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Every City Knowing Itself as the City 
of Lovers 
 

G.D. Watry 
 
‘bevi troppo,’ she said, 
pouring herself another glass of liquid ochre. 
her smile matched 
the curve of the glass; 
a fire burned in my throat 
and for a moment, 
watching her, 
i considered switching to red. 
but enough is never enough 
and the sun, swallowed, 
continues to smolder. 
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Farly Katz, Cartoonist / Cowboy 
Zachary Kocanda 
 

A cartoon from the New Yorker, 
“I’m sorry, this is literally my first 
rodeo.” But I don’t understand art 
or why I stockpile so many pencils. 
I only author my poems with the 
cow’s blood tie-dyed up to patches 

on my elbows. I force-fed pears 
to cattle before taking them back 
out through their stomachs, as my 
materials pooled out into a 
Petri dish. I collect my wide-brimmed 
hat, two Picasso-esque mock-ups 

drawn on postcards, 
eat a pyrus and somersault 
through the windowsill. 
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Coloring 
Zachary Kocanda 
 

When I was younger there wasn’t a map in the house, only a picture of the Earth taken by 
the Voyager 1 from so far away that my mother said I couldn’t understand it. It was like 
being at the mall and there was a YOU ARE HERE at the bottom. “That’s us right here,” 
my mother joked, and: “I can see our house from here” and “There’s us in the backyard” 
and “You can see me waving.” I selected a ballpoint pen from her purse and colored over 
the pale, blue dot so there was nothing but the nothingness of the Universe that 
surrounded us. 
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The Ballerina 
Sam Preminger 
 

before the aliens abducted her 
she danced a cobweb in her field: 
step of the cat summoned a 
serpent – thirty two whips turning, 
screwing out roots, skirt – her petal 
caught on its own breeze. lovers thought 
she could have danced dirt into quicksand, 
made the earth hunger for turning. 
snake anchored ‘round ankles, 
not this: the ballerina wafted up – 
a dandelion into some silent machine. 
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Hubble’s Constant: J.C. Mason, 
Captain, S.S. Sultana, Watches the Sun 
Sam Preminger 
 

far from shore and drifting, 
his thoughts – steam boilers, 
two thousand women at home 
waiting – in bedsheets linen, 
cotton, or nothing. 
whisper of flame : 

crumbling men like paper, 
paper like leaves, then 
ash. a hundred, a thousand translations 
escape, mere pittance, the house of wisdom 
ignites –  five centuries written by hand 
translates: six moons of the Tigris, 
black as  
ink, at the edge of the universe 
pushes planets, 
stars, elements undefined – 
seventy three point eight 
plus or minus 
two point four kilometers per second 
per million parsecs –  a place 
we will never see, but drifting, 
think of steam.  
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Christmas Eve 
 

Heather Allen 
 

The switch flicked on and he awoke to a fluorescent dawn 
It was a steady sixty-eight degrees 
Spring, he thought, or summer, or winter, or… 
The ladies told him, 
lift your legs, Kenneth, 
hold your head up 

Gravity had him paperweighted to his rolling chair 
Body a mound of not-quite-but-almost dead weight 
It had latched its fingers 
to the prickly skin of his jowls 
Every moment was the lurch 
just inside the edge of dreaming 
or the second after 
foot misses step 

As a young man he had fought cancer 
his wife 
the economy 
Now he fought gravity with clenched  fists 

Strangers used to visit 
Young girls, all smooth skin and smiles 
They’d kiss his cheeks, then disappear 
for weeks 
or months 
Outside his bedroom door women rolled by 
patting backs of baby dolls 
mouths gaping 
thin voices wailing 

Outside his window 
dark gray finches fought for seed 
until the feeder was empty. 
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Moment 
Brian Lee Klueter 
 

My grandpa takes out a comb and runs it through his thin graying hair; this is the forty-
sixth time he has done this in the past hour. My grandma stands next to him crying, 
unable to say anything without being distracted by her watery vision, the inside of her 
glasses splashed with tears. I walk up to my grandpa, take him by the shoulders and look 
him in the eye. “Your son is dead,” I say. He stares at me with a millisecond of concern, 
as if for a moment he knows where he is, what he’s doing, and why we’re all here at the 
hospital. I am fooled, as always, by how easily I accept his concern as genuine, as if by 
some miracle he will understand me. Instead, fate has me reiterating the pain out loud to 
both my grandma and me, over and over. He stares at me curiously with a half-smile, not 
sure how to proceed. My grandpa takes out a comb and runs it through his thin graying 
hair; this is the forty-seventh time he has done this in the past hour. 
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I say we because 
Michael E. Woods 
 

I don’t want the responsibility 
to stick like resin on my tongue 
alone, I want to be part 
of this bloodstained pedigree, 
no matter the lack of soap 
in our kitchen, 
I want to pretend 
like we are all perfect patriots 
fighting for the same flag, 
one woven from disdain for toms shoes 
(the shadows of sentiments) 
and threaded with our sweat-soaked 
body hair. 
I say we because it’s much easier 
to conjugate 
these knives and kisses 
when they fall 
and set their grooves 
on our coffee tables. 
Though weak links may shorten my fences, 
we have rocks and shovels 
always on hand; 
still, you are not on watch tonight 
and we want the experience of kites in rainstorms. 

I want to be a we but only 
when we are ready. 
I am certainly 
unprepared for communion 
where the wine tastes sweet 
like victory over inaction, 
and the bread cracks 
in our cherry tomato fingers 
and in my feeble lemon grasp 
like the sidewalks outside. 

I want to be a we, 
without these fruits and tools 
and knives and kisses, but 
we are not. 
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previously in her university’s creative writing journal, The Central Review. She is from a 
small town in the center of Michigan’s palm. 
Brian Lee Klueter is a creative writing major at Bowling Green State University in 
Bowling Green, Ohio. His love for obscure existential thoughts, along with his 
fascination of memory loss influence his prose-style poetry. 

Zachary Kocanda is a sophomore at Bowling Green State University studying creative 
writing. He is a staff member for both Prairie Margins and Key Magazine. 

Sam Preminger would rather have been born a moth, even if it meant drowning in your 
kitchen sink. He studies Creative Writing and Philosophy at SUNY Geneseo, but that will 
be over soon. 
G.D. Watry is a senior at Villanova University, where he studies english and media 
production. A resident of New Jersey, he recently returned to the U.S. from Rome, Italy, 
where he studied and worked. His previous poems have been featured in issue 8 of Shot 
Glass Journal. 
Michael E. Woods studies Creative Writing as an undergraduate at Vanderbilt 
University. He is currently studying at the University of Regensburg, Germany, where is 
working on his first chapbook, Horses Like Gods. Several of his works have appeared/are 
forthcoming in the undergraduate literary journal The Vanderbilt Review. 
 


