|

]

c 12 lo{tter




The Blotter
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Martin K. Smith.............. Bblisher-at] | Working title: Another open lettgjust in case
LargeTreaster| | In recent times writers and filmmakers hasited the end of the woild

Marilyn Fontenot.............. Drector off [ from a number of diffent perspects. Contagious diseasestier un

_ . Dewlopment | amok. Asteids with pinpoint accuraambies that fuel up on our mast
Laine @Wnningham............ Rblishing| |5 rhid morsels ampikes that lee us and ddrieae us — w seem to hav

Consultant | - 4aste for the lack thef Rather than aid it, it can be fun to t

Brace Boone Ill............... Maliketing ataste lor the lack teet ather than It, It Can be Tun 1o temporay

Advisor| | 1ly embrace it, &dm time to time.Why this is | do not kng as | sit ang

Richad Hess......... Pograms Dector| | watch the mostecently tiod episode ofheWalking ead | suppose

T.J. Garett............. &ff Fhotographef [ dorit worry so much aboubmbie hodes. Nt from Atlanta, anyhw.

Quick thought: her would Honey Boo-bds family fa either as or agairst

Advettisers and @bsciptions Contact{ | Zombies?The \ery mind boggles...

Martin k. snith | | S0 how do | see the end of the world®ll, Ive always foundephen

M_K_Smith@yahoo.coni | Kings The $andto be legenduiin its feocity and scope — the killer-djs

919.286.776q | ease which culls the dhep thooughly that good and evil can actually guit

ubmissions anddiorial Business tof | their mundane day jobs and take center ring in theeaiu end-of-dayjs

for a cage matchThat other inimitabl&ankee, Bbet Frost is rather legs

muscular in his contentce, ke, (pick pur poison). ks point is bevity

itself My girls just watchedddnis Quaid tomp thiough the sne to res

cue (thank goodness, says myethirgar-old) dke Gllenhaal in the

global climate thrillefhe Day Aftefomorow. Of course, their pegption

of tragedy is alternaito mine. | no longer egj@ full-on winter like

we'\e had thisgar so a brand meice age has ate@r...uncetainty to it

Marketing & Fublic Relations Contact | | \youyldrit appove of | did appeciate the baldony of North Americans

Marilyn Fontenot| | \yading a@ss the Rio fande; illegallyof course. And | woneet about

mailyngfontenot@gmail.com| the jdea that the tiirworld cahalways feed itself sellwso what arthe

919.240.4848 | plans when their hetofoe rather pushy ribiern neighbors descend gnd

FRONT COVER, “Paint Cansby [ | join them uninvited at the supper tabley difls cheed on that for g

Florence I. dhnson{ | moment and @nt back toake-watching.

Unless othewise noted, all contert| It'S weird talking to thiteen yar olds about the apocalypse. fednrgar

copyiight 2013 ly the atist, not the[ | old is in her salad dayhose moments wieethey cdinyet imagine failed

magazine| | |ove, boken deams, misspent actiofhey also ddrhawe a grip on hunt

The Blotter _is a poduction of !ng for their avn food or endle_ss s_uffe_riﬁ'@a_lt isZ either they camag

The Hotter Magazineric., | | iN€ it or theye actually experiencing it, which isa horor that doesn

Durham, NC.| | translate ell to television or ink in a comic book. | guess thiges|tr

A 501 (c)3 non-pfit | | because my girls ask me to pldnee would pu make gur 2mbie apoc

ISSN 1549-0351 | alypse stand and why?” with mbey dort watch my she with me, but

www.blotterrag.com| 55naently thee ae kids in their schools that. dé would rather they

played twho is pur fawrite Beatle?” like evdid back in those habcydays

of practicing hiding under fusion-bombgifrdesks. dually | want to ask

“what the hell is wng with us?” butri afraid that | will get an arew
dorit want to heamot fom my thiteen pur old, not nw or eer.

But I'll ask pu all — because Lst you to at least understand venéin

coming fom. E. B.White would ha& understood (and if atbty knav

about him is Ements of t§le, then get offour chairs and go get a bgok

of his essays.) eHup and left Bv York City and meed out to his saltt
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water farm after lgdehad just about enough of thee@War not actually
being the war to end all warsd like to ask him what was goingtigh
his head.Was he scadd? [ he think he couldun away fim it all? @
was it just too much all of the time@tt@& to use time wisely — getting
to feed the chickens, finding the clinker in the coal bgpeading sea
weed on the hayfield totrdovn into the soil. ust enough w&ron his

plate, thankqu. On the other hand, | wonder if his wife @gpted this

change of scegebeing out in the new-neer. Or, like Bva Gabor in Geen
Acres, perhaps she waedegiound in a fu-fru dressing gen muttering “I

get allergic smelling hay!"yguess is that thingsmvdiffeent back then.

E. B. didrt take her awaydm TV and indoor plumbing, take-out-Ching
and pll-on anti-perspirant. 8be cocktailluesdays with the office-ga
were o/er, and cab rides and windshopping andceplaced with the occ
sional tvhat is thasme®” (or What ishatsmell?” — six and sevand pick
‘em, if yu ask me.) ti8, I'll bet that he tradedefsh eggs for lobstand
that helped balance things out a bit.

But for E. B., this was fection. h the city was the deepest chasm ¢
Depession. @&ip lines?ves, but thag not what th thinking about. Mn
in worn-out suits, not quite so fine shoes, lestlegking out at somethi
thats no longer ther I's in the falling that the end-of-the-world grab
most sternlyyoour lapels and demands thatleok. e day w're cook

ing burgers on the grill, the next has stoowp#rs tramping intor&gue
Today the wife commutes to hewlygpromoted jobtomoriow a genetica
ly modified vius leaks &m a lab and begins its ioeble sgad though
the species. rQone corpse decides — in that unpleasant way that

hawe of doing — toeanimate and bite the medical examiner peckishly,
thats hav the world ends. iré and ¢e, Mr Fost, together and simultar
ously whether gu can handle it or not.

What ae my personal @parations for the oncomingification of the
planet? Althoughstquite beautiful they| dort think moving to Maine is
going to fix things. &F will wrapping the ppety with eight-foot-high

hurricane fence. dtl that | haerit priced such a thing. A lot of fende

Difficult to explain to the localdie Depot. Thirty-six hunded feet o
hot-dipped gabnizd, taller thanour aerage dead-guyou planning ¢
paty?” And thas all the humor | can find on the apocalypse, alth
many continue to yr

Most of us ignerthe cuent so blithely; make neal peparations for next

week, next month, nex¢égr As a cultuw, our lack of financial planning
legend. @r educational planning is disappointment personifiad at®
tude tavads food is immediate gratificatioNfe see the end as so far..
there, literally and figuragly that it is not wain any considerable atte
tion. Like dust motes that flutter befors but do not prent our focus o
the thingright thes the end is paicular and inevitable. eBt to igna it,
yeah?

Garry - chief@blotterrag.com
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“ " an unconscious impulse says they
Top D rawe r are too valuable to disadyror at
by T hom Sc hwar z, RN CHP N least minimally  impoant
enough to sav | suspect that the
same can be said fooang girk
diary or the contents of a laly
Yingerie draer although | haw
o personal experience esiv
gating in either of those. (OK,
thats a small, white lie, but I
' digress.)
My fathes pistol, such as
it was, was the sinf a safety pin.
It held a single, miniscule charge.
It would be laughable to imagine
eal bullet had been made for
hat gun. h any egnt, my father
didnt appear to havany in his
possessiort. e did he hid them
at and much better than the
n itself It was made of nickel
d in its style itesembled an
early 1§ centuy firearm, if
firearms had been made to arm

My father kept a pistol inleft enigmatic to futer genera
the top drawr of his bilgauThe tions.Young sons so as not tc di
bureau was heavy oak with sturb their placement examin
stacked draavs it stoodwer five these oddities saeptitiously and
feet tall. Although | nev meas uber-cagfully Will he notice?
ured it | couldit poke though Are they teasued and alueless
the top drawr until | was a tall, meaningul or meaningles3pe
gangly adolescent, “juseffeet,” only person who kms for cer
announced the school nursein is Dad and might nev sit
when | was in the eighth-graddown with a curious son to
nurse. Ror to that | stood on my explain each itemoSons —like
motheis cushionedawity settee, me— take matters of famili
making sue to pull off my diy archeology into theirnen hands.
sneakers betol stepped up on A fathels top drawr
the deep maon \ehet. Up thee should only be examined on
| could poke thwugh the flotsam Tuesday afternoon when the ol
and jetsam of my fatfgelong life man is not liable to pay a surpri
that lay hidden in his top draw visit. Rimmaging though some
The odd contents ofonés top drawr is tantamount to
many a mads top drawr mean reading someoseemail or let an army of field mice. Gl
something impaant but their ters. N one sas old letters forexamination sheed that it had
histoy and meaning @roften no reason; they ewkept becauseout two maing pats; the trigger

Word by Word . )
e The Blotter Magazine S
eaitorial services
SHARON KEBSCHULL BARRETT book publishing imprint,
AUTHOR, DESSERTS FROM AN HERB GARDEN P |P . t M t .
AND MORNING GLORIES (ST.MARTIN’S PRESS) enciiFoin ountain
SKBEDIT @ SHARONKBARRETT. COM .
SKB: LGS LaChilas | Coy and www .paintbrushforest.com
HTTP://S HARONKBARRETT.COM
Thorough copy editing present Tree’
reasonable rates a collaborative, all ages, fine arts book illustrated by members of

for authors, helping you get it just
right before you contact
agents or publishers the Orange County, NC, area. Proceeds

from Tree support the Haw River
Assembly, a NC environmental organiza-

Paintbrush Forest, a group of artists from

tion.

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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and a striking mechanism for theoadwalk game during his honman Uhcle Fank. Bit he negr
charge, pmered ly a spring the eymoon. | like the honeymoorsaid a wat about the miniater
siz2 of a large pamthesisThis scenario best | imagine my mottpistol. Maybe hd forgotten that
tiny gun (I hesitate to use ther shaking her head at the little lay among the mysteries in his
term ‘weapoh for something soboy in him as she @aimed, top draver After nearly a centu
puny) was bably assembleg b“Just what | always wanted!&@ Hry of living its possible to mis
a platoon of housgves scatted took the eal stoy to his gras, place a stgror two
ower the counyr who vere sent along with the back-stoto the On the other hand, some
monthly consignments of par gold and onyx pinkie ring, the 3anecdotes, while they may be
in shoebxes fom the factories in by-4 inch black-and-white photcentetaining or educational, may
inner city Bltimore or wral of the yung woman who wasbe too shocking or too easily-mis
ArkansasThe arrial of such a most assedly not my mother constued ly young minds.
shipment coroked a gaggle ofand sesral other mysteritems. Bluntly stated, ther ae just
neighbors who gatleer at the The contents of his top draw some things a dad shottidhae
hosts kitchen table on bitterseemed to belong to a man Fdiavith his son —or aoye. Like the
Febuary ewenings.There they nt know. time he playfully pulled the trig
drank bottomless cups of coffee | think eweryone, egn the ger on what he thought was an
and compad their husbaredl most loquacious, has stories thagloaded Army pistol and nearly
bowling scoes while their hawert told anypne; my father blew out his best friefedbrains.
increasingly #uritic hands end could cetainly be counted Or the time he took his buddies
lessly slipped the pistol gsaramong those setikeeperdhe on a tour of Nwburgls
together like prays beads slid tales he shed vere terrific, neer Prohibition biothels. 8ch tales
ing though blue-giled hands. failing to enthrall me. As hignight gie the impession that

| donit know how the most attentig audience |what was OK for a father was
assemblersewe hied or their brought out the practiced sger also acceptable behavior for a
probably pally pay scale, buv& teller in him. fries fom his son. And that simply wésso |
seen ads for similaryt@uns, Army days.t8ries fom when he dorit think it was what my slight
magic tricks and decoder rings amas a scad little by visiting et  ly doddering da meant to cegv
the back page ads dfopular aties who only spokenwhen he told us those surprising,
Mechanitsnd ‘Boys life’ when Czechosleakian. Teaful stories long-suppessed storiesofin his
| was a bp | neer asked my about $aks, his long-lost dog.nursing home bed at age 92.
Dad whese he got his gun; thatSories about his hermit-woeds The fact that those stories
would hae ewaled my knal-
edge of its existence and her--
my snooping. & pobably
bought it when he was 10 or 1.
about the age when | found it i
his top drawr Maybe he won it
in an acade game in Ashur
Paik. Maybe he won it in a poke
game at summer sailing camp
a teenagerMaybe he deftly
snatched it with emote-con
trolled long metal clawsin the
pile of pries of an AsburPak
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were so long in coming, so out odiraver flotsam and jetsam intavife, a mysterious girl smiling
character so, well, hilariously their ovn top drawrs. | would from the winda of my old 8ab
shocking also casts doubt dmae done the same, addingodel 93 station wagon. All that
their \eracity He told them in a Dads mysteries to mywa. stuff will cause my kids to think
sot of semi-senile shband. Putting his pistol with my pocketthat maybe they didirknow all
They were ewaled during hissun dial, a pair of string-slendeheir old mais back stories and

final othewise-quiet g@ars. ¢ silver bracelets and the photo ofsecets after all.
smiled a lot and spokeny little, girl who is most assaity not my |

foregoing his earlier long-winded

appoach. K eminded me of
other aged patients | leavaed
for as a hospice nursehey
addess sons and daughteys
names that eerit theirs, or say
that someone who died decad
previously had visited them by
left just befar we arried.Theyd
forget their spouses ealy
much to their sadness, betaill
clearly snatches of other-la
guages that no one knehey
ewer spoke. &l wondeed if my
fatheis stories &e tiue or mes-
ly random flashes of neurd
synapses that seemeeé tio him
and theefoe woth sharing with
his confused chilein.

| dont know what hap
pened to [@ds pistol, the ring
and the photograph. After h{
enteed the nursing home mos
of his belongings soon disa
peaed.They vereri in the draw
er of his bedside table after
died; s, | checked. Wsister
and bother did a magnificent
job of arranging the financial an
other details of the end of his lifq
so | suppose they gatteeery-
thing into a shopping bag whe
his oom was being cleaned out
dorit begudge them anything
they found. th sue they teasus
them as much as | would|
Perhaps they bught eerything
home and dpped all ds top-

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
NIGHTMARE

The entie tovn is made of metal,
highly polished, darand light, angles and spdser

The steet so naow, doomways solded shut
Trying to find a way inside a building to nailav
The whine and walil of metalestsing

Trying to block it out, closing ears with fingers

A huge, bael-like ceatue caeening
through the seet, its legs, if anyot shaving,
its body banging back andtfiometallically
one side to the othane tying to hide,

to not be anshed, &1y little lesvay

Closer and closer it comes, bearimgndo
Sceeching of metal against metal
The acrid odor of metal penetrating my nostrils

| wedge myself into a small opening in a wall
as the thing rolls ly, turns aound banging

and then comes back in myediron, whining,
rolling back and fdn, up and dan,

filling up the seet, leaving namom for flesh,
only metal, hak, shinyimpermeable

Paralyed with fearl feel I'n caught
Ewven without a head, it kns hev to find me

E. M. Earle, Chapelilf NC

www .blotterrag .com
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ground, way back when, araly
know what | learn? Right wier
we’e standing, on thiey spot,
thee once was a eaim whex

_ the Manhattan ndians used to
For forty odd yars my two down thee,” | smiked, the fjgh.”

“Thr ee-Pound Carpe Diem”

by M arsh a A. T eml ock

uncles wned a hawae stoe in lights being out and all.” “Ya dort say?” clucks the
Manhattan on % and ®cond ‘I could hear it wshing glectrician.

Avenue. Keryone kna the in. Anyways | had a flashlight.” “Yup.”

Gasnick bothers as the ¥® He acts out like lsechecking the “What do ya kne? Ben

Uncle Walter had the nose foifloor, squints for effect, and saysuried all these egrs.” The
business, but it wasntle ack dramatically“Looking into the plumber looks den at the
who entetained the burly pitch, | see this steam that gotigholeum whex thousands of
plumbers, electricians, paintetse fie, maybe six feet wide, an@otsteps haveoded the black
and veekend do-itgurselfers up on either side tterae these speckles and dulled the shine,
with his tall tales. dak green moss-vered ocks. | perhapsy)deerskin moccasins.

I'd just stopped yb the get closer and | hear this noise. “Now I'm so egited |
stoe to pick up a bottle afllilee “Jack, | s& to myself thee’s decide to go back upstairs to get
furniture polish in time to catchsomething underground 1 g0 my reel andad ... .”

Jack in mediases. “Had to be at back upstairs and get me a “And you just happen to
least fie feet belw gound plumb-bob and aline. | tw it hae a fishingad, didja?” | sneer
level.” in and, damn, if that gam dot All eyes say'Girlie, why

“You dort Say?" measue six feet deép dorit you shut up and |et0}ar
exclaimed one of his listeners. “No shit,” beathes the yncle tell the sty

“Lost quite a bit of plumber | plug my mouth with

inventory, | bet,” said another “I'm just standing ther one fist, and ball the other to

“Couple of G.” looking at this gusher andnl’ keep fom laughing.

There wer sympathetic wondering, wherdid this come “Course | didih hae a
scheezll apund. from?” He saews up his mouth fishing od handyWhat | had is

| figured Lhcle ack was like hés puzzled, next raps hig pent nail so | just made me a
well into a description of lasforehead with a fingetSo 1 go  drop line and baited it with a
nights spring denpour that upstairs and | go on theeNto piece of sperm-candi€hen |
appaently flooded the stes cel find out what was her under jiggled the hook for about div
lar.

“I go davnstairs and see
water bubbling up right thugh
the floor’

"Mustve been mtty dak
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minutes until | felt a nibble ...three-pound car@Not only did befoe it was a set; $ring
then a tug.” M uncle pauseshe catch it, he took the fisi8reet is named for its erstwhile
grins ear-to-ear'And when | upstairs, pan-biled and but springs; and therae sinkholes
hauled up the line, | had me #red it on a hotplate and ate it.in the city that may havbeen

carp’ Uncle ack died at the ripecreated P leaking pipes and
“A carp’ | hoot. old age of ninety-tee. | always runoffs.)
“And close to a the- dismissed his fish stoas pus As for a thee-pound carp
pounder!” blarney until ecently | ead an having swived under the cellar

Thers no question, myaticle about extending theetN floor in my uncléstoe, could it
uncle was a @nd pleaserThe York subvay that rivulets, canalshe a fishendor dumped one in a
men paed, slapped him on theditches and &lls hag been dis sever whee it might hag
back. 1 didnt matter if d&ck was covered beneath landfill andspawned? Carpe dnady, adapt
handing them a fishy lineor building constictions. 's a able ceatues. Assuming one
years he baited other customekaown fact the island offound food and therwas some
with this stoy. Svore up and Manhattan was once veed souce of light, it might havsuf
down that right thex, in mid- with water so’'# possible ther vived.
town Manhattan, He gone fish are ponds that connect under All 1 know is that when
ing in the cellar of &nick ground. (Canal t8eet in Laver the Hilton Corporation put up a
Hadwae whee hé& caught a Manhattan was a hand-dug canabtel on the spot wheGasnick
Hamdwae S$ore used to stand,
the constuction cew found a
rivulet under the foundation. All
these sSuppose & make me
scratch my head cept for one
indisputable argument against
my unclés bragging. W aunt
Ruth swears her husband would
nt know how to cook a fish if his
life depended on it.

T
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Fiv e Minut es wi th: Cl iffor d B rooks

Editor's Note: ood suppot your position with any back to Washington. r&all
friend dhn Gosslee, editor of of those hypotheses) towns in Mssissippi wishoyd
Fjords Review turned me on to come back for a visit.

Clifford Brooks poems. The Clifford Brooks: | wantedhe

volume The Draw of Boken Draw of Boken BKes & | made adecision to tell thettr

Eyes & Whirling Metaphysics is Whirling Metaphysics to tell a- good, bad, selfish, and heathen.

awailable at stoy with full narratie poety If youre going to tell a stprtell

www fjordseviewcom. We car (conwersations beten poet- the whole stgr More times than

ried it aound in our car togad and-eader) then much sher not the past is going to catch up

during those moments thater poems that can appear to beith you, anyway It only takes

readily agilable in a day - wait light-heated, confused, ortime to peel back the old wallpa

ing for school to get out, for theshamelessly unapologetic. Asper

wife to mun into the gocey real life, sometimes whattteed

store, outside karate oymnas under ons beath is mar telling Ed.: Are you an image or idea

tics classes.Those ae poety than a ehearsed personal epirpoet? you come upon the

times, if yu want. @ you can ion. When it felt right, moment idea for a poem, or does an

go on playing angrbirds, its up poems made their way into thenage catchour attention and

to you. booKs lineup They ae from allow you to go fom thee?
dreamy places suspended in

Ed.: Your collection has a quali “Hammock, and buotally honest CB: The Answr: Both.

ty about it in which the sum is announcementsaim “Inclined.

greater than the pts. Sme The Gatemails Hymn of

pieces seem just that — Blas, | am a Buthern poet. | bring algnoracium is the epitome of my

tastes of something that waditany of local sayings and mythdea poems. | wked for the

going though yur mind, rather that others 'm these places willGeorgia jugnile justice/elfae

than wholes. @pshots in the pick up immediately If you system for a decade. | witnessed

best sense of that vebr whee dorit understand the subtext, isome things that family did to

moments a captued. Not doesit rob from the journey family Kids ag smar Kids ae

abstractions, though; they ear Feel fee to ask ao8therner to strong. They had limits. The

too well crafted, asp and clear put it in context. Ve cut key poor wer always terrified but

to be just that. Rather like lay holes into memories of life ir

ers (of pu?) that a peeled backrural Georgia, and | havpost

as oneeads the whole.t feels cads fom New Orleans and

like only in the end, seeing all osavannah with sentimentallue.

them togethera eader is gan a There ae long car rides in @ad-

bigger pictue. Ik this sar of weay Oldsmobile 442. Youre

deelopment intentional when haunted i a Rtsy Cline song.

compiling wok for a book or Not all yur best friends hav

chapbook, or happenstance, aggood intentions. A gorgeou

am | being too petentions and womars wandering got scager

full of crap? (fust us, we fully all over the [®lta, then thown
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knew the pocessyheat. There hee in Ahens, (@orgia.
were some who abused thed§#ne snapshot poems,wwsser, Coleman Biks translations of
most desperate e?y day | ar sound bites, and get pencildgumi hae helped me make sense
decided HIll was too easy fointo a Moleskine. They change of grace, soulful music, and my
these individualsThen a light vely little. Christian faith I still watch with a
bulb went off wary ee. ‘Whirling” from my

| am obsessvcompulse when books title was ins@d flom
| love Dante. | hae beengading it comes to editing. | do bekevRumis ecstatic pogtr
and ereading his [ine lessis mer but a poet can var
Comedy for two decades. | wora poem so fine'stno good to At one 6'clock Fiday morning
deed:What if thee came a timeanyne. Without meat the poem Clayton took me to The
in human existence thateH becomes an inside joke. Manhattan Br in dovntown
wasfit brutal enough for some Athens to meet Colemaraiss.
misguided? What would that Ed.:Influences — who arthey The menavned translator was
place be like®Who would un it? and hav did they shapeoyr larger than life and made me feel
Religion is a fascination of minghinking/work? immediately at home. ntil the
It would be gry time consum bar staff ran us out of tekerall
ing.  Ignoracium became &B:Music is my biggest influ three of us talked about pgetr
hobby. | woked on it though ence. th tapping my foot as Ismall tevn rumors, a little bit
the majority of my pfessional finish this inteview right nav. about my oots in Qlethorpe
life in social seices. I've also got gat pagnts who County Towads the end of our
help me keep my shoulders backsit, | gae Coleman &ks a
Other idea poems ar “didas | hawe friends that dekv head copy of my book, and he asked
Noose Tawrr?, “Rawen in punches forinflated egos. | listeame sign it. | thought right then,
Memoriarfy, “There ae Hours, when | pray I've got good peo “Okay &sus. &ng me home. |
“Shouldering Dvorcé€, and ple behind me. got what | came fér
“Conwersations with &isy.
Lary Fagin was a talented merBefoe the night closed, the four
Examples of imagedriven tor who taught me to choose mgf us walked back t@is truck
pieces include: "Thinking in anwords, and their sound, e&ully whee he gay me a nely
Argument,” The Snall Now He was the first to s@éhirling released collection of his personal
andTheri and “Wolwes. Metaphysics in 2009 after | put iverse,Winter Xy, and another
into a chapbook-style collectiorbook he co-authed, The
Ed.: What sots of things hap The Draw of Boken Fes was Drowned Book. M Rublic
pen asgu craft a poem —damy written o/er four days, ireduay Relation Liaison&rsonal-
deconstuct to find the cog, or of 2010. dhn CGosslee BooksShephed, Hton Porter, suggest
is thee a lathe-and-plaster &&y worked vell with me for eer a ed we get a photograph. Mr
ing of moe onto a car that yu year until the bodk elease in Baks was mer than happy to
already ha@? April 2012. pull me in for a picte:. I was
sureal. |1 would near hae asked
CB: Narratie poems tend toEd.:Best ‘meeting someonefor the photo myself
roar out, and then | whittle themfamous story...
into shapes. A first draft can Ed.: Your ovn fawrite poem,
often be thity pages or merih  CB: A buddy of mine, Claytonand why?
some cases | will edit poems fdsnes, intoduced me to my her
years. Coleman Biks, who also ks CB:Ewerything written I
www .blotterrag .com
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Rainer Muria Rilke — it is impes like a inger in such an ent. ten. While I'm thee, It like to
sible to choose a single piec&lright then, what wouldqu do knock out some shatories, and
Rilke is my go-to guy (for a living?) if money @ no a noel thatls been nagging me.

object?
Ed.: Who wins in a slam: rbBst, Ed.: One last question...whers
Yeats, @hsberg or [ckinson. CB: Id like to be a personathe best place to get somatwr
Who would yu enter against tutor. One of my passions is edung done?
these four as a dahorse? cation in America.Yet, with a

black American ¥press Cal, CB: | get the best wodone in
CB: Gnsberg would make theand no outstanding debtséer my studyor on my famifg pop-
rest be quiet until another nightthink I'd scoop up aiefriends ety in Lexington, @orgia.
My dak-horse candidate for thimnd mee to Costa Rica. ldav
epic, poety-slam-to-the-deathsomevhee modest and teach
match is CharlesuBowski. English, Geek histoy, Sring

Theory, the at of Jckson J
Ed.: Ha! We were thinking Pollock, $onewall &cksols sad
about Bikowski, but he seemsdemise — to aoye who will lis

“l| eaves”

leaes a pegnant;
the color of evisted
peaches and plums.

Two by Cl iffor d B rooks

iceland poppies car

a rim aound an old, drained pool.
gadenias, confederate jasmine,
and blue iris elate a path

to our small cottage “Sunda y M ornin g”
created for strays.

One SInday morning while pumping gas

she told me stories about | watch two ratty kids
sex under a mosquito net, fight over a c_hocolate bar
two naked girls scattering lemon pegls, | Young shouting gws pofane.

a bg’s pavdered shoulders Their father is an aisriength away

against baar walls. _
Most businesseg ar

quietly i enteained still closed onudiday

the litigatoy The Suth is superstitious.

the fashionista, Those child¥n begin

the mom in need to beat each other like men,
of strange. then bleed into loken pagment.

driving east swishearsge tees,
shaing autumn,
stealing &m flaring fanches.
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Tootertow n P oli ce Departmen t Daily An noun cemen ts
and D iscussion of Er rat a Sheet fort he Witn ess Statemen t
ont he Coot Ed mond s’ I ncident

Whee it rradsvitnessrite inseeing-eylog,
owvner Add one-aad witness front of seeing
doubleChangesvidence may indidatsay
residence beside the Gikss outvas uled

a mistakas intent cannot mobe determined.

Leae intact all afteCoot Emonds skipped bail
on his purse snatching chefme refused

to sign an affidayiwhite outvictim was unfeeling
and write inunwillingvictim By the waysee

me if You knav what poetr puking perett left

a &ames [ixkey book in the toilet stall. Cect

the spelling of Councilman Afiskys hame to s-k-i.
Black out the phrasiquoed upand the wat shit—
leae the watt facedDelete ente sentence ending
with givinghim a hand joln its place inser

The goddangoat wanded into the asswalk

Do not change anything in the sentence beginning
Afronsky stumbled out of his car to check-the goat
exceptstumbledhould eadhurried We all knav

who got blamed just for being theredact

the entie paragraph beginning witle held
the goatybits chkeen hoeesSeel-toed shoe
salesman will be lkreon Monday LakeWiley
dredging begins 0700 tommar Depatment
barbecue is cancelled untittier notice.

Thr ee by Da vi s En loe

www .blotterrag .com



Apri 120 13

“Marily n,OrSomeone Dressal L ik e Her, Reads a P oem”

Only one moment exists, hasreaxisted—
which is to sayime feees when she
swishes her way to the stagest&ivall

to her figued speech, tnoeach phrase

turns, turns our &g to her fige; hav

her alliteratie esses all sound like,

seldom but sometimes sailorsedo scor

And her fricaties send whispers whisking
up the aisle3hrough her finged cagssing
of the peach sequined belt buckle intrigue
gathers—aqu cait say it does not build

desie in the poem.eSeral times\@r one
shouldera spaghetti strap fallspmising

an ending that appalls, but eedeliered—
you cait say it does not build tension in her
verse. @d bless helr guess Mrilyn is
nemwous, a delicate bead oéatglistening
aboe garnet lips and when dampness moistens
her cleaage, male hands ¢lughout the audience
dig for a handkehief Sharper than an angel
blade, her wit, | imagine.déaphors dangle
in midair like striptease | mean twpatists.
But, as far as what sleads, qu cansay

not a single man and &@@nly no woman
presentemembers a wbshe speaks.

“Do O ver”

Over this plate of ée range scrambled
eggs, whole wheat toast, and organic
strawbely preseves, | tell gu Love,

gadening this morning bet&n ows
of half-unner beans, a vision acc@sts
me, detaining me inside hexals gatep

whee | wait for the vine. | can nof
tell, when it arries, if male or female,
but its good mannerseano comfdr

when it offers me a dedaturn to eah,
live again the same life, butidwvthe pain}
I'd known, undo all the htil had caused.

And the catch Bar-because tkds
always a hook: no guarantee my peth
carries me back towy. What to do?

"You're waffling," therleffable suggesis.
But when | ask, 'IBce I'm hee, can't |
just stay?," iteplies, 'tis a vision, angl

you're holding up the line." ¥Love,
though | desead othewise, | could nof
trade my wn pain at risk of missingwy.

Yet, eading my opened heaecalling|
the spiteful mistakes I'd made, pain{i'd
caused to strangers, friends, and family

and kneving no man desess a secord
life with the dested wife gu ae, |
chose . . . "Whai®s pecious, I'll gg
right nov and finish picking the beanp."

vJ
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‘BurnOn”
by Davi s En loe

Music suwunds pu on the ocks at [@rlington
Creek with watéalls and a stand of canes as
backdop. Your hair is black,our body beautiful.
Both arms & wrapped aund knees pulled chest

tight; eys focused on something off to the right.
As though all ofgur futue emains unfocused,
the old snapshot is blad along its curled edges.
| know these falls and will somedesya child,

cut my foot on a loken beer bottle heerbut
a world war will first sep up gur sveethedr
my fatherYet who, | wondeiis measuringou
through the viefinder Your older sisterugh,

whose cloisted se@t and dsus-iee becomes
the buden that dries her guilt-craz\hee is
your biother Thomas, who suives Normandss
invasion but tenagars later perishes—hig-Alane

shot devn by moonshinerdhe truck driver who
happened upon the fyescene will become a sergeant
in my guad unit and take me to the old crash site.
When | offer to takeoy, you will whisper‘Let

him burn.” For now, hee by the ceek, safe, posing

in a modest bathing suit on a floral blanket—had
Thomas molesteayr baly sister ¥ this timeThat

is not the question | always lacked the courage to ask

www .blotterrag .com
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CONTRIBUTORS:
Marsha A. Temlock is the author of Your Child’ s Divorce: What to Expect...What You Can Do
(Impact Publisher, Inc.). This year her fiction and poetry have appeared in The Blotter, The Rusty Nalil,
Bareback, Airplane Reading, SouthernWomensReview, Writes for All and the Write Room; she is a fea-
tured blogger about family relationships for the Huffington Post. Marsha teaches English at Norwalk
Community College in Connecticut where she is continually inspired by her students. *** Thom
Schwarz of Pleasant Valley NY, is a Registered Nurse, presently working in hospice and palliative care.
He's been published in the New York Times Sunday Magazine, Newsweek, the American Journal of
Nursing and the Journal of the American Medical Association, and his work was read on National Public
Radio. He hopes to find a publisher for his Young Adult novel, Step Up, Peter", about his ancestors' role
in the American Revolution, as well as his memoir about sexual and physical abuse during his years in
a Catholic high school and his quest to forgive his abusers. *** E.M.Earle believes that what goes on
when she is asleep is as important as what happens while she's awake. A resident of Chapel Hill for
more than 30 years, a lover of fiction, poetry, classical music, philosophy and visual art in all its forms,
she is perpetually studying human
nature and seeking truth. *** After
retiring from the Army National
Guard, Davis Enloe of Greenville,
SC looked around for something to
do and decided one evening to
write a verse drama about the last
weeks of Eugene O’Neil’'s life:
“After a few frustrating days | real-
ized |1 knew nothing useful about
writing poetry.” That is when he
decided to attend a host of confer-
ences and eventually enrolled in
the Converse College MFA pro-
gram for poetry where he graduat-
ed in May 2012. Davis has new
work forthcoming in Main Street
Rag and Barrow Street and is cur-
rently working on a book-length
poetry manuscript. *** We found
Florence I. Johnson’ s print of her
watercolor piece “Paint Cans”in
the terrific little gallery The Joyful
Jewel in Pittsboro, NC. She gra-
ciously let us use it for this month’s

cover.
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