
            ‌After Nicole Gonzalez‌

In‌ the afternoon the moon‌
g‌ets up from its desk,‌
goes to the bus stop. The moon‌
c‌arries a backpack: pencils‌
and the ends of a sandwich.‌
It‌ stands at the curb with the clouds‌
like a sweet question.‌

antae | ‌Vol. 9: Issue 1‌ 15‌

Afternoon Moon‌
by Lisa Kouroupis‌ ‌


