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A NOTE FROM THE EDITOR

Dear Readers, 

Often we turn to literature and the arts to remind us that 
history is the collective story of everyday people working 
for a different tomorrow. Artists and authors create 
emerging cultures that expand our imagination and help us 
see beyond the “fixed facts” of the present.  Our stories, 
our poetry, and our art spark new conversations and spark 
new histories, both big and small. 

In our high-tech culture, the elimination of privacy seems 
to be the new norm. This dominant ideology allows our 
web-browsing data to be collected and mined, for videos 
of unknowing subjects to go viral for everyone to see, and 
for security cameras to record our movements throughout 
the day. So what’s next? What will the future be like?  Look 
like?  Feel like? 

I urge you to engage with the views of the artists and 
authors between these covers. Some engaged with the 
topic of privacy directly, while others address the theme 
obliquely and indirectly, sometimes in silence.  Despite 
such differences, the following artists and authors have 
given up their anonymity for publication, and each, in their 
own way, has contributed to the privacy conversation.

Thank you for your support, both publically and privately:

Sincerely,

Stacie Polk
Editor-In-Chief
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Mothers

This for the mothers 
Who are holding down a job
And holding down a home
Raising their kids on their own
Because the daddy left them alone
This for the mothers
That sacrifice their life
To give their children a better one
This for the sleepless nights
She stay woke
Silencing cries with lullabies 
This for the mothers
Who never stopped believing
Who never stopped dreaming 
Who raised her kids to be empowered
This for the mothers that inspired
The powerful 
The beautiful
This for the mothers 

 Najlah Iqbal
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Notice

This poem has been recalled
because it is flawed
and maybe even dangerous
to those out there reading it.

We are sorry, we apologize
in advance for any damages done,
as your safety is always
job one. Carefully disengage

from any disfigurative language
or flights of fancy undertaken
without a parachute; pump
the brakes and turn into the skid.

That rattling noise is a warning—
don’t get lulled by its rhythmic
iambs, pull over immediately
and disembark, don’t bite.

See your service professional;
read the fine print, sign
on the dotted line. Avert
your eyes, everything’s OK

until it’s not.

 Larry O. Dean



Rebirth  - Mary Kroeck



Untitled - Brandon Sherrod 



Privacy Has My Numbers,
it added me to their contact list 
and will message me for more information. 
My life and its numbers (the years, dates, scheduling, 
phone numbers, addresses, 
and budgets) float in water-cooled processors 
in California deserts. 
Cities are incredibly dense. 
Last week, I saw a drone. The frequency it 
transmitted to receivers bolted invisibly 
through the dark. I saw
a shadow with a camera in the sky. The internet 
is a desert 
with no water on the other side, it has never been 
traversed. 
Cities sprawl in California. 
Years are evidence of time spent 
and a schedule is an alibi until it is evidence, placing a 
certain place 
at a certain time. I don’t have an alibi.
The water keeps me in place.
Privacy has my numbers, 
it knows my frequency.

A helicopter flies over head 
and I can hear the rotation of each blade 
as the spotlight crosses my car. 
Radio frequencies in the desert are occupied by public-
service announcements 
and weather alerts, but the police scanner
frenetically
blips on my windshield.
The road at night is shortsighted, exposing only that
in which my headlights reach.
A frequency is open access information,
transmitted, received, and intercepted. 
There is water no one has found,
water conversing privately in deep untapped aquifers.  
My numbers stored in water-cooled processors
in California, and the drought of the desert
keeps shaded oases in which my numbers are stored 
privately.  
Desert water in an aquifer. Privacy has my numbers. 

              I.Feigle
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Candy on Top

 Finally, she was ready. It had only taken an hour or 
so to prepare herself. Time
alone in her newly decorated (and fabulous) office had 
helped Candy Klinger reach the right state of mind. Thank 
goodness. From behind the massive, cherry wood desk 
she’d special ordered, Candy drank in the soothing whale 
calls from her boom box on the windowsill. Somehow 
those melodious sounds always inspired her in times of 
great crisis.
 What worried Candy the most was whether her 
face would be stern enough. Or mean enough. She had to 
look mean. That was a given. The worst thing she could 
ever do was come across as compassionate. It would 
only make everyone question her strength as the new 
Marketing Director. And Candy couldn’t have that. This 
coveted position had been awarded to her for a reason.

 “I earned this job,” 
Candy told herself as she fluffed up each side of her 

carefully teased and highlighted hair. Glancing at the door, 
she clenched her enormous silver cross for moral support. 
“Emily is not going to ruin it. So help me God. I’ll die before 
that little mouse gets in my way!”
 Now Candy’s heart began to beat so fast she felt 
dizzy. Thankfully, a quick pat on the neckline of her black 
velvet blouse always calmed her nerves. If needed, she
could inhale the pineapple delight candle she’d hidden in 
her top drawer. Its aroma brought peace and tranquility 
during the most difficult moments of her life. But if that
horrid person walked in while Candy was pressing her 
nose into this scented miracle, then she’d really look like a 
fool. So Candy sat up straighter in her high-backed, leather
chair and took a long, deep breath.
 There was no need to be anxious. Everything 
would turn out fine. Candy knew this was the right step 
to take. Traitors had to be punished. And that’s exactly 
what she was doing. Thrusting her shoulders back with 
a newfound determination, she reread the write-up once 
again. The truth was she’d put her whole heart and soul 
into every single word. Anyone who read it would see just 
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how qualified she was to be an upper manager.
So all she had to do now was wait. That troublemaker 
would be here soon enough.
 In the meantime Candy could enjoy the glorious 
office she’d designed with painstaking detail. It was 
obvious that an artist resided within these walls. Candy’s
beautifully framed photographs of the Chicago skyline 
proved this point loud and clear. Not many managers could 
display talent at this level. But Candy’s favorite touch was 
the tastefully painted flower shelf installed on the other 
side of her office. The stunning array of brightly colored 
jelly beans and gumdrops in their luminous jars cheered 
Candy’s spirits on a daily basis.
 Then something clicked in her. This impressive 
office showed she was here to stay. So Emily, that terrible 
cockroach of a human being, didn’t have a chance. Candy
couldn’t help but smile at this knowledge. Any second now 
Emily would walk through that door with a frightened shine 
in her eyes that Candy craved more than anything else in
the world. It would be a moment to remember.
 To be perfectly honest, the twit had it coming. 
When Candy had found out from Doug Connor, the 
department’s Senior Writer/Producer, that Emily had no 

respect for her whatsoever, she literally felt light-headed 
with rage. Her blood pressure rose astronomically just at 
the idea of this betrayal. The stress had almost killed her. 
There were some days she was too weak to change the 
CD in her boom box.
 Good thing Doug had such strong morals. 
He’d proven his loyalty by informing Candy of Emily’s 
cruel nature. Unfortunately, Candy had been fooled in 
the beginning. She’d made the mistake of thinking this 
sadist was the person she could rely on the most. Emily’s 
shyness, her sad way of blending into the background, 
had inspired true confidence. Even her rumpled skirts and 
severe haircut had made Candy feel for the poor girl.
 “Yeah, well, I fell for her act, too. Believe me. It 
took a long time to make peace with what she really is,” 
Doug confided in Candy one afternoon as they sat in her 
office.

 “What do you mean?” 
Candy asked. She could feel her eyes become damp with 
emotion.
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 “I mean you deserve to know the truth,” Doug 
explained with an intense frown. His extremely neat, 
blond hair almost seemed to stand at alert now as he 
leaned forward.  “This isn’t easy for me to say. But I think 
you should know. The truth is she said you’d be a bad 
manager. You know, since you never worked in TV and all.” 
Sighing, he rubbed his forehead hard with the narrow tips 
of his fingers.

 “She said that?”
 “Yes,” Doug replied with a pained look. “She came 
right out and said you’re not qualified to be our boss.”
 His eyes glittered a bright blue. Candy couldn’t 
tell if the glow was concern for her or just an eerie, overall 
coldness. But then she decided he cared about her 
succeeding here. There would be no other reason for him 
to turn against a coworker in this way. The fact that he 
understood the brutal effects of gossip made Candy trust 
him even more.
 When Candy had first taken over the Marketing 
Department, she’d noticed how close her Writer/Producers 

seemed. Emily followed Doug around like a little puppy.
Sometimes Candy was vaguely aware of how Emily’s dark 
eyes seemed locked onto him as if he were her very life 
source. Nobody else seemed to matter. Of course, Candy
didn’t really believe that. Any time the three of them were 
together, she assumed they were more focused on her 
than each other. She was their boss now, after all.
 But whenever Candy went by their cubicle, 
she observed a curious connection between them. If 
she didn’t know any better, she’d think there was some 
sort of romance going on right under her nose. Once or 
twice Candy had been tempted to remind Emily that her 
coworker wore a sparkling, gold wedding band. In the end, 
though, Candy decided not to get involved. Emily wasn’t 
sophisticated enough to break up a marriage. Something 
told Candy she didn’t have it in her.
 

 “I don’t understand,” 
Candy had said to Doug at first. “She doesn’t seem like 
that kind of person to me.”
 “I know it’s shocking and everything,” Doug 
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admitted and shook his head. He was casually gnawing on 
the licorice Candy had offered him from her fine collection 
of treats.
 “But she’s always been the jealous type. When 
I got promoted to Senior Writer/Producer, she never got 
over it.”
 Candy nodded. She realized she worked in a very 
competitive industry. That much she’d learned from her ten 
years as the Executive Assistant to Dirk Hutchinson,
Vice President of News and News Operations at Herald 
Communications. Herald wasn’t just any media company 
either. It happened to be the most powerful corporation in
Chicago, if not the entire Midwest.
 Secretly, Candy knew there must be something 
special about her to rise up the corporate ladder as she 
had in this world-famous company. And in the third largest
market, no less. She’d seen so many ambitious people 
in the broadcast field only fall to the wayside. Yet she’d 
somehow made it. To be fair, she gave much of the 
credit to Dirk. He was widely known as a ruthless media 
genius, but he’d always been good to her. In fact, he really 
appreciated her dedication.
 “Nobody else has ever been so devoted to me, 

Can,” Dirk told her once after she’d presented him with his 
newly buffed universal remote. 

“You deserve to move way
up in this business. I mean 
that. Really.”
 Candy would never forget how refined he looked 
then against his fingerprint-free view of the dramatic 
skyscrapers along Lake Michigan. The way his silver hair 
glinted from the sunlight gave him a breathtakingly heroic 
appearance. He’d always be her hero. Candy knew right 
then that she would follow him to the ends of the earth, if 
not further. So when he gave her the Marketing Director 
position at the station he’d built with his own undeniable 
broadcasting talents, Candy accepted immediately. 
Chicago24 was a revolutionary news station and she 
was honored to have a role of such caliber here. Dirk had 
merged the insightful columns of the Herald newspaper 
with the glamour of local news. It was nothing short of 
brilliant.
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 “CH24’s like no other channel in the market,” Dirk 
had told her the very day his dream station came to life. 
Candy had never seen his gray eyes any brighter in all the
years she’d known him. “It’s got substance, Can. Nobody 
else around here can say that.”
 Candy nodded vigorously as she took notes for 
his latest memo. She always accepted him at his word, 
especially when it came to CH24. He knew this station 
better than anyone. Naturally, he also knew who’d be the 
best choice for his new Marketing Director as well.
 Now Candy was still learning the highly charged 
world of non-stop news. Even after four months the 
newsroom struck her as the most chaotic and unfriendly 
place in the entire station. She much preferred the sanctity 
of her own office, where she could absorb
the sounds of a rainforest over the hysterical yelling she 
often heard coming out of various edit bays. So whenever 
Doug explained the incidents he experienced firsthand,
she instantly believed him.
 Well, most of the time. It did take a little longer to 
be convinced of Emily’s lack of respect towards her. She 
chewed a handful of watermelon-flavored jelly beans with

great concern in her heart the day Doug related the truth 
about Emily.

 “Listen. I’m not trying to 
make any waves here,” 
Doug said at the time. “Emily’s one of my favorite people. 
Believe me. I struggled over this myself. But I felt you 
needed to know the facts. You earned that when you 
became our new boss.”
 Candy’s eyes widened then. She almost choked 
on a mocha jelly bean at that very moment. It was obvious 
that Doug respected her as the new manager. So he had to
be telling the truth.
 As she sat in her chair now, staring at a pile of 
green and red gummy bears stuck to her nearby stapler, 
she almost jumped at the sound of a faint rap on the 
doorframe. Grasping her cross, Candy asked, “Who is it?” 
in a high-pitched squeal.
 “You wanted to see me?” came a low, frightened 
voice. 
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 Candy looked up to see the very person who had 
just become her own worst enemy. Emily Shapiro. There 
she stood with her brown, flyaway bangs uneven and
unkempt as always. The collar of her blouse was bent 
upward in a way that proved it had never been ironed. 
Just like that paisley skirt, the same one Emily wore at 
least twice a week. Over the course of the first month or 
so Candy had regarded Emily’s rough edges as an artistic 
statement. That assessment, however, had morphed into 
pure disgust as soon she learned the true nature of this 
horrendous employee.
 Of course, Candy never claimed to be a fashion 
model herself. People might easily criticize her generously 
gelled hair, calling her an eighties throw-back or whatever.
Candy had heard it all. But at least her black velvet 
pantsuits were stylish. She had a professional flair this 
young woman could never achieve. Honestly, Emily was a 
mess in every sense of the word. The pathetically pigeon-
toed way she stood in Candy’s door only worsened her 
already disastrous impression.
 “Yes. Come in and sit down,” Candy said, pointing 
to the closest of the two, blue-cushioned chairs in front of 
her desk. “And shut the door, please.”

 “Okay,” Emily murmured, her head bent down so 
far that Candy could barely see her fragile features.
 “I’m sure you’re wondering why I’ve called you in 
here,” Candy began and thrust her fingers through a thick 
wad of her highlighted hair.
 “Yes.”

 “Well, this is not a social 
call, Emily. But I think you 
know that by now.”
 There was a tense pause that almost took Candy’s 
breath away. And for the first time she could ever recall, 
Emily looked her straight in the eye without wavering. 
Maybe she’d done it before. Candy didn’t remember. 
Whenever they’d talked in the past, Candy was much 
too involved in venting to notice. Most of the complaints 
included her husband, Jack, and his increased distance 
towards her. Marriage really was overrated, Candy had 
come to find out, especially when one spouse moved up 
the ladder faster than the other. Looking back now, Candy 
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regretted confiding these personal details in Emily. On the 
other hand, Emily had always listened. And, overall, this 
kind of openness had helped Candy deal with the rumors 
of her incompetence that filtered back from the newsroom.
 “They’re just jealous,” Emily had told her once 
as they sat side by side in Candy’s office. “People in the 
newsroom are jaded, that’s all.”
 Tears were streaming down Candy’s cheeks then 
at the gall of those judgmental jerks. Didn’t they have 
anything better to do than evaluate her worthiness? It 
pained her beyond belief. This television station was so 
much crueler than Herald’s main office just down Michigan 
Avenue. Dirk had appreciated her, never once making her 
feel inadequate. Ironically, Emily had been the first person 
to accept her here.
 “But why are they so mean?” Candy had asked 
and madly wiped at her eyes.
 “I wish I knew,” Emily sighed with a sad look. “TV 
people are just heartless sometimes.”
 Emily really seemed to care that day. At least that’s 
how it had felt to Candy. Still, she didn’t know the real 
Emily then. But thanks to Doug, she saw that Emily was
as cold and calculating as those vicious losers in the 

newsroom. So now when Candy stared straight back into 
Emily’s dark, quiet eyes, she immediately recognized the
challenge that shone back at her.
 “Did I do something wrong?” Emily finally asked, 
her voice shaking.
 “Emily,” Candy said gently with a smile, “I’ve only 
wanted the best for you. And I always meant it when I said 
I wanted to make you an award-winning Writer/Producer.”
 “I know,” Emily agreed, her cheeks flushed in 
blotchy, red patches.
 “We’re both women in a field run by men,” Candy 
continued. “So I’ve always seen it as my job, my duty, to 
give you more opportunities.”
 “Yes. Thank you so much.”
 “And I’ve always given you the best projects, too. 
The most high-profile ones.”

 “Yes. Yes, you have.”
 
 “I’ve even made sure your promos have 
stretched you in so many ways. Though Doug is the most 
experienced and the most talented.”
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 Truth be told, Candy really didn’t know what her 
Writer/Producers did in their promo-making process or 
whatever. She was aware they spent a lot of time in the 
large edit suite down the winding hallway, right across from 
the newsroom. It had lots of large monitors on the walls 
and shaded, fishbowl-like windows. There was also this 
humming noise that came from the far back, a constant 
sound that got into Candy’s head like an annoying fly. 
Thankfully, she never had to stay in this depressing cell for 
very long.
 All that aside, the end result was her people came 
out of that room with promos that made CH24 look like the 
place to turn for local news. It was a well-known fact that
viewers had to be dazzled into watching certain 
newscasts, which was the whole purpose of a promo. 
That’s what Dirk had taught her anyway. More importantly, 
though, these productions made Candy look good and 
that was what mattered the most. She would never reveal 
that to her team, of course. Another essential lesson from 
Dirk.
 A big aspect of management, Candy had 
discovered, was making her department feel she really 
cared. And Candy knew in her heart she was able to 

pull off this show of concern, too. She made a point of 
connecting with her staff, confirming she was a natural
manager in the Herald machine. No matter what a certain 
employee had to say on the subject.
 “I know Doug’s a better editor and everything, but 
I’ve gotten faster in the suite,”
Emily said suddenly and sat up in her chair.
 “I see,” Candy replied and looked beyond Emily to 
her beloved shelf. She’d forgotten about that jar of M&Ms 
on the far left. Their happy colors caught her eye. 

Once this was all over, 
she’d celebrate with a few 
handfuls.
 “I also stay late a lot. I mean, just to get more 
practice.” Emily was nodding hard now. 
“Doug even said he’s taught me everything he knows.”
 Candy cleared her throat. “Let’s keep Doug out of 
this. Shall we? This is about your performance. And as the 
manager of this department it’s my job to make sure
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we’ve got the right people in place.”
 Emily’s mouth slowly dropped. The fear was so 
evident it almost made Candy’s heart skip. Things were 
obviously becoming crystal clear to this horrible woman 
now.
 “What do you mean?” Emily asked, blinking.
 Candy lifted one hand with an impatient sigh. 
“Emily, this is very difficult for me and I really hate that 
you’re putting me through this, but I’m just not happy with 
your performance. It’s far below my standards and the 
standards of Herald Communications in general.” That 
was when Candy whipped out the write-up she’d hidden 
beneath her desk calendar. “I need you to read this now. 
Then sign at the bottom, please.” Candy pointed to the line 
where she’d typed Emily’s name next to her own.
 Without another word, Emily began to read the 
document, which Candy had squeezed onto one page. It 
was quite exceptional that she’d managed to justify both
margins, too. All of her years as Dirk’s assistant really paid 
off.
 While Emily studied each word, Candy proudly 
remembered how she’d collaborated with Doug on this 
very write-up. She’d enjoyed his company throughout the

entire, grueling process. He’d made her feel connected to 
the inner workings of CH24.
And she needed that more than anything.
 Although it was wonderful to have her very own 
office, sometimes she felt so lonely. Listening to whale 
mating calls was no substitute for real conversation. So 
she always brightened whenever Doug peeked his head in 
her door. Over a short period of time she understood that 
her Senior Writer/Producer was a multi-talented, creative
individual. He also had a very strategic mind. Candy was 
quite impressed.

 “Make sure you’ve got all 
the hard facts,” 

Doug had advised Candy one afternoon as he reached 
for her jar of hot balls. “That’s how to make it totally 
believable.”
 They were in Candy’s office with the door closed, 
which had started to become a regular habit. But Candy 
didn’t see a problem with that. She had every right to keep 
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her discussions with Doug confidential. Furthermore, this 
particular meeting warranted extreme privacy. Clearly, 
Doug had critical information and Candy needed it so she
could move forward with this disciplinary action.
 “Don’t forget to put in there how she’d claimed I 
was her best friend. It’s one of the biggest lies she’s ever 
told, too. Just shows how well she manipulates people.”
 “Oh, I agree!” Candy exclaimed eagerly. Then she 
glanced over at Doug, who was now staring at a point 
above her with a distant look in his light blue eyes. “I just 
hate manipulators.”
 Doug glanced at her with a slight squint now. 
“Yeah. Emily’s a master manipulator. She got me to teach 
her all about editing. I mean, I taught her everything.
Then she met some goofball and suddenly she doesn’t 
have time to go to lunch anymore.
How convenient is that?”
 Candy noticed how his jaw was set in a grimace 
now. It made Candy sad to see Doug so unhappy like 
this. Obviously, Emily was to blame. She was an evil 
woman, to be sure. So Candy cherished the suffering 
she witnessed on Emily’s face now as she read through 
the write-up. Such a sweet victory. Things would be 

much better in the department once Emily was out of 
the picture. Candy couldn’t wait for that day. Then she’d 
really feel like the one in charge.
 All of a sudden Emily looked up and inhaled 
loudly. Her dark brown eyes, which often darted back 
and forth, now stared at Candy in the most insolent way 
imaginable. “I’m not signing this,” she finally said.
 Candy couldn’t help but blink rapidly with 
disbelief. Maybe if she waited a moment Emily would 
return to her normal submission. But as the seconds 
passed and Emily continued to look steadily at her, Candy 
began to have doubts. She squirmed a little in her chair 
before replying, “Excuse me?”

 “I’m not signing this.”
 “Oh, yes you are!”
 “No. I’m not.”
 “After all I’ve done to help you become an award-
winning, Writer/Producer, you most certainly are signing 
this!”
 “I will not.”
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 “Well! We’ll see about that!”
 Candy jumped from her chair and raced out the 
door. She really had no idea where to go. But she had to 
make a show of it anyway. Standing in the middle of the
hallway, she looked back and forth to the rows of 
identically bland doors around her. Then she knew. She’d 
march right into Human Resources. That was the best 
solution. But when she walked into the sterile, half-empty 
office, Leann, the crusty HR manager, was not there. She 
was probably on one of her many smoke breaks, from 
what Candy had heard. Who knew when she’d return.
 So with clenched teeth, Candy went back to her 
own office. Emily was still sitting where Candy had left her. 
And there was a dignified air to how calmly she waited,
legs crossed as if she didn’t have a care in the world. 
Candy hated her more than ever now.
 “If you don’t want to sign it, then don’t,” Candy 
stated as she went behind her desk again. “It’s up to you.”
 Emily stood up. “Okay.”
 “But I have to tell you this is going in your file 
anyway.”
 When Candy glanced at Emily, she expected to 
see fear. But instead she was struck by how tall and proud 

this amazingly rude woman looked. There was a strange
beauty to her that infuriated Candy.
 She pounded the smooth surface of her desk and 
huffed, “Don’t you have anything to say for yourself?”
 “I think this write-up is all lies,” Emily replied.
 

 “Well, I don’t care what 
you think!”
 Emily simply looked at her without another word. 
Then she turned around and walked right out of Candy’s 
office as if she was free to defy her boss so openly.
 “Where are you going? Come back here!” Candy 
yelled. 
 But when she frantically looked at the endless 
maze of cubicles through her office doorway, Emily 
was nowhere to be found. Candy couldn’t begin to 
comprehend this
shocking display of disrespect. Tears began to form at the 
corners of her eyes. It was all so wrong. Emily should be 
the one crying, not her. 
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 “This can’t be happening,” Candy said to 
herself.   

 “I’m the manager!”
 Shakily, she walked over to her lovely shelf of 
treats and took down that glistening jar of M&Ms. Then 
she began to pop them in her mouth like pills. After all 
the stress she’d been through with this uncontrollable 
employee, she needed relief. Candy closed her eyes 
and tried to make sense out of the abuse she’d just 
endured. Management was so hard, so very punishing. 
She poured another huge pile of candies into one hand 
and pressed as many as she could into her mouth until 
she felt normal again.

 Alisa Burris

Rings of Fire - Mary Kroeck
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Future Uncertain - Joseph Tinaglia
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Ode to Buffy

Sarah Michelle Gellar
may be a Republican,
but I doubt Buffy is,
even with her fealty
to the kicking of supernatural asses
and staking of vampire hearts;
truly, in the Buffy-verse,
does “might make right,”
if right is salvaging
the intentionally ignorant
citizenry of Sunnydale
from the Hellmouth’s
hemorrhagic hordes
of demons, do-wrongers
and occult disgruntled.

She battled foe after 
foe unthanked,
as if slaying was a choice,
not a calling, to save
those who could not
rescue themselves, who
would not believe
those bumps in the night
were indeed things
to be frightened of,
whose logic and common
sense insulated them
from the primal terrors
they had long ago
been convinced were fake.

Whereas they slept soundly,
banishing boogeymen
to sporadic bad dreams, Buffy
stared evil square
in its one glowing red eye,
relinquishing pom-
poms, pyramids
and cheers for holy
water, garlic and
kick-boxing, and on
a good day,
nothing or no one
died that didn’t have
it coming to them.
 
 Larry O. Dean



Roomi Is a Poet Whose Name I Cannot Spell

I was planted and watered
in a third-floor apartment
where I learned about basketball
admiring Michael Jordan
through binoculars
on a television screen
across the street.

My brother slept 
on the bunk bed above
and would throw pillows at me
when I was almost asleep.

When he left for the Navy,
my mom moved his bunk to the basement.
I let my girlfriend sleep over
and she taught me how to be
a man. 

When she stopped coming by
my friends would show up
with a bottle of tequila
some salt
and a lime. 
We’d get drunk
and act like men
and curse like sailors
and bask in the lack
of people to look up to.
    
 Scott Brehman
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Elder Troll AKA Troll Putin - Eric Kraybill
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No Room in Heaven 

 I was seven and sitting in my room, configuring 
Legos into a boat with a strong hull and blocky turrets. My 
older brother Adam was at his desk pretending to study, 
but frequently looking back at me to judge my creation. 
“That thing wouldn’t float if it was wearing a life vest,” he 
said, looking over at me. I ignored him and continued to 
push mismatched-colored pieces into each other. “You’re 
such a boner,” he said then turned back to his work. I 
was offended, though I didn’t know what he meant. So 
I continued to pretend he didn’t exist and kept plugging 
away. 
 I once had my own room. Now in preparation for 
a new sibling, we shared this one and slept on bunk beds. 
Adam got the top bunk. Some nights, I’d be half-awake 
and half in a dream when he’d whip a pillow down at me. 
 “Adam? Riley?” our mother called up from the 
kitchen. “Come on, set the table. I want it done in ten 
minutes.” It was almost six o’clock and Dad would be 
home soon. I hurriedly pieced a thin, gray, eight-tiled piece 
hanging off the front of the boat to serve as a plank, then 
jumped up and bolted for the door. Adam finished 

the sentence he was writing and jumped in front of me, 
blocking my path. 
 We ran down the stairs, Adam alternating his 
speed to get me to run into him and lose my balance. “Quit 
running into me,” he’d say when I’d collide with his back. 
He was eleven and had grown into quite the wise ass. He 
got to the front door first, threw it open and tried to close it 
behind him as he ran through. I almost took an edge to the 
face, but blocked it with my elbow and continued outside.
 We stood next to each other on the top of the 
porch, leaning against the steel railing and looking east 
toward the El tracks. It was May in Chicago. We lived in 
Lincoln Park, which was up-and-coming, but not yet there. 
A sedan sped the wrong  way down our one-way street 
and quickly turned left into the alley. It disappeared from 
view as one of our neighbors yelled a tardy obscenity from 
her porch. In the distance, a figure appeared. It was Dad, 
all tall in his dark suit and holding a briefcase, walking with 
a confident yet brusque gait. 
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 “Pop!” I yelled.
 He smiled his modest mustache smile and kept 
walking toward us, not close enough to respond.
 “Good evening, John,” Adam said with mocking 
formality when Dad ascended the steps. “Good day at the 
office?”
 “It’s ‘Dad,’” he corrected. “Or ‘Pop.’ And, yes. Your 
mother’s inside?” He walked past us and into the house, 
straight to the couch for his post-work catnap. 

 For dinner, Mom made broiled chicken legs in a 
sweet, orange sauce over white rice. We sat there as she 
served us, Pop silent at his end of the table. My eyes were 
transfixed on her belly, which protruded so far off her lean 
frame and past her waist that I felt nervous for her belt. I 
thought the baby might fall right through her skin and onto 
the table as she leaned over to hand me my plate. Adam 
sat across from me and kicked me hard. The jolt knocked 
me from my trance and I nearly bumped the incoming 
plate out of Mom’s hand. 
 “Watch it, Riley,” she said. 

 Adam snickered, but I kept my mouth shut. 
 
 The next day, I was learning to roller skate with my 
neighbor Sebastian. He was my best friend, mostly due 
to proximity and because he and I we were so close in 
age. He was a year younger, and went to a private school 
so he wasn’t aware that I had crapped my pants last year 
during show-and-tell. There were probably embarrassing 
moments of his that I didn’t know, but our ignorance of 
such things allowed us to keep up appearances of being 
well-adjusted. 
 Sebastian’s babysitter was teaching us. I never 
caught her name, but she was an actress at Steppenwolf 
Theater and had gigantic boobs. Sebastian’s dad once 
claimed to have seen them bare during a scene in the run 
of her most recent play. Knowing that they had been seen 
by someone I knew allowed me to think I had pretty much 
seen them, too. 
 

 “Squeeze the lemon!” 
She called to us as we walked our roller skates down the 
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sidewalk. 
 Sebastian exaggerated a laugh and called back,  
 “What lemons?”
 “The shape! Move your legs together and then 
apart! It’ll push you forward! Don’t lift your feet! Pretend 
you’re letting giant lemons go between your legs!”
 When we were down the block and out of her 
earshot I asked Sebastian, “What’s a boner?”
 He shrugged. “A skeleton?”
 I chuckled, unsatisfied. 
 Sebastian carefully high-stepped his way to a 
nearby stoop and sat on the bottom step. “This is stupid,” 
he said and took off his roller skates. I took a seat next to 
him, but left mine on. 
 The babysitter jogged over. “Okay,” she said. 
“What would you like to do, young man?”
 Sebastian chucked one of his roller skates at her, 
hitting her in the shoulder, and yelled, “Kill the babysitter!” 
and he ran off toward home. This was not unusual and I 
don’t know why she put up with it. She looked defeated 
as she knelt down and helped me unstrap my skates. 
Sebastian stopped halfway down the block and looked 
back, expecting that I had followed. 

 “Why can’t we have a babysitter?” I asked my 
mom as she made dinner that evening. She stood over the 
tall stainless steel pot, steam rising from the simmering 
vegetables and collecting on her face like sweat. Her long, 
walnut-colored hair was frizzy and she acted frazzled.
 “You have Adam,” she said. “And me.” She 
paused. “And your father.” 
 “Adam’s a jerk and he’s at sleepovers every 
weekend anyway. And Pop just wants to watch baseball. 
I hate baseball. I always have to play the outfield. It’s like I 
don’t even exist out there. Nothing ever happens!”
 “Your father’s just tired,” she said. “He’s been 
working all week.” She stopped stirring and put her hand 
on her stomach. She gave me a pained and pleading look 
and said, “He’s kicking.”

 “So? How do you even
   know it’s a boy?”
 She removed the ladle and covered the pot with its 
lid. “I’m going to lie down.” She walked out of the kitchen 
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and into her room, closing the door behind her. 
 The phone rang soon after that. I let it ring a 
couple times before I answered. 
 “Riley?” a woman’s soft voice asked.
 “Yes?” 
 “It’s Judy—Sebastian’s mom?”
 “Yes?” I answered. 
 “Is your mother there? Can you put her on?”
 “Okay.” 
 I took the phone to Mom’s room, but stopped 
at the door and knocked lightly. No answer. I turned the 
handle and pushed open the door a little. “Mom?” I crept 
in. The room was dark except for the remnant of light from 
the setting sun glowing around the edges of the window 
blinds. “Mom? Sebby’s mom wants to talk to you.”
 She sniffled, like she had a runny nose. “One 
minute,” she finally said.
 I stepped out of the room and put the phone to 
my ear. “One minute, she says.”

 And so I was sent to Sebastian’s for the night. 
I wished it had been my idea, but I didn’t complain. I 
sat in my room and packed pajamas and the Teenage 

Mutant Ninja Turtles movie, then grabbed my toothbrush 
and headed for the door. Mom was standing there in a 
bathrobe. I guessed she had given up on dinner since 
Adam was gone for the night and Pop had probably fallen 
asleep on the couch again. She pulled me close for a 
hug and to kiss the top of my head. Then she opened the 
door. “Have fun,” she said, “and yell when you get there.”
 I ran down the steps and down the half block to 
Sebastian’s house. Then I yelled, 

 “Goodnight!”
 We sat around the kitchen table. The television 
was on, but it sat there more as a passive guest than 
the life of the party. Sebastian’s mom had made mac n’ 
cheese, from the box, for us. It was delicious, and a nice 
break from Mom’s perpetual insistence on homemade 
meals. His parents ate steak that smelled expensive. His 
mom’s name was Judy and his dad’s name was Pete. 
They insisted I address them as such, too. Judy and 
Pete. Like they were peers. Judy looked at once frail and 
fit, with soft features and a bright moon face under soft 
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red hair. Pete had a domineering beard and intense green 
eyes, which were all I saw when I looked at him.
 “What do you boys wanna do tonight?” Judy 
asked. 
 I looked at Sebastian and he burst into suppressed 
laughter. I wasn’t sure what was funny, but I laughed, 
too. I averted my eyes from his parents in respect or 
embarrassment. They looked at each other and smiled. 
 Over dinner, Sebastian and I gracelessly downed 
our chocolate milks as his parents sipped their wine. 
We shared conversations about Pete’s strange physical 
therapy patients and the differences between the kids at 
my school and Sebastian’s school. And then something 
occurred to me. “What’s a boner?” I asked everyone at the 
table.
 Pete looked at Judy, who could barely hold her 
grin from bursting into laughter and dumping a mouthful 
of half-chewed meat onto her plate. “You mean a woody,” 
Pete said, grinning.
 “A what?”

 “Yeah, what’s a boner?” 

Sebastian asked. “And what’s a woody?”
 Judy, having contained her laughter, said, “It’s a 
hard-on.”
 Sebastian and I sat there, half-smiling. We looked 
at one another, unsure of how to react. We weren’t in on 
the joke. Should we laugh?
 “When a man likes a woman, his penis gets 
hard,” Pete explained. “But not every time. Y’know, just 
sometimes. When she wants it to.”
 I started to ask why, but Sebastian cut me off. 

 “You mean, Mom
   controls your penis?” 
 
 “Well, yes, in a way,” Pete said. “It’ll make a lot 
more sense once you’re grown up, but it’s hard not to 
come across these words at your age.”
 Judy burst out laughing—this time with her 
mouth empty—and I sat back and marveled at how much 
different Sebastian’s house was from mine. How the use of 
a word like “boner” could be used as a sign of aggression 
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in my family’s house and as a source of humor and 
knowledge in his. 

 I awoke the next morning in a pile of blankets on 
the floor beside Sebastian’s bed. He was still asleep. Judy 
came in with a tray of powdered jelly donuts and chocolate 
milk. She set it on Sebastian’s bedside table and crept out 
as I pretended not to be awake. I could hear Pete on the 
phone downstairs, his gruff and assertive voice assuring 
the other end that, “it was okay that he hang out here 
today—that the sitter will be around and not to worry—
that it’s not a big deal and he’ll be brought home later this 
evening.” 

 “Congratulations, Riley,” the sitter said when we 
were both awake and downstairs. We sat at the kitchen 
table, licking the jelly off our fingers and watching Teenage 
Mutant Ninja Turtles. “Another one, holy cow. How’s your 
mother going to handle a house full of boys?”
 I gave a weak smile and focused on the powdered 
sugar that now covered the tips of my fingers. 
 “Have your folks decided on a name?” she asked. 
 “I voted for Casey Jones,” I replied, nodding at 

the television as Casey Jones’ character intruded on the 
turtles’ natural chemistry, “because he doesn’t fit in and we 
didn’t want him in the first place.”

 The next week was strange without mom at home. 
She had gone into labor on Monday afternoon while we 
were at school. Adam put up a fight against getting out of 
bed every morning. I quietly followed suit as Pop placed 
the blame on the eldest child for being immature and 
setting a bad example. “And you,” he said, addressing my 
bottom bunk, 

 “go brush your teeth.”
 At night, Pop would go straight from work to the 
hospital and even hired Sebastian’s babysitter to come 
over to our house after Judy and Pete were home for the 
night. I finally got what I wanted, but there’s no room in 
heaven when it’s fleeting.  
 “Don’t you have your own home?” I asked her.
 “Don’t mind Riley,” Adam said to her. “He likes 
boys.”
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 By Thursday, Pop was making us breakfast as 
incentive for us to get going. “Get down here!” he’d called 
up to us. We were already late for school when we’d 
sat down—unbathed—to eat the scrambled eggs he’d 
cooked. He told us about the serious consequences we’d 
face if we kept this up and how he’d be damned if we 
made a mockery of his rules under his goddamn roof. 
 While Pop was short-fused with Adam and me 
in the mornings, he was coming home late at night with 
a pleasant energy and a softness in his eyes that was 
evident even through his exhaustion, even though we were 
up past our bedtimes. He’d walk in the door around eleven 
and pay the babysitter. After locking the door behind her, 
he’d immediately grab a beer as if it were a replacement 
for his daily catnap. Then he’d sit with us at the kitchen 
table and tell us everything about the baby. Literally, 
everything. The baby wasn’t even a week old, but Pop 
had enough material to make you think they’d grown up 
together. I doubted Pop would have nearly as much to say 
about me, so I resented his excitement. 
  
  * * *

 It was Friday and Mom and the baby were to 
come home that afternoon. I left the playground during 
recess and limped to the main office. I stood in front of 
the secretary and waited for her to notice me. When she 
didn’t, I stumbled over to a chair near the door, where 
parents would wait to pick up their sick children, and fell 
into the seat with a thump. The secretary looked up. 
 “Can I help you?” she asked. 
 I grimaced. “My leg, it hurts really bad. I don’t think 
I can walk.” 
 “Oh?” she said with some hesitation. She slowly 
stood up, lowering her glasses down the bridge of her 
nose, and narrowed her eyes, but didn’t move toward 
me.  

“What happened? 
  Did you fall?”
 “No,” I said, clutching my knee with a grimace. “It 
just really hurts.”
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 She made a call and then led me into the nurse’s 
office to lie down. “The nurse will be in momentarily.” She 
walked out and I laid on the couch thinking about how 
stupid it is for the baby to get its own room. I looked at 
the clock on the wall and pictured each tick of the second 
hand as a little more territory the baby would be annexing. 
And how maybe I’d be sucked into the abyss that exists 
between a shiny new baby and a tried-and-true older 
brother. 
 The nurse didn’t have much to say when she came 
in, but gave me a piece of aspirin and a glass of water and 
told me to sit tight while she called my parents to pick me 
up. She left, then came back and told me my father was 
on his way. Pop walked in half an hour later and motioned 
for me to follow him. I almost did, but then grabbed my leg 
and winced instead. I looked past him and saw the nurse, 
just outside the doorway, helpless and worried. 
 “Alright,” Pop said, as he knelt down. He made an 
exaggerated groan as he put his forearm under my butt 
and hoisted me up so my chest was against his and my 
arms were around his neck. “Let’s go.”
 
  * * *

 And then I was in the hospital getting x-rayed for 
the first time in my life. I sat in shorts on the examination 
table and waited next to Pop while the doctor went 
to study the translucent pictures of my bones. “Just 
started hurting, huh?” Dad said. He faced me, but looked 
elsewhere, like he was unsure of what to do. Then as if it 
had just occurred to him, he turned and sat next to me and 
put his arm across my shoulders. I sunk down a little, but 
not toward him.  When the doctor returned, my dad stood 
up and moved away from me. 
 “Well,” the doctor said. He paused and looked at 
me. “The results are inconclusive. I can’t really say what’s 
wrong with your leg, kid. Stay off your feet for a day or two 
and then see how it feels.” 
 “Thank you, sir,” Dad said.

 “We’ll get him back on  
   his feet.” 
He glanced at me and almost looked like he wanted to 
smile. Then he scooped me up again.
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 Sebastian was outside his house throwing a 
football with his babysitter when we drove by. Dad parked 
the station wagon a block away, just past Sebby’s house. 
He cut the engine before the song on the radio finished 
and sat back in his seat. He rolled down the window and 
lit a smoke. I waited for him to say something, but he said 
nothing. 
 I turned and looked at him. The wrinkles around 
his mouth were exaggerated from years of dragging on 
cigarettes, obvious even under the mustache. The crows 
feet in the corners of his eyes were from focusing too hard 
on one thing instead of relaxing and taking in everything. 
There was a tuft of gray hair toward his temple. I realized 
there was so much I never noticed about this man. 
 “Sebastian’s out there. Run along, now,” he said.
 

“But be home when the 
street lights turn on. Your 
momma missed you.” 

 I hesitated, then opened the door and ran down 
the block. 
 Dad made dinner that night, shredded beef and 
carrots that had sat for too long in the Crock-Pot and 
somehow took on a dry taste with a melting texture. It was 
soupy and looked like I imagined slop or gruel must look. 
Dad served us and collapsed into the seat at his end of 
the table. Mom sat at the other end and nursed the baby. 
Casey. She looked tired, but with a fresh hint of joy. 
 Adam sat across from me. He was quiet the 
whole night. I was quiet, too, but I think I was content. I 
wondered why and took a forkful of shredded beef and 
enjoyed the way it dissolved in my mouth.

                    Scott Brehman
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Haiku for the Flight of a Ruby

Ruby an earth gem
intense, brilliant and precious
Ruby our earth gem

Ruby a wind song
from Argentina to us
Gato’s breath played it

Glimmers like red rays
of Mildred, Gladys and the
Denise Lisa hue

Silver purple glow
from the Ruby that loves us
Precious is Her worth

 Elbert Tavon Briggs

Rage of the Wildebeest - Eric Kraybill  



31

Hollow Heart

My tortured soul requires
   a hollow heart.
It beats loud but will never
   fall apart.

As long as your love it never receives,
   yearning 
will keep my hollow heart 
   beating.

This hollow heart pumps desire’s drug;
   pain—
it blissfully courses through my
   veins.

 Stacie Polk

A Rose by any other Name - Abrahim Harb 
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Talk of the Town

He a young street corner 24/7 Clocker,
She was old, but still had that bold, passion fire mold.
He was smile-less; she was toothless.

In her day, there was effortless ocean-motion clinching hips in that walk.
Her waves still roll and roll, while the eyes and voices of the earth-room talk,
But now she puckers and struggles to hold in dentures
With gums and no-longer satin-smooth lips.

Her current hair-style tricks leave color and streaks of gray.
Seems it was in that old millennium that he last negotiated with barber’s shears,
But they were dress-right-dress near to one another.
They were once the Talk of the Town,
hushes, smirks, giggles, and beauty shop gossip, 
that inspired more than wet dreams,
now town-less  and traveling with less,
on an endless hound’s tour of a nation.

They were once the Talk of the Town.

  Elbert Tavon Briggs



We All Wear Pink

All the gowns are pink. I hate pink so I call them fuchsia. I 
can deal with fuchsia because it has a hint of purple in it, 
the color of royalty. How can anyone feel bad when they 
feel like royalty? 

There are ten seats in this waiting room and, once I sit 
down, all of them are taken. Sounds of instrumental music, 
reminiscent of the kind you’d hear in a spa or during 
meditation is playing from a television as video footage 
of water rolling down rocky brooks and wildlife creatures 
exploring green meadows gently transitions from one 
scene to another. Unfortunately, no one here is waiting for 
a massage. We’re here for mammograms. 

“Wouldn’t it be great if there was champagne in that empty 
water container?” I joke to no one in particular.

“Yeah! Where’s the bar,” teases an African American 
woman in her 50s.  I come to find later that her name is 
Trudy. “I could use a drink right about now.”

“Screw champagne, though,” another woman chimes in. 

“Make it vodka!” 
The mood is lightening and laughing with these strangers 
sure feels better than the alternative of sitting here with a 
cloud of impending doom just lurking over my head. The 
waiting. That’s always the worst.

“Yeah, it would be great if there were little manicure 
stations set up in here,” I say. “Buy a mammogram, get a 
manicure free!” 

Some giggles ensue. 

“They could at least turn up the heat,” a woman who 
appears to be in her twenties, maybe thirties says in a 
slightly somber tone. “It’s freezing in here.”

“It’s always freezing in here,” says Trudy. 

33



I don’t know how she knows about that. I’m not sure I 
want to.  

The laughter breaks. The cold air that fills the room 
reminds us all of how exposed we are – all of us in our 
pink (fuchsia) gowns who wore pants, knowing the nurses 
would tell us we’d need to take off everything from the 
waist up. Even with this top on wrapped tight, I can feel 
a breeze whenever someone walks down the hallway 
past the waiting room or when the vents kick on. I wasn’t 
prepared for that. 

Every few minutes a name is called and a woman goes 
with a technician. Pretty soon, only Trudy and I are left in 
the room. I look at her. I want to think of something else 
clever to say. But, the cold is getting to me and my nerves 
are starting to kick in again. Another woman enters the 
waiting room and seconds later I am called.

The technician leads me to another room.

“So what brings you here?”

“I had some concerns about my breasts and my OB/GYN 
thought this exam would be a good way to rule out any 
major cause for concern.”

“Do you or anyone in your 
  family have a history of 
  breast cancer?”
“My aunt was diagnosed with it earlier this year, but it was 
caught in the very early stages. My mom had a lump in one 
of her breasts years ago, but it turned out to be benign.”

“Okay, well, I’m going to talk with the radiologist. We’ll 
likely just need a few images. I’ll be back shortly.”

As she exits two things cross my mind: I’m SO glad it’s 
warmer in here and seriously? This music again? These 
images? 

“Laughter,” I think, “That must be my coping mechanism. 
Maybe if I joke about how stupid I think all of this is, I can 
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get out of this unscathed or maybe just slightly scarred.” 

I look at the screen. 

“You’ve got to be 
  kidding me!” 
Video footage of deer in the woods is playing- a doe and a 
fawn. I can’t help it. I instantly think of Bambi. 

“You all know Bambi’s mom died, right?” I think. “This isn’t 
really funny anymore. Is this supposed to make me feel 
better? It doesn’t. Thanks, C.A.R.E. TV, for these awesome 
thoughts that all this beauty in my life could be going away 
very, very quickly…. Stop it. Everything’s going to be fine. 
There’s no other option.” 

The tech comes back in and says she’s ready to start. 

Nervously, I do as she instructs and expose my breast, 
allowing her to properly position it on the imaging machine. 

This happens several times so she can get all the views the 
radiologist needs to make a diagnosis. We make small talk 
to break the tension and the tech tells me how she never 
thought she’d be in breast imaging. She had to do it as 
part of her ultrasound training and she fell in love with the 
idea of helping people find and diagnose breast diseases 
in early stages so their lives could be saved. Somehow, 
that makes me feel a little more at ease, knowing that 
this woman has the best of intentions and wants to be as 
thorough as she can because she feels that if she misses 
a problem, even by the smallest margin of error, it could 
mean life or death to her patient. In this case, me.  

When she’s done, she tells me that she’s going to see if 
the radiologist needs any more images and I can go back 
to the waiting room. I don’t want to go back there, but I do. 
That’s the procedure.

Trudy is back there now, too. We politely smile at one 
another. An oxygen tank is at her feet and a thin, clear 
tube connects the tank to her nasal passages. It was there 
before, but I didn’t give it much thought a half an hour ago, 
when we were joking around. Now that we’re the only two 

35



in this room again, it occurs to me that part of the reason 
she has the oxygen might be because of these tests. 

“Have you gone through this before?” I ask, vaguely 
knowing the answer. 

“Oh yeah,” she says. 

A woman who was in the room with us earlier walks past 
the waiting room, smiles at us and continues to exit.

“I know I’m lucky,” 
says Trudy. “A lot of people don’t come out of here with 
good news. You can tell who’s been told they’re okay and 
who’s been told there’s a problem. If they come out with a 
smile, you see it – one way or the other.”

“That woman was smiling,” I think. “She must have gotten 
good news. Cool.”

“I know about this stuff,” Trudy continues. “This is my 

eighth mammogram this year. I know. I can tell. If you’re in 
and out, you’re good. If you have to wait, it’s touch and go. 
It might mean they see something and might need more 
tests. There’s a way this operates.”

In that moment, I stop thinking about everyone else 
coming out and wondering what news they got. I think 
about me. I’m waiting. What does that mean? Then I think 
about how I’m going to react coming out of that room – if 
I get good news or not so good news. If Trudy’s sitting out 
here, I don’t want her to know if it’s bad. I don’t know why 
I don’t want her to know, but I just don’t. I think about my 
Aunt and how she just went through radiation and how 
she survived. I think about my grandma and my mom and 
I think about whether I’m strong enough to embody their 
strength and if, either way, I can come out of that room 
with a smile that this woman can’t read. That, I think, 
would be the easy part – fooling this woman. Fooling the 
people I love, who love me, well, that’s a whole other story. 

I’m called again. Another test. I psych myself up and 
think everything’s fine. Once that test is over. I’m waiting 
again. This time, I’m alone. I see women walking in and 
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out. I don’t try to read their faces. I resort to distractions, 
listening to the meditation-esque music, thinking about 
warmth and sunshine. 

I’m called again. Another test. “Well, you’re not here 
because you thought you were fine,” I tell myself. “Let’s 
see what’s behind door number three.”

It’s the radiologist. Something doesn’t look completely 
right, but it only appears in one view. 

“I’m going to do an ultrasound,” she says. “Just to see if 
there’s anything else we can see.”

As I lay there, I think of all the times I’ve laid in rooms 
like this before. None of these tests were ever done for 
the reason most women get ultrasounds. I start thinking 
about my future, if I’ll ever get to have that exciting kind 
of ultrasound, the kind a lot of my friends have to check 
on their babies. Then, I try to stop thinking because I 
can’t process that thought. I can’t process any of these 
thoughts. I want this to be over with. I want to go home. I 
want to be snuggled and hugged and told that everything 

is going to be fine. I want to wash this day off of me. 

Instead, I hear, “I don’t see anything unusual, but I’d like 
you to come back in six months to follow-up.”

“Will you send copies of this to my doctor?”

“Yes, of course.”
I walk out. As I do, I force myself to smile. When I redress 
into my own clothes, I hear other techs talking about what 
they’re doing for the holidays and I force myself to keep 
smiling. As I walk out of the office, I thank the receptionist, 
wish her happy holidays and I keep smiling. Making my 
way to the parking garage, a burst of cold air hits me. 

“Can these people tell?” I wonder. “Do they know? Can 
they read it on my face? Or does my smile hide it? Please, 
God, let it hide the confusion I’m feeling. Let this smile 
remind me that I’m fine. I have to be. Right?”

 Mary Kroeck
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Untitled - Tania Gonzalez
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Drift Away - Eric Kraybill  
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The Revisionist

Anjelica sat behind me in English class
and I had a chance. 
A legitimate chance. 
The kind that only comes around 
once 
in high school.

She said Hi to me
and What about your band?
I lied to look a little better,
but it only made me look worse.
She stopped talking to me
when I was too shy to talk back.
I awaited the perfect thing to say
but was too late when it came. 

No,
no.

I had my own thing going
and she was just a freshman
to my sophomore.
She didn’t understand
the complexities of conversations
in smoke-filled station wagons.
I gave her a shot and she blew it. 
She went off with some dude 
in a New Era cap,
I heard 
she sucked his dick.
So he said.

I never got her number.
Never bothered.
I guess I outgrew her
before I ever knew her. 

 Scott Brehman





Alone Together - Joseph Tinaglia  
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Haunted Apart - Joseph Tinaglia  
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a young woman

I.
 a young woman
  who did not steal my heart:
 she is not capable of loving me,
 wholeheartedly most days.
 sharing no moments of joy is all I can wish for—
 when the boat flipped and
  i was drowning,
   you chose saving me,
 holding my body close to you… 
        (now, that’s not nice, is it?)

II.
 a young woman [person]
  who did not steal my heart:
 she is not capable of loving me,
 wholeheartedly most days. [or]
 sharing no moments of joy is all I can wish for—
 when the boat flipped and
  i was drowning, [i]
    you chose saving me,
 holding my body close to you…
        [how does that feel?] 

  Abrahim Harb



The Great Perhaps 

The man has his hands shoved in his pockets
He walks softly upon the earth
His body spills with sadness
The wind wraps itself around him
Making him blush red from the cold
With his head hung low
He walked trying to find a Great Perhaps
And for a brief moment I catch him
Look at the sky
There is hurt in his eyes
His hands are shoved in his pockets
He watches the sun 
As it rises out of the depths of darkness
And then he continues his walk,
The whisper of his steps 
Echoed along the silent streets

 Najlah Iqbal
Coy - Tania Gonzalez
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Spiraling Into Infinity 

begin
exploring the uncommon
dive into
a permeable abyss

remove
abstract constructions
that hide
man-man ideals

become
the vehicle
that transports
into consciousness

journey
through
signs & signifiers
reveal

mysterious
notions
encapsulate
existence

condense
the essence
contain
infinite possibilities

represent
feelings, ideas, hypothesis
become
a dissector of words

opening up
the interior
no easy task
become a warrior

unsheathe a sword
to violently
demand an answer to why

do not be afraid
expose what is inside

 Alexandria Oborny



Thinker - Mary Kroeck



Exist in Infinity

thoughts
collected & contained
within these
paper thin spaces

not enough room
for endless explanations
need to be
concise

take the widest expanse
of our nature
condense it to
pulp perimeters

ideas
float away from
our earthly presence
grasp the strings

pull apart
constructed seams
holding fragile sentiments
expose what is inside

 Alexandria Oborny
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Belmont  - Brandon Sherrod



Share More Than I Think

The walls of our beings are privacy
Acting inward/outward think privately

Personal computer search inquiry
At home alone searching there privately 

Upload download stream of info they need
To know what’s on the screen peep privately

Peeping-tom in a voyeuristic scene
Binocular fix suppressed privately

Night: the teen on the household computer 
Typing quietly sex-chats privately 

Gone unseen creating desire a
Supplanting of the subject privately

Anonymous social interactions 
Destroy face with slow violence privately

Changing traditions of what’s now done in 
Public public love once done privately

Public love and easy drugs in the park
A batch of trees to sleep in privately

I’ve got a bed, a dog, and internet 
But I’ll tell you what I don’t: privacy

My wife and I in love hunkered down in
The cold should we share what’s said privately?

Does the internet know? better yet does
A stranger know what we search privately?
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Do they know? Will they come after us and 
Raid our home and invade our privacy? 

Do I share more than I think of myself? 
In a room with four walls for privacy

I, I. Feigle, know my name outside the
text and hold it close to me privately

 I.Feigle

Chatham - Brandon Sherrod
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At Once

 It has been said that a person will gradually 
become their parents as they age, no matter how hard they 
try not to. I don’t know what this means for me.  
 I was born to a mother and a father who couldn’t 
be more different from each other. Dad’s male, Mom’s 
female; Mom’s frequently late, Dad’s always on time; Dad’s 
Protestant, Mom’s Catholic; Mom goes to church, Dad 
does not; Dad votes Republican, Mom votes Democrat; 
Mom reads fiction and poetry, Dad reads history and 
politics; Dad takes a pill to deal with his cholesterol, Mom 
changes her diet; Mom quit smoking after I was born, Dad 
smokes through his emphysema. 
 If this means that I am bound for a life somewhere 
in between, I feel as though I’m already there. I don’t 
identify with any religion; I have never enthusiastically 
voted Republican or Democrat; my diet swings between 
being primarily plant-based to being centered around beef 
jerky and candy; instead of quitting, I now take breaks 
from smoking cigarettes that last from a few days to a 
couple years. Had I been born with some sort of gender 
dysphoria, it would only have made sense. 

 That said, my parents are divorced. While 
it happened rather unceremoniously, I was grateful 
throughout the entire process. Have you ever owed your 
roommate $20 that you never could seem to spare so you 
memorized his work schedule and sleeping patterns to 
make sure you’d never happen to run into him? I haven’t, 
but I imagine that’s how my parents were acting until my 
Dad moved out.  

 They divorced when I 
was about sixteen. 

I had really hit a stride with writing at that point in my life.  
I began writing as a way to trick my parents into thinking I 
was doing homework. At that point in my life, comfortable 
with my vocabulary, I began to explore my parents’ 
relationship to one another through written rants. It was 
then that I noticed the stark contrasts. 
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 From my late night ruminations, I made a few 
conclusions. First, the idea that opposites attract is, on the 
surface, irrelevant. Like those couples you see at baseball 
games with the guy wearing a White Sox hat and the 
girl wearing a Cubs shirt. It doesn’t matter that they like 
different teams. It matters that they both have the patience 
to sit through an entire baseball game. Or more to the 
point, it shows that they enjoy doing the same things with 
their respective free time. 
 The second thing that I realized is that age 
matters. As some customer at a coffee shop told me when 
I was eighteen, 

 “You won’t really know 
   yourself until you’re at 
   least thirty.” 

I can only interpret what he meant through my own 
experience. Over the past few months, my ambitions have 
swung from pursuing a lucrative job while abusing pomade 
to accepting an impoverished life of writing full time 

(past inclinations have been towards music, running and 
drinking). Even my idea of how an individual day should be 
structured has gone from waking up before the crack of 
dawn to go for a run, shave and have breakfast to staying 
up until sunrise and sleeping until noon. 
 My mother married around the age of twenty-six. If 
that customer’s words had any truth to them, I can assume 
that my mother’s goals and aspirations weren’t fully 
developed. Her early marriage and subsequent birthing 
of five children may have stunted her growth and played 
a part in dooming her relationship with my dad, who was 
already in his thirties. Her current life, post-marriage and 
without any young children to raise, seems to be focused 
on her interests and personal growth. Her rekindled 
dedication to self-discovery has taught me that, at this 
point in my life, I should be almost solely dedicated to 
pursuing my interests. 
 In a sense, I am becoming my mother.

 Scott Brehman
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A being    (An excerpt from the short science-fiction story)

Annie wondered if the fear that she felt through every inch 
of her body was the same as everybody else’s.

 Was it?

Was it? Does fear have to equate? Those thoughts resided 
within her consciousness. Was hers like the people who 
hid from a similar danger? When she ran in fear, was it 
exact in measure as she read from a history book? The 
testimonies she saw were from real survivors. Real people.
She was almost near the border. She was packed in. It was 
more than shoulder to shoulder. It was more than toe to 
toe. There was no inch of room amongst the masses. 

 And here I am.

And here she was. Another conscious being. Born into 
existence, though more like made. But nevertheless, 
unknowingly that not all fates are created equal. Though 
mankind has set human laws, codes of ethics and ways to 
speak of reason, we never listened to them. Instead, 

people always chose separation, who was better than who 
and who was more subservient to the other. 

 Why am I here?

Why indeed. But she knew. She thought she was born 
free and equal, but that’s not the case. Like the races she 
observed, she knew it was a matter of time before humans 
decided to differentiate from one another. That’s how it 
was. We are all beings—beings with eyes, mouths, faces, 
arms, hands, legs, hearts, minds and emotions.  But we 
define our humanity by saying there are differences within 
the physical structure. We classify each other although 
we exist and look like the same, straight down to the bare 
bones, people still believe there is reason to separate us 
from one another.

But she wasn’t “people.”

“Where are we going, Annie?”
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“I don’t know. We’ll know when we get there.”

She was in a large, over-sized peacoat. It was supposed to 
belong to a plump sized woman, but the thin girl needed it. 
Needed it to masquerade parts of her body. Those arms, 
hands, legs. But they didn’t cover her heart and her will. 
She thought back to the history while she was walking 
toe to toe with the little boy named Jimmy, who she met a 
few miles back. The boy wore an oversized black peacoat. 
They all did. They needed to.

Fleeting rags. She thought. Clothes on our backs.

She was near the border. She could tell because it made 
one large, merging road. At a distance, stadium lights 
appeared on each side, downward towards a blockade—
the entrance to their new “homeland.”

Fleeing home for another home. Possibly.

She then thought of the formation of birds. She wasn’t 
thinking she was “free as a bird.” She was thinking of 
migration patterns and compared it to immigration. She 

thought: “No one truly stays where they are, even when 
they want to. It’s always something that makes us have to 
find elsewhere.”

“Did you say something, Annie?”

“No, Jimmy.” “Here. Hold on to my hand, okay?”

“Okay.”

She didn’t want to scare the boy. If he did hear her, she 
would have lied about her words. She would have told 
the boy what she said was a “sweet thought.” Then she 
would’ve said, “We are free as birds.”

But we are not free. We are animals. Animals to animals.

 Joanna Zuno



Big Eye - Joshua Lustig  
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How to Get By

 On Sunday afternoons, Jodi’s dad gives her 
hickeys so he won’t have to worry about her talking to 
boys for the next week. He grabs a can of beer and leads 
her into the bathroom. The bright white lights offer sterility 
to the image that sticks with Jodi for the rest of the week. 
 Mr. Nilson cracks open the beer as they’re facing 
the mirror in silence. Jodi stares at her face until she only 
sees crooked lines, as if her skin has become translucent. 
Her feet feel cold against the tile floor. Later, she will take 
a shower just to pass the time. Emotionally, she will feel 
like a towel struggling to hold on to its shower rod. But she 
doesn’t fight this routine anymore. Instead, she accepts it 
as some thoughtless habit, like turning on the faucet nearly 
a minute before she is done brushing her teeth.  
 Mr. Nilson takes a quick sip of beer, turns the can 
down for air then up again for a longer pull. He swallows 
and exhales deeply to recover his breath and puts the can 
on top of the toilet. From behind, he puts his hands on 
Jodi’s upper arms, almost tenderly, to hold her steady. 
 “Tilt your head,” he says, motioning left with his 
own head. 

 Jodi looks at him in the mirror, still marveling at the 
absurd ordinariness of this ritual.

 “Okay now, hold still,” 
Mr. Nilson says. He leans in, parts his lips slightly and 
places them on Jodi’s neck. Making an “O” shape with 
his lips, he sucks hard for about twenty seconds. When 
finished, he stands up straight, wipes the saliva from 
around his mouth and inspects his work, like a father who 
is teaching his son how to shave. But this is to teach Jodi 
a lesson. The meaning of this lesson has become unclear 
to Jodi. 
 It started last August. Jodi’s sophomore year had 
just begun, her first at Whitney since moving to the city 
with her dad. Mr. Nilson was having a beer on the front 
porch when Jodi approached, escorted by a brawny boy 
with facial hair full enough to pass for a college student. 
They were holding hands. On Jodi’s neck was a fresh 
hickey, newly red behind her long, blonde hair. 



59

 The two stopped on the sidewalk in front of the 
next-door neighbor’s house, seemingly unaware of Mr. 
Nilson’s presence. Jodi released her hand from the boy’s 
and, in one motion, turned and threw her arms around his 
neck, tip-toeing to peck him on the lips. She heard a grunt 
in the moment her eyes were closed and heard the front 
door of her house slam shut as she released her arms from 
around the boy’s neck. 

 “See you tomorrow, 
   Michael,” 
she said quietly, but there was now an undercurrent of 
nervousness beneath her previously carefree smile. 
 Michael nodded in response and walked away 
in the direction from where they had come. When Jodi 
showed up to school the next day with a second hickey, 
Michael refused to talk to her.  
 Jodi wore either a turtleneck or a scarf every day 
after Michael stopped speaking to her. She was pretty 
enough to make such a fashion statement without being 

openly scrutinized. Her position in the social structure 
climbed as her hidden bruises quickly faded from her 
classmates’ collective consciousness. 
 She caught my attention in early May when the 
weather became too warm for her to keep wearing a 
turtleneck or scarf on a daily basis. Although she acted 
unaware of the marks on her neck, her spot in the social 
hierarchy quickly began to plummet. 
 I found her hickeys to be incredibly attractive, 
especially after hearing the full story. I had yet to lose 
my virginity and Jodi seemed like the most promising 
prospect. Her own father was practically endorsing her as 
a candidate. And word had it that she sucked Michael’s 
dick, but that kind of thing is impossible to confirm. 
Michael kept quiet and kids eventually stopped asking. 
 The first few times I tried to talk to Jodi didn’t 
go well at all. She still had the pride that her prior status 
had afforded and I wasn’t exactly in that upper realm of 
attractive dudes. I’m a junior, which seems too young for 
Jodi; my scrawny frame can’t compare to Michael or any 
other athlete. And I don’t care about school in the most 
unattractive way—not in some rebellious form of protest, 
but because I genuinely don’t give a fuck. 
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 I haven’t understood geometry class since we 
reviewed algebra on the first day. I wasn’t sure why I kept 
coming back until I first noticed Jodi. She had managed 
to pass by me like a ghost almost the entire school year. 
Maybe it was her conservative fashion choices, her hidden 
amenities. Or maybe her unattainability.
 Our initial interactions had the coarse and 
awkward feelings of asking the introverted kid for 
yesterday’s notes. Maybe I’m that introverted kid. 
Imagining the possibilities makes it nearly impossible to 
hold my composure. Today is my third attempt.  
 Mr. Barrett is now facing the dry-erase board, 
explaining some math equation and its relationship to 
various shapes. There’s chalk all over the right pant leg of 
his brown corduroys from where he keeps wiping his hand. 
Jodi’s desk is one row in front of me, one aisle over. She’s 
wearing tight jeans and a pink polo. My chest warms, like 
after a shot of whiskey. I make my move.

 “Hey, Jodi,” I whisper. 
  “Yeah?” she says, barely turning her head in my 

direction.
 “No, I mean, ‘Hey, Jodi.’”
 “What?”
 I hesitate.
 Then class ends and she grabs her purse and 
walks out the door before I can clear my desk. She’s left 
faster every time since I first tried to talk to her. It’s her 
way of acknowledging me, I think. She’s noticing me. I’m 
having an effect on her. I’m gaining ground. 
 After school, Devin and I sit in my backyard and 
play chess and drink beer and smoke cigarettes while my 
parents are at work. They’re getting divorced and often 
only come home to sleep. Dad still keeps the old Y2K 
room stocked with beer and cartons of cigarettes he buys 
on his trips to Lake County. In case this whole divorce 
thing is just a phase, maybe. In case they ever have friends 
over again. He’s never kept a close inventory. I have taken 
enough of his stock to build my own Y2K room in my 
closet. 
 Devin’s waiting in the yard when I get there. He’s 
a neighborhood friend. We met three years ago through 
a mutual friend whom we have since excommunicated. 
Those childhood friendships aren’t built to last. Devin’s 
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sitting in a green cast-iron chair that’s one of five around 
a big glass-topped table on the brick patio. He wears 
khakis and a forest-green polo, abiding by his Catholic 
school’s dress code. At first I don’t see him against all the 
shrubbery that my mom planted in a stupor one Sunday at 
the beginning of spring. 
 “Anything on the radar?” Devin asks once we’re 
settled into our game. He advances a pawn. “Still going 
after Stephana?”
 “Naw, man. Got this new chick—she’s so fucking 
hot,” I say, exhaling smoke. “Quiet hot. Doesn’t say much. 
And I think she wants to fuck me. We kinda walk together 
after class.”
 “She wants your nuts? Good job, man. You talk to 
her?”
 “Yeah, y’know. A little,” I say, moving my bishop 
into position, suddenly drunk on the confidence of plotting 
a conquest. “Check.”
 Devin smirks. “Sounds outta your league,” he 
says, accurately. But he doesn’t know about her hickeys 
and I don’t bother to mention them. 
 “I can get her to like me.”

 The next day, Friday, I’m still on my unfounded 
kick of confidence. Jodi shows up late. She looks 
flustered. I’ve heard the talk in the hallways. Slut. Whore. 
Easy. I assume she has, too. Lately, she’s been walking 
the hallways alone. Two weeks ago that would have been 
unheard of. Would’ve had a trail of admirers. Now she has 
passing lanes of gawkers. She takes a seat at her desk.
 “Oh, hey, Jodi,” I say, trying to play it cool. 
 She looks back at me and holds my gaze. 
 I look down, sheepishly. 

 She smiles. 
 After school I follow her home from half a block 
back and on the opposite side of the street. Just to see 
where she lives. To scout her. To see if there are any 
playable angles I may have missed.
 She’s walking alone, purse on her arm. It’s like 
she never carries school supplies. Her blonde hair flutters 
in even the slightest breeze of warm air. She’s wearing a 
flowery summer dress with no back. It’s killing me. I don’t 
even realize I’m walking, I’m so enamored. She walks with 
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casual confidence, at once laid back and intent. I can feel 
the blinders of tunnel vision narrowing around my mind’s 
eye.
 She takes Adams Street east. A passing 
westbound sedan honks twice. She turns in my direction 
as it passes, following the driver with her eyes. I duck 
behind a parked minivan, praying she didn’t see me. 
 The sedan is gone. I crouch, rising slowly to peek 
through the tinted back windows. Jodi’s staring in my 
direction, eyebrows furrowed in confusion. I freeze. She 
takes a step in my direction. My heart rate doubles. She 
stops, sighs, turns back toward home and begins walking 
at a quicker pace. I fall to a seat on the curb.
 On Monday I shrink into my desk. The weekend 
was a blur of panicked thoughts and “I fucked ups.” Even 
getting high didn’t calm me down. Devin had to stay up 
drinking with me until five AM two nights in a row and 
listen to my ruined future. How I’d never get that chance. 
How I’d accidentally wait until marriage. How I’d end up 
marrying some pilled-out, plain-looking chick. Just like my 
dad did. 
 My eyes are bleary from not sleeping last night, 
from the anticipated embarrassment of seeing Jodi in math 

class. This class. Right now. How she’ll tell everyone that I 
stalked her. 
 Mr. Barrett steps from behind his desk to the front 
of the class. Brown corduroys. Rumor has it he doesn’t 
wear deodorant. “Good morning, class,” he begins. “Hope 
you all had a nice weekend.”
 And then I tune him out. Class is spotty. It seems 
like every other desk is vacant. Today is one of several 
unofficial ditch days. Almost the end of the year. Warm 
outside. Out the window and across the street is the 
police academy. I watch a group of new recruits run by. A 
minute later, a smaller group of slower recruits jog past. A 
few minutes after that, one final recruit. He’s walking. His 
hands are clasped together behind his head to catch his 
breath. He is completely unprepared for this. 
 “Riley,” Mr. Barrett calls to me, breaking my trance. 
He would prefer that I at least pretend to pay attention. 

 “Would you like to 
answer number seven 
on the board?”



63

 “Oh, no, thank you,” I reply, then shuffle some 
papers and focus on the mole on the back of the neck of 
the girl sitting in front of me. Jodi isn’t here today. 
 
 Jodi wasn’t in class Tuesday, either, and on 
Wednesday I almost don’t go. But I do. The desk next to 
mine is open, as is Jodi’s. She comes in as Mr. Barrett is 
starting class and takes the seat next to me. This week’s 
hickey looks like it’s pulsing. Black and blue. It almost 
looks fake, like a sticker. She has her hair down and is 
slightly hunched forward, trying to cover her neck. 
 “Hey, Riley,” she whispers.
 “Hey, Jodi, wanna get lunch together?” I ask, 
completely forgetting that I’m nervous and terrified in her 
presence. It just slips out. Suddenly, I’m in shock. Now I’m 
staring at her cute, slightly upturned nose. Now into her 
big, algae-green eyes. 
 She smiles.

 Within two weeks, we’re a thing. We’re going 
steady. She’s mine. The school year will not end, but I 
don’t complain.  

 I show her my strengths and try to hide my 
weaknesses. I’m two inches taller than her, but I make it 
seem like an entire foot. I walk tall and insist on showing 
off what little strength I have. I open doors, bottles of soda, 
and bags of pretzels. She tells me I’m hot and it goes to 
my head. All of a sudden I think I have a chance with any 
girl I want. 
 I don’t reciprocate the compliment because it’s 
obvious how hot she is. She should be well aware. But she 
isn’t. 

We fight. We make up. We 
make out. 

 We hang out in my room and watch Titanic, then 
Die Hard, then Titanic and then Die Hard. Over and over 
and over.  John McClane makes some witty quip that I only 
register subconsciously. But I laugh anyways.
And Jodi takes her hand out of my pants and zips them 
up. 
 “What?” I ask, playfully.
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 “You weren’t paying attention.”
 I don’t argue. I grin and bear it. I roll with the 
punches and go back to kissing her. I put my hand 
between her legs. By the end of the day, I’m incapable of 
quoting a single line from either movie, but I can anticipate 
every movement of her tongue. I know how to make her 
breathing go heavy in two seconds.

  *  * *
 Devin calls me. “The fuck have you been, man?”
 “I’ve been lucky,” I say.
 “How lucky? You a man yet?”
 “I’m getting there,” I say. “I’m almost there.” 
 “Right, right. Smoke and a beer?”
 “Tomorrow,” I say. “Or this weekend.”
 

 “What the hell?”
 “Jodi doesn’t want me drinking too much. Told her 
I wouldn’t.”

 “You’re whipped, man.”
 I don’t argue. 

 By week three I can’t take it. I need to get in her 
pants. 
 We’re holding hands as we walk down Jackson, 
taking the roundabout route to her house. The one that 
passes by my house. She’s wearing another one of her 
summer dresses, this one a sun-soaked yellow, naturally 
faded. Her skin ripens in the sun like a peach. She looks 
like she only exists in perfect weather. Eighties, sunny, 
warm breezes. Except for those hickeys. One fresh, one 
fading. By the time one fades away, a new one takes its 
place. Always in the same two spots. 
 And suddenly I can’t tell if I’m being over-
sympathetic to those hickeys. People assume they’re my 
doing, I’m sure. But they’re fucking hideous. They look like 
miniature versions of that bruise on my thigh from after I 
was hit by a pitch in Little League.  
 With my middle finger, I trace the little lines on her 
palms. I squeeze her hand and stop walking. I pull her arm 
around so we’re facing each other. I put my hands on her 
upper arms. My breathing goes deep. My pulse quickens. 
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There’s no turning back. 
 “What’s the matter?” she asks.
 “Jodi,” I say, looking directly into her eyes— 
Through her eyes until they’re reduced to crooked lines 
surrounded by crooked lines. Then I gulp down some saliva 
and blink a long blink. “I love you.”
 Her eyes light up, regaining their form. If it’s 
possible for eyes to smile, she’s doing it—softly, with 
her mouth and her entire being. “Yes,” she says. “I love 
you, too.” She’s glowing. I’m sixteen years old and I have 
women all figured out. 
 “Let’s go back to my place,” I say.
 “Yes.”

 And then I was a man. It was that easy. 
 Afterward I walked her home and accidentally met 
her dad. Briefly. We had approached the house side by 
side, making no physical contact. Just in case. He was on 
the porch, drinking a beer. I didn’t see him at first. I walked 
her right up to the front steps. He made me walk up the 
steps. He introduced himself and shook my hand, clasping 
his left hand to my shoulder. I had made the right decision 
by not giving her a third hickey. 

 And then I met Devin at Clarke’s and ate eggs, 
bacon, hash browns, French toast and biscuits and gravy. 
Devin couldn’t believe it. He just sat there, sipping his shitty 
coffee, watching me go to town on that poor meal. It took 
three refills of water to wash it all down. I slammed the 
empty plastic cup on the table, culminating the end of my 
meal.
 “So, dude, what’s up?” Devin asks. 
 “Wow,” I say. “Y’know, it’s exactly what you think 
it’s going to be like, but so real. I mean—wow.” I sit back in 
my seat, grinning. “What about you, got any prospects?”

“Does Jodi have any friends?”
 I laugh and wonder why I hadn’t already asked 
myself this question. 

 “Daddy likes you,” Jodi tells me. 
 We’re sitting on some swings at Skinner Park, 
across the street from school. I want a cigarette, but I 
purposefully left my pack at home. Told Jodi I quit for her. 
Now I’m regretting it. It’s Wednesday. I’m five days into 
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manhood. “He barely even met me,” I argue.
 “Yeah, but he said you look like a good guy. Says 
he can tell,” she says. She’s being flirty and cutesy and I’m 
not sure how I’m taking it. Something has changed.
 “Does he know about us?”
 “Of course not,” she says through a laugh that 
sounds like a toy train derailing. 

“He’s my dad. He’d kill you. 
So I told him you’re gay.” 
 I don’t respond. On her neck is one hickey, half 
faded. Where her second one should be is what looks like 
a barely noticeable liver spot. I have broken their father-
daughter bond. 
 “I told him you keep your eye on me,” she says 
with a smile. 
 We sit there talking for another hour, but I suddenly 
become aloof. More than once, I catch myself staring at 
the remnants of her hickeys. She’s talking about college 
or how much she loves me or something and I’m getting 
anxious. Or nervous. Like when I first tried talking to her. 

Like the first time I needed a cigarette. On the edge of 
the park are the police recruits—the second group, finally 
figuring out how to get by.
 And then I don’t like her anymore. I don’t know 
how it happens. Something just clicks. Like a light switch 
turning down my interest in this poor girl. In a few months, 
I will try to convince her to reenact our fleeting love, but for 
now I can’t even look at her. Her hickeys are repulsive. Her 
nose is too upturned. Who is this girl? What was I thinking? 
I look away. 
 She stops talking. She can sense the change. 
 So I tell her. I try to be polite. I say, “Jodi, look. I’m 
a junior and you’re a sophomore. I’m going to graduate 
before you. This is stupid. I think we should spend time 
with our friends instead.”
 I don’t even give her time to react. I see her eyes 
swell, but I’m off the swing and across the park before the 
tears reach the surface. Directly ahead of me is that out-of-
shape recruit, again with hands on his head, still struggling 
to get by. The others made it look so much easier. I wonder 
why Jodi is having such a strong reaction while I remain 
unmoved. But I keep walking. And I only look back twice. 
 
 Scott Brehman
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Filipina American

I am an American
But to most I’m still “Filipina”.

Filipina, a category:
“She should be Filipino first,” 
    said the family friends.
“She should be a Filipino lady,” 
    said the women in my family.
“She should do what all others are doing,” 
    said the Filipino community.

That’s what my “people” call me. The Filipinos.

Filipina, a category:
“You’re not Asians, Filipino,” said the Asian Americans.
“You’re a servant,” said the foreign Americans.
“What kind of Asian are you?” asked the American man.
“Suck my Fila-penis,” said the American harasser. 

That’s what my “people” call me. The Americans.

There I am: categorized.

There I am: stereotyped.

There I am: racially profiled—even more disturbing—
By the masses of the melting pot,
The collection of a diversified nation.

There I am: something else, not pure American,
Not truly American.
Although born here, 
I’m tied to a foreign identity I do not know,     
Like every other race.

That’s me: A Filipina American.

 Joanna Zuno
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A Land of Libertines
                                                                                                              
I ride through a land of libertines,
sodium vapor lights, mid-morning dreams
that lurch me forward and out of my seat
through the doors and onto the street. 

The kids file out in a long parade,
a solemn stream in requiem haze.
Without any pretense, the police stand by 
forcing us all to stay alive.

Walking in a purgatory of unproven self-worth
with fallen angels in combat boots,
I’ve learned not to linger on the streets;
I won’t let them teach me to taste my teeth.

Eyes averted, face in my jacket.
Their power’s in numbers and I’m all alone. 
A ray of light, a glimmer of hope,
a burning cigarette with a horrible glow.

Quicken my pace, 
I exhale steam and smoke
like footsteps on a conveyor belt,
a rat wheel, or a bad joke. 

Sprint to the platform out of breath.
Train rail lightning storm,
roll the thunder, 
I’m coming home.

 Scott Brehman
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Check-out

Housekeeping’s rattling cart
rolls past in stereo, shifting
shadows ripple ruffled curtains
quivering in the steady
high cool of air conditioning.
 Last night, well past the posted
ten o’clock curfew, sweaty
guests splashed in the pool, chlorine
puckering sun-swollen hands
and reddening whites of eyes.
  Later, hydraulic brakes 
hissed, a door slammed; boot steps
approached, stopped, paused
in cricketed quiet, interrupted
by the plosh of something
big hitting water, and walked away.

Vacuum cleaner wheezes
through thin walls. Car
engines start, idle, then depart.
Six cigarette butts, evenly spaced
between yellow lines, waver unsteadily
in the lazy morning breeze.
   In the pool’s
deep end, distorted through
five feet of blue-green water,
a sunken sink—white elbow pipe
veining from its basin—lolls
like a discarded metal heart.

  Larry O. Dean
* 

* 
*



The Rock Star

Birth
The Rock Star is born at exactly midnight on a rainy 
evening. His father brings a turntable with him to the 
delivery room. A stack of records lies on the gurney next to 
the Rock Star’s mother while she gives birth. The turntable 
is plugged into the same outlet that powers the IVs and 
heart rate monitors.

Early Years
Power chords and steady beats lull the Rock Star to 
sleep. His mother constantly yells at him for having long 
hair, but the Rock Star doesn’t believe in haircuts. He falls 
asleep with his headphones plugged into his ears. He 
goes through nineteen pairs of headphones before the age 
of ten. The lines of his notebook are filled with lyrics and 
sketches of guitars. Mr. Colvin, the school’s sixth-grade 
English teacher, tells the Rock Star’s parents that he needs 
to pay more attention to his homework. 
 The Rock Star’s father buys him a guitar for his 
twelfth birthday instead. The Rock Star learns three chord 

D. A. G. He practices daily in his room.

Flunking Out
The Rock Star flunks out after his sophomore year of high 
school.

First Band
The Rock Star joins his first band two minutes after 
flunking out of high school. He meets Dean, a bass 
player, and Roger, a drummer, on the bus home after 
leaving the principal’s office. They decide to form 
a band, writing sappy love songs about fake girlfriends 
with their cheap guitars. They call themselves The 
Bystanders.

First Date
Flannery, the Rock Star’s homely, red-haired neighbor, 
agrees to go out with the Rock Star on a rainy Friday night. 
The Rock Star mistakenly thinks the date is on Saturday 
night so he plays a show with the Bystanders on Friday 
instead. Flannery waits for him in the rain all evening. 
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The Rock Star staggers up to the front door at two in the 
morning, stale beer on his breath. He faints at Flannery’s 
feet. She kicks him in the side with one of her thick high 
heels and runs home with makeup running down her 
cheeks. The Rock Star stirs. The dark sky looks hazy and 
red through his bloodshot eyes.
 “Hey, Flannery!” slurs the Rock Star into the night. 
 He trudges up to his room and tries to write a 
song before passing out. The same two words are written 
over and over again in his notebook when he wakes up in 
the morning.
 Hey, Flannery! Hey, Flannery! Hey, Flannery! 
 He comes up with three chords (D, A, G) and 
shows the song to Roger and Dean. Dean likes it, but 
Roger doesn’t. The Rock Star hits Roger over the head 
with his weathered guitar. They practice daily in the 
garage.

Up the Charts
“Hey, Flannery!” hits number one on the charts. 

Touring Europe
The Bystanders tour Europe. They stay in the finest hotels 

and order the most expensive room service. 
The Rock Star becomes used to the fishy taste of smoked 
salmon and caviar. Screaming fans stream around the 
hotel room as the Rock Star tries to sleep. He wakes up 
with bloodshot eyes every morning.
 The record label hires a driver named Ken to take 
the Bystanders around Europe in a shiny white Mercedes. 
The Rock Star practices daily in the car.

New Chord
The Rock Star learns how to play an E chord.

Red Jolly Ranchers
The Rock Star doesn’t like red Jolly Ranchers. The color 
makes his blood boil.

Father’s Death
The Rock Star’s father dies suddenly after stepping on a 
live wire at work. The Rock Star dedicates a show to him 
at the Chicago Theater. The live album hits number one on 
the charts. The Rock Star doesn’t accept any of the profits 
from the record company. He donates the money to the 
Red Cross instead.

72



Privacy
The Rock Star reads about himself in the local paper on a 
daily basis. He becomes numb to the sight of his own face. 
He longs for fifteen minutes of solitude in a comfy bed 
while signing autographs for thousands of fans. Blaring 
lights from dozens of cameras make him see spots on the 
world around him.
 “What have I done to deserve all this?” the Rock 
Star thinks. He can’t come up with an answer.

Vices
Sex, drugs and rock n’ roll. He practices daily in his hotel 
rooms.

Seeing Red
A roadie named Elvis forgets to remove the red Jolly 
Ranchers from the backstage jar before a show. The Rock 
Star beats him over the head with his guitar. So he gets 
two months for assault. He practices daily in his cell.
Burning
The scar from Flannery’s kick burns the Rock Star when he 
tries to sit down.

Dean and Roger
Dean and Roger visit the Rock Star in jail. They tell him 
that they are leaving the Bystanders after the Jolly Rancher 
incident. They both join German avant-garde bands and 
fade into obscurity.

Unplugged
The Rock Star is released from prison on a sunny 
afternoon. Only twenty-three, his whole life is ahead of 
him. He buys an acoustic guitar and attempts a solo 
career. His first album is called Red Jolly Ranchers. It gets 
reamed in the press: one star out of five. The Rock Star 
tries to cope. He practices daily in his motel room.

Marriage
The Rock Star has to pay for the casino’s ten-dollar buffet 
after playing a show in the lounge. Washed up at twenty-
seven, he bumps into Flannery while reaching for a chicken 
wing, right under the blazing red lights of the buffet. They 
rehash old times over the runny mashed potatoes while 
the Rock Star runs his hand through her thick, red hair. 
He shows her the scar on his side. Flannery laughs and 

73



apologizes, wondering what could have ever led her to do 
such a thing. 
 The Rock Star is relieved to learn that Flannery has 
never heard “Hey, Flannery!” before. She offers him a job 
working for her dad’s life insurance company, providing 
an entry level job at a base salary. The Rock Star accepts 
without a second thought. He visits her the following 
afternoon to pick up some paperwork. Sparks fly. They are 
together every minute of the next two weeks. They elope 
to Las Vegas on a cold Christmas Eve.
 The Rock Star spends most of the honeymoon 
studying the life insurance paperwork. His acoustic guitar 
sits in a red trash can across the street. Flannery nibbles at 
his ear. He practices daily at the Circus Circus.

First Policy
The Rock Star’s first life insurance sale is to himself. A rock 
solid plan.

Death
The Rock Star dies two minutes after purchasing his own 
policy after choking on a red Jolly Rancher. It’s a first for 
the coroner. Dean and Roger attend the funeral, held at 

midnight in the rainy darkness. Streams of red makeup run 
like snakes down Flannery’s cheeks. The Rock Star’s guitar 
is buried with him, the one he received from his father 
on his twelfth birthday. A green sticker with the words 
PRACTICE MAKES PERFECT is peeling off of it. It’s a 
quiet, tense funeral. Flannery receives a check in the mail a 
few days later. The Rock Star’s life insurance plan includes 
death by falling. He’s covered.

 Nick Pecucci
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Sure

 Should I come over?
 He kept looking at the text, wondering what his 
response should be.  Of course, he wanted her to come over.  
As soon as he looked at the message, images ran through his 
head.  Dirty images.  He imagined his hand across her skin 
and his tongue gliding over her areolas and his toes curled 
and groin tightened.  But sex wasn’t the only thing on his mind 
either.
 “Sure,” Matt replied.  Sure.  It really was the perfect 
response.  A “yes” is something so definite.  It says, 
“Absolutely, I want you to come over.”  Matt didn’t.  His 
answer was conciliatory.  He wasn’t sure he could continue 
doing this to her, lying to himself and reassuring himself that it 
was alright for her to come over because she wanted to come 
over.  The sex was always good.  Really good.  And she was a 
knockout.
 But the truth was that Claudette didn’t really want 
to come over.  Matt had been to her apartment since it 
happened.  He showed up the morning after a Halloween 
party, still in his Ghostbusters costume.  She answered the 
door almost as if she was in a daze, almost like she was 

Secluded - Kasia B. Garzel  
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stoned, but she didn’t smoke weed.  The apartment was 
cold, like all the windows were open letting in the fall chill, 
but the windows were closed and it smelled like cat shit.  
The litterbox was overflowing.  Claudette hadn’t left her 
room in days.
 “Do you want to eat some breakfast first or do you 
want to get right to it?”  Claudette didn’t even look at him.
 “No, coffee.”
 She poured a cup of last night’s coffee—two cups, 
black.  Matt raised the cup to his lips and caught its sour 
smell.  Everything was stale in that apartment.
 “I don’t know if I want to do it,” she finally said, 
making eye contact for the first time.  “Could you maybe 
just hold me?”  
 Matt lay in her bed and held her until the late 
afternoon when he finally said, “Sorry, but I really need to 
be going.”

 “It’s ok.”  It wasn’t.
 Matt set the phone down on his bedside table and 

sat up in bed.  He grabbed the bowl sitting next to it and 
smoked its contents.  He needed to be high for this.  At 
least then he’d have an excuse for sleeping with her again.
 “Okay I’ll come by,” she texted back.
 “Ok.”  He pushed Send.  He’d stored nudes of her 
in his phone.  Maybe looking at some of them might get 
him at least somewhat enthusiastic about seeing her.  But 
he realized what pictures he’d have to scroll past to see 
them.  A picture of the two of them at the zoo.  A picture 
of her across the table from him at Starbucks sipping her 
coffee and grinning at him.  Countless selfies of them 
smiling together temple to temple.  Anybody who saw 
those pictures would obviously conclude that they were in 
love.
 It was snowing outside.  Matt could feel the chill 
through the poor insulation of his bedroom.  He traced 
the crack on the ceiling and followed a moth as it crawled 
its way toward the corner and down the wall.  It was 
as deathly quiet as the hospital room that morning last 
summer.
 Claudette called when she was outside and Matt 
let her in without a word until they climbed to the top of the 
stairs and into his apartment.
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 “You want a beer?” he asked, taking her coat.
 “No.”

 “I agree.  I’ll have whiskey 
instead,” 
he chuckled, realizing his lame joke to lighten the mood fell 
flat.
 Matt leaned on the wall of the living room sipping his 
whiskey while Claudette sat on the love seat by herself.  She 
was still beautiful.  Her long, dirty blonde hair fell over her 
shoulders, touching her very large breasts.  Wordlessly, she 
got up and walked toward the bedroom.
 “You coming?”
 After they undressed in the dark, Matt lay down next 
to her and kissed her cigarette mouth, running his fingers 
down the notches of her spine.  He wanted her, but he felt 
nothing and rolled over onto his back.  He could hear her 
breath, but she was so far away.  How could it have come 
to this?  Sleeping with a stranger, the woman he had once 
planned to marry.  “You would have made a great mother,” 
he muttered, his upper lip quivering, and they wept for their 
stillborn son.

 Jacob Topp

Secluded (part 2) - Kasia B. Garzel  
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Earth’s Reign

immortalizing the plastics
washing the waters

regurgitating the morsels

extending death
of a platonic star

human the stomping
eroding the now

vanishing the here

wasteful fight
on a unsuspecting star

free the saving
deforest the geology
present the holocene

inevitable cancer
on an assassinated star

adopting the errors
convincing the dirty death

tomorrow the gone

sapiens in a party dress

 Cynthia Garcia

Guardian Angel - Abrahim Harb



Artist & Author Biographies

Scott Brehman is unemployed and 
uninspired. His work is derivative of 
the apathy and exhaustion inherent in 
the weathering of Chicago’s winters. 
Brehman’s writing has appeared on 
various wide-reaching websites such 
as MySpace, Xanga, and DiaryLand. 
Information about his personal life 
can be inferred from certain details 
present in his prose and poetry.   

Elbert Tavon Briggs was born in 
1952 in Minneapolis, Minn. and raised 
in Omaha, Neb. He studied at NEIU 
and currently resides in Chicago, Ill, 
collaborating with the Randolph Street 
Poets at the Chicago Cultural Center. 
His poems often reflect his lifelong 
commitment to incorporate poetry, 
music, art, dance, and drama to give 
voice to the voiceless. Briggs served 
in the United States Army, graduated 
from Arizona State University, and 
served two years in AmeriCorps 
fighting the war on poverty in the 
Lower Delta.

Alisa Burris is a graduate student 
in the English department at NEIU 
and enjoys every moment of this 
intellectual experience. She’s pursuing 
her master’s degree in literature 
while happily working as a graduate 
assistant in the English department. 
Additionally, she loves to contribute 
as one of the fiction and copy editors 
of SEEDS. Her story, “Candy on Top,” 
was inspired by years of witnessing 
office politics at numerous television 
stations, where she was employed as 
a writer/producer/editor in a past life.
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Larry O. Dean was born and 
raised in Flint, Mich. His numerous 
books include Brief Nudity (2013), 
Basic Cable Couplets (2012), abbrev 
(2011), About the Author (2011), 
and I Am Spam (2004). He teaches 
in the English department at NEIU, 
works as a poet-in-residence in the 
Chicago Public Schools, and is also 
an acclaimed songwriter whose most 
recent solo album, Good Grief is due 
later this year. 

I. Feigle is from Phoenix, Ariz. and 
now lives in Chicago, Ill., working as 
an audio engineer and life-student. 
His poetry struggles to utilize poetic 
devices such as anaphora, alliteration, 
and concrete imagery to take hold and 
pick apart themes not often explored. 
Feigle’s poetry is written to dig-up 
and display artifacts, paying homage 
to geography, avant-garde culture, 
and the poetry of Carl Sandburg, 
Gertrude Stein, and Elizabeth Bishop. 
He represented NEIU in Chicago’s 
15th annual Citywide Undergraduate 
Poetry Festival and is a contributing 
writer/copyeditor to the literary arts 
journal, SEEDS - for which he is also 
the president.

Cynthia Garcia has a career in 
running that spans over 40 years and 
she has collected a countless number 
of running bibs and medals. In June of 
2011 she began training to pursue her 
life-long dream of running the Boston 
Marathon for which she has succeed 
twice. It has become an honor that 
she has worked vigorously for and she 
holds these accomplishments dear 
to her heart. In addition to running 
marathons, writing, reading and 
dabbling in the occasional drawing, 
Garcia is a sophomore working 
toward her bachelor’s degree in 
English at NEIU. She lives in Chicago 
with her family. She is expected to 
graduate in spring 2017. 
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Kasia B. Garzel is a senior art 
major at NEIU with a concentration 
in graphic design. Her collages, 
express thoughts on current issues 
while others involve her deep interest 
in the universe, space and nature. 
Her art was chosen for the cover of 
the fall 2014 issue of SEEDS and 
has been published in previous 
issues as well. Garzel’s art has been 
featured in group exhibits: the Annual 
Juried Show, the Student Juried 
Art Exhibition and the Art of Politics 
Exhibition and was awarded Best 
in 2D in the 2013 Juried Student 
Show at NEIU. Garzel will graduate 
in May 2015 and plans to continue 
her development as an artist and 
designer.

Tania Gonzalez creates high-end 
ceramics and explores the wonders 
of femininity with acrylics on canvas. 
She credits her grade school and high 
school art teachers for going out of 
their way to help her harness her craft. 
They continue to encourage her to 
communicate her troubles and fears 
through her art. Her favorite moments 
are spent creating masterpieces and 
practicing yoga with her daughter. 
Gonzalez’ work is currently on display 
at—Hoti art gallery in Elgin, Ill. and 
Carosh Gallery in Chicago, Ill.

Abrahim Harb (Herv) is a poet, 
writer and photographer. In 2005, 
Herv took a photography seminar 
on a trip to the Owasippe Scout 
Reservation. This is where he first 
picked up a camera and it fell into 
place from there. He actively began 
writing in late 2010, both with a 
creative and journalistic incline after 
being urged by an acquaintance 
to submit to a literary magazine. In 
2011 and 2012, he was awarded 
The Harold Wilcox Award for Literary 
Excellence for his achievements on 
The Wright Side Literary Magazine. In 
April 2014, at the end of his term in 
charge, Herv was the recipient of the 
Wilson Media Award at NEIU for his 
work as the editor-in-chief & social 
media coordinator at SEEDS.
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Najlah Iqbal fell in love with words 
at a very young age. She started 
writing in the sixth grade but was not 
serious about it until high school. In 
tenth grade, in the back of her English 
class, she scribbled down her first 
poem. Since then she has performed 
at open mics at her school, and wrote 
about things that she thinks need 
to be addressed by society. This is 
where she learned and grew as a 
writer. Her work was published in the 
fall 2014 edition of SEEDS as well 
as various online literary magazines 
and her high school literary journal. 
Her inspiration comes from strange 
places, like a person’s smile or a 
particular fluffy cloud in the vast sky. 
Often, you will find her cuddled up 
on the couch with her nose in a book 
or writing rapidly in her journal with 
coffee by her side. 

Eric Kraybill is an artist from 
Northfield, Ill. He attended Oakton 
Community College where in 2013 
he earned his associate’s degree 
in liberal arts. Kraybill centers his 
influences from known artists like 
Tony Fritz Patrick, Jim Fritz Patrick, 
Clive Barker, Frank Franzetta, and 
Caravaggio.
Kraybill finds deep fascination in 
the world of mythology, surrealism, 
and fantasy which has lead him to 
storytelling to communicate with 
people about struggles and triumphs 
over impossible odds. He found that 
the use of iconography adds different 
meanings to his paintings; each one 
complementing the opposite portrait, 
based on their different patterns and 
emotional energy.

Mary Kroeck is a Chicago 
native. She is a literary, visual and 
performance artist. She is also an arts 
educator, administrator and activist. 
Kroeck received her bachelor’s degree 
in interdisciplinary arts from Columbia 
College Chicago and is currently 
attending NEIU as a graduate student 
in the communication, media and 
theater department. 
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Joshua Lustig is an artist who 
chooses to revolve his world 
around his work. His days are spent 
researching every bit of art history 
and symbolism to the depths of its 
true core. These absolute truths are 
then carefully constructed into layers 
of intricate detail, outlining a vision 
of society today as it exists in his 
mind. Words are merely not enough 
for Lustig. He combines symbols, 
hidden ideas, hints to unknowns, 
and theories into his visual work. 
Lustig wants the audience to see their 
surroundings differently and make 
their own assumptions, have their own 
ideas and not be afraid to stray off the 
“normal” path, just as his journey with 
art began when he started to walk that 
path himself. 

Alexandria Oborny is an English 
major at NEIU in her senior year. She 
self-identifies as a New Romantic. Her 
inspiration comes from nature and 
oftentimes her poetry revolves around 
this theme. She is passionate about 
writing and music. The power of the 
individual can be seen in her works, 
and ultimately invites the reader to 
connect with their inner selves.

Nick Pecucci is 23 years old and 
resides in Chicago, Ill. He is currently 
a senior at NEIU. The impending 
pull of graduation both terrifies and 
excites him. Although he writes at an 
agonizingly slow pace, his first short 
story, “Paulie,” can be found in the fall 
2014 issue of SEEDS. His latest piece, 
“The Rock Star,” was inspired by T. C. 
Boyle’s famous short story, “The Hit 
Man.” “The Rock Star” offers a more 
contemporary view on our society’s 
continued fascination with fame from 
the view of a nameless rock icon who 
only knows four chords.
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Stacie Polk is a senior at NEIU, 
working toward a bachelor’s of arts 
degree. She is an English major with 
a minor in media communications. 
Polk is the current editor-in-chief, 
layout editor and treasurer of SEEDS. 
She has always loved to write and her 
time at NEIU has only increased that 
passion. Polk is currently in a debate 
with herself over whether to move 
forward with graduate school or to 
satisfy her long time itch to obtain a 
law degree.

Brandon Sherrod is a Chicago 
mixed media artist whose 
concentration is in graphic design 
and photography. Sherrod’s most 
recent series of works was heavily 
influenced by Moholy Nagy’s 1950 
photography relating to chiaroscuros. 
In 2014, during his junior year of 
college, he became co-sponsor for 
the Art & Architecture club at Harlan 
High School on Chicago’s southside. 
That same year his work was shown 
in two group exhibitions—Soup and 
Small World. His art will be featured in 
two more upcoming group exhibition: 
one in the Pilsen district of Chicago in 
April and another in Columbus in late 
spring. He’s expected to receive his 
bachelor’s degree in studio art from 
NEIU in 2015. 

Joseph Tinaglia can frequently 
be found spinning yarns and spilling 
paint at local Chicago drinking and 
drawing events. As a freelance artist, 
he travels the world seeking mastery 
of space and time, but failing to 
do so, capturing the wonders of 
the world and sampling the local 
flavor will suffice. A recent graduate 
of NEIU, he now incorporates the 
lessons of the masters into his work.  
More artist than writer, he rationalizes 
his continued theft of earth’s 
precious resources through relentless 
creation and seeks to harmonize on 
collaboration with all kindred spirits. 
His childish scribblings can be further 
scrutinized on heaps of social media 
and interwebs @artofthetinman as 
well as in numerous self-published 
books if you stalk him hard enough at 
comic conventions. 
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Jacob Topp grew up on a farm in 
the middle of nowhere Iowa before 
moving to Chicago in 2008.  After 
two years working in Chicago Public 
Schools, he has returned to NEIU 
as a secondary education major. His 
short story “Sure,” published in the 
spring 2015 of SEEDS, was his first 
submission to the journal.

Joanna Zuno recently graduated 
from NEIU last year with a double 
major in English and interdisciplinary 
studies. She writes fiction, non-
fiction and poetry in her spare time 
and is currently working on getting 
her pieces published. Zuno hopes 
to become a recognized author 
someday.
.
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