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Inpu t from a R eader, Printe d wi thout
Comm ent

Cecilia EchenbergeDuke Uhiversity Bology Dept., writes:

“I'm suspectinggu guys don't go for much editing of peo
ple's writing, but | ha/to wice my dismayer the misuse of
pronounsThe first thing | bumbled into iroyr April issue was
BenjaminTyrrell's stoy and | ead "leaving mom aheho money
whatsoear"—noone anymaerseems to kmowhat objecter case
is in nouns, including writers ahd announcerst's depessing
to read and hear such illiterate stuéfavind with no money
Sure. And then @& hae Me and hingo to the sta;,’ but ‘Dad
gae my bother and a cameraCouldn't you educateour writ
ers and not perpetuate this mistake?moe people hear and
read this ear, the moe they think it's righfTake a standfou
do knaw what I'm talking about?”

Thr ee Years

Despite all odds and common sense, this isske oouarthid
anniersay. Thanks to emybody eerywhee who has supped
us in any wayof course, especial thanks go to thos&lbfwhd
suppoted us financiallyand subtle encouragement goes to
who haerit yet done so to do so

Especial thanks also to all our contributorgjcpéarly th
regular one§.hanks to our killer bodrof directors, to our aév
tisers, to Resident ®@orge Bsh, toWD-40, and to Rd $ripe
Beer

Don’t T ell An ybody ; It's a Secret

Okay this is on the den-low: I'm stating a small mse}

writers wokshop in Ahens.We aleady haa enough people
make it wathwhile, but ha® mom for maybe fermoe peoplef
youre inteested, e-mail me for details.

—ediot@blotterrag.com
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Billy

by G arri son M. S omers
iefer had to conten€letailing.The fella been apolo
himself with the beliepetic—what else could he dd
that he peiormed done?—but on humid nights lik
questionably useful actgisbng tonight it smelled like a couch in
what he still called a squad é&gternity house. élfer gnaed a
around the dakened Stick of Back ack gum, its licoric

streets—Garrison was a tranquffa0’ offseC:;t'{i/nSgkthe ama. ||The
place, sarof—it being dly, the ovntovn ept a small sto

hum of AC challenged th the little blue packs special

f
supemacy of crickets a@m. He smiled at thatt's what

: u used to do wheroy wanted
locusts. I¢ was bed but didft 5, oce “prection, ostensibl
permit himself to switch on th

radio and find that Bllas C&W from litle old ladies gossiping

station, or some _angellcal as necesgarll they had to d
preaching hradcasting out oaas ask and’tienake the drarby
Kilgore. Quising slwly—no gng peak up the traffic.ti, it
rush—Ilooking at ewything in was nice to see that some thi
its place. Lightsewr out whe2 some, mindqu, were still apund.
they should be; carem paked. |jke him and this squad cate
He mubbed his es to rid themiiked old things and old ways.
of sleejs onset. A cop pays atten He paked behind the big ply
tion, ewen in tranquility wood sign for then®-Ball shack
His squad car was old, withtigat sold snecones ftm May
single pimple on top and a hangtrough Cctober on the futer
contol spotlight wher the left Wal-Mart paking lot. This was 3

Ito be performing a flute solo based

the analgesic aisleotNthat suchj

llimprovized a jazz piece with over-

mirror would hag beenThe \eht good spot for nabbing the oc

The Dream

real dreams, real

Performance Resentl

| was on stage and seemed to be
back in high school since the cur-
tains on the stage were these
orange and deep red paisley ones
that the auditorium at my old
school had until about three years
after | graduated.... | was supposed

on some classical piece of music in
front of me. | had my back to the
audience and was facing an entire
orchestra of people | went to high
school with, looking like they did in
high school.... Instead of playing
what was in front of me, |

tones inspired by Japanese folk
music. Everyone thought | was
excellent and couldn't tell | wasn't
playing what was on the sheet
music. | was thinking "Yes, I'm get-
ting away with it."

Then, as | played, the notes
started looking like the Beatles, but
only if the Beatles had been

cle had cloth seats—who cowlidnal stranger that cut dbigh |japanese instead of British. Each
imagine them in a modern policewn to get to the I8ewepot |note was a specific person, like the
car—and it occasionally smelleskpessway and neglected to |Bs were always Japanese John
Only once had aoye eer thiown through theed light cgle that wadand the Cs were always Japanese
up back thes, a long time ago, a@n all night.Yeah, it was kind ofPaul. After the song ended, | was
member of a @dding pay at the dumb both to un a ed light and|transported to Cooper Stadium, a
Elks, and that had been a eoro hae it cgling een when ther |baseball field near where | grew
mand pefiormance—Hy fella, was no ass traffic. & that was|up. Don't worry if you haven't heard

how ‘bout can | g you a ride another of the old things wh
home?The ginger-ale, scotch amp@ssing he wouléget when th
champagne inside the rid®wns fathers finally paid for tim
returned with aengeance to haurdnd-traffic sensors. And, esuhe
them all.The rider (on duty &ifer felt kind of pointless sitting in t
newer thought of peopleybtheir dak trying to anticipate a scoff]
names, just riders and callers—Hug that was what the job entail
had to lie hee, too, and theyKeifer negr wished for mer

might be neighbors andeo the action, as aoynger man migh]—J-S:K. in Guysville, OH

years He found it easier this wayjave. He didrt want anything

had tried to catch the spén his more than was a&ady he. |Please sende@pts fom your deam

jacket pocket and then his cuppe@body teased him about it b
hands.Volume e@ercame capacityt the station, therwas somethin

and the squad car suddenly neediedut Ieifer that didih permit |We wort publish pur whole name.

of it, no one outside of Columbus,
Ohio even cares about it, and then
only a few people there, really. The
stands were full of people and |
was looking up at them from below
thinking "What? Am | supposed to
play baseball now too? What more
do you people want from me?"

journals toenny at
mermaid@blotterrag.com
If nothing else, avlove to ead them.

ur
eird

hent
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They told you that nobody
likes a smart

.

That's because they never met

HATCHET

‘We are one wicked little music,
art and pop-culture rag.

Revel in the unrecognized
and ridiculous with us.

We like you.

Available at select locations and on
the web at www.raleighhatchet.com

301-2 Kinsey Street, Raleigh NC 27603
(919) 828-0964

Tuesday - Friday 11-6 p.m. and Saturday 1-4 p.m.

razzing, although Henewer saidper befoe scraping the grill and
anything egading such behaviogoing home to watcfiennessee
He had a way that just nipped it &falker training on RFDV. Like
befoehand, like he was somedfeifer thee wer other solitgr
that should be left alone. folks with patterns to their &g,
His first sandwich would confeabits and personal ogtivities.
at two AM. The other was hi8eynd The ®int was the gat
breakfastawad. If he ate both aempty pad, extending out to other
two, he would go intoa“food- worlds, maybe wms like this, and
comd, as the teens in clulr maybe diffemt. He had ceeted,
youth-goup called it. And steeringgached and passed the day when
around in a squad car washe should hakept on driving—
enough excise to burn off twahered been something out teer
pulled-pok sandwiches. éffer he had felt its pull but hatn
recognied the signs—he coutdmesponded. dly that pull wash
fit in the same ®d uniform hd there. O he couldi tell, his guts
worn a couple ofears back. id occasionally twisted but he -sus
workhorse thermos was aedw pected they would nav again
cupper; half hi-test, half decall hawe that strange attraction for the
of that in caffeine would gi\nim unknown, or someone to shait
what the kids calletht om&. with. He cunched the squad car
The police scanner was quiaibund inThe dints grael pak-
Hed rigged it to pick up the emeing lot, and arised deliberately
gency wather band as el back tevads tavn.
gleaning information dm the Two dclock came and emt.
NWS on thunder-boomers ande munched his sandwich and
twisters, especially when it-pesed the other one thoughtfully
tained to Gegg County Once sipping warm coffe@he radis
upon a time qu had to keepoyr static calmed him like a mother
windows open and keep tasting theshing whisper on another nor
air, for rain and dust and that inefnal, quiet night. Kifer felt
fable tang a tornado hatlithout something though, anticipation, at
that sense, folks had been losthe tip of his tongue, like tasting
the tornadoes that appped fom the rising wind for fdhcoming
thunderheads unexpectedly (baak. k sent a tingle along his spine,
when it was almost all unexpectédm his backside to theots of
befoe the adent of Doppler radarhis hair
and storm advisories and satellite“Disturbance call, sergeant,
photography), whisking homesck up” a somnolentoice boke
into the neer-neer and snatchingnto his thoughts.tisounded like
lives with caprice. And theather Desk was as entrancgdHis dog-
repot was just mer inteesting watch hour as he was.
than listening to the white noise of “Here,” he saidThank the
the local scannewith only the Lord the staff igned all radio
occasional blip of chatteorr out bullshit; it was irritating toyrand
of town when police équenciesmaintain what might havbeen
bent in the humid airTonight, thought of as piper police jargon
though, e&n the sky was asleepetiquette.tiwas much simpler just
At the far end of his patr to talk, and if prigscy was needed
Keifer dowe pasiThe ®&int. Four to use a land-line telephone.
hours after locking upthe air Technologyand egryonés access
around the place still smelled like it, had nearly drén them back
Willard had just burned the lasb the days of call-kes.
burger to a crigghis avn late sup “Mrs. Dunwood called in.
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Someone is messing with hieer” Desk efered to the afer liked to get take-out &kican.
goats,” said the @k S8rgearit mentioned land-line pcedue. Keifer plled though the p#&ing
who was aoung woman nametHe was back at the junction that, past the i®-Ball stand and up
Clara who wded in the may’s offeed thewWal-Mart constuction onto  the  bulldogr-cushed
office and did the occasional nigdite or dwn-town. He took the macadam at the consttion site.
shift as a dispatcheifer winced.Wal-Matt turn. There was an old He picked aund in his ash
He had a passing familiarity wigthone stall in émt of the dy- tray for change.r@p Hetl hae to
Mrs. Dunwood. 8e avned a smalkleaners which had sold out to thal collect. Kifer smiled at the
farm on the outsks. Not een big stoe deelopers, leavingesy- looniness of dialing collect ey
really a farm, soof a once-was-asne in tavn the option to eithetown on a police call.

farm. He saw her occasionally laty wash-andear or mail their “Clara, accept the charges, for
Hrst Baptist; she too sat in the baclothes tdlyler The phone hadn crying out loud,” keifer said, as the
although hd newer passed théeen disconnectedtybecause thautomated operator offer Desk
peace with heifhe geese in thguys wdiing on the Wal-Mart the option. ¢ shushed her when
fellovship hall, those dnt-pev

ladies that found theemue of 2
Christian botherhood a péct A Cartoon (?)

¢ [penT WANT
MIkE’M AsEHoLE, BT

oppotunity to talk about othePY O neNed o sepotts vE 1
peopls poblems, saly had e T —
words about her bken marriage \ A
and strange behaviors. I

“Messing?" &fer said. : N G et seany
could imagine ys fom the high _ e scropus HING. /

school pestering the animaigy
back as a teen he had done

thing with his friends called ®c
Tipping, which inelved bgs
slamming full steam into the sic
of Herefods, t-boning them, as
were. ®rt of football training
meets large animal husbandir

turned out that although son
cows sleep standing,upe tuth

was that somews pefered to lie
down to sleepAnd in the dd¢ it

was difficult to tell the difience
between a standing and sleep
cov and a mety esting ce, not

to mention that péinent differ

ence beteen a aw and a bull. [f
When yu charged a n&dy esting A\
bull, the tables became swil “I¥
turned againsoy. Keifer had only
cow tipped the one time beéonhe
became bed with such bane hi- ———|

jinks. 7
“She didrt clarify Sergeant,” ,/
Clara said. ‘1® says shkecalled
befoe about this.”
Keifer closed hisesy 1 hadrt
been his call bets+Ludlov or
Jones, maybe; those nitwits.
“She asked ifoy would call in -

and | would connectoy with www.oneneckhatesyou.com \‘%
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she asked what had happened, andNot another ghicle passed “Nobody likes me,” the
told her to dial Mrs. Dnwood. him on the oads wer to Mrs. woman continued. & was lit
There was a clicking in his ear Banwoods farm.The only soundfrom behind B a lamp in her
the call rang tlough. was his car and thesh of cool airhouse, diffused behind pulled-cur
“Hello?” through the winde past his earstains. Her hair stuck out on tbe
“Mrs. Dunwood?” Igifer Mrs. Dunwood stood outsideoints of the compassihey act
stated. “This is ®rgeant Kifer her clapbodr bungala;, looking like I'm making crank calls.”
with the police depanent. You like a statue in theoint yad. “No, m&am, Im cetain thas
called in a complaint?” Keifer stepped dm his car his not the case,” éfer said. E was
“No,” Mrs. Dunwood said.small flashlight in hand.eHeft it quite sue that this was the case,
Keifer felt his @piows go upThe off, as he saw Mrs.ubwood wasbut in some situations he had
womars wice was @ and clearwearing a nightgm. $ie was afound that gentle lieseve pefer
She was wide awakenfiirying to deeply unpleasant-looking womale to belaboring the \obus.
repot an attack.” the policeman thought, and th®erhaps if gu would explain to
“An attack,” kifer said. Adak didnt help Her wice wasme what the pblem is.”
while back he had taken a classharp-edged; despite her attemptsShe sighed loudly at him, but
Dallas on immving police listento whispershe couldn he wasalieed when without fur
ing skills. Rpeating back key “I've called about this bedorther pompting she began to
elements of a caengation shwed Sergeant,” Mrs. Dnwood spat. explain.
interest. “Yes mam. But it was not  Mrs. Dunwood raised animals
“You need to come gt the immediately lwught to my atten for a petting @o. There was no
woman saidt wasit a equest. Ation. All | knov was what | havmaket for a petting ao in
frown ciossed Kifeis face. read on the callepot,” Keifer Garrison, so the animals actually
“Yes. Il be thee in ten min responded politelidet learned attraweled with a carrav that cgled
utes,” he said and hung. ibe'd a yung age that it paid to be calthyough Aklatex, that is, east
found thee were times when it juspaticularly if yur point could beTexas, estern Louisiana, and the
paid to do whatgu were told. seen as argumentativ southvesternmost bit of Ransas.

Don’t forget... TICKETS (919) 338-8150
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They vere unable to leak into thehusband gone and | kv alonething else.

Oklahoma carnal maket, for ea that people bother me,” she said. “What is that?” he asked the
sons that passed understandingBeen the Bstor’ Mr. Dunwood dak woman. Be grimaced.

Mrs. Dunwood; the laws on transvas, indeed, gone.eiker didrfi “Someone attacked my goat,”
porting small hoofed animaksae to knov why that washhow she said ctly. BEven in the dd,
acposs state lines held notigatar he saed information about pedher look said ‘laugh ané ghall
interest for herOn the afoemen ple, but hel head that a whilereget. He took the advice to
tioned call, accding to a epot back the couple had split, the didat.

filed a number of months agyg man taking the car and driving out Mrs. Dunwood turned and
one of Keifeis bother officers, shef town, somehee.That was he stated tovads the back of her
had claimed to havpowlers in things sometimesawt, Keifer sup bungalov. Keifer felt obliged to
her yad. They sought to take anpdosedThey had no chilen. $e follow.

hurt her animalsThats what sh& was not, he guessed, in a positionThe night air chose that
already epoted to the police.  to hunt for another man, althouginoment to each de point. Mst

“l told them thee was foulthe police officer had a suddesse ayund their feet theatrically
play afoot, and they just smiled\asion of herface painted bludn her nightgan, Mrs. Dunwood
me, like | was simple minded,” shair bound in a nest alm her looked egeedingly witchlike,
told him. “They didrt take mehead in twine and small bonesseeming to float ass the gund
seriously home-made ossbw in her handswithout walking. Trailing her

Keifer westled back a smilwaiting for two-legged gy of Keifer felt ill for somesasonThe
with Herculean effarat the wads some ilk. police officerasisted the urge to
‘foul play afoot He pictued Mrs. Mrs. Dunwood shook her headirn on his flashlight, suddenly
Dunwood in bright daylight, irand the mane of hair made a $edful in some childish place in his
her nightgan. The thought killedsound, like bone-grhay in amind that this eant would turn
his smile as dead as the last breee. No, Keifer admitted, thainto a nightmag. He tucked it in
corn. was an out-and-out lie.eH hair his pocket.

“l take you \ely serious)yMrs. only seemed like stranghe “Mostly | just want to be left
Dunwood,” he assedt hertrying pointed her finger accusatorily abne, gu knaw,” Mrs. Dunwood
to look her in the ey Keifer He eminded himself astopped near the fence in her back

“You took yur avn time get well that she only seemed likeyad that separated the pahee
ting hee,” she sulked, but her fapessessed demon in the night “Bhe ran the lawn mer flom the
appeaxd to soften in the dar sick of it, too And | want it to pat whee she raised her animals.

“I was on the other side stop” He felt her spittle on hishe turned back to faceeiker
town when the call came in,” feheeks with the webiSop. “Even out hez, no one aspects
said. Why dort you tell me wha& ‘Do you knaw what they do?hat.” $he tried to push her hair
going on tonight.” Bt Mrs. They mess with the animaiho down with one hand, but it wéisn
Dunwood must havsensed thamesses with animaldfi€er?” 8e having any
she had center stage and tdseld up her hands irofit of him, “Yes, mam,” Keifer said. &
going to gie it up easily too closelyThey had the coppersmelled barnydmnow, but not ter

“You knaw, it's because mgtink of blood. Bod and somerible. $ie appantly kept the place

THE
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year-round!

send microfiction.
(500 wrds.)
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Images from
the
tell-a-vision

lis anna is an award-winning
screenwriter, producer, and director
who has shown at cannes,
telluride, and a long list of other
festivals.

the work shown here is from two
collections, apple & e ve and
images from the tell-a-vision,
which will be showing throughout
2006 and 2007 in a variety of
venues.

for more information,
www.lisanna.net
bluerumorproductions@
hotmail.com
828-273-0552
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as clean as such things couldHsewas as lazy as w shick, andasked. ld could detect snide in her
kept, mucking out enclogsr andwas the worlsl worst complainewoice, but it was almost like she
putting a lagr of hay on theYou cait haw it both ways, camwas talking to herself as much as
manue pile esty nov and then toyou?” him.
tamp davn the amma and aid in  “No, maam,” Keifer said qui  “Mdam. Im just tying to
the composting. As ieading hisetly “You cait.” help” he said. You said gu had
mind, Mrs. Dunwood sniffed “So hés gone, and good +ichn attack.”
deeply dance. And he took the.dan not ‘He hut my goat,” she said,
“l sell it to the colad gentle complaining about that. | likback on task and quietly angr
men for gatens,” she saidTHat walking and | like wking, and | again.
and the pettingags oders keepdorit shy away &m the dit, like “Who did?” Keifer asked.
me in bead and wateThat old some doTheres women go their “That goat was just earling,”
man of mine was as useless a pibade lies without getting a graishe said.lie pessed her hairwno
of baggage aseevthee was oneof sand under their fingernailagain and this time it sty fram
He didrt like woking. How do Cari stand the pong of theiwa ing her face, as if the moistum
you become an adult withodarts.” Her head cocked to ortbe air washfighting it anymae.
understanding thatoyre gonnaside, she essed her arms. UB While earlier she had looked
hawe to wok to feed gurself’ them bitches at chelr blame mefrightful, nav she was not .so
Keifer shmgged unmfession for it. Go figue.” “Something wong if you dort like
ally Sme folksnatue that made Keifer stood stillWhat elseanimals, but thes some like that.
them lazy he knev. Like water was ther to say? il listening skilld guess | cdnhold fault. Bit it’s
they sought their st legl. class said that tieewas nothinganother thing altogether iy feel
“But then to piss and moawrong with the occasional silengeu gotta go out and huthem,
about the turns that life haHe beliegd in that old chestnujust to do it.”
taken?” Mrs. Dnwood continued.Best to keepoyr mouth shutand “What  happened, Mrs.
“That didrt make no sense to mseem stupid than to open it amunwood?” KKifer asked. As she
remove all doubt. had befce, the woman seemed
“Well,” Mrs. Dunwood said.calmed at the sound of hewro
“You aint much to look at, andy name.

dorit talk.” Keifeis egbiows vent “I didnt call last time, on
up. account of those others digray
“I'm sory?” he said. attention like gu do,” she said.

“What ae yu good for?” she *“Others?”
“The younger policemen.” Ah,
he thought.Those two nit-wits,

Altered Image CREATIVE Dnes andudiow.

Hair Designers, Inc. METALSMITHS “Theyre just playing at
1113 1/2 Broad St N , " police,” she said tangentially
Durham, NC 27705 ond ?annk?%n?! Kg‘h';";e'tl i‘ﬂr;d “Gotta teach them wheeto take a
919) 286-3732 : -, i
(919) 919-967-2037 eatiemetalsmiths.com C'aP and wher not. Theyre just

happy to be waring a uniform
ower their skidm&ed skivvies. &N
use whatsoew | bet.”

He nodded in spite of himself

“'m not sue | understand.
You said gu didrit call earlierDo
you mean...” Kifer said.

“Thats right,” the woman
added. “lI decided to handle it
myself’ The policemds ears
peked. Ch, boj, he thought.
Maybe wd better go look. B
Mrs. Dunwood didit seem anx
ious to walk back wad the
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enclosues. with anyne, she leaned ¥ead confusion. A chill wriggled o
“Mrs. Dunwood. What hap tentatiely and touched him on thieis backbone again.utB Mrs.
pened tonight thatoy called thebae arm bel his uniform shir Dunwood turned  without
police,” he asked quietli{eifer sleeg. t was chilling and intimateesponding. Er hair fleved out
caefully looked her in theeyHe at the same time anckiker stug- behind her abe her nightgon.
did not want to push her back ingled not to flincheflexiely The gound mist ceered her bar
aggraation. “Or maybe not,” she snarlefibtet. e walked out of the mani
The woman put her hand tthe mood hboken like an eggshatured lawn, past cedar posts, into
her face coquettishlfomehav, against a ying pan.This time the animal encloses. H fol
the maement wdted. Now thee Keifer did flinch. tér egs seemetbwed.
was an iota of attraaivess abouto glonv. “Maybe gure like all of  Tall fences of chicken cloth
her Keifer blinked, surprisedy the others.” wired to one-inch pipe nied the
the esult. Keifer was stumped sileldft and right boundaries. eH
“Some come out her yu again.What had happened to houldrt see what was in each cage,
know, because 'st me. Bcausequiet morning? and meoed fowad caefully
theyre afraid of meudt want to  “Aaaaaaah,” came they.cAgain he noticed loclean it was,
mess with me, rile me .uphats Behind Mrs. uinwood, in theand odeed. Bit it was a place of
what Ive heat, anyhov.” cages and enclossirsomehee. animals, and his nose was dulfed b
“Head from whom?” Kifer Keifefs hand wnt to his flashlightthe constancy of thesek. 8e
asked, uncein what she was talk “What was that?” he askddrned and stopped irofit of one
ing about. K& was afraid of hexr Hed neer heat an animal make aage, diffent flom the others.

little, himself noise like that. How? He glanced aund. Ah, this
“That idiot Willard dovn at “Nothing,” she said,ying to one had we acoss the top of the
the @int. Smetimes | go oublock his way cage. Again Mrs. ubwood ead

there. Im not a egetarian. | sit at “Excuse me, n&@m,” he his thoughts.
the bar and eat my burger atmlched her shoulder to gently “First time, | wash cetain
drink a Bg Red. He talks to any move aound her He felt some what had happenedyNpoor goat.
one, een meThe kids want to sething like a static shock in hfecond time, it was one of her kids,
the witch. That aint so bad. ffingetips. $ie didrt move. & was not two months old. B wined
mean, theége good chwhgoing like pushing against a fencepdwr | had to put the poor damaged
Baptist yuth, so har bad can theyHe fell back on negotiation. thing davn myself
be?That one was aimedelitly at  “Mrs. Dunwood.You need to  Ruined her? &fer thought.
Keifer and it stung a bit.eHet it let me see whsaigoing on.” Kifer Ruined her ha? $mething ent
ga said. “Now, please.” H flowned at off in his head like a bighOThen
“But then they talk about mber his brain said &l Way As if he
like I'm strange. Likenh at fault  “Animals agrit dumb you wasit a cop but was a kid going
for what goes on amd me. Aknow. They knav hov to awid out to tip cavs.Well, no wonder
pewnert. SO | dorit go into tavn so things that a& bad for themshés pissed. élstagd into the d&r
much. | doft like being talkedHunters and hunted is \Wwothe enclosw, not at all serwhat he
about, same as ang else.” world is divided, but the huntedias going to see—noteswhat he
Keifer felt as if the muscles arerit less than thoseying to hunt was eady to sedhen something
his neck wre useless and wriggtiiem, just because they might dlse came to hirmihis cage wasn
from all of the nodding he wageaker Most knav when thege chicken-wie like the others, but
doing. being hut. A bid that gets eaterhain-link. Hirricane fence—sides
“I'll bet you didrt know that, by a cat knas it. Bit these ere and top
did you,” Mrs. Dunwood contin caged animalsusting those cages, “Yeah, | switched the fence,
ued. “Rople coming her just to trusting me to mtect them. Andtoo,” she said with cold satisfac
look, just to taunt. &ing hatefulhéd been hermoe than onceoy tion. “Damned fool didh ewven
things, like gu wouldft imagine. know. Thought he could comeotice.”
I'll bet you didrt know. I'll bet if wheneer he pleased, once hevkne “Oh, shit,” Keifer finally said.
you did, yu might hag donethat the police @rrit doing any This couldit go vell. The muscles
something to stop it. | can serbéng.” in his pistol hand flexl instine
that in yu.” Srangely as if she “He who, Mrs. Dnwood?”tively but he made them stay put.
had neer befoe done such a thingeifer esisted shaking his head“im the cage.”
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“Yeah, and | snapped the lookcoming traffic. i pointed thewas about all he couldasonably
behind him while he wétspaying flashlight into the enclogurt was conclude Y Triple A-Battey light.
attention. Hunter and huntedtoo tight a beam to takeegxthing He scanned thest of the enclo
Hed come looking for her agaim, and eflected back at him off ¢lue. On the other side was an
but | tricked him.You damn the chain-links. animal, bigger than he thought
betcha | did.” lér arms assed ti In the cage was a man, lyingwauld be in ther, also lying on its
umphantly Keifers bow his side, naked. Agairgiter sup side.
knitted—she&l caught some pepressed the urge to pull his “Thats Blly,” Mrs. Dunwood
vert. Well, nav. SSmeone to aest, weapon. And the need to say soised. “HeS just esting, Il bet.”
he supposedrhis was going tdhing. There was blood aund, a Keifer scoped out the anifsal
stink, he guessedeldtaed at her fair bit of it; bright on him andmighty head with the eerie slit-
An odd thought flicked aapss dak on the gound. t was difficult pupilled egs and shaggyannish
the policemas mind; that this waso tell hav much of the blood walsead. The gods horns wrapped
actually a handsome womahe mais avn and what mightand twisted aund in a helix,
someone of wilr. Attractive een? hawe been someone or somethamricling its ears in bony armor
He tried to chase the idea avedsts blood. Aleast some of it wadrs. Dunwood leaned in close as if
with one that saidoyre tired, its dribbling fom the mas nose,to see the same things thaifét
been a long night anayre not which was bent to the side am@s. Hr beath was sour but not
thinking well, but in tuth he looked boken. The mars egs unpleasant.
could not. were swollen, but nothing was “Billy is one orngrbastat; I'll

Keifer slaly reached to his higalling out of them, no darand tell you that for nothing. s the
and pulled out his little flashliglgelatinous bits, thank goodnekmg-mean-boss of all goats. And
againWith a thumb he flicked onSome of the blood also apgebto he didrt like someone else doing
the beam.tlwas so bright, aftecome fom scrapes on the rsahis nanny-goatsoS put him in
trying to see in the daness, thatbody his side, knees, eN® and her encloser, and when this fool
his ews stung, then ached sisch.That the man was adivbut came to visit, | just locked up
though he wre driving into not well, Keifer could tell, but thabehind him.”
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The woman leaned on thgho itis?” Had he spoken out loud? Mrs.
chain link fence, looking in the Keifer nodded one n®time, Dunwood eplied as if he had.
cage. but Mrs. Dunwood washnlooking “I carit help yu thee, officer

“The ancient @&eks found oldfor his anser. If I was in gpur shoes,d’leae him
billy goats to be such violent and “The hypocritical old sg ther for a while at lea¥bu dort
randy animals they bebevthat phant. Always casting the finsantto messaund in Blly's cage,
they just had to havwsome humarstone and ewthing. Well, you in case he aint had his fifbu
in them, and e pobably pos want him, pu got him.” want a cup of coffee?”
sessed of some type of magiey Keifer held his bath. Dd she  Keifer was not surprised to find
called them satyrs, and attributedan the goat or the bloody mdisat, sudden)yhe did.
all sots of misbehavior to thentying on his side? eHunsnapped
Rape and defieering and suchhis holster with a clicke4snapped
Well, not surprisinglyn addition it. He wash going to shoot any
to his nanny goatslg hee is par thing, not wt, anywayAnd hél
tial to young billy goats, sheefed to Mrs. unwood. M, he
llamas, and just about anythicguldrt tell who the naked, bat
that cait escape him when'siéen tered bastar was in the cage, not
such a mood. | suppose he hadrtom hee. And what was a sick-o-
bust this one aund a bit beferhe fant, anyway?ddcould only guess.
could hae his waybut eentually  He tried to imagine all of the
it all woked out.Turnabout is fairfuss.The out of tawn nevspapers,

and all.” once the stgr leaked.The talk
“Jesus,” was alleifer couldback at the statiorust an inkling
saynodding. of what Mrs. minwood vent

“Yeah, gud think so,” Mrs.through. H felt inclined to just
Dunwood said. &fer looked atleae him thee, let things war
her questioningly“Dornit you seethemseles out, like she said.
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When T he Elocutionis t Can't S peak G ood

by An gu s Gorberg

Chloophomed from the vey breaths
That bithed them

Subway trains hiss like snakes
Sidewinding though familiar passages.

A chaise for the chase
Not too many ticks ém now
To the next day

But enough to tum loose
All the splinters and dir
Recycled though vocal chods.

Separate tunnel visions occur
Fiom various vantage points
But the smell of sleep

Circles heads like stars.

Even on top

Buildings still obscur naked eyes
Amongst the many

Flights of staes

Still too low for any

Tiue change in pessue to take place.

et follicles stand at attention

For the subconscious apphension
Leaving a multitude of mouths

Sewn shut fom consequential mention.

Patent leather postulations
Held by tightly closed fists.
Evey dry-cleaned sleeve
Linked by cus.

Any chance of choice

wetw e w ater
by M argo t Considine

i licked daiy-free buttey spread from my fingers &

you came clean about the milk you'd poed in my
cereal but i only laughed

tumed up the oven while the toast crackled

and the smoke drifted up

and let's just hope the firalamm doesn't work, else

the sceeching beeping will drive us outside

into the rain and we'll

wander confused, wander wet

with drops drip-dropping off the ends of our noses
streams coming down fom our hair

listen, do you hear the clouds silently fleeing?

now that we'e wet and slippey we should go to
the coast

before it dries up too

oh look i imagined it maybe but heri am still

in this puddle denched and shivering,

transpotted. where have you gone, my enemy?

Tightly tucked and buttoned down.

No amount of ceam will ever be enough
To lessen the bun of the cofee

No sky could scrape away

The steel's gluttonous gaze

Seen as nothing but ants

All fom the same whole
Whete the queen collects gen
And work supecedes deams.

Cold beads of sweat collect in the beds of the buried

Until alams interupt the clocks of such tightly-tucked nightrear
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The Mosquit o Swi ng

She had always found mosquitoes annoying
until the night she leared to foget about them.

She had always found boys annoying
until the night she leared to foget about mosquitoes.

"Fieflies ae the edeemers
of the insect world,"

she thought
looking up at dying meteors, by H enr Y K earne y v
the tops of ushes

dripping their dy seeds,
and the fieflies between.
The mosquitoes fayave her for thinking this,
and bit her anyway

The Downtow nEIm T ree Blu es

The skyscrapers never flinched, just stood
clean and butal against the sky

Sunbeams swept over the lowepofs
and broke hard against the steel horizon,

filtering down to the seets and rivers
in shadow-tinted silt, armbs of sun.

The world below the 26th floor
leamed to breathe without sunlight.

In the shade, we gew like the skyscrapers,
who would not bend for photosynthesis. Or love.

This Months Contributors:

Garrison M. ®mersis our homebp He is a stay-home dad, substitute teaghdrauthor of the
hopefully-soon-to-be-publishedvabDust of the &th, (Blotter Books, if & can get the money
together—hint, hint.)

OneNeckis a crazy Scottish wamist.

Angus Grbergis a poet 'm Raleigh.

Margot Considindias been publishedTie Botter befoe, but has nev given me a bio

Henry Keaney IV is an MR student at théVarren Wilson MFA Rrogram forWriters, UNC
Chapel Hll. Well well vell.
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State Fairgrounds

ADV TIX

2006

SEASO
SCHEDUL

4/S Trauma Queens
Debutarie 2r2awler:

5/14 Tai Chi-takis
Trauma Queens

6/25 Debutante Brawle
vsTai Chi-tahs

7/23 Semi-finals
8/20 Championship

Doors: 5:30pm Bout: 6:00pm

9/16“Opponents TBD
11/19 Opponents TBD
12/10 Opponents TBD

CarolinaRollergirls.com
Percolator Lounge
Schoolkids (Raleigh)
Skate Ranch

CarolinaRollergirls.g




