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Art by Timothy Bryan Hill. Stories from
Lee Greenwood and Ric k Daoble.
Plus, Mar ty

Smith’s “P aper Cuts” and t he Dream Jour nal.
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Item s Worth M entioning

fromt he desk of J ohn ny P ence

The Devil M ade Me Do | t

Seems like exactly oreay ago | was writing in this space about
thing horrible the magazine had done which lost wstisete an
distribution sites. ele we go again, keckon. Mwybe thertisistible Wge tq
Self-Destuction is an annual @w.

Okay so, about the backveo: Im not sory. | know, we alwaysstrive td

so0me

be apolitical,but a feller can only seibut so hak If it helps, Iplanned tha
cover befoe we knev the outcome of the election, and | think it w
been better if the other guy had won (I ¢cauldsed a lot merrewolution-

A poster ersion is ailable as a .pdfwnload fom the vebsite, sooy ca
print a hunded copies and hang them up at the post officel ifvgn
www blotterrag.com/hail.pdf.

And seiously:l mean absolutely no dispect toets or soldiers, salil
marines, or airmeiY’all do a hell of a jabd hae eerybodys espect fq

your courage and agion to duty
Thats all | hag to say this month.

—ediot@blotterrag.com

t
Id

any’ language)rhis doeshmean \gre all-of-a-sudden ingsted in politichl
submissions, anddally hope @vaeri forced to do something like this again.

DI'S,

Subscription/ Back | ssue Order F orm

Send a check to:

1010 Hale &

1gifteés addess in that slot instead otiy ovn. We dort cae.

[
Ifilled with five magazinesd be silly to pass that up!

__May ‘03 (debut issueGary Syder) __Feb ‘04 (leers and losers)

__&n '04 (Unsettling)

__Oct ‘04 (society/anxiety)

|
: __dine ‘03 __Mar ‘04
1 __dly ‘03 __PApro4
1 __Aug‘03 __May ‘04
1 __Sp ‘03 éold ouy _din‘04
I __Oct ‘03 (got us in tuble) __ 1l ‘04 (all poew/pictures)
1 __Nov ‘03 (our esponse toduble) __Aug ‘04
\’: __Dec ‘03 (all fiction) _ $p o4
1
[

Shoot yeahHook me up with a fullear subscription (if the maga:zine

Blotter Sibscriptions

Durham NC 277051
I

Qubscriptions make a heck ofeaggift, sogure welcome to putqur:

| (also?) want the folling back issuei five buckdor an enelope';
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[-95 L ove Song

by Le e Greenwood

metimes | find beauty ilying factories and high-rise tem

e most unexpected plac®&.commece.The air smells of lu
many cities lay strg and decayasoline and summer rg

out on this feavay; a junkie \ein Jlys kisses lancetdand warm on m
transpating poison and pleasuon cheek thwugh the open windg his
its way to the oceart. gromises towarm gentle embrace feels létet:
feed the soul but kills the Helivere His moist beath pulls atour dirty
appoaching gt another dying cithair framing pur face in thick cer
on our journey southwads a hometrails. 8ll, you sleep

hundreds of miles awayndeds of
miles too clos&he smoke &m your freavay a bleak gothic beaugmpty
lips leags the open windoand dis With unrequited lge. ks spie baely

appears into spray risingnfr a pass fises abe@ the verpassWhat godjup and said, "I just wanted to thank

ing semi. @y egs scan gray ski€guld possibly enter this sangty
over a gray highwakhe bypass beekbut perhaps our blessed fathe
ons with a pmise of unimpededinternal combustion? eHspeedsyt
uninspied trael on eight lanes o#ith an eight-cylinder hallelujah €
newly paed sterile suburban glor rus, washing his disciples in
choose the left hand path,ahgh baptismal hazof carbon momadle,
the center of the city leaving a hopeful heand huting
| announce my intent, oice head.
scared fom sceams and smokeyM 0 hopeless, so helpless, so f
words fall flat and unanewd.Youre ~ This brief time of grace passe
asleep: eg closed in blissful obliviofading image in thear-vier mirror,
unawae of the traffic, the raina gray eflection fading with ea

An old cathedral leans againsfstate of undress. She also clearly

soakedaadwaythe metopolis rising Sixty mile-an-hour secondhu sleej

on the horian, lips half-open, halfbeside me in gect peace, aluctantl dreamed there were these nail-decal

smiling in some ®et, wicked @am. muse, unawarand innocent.
The city swalles the feavay A The sprawling city cedes to
soft misty mantle sbuids skyscrapef®lling hillsides, its thin fing

and smokestacks alike, all mutedcintching the highway in a final fu§was that once you had seen the mon-
the same somber elegance. | feel Aegth gripKudzu crawlsver ancienjkeys in the manicure decals, you

rotic strains of twisted metaldhgh 0aks with sle suffocation. iigerald

the steering wheel, bass beatetr@nd violet glor belies muleious
ing though my fingers and sinkingtent.

to the bottom of my soul, lead gray This pictue lemains acid-etch;
and lead heavy am one with thein safety glass, eternal, fragile, hid
rain and theaad, the music and the

motor, the city and the sky: a utopiz
union in this dystopian damtown.

Lee Geenwoods meely a pseu

donym for aeal person.u8 I've hadldream

e leam oucmal
real dreams, real w

| dreamed | stumbled across an old
friend (who is a good-looking woman)
sunbathing topless on a beach. | was
very embarrassed to find her half-
naked, and to make matters worse,
she was sobbing terribly, very upset.
She made it clear that she was also
embarrassed, and just wanted to be
left alone. | wanted to comfort her, but
| was very uncomfortable with her

wanted some privacy.

A little kid from down the beach came

you, lady, for showing off your killer
rack!" | yelled to the kid's dad that he
should discipline his little brat and that
next time | saw that kid, “I want to see
a bar of soap in his mouth!” The dad
pulled a gun on me and ran up, threat-
ening me. | could see that the gun
was aimed over my left shoulder and
would miss if he fired, so | grabbed it
away from him. It turns out the gun
was a toy, so | shot him and the little
kid with the toy projectiles.

—S. L., Durham

manicure kits that came in hypnotic
‘70s-style orange swirls. Then, if some-
body showed you, you could see little
cartoon monkeys in the swirls. Problem

started seeing them everywhere and
went insane—literally, and in a very
bad way. But people were buying them
left and right. They were a big hit.

—J.P,, Athens

Please send ea&rpts fom your
journals to elnny a
mermaid@blotterrag.co.pn

a fav e-congrsations with theeal

The skyline, flat against thediv
e skyline, flat against thedvay (person, and she seeneitprcool.

hides deams and despair behind

If nothing else, & love tg
read them.We wonrt publisH
your whole name.

pird
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Six O'Clock | nstant News happening to me. And when | woke
) up in this hospital, | was se@rfor

by Ri ck Do ble my life.

Over the last eek heg, | hae

t's not the fact thatnii lying No, what eally disturbs me ibecome awarof odors, ysol and

I hee wied into these monithe other night at the ballarthe alcohol. | thought | had forgotten

tors that bothers me. | hed@ns shouting, the banks of brighow to smell. | find th een saer-
them blip and beeand when nurs stadium lights, the crack of theg the sound of squishing soft shoes
es.come. ir they lnok imheck themw20d bat on the harball. And sud on linoleum, anc the cafeter&ll-J
fist. ast2ed f At eyre worred den vy was siginded bsilin C. anc the can t& 1 chets, and light
Ivinght hawe anouier auack. puople,-fiachir.g Llue, 1a2ci. .00okifym 12y vince. foding on the
down, being carried, seemingiank sheetock waiisThese things
flowwn alang-the highway with ‘heome and go, and | dbhae to edit

pleetricecontareity.com

sgund of th.en. the n, eerrance or time them out.
E,IIEIEI_E c SI:"[' En Ard the touble was | o g It'sithe frst time ingars | haarit
L LITY N decide if it waseal. been under a deadline.
BT 2o imstarame 5. It wasft the kind of distance When Im lying in bed, my mind

=rEE—is Raleigh 313.002.5500 8 « 5| e pe 0| e ‘e i”g a. a.caaut N Ay as i ‘Q"I my past. |

e s:ns2 xfltenoalobser nv reriember tiat mak 1gvio to my

ﬁ,mwm% own predicament.tlwas elated to Wife_ was like watching aef'rgﬁ ar

my.joh to who | am. movie.When | pushed the hair away

3 E~ch slay fadtraw Toot: goomiareatissad the soft do on

Aok b e A0 to Orief scgments for he riierk, 21a my hand ran along her

et = repmoner Lessters o @\ening n@vs hour It's a deadlinespine, een when she held me inside
business, and always a vitalystoer and w were beathing hat, |
comein etthe lact momAMhich. sew it.on th» sean with = thousand

Raarcliag & Groomiag

e | Dvamakon alomnl o el #

W WXDU neins | 1evtc \iev he tape spic@tieirs watchil y.
Renefit show dirrerent pars togetnghana it in ly Inthe mornings, her i see the
X S atiediny Mow.2i 6:17. | feel like an air traffic corsame thing in the do_ctorfaces.
iy . =" troller bringing a stor dovn ‘mm They check my chiaismile blankly
Sp.m.-Midnite s teght s#un mctur ¢ inorier ts 2t m2, go on to the next patient.
GGo G guding it wwvan the telecast, 10 a A.‘.d_eery noon when they bring
7 safe landing in its 30-second spie mail Im surpunded § moe
Duke Collee the images zipping ass my moni and moe get-well cads fom the
U House s ke awn flesh libe a doctoffice, :assirir 3 let ers th at my job

‘iz e holding a-tobking ~crgan -taatis sa.e. @ .he-2 ning e the two
88 7 55 at the df_mr needs to be stitchegd togethhen anchors waval me, announcing to
. ) W inseted back intc a body teenter the world my fastecaery. And at
Featurino: t1e'werlu. ) tran form what peoptéght my heabeat quickens, and
FM R SR ree, Wiettie  kap nursesun in, afraid thatm in trou-
Eerie Chorr, At the ballpac | saw myselfble again.
seemmiiesof Toreh Marander, through a frame. | keptying to  During my wif&s visits, | starat

the Nuke

wiversis Ui Htel Mote] & — 'ework the blue lights, the eirinto her like e neer seen her beéor
. 5 a human intest stoy, but then it And then | look dan, becausent’
More!! broke loose and carried me alomgf sue whas happening to me. |

with it. Yet | could not tell if it wadove my wok. But didrt ewer think
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it would become like a tight sud I'throat was immediatelyyfbecause
hae touble vearing. Be knavs I've just begun toealiz what Altered |mage

something up But shés letting me going to happen next, that one day Hair Designers, Inc.
take my time, thawhy | lee her theyll read the clipbodrat the end 1113 1/2 Broad St

of my bed and sayYou knaw, Durham, NC 27705

This morning in the early daw Gerald, wd hate to seeoy leae, (919) 286-3732

my bed felt comftable, almost toobut youre doing so @i, we think
comfotable, and | listened foit’s safe n@ for you to go back N eoa AR
niirses to make tl eioynds. 1 home” FrLsH TOF Sel - 5725
SCam 3 gown 1/ lihe 116 ytIm o soi ke o BT iV & 547 K iR LR Set= 5150
dFthe MOspital. Caplinds Quter Banks, ** iites a lot,ig.. D7EAMD HAIML & DIRAND KL

Sullin plaste with warranios

But | aI.so dISGLEYIEd ,SomEthlng'a dlglta' aist, and keeps a&ehsite at Can dalivar, (9191235 2456
else gnawing away inside me Merjri:d0 '2.netTo ek Yife, hrih, RiZH? = Fa
ina iteo f urder tho bise: ‘e ' ’ T HY 11—
receiva. As he decwers apgst.ed
about nine, | found my bath gew
shot, my bear jumped, and my

Foler Cuts
Books You M ight Not Have Read
by M artin K. S mith

The Anggl_of the Opera Fﬂm“ligmuliﬁﬁlﬁlll
Sam S iciliano, Otto Penzler B ook s, 1994 Hld “'il mllmm
]

O ne of the fun thingsZenda affairl wouldrit be at a Boyian A (briged |

. |
about Berlock Hblmes surp_rlsed to learn that dhne: e o T ¥
is imagining he he pastiches Yo now outnumbe| —* . = g
mightve hooked up withavious his Conan Doyles original stories. 3
torical celebrities of his timé.ybu Here Holmes is summoned
figure his time as beingughly fom Paris in 1890, whera character ¢ Tuesday-Friday 11-7pm
the 1870s to the 1920s, tier hugeing himself “Le &tomeé has bee Saturtday 1-4pm

list of intriguing people he could bagiving attitude to the @Bra FOUSE| 351 3 Kinay Simeat, Ralaigh NC 27604
met. h Nicholas Myers The &en- Nenv management.éisends letters 915828 0964
Per-@&nt Solutiorheés analyad off in blood-ed ink, n
cocaine Y Sgmund Feud; in Cayless—demanding 20,000 frangtently a stagehand found hanged in
van Asls TenYears Afteraker Beet annuallya priate ba, and a say ifpe |aver cellarsThe police say he
he confonts that charming i@ntal their humanesouces planning; inyng himselfbut the backstage staff
arch-fiend B Manchu. Qher paticular that some little che® girl 5 convinced thehBntom got him.
tales hag paied him withTeddy named Christine Daae beomoted  gimes also meets the Comte de
Rooseelt and Hbudini, sethim to the lead-dev ole in an upcomingchagny whose gunger bother
against Bacula andJack the production ofFaustThere hae been oyl hagles pants-hofsr Mile.
Ripper involved him in the mysterious mischiefs and sabotagg$e The Comte thinks sisenoth
Dreyfus case and theisdner ofthings gone missing, and MQ{y moe than a scheming little
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Subm it

The Blotter

Needs antVantsYour Contribution

So Give ltUQp
SIS G
memaid@blotterrag.com

and they go to
per bipiegions el gfad
ID tue, bl ve e @i
N A 06.586089 it
ness hours iby need special
consideration.

s10n..doe

nonacademic essays),
Poetry,

Phofojournalism/-essay ™

» 9 e D
gvneie,

Comix, and

Fine gt that would eproduce wll

( TH.C = - D.E]
Ai ne .ﬂhn pistra aO

Do not send origindl wikorof an
kind! Your submissions will n
be rtumed

: may be attachg
WfBsions, but no ot
attachments. dte all text into t
e-mail bod)

We will not type anything foroy,
Handwritten stuff iserally no
considegd; wve need an eleotrid
copy of all text, andoy hae tg

supply it

An e-mail add¥ss oreply SASH
required befoe we will respond

Try to send stuff that is some
resonant with whatevhae
already publishe

We strie to be aﬁolit_ical._@
that in mind

You keep all copyrights but al
us to print yur wok one timg
There is no paymentey.

undeclass baggage who hopeswtwo also has a grand passion for
climb, via Raotd hot pants, into &hristine. Hs captuwed Raoul and
Viscountess-shifple wants ldimes threatens him with addrible Death
to watch the affair for a chance to biag any seleéspecting ah-fiend
her off No sooner hasdtimes gottenwould), then demands that Christine
away fom the Comte when Raowhoose be®en them. After much
himself ushes in, totally blgck melodramatic angst, she picks Raoul.
with passion and jealoublgd been Holmes persuadesikEnot to blav
listening at Christiredessingaom up the (pera and himself out of
dcor ard eilrlertalk w <orie nvspuried &, ¢énd en helps him
e ic 1s'malesice ' Vhei ko chaaedscepe.
in to confont this rial he found It sounds quite thrilling, but I
nobndy else therand no means okasit all that thrilled, for | adrady
e It secidzs the coo'dhict 1'sr20 ki e the ctor Fack efaPhantom
in a. lle wants dlries o fol'y of the @e2 was a big bombastic
Christine and finc. out who the heindrew Lloyd Webber musical, and
she was talking.t®hen to top it all befoe that a campy melodramatic
iy Floimes gets o hledd let'er si'ent film with Lon Chaney in the
hin s If: utle role, it was an actudictorian
novel, which Ve ead. 1 too is campy
Your fame is nearly aggrin melodrama, andequies one to sus
Paris & in-Landoir: ly it would. pend-a chunk of disbelief thee st
Ld a tiaceuy if A cenius stcltres Centc Pmpidou, but within its
yours vere 10 meet its end at thewn outre context it wks. $iliands
Paris (pera, but such it must bbook follavs the origina plot, inci
if vou choos> to take fthe inaf dent fo* incident and character for
thie managrial auffoors e mtharact 2r Hol nes pesence doésn
rieduic in my affairs.dnot tir _cnange the stpror add any ne
fle with the unknan and the twists. H felt to me like a fifth wheel,
unknowable. Rturn to yur sleuthing eund the outside of a tale
native land beferit is too late. that has adrady wdked itself though
With  the pofoundestwithout him.
respect, the Mantom of the  Nonetheless,icdiands done a
Opera. good riff on Hbimes. Hs $erlock is
intelligent, keenly obsent, brae,
The game is afoot.dines pur deeply emotional under arorr
sues the Hantom; Raoul pursuewilled self-contil; baely tolerant of
Christine; and theHantom pursuedools and theimede du boeubut
Christinés caeer by such dubiouslycompassionate to theuly dis
persuasesr methods as apping a traught. Qher characters measup
chandelier on thd=aust opening- well, in their melodramatic way
night cowd when Christine i4n Raoul is a beliakle pung, passien
given the leadote. Holmes trails theate, shallg, French aristocratic twit.
Phantom to his subterranean, land The elder Comte is a cold-tedr
discaoers him to be a deformedyistocratic asshole, thepe®a man
deranged musical genius nantdd Eagers a pair of pompous buffoons.
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Christine, catalyst of the whole solitude no longeiThe need is
uproatr has quite a range. Asked like a pain, a hungelRerhaps |
about ghosts, she babbles meta hawe committed many gegins,
physics: perhaps | am damned, but wa
not born that way? i® some
The spirits of the deadeaall monstous Gd form me with
about us, especially the souls ofthis face as a jeS¥hy should a
those who Med us and of the mee child be tdured so? Ah
saints to whom & /pray | kncw Lut God only 'aughs at my que
that 1hee a2 cihar spinitiey tior s and my péin. @: thing |

dificent flom us, full o @at do knaw, men aiid womenese 3 o
powersThere ae the wicked dev  made for one anotheo love, to v b

ils and the angels, mamgany cherisli each otheand I.... Bit

pealtiftl ang:ls. émongels, you cencat understand. | on
se.aphil, chabix, and... o \/ant tc Gic. nAMMI
ers. I

lit'2 spitfire: hawe nothing to do \vith the plot.
loner—a pdormance aist gone off “Il[lnll nn“nn at

wouldve enjged a little ma atmos
the deep end—with some major S0 iz awith is either the World-

(Holnes, a brilliant lone® him
S ‘cals Bk e’ ‘Anjel (f sel car uicarstaad sic i mes, snmah“dv tn“
Nusié, E=ecuce for e wure Be and vses them 0 ate gu ir their
been her sastnocal coach, hehbut tense erbal battle at the climax.) tllﬂ IHSt ﬂ“l'v
not seen &m a seet passage behind TherEs sesral pages onegelec
Fer dascir gaon. airory Aske | tic stage 'igiitinyg e i ologyhich “r
¢bo it her ca-riel, <he turn., atc d:ireesiraem thouah it ppves to
“WVhat do yu think of pheric descriptions of 1890ariB, .I.I.IE Blntter
viade m 2 Carlotawice? | has and maybe some period celé
head—" thrown in the mix—anrhpressionist
“She is an old eg but she or two, Cawuso, @rah Ernhadt,
bleats like a billy goat!” Verlaine and Rimbaud, perhapsa" "“II WHININGI
iting Oscar Wilde—but that just -
(Raouk gonna havhis hands fulime. The book suffices as it i® i I“
with her asViscountess.) rik-the- your family esr dragsgu unwilling s“haﬂﬂnt “3 ar“
Phantom pushes the bounds tofan opera, smugdibe Agel of the 32
credibility as melodramacirfiends Opeaalong to pevent boedom. Ust nl“' Ef Yﬂar
often do Hes a deranged geniwsrit sit under the chandelier
pity iss_llfﬁz:re a6 men who can kv recod holder in speed-eating for hlnttﬂrrau_mm
. ) had-boiled eggs, maynaise, and
glqne W'tPOUt the bsociletyhe pickled jalapenos, or’hiéhe pub ?r senddadcheclf ;
!snut::rp]a;yn(:a\;\\lor;sgr’lg uéhﬁgir?glisher ofThe Botterand a wlunteer ¥V YOUI address 1o.
' at WXDU radio in Durham, NC. Sl
has made it far worse. | thouglp" ot antipl e Blotter Subscriptions
. y sue which is the
| truly thought, that she mighy,ce 1010 Hale St.
love me. | can bear myeddful ' Durham, NC 27705



Timothy Bryan H

“Fire, wood, stains, spray paint, photosapaper
minum, put something in my hands and this is what
get.... | make my paintings big because | don't want
them to become decoration in a living room, | want t
room to revolve around the painting. | want the own
tc nave w ~vinner whrere coust Wy c0ing to go in
order to fit the painting 00 he viar' ”

The works here are untitled, all at least four feet tall; the porti
are burr ed vitl bl w torstes anid < te ned Hn nak. Other medi
are [ aint on ol miaum ar d photue tran<’er and/or paint on line
The artist showedlatnple Ball GalleGarrboro, NC, until

Nov <, and his work is onlifregabyfornoreason.com.
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a poetw ashes dishes
by Gary C. Wilkens

Emanuel Camnevali, a poet fom Nortthem Italy
would waste his hours with wrinkled pages
beneath a bae bulb in scummy estaurant kitchens
before attacking the plates with water and soap
and fingemails like a maddened beast until they
were as glistenina dfwhite as his niina.

natitiea
by 1 odd J enkins

shadv gove slithers

Jr'.ss vither. in sumn 2r scg 1’ ash o
50 drv.

begs to bun

| zard altar cracking
¢arth syoLs'ed voue wi h'amt itiin
€4V..0l qui St

morning fog ceeping
se tling upon ai bone sleeper sleeping
W ake s to mict foehe ad Ki ses

Perhaps Near F orever
by A Ison H. W heder

V ge hced sl ens al er the ctea
It was ar easier uing to do than taik
the waves wee playful again
a few hours befoe it was so diferent
ne’
/e ain os | :t e waves touch our feet now
we snoweu eacn other dierent shells
and we would nod some sdrof unspoken appoval
neither of us had leared the names of ditrent shells
50
we eithe. we : ¢ e ar. 10 a ¢ fain shell or not
specific iderity would nave (o wait
perhaps near foever..
right now calling it a shell was enough
e v as aloosy 200k weu hells at the éeé shop
w2 aln o<t bcug hti but s of 2sed
ex ict naines woulic 1't be useu much anywaypethaps a
party game
but no...it wouldn't come to that
we placed the shells on window sills
and took a moment to adme it all
they would be packed away soon or sooner
or just left for whoever comes next ... for something
is always left behind ... this always hap
pens to shells
certain moments occur ... pass ... cut a
memory ... moe than others
specific idenity would have to wait
perhaps near foever ...
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Elaborate Jane
by A va Morgan

She is always o | time to ewe party in town:

W aring h 2 nichigl t pea s s mar jatgr n | er nind.
S'.e doe: 1l :lie ve (1 ere 2lf withot t hel ele Jai t furs
Hanging all the way down to the tips of her feet.
Keeps a bottle of whiskey in one hand,

A Lucky Strike ciogtte in the dther

S e o :st'mng'e: she just its rack it e

C me - longin | far € adles : a Imi at on.

Somr~.dmes she glances into other peoples’

Eyes as they walk byand forces her mouth

Into ¢ smile when she catches th ‘m looking.
Sh:isaverlor 2ly weman, all he tin 2.

Just . er pe irle and har fache. gune .

Dresses keep her staying alive.

Sometimes she’ll just sit and lean back

In her chair believing that evgone at the

Patty is flashing pictwes of the sparkles in

Her eyes, her radiant smile, and her flowing
Diamond and uby evening gown she can &brd.

In her mind, she knows that they daninderstand,;
They cart’relate to her ovewhelming riches

And gloty, so she makes herself believe.

Still no one loves henever has.

She will always just sit ther and

Imagine she has close friends nearby

All night she will live in a delusional state until the
Partys over or until she wakes up and discoversality

"t sic Arallorga slird poem inThe
Blotter She *ind her guinea pig call the
mean strets of Cgr NC, home.

Gar, C.\ Vilenzic ar American doet in
Gerinion He s atw! v gc vi <ens. le
Todd &nkinssays he is a localdity
Chapel Hll or Raleigh —ed.] poetaept

when-he's-nat local or not writing pgetr
e thit 1e  leeps quitelinthank gu.

Alson H.Wheeleris an dist from
Greensbar, NC.

Greg Bown (p. 15) is appantly too busy
writing poety in Asheville, NC, to suppl
an author biowell, who caneally blame
him? t is a lot of wdk.




Sleep Well

Angi Shearston
5U SCFIptIO

Angi Shearstone is currently pursuing the insane notion

of trying to make money from comics. While technically

she has accomplished this to some small degree, it's far
from a living. She has been sleep-paralysis free for over
5 years.

“Sleep Well” originally appeared in the collection Myths &
Monsters, vol. 1, available from her website.

www.angishearstone.com | www.paintedcomics.com.
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davidlean, p art 1 BRANCH
or, iwonderw hyshethinksmyjournalispostmodern CHAPEL HIL
by Greg Brown BOOKSHO

(enter bom, tracking shot, follow feet of naator)
and
we sit 3am

in the wafle house T h (] B H (0) ﬂi ﬁ er

as one should only visit the wié house at 3am

ordering esent
1 ¢ ofe:
Aani'a flav v d ok

1 oder of hash bowns: scatteed smotheed and coveed

“bring oct my jour aliand ty te sfp Zar 0fua fiG 1ean Vent
‘h7 sy o L ostmoden

sheepiies

friday, nov. 19

the journal or david lean

¢ s :hea g ters hery dles 700 pm
i nctice that the ~olcr of the bt 2r ¢ In ast hapel H | | | ,

2atches the dingy yellow of the floor

why is thee a hole in the jounal she asks Every Month, join past an
the point of view changes presentBlotter au_thors, arsts
and i realize that we ae . poets, and Spec|a| guestqe
never going to talk about david lean mike leadings follay.

I le faci .
(low angle facing Up) (Sign-up for open spaces, 5
is it the hole that makes it so postmoder ask time limit for open mike reag
further hiding the flavor of the wlés she pours the syp
evenly washing over butted ridges

square by squae Also & Braench's in the near future
i lose myself in the syp wondering . . _
why my mother never made molasses cookies Nov. 18, 7:30 _ PM Michae
did your mother ever make molasses cookies Leahy—When Mthing e Mtters
i ask as she is still pouring her Yy Mlchaelo]‘dan's Last Comebhblov.
what 20, 3:00 PMSilas Huse-The Cos
how is your mother Tattoo
what
hows your mother
fine do you know my mother )
no did she ever make molasses cookies Bﬂ*ﬂiﬁh S dﬂm
what hill booksh
never mind 243 s. elliott rd.

in village plaza
(wide angle fom oveihead) 019.968.9110

the syup and the wafles www.branchsbookshop.co

are done
and my hash bowns are cold and untouched
and i still havent asked her about david lean.

nice haircut! man, that looks grd
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