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“Justt alk”

Pop and momecently visited, dewn up ly my sisterand the hustlg
and bustle of family being all together made me nosWhkgidort
do family eunions, oracations anymer We should, but the logi
tics ae too difficult. Brhaps this happens iouy family toa
Ewveryone has one gooeason not to be able to go, and ereza
sons that they should just say, ye¢ do it, and staplanning. Life
is expense&vand complicated and full of the ridiculous details

wear us out, but it is also drend the end is edeemably inevitable.

I’m not trying to go maudlin oroy, but eget is humankind geat
est inention, if meased ly the astness of its scope.

Anyhaw, the visiteminded me that | need redalking time with my
Dad. ®me folks ddnhunderstand that; either they ti@mjoy talk
ing with their pagnts, or they ddrget eal jg in talking. | think that
this may be because they alwaylithe pesent.Talking, for many
people, is about last nightelevision, for spgerscags, for tying to
decipher the cwnt ridiculousness in politics, the endlessyance
about wok, fussing about the cost of things and whining about
pain that manifests itself when Ithig but feels better when | ¢
this

Pop and | doihtalk much about the @sent — in factenfind it a ter
rible waste of our good timéle tell each other stories — mine all
tion and his all tre. O as tue as fatherseaable to deker when tiny
fictions make ewthing better in the same way that sugar spril
on oatmeal makes it delicious. | thitskjust good stgitelling. We
revisit places and timesw been in befer— that is, that Febeen
in befoe and which | am pleased to tag along and see. | like
guestions, taol've learnedwer the gars that metaphorically pulli
a book off of the shebir poking a stick in the corner can turn
some ent&ining details.

One of my faerite stories &ers the period inoPs life when feb
just graduateddm high school, and goneeditly into the vy It

was 1944, and he was assignededl,. hang on. | havthis letter |
wrote when | was wanderinguard in cyberspace onemng, and
came upon the conductor of tfepei $mphony @chestra blog-
website.

Dear Maistro Fischer-Dieskau,

My father was 18 when he joined the US Navy, near the end of World War I
A raw recruit, just out of “boot camp” he was stationed in Virginia — as a
“Seabee” (the slang term for construction battalion) he was trained by US
Marines, and would eventually go to Guam. In the meantime (late 1944), he

was assigned guard duty in a POW camp. Oddly enough, he made friends with
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some of his assignees, veterans of the Afrika Korps, captured during the
American offensive “Operation Torch” of 1943 and shipped back to the US.
Most sunny days, my father would take out a squad of prisoners to do farm work.
This was a privilege — for to be able to do farm work meant that the boredom of
prison life was broken, and the produce of the farm was shared with the camp
inmates. Everyone understood that being well behaved meant that this privilege
would continue, to benefit all involved. Sometimes, however, the men in his
work squad, older than he and wiser, used to tease him and call him “Georgie,”
as in “don’t shoot me, Georgie, with that M-1 rifle of yours.” But they were
always good sports about it.

One afternoon, they invited him to a concert scheduled for that evening. The
prisoners had an “orchestra” made up of the musicians in the camp, using what
instruments they had, could borrow, or “scrounge.” Rarely were camp guards
invited to such events, and although it was frowned on by the Marine authorities,
it was not forbidden. My father attended the concert.

After the audience was seated that evening, but before the orchestra came out
a young man was asked to take the makeshift stage. He stood before the audi-
ence and began singing, a simple German folk tune. He couldn’t have been any
older than my father was, as thin as a rail. But his baritone rang out, clear and
sweet. My father sat spellbound as the young man entertained the group of pris-
oners. No one sang along, as one might have expected, for the songs were cer-
tainly well known, old favorites even. His voice was perfection, and no one
risked spoiling that perfection.

Twenty years later, my father was at a record shop near the town in which | grew
up. | couldn’t have been more than eight years old. My father had recently pur-
chased stereo equipment, with a very fine turntable. He had begun collecting
albums of classical music from the Deutsche-Grammophon label, already
known for its high-fidelity. Perusing a selection of recordings of vocal music he
froze. There on the cover of one album was a familiar face. The face of the

continued on page 15
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Exceaptsfromt he novel All Tomorrow’s Parties
by M arti n K. S mith

Hymnody was taller thafrudy and Bnny; hymns; esn the tune names and

Alice White was anotherthin but with a mod& physique; what those little humbers at the
member of “Gwyntarian,’dfts and liked to war black. Tru bottom meant.”
chapter of the dgiety for seemed to find her utterly fasci Alice smiled, and gav
Creatie Anachonisms. tr nating. Bnny feaad and dis Pennys hand, warily extended, a
SCA name was ‘digiana of trusted her instanflywith an languid touch. “Blighted to
Balavood. She was seval gars antipathy almost like static eleeneet pu. You should come to
older a graduate student, a-thdricity in its sharpness. one of ourehearsals, therYou
ater majar $he had d&r eyes, Tru introduced them. could join us, @n if you wort
and a faint smile of superioAlice, she explained, was ioe hee for the eant.” e had a
amusement. &t hair was ram- Gwyntariais Musicians Guild, sultry, purring wice, like a seduc
black, cut shor but sleekly along with dhn and My They tress in a film noirhe was ear
styled. Be maed and spokewere a choral gup who per ing a pendant of some kind on a
with the smoothness of completermed all this neat medatv silver necklace.eRny noticed it,
self-assurance. heéSsang, in amusic, motets and things, at SCloked closerand befar she

dak crooning alto, random gatherings. *“lI wishoy were could stop herself bted out “b
snatches of songs, for absolutgiging to be hernext month to that apentagmnt?”
no reason @ept that she eyyod hear them. We're having this “Oh yes. Im Wiccan,”

it. (Penny heal her befar she spring eent, the ‘East of S Alice feely admitted. “® dear
saw hercoming along the cotri Aspidistra;’ thedl be a tourney — was that a look of alarm?”

dor outside the meetingam. and a banquet and cguand the Penny had been alarmed,
“Put the blame on avhe, bgs; Guild’ll sing at the banquet.but didrit want to admit it.
put the blame onakhe..” She Pennys a good singérshe told “No.”

snapped her fingers in time, andllice. We used to go to each “Wiccars a kind of
didnt look stupid doing so likeothefs chuches all the time, andpagan,”Tru said, tying to be
any normal person would.heS she always kweall about the helpful. “Not witches like a lot

Word by Word 20% off
Your first haircut

at the new $a8an
it sedeched stk
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of people think. t’s like, Mbther “Was it a flying squamir the little-girl Trudy whda once
Eath-goddess worshiplt's got of nuns, or a squamr of flying been her best friend, lost some
some casting spells, she says, tuns?” dhn asked. “©both. whee in this frantic eited
theyre all about focusing gooddealing with cultsou need tac whirlpool of ne people and

energy tical air supparas vell as gund places and situations.heSfelt
“Iné¢ Sunday school did troops.” instantly ceain that Alice could
they feedqu all kinds of stories “All our nuns at schoolsee her balderment and confu

about @tan worship andwer old” May said. We had sion and naeté, and was mock
Moonies? i truly sory. Tru this one nun who was, oh, abouihg her She eplied sharply “I
has told me about hewouyth three hunded. $€d come out dort think so” And Alice smiled
groups Bble study on Glt to ring the bell afterecess, andas if egrything she thought
Awidance. law to $ot One a she mued like a windup ¢ about nny had been cen
Mile Avay Roor dears. | wonderShe demonstrated, with kgr firmed.

what theld make of this lot?” movements and eaking noises. “OyezS$ aside, the meet
She glanced tead the varied “But | can tell gure moe ing was not much diffemt than
semi-mediet goup half-filling enlightened than that,” Alice toldany other club There were
the mundane meetingpom. Penny “Of course qu ae — repots flom various committees
“Some of them would pbably youre a friend ofru's. Youcan — the Musicians Guild, the

run sceaming.” tell Gwyntarias not a cult, cin CooksGuild, the kghtersGuild
“Some of us would pba you?” — and fom the “&neschéaland
bly chase them, tooghh said. Penny was still ying to “Exchequér a.k.a. teasuer

“Our parish priest in secfigure out what Gwyntarian wadvost of the discussionsm®von
ond grade was simply obsessmid whatTru was doing ther settling details of the t.S
about cults. &her Hblland. To Her was gt another bunch of Aspidistra eant. Ther was a
hear him talk they e® luking peopleTru knev but she didfy long and esoteric degsion ver
at eely edge of the playynd, talking inside jokes she wtasn the banquet menu, ialwing
and it washsafe for us to go outon, this time someeid clique May the &neschal and seal
unless guded ly a flying of fantasy-ndr Tolkien-fan Cooks, on mediaV authenticity
squadon of nuns; that is, if gamer types. h8 was tiing in versus modern practicality (and
thered been any left.” mounting beilderment to find health codes).eRny murmued
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to Trudy “How did you get into Kent student?”

this?” “Yes! i wasexitingbeing
“The SCA?” on campus. | couldnvaitto be
“Yes. | nesr knev you done with high school.They

liked fantasy stuff

“Gwyntarian did a demo
at Raenna Hgh my seniorgar about any of this.”
They had the guys fighting in “Oh, | knav; and In
armor and the MisiciansGuild sory. | was so busy gettiready
sang. tl was eally inteesting, to graduate and stanee, and
and they wre all eally nice and plus with Mom and Lar fight

treat pu like ypure still tvehe.”
“You neer wote me

Penny little choice but to go
along. The Rathskeller was in
the Sudent Center basement, its
entrance in the ferof cuwing
corridors that — ed off left and
right. The left wall had fading
murals that must hawlated back
to the ®\enties, if not theigies:
the Reter Max caioon Beatles
from Yellav Sibmaring kfferson
Airplane and images ofn

friendly And the women all hading all the time; | had so muclfWhite Rabbit;” MweWest with

these grat medieal gavns, with on my mind | didit write any
the gold emlmidery and lace andthing to anybody

stuff | talked to Alice — that
how | met her — and she inviteduggested drinkgldvn at the
me to the meetings, so | &dr Rathskellet Jhn and My
coming.” joined her and Trudy blithely

W.C. Helds.The club was a large
dak room with wooden tables

After the meeting, Aliceand chairs, a bar on the left, stage

at the ear and conwl booth in
the back right corneRenny had
a ginger ale afidu a diet Coke,

“Even befoe you were a followed their invitation, leavingwhile the others stea a pitcher

RES R, e %
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of beer
‘Hymns,”

Penny She leaned farad, fold stance than cotton candy like bloodied feeewack..
| gv up my whole

ed armsasting on the table, in ahe music.

Jringsteen was awling tom+ charming line By the light of
Alice said tocat and ABBA had no neosub buming matyrs, Christ, oyr

May made a pained face.

pose of friendliness.ntéresting. childhood listening to them.“Ow...”

Why hymns?”
“Why hymns what?”

“What do wu like about flushed with embarrassment at
“@ church for
$e was sounding like afirom apund 1909.”
Nobody had @r ques
“I just like them.” What tioned her on thiswhy should ewery man and nation, comes the

hymns? rstead of...oh, iBce the thought.
Joringsteen, for instance. r Ome.”
ABBA.” idiot.

Theyre an impdant pat of —
shé& almost saidny faith and asked éhny

“Do you knaw it?” Alice

“Once to kery Man and
Nation: It's notVictorian, its

“Thats the one. ‘@ce to

could she sayfhey ver beauti she esn hae to defend hymns? moment to decide. And aside

ful.  They were comfoting.

They ver an exm@ssion of wer some of them

‘I hawe to confess | findfrom the bloody-mindedness,
unneng. wondeed, why only once?d I’

ship a par of communion with Especially theictorian ones. All prefer a &d whdés a bit maoe

God. $ed been listening tothat imager of sacrificed lambdenient with chances.

A dlar

them eer since she was borrand ‘being washed in the bldodstrikes poligyat least.”

and maybe ew Dbefoe.
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offended,” Bnny said. “I did hear an echo thatshe whisped tensely téru.
Tru came to Alice time,” he admitted. Once they wre safely
defense again, explainingwho “And you really shouldn closed in the elator Renny

Alice was theeceptionist at aquote Rthon to the unmpaed. released a furiousshth. Who
womenshealth clinic in Alan  She clearly has no idea whaboes she think she is —atsl
that was often picketedy byoure about.” Hari?” Trudy staed at her “She
Fundamentalists. They dort “Start again,” dhn said in was laughing at us! Codidou
bother me,” Alice said, waving a bad Btish accent. FEl asked tell? The way she srked?
hand as though it held a cegge Penny if shd seerMonty Bthon Sayinggood little Christian gitls
holder “Theyre rather like the and the Idly Gail, and began like we're a couple ottads.”
sideshe geeks in an old-timeexplaining. ppaently one of its “She washlaughingt us!
circus. hstead of theVvild Man *“bits’ was a parade of flagellarBhés not like that, ske not
from Borneo biting the heads offnonks, who wanded though mean. Bés just dramatic. @h!
chickens, thes the Wild the action chanting Latin and in- sh&s a dramamajor Why
Woman fom Barbeton with unison hitting themsedg in the would yu think she was laugh
bloody pictues of fetuses.uBl forehead with bods. $e was ing?”

know most Christians exit like baffled. Be hadly eer watched “I dont understand why
that. Theyre nice people, likeMonty Rthonand didrt under you like her so much.”
Trudy” stand why @wbody thought it “Because sBe nice

John Owerstead saidwas so funny he emembexd Honestlyshe is! I#® acts melo
brightly “My fawrite kind ae the “Slly Walk$ routine only dramatic; but whenoy knav
the ones who go — he chantedkeecause it had made her fatheer better gull see. I8s smar
verse of mock Latin, thenand older lother laugh out loud and shie so funny! And she does
whacked himself in the éread togetherwhee usually theyere all kinds of stuff for Gwyntarian,
with a notebook. t was such anarguing. volunteer stuff and for other
odd act that &nys mind vent “We shouldh make fun groups too And she led in
blank and she coultinewen of peoplésreligions, especiallNew York City for a couple of
begin to think of possible explaguests,” Alice said, with a nod gears after graduatinginéeton
nations. Then thees the Penny “After all: the Chwh and actuallyvokedas an aass.
Hittites, the dbusites, thetaught Aetha Fanklin hav to She was in some offdadway
Amorites — as opposed to thg&ing, so it cénbe all bad.” As plays —*

Amourites, whive Repe Le 8w's she ose to get the pitchefitled “How far off?”

tribe; um, the Rbiscites, the began murmuring another song. “And shisbrav@ | could
Reaganites (boo, hiss!); the..We'e goirridin on the #eway nt workk whee she does, with
Trilobites, whioe moe intellt of lave, in my pink &lillac..” people glling awful things abwy
gent than the &aganites; the(That song had gotten oarihys e\ery time yu go outside. | can
Salagtites, the t&lagmites; the newes fom the minute sfiefirst understand why oy dort like
Waka-Wakka-Vka-ites, whosehead it. $he was horrified that aher”

pation saint is ézzie Bar —* respected figar like Aetha (I was absolutely guelev

Alice ga® him an indul Franklin would sing such a thinggcetain that Aice was an enemy
gent look. “@ stop hitting and that MTV would play it. Penny emembexd.  Why?
yourself child, wull do dam Couldrit they tell what it wasBecause | was confused, out of my
age.” reallyabout? “Can we go nw?” context, nady defengy insulted,
www .blotterrag .com
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self-righteous, aige, and underone of his kday classes, afdi the four-lanecad. The apar

all that scad. Rcausedlsome pitched into helpThey wvent up ments sat behind a beer and wine
hawv gotten all the way to age nite the lounge scaBls bommate stoe, a ow of dumpy brick four
teen without sufficient inoculatioruld studyWhile the other two plexes with hip @ofs and fake
against ony and subtlety\nd | worked, Rnny sat on a sofg bshutters. As they passed the stor
was so dstated thaflru was sothe empty fieplace andead a May came out, clutching a paper
oblivious.What a mess.rdand James Nthener neel someone bag with two wine bottles.hé&

Contol to Major Rnnyyour cir  had left behind. juggled it clumsily while ying
cuits dead, et cetgr The to wae hello Dbhn gallantly
Centels plaza was empty and relieed her of her bden and
desolate that night, with the tall Party girl led them into the nesst build
narow libray looming its it Friday eening 4hn ing, up to the second floor
windowvs up behind the emptycalled for hejust as she finished Alice opened the dqor

fountain holding drifts of oldtyping the notes dm Trudys smiling, in loose slacks andeygr
snay, and a cold wind clankingclasses. dédescaed her abodra sweater She looked comftable
the flagpolésiggings like ghest Campus Bs, which ba& them and content. éhny saw a long
ly chains. They dowe to Rwuls out Main $reet to the stop forliving mom, and a p#r alleady
dorm without speaking. eHwas Alicés apament. When the well on: people sitting in sofa
absorbed in building a model fatraffic permitted, they ran ass and chairs or on the flpastand
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ing with drinks in hand, oremendations and cections to TheWall and REMs Automatic
browsing though a bookcaseMays \ersion. Each time heFor the PBople and sesral
The stego displays flickeat ed, emended or cacted My she Broadway original-cast albums.
yellov and geen. The mom was got flusteed, and had to back Ther was food on the dinette
dim, with small candles in glagsack sesral phases into hewo table: a bel of chocolate-chip
votaries on windesill, steeo version bef@ she could get itcookies, a bunch of grapes, and a
speakers, shets and dinette stated againThen Alice had to plate of crackers with some
table. Bighter light floved fom leae them in their antiphoniescheese spads. The speads
a kitchen at theear A string of thee was the mix tape in thdéooked nasfyso she ate a cracker
Christmas lights also trailednfr steeo to be flipped, and we by itself It was as grand taste
one post of the st@r sheks gueststo get at the dooRenny less as a communion wafer
back into a d&rhallway on the was left on herwn, though Alice stood beside her
far wall, pesumably leadingoccasionallyoin would semi- with a bottle, smiling, indicating
guests to the batom. introduce her to someone imer empty cup “More wine?”
“The Mystey Machine passing. A film-noir detedjv “No thanks.”
has arrigd,” May eagerly she thought, would seizsuch a She listened a®hh and
announced. With wine!” chance to slip away and cearone goup of guests talkedokity
“Wine,” dhn confirmed in Alicés oom; but a film-noir Python, firing putines at each
solemn wice, holding up the detectie would knw specifically other with loud laughter and fake
bag. Alice smiled aeithy “I'm  what he was sehmng for and British accents; to & and
so glad gu came. We need to would hae a plausible alibi ifanother gsup talking SCA ges
talk, as soon as | get a chancedught. Be looked wer Alicés sip as they passed a joiouad
Penny consented to take a glasshofoks instead: fantasies angt fa(May offeed it to her but she
wine (actually a plastic cupnfr tales, including a bound set adeclined); and to a friend of
one of Mays bottles, since shehe Narnia Chonicles; poeyr Grimdors named Bnte, who
saw dhn uncok and pour it literatue and plays; textbooksgemanded of her what sheeen
himself studies of acting, and a biograptlgught in school, if anything,
Alice seemed to be a powf Lotte Lenya.The stego con about the ként S$ate killings. td
ular hostess, whose attention wedlés lecod shelf held Chrissieinsisted that it was actually a plot
constantly sought. oldn had a Hynde and therBtenders,0dn by G. Cordon Liddy and the
funny stoy to tell her fom one Xtt, Ratti Snith; Kate Bish and CIA, an attempt to pwoke the
of his athitectue classes. @y Laurie Anderson;ifk Hoyd's Left to violence, soixdn could
had a erbose and diggsig stoy
to tell about goings-on up ir
“Cleftlands (Clewelands %ciety
for Creatie Anachwnisms cell),
involving personages name
King Lauelen and @Qeen
Ithriliel. An aggessie red-haied
person fom Cleftlands, int-
duced as “@ndor Bearslagr,
wanted to tell the same stor
from his evn vievpoint, with
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declae matial law and make It didnt help that Alice had thehelp her Helping her keep up
himself pesident-for-life... look of a cat purringyban emp with her classes.”

“Speaking of conspia tied bavl of ceam. “Im so glad “Well, you knaw, | guess
cies,” Alice murmed, appearing you came tonight. | seem to@awhelping friends is something
again at éhnys side. “[@nte, offended gu somehwm, and | good little Christian girls do

you should talk to My She hoped | could make amends.” “And pagans; andews,
grew up hee in Kent, she “What about conspira and Buddhists, and atheists; and
remembers &y 4h > May cies?” ewen fundamentalists, when they
hearing her name, turnedagwe “Pardon?” can spar the time fsm waving
face twvads them.When Dante “You said, speaking of bloody pictues in gur face.”
asked her about & 4 she conspiracies. Se sighed. The Truth
became instantly inemted. I8 “Oh yes. My had told Demandsuktice. Mark, hav the

had her wn passionate (andry me some tale of Wwol was sup heaenly anthem avns all music
bose) theories about the tragegposedly plotting againsbuy or but its wn.” Her wice turned
and was only too glad to shasomething like that.h8s a dear cynical as she quoted the text.

them but coheence is not one of helPennys hostility ggw Who ishe
“Theyll be happy for spiritual gifts.” to quote hymns and use them

hours,” Alice said with asigned “So youre not.” against @ “Ides théWiccan
smile. 8e vent into the kitchen, “Not what?” church hae hymns?” she asked.
gesturing for éhny to follov. “Plotting.” “Speaking of hymns.”

“All these gars, and some people “No, of course not.” Alice closed heres; and

are still bitter ‘The Truth “Good. RBecause, op her mouth set in a thin unhappy
Demands ukticel” — hav yu know, if somebody calls me antine. ‘Wicca isha chuch. I's a

head that et? The rallying or tells me Il be ‘in dangérif I netwok of beliefs based on
of Kent potesters ev since. dorit run home with my tail respect for life in all its formsd I’
And its meaningless.t d¢ould between my legs, it makes megladly explain it tooy sometime
apply to anything.” H& poued wonder’ if | thought yu had any intest
herself another measwf wine, “Beliee me, the only at all. And no, & dort hawe
and leaned back against thgotting Id do would be to keephymns. We dort have hymnals,
counter you out of danger You and or chuches with pgs to hold
Penny was tense, hefrudy both. [ like herand| the hymnals, or saces to justify
antipathy like a caéady to hiss. admie yur determination to having chwhes.We meet out

page 11



The Blotter

doors whenev possible. Andeither of pu harmedThats why asked about glasses. Aliectir
yes, sometimesewdo chant | wish yud leae the case to theed him to an upper cabinet
chants, and pirm cetain rit- police. And s, it would be beside her The door had one
als, which people whose mindsaferfor both of gu, if you did hinge loose, and sheached up
are aleady suspicious might sego home oncdru’s back fsim to adjustit. Terry Garfield built
as casting spells,” but which onlyhe hospital. The police might these ap#éments, did gu
symbole— only symbolie, not send gu back themseas if they know?” she askederthy “It
magically cause — some good othink youre intefering with their shavs, in egry leak and crack.
come, an an®rto a question orinvestigation.That would be the You knav that hé&s a contractor
a change in some@néfe. Nt least ofgur dangers. B 1 swear and that his lmthefs a building
like the Catholic masses éwr to you on all gur hymns, th not inspectar I'm sue youve heat
up with, whee we wre requied one.” Be drank, and was still fothe phraseonflict of integest”

on pain of damnation to bekkeva moment. ‘i thee were “You used to war for him, |
that the elements transubstantiatViccan hymns, theljpe whatev know. | head a building of his
ed themseds into the actualer songs held some special meborned dan while pu were in
body and blood ofedus.” & ing for a person.That maked it.”

held up her hands. rfi’stating some turning point in their life. “Child, I almost burned
to rawe at pu. | apologz. Bit And eery person would hawdif down with it. Jbhn was ther
somedays | get just sick untterent ones. ahis &ris At that night. We were lucky to get
death of peopleshostility” Sewenteeri. Dvoraks NewWordd out alive. Nobody knev any

Penny said nothing. “I wish ISymphony ‘I'm Sill He® from thing was wng until smoke
knewv hov to convinceaqu that Follies Bven ‘Riff the Magic stated pouring out of the ceiling.
I’'m not your enemyor Tru's. Dragon’ Oh, by the way: Terty had the
The lastthing | want is to see Somebody hurried in andplace inswd for a hundrd
grand. Yes, | did wdk for him;
The Blotter Magazine 'S and it was an experiencéomes
book publishing imprint, thrown at people, holes punched
PencilPoint Mountain in walls. t's too bad his ex-we
and www .paintbrushforest.com moved to Chicago;d’hae you
meet het

present 1ree,

a collaborative, all ages, fine arts
book illustrated by members of
Paintbrush Forest, a group of
artists from the Orange County,
NC, area. Proceeds from Tree
support the Haw River
Assembly, a NC environmental
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.

Just then Alice was sz
by another arral of guests, one
of whom carried a six-pack of
something called dken
Goebels.They vere in the midst
of a liely debate, which they
called on her to moderate, on
“whats the worst beeoy eer
drank,” with the ®ebels sup
porter claiming it tasted best
when smuggled into midnight
shavings ofRocky ldrror. May
and Dante had switched conspir
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acies, bm Kent $ate to nuclear- take her seriouslielling her to Tru??
plant meltdavns. The wine had go home like a good little She looked closer No;
made BEnny lightheaded. h& Christian girl, condescending tbut it was a girl diru’'s age. #r
reached for her cup and found her (“Puff the Magic Dagofia clothes and hairstyleer fom
had been filled again.atl Alice hymr??) e wondexd if the the late Rties, and her pose,
done this to her? h& began building might collapse; or if theagainst a séw backdop, was
pouring it out at the sink.police would raid them. h& the kind one used to get in old-
Grimdor sawand lled at her could imagine the sound of bootfashioned studio poaits, like
“What ae yu doing?? @it ed feet thundering up the stairffom Sars. What is this?” she
waste good wine!f you dort the door bashed in, drawn gurasskedahn.
want it — hee.” He grabbed theand stabbing flashlights, panic “Thats her household
cup fom her and poed it into and saams and angrshouted altay” he ansewed, as if it was
his avn, shaking his head in-discommands.There was no otherthe most atinaly thing in the
gust. The mix tape hadun out. exit. $ed newer smoked pot. world.
People wre calling Alice! But she might test pos#ior it “Whats it for?”
Music, music!” Yes, gs; music,” just fom beathing in he. A “Dorit known. All the bits
Alice called back, putting indrug charge woulduin her hawe their ewvn meaning; but
another tape. “Listen to this.” acceptance chances at any goodid hae to ask her

There was a jangle ofaw school. & pushed her way He explained that he
raunchy guitars and a frantic-sagut of the kitchen, past thewanted to stay at the parbut
ophone, like the soundtrack for dancers, past another joint goingould see her safely onto the bus.
cheap drag-race w®. Mens round, to whex dhn was telling She watched as heent to tell
voices shoutedHey Mmi!” A someone about his ministeAlice of his errand. Alice looked
woman shrieked, then begafatheis eaction ta.ife of Ban. her way Through the dimness
moaning Ooh yali and ‘Oh When she told him she wantednd smoke andawd of silhou
dadd¥y over the music, while theto leae he made a sad-child facettes, what had been ABce
men shoutedOof! Alice, with but pulled out his bus scheduleexpession —easignation, anger
her fists in the aidid some kind Then she noticed something shieetermination? The last thing
of wild shimmy-twist. Whatis hadrt seen earlietOn a table in Penny saw asolin pulled the
this?” Gimdor demanded.The a cornerwith three wtives of its door shut was the photograph of
Snnin' Saints,” Alice angwed. own, was an arrangement dhe unknevn girl.
“From North Caplina! Cangu objects.There was a framed pic
imagine? ehator HIms must ture of the mdian goddess with
hawe been asleep at his post.” all the arms, dancing in a ring ¢

Others began to dancefire; and on or aund it things
inspiled ly Alices lead. &hny like a lei, a string of beads, a piece
felt the floor temble.The apar of quatz, a fragment of antler
ment was owded and hot and There were thiee photographs at
filling with cigaette smoke, winethe bottom: one of keWest,
fumes and the harsh smell of patne of “Mrs.Thurston Howell’
She was beingelfed at for not from Gilligaris klangd and one —
drinking. Alice wasefusing to Se did a double tak&Vas that
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“Exchang e”
by M eghan M od afferi

He felt her egs boring into him In his mind, a dramatic piang
ewen as he ated contact. I solo ansered her and a blues
expected ansns, ansers, singer scatted her nanvercand
ansvers, all the time and he jusbwer. In his mind, delicate femalé
couldrt find the wods. voices sang in soft dissonance {
textue of her hairln his mind,
“l don't think in wods,” dexteous fingers picked guita
he sputtexd at her barrage okeystrings with the enthusiasm of h
dats. love while a distant, but stead|]
“I want to be able to telby.” drum rallied lees fight in him.
And he imagined ko easy it
“Then ty,” Ariadne snapped. would be if only she could hear
Letters swam@und in his brain
like a paverball lottey wheel.
They jumbled and m&xd and
blurred and near stagd still for

And she was still talking and h
wanted to listen and he wante
to fight and he wanted to/oher
and he wanted to hate her and |
long enough for him toead wanted, most of all, to stof
them at all. ie felt so out of cen watching her leavBut with each
trol of the linguistics within histurn of her lip he heat a differ
own mind. Bit outside theealm ent pitch, and the harmonies
of language, the balls bounced multiplied in font of him until
exact, prcise, complex rhythmshe imagined that she must be tt
falling and e-emerging on andmissing ninth note of an oatav
into diffeent sufaces, eating And as she tapped her nail
different pitches, ewisite har against the countep impa
monies, and he imaginedwho tiently he maveled at the skill of
easy it would be if only she coulithe violin strings which they haq
hear become. And the women in he
hairline sang the funeral etaof
“I dont want to do this again,”her foehead.
she exhaled. ®body has the
words, okay?bure moe coR Her competing chestra com
scious of the fact thadwyr wods plete, she turned to leaind in
cart accurately epresent the response, he shouted at her f
whole of eality but that doedn her lack of understanding. An(
mean @Yu can stop wing. L in response, his desperatioregg
doesih make pu any diffeent spontaneousice to esty loving
from anyne else and | doneed word she had ev wanted to
you to be eloquent. | just neethear And in esponse, he sai
you to talk to me.” nothing, and closed hisesyand
Then gently“Please talk to me.”imagined she did not leav

J

The Dream
ourna

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

I’'m back in school - not in n
underpants: that ism’ wearing|
underpants but not to theobx
sion of eerything else. tb
Friday and thes a dance at ofje
of the local watering holes arid I
make my way therto find tha
the band is old friends of min
But while e aged, theyathe
late-teenagers ewonce e,
immortal and endlessly full
energy They sing and play
dorit knowv what, Rcking somé¢
variant of Casbah | domecog
nize. The bar-cowd giows and
makes theoom warm and th
music takes on awecacopho
nous life of sound and taste
vision - form and light and
clashing with one anothér
Hnally when | ameady to g

one of my friends sees me in|the
mass of people and calls me {p to
join them in one mer song.
am nevous and embarassed
not so much thatworit go up
This is too good to let false med
esty play any garl want to sing
with my old friends.The beat
roils up out of the backgmd
noise and | am capdited ang
transpoted and silly

y

e.

Df

1%

nd

put

Peter D. - cyberspace
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(continued from page 3"

really.

proud of one’s father, isn't it?
Regards,

highly ecommend it.

young man he had heard back in the POW camp in Virginia. The name on the album was Dietrich Fischer-Dieskau:
your father. He bought the album and brought it home and played it for the family, and told us the story of how he
was one of a small handful of Americans who had heard this incredible singer when he was just a young man, a boy

My father sings too — when he was younger he was in the Charleston, SC Symphony Singers Guild. It's nice to be

I’m going to stop typing mpand call &. e if he needs me to send him sonjiedda and just le
him tell me whég happening right mo Try it yourself Call yur folks, say hi.ust listen, is all.

Garry - chief@blotterrag.com

—

Final
Tidbits: Follow us
on Twitter @blotterrag -
thats whee we tell yu about
art and music and other stuff
goiri on near gu. O not near
you, but near whenou wish pu
were. Ther ae still a fe days to
get yur contest engrto us. Type
faster! By a copy ofree pub
lished ly Rencil®int Mountain
(wwwpencilpointmountain.com)
an imprint ofThe Botter
Magazinenc. What is an
imprint? Like witness ptection
for publishers. ke a donation tg
The Blotter (wwwblotterrag.com)
Did | say that adady? @ry. Buy
a Botter t-shit while youre thee.
Visit your local independent beo
stoe, tirelessly bringingy wods
in sentences on fancy paper ot
tective coers with neat &rSop
spinning in cicles, asking, ‘I
dunno, what dogu want to do?”
Open a book, turn on some tu
and argue about somethin
with a friend. @t it?
Good!







