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“Notes on summ e b reak”

I'm not a list-makeneither lg habit or talent, but often it seems that
world woks better when thingseaielineated, categedzplugged-in an
pigeon-holed. As I type this note it is sumtherfirst blossoming days
it, and the girls arhome and happy to bedith me (or at least pleas
not to be up-and-agim for School 2.0.) eB is a list-maker of the first
egoy, and has absconded with a sheaf of typing paper and all &gt
pencils to turn the diningom into a home-school.aB, she says, tell 1
what animal to study todayhe also has arithmetieading and geogr
phy assignments for hetséMy only task is...I check her cliplmbato
hawe FenchToast assembleg 10:30. H better get on it. & whee’s
that syup?

OK. What else has she planned for fife2 pool — in lieu of y/s-Hl, |
assume. the pak, whee they can spin on someedirstength doodac
until they ae nauseous-dizzy and | can walk laps@@a man-made mo
quito swamp intended to be whattirsomething mom slaslofession
als calbgeen spaceen laps equals a half-ho@limbing a slight uphill i
actually less woron my knees than the @sponding denhill. A
metaphor for life itself

Hmm. No doing laundy, no \acuuming? el | like this nes world oder
— with the girls home and no ce®iof the mundananety

Ha! Wrong, daddy-oh.Theres a beak in the action she and Liv disd
how to multiply fractions, so | put a load of layndr and feedrore, the
faithful guinea pig. nSore is used to this stulfiés hee eery day not too
talkative, neer gets impatient wheml’'writing and get stuck on sor
word, and nesr interupts when my sister callse ébes dig aund in his
litter if | leae it unchanged too long, so | put him in his changiog
and take out the Bdo dump in the gden. nhe of lifés little ego-setter
| like science — and not just becauséghggne outside in the gdo col
lect leags. Catalogued themwe®t-gum, pin-oak, white poplakll good
Southern shadedes.Then its time to paint the leas, for making print
on typing paperArt and science one and the sawlbos hut by that?
When | wasgungerwe spent a lot mertime out of the house. yMhom
enjo/ed a kid-fee pne een befae such an idea wagregoined (was i
really or is this a false memanspied ly too many 6:00 wake-ups to 4
if they can watch ¢aons?) M friends and | — no older than Liv isvie
would saddle up and go fishing (not literallg -A&@er 1ode horsest was
the Nineteen-, not ighteen-sixties.) therewould spend all day pon
side until ve ran out of worms, out of peanut butter and jel\NVomder
and strawbeyrsoda, or someone accidentally fell in, which was alead)
possibility when four lge vere unchapened Accident?You decide. &
it is inteesting that our pants felt comfdéable with our being out of sig
(walking thee miles den raiload tracks to the old clagaations, long
since filled with water and primed with bluegills and catfish) or at le
made their peace with the idea that they might be one erchilden
shot at the end of the sumriseday
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Her comes something.ra@e this! tks a one-page document on the
eagle. D you knav why its called “bald?”

Now, | hawe an annging leputation in my house for kmimg things.Trivia,
I mean. Nt more useful information like Wwao fix thekludgievent fan in
the bathoom. What passes for trivia in our soclég corect esponses {0
Jeopady. This skill causes the girls come to me when thea hpticu-
larly odd question. r(lequal measeibecause they want to\kribe anser
and because they want to stump the churhfxnow the old chestnu
nobody likes a kmeit-all. I our house & emind the girls that it i$n
attractie to play stupid, it isrsexy to be a dimwit.m@at is sexy Good
grades arbeautiful. @ne day when th'ey statuesque and aatop-traf
fic eyes and sbng healthy bodies, what will be most itgmbis what the
know and hav much of it.

Because thel® English wad ‘baldé meanswhite.”

Oh. Well, thee you go

At game time w starthis yeais Yahtze world championshipsavitation
only Theres no way of kiwaing hav this will turn out. Lastear Ba was
troubled ly a un of bad luck — but still came back to werall. You shou
da been ther

[,

Well read laterboth of them cuddled on the sofa and me under the|lam

Watership Bivn, by Richad Adams. @e chapteror maybe two, a nigh
Whad hae thought that the admtules of a f& rabbits would hold us
such thrall. And’lt get us though aly. | tried eading this to Liv whe
she was sav, and then again when she aed ®re ten and sew. t
turned out to be too earlffhe complexities of place and time descri
that make the book wofor paent and child also make it one of th
magic-moment ewts. h other wads, my girls arpefect for this righ
now, this summerThey ae almost too old to bead to but & nostalgi
for it, for the umble of my eice after a long dand with a book almo
too old for them.They pipe up aseango with questions that | daake as
interruption, and after @re done | hear them talking quietly together i
dak bedoom about what they hdahat eening. | like this pathe best
Not because’'stdais end, but becausen Iin charge of it ends. | ca
pick the moment to stopr go on just a little bit mer
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“The Pie Case”
by W ed M oss

The estaurant was quiet oiMirabels door and NMabel Mirabel put the cdrback in the
Qunday eenings. The wait noticed that &ie had almostwomars palm and felt luckier
resses outside ofrlbek office no chin. “Come hee,” Quzie than Sizie because of her chin.
door lit candles for the emptyvhispeed. Mirabel vent with Mirabel looked into the kitchen
tables. The blue light fom the her to the pie case, whéhzie as the dishwasher put an enor
pie cabinet filled Mabek nodded twad a woman at amous soup pot under the spray
doomway table. Mirabel cicled the nozzle. He seemed so far away

She woked on the staff woman. Her hair and coatShe looked back at the woman
schedule, thinking about dooked Wper Easti®e. She in front of her and noticed
friend in the nes for turning was, maybe, tliyy Her elbav white pouches under eacle.ey
down a million dollar televisionrested on the table and shé&fer those bm seizies?The
contract. She tried not to staed into the middle-distanceywomars hand slely lovered to
resent the dishwasher she- pdrer beathing a fied rasp the table and she blinkedesev
cilled in for th&hursday lrak Alarmed, Ntabel took a lami al times. Mirabel could smell
fast shift. w had her life nated cat from the womds lemons on her bath.
added up to the sum of disagrozn, outstetched palm, and “Can you get me into a cab?”
pointed waiters and perishablead. the woman whispedl.
inventory? “I hawe epilepsy andr’hav “Whats your name?” asked

Quzies pale face leaned img a seizet” It was typed. Mirabel. She paused and then
“Do not hospitalz me. Please asked again.
stay with me so that no one “Joan.” Mirabel placed her
takes my belongings.” hand betwen dars shoulder

Mirabel sat with the womarblades and walked her into the
and looked beynd her at the night. Joars unfocused ey
tall coconut cake in the pie caséid not look up as Wabel
The womals beathing shed closed the taxi door and turned
and staed to sound better to look at herestaurant, at the

- Virtaéraph photd.;s
sold this house
in two days.

Great photos really matter
when you want to sell.

So when you really
want to sell,
call Virtograph.

(919) WANT-SELL
926-8735

Triangle Area, NC & beyond
www.virtograph.com
360° Virtual Tours * 5till Photos » Websites

Xﬁjﬁgroph

name in virtual photography
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pulsing glav of the pie cabinethow much Il rememberand | of the bankers handed her a
deep within and the candles owanted to thankou ... while | twenty “Thank you for taking
the tables.The light was frag remembet cae of that,” he said gely
ile, like a heathat might stop  Mirabel felt a sharp desfor tilting his head twad Table
beating, swalleed up ly the Joan to emember her“Lunch Elewen. She took the money
dakness. is on me. I'll be right back,” and put it on his table, looking
Two weeks later Mabel was she said, ewsing herself toout after dars cab She was
working a busy lunch shiftgreet customers at the doopeffectly still. The ribbon of
when she sawah at the door She heat a crash behind heher life unwound an inch.
The tables are packed with and turned to se®@ah on the Taking a deep éath she turned
young bankers.So sue of their floor underTable Eeven. Her back to herastaurant and whis
own woth, they didit bother body was convulsing with sucpeed, ‘Whats next?”
to look up when they d@eed. might that she looked like a-dol

They laughed with theirphin to Mirabel, tying to beak
mouths wide open, aggsiely free of a wav &
happy Mirabel crawled under the

Mirabel saw thabdn woe table and cradledals head.
the same coat, noticed her pe&ie looked up into the the
earrings and the kvwdar bankersfaces peering wa at
pouches beneath her egy them, their egbiows knit, their
Mirabel steed her to an emptymouths still cheing. She bent
table and they sat. and cooed, tk alright,” tying

“I am going into the hospi to shield dan fom their egs.
tal,” ban whisped, looking When the seizar subsided,
down at her busy fingers. Mirabel helpedodn up and

“Are you alright?” Nrabel walked with her whileodrs
asked, torn beten the waiting eyes blinked and efocused.
customers andan. Mirabel put her hand owaks

“My medication stoppedback and once again stelener
working.” In the sunlight outside and into a cab in the
Mirabel saw tinyeins twining chill sunshine. They did not
around &ans nostrils. “It's speak.
brain surger | dorit know When Mrabel got inside one

NEW TOWN DRUNKS Going

N\ Live 10” EP on vinyl & downloads
N\ f I Y I EAF available now from

INDEPENDENT BOOKSELLERS
752 MLK Jr Blvd | Chapel Hill, NC 27514
919.942.7373 | www.flyleafbooks.com tl::;atz\;a:(rﬁﬁi;cisczt:nm
New, Used & Kids Books
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“The Love Beads”
by J erry G uarino

Joey jogged indm warm- those off he said toaky bey hug. “For my star winger/'ll
ups to meet with the coach, hiwas puzzled and a little erabamake gu one tonight.” qky
Beatles hatut bobbing in the rassed. &l quietly came backkissed her; seeing this, his
breee. Hs high school girl “What for? Coach has n@pr Latino teammates gavout
friend Linda smiled as he caniem with this.” Bt his old- some mock hoots inp&hish.
to the sideline. dents and stu school father wasrarguing. “I'll pick you up at 7:00,”Qky
dents staed chanting for their “Take them off Jey knes any said, and then jogged back to
undefeatedarsity soccer teammore talk would draw attentionthe locker aom, punching his
“Hey said Linda, pudly from the others, so he pulleftiend in the arm. Who else is
standing the, still in her blue them off and thew them to his going to getgu the ballarge?”
plaid Catholic school uniformfather Sething, heeturned to They laughed as they left the

knee socks and blue and whitke field to starthe game. field, still hearing the cheers
shoes. “H sweethedfl said Linda saw this andfrom the cowd.
Joey; he touched the tingdr frowned. dey had mmised to At dinnetr his father

and white beaded necklace shear it during the game, disignored the earlier incident.
had gien him, matching hisplaying his affections in publicNot wanting to get into this in
school colors and soccer-urnie looked back at her with afront of his motherbey awid-
form. Nearly, bey caught aapologetic wav of the hand. ed the subject too, but his glar
glimpse of his fathewho often “After the ganiéhe said. “OK” made it clear to his father what
made time to come to hid.inda said, still puzzled but suphis feelings ee. “Did you win
games. pottive. today dey?” said his mom.
In 1969, it was common His father left after the*Yeah, 3 nothing; | had two
to see bys vearing beads.uB game, giving ogy time to assists. &l was ther” His
his father wasdm another gen explain to Linda. ‘th soryg. mom smiled. “M star plasy,
eration and thought the neckMy dad doedn understand. following in his [ads foot
lace was feminine, or queer ®g¢here can | get another oneSteps?” & his father was an all-
they called it in the 50sTdke Linda, elieed nay, gae him a state football play and nw

Alternative)

Wine Shop
~~—V

www.WineAuthorities.com

| A 4 e \ F . : : : . WLV\Jc’S.
/ ' g ‘ INo wines

over £50

MonthruSat llam-10pm - Closed Sunday - 933.8226
111 W Rosemary St. Carrboro  www.carrburritos.com
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grossly wemweight. dey foced | hawe the pdect girl.” Linda “I'm ok, just un your pattern.”
a smile. “@mething like that, | leaned into aky and pouted.On the next attackpdy floated
guess. i going to the moes “Oh, nav youre making me sada ball eer a defenderight in

with Lindd as he lought his that Il miss pur game.” front of &rge, who made one of
empty plate to the kitchen and But JDeys father washis maes and punched it into
took oft there. dey saw that his fathethe net. “@®@al,” came the chant

Linda bounced intowas having difficulty standingirom the cowd. Then thee
Joeys cara 1969 [@dge at, At half time, he ent over to his was a seam. Eeryone turned
not the Charger he wanted, buather “You all right dad?” to the sideline.odys father was
at least it was we Dbey stoked Beads of ssat appead on his lying on the grund, clutching
her long, d& hair took her forehead, @n in the cool his chest.
hand and kissed herI’'m so November afternoon. “dfbe Fortunately thex was an
sory Linda.” Linda gently you should go sit in the car oambulance on siteoejs father
pulled his face back to hehawe some watér His father looked up at the EMTgasping
clearly indicating she had-forshook his head. f’fine. |just for air and holding his arm.
given him. “Look what | hav’ want to askgu one thing son. “D ont worry sit youre going to
e pulled out anotheed and Are you queer?” ogy couldh be all right.We're just going to
white beaded necklace and fieliee what he was hearingstabiliz yu and bring gu to
the elastic aund his neck. “Why would pu say thatXou the hospital for foll@-up” The
“Hows that feel?They ventto know | hawe a girlfriend.” i EMT was waring a blue jump
the drive-in and continued theirfather hesitated. The beads, suit, white high comvse and a
reconciliation. not what a guy shouldear” utility belt with stethoscope,

On the drive home,aky Joey gaw him a disgusted lookscissors and other first aid
asked Linda. Ate you coming and headed back to the field. equipment. akys father point
to our game with DbDtley?” But this affected his played at the EMT and tried to
Linda looked disappointedin the second halHis concen speak, but he couldmake out
“Sorry dearl hae a communi tration was lmken and he mis the wods. The EMT interupt-
ty sevice equiement for grad played seeral passes. orde ed. “Relax sir Dorit try to
uation. Od you make up with holleed at him. Torpe.Watch speak; & you pointing to my
your dad?” aky shook his headwhat yure doing.” dey tried necklace. MW fiancé gavit to
“‘Not yet.” He put his arm to run through his angst, givingne to emind me of her when
aound Lind& waist. “Bsides, Jorge a stopped hand signdlm at wok. Srt of like an

engagement ring for guys.”

L

452 172 WESY FE#HI-.LIH CHAPEL HILL - 968-9308
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“L ove Lost”
by Sonny Ra g

“The eason,” he explicatedhg up to Connecticut on theover them. fl he let hershe
to the winsome thing seated thderritt. To a frient wedding.” would talk him out o rideand
next stool eer, “we boke up He almost saidf her§ but into a ride. Kreme make him
was because of boogers.” caught himselfYou neer want ower into big bother Not

(Imagine if gu can using theto sound like qure not still Nineteen-Ehty-Four, but
word boogers in a sentence, inadtached. &n if youve boken rather Wally to her ahem
saloon, in a salacious pick-upp, well then pur side of the Beaer That was not the plan
Youd think it cart be done. Asrelationship is intact. You at all.
the lion says, not nobgdyot becomihe deserd ecipient of “Yeah, wll, the old Bkkway
no-how.) some sad. dihg pathetic @m has those corate joints and

“No kidding?” the adorabldime to time povwes beynd a the tires were thumping the
waif said, grinning. “Boogers®hadw that yure human. American Deam meditation in
Not: Oh! Boogers; confirming“She was asleepwas driving, my head, gu knaw, I-got-your-
what he said. Boogers?he the heat was on. t lwas boom-boom-boom, and all of a
question. As in, please tell nidecember | was thinking sudden | was g&mv again,
more about boogers; dojust about Christmas coming.” knuckling a paicularly anng-
leae me hanging,ou knaw, “I do that,” she said offhanding custy”
like a booger On the other edly “lI pretend that th little “And \et, you could still
hand, boogerseasor of funny again.” drive,” said the waimouth vet
But what yu do with them is He hmmphd a laugh. ekus- with beer-spit. H liked that
your ovn business. And heéod, she was little laseay sound some girls got, like they
always saidf theye smiling, The year befa that she wasdidnt quite knev hav to swal
theyre sprading €m in their playing with M Little Ponies. low befoe they talked. &
minds.Well, no, he ner actu Today she sat pouting and peeglanced into her ey, are they
ally said it to amne, but he ing the label off &uengling. really that gen oraflecting the
thought it to himself a lot andHer tee shirunder an openbest wd&r of Bttsville
he consided his inner self aflannel button-den hidaden Pennsybnia?  asceaining
good listener ture He gently pushed all hewhether hd lost heror if she

“Yeah, gah. We were driv  words into a pile and steppedvas still intexsted in his gss-

Best In Show by Phil Juliano
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out stoy. No sign of defengv with it. S | flicked it, right up
body language. Id6ws at est on the windshieldThe last civil

on the barpink fingetips fidc words | eer heatt from her
dling with the ggen beer-bottle.were You ae absolutely disgust
Eyebows in that position ofing. Like she hadnust been
anticipation, slightly raisedfeet up on the dashbdaa half
asymmetrical. Yeah, she wasminute earlier breathing
still listening. A flickeringthrough her mouth and leaking
thought. Howd this little cor flatulence.”

CREATIVE
METALSMITHS

Kim Maitland
117 E. Franklin St., Chapel Hill
919-967-2037

www.creativemetalsmiths.com
Weelkdays 11 - 6 = Saturdays 10 -5 = Sundays 12 - 5

ner of a page of nothing kmo  “She fated?” The waif ga&
about the natids oldest quality him the gift of a couple of bea

brewery? Then, time to go for gle-bak laughs. Are yu kid-

it. Torpedoes away! ding | love it. Fting is a
“Well, she woke phe said. hoot” He leaned back, smilef

“Shouted ’'What the hell?’on the side of his face she cou

Leaped dtm REM to buzz-kill nt see, and deed them both

in a single bound. lealied anotheround. Ballgame!

Pointer fom the olfactgr cav
ern. Rinfully | might add. Bt
I'd dredged a mighty nosesit,

Word by Word
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that | was brain-mining, yanked

and thee was nwhee to go
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“A big joke about dolls”

is that they arpettier than gu and | will
ewer beTheir egs a glassy and bleak

as if the only futerthey a looking at is the @r
sent.They ae the ghostsenhae nutured like a

wedding dessTheir silence is the death hand,
that one that turns the wheel, the one that cups

the water coldVe always walk awagrr them,
cut the air clean, the blank space dmtvstanzas.

“New Self-Portrait”

This time, | will not beg; the mouth is obscur
by a splotch of agic. Now weightless—all the
stitches havbeen airlbished toesemble skin.

| tug at the fabric to simulate smilesnithe
margins of the caas, | collect four pairs
of extemities—all callused, lihee

oditor'saproof.con

copyuPIEing. adlting

Download music. Downsize cancer.

AN

Copy writing
Lditing
Ghost writing
Research

Proofreading

Editor’s Proof

www . editorsproof.com

e-mail: charter@editersproof.com m'nmas*ﬁrg
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Thr ee by K ristin e Ong M uslim

“Ladies just aren’t feelin’
my classic look!! Time to
step up the ol
style campaign by
turning to the

“Old Self-Portrait”

The postue suggests the twitching
of the estless: that set-up to grind
hunger and happiness together

The hands arbent; the joints ptrude.
They hae reaped what is ripe

to replace what theesyhas lost

by watching.

The hair is limp
ower an orb of a head.

The mouth is a yeeled purse
whee se@ts and nameseamuffled
in order to be taken seriously

In the middle, the nose
mars the symmetr

“HELL YEAH!
I'm starting to
drift off....
2222222222

“] get it--the planchette
is spelling out a hint for
(A my new look! Hope I
‘& can remember it
when | wake
Mo up from the
\ Sfmost baller dream
ever! 222222722

20% off
Your first haircuk
At the new sa3%an

it selcchod sipisls

ALTERED
___image|

nair vesigners

“John Cusack?!
But what’s with
the @!#&M

Ouija board???* |

“Skinny jeans,

4 FTWII»

Appomimeemts: V19-06-1042

S —-:-;:.'-":'.::' HEW LOCATIDNE
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The Dream Journal

real dreams, real weird

Please sed excerpts from your own dr eam journals. If nothing else, wd’love to
read them. We wont publish your whole name.

mermaid@blotterrag.com

| cart tell if the others arprisoners like me, or inmates hos@thlizcause of some mehtal
infirmity that will only display in some fudunoment.The “bossis older than | am, not bigger than
| am, but he feels bigger and he uses that no-win kind of authorityakatibra mebie quickly
because it leads inevitably to an educational beatieghaa prisoner reswantsapeated.
Every move one makes must leguesteddm the boss. vEiything the boss says is ateoand mus
be esponded to withy/&s, boss.” Nargument, no backtalk.

My turn comes at mealtime, whenae all cleaning up the kitchen wheur poqgrtasteless
food comesdm. | dort realie that the food is tasteless because d@aisidood, tasteless becayse |
am beathing - panting almost - dlmigh my dy mouth. | sit at the table, and it is one of thmsgi]
wooden kitchen tables thatrrains in the kitcherofin generation to generation. | look up as ope of

—

of coming back to take eawf the rapidly filling sink, is givsome other task to.dbcall out — ]
think | am calling out —ttirn the hot water off herboss,” but the kitchen is noisy with other ¢hat
tering “...hee, boss- “...yes, bossnd no one hears me. | call out louder — the sink is full and jsteam
ing and fingers of wateeagaching out on the counter aotling tovads the edge. And boss does
arrive befoe the water spills to the floor

But he doeshlet me speak — he rails at me for wasting hot Waiersink erflows as h
tells me that tax-paydollars arit for wasting. I tells me about the damage that the spilled jwater
will do to the flooring beneath the linoleume islin my eaand his hand is on my shouldeavy.
as he explains againwhibhings wdt hee.”

The beating is imminent, as he twistsmlto his fustration with me.
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J.L. - cyberspace

Fnal Tidbits: | love when w're not at wde and not at school and not on a trip and not at camp
and not at thearious and sungiplaces thatemgo because¥e so gy, very busyrunning full tilt at egrything. |
much pefer when @lre all sitting aund, eading, or getting up to fill up a glass with lemonade or a cup with this

ings coffee. | like going outside to feed the noisy chickens and to pokevepth®etfh to the rabbits. | like sitting for
while in the shade and listening to the warblelis, warbling. | like not fighting and notughhousing and not planning an

not doing so much and not wging and not fetching or scraping or neateningd like that its warm and later it rains.

We'\e been selling books and paintings and prints for oueléesteTreé for a couple of months bustill haerit seen gur pre-
order Lots of fine peopleahelping with the pject and & want pu to do wur pat. Talk it up think about whoqu like giv
ing gifts to, and go orver to paintbushfoest.com or pencilpointmountain.com and ddhile youre mulling that eer, con
sider a donation fbhe Blotter (wwwblotterrag.com) asyr good deed for thear! And visitgur local independent beo
stoe, they hahot cocoa! nif serious, | ddnwant to see any ably sitting asund the pool saying,fi’bored.” Dont
make me tos®y in the deep end. oBit? God!

www .blotterrag .com

the others turns on the hot water in the sink to let it fill to wash dishes, but then goes away pnd instead
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West Moss is an English teacher and writer living in New Jersey. While she has
published work in the New York Times, the Parents League Journal and else-
where, this is the first piece of her fiction to be published. Check out more of
her writing at http://farawayteatown.blogspot.com/

Jerry Guarino of Hayward, CA writes short stories and plays. Please visit his
website at http://thedevilsorchestra.us Writing since January, 2011, his work
has appeared in four countries with the journals 6 Tales, Bewildering Stories,
The Chaffey Review Literary Magazine, Daily Love, Eskimo Pie, The Fringe
Magazine (Australia), Hackwriters Magazine (Great Britain), Larks Fiction
Magazine, Leaning House Press, The Legendary, Litsnack, MediaVirus, Piker
Press, Postcard Shorts, Ray’s Road Review, The Scarlet Sound, The Stream
Press, Weirdyear, Writing Raw and Zouch Magazine and Miscellany
(Canada).He is currently working on a murder mystery for the stage.

Rebecca Mitchell-Guthrie is an artist in Durham, NC. She finds inspiration for
her large scale watercolor paintings through her travels, her garden, and her
imagination. See more at www.rebeccamitchellguthrie.com

Sonny Rag hails from hereabouts, or maybe out thataway. His work has dark-
ened these pages before. Apparently he sits up at night and scribbles ideas
down like some sort of Lord Voldemort with a pencil instead of a wand. There’s
no controlling him whatsoever.

Kristine Ong Muslim of Maguindanao, Phillipines, writes, “My publication cred-
its include more than five hundred publications including Boston Review,
Contrary Magazine, Harpur Palate, Narrative Magazine, Potomac Review,
Sou’'wester, Southword, The Pedestal Magazine, and Weber. | have been nom-
inated five times for the Pushcart Prize and twice for Best of the Web 2011.” Ed.
note: She’s also been in The Blotter before, a fact for which we are very proud.

Chris Fox, from somewhere around Chapel Hill, knows what funny lurks in the
hearts of men.

Michael Cole draws on childhood inspiration and Phil Juliano draws on 20
pound copier paper from Staples. Ed. note. He most definitely did not say it was
OK for me to say that, and I'm expecting a very stern letter from him any day
Now.
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