Saturday Night Rendezvous
Tonight it could be the pink one.

     Tiny raised nubs, wide base, one double-A battery from my walkman

But the purple one has nice dimensions.

Maybe this one, smooth and blue and quiet.

     Waterproof


(but it gurgles).

Or it could be the big one tonight,

     sheathed in two socks to mask the rubber smell,

     purchased because my eyes are sometimes bigger than my…


stomach.

Or perhaps:

     a carrot, cucumber, or banana (but it gets mushy)

     the handle of my hairbrush

     a turkey baster

     a flashlight

     a skinny bottle


(the linen spray would do)

     or the roll-on deodorant sample


I have never opened.

Because, even though he didn’t call,

     again,


(when he said he would),

there are a dozen replacements here

     that won’t watch football until midnight

     or give up and fall asleep two minutes too soon,

A dozen replacements that won’t forget socks

     under the living room couch

     or leave the milk open on the counter

And none of them will sneak out

     before I wake up in the morning.

-Leah Makuch

