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Item s Worth M entioning

fromt hedekofJ ohnnyP ence

Starting wi th Steve Earle, Endingi nl nsanity

In an inteesting bit of synobmicity—or maybe & just that h always
thinking about FB. Bellels “Ozymandias,” but either wal’happened to [e
thinking about thevast and tinkless legs of stdimeconnection with Ameriga
just the other dalgefoe | rad &\e Earls intevien in The ion A/ ClubHe
also bought it up Not to get political or anythingnljust musing and wonefer
ing about little things like American cultural dominance in the faftworl
histor. Will anybody emember &on Gadner in ten thousanegrs®. W.
Bush? e Earle?

Did you knav Shelley pobably wote that poem ireply to Horace ith’
poem of the same name, the saa® Ythat Gsymandias is the&ek na
for Ramses Il, and that thened statue in questiceally exists at the complex
of Luxor and Karnak?dyou knav what pu had for dinner ohhursday lapt
weekWhat was the song thagly Kid de had back in the early ‘90s?

S anywayabout &\e Earle, | bring up the inaw because | just dign
want to put the motto for this moi#tissue axss the top and leasomeone day
“Hey Rence is ripping offteSe Earle ¥ mentioning Bellels ‘Qzymandi
within 30 days of it appearingTihe Gion A/ Club” You knav hav much
worty about that sbof thing. Bit then, whill cae in ten thousandgrs?

If you knav See, tell him kthink hés the man.

And if youre a pungster and wonder what the halltéilking about, take
thirty seconds todagle “Qymandias.Then set aside six oreseminutes o
pull up “The Lare $ng of J. Aled Pufrock (that one isypanother poet called
T.S. Hiot), the other little joke/allusion in our motto this montithat point

reasonable grasp of arithmetic (for balancing checkbooks), and umdleIstand
youll neer eally getgur head aund quantum mechanicspuymight as el
drop out of school.

In fact, if yu hae those things undeny belt, yu should ect a big staty
your mug “in a sneer of cold command,” with a motto that says “Look U
Works, ¥ Mighty and despair’'think I'm going to do that myself één a coy

€,
pon my

The Botteris published monthly apd|pPle veeks if tan get aund to it.
distributed one wekend in the firpt | think I'll pose for the statue with my haitgghbehind, eating a peach,

half of h thw ' f .
Sculation thoughout. thetrianard wearing the bottoms of myaisersalled. A least Il dae to eat the peach.

circulation thpughout theTriangle

%Tgrmsg%ﬁgt Ercgf\}\?;yss'r&ggm% 7A'E s n.b.:The eal inscription at the base of the statue for Ramses Kisgysf, Kings

are ad inquiries and opganities t¢ lam I, Gymandiad. dnypne would knohav geat | am and wieef lie, let him surgass
one of my wa Meh. Nce ast and tinkless legs of stone, O king of kings.

U-S-Al U-S-A! Hon Gadner for pesident!

and

cross-pomote inteesting eents.

Qubsciptionsare awilable for $25har (i
the US only). &d check or moneyder;
name and addss to The Botter
Subsciptions, 1010 Hile $reet
Durham, NC27705.Back issuesealsp
awilable for $3.00 eachnguire abou
awailability ly e-mailediot@blotterrag.coip.

Thanks Again

| know we aleady thanked iipweed Manifold and ®rmfront fo
playing a benefit siwdor us, and the Cavor hosting it, butjust got bagk
from that she and it was gat.  thanks. Again. And I think it helpep. |
know we sold some tickets anghits, so @Il Count deMbney and seq.

L

This magazine may contain typos or bgd
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Drinking W ater
byJ imP enny

\_Fel vel: | Gi0kingupand, peceagionglly aty. 799, visie
\' eirly/seasch  @mi conwrsaion of the coler norn
w poldtoes On the secrad 'eft ‘wilfithe ‘we andney, an

ond blistering afternoon of a hottBpur past lunch, the discussion of
than normal Agust in easterndth food that,was and thesekend, tha

Capolina. 2968, ililasTiedeep/arvaistybe hiad foth i het 'in The
rows of th& [ otito (30 paed |he /Ineleitiig neatWe vert abost oul
cool sand tiiat iad notTaced thisdrabor automgons berivon ‘siviple
tal sun in ell over a war; the lown, ragged, swival, appoaching th
damp soil turned quickly tasgrayy . €fds of theaws, each in turn, tho
dirt, pockeG il yeel ™ wollei ;N friopt bepingtimse tothesr 7S
orange tyber s po's, oc:asior ®re ¢eting tc far aheac, or (oo
quatz stone&s, and erraniSted bot ehind. “=was raly the first or s
tle caps m hot seasons and thirggst, but usually vead the middle
diggers past. sometimes helped, sometimes-H
We #€x | asripdigoce! strip it gryalways ypuling=the co mt!
ping ‘e land fo tle It sciods bels fEimi he rrag =Gsoil.
blue-geen vifiés 'ana occasional TNe €Ny’ oi eaciow meaiit
potato blossoms, leaving in our wakeak in the shade, a cup of

the naked, ging soil, ripped inoms Watera chance for some to sit an
The fuits of GUr laporsae lines f[he wihd cney trees. Girwaters
of wooden cratesofn Mexico filled in an orangegloo cooler on a co
bound for e €ayly ikt of No dTytrye givey gallopsisa phprrgof bl
Raleigh. clk, oné cupind si: Heodle &
would get next rponth.The boes for the first time in my fifteeregrs,
wer arfdiped” i jgy00d ings aldigey  1he “chaimy, apaunaeaiab
stack them on my dadsiyold flat- about my age drained the csighec
bed tuck withwsix in-line cylindergp the lingering pleasuof cold wate
heae its load Trough-the aXle-aeepr Uidistinguisheu design, ' me.
sand of the ndy pillaged field. | reached for the et cup still

|1 woke up this morning thinking that it

g 1wo of my uncle’s brightly colored race

liver Bioiter [ieam el
real dreams, real w

w uiu Ye a really good idea to geneti-
can, ~ngineer butterflies to eat the wood
ir. nlar .ed pine trees in a certain pattern
so that people didn't have to cut the
trees down with chainsaws. My initial
thought was that the butterflies should be
unmant irridescent indigo and green, but
t-~t seemed a bit showy for such a blue-
coll: - genetically engineered butterfly.
'n<’ sad, | decided on a matte black with
yellow spots and some graphite gray.
That was an easier gene sequence to
steal directly from termites, anyhow:. It
was also of some concern that the lum-
el ack Hutterflies might eat into houses,
ur ther ' was another gene sequence
tha. ~igat keep them away from houses
altogether. And if not, we could always
poison them.

—J.P., Hillsborough

I g outinto the front yard of my
mc her’s house in the dim early morning.

cars are parked on the lawn (In reality he
used to drive sporty convertible). My

r other and a middle-aged female friend
¢ .. tive come out of the house in night
¢ »wn and then race loudly down the

r adi the race cars. When they come
back in a few minutes the friend says the
exhaust pipe has cracked open. She
parks the damaged car on the front
porch. Now the car has shrunk to the
size of a suitcase and is burning, so | am
thinking about maybe dragging it out into
the yard to keep the house from catching
on fire. Suddenly the car is beside me. |
look up at an unlit street lamp high
above me and the car. Then | look back
down at the car, and up at the light

a ai 11> bulb is still unlit.

- R. 3, K ieigh

| dreamt | saw a statue titled The
Goddess of Flight. It showed a woman
in an airline seat, throwing up into a
hucket.

— a' on., Durham

Plcase send excerpts from your
dream journals to Jenny at
mermaid@blotterrag.com. If nothing

long hidden;" taiTgiedsWith itk &, SO @ wmpapragsnigls) in therat
with “Number Qhe Sveet Btataes crete block under the tallestych
1
There, tiie going price woult™delack™ard one viter me.
corridofSTi the dusy f2ld & wait R OSE2C ¢f (rinking benindhe ¢
dual ear ti2s, andg@ Qiihg DHuleen a7gt fgyand Nanded srecip
9x of us wdted quietly in bar cool fom the chilled watethe inten

stringing viies an@Ngvir j | 2ag ;. colel be zeitha stir d thelshade

two, maybe tlee, times whatev | Was second in line to drink, a
the mer™Wwrio Would gnt, litt, arid oreds. ~Aiead;aoyng "wuitian o
gear The ‘ck wis by at e tol10 J€u, Cimpled snip e(gii ylas
feet, shdrpants, thin or no shg, Sity of the moment searing my br

else, we Jove to read them. We
won’t publish your whole name.

pird
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burning my soul far beyd anything  Ther | stood, cup in hand. pause. D the others? iD they feel
the glaring, scoffing sun, glinting There was no visible spit on thke same for having to drink after me?
from the lip of the cheap éhand- rim, but | had watched thoseolyn | held the glass in my right hand
dime glass, could eevdo to my lips, heat that soulful sigh, andesv not wiping the rim, dsv my water
shitless back.White people didn'timagined, a slight string of spittieth the left, raised the cup to my
drink afier colgrdsy ¢ p=tnexplainspungfam lintg, ¢! o9 as-eherdme, fase, gad at the distted eflection
able, hegtoton iinm te ole, ane=ago it, clcsec hir el, inC s valli :c the oir™myv nose, lips, and tongue, and

appaentiy=eritenasic lawswitn=itie atdier that ¢oeied el diawnk it all, ignoring the cold chill
the cusp of eternal damnation. I wonder if she sawr felt, my that burned my tloat.
Was this burning the mutation |

: ———— - feaed?Was it my soul in flight, flee
"WV, §BC T Gh %0/ LBrGiLy 2 ‘ inglits soiled and impeinesselWas
wne end of the life | had kwa,

would | be shunnedybfriends and
E I_ E ': T ﬂ l: r T relations, chaseg Hogs, cast bayd
“ nurgatoy now that | was one of the

Forthzs o't com ite i: i _I_ ‘ la nncd, who had aink behind the

COoIigLs?

My throat thaved while the chill
spead though my heated inrus,
2ringing a shar to my spine, and |
hahded the cup to the smiling, older
géntleman behind me.

32 YK USFIPau"H 8T.

Im Pennysays, “I am an applied
¢ [@ati tician for a small tderation test
i1g (ompany nearTR In my spa
time, | wander aund Raleigh in a kilt
spending money | don't len bars
my mama warned me about. | don't
pick up potatoes any mepibut | had
more spending money when | did.

CREATIVE
o TALSMITHS

Jon| H. bhnson | Km Maitland
117 E. Fanklin $., Chapel Hl
919-967-2037 eatiemetalsmiths.com

A8 5 M. Frtaryielun i f
&h sl I HEl. &
¥ 1 TNl - Nl

Ak Exrnal and
i’d“'ﬁr =lag & fwlt%

e - aloml . sl &

n. Uam 1 o Cwrars Maoreg e
N, are e b [ER T —
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Paper Cuts feels slack and out he bursts
i headed aoss and in, then jumps
Book s Ypu M |ght_N ot Have Read wildly twice mee seeming to
by M artin K. S mith hang high and stiff in the air
‘ ‘ befoe falling to thow the col
By-Lin>. ErngstHonvingwvay wmn of water andoy can see the
edited. b yWV/ illiam W™ hile [ Scibnbris | 196 Rook in his jaw (1936)
- - This piece also mentions thestr
nest Hemingway is a fea (
Ere of the American liter The bull ring..ar. Rza, deStoy of an old @ban who hooked a

simple stefém sn  of factesdin (he | | am bt theals standirgatsie enfin) out onto the open oceaneH
canon; his dntiologid and taugii, ~of a Stee’ in an open fielane SFent two days drifting and fighting
ewverybody eads him at least once in yellow and ed $anish flag wa@ff shaks tiying to eat his catch—i.e.
the course of a standlaedacation g floating er it. Carriages ee the gist of lémingwayg nael The
(usually hisSNosBiy ETEE llerd) diving o @fdpeopld gefiimga@lid Man and thees) _
Theres noii cli pcni an merin. | of H(SE8Lhi re \/as a gat ce vd Hi style can make dialogue
arguing wiigtiier lsea good or " of beggars aund the /ntranceSOw a bit stilted.This segment
“bad’ writer. Feople dohdebate on  Men vere selling water out of biffauies some backstoin 1956, in
whethersay Hlot Mountain,is good g terra cotta water bottles Kizfrica, he and his wifedyy surived
or bad-#i5 jugtiier ShldrTans) cangSasted * alteo small-plane crashes in the space
Heningwity nace fis ealy living a mgnd ; irypap ¥ Spillsyitrind gy
as a nespuper<aLpordent®n " gjahgof iceeam.iTie cowd Wa: Were taking our time
after his fiction found success, he gay and chefet but all intent o to not waste yours
could still be persuaded into_ecca oushing twad the entranc |REirRa: el eyl |
sional jo_urr‘f_"isr“., deré*‘ejly":!il’ JS vicanied Civirgaals with phace
on how it Histaetedgmit (m fis fesihal ghckad Hats al d car
real work.[Rav«ig"thasa itesmiilb Siung ‘oer thel™ backs sat t

_turn (_jomn a paying gig])he piec_es horses like statues, and tloavd
in this best-of collection v& his flowed though.” (2923)

whole caxfr om 1920 to 1)54.

Almost all & 'n <l iect’ one fissicCl .
. . o ke fould jet/clos: t) [y

ates with UglinGwaewarsgbtl B e/l b en Birfind' on s8meth

bullfighting, hunting-and-fishing. Ar:é‘ o q rtng 0

are in a style | link not just with himic €MIYed:

but with_a whole 3pessiongalism,

had-bolied:Je'ect y [hel Qe at/ Var Y EYFyoE>ing

ol t lonac the fii h, [ind uy=e

trashec o iliusic s anld le t s oy : |

cal sensibility It's a flat, deadpan M alr_1a|nd-5aw|2|ng|ngeslun, th T T T T
voice uttering shorsentences—a Marlin leaps clear and long es The Blotter's Jo hnny Pen ce
or |f he gets \ &el Jp o “Ub:h ’Cld anc L.'\n( ECJ \Nh"EB i S'C':”:h:vfrh'lu:ﬁ -d -

! . . ) vin Stein A O
something,'a train \f sfsiateneats || [I€F Strpes and, waenfie goe; Sivanis Slaughter's “Suseet piece”
pieces it has a kind of rat-tat-tat Spray like a shell lighting....Tt i
monotony like a typaiter or a teke  he comes out again, and the « IM' L
graph key roars, and again, then the PUEL CATING
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of a veek. @rbled epots raching “Darling,” Miss Maly said, whom nobody would expect teev
the outside world said tfeeypeen “dont you think yu hae think about ceativwe writing, but who
killed, so oneturning to civilization ~ enough vices abdy?” up and wote stuffl see it as a kind
they got to @ad their wn obituar of large shagy dak thing named
ies.) The war epotage holds someThe Hemingway Mstique, that fel

historical integst for its wide rangelowed him apund like a haint, and

Miss Mary woke up and saidHe caerd Geece vsTurkey in cast a disting \eil betveen the out
“Hawerit they bought the tea?1922, the Banish CivilWar fom side world and theal person.
And what & you reading?” 1937 to ’'39, and China under | still respect the guyhough

“Darling,” | said, “I am Japanese iagion. K een landed (which is why | havefrained om
obseving the early-morning trafwith Allied foces on D-R@y right referring to him as &pé& or
fic of Nairobi and eading a up thee in the line of fe. (I was also“Henf). He saw combat in seal
number of obituaries that camiaterested to note that in the 1930Wwars; he suived two small-plane
last night.” he was an isolationisteldaw that acrashes, the dierces and a i®

“Darling,” Miss Maty said, “I secondNorld War was coming, butLiteray Reputation. Hs style wdxs
really wishqu would notead so felt America should steer clear of itést in his fiction, whehe describes
many of those obituaries. | thinkossible.) intense and gut-emching eants in
it is morbid pobably Anyway | confess to skimming thugh that flat factual oice, leaving the
we ae not dead and so it is rathéhe spais stuff not being a spr readers to color in the emotions
an affectationWe neer rad kind of guy And to be honest, nonghemseles. 8 if you haerit read
other peopls obituaries and | doof the pieces st&d me as much asim befoe, go to the nels first—
not really see whyevgshouldead one might expectdm a Literar then, if yu like his fiction enough,
our avn. Besides it could be badlandmak. Thats one prblem with you can come back to these- dis
for you.” being a LitergrLandmak: your rep patches.

“I quite agee with wpu,” | utation pecedesoy. His rep was a
said. “Rit it is becoming a vice.toughie: that of a butch, etg-

silent-type, the kind of manman

sarajo berman _
RCST#19 The Ar m adillo

regiger ed cranioscal therapig By G ar ry Somes
by appoirtment only

SB-@8 618 sjberman@mirdspring. om (L You’re quite ceain Who had been Mrs. Arnegtecca

that we hae Sional drier for manymany gars,
Altered Image

enough petleum, had deeloped the ability to tune

Hair Designers, Inc. Antic?” Mrs. Arnette said to th&e woman out, or rather tune out
1618 172 (e &5 man driving the bluel@orado He his avn habit of esponding to the
Durham, NC 27705 glanced eer at herusing the ear things that she said.eHalso sup

(919) 286-3732 view mirror, but did not espond.pressed a smile for her wdor

This did not fag her in the slight Selection. & meant getol,” of
est—Mrs. Arnette raly paid course, and affected this mistaken

QUEEN MATTRESS SETS

PLUSH TOP Sel - 5125 attention to those people to whowsage for his sake because she
Wi | oG5 . .
PILLLMYTOR et - 5753 she was talking. e lo/e was thethought it was Continental.
"OFAND MAML & DFRAND KLY art of the monologue.o8loquy The smile he suppssed was
Sl in plastic with warnaniies The man behind the wheebalanced Y the slight ann@nce

Can delivar, (3191255-2255
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he had for the woman, who fear Actually her former husbaisd his had been so enthusiastic in her
sons surpassing his understandinige and jg, Sanjiv understood. Astudy of &h, the pecepts oThe
called him Antic, a wdrfor which fairly substantial piece ofefiit Gentle and Clearhinking Svami,

he could not find the associatiron in the two-door coupe stylae had knwn in his hedrthat
etymoloayfor his name wasugiv. Terrible fuel econombput to speaktheir time was shorAh, well, he
He noviassumead ghl t=ghesmispef sueh things i exasqswas gantabowught for the millionth time.

nounced Nid ram:, no, nMieso keouit th comnitiry a giaysin “Mrs. Arnette, | am not ém

out of semrC unedatlcwrced=to-iniie child rigiCsting.dnjiv’chuck™ tivedesdy you know,” he eplied

tate. led under his leath, just onequietly “Mine ae mountain peo
“Yes, mam,” was all he said. hmm-hmm, quietly enough thatle.” But she didih ewen look at
The Cagillagstor=davn thesthe edy didi hear him, continuing herwn one-sided

highwaythe s ag @ a re=cactus des 21 Saljiv whose full hame wasoi\ersation.

peeling k={C>the "mdnotoncessalnjive $aghs Sngh, & an “evew “And this is the g@at American

thump-thump-thump of old cenwhy Mr. Afiiette had left his wifejeser;, and hee we ae,” the
crete expansion joints under tldthough he had his suspiciowmgoman said. “I beliey haveer,
thin skin gf=gasphalt. Mg Arne & pjils ava astyanged, wifegswabat God neer intended for man
didnt notiger €2 vas not cel scme h =e=.n/ th¢ east /hit i$o liv: hee. Humans a water
cerned widatae journgyiih thesNorth” or=&uta Caolina.) ait we' creates.We requie moistue; ve
things-betwen-things. & had aloved it hee. @&njiv fouriu it especrawe it. Look at all of our &vork.
set of ules for those things thafially Texan to be drivingew fast The clouds in the skyearepesen
requieg=hr siwab'e=attent an, a 2 lopgsstraight twa-lanea =instations of the beauty of water
list or2 nignt ¢a anc oul the € pa efa= al lffsC mecne ccmindM s. Arnettss hands flutted in
windowv™was wet on that liseh® up behmd ainwarnted to goeen=ront of her face like strange butter
supposed that this might be attrifaster or if he was that faster clres. &njivs gae rested on the
uted to her childhood, when hetosing on a sher \ehicle, thex clder womas egs, which ere a
father wopld tale the, famil' owe > seasional=axtra wideschol hiadsome lowvn, and large in a
interminal le fweaiiens, 1 sawde/s n the gal cilld Cctes/ \ray that made her seem desmur
things tha. thesest citieidnilyLales forthe shevautemobivesitdlertnair was a stiand curly gray
couldrt, but this didit stop him move out of the wawVvhich tuiey but not the gray of old agestead
from pointing,them out. B wauld always did. &hjiv,found thisher coif was a shadeetally con
entreat hi =\ ifg, apaschileim teyunlikelyy behgvier in Vil lep sideed by a team of expsrin the
“Lookee, l oc<ee Y wou the ctar Wael fescinaing, ik vifel FZ- knowledge of what attracted, what
boad winder” ard wiren elycie” ever, wdl hatelINiving iwexas, arndsoothed, what seemed botuty-
looked, they @re unable to deterdespite emything he understoodul and experiencedt $he would
mine what it was he wanted thesbout American women, he h@ast keep some of her thoughts

to notice=! coulc be=g lene ot besn upa ‘e fosconvincesar to stmgpelen, &jiv thought, she
pine agrai 21 as a lorigher witwih hin. (A hist k', o course, fg ol Id he a fine catch, as therev
six-foorepan. their“mariiage~0 “havewr=nap practical American idiom stated.

“Petroleum is the tre oot of pened—eeryone had told him. “And still wve come to the deser
all evil,” Mrs. Arnette said t®&larrying for love, @njiv knev, to build our cities. Mewh,
Sanjiv. He fidrit ewistwitchy shehadsscenstheee e . Aiad ¢o0 Hamascus,” Mrs. Arnette paused.
noted. As|deserp :op 2, w Ho h ria w=cuiside orne peHp er=ulso/asx makand. And ubbock.” &e
know this."=}gthirig=" ®“it""was riiswade. e had Jallervinwawitl pcekéd for an instant at thear
going to be one of those days, $le suface—his d&r skin, hisview mirror. There it was, the
thought. A hat nut to crack. bead, his turban. ©® such thingsflicker of his egs at her for that

It was Mrs. Arnette Hdorado failures a@ made. ¥#n when shdast. ®t him, she thought.
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Needs anWantsYour Contribution

So Give ltUp

We pefer e-mail submissions in all ca
and they go to

memaid@blotterrag.com
or paper copies can go to

Jenny Haniver
PO Bax 175
Hillsborough, NC 27278!

Send us:

Shornt prose (stories and
nonacademic essays),

Poetly,

Photojournalism/-essay

Journalism that goes lmnd or
beneath whatou might find
elssvhee,

Comix, and

Fine at that would eproduce wll
on this type of paper

Guidelines and dministrativia

Do not send original wiorof an
kind! Your submissions will n
be etumed

Lo-res images may be attachg
e-mail submissions, but no ot
attachments. d&te all text into t
e-mail body or send paper co
to'the PO. box abwe

We will not type anything forou,
Handwritten stuff iseally no
consideed; we need an eleotrig
copy of all text, andoy hawe tg

supply it
An e-mail addrss oreply SASHS
required befoe we will'respond

Try to send stuff that is some
resonant with whatevhae
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“All of the worlté geat think tioned tents of &adise? @ they
ing began in the deselEgypt. The get to leae? Q@ is their defloer-
Jews ofYore. Christianity Islam.” ment erasedvernight? 3 spending
Mrs. Arnette fowned. Why do eternity in Rradise with some dys
you suppose that is, AnticPiat functional dead man punishment?
one was just for fun. Isrit spending life with them pun

“My name is &jiy mdam,” ishment enough?tdping to take
Sanjiv said, caught off gdarHe a beath, sheolled her egs in the
bit his tongue. Dficult woman. direction of the ear-visZ mirror
Didn't she knw about Biddhism, for emphasis.
or... This was too much, thought

“What about the...” Sanjiv He felt his hands squee

“Hin-doos? Right. | suppodgbe steering wheel.
there ae exeptions to ey rule,” “Mrs. Arnette, | am not
she said. “B& thats beside theMuslim,” said the man. “I amk§.
point. Lets stick with thoséVNe hae talked about this beéoft
Muslims. Cangu please explain tk was too late.n® had gotten his
me Your idea of ldaenWVhat can goat—another fine American
you be thinking whenoy beliee idiom.
that paradise is a land with ninety- “Of course. M mistake,” the
five beautiful gung virgins atour woman said.
beck and call®hat normal adult  Sanjiv flipped the switch on the
man wants a plethora of simperidgshboat to illuminate the big
teenagers wanderingand, with Cadillacs headlights. &ylight was
out the slightest bit of sexuabllapsing with the rapidity one
experience?” Mrs. Arnette safdund only in the degeiThere was
leaning back in her seat, clearlyascuttering in thead out in font
a oll. “It's like yu men ha® no of the each of his headlight
imagination. Ae theseeal women,beam. H shifted his footver to
or just etheral figments of thehe brake pedal andgssed den,
aearly depaedWVho ae these vir but the heavyehicle olled all of
ginsAWhat happens afteoy hae its weight up into its shoulders and
sex with them in the air-condpushed back against the brake.
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Armadillo, he thought, attemptingide of the agad. Fashlight, hefuture possibilitySo the back seat
to steer thelHorado safelyer the chastised himselbut didrit go was her tlone. Now, standing, he
top of the little armor-platede&x back to the Korado to etriewe it. was a head taller than she was. H
ture. But the animal wa&nThe twilight would hawy to be tilted tovads her for a moment.
cooperating and _ducked-andnough for him tq, see what he “Bring it back to the caAntic,

weawed( as ‘if git R ing=to smuist andy put it in the tunk,” Mrs.
commit suizice furder iwey car Thae anma lylloen o it Afatte equested.
wheels.\¢=svenad! silie itsiiw reppermioseidgs pawing®oOh, maam.This is a bad idea,
Ba-dump! at the nignt air Srange lookingl think,” he said. lé touched the
“Were going too fast, Antic,thing, $njiv thought. ,As if madside of his turban for a second,
Mrs. Arneftessaids byg.an, € ign god, (ather“then ‘amthout knaving why
“Mrs. daviette, fe=swck fan :ethly ¢ne. /€ imagied #iat it |'We cannot leavthe ceatue
animal,” &ajivieplieds Wes evitence of thelamdicy==of “a<e on the oad. t isnt right,” she

“Stop the caf she said.other ways of thinking.The said. You will pick it up and place
“Please.” @ guad again, &njiv armadillo was indeed going to diein our trunk and ve will bring it
brought thg=s0at seasting to a o 2p pet, bysthe fazg, of the callisieawith us.”

“Whatgwe s t?”l Nrs./ Arnetiev .h 'hi=C€uad lla¢, ther) caily “NMs. Arnette. i will not live.
asked. frem “the=Gther @atues) of Wadlt “asds been oshed under our

“An armadillo, miam,” @njiv night, those that hurigsdt and wheel,” &njiv potested softly
said. He began to explain. but Mrgunted. “Antic, | knov the animal is
Arnetteset) himwoff We falt rathes than heht vs »gaing to die. | just ddrnwant it to

“GC ba:k anc s:e [itic OK.”Arne terct me Up remind hiln.cHdil: hee. t was our fault,” she said,

“Maanty, weeran it ecr” Sanjiv saatled; =i 0w slie new’got ot oiver wice steady and unwerg.
said. “8rely if it is not dead itthe car beteen beginning and enfanjiv inhaled and tried a diféert
soon will be.” I8 felt his shoulderpoints,. of any of their journeysoiN tack.
rise in a slwsshug to= se tag faeilitise, Nnor te gota st feMrs. Arnette. A wounded ani

“Go lock, [reasgr#at ,” Mrdrifk br son ething ®:t. it rint tal ' s an unclean animal. Ritually
Arnette, her teme hadt“derand or exiing the eambeasdl a“ed Ipnclean. tlis against my—faith—
half plaintie. Disarmed, the drér involved westling the fynt seatto pick it up” he said. i@ felt a
put the car in &k and flipped onbelt shoulder strap ,out of the wayomentum gowing. ‘Among my
the haze =lidhts. Soening [thgard seme amaunt of erawdin g, apdople, the butchering of animals is
door to pil|\g-Din¢-f g, he stepp il $hjiv had 1t o gi¥ N4s. handled b special people who do
out and meshed bacietp the 'gutAnedd a boc sty itfwas & distinttat sot of thing.” Well, he

thought, it is only paly a lie.

“You hae to put it in the tunk
of the=automobile,” shepeated.

| ciinnot. | would, but I can
r.ot,” he lied again. & head the
woman sigh, and kwethat the
moment had passed.

Mrs. Arnette stood ther look
ing dovn at the dying animal in
thie dying light.

“You Arabs, gu hae so many
rules for things that make life
nearly impossible,” she saianj&
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“Most of thes 2 i hage 5\ 'ere taken |n light [ain ¢r immad dia 2\ fo' awir y a sto m [ /hen the sun came right out. Though one
has survyed ‘olimor thi | in 11e saie spot, mos: I stec lonl i a miauteyor two. . _ecnec ally in traffic. None of them were set
up, | shot 'em where | found 'em.

“I have increased the contrast in all of these images to emphasize the sharp transitions in color. In some images I've
replaced the specular white with blag which brirgs out the subtlety and variety in golor. They all have been sharpened a
bit; | sharpenya!! digital images befard| printie =C hasthapthat=n0 enharcemant ol efact or color has been added, these
are pretty mu ch 1 a.edlorssax 1 firms | saw v he| | sl ot her .

“I view myse| notas an [ rtisc ouan/ nginee_  of ight ar 1 stctic ithales/ 'mi a c. mr jerc il photographer, a digital retouch-
er and a photo restorator.”

—Chip Hildreth is co-owner of Alphabirds Creative Services, Hillsborough, NC
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almost ose to the bait—lely idiom— “Good idea, mam,” &njiv said in
but he bit the inside of his cheeldhaa near whisper
wincing fom the pain. Ve had this At that moment, the armadillo
idea for some time woHow to stop chose to die. il armoed claw-feet
the toubles with all_ofop in the scrabbled in th@adside dust for a-sec
Middle, East)\/e ake allof thasepd.and then stopped. Mrs. Arnette
Pales Inighs anc ¢t [heém el [ oge e, anjiv looked don, but thee was
TalVthtem al &2 ora-t maafer amaest nothing to see on theuwnd

Snjiv sighed quiethHed head under the déness of a moonl@&xas
this one befer Mrs. Arnette elaboratedky

“‘Move them all, logh Sweclkeani'-bar - “Damn,” she said under hegdih.
21l to\ /e stiexisWe cieas all o0 the “We should go, rizan,” &injiv
2ol s inWostliskas ounfi'st) ¢t courgsails, and without ftiver coaxing the
Tell the Rlestnians they get all of thawo walked back to the .che man
desdy all the oads and phone-lines ameld the dogrand Mrs. Arnette swiftly
hc uses ée-and-clear astpafrthe deal. settled herself under the dome light that
Th 2y cet the wl ole city ak\bg ckiror the fen ast number of moths and such
their vy ong. In & couple /ofears/ nitht) nter the Cadilla@rgiv took his
theyre alloved to decide if th2y want tplace behind the wheek idulled onto
join the Uhited $ates as a commorthe empty @ad and accelerated to
w2alth or potectorate or whathight-cuising speedhe car was quiet
h de- out Inthe mizad tiree, thee Nt exept for the hum ofell-tuned com
ned of the n tQ f@x N armyhey cea bu stion.
build their avn mosques as they please,Mrs. Arnette could not let such a
and thegs no moe fighting with the moment lie falla.
Israelites. Eryone wins.” &jiv could “Antic, what dogur people permit
hec "th Znands-omyig s séfis’aciom zavn to be for gur women?” she

in N rst Arr 2t 3\ ce. ¢ ske l. “Mhety-Fve pairs of Mnolo
wWhnats so gral aboutrwobock?’ Blaniks?” b the dak of the back seat,
he asked. Sanjiv could not see Mrs. Arnisttant

“It's the bithplace of Bddy Hol'y,” of a sly smile.

Mps. fxraitte sain: _ .
“'Vhe  happ :ns|o all of the oy Garry S mersis freakin always

In'WesST( xas?" b asked. in this magazin_e,_but u_sually with
“Weil. | thought that it was @iva p_oems.n fact, this is the first one he
bly just:desderto send them all t@idnt throw out. e wants to gé/
Prlaatine— hat=would-toacke=gne SOMe @dit to a cle neice who
thoe 2 e<sol or b@u tiresjust [ 2l ed 1im edit this piece while they
makes & vhoessescup-sahewich, Vel or family acation at &ista

suspect. Swed hae to absorb then :
hee in the hill countt Like efugees.”  Ann Meilahn (next page)s a
S|, that satisfiedoi 0. theate scenic designer who kgr

o nt had € atu=c a2+ 2, v it's Autistic kids and waesses
Aong.with the iclingthura.ef t7eoi the side to pay those lousy bills.
Bdorado in the distance, the scrit Her emblem in life is the phoenix.
cicadas and chip of crickets joined irGo figuee.
philharmonic song.
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The Bird
by An n M eilahn

of ruby ora ge uicdacglicened it e rasc2 G e /el Aho rgn
higr. in the ste s
truth and :ccsing.
Suddenly, a magnificent display of swoops and sauffles provided her with
a settled slice of rice paper in her hand. She looked down and saw it, not
understandina_how she could have received sc nethina, witk ot "2€.ing a
twinge in the bre att es< sce it of ni’ )ht. he cre it e vas gone, a. *the da.«-
ness was e err ore sile at and thick with ¢t wai lic 2 th v before th s ac nent.
The plastic lawn chair in which she sat was the o'.ly light in thie seeming
distance, its white gloss radiating a gloom of heaven and a forebodance of
discovery. Even as she lookec' at the lettars, she could not read them in her
own eyes. Siic preides W@ be th ok G lociinng, swaking tie worss
from above
The pea2z <re felt'as o-being wil.-w.ngs waa foreign tc anythin | she'?
hailed before in life, and the taste of tranquility was so delicious as t¢'promote
a desire never to return to her body again. The air above was cool, precious
next to her ¢ kin, her pores lik2 clitter or the brunt of steel. Her feet felt *he

n ~*he bird flew dver her head, she watc:.ed its wings Lleeding a fire

,S1ecellcseeiroit eres n fe:l stoic of

deliciou nes s f th = Jew2d giass, th: aier-rair nud’ crwliig swe :tly
betweei her to's. Y2t 1 he min 's eye, twes | oteartt ut ir that cudc ec
her pinkies.

This bird she became softly fell over the breast of the woman she was. It
settled its glance on the tip of the pace, awaiting her fortitude with extraordinary
summons. The bracze resied tho el -fashic wac eciton2ightyoan ef heryeuia
It still fit her len we.armc, nc the e ruffles f tted clcse 2 he <iin. "h life
between her legs ~=ine v 2 2 g ticipati 0. she dif n't 1c2she ~2¢ d vz
possibly be ready to read the fortune entombed in this message, even as 2:C
knew the love and heart of her would be forever changed from the soul of its text.

She sat/ lis 2ning to the silenc > of the night, unable to tear lovely gri en
amber eyes off ne :d e b tween wor | ¢1¢ air. Shew sst o re id v | o
at the flatne s ¢ “the s eet for feal the .0 ne - of 1er soL wir ic vilay e\ &
something she was not ready to see. Or teel. Or iear. S e did not know how
to distinguish these emotions from each other and she felt the strong woman
in her rise up from her core in response.

The fzminarca of thiz eif'e of iar boazted the strength af cqilibein cir-
cumstancz. nc the dspcsitich 0 siccass Ir d i ishel erti uac>. her
rescuer 25 the wericr woio ¢out warc off v s Lonowk ch she could not
protect herself. Tonight her soldier arrived, as if on the wings of a bird, to be
her safety. She came to force the openness of understanding into the light.

This wild+.uiv.2n inside her invoked all the strength shi 4 evi r grown or
known. In g eparatior she fe tth c ity of her »a ny carci sc fill 1g it th 2
life of pure e. ergy an« goc Ir 3ss' inc ho| e. She fe tit arrive atti € se ne time
as her eye slid sughtly uown and processed tiat first word, tne oniy woru, her
essence needed, for freedom:

Create.
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Shakorl H|I|'
~Grassroc
Fesﬂva“

fe stial details at ggsvotsfest.org

:The BotterMagazine is
i giving away ten day
passes to the

§Grassﬁots Iésti\aE
:Slk Hope, NC.,
2 1Dctober 7-10.

All tickets a& good any:
: day of the fest. :
: Check ouBlotterrag.com
:and puchase a $%fftual:
: raffle tickétsecuely :
through RyRl. Double :
i} your chances to wiryb:
:[plrchasing a subscriptibn
: to The Botter :

:Chances of winning depend on number of
:entriesWinner chosen at randonorn alf
entt esecieed. nline ‘virtual rafflé sales
+1e the only eligible entries. Contest erlds at
:nidnight, dily 23.Winner chosenybnoor

‘on dily 24 and will be notifiedybe-maik
:Tickets will be mailed to the aglsls povid-:

:ed. Contest is open toegibody eer 18;

:but Matty, bhn, and énny will not enter§
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