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5§ 'Room s”

,'| When | arried at college in the fall of 1977
brought some changes of clothes, avmlial some
sheets, and thatabout it. | was lonely —eev
though | wasnbut a half-hour &m my folksnewn
home — and | didnknow much about what was
coming at meWhat | did knav is that this migh

vely well be my last shot at somethiegembling success.

You see, | was terrible in high-schdbht is, | washbad, but | was so bgd

at it. 1d muddled though four gars of academics wiheeed ky Algebra

and Geomety, sleeping duringriglish, skipping@nish class, ddiwng
during G/m, and windw-staring out at the world during any of my-¢glec
tives, selected specifically for their wwadotthiness. M lifestyle at the
time would be apppriate fodder for aver leel netwok mid-season
replacement sit-com: nagry funny desperatelyepetitie, and painfully
predictable.

| slid though eeything else during those foeays. Rase understand

didnt smoke dope, didmget laid, didipaty, didrit spend ill-gotten gains

on rock conces, didrt trash anything, raly drank, didhhilariously drige
my car into a swimming pool.el | didrt even drive. | did pine tragi
cally after someey pretty smar and talentedoung women, who | su

pect saw me as something that woeldteally need to be scraped i

gunk fom the sole of a good shoe. | wasted good teachingelemigx

library, and fairly lenient pants. h other waods, | was a slackeesy
befoe the wadt was ingnted. | was gnge befa the 8attle style wases\
assembled and assigned a musioal ¥&foe StegnTyler eer sceamed
the wods, | was a high-school loséfter a couple of false t#am the

Navy and in thenty-esbf the enty leel woking world, | came home,

with the expecteasults. N real plan. N viable prspects. A bad hair

cut.

But truth be told, back then, in the forgiving if sapely self-intested

post-Metnam world, therwere almost no train-wcks a teenager cotldgn

walk away ém, een if somehat battexd (and deep-fried). "Omy avn

(mostly) wlition | took the SAs (that W ignoed for a couple oégrs) ang

tested wll enough to be an inésting experiment for some college wi

least a warped sense of decé&hopt humor)

And | met my oommate, Rwey

Many people make friends eagsijorit. Thank goodness, he did.aM/

people a happy to get out on theivio, away dim home and their fam

ily. I had aleady demonstrated my difficulty with thig\dy was as happy
to be heg as a clam at high tidee Had about the same amount of gtuff
as me. Mre books, though. édwas quiet, but friendly.et me pick the

side of theaom | wanted.Told me his name and | told him mine. e

Jersey he emaked, but made none of the typical jok&sure aYankee,”

he concluded.Where ae you from?” | asked. “@se @eek,” he said wit

v

—

a grin, knwving that thez were just as many funnies to attach to his home

as mine.
OK.
He seemed to kmowhat he was doing in elit counterpoint to my lagk

1%

| think it was right kdrknev that it was mbably going to b

of knawing. Fr example, it was his suggestion to take our class sghedu

and go out and find our class&kis on a Bnday afternoon when other
students e unpacking, hanging posters, wandex@gto see what the
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fraternities and sarities vere doing, going dantown to find the colleg
hangouts (@n though none e open on alBe $inday) Then we vwent
to the college bookstomhich was open ourfélay and bought some ne
books, pencils and all of his textbooks. | helped hirtloam back to th
room, as imm@ssed as all get-out with their maisess. & | said to mysel
So thisis what being a student is.

He had an alarm clock, | did nd¥e went to beakfast together in the €
teria congniently devnstairs in our dorm. eRurning fom classes to t
room, ve studied beferdunch. Mre classes.aék to thedom. $udying,
then supper| followved his lead, studying whesgrelre did. | had no id

so it seemed the right thing ta doassumed all college students bd
like this. &mehav | suvived to my first Rday “Heading out to the ol
homestead,” | told him that afternoon. | had my lauatirpacked up i
the same suitcaskdrrived with, along witheiading material for nexéeks
classes. “OK,” he said.eé&Spu Sinday’ “You going home?” | askg
“Nabh, Il do my laundy hee and hit the librgrtomorow” he told me.

waed goodize and made my way @&s tavn to the bus stop that for a epp

ple of quaers would drp me right in font of my pagnts house. Usprised
the hell out of them that night when | sat on the lioongircoucheading
a textbook.

And so it vent untilThanksgiving. | hung out with mgamie egry week

day Our room had no radio, no televisiolle walked den the hall to the

common oom to see &ygieackson beat up on thed@yers in theeBies

then went back togad some mer | got my first college grades, anaesthp

my folks what '8 and B look like.They ver justifiably surprisedo #ag
|

Iéy Christmasd'figuied out the right amount of studying, ardmet some
of the other folks living on the halew out and had a beer or two &

stated having fun.We would go dentown to the college pubs onday
ewenings, or to theaight oom beneath the gym and | wouidttr keep ug
with his militay presses and benches.w@ went to the maies, or eer to
watch a basketball gamestéad of making a beeline back toabm rafter
class, @ sat and talked about ourseler just girl-watchedVhen spring
came, | was a full-fledged, confident college kid.
| became a ptty good student in the endotN\yreat — | was stilebellioug

and silly and wanted to argue and occasionally mess and chase gifls

and go to the beachutBhat first semester withaf2y made all the diffe
ence. ®ing in the pom, him at his desk, poringeo Calculus andhlysics
while occasionally spittingoal into a [xie cup; me lying on my bed w
my fishing hat jammed @Wa on my head, eating Canadmts!and ead
ing Basmus and Chaucer antinJ Bunyan and Krouac.

So thanks, my old friend. | doknow whee Id be if yu hadft been thes.
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CAUTION

Q: Why did the chicken
cross the road?

A: He was a cluck-off.
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“Mermaid s”

by T amr a Wil son

lurking insideWasps might buzz
out of the honesomb holes with
their stingers poised likevaong
hypodermics.d’been kissed la

When | was

ond grade, Bddy splurgedyb

going imagination. Be can draw ko
through a mermaid phase in-seshe likes.”

wasp on the lip once, or saiia
said. That old fellev gae you a
At least she hatisaid it smacket The stinger poison had

taking us toWeeki Wachee. | was dumb to draw pices. Bly sent me seaming for the better
spent time afterads in the car was being his usual selbking pat of an hourlt was the first

drawing the fish women withthe two ars beteen us seemsummer | couldemembemwhen

their beathing tubes and theitike ten.
hair floating out like octopus

arms. | dew in lipstick and
spakly jenvelry and a cigatte for
one of the mermaids.

Billy wrinkled his nose. cope with sticky @atherHorida

we still lived inTexas. Mma split
Wel been gone for s&v open one of her cigdies to
al hours againstdrhé wishes to make a tobacco plastent tast
stay home in ént of the electric ing those flaky bwn bits made
fan, the best way she wné& me gag.

We piled out of the car

“Nobody can smoke undesummers had newvageed with and saunted to the gift shops.

water’
“Those women caryou
saw them inaal life.”

her Sultry weather gav her Freshly harested sponges baked
headaches to the point of nausem \endorstables: delicate finger
a scourge that kept heworfr sponges, frilly baskets and tough

Mama smiled as shéeing the mother she wanted twools.

exhaled behind cateegunglass be.

es.

“They caih smoke can Srings, fonge Capital of theducked. The

they Daddy?” Bly said.

Our father checked his

Air Force cew cut in the ear-
view mirror. “No, son, they can
and | wish gur Mama wouldh
smoke at allwill you tell her
that for me?”
She shot him a look.
“Mama, addy said—*
“I head.” She gound the

butt into the ashtragpdjusted her to touch the sponge, not so much
out because it was unclean but f

headscér and looked,
towads the scb pines and bill

boads. “Let pur sister use he

» Writer's Resource
. \\‘, From Creation to Contract
A

Laine Cunningham
Toll-free 866-212-9805

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

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

www .blotterrag .com

“Catch.” Blly tossed a
Tarpon round sponge tad me. |
oblong ball
World,” Billy read the billbodr bounced its way ass the coen
Daddy steed tavad a crete.
paking place near the sponge “Fraidy cat.tls not alie.”
dock. Mama sighedThe last Daddy put his hands on
thing she needed was anothbkris hips. “8n, pick that up and
cleaning utensilh® used a largeput it back.”
yellov sponge to clean the bath Billy sniffed it and made a
tub ewery other daybending and face. 1 doesih smell dead.” H
stretching wer the parelain that shuffled ger to the counter and
didnt look ditty. | neer wanted did as he was told, but he poked

“Hey look!

Word by Word

editorial services
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at moe sponges piled in bins anchythm on her fagarms. & didnt own a BEarbie, so she
buckets. hadrt wanted to go on the out helped think up accessories for
‘Do sponges swim likeng in the first place.u8days mine. Ohce ve emoed the
fish?” | asked. mornings wre for chuch, she spiked plastic indgédrom an olie
“They aerit fish,” Daddy said, and @day afternoons forjar and declad it was a coat
said. They stay put on the ocearneading the iBle. rack. Another time avstripped
floor. Divers ha® to go get them. “Then consider this call the band fom her fathés cigar
In the old days, they held theiing on the mermaids,” dddy Elena said it could be a ¢&oll
breath.” said. 1 was only after agmise crown, though my Brbie wadgn
He pointed to a life-giz of a seafood dinner did shesgiwa princess and ditineed one.
mannequin waring a defs suit in, though the only food ed A sallev-skinned man
a hunded times marbulky than seen so far that day was a fisbked his head out the door and
the mermaid suits a¥Weeki sandwich. sizd up Mama. “May | inteest
Wachee. | imagined holding my | busied myself with a disyou in something, nan?”
breath long enough to fetch @lay of shiny tiger clamsn$e “Ask Mr Tour Cuide.”
sponge head first.was a lot of were packaged inside of the othddama pointed twad Daddy in
trouble to go to for a sty brush. and ceered in plastic to be soldhis khaki slacks andst-coloed
Billy ogled a miniater as a sef’he smaller ones woulccrew cut. Like me, he haceak
version of the der in a shop make pdect dishes for myles to fill in the p&s of his skin
whee Mama leaned herudrrette Barbie doll while the cofai bits that wererit pink when w got
bouffant hamlo against the doorof coral might turn into some sunburned.
post, her arms folded her thing else if | thought hér Daddy looked\er at us.
chest as her fingers tappexhough. EEna, my @ban friend, “You kids want anything?”
It was a signal to think fasiilyB
blurted that he like a tiger clam
and of course | wanted the pack
age of shells. &ha, upset that
we were taking so long, slammed
the passenger door
The man asked daldy if
he was in the séce, which of
course he was meothan happy
to admit. They talked Air éice
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until Daddy told both of us toyour life, Eastad.”

take our stuff to the casdgister

Mam& fuse had burnedhim that crass name be&fobput |

I'd neer heat her call that folloved. ®mething unean

Not that day or any of the days

had shifted at the sponge docks.

to the nub B the time w got rememberd the moment thatlt had flavn out and stung us all.
back to the carHer cheeks split the time when | kmeeery-

flushed, she held herdbead in thing was all right betit was
one hand and fanned herself witti.

a madmap She didrt look up

t

Daddy turned suddenly

until Daddy handed her a smaBolemn, shifted the car into

paper
Heat.”
“Gale, wu

bag. ‘@f you,

Dear rewerse.

We neer did hag our

shouldit seafood dinner like heoprised.

waste money—"

“Just open it, but be @&r
ful. It's a fragile thingpowu see.”

Her anger appesat to
ewaporate as she unfolded the t
sue paperinside was a pect
disc with a folded piece of pap
titted The Legend of theaB8d
Dollar She examined the suga
white object with the outline of &
cross ande3u's piece maks like
crucifix pictues in the Ble.

Mama ead the note
attached. fl the sand dollar is
broken, tiny white dees will fall
out.”

“Is that tue?” | asked.
“There eally a little bids in
there? Hw do they athe?”

“Theres one way to find
out,” Daddy petended to grab
the shell ’tm Mamé& graspbut

she slapped him awéMot on

Best In Show

The Dream Journal

real dreams, real weird

Please sen excerpts from your own dr eam journals. If nothing
else, wd'love to read them. We wont publish your wh ole name.

mermaid@blotterrag.com

| sleep so much in my car - waiting for afidio finish theiy
school, extra-curricular things, spaents - that | hasbegun tg
hawe deams, althougham sitting upright, in lmad daylight
often with a seatbelt strappedssmy waist and cheghis had
led to some awfully peculiar things going on in my dozing

near lRescott, Ariana. | hear the humming wheels and e
roar of an eighteen-wheeler peelinghdbe highwayhumping
on the seams in the caater, and tart move my legs fast enoug
What if | just duck into my shell? Am | far enough into the
to just veather the storm of theitk going ? M/ neck bobs up
and davn in anticipation, thuds against the elisvside winde.
| wake upmy sunglasses agkareat on my ow.

JM - cyberspace

by Phil Juliano

OH, SIERRA,
| YOU'RE SO SWEET
AND YOU'RE SO g
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| DON'T KNOW IF
YOU'VE NOTICED BUT
I'm NOT BOYFRIEND
MATERIAL.

SPENCER, YOU' RE
SO LUCKY TO
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skull.
In one, | am a ttwise, tying to make my way ass a highw%
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“Mermai d”
by M orgu e McMil lan

When he saw her for the first time
sitting thee on a pedestal

in the cente of a fountain,

sun shining upon white marble,
the eflection burned hisey.

Water dops sp#ted like diamonds,
dizzy halos all@und her

pearls wre coering her body

as her nakedness was hidden

by long hair aund her shoulders. telling her his @lams and feelings,
while she patiently would listen,
He went back late after midnight, all his angeall his grief he thw
scenting basil in a sofeke, against the baled figue.
all the stars ab® were twinkling,
saw her face illuminated One night then whenuna was back
by the lights placed in the water in the same spot as the first night,
suddenly he saw her winking,
The dais business was gone/no lifting arms, then yawning, esicthing
and all chattinessplacedyo like awaking &m deep sleep
constant murmur of the fountain,
left her wrapped into the silence Then she looked at him intensely
of a lonesome summer night. while the sdace staed crackling,
crunching, beaking into pieces,
Closing in he saw the mossy but her wice, nearly a whisper
fine gaue ceering her fishtalil, lovingly cagssed his name.
as the stone still warmth waesaltining,
on her egs the water felt like “For loves saKe she said, “ please help mg
tears under his gentle fingers. to get davn from this pedestal,
tell me if yu truly love me,
Every night he wnt to see her then with legs like ey human
I will walk with yu foeer”
“I am scagd’, his wice was émbling,
“but be sue | truly love you’,
and vigoously stdaed scraping,
wiping davn the stony pieces
his bae hands began to bleed.
Red dops fell darn on white marble,

www .blotterrag .com
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rosy petals formed aleq

and the fishtail faded wig,
vanished back into the black night
while two human legs appezar

“Come with m& he calmly whisped,
took her hands and pulled her slightly
off, away fom the pedestal,

“gquick, awaybefoe some other

people seeyr naked body

“What does naked mean?” she asked him.

“I's it bad to look like | do?

| donit know of any evil,

nor intended neither random,
is it bad to be like me?”

“you ae wonddul”’, he ansered,

“but youre no longer a mermaid,
humans use to hide andeo

skins and minds and souls with fabric,
ne\er trusting one anothér

“What is lee then?” she spoke sadly
“Not accepting, noespecting

the uniqueness of each aqther

neer learning, teachingpging,
fearing ne things to discer?”

“Thats the curse of human being,

love ignoed and war isuling’,

sighed and dragged her to the doqrstep
“you forgot what | havtold yu

about death a glimpse away?”

“I remember alloy told me,
lovers, soul mates, friends ae,
happy that w found each other
we'le connected mofore\er,

seie with lore and hope each day

“Maybég, he eplied unceain,

“but | hawe some trade to manage,
I'll be back to bringoy clothing,

we can then go on with talking,
please stay leeand wait for me.”

Kissed heturned and left the home;
she walked each anémgvoom,

found his shts and put one on,
thought and walked and sat and slept,
waking up he still was gone.

Two moe days and nights she waited,
pondeed all they had been speaking,
wandeed cying, hoping, praying.

On the thid day she decided

page 9
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to go out and sedr for him.

Oh what pain was moappoaching,
left her tembling, shaking, shouting
angrily that it could not be,

when the neighbours told her sadly
he had died 2 miles away

She ran dwn the steet with anger

found the place ofegn and fleers, that her shirturned ed fom blood.

and betwen theasespetals

lay a ed and shimmegirciystal “I will leawe this world of saww,

whispering with k& her name. back into the waters for me,
see my sisters and mgtbers,

Falling on her knees angiog but his lee will stay faner

about death without a meaning with me in this shiny gstal.”

she picked up the shinystal,

pressed it to her heap tightly S she walked on to the seaside,
slovly went into the water
swimming faher fom the bayline,
diving deep and always deeper
towads the d&mess on the gund.

Pain she felt all of a sudden,

ears wre aching under @ssLe,

Breathe! her lungsew soeaming at her -
but too late, she mowas s

she no longer was a mermaid.

CREATIVE
METALSMITHS

& Kim Maitland
L 117 E. Franklin St., Chapel Hill

, > )
19-967-20
Mon thru Sat 1lam-10pm - (losed Sunday - 933.8226 T com
111 W Rosemary St. (arrboro  www.carrburritos.com Weekdays 11 -6 = Saturdays 10 -5 « Sundays 12 -5
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“ " As Chicken appeched
Done the truck, Bown paused a full
by Ar thur Le vine minute befoe joining him.

The each took an end of

the bundle and dpped it in the
‘Whats done cannot be undobneturned tavad the wrapped bun freshly dug pit.

Macbeth AtV Scene 1 dle in the bed of the pick-up and Chicken scooped a sib

eyed the ditch. full of dit and dopped it in the
‘Looks plenty deep topqe.

Chicken tried har to

keep his mind on the skliing o he said

inci ' ' ‘Say Chicken, @ire doin
benegth an incisor of a moon ‘She deserd bettet aht aifty o o the’g
peeking out bm the da&k ~picken said. agnt, -

clouds. ‘We done as besteWnothing else &vshould ought to
‘Whats done is done,’ he do is thee?’

told his cousin Bwn, there airt could. t looks plenty deep to ‘You mean like say a

me! .
no bringing her back. 0o . prayer or some shit?
‘\?Veﬁ, its like pu say | wish things come out ‘Nah...I was just say

q is d o ) othemwise. ing. .’
Oge ISh Onaeﬁb uszgll’ng ‘0 ‘Only one way things ‘Well its over with’
undo what canbe undid: come out. #erything comes out ‘Yeah is oer with all

Chicken paused an - o
leaned on his smj_p %OW it does, is 4ll. right. Airt no undoing whét

‘Th ti h
‘Best to just put her in the el was fmes WheTaieady been done.

thi th houldeh .
ground and lea her ther and be”;%SBve\:lteter?ﬁan et)k/]ei/ osl?muldaY Take a look, Bwn', Do
go on about our business. Aftgr- ~'\ - it look deep enough toy?

all, washlike it was did on pur ‘ - L Brown bent to check and
POSE. P Thats just hev it IS chicken swung the steb had

‘No sirWerert like it was Chick, Theres some times, thenygainst the back of his cossin

: : ' i «c thees other times. head and watched him topple
done intentional,’” said®&vn, ‘if ‘She just wouldh let pp

you had done it intentional, thery; oo face fawad into the pit.

thatd be another thing ergly’ : . After eery sheel full of
They dug for a?goog bit Thats the touble right gt the sound got a bit fainter

ther. I she would ought t0 Ofjy;t \yhen he finished Chicken
not paying any mind to t_he f'rS‘Lha\le, then things maybe wouldy 14 still hearor thought h
few drops of rainThen Chicken ould s earor thoug e

leaned his skiel against theokd might hae’ _

i - ing.
![oolclgétép and vent behind an oak “There was times. g He thew the shael in the
The rain stopped, then . The drizzle @ into a pack of the pickup and after he
in i - i ' turned the key in the ignition all
g?]gakn algam |r(1]I a I;]ght drlzzice. 1 sceved up | really pq hsaf was t);\e enginge.
icken listened to the peeps ol .o g esnything up' Then hoe bulled. a df
a bit, then looked up at the kar pu

‘Her being he she was, \15) fom his pack, pulled the
naturally things was fucked. UBighter fom the dash and
There wererit nothing intention thought for a minute.

ness andubbed his chin.
‘This should ought to
hold hey he said.

| about it ‘ ’ [
Bronn. shook the last® & OEJYou dort get many Thats that,” he said.
unfiltered Cgmel. trm the com- chances. bkt doft get any |
bled pack in hiswveralls, then had one and | fucked it tip 3
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“Con scien ce Dreaming
by B ria n R oss Pals

Some days bak to the dull purr
of thunder stick dumb ly the suis coming.
Woke
early one such dawn, the justice
lumbeed slavly from an old mds
slumber to the
oak
wadrobe, wher he leaned
a moment
to quash the persistence of hesualr.

Hed been a woman,
striding
through a field of figroffal,
firing blindly with a wooden rifle
butted betwen her barright arm and
breast.

Flags, Hiitian possibly

had whipped and popped in ciretewind
at the tops of long, bent poles.

Arag

wrapped her face to thegy

Detonation stun and nothing.

Blink.

n
leaked like smoke tdugh the

.13 T hermido r”

defeated émts dead

clouds.

It gently smudged the judge
brow

to nudge him sm imagined battle
to the pesent.

Hrst a bath, thought his honor
a lull to ponder
the curent case imlving a pung man and,
of course,
a gun.
Mulling the matter as his mamsrwater
he doffed hisobe and,
diffidently
stepped &m the bathwom scale,
the naked wight of him illegible
on its fogged
dial.
Delhomme, the nurse, took his arm,
helped to pp his body in the hot
pool,
and affied a pine plank
desktop to the tubside.

kl{
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October 20 12

hearing, a formality

for an app&nt madman wlthopened fe
in a public mdet. The judge

drummed

at the tubtop and thumbed the brief
The accused, a student odrtity-two,

had posted a manifesto, a dumb polemic
against, someWwpthe goernance of wds,
of wods forms.

Its logic battled language with
misspelled syllogism:

Theefoe ve dont alle them cordf

of the gmmar strctue

Theefoe ve ae conscienceainers.

Theefoe ve ceate new letters and n@nqarnciations

to replace the alphabet

To allav any of it would be to alloinsanity

obviously

but justice demandedamity:.

It had to be hedr

With a gumble of suanderthe judge
slumped to the edge of the tub

and hung ther by the base of one arm.
He felt himself humming,

with a warm rag molded to higgy
and a wooden pencil

\

The Blotter Magazine 'S
book publishing imprint,
PencilPoint Mountain

and www .paintbrushforest.com

present | F€€,

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 organiza-
tion.
Check out www.paintbrushfor-
est.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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dangling fom his white fingers.
| am a sleeglker who taed off the alar

Another woman,
seen ne rather than experienced.
The scene is of dider in North Africa, Algiers?
She waits amid a cityscape sharp with triangulate
pennants,
whee the wooden, crackling sound is of & ggople
In Soe griedance,
their language shrill demotic code.
In hijab
to her indecipherableesy she is waiting.
Her steel blinds in the sun
as she @ighs it against a man and histisdang
drub.
No blink, no nudge.
No tug.
Vessels in thedken blood spasm,
and a tub of water cools to still
plasm.
Your honorzalled [2lhomme, after some time.
His name had beemiad,
but the judge had liked the honorific,
had alleved himself that quaint
neoformalism.

www .blotterrag .com
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“Thr ee Way s”

by B ria n R oss Pals

Slit pea soup

Seam ose fom the dishrag

and my face was so wounded

to you, | could tell,

becauseoyrs looked like hell

with a ough pad cut though it to me.

Locust ve.
The eening minutes staggdraway

Final Tidbits:
Our annual long-form fiction
contest is coming!o &e the holiday
- buy your sveetie a copy dree pub
lished ly Rencil®int Mountain (wwwpen
cilpointmountain.com,) an imprint ®he
Blotter Magazine nc. What is an imprint?
It's when Leondo daVinci leaes his
thumb too long in the beeswax of his hgrse-
and-rider sculpter Need pur karma
tweaked? ke a donation tbhe Blotter
(wwwblotterrag.com.) W/ a Botter t-shit

while yure thee, theyll keep pu calm if

not warm in the blustgrautumn beees.
Visit your local independent bookstokind
and gentle people that theg.afop ask

ing, “How on eah did that get way up
there and go find a mop?”pén a book,
turn on the local jazz station, davdity-
chai-latte, callour bank and apologizor
neer balancingour checkbook - they div
for financial humorand gie someoneoy
like a kiss, they degeit, and if they
dorit, well, you do, doih you? @t
it? (ood!

like people bm a bombing

and emptied us of all but one avtaft unsaid.
The anser to the dar was anything,

In tongues as soft as &nped.

Dedicated bench

Whete your woice trailed off was not to fello
not as sad as psilocybin made the sky
not as safe as alcohol made #gekseem.

CONTRIBUTORS:

Tamra Wilson , of Newton, NC writes, “Mermaids first appeared in the 2010 issue of Southern Women’s Review. As
info, Home at the Lincoln Hotel was the creative thesis for my MFA at Stonecoast, University of Southern Maine in
2011. Other portions of the novel manuscript have appeared in Rockhurst Review, Colere, MoonShine Review and
elsewhere. | have published stories and essays in more than 60 journals, anthologies and magazines I'm a Road
Scholar for the N.C. Humanities Council and critiquer for the N.C. Writers Network. My first collection, Dining with
Robert Redford & Other Stories, was released in 2011.” Her novel “” won third prize in this year’s Laine Cunningham
Novel Award. *** Morgue McMillan writes, “I have known your magazine for some years due to your presence in
Second Life, where | am known as Morgue McMillan. My RL name is Marieluise Niehus. | am a native German writ-
ing in English, living in Plymouth, UK. I'd prefer to use Morgue McMillan for publishing as that is how | am known all
over the web. ‘Mermaids’ is a lengthy poem (unusual for me), and it came out one night after reading ‘The Kalevala'.”
*** Arthur Levine of Rockville, MD, tells us that his work has appeared in numerous print publications in four coun-
tries. But not to overstate the case, none of those publications were “The New Yorker,” “Vanity Fair” or “Harper’s. Ed.
note: Dang, Arthur, you beat us to the funny. Nicely done! *** Brian Ross Pals of Cedar Falls, IA writes, “I am cur-
rently a student at the University of Northern lowa, where | read poetry for the North American Review. | am submit-
ting to Blotter primarily because | have fond memories of my years stationed in North Carolina, where | encountered
your magazine at the Regulator Bookshop in Durham. Please tell me it's still there!” His work first appeared in Inner
Weather. Ed. note: Last time | checked, the good old Reg is still there, up the street from EImo’s and around the cor-
ner and down the street from Mad Hatter's Bake Shop. Ya gotta love Durham! *** Phil Juliano is part of the Chapel
Hill-esque arts scene in the Twin Cities of Minnesota. Well, it's Chapel Hill-esque except for the really cold part.
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