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Item s Worth M entioning

fromt he desk of J ohn ny P ence

The Blotter, Print Pariah

We love our printer Pedmont Pess, out of &ner NC, bu
theyre going out of businegshat leaes us looking for a weone
Don't worry, | think we found one(But note that the Mirch issu
might be a little delagd—dont freak out if it is.)In the poce
of shopping arund, we got the following e-mail espone frm on
printer:

From: XXXX

To: 'm_k_smith@yahoo.com'

Sent: Wednesday, January 26, 2005 10:33 AM
Subject: Decline to quote

Mr. Smith,

| received your package this morning and your publication is not
our deal. We will not be competitive on a quantity of 5,000 copies
and if we were, we wouldn't print this based on morals.

Thank you for the opportunity,
XXXX

Hail A tlantis
This issue més our first distribution in #anta, pobably jus
a couple-hunad copies in L5Bnd East #lanta, but its some
thing. Thanks to the kids dm Cute Grl Demographics con
publishers for taking the time to help us With any luck, pull
be hearing merfrom them in our pages.

The Simple Things

After years of eating it almostcaxsiely due to its price a
fillingness, thenears wher | wouldrit touch it, Irecently had
nostalgic eturn to blue-bo macaoni and chees&ou knov what
It still sucks, but in an asome way

—ediot@blotterrag.com
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by arkS. M ows

= hawert seen ampne, not ather seen nor spoken with ang

I soul, in days. mg bun (other than myself in the mom
dled up against the subibat is) for searal days, sdm
zero temperatues, and squgmg looking fowamd to leaving
my hands into my armpitsmiin tonight. my friend, whowns the
a world built out of ery small cabin, will be herto pick me u
pieces of gy at 10,980 feet alti at sunset. or so he said.
tude, i can practicalleach wer  but something scaring m
my head and stuff my hand in@emething grim has happene
that deadly ane knavn aschange has occed, and i pra
Timberline, whex its too high;he arries when he said, bec
nothing can gw. it's only abouti’m fearing for my life at t
five moe minutes trudge Point....
through the thigh-high smothe  seeral days ago i got to t
small cabin wherive been Staycabin in the late afternoon. it
ing should be ... sombee ... cold and so i lit a fér befoe |
down that ravine a mile or sewen took my jacket aoff ecen
away trip to india was still in my blog
it damn vell better be. so the cabin seemed swnmded]
by dangereery snavflake a tiny

at this efined altitude of nosedémon, waiting to attack me w
bleeds and shtewinded their micoscopic fdes of ice
expenditues (whee een typing they would stay outside and
becomes a aiipvascular wde fire and i would talk into th
out), i caft do much other thannight. _ | |
stand, cotch-deepin the snw once i got a little heat goin
and think about taking my nexgooked a piece of gradedient
step so ill get to timberline, justcolorado range buffalo steak

h

¢ |I'm watching a DVD documentary

just been found frozen to death on the

JThen | see that the body has been put

lIne UFeam ourmal
real dreams, real w
penny for your thoughts

about Abraham Lincoln. Suddenly it is
as if | am there in a log cabin on the
steep rocky slopes of Mt. Rushmore. It
is around the year 1865. Lincoln has

slopes outside. But his tissues are still
alive, so an effort is being made to
preserve the body until the experts
can make a mold for a statue. He is
cut into pieces and his parts are boiled
in a pot, a few at a time. What is in the
pot now is a hollow trestle of rib seg-
ments with translucent skin stretched
over them, making the whole thing
resemble a box kite. | am thinking this
doesn't look like any part of Lincoln.

back together and this trestle is used
as an internal support in place of the
removed organs. His body is limp and
supple as it is stuffed into a feed sack
so that it can be preserved in the nat-
ural cold outside. He looks young with
silky, black, curly hair. He has an enor-
mous tattoo of a sailor on his belly
starting just below the breastbone.
The sailor is wearing a blue hat and a
brlght red tunic that goes all the way

down to where both Lincoln and the
tatoo have no pants on. Things from
there on down are natural on Lincoln
but appear double-sized in proportion
to the tattoo-sailor. A folk singer is
singing: "Save _ _ the liv- _ _ ing
Lincoln. Save _ _the liv- ___ing
Lincoln. Just a few days more, mean
so much more." Now | am standing on
a ledge near the enormous copper
head of Lincoln on Mt. Rushmore. It
resembles the head of a penny, but in
3-D. The rugged copper slopes on his
face seem halfway between manly
and mountainous. The narrator is say-
ing that the dignified copper corrosion
that marks the surface of the monu-
ment looks like the result of treatment
with piss and vinegar.

—R. G, Raleigh

Please send earpts fom youn
dream journals to elnny a
mermaid@blotterrag.co.n

for shits and declarations, théigtened to bulgarian folk mus

head back to the cabiriva nei and sprinkled ambs on thg
porch so that the jays and

I'f nothing else, w love td
read them.We wont publish
your whole name.

pird
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chickadees who courageously fitwink, and since i walk along thaged that i was &ll-gone bonky
age though the winter could gethin concete lip of the swim befoe id arrived. it had been two
a free lunch with me. theyere ming pool of schaphrenia (my weeks sincedi slept moe than 5
companions, as eM. at leastgrandfather spending the last 2i8urs, my clothes needed wash
then. finally i tossed the lefey of his life in hospitals), i stad ing (my only pair of pants
meat on the pah step (it wago go a little bonkynot Shining smelled like brie), andlilost all
gone in the morningeplaced p axe-muderer bonky (anothersense of a schedule, sleeping for
tiny undecipherable scratchingtoly about another loopy guy itwo hours at a time, at random
in the snw). then, when the sumnother wintedime colorado getsegments inside theegt daily
fell, i lit some lamps, m@rcom away), buthoop we call the sun. but no mat
panions, and sat dm to wok, stand-and-starwest-and-not- ter, it wasrt like thee was
seeral writing and illustratiomotice-for-30-minutes bonky .someone aund i might snap at,

projects being due nexeek. hear-the so i hiked up my pshe and took
i took a nap of thee hours,-pulse-of-the-svo bonky ...a swan di off the side of my

around 2 A.M., and was up taalk-to-myself-in-the-mior-for- schin swimming pool.

watch the sun rise peaceful ah@-minutes bonkyyou knaw, working on a book of fables,

silent. ye-old-timey- the writing vent well. lost in the

of all of my companions—theolorado-miner kind of bonkysubcranial sab i spun my ties
fire, the bids, the lamps, and ththen, ky the end of the thirday in the mud of gey matter
tiny meat-thief of the night, seliabout the fouh time that a(because that what a writer
tude was my best friend. ghost had walked thugh the liv must do—grind the gears of the
ing room (when i was sairthe ol€ intellect and drag some four-
by the end of the second dageiling had collapsed, scaring meaded hgras, sa@aming and
howewer, things began to gedut of the lazybo chair that iflapping, fom the swamps of the
interesting. since i had gone wyas typing in [on the right in theubconscious), making a general
to this cabin to listen to mysepiicture on the next page]),eal mess of the ricefields of imagina
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tion i had so cafully weeded vyes, dear eader it is tmue; around. this is not living. this is
just last month. the writing cameasanity lies in the mountains ainsulating. these luxuriesarasy
easythe wok was good, and theolorado ask aled packer to separate into a big fat catggor
vines of madness g&t to gow but this wash what scad called houns.”
out of my head, like the bladke because then, after jumping i prefer another categorof
and gey hair that ggws out of into my freeing pool of mad luxuries calledvérbs.” the items
the ears of oldussian men. ness, i found that it was nice io this categgr—acts—consume
i think these vines, was, be out ... ! ... i dried off indnt most of the hours of our &8, so
and images nearly strangled mé.the wood ste, my feet tin it’'s a good idea to select them
one morning, aund 4, i foundkling and ringing sm the icewell, like veapons for battle, and
myself tomping aound naked inthey had bwoken though, my sot them ky prefeence and qual
the snev and ice, waving a knifekin hot and stinging, cleaned ofy. this is afr. these drforms of
over my head, laughing angar and warmed upi stood thes in living, these luxuries, include
ing at the sky and the gods thimont of the cracking f; naked,things that a¥ easily found in
staed davn from it. in defensemy unintelligible wde¢ done, eumpe; things like \e@, food, or
of my insanityin defense of mypleased as pie thadd imanagedfriends. but they exist aNear the

confession en, this was theiot to die while pdorming idi world. sitting on a pech in ten
kind of thing one does, like -liotic feats of historieceation in nessee, listening to the sunset
tening to gegorian chant in ahe wilds of the state of insanityicadas, and smelling the salt
french chueh, or tying on ani kept the palms of my hands jugbrk rind sizzle rm the neigh
ancient italian helmet, when tebore the stee, and waterbors smokehouse up thead. or
wonders about the people, a hudripped off hissing as it hit thdaughing with the hookers and

dred years ago, who dathed thisblack metal. junkies under the bridge wo-
same ajrand what it was like to these luxuries @amwothy. town, smoking cigattes, and
be them, and he they might finding out what shit-hole shaft

hawe done their days. and so, like most luxuries, like cadillacthey tumbled den to get thes.

a crazy fucking miner cwimg cognacs, and cuban cigarse ar learning he to play a n&
his knife to the deer-hang to ctine insofar as luxuries go, bunstument. or decoding the lan
off a chestful of dinner imag theyre also designed to numb tigglage of the his that come to
ined i would die thertoo, as hesenses, dp the pain of life to ajour windaw for cumbs, een if
had, on the icy scalp of nlortolerable theshold, and swat ththey ae only pigeons. or deep-
america. swarm of anxiety that fols us kissing in the rain then sprinting
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inside to dy each other off ...'m standing on top of a
befoe jumping in the sack with anav-blown hill, just bela tim-
couple of spanish pears, a kibdrline, and the wind, as if ew
bordeaux, some darchocolate,on the bottom of an ocean of
and a long, sharp knife. motor coolants, sucks away what
these & things all of us, for théttle body heat i hay the heat
most pa, can do but the exegmes leaps fom my jacket and gles. i
of these luxuries can getwsldoout used to lie near her, near this
past easonable limits. this is whatitude. but that was when i was
they ae luxuries. luxyy like vice, a bg, and in the last fe days've
can be pushed to limits thate arealizd im no longer a mountain
defined only ¥ your physical capadweller and no longer ayo
bilities. on the simple lefevihae our living on a boat in the belly of
sip of cognac, and on the randy righs angeles, as i do, does nothing
we hae a oll in the hay while it raingo prepae your body for the win
outside. try, towering, and pahed peaks
you can drink and fuck all dapf insane coloraddet me gie
but only povided ypure healthy as gou an example; i woke up last

hero. night with my thoat glued shut.
thus, steeped in blessed-ltsomehw, the specifics of which

ury, i passed the better parf i'll newer understand, (an alpine

this januay's final veek. combination of arid ambience,

my open mouth; a sleepslack

The Blotter

The lliterati Masterminds behind theeMWorld Odor

If You Carit Find Us at the MwsstandYoure in Luck
ubsciptions Ae dist Twenty-Rve Bucks
Dont Be a Schmuck

iClip this handy-dandy coupon and mail it to us to get your
subscription rolling:

Name Send to
Address Blotter Subscriptions
1010 Hale St.

Durham, NC 27705

You can also order online at www .blotterrag.com .
What the heck, you can even order more than one subscrip-
tion if you want, just give us another name and address.
But do include $25 for each one, please.
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janed lack of spit; and steadwgsanity who will, if yu ae not ghastly killing fields, inteiew
breathing), my air intakeale, quick, lock wu in and snap ofterrorists with egs like undeva
just behind my tongue, got stucthe handle. ter predators, take large doses of
ewer woken up with gmouth? I miss my boat, my sun, miethal dugs south of the bader,
sure yu hae. well, this was ongirl, my rain, and my seagullsdodge dysentgrand eery other
step past that, and two stefeel like jimmy buffet, cast naketisease in india, anéty hee, in
closer to the grav i couldit onto the actic ice, left to lig asa little \acation cabin in col
breathe until i got some watdéest he can off of raw fish amdado, i starto tremble, and fear
down thee, and as soon as i swalelted sne with ol nanuk of for my life.

lowed and got my tlmat munning the noth. despite the pain & kinda
again, i got a bloody nose. then, in sum, ive found the physifun.

in putting moe wood on the fer cal limits of my adaptabilityve the upside is that enmtually
(it was 3:12a.m. and cold) i hadfound a ne internal fontier probably tomorow, i’ll stat the
to stop loading the ste and and ive found that, if my friendrek home to my boat, my sun,
stand up just to heava beath. doesit come to pick me upmy girl, and my rain. and then
this is not a gentle land. it t®day that i might vell die hee. lies the subtle luxyrof freeze-
murdeous and mean. it is a hugen actually afraid of this haplrying my ass off in a little cabin
walk-in dy freeer with no food pening right ne, as i write. is far away fsm humanity

to eat and a door attended Ilronic, really; i hitchhike tlaugh with enough depration, a

Altered Image

Hair Designers, Inc.

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

CREATIVE
METALSMITHS

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

sarajo berman

RCST #190
regiser ed cranioscal therapig
by appoirtment only

9D-@83-61 B sjberman@mindspring.mm
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glass of aom-temp watervio|a andMe

becomes decadent. and the )
pretty cool, if pu think about it. by B. Sec kinger A sh

my recommendation ancea
son for writing this is like so: place
yourself intentionally ewen stu
pidly, in positions of b comfot
lewels, adapt to them, watch, a
learn. yu will change a little. thi

drop-kicked my ith- The next fer days e spent tak
Corona typeriter and boke ing the emainder of pain pills and
my big toe. | was ying to going to Coleman3awern aound
P{\E"ke the damn machine Wpe doe Noon, vearing out the bander with
for gae me someeRocet and | ent talk of hav | wipe my ass with pest
is what luxwy demands. it is wha a_Ck .home a”‘?' ote all nlgh.t long,modern Ar_nerlc?an I|_teratur01e day
: — painkillers making my face itchegy Young girl with dity blonde hair
exploration demands.sitthe get o "\ chot &m tunnel vision. 1appeasd at the bar the way she might
ting out of it that makes the rainaa{ ; . b : in a stoy: | just looked up and she
pleaswe. its the dying off that WaS WiNg to write a stgrabout a s
: man who, while finagling his genitaigs thee, lighting a smoke and star
makes wt fun. and the thingsou . e
. for carnal complacendy caught ining at me. Be bought herself a beer
already knw—the pillav that yu .

) . the act g the ery woman he's se¢r and a shot of whiskey and asked
caefully selected; kming whee lv inf d with ' becould she sit at my tabl&éeSold me
your lover is when & dak; falling yin atua:cte dW't .t_Iwas 90(;?‘9 to itshe was mein town, said that |
asleep: qur morning wake-up it S0y Of redemption, ending wit ) T

. . .Iji]er falling in lee with him. Bit for looked like the right kind of felNao
ual; the familiar fit of a mug i her | found tafk ta FHve minutes later | was peur
your hand—these arthe luxurie one gason or anth er _I ounh mysning my bohemian hdaut
that make up the thing calle9/essing. andybthe time the su o '] said. B
Home. came up | had written a fifty page 'l justwantto azate,” | said.

: i tnhRarratie about a nuclear apocalypéite, to make the world a better
and that, in the end, is th h ' lachia: place with my &rmy letters. | want
most impotant luxuly of them The stoy.was §et In ppalachia; be the b hat i ' h
all. the potagonist being aoyng man to be the butter that is s@ad @er the
whose name wasyRBoy. It was anbread of the etr.” _
emotional tale that expéaf the dar  "I'm Viola," she said. "and |
depths of man's depravity in the f&@n't eer want pu to gie up"
of social and cultural collapsetHe ~ Back at my placeenmade hdr
story's most visceral sceneyBoy love. Aftewads | lay nakeq on top of
is foced to cut off his big toe with @e bed sheets watchila ead
gadening sheel after he stumps it ig\elything I'd eer written. 1 was
Mak S. Meades is an aist the woods and it becomes infecté@wn ly the time she finished, and
and writerHe wiote a fairly authori The seering of the toe is a symbol ¥fola yawned and said that my kvor
tative wok on interactig fiction his being cut off &m the old world.was contried, full of platitudes,
calledPause andfféct:The At of Writing the last scene of the gtdr maudlin clichés, and stilted dialogue.
Inteactie Narrative, but has alsobrought myself to tears and hadS2e told me | had no poetic sense,
written a couple other books, done-gthatic moment, weping at thethat my sentencesad like shit
ton of hitchhiking and traling, and peauty of the world. | soon fell intosénells.
was smar enough to snag th@eep and wholesome sleepkened  "But,” saidViola, "that is noga
domainsboarcom, boe.com,and fresh andearead it. | gaw up on the son for pu to gie up"
boorcom.He lives on a boat that ig; q paragraph and burned the We 1wode all the way to

currently docked in Los Angeles. e fycker all fifty pages. Gatlinburg that night on my motor
o This stoy originally appeed on | took a 7-ion to my ®ith- Cycle and got married as soon @s w
oarcom.

Corona, killed the basthin its sleep got thee. Viola bought me a ne
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Snith-Corona htelligently Quiet basking ther in the sun for all theut an entie sonnet.

typewriter as a ®dding gift, and lworld to see, she globing my back |  But Viola always came homee S

tattooed her name on my back. while ead the styrto her Viola would find me educed to infantile
For a fev months & were happy newer said anything, n@vtold me cries, pitiful hygiene, adken spirit,

as mudfishViola had coffee waitingvhat she thought, just fed me thab weak to stand.h®'d fill the tub

for me ly the typwriter each morn whiskey until the initialush of hav outside with hot water and drag me

ing, and she would sit on the @oring finished a stprhad worn off filthy as a hog into it, me turning the

for hours listening to Amosilburn The stories are awful, esty sin bubbled iery water a pinkish twn

and Vic Chesnutt ecods, smokinggle one of them dadful, so bad thatipon entrance, and then she would

Mexican hash and thving acorns atviola would leay that same nighstrip naked, kicking her jeans in the

dragonflies and hummingdsr: while | slept in a dnken stupor grass befergetting in, wrapping her
Viola had a past she wouldn't t&lie'd disappear for days, sometinegs aund me and sgbbing me
me about. weeks depending on vinobad the clean with her haitelling me in her

She had one pair of jeans that stery was, kidnapping mym8h- sweetestaice that sometimes my-sto
wore eery day washing them withCorona along the waly her absenceies just dwe her awayut that was
stones tlee times a eek, leavingl would forget to eat and barricade reason for me to gwp
only her panties on while the pamtgself in my bedom, hedbroken, B. Seckinger Ashgives one of
dried in the sun. crying myself into see dehgra those terse bios: “Bckinger Ash

There was an old tub that hatibn. Remaining in a deep slumbwas born and raised ireldn, G.
been in my back yhramongst thewas my only purpose for living. IHe graduated dm University of
kudzu since | med in. Viola wipeVaseline on my eljds to fate Georgia. k¢ lives in Ahens.”
scubbed it clean with S.0O.S. padsyself back to sleep | love a bio like that.
and whenexr | finished a stgrshe | wrote Viola haikus in blood or  Ernie Dollar curates the @nge
would fill it up with hot water andur bed sheets, awaiting hetum, Co. historical museum and is a mem
soap bubbles ance\d stay in it alland if | drank enough liquor it woulber of theThird Mind Collectie at
afternoon drinking generic whiskekin my blood sufficient to squee troupe.

illustration by ernie dollar
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Both H ands
by F elice Xavier

wandeed thiough a destrlooking aound madly at exy-
thing but each otheplaying badminton with halftths
and singing the desesongs of the kangar rats.

Eyeless, alone, and hand-in-hand (holding hands but not looking
at their hands) they stumbled into a place evitege was a storm.
And a geat and wild storm it waBhe rain so thick and the sky so
black that een had they stad and sta&d epwaid through the thick
water-cutains, all they could haween was the lightning, when it
deigned to shw its face, seaming an arfrom sky to sky

That was when they looked, at the same timen dad their
hands, to make saithat the other hand was still ger

Maybe that was a mistaKéney could see and feel the fingers
through the waterthough not the Bncess theto attached.
Princess Mwer-Yu-Mind had long, thin, exploring fingers, with
tapeed little nails and tiny knuckleswcould bagly see. ihcess
Not-On-Your-Life had her mothsr hands, made for holding and
molding and kneading, witheat ounded palms padded with the
thickest of skin.fhcess Mwer-You-Mind had the softest hands and
skin eer to be tastedybthe friendly palm.

So they staad at and studied fingey llinger and that is ho
they saw one another for the first time, that is to say:timgese.

Eyeless and alone, their curious hands \@igxb wrists and
elbavs, cept thiough the sopping blindfold to cop a visignieel
and disceer a small something of what someone mighd haen
looking for looking straight at, and rexvseen....

A

Princess Mt-On-Your-Life and Hncess Mwer-You-Mind

Felice Xaviers a California-born transplant mesquerading as @ ofativ
Durham, Nrth Caolina. $e curently attends ée food eants and maoe
sceenings at ke Lhiversity She is the author of szal pofoundly obscer
awant-gade vebsites.#® enjgs dried cranberries, Catver, and the writ
ings of Mlorad Rwic.
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Cowboy S tory
by | sai J aimes

|
-El Miedo Deset.

The jouney biought Jesse to the fénest tip
of the stetching civilization in the new continent.

His horse follows besides him.

Their knees jerk, their stepseaslow-

but break the arid gound cust out,

and make the canyons, past their legs,

a boiling O' Keefe panorama in dust dciain.

Sweat on his fazhead drops,

accumulates on the nosetip

and falls fom his downcast gaze

a few inches ahead—he hasn't

lifted his vision fuher than that distance,

and suspicious of aatating-spiked-shadow aound them,
he's convinced, "Thets a dark halo weighing our walk!"

Jesse jumps back and as a settlement appeat
—and twice surprised: he pulls theeins and points,
"a settlement?”

He tuns, "Sory Quentin.
Isn't this place said to be desolate?"
Pets his horse.

When they enterthe cowboy

(sharpened by the harshoute)

is seen by the settlers: in their pires/
windows/ opened doors:

as stiong, deteminate, fiece maybe.

A woman looking fom a balcony window

crosses his vision:
the soul in her eyes woos aund her blue iris' feathers...

kkkkkhkkkkkk

Thee's a bone tumbleweed, pushed by the wind,
rolling and bouncing misteriously beferthem.

Isai dimeds in Ahens, GA. ¢ writes, “if gu yourseles want to kne
about me 1'll tell gu whatesr but i think i would rather not say anyth
about myself at the moment.”

| like that bio too

BRANCH
CHAPEL HIL
BOOKSHO

and
The Blotier

present

Our Latest

. Serious
Literary Event

friday, feb. 18
7:00 p.m.
Chapel Hill, N

Every Month, join past an
presentBlotter authors, aists
poets, and special guestqe

mike readings follw.

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

Also & Branch’s in the near future

Thurs. 17, 7:30Mark O'Connell

Sat. 19, 4:00 Andrew McDowd
Secest; Arses and IBssings YWed
23, 7:00 Contributors to Qiginal
Sn: The Swn Deadlies Co

Home to Rost | Thurs. 24, 7:3
Michael Schwalbe; dembeng
Reet and Bine: Two Back Men
One $ruggle |Fi. 25, 7:00Marsha
Chapman Rading, §ning, and Lie
Music |Sat. 26, 2:0(helia PMoses

branch’s chapel
hill booksh
243 s. elliott rd.
in village plaza
919.968.9110
www.branchsbookshop.co
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<i>for p hysics and h igh sc hool</i>
by Ra chae B loom |

it was all thee, no one came in and
changed the knobs or anything but

we feel the need to explain it all

with the four fundamental faes and

the unified theoy that govens eveything—
but physics is just pushes and pulls which
is playgiound politics, eally, and it

still doesn't explain shakespeats love
sonnets, nor communism, nor why

we smile when we ae alone but it

says that the universe is constantly
expanding, and one day it will rak—

but plan on coming to school tomoow
anyways.

Dog-qgirl
by S usan Ra kley

Dog-girl on a blue leash
Tangle of biown hair

Blue leash held by a man
Impatient eyes, fossil mouth

Dog-girl sings and hums
Dog-girl fingers the paintedases on her shir
Flakes ofubberized pink

falling petals.

Dog-girl looks up

She is not perplexed

She is not hur

She just looks up and sees

A tall, tall man holding

A loop of blue webbing

A man who pushes her to walk indnt
into the cowd.

Dog-girl stops at the jingling of bells
Finds a comb-tooth feather

Does not smooth it

Puts it in her hair

Pats it gently in place

Dog-girl smiles

Poets and their Bi@)s!

i Susan Raklewwell, she doesmive a bio, but shxs
ifrom Chapel Hl.

i Rachaelid Bloom I is still waiting for her train to
icome, still sipping on lastars memories & still in h;gh
ischool.

: J. J. ®infeld is fom Charlotteston, thce
iEdwad Island, Canada and he seems to like ibeing
:Canadian. ¢ has some publishingedits. IFom
:Canada.
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TREAD MILL

You, a compiler of lists and deadlines

always seem to be a day behind

errands to un, tasks to complete,

how your heat aches with the insdiciency of time
and when the clouds scuy acioss the sky

like impatient friends unwilling to wait

you up the estimation, a daya week,

and when you attempt to get Gaglattention

it becomes a lifetime behind

so out-of-step, so downcast, so unembraced,
you pray in desperation, a little too rapidly

erturbed by some intauption or oversight :
P 4 b J by J . J. Steinfeld

and when God attempts to get your attention

you are nowhere to be found.

APPALLIN G, THESE PLIA BLE TRUTHS OF Y OURS

appalling, these pliable tiths of yours

hardly courageous enough for musculatar

or a nomenclatue of desperation and avoidance
but what can | say or do

you know no adequate maledictions

your last adequate prayer was a decade ago
during a revelation that knocked you byour feet
you stood back up, cleaned bthe misunderstandings,
a truth might get you a cdée

but not a efill or a confection

you must lean the transactions of the day-to-day
you should lean the economics of sleight-of-hand
either that, or leam the finer points ofabbery

and fleeing the scene of the crime

but then you write with conviction

and attention to detail

and have little time for maring theatrics

and explaining why you’ve done little with your life
will have a shotage of pallbeaers

and have discaded arguments

over meaning, purpose, and the shtwomings of answers




Nobody Bought This Ad

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

| just h ate to have totell h im.

Ads inThe Hotter ae inexpensey
reach a good audience, and stay in print for a month.
How awesome is that?

Call us, huh?

NC: Marty Snith 919,286.7760 | M_K rBith@yahoaom
GA andVA, bhnny nce 706.583.9098 | ediot@blotterrag.com

library of congress image # LC-DIG-nclc-03963



