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All of my work is meanto be at once accessible and famsessable, familiar and unfamiliar.
Each art piece shows the complexity of each person and a glimpse of their personality.

| post all of my work on Instagram @simplewriter2.0 and=aceboolat Flemworks Creative.
|l 6m | ooking for new commissions so | wel come

Head Magpie: Janine Mercer

Janine Mercer is an author, freelance editor, poet, podcaster, and collector of oddities who
currently resides in Milwaukee, WI. Her work can be found in The Quint, Sinister Wisdom,
Satan Speaks, and Stritch Magazine. The ODDentity Podcast, her othen pasgct, can be
found on iTunes, Stitcher, iHeartRadaw wherever you bingé&kead about the creepy, weird,
and macabre on her blog at oddentitypodcast.wordpressledtter & IG: @oddentitypod.
Facebook: The ODDentity Podcast.

Dedication

Forthose marching against racism and inequality and supporters of the BLM movement.

°HMI TRSHBD @MXVGDQD HR juicE GODORXYKBDQD- »
-Martin Luther KingJr

°You must not lose faith in humanity. Humanity is an
ocean; if a few drops of the ocean are dirty , the ocean does
MNS ADBNLD CHQSX- »

-Mahatma Gandhi
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Insomnia
Norbert Kovacs

The man spun head to foot as if he were screWwimgelf into the top of the bed. All the while,

his head shook much as if it were unscrewing from his body. His black hair tossing, the man
asked himself, Will | stay here or go to the cabin? If | stay, will | stand remaining that quiet
around my colleagwemuch longer? Everyone at work thinks only to do the next project, day in,
day out. Are those tasks all that myworkers are? The man twisted over the bed. The blanket
that had come loose curled beside him the way a rope might unravel. His headvenligaeo

bedside. One of his legs shot forward, kicking atkeaetian blinds. Will | meet the next

deadline while thinking to leave town? he wondered. Won't they be upset and say I'm not doing
enough work? Won't my manager warn me? The man turned hisiBisdgg struck the alarm

clock and sent it onto the floor. His foot collided with the morning lamp and it fell with a crash.
Am | only supposed to live for my job? the man thought now. Or would there be sense in leaving
town, despite everyone else, wHdrave felt so empty this long? He believed he had been

circling this point all night without realizing. He grew still and opened his eyes. Through the
dark, the white, crusted ceiling of his room showed in dim patches above his head. | can go this
week afer some excuse to the management, he decided. Then I'll drive out. Leave behind the
world's electronic snares. No one to stop me. The man seized the blanket and drew it close. Once
| have my things in the cabin, I'll head into the woods. But with or witfapd? He considered.

I'll go with food on the trail. | shouldn't go hungry. He stretched like a string; his neck cricked.
Will I think of work? he asked himself. No, it will be irrelevant. | will try to forget. The man

turned and straightened. | will Wkainto the woods happy, he thought. Green life will surround

me, the violets crowd the wayside, the canopy giving shade. As the man pictured these things, he
dozed and fell asleep. Soon, he was dreaming of the darkness past the trailside trees. Rustling
came from among the old leaves as birds called from the pines. Which creatures move in that
dark? he wondered in his sleep. Which birds call? | do not know. But perhaps | will learn.



Just for the hell of it
Michael C. Seeger

| remember you

you beautiful son of a bitch

writing alone and without god
finding your way out of the ordinary
by digging pearls out of piles of shit
and the pieces left behind mounds
from years ag@ before you wrote
the epitaph on the tombstone

of all humanity

punch drmk and foolhardyd

you were willing to write anything
toinflame and disgust

every depraved drunk and whore
who read your poetry

out of obscurityd

climbindéd out of the
like a latterday Lazaru®) all for the chance
to be rereleased as ac salesman

robbing the empty vaults of banks

just for the hell of it.
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