a
sandwich. While you’re—whatever. I'll see you in a minute, okay?”

Walking in, | watch her over my shoulder. She rubs her face, leaning back.

[t smells like chemicals inside. There’s a girl with hot pink nails and
tattooed wrists sitting beside her mother. Her eyebrow is pierced. There’s a
receptionist in scrubs behind glass with her hand on a computer mouse. She
doesn’t look up until | clear my throat.

“Yes, can | help you?”

D

“Um, hi. My name’s Hosanna. | just need the . . . Plan B,” | say. |
worry | wasn’t loud enough, or that she doesn’t need my name. She takes my
money. She excuses herself to retrieve a slim box that | flip over to read.

“So take the first pill now and the other one in twelve hours,” the
receptionist says. Is she one of the nurses?

“Thank you. Have a wonderful day.”

The receptionist looked at me funny. That pierced girl and her mother
were watching, too. Maybe the word “wonderful” doesn’t belong in there.

Sandy’s car isn't outside. Clenching my fists, | walk down the strip to
Subway, which | can already ses is empty save for employees. | push through
the entrance and smell sandwich bread baking. My insides quiver as | wave o
the cashier. “Hi,” I say, “I'm just, um, looking for someone? Did you guys have a
customer in here, tall girl . . . dark halr, she's white . . . she’s wearing a men’s shirt?”

“Sorry, we haven't—"

“Shit!”

I yank the door open and walk to the curb. When | dial Dan’s number,
it goes to voicemail after two rings. | groan. A man smoking a cigarette locoks
over from across the plaza. | call my mother.

“Yubboseyo?” my mother says.

“Umma, can you pick me up? I'm at . . . Subway.”

| tell her there was a misunderstanding with Sandy.

“I will never understand,” grumbles Umma. “What kind of friend she is?”

"Just come to the Subway on Roselle. You know, next to that thrift store™?”

“Okay. Coming now.”

Take off my shoes, sit on pavement. It’s freckied with calcified gum. |
tear open my package and swallow the first pill dry. Shove the mangled box
deep in my purse and rub my chest in big circles.

“Serenity. Serenity. Serenity,” | say. | double over to hurl.

The smoker hears vomit splash. He cups a hand around his mouth to
ask if I'm alright.

I wipe my mouth on my shoulder. Pluck the pill from the puddie of
puke and examine it in the light. Intact. | moan, “Could | bum a cigarette?”
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