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Did We Meet Your E xpectation s?
| almost had a h&rtime convincing our eer atist this month, ang
Manning, that her stuff was right Tdre Botter It wasit as if she found @
magazine distasteful (bless het) hitavas just that she thought herkwea
all so... soSatuiday Eening BstShe liked us, but thought her stuff was n
too old-fashioned, too sgt, too ... something.
Well, | dort blame herBut you readers should just get one thing st
The Botterdoes not like expectationigaBe ddrbring them to the magazir

Last montls ceer atist, Eva Rubin, opened her sh@tTemple Bll Galley
right after the magazine came out in prigitwlifie and son and | stoppete

some egad. Wed met on a f& occasions, and ‘dheeen encouraging to
about my wadx, so ltook a fev minutes to say hellts always a good idea
polite if you can bear it, and | kinda like, lserit wasintoo much to bear

Turns out this rather popular writeought the ceer painting.Ha
Thats Geat!

Errata
Frst, it was mbably a mistake to publish a poem called “CuddanH
Relld in a magazine that kids could pick up f=,fbut that's not the en
somehw | let Aya Mingelou get away with the spellifigaknickinstead g
FreaknikEvelybody knavs that. 8rry y'all.

Thanks, But P lease Don't
|Raleighwe got a calldm them askingsnot to do it again/Vell, wedidrit do

distribution is a fairly @ll thought-out matteFease ddrmove stacks aund
If you think we should change things just write and let us kmo

Rock O UT!
Thanks, thankshankgo The Caw, Gipweed Manifold,and Sormfront
for throwing a benefitck-out to suppoiThe Botter Fiday August 27 All the
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The Yaller Dog

Ap artiallytrue storyb y
Billy Al Silverhorse

Editor's Note:1 hate dog fights, and thén all mah born days,” 'ae\erbodyj
people who fight dogg'slone of the onlyseemed to ag with him.The nev
things that makes me seriously wish h?rrﬁ . hinhe i .
and violence on my fellanan. eller dich say nothinhe jist vent on.

Appalling though the spianay be, this  Little bhnny heat the commotior,
stoy is damn funnylheld onto it for ari pushed his way thuigh the awd.
months debating whethecduld or should « " :
publish it, and @n though it makes me sick!_| owdy BJ*?’ he said, You nev

‘round hee aificha?”

it still makes me laugh, so ther r
Instead of writing me to givme a “Yup,” th'other feller saidAhm a-
?hufﬂﬁhwtgu%'gfugﬁ;’#;ﬂgﬁ‘;‘ﬁﬁggd%ﬂh ;’;‘% visitii mah sister ver ‘ound 9iro.
you gie ten bucks to the local anin,wal sheltezrz)?hm fum davn noth uv Baton Rouge.
And the next stgr(p. 5)is one whera VAVEegeSJ ;illwg :rﬁ;glfe[:/vi%u
dog does good thm.gs for a persafarte. shoe it airt a dog-fightinclul seefs ag
One time they Wuz &gy thats agin the latvHe winked aj

buncha fellers hadm a | jttle bhnny ahsaid, We got us a clu
dog-fightin club ahthey too davn home ifin you knav what
met out in the woodsver south uv An mean.”
Salisaw Seein as hav it wuz agin the [ jtle bhnny grinnedeal big an
law to fight dogs arpostersan such, saig, Ah Sore do painer’ ar he
they tried to keep ieal quietcept t0 yelled ger his shouldetHey Tommy
say they waddg ahanimal fanciers.” pe bring mahottweiler eer hee.”
They wuz always talkibout their The cowd pated anLittle bhnnys son
dogs, callifem animals like they Wugq a big-muscled bladittweiler oer
real cultued or civilied or sumthin 54 handed the chain to Littlehhny
But the fact of the matter wuz thareve praced hisselfitise he kneas soo
body knev what wuz a-goion, een s thegttweiler saw tbther mais ani
Little bhnny Allen the sheritle had 5] he go after him tooth atoenai,
some fightindogs hisenself so what g he was shenuff right.

does that shoyou? The nev felles animal didheven

Well, one night th_ey wuz a—hav'ﬁudge or pay 'thther animal no new
the fights ... euh,shwings.. aneer mind.

body had their animals tied tees S Eyerbody laughed ‘amne felle

they woulth be a-eatironenother up sajid, Why, that-thee dog wohfight.”
til they wuzeady toshavin thering.”  “\ne|l stranggrsaid Little dhnny
A ne feller pulled up in his pickup anyoulidja like to takeem aer to the

paked. _ ~_shav ring ahlet em hae a closer log
He hooked a chairotmd his aRri gt gnenother?”

mals neck @mpened up the tailgaté an  The ney feller grinned asaid, Ah

jeked him outta the wck bed. Al spose swvhat kinda enyr fee air e a-
th'other fellers gatleet ‘'ound to hag a puttin’ up?”

liver Bioiter [ieam el
real dreams, real w

| was plagued by anxiety-ridden
dreams last night involving the police
storming in on my parents' house
because they (rightfully) suspected
that one of my friends had smuggled
in one or more small contraband trees
and several-dozen bootlegged CDs,
all of the same album, which | can't
recall specifically, other than it was
some horrible ‘80s hair band | think.
They probably weren't a real band.

The police busted in, but not before
we managed to hide the stuff some-
where. Christina from Myspace.com
was hanging out in the living room
when the police barged in, but then
jumped off the deck and | didn't see
her again.

The police went into the basement
and began rummaging around in all
the boxes of my stuff to look for the
trees/CDs, and | was horrified that
they would accidentally uncover a
huge stash of porn | had hidden there
(which does not actually exist).

| was suddenly 10 years old. The cops
gave up looking in the basement, and
went into the back yard and started
digging up the lawn. One of my friends
had put a CD in the stereo system in
the living room (which took up an
entire wall), and was playing a cover
version by some other band of the “big
hit” from whatever the contraband
CDs were, to taunt to police.

My brother appeared, approximately
14 years old. We shrieked in horror as
the cops dug around the back yard as
they were inevitably going to sacrile-
giously disturb the place where our
rabbits, Thumper and Snowy, had
been buried years before. Christina
called to say she planted one of the
trees somewhere.

—Mike, Durham

Please send excerpts from your
dream_journals to Jenny at
mermaid@blotterrag.com. If nothing

look, ahone feller ggo anothefNow Little bhnny studied both anim:
that-thegs the ugliest dog Aheesseen gy said. What say @ each put up

else, we Jove to read them. We
won’t publish your whole name.
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hunnet dollars anthe winner gits allsomebody said, ‘@t it comes vl a-hangihopen. 8mebody let out a
the cash arhe other fellar animal?”Ten moe dollars on theottweiler!” low whistle ansomebody else said,
The nav feller spit on his hand atuck The ottweiler kep on with all hisWell Ah decla;, wouldja look at
it out to Little dhnny ahsaid, That snarlin andrippiri but théother one that.”
suits me right den to the gound.” didn make no noise a-tall he jist Little bhnny eached in ‘is pock
They led their animals to oppositalmly waddled outta ‘is cortndis etbook anh peeled off fer twenty
sides uv the ringlhe ottweiler wuz a-owner had took off his chain muzadellar bills arhandedeém to thother
snarlinan a-bakin' up a storm but ‘isbut he still dith growl er caly on feller He shook ‘is head 'asaid,
opponent wuz as calm as a duck pbkel the ottweiler wuz a-doirilo tell “Well Srangerlooks like ya won the
on a summér dayHe wuz la-slung the tuuth he looked sta sleepy ently fee anAhm sory to say Ah
anl a eal ugly yaller colahe color ya  They met in the center of the rirgnly got parof my animal left.”
might wanna paint a house witlut Bari the ottweiler opened his mouth He kep on a-shakinis head an
the most unusualist thaing ‘bout hiari it wuz plumb fulla teetffh’other said, Ahll tell ya Ah aibhnewer seen
wuz he dith hae no hair drlooked one opened his mouth #&wuz fulla no animal could stand up to maltr
like he mighte had the mangmause heeven moe teeth dnbigger ones taweiller befa. You got erself aaal
wuz so dr arl scalyHe had a bigusty boot ah those that wau yaller erfine animal the—ugly though he is.
chain wrapped ‘bout four timesuind brown, wuz a eal nasty color oBy the waywhat is it ya call ‘im?”
his exty-long nose. green. K& opened up his jaws to full Th'other feller snapped the lead
Somebody ung the bell arthe position and quick as a wink, he lsthain ‘ound ‘is anim& neck adrput
rottweiler come a-tearioutta his the ottweilefs head off ... clean astlze chain muzzle back on aaid,
corner like he wuz on fafihe ot- whistle. “Well fore Ah cut his tail off an
tweiler un at his opponent a-snarlin  Well, yu coulda hedr a pin painted him yallerAh called him a
ari a-drippinat the mouth dm mur drop. Nobody said nothinThey jist alligator’
mur went up fom the ocowd an looked at orirother with their jaws At the next club meetinsome
body made a motion that iny animal
beint shaved after that, at least had to
be able to bkran hawe some hair on.

Billy Al Siverhorsewrites in the
vernacular of Easter@klahoma
wher 78.9% of Bkersfield,
California comesdm ... or goes to
Your choice.

sarajo berman

RCST #190
regiger ed cranioscal therapig
by appoirtment only

9D-@8-61 28 sjberman@mindspring.om

CREATIVE
METALSMITHS

Don H. bhnson | Km Maitland
117 E. Fanklin $., Chapel Hil
919-967-2037 eatiemetalsmiths.com
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The Sm allish O ne
by C andy W ilhite
[llustration b y S. N ikolsky

T he smallish one sougiewed. $nallish animals feel thavhat her mother hid and they cer

to study hertrying to neeé—the need toapay the needtainly didn't understand when a

read her thinking in alto continue needing ireturn. smallish dog pleaded.
of its thick mie. The smallish dog They climbed into bed amid a Again they settled on a stack of
sidled up and gently lay its muz#iathos of blankets, wepaperspillows. Lhwitting allies tying to
on her wrist, prsumably checkingulling toys, and ermpled deams. slay a dragon. Allies with only one
for a pulse. All season and tonidghér mother did not mind the clutactively putting up a fight.
especially the four paws had-p&F She came only to this bed to Smallish dogs havso much to
dled behind her mother's esy beg exhaustion to deplete, hter do.
footstep; most diligently when héival her tenacious insomniaetH  The countdwn to the unraet
mother was near the apothgcamother also begged the wallsing beganVapid and anquished,
cabinet. 1§ was apmraching thetumble atop herThey vere both her mother began to paddle out
anniersay of his suicide and th&uitless wishes uttat in \ain into the choppy water in her hiear
smallish dog kmeher mother washightly. The clouds gw dak. The smallish
n't stong enough to svive it. Her The smallish dog knethat the dog wondezd hav to swim.
mother was spent, washed out t¥i§ to live had sad many; she
sea full of jagged memories deaed that the will to die had the
hollow sucking wishes. & pain Same SUCCess.
was like an angrrusty anchor She would appoint herself sen
with a scae to settle on the ocearf® tonight. &e would fight off her
floor. The smallish dog aimed t@other's pain.
sae herit was a debt she felt she Others couldn't understand

CandyWilhite provides shelter
and lore to 4 doggie kids, and
often, they povide it right back.
This piece illustrates one of
those occasions.

Born in 1964 in Mscwy, RussiaS.
Nikolskyemigrated to the rited
Sates in 1978 as parf the the
Catter adminstratids wheat-for-
refusniks deal. Although the
guestion of h@ many tons of wheat
a pound of S. Molky is woth has
always intessted heno anser has
so far been found.
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The Reality S pecialist
by R uth Eckles, fromanideabyJ oe Rizzolo
illustrations by Er nie Dollar

—“Mary had a little lambits moment, to not believthe wices whelmed ¥ the wices, he would
fleece was white asvsAad eery that spoke in his head. stop breathe, and pull out the picgur
whee that Muy went, the lamb was “Your mind is not gur friend, from his back pocket. ‘Mmind is
Sue to gb Alan,” the Rality Pecialist wouldnot my friend,” Alan would mutter

tell him. *Your mind is full of bulliesand shuffle with theest of the
. ._and yure letting those bullies dgivlhorazine-infused patients back to
lan was ted of b(?'r.]gthe bus.tls your bus.You should bethe cafeteria.
nuts. ke had been IIVIng1he one driving it. & when wu lis Befoe Sinnydale, Alan had been
L t S‘hmnydgle mentalten to those bullies and they telli ya used car salesmarthiose days, no
institute for the past six month_&v\no.tum left,” turn right,” ‘if you dort do one could sell a car like Ala. dhe
He had bee_n onay dug IMaging \yhat ve say gure gonna crash,’ theglse in the company had the ability to
b!e. Bue, pink, orange ?”d Wh!tgre in contol. Take back cordl of convince people that they needed
pills. He took them all with a blgﬂhe bus, Alant’s your bus.” what they didhreally want the way
gush of chenyIa\orgd kool-Aid. Alan had g1y fond memories ofAlan could. Bfoe people kive what
But for Alan, nothln_g had ew the Reality Pecialist. ¢ kept ahit them, they had signed the dotted
work_ed bette_r _for him than . th?ramed pictur of him on his wall atine for a car that waseMvbeypnd
Reall_ty_ Pecialist. Th? Feality unnydale. H een kept a pictarof their means. @tomers led him,
Spemallst_had helped h'm to see pagl in his wallet.Wheneer he men and women alike.eHwash
his delusions, to be in theepentwould get sad, confused, arro pushyhe wasnhsleazyHe didrt flirt.
He didrt condescend. ¢dwas warm,
friendly practical, and gunded. @

g Ark Kennel and Ca”e,.
é 3

Altered Image

Hair Designers, Inc.

1113 1/2 Broad St
Durham, NC 27705
(919) 286-3732



The
Augu st 200 4 pager Blotter

at least he had an uncanny abilityafothe shiny ng cars in the sie dated aound futively in the dis
seem practical andognded. Hs room. He thought their purpose wadance.tiwas hat to concentrate with
covorkers were jealous of himo drive him mad. And ewtually the bunny giving him the peace sign.
because he solddhrtimes the numthey did. “It's just what | want,” she said.
ber of cars that thethe oldermore It was Aigust of 1990 when AlatMy family has always dnivlarge,
seasoned empées soldhey could had his first episode—anyw public comfotable cars. Lincolns, Cadillacs,
n't figure it out.What did Alan hav episode—that would land him in tHauicks.....”

that they didih hawe? A twenty he hospital. A couple came in, looking Alaris egs glassedvay as he
was beginning to baldeHhad a beefor a n&v car As it so happened, thdgoked at the bunnwho had na
gut and a uni-lmv. He wash a were both dessed ined. He saw themoved to the driers side and was
shazzy esserHis fawrite outfit waslittle red dots pulsating on theirdorhonking the horn.

a pair of khaki pants and eam-col heads and he kméhe was in tuble. “Yes ...” he said, “I understand
ored golf shir He woe Buster He began to feel uneasy inside. Alaw ... big comfdable cars ... they
Brown shoes. @ really what Alan wasit stupid. He knev he was goingare so cushionyhey float along the
had that they didrhawe was the abilnuts. He knev the things he saw arliighway like a dam, like a cloud,
ity to see into a custorisesoul.To head wererit the types of things héke a big, mushy marshmalla..
see their longing, theiarning, theirshould be hearing or seeingt Be they must feel an awful lot like A
emptiness. Bl could see they hadsdll couldrt help but believ they SFACESHIR right? Hue yu eer
deep wvid they needed to fill and thatere eal. As the couple talked wideen in a SRCESHIR Miss Lady-in-
they didrt know haw to fill it. He him about what they ewe looking the-red-suit? D you think | dort
was somekoable to convince thenior, beads of ®at began to form oknow what pure up toAWhy youre

in a \ely subtle waythat a car washis foehead and upper liplis golf hee?”

going to make their g easiershit was soaked under the armpits. The womais mouth dopped
shiniey more exiting. ‘Ther®s no “Were looking for something larggpen and her husband took herwlbo
other car quite like this weUltra and comfdable,” said the womarprotectiely “Now listen he¥, mis
2000,” he would sa$it's got esry- her gold earrings glittering in the s’ he said. You need to gepwrself
thing going for it. @od gas mileagding sun. Alan lookedser at the carunder conwl.” There was fear in his
it's geat for the envonment, andthat was displag in the shacasewvoice. Ht was a small, thin meus
they usually last up to 300,000 milegea. A brand ne 1990 Pecialied man. Alan was twice hisesiz

The leather is impted flom ftaly ... Tunco, top of the line, loaded. A “Control? Contol?!You want to
feel it. t's geat, ish it? My aunt hassmall white rabbit winked at himontiol ME! How's this for contl?”

one just like it and shevés it. Has through the driers-side windae. Alan lungeder his desk in one full
driven it all @er the counit Go “What do pu mean?” said Alarsweep and boundedver to the
ahead, take it for a test driv His wice had a slighteimble. Tunca With his clipboat, he

But it wasit long into Alais bud The woman paused for smashed the windshield with sufpris
ding caeer that the signs of his bramoment, confusedWell just what | ing force.
slovly rotting away ere staing to said, basicallWere looking for a car “Get out of thex yu fucking
shav. The wices stéed slavly. They that is large and comtable,” theed bunny!” he selamed wer and wver
wetre subtle at firsThen the paranoiadot on her faghead gleing nav, like again until his tlmat ached and he
set in. K& began to think that cughe lights on an air traffic cooltrcould no longer get the wler out

tomers wre aliens &m anothertower and he collapsed in tears on the hood
planet, coming for his soul.eH “Why?” said Alan. of theTunco, suwunded g shads
thought he sawed dots blinking on  “Excuse me?” said the womanahglass.

and off on their f@heads. &l beganred, ubbing betwen her &s. Mr. Bolenkythe floor supe&isor

to see tiny little rabbits, about the siz “Well for what purpos&¥hy do dialed 911.
of a quater, hiding in the back seat®u want such a large car?s elgs
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Chapter 2 his eal name®hat did he do when
he was at hom&Phy did he always
The Reality $ecialist and Alarwear catigan swaters? Alan would
had a rit Ask/Dont Tell policy newer knav. In those days, they met
When Alan asked what exactly tlaice a wek, moe if need be, in a
meant, the specialist just smiledlight-filled office on Bresay ®enue.
him mysteriously and said dit He would look @und his office,
ask ... dohtell.” And flom that seaching for personal effecthere
moment on, he hatinNot that wer noneThere was a black leather
he wash curious.The Reality couch, a desk, a phone, a ficus plant
Secialist wasnexactly aand not much else.oNplaques or
therapist. Mr was he adegees on the wallThe Reality
guu. He was simplySpecialist didh hawe any official
someone Alan paid aredentials as far as he wnBut
good deal of money té\lan had nex been much of a
check in with, to see if hbelieer in education or dezgs or
was living in fantasy cgat being With the pograni in any
ity. This washa skill that Alanshape or form. dions speak
had. He depended on the speci@uder than wals, his father used
ist for that information. ©course,to always sayour experience is
Alan wondexd about the specialisfour education, and Alan felt the
He was curious, as all clients tend&ome way And the Rality
be.Was the Bality Pecialist mar Specialist had always beeneher
ried? Od he hag a dogWhat was him, could always be counted on.
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Until the day Alan got locked up at “Well, | had searal fantasiesespect for fancy vas or an eduea
Qunnydale. about being a famou®ck staf tion. When academics, intellectuals,
Their sessions would begin sornéered Alan. or politicians wre arguing their
thing like this: Alan would come in, “Thats normal.” points on television, Alanfather
shyly say hello, and sit on the couch.”l fantasied about guttural, priwould gunt with disgust and turn off
The Reality Pecialist would insistnal sex with nearlyesyone | met.” the TV. “Words,” his father used to

that he take off his shoes.was “Normal.” scoff “Dont mean a thing.” A heavy
something Alan new quite got “l wanted to beat my bther-in- smokerAlars father died when Alan
accustomed tdHe had to be askethws head in with a sledgehammeas sen. He was wding on the
ewery time. Alan would slip off hisut I didrit” carbuetor of their old pea®gn
Buster Bowns and place his tan “Normaf Rambler in the back yaand sud
trouser socks edully on the floor  “I was trailed ¥ tiny, red-eed denly dopped dead of a heattack.
Then they would talk. bunnies exywhee | went this pastHe died in a way he would bav

“So. Howve yu been?” theweek. e of them managed to jumqespected: quickhefficiently and
Reality $ecialist would salf newer into my hear Hes been scamperingithout a lot of fuss. Alanfather

sounded like a question. aound in thee ewer since.tltickles awould oll over in his grav if he
“Okay | guess.” great deal.” knew Alan was seeing thesdRty
“Any delusions?” “Not normal.” Fecialist. Mt to mention using the
“I'm not sue,” Alan would say And they would warfrom thee. majority of his inheritance to pay

Honesty is the best polidnother him.

one of his fathisrphrases. Chapter 3 Alan felt a pain in his héavhen
“Of course,” the &ality Pecialist he thought of his fatheHe missed

would saywith a note of understand Alars father had always beerhian.
ing. “Tell me aboutgur week.” man of action. @ had ey little
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Chapter 4 said “Dont get the wong idea her said it was okay to be sad, thetyene
Alan.Were not tying to getid of any was sad sometimes. Rigers had kids
The first thing the cialist did thing. Youre not going to get rid of then wheelchairs on his shand said they
when Alan came into his office todaliens, or the radio signals, or the buere pefect, just the way theyem.
was hand him a bookhe title wasnies. Youre going to befriend themhen he wnt to the Land of kke-
How to MakeYour Consciousnes®m Noure going to get to kmothem.You Beliee, he forgot that his mother was
Friendly Race.He was going thugh dorit hae to un anymae. Thees an alcoholic, that his father was dead,

his usual ritual of changin@rfr his nothing to feaoull see.” and that the kids at school made fun of
work shoes into his tennis shoes. Alan“What about the medications®im for having a stutter and being in the
newer understood why the specialist geked Alan. special classesléast he didrhawe to

to wear shoes and he diddid he go  “Dump them,” said the specialistride the special busekvas grateful for
jogging after their sessions? Alan was that. And een though he was lonely
standing 1 the windw/ looking davn Chapter 5 and sad much of the time, he was-grate
at the passing carfie sun was bright ful for a lot. H¢ was grateful for his dog,

today and clanged, almost audibly Allen hadimeant to hit the NUrsgreqq0n, 4 tan-and-white collie. was
through the windws. t was almost todt $innydale. And he wasily sory for o aieq1 that his motheead to him
bright to see. Alan looked four storiédat he had doneuBne had seen thgg, hight een if she wasutik and
down at a gren 1980 6id Mustang, €9 dot pulsing on her &read. And he;ometimes told him that she hated him.
paked ly the curbHe had sold that"®V She was one of theme Hicked 4 55 grateful for hisih Vader out
exact model to awimed couple. @ UP the fie extinguisher betohe en g ong his edi swat. He was grateful
this cas bumper was a sticker tlegitk had time to think, H usuglly t”?d ©ror the tie swing in the backglaHe
“'m Refired, Not Retaded.” CarsCalch himself at times like this, affls o ateful fores, the little stuffed
rushed $ in noonday traffidhe cars €MeMDer the things that theaty \pite" rabhit that he slept withegy
sounded angrsomehs, and mean, Pecialist had taught himutit had pigne  and he was grateful for .Mr
Alan was se of cars. Although hBen SO long since they talkeds g

. . ogers.
o T : - yords vere fading. ¢ was looking at
made his living selling them, he i Ol
own one. k¢ nde a biket puzzled hiqu pictue less and less.d.&nows, he Chapter 7

had enough dgs in his system to make
colleagues to no eflhen he won the p - . .
awad ?or Fest Slesman of 1987 at thdim docile as a lamtet the dags did  “A\re yu in eality or fantasy right
car lot, his boss offerto gie him a nt seem o be mehing hi$ thoughts.no"{‘-l donit cae about thesal world
brand nes Ultra 990. He would haa They persisted. ¢Hhated his thoughtsfh I d ish reallv th I
none of that. Id turned back weads Hated what they told him to deated € eal word IShreally the ea

: o world.... t's full of stuff that i&rreally
the specialist and satwtho on the what they e tuming him intoThe all that impatant.”

couch. Reality Pecialist had always told him' hep “the Rality Becialist said

“'m all for that,” said Alan.¢-vas hat his thoughts eert him, that his something that surprised hime igaid
tired of his mindTired of the racing™nd Was not his frienduBAlan did | dorit cae about thesal world either

thoughts that kept him up all nighfit €n knev what the war friend  “What do pu cae about?” asked

Tired of the aliens and their gas. Meant anymer Alan. He washused to asking the spe
: . . cialist personal questions.

Tired of seeing meanness in the el Chapter 6 “ care aboutgu,” he said.

ewenyone he meflired of vearing the A sudden feeling ofewhelming

aluminum-foil hats to keep out the «yoy ae my friend ...qu ae spe anger cameser Alan. H didri feel like
radio signalg.he only thing he wangja| to me.” Alan used to watch thgking todayHe just wanted to go
tired of vere the little, tiny pink @ \jister Rgers shw religiously when hénome, put on the aluminum-foil hat,
bunnies that ee neer far fom his \was 3 qung by, He especially like@nd crawl under thevews The Reality
heelsThey seemed friendly somehqyoing to the Land of Mke-Bliee. The Specialist could go to hellehvas ted
Almost as if theyae looking out for 5 nnets and the castle and the train hall his talk about consciousness being
him, watching his back. that scar little traffic light e the & friendly place, his mind not being his
As if eading his mind, the Speda'i“ﬁbhlight of his lonely days. NRogers friend, of hope and change and accept
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ance and e, of the stinky smell cfome fom? When exactly had
socks rising up to his noselAt. Fuck appead? Nne of it matterd anyma. B RAN CE

it all. A little white bunny came anfuddenly Alan was serrof something
gently touched its qeinng pink noseThat white little rabbit\er thee in the C H A P E L H I L

to Alars foot. Alan kicked it @ss the corner waserl. And all this time h B O O K S H O
room with an instant stab efet. “I'm and eeryone else, had thought he
a terrible, terrible person,” he thoughtd@zy for seeing ituéhe wasaal. As i and
himself sensing his thoughts, the bunny te
tively cept tavads Alan to sniff hi T h € E H 0] ﬁ ﬁ er

Chapter 8 hand.This time Alan did not lash o

He pulled the rabbit up into his lap §

Alan didrt know why he suddenlyg) asleept was the mosestiul slee
hated the little white rabbit so muth.e had ear had. Qur Latest

was just a pink-nosed, innocent,yfurr

thing. Maybe that was whitg innocent Ruth Ecklesis a fairly acte/writey
presence triggeet something in himand | think she les nath of

He looked at the rabbit,wcqui\ering Durham. 8e was in the €&ember
in the cornempeched on a gen pillov ’03 issue.

on the st coloed shag carpet. AtaiErnie Dollaris a total nutjob who
heat filled with an aching tenderneclaims to be the King op&n or
that was hdrto bearThe poor rabbit the diector of the Hisboough his

had got nothing ém Alan but scorntorical museum, depending on his
and violenc&Vhee had the rabbiten mood.

present

Every Month, join past an
presentBlotter authors, aists
poets, and special guestpeq
mike readings folle.

(Sign-up for open spaces, 5
time limit for open mike reac

Also & Branch’'s in the near future

August 11, 7:30 PMRon Rash-
Saints at the Rav| August 31 7:3
PM Margaet Maron—High Count
Fall

branch’s chapel
hill booksh
243 s. elliott rd.
in village plaza
968.9110
www.branchsbookshop.co

it was really great to meet yd
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Diane Manning is an exhivi
ing member of the @Ange County Aists

Guild, and has beeapmesentedybSmerhill
Galley in Chapel ki, NC. She has painted
professionally for nearlyemty years and has
llustrated four books with pen and ink draw
ings, but she specializin wateolors. Be
makes ealistic paintings with ao&hern
accent and a sense of humor
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Poem _
by P hil La ne ShethinksI'maP oet

by Craig Ki rchn er

Blue cars crawling crippled tbugh city steets.
| wake in the blue
and take my medication.

The cup is half empty
She most likely thinks

The sea is litterd with empty Ritalin containers, I'm a slob and an ass
the windows never shut. with my filthy toilet and tub.
Outside, the most beautiful and teble sight of all: At the coner the light will beed,

maybe yellow
When someone boadsides me
| am pobably not coveed.

cars passing/
people walking/
the world tuning.

The cup is half full.

She calls me a poet

and drinks champagne

in the bubble bath | made her

The tiger kitten Up the steet the light was geen -
n V\er_1dys parking lot- if it hadnt been for our fender bender
dragging a buger we surely would never have met -

the insurance moe than coveed.

by Ri ck Do ble

SURAVIBNES BWAS:

Poens With “PoemV/Poet/Poetry™ in name: 2
Untitlled Poems/Haikus: 3
Poems About Cllones: 1

Rick Doblelives in §yrna, NC and has\eb site of photographic images,tsttories, essays, and illustrated
autobiography: wwrickdoble.net

Natalie Rssalso has an eponymolebsgite (wwwatalie.net) and seems to be kickiograr in Durham after a
sudden mee flom S&nkan.

You knav Garry Somersfrom past issues Tiie Botter Heés a writer and a stay-at-home daddy

Phil Laneis a carpetbaggiiygnkee who nwed davn to NC because the cops’tdimowv him hee.Thats nice.

Hés nav in disguise as a Raleigh bookselidrhe was in ourafmber issue lagtay

Craig Kirchneris also becoming a fairjgular featerin our pages, and in about a million other little indy rags.
Hés the tragling consultant/hobo of the uaiige guyHe says, “I write about what | knbest andet
least—-mysel—in an efforto remove those labels.”
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dinosaurs and oh! what mae could be so e if so few
knew

our ages past and a geat many blast

from other lands our milky way

just a gate for us to stay inside,

weapons of war

shore upon shoe of hungy ships to take us home,
from this land to many unknown

piece by piece our memories sewn together meothan a
topographic map. teasures abound for those who know
simply how to go go go.

*kkkkkkkk
i am the bee

what me?
piling along two clouds

Confronting t he Clone
by Garry Somers

Evey single molecule
of me is pefect you.
| know aleady how you'll
do; as pecisely as | will do.
Your ciooked smile.
How you walk a cooked mile.
Thee are no questions
between us. Wu know
before the lightbulb's glow
my ideas. Any questions?
| write while you poof,
or you wake at dawn
and shave for work, while | sleep on.
Are you a clever me-spoof?
Later we chase the wolves together
and paint our pictue on the cave wall
in inks the color of blood, the call
of our blood is of a feather
Yet, each passing moment, each shifting deze,
birdsong, and wingflap of a buttdly
lead you and me ireparably awry.
Thee is no way for us to éeze
the moment, and though | love her figzly,
my woman looks at you and then at me
As if to say a& you better than he?
Can you handle my life ddrently?
I don't know what to do.
The miror cracks and we eflect on that, too.

meat sounds

ALIVE by N atalie Ross

scientific phenomena
what more or less

could we digess fom some
fifteen miles of sound

a million geens aound for
two three

intersubjectivity!







