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“‘Regret”

“l coulda been somebody...”

It can be@ugh thinking about whaby might hag done or
been. 8&metimes it hus like an old football injur(is supposed t(
in the old days wheeal men didhwear helmets. | hawno idea.
And we can be tough with ourgsdyimagining that the goaksdid
nt achiee were just a fair dayeffor away Why didrit we gie it a
go? Why aerit we rich, famousgspected, adsmt? Whats wong
with us?

S0 occasionallyenget in that moodYou knaw, that one w
getin. Bue. Deep funk.The Ditch. And it doesinhelp that a lot
of othewise kind and empathetic folks will tell yo cut it out, wipe
the tears offour face and nve on. Your mom and dad, maybge.
Your high-school guidance counsdior sue. Your bestest-begt
friend (horors!) Hey maybe thene right.

Reget, in other wats, is for sissies andybkiser-pants.t@p
moping, ve ae told. ®p thinking about gurself so much.
Something went wong? & what? Dst yurself off Get back on
the horse. Hre - whes\er you ae - You ae driven to mee on with
out looking back, egpt in priate nostalgia or with thati colant
fad of self-loathing wheewere and what & once aded. (I must
admit without sheepishness that | de khe ‘8%. Not ewerything
about them, of courseutBt’s so tue — she blinded me with scierjce.
She blinded meWith scienté

4

Tangential thought: what is the deal with having such-bjister

ing hindsight?That was indeedwr dance-stylepyr mascara cojgr
your fawrite song.You woe those pants, and happWyhose opin
ion do yu \alue so highly thaby would bitch-slap that earlieuy,
who loved them so &ll? And dogu do the same for placesiwe
lived, peopleauive lored? | hope not. lust that yu keep qur
heat of heats honest and untainted (seenethat last sentengce
smacked of samstic, Lettermanesque smarm).

It begs my first question — is thanything left that evcan
look back on without a snediffe photo of tall hairThe tattoo of
a bar-codeour beautiful t@nty-something girlfriend who was
mean as a rattlesnake? And speaking of which, endtkirgybe
picked aparike madkill spottedyobuzzals soaring in the updrdft
of a dly afternoon? | get (but dosgee with) gur hated for pur
old &n Anniston do, butoyr scathing indictment of a misspgnt
youth becauseoy didrt finish your college degg? Come mo |

understand the disappointment of having missed out on theetQO0 lev
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courses atoyr uniwersity the camaraderie of beer-and-argun
about multierses and the transcendendentalisitbody else think
going back and finishingwyr bachelés degge is something to lo
askance at. And by neer do, vell, so it goes. uBdisappointme
is diffeent flom reget. A least | think it is. (MS$Vord's synony
check disages — which doésmdissuade me in the lea
Disappointment is a random twinge aurymemoy. Reget is g
needling in gur memoy banks that lays fustration on top of is
tration. | should hav F I had | would beWhat a shame | ditin

Because therwas a strange warreew in Ebwuary, then a
hasty etreat to winter for Mich and most of gil, the camellias o
front did not bloom as abundantly as they usuallyrde fiey red
blossoms & like stars in the tooestt-lit Chapel Hl skies of today
not twenty years ago when | first vad hee. Reget? Mt really
This was a gat and beautiful spring.he geese and ducks squ

ewelything, waiting for rain to wash it into thewgnrd. Uhdeffoot, it
will become nutrient to all, payback for all the grief it haxis gy,
sinuses. &et? Nwer My eldest ent dess-shopping with my w,
to find something special for a spring dandegs §owing up
Reget? @ course not.

We'\e spoken abougjection befer and | eceied four this
spring. Ask any editogjection ish(or shouldit be) cause foeget.
Dorit misunderstand me. efection sucks.t inakes gqu feel lousy
But reget none of the piecesuyput out theg to be judged for sor]
manner of wahiness. leget none of theebuffs Ve receied in my
life. | belieg in paths and like MFrost, | knav that this one | arn
on has made all of the diéfece.

Garry - chief@blotterrag.com
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Looking for love. Wrong
places? No such thing.
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me laterAll | knowv about her n@

“Better” is that she is the best old lady in the
_ : world. | tell her so, oftenAlice,”
by J asmin e Odessa Ri zer she says to me. (I am named after

my grandmothera woman my

- mother will later describe to me as
When | am a teenager angen though a long mother and jyst so fucking crazldorit know

ewen a pe-teen, | will be eeption  father and countless play-friendghee to star”) “Alice. Qut of all
ally morbid, having oshes on remain heg, in this world, with me. the |ittle girls in the world, | would

Edgar Allan & and napping in the * choosequ.”
cemetey on the tiny college campus .
whee | attend gifted summer camp My mothels grandmother Her wods ae a little hat

paining my nails black aneading Passes away when | am,fand to understand. klybe. Mt if youre
Lovecraft andraculaand listening €elyone will say that | am tooreally paying attention. | fewery
to the $ooges while my perhap¥oung to emember. herbut |’m little patience WI'Fh other _SIC!( ehil
better adjusted peers mcking out Not. Not really | lie in bed beside dren who & afraid of their sick or
to hnet dckson and wring dnp_ her after her Sike, and ther| stoe InJured El%tl\es' Rw %-W talks
waist elet desses to eighth-graddp memories of heroice, her funny nav” someone might say
dances. gleaming white haithe dugstoe “It's ceepy and I will pobably call

. pefume that Mima still dabs onthe speaker a sedy cat. Like all
But befoe | will be an ado or thpat eery day Latey | will - the women on my motterside, |

lescent in the earlyiéties, | am a o5 siories about heorfr Mama: am going to havto learn the har
child in the late Senties and earlyy,, she escued orphaned canarigay that | am luckghat not eery-
Eighties, and beferl am SiX 8arS o the pet ste; poking food one was born with nes of steel.
old, three people | kwopersonally o their tiny thoats on the end My own badasserdesds
will die. This may be what will j¢ stick, keeping them @liVme on the day when my grand
make me so strange ankd@ae .,k the same combination Ofother Grandma Alice, gets me
me tying to squint treugh the &l g ,phomness and tenderectiat 4t the door of her motfemom

Word by Word she bought to eerything. How she gnd tells me that she has some bad
editorial services crime and to sickness and to-cU§ana anymer” she says gently

SHARON KEBSCHULL BARRETT H .
AUTHOR, DESSERTS FROM AN HERB GARDEN tOdy battles In an era Wherf‘:ome“mes She can lﬁalty aImOSt

AND MORNING GLORIES (ST.MARTIN’S PRESS) respectable, menta"y stable WOMRhd. | am too little toerally under

SKBEDIT @ SHARONKBARRETT. COM didnit file for divorce. Hw she was gtand the idea afead but | knaw
HTTPYIS HARONKBARRETT. COM so belved ly her African-AmericanNana has gone awayefer and
Thorough copy editing, friends that she was inviteggular  that nobody can do anything about

reasonable rates ly, to the black chah in tavn at a it, least of all Bna herselRage and
for authors, helping you get it just time when races did not mix. despair wil up inside me, and |

right before you contact

agents of publishers These stories will imgss stat to ciy. | newer imagined the

Ghostwritten/rewritten
over 200 projects

OM RETION TO CONTRACT ﬁ &) State Farmm

DONNY DINGESS, AGENT

Edi ishi -
| Simeepiees SOUTHERN VILLAGE
experience helps you capture 300 Market St., Ste. 124
attention from top publishers Chapel Hill, NC 27516

{ and agents. Queries, propos-
8 als, developmental help and
more for fiction and nonfiction.

919-942-3366
www.donnydingess.com

AUTO » HOME P LIFE P FINANCIAL

Laine Cunningham Toll-free 866-212-9805
WRITER’S RESOURCE writersresource.us
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world could be soul. scaed but | doiht know why turtles, not cutesy ones standing up
* In Lly, Shirley goes out of ON two legs in hats or clothes, but

When | am fie. ve lie in a toWn for a long time, and when shlér”tletS wit_ltlhfour Ieglsl, and a Sh(?”’ I]icke
big white house and avha and Comes back, theis someone with!N Natue. Iney ae all Sigs, maae o

. : glass, marble, clagrery substance
Daddy and | @& petty happy " her gmnup son. I8 is an imaginable. [8rley lets me look at

: incredibly glamaus figue to me, .
1ot 5 mot badh ke ighiany See 25 aNInES gownup son would be. e any tme fwant to. because
on television, or the kind of fightd1® has made the perilous journey o ° * =~ ' witsr/1 them like
whee yu ae supposed to teliddulthood and stillemained an e ﬁ y Wit N of
- ordinaly person with a mother SOMe kids might. @y instead o
another gwnup — not pur par the tutle room, | end up in her

h h i frave poof of this becausknow his
?hnetS,tDvnb(I)eaitv\clah;nzaﬁguzwga? mother The idea of someday bemaOI‘B oom.

home. Mostly | hear them talking MY VN paents grownup daughter _Its not too scgr because
vety fast and ks, and when Bddy is both thrilling and terrlfylng_and Ithe f|r_st thing | see in itis a hospital
gets too mad r’]e just gets in the &M what [ddy calls “busting abed, like the one | lay in whearha
and leass. Ha doesnh waste time 9uf to meet 8irleys son, but | am and | vere talking togethethen |
velling, and he doeshit anybody not allaved een a glimpse of him. see the man in the armchiaading

and he doesrihreaten not to come MY mother says thahifleys son is by the windav.

back. Smetimes | think Mma Ve Sick and nefds _?ome peace and | ater | will realie that this
wishes he woultirtome back, but ﬂ_met. Ihwanthto no | bl can meet \an should havscard the hell out
she nesr says so s;ngsm‘l‘rdenney hee ?neitgsht r?gidgleatrgzt of me, because he wasy wisibly
When Mama is worn out g It:s ey sad.” very _SICI_(, p_aper-thln, the bones
hti ' ' shaving in his hand that holds the
from the fighting, @ go a@ss the , . .
street to Sirleys house. Hrley is a I am _about to askWhat, book, his &35 spooky-bright like
good neighbor and a good friend1él just be sick éoer? and then | Foxys. Bit right nav, the most
She has a fat little dog namenhyE remember he Nana got sick andbeautiful lady | hav eer knavn
didnt get better and suddenly | (besides my mothewho eally is

who snaps at me but eewveally dor] K ' izel bod
bites me. | chasex up and dan  9° t want to ask any m®rques movie-star leely ly anybodyg stan

the stairs and she wags her stum@ps' | want to forget all aboutdads) is my grat-grandmothgr
little tail with delight. AAma sits in irleys son, as a matter of fact. who could only me one side of

: : : o her face during the time that | was
the kitchen with [drley They drink Mostly this is easy to do,
tea and coffee and Bawiate con because he stays in higigoom Cclosestto he® I dortknow that |
versations that | am givably not most of the time — all the time@M Supposed to be afraid of this
supposed to heavery nov and when Mama and | arvisiting. Bt Ve Sick, in fact dying, man.
then | hear phrases, like “just feehe dayby mistake, | go into his He looks up at me and
like giving upand ‘go davn in the room. | am looking for theoom smiles a t&d little smile at me, kind
basement and sami that make full of Sirleys tutle figurines. I8 of like Mam& smile on a day after a

my stomach twist painfyllke Im has what seems like about a millidrad fight with 2addy

0 W. Main St. Carrboro, NC S%’ép 205)4

Cliff’s Meat Market
Country Hams = Beef * Pork » Lamb » Elc.

Fresh Seafood on Thursday Marilyn Fontenot, Pl

Private Investigation

: ? Chapel Hill, NC, 27517, USA

. 9 919-240-4845

marilyn{@subrosa.editorsproof.com
H EEE = fontenotmg.elance.com

Monday - Saturday
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“Sorry,” | blurt. “Excuse me. and horribly I will hawe difficulty although it seems to me as if
Sorry.” not slapping these ladies, tstgr Granddaddy & should be the cen
g , hair-pulling fights with them in theter of the attention, since he is the
must beItA?Iicoek?br/weth says. You way that Gandma Alice st@d one lying in Gthrie-Maddx
, ys. \ : - . : : ; .
) fights with omantic rials in her Memorial Hospital with failing
~“l'like to read, t00,” | say heyday I will hae een moe diffr organs, @ndma Alice is etty
pointing at the book in his handcyity eminding myself that it is notmuch the star of the skoShe
because mothat | am accidentallyGods fault if these ladies claim teecounts her visits to the hospital in
in his oom, disturbing his peacepeak for fin. great detail, with as much flair as a
and quiet, itseems only polite tosay .\ e o stoteller | once saw at the state

something about something besides 2. Making sue that eeryone can

his myster disease.s'that good?” 2“;: r?ql/atrﬁeerggir:tb\?vri”ofcgﬁi ¥nn;e(: ftg ee her blinking back tears, she says

He looks den at his book, hag. (@ course, my therapist will!ings like, I thought & was
which | can see is callades of the giso say things like, *I feeluse asleepuntil | head this little tiny
City, gies a shotittle laugh, and wearing ery masculine clothes to'0iCe Sayice, m mad atgqu”

says, ‘Nt realty Now that Yu these sessions toy tand potect Sometimes | geteally sick

mention it, not eally Guess & bet  yourself againshe poces$ And | of these stytelling sessions, and |
ter quit wasting my time on it."éH || be utterly unable, for the life oflso get angrat my grandfather for

winks at me.Thanks, kid.” me, to eadTales of theit¢ and handing her these stories to make
This is the first and last timeform my avn opinion of it. herself the star.af know this is a

| ever meet Birleys sonWe neer * terrible way to feel abouww avn

become @at friends. Bl does not grandpagnts, especially when one

do me any extratinaly kindness . The last person | knowho  of them is dying, and sometimes |
on this occasion, @ept that he dieS bef@ | am eenin the s@nth  think that God will strike me dead,
does. Gme parof my five-year-old 9rade is @nddaddy &. for being so mean, until one day |

mind must somehwograsp the gen When people tell me latethear Mama on the telephone, say
erosity of this dying man, who risethat | was too little toemember ing, “Dont, Dad. Youre playing
aboe whatesr fear and bitternessGranddaddy &, | will knaw, in this  right into her hands.”rfi not sue
and exhaustion trail him constantlyase, that they earmostly right. What playing right into her hands
for long enough to be civil to a@vlostly all | will eer be able to means, but | do hava feeling it
child. To remember her name. Iremember about him is the smell dfdicates that lima feels much the
must understand this on somais pipe smoke and the worider same about the whole situation.
instinctive leel, or maybe '# just sad counyr music that he Ved. When Ganddaddy & does
that Mama, who was herself raiségranddaddy & is confined to onegje, | want gry much to griey, but
right by her grandmothsrpeople, or two impessions at the faest | paely emember him. i sory,
brought me up to apgciate civility corners of my mempibecause hefor his sake, that his life i®pbut

in a world that will ha/inceaSing and Gandma Alice hav been it's not like when aha died, |eaving
ly little of it as | gow up Whateer divorced since about the time that hye pehind with what felt like a ean
the eason, this dying man reorlearned to walk. | do not seggnpall-sied hole wher my hear
than impesses me; he stamps H&randdaddy & in the hospital ysed to be. ®the day of his funer
image on my heam such a way while he is dying, butr@ndma g | am sent to my friendilidis
that I will neer get wer it. Later in Alice is wer thee all the time. M house to play all ddyecause dMna
life, I will come to understand thabwn paents a diorcing ly this says theris no point in dragging a
Shirleys son is one of the first pectime, and | am not puzzled as tfye-year-old to a Catholic funeral
ple to die fom a disease no onavhy my grandmother visits her exeyice.
wants to discuss, a disease that sdmasband in the hospital so much.
people will come to think is hilari Divorce, egryone eass@s me con

ous because it seems, at first, to diantlydoes not mean that two peo It's only when | get to be
mostly killing a céain kind of man. plehateeach otheiAnd after all, he about tvelhe, and inte¥sted in ee

| will meet pious little chah ladies is piobably dying. Like &ha and stories of all kinds, that | begin to
who asserme confidently that menlike Shirleys son, he might not gettry and unra@ the mystgrof hav
who lore men deses to die slly better What puzzles me is thamy grandfather died, and why he

*
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would hae been angrat my grand tapes | made sitting at the living Not long after this, | will fall
mother about it. 8sed on the infor room stezo, or at my fathisrhouse in love with the bother of one of
mation | can squee out of my on the veekend. ¥ery mix tape | my million and one gay friends, a
mother | infer that while my grand make, for myself or for anybodgentle hippie iglish teacher who
paents vere still married, else, ends, withouta@ption, with reminds me a little of ahker
Granddaddy & deeloped some Cawle Kings ecoding of ‘Will Harris, fom the comic strip
sot of rae and potentially stomachvou Loe Me Tomoriow?”, fom Doonesbur (“Youre attracted to a
polyps. Hs doctors scrapedegy Tapesyt | think it is the saddestguy who looks like a t@on charac
thing out and told him that if hesong | hae eer heat, because itster?” dlia, who goes to school in
awided drinking alcohol, he neednoral is thatqu cannot tust any Philadelphia, asks me on the-tele
not worly much about aetapse. A one. Not exen about the guyy ae  phone. What ae they doing toou
few years lateGrandma Alice star about to jump in bed with. down in the Drty Suth?”) Bcause
ed acting mean and crazy — arigspeciallyot the guy gu ae about | know true loe is a vicious lie, and
probably I figure, cheating on myto jump in bed with. As far as | anbecause lecently turned tenty-
grandfatheiThey got a dmce, and concerned, all theutth of the world one, | begin drinking heavily to
that was matty bad in itselbecause is contained inWill You Lovre Me make the feeling go awéyue to

Granddaddy & was a Catholic, andTomoriow?” my heritage, | also gtacting mean
he had aady gone against raé-r * and crazyin omer to drie this
gion to mary my grandmother _ young man awagnd becausddel
when she had been atsed thee | also hae \ely little sympa  jncreasingly mean and craizam

times akady It wasft the diorce thy for my grandmothewhom I mean and crazy all the time and
that made him stardrinking, consider to be the other vicious anghmetimes, in class or at my job at
though. He had belied in his wife false thing that killed r@nddaddy the booksta, | deam about oss
absolutelyand he drank to forgetSal- After she herself dies, whenjdg myself out fener with a big
how badly she had disappointe@m in college, | get riotoushunk plack crayn, a giant X left sitting in
him. It wasit suicide, noteallyHe ~and tell my horrifiecdommate that the chair wher| used to be. | wish
would hae pefered to be able to it is my intention to put thefun | could rip my n hearout some
drink without the polyps comingPack in funeral.” Aher actual times, and eat it. @e or twice, at
back and @ntually turning malig funeral, | am greyed and stony® home, | pick up a knife in the
nant. Bit as it was, a shened life S my motherbut she seems to feglitchen and think about sinking it
was the price he was willing to pay!0t moe stunned and sgrabout jnto my chest so fmy sternum
to keep fom thinking about my her avn mothes wasted life than Ispjinters, or cutting my wristeeo
grandmother all the time. ?ho'tlgtodexpli\lln to m)Oiomrr]“at_eblthe kitchen sinkThe thing that

: at Gandma Alice was a norrblgtops me &m doing this is the
trom trllecgéz é?lsﬁsgoéngotﬁ?r?k person all her life.é gentleness tothought of my black shaggy dog,
about it. and $ the time | am Mc after lna death has been comBystey coming into the kitchen to

, . pletely forgotten. find me lying on the floor all cold
halfway though high school, it has and bloodywondering why | den

led me to this conclusionuér lore
is a vicious lie that killed my grand
father

This is one eason why |
would rather listen the bleakvéd
songs of the folk singers in
motheis ecod collection, or the
blistering angr Sooges an¥elet
Undergound ecods my dad cel
lected in theigties, than the songs
some of my friends v@. Their

songs hav titles like Vision of ' ~a — ‘ ‘

Love and “Brerything | Do (I Do It N \Jhs
For You).” | snot disdainfully and [EGLRGTTTRYIERIEY BT NCSE [ FLT BT T EY 933.8226
sit with myWalkman, listening to 711 W Rosemary St. Carrboro  www.carrburritos.com
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wake upThat, and my mother hav my shoes gone and my feet bloodbout Ganddaddy &, and it seems
ing to identify my body dm at the Assuming that someone put som® me that maybe my calculations
Clake County morgue. &hing thing in my drink, she coex me were a little bit wong; maybe my
else stops me. | kmd dorit desere down and dries me to the emer grandfather tried to take eaf his
to live. gency oom. As | sit ther, insisting broken hedrthe best way he kme
My friend Mariah lies that Im fing | am eentu_ally sur ha/v It just happ_ened to be an
acoss the stet fom a cemetgr prised to hear myself sayust had incautious and ultimately fatal way
and at her Hllovéen paty, | drink too much to qlrlnk. I.always leav Maybe tue love didrt k|||_ my
six big plastic cups of wﬁaaMhs too much to drink. I think | need to grandfather any merthan it was

boyfriend calls “hunch punch,"qUit that.” just being gay in & York that

which is basically cheap wineeix Mariah takes and sques Killed Sirleys gracious, smiling,
with all the odds and enderfrthe my hand. “in really glad qu said tred son. A hot prickly sensation of
half-empty liquor bottles in histhat,” she says seriouglythink Shameushes up my spine as | won
kitchen, plus a bunch of oranggouve been fing to take carof der whetherin my stone-hetd
Kool-Aid pavder which last is yourself the best wayuw knav |&ck of sympathy for myr&dma
intended to make it look festiv how. But | think another way would Alicé; | am eally all that diffent
Seconds after draining my sixth,cuppe bettet from the brittle, self-satisfied ttur

: ladies who feel thathileys son
| drop it to the floor and head out . i : ;
acoss the stet tober ish all As | sit in the waitingoom,  desered to die. | think about ko

. . waiting to find out if | am going to miserable | h n for the |
that cold in @orgia, andri WeaF o\ 1o hag my stomach pumpedye(:’:{;a ﬁg,ve meaivgi% C%Z)t, ? @?:\’,t
ing a tiny sexy gen dess with no what, | think about what &fiah heen, and | think it likely that e
coat or seaterWhat | do in the has jUSt Salddallty seems to tilt ewer ’rnuch pain my grandmother
gl’:a‘eyad to get all ScratChed’up Sidevays in my head, but to makga\e to other pe0p|e she mer
will never be able tememberbut '

i .more sensedm this angle anyway aply in at least that much pain-her
Mariah finds me halfway up a big 3 “thinking, for someeason, self That deesh mean she. was. a
oak tee early the next morning with nice person, or thateally miss her

but nov that Ive had a taste of
being insane, mysdl&lmost wish |
had tried hater to understand her
when she was aiv

TPC/DCM18 OFFERS COURSES IN T | sit in a had plastic chair
ME%AUPSREOADUvﬁ;:i%"é:;gr“"g‘g S ' R next to Mariah, and | look at my
EDITING WITH FINAL CUT PRO; : feet, bloody and curled up on the
WE TEACH YOU EVERY STEP OF . cold linoleum, and | staicautious
LS - ly, to think about another way that
would be better

@m@@@@ﬁ]\ﬂ

ONCE TRAINED, YOU CAN USE

TPC/DCM18’S GEAR TO CREATE

YOUR OWN TV SHOWS, WEB
VIDEOS, & PODCASTS. AS LONG #

AS YOU’RE MAKING A SHOW
WE CAN AIR, USE OF THE
EQUIPMENT IS FREE!

WakEechl

SUBMIT YOUR CONTENT FOR

Ea] N o SECADEAST WITH SUER 0 006 CRERTIVE
oo oy
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“The GirIOnT he Plane”
by A llegr aJ. Lingo

We will neer knav for sue going fast. | can see the car raci

if it was a suicide.f it was, | cer down the two lane highwayearly
tainly wouldit blame him. devid of all life, psbably unning
. . late for schoolWhat | cait picture
| was standing in the middl&n 1y mind is his car ssing the
of Best Bly on a sunny Bich after  capter line into the side of the lar
noon, sumunded  suburban tech i1 pus caying fifty senior citi
fanatics waiting my turn for thesans to the casino, with enoug
Geek §uad. M laptop hat drive  force to cause the tour bus to fli

had suddenly failed on me thaynig its side and into the ditcht |

morning, going &m my BPOSItoy a5 late enough in the morning tha®

tive since bih and was put on
Ritalin in the late 1980s while still
in elementarschoolThis added to
his toubles, but it c&inly wash
all of them. tlwasit uncommon to
s6e his fatheAl, strike him with
ateer was neaypno matter who
else was in theam. We neer eat
ized hav serious the physical abuse
was until the Christmasd=ve all
atched Al yank the phone off the
all and bash Lanceeo the head
ith it. Bven then, no oneepoted
. It's Christmas, the adults told us.
There were other toubles,
Jist after he got his deiig

of stories to a blackeen in atime the sun would not hav been lcense during his sophomaear

it takes to snap my fingersy bell - gypaming though the windshield at
phone began to ring, and I_ pulled if vision-impairing angle. aybe he
out of my pocket and saw it was Myas changing radio stationsayle
mom calling. reaching for his phone. alybe he

Lance was in a car accideRjas committing any other numbe

this morning. Allegra, kedead.
Lance is dead.”

Around 10am that morn
ing, with the first signs opig
speading aoss the &ith Dakota
plains still baen flom a winter
buried under blankets of swo
Lance was driving his beld bright
red Pntiac Gand Am fom his
apatment in $Soux FRlls to
Madison, tenty-five miles ndh
on 1-29 befoe turning onto the

two-lane Hghway 34, wher he iyai she wished she coudt“him
attended classes aakdta &t pack in the ven and cook him adit

University |imagine he was speedje |onget He had been hyperac
ing - aboe all else, Lancevéal

of infractions that had caused h
license to beewked and suspend
ed. Bt he dowe that day anyway

bus as the way out.

No one in the familyerlly
expected my cousin Lance
become a mater adult, een
though he was amty-four the day
he crashed his catis mothermy
motheis sister ahine, always sai

452 1/2 WESY 'l-;EM;H’HI-IH, CHAPEL HILL - 3&68-3308

Maybe in that moment he
decided he was done and saw tH

it was taken away and he was placed
in juvenile detention because he
spent his nights driving cand
Soux Rlls, 8uth Dakota, exposing
lpimself to pung women. H spent
yar and a half in theo®h
akota detention centand on his
second day back at school, the
beginning of his senioear and
gh explicit instuctions fom the
judge that if ther were any ma
issues of a sexual nattirat hiel be

gent back, he fondled a’gibutt in

the hallway and was sent away
again.

“It's that gis fault. Be

OIdidrft hawe to say anything!” our

Grandma said.

Lancé& timeline gets fuzzy
for me in the six ears betaen
heading back to the detention-cen
ter and his death. | kwothey let
him out for aniné funeral when
she lost her battle withelaist can
cer | knov that he was med for
his avn safety to another facility
because he was bullied andveto
no signs ofehabilitation. And then
another facility Suth Dakota.
Missouri. Mbraska. tdh. We
began to believthat he didhcae
whee he wnt next, as long as it
wasit back home, whehe esmtu
ally did hag to go We asked our
seles,What do ve do with him?
How do ve help? The same ques

page 11



The Blotter

tions ved asked oursels since v Our lodging was at theagain, and thought aboutvihdnad
had all accepted the fact that no of@mfort Inn. For musicians on theis it not to beliex in something big
could bake him a little longer road, staying at a Comffolnn ger than gurself whenaopire sur
* means that either the people whounded g so much natural beauty

| thought about Lance as booked the gig ee angy that and peacefulness.
drove in my evn beloed car there was a lodging stipulation built | left early the next morning
Gatsly, a 2001 sikr Volkswagen into the contract, or that it was do get on theaad to our next sino
Cabrio, fom Minneapolis don to very poor tavn and the Comfor The first one hunéd miles of my
Soux HRlls for the funeral. Likelnn was the best place to hoslrive washon the hterstate, and |
him, I've always led driving.  guests. tlbecame quite clear as theove my way tlough the
spent the last the ars touring roads fell into diepair as | nead Cumberland @p into Tennessee.
acoss the countras the saphon  Sone that it was the latter| The sun began to peek ou¢othe
ist in the back up funk band for ahecked into the hotel anént up east, silhouetting the mountains.
dance sho and, whenev possible, to my 1oom, thankful that I had When | saw a sign for a scen@ro
| always took mywn car | liked time for a nap and sher befoe look | pulled off theaad, thinking
the feedom and quietust me and the shav that night. @ the bath it had to be good because the whole
miles of highwayand as long as Itub was the usual single-pbyigh drive was a painting. | got out of
ended up at our destination in tim&éath tavel, but that wadnall. my carwalked to the guarail, and
to load in the theater and fmem, | There was also abber duckie, and gasped at what | sa@retching
could take all the detours | wantea note. befoe me was aalley hidden
Over a thee war period | put “Welcome totBne. We ae  amongst the hilldidriven thiough
40,000 miles of detours oraSly. very glad pur hee. Hawe a geat the last two hours, a wide env

| glanced don at the ub- stay’ snaking aund befoe finally leav
ber duckie hanging out on my dash This was not a normaling though an unseen outlet.
boad, the one & picked up a ¥f& Comfott Inn; it was a franchise It was a shame Lanceanev
months befa in $one, Kentucky operating outside the casltmg saw that vie | was sad he resv
smack dab in the coal-miningye of corporate, pbably becausegot his avn rubber duckie m a
region of Apalachia. tlwas my corporate had no in&st in driving Comfot Inn in Gods County.
first time in that parof the county, route 120 aund all the twisting
and | wound my way dm the bends to this dyingum. If theyd The funeral parlor was
curvy backnads deeper and deepéet them keep the note, they wouldlready full of weping friends and
into the hills, the onset of fall sheahawe at least nved it fom the stunned family when | ared.
ing the tees sloly of their leaas, bathoom and cogcted the gram Pictures of Lance filled the Ighb
baren branches rising like ghostear | liked immediately that theseand flavers filled the empty spaces.
mingling with the mountain mists.people in ®ne caed, and that they | slipped into aaw of chairs and sat
| couldrt imagine living so far offgae each guest abber duckie.tl next to my sisteMarissa, and my

the Interstate, in so much isolationmade me smile. other cousins - Laem, Lance
and | couldihimagine why they had Over at the theater thatyounger sisteandTaylor fresh off
booked our shoto come play ewening befar the she stated | the plane tim his home in Arimna,

stood outside smoking with the-thenow the lone male grandchild on
atets sound guyHckle. We stood my mothes side of the familyrhe
silently watching the stars beginleaflet said that theoyth pastor
ning to illuminate wer the from the kst Baptist Chuch
Appalachians. | turned tackle would lead us tbugh the public
and said that it was one of the mogtieving pocess with wds of com
gorgeous p&r of the counyr I'd fort. Although Lawen was ex¢me

20% off
Your first haircut
At the e sadan

it soiechod sl

ALTERED eer seen. ly involved in the chuh, none of
imaage “Of course,” said iékle. us thought Lanceally caed about
“It's Gods county.” religion. The yuth pastor was

Hair Designers

Appowrimeris: ¥7-286-30752

There was no any or sar young, nearly aoyth himself his
_ . casm in hisoice. He was just stat pants pessed unnaturally straight, a
canspeanss gy LOCATIONE | Ing @ fact. | looked up into the skynourning apppriate tie laying flat
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against a plain white buttonvdg Oregon, and Colorado in the spahawe since learned this is what pilots
modest hipster glassesciped on of a wveek. M doctor pescribes call “‘The Learis and when it hap
the bridge of his nose.eldtumbled Xanax for me ng but een dod pens to pilots they h@wno choice
his way though poorly planned bling the dosage listed on my bottleut to rely on their cockpit instr
words, not so much comfiorg us doesih assuage the é&\of fear that ments and the disembodienices
that Lance was woheld in ®ds owerttakes my bodylnstead of hav of the air traffic corilers. Bt as
hand, but rather warning us that iing full on panic attacks | leasilent a passenger | leamo instuments,
we didrt want to go to Hll we still ones, my limbs atst while no numbers oreadings that tell me
needed to keep oureeyn the priz, tears s@am dwn my face, and | ewerything is fine, no disembodied
the destination, and forget aboutalmly and rationally say nonsenseices. lealiz that flying is just an
the paticulars in the journey of life.like, “I cart get on this plane.f I eercise in elinquishing condi,

Definitely a Bptist. do, it will fall out of the sky andwhich is not my sbtng suit.

| found my mind wander well all die.” Now that I think about it, it
ing, tuning out the pastsrhollav When | get into this statewas nesr Lancs stong suit, either
words. Nothing he was sayingm® inevitably at least one flight atten There were earlier moments
things | agred with. Hw could dant will slyly pass a mini bottle obf flight panic and paranoia befor
you not enjy the journey? sift vodka to me om her drink car that foggy jump acss therish sea.
God found in the beauty and woneen if Im sitting in coach and $he A memoy comes back to me, |
der of life just as much as imftde not supposed to without making meouldrt hawe been mar than six,
will provide for us afterevdie? pay United Airlines may pfess and as my pants and | got on the

. _ that, with them, gu fly the friendly plane and began to walknaothe

If 1 didn't respect the jour gyjes, but with Blta yu definitely aisle to our seats my body stopped
ney for the unexpected turns angy, the dunken ones. moving and | clutched my dwn
detours, | would just fly e@ywhee. | tell people that the flightteddy bear with hised bav tie,
For me, this isnreally an option. nat planted the seed of paranosated sceaming that | couldrgo
When | was little 1 would hav \y55 3 Biish Aiways flight betaen to my seat, and my dad had to pick
dreams about my death, and it Wg$p|in and London in Bcember me up to get me to me.
always one of two ways: plane cragh,1999. { was an early morning | remember flying home
or falling off the sidealk and get flight and, like most winter morn from Germany with my mother
ting my head smashed like a Walhgs in the Btish Isles, was full of when | was fi, waiting in the secu
M&M. | deftly awid the latter »  greay dense fog. | kmethe flight rity line in the Fankfut Airport
always walking on the paf side a4 peen a bit bumpy andthbeen and seeing @yng man dessed all
walks closest to buildings, but with,rning some, and at one point In black leather sprinting thugh
our tour schedule theevere times | |5oked out the windw and lost all security without stopping, &g
couldrt awid flying, not when T(ense of whet was. | couldrtell armed guals chasing after him.

sometimes gigs took us to places likgye wer right side up or upside..

the  Caribbean, Washington, gqun, on our right, or on our left. | ”{\"; PG Ve

Son |
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“There hae been a lot of turns because while | understanday devn belov. Seeing the me
bombs in Hropean airpds lately enough about the physics of flighhg lights of the cars on the highway
my mother told me asewwatched to knaw that the plane floats on théfThe nose tipping do  and
him run down our terminal. fast meing curent of air beneath then...nooooooooom back onto

There was the flightit, | dont understand he that cur the gound. | looked at her and
between Rris and Mhneapolis that rent can hold the plane wheis itnodded my ashen white face, think
was delad two hours because of st the wingtip pointed at theing about hw the points whershe
“leaky faucét My mind staed ground. said pooooooooom &e the points
racing because that ditdseem of the flight that the plane was most
worth a two-hour delayI've seen likely to fall out of the skgnd the
my shae of airparbathooms. lights looked small becausesped

There was the flight on a through the invisible air &vmiles
puddle jumper bewen Cetroit and above civilization. & interpeted
Kalamaao that suddenly lost alti h my nod as aason to continue on
tude, causing many in the plane f§0ught it would translate to anypo ¢ egything that was asome
gasp and the African-American-gefMPLY plane. @wer people d'be = 51,5 ¢ pianes. | wished she was just
tleman sitting next to me to brackeSPonsible for killing.t Was not 5 cqhie gars gunger and still in
himself beteen his seat and the onEMPY - the 757 was full, aller o gingsaur phase.
in front of him and gll, “This is "€ oWs. 1 got a winde seat, The pilot came on to tell us
why black men darilyl Back men Which I hae found lessens my panig, ¢ thep were a lot of storms
dorit fly!” somevhat, and was seated next 0@ yeen Mnneapolis and eattle,

It is comfaiing to knav SMall girl no ma than eight and 54 the first fay-five minutes and
that Im not the only illogical gy N€r grandma. dfmally | doft like he a5t two hours of the élerhour
in the world. sitting next to kids on planes.otN 5, fitteen minute flightet going

My paranoia does not sto?€cause they annme, but because, pe rhylent. | let out a sigh and
at the plane losing altitude, mechah N\ 10 attempt to put on a falsg mped back into my seat, the
ical failues, or ean at airpar cloak of breaty for them. This . emotion my Xanax would
bombers or onbadterorists. newer woks, hovewer and when 5,

| worry that the pilot was theYy ask me whynt'cying | tell The little girl grinned at me
bitten by a black wide spider in them Ijust watched a sadvieo 54 saiq | [ike it whenstbumpy
Amstedam and doeshknow about This little girl hadh

*

One Wednesday ewing |
got on the plane with thest of my
band mates to fly toe&ttle fom
Minneapolis. | was happg Wwad a
10pm mid-veek flight because |

Then, something strange
YappenedThe pilot flipped on the
“Fasten &atbelt signs as evbacked
away fom the gate, and with some
weird Pavlorian esponse the girl, in

off. sceaming and clutching a tedd
| worry that | accidentally bear She positiely bounded into

left a ninety-nine cent plastic BIC'E" Séat, and spent the ghimin-

: ; befa we taxied onto theun-
lighter in my checked luggagHt€S P€
which will somehe ignite in the W&y telling me about woshe loed

Vi h ) v f q the middle of herseille, fell asleep
cargo hold and hloup the plane. 1YIng atnight - goingeally fast and ,, v arm . | glanced at her grand
then...pooooooooom into the air

| worry each time the pIaneLooking at the lights of thevins ma to see if she would say anything,

www .blotterrag .com
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but she was too engsed in her that girl each time | baha plane, other ldist as & began to leayve

book to notice the kid.

not to wake her ypput a small par moment in time’;

of me felt eally bad.

Shés going to miss all of her

favorite pats, | thought.

The plane fle to Sattle,
zooming up into the airrocking
like a pller coasteover the station
ary lights of tawns and nmwang

lights of carsThroughout it all, the VS
kid stagd nestled on my arm, missoUr 10ss. This is what gure sup hawe losed the squawking swan

ing eerything.

Some parof her exuberancedeceased.

must hae leaked tlmugh the

| decidecenjoying that flight was a singulahead a distinct squawking behind

us. (ne of the swans had left its
silent swim, and began to chase
- Lancss funeral was ampr down a random mourner

priately somberThe youth pastor My sistermy cousins and |

from the wake the night bedayae 5| |ooked at each other andtsthr
the same speech about keeping QYMaugh.

eye on the destination, ono@. “Lance would hav loed
Many people shook our handshat one!” saidfaylor

telling us hw sory they vere for He was right. Lance would

posed to say to family of threaking the solemnity
_ The swanThe sound guy
We dowe out in a mces named Rkle. My rubber duckie.

Xanax wall into my brain, and Sion to the grayad, whee Lance The girl on the plane. Those
found myself with no option but to@shes would be intedr next to his moments of brief oddity in the eth

enjoy the journey for her
As much as lyrto channe

TR e

real dreams, real weird

Please sed excerpts from your
own dream journals. If nothing
else, wd'love to read them. We
won't publish your wh ole name.

mermaid@blotterrag.com

dreams n@adays but | dicemem
ber this 1..most..ly.All | remerm

being in a car Maybe hersAfter
some muie or egnt? In a paking
lot? Lotta smiles and good tim
Getting eady to leav And then
out walks the RX & a friend of
his. I'm waving like a dumbass
either ve knav each other? or |
just recognises me somefoBut
he stops walking and just etaat
me, with his fists at his sidesysl|
ly looking angrier and angyiesth
bug egs and all.Not moving, just

wrong or something somemho
We eentually leavand his slavly
backing awayHim and a close t
the head afrhe had too

Justin S - @berspace

S | neer emember my

staring like that, like | did him

ber is me and my friend, Anga

A=

e

motheis on a patch of gen grass ewise straightferad path of time
not yet full of tombstones,ver ae what | emembemore than any
looking a small pond, home to thghqy |'ve eer plagd, moe than |

cemeteys pair of swans. A manuywijll remember the details of Lanice
factued tranquility blwing fyneral.

amongst the griefWe all baved | think Gods totally cool
our heads as the pastor spoke aggith that.
of destinations andgden. Lance

father cried at the sight of mother

and son, nw at peace, next to eac

t
CONTRIBUTORS:

Jasmine Odessa Rizer writes, “Previously, my work has appeared in
Wilderness House Literary Review, Drops of Crimson, twice in The Blotter,
Orb, and Stillpoint. In 2008 and 2009, | was a regular contributor of artwork,
fiction, and non-fiction to Robin Fay’s arts-based e-zine, Moonshine. From to
2005 | was a section editor, as well as a regular contributor of fiction,
reviews, and feature articles, to the e-zine Mosaic Minds. Thank you very
much for your consideration. | look forward to hearing from you.” Ed.: As do

ES.we, you.

Barbara Barnes ' work can be seen on the following pages of FB -
https://www.facebook.com/pages/Art-Images-
Live/273385512766727?ref=hl
https://www.facebook.com/pages/Barbara-Barnes-Art-
Retrospective/403861193006782?ref=hl
https://www.facebook.com/SpiritualWarfareSeries?ref=hl
https://www.facebook.com/pages/Creative-
Worship/100977650023991?ref=hl

Allegra J. Lingo is an essayist and playwright currently working on her MFA
in Creative Non-Fiction at Hamline University in St. Paul, Minnesota. Her
work has been published in the West Trade Review (2013) and Rock Paper
Scissors (2012), and her essays and stories have been broadcast on KFAI
and Minnesota Public Radio. Lingo lives in Minneapolis with her wife Amy,
dog James, and cats Carly and Louisa.

Phil Juliano is wondering if Spring is really here yet in Minneapolis, or if it's
another prank by the snow-gods.
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