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Every City Knowing Itself as the City of Lovers 
Sarah-Jane Abate 
 
Here in Yaroslavl when lovers are in love 
they close a padlock around the rail keeping them from the river 

and toss the key in. 
 

Standing on the embankment, I can barely see the water 
for the locks 
 

I do not know the word for love.  
I have learned only the essentials  

Hello 
 How are you 

    I (am) hungry 
not wanting to be 

burdened down. 
 
 

* 
 
Here in Russia they sell locks  

just for lovers 
Names scratched in 
 Olga u Denis 
 02.09. 2011 
 

The babushki walk along the rails and proclaim the love they find. 
Olga    Denis  Alex  Maria KirrelNatasha until the locks  
are too close together 
to read anymore. 

 
 
* 
 
Here in Russia I don’t think of you at all. 
 
but I don’t think of anyone else, 

either 
 

so I guess that’s something. 
 
 
* 
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The city cuts the locks off every year, there are so many. 
 
But the city keeps them 

all of them. 
 

 
* 
 
I wonder if anyone changes their mind 

jumps the railing 
the handles of the locks digging into the palms of their hands as they vault over 

 
if anyone swims out after the key 
 

The keys by now having been swallowed by fish. 
 
While the old women read the locks 
The old men fish 
 one 
 there every day I am 
 casting his line off the edge 
  of the green riverfront hotel 
 looking for an old love 
  a reminder of purpose 
  
 or maybe just dinner. 
 
 
* 
 
Here in Russia I don’t know what to want. 
 
I never see lovers by the river during the day.  
I see them kiss passionately in the streets, on benches, in parks. Their hands 

like rivers. 
 
In Russia I behave myself. I take pictures but touch nothing and no one. 
 
 
* 
 
The keys given over to the city. The city  

hoards them. 
 
The fishermen eating metal for dinner 
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no teeth left. 
 
 
* 
 
You lock up the river 

and throw your love in. 
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The man at the bottom of the glass 
Kaitlyn Stone 
 
         in a slur of sadness 
       words stumbled from your lips 
like drunken demons from the dark 
                    abyss you wished to drop down into 
                               in an attempt to drain your pain 
                      with fermented grains of wheat 
            and whiskey, to bite the bitterness 
  
a disease of desperation 
  
         which drowns the prisoner 
                   not the pain 
                              flooding the blood with frailty 
                  and sorrow 
                             still with room to spare for 
despair: a black sparrow 
             darting between branches of the body 
  
             so, I sob—not for the arrows 
                       you shot blindly in the dark at me 
             but for the misery throbbing inside you 
that no drink can bring death to 
  
                    and I pray for you 
to discover the strength blood brings 
          when acceptance is reached 
                   to learn how love can help 
                              the addicted 
          gain independence again 
                  to know you were wrong 
                             when you said 
I am alone 
          and that it is only true 
                        if you want it to be 
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Parting the Sand Sea 
Lisa Lowdermilk 
 
On March 3, 1995,  
I sat beneath a blanket  
at my grandma's house 
in Colorado Springs. 
Snowflakes tumbled out of the sky like  
sequins pouring  
out of the ripped seam  
of a dress. 
 
Grammy was reading 
to me from National Geographic 
about baby sea turtles. 
Adult sea turtles 
swim thousands of miles to 
lay their eggs on the shore where 
they were born. They dig 
a hole in the sand, lay 
their eggs, bury them, and swim 
back to sea, leaving 
all their babies behind. 
I thought of the time when I 
buried myself in sand 
and nearly drowned in its gritty grasp.  
Each grain clung to my body like  
the sucking mouth of a lamprey. 
But then the sand sea parted, 
as Mom scooped me free. 
I shook the sand loose  
and stared into the spiraling  
pinwheel of sunshine. 
 
I looked at Grammy 
and waited for her to 
tell me the babies would be 
all right. Instead, she 
simply shut National Geographic 
and gave me a glass of grape 
juice. My hands shook as 
I sipped, causing me to 
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spill it on my white sweatshirt. 
 
The maroon stain spread rapidly,  
seeking to swallow my sweatshirt whole.  
I watched Grammy struggle to wipe it 
off and wondered when I 
would have to part the sand sea 
alone. 
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Lemonade 
Soniya Shah 
 

You know, I am falling to pieces. Remember when I broke the mirror my mother 
gave me and it smashed into little glittering bits all over the dining table? That is me. 
Except I am not a beautiful, silvery sliver. I am dull and cracked, broken in like an old 
pair of jeans. You know, he says he cannot even look at me. I know he is ashamed of me. 
It is my fault.  

He spends his days in your room, breathing in the warm scents of lavender and 
baby lotion. He says he dreams in blue, the soft color of your eyes, a ripe berry just 
asking to be eaten. I try to talk but I can tell he hears nothing I say. I try to explain, try to 
justify and then when I look back, he is gone.  

He got drunk one night from the wine we drank on our wedding night. He told me 
when he gets that far away look in his eyes, he is with you. I asked what it was like. He 
said it was like the first rainfall after the drought. The world is clear again and it smells 
fresh and you feel like dancing. He took you dancing in the rain, once. He let you watch 
the lightning as it hit in sparks and let you hear the thunder in its terrifying beauty, sort of 
like a shark.  

I wish I could get away from here and be with you. I write you letters, you know. 
I tell you about our life and what is happening. It is not much. I go to work and he lives in 
a place I cannot understand. This is someone else’s life.  

Did you know we met in a ritzy hotel? He cornered me in an elevator and told me 
I was the most beautiful woman he had ever seen. I bet he has not thought about that 
night since this happened. He remembers your high-pitched laughter, and pink fingernails 
and watermelon slices on Sunday mornings. I remember those things too.  

He is still silent. I wish he would forgive me and go back to the days when he 
kissed me in the pouring rain, just like in the movies. Life was a fairytale. We had 
everything. You remember Disney World, don’t you? We met all the princesses and their 
princes and you spilled chocolate ice cream on a purple romper. I washed it.  

We live together and he says nothing. Before, I could never get him to shut up. It 
was a constant stream of stories and tales and bullshit spun from some fragment of the 
truth. I am good at forgetting when I want to. But his memory must haunt him from all 
angles. He took off his wedding ring and left it on the bathroom counter, right next to his 
toothbrush. Maybe that is a sign. He proposed when we were watching Cinderella. 
Maybe I am not the girl with the glass slipper.  

Sometimes he talks in his sleep. He says things about tiny diamond earrings and 
silky black hair. He thinks I cannot hear him. I think more than he does. I have more to 
remember from the nights when it was just me and you. I remember your ferocious little 
kicks, watching your tiny heartbeat. For a little while, I had you all to myself.  

We comforted each other after your loss. He made red velvet cupcakes and I 
made margaritas that were too strong and we used to hide behind our food and alcohol. 
He used to hold me tight when we slept and asked me to never leave. But, now all he can 
think about is trips to the police station. I was the one who gave them your photograph. 
He wrote down a description and drove away from the house to talk to the police when 
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all I could do was scream. I had to tell them about the black car that drove away and left 
us with emptiness. I think he is leaving.  

There are suitcases. We took those with us on our honeymoon to South America. 
We took them on our trip to Europe and we took them to the hospital when you were 
born. Memories live in those suitcases, in between smells of sunscreen and grains of 
sand. He used to sing in the shower, songs of love and romance and wild nights. He used 
to sing about his lovely wife, his adorable daughter. And now it is only the daughter he 
thinks of. The olive skin, the button nose, the fearless attitude. There was a joy in a 
daughter.  

We got granite counters in the kitchen two years ago. He said it was classy and 
elegant. Now, there is a red post-it note on those counters: a note from him. He talks 
about nothing, says nothing of purpose. Should I take meaning from this? I can’t help but 
think of our first anniversary in the very same hotel where it all started. He writes about 
the cloudless sky the day we lost you and the sounds of your screams as you ran through 
the sprinkler. There is no explanation, not even an apology.  

I know he has his phone with him. Apparently he cannot answer my phone calls, 
respond to my desperate messages. I am driving down the road alone, filled with 
memories of hidden smiles and teasing kisses. My heart is drenched in sorrow. You will 
both be on my mind for quite some time. He said something before he left about glasses 
of lemonade.  

I finally got a letter. He is in the military now. Maybe is finally escaping from me, 
the monster who created this mess. I hope he remembers the look in my eyes when we 
discovered the truth.  

You know he is gone. He’s with you. I’m sure he thinks of me now because he 
can. I am sure he remembers that I left you alone, long enough for the worst to happen. I 
know he knows I left you for a glass of lemonade.   
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Haiku Series I 
Douglas Knudsen 
 
I plant hyancinth; 
your umber eyes pollenate 
my work.  I can’t dig. 
 
 
Western wind entreats 
my small, open hand to close 
the gap of desire. 
 
 
Oleanders bloom. 
I worry the sun will burn 
everything: us. 
 
 
Your honeysuckle 
lips intoxicate my hours; 
slow, strong gulf storms bloom. 
 
 
Crisp leaves, given up 
on my doorstep; you left me 
wet chrysanthemums. 
 
 
Carved gourd guts ground strewn. 
Thunder, timpani of rain 
anticipated. 
 
 
Greeting card: Hello. 
Snow and cinnamon. I miss 
your cologne, wrists, neck. 
 
 
Frozen world, passion 
cools as ice thaws, cracks into 
the first shoots: verdure. 
 
 
His fingers blossom 
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on my skin; your winter: 
jealous memories. 
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Kora, After Her Mother’s Diagnosis 
Rachel Ann Jones 
 
Steve Johnson once 
asked me about  
my braids.  
Told me,  
"Go back to Africa."  
I gave Steve Johnson  
a black eye.  
 
My mother, warm 
hands and soft  
skin, sat me 
between  
her legs and  
ran her fingers 
through each braid.  
 
"Honey, you know 
what your 
Grandmother  
used to say?"  
She'd tell me 
between shudders, 
heavy breaths. 
 
Of course 
I didn't know. 
I never 
met my Grandmother, 
only found 
my face in her  
pictures. 
 
"No, Mama, what 
did she say?" 
I ease my head 
against 
her knee,  
the only part 
that isn't soft. 
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"A woman's strength 
is not in her hair," 
she paused, 
pulling for air, 
"but in the roots 
she chooses to  
cultivate, to keep." 
 
I nodded, felt 
tears, warm, 
falling against 
her legs. She fell 
asleep there, and 
I stayed with her, 
all night long.  
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Winterizing the Rose Bush 
Michelle Bayman 
 
You rustle the burlap  
like a blanket so I start  
to sing a made-up 
lullaby as you tenderly 
wrap up the bush  
until no fuchsia or green  
peeks through, only 
the light, loose brown of burlap. 
 
As you knot  
the ends together, 
closing the hood  
over the last buds, 
I twirl the biggest bloom—  
its’ scent brings me  
to a room we don’t own yet, 
one that will never hear  
me sing a lullaby. 
 
After you say  
the bloom is as big 
as my face,  
and in that room 
I hear the ruffling of pages 
in a book closing. 
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Venom Song 
Jeremy Windham 

 
She drives to the park where he kissed her  
for the first time under a rotted gazebo 
festering with wasps. Four weeks ago 
he told her they wouldn't sting as long  
as he was there and placed his chapped lips  
over her naked neck while insects swarmed  
above their heads.  
 
Today she's alone and desperate 
to discover whether the octagonal shrine  
has quietly deteriorated like some defiled  
human body. White paint peels to reveal  
a wilted interior, a splintered frame;  
the structure hums for her. She halts  
at its open mouth, gazes into its belly 
at the bench she once shared with him. 
 
Inside, she marvels at each hollow wasp nest 
adorning the exhausted arched beams.  
She listens carefully to the menacing minor-second  
hiding between the inhabitants' thin wings  
when a seething wasp crawls out from its crevice  
and staggers towards her. She reaches out  
a trembling hand and lets it sting her  
again and again in the same spot,  
again and again. 
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