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LETTER FROM THE EDITORS

Dear Readers,

My name is Carail Weeks, known as ACE by my peers. The rumors
are true: I'm now a Freshman in Lewis University's program at
Sheridan. The journey was challenging to reach this point in my life
to further my education, mostly due to the invisible chains so far I've
created for myself.

| wish everyone could've seen the smile on my mother's heart
when she found out | got accepted into college. She jumped for joy
in the visiting room when | shared the news.
| want to thank both of my Teachers and Teaching Fellows at
Stateville. Of course, | can't forget all my brothers that encouraged
me along the way. | thank all of you for your help, and | will not
disappoint you on earning my Bachelor's degree.

Editor's Note...

Initially, | was not feeing the idea of buying a ticket and taking a
flight, considering all of the things that have been happening with
planes lately. They don’'t make them like they used to! Now that | am
up in the air with Lewis University Flyers, | am really enjoying the
view. Being up so high is a means to a bigger picture of continued
self-actualization, and my experience so far has impacted my being.
| am a firm believer that education is a major ingredient to the
formula for the cure to many societal ills, and it is most definitely
changing lives within the confines of prison walls. Some of us are not
where we should be, but thank God we ain't where we used to be.
Many of us were teenagers when we were sent to prison, and we
waited decades for the opportunity for higher education. It was
worth the wait. --Jose Vidaurri

Well, Fellas, look what the wind blew in. It's Spree, fresh off the G4,
just landing in the editor’s seat for the first edition coming from the
second squad of Lewis University! This Feather Bricks issue is about
intros and conclusions. Many of us believed when the judge gave us
these crazy sentences that it was the end. But Brothers and Sisters,
I'm here to tell you it was the beginning of a connecting flight back
home. We are just in a weather delay, the storm is passing, and the
layover is finally over. The traffic controller is signaling the plane to
taxi on the runway. Flyers, are you ready to board your flight? We are
departing from IDOC, destination freedom!
--Dwayne McCoy Sr. (Spree)
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LETTERS TO & FROM OUR ANCESTORS

o o

Letter from Our Ancestors: Class Collaboration
By Lewis University “Squad 2 Students” in ENG110 “The Essay” Course
Note: ENG110 Teaching Fellow Alex Negron facilitated an in-class writing workshop that resulted in the
composition below. Each member of the class contributed one sentence, including the Professor. Can you tell
which sentence belongs to which member of the squad?

W

The beats sound off from continent to continent, across the ocean in waves carried by the winds. A lot of
disconnections early in life, and maybe before | was born, have led to your disinterest. The same sun shines
on each of us without having lost any eternal energy. We were most likely some kind of colonizers
somewhere, and we danced the pagan polka before it was named that. | taste the salt water in my mouth,
so forgive the stutter in my speech. | ask: what is our true belief? Listen, Great-Great-Great-Great-Great-
Great-Great-Great-Great-Great Grandson, | was picking cotton and | seen her clear as water in a glass jar. |
left the comforts of home to secure my own immortality. Where exactly does the word Helmann’s come
from? Is it even earthly? What are our intentions —to take over the world one sandwich at a time? Treat
your mother with great care and have no regrets, so when the time comes, there is nothing left unsaid...
nothing left undone. | will always hear the voices of my people no matter where you are in this life or the
next. Our Lord, grant me guidance and forgiveness, that | may not offend you or your ways. Yes, we were
ancient warriors from the great jungles and hunted for our food and battled other tribes. | been calling on
you for your entire life, long before you even knew about me, knew about yourself, knew about us. | always
had faith that you would seek me out. | am sure that my ancestors look at me with the same confusion.

“Letters To My Ancestors” By Mike Bogmenko

“Hello great, great grandfather.” | ask my ancestor from my mother’s side,“What part of this world am |
really from? Am | from the Aztec culture, war and family warriors? Did we help build the Ancient pyramids?
Can | have proof from my grandfather from Jalisco, Mexico that we are from there?”

“Yes, we were ancient warriors from the great jungles, and we hunted for our food and battled other
tribes from what is now called Mexico.” | hear my ancestor commanding me, telling me, to be strong and
get back with your tribe on the outside and help them rebuild the New Tribe from strength within the
family. Then | close my eyes again and begin to ask my ancestor from my father’s side, “Where am | really
from?” | begin with asking my great, great Grandmother, “Where am | really from? Where did my roots
really come from?”

| then sense and smell a perfume coming from my room, and creaks coming from the old wooden floors. |
hear a woman whispering to me, telling me to come here in the Ukrainian Slavic language. She was telling
me that | came from a Ukrainian and Mongolian town in Eastern Europe. And they were reindeer farmers,
and hunters. They lived in igloos and got most of their meat from the reindeers, and used their skins from
them and made clothing with them. They used tools and weapons from the armies of Ghenghis Khan, a
great Mongolian Warrior who fought for these lands against other Asian and European countries. They
fought against the Russians and against the Ukrainians, who were also fighting over land.

So, one day she was hunting her reindeer and she was ambushed by her enemies--A whole army of
Mongolian soldiers ruled by Ghenghis Khan! She was the only Ukrainian woman in the village. So they
kidnapped her and took her to their village in what is now called Mongolia. They tied her up and tortured
and raped her until she told them where the rest of the Ukrainian soldiers were. After that, she was untied
and bathed and clothed in Mongolian clothing, then fed some goulash with reindeer meat. And she was
given homemade vodka to drink with her meal. A month later, she found out that she was pregnant from
one of the Mongolian soldiers. The Mongolian women in the village knew she was pregnant, so they told
Ghenghis Khan to return her to the village that she came from. So they did! When she arrived, she saw her
village was destroyed and burned to a crisp. There were still a couple of my ancestors left so they rebuilt
the village further down the Ukrainian border and then my great, great, great uncle was born! Then others
started generations of Bogmenko families, that soon migrated to America, traveling through Alaska, and
Canada, all the way to Chicago, IL. So she told me to be a strong Mongolian soldier and Ukrainian farmer in
blood, and build the family tree!
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LETTERS TO & FROM OUR ANCESTORS

My Ancestors
by Kenneth “Twin” Nelson
Dear Readers,

I would like to introduce you to this great fiction about my ancestors. In this imaginary story you will hear questions and
answers of my great 6x ancestors. So please open your minds, buckle your seat-belts, listen and enjoy the ride.

“Hey great, great, great, great, great, great grandfather, how are you today? | was just wondering how you began
your journey on creating this dysfunctional family? Were you a slave? Is my last name a slave master’s name? What
brought you in to my great, great, great, great, great, great grandmother ? Did you like or love her? What was your
age when you left this earth? Where were you? Did you have any regrets? Did you have an education? What was great,
great, great, great, great, great, granny like? Please ask great, great, great, great, great, great, great grandfather to
come back?”

“Listen great, great, great, great, great, great grandson, my journey began way back yonder. It was the late 1800’s
when | laid eyes on this beautiful rose. It was the only one in the field that stood out. | was picking cotton and | seen
her clear as the water in a glass jar. She stared at me for a brief second, before Master came riding his carriage. |
knew at that moment she was the one.

WAIT A MINUTE, great, great, great, great, great, great, grandson--the family wasn’t dysfunctional. We were a
close-knit family. We did everything together, until master sold me to some prancy chicken-fighting family out in
Philadelphia. Your last name is definitely a slave master’s name. Back in those days that was common to be named
after the family you served. Most of us (slaves) held slave owners’ last names. But don’t get it twisted; | always knew
my family name. And | made sure my family knew it too. | loved your great, great, great, great, great, great
grandmother. She was a seamstress. She sewed all of master’s kids’ clothes and other slave owners’ clothes. She
made 0.001 cent for every dress she made.

It may not seem like much now, but back then it kept food in our mouths. | didn’t have much of an education, but |
knew how to count. | made sure my three children knew how to count as well as read. When master would go into
town, his daughter, little Maryanne, would be sitting under the tree with my daughter. She used to read and teach
Sandra, word for word, and | would listen while picking cotton in 100 degree weather. “It was hot!!” So Maryanne
would have a bucket of water straight from the well in the front yard. As soon as master’s carriage hit the gravel, little
O’ Maryanne would give us water and little treats. Master didn’t allow us to drink water until we were done picking at
sunset. And at that time we only had a paper fan that little Maryanne gave us.

Let me tell you great 6x grandson, | never had regrets and you shouldn’t either; you know why? Because at one point
you wanted it. You wanted whatever you desired. Grandson, you have to be smart. You have to love yourself and
family. You must protect them and show them the way . Extend our legacy. We all we got. | did that for 97 years. | was
97 years and 4 months and 13 days old when | passed away. People would love to have lived as long as me. So great
6x grandson don’t cry. Don’t cry for me, for | have lived a long life. So until we meet again, so long great 6x grandson.”

Now readers, as you just digest my first fiction about my ancestors, | would love your honest feedback and some
pointers you think | need to adjust my full potential. Thank you for your time and ears. You now have an insight of my
imagination of my ancestors.

The Inherent Magic of Objects
By Jose Vidaurri

It is theorized that trauma and susceptibility to vices can be impressed upon DNA and passed down to future
generations. Impressions on the soul can come in all shapes, sizes, and places. Some come from great acts of valor.
Others come from honorable self-sacrifices and extreme acts of kindness, in spite of the impressions of trauma. And
those acts do not have to be loud and on a stage for all to see and celebrate, but are usually the small things that
leave the biggest life-changing impressions. One small thing that has left a deep, lasting and life-changing
impression on me was the coqui that my abuela sent me.

| have a small green coqui tree frog with faded yellow spots. My coqui is only about a half an inch long, and that’s
being generous. It suffers from a broken arm so | put Scotch tape over and around it, that | peeled off of a letter |
received from my abuela in 2003. My coqui is old and beat up from a lifetime of being locked up. It has a stain on its
right foot. You can still see my coqui’s big black eyes, staring back with a lifetime of wisdom. Underneath its belly and
legs is a stain that only comes with age and time. The Scotch tape is holding my coqui together. The tape itself is old
and tattered, encasing my coqui almost like a makeshift body bag. Maybe more like a mummification to preserve my
coqui for all of the past years, as well as the years to come. There is dirt and who knows what else stuck along the
edges of the Scotch tape. A preservation of the sands of time, but more likely potato chip and honey bun crumbs
ground down very finely to dust. Maybe even some loose tobacco dust.
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There are many common things in life that people take for granted but remind me of my coqui. When | am fortunate
enough to get a visit from friends and family, a simple vending machine soda pop reminds me of her. It brings me to a time
when | lived with her in Arizona, and she had a soda pop vending machine in front of the house. My coqui had two poodles
that she loved and spoiled to death! Baby and Filomena. The two lucky dogs are long gone, but naturally dogs remind me of
my coqui tree frog.

A trip to the barber shop always makes me think about how she would always want me to look good. Once a week when |
was a kid, she would give me money to hit the barber show and get faded up. As a kid, | always wanted to go swimming, so
imagine my elation when my coqui purchased a home with an inground swimming pool! Diving board and everything!

My coqui had almost a century of wisdom and experience: sharing the things that most people don’t give any thought. If
she was physically here today, she would say a lot of things that she forgot or couldn’t say before. She would apologize to
me for breaking her promise, thinking that she somehow did not protect or support me in some way. My coqui has absolutely
nothing to apologize for, but that is just who she was. In case you haven't realized it yet, if my coqui had toes, she would be
ten toes down. Someone else would look at my coqui and not think twice about it. Some may see my coqui and not recognize
any value in her, and would toss her in the trash, never thinking about her again.

To me, my coqui meant the world. She was beautiful and she was mine, and | have a rich and deep history with her. My
coqui was sent to me as an act of deep and rich love and support. My coqui was sent to me as an act of expression, to bring a
form of connection and familiarity during a very long walk in a valley that is blanketed in a never-ending shadow. It was an
act of love that gave me a lasting impression of liberty and solidarity. One that | could live and relive, as many times as | need
to. What | remember about my coqui is her laughter. | still hear it today. My coqui was full of thoughtfullness, but don’t get it
twisted. She was old school and strict. When she spoke her own form of articulation, it was an expression of individualism.
My coqui’s Spanish was first nature, and very fluid in her deliverance. Her broken English was second nature, but only as a
means of connection to those she loved and cared about. | can still hear her now, yelling at me because she thought | was
talking back. “Ju zayzomzing!”

| am blessed and a better man because | was fortunate enough to love and be loved by my coqui. Over the years she took
great care of me, watching over and praying for me. When | fell down the deep dark rabbit hole of mass incarceration, she
followed me there. Who would have thought that one of my greatest companions through the valley of the shadow of death
would be a tiny green coqui tree frog with faded yellow spots.

“Deliverance” By Jimmy Pitsonbarger
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Reflections on Jeremiah 20:7-18 by Karen McCarron

| chose this passage because it reflected my spiritual and emotional state in a traumatic time in my life; my faith
then became a rollercoaster of defiant praise and cursing. It is well-known that trauma and mental illness affect
people’s spirituality and their walk with God. Even a prophet such as Jeremiah was affected by his circumstances, and
he struggled to maintain his faith in a loving God. Jeremiah 20:7-18 contains the last two of Jeremiah’s “confessions”
or laments, and these two laments are smashed up against each other in a schizophrenic way. Both laments speak of
how people enduring trauma and severe ongoing loss both cling to and curse God simultaneously. Interestingly, God
has a similar oscillating pattern throughout the book of Jeremiah 1. This passage ultimately serves as a model of
prayer for the broken that will help them survive and move forward toward rebuilding one’s faith and one’s
community.

In a close reading of the passage, one first is confronted with language with sexual overtones in verse 7. Jeremiah
complains of having been seduced or even raped by God. Jeremiah complains that he is an object of ridicule because
of God. Jeremiah cries out as an innocent sufferer; his job as a prophet has brought him disgrace (v. 8). Jeremiah’s
personal frustration in dealing with an irresistible urge to speak (v. 9) is compounded by external opposition (v. 10).
The prophet's support system has collapsed, and his friends mock him with the slogan of his own message: “Terror is
on every side!” Verse 11 is a statement of confidence that God is a warrior and harkens back to Jeremiah’s call (1:8 and
19):

- Do not be afraid of anyone, for | will be with you to rescue you.

- They will fight against you but never prevail over you, since | am with you to rescue you.

Jeremiah’s complaint is cast as a legal case before God (v. 12), and he wants to see God’s vengeance on his
tormentors. Jeremiah then issues a praise (“Praise the LORD, for he rescues the life of the needy from evil people”
(CSB)) in the midst of lament (v. 13). Then, in v. 14-15 the prophet is self-cursing; or, this may not be Jeremiah’s curse
but a standard outcry made by people caught in calamity. Cursing the day of one’s birth stops short of cursing God.
Praise followed immediately by cursing presents a schizophrenic prophet that is wrestling with his faith and is in
emotional turmoil. Also, the cursing may describe an entirely different time/occasion and editors or the scribe
juxtaposed the emotions/prayers on two different occasions next to each other. In v. 16, the cities referred to are
Sodom and Gomorrah. In vs 17-18, the prophet, in his vexation of spirit, would have preferred to be still born or unborn.
This is very Job-like (Job 3). The womb imagery ironically recalls the origin of the prophetic mission (1:5). Jeremiah’s
two final laments have no divine response. The death wish in v. 20 arises not only out of personal despair - “the dark
night of the soul,” but also because of the stark scene the city faces. Jeremiah prophesied during Judah’s last forty
years (627-586 BC). Jeremiah foretold the fall of Judah amidst many false prophets who preached the people were
safe.

One of the unique features of the book of Jeremiah is that this prophet provides a penetrative look into his personal
thoughts and reactions. The book does this especially through its laments. Laments have the following components:
address, complaint, expression of confidence, petition, and concluding praise. Not all components are used all the
time, as noted in v. 13-18, which definitely has no praise, petition or expression of confidence In Jeremiah Chapters 2-
38 are sermons and laments delivered before the fall of Judah. Chapter 2-20 contain general prophecies and are not
necessarily given a time of delivery; whereas, chapters 21-39 contain prophecies that are specific and do give a time
of their delivery in the first words of each chapter. Chapter 14 vividly depicts a drought. The drought was so severe
that all came to a standstill because of the downturn in the economy (14: 3). Famine follows drought, and it is
uncertain the timing of the passage in Chapter 20 in relation to the severe drought mentioned in 14.

The context of the 2 laments in Chap. 20 is that Pashur the priest reacted very negatively to Jeremiah’s words
against Judah/Jerusalem. Pashur had the prophet beaten and put in stocks. After Jeremiah was released, the prophet
pronounced judgment against Pashur - not because Pashur imprisoned and beat him, but because Pashur was one of
the false prophets that repeatedly announced the continued safety and prosperity of Jerusalem and Judah. Jeremiah
stated God would give the priest a new name, which meant “Terror on Every Side.” This meant that Pashur and his
family would experience the siege of Jerusalem and Pashur would die in captivity. Interestingly, the name “Terror on
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Every Side” is a reversal of the name Pashur, which though Egyptian, in Aramaic might mean “Fruitful on Every Side.”
Babylon is also mentioned for the first time in Chap. 20 and will be Pashur’s destiny and the destiny of many in Judah.
As a currently incarcerated person ministering to others who are also incarcerated, Jeremiah’s laments resonate
with us. The laments are “prayers for people mired in loss.” Jeremiah sees, foretells the doom of Judah and attempts
to warn his people of the coming Babylonian invasion. Seeing visions and hearing God tell of this destruction would be

very traumatic and anxiety provoking. Even though the destruction has not yet occurred in Chap 20, Jeremiah must
already have PTSD - way before the Babylonians arrive, the ongoing trauma of knowing doom is coming and no one
can stop it - not through prayer nor, in the end, through even a few repenting - would disrupt anyone’s faith in God,
the world, and people. It is in this context that Jeremiah laments and shares his despair and doubts that even the
identity of Israelite faith will survive. | agree with scholar Kathleen O’Connor in that these laments are confessions of
faith because in the midst of profound suffering, they cling fiercely to God, even though they complain, whine, and
berate God as they keep relationship alive.

Jeremiah, like anyone who suffers with great loss and trauma, wrestles with a theodicy. Although the confessions
repeat the rhetoric that it is the people’s responsibility for their destruction, the laments also dispute and resist this
simultaneously. The laments upset the simplistic theology that reduces all causes of disaster to human sinfulness.
Jeremiah invites us into his inner world of despair and anger and shows us a more complex way - how to keep
communication with God alive in the midst of destruction and despair. Jeremiah embraces complexity and that there
are no easy answers to “Why?”

As we befriend the innocent among us, as we suffer with the severely ill that are locked up, and as we see women
and children suffer in Gaza and Ukraine who certainly were not sinful enough to deserve their fate ~-how can we
explain that a loving God exists? First of all, | have found in these moments of deep suffering, theological discussions
should be off the table - unless the sufferer asks the “Why” Question. If this happens, keep your response short and
simply state that you do not know “why” and move on to the following (if the person accepts this and does not want a
full theological conversation):

1. Food. Invite them to a meal

2. Make a simple statement that they are admired, inspiring and beautiful without making a eulogy.

3. Make a simple statement of gratitude for their friendship without being nosy and have an interest in their life
outside of the trauma, illness, and battle they are enduring

4. Give a hug.

5. Empathize. Validate them on how hard this is and that “Yes, it sucks!” Stare down the ugliness and sadness with
them. This is entirely countercultural. Jeremiah’s enemies and false prophets were very much like the modern day
prosperity gospel preaches who do not want to hear negative confessions.

6. Silence.

The book of Jeremiah, especially his laments, is the antithesis of the American Prosperity Gospel movement, and
as Christians that can handle complexity, we can model how to handle the unanswerable Whys - through authentic
expression of emotion/reality and surrender. St. Teresa of Avila once said: “We can only learn to know ourselves and
do what we can - namely surrender our will and fulfill God’s will in us.” Bowler writes: For Christians not of the
prosperity persuasion, surrender is a virtue; the writings of the saints are full of commands to “let go” and to submit
yourself to what seems to be the will of the Almighty. All of American culture and pop psychology scream against
that. Never give up on your dreams! Just keep knocking that door is about to open! Jeremiah, like Job, is a model on
how to face trauma, disaster and the unanswerable whys - (our own suffering and those that suffer around us) - in an

authentic way.
Sources Consulted:
1 Abraham J. Heschel, “Jeremiah,” The Prophets, (New York: Harper Perennial, 2001), 138.
2 Elmer A. Martens, “Jeremiah,” Baker Illustrated Study Bible (CSB), Eds. Gary Burge, J. Scott Duvall, J. Daniel Hays, Andrew E. Hill,
and Tremper Longman, (Grand Rapids: Baker Books, 2018), 1403-1405.
3 Bill T. Arnold and Bryan E. Beyer, Encountering the Old Testament, (Grand Rapids: Baker Academic, 2015), 367.
4 Louis Stalman, “Jeremiah” in The New Oxford Annotated Bible (NRSV), Ed. Michael D. Coogan, (Oxford: Oxford Univ. Press, 2018),
1105.
5 Allan B. Stringfellow, “Jeremiah,” Through the Bible in One Year, (New Kensington, PA: Whitaker House, 2014), 89.
6 Elmes A. Martens, Baker, 1391.
7 Ibid, 1403.
8 Kathleen M. O’Connor, “Lamenting Back to Life,” Interpretation (Jan 2008), 34.
9 lbid, 36.
10 lbid, 38-40.
11 Kate Bowler, Everything Happens for a Reason And Other Lies I've Loved, (New York: Random House, 2018), 173-175.
12 Ibid, 86.
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The following texts were originally written as assignments in spring 2024 for ENG110:
Word Prompt: Dreams
By Dwayne “Spree” McCoy
Author’s Note: As | look through The Sentences that Create Us to find a prompt to write about, | choose the
writing, “On using small stories to illuminate big issues” Because it most fits my own story of writing in prison,
the worry that I’m not good enough, that my grammar and spelling is marginal, and that anything | write just
would not be appealing to the readers. But as time moves on, | am finding my voice and it’s starting to feel

great. P
The officer calls my name, “McCoy!” ¢ am
“Yes, Sir.” 7
“Number?” : \
“R51451.” ;

“You got legal mail; sign here.” The officer pushes the envelope under the door. It’s a letter from the Public
Defenders Office, from a lawyer I've been working with for the last 9 years. As | open the letter, my heart is
pounding, and my palms are sweating because | have been waiting on this news since | talked with her a few
weeks earlier. | begin to read the first line, ”’Dear Mr. McCoy, I’m glad to inform you that the judge has granted
you a new trial and you would be transfered back to the county jail in the next 30 days.”

As the reality of the news hits me along with every emotion known to men, | sit down on my bed. | think about
the last 20 years that | have spent fighting for this moment to happen. My kids! | have to call and give them the
news, as they also have been waiting for me to come home after missing so many holidays, birthdays, and every
other special day for the last 20 years. More emotions are coming because they have been let down so much
over these 2 decades | have been gone. Maybe | should just wait to tell them.

| stand to my feet and walk to the blue steel door and yell through the small crack on the side of the door.

“What’s up, Spree?” he returns, then he repeats the same thing by yelling through the steel door.

“Man, homie it’s over. I’'m going back to the county. | just got a letter from my mouth piece. She said the judge
granted the new trial.”

When other people heard the news a big roar came over the wing in cheers. One person yelled out, “Man,
Spree you finally got them people, you deserve it, homie.” Another voice yells, “Spree, leave me that radio big
homie.”

I’m trying to hear what my cellie is saying over all the voices on the wing. He is trying to tell me something, but
| can’t hear what he is saying. The voices are getting louder and louder as they drown out my voice. “Black!”
“Spree, wake up they calling yard.”

What? Yard!? As I’'m gathering my thoughts, | hear my cellie saying, “Spree, you going to the yard?”

“Spree you woke? They calling yard Cellie.”

Damn, | just had a wild dream. “Cellie, I’'m going. What time they running it?” Damn, another dream!

In closing, this writing is the dream of so many incarcerated men and women in the United States who are
trying to win an appeal due to harsh prison sentences that are handed down from judges. Also, the legislature
that passes these laws keeps people in prison for decades at a time for reasons that are unjust. Laws like truth-
in-sentencing or gun enhancement can carry more time than the actual crime itself. These are the reasons why
people dream of being released from prison, because it is easier for a camel to walk through the eye of a needle
than it is for an incarcerated person to win their freedom through an appeal in the court system in America!

By Carail “Ace” Weeks
You are cordially invited to read an impressive public display of affection between Shontae and Tony, two
childhood sweethearts who are experiencing a bout of uncertainty fueled by rumors of infidelity the night
before their wedding. One of Tony’s groomsmen, with only precious hours before the wedding, must search the
massive resort to find the bride and try untangling the web of doubt that friends and family members from
both sides secretly spun against them. After the groomsman helps find reconciliation between the bride and
groom, he finds himself entangled in a difficult past friendship with the bride’s sister Keisha.

Heavy Florida rain poured down throughout the Key West resort as Tony and | searched for Shontae. |
watched as Tony questioned every bridesmaid like a missing persons detective of her whereabouts to no avail.
With every failure, the deranged look in his eyes grew. | found it highly suspicious that not even her sister,
Keisha, had spoken to her since she had gone missing.

The hour was past midnight, and lightning ignited the sky as we knocked on almost every door in the east
wing of the resort, causing an unintentional panic amongst invited guests. Tony was looking for the woman he
loved without caring about the disruption he created in his pathway; | knew he wasn’t in the right state of mind.
We needed to form a plan if we hoped to cover more ground.



| placed my hand on Tony’s shoulder and spoke calmly. “We’re gonna need to split up if we’re gonna find her
before dawn.” He stood there with a blank look on his face, responding with grunts and head nods, but he
clearly understood. | really wasn’t sure if it was the right decision to leave Tony by himselfin such a vulnerable
mental state, but the search required we split up; it was just that simple.

| went back to Keisha’s suite and knocked and knocked until her door nearly came off the hinges. When she
finally answered, she had a look that said, “I must have lost my mind.” As soon as she opened the door far
enough, | stormed inside, demanding answers. | looked Keisha in her eyes, informing her that | needed to know
where Shontae was if | had any hope of saving my friend’s wedding. Keisha slyly deflected, answering my
questions by asking questions of her own. “Well, Carail, does your woman know you are knocking on my door at
this late hour?” “What would she think if she knew we were in this room alone?” | dismissed her questions
outright. She knew full well of my wife’s uneasiness around the close connection Keisha and | shared, but now
wasn’t the time to get into all of that with her. | needed answers and needed them quickly.

“l don’t have time for games, Keisha. Tell me what | want to know, or | promise I’'m gonna pick you up, carry
you down to the beach, and throw your ass in the ocean!” | shouted to get her attention; | wasn’t sure if she
believed my threat or not, but she told me what | needed to know after | made her a promise to have a
conversation with her later about the love she had for me, which had been prolonged far too long.

The sun was starting to rise as | rushed towards the north wing of the resort. | vaulted down the staircase to
the massive wine cellar, screaming out Shontae’s name. There was a silhouette shifting within the shadows, and
a raspy voice responded as if its owner had been crying through the night. “Let me guess, my sister told you
where to find me, huh? She always had a special love for you Carail. | never could understand why she allowed
so much time to go by without telling you how she felt.”

“Shontae, can we talk about that later? Right now, I’'m here to be Tony’s voice, to let you know how much he’s
in love with you, and to assure you that those rumors aren’t true.”

A low chuckle slipped out of her dry throat. “In love? If that’s true, how could he play me like a fool?” Sensing
her willingness to talk, | sat on a wine barrel and placed my hand on her shoulder to calm her, speaking
sincerely just like | did with Tony earlier.

“Think about it for a minute Shontae, whomever shared those lies with you must have a hidden agenda or
wanted to see the both of you unmarried. I've known you and Tony since we played hide and seek in that old
treehouse our parents told us to stay away from as kids. When | wasn’t around, you were always the one that
gave him the opportunity to be vulnerable. When his father got drunk and beat him and his mother, you gave
him the strength to endure. And when he went to prison for a couple years, you were the reason he changed to
be the man he is today. | know you need a minute to process everything, but remember you only get one
chance to find your soulmate in life. He’ll be waiting for you at the altar in a few hours, so | hope you find the
courage to ignore all this noise and listen to your heart.”

When | opened the door to the room Tony and | shared, he looked defeated. He instantly asked, “Any luck?”
with those puppy dog eyes he flashes when he’s worried. | walked over to the closet and told him how | found
her; to get dressed for the wedding. This was supposed to be Tony’s happiest day of his life, but the uncertainty
surrounding whether Shontae would show or not still made him nervous. Tony waited patiently with his hands
inside his pockets, clutching the note that described his eternal love. The invited guests walked into the
ballroom, many hours earlier than expected, most of their faces reflecting pictures of joy; there were some that
were indifferent, that didn’t seem too happy at all.

Everything was colorfully designed, the white and blue tables and chairs coordinated beautifully with the
bridesmaids’ dresses and stylish hair. The black and blue suits of the groomsmen resembled the intangible love
between the two best friends. The pianist sat calmly waiting while tension filled the air. Instantly, the crowd’s
attention was drawn to the back of the room as the doors opened, and the bride was there in all her
resplendent beauty. All eyes were on her as she walked down the aisle with her father on her arm as “My Love”
by Jess Glynne floated through the air.

Shontae glided slowly toward Tony to a rhythm of love. When she reached the altar, her father placed her
hand into Tony’s. He clung to the note inside his pocket; afterwards he unfolded it and read slowly, “In this
broken world you are the only thing that holds it together for me, Shontae. | vow to walk through life with you
to reach beyond the finish line of our journey; if there’s a day you feel the finish line is too far, I'll carry you the
rest of the way. | vow to love you forever and always.”

Shontae, in response began her own vows, “When you feel cold in the night, I'll always be there to keep you
warm. You have always put color in my life.” She turned to face her audience and said, “my love for you will
never change. I'll love you always.” As they kissed to seal their vows, | glanced over to my own true love sitting
in the pews. She was as beautiful as a blossoming rose on a spring morning.

Then Keisha walked up, interrupting my lovely view and asked, “Are you ready to fulfill your promise?”

To Be Continued... Until the next event!



By Luigi Adamo

| have a weird affinity for antiheroes. There’s
something about the way they handle situations
wrong for all the right reasons that just resonates
with me. This is probably why I’'m such a huge
Godzilla fan: he is the quintessential antihero. That
lizard is renowned the world over for smashing cities
to dust and sending throngs of terror-stricken
Japanese screaming through the streets of Tokyo.
But when some other monster arises and Godzilla
faces off against it, something magical happens. All
of that dread and fear that Godzilla normally causes
the audience is transformed into giddy excitement,
filling the pits of our stomachs with Mothra-sized
butterflies of anticipation. This is because we
already know how badass Godzilla is, so when he
takes on some new monster we cheer, because we
know this new monster is about to “get it;” well, at
least | know | do.

My father is also such a character. Far from
Godzilla’s stature, Dad stands only five foot six but
has the presence of a titan. One stern look from that
man could make King Kong get down off that
building, put down the blonde, and behave himself,
yet alone an unruly child. | wouldn’t say that Dad
was an unreasonably strict disciplinarian, but when
he was angry his wrath was more devastating than
Godzilla’s radioactive fire ever was. My mother,
brother, sister, and | lived in mortal terror that we
would do something to incur his wrath, but at the
same time we had no fear of any outside threat. To
this day Dad is the only person I've ever been afraid
of, and I've been incarcerated for almost twenty
years.

In the spring of my senior year of high school,
Dad bought me my first car. It was a 99 Mercury
Cougar, with the sports package, and grey leather
interior. It was silver with chrome highlights and
looked like Mecha-Godzilla from the front. It was too
small, not particularly fast, and turned out to be a
lemon, but it was cool looking so for the first few
thousand miles | really loved that car.

We were living in the woods of Wayne, a subdivision
on the outskirts of the very small horse-centric
village of Wayne, some sixty miles west of Chicago.
Way out in the boonies for sure, everything was at
least a ten-minute drive away, but this w