ot [&di to a fair -thees 3
\9(‘ ard-winner Mic hael
B llano and The Dr
A

y | "-""_h'-l'-" .
N v,.' = \.- %
< 4-' NN
i

iE 'SOUTH'S UNIEE
Follow:me on / VIS




The Blotter

G. M. Somers............ Editor-in-Chief
Martin K. Smith.............. Bblisher-at
Large Treasusr

Maiilyn Fontenot............. Drector of]
Deelopment

Laine Ginningham............ Rblishing
Consultant

Brace Boone lll............... Marketing
Advisor

Richad Hess......... fPograms ector
T.J. Garrett............. &ff Fhotographef

Adwettisers and @sciptions Contact:

Mattin K. Snith
M_K_Smith@yahoo.conf
919.286.776(

ubmissions andditorial Business to|

Jenny Hanier
memaid@blotterrag.co

-

Garrison 8mers, Hitor-in-Chief
chief@blotterrag.cor
919.933.4720Kusiness hours onl
you may call for information abo
snail-mail submission

= =

OOl

Marketing & Public Relations Contact
Marilyn Fontenot
Maiilyn_fontenot@yahoo.com
919.240.4845

FRONT COVER, “Parisienne,” ¥
Richad Ong. Times 3|

—

Unless othewise noted, all conter]
copyilight 2012 ty the atist, not the
magazine

The Blotter is a poduction of
The Botter Magazine,rc.,
Durham, NC.

A 501 (c)3 non-pofit

ISSN 1549-0351
www.blotterrag.con

=

Clmp

Council of Uterary Magazmes & Presses
WoowoowW

“A Le tter”

Dear Mr White: Today the deer attacked and annihilated my hosta plants

Despite their being strategically situated at the backmdtested § the

proximity to my kitchen sink wingp somehwa, and | assume under the
8ached and did the deqd.

cover of dakness, qung bucks stealthily

Last yar the hostae sived until dine 28Y the yar bef@ it was

Independencedy week.The coral bells not so long. | like to think M«ne

better and in a moment of blitheness — of hope — planted them anywse

because they \ery pretty and gu can mix and match them Ii
Garanimals and still end up with a niceleyar Unless all gure eally
doing is feeding the wildlife a little expemsiglon the side.t seems thaf
I'd be better off spending my money on corn in fifty pound sacks, f
it out off the poch in bucketsThe deer would be better fed, and | wo

of the dit like a diorama of the 1917 shell-tordefnes érest.

Sure Im gumpy about it When | didrt do anything special — didmove
the hosta close to the back gddairit hang bars ofish $ring soapdid-
nt string fishing line &m tree to tee to make an invisible barrier (ha!
monofilament intended to frighten the deer in thie asthey inaéent

KEe

inging
ild
nt hawe the mid4ne disappointment of a dan of stems-only poking out

of

ly bumped against it (again, ha!), the hosta tended to make it to the do

days of summeiThe moe \aliant the effdrthe worse theesults. @her

than sesnteen gar old bgs attempting to get dates, | can thinkwfdie

cumstances in the kmo unierse wherthis is the case.

Seaking of which, wheroly ae a pant, You belieg that yu can do
many things. iFst and foemost is to jtect pur childen. e been stay
ing home for nineears, feeding, cleaning, teaching, and tréngpary
girls though their lies.
They can, with only a little assistanag, their avn breakfast raiad.
This summer & will migrate to them handling thewrolaundy. | still
make lunches for school — because | like the idea of surprises anf
food, and fp assembling their lunchXes for them | careasonably assyr
both. Fesh raw snap-beansib€s of cangmelon. Fm and Hwarti on
wheat. A small o of home-made chili.

Catrdisks or a handful of

Each day they needateraspects of me lepgs.

hea

peanuts. And | yrto help with homeork, although too soon | can gee

them woking math poblems | cannot fathom.
But theirs is nothing like mywa childhood.They neer wander off to gp

fishing two tavns awayThey neer sleep outside in the woods on & gum

mer eening.
conersation with the frieredpaents. Am | beingverpotectie? Ae
there moe crazies m@days, or is theejust moe of eerything? |l donit
protect them, will they inevitably be harmed?is the hosta allver
again?

To be honest, | doof feel bad for the planfBheyre doing estything that

they should be doing. Early irmigh the first gren-white fingers poke lip

through the dirlike the hands okcently deadombies. Like on telev
sion. Yes, television. | suspect, Mihite, that yu would not be happ
with the diection that television has takdine best shw out thee, still
crafted lg people who haviollaved the atuous path of eatie writing

S

| doih even let them go home with their friends withoulit a

for a living, is calledhe Walking Dead and for all intents and purpoges

its stars arwalking, graning, drippy-nasty animated corp3é&® worst?

www .blotterrag .com
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Walking, goaning, drippy-nasty animated corpses, sans quality writ
shav called “Brvivor.”

How did | get hooked on a shall about death¥ricky question, E.B
There was nothing else on? | thought that if | tried this, them
nowhee to go but up? ctually it's quite something, a fabulous ense
cast ofelatie unknevns, seriously talented writers, and a plotlinedh
cart ignore. And believit or not, | was terrifically mexd ty one of th
episodes — nearly to the point of tedrfhat does this say about me?

emotionally inglved with pmbies and cardeeply about mindless pla
Thats the tventy-first centyrin a nutshell, | guess.

And who am | to be perbed ly deer? Am | not the iser in their spac
| think I've been hera long time.Twenty yars of watching the ice p
stones up timugh the e#n into the back ydr watching the black waln
fall, scattexd about ¥ squirels, oot and send up their waving-handsk
Twenty ears of lightning and raifiwenty years waiting for the rhodode
drons to figue out hav to bloom.The deer hava species memaf when
there was no house Bethen the house beingéhefor them it is psbably
a tiny bit of fluff in the grater instinctual suval-education they passnir
doe to fawn.

Elwyn, | dort understand he eents seemed to consyiiv pevent my hav
ing a nice gden this gar | know that a farméy actions must be akin
those of a pant. | think | was attengy but not smothering. d&d plan

ning — at least what | thought was good planning — analyzieghehsur]
and shade e going to be during the spring and then evtiex hot ray|
would pour dern when the grdays of BAgust saunted in. t's a bit like
committing whether or not to ledyr child take the bus to andrfr school
or driving them gurself each day

Perhaps theeal question is:eamy childen the hostae, oreathey the dee

Is the act of planting hosta an act of defiance against the inevitgh

natue, or an inadutent act of kindnessviads it? And should | be md
ing the girls twads the bus, letting thenoss the stet without my helg
and stop effecely holding their hands each morniygdbiving them
Because despite all ofiybest laid plans, in the end cleitdgow up we're
all food for...embies, and deer always get their hosta.

Snceely

Garry - chief@blotterrag.com
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The Blotter M agazine

announces with pride the winners of the

2012 “Laine Cunningham Novel

Award”:

1st Prize - Michael G. Williams of Durham, NC,

for his novel “Perishables.”

2nd Prize - Michelle Barker of Penticton, BC,
for her novel “The Beggar King.”

3rd Prize - Tamra Wilson of Newton, NC,
for her novel “Home at the Lincoln Hotel.”

Honorable Mention - Marilynn Larew of New Park, PA,
for her novel “The Spider Catchers.”
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Let our Chosen words say it for you
T T

www.manymorememories.net ;
Writing for every occasion. Vows,

Speeches, Sermons and Lefters.

919.294.9522
919.358.9726
773.454.0498

i it £
3) Writer's Resource
1 \‘» From Creation to Contract

Laine Cunningham
Toll-free 866-212-9805

Ghostwriting % Rewriting % Agents
Proposals * Queries * Editing
Fiction & Nonfiction

Quoted on CNN and international media
Ghostwritten/rewritten over 200 projects
Twenty years of experience

. -
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SHARON KEBSCHULL BARRETT
AUTHOR, DESSERTS FROM AN HERB GARDEN
AND MORNING GLORIES (ST.MARTIN’S PRESS)

SKBEDIT (@ SHARONKBARRETT. COM

HTTP://S HARONKBARRETT.COM

Thorough copy editing,
reasonable rates
for authors, helping you get it just
right before you contact
agents or publishers

CREATIVE
METALSMITHS

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

www.creativemetalsmiths.com
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An e xceap tfrom “P erishabl es’
the 2012 wi nner of T he Blotte r M agazine’s

Lain e Cunningha m N ovel A ward
by M ichael G. Williams

When the ambies came, | neighborhood association, with mnote it and mee on. My guess is,
was at a potluck for my neighborthree-member otating boat to | turn the poch lights on a little too
hood association. keep the Binholdts on a leashlate and | le@/them on dot too

Odd, isrt it? For all sais of Thus began their bermdent dicta late and th newer out maving my
reasons, not just thanla \ampie. torship of our neighborhood. lawn and people notice the little

It's tue, though, being ther stuff like that. €ople doh notice
when the ambies sheed up | was The neighborhood asseciathe house that always stays the same
ten minuteswalk fom my place, tion's authorityl should note, doesso it fades into the bacgnd and
down at the Rinholdts five-bed, not extend to my ydr Oh, techni  they eentually learn to ignerthe
four-bath MMansion. @&ds, but | cally it does but &ty Lou house wherthe dogs yap all day
hate that hous&Vhen they meed Reinholdt always somaeheeems to and the kids aralways ssaming
in we didrt hawe a neighborhood flinch when she tries to look me ibut they notice the house that has a
association to stop therorfr con the ey on my wn turf. Every once vibe of being just slightly .ofA
structing that vinyl-sided monss in a while shik come avund and house that feels and looks too empty
ity and no sooner had theppped try to tell me one thing or anothestands out like an open grav
the last bw in their font hall than through the seen door but she Anyway the doorbell rang
theyd begun agitating to dstasne always makes it fast and ésawso | walked denstairs and peeked
so they could make suheir place faster Franklin Not Fank woit out the peephole and | could see
stayd the biggest house in thewen shw up He cait handle it. Mary Lou standing theron the
entire deelopment. He's a wusS he deal is, one of thefront porch with her lips pursed and

Typical motals. rules imposed on theeiRholdts — her egbows knit together She

Some of the mar botheed really on My Lou, becauseevall looked just as pissed as all get-out,
types wnt and talked to lawss or know Fanklin Not Frank is not the like hov dae | not anssy herand |
talked to the city pin the case of brains in that operation — is thafigured she was a missignar
Mr. bnes-Mignum - the only per wheneer the neighborhood asseciaome other kind ofuslife. | flung
son wh been herso long en | tion considers a we restriction my door open so trthe hinges
hawe cause to fear his attentionsaffecting a cuent homewnets squealed and at the same time hit
talked to the city in the @sence of existing popety then the home the whole bank of switches in the
a lawgr and, eentually exeryone owner has to be notified befdhe foyer so that the pohn, front hall,
who caed sheed their hands in measwe can be consi@gekThe first front stairs and walkwayem all
their pockets and slunk back upme | actually met Bty Lou suddenly flooded with the brightest,
their drives in silent esignation. Reinholdt was for thatey reason whitest light possible.

The Reinholdts kne hov the game about four months after the associa A vampie neer gets ted
was plagd and immediately begarion stated. of seeing surprise in a huimaes.
campaigning for &t Neighbors Thirty minutes after sunset “Mister..” She fumbled for

Ewer With gift baskets and mwa I'd head a ring at my doorbell. la moment, and | made a shof
lawns and good candy omemember it took me a minute testudying her face while she did. |
Halloveen they whittled away jusfigure out that it was, in fact, thewanted to @member her but | also
enough of theesentment againstdoorbell. M one had ung my wanted herwhoeer she was, to
them that they got a neighborhoodoorbell in gars, not e@n on knavthat | emembeaxd her
association stad without being its Halloveen. | turn the lights on like “Surrett.” | leaned my frame
first victims. B New Year 2002 it anybody else but entually my against the door and the floor
was a done deataRklin Not Fank place acquad whatesr psghic creaked under mell Bay it, in not
Reinholdt was elected chair of thetain puts people of a mind ta@fraid to: In a geat big fat guym
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middling tall, about six feet if Iguad the place, | leavhim on a the other hand, is easy-going.
remember coectly but | weigh in  chain thds too big for a large marSoring is when thé all dusting off
som&hee aound thee fifty I'd to grasp in one hand becausesthdhat old landscaping softeraand
been out the night befrand just the only chaini8iles hasnbroken talking about maylibisyear theyl
woke up so | was in my blackyet. actually build those gi@n bedst’s
trench coat andearing the boots That got my attention, so la time when they imagineegv
that give me a little lift and my thicktook the position on the balar thing will be exactly the way each of
black hair was pointed eighteewhat the hell, gu knav? Een we them, individuallywants things to
directions at once because | hadr especiallye — can act on a whimbe all the time. As such, it usually
hit the shwer yt and she justand that was mine in that momentinvolves nothing mer fraught than
staed and stammexal. Being on the bodrturned a lot of sitting aund munching on
“M... Mister..” out to be petty lov-impact. ice stale cheese balls andiding
“Surrett,” | said again. ewery six months l ent to a potluck Franklin  Not FanKs ‘world-
“Withrow Surrett. And | doit want at the Rinholdts damned house famousjellied beef loaf
no damn kbles or nesletters or and ved hae a semblance of a Dont ask. | doihewen knav
what-theheltewer, so get thaelloff meeting. 8 walk $iles up ther - what jellied beef loaf | asked one
my land.” | slammed the door shuto lead, 8 hate to see the leash thaime and all | got ineturn was,
and flipped all the lights back offvould wok on him if he needed“Oh, eh.... heh heh... think of it as a
with a smoothlyenersed pinwheelone - and dp him off in the kind of sausageFranklin has this
sweep of the same armaiyl Lou Reinholdts fenced back yér He weird wocal tic he only displays
was left standing tleejust as blind would spend the ergireening skt when | diectly question something.
as a bat. | could still see her otihg on their back poh watching It always steg with this half-hetar
there as | stomped upstairs to gete though their series ofdich ed chuckle and then heoms giv
out of my club clothes and intodoors, ignoring theiradk Russell ing me a straight answ
something mer easonable, like thenamed “Killet. Killer usually just That paticular spring it was
bath, and | smiled to myself becaubaiked until he passed out. remakably warm - global warming
| could smell that she was a little bit has finally caught up with us, |
afraid. The night the ambies guess - andedl not had a single
shaved up was the night of ourflake of sn@ the whole winter
Thats hav | came to be aspring meetingt pbromised to be a Raleigh ishexactly in the Alps but
member of the neighborhood asspretty dull affairThe autumn meet we'e used to seeinglille winter
ciatiors boad. It was earlySme ings ae always the ones whemweatherNot so that gar and ve'd
people wre pobably just getting somebody gets pissed because tepent the first half of &th with
home fom wok. Others were neighbor ish raking enough for daytime highs in the 80’As it was
probably out on their pohes their liking or othewise shit in the warm the night of the meeting I’
enjoying the Aril ewening. B donuts and somebody needs tonade do with some old jeans and a
whateer means, &dm whategr throw a hissy fit\er it. $ring, on stained t-shirffrom the '82World's
place, someone hgdinat eghange
and the next month | got a ngte
stuck in the seen door Y arg
anonymous neighbor: asolutiol
to restrict the wight of dog
alloved as pets in the neighborh
had failed, and | had been electj
the associatisnboad in absentia|
The dog thing was gbably
what Mary Lou came Yo to tallgs
about. Ke got a Bberman namg
Smiles. K weighs 150 poun
because | feed him some of m| N
blood once a@ek.When | hae tc B S
go to tavn on my @n, or when Mon thrU sat ||am-|0pm - (|0$9d Sundav = 933-8226
leae him out font for the day { 111 W Rosemary St. Carrboro  www.carrburritos.com
www .blotterrag .com
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Fair You rememberthe rainbw right on aound to the fenced backime on my pash?What if Mary
waterslide kind of logo thing withyad. The moment my hand Lou was one of those people who
the flame icon at the far end antbuched the latch on their gategan justtell when something isn
1982WORLD’S FAIR on the near Killer went ballistic. right?What if eery time | spoke
end of the slide? Mary Lou knev by the she got those tingles up her spine
Come to think of it, maybe sound that | must havarried and that saidThat thing is not a human
you dort rememberOh well. t was came out on the back pbrto geet bein@ There ae \ampies who
a fun time. @t to see thelwglweiser us. $e took one look at Killer andbeliee that sdrof sixth sense is out
horses, the Gdiesdales.Youve her shoulders sagged in a quiet sigfere, in folks whose eat-geat-
probably seen the ads. For the first time in a long time Igreat-grandfathers éid in one of
Me and Biles vent up the thought | detected somethingurtovns and somhee along the
street at an easy pace. | was bringimgman in Mary Lous body lan line figued things out and mg
homemade biscuits and a batch gliage but then thetepfod pro- generations latg¢hey hag scatted
ambosia salad. | @ to cook, gramming kicked back in and shéescendants who can simf#i}
though Iin not paticularly good at smiled as best she couldhrough some genetic memasr
it. What tends to surprise most ofWithrow” she said, ying to purr othemise inherited gift, that some
my fellav kind is that | alsowe to and coming out sounding amg. thing isrt right about us.

eat. Most of us cankeep food “So glad gu could make it.ii sue Me, | dort know what to
down, our bodiesefect it outright youre \ety busy think about that. | ddhexplicitly
and it just comes back out, but my “Oh yes,” | esponded, the consider it impossible mlavam

maker was a srerone than most ambosia and the plate of biscuitpire | knov a human being having
so she made me eat early and ofgadled in my armsnfes saty something like a gut feeling about
to teach me o to keep it in long my feet and sniffed the air audiblys is way den the list of crazy-ass
enough to fool folks. | was, asiy in Mary Lous diection. “Been things that can happen — butel’
might expect, not one to shy awayorking on some me stuff” newer knavn anyne for whom the
from an ample meal in life and so | “Thats nice,” she intoned,possibility was @al concern. Ky
was glad to take up eating asamd then she turned and walkedou had made me dtdo giwe it
hobby in unlife. I might near lose back inside, leaving the doors hangiore thought, though, and for all
another ounce ofeight in all the ing open. Be couldit exen handle that my pesence clearly made her a
time | spend on this ¢arbut at that much small talk with méwas little unhappy | havto say the feel
least | can eat for hours andemevnothing nev. ing was mutual.
gainan ounce, eitheit's a small About the manuscript thing
comfot, but with us esty sensation A thought sometimes- I'm a painter Officially my
counts. occured to me in those momentsgrandfathér was the painter
When | got to the when Mary Lou so visibly bristled atOfficially I'm just an heir who
Reinholdtsplace, | skipped ringinginteraction with me: what if it wasreleases the occasional foundk wor
the doorbell and just walkechifes nt just that Il pissed her off thatand burns the pceeds to fund an
utterly failed attempt at a ear as a
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novelist. t's a shitty aer if you cae to be lost caus@here was, she hadhad no eason to disist them and
what people think, but | dbrcae said one timewver dessgrsome couldrt manufactue a goodaason
what people think. Bbktly thing wiong with people whoeaso to ignoe them if | saw them out
Sometimes | cara lot. Rde is usu disconnecteddm their communi when | was walkingnfies, so |
ally what gets us in the end, all of uses. Kathg team in college hadyuess | havto say I liked them.
human or othevise. been good -ewy good - but this was

The st of the bodrwas befoe ESPN was giving a damn Dinner itself was the usual
there aleady andranklin was busy about womes spass. | dort hawe fare. Wed all bought a side dish
talking spas with Kathy &ms and to be a spts fan to kne that and Mary Lou had done up aast.
Herb Watanabe. ranklin isit a women get a lot mercweerage Franklin had his jellied beef loaf out
spots buff and neither is étb these days, and tsaa good thing, on the table and as usuagne
beynd the usual water-cooler tallhut Kathy was ptty bitter Shéd was kind of aiding taking mar
but Kathy cahget her head out ofwon a national championship buthan the amount exactly necegssar
it. Kathy plagd on the womén no one she met@vecognied her for the sake of politeness.
basketball team for one of the locabme Conwersation wound aeund the
colleges, back in the dagd shie a Kathy and Hrb had othersjobs - Herb is an ahitect,
bigger spats nut than amyne yu become,\@r time, the onlyslasons Kathy a ppgrammerfHanklin does
can think of When | walked in shel didnt walk fom the boat once ad\ettising jingles and My Lou is
was busy haranguinge#h and the naelty of sticking it to the a piopety managerHerb talked
Franklin oer their picks for an Reinholdts war off Well, OK, about hav no one cas about good
office pool on the basketball tournahats not tue.The eason | didn design, and the cargation briefly
ment. walk was because | still gagb brushed up against Wwopeople

“Why the hell did qu put sticking it to them @n after it was these days just like toelivn the
Montana in as going to thex®ts? nt new anymoe. BEventually | biggest bothey can squeseonto a
Hawe yu eer watched Mintana wouldve gotten tied of that, quater-ace lot, but Kathy caught
play? Eery year they field the tenthough. Pobably Kathy and lerlh  Mary Lou looking uncomftable
guys in the whole state whe aer on the other hand, they good and so she stedrus away into ask
six feet and not busy tiwning bales folks.They joined the bodin pat, ing about Fanklifs latest waér
of hay aass a field sombee. | hawe come toealiz, because theyHed supevised auditions for a cam
This year they just got lucky!” wanted to keep aneegn busyboed paign selling candy bars, and that

Thats what | hedr come ies like the &nholdts but in par was his big victprof the last six
from the living oom. Herb because they also thought theAHOmonths: kids all ver the countr
Watanabe wasytng to espond but thing had potentiallhey vere just were humming a tune kepicked
Kathy was fed up withying to people like anybody else, suspendedthem whener they stuck a dol
explain it to him. Kathy officiallyin mid-air betwen a healthy dislikelar in a snack machine at school.
considezd the est of us, who for pointless beaucracy and sin Everyone stagd politely distant
ranged fom Herh in the office pool cee optimism about their effsr | from piobing me about mypfofes
because letting the boss takeva fgenuinely had no @blem with siondl life, until Fanklin said what
bucks fom him was a way to fit in,them once | got to kmo them. | he always says.

to me, who couldncae less with didnt exactly starsending them “Your grandfather was also
out bursting aessel &m the effar  fruit baskets ew Christmas but | an atist, washhe?”
Best In Show by Phil Juliano
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| shugged. “H¢ cefrainly funny look on her face, and find anymoe, timeline-appriate

was.” thought again of that mythical sixttbrushes, all the things needed to
“Quite a gifted landscapesense. produce a wdr thats effectiely
artist in his day Franklin said to “JohnTurner” | said aound been countéeited egn though |

the others, as though he had t® mouthful of bwiled pok. “18th really amWithrow Surrett and |
explain it to them ew six months and 19th centyr Hans Heysen, really did paint it myself - and sho
or theyd forget. | always hate thidvonet, lots of ell-knavn atists it to a curator or a dealer and they
pat of our conersations. drmally had or hae landscapes as some dieck the signatirand then they
| sit thee and let it happenaamd their best-knan wok. And its still cluck their tongues and say some
me but that night, for someason, quite popularTheres Rwl &wyier thing about hw | was lucky to find
| spoke up in KentuckyLets see, Htt Jackson, it because sly thee must not be
“He woked in a lot of he does med media seadfit stuff many unknwn woks Ly my
themes,” | said without looking upvely impressig. Lots of stuff of “grandfathér left and then they
from my plate. “Landscape was ju€ornwall; he also does some-phlmok at me liker the worlé worst
to pay theent.” tography | shmugged and satleech, like they cabeliee | \alue
“Oh,” Fanklin eplied, ty- straighter in my chaiset my fd&¢ my supposed ancegsso little as to
ing to saw face, “I didhmean to down on the plate, took a loud gulgplace a high price on it.
imply that his drwas limited, & of meat. “Landscape is amwv Mary Lou ached her ey
just that landscape is whatsheespected theme, stillepvif some brows and made aw ‘with her
known for” people consider fuddy-duddy’ | mouth. “I had no idea,” she said.
“l didnt know anyne was stopped. | was stizg to get pissed Everyone else ched in silence h®
known for landscape,” &y Lou off, and my tone was stiag it. | made a littlemnT noise to indicate
said oer her glass of blushheS take a finished piece - one been she wadnfinished, like sk just
smiled at me, and | looked up t@aeful to make using an aged-carealied that perhaps she should
meet her es. Maty Lou had a vas, a supply of paintsihad to clarify her statement. “I mean, | had
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no idea gu were such an avid stu many atists because landscapes will No one had v seen any
dent of af, being a writergurself’  sit still long enough fooy to prae one else actually eat the jellied beef
“Well,” | replied, “kction is tice yur craft, to learn, to experiloaf befoe. $ocked silence
an at.” ment, to comparthe esults of one descended on the table, andnev
“Yes,” Maly Lou eplied, so technique with anotheo learn the Mary Lous pupils dilated a hair
completely and blissfully tactful thdittle inner cues that telby when breadth when she saw me do it.
no one could ev accuse her ofir youre doing something right, when | chewved, and cheed, and
ing to draw me out. ‘B thees a you should just keep vkang and cheved. éllied beef loafit turns
reason they call arts andletters not over-think it for a little bit out, isa kind of sausageofe the
isrit thee? | mean, thes an @rto  becauseoyive got that vibe; that caeful use of that phrase, though.
writing, yes, but theése not the pat of me wanted to tbw some Imagine taking deviled ham and
samehing” She lifted an elw to thing. The pat of me that has to stuffing it into a sausage skin, then
point it at her husband, gesturingnaintain a public life just normalbaking it or fying it. k doesit turn
casually with the same arm holdirgnough to go as unnoticed as possad, but ifs not complete mush. |
up her glass of winet'sinot like ble, though, that papf me had to tastes of salt and bland flesh, so
writing musicor, saypainting.” ride hed on eerything else inside theres nothing @makable thes. I's
| know what bait smells like,and it won. just meat-flasred stuffyou put in
and | didrt bite een though | was Mary Lou was clearlyying your mouth and qu chev. | was
definitely in the mood for itnstead to come up with something sheheving alot of it at once, and |
| just shugged again. “Bybe sol could say inesponse to that non-cheved with meciless sloness.
wouldrt know.” Saying that was reply something that would cemenChen. Chew.
had - the parof me that staed in her conersational victgrbut | cut Chew.
a one-oom apament oer an her off at the pasy famming my Franklin was watching to
appliance sterin Asheville for #v fork into the slier of jellied beef see what | thought, wieas My
years while | learned that landscapeaf 1d gotten and shing the Lou and Kathy and étb looked
are so impdant to the histor of so whole thing in my mouth. like they wre waiting for me to tep
ple oer dead.
| swalleved the slice, raised
both egbiows slaly, and then lift
ed my handswer the table. | was
vely caeful to gie the impession
that | was either going teach for
other food or | was going ty tto
coer my mouth befer piojectile
vomiting. | let that second or @&
stretch out, and then keached for
the plate with theest of the jellied
beef loaf on it, ceed a geneus
length of it and lifted it onto my
plate.
“Delicious, Fanklin.” |
nodded at him, and then smiled. “I
had no idea.”
| picked up the entr sev
ered potion, one long and gasy
tube of dull beige-pink, and bit it
off like a candy haMmmmm,” |
said, tonelesslstill smiling. | took
another elaborately sibite. “Yes,”
| went on, olling it aound my
palate, pausing to let the bouquet
expess itselfthen jawing it again.
“Delicious.”
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amound tavads the windes at the paranoia talk out of the blue so | sat

After that, Kathy e@ntually front of the house and theestr at the table and watched the living
picked back up the mantle of €orbeynd the others all stad in sw room and fger Fanklin stood in
versation and wer that yke prise. the bay windws, watching the car
through the est of dinnerShe tried “Hear something?” Kathyin the drieway and narrated for us
to talk about the astic side of - askedThe slight temor in hereice as the guy got out of his car and ran
gramming - elegant designs, smodadibld me she andétb and Fanklin up the font walk to the door
operations, helpful commenting had gown weay spending the last “Whats he look like,” My
and tried to use that to tie into writ fifteen minutes walking on eggd.ou asked, and&nklin shugged at
ing in an attempt to build a bridgeshe was jumpy her in the dramatic, both hands out
between me and Mty Lou. Herb | looked at her for ato the side, both shoulders pumping
helped her out as best he could, antbment and nodded wads the up and dwn way of an actor on
ower time it turned into f@anklin windown. “Thought | heat some stage.
and Herb and Kathy talking aboutthing, but it could just be my imag “Hes just some gy
how corporate gictures obscer ination.”The others lookedwads Franklin said, but it was cut of§ b
the ceatie effots of the individuals the windavs, too, een Mary Lou, the doorbell ringing frantically:
in their emplyg, no matter hew ce- and then | hedrthe horn again.  RING-A-RING RING-A-RING
atie any one of them is,eavif “Was that a car?tdnklin RING-A-RING, and then the guy
ewely individual in the organizationlooked out in that generalefition. stated beating on thednt door
is trying to be @atie. As they “l...” | paused, consid=t, and shouting somethingwouldit
turned into the Bd luck Cluh went on. “ld swear | heal a car make out.
grousing convivially about the dhar accident just a second .Adoset “Arerit you going to ansav
ships of cubicle farms,a Lou down the last of the cemt biscuit. it?” Mary Lou had stood dm the
kept watching me eat as | finishé®ut, you knaw, it could be any table and wasying to shout wer
off the est of the plate of jellied beehing.” | looked the other diction the noise, fanklin looking back at
loaf If Mary Lou was onto me, ifat the FFench doors off the dining
she wanted to watch me for whatexoom and ®iles was still sitting
er it was that raised the hair on thbere watching me. ét a petty
back of her neck, | was happy tgood gauge of wheremd stuffs
give her something innocuouslgoing davn, but he can also be mis
bizare: a taste for jellied beef.lbaf leading. Hs only job is to ptect
ewven smead some on a biscuit anane. F people a dead in the stet
ate it like patéo keep her on herhe doesnreally gie a damn unless
toes. | smiled the ergitime. I’'m one of them. Killeon the other

Franklin had just askedhand, forgot ®iles just long
Herb and Kathy if theyere ready enough toun to the fence and dtar
for him to bring out desseand yapping his head off
they had made the appriate nois The car horn sounded
es about he it was too much but again, closer this time, and the
theyd love to tiy a little when legal  headlights splagl against thedint
ized two things: Erb and Kathy of the houseThe horn was mer
were lovers and thatd’just heat a insistent than befey and Fanklin
car accident in the distance. walked to the émt windavs to sur

| doubt it will surprisegu vey what he could see d&y the
to learn that ampies hae emak- shiubs they placed therfor pria-
ably keen senses. | desgeeching cy “Someonis just pulled up in the
tires and a car horn and then thérive,” he announced.
distinctive tin can arnch of metal | knew that somethingew
against an obstacle and | could télad was about to happen becat
from the sound that it wasopably from outside | could heamies

three blocks away stat to growl.
No one else had hdat at
first, so when | looked up and | wasft going to stdrcrazy
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her uncerinly His hand hadin and a practiced eep of her other his wice strangled and high-
moved fom the blinds; he hatin hand shd undone the dead boltpitched. “h, god, v hae to call
moved fom the windw. “Ansver and yanked the dnt door open. an ambulance, | just ran some guy
it,” Mary Lou shouted, andThe stylied, decorates ukulele on ower in the swet.” Gher than his
Franklin took two hesitating stepshe back of it - tinywith three wvoice eaching for the top end of the
to the doar In those f@ seconds, strings instead of fquittle wooden scale and shaking wildie sound
the guis shouts had become lesphees suspended on twine sudd petty togetherShock, I figued.
complicated and mercoheznt. that they would bang against th&urned out | was right, because he
Whateer he wasejling befag was strings when the door opened interrupted Mary Lou when she
just a muffled jumble of syllableswanged a wild chand the others stated to say something in
but now it was easy to make ougll jumped a little in anticipation ofresponse: ‘B...” He shook his
Help me, thes been an accidén@, what they might see. head at her and she was quiaeit “B
was sayingelp me, please; | need to The stranger on theirthen it happenedgain’ he said.
call the police. doorstep was, in fact, just some guy We all blinked at once.
Kathy and Hrb wer still He was in his late 8®r early 3§, “Franklin.” Mary Lou was
sitting at the table with me, and Hressed in khaki slacks and a soligy calm. “® and get the tele
noticed that they had brieflycolor oford button-up His close- phone and call 911.r&nklin was
touched hands under the table, bottropped black hair and his coffeeick to obeyand disappesd into
looking to the other foeassurance.coloed skin cooperated to makéhe kitchen immediateliylary Lou
Definitely laoers. They wererit him look a little gunger than he had neer taken her eg off the kid
going to do anything, and it didn might actually be, and his widej r at the dogrand this time he let her
look like Fanklin would eitherl eyes and choked speech indicat&lk. “Now” she said,oice egn,
stated to stand upmy napkin that whatesr had happened out‘Tell me exactly what happened so
falling out of my lap and into thethere, he had just mostated sob that we can helpou.” She eached
middle of my plate, but My Lou bing over it. His head was turnedout and took the kisl elbav and led
had aleady made for the dodhe away fom the house, in the d&# him out of the doavay into the
guy was still tap-dancing on th&on hed come, but when the doorfoyer, and closed and locked the
doorbell so | couldnmake out opened he whipped baclkowrd door behind him. |d sank into an
what Mary Lou said to her husbandand stagd at Mary Lou, lips quier armless chair beten two large,
as she ent by him but it was ugly ing, for a long moment beéohe fake plants - a chaiml’pretty sue

and her face was set agl lzar an said anything. Mary Lou would only let someone
anvil. With one twist of the knob “Holy fuck,” he mumbled, use in the @nt of an emergensp
the kid at least had that going for
The Blotter Magazine 'S him - and took two deepagged

breaths. Actually first,” Mary Lou

book publishing imprint, .
©OK pUbishing fmprin added, “Hhe you checked on either

PencilPoint Mountain of them? D they need first aid?”
and www .paintbrushforest.com The kid shook his head and
present | ree, his egs vent wild all of a sudden,

a collaborative, all ages, fine arts book illus-
trated 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
purchase prints of the original book art, to
make a donation, and to order your own
copy of Tree. Or find us at many fine local
Triangle retail locations.

Thank you.
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his pupils wide like saucers and tlagund his egs. Theyre dead,” he one hand, against her other arm. |
whites bulging out at m&ust me mumbled. And... theylookdead. realied she wasying to mime
when | say that | kmothe look of They look...reallydead.”"We were injecting something.h8 thought
mortal teror on a human being.sitting in silence, and then the kidhe kid was dig-addled.

This waghat and egryone in the went on after a second or two “OK,” she said to him, tak
room ecognied it flom firsthand “They look like théye been dead aing a step back, andaRklin doing
experience ordm ancestral memo long, long tinfe the same,ewy casually'So whas

ry. Kathy and Hrb both held your name?”

It's inteesting, actually their beath, and Mry Lou wrin “Jeremy’ he coughed.
theres beenaseah done on this. kled up her fahead.What do pu “Jeremy’” Mary Lou said
There is an elutionay adantage mean?” vely gently“We'e called the police,
in people looking all crazy when “I mean they e corpses,” and theye on their way to heln
theyre eal scad. (he aticle about he said after a second. “I mearethéhe meantime, | think if e&vgo out
it said, basicallyhat its hav cae- were corpses in the estt.” side and look agaimyre going to
men kng when someone was eom “Dead bodies in th&tee?” find that yuve imagined some
ing up behind them. Bottom line,The Mary Lou Reinholdt that asked thing ety terrible and & shaken
when one person sees another ptris question was not one humayou up \ety badly’ Mary folded her
son do that - @p wide, pupils dilat being concerned for another; shends together indint of her“Do
ed, whites of their ey just allver was the wife of thegsident of the you want to go outside and check?”
the place - it mduces fear in theLondonTowne neighborhood asso Jremy looked at her with
obsever as wil as the obsed. t ciation. his ed-rimmed &5 and then
triggers the fight-or-flight meeha “Dead bodies... walkinglooked ®er to the door and shook
nism. amound,” the kid said, and then héis head violentl{No waylady no

It does not trigger that inturned to one side and puked hiway’ he panted. “D way am |
vampies because a lot of the bagjats out all wer one of Mry Lous going back out ther’

human instincts simply shutwdo plastic plants. “Well, &emy thats up to
after the B Bte. That doesh Franklin chose that momentyou.” Mary Lou was 110% conde

mean it gigs us a warm fuzzyto emerge &m the kitchen. “I scension. ‘i going to go see, and
though. h the meies, i always called 911; they said the policBll be right back.” &oe angne
Dracula unning aound with that would be her soon.” ¢ looked at could say anything - though
stupid grin, his fangs hanging ouwll of us, looked at the kig/iing to Franklin did at least open his mouth
like aTV antenna got stuck in hiswipe his mouth on his sleev for just a moment - sdewhipped
windpipe, people saming up and looked back at Bty Lou. ‘They the fiont door back open and gone
down the counyside. 1 isrit like said they @ aleady closeypso it out, pulling it shut behind her
that for us, noteaallyWe - vell, the would be quick?’r&nkliris expes Kathy and Hrb vere look
smat ones, anyway -ytrto awid sion was one of confusion anihg intently at one anotheboth
creating fear as much as possibbEwilderment. Muy Lou looked hands still clasped under the corner
Fear gets people talkingaF makes down at the strangethen up at of the dining oom table, and |
it had to keep something se#cand Franklin and made a motion withcould hear 8iles gowling again
it makes peopleverreact. When
humans starshuffling asund and
looking to each other for guidanc
we star hoping theye got their
torches and pitchfks well out of
reach. Ear makes people dazy
things.

“No, they doh need first
aid,” the kid said, shaking his hea
| wondeed what the hell was taking
Franklin so long with 911. ‘@
they..” The kid thiew his hands up
to his face and pushed back the sl
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outside. Killer was lkamg his stu she was exactly in charge of whddor behind gu.”
pid little walnut of a brain out.dN was coming out.ight or flight is She still wasnvery capable
one noticed as | slipped infget not an instinct many peopleearof listening and just stood taet
silence out therénch doors onto really at home with anyneorin stated to get antsySurely they
the back pah. | may be a lumber their insulated little les. would notice us emtually right?
ing fat-ass but anyawpie woth | stode up and clezd my Surely they would sensee were
his salt at least kwe his way throat fom about six feet backhee: smell us or hear us or see us or
amound some gauzy tains and a Mary Lou whipped aund with somethingThey vere dead, gah,
simple door latch. wide egs, took a moment teqog but in the meies thas always ho
nize me, then turned back andt happens, rightb8eone seams

The back yarwas silent for looked mutely up the s8t. | took and then theambies all stop what
a moment when | stepped outsidetwo moe steps to stand beside heheyre doing, turn slely and
Killer ceased his yapping just lorand follaved her gaz charge. legally didit want to be in
enough to look at me, anthi®s Three corpses in their onethat scene of the wme. | always
growl stopped as soon as | was in hisie Sinday best &e staggering hated those parthe worst, when
presence againorthose f@ see mindlessly in small cles in the some idiot loses their shit and gets
onds | closed my &y and openedmiddle of the stet. They wer ewryone else killed.
my ears and let my sensd@saut probably thity, maybe fdy feet | put my hand aund Mary
acpss the ydr then eer the fence awaylf they had noticed ustythey Lous chin and turned her head so
and into the adjacent lots, on oudidnt haw much in the way ofthat she looked me in theegyith
acoss the neighborhood. | coulghaving it. They just turned and all the foce of personality | could
hear televisions in seal houses, aturned and turned again, arms stifhuster| drilled into her mind with
cough that sounded like it woutdnby their sides, hands clenching amdy avn and said, ety distinctly
get better anytime soon — had to henclenchingeflexiely “Go inside and lock the door and let
Old Lady énkins, the one with all Youll not mind | dort no one in or out.Theres a eason
the in-home car — a couple of describe their faces. why the Count always gets what he
radios tuned to a local call-in “Whu...” Mary Lou was wants when fealone with some
request sho outside the mind of someone whbody in the ampie flicks. My

| could hear soft footstepsould form wais for the moment. foggily turned aund and stéed
on grass, someone shifting their feet It is said that ther ae stumbling back teads her font
back and fah. stranger things in heawvand e#n, door

| could hear shuffling, shoegt cetera, and they ‘aikidding. | | watched her go, checking
scuffing against asphalt as thougtkiaow the world holds some esotermmver my shoulder to see if theethr
drunken man ere staggeringdm and acane shit becausm lone of walkers up theoad had hedrus or

the steet. those things myself but | had erevanything, and as she mehrthe
And another seen the dead literally walk. | meafipnt door sheeached for the knob
And another wee all seen the mies, right? | The door opened beéorshe got

Very softly |1 could hear haw, anywayshit, for a solid thee there, though, and r&nklin Not
Mary Lou praying under herdath. decades all | had to watch at niglirank poked his head out.

| opened my &g, and the were old meies on UHF channels. “EVERYTHING OKAY
night was gone. dkness is no These fellasererit exactlyNight of OUT HERE?” he called to me,
enemy of mine, and these oldseythe living Deadand vererit exactly unnecessarily loudile was scedl
can slice right tbugh it. $niles was FrankensteilNo one could confuseand wanted to demonstrate to
watching me, waiting patiently for ahem for a mutant or a junkie on &\eryone that estything was m@-
command. | signaled him to stapad batchThey vwer dead things, cisely OK out hex
and vent out the gate to theofit plain and simple, walkingoand. | head the scuffling in the
yad. They did not moan, they did notstreet stopand turned aund to

Mary Lou was standing athiss or hal, they just turned in look. None of the walkers ew
the curb on the grass, looking onslov circles, aund and aund, looking at me, but they had turned
way and then another and shiftintheir ees locked indnt of them. towads the house, and theorit
her weight betwen her feet. et “Go inside,” | said to Bly, door and the soge of the shout.
lips were maring but | doit think  vely softly “dust go inside. Lock theThey staed shuffling tvads the
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house and their stiff arms t&drto
twitch.

I will kill that man befer
they dol svear to @d | thought.
What | said, haewer, was glled
over my shouldefGet her in thex
and shut that fucking door!”

t

CONTRIBUTORS

Richard Ong is a renaissance man whose colorful career spans from
working in the engineering sciences and information technology to
short story writing, poetry, photography and painting. At the moment,
he is engaged in writing a screenplay for an independent action film
company in California. Richard currently resides in his cluttered, musty
bedroom office in Scarborough, ON, Canada.

Michael G. Williams is a native of the mountains of Western North
Carolina and has lived in the Triangle area since 1992. He believes
traditional publishers have to make one major psychological shift to
survive the explosion of self-publishing and ebooks: publishers must
transition from acting as gatekeepers to acting as guides. In an era in
which anyone can produce anything and put it up on the Kindle store
traditional publishers must begin to market themselves to compatible
authors rather than the other way around, offering their expertise and
market access to help creators make their work better and more wide-
ly recognized. In addition to writing almost exclusively in first-person
about vampires, private investigators, magic and hackers who live on
the moon, Michael is also an avid runner, walker and bicyclist, player
of tabletop roleplaying games, reader of books, decade-long partici-
pant in National Novel Writing Month (www.nanowrimo.org) and he
occasionally reviews comic books as Klarion at
www.pinkkryptonite.com. The character of Withrow was created for a
game in 1998 and Michael has been writing him ever since. Michael
can be reached at michaelgwilliams@gmail.com. Visit www.robustm-
cmanlypants.org/perishables for information on obtaining the rest of
Perishables.

Phil Juliano lives in Minneapolis, which may or may not be the
Asheville of the ice-fishing and indoor-mall-water-park set.
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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

School is always a goodain
bad-deam. | cah find my

schedule. | canpull up my

| dorit know anyne in my cla

pants. | cainget to class on tin’f

and | calh remember anythi

about the subject. dffway,
through, Kl like to go home, bt
the traffic of other students g8
my feet in an agonizingly sl
linoleum slog den hallways tha
all look alike and jut atcnitee

turally unsound angles. | wanf
go home, | think, but wheris
home? d it my paents old
house, long sold so that th
could etire to warmer climes8
it a beach house full of memo
of fine sunny days® it my evn
first apamment, or first pw
chased house, or is it the hou
live in right nay, with my family
and my cuent life? tfange hw

| cart grasp all that and jupt

shav up to class on time.

MEH - Chapel Hill

— \J

to

ey

es

se |

Final Tidbits: We'te thrilled ly the esponse to the Lainer@ingham Mwel Avad. S many of gu
are out thee eally waking at the writing game!e&ch eading - getour child or grandpant a copy ofree published
by Rencil®int Mountain (wwwpencilpointmountain.com,) an imprintTie Botter Magazine nlc. What is an imprintt’s
what happens t@yr right cheekbone wheouwyae a wise-ass todader Hlyfield. Need karmaeparations? &ke a donation
to The Blotter (wwwblotterrag.com.) W a Botter t-shit while youre thee, we're almost out and want to place anothechme
order And, as always, visily local independent bookstofaithful to a fault and with plenty of air-conditioningip Spinning
in circles, askingWhele hae | seen that girl in tthger Gmesbefoe, or was it something | neisrember in a dam?” @en
a book, turn on the local jazz station, grab a handful of pistachiosy ddidy- thees some concern aboouy car title,
and gie someoneoy like a kiss, they deseit, and if they ddnwell, you da Got it? God!
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