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As | type herit is inevitably@ing and the gunger one ha
a confirmed case of the flu, withdoate timing asevhae only just
returned fom a veek at sneyWorld. % she sits on the coug
occasionally lapsing into & dracking cough which causes m
glance at her indpidation, hoping that it is just a cough and n|
precursor to tlowing up | hate cleaning up afterdiming up I'll
not deny it.

Despite a slight fevand general malaise, slels her Kindl
Fre. Harry Potter, | think; the fouth book, which cost me
which | paid almost happilyezvthough w hae a hat-coser \ol-
ume of that book out on the pbrin a ba. Mrs. Rwling gets a ht
tle bit richeras does Amaz, but | doft cae so much about tha
because my goal is to help instill the lifelomgydbeading. Time
was | did carabout the format, but no longéhy twice, shame d
me? Mh.

This is a big deal, | think.h& seems to eanot a whit thal
there ae no paper leas to turn, that the boo&gides in the ether a
not on a shelf for her to occasionally Wnepassing and nkasisdone
— read that- in her evn eer-gowing tophy case of katedge
acquied ly the...bute foce of intellectual ingestion.r © that my
own private foolish behavior/argument for paper — with all its
audio-essay details about the satisfying heft of a book?

| do hae such populated shedywith ows in font of ows of
volumes blocking the titles and making my wife wonderRatinaps
this is my so-callephy case. Qs it a ariation of my legacy?r (
just a format for collecting dustawl| reached that place beem
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worlds, my old one and amene? ldw antiquated is the idea, and

how many of us still find, what — solace? — in boo&sHheled with
printed matter
Which begs the unintentional pun.owdmuch does printe

d

matter?Ten years in, & belieg that some writers like to be in print,

preferto be in print, and consider this aspect of thazecéterally
For them, is not enough to havriends heaoyr stories\er a fev
beers or to lebyr husbandead wur manuscriptver your shoulder
Or to be in someone édsenline blog orine. Q@ their avn. Only
paper will suffice.ven cheap paper (like ourspmgthing about thg

more tangible manifestation of the agois assuring, if n@&assuring|.

And being chosen is also a negetsador of this mrcess.The edi
tor is wanted — needed - if only to tell the wniter fiot this timé
in some way or anotheRlite is good. &kful feedback, bettdn
a reasonable time, a minimueguiement. And cainly to sayss.
Yes,pleaseWe may tast our avn sensibilities, buteatend to wan
that old chestnut,alidation, too Everyone agges with that, egpt
those people whose egas s large or mistaken that they (¢
requie the wice inside their head. And #tenothing wong with
that, | suppose.

Or is this megly an agecstatede@sponse to things1dér folks
want papeipeer ecognition, gcompense for efforyounger peopls
want...what? Ease of use (or sensiblergenge, pickoyr poison).
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Shaeability Reasonable cost. yMaughter gasps at the price o
book Im reading. RallyDad? tlis exrbitant, tue. | cannot explalir
why | thought it was wibr paying. Mybe | like caying it abund,
it makes me look dignified. aybe | need the individual pad@put
to better understand the usise of pages that @aome beferand
the, albeit smalleuniverse of pages to come. Right ong/i(write
or wiong) | tiust the written wakon paper merthan | tust the ele
tronic. Rrhaps becauseehdl1984at a formatie age. O the othe
hand, | justead anielevskisHouse of Lezan which it discusses t
transitoy aspects ofuth, and hav in the futue readers of mespa
pers and magazines willwieavs pictues as illustrations rather t
repotage. | believthat, but also belethat this@adership will di
with my contemporaries.

I worry about losing my edibility as my girls bec
teenagers. | anticipate someegegf my wn deterioration as
girls become adults. ust the written wakon paperand parof me
wonders he much they en want wats at all. Athe risk of denlv-
ing into that NPR audio-essay schtick again, | think thdssera
necessity to ayng person. ot an affection. ot a love-affairlike
they ae for me and those of my ilk.eld for jg. | read to causeyjc
inside me. Axthee yung people who gier egrything graphica
audio-video They seem to make no bones about a @itiging
worth at leash thousand wds, and so why bother othese? | ddn
fear insulting any of those people, as | just passed the eigid
word mak on this rant and lost them at the ¢erahouse turn.
dorit worry about books, they would.sdyerell always be bookK
Just not printed books. | doeliee them. The time will comg
when eading is too much like Wor For crying out loud, she me
the pictue, theill shout. h fact, cy out loud. Thats what w really
want. Yeah, and when all flmseanade &m adaptations of com
books and graphic vels, all galleries filled with prints madaemlg
those pagéesand animation cellsoim those maes, when all son
created for said m@ soundtracks and drawn for videtopmed ly
artists selected for their ability to dance, theati gome cying to me
You wort hawe books to kick aund anymae.

School awaits my elder child.th top of the hill @& stop To
turn onto our mainoad at this time of day theay is nearly impos
ble — the &n glaes mightily on the eastern hamizflush with the su
face of theaad. | cannot see oncoming traffic, cannot bag¢
because thes a car behind mehadling my egs with the flat of m
hand helps not at all. othg fowad is a leap of faith.xstential ang
ironic, if | do say so myseflfhis has been a feawf March eery
year and willemain so until my girls go off to collegaly@ pob-
lem for me for a@ek, maybe twd he Eath will move about thel#
in its time.
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We often use Bobco fonts, copy
rightedshaeware from the
Church of the 8bgenius.

Prabob We also use My Jne

Antique and other émvare fonts
from Apostophic Labs and othe

e fonts flom other soures.
AN
"I PRINTED WITH

in the Geat $ate of Gorgia!l
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The Botter Magazinenic. (again, a

501(c)3 non-pfit) is an education

URSHcern. @r primay inteest is the
furthering of ceative writing and

. fine ats, with the magazine being
means to that endVe publish in

the first half of each month and

enjo a fee ciculation thoughout

c the Sutheast and some other plac

too. Submissions aralways &k
come, as arad inquiries.

Qubscriptions aroffeed as a pmk
um for a donation of $25 or neor
Send check or moneydaer name

and addess tdhe Botter
i Subscriptions, 1010 &le $eet,
Durham, NC 27705. &k issueser
o aailable, 5 for $5nhuire ..
\ L?bs same Y e-mail:
chief@blotterrag.com
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CAUTION

Thanks for everything,
you good people, you
faithful advertisers, and
especially you, JP.
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“Candace”-anexcaptfromanu pcomin g n ovel
by P ete Paw sey

“This is a much betterhow likely it is that it camedim able.” There follavs a nightly rit
story, Momma...” Her oice is a me. ual of melodramatic shuffling,
happy chirp again, whichml’ “I didn't know you were pillow-wok, and wriggling |
vely grateful for Sheés right, of awake...” which is noasse for know well by nav. | let eery-
course. I8s \ety often right, of what | said, obously And does thing die davn befoe | attempt
course. nt even sere as much of an apolto continue. t not a fool.

‘I know, baly. Momma ogy | breathe in slely and
was demssed egsteday’” my “Well, | was...” Hr try. “How about nw?” | half
voice is sonwhat less thanMommé sarasm is sing in raise an epow | open my face
chirpy remembering ho | felt. this one. as much as | can.
Because as much as | want to  “Well, | knowv that nov. “Yes. Btter
shield her &m whateer | can, in Will you let me tell the stpr Yes.” Maybe.
this case therdoeshseem to be now?”
any point in it.

“That stoy sucked.”

Maybe.
N moneis on
Im kinda expecting amaybe. e does sayeé$ and

“nd’ at this point, but th going “M aybé with the same dezg of
| to keep goingegadless of what | cetainty, which iseassuring. 1O

flinch at the sound of this comexpect to happen. maybe it ish
ing out of my bays mouth, but “So...” (Wait for it). “So, once upon a time
| flinch a little moe knaving “Wait. Im not comfot- there was a...” Wait for it).

“A turtle? A fishy? A
sealion?” | can feel myegy
rolling back in my head andl’

powerless to stop them. ml’
TPC/DCM18 OFFERS COURSES IN

MEDIA PRODUCTION. FROM HOW -
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guessing this is the kind of thing
that makes me a terrible mother

| hush my sigh to almost
inaudible, but somethoit floats
out in my wods: ‘Whaos telling
this stoy, exactly?”

Shes unfaed. | got away
with it. “It'syourstor, Momma.
Yours and mine.”

“Yoursandmine,” | clard
fy. | see he it's going to be
tonight. Im too tired to esist.

As | tuck her in a little
tighter | dip one foot in the
water “Are you trying to tell me
something?”

She shakes her tuck-in
loose beferlve een finished my
sentence. “0l Nothing.



May 20 13
What?” 8és innocent. 8 has loud. $e looks at me puzzledo this. Nothing at all. er face

absolutely no idea whanltalk but I'll newer tell. is open like a question. | don

ing about. “Momma...” Her sec like this question. | want a-dif
| give her the gentlestond-eer wod hangs in the airferent one.

nudge with my arm, displacingike bait. | let it hang. After The sick feeling in my

her head momentarilyom the about a minute she dangles hstomach st&s to gie oer to

pillow, shaking out her loosénook again. dizziness and | stdo slide out

curls, curls that, too, erher “Momma...” And while of the hee and nw. | think

daddys. “®mething about the I'm trying to decide whether taabout my crazyeek and my lost
aquarium? Bout the beach?” answer or not, looking likeri weekend, think about the black
Wide-eed innocence thinking about it hat, she askseye Im covering and the bises
greets me. H& knavs nothing. again. And again. And again. dn my body Think of hav my
“l didnt say anything, Mmma.” thought ve were past this stage. little girl slept soundly at her
“No, you didrt.” | shake sigh quietly and turn softesy crazy grandrisaso that Mmma
my head slely and look den. | towads her could hae a plaglate.
wait for a moment until | feel her “Which beach shallengo | didnt know him well
eyes mee, then | turn my faceto?” $e turns her smile to lightenough to hand itver but |
up to look her right in the ey. This was not the question | wawanted him and it was no sooner
| breathe in and let myexpecting. decided than taken.
tired shouldersoll back sholy. “I hadrit really thought “Momma was a bad girl,
“But youd be okay with goingabout it, little one. Hd yu?” | baly,” | gulp it dovn like a
with me if | was going, righ™® can tell she has, perhaps a whdlewning girl gulping air
keep me company?” lot. She gulped too, maybe in
“Yes!” she chirps, bedor “l was thinking...” | get a sympathy for Mdmma. Maybe
I’'m een halfway into the sendread chill all of a sudden andjust in fear of what | might say
tence. Hr egs sayYe$ about dorit quite knav why next. | doit mean to punish her
five moe times beferlim done. | push though the sher for saying what she feels, but |
“Just so as | kmowhee and veakly let slip ares?” just cai stop my mouth &m
we’e at on this. | wouldrwant “...that maybe & could running away im me. | has
to hae to go B myself | pic- go find daddy this poblem all too often.
ture her olling me along some Now | knov why Her “Momma made a big
shitty boagdwalk in a wheelchair first-exer wod turns my stomach fuckin mess in the bed
but I dorit tell her so when theower when | hear it pass her lips. room, balp” | think
thought makes me giggle odtdont hawe anything to say back about my 8nday night
scubbing the blood &m my lip
off the wall abe the bed. Bout

The Blotte r M agazine wi shes to than k o ur my Sinday night spent hand
. : _ washing cum out of the tains.
fat hful adverti sersforalway s beingthere, Out of the fuckihcurtains.

| would neer tell herof

fortheirtrustinu s, for p rovidin g excelent course, but itaminds me of one

servi ce to their c ustomer s and form any time withWhitman when things
_ _ _ ) _ got out of hand. | wasot
yearsofi nvedmentint hislitl e magazine. expecting it that timeThis time

| was kinda hoping for most of

page 5
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what | got. Bgging for it, @n. couldrt look me in the &y but he was wide awakeelyexited
seemed equally puzzleg the to see amne to talk to | just
* whole episodeWe neer once wanted to go back to bed, but he
mentioned it again, nor did anyinsisted | sit don with him at
I might hae mumbled. | thing like it eer happen whileav the kitchen table — the one | still
guess he dilirhear me clearly were together But the memor hawe — and shara rag father-
His reaction to what he thought istuck in my brain like a thorndaughter bonding moment. |
said surprised me so much thatahd | could near get it back out. hawe klatiely fev memories of

didnt quite knav how to react. | him at all, and although he was
dorit remember what evwere * drunk, it counts for me as a
talking about beferthat, but he happy memagrof him. A mem
spun me aund when he My father lged bown ory untainted § violence or fear
answered what | nesr said. k& liquor. When | was a little girl, He slured badlya taste
voice softened measurablyrfr I'm told, he let other thingsof the collapse that would Kkill
its usual crackly shimess: divett him from his one tre lore, him in the end. ld wanted no so

“I love you, toQ” but in the time | kn& him, he much a corersation, m@&so an

| burst into spontaneouswas single minded. eHvases audience. | sat, halfway to
laughter like an ejaculation. “blute. M/ mother leed him slumping ger the table, while he
said...” | couldih stop laugh still, but he couldhreturn her blessed me with one of theayv
ing... “l loveweed love flom the place lkgotten few stories he passedvddo us.

And then hisegaction sur himself into He just couldh | felt for a moment like Scout
prised me en moe. Befoe Id find the way back.o8etimes he Finch, about to be ead an
een stopped laughing, his closesddept in the tick and sometimesinstructional speech on the
fist was in the side of my headhe slept in the pool hall. Andcatue of honar But this was a
behind my ey My ear rang some of the time efall havev funny kind of honor he told me
from the impact. M skin erfar hd made it into the houseabout. | was just hoping to get
snapped like elastic under hfsont poch or hallway or bath out without getting called

punch. My whole bodyalled off room. “Sport” or “Sugger’
the bed onto the floocrumpling Once when | was tiniie “When | was just a little
up like a bedsheet. came home in the middle of thelder than gu...” he slid away

Whitman looked half- night just as | woke ughalf- from his mind for a moment,
sory, but mostly just surprisedasleepcraving a glass of water uncetain, then coughed so loud
that héd caught me off-guir was goggy and disoriented, but thought h& wake the house.
and hit me harenough to tlow
me clear agss theqom. t was
not in the least in his na&uto
react that waynd | hag a feel
ing he was merstunned ewn
than | was.

| staed back at him,
open-mouthed, ghering like a

day-old fie evied with a sharpffi " 2= t B

poke. My mouth wouldh form B =
words for me, but my eg asked ‘ - s
him what exactly the fuck hqEEITTRITURYIERIET BT WYL BYTTEY 933.8226

thought he was doing? eH 111 W Rosemary St. (arrboro  www.carrburritos.com
www .blotterrag .com
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When he came back, | wasane ing. salted peanuts’tigotten fom a
hed remember his place, but he “When we were about vending machine sombee
was solid. B knev what he halfway thex, some smallalong the way | caught them,
wanted to tell me. thought got a hold of my dadkly opened them, and was about to
“My daddyyour grandpa, mind and he let it flash ass his pop a fev in my mouth when he
had a tuck a lot like the one Iface for an instant, like a $pastopped me dead.
hawe nav. Only his was meer jumping flom an old outlet. | “No! | flinched fom the
and a little heavier on thehad a question held fast in mforce. He gestwd, a little spas
mileage, on account ofwadar eyes when he turned his my wagnodically tavads my Coke.In
he traeled for wdt.” He sat but not a wad passed my lips.” Ithee! | cupped my hand @und
motionless for a moment, thinkfelt like ve were at last to the the neck of the bottle, letting a
ing of hav to get to what heedge of the cliffabout to look few tumble into the fizz and get
meant to say ower, about to see the wiemy ting a little buzz &m hearing the
“I missed my daddy wherfather wanted to sivome. tiny splashes. | was about to
he went on the @ad, so when he “My daddy nodded ataste, but | saw my warning wait
was home, | would grabeegv slon, grand nod and a quietng in his egs.
chance | could to ridecamd in ageement passed beem us. “And  the  finishing
the truck with him,” his egs got He gestwd with his hand andtouch...My ees flashed disbelief
lonely as he talked. | could seéhs wice: You each up ther as a pint bottle of cheapoln
hollow pain inside them. under that seat, tell me wioat Wiquor slid effdfessly out dm
“We were driving out to find. | did as | was told and Ihis pocket, adady open, and
my unclé&s place one time, outtame up with a cold-ish glasscioss the seat. The buck
acoss farmland, open fields an@oke that hd somehe stashed stopped firmly with me, with a
wide empty counties...” &4 underneath the seat without mdull and solid thud. El
talked slo, emphasizing eachoticing.” He smiled slely motioned unmistakably what |
syllable in a gentle, tendeflee acoss his whole face likeestr should do, and | stad to follav
tion of his eminiscence. lights coming on. 14 smile orders, my hand and theutk
“The truck just seemed toflashed mischief for a second abdth shaking badly enough | was
float, to fly The big, soft seatsl was lucky | saw it coming aheaafeaed of moe anger if | spilled
held me safe and upright.” | diaf time. the pecious liquid. | stam
not hear this toneew often in “Now catch thisHe meed, begging for us to wlo
my fathe’s wice. He was dram  tossed me a little packet of Landewn, just for a moment so |
could pour He booked no
argument and no insuloima
tion.

“Bo, yu better lear
hav...” And with that, he put
his foot dawn. And | learned
that day a skill | nev forgot to
this day Except nev | can pour
while | drive. My daddy gauvit a
name, the one | still use.

“That thee, what qu got,
bo...is aoad soda.

452 1/2 WESY FE#N’I-..I-IH CHAPEL HILL - 368-3308 I
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“T hr ee Short-shor ts”

by S teve Cushm an

A Cat, A Gar, An Accident standing they, staringat me: tracted kg a ringing cell phone.
Mom in a pink dess anddad a I'd been on my way te&s to
| didnt see the cat, ledy grey suit. Then hepushed pastbuy a ne/ blade for my lawn
felt the bump but | head the his wife. It didnt look like a par mower The cat wadrther and
girl, her too loud seam. She ticularly large émt yad, but as then it was. Thump. Thats all
was eaching out, twad my car he walked, then stad unning, that happened.No moe, no
but it was too latel'd killed her towad me, the grass seemed less. Things can change that
cat, flattened it. go on foeer. quickly
The girl was sem, maybe | expected him to stop at But he, the wll-dessed
eight, blonde and small in a puthis daughteto comfot her To father was pulling at my door
ple dess. Maybe she just say it okay honey or setie or and befag | could say anything
come home &m chuch—it whateer it is a father might sajne had me against the hot hood
was a \Whday afternoon—and to his yung daughter in shockof my car and he waslling me
let the cat outside, and for someut he passed her without the worst nameddleer heat.
reason it ran straight for tlvmd. word, and came at my car antie stated punching me and |
The girl kept sceaming, me. felt nothing at first, then the
her handdn the aiy when | saw | had not been drinking, punching and pounding arttie
the fiont door open, her pants had not been hungser or dis high, had sun eer his shoulder

20% off
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1Y Erdot bl St
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went fuzzy and | was gone while, safe and cool andedarwhat his jobhauling dead d¢es
knocked out, wakingp a couple for. The sor of place wher out of the foest. H dowe them
paramedics shaking my shouhings would be okayand | to a factoy whee they wre
ders, flashing thepen light into couldrt hurt anyone anyma. turned into furnitue. Not the

my egs. furniture you see, but the under

| could hear the fathels pats, the frames, the back of a
the sonofabitch dea#® killed Dark, Almost Nght dresser that faces nothing but the
our cat,crushed it like it was walls.

There was a lypa girl, a Ray dowe because he was
ing. The mother wagelling 909 and then nothing. t Was ,nning and driving kept him
her it was going to be alright. d&k, almost night when Ray,nning, kept him mdng, kept
looked eer and saw the cafloVe up Coutland 3reet, @ i 54 he did not havto stop long
thele, under my émt passengerdUsty pine &e-walled countr onqgh to think about whatdhe
side tie and | criedbecause offoad. This time he felt the 4o

what 1§ done, accident or notPUMPS as he hit each one of  1pg o the girl, and the
and then the paramedics lifte'€M. & stopped and saw theifog  appead fom navhee

me up onto astretcher and UNY figues stand and disappeafyain and again he hit them as he
pushedme into the ambulanceNtO the mist. Ray shudeeras ;14 eery night in his deams
and shut the door and the aif® dove on 1o Tulsa, 10 4 the st of his life. dBne
conditioner was on high and it €x@kana, taroledo nights he woke in a eat, others

seemed like a good place to be for @y dowe because it wage \yoke giing, and still others
¢ /1 OFF

" ROLLER DERBY TICKETS

nothing. The girl was still gf
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he woke with such a stdrat for but still in the dadt, almost night she shook her head and saiy, R
a fav moments he could nothe would see the ypahe girl, you knaw the woles. And he
breathe. and the dog and he would fednew the wles, so instead he told
He could say theirthe slightest bump He would her about his &ek, about the
names—Charlie, Kate, andtop the tuck and get out to famous baseball paywho came
Vincent—but he tried not tolt check and he would be in sontsy the baseball bat fagtavhee
was better to think of them as thiaraway cityon an interstate he woked, about taking his
boy, the girl, and the dog. h& instead of a countroad and cars granddaughter for iceeam, and
said it wasthis faultThere were  would fly on ly and hiel wipe the about the Che puppy one of his
no kids, no dog.t was all in his tears. co-wokers was ying to gie
imagination. Be said that once And then one égust day away $he nodded and listened as
they married and settled indhetraweling betwen Vegas and she shly emaoed the skir her
be betterbut Ray wadrso sug. Phoenix on a sttch of highway halter-top the see-tlough bra.
He knev she wasying to help the old geen station wagon His stories, his talking, a
and he lged herbut she didh passed him and he lookeero sot of foreplay and then they
know the things he kme Se and saw inthe back seat thgt bended up wher they always
didnt know the things he done that girl, and ther on the seatended upin bed, naked, him on
on purpose and on accident, ihetween them was that sam®p of her When he tried to kiss
the years beferthey met. white dog. her on the lips, she turned her
The sceams, the blarthe Ray stad so long that hehead, said he kwethe wles.
thuds. 8e hadiclimbed out of didnt see the cue, forgot about Her chin, foehead, @n her
the tuck and looked back andhis cliff hé&l trawled hundeds breast wee fine, but not the lips.
saw them in theoad. Their of times. And then he was flying And after as they lay
heads, bodies, theyemv thee and while he expected to hear thieere, neither one saying any
and then they &re gone. tlwas, boy, the girl, and the dog for ahing, both catching their dath,
Ray thought, like they had beefew joyous minutes the onlyreaching for the cigdtes and
lifted to heasn instantly as if thissound he hedrwas his bloodthe bottled watehe beathed in
world was toootten for angelsthrumming thee in his ears inher smell, that ®et, swat scent

like them. the dak, almost night. heéd newer encounted on a
When he bought her woman bef@. When they
back to the gad, thee was no The Date each finished their cigttes,
sign anything had happenede H Hailey stood and stad to get
sat theg in a lawn chair for two It was their 18 date in dressed and her tattoos—the

days straight, waiting for semesix months. Idiley Hailey heat with the arow that coered
one to come to him to ask whatlailey her name ringing in hisher back and the winking
he was doing, if he kmeany head all day at wor Roy pulled Tinkerbell on her right butt
thing about the accident, but nap to the corner of dams & cheek—disappeat flom his
one came and no one asked hi@ourtland and she was theas view as she slid her clothes on.
And when he called the policeromised. &e climbed in his She slapped him on the
and asked if aoge hadepoted truck and smiled that eet smile foot and said,Time to go, By.”
a case of hit &un they told him of hers and &/5 hedr broke He stood then, dssed,
no. Ray hung up when theyonce again. listened to her in the batiam,
asked his name. Some nights they emt like he used to with dge back
S Ray took offoecame a out to eat, but tonight theyemt befoe she passed awélie way
long hauler and wered moe straight to the hotel and when hehe would spend &er in the
miles than amne had a right to, asked about her familyer life, bathioom, water unning, toilet
www .blotterrag .com
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flushing, sheers, all sounds tha
had to do with watewith wash
ing something away

They dowe back to
Haileys corner in silenc&his is
how it always endedpfra little
sour a little sad that the date we
owr The money in a white
enwlope on the seat beem
them.

“You come see me agaill
Roy” she said and patted hi
knee. Her hand on his knee ser
soft shocks tbugh his body

At the corner of dams &
Couttland she climbed out of the
truck and smiled at him agairn
“Thank yu,” she said.

“Thank yu,” he said, but
she had adady turned away
walking eer to her friends.

In the eawiew mirror,
Roy could see her for a momel|
or two and then she was gor
and all he could see was tff
bright orange ember of a €ig:
rette that may havbeen hers,
but he couldhbe sue, and ean
tually een that disappe=d.

h
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The Dream Journal

real dreams, real weird

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

mermaid@blotterrag.com

Myself and a chumewe woking for this detectevdoing gunt woik.
We were in an ancient college campustgadr during the night,
assigned to digging up wimdtiower boes for evidencé/e had to
watch our backs, too, because the enemy was supposed to
attack at any moment.was rather hdrwok digging though the
old windav bax soil with only a f@ér it was old and melike the dir
of the gound than than that of potting sWe finally dug up a cel
ple small figurines, likeytsoldiers.@ne of them had stringgery
small ty soldiers like the two | leav my house that | found cexpt
one of mine is a postman, the other a milkifia®.detecti® came
back to our side and wasitd about our finds. | thoughewvould
be looking for money or somethingdieaithan these little parachyit
ing toy soldiers with strings and floralenentangled in each oth
The detect® was all eked though, he askedmbwas withecods.
I looked up at him expecting manila file folders, but saw him h
a stack of about 200 45rpm singles on the brick waitdd was
speechless anaiged, tiying to find the wals to exp@ss to him tha
| love old ecods and would likeewy much to do whatev he askeg
with them. | muttezd out aeply to him and began quicklyxbm
them up as &ll as our evidence andvwng tovad the office inside

| had a sense of urgency about this, | needed to get up to thf
g

befoe that ominous @&sian lady stad to whisper discouragi
words to us again in her slithering salty tongue. | had to paus
I noticed the amber glofrom a lone incandescent bulb in the-b
ment windev of our building.There was a basement ligrand
workshop It reminded me of the days of noyith burning candleq,

1

e able to

lding

office

b when
HSse

paperplastic, aesols and household materials in the garage injmy 8-

year-old pysmaniac experimentation days. | wogdleat this
moment if some of the mental block | seffdlom was due to m
young exposarto those chemicals, made me dyrobé&d me oth
emwise to some daof ingrained learning disability that caused
current life's poblems. @ my way back to the office | noticed a
nic table with casual éwty-somethings who sat and drank the
of beer they had at the place wilee baender girl | fooled aund
with woked. | saw a sign that | would é&sid her meant | especi
ly liked her

J.T - Cyberspace

my
DiC
Kind

page 11
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“A Witch-Lin kt o Salem, M assachu setts”
by P atrici a Crandall

| am acquainted with ation and a warm @come to the and picnic aas. Fmilton Hall,
witch. Not a witch dessed in a‘Witch City. built between 1805 and 1807,
long black dess, flaving cape or The Slem Witch and designed yb Samuel
pointed hat, nor does she flip Mluseum, theWitch Dungeon Mclintire, is a social center for
wand to zap me into aoff. Museum, and thé/itch History Salens mechant familiesThis
Virginie Esmor is a @sent-day Museum takeoy back to 1692, National Rgister historic land
witch who desses in eleganyet, pesent-day popularizatioomak remains a unique setting
black slacks, vibrantly patternedf the witchcraft hysteria doefr special functions andedv
silk over-blouses and shapelyot reweal the large number oftlings.
clogs. Long,ed-beaded earringsvitches living in&em today My special destination in
dangle fom her ears to her shoul The goal of the d&em Salem is the Buse of theesen
ders. An asdarent of twisty Witch Village is to mmote el Gables made famoug authoy
snake bracelets ringadtiny sit gious tolerance and papation Nathaniel Fhwthorne.
ver stars and occult charmis a positie society that enceur “God will give him blood
remind me that she is arages gwth and acceptance of atb drink!” An evil house, cursed
ordained witch. of its people. through the centuriesylm man

Virginie avns an eclectic Virginie and | &cation in who was hanged for witchcratft,
craft emporium filled with etic Salem - not togethéFhe link we haunted g the ghosts of its sinful
tapestries, \eelry, pottey, sy hawe to each other is our discuslead, wrackedylthe fear of its
candles, luscious smellingaons sions of ourwn paticular inter  frightened living....
and lotions, and sgding cys ests in &em, Missachusetts. Four B/ncheons play a
tals craftedyblocal dists. Many Othemwise, w trael with our patt inside the blighted house:
of those dists ae cult friends. own entourage. Hepzibah, an elderlyedluse;
Amidst fountains washing waters My family and | enjo Clifford, her feeble-minded
over smoothacks and pebbles, kouring Chestnutt&et, a@gis brother; Poebe, their gung
am intrigued ¥ the hand-waving tered National Hstoric county cousin...and alfrey a
conersations ofugjenie and her Landmak, considexd one of the devil incarnate whose egdy
friends and associates concernm@st achitecturally beautiful quest for seer wealth is mded
recent witch-happeningsttrib-  streets in Americat is a sha- by muider and terribleengeance
uted toThe Rgan Rsouce and case of grand antique houses a@noim a estless grav
Netwok Council of Hucators. pat of Salen's Mcintyre Historic Nathaniel Hwthornés
PR.A.N.C.E. has been instr District. works ae imbued with a mixtar
mental in the econstuction of Other points of intest of the actual and the imagar
the Witch Village in &lem, are the schooneFame,at the and The House of the &en
Massachusetts and has hosted BrekeringWhaif Marina, aeplt Gables is an enduring example.
‘Witches HospitalityTent evety ca of the successful pteer The puritanical Colonel
year Located on the Commonfrom theWar of 1812. &me sails Pyncheon is the embodiment of
during Slens Haunted from Memorial ay though Hawthorn&s avn geat grandfa
Happenings, rmnce gi®s September - eather permitting. ther a judge at theatem witch
Pagan/Wccan tourists inforrma Forest Rier Rk offers beachedrials; the gloomygabled house

www .blotterrag .com
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with a se@t passage, typifies hisnd éhn Hawthorne examinedNew England Rate Miseum,
own depessing homet Is this three accused women. ®mis 274 Derly Sreet — Racy flour
masteful blending of the spiritu home, knwn as theWitch ished in &lem post 1692.
al and symbolic that als House, still stands at the corn®&totorious villains like
Hawthorns haunted house toof North and EssextrBets in Blackbeat and Kidd powled the
stand firm wher many a eaker Salem.This is the only sicture coast. Rlive their adentues.
one has fallen.* still standing in&em with diect Admission: Aults $6; 8niors
For academic intests ties to the 1692 gem Witch $5; Under 14 $4.
and the pur enjgment of See Trials. Quided tours and tales of
ing sites Mw-Englandly’ Salem the first witchcraft trialsepo- Old Town Hall, 32 Derly Sjuae
gives me the oppiinity to tour vided thee. &hn Hawthorne is — built in 1816 after the land was
nearly aeas made famouy ban ancestor of authoratthaniel donated to the City ofaem ly
Henty David Thoreau, the Hawthorne. John Derly Il and Benjamin
Cambridge of dniy Wadswaih Hnally back at Egenis Pickman, Jr it was the city head
Longellon, Emily Dickensos Emporium - at times | feelquaters until 1836/37 when the
Amherst, and thet©had House uncomfotable in the aura ofnew City Hall was ected on
at Concod. Louisa M. Alcott witches, paicularly when ith- Washington téeet.
wrote Little Women atThe bo, a long-limbecdhtian sits in a
Wayside in Concdr and, of trance in aagom furnished in Salem Common,Washington
course, ther is Boston — thesureal andWiccan accessoriessquae — Nne-ace pak which
place wher paverful and origi preparing to tell fomnes.tis my was the public land used to graz
nal literay expession in Americaprerogatie to lea®. | am not a livestock and train local militia in
began. witch. the 1" and 18" centuries.
Virginie ewls in Today it is used for contseand
Dracul& Castle,&ens haunted Other tours and points of ingst community activities.
house. Erie chambers filled within Salem:
“live spirits lead to Daculs Burying Bint (1637), Chaer Spelloound Miseum, 190 Essex
haunted grpt. The Rabody Sreet —The oldest cemetein Sreet — Aithentic historical, cul
Essex Mseum exhibits eerigsalem. Contains the gesvof a tural and eligious difacts per
memorabilia associated witMayflaver pilgrim and witch taining to the supernatural
SalemWitch trials, such as thecraft trial judgeahn Hathorne. world. Experience Amerisanly

“Witch Ans’ used in the exami “Ghost Gilley!” New Englands
nation of witches and a smalollywood Huse of Wax, only museum dedicated to the
bottle supposed to contain th&useum Rce Mill — Movie supernatural world and its mys

finger bones of victim éérge stars and monsterorr super teries.
Jacobs.The bizamr, seemingly natural Hollywood.

inexplicable behavior of two Witch Mansion in 3D, 11
young girls, the daughtddetty Nathaniel Baditch House, 9 PickeringWay — &lens only 3D
and the niece,bigailWilliams, North Sreet - Hwme of Haunted Hbuse. Located at

of the @lem Village minister Nathaniel Baditch from 1811 PickeringWhalrf.
Rewerend amuel arris, to 1823. tis a National Hstoric
launched the hysteria which ledandmak, and is significant*The House of theesen Gables

to the trials. both achitecturally and histeri - New American Librgr 1961
In Febmuary 1692, callyThe house is beingstoed.
Magistrates odathan Cowin #

page 13



The Blotter

“Produc t”
by Sc ott Willia m W oods

| bluetoothed my person me push up about 30% neorwas just another acting .jolbat
al assistant to find out what timéhan my max, and then | let it would get me th#itus ole,
it was, and | could still rip mydown on my avn, slovly. and theVitus ole would land me
delts and get my legs edx “No, what he done?” theleads, and then it was say hello to
befoe woking the mét over babe said. Mr. OscarThat after my hand
lunch. When | was 23, then tal prints were set in conete in the

Not that | did lunch with ent agent and mouber poducer forecout of Graumais Chinese,
maiks that often, but this ga- Eliot Bernstein took me underit wouldrit matter hav they got
ular one, felony complexion andis wing, getting me bit paiand there.
all of twenty and busting out ofadvising that looks errit ThenTad got baed after
her top had declined to lie withenough and | should learn to ad¢tvo weeks, of course, and most of
me on the casting couchhat already But | thought | kne&v my characté&r lines disappeat.
almost nesr happened. Couldbetterand | signed againsidEs Of course.
hawe been one of those bristlgdvice to do arBt Rack flick. “Hmm,” the babe said.
eyebiow hairs that kept iading “As an actgr Rex said, “Dont remember himiVhats he
since | turned fifty “hés pobably best kman for his next most famous for?”

We were finishing the role in & Vitus Dance.” “Next most famous?eR
behind-the-neck psses at my The fast lane to fame andsked.
gym in @nta Monica when the fortune. Petty good for Charlie AfterVitus, no one would
director of my Seenwriter Nobody dhnson fom Armpit, give me any e pats. | guess if
Dewelopment Dvision walked in Arkansas. they think ypure a fuit in this
with some babe | ditirknow. “Really? | dated the guybusiness, they wobpretend is a
Rex nodded that they wouldvho wote that,” the babe saidsecet unlessouire aleady a star
wait. “Whod Chino play?” | noticed “If hés pobably best

Come to think of it, & in the wall miror that this n& known for $. Vitus Dance,” she
seen this babe in some commehickening spray hair gufuct persisted, then hé& almost as
cials a f® years back.h® was held its avn een when | wded well knavn for something else.”
still looking good. I®d had up a swat. e of the gym guys Whoa.This bitch was way
some wde done, and the sur handed me awel, and | saides conflontational. Bt she plad
geon had beeeally expengyv he could call me at Aladdiiney for the other team.

Too bad though thatdX both wanted to d#ct. “Hes pobably next best
seemed to be sking her You “Rayce Dooley Sdekick known as pesident of Aladdin,”
dorit poach on a guy who Wer of TadYounges character Rex said.
for you. Of course ther was a If Anne Encoft hadrt

“So, you really nesr catch. A big catcithe catch was done what (®ria Svanson could
head of Chino arett?” | heat | had to go witlTad. not and made the kept man a
Rex ask the babe. | was nesr that wayjust fashionable accessftor the fad

My personal trainer hadwasit me, and ean then | kne ing skank with beaucoup bucks,
earmaked today for per nega | shouldri do it. But | said to it would hae been back to
tives.Two of his assistants helpadyself that @mtending withifad roughnecking in the oil fields for
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me. Bt I'd beat the system in thehe big one?” she asked. ‘Writing protagonists that chisel
end—I wash stuck anymer in | glanced at &, who out your esophagusLike that.”
the ole of victim. Mw | got to nodded pleasantlageeing she #
portray the perp was a nebie and that | should If I was going to take a
Time to find out what the consider wading cafully “The maik to lunch, | was going to do
dyke wanted. | tipped the gynwriters pay a lot to attend, se wit right. Had to beThe Wy, the
guys a C-note each and walkeged to g them a little encour one in Bwerly Hils, had to get
ower. Keep it businesslike: dykemgement backf it feels like too seated out on the famous patio
were all about business. much wok to receie all those Give her a thrill.
“Hey Rex.” submissionspy can ask some of The Wy \alet paking guys
“Hey China Got some them to put a label on theseemed to apgmiate the gull
one | want to inwduce to gu. enwlopes with REQESTED wing. One of them did stunts,

Elizabeth Allison.” MATERIAL—HSC.” and the other was an abs double.
| knew that name. “Bw Her egbiows vere up | fist-bumped the snooty maitr

script agent with bllerars?” 8 “Then my assistant sends otd and odeed us the signatur

she must havsome brainsh& form rejection in the SASE.”  gimlets.

been a bimbo in the commer | nodded. “Bit it's better The mak had on a little

cials. M lines. if you can personadia fev of the backless number in white that

Rex smiled at |IEabeth. rejections.ust a coupla linedd dropped all the way do to
“See? | told qu h& know. get epeat business at nexaly shav her other cleage. And her
Chino knavs eeryone.” He confeence gu had to make niceother dimples. &parazzi beynd
turned back to me. with at least aveof them. the picket fence flashed gway

Elizabeth was intested She was looking thought and eeryone was whispering,
in helping with our nextful. “And if against all odds andrying to guess who she was.
Hollywood Saenwrités laws of natw a script is good, | It was a shame about the
Confeence and wanted tocan still sign them, right?” casting couch. | diinwant to
understand he it woked. Rex was smiling widemwaste theé/iagra, so d’ favored

“We pay gu $5000 for now. “Right,” | said. one of the ng interns. | should
attending a 2-hour pitch ses “So it's win-win for me know better i nonv. Gawe them
sion,” | said. You listen to the either wayand | get to pocketairs and caused friction in the
prospectig sceenwriterslog the five grand.” office.This one seemed to think
lines.You ask at least half of them Elizabeth was hookedshe had a chance of becoming the
to send gu their scripts.” “Ten large ifqu want to gi® a sixth Mrs. Chinoalett.

“Even if all of them bite seminar tooYou pick the topic. The mak was still -
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jecting a dey innocent personanot a good look for me, becaudike William Holders Picnic
as sculpted and pristine aack Jshe went on to explain. “elgot a character HI. Why did yu

Benny take. I8 couldih bethat

Pulitzer for the originaPicnic? quit?”

good an aadss. Hd to be the The play was based on his experi | didnt quit. BEveryone

real herAfter all, shié been liv
ing in Kansas until aeek ago

ences ther” turned their backs on meveh
| guess ew hick tavn Eliot Bernstein. kot wouldrt

“So you said home wasproduces one person who maksse me or take my calls. After a

whee?” | asked as bered efills
on the gimlets.

it. If live theater counts as makwvhile | stopped wing, and w
ing it. “bshua Logan turned thanheer spoke again.

“Independence, Kansasnto a geat film. He studied with But maks werrit sup

Boyhood home ddVilliam Inge.”

none less thartgdislavski him posed to ask personal questions.

| must hae looked blank, self’ Looked like she kmehe They didrt desere ta Maiks

www .blotterrag .com

was the father of method actingvererit real people, not with their
“Logan pulled some terrific pernaked lusting for stiom or the
formances &m William Holden New York Times best seller list.

and Kim Novak.What was it like S blowv her off “I felt it

living thee?” was mag gratifying to help other
“Typical small ton. people make it.”

Dewut, on the sdace.” 8e She made a little pout. A

paused a secondbusie under pretty good little pout, actually

neath.” But what this girl eally

S she wasunning away had going for her was a shelf that
from something.udt like esty- verged on continental. h&l
one out her. Robably her father come avund, once she under
couldrt keep his hands off her stood hav you parlagd assets

| was like, what elsew like that to ealiz yur ambi
got. My owvn dear Bppy used to tions.
get a little liquard up and whup It was time to send her to
the life beath out of me, whena photographer for hgyublicity
he could catch me.ef®e he stills.” Rck a guy willing to stiar
finally mun off slov with bikini shots befer

“What about gu, Mr. graduating her to the porrhes
Jrett? Im trying to get into act was a natural. And Aladdin
ing, and gu gae it up Kind of Literay and Talent Agency

Word by Word
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would get a thousand bucks findace time. | said yras long as itthirty years agb

ers fee for ew blue meie she could be during my hot stone “Maybe,” Nck said.
made. massage. The masseur placed
# “Hey Nick. Whats the smooth heated stones on my
After lunch | got inter problem?” chakra centers—do, throat,
rupted writing out my monthly “I'sThe Ad Drunk. He’'s chest, abdomen, anair. “Lets
anonymous donation to thecomplaining he not getting see, why not ring up a couple of
Sceen Ators Quild Foundation enough.” your comely ench clients. &

when my personal assistant said  “What does he think thisThe Od Drunk loves their man
my Nowlist Dewlopment is, an escbsewice? ukt becauseuscriptsWants to meet them in
Division diector wanted somehe wpte a couple of best selleperson. Nght give them a blurb

Comin ginSprin g2024from P encilPoint M ountai n B ooks, ani mprin tof T he Blotter M agazine, Inc.
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for their coers.” “Set him up withThe Od become philosophical about it—

“OK, thatll work,” Nick Drunk for mentoring?” none of the other agents haghev
said, then hesitated\rd thee’s “Last ar’ pretended they wouldyir
something else. @ of the “So, like | said, whatthe Plus they made him feel
maiks. Hes done earything we problem? We got our fifty lousy about himself to bote
asked him to db grand.” were nice. h the end all Mk

“How much hag we Nick eed me. “Chino, asked for was a piece of the
taken him for?” the guis desperate. dd some action. Whats the surge@n

“Fifty thousand.” kind of hotshot ENT surgeon orbook about?”

“So whas the poblem?d Long kland, andgud think that “Formulaic. Mble doe
he going to sueWe had a law would be enough for him.uB tor. Evil drug companyBoring
firm on retainerVely expense;, hes not one of the stable onés. direck.”
very good. 8 good they are there ae any of thos@his guy Too bad.Ther was only
even moe expense for the stats to feel like renot contin one thing left to do“Tell him
plaintiffs. Most of them ran out uing to pogess as a writand the book stinks, and no one will
of money long beferthey esr I'm not sue hé gonna make it.” buy it. You cait edit a flawd
made it to cour One of our sister agencigsremiseTell him to write anoth

“No, nothing like that. had two clients off themsedv er one. &y lots of famous authors
The poblem is | just ddrknow last yar Things like that just couldrt sell their first neels.
what else to charge him’for  wererit good for businessYdu With all hés learned the second

| turned aver so a differ ‘forwaded him contracts &m one should be much bettand

ent set of stones could be plac#dtk joint-entue houses?” then vell see.”

in parallel aws alongside my “Of course. ld says that Nick was staring at me

spine. “Rally Hes done the nothing moe than wanity pub now.

Book Doctor?” lishing. H& wants to be eeal “Whats the matter?” |
“Yep and the Writers author” asked.

Workshop and the MNwlists | thought for a minute. “Thats actually good

Retreat. The Virtual Qitique Nick had been a client, fairlyadvice.tls not like gu.”

Group. Sory editing and line early after Aladdin got into the “No?”

editing. fding Your Voice, nowelist business, the first client “No, you usually quote

Conflict In Bvery Line, 8tting I  to realiz we wre making our Helds—'nesr gie a sucker an
Right, Rcing Made 8nple. He's money off him and just goingeven beak—and tell me to think
implemented ew change & through the motions yng to up a ngv scam.”

requested.” sell his neel. Brentually hd “Yeah well,” | said. Nck
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might be thinking | was goingdiddled yu dort cut no cachet President. istead of bilking the
soft, so | added,This sucker with me. O anybody else out—innocent. @ pre\enting suicides.

could be good for another fifty ” Whateer it is pu da”
# “Youre still not hearing “Yeah well,” | said.
Late that afternoon | got ane, Charlieahnson.” Her wice Eliot was silent for a cou

call fom the photographerdropped dwn. “It wasit my ple seconds, and so waBhken

Gilda Forester hadefused @n father okay?tlwas my mothér he asked, t8wvhak with the ne

to take her top affflus she wasBack up on thealume. And Il  dame—this @da?”

on her way \w&r. | told my per be damned ifll'ever letanypody Whether the emotion was

sonal assistant to say | was outscew me @er eer again.” genuine or whether she was
| was leading an acting She sa@d the zinger for channeling, it didnhreally mat

class of six oyng studlets last. “Especially not a biftetd, ter Her peformances &e rivet

through the ‘Contenderscene has-been one-hit-wonder likeng. B/en those no-hoper acting

from On The Watefront when you.” class bas could see it. And the

the door crashed opdrnat doll And with that she pu- earlier dey innocence gig was

face couldeally do angeAnd etted and was gone. just as good.

she was shaking alép The guys in the acting “She can become a&at
“What do yu mean, class applauded. actess, kot. She has guts. A

sending me to that scumbag?” What did they kne, any young Metyl Sreep’

Gilda said. lr bosom wasway None of em could take She didrt just turn herself

pushed up Y a studded bustjerdirection out of an elator into the charactekots of people

and the tembling made little rip The only thing thataally could do that. ¥ made the

ples in the flesh. “I came é¢é0 hurt was the pamaboutold. character into herself

wolk in legitimate film!d good # Eliot paused again. “OK,

roles that would help people see  An hour later | asked myso maybe II' get someone to
the world diffegntly see them personal assistant ®ach Bot audition her Dont waste my
seles diffezntly This body is my Bernsteils personal assistant aime, Charlie—gu knav what |
ticket thee, and th not going to Bernsteinmternational G®up. meantWhats in it for pu?”

defile it. Im just not.” “He says Hesee what he The last thity years came
e was smi@r than she can do, ChinoNo promises.”  tumbling aier me all jump-cut
looked. Bit she was so naiv Another minute, andinto an instant, and | coultin

“Listen, Glda, beautiful Eliot himself came on. “Charliebeliee the epilogue, but tleeit
women may be a eacommodi Been a long time. éarly 30 was, tidy and iefutable as a

ty in Independence, Kansas, byears.” script doctds ewrite, and it had
out hee, yu guys & a dime a “Good to heargur wice, to be the wth.
dozn. You need to wise up orEliot.” “Sheés my client,” | hedr
youre going to stee to death. “You bioke my heamwith myself say“I’'m repesenting
Or take up waitssing.” that Younger twit.” her”

“No, you listen.” 8ed Eliot newer beat aund We're going to make

raised heroice a little higher the bush.ukt like the old days. “Ifilms. Good films that help peo
“I've been semed oer quite broke my wn, too,” | said. “I ple see the world diféeitly see
enough in this life, thanloy.”  was just too dumb to kwat.”  themseles diffezntly

This sympathy gig wésn “You had talent. Gita be
gonna play in Hllywood. “dst some gray in our temples B}
becauseoyr Daddy may ha&a now—you could be playing the J
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“The Martia n M ystiqu e”
by Ri char d Ki ng P erkins , I

The antipodal mechanic ster

at the tattoo placed high

on her right ankle,

symbol olenus indelibly etched
on a peninsula of delicate flesh.

He said-

it's true,

you don't need us men.

You should Kill us all.

You'd do so much bettey hourseles.

She laughed silently
at the nearness of that potential

while he continued tinkering
with the battey,
quietly adding to her bill

fully confident in the invisible symbol
of masculinity

emblaaned fom bitth

acpss his insensate, depleted chest.
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“Am erican N igh ts”
by Da riu s Kay

“The stock ehange onto theTV and the radio andon to the previous America.
opened again todakeople & the internet. Be wanted to How much longer would they
already trading. Caroy belieg absorb it all and spit up the mogirab in the dar for their old,
it?” interesting pdicles imaginable separate normalciesffe Svon

He swalleed and sighed.to all her friends, who thendeed.

He blinked. “Eerything will be would squint and mutter in Farid was anxious with
back to normal soon.” ageement. anticipation, genuinely ated

They ver driving on the Many of theseegurgita for a time of unhinded distrac
freavay headed to astaurant tions were with Rrid, who was tion. They had near been to the
befoe continuing to the sym losing patience with theaccuwr symphony togetheas Brid had
phony and so it was a datering practice. “D you knav hov  been with many women befor
There was plenty of typicaish- many fie fighters e thee It was his farite kind of date,
hour traffic, but ther was a when they collapsetiteyre say whee he could exhibit his
unanimous feeling among theng four hunded. dist incredt knowledge asell as apjeciate a
congegation of people anddle” Farids egs would dainto new experience. il father was a
machiney on the oad that made his imagination, picturing theviolinist in a community ohes
it difficult to be irritated with the four hunded men and women.tra back home, that had disband
slov progess. @rpose and hwr There they would stay &#, ed since his Semlepaure. Frid
were just nwv beginning to while his head shookin side to valued the msevation of classi
regain their footing, which wouldside. “hcredible.” H had to cal ewlry and the omantic
take time. adjust his mouth and eéids to melodies of Schumann and

He was ted of the bed keep emything in. Mendelssohrlhey helped him
lam, and tied of talking about it. Any time “Gd Bess the during his rapid, jingoistic transi
He felt like offering his condoUSA” came on the radieBecca tion.
lences to ew person he saw oswitched to nes, sinking deeper “Do you knaw what ve're
thought about, praying for theirinto the car seat, paying closeeing tonight?” he asked in his
relaties and friends and fello attention.This neer took away familiar nonchalance.

countymen. Bit this personal from her nationalistic daton, “No” came cuty and
obligation was heavy anestr howewer- her lee for county quickly after
ous to maintain. Blknev that all had negr been stnger Yet the “I guess il be a surprise.”

of his apologies would eewe nostalgia that had infected thBarid decided he would wait
fully respected or ew casually vast majority of the Americaruntil Rebecca was in her seat,
recipocated, much less simtgr population had somelwoawid- eager and positioned for an-hon
His name wasaRd. ed Rebecca enély encouraging estly fesh encounteHe didrt

And hers was déRecca. her to focus meron the n@ want to ewal his expese too
Rebecca was subject to avelle beginning that had eclipsed herarly He could sense her bridled
inappopriate persuasion of theshocked neighbors.eH discus patience and herespect and
whole egnt and its hrtal after sions of elief effoirs and admiration for him, gt he could
math. $e held a celt fascina fundraisers put her friends oalso sense other desiwhich he
tion for the statistics and tleal, edge, fuher confusing the peo was unable to identify
raw testimonies that kept leakingle that simply wanted to hold
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The pickup tuck hit them fom ic reminder Rebecca put her“What the hell & yu talking
the ear at a fairly substantidhand on his rigid fearm. 8e about, pu stopped shor |
speed. The driver had just squeeed him in eassurance, anatouldrt hawe stopped that fast!”
changed lanes and was @ggit  opened her door His truck had sustained a good
ing much too quickly The Rebecca appached the amount of injuy, as had &fids
impact launched the heads ahiddle divider and continued tdmpalaThe man began telease
Farid and Rbecca deep into thehe other drigrs \ehicle. H was his bottled anger as he exgador
space bewen the fint seats andgetting out his insurance inforthe damage. isl jaw meed back
the windshield.tlsounded like a mation when she are@ at his and foth as he gund his teeth.
vely enthusiastic punch to thavindown. She kept her compogur Light was diminishing.

back right bumpeand could be as wvell as she could. “I wasrt driving, but ve
easily felt in the casponding “You could has killed wer going petty slev. | dorit
ribs of the victimst tesonated at us.” know how you can think this is
length in the holl of the cab The driver looked up our fault!” Rebecca insistedhes

snatching sabv off of Rrids from his glee compament and was akady fustrated at the dri
tongue and tossing it onto thexamined heHe had gy pale vers stubbornness, and her
steering wheel. eyes, which stick Rebecca aspatience dwindled rapidly
Farids ewlids quiered knowledgeable, but off-putting. “Just... dwut up you
and closed befhis wvice could He was Caucasian and sgba wererit even driving. I-Whete is
react. “8it,” he said. ¢ pulled faded Aanta Baws World the driver?” He stuggled with his
ower into the left shoulder ear Series shir “What did yu say?” words. An explosion was mount
fully, making s he wadrleav he pobed in a jarringly tculate ing, but both Rbecca and the
ing anything behind in the laneway driver knev this, and encouraged
The other drigr did the same. “You hit us petty had. the situation. fl they vere to
Farid paked but took his You could hae hut someone,” thrust their individual aggeav
time turning off the engine.eH Rebecca saidh& spoke as if sheions at each other they would do
staed into his windshield,wer listing facts that in no wayo with flourish and gusto
obseving the people that hadcould be disputed, and her facidleither of them, heewer,
eluded the accident and itexpessions echoed this mannestopped to efine their futile
inconwenient cicumstances. Aism. $ie expected total submigetots.
minute ago they had all gdiso sion fom the man. Rebecca answed his
many qualities and experiences, He jumped out andquestion with a stalHe was
and nav they ver strangers.slammed the door just Harshaken upyou really hit us hdr
Farid was alone. As a sympatheinough to makedRecca blink. | dorit think you really under
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stand. K could be htrrlt was a came closer together in a-coAnd you think you knawv him.
stiong impact. ldw fast wre vincing state of caz Do you listen to gurself? | feel
you going anyway?” The man seemed to calnsory that yu cait understand
The man utterd an “On  down after &rid settled back inpeople like him. | mean thaml’
my God’ and snickexd, unning his carHe said, “@ay Lets talk. sory.” She walked back t@fds
his fingetips thiough his pale Patriot to patriot.” car as avepolice anisers assem
brown, buzed hair “l carit Rebecca sensed thbled aound the two wounded
beliee yure blamingne” wrongness in his tone and shoalkehicles. 8d and white and blue
It was at this moment thather head in disappal. But she rewlved brilliantly andeflected
Farid opened his door and clumlet him continue. on the scene.
sily felt aound with his foot for “Youre a tue American,
stable grund. He gingerly got right?” Farid and Rbecca e&e
out, still beathing heavily She squinted and impa back on their way thyr minutes
through his nose, still sggling tiently let loose “Mm-hm.” later They vere \ery quiet until
to focus his &g on something “Then hav can wu live Farid gently spoke up
helpful that he coulcely on to with yourself knwing that pu “We're seeingScheharade
keep steady fuck a raghead? | meanYau It's a symphonic suite based on
The man arpted upon should be ashamed @iuyself’ Arabian NghtsWell, some of the
sight of Brid. ‘Well wouldit He snated, as if in fleeting disbestories anywait's about a King
you knaw,” he sneed. ‘The lief. who marries virgins and then
towers vererit enough wre they? The silence that cameills them after one night.uB
You hae to bring gur scewed- after held violent implicationswhen he marries Scheherazade,
up ass to our cougtiand ub it detected Y both corners of theshe tells him a fantastical wtor
all over the fucking plac®/hat ring. The heavy traffic had subthat she ner finishes, keeping
more do ypu want?” sided, and carsew nav travel him distracted &m killing her
Farid westled to get out aling at a decent speedebiecca And this continues for one thou
“What ae yu talking about?” focused on a single lane kr@s sand nights, during which the
befoe Rebecca could stutter int wentin and out of we flirting King falls desperately inéavith
shock. with her concentration. h8 her And when she is done with
“Whatdid you say?” reached to push back her hair lmer stoy, he cannot kill her
The man shook his heagreparation for hereaction. i because he @s her so she
with an off-kilter grin and was a couple of impossibly healsgcomes queen ddrBiaThat is
punched again.You headl me. minutes bef@ she decided orthe stoy of Scheherazade.”
Yep You head me.” her next mee, having fully stud Farid smiled. 1@ looked
Rebecca turned toafd. ied though her shaken perspeower to Rebecca, who was urusu
“You hae a mobile phone, rightive the cicumstances and pessally still, egept for her hand ¢eo
Call the police.” @ eluctantly ble consequences. ering her mouth. Br egs and
returned to the catetting the She beathed, “I feelewy, cheeks shone with oncoming
storm pass. Again he was aloneery sory for you.” The wods headlights.
This left Rbecca to herlingeed and eantually thaed “Baby, what is wong?
own, butal devices. “I ddrcae into engine noise andesis. Baby, why ae you ciying?”
what yu meant but | suggest “Oh yeah?"tlseemed like
you take it back right mg’ she the man had been expecting that
spat, enraged.df chin tembled vely response.
and her esbioows and lashes “Yes.You dort know him. h
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Fiv e Minut es wi th K atharin e Whalen

seat of my calAre You a egetar
ian? | ask. H8s not. | grab the
caton with doen eggs | gatlest
from my chickens this morning
and gie them to her“My mom
always saidoy dort visit with
out gifts.” This inwigles a big
Katharine smile, the kind | can
imagine that comes at the begin
ning of a she, that makes audi
ences feel like they belongdher
listening, watching.Then we're
invited in, in that way that
friendly people hawof just lead
Marty and | pull asund ing the way inside, expectiogy
the cat-path to the back daoA to follov them or not, but hope glasses, and cannot see all the
gray cat wanders lazilgioto us, fully yes. Come on! titles. Rlax, the farmhouse tells
looking for a backb. The sun The living pom has a me. Make the best of it, say the
pours dwn, but the morning glass-bnt gas st@ for heating, sunshine and the Easter-eggsr
chill is stubborn. t's one of the with tile abund the base. td in the yad. Katharins manager
last of a handful of daysliv toasty her. Katharine sends ugmmy, had tried to set up this
look back on this uly or upstairs to her wkshop The interview for Anuay. I'm glad
September or in adeyears when hall dooway is old-farmhousewe waited until ¥ing. I's a
the heat wars us out so or théow, and | duck and foNoMarty pretty nice day! relax.
cold makes our bones ache a littip. | like old-fashioned a lot. She joshes us about our
more, slavs us den some. I'm looking at a Captain &el drive out. Bmetimes people end
| hawe a shy grin on mycomic displaad on a bookshelf yp in Mebane when they mean
face when Katharine comes oBehind ae other books.to come her. Marty smiles and
of her farmhouse with a tiny dogvitlessly | haw forgotten my tells a stor about a lady in
in her arms. & welcomes us, -
and carries the dog to a big sed | A
thats paked next to ours.The
dog baks, she informs us, and it
better for her to be in the cai
Snall fiy leaps into thednt seat.
Does she like the ca®@inquie.
Loves it. | wonder aloud if sucl
things can be done with my foutr
teen ear old without insking
the wrath of &cial 8wvices. then
| remember what on the back

" Tl
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chapel-gils and beads, ribbons
and bovs. Katharine lifts a
19205 style tiara.

“This is a ooster feather
as yu may ecognie. Im going
to get another one to gausway
| collect egrything. | like feath
ers and | like antlers, a lobng
of these pieceseafiom an ar
shav | did this summer with
Chance Mrray whds a local
painter and collagist andew
did...l kind of needed to clean
my palate of making ladies hars
and | wanted to make it a com*‘Some of these pieceserevike

Holland that set out to pick up @
friend at the train station ang
ended up in @atia. | chuckle.
Thats a lot of wong turns and
listening to books-on-tape. An
good gas mileage.

In Katharinls wokshop
there is, aptlya $hger tucked in
one cornera classy device wit
the elegant cues and gold-
painted logo, and aell+polished
hand-wheel (used for $itag the
motor, ewn on electric
machines). bBis perh on posts
throughout the oom, befeath
ered, flovered, with gauzy

the one with the coral and this
with the wisteria pods...they
all for wearing.” The diffeent
pieces arsen on, she explains,
but not permanent. A hat can be
made ande-made.

“Like this, for example.
This is a buckram frame that |
got and just trimmed it out.
Theres a cdain kind of ribbon
that will take a cwe...”she
shavs haev the hat nev has a
band inside for fitting the frame
to a persds head...”

What is buckram? aty
gueries. Katharine g& her
ansver — a type of cloth imgg

nated with stiffening in itThe

was...nothing going to sell in
this bazaar and'sitjust ar for

pletely aistic poject whes it

art's sake.”

Are they for setting on
porcelain heads in a worisan?
| cart think of the wad. A oom

whee women go to get away
from men, and just be women
Theres no such place as :
woman-cag, is thex? | keep that
question to myselkhough.
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funny pat hee 1s that buckram dressed. Ah,ell.)
is cotton cloth, sometimes linen,

wear hats like theyear...|&er

Hlboxes. ry? | ask.

and it is also used for makingascinators, maybe.” | like that — “l think they used to...”
books, something near and detls a type of hat, butstalso the Katharine noodles a little on that

to our Botter heds.

name of her band.

Katharinene. “t may fall mag in the

She shws us some of theWhalen and ldr Fascinators. shoe e€alm, wu knav, because
things shie saed fom other Katharine lifts a delicate floradhoes arincedibly impotant.”
uses, clothdm a chiffoobe lin  design. These a little wrist- She explains her thinking: a fine
ing and lace dm another time corsages | make for the Eastgece of melry is somethingoy
and place, all bits that can bseason.” & laments that peoplanight wear in nine-tenths of the

turned into hat ornament.

dorit dress up foruhday chwh,

situations Qu ae in, but shoes

“People used to either because they tloiness up are impotant for matching

sae...eerything. 9 pat of

what | do is toesuscitate textiles
that ae too fragile to beeawsed
again on a éss but gu can
completely use them in a hat.
spray them with gelatin and the
theyre stiff and thene...”
Flawred? Wflavored?
I'm not trying to be stupid.
Actually I'm entranced with ko
shés totally become this persol

whateer it is pu ae wearing
right then. A hat is such a state
ment about whatoy ae wear
ing, the same way shoes can be.”
We uminate on theeturn of the
hat, the etro styles and the
appopriateness of heashw in
all situations. [ty considers
the old meies and he thee was

a time when a woman woutdn
be seen outside her house -with

this...un-mad hatter | think if out hat and ghes.
you let it, a pers@naffection and or they dot go to chuch. We “Yeah, it was dignified.”
joy for their wak can washver dress up our little girls, | sayBut maybe thes no place for
you and gig yu a bit of that recalling when the girlsew dignified anyma, she explains.
same |@ young enough to be a#d like Like cursig writing in schools.
“It's actually for dolls. Then comes the time,Her husband is a teac¢lzard his
milliners...” she says withouMarty notes, when they dbn said that thexs no time to teach
chastening me. h& lifts a small want to be drssed like that.cursie anyma, and estything
piece of headwar “This is some Ther're always drag-queens, ledse that chilén hae to knev to
thing someone would leadone notes, and ecounts about thelive in our computerd world.
up for summemould hag done best-dessed person at his dmr Thats too badWhat about the
up for spring, if they had to go tavho was always decked out likeelegance? she concludes.

a wedding they would hawdone 19505 southern lady with the What eras dooy fawr?
something to it.” dress, pearls, gé&s and hat. We ask.
Easter! | elaim. | lowe Petticoats? | ask. oNnot that “I think in collections,

that some women still adorrkind of dess. Mre like a blouse definitely — like in this collection
themseles with Easter hatsand skitr deal, with a jacket.ther is the Rssian and the
Mostly big styled pieces. | likeAhh, we say knaowving that it ‘Downton-going-to-téand then
little hats. M mom used to@ar must hag been fun to attendthere is my wird collection. n
little hats, | say “Like &ckie Mairy's chuch and wonder whatthe winter | got into the, darf a
Kennedy (I had no idea thatthe talk was about during coffeapper kind of look, and this
mom didri like wearing them, between sefices. ‘Robin Hood thing. | go
but did becausesthav women Do you think women in...chunks. & now it's $ring.”
www .blotterrag .com
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She shwss her collection of headVoof? The fur lays in a pggu- a little horse — not ah&land
bands, the kind of pieces used kar way so that it catches light jugbny just a little horse - in a
push hair backdm the foehead sa small fenced-in pastur And a
— what ve used to callAfice “It came with a stole, which |
bands.” Be is ornamentingthink is marabou, whichvEg
them with cloth flegts fom an been taking apamnd making
old “yo-yo’ quilt she found tlee into these.” I$e shws the little
years ago, back when sheestar head-pieces that look like erna
“It had a bunch of these justients for beautiful hailhe fur
loose, and a bunch of strips dfat, though, it belongs on her
cloth and then the center was $he has the eg and cheekbones
bunch of these, @ibably made for it. Of course, she also needs
from the fabric of old dsses,to be cagfully ascending the
flower sacks and old ¢kir | ramp of the S. S.rited $ates
took them ande-made them to for a bit of trans-oceanic gin-
put on head bands, like this.tfickeying.
She describes wahey a& made, We look moe, and talk
and hov well theywe sold and about heav sh& become
how their success has been-feethigpossed in he things a&
ing her to keep ying nev made, ho the details ardone,
things, ner styles. ower the past tee yars. &

“I love hats, making hatsshavs us ha to s& a -)o.
taking them aparand putting Like a flover-blossom.

them together “This would has been a billy-goat. We go outside to pay

Seeing what makes them ticlquilt, someone labsdl wer it. our respects while the coffee

Marty adds. We dort know who made it, but brews. t's a geat spot, this house
“Yes, definitely!” what a wdk of at.” — thees a canted wingo

Then | see the little labelupstairs wher we'\e just been
sevn into the marabou-bedeckednd | take a snapshot of it — and
piece. Tambourine. tis a bit of this yad with its magnolias and
fun that the brand name of hequiet and seet old farm-cats
hats is a musical ingtnent, and wandering aund and the
the brand name of her music is@medic duo of goat and little
hat. L feels wll-woren, her horse. Katharifeehaving a hat-
craft. shav later and & knav she

“Right nov I'm making needs to get back to wobut
pocket books out of aprs, vin  she calls us back in for a cuppa.
tage amns, another way tes We sit at her kitchen table and
cue these amazing textiles thaugh and talk. Coffee made
Katharine says with enthusiasmdont get their due anymer with hospitality on a still-cool
She picks up a beautiful old fubecause no oneears amns. sunny morning out in the coun
piece with a @ ciown and wide But people cayrlittle bags.” try is a good thing, i6it?
brim, and puts it on for me. AShe invites us amnstairs for cef
beaer hat? @ssibly It has the fee. The kitchen is warm, sunny
right...what is the wdP Warp? Welcoming. @t the windav is X
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Thr ee by J ohn G rey

“The End of W halin ¢”

No whaling boats, stained with blood,
dripping with oil, enter this harbor

The chuch still points its harpoon spir
towauds the belly of the clouds.

But hands ring bell$hey don't toss spears.
Sorings thaw the marinas, melt the hills.
Winds invigorate the sailgdrthe motors.
Leaes bud on &e branches,

become schools of fish in the sea.

No flailed carass on the fislyeftoor,

no sheets of white blubper

no bones the gof coral isles.
Leviathaneturns to hisi$hday sermoroots.
A good catch deals in numbers not myth.
The villageesurects blade of grass

by flower ty childen unning on the gren.
The plenty for all includes humpback e w

The old ways arscratched in scrimshaw
tacked to the walls of seaman's missions.
The een older cling to their I® Testament
like a life-raft inaugh seas.

Good catch, tlabbing nets, slapping docks.
No whalers in the bars tonight,

just those who trawl out on the banks.
The tovn would rather raise a glass

than laver the beast, the boom.

www .blotterrag .com
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“Adirondac k H igh Chur ch”

The coe of my belief is quiet

as the leas' lesauffled fae -

but thee's still a lmee -

whistling air's suppiprencouragement,
that it can mee what needs to be vad,
blow fierce if called for -

my thoughts, an iterant track enclosed

in fir and oak, occasionally made melody
by warblers, or skittering with fieduhae -
my footsteps, a thousand twigsseheracks,
a dainty tiptoe aund a brighted eft -

and my hearencouraged tove one,
designed to e eerything -

wild purple lupine, black-berried paked,

a narow-gauge stam,

turtles on a log, sunning in descendirgg siz

The coe of my belief is aumk or a oot -
it can stetch to a bud,

or autumn's incense for thegy

those dead defiant colors -

no compomise,

when winter strikes @m so much -

it can accommodate a calendar -

it takes the seasons at theiidwor

“Eg ret Ba llet”

On the other side of the pon

a snavy eget

walks like mang stalks

so stealthily

the water doesn't knoto ripple.

Head still,

its ears and ey a& on high alér
breee flutters|

pure white neck feathe

For me,

it's a moment to tlow

off my shoes

lie back on my haunche

join the bankg

in a calm and pleasurable @umding.

But it's the shabid's hunting gsund,
not its elysian field

It's spear the figh

with that long needle be
or stave.

On a warm summer's afternoq

d,

S.

S,

5.

Ak

DN,

needs strike a man

as ballet in shomotion,

time and peace as audiel

a ring of tees,

leaes fluttering their applaus

1ce,

be.
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The Blotter

Ten Y ears of “T he Blotte r" M agazine
(o
“Som ewher e in H eaven, H ardl d R oss! is Watchin gUs
and Laughin g His Ass Off”)

(Ten pars?? dnn. Hw hae we maintained this kind @&y for that long?

Hi, everyone. Im Marty Snith, The Botteis Riblisher-at-Large; or as a gangster in a Raymond
Chandler neel mightve phrased iTThe SpWith The Money And \es, ten @ars ago (actually ragr
like eleen; it took until Avril '03 for us to get our act together), my buddy Rick Bamwner of
Temple Bl Sudios, a péormance space At @alley / head shop whethe Mllitown Restaurant ig
now, in Carrboo — Rick got me and our first editohdny nce together and saidefkids, les put
on a magazine!”

What does aublisher-at-Large do? (and anulytt.arge? o exept aftelhanksgiving din
ner at my husbaisdMam& house.) | keep the books; make sur 501-c-3 status staysenirand
that we dort do anything to disturb the IRS in ite&ug-like eépose; update our membership in things
like the Council of LitergriMagazines &résses and the N.C. Center fonplofits. | keep track gf
which ads go in what issues, and of whidhtiadvs has; or hasrit, paid. | eersee our dedwy peo
ple in the arious cities; and for much of these ¢éamsydid the rham and Raleigloutes myselfl
intermittently call eatyone together for somethirgsembling a bahmeeting, and yrto keep it in
somethingeasembling der | occasionally getlied at i total strangers, like treineck steakhoufse
owner in a céain mountain tan, who beathed theats and mder and laweriri at us via long-di
tance, claimingewere ‘funning off his customers.Tréumatied me for a ek. Heri a clue wha
his fecking mblem was — did some klutz waiten\jatcestersharsauce in the A-1 bottles that mgrn
ing? Anyway hope an AngrCow steps on him.) Iyrto sell ads, and one@arsccasions miraculeyis
ly succeed. | schmeogeople at pags, clubs, bus stops and other social situations, one edr alway:
open for potential adwisers / suppters / distribution minions / eagexupg bright-eyd unpaid
interns / etc.; handing out businesdsctr egryone hither andaon; een to small chilén (who usu
ally eat them). ther than that, | sit back and gnjbe spectacle oa@y our editor Bjoying Himself
Hugely as heeatie-masterminds our rag.

Are ve whee | hoped et be in ten gars? Eick; back then | wétsthinking that far ahead:
more like month to month.f loud asked me what | wantEde Botterto be in 2013, all | pbably
wouldve said was &8-sufficient.”"Wish list for 2023? Agairself-sufficient.” & also, | want us tp
be larger; like 32 pages. | want us to be ie aims, and merplaces in the cities wleady each.
| want us to be able to pay mto the distribution folks who put us the(And ten yearsis an arbi
trary number: if it happened soqgridlJCH sooneryoud hear no complaintoofn this povince.) |
want our book-publishing arm to be publishing books, like maybe the winners of the Lain
Cunningham [tion Contest. | want us to be fsug with ninja grace tbugh social media, the
Facebooks anvitters and Gogle Rises and whatavnev whiz-kid things they cook.uplowe\er,
| still want our centethe main Mwcguffin of all our BicGyvering effars, to beThe BotterMagazing
itself: a physical coplgat you can find — or leaw on the bus seat or steadying a wonky coffeghouse
table or atop the toilet tank in a bar baadhm.

When | was a kid,evhad pet gerbild&Ve fed them the usual littledent food, with sunfleer
seeds being their dave. Every month or sod clean the cage, dumping the cedar shavings and asso

www .blotterrag .com
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ciated and in a corner of the back@aand one spring, out of that pile a ginormous swarfkprang
up, entiely of its wn accat. We ae a bit like that (though not emdly; i.e. our primgrfetilizer is
not gerbil poopVenison chili and micbrews, moe like). We sprang up unexpectedly and of wur jo
accod, rather than being planned and planted in the forna@ngaof Aademe, in sace of this o
that lofty academic agenda. d_knonvs none of us magut in At Rag 101: | studieddnitectue,
Garry woked for IBM, Marilyn was a smallvia nevspaperapoter. We're winging it — or should
say photosynthesizing it, to match the metaphor?e-gas We're gowing wild outside the cloist
walls, in the sameeed patch as ti#aggeand theSammerand theHomegwn Music Ntwok
Catalog Our only agenda is to sapéck out this author / painter / comic-stristaf poet / oller-
derly team / ock & roll band — & think theye cool!"” &mehay, this kind of crazy suits me.

(D

1if you dort get any of my pop-culturefs, go @ogle. We atThe Botter encourage self-education.

CONTRIBUTORS:

Pete Pawsey was grown in the South Eastern corner of England and transplanted to North Carolina in 2005. In addi-
tion to the longer work-in-progress from which this excerpt is drawn, Pete has written extensively across genres rang-
ing from experimental theater scripts to reviews and interviews with groundbreaking London singer-
songwriter/Americana magazine Hearsay. He is the author of four aloums of original songs, including the 2005 release
Difficult Third Aloum and 2012's critically acclaimed Radar's Clowns of Sedation. He fronts the Orange County quintet
of the same name. He also helps out with Carrboro's WCOM community radio station and books events for the Lilac
Lounge, a realm of the imagination most often sighted in Hillsborough. The characters in this novel began telling him
their stories in 2010, and have several important details still to reveal to him. Steve Cushman of Greensboro, NC has
published two novels, Portisville and Heart With Joy, as well as the short story collection, Fracture City. His poetry
chapbook, Hospital Work, will be published in 2013. For more information on Steve & his writing, please visit
www.stevecushman.net *** Darius Kay is eighteen years old and currently a senior at Polytechnic High School in Long
Beach, California. He has taken writing seriously for the better part of three years. Aside from writing, Darius is a cel-
list and pianist performing in numerous ensembles across southern California. He also enjoys sports and “quality”
movies. American Nights is Darius’s first published short story. *** Scott W illiam W oods writes from the Connecticut
shoreline. His short fiction has appeared in The MacGuffin, Booth, Black Fox, and elsewhere. *** Best known as a
founding member of 1990’s band Squirrel Nut Zippers (with whom she sold over 3 Million records), Katharine Whalen ’s
work post-Zippers has ranged from her own musical take on Americana and indie-rock “Madly Love” to creating her
own clothing line. The matriarch of Whalen'’s family, her grandmother, was a gentlewoman farmer and an actress. She
opened her farmhouse to summer stock actors each year, and threw lavish dinner parties. Her grandmother and her
grandmother’s friends lived the lives they wanted to, and Whalen wanted to live them as well. At the age of eleven,
Whalen began to wonder if she herself belonged to a different era, not the 1970’s but the 1930’s. She spent her teens
rummaging through thrift stores and flea markets for 45 records and vintage clothes. When she turned 20, her grand-
mother offered to buy her a farmhouse or pay for college tuition, and she chose the farmhouse, filling it with her collec-
tions. Whalen is a chronic passionate creator, and the common thread winding its way through her creations — be it
music, building dollhouses, Tambourine (her headwear line that turns vintage textiles into wearable art,) or her column
on picnics in her North Carolina hometown paper — is a general contagious exuberance. With her creations, she offers
up a raucous (yet, at times bittersweet) collage of news-clipping from the pages of her life; swinging and swaying, our
heroic belter throws open the barn doors, and we can’t help but join the party! *** Patricia Crandall writes, “I| have pub-
lished numerous articles and short stories in various magazines and newspapers. | have four books in print, Melrose
Then And Now, a historical volume, | Passed This Way, a poetry collection, The Dog Men, a thriller, and Tales of an
Upstate New York Bottle Miner, non-fiction. | live with my husband, Art, at Babcock Lake in the Grafton Mountains near
Petersburgh, New York. Visit me at authorpcrandall.blogspot.com” *** John Grey of Johnston, Rl is an Australian born
poet, works as financial systems analyst. He has been recently published in International Poetry Review, Chrysalis and
the horror anthology, "What Fears Become"with work upcoming in Potomac Review, Hurricane Review and Osiris. ***
Thank you to Phil Juliano for giving us a couple extra this month for our special celebration of all things Blottery.
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