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 It’s been four hours into crisis. 
 Hour one was casually self-e!acing but still optimistic. When he wasn’t screaming “Ducky” at our neigh-
bor’s porches, he preoccupied our conversation with admissions of what he called his silly bone-headedness. “I’m 
such a bonehead, can you believe it? So silly. It’s just so like me to leave the fence open again—doy.” A favorite 
guttural trick, he vibrated his voice on the “doy,” which sounded like the metal coil that wraps around his spine 
and trails into his brain. It, the coil, became more taut as time prodded his patience. 
 By his instruction I yelled along, "lled the gaps, which by hour two grew longer, interrupted by brief edi-
torials on what a stupid piece of shit he must be, and how pathetic he must look losing his mind over this stupid 
dog. And though I did my best to remind him what his doctor said about “negative self talk,” about his tendency 
to  “catastrophize,” I found the voices in my brain were inclined to agree with the ones in his.
 To love Danny is to accept the challenge of choice—choice of words, choice of demeanor, choice of 
engagement. To love without choice, I imagine, is to love honestly, which is rarely the choice preferred, at least 
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not lately. To love him through hour two I chose silence, mostly, but with a good deal of by-the-book encourage-
ment.
 “We’ll "nd him, remember last time?” I said, or said something to that e!ect. This was honest to a de-
gree, but it seems hardly the point when your boyfriend can’t stop driving his nails into his bicep.
 “I know, I know, you’re right, I know,” he growled. 
  By hour two his voice grew hoarse, labored, beaten. Miraculously, though, as desperation adjusted reality, 
the yelling intensi"ed, became a death rattle, a stage whisper. “Ducky! Ducky!” 
 If I’m being honest it was a little disturbing to watch, which is why I recommended he shake a box of 
puppy food in the air while I carry on the yelling game. And so we treaded and retreaded the same ground, wan-
dered the same few residential blocks, screaming and shaking puppy chow, like a demented Mariachi duo.
 At times the crisis bubbled well beyond his barely put together put-together-ness. Hour three had four 
stops, intermissions, where he cried actual tears from his 22-year-old eyes into his 22-year-old hands. Choosing 
a new approach, let’s call this one “motherly,” I nestled my "ngers along the folds of his sweaty T-shirt—he had 
lost weight, I could tell—and directed his head against my bosom. 
 “Everything is going to be OK,” I said, stroking his knotted hair, sticking to the script. 
 This tactic has alleviated a few crises in the past, like Ducky’s last three hour escape. It also proved not 
entirely un-useful the evenings he manically tumbled around my ranch home expounding on what an exciting fu-
ture he had now that he was done-!nito-No-Looking-Back-done with law school. During those April nights, after 
the tumble, when he ran out of gas, when truth’s tentacles crippled his breath, when he re#ected on an unteth-
ered life, he cried into my arms for hours. “We’ll "gure it out,” I said. And then, if he could, we would make love, 
or something to that e!ect.
 It’s been four hours, or four weeks, into crisis. He would have been taking his 2L "nals around this time. 
Instead we’re enjoying the weather.
 “Maybe you should knock on people’s doors?” he whispers, presses his "ngers against my elbow. We stop 
on the right side of Busey Ave. 
 “Maybe I should?”
 “Yeah, because I’m starting to think this could be a real issue, you know, like the kind of issue people 
would want to get involved in.”
 “Danny, it’s been four hours . . .”
 “Anything could happen!” His hands raise to his head, shake beside each cheek. He grabs at his face, curl-
ing his "ngers into his forehead, tugging at his hair. “He could be dead, Stace.”
 I can barely get out an “Everything will be OK” before he rallies with, “No, Stacey, not everything is nec-
essarily going to be OK!” His speech "zzling with saliva and paranoia, each word swallows the other. 
 We stare silent. 
 His outbreak boils the air between us. But he knows better than to keep on this, so he catches himself, 
breathes, and whimpers his way back to something resembling normalcy. “Agh, OK, I’m "ne,” he says mostly to 
himself. “I’m "ne, I’m "ne, everything’s OK, I’m sorry I shouldn’t have gotten mad.” He also has a script.
 I choose stern, maybe overdue. “No, you shouldn’t have.” 
 “I know, I know, I’m sorry.”
 “It’s OK.”
 I hug him, because of all methods tested this one has the best success rate. God knows it wouldn’t do 
much good to tell him if Ducky weren’t today’s crisis it would be the stove, or the air conditioning, or his moth-
er, or the cashier, or his father, or another thing, and another thing—to tell him we’ve been playing a sort of 
frenzied Mad Libs for the past few months. 
 It wouldn’t do much good because “This one is real, Stace,” because “You need to be supportive—I’m 
sorry I yelled, I didn’t mean that I’m sorry.” 
 At four hours into crisis, reality doesn’t do Danny much good.
 So we hug, and I count the strikes, or at least make a healthy estimate. I wonder how much more of this 
I can take before we’re done-!nito-No-Looking-Back-done. Who knows when that’ll be. It seems I’m capable of 
anything.
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How’re we feeling today? 

 Now what was that? Comeon, that’s not the VITRAMIN welcome I’m looking for. Who are you, the 
FDA? I said, How are we feeling today?
 Yeah, that’s more like it, whoo, you guys are even better than the [previous city] crowd, alright.
 My VITRAMIN Brothers and Sisters, I am excited.
 I. am. excited. 
 Why? 
 Because every day is an exciting day when you’re part of the VITRAMIN Family. Every day is an exciting 
day when you’re out there accelerating your life with your best friends by your side—that’s pretty goddamn 
exciting, don’t you think? I’m so goddamn excited to be with you beautiful people today. This is the real America, 
right here in this room, I can tell, I can see it. I can see the hunger in your eyes. 
 You know what I love about VITRAMIN People? It’s this: you guys have self respect, and I respect that so 
much. You’re not asking for a hand out or an easy path, you’re actually growing your futures one day at a time—
now I think that’s pretty cool. Matter-of-fact, I think you’re all pretty cool. You know what? give yourselves a 
round of applause. Yeah, yeah, no, no, you deserve it VITRAMIN, really.
 You know, people ask me this, people ask me, “Chris, why do you care so much about vitamins? I mean, 
they’re just vitamins, right?” 
 Wrong. 
 Why do I care so much? People ask me this, and you know what I say? I look them in the eye, and I say, 
“Because I’m buying more than you.” I am on four di!erent health regiments. Four. One for skin, one for bone, 
one for hair, one for immunity. You can see my health plan on my website. Thirty times a day I’m taking these 
vitamins. My family can’t stand how much space they take up in our shelves. They’re always like, “Do we need 
these many vitamins?” And the answer is yes.
 I am a leading member of the healthiest company on the planet, and I treat my body like I’m a leading 
member of the healthiest company on the planet. And you know what? If you want to be up here some day, 
if you want to make a six "gure salary as a VITRAMIN Team Leader, you better start doing the same. At VIT-
RAMIN we want all our leaders to be trusted clients, because no one will have faith in you until you have faith in 
the product.
 But you can’t just cultivate your body, you have to cultivate your soul. This is the hardest lesson you’ll 
ever learn as a VITRAMIN Team Leader, but you gotta cut the negativity out of your life, because negativity will 
destroy you. I’m not going to lie to you folks, it wasn’t easy to get to where I am. I had to make a lot of sacri"ces. 
I had to eliminate a lot of negative people from my life: friends, family, former team members. 
 As you may know, not everyone respects VITRAMIN. Some people on your team might not even respect 
VITRAMIN. They don’t think we’re a company, they think we’re a joke. But you can’t be SNIOP-d. You know 
what that means, right? Say it with you me: you can’t be Susceptible to the Negative In#uence of Other People! 
If someone in your personal or professional life tries to bring you down, tries to bring the company down, you 
have to cut. them. out. immediately. 
 This business is too hard. Being SNIOP-d is not an option, not at this level, because if you lose faith in 
yourself, if you stop picking up that phone, your clients will lose faith in you, and then there’ll be no one to blame 
but yourself. You need to be hard on you. You have to audit your life—open the barn doors and take a good look 
around, because no one will do it for you. 
 I wasn’t always like this, you know, so disciplined. No siree Bob, there was a time before VITRAMIN, 
before I let Jesus Christ into my heart, before I attained this body, where the only six-pack I had was the Pabst in 
the fridge. I was a glutton, plain and simple, stuck in a dead-end IT support job, but the only person I supported 
was myself, and the only support I gave to myself . . . was alcohol.
 One day my son Je!rey "nds Daddy on the #oor, passed-out cold, a bottle of Jack in Daddy’s hand. Jef-
frey, whose about "ve years old back then, he nudges me awake, says, “Daddy, Daddy, why aren’t you at work?” 



And I’m groggy, and I say, “Daddy was very sick today.” The kid damn near breaks my heart, says, “You’re sick a 
whole lot lately.” Almost broke my heart when he said that—I’m sorry, I’m sorry, I need a second.
 But then he says this, says, “Today the teacher asked us who our hero is.” 
 And I start to listen. Here I’m thinking he’s going to lift me up a bit, the good lord knows I could’ve used 
it back then. But then he says, “I said mine is Principal Zorn.” 
 Now maybe this isn’t the most politically correct thing to say this day and age, but I’m not afraid to hit 
my kid when he deserves it. You better believe I had the urge to right then and there, wipe that little smirk o! 
his face. But you know what I did instead? I looked deep into my heart, deep into my soul, and I realized—you 
know what I realized? I realized I shouldn’t be a hero to him, nah, not then, because I wasn’t a hero to myself.
 I had to make a change. Next week my friend James signs me on as an Account Executive, tells me I have 
to quit drinking because he can’t have that on his team, no siree. Five years and $2.5 million later I’m proud to 
say I haven’t touched a sip of alcohol, and it’s all thanks to James and this amazing company. James is right here in 
the crowd tonight. Stand up my VITRAMIN Brother, stand up. Yeah, look at that. I love you, Brother, I love you.
 I know anything is possible if you have Jesus in your heart and a group of demanding peers by your side. 
So even on the worst days, when you don’t get that big sale, or a team member drops out, even on those days 
you have to remember what you’re a part of. You’re a part of a family. Keep dialing those numbers, keep coming 
to these meetings, because we need you, and you need us.
 Thank you, friends. And now welcome to the stage two time Southwest Gumbo Bowl Supporting Player 
of the Year, Damien Drexel!



*



I’m an Analyst 
by Adam Kaz

 “I’m an Analyst,” Matthew Harriman, Vice President External for the Illinois Model United Nations Team, 
said from the driver’s seat. “You ever see those videos about the di!erent kinds of drivers? There’s the Road 
Rage, the Karaoke Singer, the Analyst. I’m an Analyst.” He drifted the car into the leftmost lane. “I’m always look-
ing around, calling people out on their highway bullshit, but not in a mean way—that would be the Road Rage—
just in a being-right-sort-of way, you know, like an analyst. My girlfriend gets annoyed at me for it, but I drive us 
everywhere, so—” He tsked. “What’s she gonna do?” And then we were quiet for a moment. “If the delegates 
are accepting questions at this time, here’s one: what is the purpose of the left lane?”
 “It’s for going fast,” said Jackie Polgardy, a newbie in the passenger seat, who for a time I thought would 
be willing to have sex with me if I asked nice enough. That was a feature of my stint with the Illinois Model UN 
Competitive Travel Team: my undying belief all women wanted my dick despite clear evidence to the contrary. 
 “It’s for passing cars,” I said from the back.
 “Very good, Baby Drew,” said Harriman. He passed a Toyota and then returned back to the middle lane. 
“It’s for passing, which is why I’m using it right and that asshole BMW ahead of us is not. A lot of people think it’s 
for speed, but think about it: would they really make a lane for breaking the law?”
 “Huh, I didn’t know,” Jackie said, “just was always told it was for going fast.”
 “The more you know.” 
 Back then, and I assume probably now, Harriman was the center of the universe, or at least the universe 
we occupied. It surprised no one when he became President the next year. By the time of his election, as the 
writers say, I had “retired from public life,” but I still kept in contact with some of the team, who all seemed far 
less put together in 2018 than they did in ’17. But during that October drive to Michigan, Harriman was as shiny 
as they came, and so I did my best to catch his re#ection.
 “I like driving,” I said, “but not on the highway. Every time I go on cruise control I end up sliding into an-
other lane.” 
 Through the rear view mirror I could see Harriman’s eyes drift in my direction. “That sounds like a you 
sort of problem.”
 At about an hour into the drive I said, “Look, there’s a Davidson’s. It’s weird, they’re everywhere down 
south, but I never see them back north. I guess they’re a Central Illinois thing.”
 “No,” said Jackie, who spent much of the ride thus far asking Harriman about his girlfriend’s weird con-
servative politics and now seemed livid at the interruption, “I’m from Glenview, and we have a Davidson’s there. 
There’s also one in Vernon Hills.”
 “Oh.”
 “What do you say to that, Baby Drew?” Harriman again eyed me in rear view. “You have twenty seconds 
left for a rebuttal. Go.”
 “Oh, well, I guess it was just an observation.” I chuckled, which was a great way to release some of the 



excess air shrivelling out of my lungs. “I’ve been wrong before.”
 “Let us know if you have another observation, OK bud?” he said, then went back to Jackie. “It’s not like 
she’s against abortion per se, it’s that —”
 This pattern continued for the six-hour drive. I would realize I hadn’t said a thing for awhile, say a thing, 
and then be told it wasn’t the thing to say. I remember when we were eating McDonald’s in the car:
 “You really have to eat McDonald’s fast,” I said between bites, “because no one eats leftover fast-food. I 
don’t know a single person who heats up McDonald’s in the microwave. Like, have you ever seen someone wrap 
up a half eaten Big Mac, put it in their fridge, and then heat it up the next day?”
 “Point of order.” Jackie turned down her Spotify just to deliver this comment. “I do that all the time.”
 “Was that another observation, Baby Drew?”
 We stopped three other times because I really needed to pee and just be alone for a few seconds. 
“You’re OK, you’re "ne, people like you,” I said into my gas station bathroom re#ection.
  Jackie and Harriman reminded me we didn’t have time for more stops each time I returned to the car, 
which made me tense, which was probably why I needed to pee in the "rst place. When we "nally got to the ho-
tel at about 10:00 PM, I dashed to the trunk for my luggage. But Harriman hadn’t popped the trunk yet, so I just 
groped at the knob like a moron.
 “My god, it’s like watching a child struggle to walk,” Harriman said as he left the car.
 Jackie cackled. “I love you, Matt.”
 That night, with Harriman asleep a mere "ve feet away, I stayed up by lamplight to compose a very 
lengthy journal entry. I’ve since looked back at some of the entries from that time, but to be honest I wish I 
hadn’t. This one, like many entries back then, relied heavily on words like “idiot” and “moron,” and there were 
plenty of clichéd comments about how “useless I am,” and how  “I should kill myself,” etc., etc., etc. I actually won 
Best Delegate that conference, which is the part of the story I usually include in job interviews.
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the next shopper in line the next shopper in line 
carefully avoids spitting on stacks of carefully avoids spitting on stacks of InTouchInTouch magazine  magazine 
because this location does not sell fake plants besides the register.because this location does not sell fake plants besides the register.
  
It is easy enough to lift protective #oral wrapping without being heard,   It is easy enough to lift protective #oral wrapping without being heard,   
the challenge lies in letting the challenge lies in letting 
a cashier know that saliva is indeed acidica cashier know that saliva is indeed acidic
and that this is bene"cial and that this is bene"cial 
to the growth and gathering of #owers.to the growth and gathering of #owers.
speci"cally, orchids.speci"cally, orchids.
  
the average shopper’s mouth producesthe average shopper’s mouth produces
enough waste and water and #uorescent light to simulate enough waste and water and #uorescent light to simulate 
pH of 6.5 and the feeling of a hydroponic tank in wisconsin pH of 6.5 and the feeling of a hydroponic tank in wisconsin 
  
where the sticker says it was grown. where the sticker says it was grown. 
  
but . . .but . . .
  
the third note in my phone arranges lifespans the third note in my phone arranges lifespans 
of checkout line orchids of checkout line orchids 
thirty-six hours and seventeen minutes thirty-six hours and seventeen minutes 
is exactly how many cubes of ice one plant can withstandis exactly how many cubes of ice one plant can withstand
  
Despite following the directions on the back of Despite following the directions on the back of 
the plastic placard the plastic placard 
and hitting the correct order of keys to learnand hitting the correct order of keys to learn
“how to care for my orchid, easy? ”“how to care for my orchid, easy? ”
still does not delay the ownership of a stalk. still does not delay the ownership of a stalk. 
leached through clips leached through clips 
attached to molded stakes attached to molded stakes 
predating and predicting the orchid predating and predicting the orchid 
and its eventual shedding.  and its eventual shedding.  

A Regionally Syndicated 
Grocer Receives Notes on the 
Maintenance of an Orchid
by Elliot Naux



 Today’s story is all about kicking ass, and you’re the main character. And this morning your character is 
just barely hungover. It’s nothing a La Croix won’t "x, you think. And, as it turns out, you’re right, which is just 
the "rst instance of ass kicking on a day that’s sure to be full of nothing but.
 And since you’re the main character you don’t even ask your mom if she needs the van, because you’ve 
got a day of ass kicking to get to, and when’s the last time you saw a 22-year-old main character ask anyone if 
they needed the car? You all-caps-must MUST go to the library so you can destroy your law school homework, 
kick ass, etc.
 But "rst you stop at Starbucks for a Venti co!ee, because main characters never think about money; and 
they also don’t worry about health either, which is why you stop at Walgreens for some Swedish Fish. And now 
that you’re all set you roll up to the Deer"eld Public Library with your contracts textbook and your MacBook 
Pro, and you’re sure you look #y AF when you BUCKLE DOWN in a study room.
 But, shit:
 Mom texts you. Says she needs the van. And you think how terrible it is this inconvenience is happening 
to you you you! on your day! at your library! But a B-plot in your story is the ongoing "ght against your Fascist 
Parents, and maybe this isn’t the kind of battle your main character "ghts today. So you pack up your shit and 
head home.
 And you’re really revved up when you walk in. You shove the keys in your mom’s hand and run down to 
the basement. 
 There’s a new story today, and it’s called “Getting Your Goddamn Focus Back in this Goddamn Suburban 
Prison.” And you’re at your desk, and you’re sipping on co!ee, and you’re munching on Swedish Fish, and you 
look like you’re actually about to consider doing some kick-ass uber-productive work.
 But, shit: 
 Now there’s a new story. It’s called “Did My Dental Crown Just Fall Out?” And it must be a good one 
because you break down in tears almost immediately. You feel a mild pain in your mouth over where you just bit 
into that Swedish Fish. You sense a sort of misshapen marble rolling around under your tongue, and now there 
are thousands of air torches on that one tooth the dentist in Champaign convinced you had to be sandpapered 
down to a stub and covered by ceramic. 
 And you yell. 
 You reach under your tongue, grab the crown. And now, if you had any suspicion to the contrary, you 
know for a fact your reality is more visceral than anyone else’s. Because that little ceramic thimble-sized nubbin 
you were told you would get used to but never did is pinched between your "ngers. And with your other fore-
"nger acting as a "sh hook, you look in your bathroom mirror and see the perfectly sandpapered white half-
tooth just sort of chilling out, exposed on your lower left jaw.
 And on top of the shame of actually having lost a crown, you feel the encroachment of the greater larger 
cosmic shame called “If You Didn’t Eat So Much Candy You Never Would Have Even Needed the Crown.” It’s 
not nearly at the front of your mind, but it’s dangerously close. 
 And if you weren’t the main character you might need to actually consciously self-internalize the fact that 
this problem is de"nitely capital Y capital F capital F Your Fucking Fault. 
 Years and years of gluttony put you here. And you know most people don’t feel pain every time they 
chew, but that’s just your cross to bear, just like right now you’re bearing this surreal horrifying experience. And 
you need your mom. And if you cry on the phone loud enough you know you can get a supporting character to 
do whatever needs to be done. So you call Mom very loudly.

The Main Character Rides 
Again
by Adam Kaz



  And then she drives to Walgreens in the car that she owns and buys Dentek Lost Filling Repair Maximum 
Hold with the money she earned from the job that she has. And now she comes home to see you pacing around 
the kitchen with your crown in a creepy plastic baggie. She just sort of hands you the Walgreens bag and says, 
“Here you go. You use this to put the crown back in place until we can get you to a dentist.” 
 And as you rip apart the packaging you see your mom is slinking out the room, which is obviously 
not cool.
 “Aren’t you going to stay with me?” you say. “I need your help.”
 “I just got you the cement, Max, you can handle this.”
 But you just cry until your mom agrees to stand there while you try to coat the inside of the crown with 
a whitish paste from the pinch-sized blue container. The package came with a sort of sperm-shaped white inch-
long scooping device, which you use to apply some-but-not-too-much goop on the crown. 
 It says in the instructions you must attach the crown to your nubbin before the cement hardens. And 
you’re trying to "gure out how to put it on the correct way, and you’re screaming, and you tell your mom she’s 
not being supportive enough.
 “Max, please.”
 “Mom, can’t you see I’m struggling?”
 And she just leans against the wall and watches you shove the crown in. “No, it’s too hard, it hardened, 
it’s not in right.” And then she tells you not to drop it down the kitchen sink while you wash o! the cement and 
try again.
 “I’m going upstairs,” she says.
 But you tell her she’s not approaching the situation right, that you need her to be a mom right now, that 
it’s unfair of her to leave you all freaked out like this, that you wish people in this family would actually address 
each other on their fucking emotional lives instead of just “solving problems” and walking away.
 “Well, you don’t make it easy, Max!” She walks away.
 And you, the main character, you yell and scream and stomp and freak out a little bit. 
 But then you stop. 
  You realize this isn’t what the main character does. Main characters don’t play their hands quite this 
strong, so you collect yourself. And you chase your mom upstairs, and you tell her you’re sorry you treated her 
that way, that you know you can be emotionally manipulative, and you’re sorry you’re putting so much on her. 
And you hug. And she cries in your arms. And she says she’s sorry she left you, but that you aren’t always easy to 
be around. You tell her it’s OK, that maybe you shouldn’t have freaked out so much.
 Then the supporting character coats the crown herself with just the right amount of cement. And then 
the main character shoves it in nice and snug. And then the main character uses his white privilege to make his 
dentist see him on Sunday. But that’s another story for another day.



 Had we gone 30 minutes west to Pensacola we would have found ourselves in spring break proper, 
where rollicking beaches littered with beer cans and Jimmy Johns Boxes hosted 10/10 throbbing bodies partially 
assaulting each other in time with the DJ booth. Though this image initially made us consider Florabama, un-
bridled sexual liberation—as it turns out—comes with a hefty price tag. So several weeks before spring break, 
when our 7/10 bodies were in the planning stages of this great road trip through the American South, we chose 
instead for our second stop the sleepy retirement community of Navarre, whose signage promised “Florida’s 
most relaxing place.” And after our debaucherous tumble through New Orleans St. Patrick’s Day, this seemed 
like the perfect spot to nurse our hangovers. We still got good and drunk the morning we went to the beach 
though, lest we forget the point of the trip.
 The other two hopped in the Atlantic while Jordan and I scanned the pristine white beach, looking for 
the perfect spot to launch the “epic hole” we had talked about over the course of a seven hour drive. A blue 
plastic shovel in his hand and an orange one in mine (school spirit is always a useful crutch for gas station pur-
chasing decisions), we set our sights on a spot toward the east end of the beach. There we began, speaking only 
to pass the time.
 I was surprised how quickly our conversation turned to fantasy. Like children on a playground, we im-
agined a universe to justify this half-baked challenge. And while the games of our youth were populated with 
dragons and militias, Indiana Jones and Aladdin, our new game was stitched together by corporate intrigue and 
business jargon.
 “I worked too goddamn hard to let the lawyers and shareholders take this hole away from me,” Jordan, 

Hole, Inc.
by Adam Kaz



who at the time of writing is in his second year of med school, said as he took a swig of vodka from his water 
bottle. He leaned against the hole wall, which within 20 minutes was already up to our knees. The sun did a 
number on his skin that day.
 “We’re expected to go public in an hour,” I said.
 “We’ll go public when it’s the right time.” He put down the bottle and returned to work.
 “But we can’t renege on our promise.”
 “You’re soft, Johnson, too soft. Don’t you remember when we started this hole in my parents’ garage?”
 “That was 30 years ago. We have responsibilities now, employees with health insurance and 401Ks. We 
have a board of directors.” 
 “To hell with the board! Maybe you forgot what we promised each other, but I sure as hell didn’t.” With a 
wry smile he handed me the bottle.
 If there are “main characters” on this planet, and there almost certainly are, it’s easy to assume their sto-
ries take place in mahogany o$ces overlooking massive steel production facilities. These new Ayn-Randian Titans 
feel just as grandiose, just as untouchable, and just as foreign as the Disney heroes who once preoccupied my 
play. It’s just a shame I’ll only ever peek into their world through television screens or elevator corners. 
 The other two came by a little while later, both providing a di!erent character to our corporate dra-
ma. Cindy, civil engineering major, became our Chief Technical O$cer. Pre-law student Stan became General 
Counsel and Designer, though he mostly just drank and talked about “The Law.” I was our royally screwed-over 
Co-Founder, and Jordan was my combative CEO.
 When Cindy took our place in the hole to manage“structural support,” Jordan and I stood by the edge 
and bitterly complained about the “passing of the old guard,” of the silk-slippers crumble of our once great busi-
ness empire.
 “You’ve changed,” Jordan told me. “You’ve got these amateurs running the show—barely out of busi-
ness school, these guys have no idea how to lead a company.” He pointed at Cindy, who during her tenure had 
brought the hole to her shoulders. “Ever since you stopped digging you forgot what it means to be the little guy.”
 “I built this company from the ground down,” I said, “of course it changed me. Give them time, they just 
need to complete the leadership training.”
 “The only leadership training I had was as a dishwasher on the ship that brought my family to this coun-
try, and you don’t see me complaining about it, do you?”
 Just then the north end of the hole collapsed, bringing sand to Cindy’s ankles.
 “Scandal! Scandal!” she cried.
 Jordan pulled at his hair. “We can’t go public with this over our heads.”
 General Counsel Stan, who had spent the previous ten minutes walking o! the spins, stopped dead in his 
tracks. “It’s OK, it’s OK.” He burped. “Mueller has looked into it, and there is absolutely no collusion.”
 “Thank god, but still someone needs to get "red,” I said.
 “Enough of this horseplay.” Jordan kicked a patch of sand onto Cindy’s back. “Get back to work, 
you swine.”
 It’s been some time since Hole, Inc. closed up shop. And although we’ve all gone on to do varying de-
grees of what we parodied on the beach, I’m not convinced our lives have been all that di!erent from that "rst 
venture in Navarre, but maybe I’m just cynical like that. Still, I thought it was easier when we were all together.



 The world isn’t exactly a stage, but it’s close. At least in plays people know what they’re doing. We have 
professionals for plays. And as I watch Deer"eld High School’s production of A Man Comes to Town, I’m remind-
ed why we have them (professionals), but I also realize there’s a particular honest reality to high school theater, 
insofar that it goes on forever and doesn’t make any sense.
 Imagine a world where all the women are loud and attention-seeking while all the men stare at their feet 
and don’t know what to do with their hands. Maybe it’s not the world I live in, not exactly, but it de"nitely cap-
tures the confusion right. The natural sociopathy of adolescence is a sight to behold, not because it’s so di!erent 
from my socializing—it’s not, believe me it’s really not—it’s just clumsier, archaic. I’m familiar with realities where 
people don’t so much respond as they react, where emotion feels constantly over or understated, where people 
reply not to your actual tone but to the tone they expected. The world isn’t exactly a stage, but it’s close.
 And if the world is a stage, it’s probably a lot like the one in the Deer"eld High School Studio Theater, 
where right now a Latin Lothario, the titular “man,” who can’t be older than 14, is mumbling sweet nothings 
through his braces to a much taller 18-year-old milk maid. For reasons not readily apparent she seems unable 
to stop sighing and giggling at everything he says. Just sighing and giggling, sighing and giggling, like she was taught 
seduction by a Chuck-E-Cheese animatronic.
 “Alejandro, must you go so soon?” she asks, bringing her arms down and up and down again.
 “I’m afraid, my love.” Alejandro is suddenly no longer Spanish.
 And then the lights go out, the conversation ends.
 It’s not perfect, but some of the stu! here seems taken straight from reality. Just like in real life everyone 
seems way too interested in their clothing folds, and just like in real life a truly unexceptional father explains to 
his daughter how her emotional experience can be fully realized from their kitchen sink.
 “Can’t you be more like your mother?” he says, oscillating from high to low, singing his thoughts as a way 
to remember.
 “But I love him, Daddy.” Poor girl, she’s trying, but she just matches the speech patterns of whomever is 
in the scene, which oddly makes her more like a real person than anyone else on stage.
 “You are not to see him.”
 And now I do that thing I do when I’m bored where I imagine how my world would be presented as a 
nature documentary. I, an anthropologist in my own life, think there would be sweeping drone footage of the 
stage, from the lights all the way down to the dad’s face, and Werner Herzog would say, “Watch as the human 
animal creates artistic representations of its own experience so as to package and normalize its collective insani-
ty. It is the pageantry of pageantries.”
 That’s what I think he would say. But I’m not really thinking about all that metaphysical stu! so much. My 
human animal doesn’t think on these things, not really, because if he did he wouldn’t be able to participate in the 
collective insanity. And then where would I be? Right now, as per usual, I’m mostly just thinking about how I’m 
going to have sex tonight, and what I’m going to eat, and how I can accomplish both while burning the fewest 
calories.

Watch Highschool Theater
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Because you have to worship something.    How  ’bout us?
 
 Think about your options. 

 Too smart for religion, too normal for sci-
ence. What’s left for a guy like you? Really, honestly, 
what’s left?

 We’re here, you know. 

 We’re here with our sleek, elegant design. 
We’re here with our monopoly on knowledge. 
We’re here with our brightly-colored, spacious 
clubhouses or stores; with our growing flock of 
in-shape, young, well-adjusted, attractive worship-
pers. 

 Don’t you want to be with us? 

 We’ll remember you, we’ll listen. We’ll think 
about you, as you are, as an individual.
 We’ll remember your likes and dislikes, 
fetishes and fears, hopes and dreams   —   all of it. 

 We’ll be listening. 

 And we’ll let you to teach us exactly how 
you like to worship, at which locations, at which vol-
umes, with how much servitude. Then we’ll adjust 
accordingly, for you, as an individual.
 
 And then, before you know it, our club-
houses will be brighter, and our flock better-ad-
justed, and our knowledge greater. And you, an 
individual, you will learn more about yourself 
than you ever thought possible. 

 Don’t you want to worship us? You have 
to worship something. What have you got to lose?

GUMBALL COMPUTER TM



 I never had a good brain for computers, Dad says so. So I get help from IT when I gotta use the paid time 
o! (PTO) sign-up program. This is all prep for the Day of Rage.
A little backstory is earlier this week Dad sent me a video of the Anonymous Guy Fawkes guy saying his terrorist 
group is gonna tear up a handful of America’s major cities this Wednesday, including Chicago. And my stupid brain 
forgot to talk to IT yesterday, but Mom reminded me this morning, so now at 21 hours before Ground Zero I’m in 
Mason’s cube trying to get this PTO thing sorted.
 “So what you’ve got to do now is write the reason in the box.”
 “Oh, OK.” I freeze. “Like, what should I put?”
 The way he looks, Mason McKlintok, IT Professional Associate at Rieber & Ridgway, just might grab his hair 
and scream in my face. “Whatever the reason is.”
 It’s always hard to tell with tech-types. On the one hand you’d "gure they’re smart enough to understand 
and properly fear the mob insanity of the Collective, but when you hear the liberal bullshit oozing out of these 
lizard Silicon Valley CEOs you wonder if they’re all camped out in Venezuela or something. If he asks too many 
questions I might get him frothing at the mouth. And even though I can outlast him in an argument, I don’t really 
want to make a thing of it in the o$ce.
 Candor is very important to me, so I hope he won’t say anything when I drive my mouse to the Reason 
box and type, “Concerned About Day of Rage.”
 Dad says Ronald Reagan once said, “It’s not that liberals are dumb, it’s that they’re so well educated on 
what isn’t true.” I shouldn’t look down on my co-workers for missing the tip. CNN probably doesn’t cover Days 
of Rage—I’m almost certain they don’t. It’s a shame, though: it looks like a lot of peoples’ miseducation is gonna 
make them mob chow tomorrow, which is too bad, because some of them might be Calvin in Finance or Ray in 
Accounting or Angie in Branding. But tonight, as I fall asleep, I thank God for making Dad send me that video, and 
I just hope tomorrow’s half-day will give me enough time to escape Chicago before shit hits the fan. According to 
freedomeye.com, Anonymous is gonna start up their Day of Rage around 1:00 PM.
 It’s the next day, 11:30 AM, and I "gure if I leave the o$ce in 20 minutes I should be able to catch the 12:25 
PM Metra from Chicago to Deer"eld. Maybe along the way I can watch Periscope live-feeds of civilization’s precipi-
tous decline, and I wonder if I should grab some Sour Patch Kids or Mike n’ Ikes at Union to help quell the anxiety, 
maybe a Coke.
 I swivel my chair around to face the rest of the Branding Team. “Hey guys,” I say, “just want to give you a 
heads up: I’m going to be dipping out in a bit.”
 All three of them—Angie, Brandon, Elana—swerve into the huddle.
 Angie, who’s bringing a cup of water to her lips, asks, “Is everything OK?”
 I know they won’t have time to get their PTO approved, but I "gure a heads-up would be the most civ-
ic-minded thing to do, especially for Angie, who’s probably at the greatest risk for a gang bang—Angie, whose red 
lipstick forms a cute Sweedish Fish on the clear plastic cup.
 “It’s just—have you heard about this? It looks like Anonymous—you know, the terrorist group—it looks like 
they’re going to have a Day of Rage,” I say, though it sounds weird out loud like that.
 “Day of Rage?” Brandon says.
 “Yeah, they put out an announcement a few days back, said they’re going to riot today in like every Ameri-
can city. It’s gonna be a huge deal.”
 Elana, who makes loud ahem sounds randomly throughout the day, says, “Anonymous said that?”
 “Yup.”

Concerned About Day of 
Rage
by Adam Kaz



 “Huh, that’s odd.”  Brandon twirls back to his computer game. “But I guess you gotta do what you 
gotta do.”
 Elana huddles to her hole, but Angie, whose porcelain white skin looks nakedly pristine under o$ce lighting, 
looks at me funny.
 “Do you know where in Chicago?”
 I never had a good brain for directions, Dad says so. 
 “In the Loop, I "gure.”
 “And how’d you "nd out about this?’
 “I got a video from my dad.”
 I spend the next ten minutes listening to Ben Shapiro through my headphones while I clean out my inbox 
and suck on a pen. Eyes on the computer’s clock, I wonder if Union has those gummy red cherries I take whenever 
my throat gets sore. I feel a tap on my shoulder, more like a nudge, and I suppress the impulse to #inch because I 
remember how that played last time. And it’s a good thing I did because Angie is sitting right behind me. She must 
have snail crawled her chair over to my cube.
 “Hey, intern,” she says in that half-joking sort of way that makes you wanna die.
 “Hey, Angie,” I say, “is there anything I can do for you before I head out?”
 “Oh, no, intern,” she says, “you’re good. I just wanted to ask you about this Day of Rage.”
 “Sure.” And I’m just trying to think of the best way to handle whatever this is.
 “So you’re sure this is a real thing?” She leans so close I can smell the cat hair and lotion on her body.
 “I’m sorry, what?”
 “Because I looked into it, and I’m pretty sure this Day of Rage thing is a hoax or something.”
 “Um, no,” I say. “I can grab you the video my dad sent.”
 “Well, just look at this.” She sort of shoves her phone in my face, and now I see it’s got some article on it. I 
just sort of swipe it away with my hand, not too hard, but I wonder if it was harder than I thought because it sort 
of falls on the #oor and she goes, “Hey, dude.”
 “I’m going.”
 So right now I’m rushing out the building, and I know I’m a little o! kilter because I just sort of walk around 
randomly. I miss my train, but it’s cool because I get to munch on Sour Patch Kids in Union and grab the 1:20 PM. 
And as I board the Metra, I just thank God the Day of Rage was delayed a bit, because it would have been really bad 
to be stuck in Union with all the poor people when it went down.



 Back before drugs, except booze sometimes and co!ee always, back when I was 16, my twin brother 
Sherman and me did this thing we called social terrorism. Way back when in 2012, it was really cool to ride 
up and down elevators and casually ask strangers for gum whenever they walked in; and then, when they said 
no, we’d talk about how much our breath stank, and how shitty this job interview was gonna be, and how 
we’d just have to get the next person; and we’d do that again and again until mall security kicked us out.
 And I remember this one time the summer going into junior year, we socially terrorized the Lake 
Forest Oasis McDonald’s—the one on Route 60—for legit a whole day. It was the only 24-hour fast food spot 
nearby, which mattered because the scheme was to tell people we were there to break the world record for 
the longest continuous stay in a McDonald’s. This is what we announced to the cashier when we showed up 
with two massive backpacks and sleeping bags. 
 I remember the cashier lady laughed so hard she plucked a tear from her eye. “I’ll believe it when I see 
it,” she said. “Just make sure you buy food every now and again.”
 Sherman told her, “The previous world record was set in Ottawa by [Some-Made-Up-Name] who 
stayed in his local McDonald’s for [a-bullshit-number-of-days] and three hours.”
 “But he wasn’t as tough as my brother and me,” I said. “We’re going to stay here for [a-bullshit-num-
ber-of-days], three hours, and one minute.”
 So that day if someone wanted a burger above Route 60 we’d shove this whiteboard in their face with 
the words “WORLD RECORD IN PROGRESS” on it. And then we’d tell them to put their signature on our 
“Petition for Support,” which made zero sense because we didn’t even pretend to have a cause, just wanted a 
reason to give them the same spiel.  
 “My sister and me are making history,” Sherman said—and I shit you not about a third of them thought 
it was real.
 The thing about social terrorism is you never expect people to buy it. Most of the time you were 
ignored, or mocked, sometimes pushed, but almost never did they take it as real life. But the suckers in Fake 
Forest did. 
 Before we knew it families wanted our picture, and truckers were telling us when they’d be in town 
next, and moms wanted to know if we had a Twitter page. And me and Sherman were just laughing our asses 
o! the whole time.
 When no one was around, he asked me, “Do you want to stick it out, stay the night?” And it sort of 
made sense because we had only planned to stay an hour but we were there for like "ve already. We lowkey 
had a ton of signatures. I was a counselor that summer, but I already knew how to fake a cold over the phone. 
So why not? I said yes.
 A couple hours later this old dude, like 80 plus, sort of limped over to us. We were already pretty 
Ken-Burnt-out at this point, so I don’t know if I can hate on my brother too hard, but he crossed a line with 
this dude, I think. Because the old guy was really into our whole shtick, kept asking us questions about why we 
were doing this thing and what our parents thought and blah blah blah. And then, before he got his food, the 
old guy laid on a thick layer of old man wisdom slash kindness slash depression, said, “It’s nice to see young 
people do something with their lives.” 
 Maybe I’m making this up, but I swear his eyes got all blurry, like I "gure he played his Old Man Great-
est Hits in his head and couldn’t "nd anything to match a world record McDonald’s stay. It was a bummer, this 
old guy, whose hands shook when he signed the petition.
 When he was at the counter I said, “Sherman, maybe we should tell him it’s a joke.”

Random Acts of Social       
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 And he was all like, “Why? Why do you want to upset him?”
 But then the old dude came back with his food. He had his blurry misty old man eyes going, and he 
handed Sherman a twenty, said, “Breakfast is on me tomorrow, kids.”
 Before I could say anything Sherman grabbed the bill and stu!ed it in his pocket.
 And I’ll never forget this. The old dude said, “You know, I’m going to be around here two nights from 
now. Maybe if it’s not too much trouble I could have dinner with you two?”
 It was a little creepy (whatever), but I don’t know how I could have gotten this far if folks didn’t give 
me the bene"t of the doubt on my "rst, second, and third impression. I knew for sure we weren’t going to be 
there in two nights, because right then I didn’t want to be anywhere near my brother, who with a big ol’ shit 
eating grin on his face said, “You bet.” He was pissed I left him hanging, but right then I left, waited in the car 
while he fumbled an explanation.
 I know Sherman has our petition stu!ed away somewhere, and maybe if I show up for Christmas I’ll 
ask to take a look. Because who knows? Maybe the old guy has a name, and isn’t dead, and has a Facebook, 
and maybe he wouldn’t mind grabbing a burger sometime. I still owe him one.
 

24...



 The Ladies are missing Evening Program because instead of a magic show Shelby wants to play Barbie Hair 
Salon on the iPad, and my wife needs to stay with her in the cabin.
 I’m alone, House Left, surrounded by yelping strangers in the Main Theater. The ocean is a little choppy 
tonight, which is why so many of them (the strangers) lean against the railing and balance their drinks as they 
shake-stumble through the seating. 
 The Main Theater of the Equinox Cruise Ship, en route to Costa Maya, smells like a hospital but looks 
immaculate, with high vaulted ceilings covered with murals of happy cherubs #ying around for no particular rea-
son. I learned during the First Night Informational Safety Assembly this room can hold 1,150 people. The seats 
are velvet.
 My Sex on the Beach is nearly half-way "nished, and I’m weighing the cost-bene"t of grabbing another 
one, or maybe a Gin and Tonic, before the magic starts. But I don’t have the energy to join the mob because I’m 
already a little bit drunk and a lot a bit bored, and the Pre-Show Entertainment is pretty good, better than most.
 The massive onstage projector plays a live feed of Cruise Director Martin (who introduced himself on 
this stage Night One as a very tall very homosexual Belgian man in tight pants) standing outside the theater. He’s 
interviewing random people as they walk in. 
 “Hello, hello, hello, passengers,” he says into the mic, “it’s quite a crowd out here on the Equinox 
Red Carpet.”
 He’s standing next to a child.
 “I’m here with Jessica, who is eight and a half years old. Jessica, is this your "rst time on a cruise?”
 He puts the mic to her face, which is very adorable and very confused and struggles to form the word, 
“Yes,” which, when she says it, compels the audience to scream “ooh” and “ahh” and laugh encouragingly.
 “Are you having fun?”
 “Yes.”
 “What’s your favorite part of the cruise? The ports? The pool? The camp?”
 “Um . . . I like, I like, the camp . . . I like the camp.”
 “Camp is fun, huh, Jessica?”
 And then she violently nods her head, which "lls me with joy because it reminds me so much of Shelby 
and the way she puts tremendous e!ort into the few communication signals she understands.
 “Great, well, let’s see who else we can talk to.”
 Martin fades out, replaced by a helicopter POV video of a tide rolling into a perfectly calm white beach. 
In less than a minute Martin fades back into frame with a 20-something fat couple beside him.
 “Back again, passengers, now with this lovely couple Jack and Kate. Jack and Kate, when did you two 
get married?”
 Jack leans into the mic. “Just last week.”
 Kate sort of laughs, and I wonder if their marriage, or really the marriages of any people in the lower 
middle class, is in any way comparable to the marriages of which I am familiar. Can it even be said to be the same 
institution? What are these couples even doing with their time together?
 “Ah, so this is like a honeymoon?”
 Kate leans in, red and giggly, says, “Kind of, I don’t know.”
 “Only kind of?” Martin says. “Well, shouldn’t you know?”
 But the jolly couple just shrug, as if to admit they lack the materials needed to make an informed opinion 
about their personal lives. I think this is very funny, and so does the rest of the audience, which is why there’s so 

Jesus was a Man with Big 
Eyes and a Deep Voice
by Adam Kaz



much laughter at their expense.
 “Let’s see, who else?”
 And then Martin becomes the beach again, but very quickly he’s back with a new subject, this one an 
attractive curly-haired woman. She stares bug-eyed at the camera, sort of mysti"ed by the whole thing.
 “This is Susan . . . “
 Susan grabs Martin’s mic, and then louder than she has to be says, “Now, right now, ICE is kidnapping 
people all over the United States. Families, actual families, are being torn apart by the Trump administration. 
This is what the beginning of genocide looks like. We need to do something, everybody, we can’t ignore this any 
more. This is insanity. We need to mobilize, we gotta get mad . . .”
 But then we’re back to the beach, and the audience is either outwardly annoyed or inwardly confused or 
both, because the general response is confused mumbling with some boos interspersed. And I must admit I feel 
compelled to boo as well, not because I disagree with her. I don’t. Everyone knows I’m about as liberal as they 
come. It’s just I wish people didn’t feel like they needed to bring politics into everything, especially when we’re all 
just trying to have a good time on vacation.  



 Some kind of low-level analyst at some kind of high-level company, Jasper, who was a year older than the 
rest of our squad, spent his "rst year out of The University of Illinois on what he called a “stepping stone to the 
next thing,” which oddly enough sounded like his description of the last thing. I don’t know what Jasper would 
call the job now—he doesn’t talk about it, not since he returned from New York.
 I was in the basement picking at an apple piece stuck between my teeth and staring at the wall when I 
heard my dad open the door, greeting with “It’s been awhile” and friendly instructions not to let Al"e jump on 
them—them being Jasper and his girlfriend Tennessee, who I had never met before and had heard next-to-noth-
ing about.
 I climbed upstairs to catch the tail-end of the same rationalization speech he sent me through text some 
weeks back:
 “It just wasn’t for me, Mr. Press,” Jasper said as he played with the straps of his backpack. Then, locking 
eyes with me from across the room, he said, “Hey dude.” He pointed at the mousy bispecaled girl to his right. 
“This is Tennessee.”
 And that was the most I got by way of an introduction, but I guess the adults were talking. 
 Turning back to my dad, “Sometimes you just gotta do what’s right for you, you know. I think I saw the 
writing on the walls is what happened. You take these entry level jobs to see if you like it, and if you don’t, well 
then you have your answer, don’t you?”
 Throughout all this Tennessee pet Al"e like a physician dresses a wound.
 “So what are you up to now?” my dad asked.
 “Right now I’m "guring things out.”
 “Nothing wrong with that.” 
 And then my dad looked to me. I was doing a lot of "guring things out back then, between doctor’s visits. 
It’s full time work if you do it right, which most people don’t.
 “Yeah, no, I agree,” I said, and then I changed the subject. “Good to meet you, Tennessee, I’ve heard a lot,” 
which I’m sure felt like the thing to say at the time.
 The couple traded positions, Tennessee on her feet anxiously being grilled by my dad—her school: Co-
lumbia (“Woah, cool”); her major: chemistry (“Huh, very impressive”); her year: second year grad student (“Well, 
isn’t that something?”). While Jasper, kneeling below, showed interest in my dog for the "rst and only time. 
 He looked up as she "nished her pitch. “She’s the brains of the operation,” he said. “She wears the pants.”
 “What does that mean?” I asked.
 “It’s just a joke,” Jasper said, looking at Tennessee, who didn’t register the comment, or at least didn’t 
appear to.
 And then we were back in the basement, just like old times, for what could be considered the "rst o$cial 
chill-sesh of the summer. Tennessee quietly stitched herself to the couch arm, while Jasper, wasting no time at all, 
pulled a bundle of veiny wires out of his backpack.
 “Dude, I want to show you something,” he said with manic focused anticipation. He revealed a small gray 
gaming console with two black remotes. “You got an RCA input, right?”
 As Jasper probed behind the TV—“Red to red, yellow to yellow, white to white”—he explained how 
some months back, on impulse, he bought a re-release of  the 1983 Nintendo Entertainment System from “a 
shady dude at a mall kiosk.” He said it was preprogrammed with a “ton of vintage arcade games,” though later 
internet research put the number at 630. 
 “But the one I really want to show you is 99,” he said as he maneuvered through an 8-bit interface of 
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dozens of unrecognizable titles, “Dig Dug.” 
 With movie timing the game’s title card bled down the screen.
 “He loves his Dig Dug.” Tennessee, unfazed, stared at her phone.
 “Oh, cool, I remember that game,” I said, “or, you know, we could just play Smash instead.” 
 “Nah, man, check this out.” He selected Two Players and then took the lead as Player One. “It’s really 
a brilliant game Dig Dug, really something else. It’s part shooting, part maze building, part strategy, really some-
thing else. I mean this guy, this little hazmat suit dude, he’s like my spirit animal or something.” All this he said 
as he cleared Level One with a skill true to his story. “Sometimes I play other games, but mostly I’m a Dig Dug 
Man now. That’s what she calls me, a ‘Dig Dug Man,’ right babe?” She said nothing. “It’s all choreography, really. 
Once I got the hang of it, once I wrapped my massive gamer brain around it, I just—fuck you, orange guy!—I just 
learned how to clear level after level after level. It’s all about persistence, really, all about setting a goal and giving 
it your all. Your brain just needs the right kind of positive energy, and then—shit, shit, shit—then you see what 
comes of it, you’ll see.”
 And as he played, clearing level after level, I mostly just thought about the cyst that “isn’t malignant but 
de"nitely something we want to keep an eye on” that’s been growing in my body since birth, and how earlier 
that day a doctor slid a plastic tube down my Urethra “just to have a look around.” I thought about the di$-
cult-to-pronounce medical name the doctor gave it, referring to the cyst as “something (he) might’ve read about 
in med school but never saw on a real life person before.” These were the things I was "guring out at the time, 
while I watched Jasper’s hazmat suit spirit animal dig and dig and dig.
 “Fuck, I died,” he said. “I can’t start like that. Gotta start over.”
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 An artist is a spotlight operator.
 It is my job, as far as I can tell, to focus my reader’s attention on something, anything, point to it and say, 
“Look, look here, dude, this is important! The way this relationship falls apart, that’s important; and so are beach-
es; and so are long car rides—they are important because I say they’re important. Now listen up. This matters.”
 The stories in this issue comprise what I, Adam Kaz, thought was a big deal in late 2019. 
 They are mostly about myself. 
 You should know that writers in general (and me speci"cally) are the most egomaniacal spotlight op-
erators in the biz, insofar that our success hinges on making readers believe the words in our brains (i.e., our 
perspectives) are really super important. I think mine are, generally, and it’s my job to prove it. That’s what these 
stories are, me showing you how cool my perspective can be. That’s what writing is, in my not-so-humble opin-
ion.

. . . 
 But The Ground is Uneven does not exist solely to stroke my ego. Right now the artistic director’s ego is 
getting a good scratch as well. Justin Wilde, my immensely talented friend, has contributed the illustrations and 
the layout. He was tasked with translating this mess into something resembling cohesion. For that he is a genius. I 
owe him everything.
 In the future we hope our magazine in#ates many more egos, with new artists and new perspectives. The 
Ground is Uneven is always accepting written and visual art submissions. 
 We only ask that you give us something true. 
 Not factually true, at least not necessarily (that’s none of our business), but something cosmically true. 
Truth with a capital T, I mean. As in we want your truth, your perspective, your ego, because (as far as I can tell) 
those are the pieces worth a reader’s time. 
 Also, if your pieces could be approximately 1,000 words that would be clutch. Visual art pieces should be 
submitted as JPEG "les 25mb or fewer.  Larger "les will be requested upon selection. Please submit your work 
to thegroundisuneven@gmail.com. 
  
Peace.

-Adam Kaz, January, 11, 2020
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