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Item s Worth M entioning

fromt he desk of J ohn ny P ence

Getto Work, You La zy Sacks

Between the time the&ember issue came out and the deadline
issue, & didrt get a single submission of anything longer than a
poem. | canfill sixteen pages like th@his magazine exists not onl
entetain you lazy twnie atsy-fatsies, but also to publisbuy wok.
Gimme. Q else.

So for this issue,endecided to indulge ounim egos and only publ

for this
15-line
i to

sh

our ovn stuff I'd actually havliked another couple of months to lef my
stoy ferment; dorit think it's quite eady but it fills up a couple pades.
Marty can always be counted oneadr somethingend and write aboyt

it, and &nny can cough up a poem like nothing if she has cabbage
so its no poblem this time. & in the futue, 1t appeciate it if gu at lea
sent in submissions.

Or money Or somethingYou should be ashamed ofisself really

D

Goodbye, Cruel World

| hawe deadful ners eerybody My 1968 lerd LTD, my grandmotheg
car the one with the 390 cu. inch engine, the awretk about in an eaf
issue, finally diedfeéel otten because | had been halfadbrtiying to se

lem was frameust, which knew about, but near suspected that
ass-end would justdaik loose one day when | was coming lwankitig
Kroger Damn it. Beaks my hearAnd, Iguess, my car

Filth and Foul

The stoy that stas on the next page has horrible language in it:|
ogiz if that offendsoy, but thast just the way this syonad to be toldt|
also feat@s dug abuse @auseesrlly is any drg ‘Usé not “alusé 7
Make no mistake, the evil marijuana is a Wikerlhigh fuctose c
syup, too!), peetty, insanity smoking, alcohol use (note the distinch
and poopMaybe it best ifqu just doi even ead it and look at the
tures on pp8-9 instead.d’hate for gu to get upset.

—ediot@blotterrag.com
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Scat e [reamouriel

by J ohn ny P ence real dreams, real w

i don’t hate anybody but n

ver met who made mdéhe albums her were stacked i |§.m in Berlin on the .morning after the
stantly uncomfdable, crates against the end of the tra H!Sht'oit“e Longkfﬁ”'&'esf} mh_e”

. , . . : H : iter's toliowers Killed o elr oppo-
right awaylt's not as if she did angssentially eating a cube of ving- r T G e ) BT
thing or said anything, or ev that reached to th_e Cel_llng seized control of the Nazi party. As |
lookedat me funnyShe just gavme spanned the wall$his solid magwalk down a street, I note the bodies
the ceeps. reduced the space that the trdof murdered Nazi homosexuals falling

“Yeah, | been collecting for abodiEhitects had planned to be a lOUt of Upstais windows, and think £

. ., ) : a: the Night of Long Knives has jus
fifteen ars,” she said, leaning b&erM to bagly enough space o st e, (R e e S |
in the cracked Algahgte stool. s in the center and begin pulllng(b. should leave the country pronto.” So |
pretty much what | dd Once upon out of the wayrhe bom smelled likjgo to the Bahnhof to book a Wagons-
a time, she wasgtrably a knockout,deCadeS of cigites and & Gay Lits.sleeper_to Parig. But the girl
but any good looks had fadedkiyarike pok fat and shothaired dogs|Pehind the ticket window says | have
and quickly hadly achival conditions for some to fill out this Isurvey bgfore I can leave

) . the country. It's a multiple-choice
She cracked open afiral Light these rar and amazinglyakabl questionnaire, with illustrations like old
and pointed at it. | declined &#scs. 19th-century engravings, slightly
politely as | could, but my distaste | was thex becauser’a collegegreenish in color. One shows a group
was mbab|y oblious. | was ary radio jazz DJ.mM not geat, I’ not of people, W_hlte and Negro, naked
much ill at ease, and was perhgpgecially kmdedgeable, andve' and squabbling around a palm tree,

: ) . . . Jwith questions like "Is this an appropri-
mildly aved to be speaking with hegally only been serious about jazae thing for a white person to be

My strange gut feelings, her appd&anear or twoWhen | wanted tddoing? for a Negro? an appropriate
ance andeputation, all combined itxpand my sk | stated pokingjposition for a white to be in relative to
that foul-smelling and dingy trailer gfound online Thats whee | found|a Negro?" Another shows a row of
create an atmosplkeof bizae, sti MonksNin666. ®és not helpful t noses of different shapes, presumably

: ' ) ) ) ranging from "Aryan" to "Jewish," and
fling tension.tlis no figue of speec@nbies, and sisenot coueous tqqxs "which are more appropriate for

when | say that | genuinely worader@anyone. 8e is a shameless enger|a person to have?" | realize with dis-
for a second if | wasediming. always looking to buy neorecods |may that this survey iS.tO find out

| was in the msence ofand to buy them cheap where | stand on race issues. If |
MonksNin666, as st knavn to “So, you got a radio shp huh?” answer the questions the way they

ine i h bled ; Nb want, I'll be betraying my deepest con-
Usenet and a half-éoe online jazzshe mumbled, coaxing aalboo |yictions: but if | answer according to

bulletin boads, the most authoritalight out of the bw, holding it like dmy convictions, they might not let me
tive wice on collectible jazz vinyel’dangesus and unfamiliar thing.  |leave the country.

ewer come aoss. h a discussion “Oh yeah®ell, It's just—"
forum, MonksNun666 ends argu “JustWWhats itjust?lst anothe
ments. Be knavs eery track on clichéd geatest-hits jazzagram o
ewery album pessed in Amstim or another la-wattage, ammy colleg
New York or Havana, and she kws radio station? dgnebody shoul

Se was the only persovel’space, of astness, ofetriewability

—NM.S., Durham

Please send earpts fom your
dream journals to elnny a

them because shens them. either educateoy pricks or extermlmermaid@blotterrag.co.fn

. If nothin else, & love td
And hee | was, gawking at hétate the lot ofqu. Makes me want read then%l.We wort publish

library. Ferhaps “libraf is the wong Puke.” your whole name.
word. A libray conjues images of Well nav. I'd head through som

dird

VAR
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friends at the radio station thap at an unfriendly strangehousehawe the stomach to touch them? |
MonksNun666 lived out in with a useless gift, with nothing teas at the edge of felawanted to
Clovedale, which is only emty say but a fe feeble complimentiee. M/ stomach was mweus and
minutes fom my house, and | felt about the @cod collection | was tocstating to cramp | looked at the
compulsion to meet het wasit ashamed to apgach. stacks and wondaet, and the trailer
looking for a guwr or a mentor—I  “Whats that?” she asked wheboor opened.

actually disliked her fairly wigly the grael in the drieway outside A tall, thin, dangeus-looking
from her poststiwas just an & crunched? | hedran engine cut offman came in, wiping dd off his

sistible pull.That much vinyl, thatand a door shut. hands with a shop wel. | was
muchhistoriavinyl, all in one place— She squinted and star at herstunned; was this a jealous husband?
| just had to see it. | caexplain it cigaette, “led? EdE.” That would be apppriate.Would |

any better than thatoSrather than  Then another car door slammelte hee? Bsed only on the feeling in
shav up empty-handed, | had a gitind thee was some commotion-ouny stomach, it felt like | could.
a CD burned fsm the soundbodr side. Someone should die in a crime of
tape of e Bubeck playing a little  “No, damn it. 1 airit FedE.” passion in this trailer

club in Rris. t's eally smoking, and My skin was crawling. | won “Hey Fancié&—ah, her name is
as far as | kmp damn close todeed if | could say anything to shifrancie—"last time oy dove the
unique. | burned the CDdm an old the conersation—wll, not so muchTauus, did yu notice any pblem
girlfriend who stole the only copy shift it as @ate it. @ was this somevith get-up-and-get?”

the soundbodr tape fom her exkind of Master/Dsciple test wher  “Hey hey Hi. I'm—" | stated.

when they lmke up she was putting me in an uncomfor “I didn't notice nothing,” Fancie
But MonksNun666 didrt hawe a able silence to seenhbreacted, tosaid to her beer
CD player. see just v much | was willing to  “When did pu driwe it?” the man

S0 | was left in the egptionally put up with befae she let me loolasked.
awkwad position of having swa through her @cods? Bt did | een “God, | dort know! This morn
ingWhat the fuck? Leawne alone!”

“No problem accelerating?oN
smells?” he asked, gngnpatient.

| smelled somethin@here was
gas, but therwas also somethiog r
ten, something fecal.

“Lookit, Francie, that damnoid
was just squing gas onto the engine
from the fuel lineYou gotta let me
know when wu feel stuff go wng
like that. t had to be just about dead
on the pad; yu wort getting no gas
to the injectors.tlairt safe to drie
aound squiting gas on a hot engine.
| smelled it when | was walking in
and Ifixed it in just a second.Wwas
real easy—

“This bitch aiit got no manners
neither’ the man said, interpting
himself offering a hand that had
been wiped, but was stilegsy and
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Gobey “I'm Daw.” | took his handhissed, and &e shut the fuck up
out of fear He collected a long lock-blade knife
“Ha. Ha. Hey Thanks, I—" what from a pocket and began kng the
was that smell? crud out fom under his nail¥vVhen

“Give it a fuckingest, Dawe,” she he was done with that, he tapped the
said to her cigatte butt as shénife on the Brmica and looked at
smashed it outWhat am Isupposedne, unblinking.
to feel when driving that heap of After an uncomfdeable silence
shit?” that could haw been ten seconds or

“Whateer, you dumb cuntYou three wars, | put my hands on the
newer feel nothing,” Bve said with Formica, stood up and stamsur
the practiced fearlessness that comésl, | guess | better—”
from speaking horribly to someone “Come on outside and let me
for years. shav you something, buddyDawe

“S0,” he turned to meybu hee said, grabbing my arm. | tried to
to see theecods?We get collegeswalley, but my thoat was packed
boys like yu aound hee eery nov with cotton. What was going on?
and then. Hs she shed yu any?Okay so it eally was possible that |
Played any for gu?” Hs egs wer could die he. | tried to say some
huge behind sing glasses. thing, but my wice cracked like a

“Uh—" thirteen-gar-olés. A this point, |

“Dornt expect her to sthwoyu realied that it waPaws smelhat
nothiri. 1 dort know the last timel’d been catching whiffs of for the
she—" past fev minutes. | thought it might

“Shut the fuck up Daw,” she hawe been a rancid catdor maybe

something fetid in theefrigeratqr

Altered |mage but it was him.

Hair Designers, Inc. Good (33d, whatwasthat smell?
| was pulled up and out the door
[}ulrf]i nl]/ ZNBC“’Za%g; down the steps of the trajlafl in the
(919) 286-3732 slav-motion anxiety of the moments
befoe a car crash or an ass-kicking. |
noticed the blurring tattoos on his
forearms: an indistinct dagger-
through-the-skin on one and a classic
prison coss-on-@lgotha on the
other | noticed a couple dead plants
in terra cotta pots. | saw the clothes
on the line. | saw large dog paw prints
in greasyed clayWhat was happen
ing?Wheee was | being taken?

We reached th&auws; a chip
ping, formerly e&d paint job yielded
to primer gray on the hood and fend
ers. 1 reeked of gas, and the
Dawe-smell was stiger out her. t
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was about lunchtimeyly maybe 90ing stupid face....” €lhanded me theloing something. dorit want to
degees and on the way, aiyy as my little joint and | took it, my thoat sound like a sisdyut | love babies.”
mouth. Dawe still had my arm, bufeeling a lot better after a whiskey “Damn.”
reached inside the ,cgrabbed sometreatment. | gavthe joint a once- “So you understand why | hate it
thing, and dragged us both behinder to make sarl wash smoking when people want toespect her
the trailer love boat or putting my fingers oghés nothing but thoseecods.
Sill in slov-motion, | ememberDaws slobber or anything, and Feople come heron goddamn pil
seeing that the livingem end of thealmost missed the egpsion on higgrimages, bringing her gifts and shit.
trailer bent and o drooped pecip face. Bhind the terribly distbng She dort desere none of it. Mybe
itously off the jackstan@ihe weight glasses, he almost had a teimg she did when she was jusdnEie,
of all thoseacods had buckled theip. and | loved Fancie. Bt nowv that
frame. “... What kills me is that she usastiéss MonksNun666, thas all she is.
Daw spun me aund to faceto be eally geat. Petty smat, good | dont even knay, shés like a ghost or
him. | still couldit swallev or speak.dancer funny and she had laeat something ... no, a ghost is a soul
| thought | might pass out in the hegtside hera soul. Mw shé just hol without a body; sfeea body without
and anxietyl still expected to béow and stupid, and’stthem damna soul.tlleaes me herall alone, but
murdeed for someeason, or nee recods that made her that way  worse. fl | was alone, | would take
son, and it hdrme that | wasn “l used to think she was semeae of my wn shit. e just messes
facing it moe braely At least if | thing special—atnnobody awund it up,” he said, pouring some turpen
could hag spoken | could hasaid hee listen to anything that &ion tine into a little empty coffee can and
something noble.uB then again, IKIX Country. Them ecods is whatdropping a wined paint kush in it.
could hae much mar easily beemot me intezsted in her—eall that “Trifling. Bverything hee is uined,
reduced to begging for my life.  and she wadiveback then.” and its all mine. Ise just leaas shit
Dawe poduced a pint bottle of “Damn,” | coughed to himhalf-done and walks awaack to the
Jm Beam and a half-burnt joint.eHabout herabout the joint, about hisomputer
offeled me the bottle, which | eagedituation. | handed it back. It worked out that | got the last
took. | pulled a couple times while he “It didnt happen all at once, buittle hit off the joint and tossed it
lit the half-joint with a little B it happened. & staled buying absently at the foundation of the
lighter that kept petering out in theecods that she woultime\er listen trailer | looked upnenly stoned, ¥
hot breee. to. She still aiit even heat most of ing to get my bearingsyitrg to get
“Most impotant thing, bud:whats in thee. $ie staed getting my head aund whee | was and
dont listen to that bitch. Dnit phone calls in the middle of the nigiwhat | was doing ther | wondezd
respect herDonit cae about thosérom people in 8mania orabout whether | could deavhome.
recods. They all she has to tell th@oddamn luxembourg, wanting tdSure as shit, | was going to driut
world who she is, and without thebuy something &m hey for a lot of of thee, and soon. &e punched me
she aihdick. If you dort give in and money too, but she wouldrsell playfully in the arm and pointed to
act like she hot shit for having alhothing. ®e stopped wking, but the main oad of the trailer par
them ecods, maybe stidake a look she kept wanting to buy meofhats whee the EdE truck was kicking

at herself—" why | took the job at the diapenseiup dust, fishtailing in the gedv
“So thats what gu biought me ice ...” Ah-haThat was the smell. Every dog in a wide radiusoand us
out hee for?To tell me that?” “... it pays petty good if gu can went apeshit.

“No, she donlet me get high input up with balp shit all day in the “Here it comesYou knav what
the house. &s the smokebad for heat—and at least babies alie. shés got today?”
the ecods. You see he muchshe Mommas come out to ap off this “She said something about
smokes in theP Bch. No, Ida told weeks bag of shit, and the little mofedE.”
you all this right in int of her fuck keys on her hip laughing oryarg or “Today wre getting a studio
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pressing of the ChickWebb “Me? Bit no. ynyd. But | fig- The moach fom that joint had
Orchestra with 2 God-Damn ure if all this junk is bleeding mg,dismoldeed up into a little smoking
Fitzgerald singing A-Tisket, A- | ought to knav a little bit about it. smudge, about the esiaf a half-del
Tasketin 1937.You knaw what that Maybe once the bitch dies of lutag | walked wer to stomp it out, and

means?”’ cancer or malnutrition | can sell somg | apprached, the smudge met up
| was stoned. | migi® knavn, of it.” with a geasy pool of disd&d motor

but | was just smiling and nodding at “Not to mention what g doing oil soaking into merdried grass.

that point. to your house.” | joked, pointing at “Shit,” | giggled, fiow thats a

“That song wasllBs first big the bent trailer frame.eHlooked atfire!”
break, what made her famouke $ne had and cold, then laughed a lit | began stomping thatdirand it
was just riding on ChidkKebbs coat tle. spead to the turpentine, then to the
tails back then. & was a bigshot “This airt no housetk a trailet gasTime for giggling waver. Time
band leader—not to mentionitle The FedE guy got the package-fer leaving had been deldy
hunchbacked dwarDaw said thiswhich looked like somethingugd “Francie! @t the fie extin
last hunching v@r and making daranspor human egs or plutoniumguisher!” we called, ting to beat
gruesome face. iBhe was sickly anth—and walked up to the do@awe the fire out with his shir
he died. kerybody knwvs who Ha wawed. The FedEx guy nodded, left “Fuck yu!” she glled fom
is. Hadly anybody @r heat of the package on the doorstapd left. inside.

Chick Webb” “Watch this,” [we said as he “I'm serious, gu dumb bitch!
“Yeahow.” tried to get a couple neodops out Get the fucking fe extinguisher!”
“No, that aiit the twvon’ The of the empty pint bottle. The fire was underneath the hood

‘wow' is thatA-Tisketwas eleased in  The FedEx guy dove awaythe of the Taumus and theubber belts
1938.This recoding in the tuck is dogs quieted, and still nothing stit
something tim the studio; apparfrom inside the trailed wondeec
ently Chick Webb was sick an@hat | was watching fdr kicked
fucked up the dims and didhlike big, diy turd in the dust, almost t
Ellds wice on this ecoding and big to hae come trm a dog, and
scrapped itThey eleased theeal pondeed this. After a couple m
deal the nextearThe feller who soldutes, Fancie opened the dplmokec
it to Francie saidoy can hear Chickall aound like a prairie dog, & fine art framing
Webb cussing at the end.” snatched the packageggtily Dawe

“Cool.” laughed, “Btter get back insi

“And that aiit ewen the c¢ool bitch, befoe the sun burnwr skir Frame it right the ﬁrst time

pat! The tool is that Ha forgot the off!”
words—this is the firsiecoding of She flipped us both off a % un fa #1
her scatting! B8 Chick Webb wassceamed “Hck YOU!” way toc and It WI" |aSta|Ife tlme’
such a haass he only wanted tHeud, shaking her head violently

lyrics. Be staed that doodly-oot | felt the car keys in my poc Boytan Ave.
shit and Chick ent nuts! i made and staed walking to my card OuPone S “is"

e Ssal-od:

him so mad he had to go to the-ha@suldrt wait to leag, and lea oo

pital for a couple eeks after thigquickly It was time to scram.

session.” looked dwn at the dy tud I'd beel Tuesday-Friday 11-7pm
“Wow.” kicking, maybe wishing it éaell, Saturday 1-4pm

“You said it, bwther” and beathed in the air of gasol
“So you like this music?” | askedjaper-methane, and burning gra
forgetting myself Burning grass? 919-828-0964

301-2 Kinsey Street, Raleigh NC 27603
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In the countryside outside of Ahens, GA, there’s a
fairly renowned establishment specializing in the
service, repair and respration of older “baxer”-
engine matorcycles: BMWs, Urals, and whagver the
Chinese gaernment makes (a little pre-var
espionage and reverse-engineering at $alin’s behest
landed the blueprints br Nazi BMWs in Rssian and
Chinese facobries, where the/'re still built pretty
much to WWII specs).

This little bike shop, knavn to BMW and Ural enthus
asts all over as Boerworks, is also home b about
38.7 million restorations, used biles, pioject bikes,
and heaps and baslet cases in \arious stages of
assembly. One dy this fall, | happened b be poking
around in the welding shop and stumbled acoss a
half-dozen bizarre wiker bikes piled up in the corner|

These wiker models were amazingly deailed, and
genuinely strange. lasked Nathan Mende, the avner
of Baxerworks, about them, and he said thg were
shipped bad from China by one of his buddies who
was on a scaenging expedition, looking or commie
bike parts.

How does the poduction of model widker motorcy-
cles beneit the Chinese stae or its workers? Wty so
much detail? They're certainly not meant for the
average Chinese farmer; are thg for tourists? Can
you fit one of them on the plane? In general, what
the hell? Why? Huh?

Nathan had no ansvers, but let me photograph thesg
amazing strawv oxymorons. He e/en rolled out a cou
ple real steel bikes for us o enjoy.
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and hoses caughtalbe the batter standing, looking at his trailer the speakers out of the gaping trailer-
blev up but something ble the The sagging livinggom end hadhole and turned theolume all the
hood up and offHaming pieces otompletely fallen offdm the con way up:

plastic andubber rained den and cussion, and a et number of the

stated nev little fires in the drgrass.recods vere nav energetically blaz A-tisket a-tasket
“Call 911, ypu dumb cunt!” ing and melting, flames dénty feet A geen-andgjlav basket
“Go to hell!” high, nav thirty, capped¥a vicious, | bought a basket for my mommie
“Francie!” toxic black smear thatedtthed to the And on the way |ajpped it
“Shut UP! | hate gu!” sky

Neighbors ran out of their trailers Francie stood inside the cracked | dropped it, | dpped it
and hurled insults at us.obs trailer clutching a nondescript sepia- Yes, on the way bgped it
resumed their bang. | felt the anx coloed enelope. A cigatte was A little doo-doot-doo-do picked it up
iety again, much meintenselyrhe stuck to her lver lip her mouth gap A-scoodly-oot-doot do-detdvdot
edges of my visionegr pale anding.

indistinct; wices wre faraway “Well shit.” $e said, and turned Francie sat den and dangled her
| felt tugging at my shiand a amound, etreating out of sight. legs wer the edge of the trail&éhe
sting on my face, then anotheerd | “Poor dumb bitch. I88s going for tossed thedelEx packaging in to the

realied it was a slap had one. | my pistol, | bet, going to kill hersklffire and laughed.
head Daw, “Hey man, snap out dDawe said, shaking his head sadly
it, we got to get the fuck out of 8Br turning away“Who knavs, maybe
| think we ran.Then & were it's better this wdy
knocked dan. | looked, horrified yhis noncha

| must hae only been out for d&ance, and saw her tearingtigh a
few seconds, but it was like wakipte of magazines and empty eigar
up from a full nighs sleepHaming packs on a corner of the kitchen cab
diapers e still falling, some waftnet.
ing gently as they burned, some Nothing | could ha said would
streaking to edr like wet, poopy hawe been any mermppopriate, but
meteors. | ha no idea what hapl admit that what | did say was horri

pened, but the diaperutk wasble and callousn’not poud. Johnny Rnceis the editor in
completely blon apat. Diapers e “Huh?You keepgur pistol in the chief of theBlotter a stay-home
ewerywhee, stuck to trailers, ees, kitchen?” daddy a homesickVirginian in

cars, me and d&e, falling, faling “No. | keep it in the bedr— inGeprgia, and can catch 100 pennies
from the skyl was on my stomacthe kitchen?’Dawe whirled backgff his elbaz He is the author of a
with a mouthful of dit my elbaws aound and saw whatéfcie was Urngyel calledWaking W, which was

skinned and bIGEding a little. to. Supposed to beleased this month’
And thee was something else “Dude! &es getting out thepyt who knavs when iti actually be
falling. Rper drifted don. | rolled turntable!” in print.

over and saw “Bfb Alper and the Francie tossed the magazines
Tijuana Bas5as | sat up and lookettash into the fe& burning belo her
at my legs. “Coun ...aBsieflamed and lifted the smoke-cabor plastic
away into ash off to my right. | got djg of an old Ralistic turntable.h®

sarajo berman

onto my knees and sfygled to myput the disc on it and set the neeflle RCST #190
feet. Maks in the dust told the syor down. A first we could tell she hagl regiser ed cranioscel therapis
wed been blan off our feet and slidhe stezo on, but couldnhear any by appoirtment only

for about two yais. Dawe was adtady thing oser the fie. Then she pointed op gg-618 sjberman@mindspring.om
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Paper Cuts tomb. Here hés an amiable anceil
) informed guide for a stt through
Books You M ight Not H ave Read the histoy of scar fiction and a
by M artin K. S mith revue of its practitioners, as of the

mid-19308. (The book was originally

Supernatural Horror in Literature an essay in a shbwed 1927 maga
zine; Loecraft evised it seval times

How ard P hillips L ovecraft, Dover P ublications, befoe his an death in '37.)

1973 Our concept of and affinity for

: horror, he begins, elwed right along
I I . P Lovecraft, togetheftheir avn psghes. The phantasm lyith human consciousnes&hé

with Scholastic Boolpeheld within that eldritch negolis unknawn, being likeise the ungr

Sewices, scad the liv was 8 Horrible that ean describingdictame’ became for our primgtiv
ing shit out of me when | was nineit would shatter the last S&I0f MY o etathers a terrible and omnipotent

Lovecraft is maybe the mo§gnity—that sot of thing. souce of boons and calamities visited

famous hoor writer of the mwar S0 anywayl'd bought though 4 mankind for gptic and wholly
golden age of pulp magazines, fi@holastic a paperback ofdoafs yiraterestrial easons, and thus
Weird TalesHes best knan for the The Dunwich Bror (in which a ¢je41y belonging to spasrof exis
Cthulu mythos which backgmds huge invisible blob-monst&pawn (once’ whenf we knav nothing....
many of his stories. (Cthulu wasoh Cthulu pobably roams the cogmic tenr appears as an iedi
staggeringly ancient, nasbther- Massachusetts hillaigiing housesg: of the earliest folkéoof all races,
dimensional god/alien/entity witnd desuring not only the bodiegnq is gystallied in the most ahaic
absolutely no use for the humé&nt the souls of anybody insidg)ads. clonicles and sact writ
species.JThose stupid enough t§omething about the back veo j,qq » The Middle Ages—plagues,
summon Cthulu usually did so witplurb, the way Scholassiback writ 5chemists, gargtes, witch
the Neconomicon a ‘forbidden ers phrased it, coupled with H.SPp;rings—expanded the potential
booK by ‘the mad ArabAbdul Al- empurpled msody convinced My aterial for wird tales, but not until
Hazed. This tome only existed ithe book was not fiction but actugloracanalpole publishe@ihe Gistle
Lovecrafs stories*, but he describ&Ft. | feaked. | was convinced thgt grantoin 1764 did the form take
it with such conviction that we our Mayland suburb would be thgg orantg though tedious, aifi-
Lovecraft goupies still appear in uséditters next target; and foreeks gjs and melodramati¢says H. P,
bookstoes seeking copies. HaRo scanned theNashingtonPost for prqided in one comnient package

has aeputation for what evbook news of futher attacks. all the gerés needful pés:

worm types like to calufple Pose: | was an exemely cedulous

ornately carpentsd sentences an@hild. ...the Gothic castle, with its
words like hecopolig and ‘eldritch | ‘am pleased toepot that  ,yuegome antiquityast distances

and ‘phantasth In this ppse he Supenatual Horror in Literature did and ramblings, degad or tined
ferred to dop dak, ominous hintshot hae the same deleterious effect.WingS’ damp corridors, unwhole
about his monsters, rather thénis Loecraft in, of all things, a gome hidden catacombs, and
describe them dm to the last fanggunny mood—quite a changenfr  ga1axy of ghosts and appalling
and clawletting eaders fill in thehis usual atmospleeof gloom, doom  |gqends. . the saintljong-perse
details fom the personal twists @nd nightmas fom bepnd the 164 and generally insipid

*Well, maybe that whatheywant yu to think, but Ipersonallywned a copy of tHéeconomicowhen | was a kid, gbably still has
it in a box somwhee.The publisher claimed it was thalrdeal that iecraft had writteabout but any discerningader would say it
is almost caainly inauthentic and kindaads like hecraft wote it himself (or merlikely a dewted Laecraft net). For what is
worth.

ed., a dested Loecraft net.
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hewoine who undergoes the majoer skilled. “Mst of them were was a catalyst and inator who
terrors...the  w@loous andmeely ridiculous in the light ofeally set the haand not just for her
immaculate her always of highmatue taste, and IMs Aisters ror fiction:

birth but often in humble disfamous satrNorthanger Bbeywas
guise...and the infinite array @k no means an unmeritexbuke to
stage mpeties which includes school which had sunk fawaml
strange lights, damp trap-dooef)sudity.” The tales still continued
extinguished lamps, mouldy-hitb appear and ele, as @&rman
den manuscripts,eaking hingeswriters mird in old Teutonic leg
shaking arras, and the like.  ends, and therénch added Mdle
Eastern color inspd ly the first
(Even after hoor fiction ewvlved Arabian NghtstranslationsWe een
to higher things, this templatead a fe authors on our side of the
remained behind in thgpond: Charles Bckden Bown,
mystey/romance e@alm—the kind whoséMieland; qrtheTransfanation
with Fabio on the oer baely clad in came out in 1789—the sameay
buccaneer drag.) incidentally that the Rwlutionay
Otrantowas a huge success, aldr ended.
in the manner of huge successes washen of course cameddar Allan
soon follaved ly a wae of imita Poe, to whom Leecraft gigs high
tions. Not eweryone was impssed,admiration and a whole chapter
again in the manner of huge poput@ur most illustrious and unfar
successes; and not all the imitatioage fello-countyman,” he says,
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Befoe Pe the bulk of eid
writers had waed largely in the
dak; without an understanding
of the psghological basis of the
horror appeal, and hampdrly
more or less conformity to @en
empty literay conentions such
as the happy ending, tue
rewaded, and in general a hallo
moral didacticism, acceptance of
popular standds and alues, and
striving of the author to obile
his avn emotions into the stor
and take sides with the fp=ans
of the majority atificial ideas.
Poe, on the other hand, peied
the essential impersonality of the
real atist; and kne that the
function of ceatie fiction is
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meely to expss and interpr P packed a large, ornatecabulay Literatue. | got the sense that in his
ewents and sensations as they and was not afraid to use it.) mind, the ansers such a no-brainer
regadless of he they tend or The book integsted me for its'Ye$ that the question neete\en
what they pve....Rés spects broadness, and dad-mindednessbe thought, let alone aské&tis at a
thus acqued a convincing maligLovecraft obiously ead a lot intime, the 1920s, when the only place
nity possessed/ mone of theirpreparation. ¥eryone pud expect toyoud find horor fiction was in cheap
predecessors, and establishefingis hee: Bam $oker Algernon pulps likeéWeid Talesand if pu told
newv standat of ralism in theBlackwood, M.R. ames, Lat literay critics and mfs that in sixty
annals of litergr horor. The DunsanyFankensteiifhe Rcture of years their successors would be mak
impersonal and tstic intent, Dorian Gay Dickens The ®nal- ing serious academicesas out of
moreoser, was aidedyba scien man the horor stories of Ambse said pulps, th&yeither laugh inour

tific attitude not often foundBierce, Ridyad Kipling, Conanface or clobberoy with a bust of
befoe; wheeby Poe studied theDoyle. (Qops—he does leawout Shakespear (A which yu could say
human mind rather than th&dith Whartons ghost storiesyvhen pu came to, What about
usages of @hic fiction, and Thers also an unexpected visitorkbamles da® ghost? OMacbetls
worked with an analytical kwé two: Emily Bronte andWuthering witches? ©OTitus Aidonicuswhee
edge of tear's tue souwres whichHeights“with its mad vista of blealpeople get their hands and tongues
doubled the fae of his narratg windsvept Yorkshie moors and theorcibly detached® that not Hbrror

and emancipated himofm all violent, distaed lives they fosterin Literatue?”Then theld get wu

the absudities inheznt in meely Though primarily a tale of ... humawith the bust ofMordswoth. But |
conentional shudder-coiningpassions in agony and conflict, digress again.)

This example having been sepically cosmic setting aff®room I hawe woked though my child
later authors @mr naturally for horor of the most spirituahood issues with Scholastic Books
forced to conform to it in der sot.... Miss Bontes eerie teor is no @nd their inwich Horror, though |

to compete at all: so that in thisee Gothic echo, but a tense egor Still wouldrt want to e-read it. (H
way a definite change begansion of mas shudderingerction to '€commend instead \erafs The
affect the main gtam of macadrthe unknevn.” Hes not harshly criti C}unous @se of Chas [extelard.)

g ) . _ . ,_I'd also ecommendSupenatual
wrltlng.....TruIy it may be salobql_of angne; he mentions authior orror in Litertue to both horor
ftha_lt Pe inented the shostory fa|I|ng§ only in passing, as h_e focYses and the har-challenged (like
in its pesent form. on their successes and fioey influ myselj, for its beadth, balance, and

enced the fornThus Frankensteiis of course the entamment alue of

. “one of the hoar-classics of all timghat purple ppse—noon-nourished

_ (This may be a good place 10 g5mghat tinged but sazely poison fungiand all. s a pity H. P
digress a bit onto becrafs ovn aneq by moral didacticism ... it has name still ignuniversally knen,
writing style, via a fliler quote Onye 1,6 touch of cosmic feap mat as the follwing eldritch occuence,
Edgar: "netrating to @ festeringe; hay much the meement may lagvhich befell author a@l Theroux,
horror in the gaily painted mockef, hiaces  And iThe Turn of the May attest. @ one of his train jour
called existence, and in the soleggéw Henly Bmes (another uneX'€yS he waseading a book yb
masquefade gallgd_ human tho“%@cted visitor) tflumphs @er his Lovecraft. Hs fellv passengers
and_ fee_llng, [hIS] vision hadv_\!m t0 inevitable pomposity and ofiKity thought it was a sex manual.
project itself in blackly magicaysr sufficiently ll to ceate a trily
tallizations and transmutations; fj tent air of sinister menace, depict
there bloomed in the sterile Ameri€a, (1a hideous influence of two de

of the thities and fdies such &, eyil semnts, Bter Quint and the
moon-nourished gaen of gOrgeoug g emess, ids dssel.”

poison fungi as not@v the nether” . 21s0 makes no judgment cz

slopes ofaurn might boastThats ., \yhether hoar fiction qualifies as
what ve mean Y “purple posé—H.

Marty Smith is the publisher of
theBlotterHes also a DJ dWXDU
Duke Lhiversity radio and an exper
in the husbangr and beeding of
Scottish Hghland cattle.
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| L ove You
byJ enny H aniver

| love you

I will cook you something

hormone-free

cage-free

something that was never faned.

A wild mushoom pethaps. Pehaps cattails.
perhaps mayapples or crawfish—
persimmons or tout.

I'll cook it using the waste heat
of industrial pocesses

I'll pick it up in a biodiesel
pickup, and use paper bags because loblollies suck carboonfrthe aig
but paper mills make poisons,
but tree famms are better than cattle,
but vigin forest is a richer biocommunity
perhaps i'll use no bag at all
to get those goceries.

We can drive the biodiesel pickup out beyond
the light pollution to see the rardisplay
of the Milky Valy

Dont shower my dear

Its not right

to waste hot waterto encourage indusir to make soap, ta@log your
pores with deodorant.

Pethaps meteors will shower us.

| will shower your oniony musk with kisses.

| feel guilt. It is new

| feel it because | stomp so heavily dtigh the world.
| feel it because you make me want toqaeate.

I'd hate to waste that feeling.

Jenny Haniweris a pseudonym and is not to be taken seriously

CREATIVE
METALSMITHS

Don H. bhnson | Km Maitland
117 E. Fanklin $., Chapel Hil
919-967-2037 eatiemetalsmiths.com
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Thingsand T heirD rinks
by T he Blotter S taff

Moon Pies & RC Cola, fishing & Bushmill’s, the lapis & the elixir, ALL & a
bonus cup, the jazz age & bathtub gin, wintergreen Lifesavers & grapefruit

juice, grain alcohol & rain water (or vice-versa), tom waits & bourbon,
montmartre & absinthe, 007 & martinis (shaken, not stirred), yahoo-o0-0 &
Mountain Dew, brunch & bloody marys, chocolate ice cream & Guiness, video
arcades & Orange Julius, bacon cheeseburger platter & Budweiser, Jeep

Cherokee & skinny double decaf latte, donuts & coffee, chocolate & coffee,

2 eggs over easy/grits/sausage & coffee, white crosses & coffee, cigarettes

& coffee,  The Kind & espresso, unfiltered Camels & Coke, Virginia Slims men -
thol 100 full flavor & giblet gravy, sorority girls & shots with smutty
names, childhood & creek water, hangovers & Gatorade, pizza & grape juice,

sodomy/the lash & rum, Yoknapatawpha & bourbon, fatback & corn liquor,

Mom/baseball/apple pie & lemonade (or whole milk), malaria & tonic, schiz -
ophrenia & Clamato, dirt weed & tap water, 4:00 a.m. & Red Bull, the flu &

ginger ale, independence day & the beers at the very bottom of the cooler,

motion sickness & room-temperature eggnog, fresh homemade white bread &

grape juice (for methodists; i hear catholics have it bad), Wrigley’'s

spearmint & Dr. Pepper, keep me rockin’ all of the time & red red wine,

cutting the grass & sweet tea, barbecue & sweet tea, biscuits & sweet tea,

front porches & sweet tea, country ham & sweet tea (then about a quart of

water), tibet & butter tea, airplanes & half of something with too much ice,

caviar & champagne, a pig’s foot & a bottle of beer, the roof of the new

orleans sheraton & cheap port, cigars & brandy, wet wool & Highland Park,
NWA & OE 800, live music & PBR, PBJ & whole milk, graham crackers & whole
milk, Oreos & whole milk, spaghetti & whole milk, LSD & orange juice, astro -

nauts & Tang, bedtime & tap water, sledding & instant hot chocolate, marlowe
& rye, Coke & Pop Rocks



Nobody Bought This Ad

Butdon'tw orry, we’ll figur e out
somewaytobuypoo rlittle
Freddie that bicycle he w ants.
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