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Allison Wendling 
Staying with You is Self-
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Mercede Maschinot 
Broken Silence 

 
We shared seat confinement.  
I averted my eyes and muted our confrontation, 
beside the emergency exit window. 

  
Then, you staggered into the aisle. 
You were red in the face, hands trembling, 
breathing heavily without air. 

 
You stumbled off at your stop, 
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Breanna Tanksley 
A Trip to the End of the World 
 

“Shhhhh.” Sara tried to hush her ringing alarm clock, to no avail. She 
rolled over to silence the tone and squinted from the dorm room light that 
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tapped Sara on the arm for a response.  
“Wake up, sleepyhead. This is going to be one of the most exciting 

things you’ll do in your life. Maybe you’ll find yourself!” Sara straightened up 
in the seat, determined to look alert, just to prove that she was listening.  

“Maybe,” she muttered bitterly in the dark. Immediately she hoped 
that Izzy had not heard. “I hope so!” Sara tried again in a brighter tone.  

Sara had slept through the entirety of the eleven-hour flight thanks to 
the melatonin supplements that she had taken. On the train ride, though, she 
remained alert. She watched the greens and blues and yellows of the lush, 
midday countryside passing behind her, and tried to let it ease her mind. She 
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against the cool landscape.  With her knees no longer wobbling, Sara 
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Julia Manning 
Sandman 

 
Sleepless nights describe my china dolls. 
No matter how many times I brush their hair, 
those small eyes 
could not close, but stare.  

 
Because their eyes are filled-- 
a gunk of mucus and moisture.  
They would not sit still  
or have proper posture.  

 
Suck up  
a child’s tears from a dream. 
Sweet rosy cheeks  
and violet puffy lips. 

 
To be a charming antique 
only to resemble a hopeful dream.   
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 With the history of his hands, 
 Feeling afraid, the Mute fled 
  
 
 
 
 far 
 
 
 
 
   far 
 
 
 
 
 

    away  
  His twin hands wondered if 
  their past, present, or future  

even mean anything 
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Onyinye Miriam Uwolloh 
Ezinulo Fureduri 

 
Introduction 

Little is known about Frederick Douglass’s lineage beyond the names of his 
maternal Grandparents. Douglass published his second biography titled My Bondage and 
My Freedom; in the Yale University Edition, a footnote on page 43 gives further 
information. It reveals that “Harriet Bailey [was] the second of twelve children born to Betsy 
and Isaac Bailey, in whose cabin Frederick was born…[He] was one of six children born to 
Harriet…Isaac Bailey was a free black man…[and] Douglass was part of the fifth 
generation of the Bailey family to be born in America.” This then begged the question—
What about the generations of Douglass’ ancestors that were born outside America, most 
likely in Africa?  

This short story creates a fictional framework for Douglass’ ancestral tree by 
imagining that his foremother was from the fictional Muojeke lineage of South East 
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presence today!” 
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With this final line Obidike reaches into his basket, selects a kolanut 
and hands it to me. 

“He who brings kolanut brings life!” I exclaim as I invoke the age-old 
ble
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Amadioha’s blessing in his fight. After all, it would not do for a Muojeke son to 
lose at wrestling. It has been ten harmattans since then, and once more the 
Ezinulo are back. As my preparation of the kolanuts ends, I turn my musings 
back to the ceremony at hand. 
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Glossary (in order of appearance) 
 

Afo - The third of the four Igbo market days  
Muojeke - The family’s last name  
Amadioha - The Igbo god of thunder and lightning; the most popular deity  
Nwatakiri - A young child  
Otutu oma - Good morning  
Onu Amadioha - Voice of Amadioha  
Ezinulo - Family  
Dibia - Native doctor/Shaman  
Igwe - King  
Eke - The first of the four Igbo market days  
Ndi onye oshi - Thieves  
Oyinbo - Foreigners  
Onye ocha - White people  
Azik Beeli - Isaac Bailey; FD’s grandfather   
Nnamabia - Igbo name which means “my father has come”  
Bechi Beeli - 
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Sara Sutthoff: Dublin Castle Stained Glass 
Photography 
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Brittany Haney: Bird Perch 
Photography
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Caitlin Kemme: A New Beginning 
Photography 
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Thanh-Mai Tran: Self Portrait 
Digital Photoshop
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Cora Angel: OTR Sneakers 
Photography 
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Adil Akhtar: Child Digging Through Trash 
Photography
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Jason Houston: A Peak into Norse Nation 
Photography
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Maria DeWald: Fate 
Photography
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Maria DeWald: Phases 
Photography
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Bianca Calipo: Selkie Split by Past and Future 
Charcoal on drawing paper. 55’’ x 90’’
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Mikaylah Porter 
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Cameron Wells 
Spinning Wheel 
 
A potter sits down to shape 
The slipshod clump of gray earth mud. 
Spinning wheel 
Adding water to increase plasticity 
Applying pressure to the clump 
The water weakens and loosens 
The pressure shapes the form. 
Spinning wheel  
The form sometimes takes its own shape 
So it must be crumpled and remade. 
Spinning wheel 
The reforming process allows for impurities 
To be removed and discarded 
The potter knows what stays,  
And what goes. 
Spinning wheel 
Transfiguring the insignificant lump 
Into a fine crafted vessel 
That the potter will use 
Day after day. 
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Kayla Belser 
Playground 
 
We hid away in the yellow tube. 

  
Through foggy circle windows 
we watched the wicked sisters dance. 
Leaves tumbled down, we knew they would not find us. 
A brief pause from their torment. 
No pulling of my wool ponytails, 
or mocking Marilyn for wearing the same shoes each day. 
I wondered when our thirty minutes of hiding would be over when 
Marilyn pressed her lips against mine. 
She turned away, before I could ask why. 

 
We stepped out of the yellow tube 
Clouds covered the concrete in shadows. 
We stood neatly in our lines but, 
even then, I knew I would be hiding for much
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Camden Mecklem 
The Nature of Things 
 

We The marina glowed silver before the sun came up. The light from 
the starry sky drained the color from the tire-trampled dirt on the access road. 
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area by now, but they must have been behind schedule. A thin green cloud 
rose from the horizon. Routine work, whatever they were doing. The 
machines had appeared every day for the past few weeks. He kept his gaze on 
the boat engine. In moments it sputtered to life and carried him out into open 
water. He lowered himself to his knees and looked through the bottom of the 
boat for leaks but found nothing. The cloud dispersed into fog. 

The marina drifted out of view. He doubted that he was far away, but 
the fog—whose verdant tint he tried to ignore—obscured anything farther 
than a few hundred yards. All he saw from this new distance were the ripples 
left by the boat, spreading farther apart until they disappeared. On either side 
of him were silhouettes of land; willows and cattails and bulrushes appeared as 
ghosts in the fog while dead trees rose up from the coastline with bare 
branches jutting out like dark bolts of lightning. He wondered if those trees 
had been alive when his father, Theo, and he came this way so many years 
ago—if the willows had memory, if they could recognize him as that curious 
child who would hold the sandwich basket and loudly ask when they’d get to 
the island. For a moment Henry felt guilty for such an unrealistic thought—
one that went against the nature of things—but the events of the past year 
would once have been considered against the nature of things, too. 

Voices shouted far away. The humming had stopped, and Henry 
thought the people working the machines might be packing up. He scanned 
the coastline, which was now becoming clearer as the fog dissipated, for signs 
of people. There used to be a heron here who Theo had named Billy, partly to 
assuage the fear invoked by the demonic bellow of such a tall, human-size 
bird. Theo could shout Here’s Billy! and they could laugh about it. They’d 
recognize Billy by his crooked wi
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disappeared, and Henry could see across the water to the marina where his 
truck sat waiting like a faithful dog for his return. In the other direction he saw 
the island where his father, Theo, and he would always take their lunch 
break—a small round clump of dirt jutting out from the water, surrounded by 
algae and reeds. It looked just as barren as it had always been, at least from 
this distance. 

Henry steered the boat nearer to the shoreline, closer to the sound of 
the machines and the people whose silence had become starker than their 
noises had been. The front of the boat broke through algae and thick yellow 
foam, leaving a path behind. Curious fish floated to the surface and held their 
mouths open to the air before scurrying back to the depths. Obscured in reeds 
and algae, the solid ground hid itself, and Henry couldn’t find a spot to land. 
He wanted to walk over the hill and get a good look at the machines and the 
people before they left. It was only on that boat that he’d realized he hadn’t 
spoken to anyone since Theo died. He’d lost count of the days. 

The boat had a tiny radio receiver clipped onto the hull. He switched 
it on, his boat stationary in the shallow coastal water. Beyond the scrrrrchhht of 
the dead channels he found nothing. He fiddled with the dial some more, and 
one frequency made a whirring noise like an old dial-up modem: interference 
from distant machines. There was a station number he’d heard a few months 
ago, the emergency crisis network of some sort, but he forgot it by now. 
Henry was never big on writing things down. 

As he turned the dial slowly, stopping every five kilohertz, the radio 
continued its lifeless scrrrrchhht, so Henry didn’t hear the man approaching 
from the shore. The large figure ambled up through the reeds, testing each 
step for solid ground. By the time he found the shoreline he was just a few 
feet from Henry, and only then did the bulk of the crinkled, white, full-body 
suit and the hiss of his breathing mask catch Henry’s attention. 
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make eye contact, but the plastic was too thick to see inside. 
“You know, mister, you’re not supposed to be out here,” said the 

stranger. His voice sounded younger than Henry expected, more tenuous. 
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Somehow the man in the mask knew about his plan; he was sure of it. For all 
he was doing for Theo, it didn’t seem unreasonable to hold onto the stone and 
carry it to the island. 

In open water now, the boat carried along with ease. The island sat no 
more than a mile or two away, but the expanse of the lake suddenly felt like an 
empty void. He could look down and see the water racing by below him, but 
when he looked up at the island it didn’t seem any closer. He continued like 
that for a while, looking down below and then back up to see how far he had 
left to travel. 

The radio, still powered on, suddenly burst into noise. Henry hadn’t 
touched it—it was tuned into the same channel as before, but a staticky voice 
came through the airwaves. 

“Hello.” It sounded robotic and pre-recorded. “Hello,” it said again, 
after a pause. 

“Hello?” Henry said, though he knew it was only a radio station 
somewhere far away. 

It spoke again. “Nine.” A long pause. “Nine.” The same 
programmatic pause between each number. “Nine. Seven. Zero. Zero. Zero. 
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across the ground. Maybe the disinfectant fog had killed them off, if they were 
alive in the first place. The flames stopped spreading at the shoreline, teasing 
the steamy blue water with reflections of spectral inferno, rendering Henry’s 
island the only unburnt land in sight. 

The wretched bellowing of an animal came from among the trees on 
the shoreline and moved out of earshot. Distant flocks of birds fluttered away 
in dark clouds. The lake was quieter than he had ever heard it before. The 
radio was silent and would never speak again. As he drifted off to sleep, he 
wondered what the world would look like when he woke up. 
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Alexandria Roy 
Our Mountains 
 
At Dawn 
those cragged hills  
were illuminated 
by a river of light 
and were caught 
holding up new beginnings 
 
At Day 
they disappeared  
along with the rest of the  
forest and her  
leaves and  
living critters  
 
At Dusk  
it was the only horizon  
blue, purple, pink  
like the sky,  
but heavier  
much more   
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Breanna Tanksley 
I’ve Been Trying to Write an Honest Poem 
 
but I don’t want you to see how ugly I am, 
how ugly I’ve been,  
how I’m ugly on the inside, 
daffodils for myelin. 
 
When I was young,  
I would use stale bread to feed ducks for countless hours 
until something distracted me from the mallard: 
his muddy habitat that made a mirror. 
 
You look at your reflection too long, 
and you’ll fall in the lake. 
A flower sprouts in the place 
that your knees dug into the grass as you gazed. 
 
When they pulled my body out it was stained from dirty water. 
 
They found flowers in my lungs in the x-  
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Body stained from dirty water. 
 
Tainted hands wonder if they belong to an archer, 
hope that this affliction is only physiological, 
just to make the suffering more noble. 
 
What can wash away my sins 
free as breath or pirouette? 
What can make me whole again  
unlike myself or Lady Macbeth?  
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Elizabeth Osifalujo 
Letter to HEART 
 
Drenched in gold, 
pierced with petals 
whose leaves are stained  
with red and green watercolors, 
you, my historical bracelet,  
have the noisiest hooks. 
 
Within you lies  
the richness of history 
as your smooth edges clench  
the wrist of a beloved. 
The vibrancy of a culture. 
A symbolic wedding ritual. 
You are passed on from generations to generations, 
Mother, to her cherished son. 
Man, to his treasured wife. 
 
And then, suddenly, 
you lost your significance. 
Woman, to her secret lover.  
MC 
/P  >>BDC  
0.002 Td
[(M)-7 (a)0.003 n.   
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dimension gone.  
      We sailed south as it became dusk, and looking down I found 
swerving waves, tossing into the ship's hull like sloppy kisses. When I stared 
out further, I saw the gentle pulsing of currents, and the furthest waves 
appeared as funneling storm clouds. 
      All this time I had been looking out, people were passing behind me, 
loud, with drinks in their hands. A band was playing rock a level below. On 
one side, stood a soft serve machine: to the other, a man blending margaritas. 
A blowing spray on my face felt like pin pricks. A succession of unfamiliar 
movements and my own nausea made me feel airborne. But my feet were 
planted firmly in human territory, however egregious.  

#  
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easily retaliate. The sea did not have to hold us up. And why should it? What 
we were doing there was vulgar.  

#  
Days I laid on white plastic reclining chairs where I could read and 

see the sea. I was able to finish four novels that week because rarely would 
anyone be out there; there were buffets and bars and indoor malls behind 
walls. On nights, I would show on the main deck, stories above the water, as it 
tended to empty after dark.      
     One evening, it was ferociously windy, and on that night, I buttoned 
my flannel up to my neck. I had two small soft serves, one in each hand, and I 
was alternating eating them because if I didn't, one would melt down my wrist. 
I sat there looking out at the sea. If I strained to hear beyond the radio music, 
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CONTRIBUTORS 

Adil Akhtar (b. Cincinnati) is a working analog and digital photographer. 
His interests include skateboarding, editorial, nature, and documentary 
photography. His photographs tell stories without words, revealing a 
glimpse into the intimate world of his subjects. Adil is willing to travel 
anywhere to tell new stories. 

Cora Angel is a photographer currently studying at Northern Kentucky 
University. She was born in the Cincinnati area, where she is currently 
based. Heavily inspired by documentary photography, Cora’s work 
frequently addresses issues in mental illness and dependency. Her 
photographs illustrate her own struggles with identity, memory, and the 
growing relationship with her family and community. Cora takes a 
journalistic approach, helping others to tell their stories and highlighting 
social issues that are often overlooked. She works closely with local non-
profit organizations to help spread awareness within her community. 

Kayla Belser is a senior at Northern Kentucky University and a writer. She 
is in the midst of completing her first novel manuscript, so yes, it is safe to 
say she is on the brink of insanity. Beginning at ten-years-old, she spent 
Saturdays in front of a boxy computer with a fuzzy screen typing away on 
MS Word 2003 until her mother made her do something else. Kayla keeps 
writing because she loves the power words have to bring the images of her 
mind to life in someone else’s.  

Bianca Calipo is a Media Informatics and Integrative Studies Major 
(Studio Art, Creative Writing, Psychology), with plans to get into the 
creative field as an artist. She loves 3D modeling, creating 2D artwork both 
digitally and on paper, as well as experimenting with other art-making 
processes. She enjoys traveling, having been to Brazil, Argentina, and 
Paraguay this past summer to visit family there for the first time. In her free 
time, she's working on her own projects, playing video games, and going to 
the gym. Currently she’s an Assistant VR Developer at NKU. 

Gabriella Delaney is a 20-year-old Exercise Science major. She’s the 
oldest of 5 kids, 2 brothers and 2 sisters. Ever since she was younger, she 
has aspired to be a published author and photographer. She spends o
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Camden Mecklem is a Senior majoring in International Studies with a 
minor in History. He is from Northern Kentucky and has been reading and 
writing from a very young age. Some of his favorite short story writers and 
sources of inspiration are Anton Chekhov and Flannery O'Connor. He is 
working on a historical fiction novella for his capstone project which will 
be completed in May 2020. In his spare time, Camden also listens to music 
and plays video games. He is excited to share his creative work with others 
both now and in the future. 

Elizabeth Osifalujo is an international student from Lagos, Nigeria. She is 
a psychology major. She loves writing, and she always says, “writing is her 
life.” She owns a blog titled, ‘www.elizabethosifalujoblog.com,’ where she 
shares ideas and her faith to help others get through life. She is on a path to 
self-discovery: finding God’s purpose and fulfilling his calling for her life. 




