-

he Dr m Journal

v ?

iJ ulian’g

The Blotter

September 2013 5, . MAGAZINE

v~ L © NO 533 _‘/
S N Wes,lfI Moss, R6 & tqling, Rob Plath

,’

-
.

-

: ~ /
T‘I-ﬁ SOUTH'S UNIQUE, FREE, INTERNALLITERAUREANDARTS MAGAZINE
M Fotlow me on vnsut www .blotterra §. com 3
Eicesy

) nﬁae_gimﬂl_c.




The Blotter

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

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

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

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

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

Adwettisers and @sciptions Contact:

Mattin K. Snith
M_K_Smith@yahoo.conf
919.286.776(

ubmissions andditorial Business to|

Jenny Hanier
memaid@blotterrag.co

-

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

= =

OOl

Marketing & Public Relations Contact
Marilyn Fontenot
maiilyngfontenot@gmail.com
919.240.4845

FRONT COVER, “Chill!” from our

archives.

—

Unless othewise noted, all conter]
copyiight 2013 ty the atist, not the
magazine

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

A 501 (c)3 non-pofit
ISSN 1549-0351
www.blotterrag.con

=

Clmp

Council of Lwterary Magazmes & Presses
WoowoowW

“Old School”

Each morning | wake, wash apd pull on my walking shog
Ther ae many things | must do, like getting my girlsfegding
them and getting them off to school. | also walk, because @ts
ty good esrcise and it helps me be as healthy as | can be. | W
thirty minutes esty morning. | knw, thats not a lot of time {tc
spend. | used to walk for an hour oanlaysWednesdays ar
Fridays. Three hours aeek instead of éwhalf-hours aeek. Wait
a minute, gu say Youre walking less wo Ah, but hess the thing
—when | wagrwalking egty day | would sometimes skip arday
or a Fiday Walking a easonable (to me) amount of timenesay
has clinched this as a habit | candaffostick to

So it is with writing. Like excise, it is also anegwday thing.
Not eerday as in adinary, dull or mundane, but something | 3
driven to do each day because | want toowmapr As walking
improves my health, so does writing each dapwnpry...writing.
It occurs to me that | habeen writing for nearly fipnears. M
goodness. | write stories. | write poems. | write essays.
els. Hitorials. lrics. Haiku. Letters.odirnal entries. | am wor
ing on a libetto for an opetta. Eerything that comes into my he
that demands that | put it o on paper do so Evelty day | hae
a writer friend who tells me that | need to focus on one thiadet
her knav that this is as focused as | am able to get. | wsitehdt
| do.

Like most other intellectual motor skiisiting is a disci
pline. Smething thatequies wpur attention. | find that the be
way to apmach it is in the same way | wouldwa spot. | would
first get the apppriate equipment. ag | wanted to me up fom
walking egty morning to biogling. Although | might not go an
purchase a brandwéiamondbackaad bike, all $4000 wbr (and
the Iycra shds and jerseys ankifSano clip-on shoes), | might fir
an OK used bike and pick out aatghirto be my motiation. As
in, when | put on that satshir it's cgling time | might get a goo
helmet — something | shoutdruy used. And themlIget out on the
road.

The same things apply with writingf. you want to be 3
writer, you hae to wite. What tools wde best for gu? Ae you a
person who can sitwino in front of a laptop and tippy-tap away
the keyboar without playing a video game ordeag forTaylor
Swift songs oiYouTube? ®@do you need to get awawrin it all, just
for a while, with a pencil and one of thasdew tablets of linec
paper? ither waymake it somethingy can eturn to each day

Dont know whee to begindry keeping a journal. dGo the
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stoe and getourself a composition book and & bbgood pencilt
| like writing fee-hand as much as |1 like typing, anfuih to be abl

to take pur wok outside and just scribbler it in a coffee shop a
just scribble. ©up in a tee, or in the back seat of a @aanywhes.
Journaling is writing toourselflike in a diay;, without the old fash
ioned and rigid idea that it must be a list of things that happen
day (unless, of course, that is wbatwant it to be.) alirnaling caf
be about whatev you want. To get in the journaling @ove, | sug
gest thatqu follov a simple plan: each daily gnirite about on
thing. One thing. 8mething that happened that ,darysomething
you saw oV or read in the ngs. ®mething that happened a Ic
time ago thatguve been thinking about. Let the journal be the

you can unloadoyr thoughts, whenou can rant, whenou can ty

your hand aterse, wheryu can be a comedian. Can gossip if
your journal?You bet. @ course,gull want to keepgur wok in a
safe placeust ememberin a journal gure the audience.nteitain

yourself!

When to do gur writing is up toqu. Mornings a& good. ©
afternoons. ©just befog you go to bed Whateer woks best.Try
different times of day at first — see wheture most poductie.
Words ae like energy -ey hae to turn them on and make thenwl
I’'m a night-writer myself — when things abit quieter in my hous
and | can listen to music on headphones and just tgphersKing
prefers mornings and complete, uninfged priacy Samuel
Clemens (Mik Twain) liked to wde all day in a building he had €
structed away dm his house thawverlooked the Connecticut coel
tryside, a place whehne could sit and scribble and smoke ciga
just think.

Make it a personaquiement to write ingur journal esty
day One of our feated authors has made it the subject of hel
for this year - to write a el in a par If you can keep that comnj
ment, then set a second goal — to write a paragraph eanel
topic sentence and the supipgrsentences for that topic. “Chee
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The Botter Magazinenic. (again, a
501(c)3 non-pfit) is an education
concern. Qr primay inteest is the
e furthering of ogative writing and
fine ats, with the magazine being
means to that endVe publish in
the first half of each month and
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good. Ne been told that cheese hasepn in it and w need mtein
to gow big and sing. Cheese also helps keep hamburger
becoming boring.t tan be formed in easy-to-tote sticks that fit
lunch bax and may be slear with friends and enemies alike. oNe
ewer vent to war eer cheeset ¢annot be mven that Betheen did
nt write his Kth Symphony while eatingoguefot cheese. There.
A simple paragraph.

Later on, do what pfessional writers.d&t a daily wal-goal
for yourself 250 wods is one page, double-space@agonable go
How good a goal is itPybu write 250 wals a dgyn a year pu hae
350 pages.f you stick to one subjechwy hae a book. @e plot,

Continued on page 15
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chief@blotterrag.com

fr
na

S

CAUTION

May no fate willfully mis
understand me And half
grant what | wish...

page 3



The Blotter
“An A ppleint he Dirt”

by N . Wes M oss

Ewven in first grade theincluded in her plans on the When ve got thes, the
boys suspected what they coulgdlaygound, to be in on hermaple tees wre glaving orange
nt yet explain — that Cindyjokes, ean the mean ones, esp@é the cloudy after-school light.
Mangiano would become sexgially the mean oned.ohly she It was chilly enough for acater
They knev it like they kne& would lean eer and whisper inbut not for a coat, and the wind
Santa Claus wasgirably a lie. my ear in font of the other kids. was whipping up the lesvthat
Cindys long, dity blond hair Of the many things that | ditin my older bothers had raked into
her tiny waist, made her comunderstand then, herwer was piles.The plumes of swirlingad
pelling in ways that later woulane. | didit know that beauty foliage and the deaning cold
reveal themsebg as feminine, agould make us forget oursslv October sky made us feel-rau
sexually alluringWe were all, Any one of us would habeen cous and peeiful, as though &
male and female, mesmediz happy to be disgaded ly her could shake the mountains.

ahead of oursels, ahead ofif it meant vet be alleed to My mother gay us two
time, by her float in her orbit. light-weight spaghetti pots, and
Cindy plagd with her That year she was mywe ran outside with themeea

food, nibbling the asts of her friend, although aveyears later ing them on our heads like hats,
sandwiches and tiwing the in fourth grade, she and LeelLemur static-filled hair fluttering
rest away into the garbage witldbodecker would form a triangl®eneath the rimse oomed
out looking. 8e twirled her hair with me that left me gshed and amound the yat with our arms
around her finger and lookedjiving them both the fingerout like two crazy airplanes until
out the windw as though sheimpotently fom inside my mit we fell into the le&s, our
didnt cae when Mrs. Ledermartens. Bt in first grade, Cindy spaghetti pots tumbling onto the
asked her a question. heS Mangiano was my friend and slggound next to us.

seemed always on tleege of a got permissiondm her mother Lying thee, beathless,
tantrum that ve all lined up to to ride home with me on thewith our backs pssed against
quell, her lips pouting outVe school bus one coolctber the cooling etr, we laughed for
wanted her to like us, to beafternoon. no reason and with abandon.

Ghostwritten/rewritten ~
over 200 projects e DONNY DINGESS, AGENT
SOUTHERN VILLAGE
300 Market St., Ste. 124
Chapel Hill, NC 27516
919-942-3366

www.donnydingess.com

OMREATION TO CONTRACT h &) State Farmm

Editor and publishing con-

Y sultant with twenty years of
experience helps you capture
attention from top publishers

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

Laine Cunningham Toll-free 866-212-9805 AUTO > HOME > LIFE > FINANCIAL

WRITER’S RESOURCE writersresource.us

www .blotterrag .com
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The wind and sky swalled up just a journalistepoting back dream, half longed forhalf
the sound @& made, so thatew from the land of the sexuallgreaded.tlhas become ominous
could havl our laughter without actiwe. “Do you think hés cute?” like the sound of far-off thunder
anyone saying evvere too loud she asked me, lookingeo my But when the sky gets cold and
or silly or annging or little. We shoulder at someone else, sonoeange, when the wind feels like
lay together like two little one moe impotant. | shugged, laughter | feel a bottomless

apples, ed-cheeked, our laughpresumably unseen. longing to be theragain. | want
ter subsiding, smiling into the to fill my hair with cool autumn
sky firmly rooted in the center Years after high school wind. | want to lie in the lees
of our avn uniwerse. head that something had hapwith a friend who | @mise,

It's the happiest | hav pened to Cindyl'he details e cross-my-heaand-hope-to-die,
ewer been. vague. tl was the kind of stpr will become beautiful one day

that got passedofn person to friend the world cé&nruin. |
Cindy remained popularperson, the kind that no onevant to laugh up into the sky
right through high school. h& botheed to check for accuracynouth like a little apple in the
kept a ound bush in the back She had been living with alirt - the entie unierse shout
pocket of her tight jeans anthoyfriend, | was told, in aning right back den onto me
fixed her hair constantihe had apatment oer an auto bodythat for once, for mg | am
a flat stomach andund C-cup shop and had suffed some whee | am supposed to be.
breasts, and she woBonnie kind of minor brain damage
Bell lip-gloss so that her moutlfrom carbon monade poison
was an er-shiny Coca-Cola- ing. $e couldih take car of t
smelling invitation. herself after that, had to vedn
We vere friends when shewith  her mother probably
chose to be, and she told me would hae to stay therfoe\er.
ninth grade about the guy on th&he was not whole exactipt 20% off
football team who liked héde who she had onceopnised to || four first haircut
was cute, she said, but eatty become, anyway et e
knew who he was. d¢dwanted to
hawe sex with hehad slid his I've tried to ecaptue the
hand inside her undesar out way | felt under the swirling ALTERED
by the rier at a keg pgrone leaes back in first grade [ NERE
night. $ie was detached about iglthough nw it seems it was &| Hair Designers

Appourimeris: ¥17-286-3032

K
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100 W. Main 5t. Carrboro, NC

SUE ROSH
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o Marilyn Fontenot, PI
Private Investigation
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Y -. 919-240-4845

9:00 - 6:00 942-2196 marilyn{@subrosa.editorsproof.com
H EEE = fontenotmg.elance.com
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“Mice’l

by R osaleen Be rtolino

Pannels wife had fallen inve that the kitchen looked exactly
with a woman, the tallustrian “I can change,”dnner told his the same as it hadesyeday
who avned the ne beer galen wife. “I can do betterll put my exept that thex were dity dish

in town. “I newer thought | socks in the hampeioifn nav es in the sink. &l esented that
would eer feel this wdy on.” his wife hadnbotheed to finish
said Vette, after she had asked loading the dishwasher one last

him to sit devn. “I newer hae Ivette shook heed curls at histime. Then he consided that
befoe.” Ranner a dak study attempted joke and saidlhis perhaps it was a sign that she
man with a stoic temperament, igrit anything to do with qu, intended to eturn to him once
pizza-maker whose handsew Panner;” her wals stabbing him her infatuation passed, that her
strong, skilled, and often gentlan the hedr because if it was higbsence was only temppiand

did not hae it in him to fault, then he couldyrto fix it, would not last long.

shout at a tetrl woman. and her telling him this made

that impossible. Hopeful, he walked into the
He tried to understand Wwoshe bedoom, whee her desser
felt. A faded memgprcame of a “Oh god, Rnney’ lvette said, “I drawers hung open and cem
voluptuous teacher in highdorit mean to huryou.” pletely empty and his fist
school whose warm scent, when plunged of its wn accal
she bent \w@r his desk, madePanner would havpefered itif straight into the wall, the
him ache painfully in ways thashe had. sheetnck collapsing into a
he had been ¢am could be mouth-shaped hole, \wdering

soothed only o declaring his After shiel driven away her his knuckles.

feelings. Bt the dese had been Volvo wagon packed with two

unrequited, and thus was nosuitcases and aik and thee They had been married eev
the same. cadboad boes, Bnner noticed years, exactly onesay longer

Best In Show by Phil Juliano

E E THERE'S someTHing I =1LU= =

W ABOUT JOHN WiLLIAms'  |= (L =1  LIKE COMEORT FOOD
\= SCORES THAT BRING FOR MY HEAD!
ME OUT OF A FUNK...

CAN YOU HEAR
IT, SPENCE...2 THE
LAST BATTLE...2

/ THEY MAKE ME
NOSTALBIC FOR
A MORE SIMPLE
AND MABGICAL
TIME...

| PREFER
PI22A, MYSELE.

copyright Juliano 2013

www.bestinshowcomic.com

www .blotterrag .com



Septem ber 20 13

than h& owned the pizria. doomway at a slight slant due terom herself He blamed the
Their bed was neatly made, thas atificial leg. “Im sory about Austrian going after a married

patchwok quilt of pink and

your wife,” he said.

green (which his wife had made

herself smooth and tight ver

woman, but he could not blame
her in the way he would leas

Panner did not ask what ornviho man, whom he could feehal

the blankets.nl this bed, night héd head so quickly; it was alenged to a fistfight. And per
after night and sometimes -duismall tevn after all. “Me, too,” haps the Astrian had not gone

ing the dayhis wife had criedhe said.

out with pleas@. Rnner won

dered who Vette had been“Buy you a beer?”

thinking of all that time. H
went to bed on the couch.

of bitter black coffee, ae to
the shop unlocked the two
deadbolts, and emt to wok.

Panner imaginedvétte and the

after his wife at all; perhaps his
wife had gone after her

He did not leavtovn or hide in
his house. Blwent to wok as he

Austrian toasting each othealways had because he did not
In the morning, he drank a potith tall steins of iBner “No.

Thanks,” he said.

“Women a& bitches,” Mr

His hands did not need his braiQuickwash said, his facedeaw
to tell them what to do: theying.

mixed the doughoiled out the

know what else to ddHe was
unawae that he no longer
smiled, not ean falselynor did

he chat with his customers as he
had formerlyT'he small talk that
had once spilled out of him so
effotlessly had dried up because

pizza austs, bushed on the Panner eturned his attention towhat he eally wanted to ask his
sauce, sprinkled on the cheeslee dough in ater to awid con customers, and coulgnwas
slid the pies into and out of theinuing the conersation. ¢ had

immense oaring @en as they no dese to join that club off — B

had six days aeek for the pastmen who spend their daysend : & : .

Six years.

The man who wned the

QuickWash next door limpedPanner would not allo himself |-
ower in the afternoon afteto be angr at his wife for|
uneathing something sklekept |:

held emptied the quars fom
all the machines.d+tood in the

Mon thru Sat

T11 W Rosemary St. Carrboro

llam-10pm - (losed Sunday - 933.8226

ing that their boken heds

remain boken. Mr Quickwash |

had been dorced foewer

buried for so long, pbably esn

www.carrburritos.com

_W“:C()_mmg soon from o
.—..LightfingerBooks ... -
an-imprint-of - -

The Blotter Magazine, Inc.
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“Do you think shelll come backime hé& made a péect pizza; knew her wok schedule, or en
to me?” K had been dam the thin, chery cust and the if she was wking.
that he andwette would ggw cheese and the film of tomato
old togetherShe had been dis sauce melded together inttPanne)’ she said, heoice cau
tant at times, but it had seemed single thing, like a marriage, dibus.
to him that was o she wasin balance and hesly in the
made; eseved, priate. mouth. He and Vette had been“How ae yu?” he asked.
like that, or so feethought one
Up until nowv, hed thought of incomplete without the other“Okay”
himself as luckg man with two
loves in his life;vette and Li& It occured to him nav that his He noted that she did not ask
Pizzria, named after hiswvife had suffed fom his des- how he was, and tucked away his
deceased motherhoseemain tion to the pizeria, that this resentment in der to go ahead
ing savings had made hisaiin dewtion had felt to her like negand say what deplanned to say
of a estaurant comeu. How lect, and esulted in her seekindput his shaking oice wuined
hed stuggled<the learning ®er companionship elsbee. O ewerything.
with the dough, the disamiis course. ld would call and apolo-
first oven, the unsteady cashiz, the sooner the betterlvette. | spenttoo much time at
flow, long hours as chevaitey woik and not enough withowy.
maliketing managebookkeeper It was late morning, a quiet timd, sinceely eget that.”
dishwasheand janitarBut had the wounds of dough ®MNing
work and perserance had along the countelvette, a nurse “It's okayPanney’
carried him though, that and who woked day shifts at the
Ivette, who'd encouraged himhospital, raly picked up her cell’l blame myself
ewen when he came home only@hone right awayut this time
few hours to sleep she ansaed on the first “No need, dedr said Vette.
ring. That in itself shook “Please.” I&& made the little
How thrilled hé&l been the first Panner<the fact that he no longesmacking noise that was her way
of blonving a kissver the phone,
and disconnected hinb félt like
a slap

Panner foted himself toeturn
his attention to wér to begin
preparing the saucec<the qad
: tomatoes, the garlic, the eluil;
Wt but he burned the garlic and had

sl AUGUST 29 (Thu) Flyleaf Books hosts Richard Kadrey for the . . .
" latest in his Sandman Slim series, Kill City Blues. 7 pm. to begln again, dlstracte(y b

. SEPTEMBER 4 (Wed) Quail Ridge Books hosts Susan Cooper, thoughts that \Jette was
the Newbury Medal winning author of The Dark is Rising, for her new . . . .

y book Ghost Hawk. 7 pm. punishing him, a punishment

SEPTEMBER 18 (Wed) The Regulator Bookshop hosts Emily that he must endarbecause it

Croy Barker for The Thinking Woman's Guide to Real Magic. 7 pm. .
SEPTEMBER 27 (Fri) Flyleaf Books hosts Robin Sloan for Mr. mlght be the penance that would

Penumbra's 24-Hour Bookstore. 7 pm. win her back.

44444

www .blotterrag .com
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The pizeria and &neis house off, which came as elief had anished as ifylmagic.

were at the &1y edge of ton, Cockioaches ared instead of

and the beer gdgn was in the customers and scuttled into th€he first mouse he saw was later
vely centerand thus it was tbe corners when he turned omhat afternoon, a bghcrouched
weeks befer Rinner ran into the lights. @e morning, he in a cornerHe easily caught it.
either Vette or the Astrian, and opened the coldven and a rat The sie of a grape, it squeaked
when he did, as he left the poktaped out. H went after the rat once, then curled up and fell
office with a all of stamps, hewith a boom but it escaped intoasleep in his hand, its ears pink
saw them togethestolling into the stoeroom whee it dated petals, its fur a softeamy gray
the beer gden arm in armThe into the tavers of canned toma nearly invisible whiskers tickling
Austriars long, sere face toes and although aRner his palm. Bnner could not
wasn't petty but had a bright knocked the cans esy which bring himself to harm such a
ness that came, perhapsmir way he could not find the rat. Ihelpless, wtisting ceatue. He
her shay, platinum hairor per

haps fom stealing his wifeh&

was the opposite ofrher in

ewely way: light instead of &ar

thin instead of solid, éasts

instead of bedr

They did not appear to see hin
and Rnner was stunned atho
quickly he had goneofn being
a husband to someone to éctav
no one at all. blone. inpossible
to be ejected ma completely
than this.

At the pizeria that dayit felt
pointless to syep the cmbs
from the floarnor did he mop
nor did he wipe the counter:
clean<it was taking all his dffo
not to demand that his cus
tomers tell him what he hac
done to desee this and whether
or not they thought his wte
affair would last.

The weeks passed, the flool
grew sticky the counters asty
and the odor of the shop whe
he unlocked the door was st
and stale, exactly viaohe felt Coming in 2014 from PencilPoint Mount ~ ain Books
inside. Bisiness began toogdr (an imprint of  The Blotter Magazin e Inc. )
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saw what he esumed was itsalong the counter all the way tmice would be waiting, thimble-

mother watching anxiously atogrhee his upturned hand waitedsizd friends in aow along the

a bin of flour and he cupped like a fele \alley with counter and sometimes on top of

placed the banext to herand shedded cheesen® came andthe empty cash egister

the two spilled den the binand fed flom his palm, and Their egs as bright as pins, they

disappead. gradually anotheand another scamped befog him into the
their fleshy little feet swarmingsitchen.

Shy at first, flying into cracks inover his wrists and fingers like

the basebods with lightning little kisses. One night, late, with no cus
speed whenerhe unlocked the tomers to see, he powed him
shop with time, because he did self tumbler of whiskey and had

not shout, or stamp his feet, th€he mice surprised hinthey a paty, making mice-sd piz
mice gew bolder At first thee jumped and leaped, andesal zas, olling the dough paper
were just two, or so it seemedjanced in cales, bouncing onthin, speading a single dot of
and then ther were five, and their hind legs.The juwenile sauce with his fingeand laying
then ten or elen, sixteen, mer mice folicked, bging and chas on a shed of chees&he pizzas
Panner lost countnlthe long, ing one another in the way ofook longer to cool than cook
dull eenings, when ¥eer and young mammals, like puppieand when he placed the
fewer customers came in, thkittens, lambs. tray on the flogr the mice
mice kept him companyHe dewured them. i ate seval of
made a trail of ambs When he unlocked the shaipe the pizzas himselalong with
another tumbler of whiskeynd
pronounced them good.

Panner and his wife had eev
had childen or egn pets.
Although fond of other peojsle
babies and cats and dogsdshe
neer wanted any of hewn,
something, he saw wowhich
might hae been a clue that she
always been Yering at the edge
of their marriage,eady for a
quick escape.

By non, Panner had been sleep
ing on the couch of his wifeless

www .blotterrag .com
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house for thee months.Bnav, Quickwash wouldepot him to  did not want to hurthem, only
thanks to Bnneis food and the health inspectathe mouse to get them out of the peza.
warmth and kindness tlerthat hed named “uciand He baited the traps with peanut
lived in the pizzia doens of began to singaRner ceered his butter and the &y next morn
mice. ears to block out the plaimiving, the traps &e full, mice feet
squeaks because it suddemhaking scrabbling sounds
The avner of the Qickwash occured him that,  nurturing against the tin. &ner dove
limped aoer one afternoon, histhose he had no businesgumdr them to his house and opened
face unsmiling ake his faded ing, he had eated a pblem for the traps in his neglected back
football swatshir He wanted the mice asell as himselfWas yad. He watched the mice
to discuss thedent poblem.  this what hd done with his stumble into the ®eds.They
wife? Hhd he been so blindegl bhad lived their ente lives inside
Panner looked into the coldesy love that h@ been unable tothe walls of the pieda. H scat
of Mr. Quickwash and felt thedetect her tre desas? tered handfuls of lseed into
same gut-leh hél had the day the yad and filled a shallodish
his wife said that she had som&he dismal condition of thewith water He hoped they
thing to tell him. pizzria, he saw it moas swly would learn to adapt, as he had,
as Vette must hav seen their to their change in cumstances.
“You caft smell it?tl stinks in marriage. k fist vent into the In no time at all, theemaining
hee. Im awae yure going wall. When he pulled hismice figued out hav to awid
through pbugh times, but for hand back, his knucklesemv the traps, @n when baited with
Christs sake, clean the place upleeding, and the hole in thd&rie. And though they shouldnt
I'm losing customers.” Mrwall ewaled a small but punhawe, the mice still appedrto
Quickwash stalked awaimost gent nest of sbdded napkins. trust Rinner Luciano and his
squashing a mouse with his wife, a plump lmwn female who
attificial leg. He bought mousetraps thamight hae been mgnant,
claimed to be “humane,’scaled &neis blue-jeaned leg
As Rinner sat at one of his emplyecause the mice thaterw and nibbled flour &m his thigh
front tables and gax at the inside, though the little metal as he @ad the céfied letter
floor seeded with mouseoph doors, \ere trapped but not oth from the county health depar
pings, wondering if Mr ewise harmed in any wdye ment, citing complaints and
legal actions.

Mr. Quickwash had turned him
in, or perhaps, as uigkwash
claimed, a former customé&o
few people came in woand
those fe/ were either ey old or
very young or ‘ery lonely
Panner phoned a pest-camtr
company that aétised itself as
being “humane and eneir
mentally sensi®&’ As Bnner
explained his pblem and he
it had escalated, the pest-aantr
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repesentate could be headr room to pom, he nexr found A few days later a foul smell
clicking her tongue. And wherhim. bloomed fom the walls. &ner
he ended the call without having had failed to find and plug all
gotten a satisfactorsolution As equied ly the health depar their holes, and deas of dying
(she hadecommended a devicenent, Rnner closed the pezim mice had crawled into these
that electicuted), thex in the for two weeks, and set aboubpenings and curled up in their
dooway stood the health inspe@lugging mouse holes with steeésts. &ner put a piece of duct
tor with his clipboa, and a wool and BackleThe confused tape oer his nostrils, ying to
predatoy smile. mice ran her and ther in dis block out the smell, but the
tress; seval cheed nev holes stench @pt in anyhw, just as
Panner wadrgiven a choice, notin the basebadr Ranner sprin the mice themses had once
If he wanted to stay in busineskled geen cystals of poison oncrept so seetly into his
If the mice wre not quickly and slices of pizza and laid them dreat. It was a massacior
completely eliminated, thehe floor BEven befoe he left that which only he could be blamed.
county would shutter Lisa day the mice ee eating ran
Pizzria. dst like that the miceously as if they ere actors Attracted l the smell of death,
had gone &m companions to entering into their expectedles hundreds of flies ared, and
unwanted guests to pestse Hwith heatbreaking enthusiasmPanner killed them, too, with a
lured Luciano, whom he hopedHe locked up and did nagturn flyswatterbug sprayand a bitter
to keep as a pet, into a small caige three days; watching thensatisfaction. Biving poved him
outfitted with a hamster wheetlie would be unbearable. self at fault, &ner felt his
and a water bottle andolight strength of purposeturn.
the cage home, but when h&/hen Rnner at last unlocked
opened the cage door to put ithe dooyhis hands might aglv He opened the dnt and back
food, Luciano sprang out of thehave beened with blood. l¢ doors and the windes, and
cage and fled. Later that night asept small twisted corpsesrir fresh air blg in, vituous with
Panner lay on the couch, unabline concete floor and off the scent of detergenorit the
to sleep he thought he hehr metal shebs, and sebbed and Quickwash. &per napkins
Luciano unning devn the hall bleached the sticky steel counteswirled off the counter and
way but although he turned onand the table-tops. around the pizzria like celebra
the all lights and emt flom tory flags.

“Looking good,” said Mr
Quickwash, giving a small salute
as he limpedyb
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The Dream Journal

real dreams, real weird

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

mermaid@blotterrag.com

Ficnic in a pd, with cloudy skies and ae&e. The wind blevs the napkins as wind alwaysvblp
napkins asund, and Mm calls for the kids to help pick up after them, so it becomes a gane wh
the wind wins and the kids win and the napkins Tdsey ae finally eturned to the picnic table |n
various states of sddedness.r@ aunt wants to complain about no one keepingameie kids
and she gmps about with hands on hips counting them to makéhsiithey arall thee. Another
aunt sits in a caas taptaiis chair with a spiked-lemonade, laughing atyving that is happen
ing. $e seems to be awaf her wn shotcomings; that she cannot help make it better and th4t it is
more amusing to just watcheats unfold. &hers stand@und a smoking grill in shesleeed shits
and cargo shis: Like the pilots in the mie “The Right &ff;” they make hand motions thaé §r
indecypherable and push their sunglasses up on #tealts so that they can wiggle thelmasys
and the sunglasses will fall into platés is done merthan once, but theers no saying why itesv
happened at allt &ppaently enteains them enormously

One of the tables is an old 19MEtit-blue aluminum fold-out table that séaas a heavy briefcgse
like thing - something out ®he &tsons - and when it is fully opened it can seat a family of ejght, «
so the legendemt. Many cassales and salads and sacks of patiidcand macani foodstuffs ar
placed on this tabl&Someone then decides that it cathfrhandle the @ight of a thermos full ¢f
iced-tea, a fevgallon device that would last a eardeep into the namilNo one has calculated the
actual wight of fie gallons of iced tea - each gallon being eight pounds of ticgitde Equsdent
of putting a medium-®4 thid-grader on the old table whose design was questionable aivoedt. D
goes the aluminum leg on one sidere ldome the salads - six-bean arth@n potato and tresthe
ambposia with the shdded cocoanut and thedly little marshmaklwo gems and ellanoodle-and:
mayonaisse in the anciditppewae. The potato-olls intended to clothe hamburgeessalaged,
but ewerything else conforms to a stadgacnic sied mess, soon set upgrahts after begin scoopged
up and thown away ¥ aunts. The irony of all this is that no aunt or ant is happy withdbelts.
Excepting the one sitting in the capsaghairwho laughs and laughs, so that hetlee@cho off th
high pines.
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Continued from page 3

with character delopment? A wel. Go for it! Fyou dort know what to journal about toddgke
a glance ategtedays enty and keep going with it.eRiember that many peopleéngeat ideas fq
stories or neels. What keeps themdm being writers is that they dlovrite. Fyou dort hawe a geat
idea for a stgror navel, but still yu write, congratulationbu win. Youre a writer

Looking back at journal entriesiye made,gu may each an unpleasant conclusidhink
youre not ety good? &what?!tk early in the gam&here is a scholar of the game of chess thpt has
deeloped a thegrhe calls the ten-thousand hour thedihe idea is that aoge — angne — car
become a chess-master if they dedicate ten-thousand hours to théegatnags 10,000 hourg.
Sound crazyMVell, lets consider that numbeFrhere ae, as & said, 365 days ineay If you stat-
ed playing chesseading about chess, studying chess — for about an houoa dagy fime gu were
fifteen (aound the time | stéed writing egly day — poems, syoideas, letters)y bhe time gu were
twenty-five you would hae 3,650 hours of that skill undeuy belt. Would you be a good chess plpy
er? You bet. A chess master®, hot \et, but consider that eémty-five is ery young to be a cheps
master — only the most brilliant @egmaster the gawtethat age (and they put in much enbme
than an hour a dgyTen moe years —qgure thity-five nav — and guve kept up withqur daily ches:
7300 hours of accumulated theskill, practice and dedication to the game. yoAr a masterey?
Possibly We're talking about a much smaller number of peopleewhd that much time into orje
thing. You might hag the...acumen, the insight ancesdness that makeswone of the chess elie.
Also, at this pointou might hag turned gur one-hour-a-day habit into somethingean®ou found
friends who helpedy with your game.You made contacts to geuyinto inteesting and challeng
ing matches. A®wy enter gur third decade of playing chess (the decade that wilbtakey0,000
hours) pu ae vell positioned to make chess master

How does this fix the writing ioyr first journal?t doesit. But the 10,000 hour thepmwoks
here as wil. No, | wouldrt expect gu to write an hour a day dorit expect myself to walk an hgur
a day But eery day | walk. 1y day | ty to get in shape.vé&y day | write.

=

4

Garry - chief@blotterrag.com

CONTRIBUTORS:

N. West Moss is a writer living in New Jersey. Her fiction has been published by Memoir Journal, Westchester
Magazine, The Blue Lake Review and the anthology “Do MFA Programs Really Work?” She is working on a novel set
in New Orleans in 1878, as well as a collection of short stories that take place in and around Bryant Park in New York
City. She was a 2012 MacDowell Fellow. *** Rosaleen Bertolino of Fairfax, CA, writes, “My fiction has previously
appeared in Prick of the Spindle, The MacGuffin, and the Chicago Reader, among others. | live in northern California
with my family and 11 chickens.” *** Rob Plath was here before, has been gone for a while, and has returned. He
writes, “Rob Plath is a 43-year-old writer from New York. Allen Ginsberg once tutored him for two years before he died
in 1997. He has published a lot with the small presses, including 8 chapbooks, three full-length collections and a play.
Rob’s first novel Swallowtude is coming out this year.” *** Phil Juliano draws and draws and draws. He is also mar-
ried, so we may assume that there is a multitude of other things he does.
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