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The old gray-matter dinvhat it used to be. | find that it|i
no longer the rar-edged eapon ofecall that | used to wield wit
pride and aplombNiggling facts nudge memads the conclusio
that | need to get on with capturing as much of the past as pos
etheeal-ink: | cahalways adrdge up the catct wod or name in 4
conersation, | must leawspaces for the things | cannot insta
place. th told that this is par for the back nine, which isenhem
currently duffing. Mthing to fearnot hadened synapses or br
chemisty breakdavn or anything.Well then, what? 1 think it ma
hawe a lot to do with the clutter | cantly wade tlmugh on a daily
basis. Teenagers eafar moe difficult to stay-at-home-pat than
their toddler or grade-school selfo stay on top of the situation
dewte a geater pdron of my sharpness to keeping them on time
on task. tlis aduous and all-consuming.

| recently came aas an old photograph of a family gathe

family; my uncles and all of my cousins and naydéna

— looking stoic and unhappy that wiesedecided it wals

picture-time was taking her awagnir either making

Thanksgiving supper or cleaning up dfitemksgiving

supper — it could easily go either. wapndpa woking

the Kodak, bossing eyone apund with settle dens

and say cheeses. | am jugiaBsyold — thgtme ger on

the left-hand side of the photo, iofde, watching evw-

| one elseying to get settled to take a photo containin

many yung childen. Dad is sitting, not looking at t

camera, thinking, @mously distracted in that way that only he ca

unless gu count me in tha¥enn diagram of people who can m

themseles completely entained ly what is going on in theiwa

heads without any need for outside influendéat (is a geneti

hand-me-dan if eer thee was one.) VEryone else is smiling
Grandpa, hamming it yfandsome, ptty wondefully young.

How well do | emember 1965Phird grade. M teacher was

Miss rhat, who got marriedver the summer of ‘65 and bec3
Mrs. Trader We wete independentlyeading that fall — making lig
of books w ead. | leed our public librgr The flont entrance ha
display winde's whez they occasionally placed dioramas okedif
subjects. Truth: childen loe dioramas! iDosaurs. &ks an
Minerals. Idtive American étlements (still calleddian village
back in 1965). uhgle animals! CiwVar Battlefields.
| read biographies, abouaridel Boone and Kit Carson

George Armsbing Quster They were good bookseplete with th
fallacies of histprthat such things had back then. | gotonlle
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that fall for claiming that €ad “Qd Ironsides,” until Mrslrader anc
my paents confeed about my adwced eading habits. | latezad
“God Is My Co-pilot and this feaked earyone out until | ead The
Maitian Chionicles.” | ran out of good booksead in the chileris
library. Hawe no fearthee ae lots of good books upstairs in the g
section, and comfable sofas and chairs that cendaerit alloved
to sitin. | was, heeer, alloved to pick a bookdm upstairs and ta
it out. One at a time.

In 1965 my best friendd¥id meed away - only twowms
ower, but to a kid thas an impossible distance. Almosiyelay ve

We often use Bobco fonts, copy
rightedshaeware from the
Jult Church of the 8bgenius.
Prabob We also use My Jne
Antique and other émvare fonts
E from Apostophic Labs and othe
fonts fom other sowes.

=

|

played togethethe game &valways liked the besgifer Mots for
the RAF Occasionally evwere captued and held prisoner in a |
stalag.We needed to escapeavid did all the escape plannin

scraps of mimeograph papemfiDads desk. | did the tunnel ;{

ging. Down the stairs on my stomaclgued the livinggom. The
tunnel exited into the kitchen for snacks. Laaowok this game cu
side and eated a tunnel along the neiglsdoxwood hedge, past t
dog-kennel, out into the gutter of thestr t was a good tunnel a
lasted for many days of the good war in our h€éadggame wéed

just as will at his house, wieene could tunnel into the crawlspace |o
(

the other side of the bedm wall and tlough the insulation and in
his folks bedoom. When he was going to weo | stole his Cory
model of a ldwker Hirricane, because thawhat friends do —ev
covet each othisrlives so much thateancannot help ourset: My
mom or dad must haveturned it, pobably because my lie thaivial
gae it to me didihstand up to intenseoss-examinatiorlhe tuuth,
that | miss playing ey day with my friend newsufaced during th
trial.

This was also the fall that | first had one 0§ dashdwichefq.

Other kids imitate their dads playing tennis or dolffatched m)
Dad make himselfegkend lunches, spding eatything aound the
kitchen countercobbling together adgwood, and heading off
read the paper — leavingi to come into the kitchen later and hg
at him to come in and clean up after himself (and then clean

him.) Now I tried one of these mysellewidh ye, a couple of sl

of liveiwurst or braunscleiger (they ardiffeent but to this day
dorit know haw), a slice of pxolone and some utits or Heinz
slatheed on top Dad also used lettuce for color amdan, but af
eight | washan aficionado ofegetables.t'd a hell of a thing havi

a good sandwich, a sandwich that stands the test of time af

buds, and quite something for it to be handeachdmm generatio
to generation, father to son, in that way that transcends any
socio-political issues of the day and alug\disagements that wi
cetainly come in ensuingas. A good sandwich can mend,

continued on page 15
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“Spiri t H ou ses”

by M arsh a Teml ock

Thee ae doawvays to forgmess you keep sending stuff like this in
betveen this wior and the past,As | was not invited to attendtA the mail, emember he the FBI

but only ctin people can paddiriams funexl, | took it upon went after those guys who sent
through thenWhat if ve had the myself to visit heagsite to paythe anthrax, the less said about
chance to passotlgh that door my lastespects. | kmgou and my relationship with my mother
way would e take it, and wouldyour mother hadyr diffeence. the better 'm sory shé& dead,
we get it right this time? She was a good person and | reokld like to mee on.”

ill, in ti forgivher f
A vial of dit came in the mail aé?]l;, V\ll,:n’hzlanpplirrrl]gs’s O;%JZ Eri]ra; ' "Sorry if | offended gu. Look, |

week after | buried my mother causecy. awe an extra ticket to see La

Dry-eyd It stood kg her grae
and watched the cemetevok-
ers fill the ®nch. “Now we can
both rest in peace,” | murned.

My brother-in-law took Claafs
hand. H¢ nodded to my niece:
and the four walked wad the
limo hired for the occasion. yM
sister lookedwver her shoulder
“Meet pu back at the house.”

The only thing left to do was
pack our mothér clothes in car
tons and dsp them off at
Goodwill. We had akady

parceled out her yeely and

valuables. Or last filial duty

would be listing the house an
disposing of the furnitemeither

of us wanted.

M. Temloek

The vial of gradit came in a

manila enelope lined with bub cousin E
ble wrap The tube was the | sighed.tiwas impossible to stay
length and width of my indexForgive her?Twice | thew the angy with Bi. Hes always been
finger It was adinary loam with vial in the trash and twice | god little peculiar Through the
bits of clay and, possiblthe up in the middle of the night toyears Ve Ilearned to make
carapaces of dead insects. Coustriew it. | put the damn thing allovances because basically | like
Eli's handwritten note wagn my desk draev knaving Hi  him and | knev he means eil.
wrapped aund the vial and would call to make sultd got “Thanks, | said, but | havhis

BohémeYou inteested?”

secued with a wide bwn ub- ten the package. monster paper for my course in
ber band.tlread: “Listen, M, aside bm the fact school admin. Another time.
Dear 8eyl, that you could get into uble if | suppose after someone diss it

www .blotterrag .com



Marc h 20 14
peffectly natural to éam about clutched in my hand, looking fomiss it,” | said lightly
them. for days my mother was a& spade among the dmring .
close as my dmth. e night tools. I lie in a gated communi  ©00d god, Betyl. What a thing
when she appearto me, | sear ty in New Ersey callewillow © S&¥
she said,You can make it easieManor After my dierce, | left « 5ok Claie, H is pefectly
for both of us, Igeyl. | knov Manhattan and bought a cond@grmiess. | think ogre over-
you can.” with the money | got in my seteacting.”

tlement.
Unable to go back to sledp . , “I am not oerreacting,” she
went davnstairs and turned onl hoped the night shielded mgnouted. Hs ghoulish is what it

the televisionthere was a trav from any nosey neighbor whes | going to haw him bared
logue about &iutheast Asianmight be suffering insomnia angom the cemetgf
countriesThe narrator was talk began my fave digging under a

ing about eligious practices andveeping wille. In the morning | “You cait stop someone dim
activities in places likeutha, found some stones, painted thewisiting their elaties grag.”
Cambodia, Laos anWliethnam white, and arranged them in
associated witlemeration for the circle. This small act, en if it
dead. K described spirit housesvere senseless, pleased me.
little shelters that ereected Iy . :
the dewut for the happiness of Was in &rbucks waing on
the irits that must be placatedy Paper when Claircalled to

less harm come to the living. 'ant about E “The man is a
g nutcase,” she bad. “He

By natue Im not a superstitiousshould be locked up
person, but ther was definite
synchonicity in what | was hear
ing. Could it be that my motter
spirit was calling me, that she v
wandering in her post-afterli
journey and that | would mak
her journey easier if leeted a
shrine? And what about the v
of eath?Was that another sign’

You can if Pu suspect thiey

“Why, because he dug up a littl
dirt? I's not like Mmis going to

FromPencilPoint Mount ain Books

Despite the faCt that |t was t (an imprint of  The Blotter Magazin e, Inc. )
I i v “River: a C ity of  Artist

middle of the night, | put on m T o

robe and Sllppers anaent into We'd love for you to go on over to

www.paintbrushforest.com and pick up a copy or
two. We're pretty sure you'll love it, too.

the garage, the vial of thal
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vandalizing it.” Claire.” old jeans, a tee dhiand sneak
ers. M hair is tied back with a

“Eli’'s not wandalizing Mms “Sheryl, maybe qu should to

) red bandana. | slip on thellgw
grae. talk to that womanau Ve se€ 1 nher glges | use when washing

The woman at the next tablé > dishes and then | edully scoop
staed at me. | put my hander | let out little puffs of air'm UP ealh at each gravsite and
the phone and stage-whisder done with Helen. | doi need a S€al each bage’labeled Bd,

“Claire, can w not talk about shrink. Im fine.” Grandma  8phie, ~Gandpa
this nav?” Barney I've decided to eate

“I'm not sue. | knav you hold altars for each of themefBe |
“Why would he do such acetain things against me ... " leae, | look for pebbles and place
thing?” . , . . __one on each headstone because

| dont hold anything againstiyqc\,stomarfor aws to leas a
“Maybe E's pissedop didrt YoU, Claie,” | said warily I —oopnie o twig on the headstone
invite him to her funeral.” worked though all that 1ong {4 shqy  visitors someone has

ago been ther. Theres a clanking

“You wer always jealous of mifom a small edr-mover while
“If the shoe fits.” | closed theelationship with dm.” workers esawate a ne aea

cover my lap top and began gat . , whee theyll be digging ne
ering my things. | needed somyy head was splitting.vé ieat  trenches. | hear the blaring of

fresh air y got to gd | turned off my traffic flom the highway in the
mobile in case Claircalled back distance. | look upClouds buy

“Did you throw it out?” she and S'FOOd on the sidalk just the sun. | asss my armsser my
asked. watching all the peoplechest. | should havworn a
Everyone wasushing somehee  sweaterThe clouds me quick

“Sure, blame me,” she cried.

No? yet, in the end, they would ally. | put the plastic bags and the
“You didrt?” land up in the same place.  spade in my purse. | dsihome
_ o, . feeling a bit like a geawbber
“It's bad luck,” | said. “I buried it _ _
in the backyal” In my purse therae five plastic Each day | got out and check the
sandwich bags and a spate.fdur little shrines.dlishly | left
“No way’ takes me ten minutes to locatgpples as an offering on my

our family plot. There ae so fatheis bithday and some ani

many diffeent sections andws mal foraging for food has scat

it's easy to get lostnlwearing tered the stones sombcart tell
one fom the other

“Look | gotta gol’'m going to be
late for my class. 0Bd-lye,

When H calls to invite me to
hear Carmen, | beg off've got
finals next wek.”

“How did yu do on wur
paper?”

“‘Gotan A.”
“See, i paying off

“Donit be ridiculous,” | saput
secetly a lot of nice things lev
been happening since | t&dr

www .blotterrag .com
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paying homage to my deatar a page that has the d®r'eli Rabbi Klein is ety young. H
tives. They must be pleasedjious-fee envonment high- wears seatpants and a multi-
because the guy | met ohghted in gllow. coloed cocheted skull cap held
Match.com called to ask me o% : in place with two hair clips. |
and | may be in for agmotion. Yhen | ty to explain that my oster him a paper cup of ginger

. spirit_houses @rnot Eligious, (a5 and set out abof Kleenex
“Look, Hi,” | say “I've been theyre meant to enerate MYy pacause he keeps intpting his

thinking about sending away fodeceased famifya \very common commentay—a simplified
four ancestral spirit hous&be in places likeVietham who T14mudic intermtation of the
animals keep upsetting the littlhonor the dead soldiers WhosSgtariife—with a series of smse
burial spots out backbu can physical emains they ca&n

buy these houses onlinem® of locate,” | knw I've hit a nere.  “Rabbi, | doit beliee | hae vie
them ae petty elaborate but | : . . lated someadish law {p choos
was thinking 1 would get som&r- Bmison stiffens. “l lost gng gpirit houses as my way to

that look like bil houses andProther in theViemamWar | 5n0r the dead.”
stand them in the cul de sac.” know what he saw and it wasn

spirits. t was the baet of a gun “You ae familiar with the com
“I dont know, Shewl,” he says when he crawled thugh the mandmentThou wilt hae no
warily tunnels and got his headvalo other gods beferme?”

ff the Viet Cong. 1 _ -
When | get them, IEhelps me (lznanwha?is glg((e)od ?Onrgqu I\B;I?sus “Rabbi, I am not worshipping a

assemble the spirit houses. | plaggn, yull remare those Spookgolden calf
mementoes inside — a pair ’
my mothes earrings, my dad

oxes.” He smiled indulgentl{My con

eyeglasses, one ala@dmothes My hear is pounding. | call my &M, Mss &rn’,?”$1e|yl, ... may
recipes and in my grandfathersister and ask to talk to my lawy! Call You eyl

anl like kecampaign buttonlE brother-in-law who ages with «qf course, Rabbi.oSie moe
donated — that no one can sddr. amison. ginger tea?10 could make some

nless thég looking for some Ha ,
unless theng looking for s Claire insists | talk to a rabbir¢] chamomile if gu pefer It's no

thing. | feel fairl fident | ’
gé?gaw a?/ewi?rllr Br/n(;o‘r.]h;l?ﬁgus,ganall well and good to shorespect bother

project until Mr Jmison, this ©© the dead, but | thinkoyire «No, thank wu. The ginger is
old guy who thinks hewms 90INg aboutthis the amg way delicious.” H tents his fingers
Willow Manor stats snooping Claie thinks in depessed aboutintg a steeple.AS yu knav
aound. Monis dying. Bes convinced thee ae those who ook foea

. - 'mlosing it.” sons, who ddrunderstand ....”
“I am hee in an official capaci

ty,” he announces when he rinn<
my bell. “'s in egad to those
voodoo house®y eected.” And
then he thusts the condoxmeis
manual in my face and points

page 7
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“And you ae worried my spirit Rabbi Klein is aable to offiei deers and specifically bans ances
houses will stir up anti-ate at wddings, bar and batral shrines on communitygpr
Smitism?” mitzvahs and funerals. ery.

“Lets put it this waythee ae The condo association sends &maint my mothés spirit house
less olous ways to commemoofficial flom the mning commis forest geen and add a little
rate those who hapassed on. Ision who tamps up some viela perch. On the secondear
suggestoy lightYahrzeit candles tion and | pay a $300 fine. | lravanniwersay of her passing @bin
on the annigrsaries of theirno choice but toemove the spir builds a nest inside thexoMore
death.” it houses. synchonicity | find two blue

L : speckled eggs, one on each ear
“But | want to honor their spirit At Christmas and Chanukah thﬁﬂg_ | watcggthe flugr of activi

ewryday It is my way of seekingcommunity is awash with lighteg\, from my winde. My mothe’s
forgiveness in case | slightee\ergeens and electric menorahggirit is a soge of encourage

them when they e alie.” My The avnefs manual lists me ant when the babieedearn

mother for example. restrictions egading mangers ing to fly
. . (no live animals), the sizof
In which caseoy should fast onjyfjataple Snta Clauses oein t

Yom Kippur and thow your sins
in the watef

“Thank yu for coming, rabbi.”
We both stand up shake Rabbi
Kleiris hand and take one of tr
cads he carries in his walle

www .blotterrag .com
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“I'nvisinl e God Created t he Visibl e Worl d”
by M atth ew M aslowski

It was that time ofear of dendriform nuditythe decid per of gas hissing dugh the
when the geeseturn for the uous catenoids of autumn line. Rorence stood and yawned,
winter and grace the southerheaped in a bwn rotting mass, her beath condensing in the cold
envions with their majestyhat interrupted intermittently ¥ cabin air She shiered slightly
tering the pedawn stillness withconifers. rence missed theand walked wads the kitchen
syncopated honking and riddlingreen leas and spent her daystepping instinctuallyver the
the countyside with their shit. during this time in lagred cloth piles of clothes,otting books

The pefectly camouflaged tlg ing. riddled with eawigs, and empty
resemble plugs of tarleft That morning she wokefood containers.
behind after aeration andeps early emerging &m her The bx of matches on

themseles softly into the deeplymakeshift bed of mismatchethe stoe was emptygo forence
grooved teads of shoesgety couch cushions, gmdbar blan tore a pagedm a tattexd maga
despite the mess one cannot hédets, and ripped pions of egg zine which had beewlled up
but notice and en admie the caton foam. Be snewd, then then stuffed into austed paro
color — a mostemakable olie registeed the metallic odor oflator on the windasill. $e
drab geen. 1 was Forencés propane. Hr nest of beddingpushed the knob for the smallest
eleenth winterthough she was awas situated in ade on the liv ey on the st and held it den
Leo, an Agust child, and ther ing rom floor beside thefor the fe&v seconds waiting for
fore still but tenThe four-oom propane heater mounted hurthe gas to ignite. As the electric
cabin she sheat with her father riedly into the thin cabin wall.igniter popped awayldfence
was nestled deep in a saggifige stood and stiched, ubbing looked at the magazine page, an
gully at the edge of the gameleep fim her egs with the adwetisement for scented axi
lands along the foothills of thé&nuckles of her index fingerpads with wings. h® titled it
AppalachiansThe tired mouRr One custed granule stuck to heslightly to scoot the géamaway
tains bodered the wstern line of finger She wiped it on the leg offrom the gloss tead the header:
the popety, beaten soft ver her flannel pajama bottoms anDorit LetYour Rriod @t inYour
countless gatheed millennia. knelt in font of the heatelfhe Way! The center photo was of a
Though lush most of theegr pilot was outThe thiee ceramic woman dessed in all white ten
the mountains e held winty tiles along the baclew cold and nis appagl, tight white shds,
sleeping flora, an endlessdbuar stained. ¥ could hear the whisher arm extended in a backhand
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swing, the tennis racketzn in of mountain air and her poplameans of egss wre the win
air, her toothy smile a pect branch against theoaf The dows and those had long since
bleached-white match for hetrack which ran along the top obeen painted shut.aybe he had
outfit. The ring of gas bloomedhe door frame had been beriieen wokenybithe extra chill and
into flame. Be dipped the cornerlong ago making it impossible talso noticed the pilot light was
of the adeit into the blue halo pull the patition open the way it out? Maybe he had jusaim out
and watched as the flame curléchd been designed to .ddo the side shed, wa by the
and wrinkled the page, deving Florence pushed dm on the spring house to gather logs? H
the sentencedm the ezlama knob slightly to disengage theorry gew with an esr-inceas
tion point back.The pilot lit top from the unner then swunging sense of stillness in the
without incident and soon thethe door twvads herthe middle small cabinlhe wind had waned
tiles of the heaterere glaving bending awkwélly. outside and her poplar branch
once againh® held her hands as The oom was d&r as had noticeably ceased @éassur
close to the thin metal grate adways, and it took a moment fang stoking on the metaloof
she could beater egs folloved her egs to adjust as she pden aboe her She would bundle up
the cracked lines along hdrom the dooway The windavs and tiy to catch up with him. &l
knuckles, the constantydcold were ceerd on the inside withwould be poud that she had
of winter too much for em her sheets of aluminum foil, thelready noticed the pilot and had
young esilient skin to endelr  jagged edges bunched along tiveed it. Bit first she needed to
The wind picked up out sills and edges of the wall, blockse the batbom.
side.The old poplar which hunging the gey morning light. The commode flushed as
low over the cabin scraped ity drSacks of dragrs lay under eachusual but the tank did nogfill.
baren fingers agss the metalof the two windas. $eewes, Horence pulled herdusers back
roofing. Rorence listened for apants, socks spilled owmenthe up and twisted the faucet handle.
moment, head slightly to the sidsidesThe desser linged in the A splatter of water spat into the
and egs staring wide in losfar cornerThe spaces intendedink follaved ly the sound of
reverie. t was a familiar soundo hold the draers ver filled gurgling pipesThe well pump
for her one she always hatstead with liquor bottles lyingswitch must hav fozn shut
known, like the sound of ose on their sides, the cdialr metal again. Be finished arssing and
own breath or the tlob of hedr tops poking out like buttons on atepped out into theay mist of
beats with fingersgssed hdrin dolls avercoat. All the wallsee cold mountain airlt was too
the ears. Wldenly she blinked,bae exept for a small four-inchearly in the season for the first
only then ealizing one sound shé&rame hanging ver the bed. snay, though she could make out
had definitely not hedrthis Inside the frame was a taterthe pavdery dust at the tops of
morning: her fath&rsnoring. cross-stitch ined thead, flaving the taller mountains in the dis
The single bedom was script whichead Jesugkept The tance. @ab grass stiff witholt
separated dm the living oom bed was empty crunched unddoot as she made
by a louered doorhinged in the Florence felt a slight stather way aund the backside of
middle. forence steppedward of worry. It was not altogetherthe cabin.The well pump was
the door and leaned her eardd for her father to be out andhiidden under a fiberglass appr
against the dusty slats.erH about without herbut it was imation of a small boulder
fatheis bed (a single twin 0 indeed an anomaly for him to b&lorence wdeed her tiny fingers
spring with a sleeping bag oabout so early with the first blusbinder the lip of the fake boulder
top) lay only two feet or so on thef full dawn still the better paf and lifted with all her sngth.
other side of the dodihe could an hour away?he had not hedr The caoer 10se shly and esn
usually hear his d&ath egn him leae. He would hae had to tually tipped on its sides\ealing
between the violent attacks o$tep @er and avund her sleepingthe blue cylindrical pump heus
snots and gurgles of his apnealace to exit tlmugh the font ing within its holla. Her finger
Yet naw she hedronly the ush door The only other possibldifted the plastic inset and flicked
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the tiny metal seo three times. ing aound the pond. IBrence kitchen, boiling water to pour
On the thid the switch toggledstopped herun four steps dm into the foil pie pan with pin
and she heathe pulsing whir of the tee line and scanned thkoles holding coarselyognd
the pump for just the vie see banks and clearing with wideoffee; or ¥ the spring house
onds it took to mrssuriz the sys eyes, moist with tearsofn the loading split logs under his arm
tem. $e imagined the toiletcold and eettion. Sven geesefor the cabin. I8 thought back
faithfully filling its tank, glad tostood in a loose huddle to heao the eents of the morning,
be alone, as if saving faomfits left. Their heads dipped androm her first conscious thought
prior malfunction. bowed, rising quickly One of the cold cabin, the pilot light
Florence made her way tdvonked, then others joinecheS and on, evisiting her steps to
the spring house.uBt long took a fev steps closer to thdease out any details or insinuat
befoe een her father was bornbank of the pond wheithe cat ed information she may leav
the tiny wooden sicture stood tails and wild wheatere tall and missed. Dring this examination
only a fev feet high and straddledrittle. The geese made othex thought bubbled to the face
the narow ceek that cut alongghastly noises wotheir collec that was so immediate a concern
the eastern edge of the gulty tive warnings having gonéhat she sleed pace to a walk,
the summers they would placenheeded. IBrence glad at her hand held as if toveo her
watermelons inside to keep thethem for a moment, hating thdips but the fingers not touching
cool and crispThe wood pile hissing of their beaks andfling the mouth: she had left the fiber
was stacked on the far side of tbhéfeathers. After one last scangifiss pump wer off the wll
creek under a lean-teler father the clearing IBrence flung her pump
was nwhee in sight. self back wads the tee line. Florence fl&v tovads the
Now Horence ran up the Within four strides she was in aabin. §e caught the edge of the
path which cut wer the aeek full panickedun back dan the creek and follwed it along the
towads the duck pond. &t path, back iwads the cabin, herfar side of the line, watching
breath quickened as her tinfjootfalls punctuatedylihe inces through the jarring bounces of
lungs ached under the stain sfnt honking which cut tugh her footfalls for any shape or sign
the cold air Twice she rippedthe foest with cystalline clarity of her father on the pdr. $ie
through unnering spider ®bs HForence wiped a bead of mucissamped past the spring house,
which she lushed fom her face from her top lip with the edge ofround to the back and skidded
with an open palnThin branch her sleev and imagined wleer to a stopThe coer was missing;
es of saplings lear her wn her father might be waiting 4t was not tipped to the side as
height smacked against th@aybe sitting on the mibr with she had left it. As her mirebrs
unclothed skin of heeddened his hat pulled lw and pipe bil tered this fact, her ey wdked
face and handst st bush and lowing, wondering wheishe had owver the gound. Where the well
trees gavway to the small clearbeen all this time; or in thepump should havbeen was wo
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cleayr undisturbed @und, like a whee it had always been.utB lungs burning &m the cold and
wound healed without scarringwhen she opened heregythe aching fom the strainThen she
She spun aund to gather herwall was a blank slate of off-whisceamed with &g shut tight.
bearings.The cabin still stoodcream. &pping up on the o She satamed louder than she
behind herthe poplar abe it, spring, Forence sniffed andcould eer emembershrill and
its branches swaying slightly arstieadied hersetfoughed a bub sustained, until the air ran out
caessing the metadaf, inaudi ble of phlegm &m her thoat. A and with it her knees, and she
bly at this distancélhe ceek string of salav clung to the left sunk to herump, cross legged,
there to the left; ¢s, the old corner of her mouth, swaying ilmrms abee hey still connected to
stump otten in the middle with her laboed beath. Her fingers the railing § her fingersThe
insect decay; the slight rise man along the wallhere was no forest, the woodseturned no
grade to the right betorthe discoloration ttm the frame sound. Mt ewen an echo
shoulder of the dir road. having been ther no scrapeHorence cried herself out and as
Florence walked closknelt and maiks on the paint, not so muctihe catharsis dampened her ini
extended agmbling hand to the as a hole for a tack nail. tial panics, shealied that all of
eath, palming the spot and half She stumbled into the fiv this material confusion had
expecting the gund to gie way ing room. Her bedding lay as shelouded theaal trauma, the only
like a thin lagr of ice eer a pud had left it. The popane heaterelement of her world whose
dle, the pump somelwounder dutifully burned awayits thee absence could violate her simple
neath. Bt the gound was firm, tiles gloving red with daker yet attenuated sense afesr her
unbroken. 8e grasped a tinyspots of carbon dancing behinhther was missing still.
clod and bought it to her face.light bent ly heat. Forence She stood andubbed her
The loamy scent of cut #ar walked mechanically to thgealms against her jeanse H
wafted past her pgially clogged kitchen. Her bloodshot &g dew might hae gone don to set
nostrils. 8e wiped the tear thatan unfocused bead on the curlédhps.Why hadt she thought of
dripped fom her duct to the tip linoleum at the base of theen. that befoe?The season was star
of her chaffed nose, leaving Ehe tiny ten-gar-old body ing soon. & walked tlnugh the
streak of moistened soil swagd under the w®ight of door intent on adding an extra
her eddened cheek. exhaustion and feaBlinking, coat lagr to entue out past the
She burst though the she turned to the windosill. duck pond to the bder of the
front door of the cabifhe foil The pecolator sat mpped game-lands, but her feaizfr at
in her fathés windov was gone against the filthy pane.hé&
and the bediom gleved in a pulled the coiled magazinentr
harsh and unfamiliar light.ed its center and it unfolded in h
fatheis bed was still emptyis hands, opening to an adise
sheles and bottles as thegmy ment for scented &i pads with}
but the small wooden framevings, the woman in white, tf
holding the arss-stitch was notennis racket, the head&ith
longer thex. Horence cuppedall her might erence thew the
her mouth and shut her esy magazine against the wall and
squeering confused tears onto theut of the cabin, knockingrer
tender skin of her cheek$ieS garbage bags and losing her f
slovly opened her ey, knwing ing on old clothes and books tg
the frame was theershe had justat their spine.
missed it, she was expecting Her little hands clung t{ Coming soon from
things to be diffent, the pump the railing of the small oint Light finger Books
and the fiberglass housing shapeoch as she took in the deep
like a ock was also just outsiddyreath she could manage, I|
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the theshold.The oom — her from the winter grund. Her egs her fingers against the old moss-
living mom, her sleepingear — followed it, the first fifteen feet odaden bdc caking her chipped
was completely lmarGone vere so branchless, until they came mails with a smear of cldphyll

her cushions, blankets, and foamest on a small wooden framgreen and black mud as she

Gone ver the books ofotting caefully nailed to the darAnd sounded out the was in her
pages, bags of garbage, food corside the frame aogs-stitch, troubled mind,Jesugvept.
tainers, and clothe¥he walls the ed thead forming letters

were smooth as egg shellsnevbaely legible &m her antage,
whee the popane heater hadyet the shape of the wisrunmis
been just moments ago — pluckedkable. Andgung Forence dug

@

out like a tooth r/m gums and
replaced with merwall, as if it
had neer been.

The woods sclled ly in
her peripher as Forence ran as
fast her legs could gaher The
sounds of her gaspingeath
interrupted ly sobs and wdlless
utterances muffled theuaching
of brush and twigs undenot.
She had long left the path behin
and forged a metrail, one whose
trajectoy was dictated lesg a
path of leastesistance and neor
by an uneasoned mechanica
hysteria whose sole compass
terror.

She was sted suddenly
by the euption of sounds dm
the air just abwe the canopy
Florence looked ymlancing to
direct the next fe steps and then|
seathing the sky again to s
them. And thex they wre: sesn
geese cutting ¥-shaped swath|
acoss the midmorning moun
tain skythe honking erratic and
unceasing.h® elled back at the
mocking favl, the bouncing of
her steps jarring the pitch eag
time a foot hit the gund, until
the toe of her shoe caught a twis
ed oot and bought the est of
her crashing against thetlear
She lifted her head graduathe
calls of the geese fading with d
tance and memypr Befoe her
the giant tunk of a poplarase

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 publish
your wh ole name.

mermaid@blotterrag.com

| was near late to class when | attended college er sevs@ of
myself my standing in the classm — so to ha/‘late to clasdreams
seems @mic and appmpriate. h this one, | need to sker hawe

undressed and wrapped myself ilmv@ltcam pepaed to pick one o
the two — gs two - batlwoms in my @om, but stop to look out thp
window acoss the way at somet @frdoctois office. n this office ar
lines of what appear to be students of both genders of all shapes
going though physical examinations, lika ynight hag when joining
the militay. They ae all taking their clothes off andwiife doctorg
to poke and d, subjecting themsedvto ratherude, intimate peer
ing. | realie that | am both one of thede ones and at risk of beihg
late for class. fQand still in need of a stex
As | turn aound to use the battwm, my oom is inaded i students
— again men and women — and they ladwady takenwver the facii
ties, at least of sher number one. oSl sneak aund to the othe
shaver — who would imagine that a stuenbm would hay two?! -
and enter Empty it appears to be. | hang up myetogo to turn on
the waterbut at that instant the sher is not only on, but the stalli
full of women a&ady shwering. Rather than being thepent super-
bowl of collegiate achement, it is as embarrassing as it would

real life.

Srangers arnot sexynor ae they forgivingThey do, haewer, under

stand being late. dMing out of the way of the ster steam, they tel
me to hury up and to not use all of the hot watewash myself if
silent chastity

Secet - Chapel Hl, NC
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“The Educated Cla ss at P lay”
by M ichael An dr eoni

Couple A:
Couple B:

Couple C
Couple A
Couple B
Couple A
Couple C
Couple A
Couple B

Misanthope

Couple A
Couple B
Couple C
Couple A
Couple B
Couple C

Misanthope

Work Work Work Kids Kids Kids

Work Work Work Kids Kids Kids

Work Work Work Work Work

Work Work Work Kids Kids Kids Dggy

Oh Doggy! [»ggy bggy! dggy kes! Doggy Res! Doggy pics!
Doggy s! DoggyVideos! ggyVideos! dggyVideos!

Kitty Cat! Kitty Cat is! Kitty CaWideos!

kitty cat

Doggy! Doggy! dggy!

| read a stgrthats doing strange things to me

??

??7?

Tired

So Tired

Exhausted

Home Kids Kids Kidé/ork Work Work Doggy
Home Kids Kids Kidé/ork Work Work Doggy
HomeWork Work Work Work Work Kitty Cat

Well, goodnight. | ddnknow when Ne had mae fun.
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| continued from page 3 |
together when ewything else is coming apar

One moe thing about the picter Mom sits on the floor nearaB, smiling at the camerg. |
remember Mm got up each morning and walked to the train station to commute ta HEYG6lwgs
the year cities begin burningVV and the nerspapers tried to explain to padey Nersey suburbians what
was going on and whivly owvn vague awaness of race was that mgrfevbaseball playwadVillie
Mays and that he had skin a déffiéicolor fom mine and that had nothing to do with anythinge$
an eight gar ol& lo/e of the game and a man who plays that game witle ggidefine “ly any meas
necessg?” The follaving summeiDad would bundle us into tM&V bus and dri into the smoke [of
Newal's riots to fetch ®m from her office at theae Commission for thdill, whee she taught
young blind people of all colorsahto type. The irony of this was lost on me for maesrsg.

So | cart rant with the best of them anymor sound feebldess rapier-wittyl fall back, apq
ogizing while | ¥ to find the tip of my tongue and extract thedveoridea that | misplacedhis is a
old mars task, like cagcting on's avn grammar or mispnouncing a wdruntil someone handsuwé
dictionay. Is this my KllI? Am | coming apaat the seams, destined tongiole and gruse withoyt
rhyme or easonWill | eventually sit in the corner with a conical hat on my gray head, a pgrmanent
frown on my lips, @wling at injustices like a toothless badger?

Perhaps railing aloud at the gods isumy persds game. | carly instead, on my menyH
capacity to arrevwhen it so chooses, and cagtargolden tieads when theyeaspun, on paperherg
is nothing wong with that. fla wod does not shwitself when | want it to, | will set a place for if and
move on, tusting it to arrig on its wn time.

— —

Garry - chief@blotterrag.com

CONTRIBUTORS:

Marsha A. Temlock’'s work has graced The Blotter’'s pages before. She teaches English at
Norwalk Community College in Norwalk, CT. She is the author of Your Child" s Divorce: What to
Expect ... What You Can Do (Impact Publishers.) Her poetry, fiction and nonfiction have been
published by the Weston Publishing Group, Chicago Suburban Women, and most recently, the
Write Room, and Airplane Reading. She also contributes to various online websites dealing with
family relationships. She was a columnist for the Westport News and New Canaan News Review.
Currently she blogs about divorce for the Huffington Post. Marsha divides her time between
Manhattan and Westport, CT.

Matthew Maslowski grew up in the mountains of North Carolina. He is currently studying creative
writing at Queens University of Charlotte and is scheduled to earn his MFA this spring, but that
date of graduation is contingent on Trader Joe's not running out of coffee. Matthew lives in
Raleigh, NC.

Michael Andreoni’s stories have appeared in U. of Chicago/Euphony, Pif, Calliope,
Defenestration, Ducts, Crack the Spine, and other publications. He lives between town and gown
near Ann Arbor, Michigan.

Phil Juliano has been cartooning for over twenty years. His comic strip, “Best In Show”, is a visu-
al interpretation of his daily life and struggle to find his place in society. He's a beer snob, base-
ball fan and avid outdoorsman, usually all at the same time. “Best In Show” is currently being fea-
tured in several newspapers and magazines and is syndicated by MCT Campus where it is dis-
tributed to college and university newspapers across the country. To see more of Phil's work go to
www.bestinshowcomic.com
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