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Ha?

We hae a ne intern on boat hee atTB, as w hae taken to calling th
magazine in ouredquent terse, instant-messaging staférsaons.We
met over coffee and discusse@ation, mission ancison @tie becaus
thats what editors like to talk aboutie$s enthusiastic and | want he
remain so, sont’ going to elease the metaphorical muscles in my clg
clinging hands and rewher makeerl editorial decisions. | didio that
so much with @vious gung cleer interns, and they took theaugh and
intelligence elader, to my dismay and tempgraonfusion.

One of the topicsevcoered in the “inteview processwas what @ (that
is, 1) think is funny and whatahemwe, do not. tls an intezstingvenn
diagram, inasmuch as such thingsear inteesting. Himor, we\e all
head a hunded times, is serious stafid franklyone mas meat is anoth

er mafswanker But, if you hae a mission and aelition, yu should b¢

able to explain to aweemplgee hav something as imgant to a magg
zine as humor fits into theeoall plan. Wfortunately most of the time 4
we seem to be able to do is say “Wkihevhen | hear it,” or “| like what
like.”

I’'m blaming theast of the world for the cant humor situation. t{$ eas)
to do, and usually ampriate.) h my opinion, is eally not funny whe
you cait wrap yur head aund whds funny anymeyr;, when it feels lik
your funny-bone his moe than makesoy laugh. And th
political/social/financial mess of the world hatgoee so tightgu could
nt pull a phonograph needle out of their colledss. Andoyre not
alloved to ask what song theyplaying, either

(Suggestion:gu might illustratequr argument with personal olvagons!)
OK, case in pointThe other night on Comedy Central, a comic told a
that | first heat in the mid-197@ when | was still in theaMy It was only
passably funny thent hlas not done @l over the gars. | wonded what
she was thinking using swditickin public, onTV. Isrit there a comed
Gestapo that immediately knocks oarydoor at four in the morning
bludgeon gu with tuncheons for stealing someonés ¢tdees, or for usin
ancient public-domain junk? And if not, why no&h@2r - is not funny
to mention anything to do with theakis. Mt een if youre Mel Books.
Or paticularly if ypure Mel Books, | forget which. @dgoes in and out
style faster than...(inséhe name of the host of theol@en Gobes of
Academy wauds.)

I must also admit that late night talkvshrmimor has long lost its appeg
me. Btter, solipsistic and smarmycseam, ean with a dollop of self-effg
ing one-shot mugging at the camera, no longesmae to smile. uB as
my mom says,’stnotforme. (8e actually does say that, becausedrs
she told us wo she hateddp musit We alwaysminded her that'stnot
forher Momis a good spiprand has ne turned this punch linearmd on
us.) Bit, sticking to my guns, has ang else noticed that our society -
culture, (or thoseetigious, political and social monkey-poo-flingers
seem to think that they speak fa@n@ne) seems to leaplaced a corr
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aound comics with the intent of defining for them what is funny and
is over the line, out of bounds and offesf8iWhen was the last time
tried to do such surgical parsing ofda®r Eenhavers administration
And washthata high point in Americanefe speech. | dafigure out if
funny just isth funny anymae, or if its being constrained to the pqif
wheke...it just ishfunny anymag. Has the American political scene n
it so that een Siturday Nght Live cait buy a laugh? Come ordritllohn
Boehner funny? ighelle Bchman?

-

[«

Question:Why isrt late night comedy for me2cBuse | hawo get up at
6 in the blessed morning and make oatmeal ragiiE muffins and pu
together gourmet lunches, pal.

~+

S comedians aroccasionallyeduced to eading stale jokes off t{he

Parthenon battwom-wall, to the audiersescgams. Nt laughtermind
you. Sceams of mindless schtiekagnition, idiotic pleaguiat hearing
what theyye heat befoe. And the folks holding the raismell the sour
stink in their armpits because theywkiizey doit kill. Theyre not killing
at all.

And one ma thing. Why aeri there any old comics?ak we become s
youth-oriented that &dort cae whas funny to older people? | supg
that pat-and-pacel of this &nd is the fad of looking back at a decad
slamming it as ifewereri just living that decade and tpapating in that
embarrassing dance or music or clothing stylg or $paror eent. Yes
you Were wearing those pants and thought yere cool. So we'\e lost our
sense of nostalgiar @&rhaps @he finally chosen to integtithe wad cor
rectly - nostalgia actually meaasdok back in pain.” épioud of yur “I
love Lady @Ggatattoo. Youre on a mighty slippeslope to being laugh
at, dude.

W' O

Ah, well. This appears to hardigessed into a pointless rant. All questi

and no ansers. 8 sory. Dear Mr. O’Connor please make me laugh.

Garry - chief@blotterrag.com
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“Cur ios”
by M onic a Zarazua

_ Shiloh is changing and thiswhat and who is going on, se
is why is impotant to hae codes introduced oursedg asepesenta
of dress and codes of behawtr tives of the God Neighbors
emwise, 8 get someone like théAssociation. The yung man

woman who lies—lied in 402. seemed nice enough, too mu
Ewen after w convinced her not tocologne, but he was polite, sayi

paint her house kiwi egn, she that Ms. Georgia hadn been to

committed moe behavior code vio woik the last two days, and hadn

lations. 8e lived alone, wked as a called in either Not that we
batendeywoie mini skits, smoked assumed anything about, Hart it
cigaettes in the émt yad, and had
been seen leaving with dgfer
men on numeus occasion$Ve
surmised that she might be kuaog
as an esdpso Ve tailed heit turns
out she was on a dateit,Bdating
like that at her ag@® all agre that
dating is mar trouble than i
worth, but some people dbhawe

worker een if ‘wolk” meant vear

beer and glasses of whiskey
already int@icated patms. We

peeed into the windes, but the

hobbies other than—eN, no, thds glass was thick and bhuriVe
wrong. t turns out Ms. @®orgia couldrt see anything thugh them
Saipan dckson did hava hobp but vague shapes and shaslo

besides datingh& was a collector There werrit any funny smells or

but well get to that. pitiful cries of a trapped or ingar

This stoy begins when thewoman. Rally the place was a hai

Garcia family in the house to thepast semne.We went aound back,
left of herand El andVermnica to but the only things out themere
the right, noticed they hdtseen some slippers, @ckeyr a rickety
her leaving the house for a goddble, and another locked door
three days, notew to go on one of Well, we vere just about to
her dates/Ve eally stded suspect give up but it turns out thegung
ing something was ovig when a man had a spakeyWe didrt want
cowoiker of hers came to the neigho offend him, but & wererit born
borhood. Mbody aound hee gesteda?/ Why he couldh hawe
drives a car like that, with thos®een older than emty and Ms.
splnnlngt1 wheels, so naturallg wGeorgia was ell into her 4@,
appoached him right awaye maybe ean olderWith women like

were friendly of courseWe always that you cait always tell theireal
are. I's not about being antagenisage. Qually they arit forthcoming
tic. It's about being open, kmog about it either It seemed merthan
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was good to kmo that at least she
was a asponsible and punctua

ing a lev cut shit and passing out

accompanied th@yng man to the
front door rang the doorbell, and

a little curious to us that he hadn
told us about the key right a

we told him go to on ahead an
it, just to see if fekbite and she us
the way inWe gathexd aound the

use

Wdoor, knocked one mertime and

listened to the knock fall flaie

rang the doorbell one neotime

and listened to its holloring.Then
gathexd tightly together as one

e
%hmd the gung man as he
locked the door

_ Ms. Georgia lay on her tiled
kitchen floor beside a shattéglass
bottle. e was on her stomach with
her palms @ssed to the floor as if
ghe had attempted to catch herself

ut failed. Hr egs wer open,
turned tavads us as if she had
Egad us standing out theeend had

en tyln% to pull us in P the
stnr:jg of her dead @azA single
shad of glass stuck outoin the
white of her left &y Clear liquid,
most likely fom the boken bottle,
puddled asund her cheek.|&d
trickled fom the corner of her
mouth, and it made a thied line
until it touched the floor and dis
versed into the puddle.eH faded
ipstick told us she had been on her
way in rather than on her way out.
Her nails and toenailem painted
bright orange (tackput a suitable
color for her). 82 was bafoot and
wore a clingy wrapaund dess that
exposed her neckline (not surpris
mg?_ and ewaled he gravity was
ulling eagerly on her skin and
reasts.

We decided not to call the
police gt. A first the yung man
protested. g tried to westle his cell
phone back &ém us when &
plucked it away dm him, but ve

20% off
Your first haircut
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calmed him don by pressing our the tension &m my body could conscious of the wind coming off
hands dan on his shoulderVe escape and become lightning butie ocean and dm from the hills.
pointed out that ther was me& weaving ab@ the blades of grasslhe wind curls up inside my mouth
going on in ther than just Ms. Then | would lean den and pull then leags again, touching the-sur
Georgis body lying on the flaor out my bottles tm a basket face of my teeth on its way outs H
The house was filled with hueds, beneath the tablendide those bot boots scrape against the wooden
thousands of bottles onegvwin- tles is wher|l kept my memories ofboads, and his ring clinks against a
dowsill, shelf counte’to%l and all Reginald. Bering inside of the bot bottle as he lifts it to his eIzIrPSEH
along the floor bods. Even moe tles whex my memoriesee safe, | touches my arm with a heledorit
disturbing was that inside of eactould elive mﬁ/ happiest times withtake it right awayput then, why the
bottle was a doll that looked jushim. | could keep the best {saof hell not?tls alright to drink a cold

like hey same black mole abahe my life close to me... one while sitting with another soul
lip, same tight, loud wdmobe, same watching the wind make veav
mass of wild haiWe looked in Bottle #1The Richmond ier

ewely direction and ther she was Bottle #87 EasteuBday

over and wer again: Ms. €brgia It's a egular old diy day

reflected off the bottles, Mstoday The tips hae been shit and Re}%inald ragly comes to
Georgia shinken and divided into after four months of living inchurch with me, but today he sits

hundreds of tinyplastic dolls, Ms. Oakland, it still hadngotten to be beside me in a backwpand flips
Georgia dead on the floor with heany moe like home. &ng staed at through the pages in a songbook.
eyes open. by strangers while | dance dbeshkVe drive with the windes devn to
* count as companionshipdrive to my house. M place is smallhe
My life wash spectacular the Richmond #r. Nobody eer bed is small, so is the windo
Nobody will understand it cem talks about going theeeen though Through it ve hear the sounds of
Bletelyl baely understand it at all,they do, so | figerif nobody talks cars driving past and shoppingscar
ut | can see it a little betterwno about it then ther has to be some crashing into brick wall/e’'re too
that its gone. | can step back, hething special to it—ewone tying far inland to hear the watémused
and hawand study it if | want to, to keep it such a damn séckdrive to be thirsty for that sound ey
but | was near one for studﬁing. up the graelly oad tavads the day but naw, such liquid things @r
I'm just hee to pass my handwater It's so windy out that my hairtongues and thighs, such heat-float
through it one last time, hold it upis a mess as soon as | step out ofitigeand rising.
to the light, let it fall been my car Low lying wags racever the
fingers. Bople will forget me, as isvater Theres onle/ one person outBottle #172T'he Cakland ker
natural to do Bventually I'll be hel, sitting in a foldout chaftoat
nothing but a lipstick stain on glassng a ty boat on aape, fishing pole It stretches on for a mile.
_ On summer nights | used toupright. A cap is pulledvioover his We take our time walking iThis
sit out on the back with can e)es.Thers a haa glint when he night is the best of @kland nights
dles burning mtlﬁ a silk obe glances ufheres tranquility in the with the warm ajia light beeze car
wrapped aund my bodyl liked to salty air that encourages me to sit ozin%the sounds of dinner pas in
breathe the thick, humid air ofa bench near hirilVe baely speak, the hills and barbeques in the-flat
[llinois summers with a cup of tea iexcept for a f@ comments on hislandsThe pier s&tches on for two
my hand, a shot of whisky &@iin, pat about hav the veather affects miles, but w take our time walking
a final thought. df sit with my slip the maement of fish. @nevhee and listening to the clpglop of
peed feet esting lightly on the in that sparseness of ansation | water against the legs of the pher
wooden planks of the pbr and sip nod off my mouth falling open, stilltap of our dess shoes on the wood
and ock while staring contentedly
at the tees shifting shape in thi
deepening diness. ér a good half

P g g
hour thaks all | would do, so that 7 FI \ { I EAF
Word by Word VA s
editorial services
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en planks. ®that hour and on this of her death pulled uswio with air, slavly coruptin%our systems as
night, thee ae fev fishermen and her; it pulled us against heressed we tried to get to the bottom of her
women, esn faver fisherhildren us into the folds of hereals and death.
who like pulling their hoodsver into the dampness of her lines. “Did you make her do this?”
their heads andearing fingerlessThose of us whoes Ly the win “‘Not me.” And he pointed
glwes so that they can pick up thedows, quickly pulled the shade® the skin on his armt Wwas tue.
ooks and ap their spade3he back dwn and shut the ciains. He had a fair complexion congzhr
pier moseys on for #& miles and We could see again and wto the male doll in the bottle.eH
we talk @er deam matters like driv didnt like what v& sawnone of it. pointed to his facial hair and -ear
ing theThunderbid acoss the con The dolls inside the bottledobes. tt was tue. The doll didft
tinent fomWest Coast to Ea$tle were like tgs fom a gumball haw his helmet of gelled hair or his
talk about easy going matters: theachineThey had plastic nubs forfake diamond earring®¥e surmised
cocoa in the chocolate cake, thoses, ears, and mouths, and slighat the man in the bottle was an
berries in the wine, the first drafindentations wherthe egs should older moe consemtive gentleman.
B|cks.The ocean laps against thiea\ve been. Each bottle had two “You dort know who he is?”
ottom of the ﬂle_rwhlle the fisher dolls in it, one that was clearly Ms. “‘No idea. Mybe ther's
people wind their lines up tightlyGeorgia with her o_range fingernailome pictues Iyln%_auund?”The
then toss them back out again.  and flipped out haiand the other young man had hit upon some
The pier cuwres up slely, one that was an unidentified malging. S‘ureI%/ thee were clues
then glides den tovads its end, doll. A chill vent thiough all of us. around the houséle wer about
which is boated UP with wooden What man had she bottled hersealéady to call the police, bug knev
beamsWe put our taces in the gapap with?What man had sheplt that once they argd we would be
between them and look out at theated herself withver and ver shooed awaghe house closed,off
mass of water that mes continu againAWe couldit help oursebs. and then w might nesr under
ously in seah of the Bcific. The We couldit contol our eaction.  stand what killed Ms.&8rgia.The

sky Is black with sdv punched in “I's that pu?” oung man was righthere had to
it. Turning, v see that behind us All of us turned to the be some pictarlying avund of Ms.
are thousands of golden pointgoung man who claimed to be heGeorgia and the unidentified man.
dancing on the hills and along theoworker We stepped back, geﬂne poor kid
shoes.The pier goes on for light “You hae a sgar_ key Is a little space. & didrt know a
years. that you supposed to be in the botthing. We posted him close to Ms.
* tles with her?” Georgia body He couldi stoF
Ms. Georgia s@ly musve We awided looking at Ms. looking at herRoor kid. FPobably
been crazy Georgiad body on the floor andhadrt ever seen a dead body befor

Some of us, thinking to getthinking about the antics she mustspecially not of someone hecdar
more light, pushed back the cursuely hae engaged in with thisabout, someone whom he maybe
tains and lifted up the shadBse young man half her agehOthe ewen belieed he lged. A fev of us
sun stuck eery single bottle and ric?htin his egs when essuround  sat with him and kept vigilwe
rays of light shot outWe blinked, ed him.We were driven ty confu began to pray tentatiy It wasit
shuffled and tried to shield eursion, ly the oddity of those dolls,our job to make sershe got into
selesWe vetre like a mess of pigs irand maybe evng/ whategr strange heaen, but still, w could she our
a pen blundering about, knockindgiquid was puddled on the floorespects to the dead.
ulo against each othand in our amund Ms. (&orgis face.We sur The st of us spad out,
blindness Ms. €brgia body on the mised that whatew had killed Ms. examining the bottles and exploring
floor filled our mindsThe weight Georgia was potentially still in théhe house. We found estything

but hotogt;aphs. nl the stand
beside her bedewe a mess of @r
phylactics. @ her desser are bot
tles of massage oil, scented candles,
and glitter sprayfhere wer bags
and bags of make.up her closet
hun(rzj moe lov cut desses, high
heels and thigh-high go go boots.
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But none of these personadtop | staed at him a little bit too steady beat, and when | squinted it
items pepaed us for what e long, and he caught me lookingg Hwas Rginald thexr beside meufe,
found in the batlwom. hside of looked so much likeeiginald in the his wice was a little high&ut that
the medicine cabinet, behind théace and bodythough not in his was a minor detail, one that, the
mirror, whee thee should hav flashy style of dss or in the way hemore | drank, the less | noticede H
been cold eams andlylenol, vere held his glass with his finges, ewen woe a cologne that was almost
more bottlesThere wele moe Ms. swirling the liquid aund, clearing the same as whaed®nald used to
Georgi®a and mar unidentified his thioat betwen sips, looseningvear | toasted to this.
men, @er and ger again only—and his tie. 8ll, I'd always hedirthat This was what | wanted: to
really this shouldrhawe come as aeeryone has a twin out tleen the burrow myself deep inside of his
surprise to us, gm what w knev world, and it seemed thatd@nalés warm body and curl upa tiny
of her—all the dollsee naked and was sitting at the bar imfit of me. worm Iaﬁlng and hatching egge M
in the most pornographic of posi | asked him what team heand my hatchlings,ed be a family
tions. Doll faces pushed into dolwas going fott took him foeverto and he would the urgvse.
crotches. DIl lips glued to doll ﬁull his egs off of ESPN, but whenWouldrit that then be Me?What
mounds. DIl legs s@ad doll eagle. he did, he ran his gazlavn the else could it be?o&ns of bodies
Dolls bent ger. Doll hands on doll front of m%/ cleaage, took in my pressed into one.i¢iwas the body
mouths and bewen doll legs. & nice pair o Ie%(s, andbpably won and | was the one curled up in his
feet clutching doll heads.olD deed if my skin was as soft anstomach, ler and he&ér He sat
behinds on doll facedle shut the good smelling as it looked. down at my barNo coincidence,
bathoom cabinetThere ae some “Broncos,” he said. him thee like Rginald, and me
things ve just shouldnknow about I keﬁt on shining the glasseshere eady to enter and multiphy
each other The moe he looked, the noihe hunded mé burowed inside of

* mustve liked. Little B little, he him nibbling at his organs with our

It was a s day for bar spent mae time talking to me thanmicroscopic mouths, so small that

tending. Thunderstorms kept peo he did watching the gamey Ighift he would feel only waafter way

ple at home, busying themeslvwas coming to an end. _ of a million gentle lips ming
with fixing things, gluing model-air “Let me buy gu a drink, inside of himWould this not then
planes, painting toenails, and @ierbeautiful.” _ ~ be loe?

Ing noses. | wassurprised that it | stood at the sink behind | set dovn the shot glass and

was a sle shift. &ilon wash like the bar and watched the suds slitteed opening my eg.The magic of
Oakland wher you might hag one off my hands under the flescent alcohol carried meofn the barto
or two days of badeather in aow, light. Beautiful. Mw that was a nice his carto the Motel 3, and | tried
but thats it. | liked the quiet andword to be called. | nved on opening my @s, tried squinting
the calm that @nt on inside while aound to the other side of the .bathem, and tried wiggling into the
the rain doned on outside. | busied sat on the stool next to him anel wchant of Rginald inside my head.
myself in the rhythm of wipingtoasted to thunderstorms and t8ut none of it wdded to turn me
water spots off the glasses, shinitmgichdavns made in the final secinto a hairless, sliding enebrate.
them up and stacking them in twoonds of a game. Alcohol had its olde became impatientf §Jou cait
parallel tavers.The man in the suit magic againThe lights danced come bay you cait. Try again next
who walked in and asked for again, and theepeople in the bartime.” _
Crown on the ocks didit catch my looked elegant and inésting | rolled off of him, out of
attention right off Once | eally instead of k and swaty The breath, naked, looking up at the
looked at him, though, | coultin rain was coming dm hader in a ceiling.Well, yes, thex was always
next time. | turned my head and
smiled at him. |d smiled back and
rolled out of bed. Bl pulled on one
sock, which got me thinking ino
most folks put their undsear on
first, but why not the sock first?
Why not the hat, then one sock,
then the shi? Why not the shoes
and then the undeear? _
“Gottd go pick up this
couch early tomaw morning.”
This was all | wanted: for
him to knock me den then wipe
his hand offewen if thee was noth
ing on it but the touch of my skin
and pesswr of my bones. Alady!|
could see my bulgingegymy split
lip, my stomach sked into my

i -
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spine, my twisted ankle, my purpleupped it in my hand, but kepter Even when | meed back aoss
forearms. | saw a ripped earlobe, arawling asund until | heat the the county, | left a note so that
unfocused a avoked fingera door click shut, announcing hisvhen he wagady to make hisal
neck with wlts, a rib snapped indepature. The gael hit the block. home, he would kmowhee | was.
two. Thats all |1 eer wanted, to The july had akady cheed up a For three gars | waited for him to
know the body inside and out.it verdict behind closed doora.two come, sit don at my barand buy
couldrt be his, maybe it could beveeks, if my soft skin and smootme a drinkWhat did | get but his
my own. legs still held aﬂaeal for him thetwin and a knocked out tooth.

' | got him, just i asking, to maybe he would call, but not to “It didnt go as planned,” |
give me one good one, right in thévite me to the moes or dinner told the molar and finished off the
Jaw It knocked me back and théde might take me for a bite to eatvine and the nightyomyself
wine Id been holding splashed obut not to dinner because the two o _
my face. tl was jarring, but not are not the same. iiher means Ms. Georgia death, like all
painful. The second molar on thespending money andedsing up deaths, was a wake up ¥éd.went
top right side of my mouth felom Dinner is aastaurantythe pierA  home that night and lecad our
my gums. | spat it out, kicked itbite to eat is curly fries and a shakamilies, especially ouroung
away cupped my hand under myfrom Rallis. I's the #2 chicken spe daughtersWe werrit sue of the
mouth to catch the blood, anccial. | knev this. Il been though it cause of death, buewet our fami
when | looked uphe was staring ata doen times befer Ch, | didrit lies knev that a woman in the
me with his belt hanging open.  hold on to bad memories. | let themneighborhood had come to amng

“My tooth,” | cried like it go their wayl didnt cling. | didrt end. Her death was a lesson, one
hurt even though wthfully it was a toss them aund in my mind or example of M@ a woman who o
relief to hag gotten rid of thabt- roll them aound in my mouth. lated behavior codes left and right
ting thing. fer all he kne and They verrit the pecious memo would most pybably end up dying
needed to kng that tooth had ries, so | didhkeep them bottled under questionable @iimstances.
been knocked loosg his hand.tl up. I let them all go like a flock of There wer thee possibili
disgusted him and so did |, nakegigeons, like a ®od of worms. ties: natural causes, ot or Su
with blood and wine allver my The last time | ent to cide.
chin, neck, and basts. M body knock on Rginalt dooythee was Maybe shé had a hear
was a dty pulse. none to knock on, just an old sheeittack. 1 this was the case, then her

“Get up off the floot nailed to the doaray This was the death was a wake up call to cut

He commanded, but Ifirsttime | noticed my molar gha down on our ed meat, take our
crawled aund, whimpering for my little wiggle when | pssed my vitamins, and inease the amount
molar A small dribble of blood con tongue against it, feeling a senseadftime ve spent at the gym and
tinued to un out of my mouth. | foreboding. All the glass in the winwalking our Chihuahuas. _
didnt look at him, but hedrhim dows, all the hinges and nails had If it was muder (our prime
?mntl_ng as he put on his shoes. bHeenemawed. How quickly a home su_scsject belné; the man hevager

elt his warmth as heocched near becomes the leascraps of a housesaid she had left the bar with two
me. He bought his face almostdév Then again, ?b Reginalés avn nights prior), then & needed to
to mine. words, that place was eevhis triple lock our doordle needed to

“Would you get upglease’?” home. [ cahlie and say his Ieavin%_et a pofile of the man and staple

What sudden softness. Wwas a surprise.eH told me he his face in ew superm&et, on
looked up at that empty face thateeded to é;o back to her to seeeffety corner until we caught the
should nesr hae eminded me of things could be wked out. | wait S.0O.B. As for the womeneweed
Reginald. | turned my head and spad anyways because | cdulda ed to be conscious about owrsgy
more blood on theug. The molar anything against the kmiedge and about whom evwent home
was nestled in the carpet beside tiat, for me, it was no coincidenceith (not that v would esr go
bed. | eached out to pick it up andhat we had sat on that pier togethhome with a stranger).
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‘Many of us thought she hagicked UB fom the meies. Normal, | decided wésralways
committed suicideWe surmised Sanding beside her coffin,ewgood, nor was normal always-nor
that she stood in her kitchennoticed that she was deorthan mal and this conundm, | decided,
depessed at the state of her wicketle appeed to be when she wawas thegason why women my age
life, and drank &m one of the bet alive and in her high heelg/e didnt roller skate. 8 what neede
tles.We guessed that inside the botould almost forgév her indise- to be, needed to be. A fallen tooth,
tle was some s$auf liquid poison tions, seeing hopretty she looked a body washed, dlted though the
(once w had public access to theith her hair fanned out ass the streets. | stopped and had a beer

cooner and policeepots we'd pillow. with Thomas who wés the count
know for sue). As w imagined i, * er oer thee at Chocolate
she gulped de ewerything, | put the molar on the MexicanoA fine man.The type of

including the dolls and whagev nightstand for awhile, but it IookecBerson who makes me glad to be
objects might habeen in that bot funny sitting thex all ly itself back hex in this cav dung tovn.
tle Sa miniatue boat, aelet ribb  What tooth wants to be all aloneRes the sdarwho doesntake wpur
bon). All the items in the bottleEven the first one gwing out in a existence for granted.e%$ithe sar
were lethal fragments wing davn  baly’s mouth knws its being fel who if you came in with one tit
her thoat, one after the othdes lowed ly half a dean moe, eady hanging dan and bleeding, he
tive and deadlghe drank until she to push out thwugh the gums, out wouldrt drog his jaw but would
head carnial music thwbbing in into the nev world. Well, 1 sue wrap a blanket @und yu. Then |
her eins and saw a sky ripped op@ouldrt shoe the molar back in mywandeed oer to Lilys. Ive knav
with siher The poison ented her mouth. fer years, it had been on ither since high schoolhes was
bloodsteam. Be dopped the bet way out. | wadngoing to leav it watching her grandbabies crawl
tle, then fell. ler cheekbone shatwith the empty wine bottles and tharound in the dit. Little pumpkins
tered when it strck the floar twisted up bed sheets of the motetlith chery noses. Another grand
If it was suicide, thenew I could just see a handful of fates fdaughter was soon on her way to
needed to make suthee were no it, none of them goodt might get being born. | ate a second blugberr
copyat suicides, especially amosgcked up Y a vacuum, or be tart then helped Lily hang up her
bachelattes of that age, of whiclpicked up 1 the next person in thelaundy of cloth diapers and burp
we only had a handful: MrsteBer room and sting on a necklace, or itcloths.
on Magnolia ®enue, who was amight stay nestled in the dusty car After leaving Lily, | olled
widower; Beatriz who lied with her pet for yyars, undetected. oNI on through the cemeterThe sun
sistes family and helped takeecarcouldrt do that to my molaiEven filtered davn through the leas of
of the kids; and ébeccaohes, who though it wasatted nav, it had the tees. Bssoms floated to the
was planning, in By to go on a once smuted clean and eN- ground. While | wore between the
cruise for singles. formed inside my mouth. | cleanefieadstones, | left whiskey for my
All of us attended the funer it off in the bathmom that was smallmother cologne for my fathea
al. The Good Neighbors and stained, like most batbms in string of chocolates for my sister
Association watcheseo all, vel these types of establishmeftten Somevhee in betwen, | dopped
comes in the me and waes to the | shavered. The soap was about amy molar in the grass.
depating. Ms. Georgia was a paf soft as sandpaper and so was the | skated oner to the com
us, een if only for a shbitime, watey but they did just what theymunity college, not that | waseev
ewen if she violated the cod&e needed to, and | stepped out aine for studying, but something like
still felt to go Her covorkers were there glistening. mechanics might be goothce Id
there, including the gung man After getting home, | moved back to [8loh, it was pick
with the fancy carhey seemed tochanged into a bikini tpshots, either house oehicle but not both,
hawe lored her wll enoughThey and oller skates. After the nightt I'so | opted for the house, but |-fig
each bought a ose to thow on her had | normally would havfelt ured if | took this class | could
coffin, a gestar they must hav dehyrated, guilty andeduced. maintain my wn cay and that way

by Michael Cole
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sae some moneyMarin, my
coworker was selling his.damwas a
sleek ride. d’ewen leag the rims
on...or better than a car would be a
bike. Reginald and | had talked
about hitting the highwaye neer
did it but it had always been seme
thing | wanted to dol could see
myself with some boots and a
leather miniskir riding up and
down the steets then off onto the
open pad. Oh the neighbors would
be scandabd then!

The hole in my gums was
finally done thobbing, and the
other teeth had settled nicely
around the ne& gap As | pller skat
ed home, my mind whirled with
thoughts of sier wenches in my
Bockets and a leather seat under my

utt. It was time to clean all those
bottles out, time to ®ep and mop
the floor wipe davn the shebs and
repaint them a lemomrNow or elee
tric blue. | would need space for my
riding glares and high heeled boots,
plus that house had just gotten too
darn dak and moldy

The Blotter Magazine

's

book publishing imprint, PencilPoint Mountain
and www .paintbrushforest.com

present [ ree,

a collaborative, all ages, fine
arts book illustrated by mem-
bers of Paintbrush Forest, a
group of artists from the Orange
County, NC, area. All proceeds
from Tree support the Haw
River Assembly, a NC environ-
mental organization. Check out
www.paintbrushforest.com to
bid on the original book art, to
make a donation, and to order
your own copy of Tree.

Thank you.
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Thr ee by N athanie | A Ivarez

“Sheer M iss”

Sorrow the little man inside, witlwb eyes and tender ambition.
The whoe reckons with his holloimpression.

Cheeful in his stepbut dumb in his mind,

his wods baely each the ears of the minds intention.

Salt be so fardm his $irit, yet the little man is humble loeyl

the superstition,

kept his Hat in simple measey

so that his ety walk would be lighter than the man of pleasur

“Black D ust”

Grain ly grain fall fom glass globe to iris of watching ebser
the phantasmagoric suit the pale women grins and taps her skeletal fhand «
a hollav vessel but for the act raping its dim sound.

Grain by grain of black pyramid in jungle of bloody festering heat.
Our hear quenchedythe sound of oumm giggles makes it seem senti
mental.

Near to edge the beast crawls wringing his hands in desolation,
each finger plots its grasp and clenches fleeting sand floating dust.
Wincing cheek chalked witdrmud and aows poison kissed ears of
the times chosen.

Remedy seeks its ill and the call beckons his caller finally and soon
each black grain will fill our mouth,

Leaving only our wds to become like black dust.

“High C all’

Arrows lost in the water bel@ur ship

the sails catch the wind, telling sounds of whips.

Hardened stass aeit from the memories kept,

yellov makings strike their minds with healing.

Cold hands warmegq Ibhe hands of Vers feeling.

Beast dance with beast and incense calls to dead godsakiooiag.
Scrape of swibibending knee folles in a whisper

The fresh whisper hirs space into the callers lungs.

Guns wosted. Bulls painted. Be legs dancing.aied jg.
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The Dream Journal
real dreams, real weird
Please sed excerpts from your own
dream journals.. If mothing else, we’
love to read them We wont publish
your whole name.

mermaid@bldterr ag.om

A New York Minute: | must have
wrapped up in the old quilt that was|a
wedding present or caught my foot in
untucked corner of the sheet, becauge |
want to walk, | want to keep up with t
busy pedestrian tria€, but | cannot. |
feel like a tourist - the worst sin for
New Yorker - looking around at th
faces that make only fleeting eye-eo
tact but then snub on. Can you asgist
me? | seem to have a leg that fell aslgep
during the last meeting of the dagr
I've taken a blow-dart to the back of
thigh and the poison is rushing through
my body deadening my nerves and
soon I'll be flopping on the ground lik
a carp. But the street noise covers gny
requests for assistance, the blue-topth
jabbering, the MadisoAvenue chatter
the Wall-Street corporate insight ong-
upsmanship ensure that no one sees or
hears my problemTheres my subway
entrance, and | have a sinking feeli
(NP1! - no pun intended!) that if | go in|
I’'m never coming out again. But | am
jostled along with the crowd. | Huiih
resignation, but there’no whif of the
undeground stale burnt ozone and
brimstone. If | fall, who will pick me
back up?Who will keep me from miss
ing my stop?

Pam - cyberspace

Fnal Tidbits: We‘\e been selling books and paintings and prints for oueléestaTteé for a couple of months bustill hawerit
seen gur pe-oder We're going to print beferthe first @cuses come up &en North Cawlina. Lots of fine peoplesdrelping with the pf
ect and w want gu to do pur pat. Talk it up think about whoaqu like giving gifts to, and go oreoto paintbushfoest.com or pencilpoint
mountain.com and do ifWhile youre mulling that eer, consider a donation Tde Blotter (wwwblotterrag.com) asyr good deed for thear!

And visit pur local independent bookstothey hay hot cocoa! | dbmvant to hear any oby saying, ‘ih bored.” Got it? God!
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