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“I'nseaur ity C amera s”

Technology doetiscae me too much. nithe maie “Minority Repot,”
based on thehilip K. Dick stoy, protagonistahn Andeton runs fom the
pre-Law which he himself helped establists though a futue that is
peppeed with egs looking for himThe egs — cameras placed atye
angle and turn — scan tle¢éimas of passerngthat they might mket pod
ucts and seices specifically selected for them, basedwousrpwhas

=<

es, activities, ents one has attended, and the age/gender demograph

bucket into which a person falld. eAch instant during an otivse pe-

dictable chase scene, small speakeat éatddon to try this or buy that
— making potentialalue decisions for him because heolérgjrout of a
sulway station or past alf/ay estaurant. thn, aerit you hungy for a
six-inch falian meat-hkers” “John, wouldit you be mog comfatable

right nov in aVolwo?” Those same cameras tell someonewkemepe-

cisely wher Andeton is — and that information is instantyaged to his
pursuers.Yikes! Authority! The absudity of trying to sell something to|a
man on the un is simultaneously chilling and anng, because at that
moment ve think ve knav that Andeon is not a criminal, and the e
plays out in that d#ction for us.

But what if he had beeWWould we change our tune?

It is a usty iony that ve argue for the lidgrof privacy (let me do what
want and leavme alone!) at the expense otyiluérsafety (pleaseofmct
me fom...ewerything!), or v argue for safety (hang on, whenttuad
become illegal?!) at the expense of being no longed &la@o anything
we damn wll please (&l yall, watch this!). ©we dort fight, which
results in our tacit choice and ¢ésathe alum flaved legacy in oisamouth
that abstention during therancipation ete must haazhad in 1863. Andl
then we sign on to fuss with each other about itameldook via @gle
using boadband mvided ly a telephone companbrilliant. Did any of
us ead the fine print?

| appeciate the pracy/libety/safety argument at the coffee table
Facebook keybahrbecause it draws us out of oues&y actually think,
as opposed to almostmgvother divisig subject in the American sogio-
political landscape. uBMr. Franklifis quotable-quoteThey who would
give up essential Lilgrto puchase a little tempoyatafety desare nei
ther Libety nor &fety’ is one of those fundical logic things that make
me think that Fanklin was drinkinggen Alamsale when he came up with
it. It's infantile to think that this makes senskcoOrse qu requie both
Libety and &fety and desege to tust those who wouldguide yu with
both. | graspaour frustration either with the NSA or its leaks. And |
it eerie that ®wden is also the character that Catch-##sariarn
attempts to patch up duringatie over Germany — unawaithat his bandf
aids do nothing for the bigatlem. § that just a coincidence, too?

www .blotterrag .com
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Anyhaw, | guess that under the guise of national sethirntys hae beer
listened to Thats both good and bad.he gaernment — the authority |

has the ability to look thmgh cameras intended for other purpoesy
say that they can catch bad peopleebttfey do bad things to the cow.
S hees my question. Can they stop bad peapie dloing bad things

identity potected, and please tidet anyne else shop using my nam

credit cad or social security numbBease catch them befanhey take al

the money out of my checking account. As longuas stening in, d
some useful things.u& billionaie Pnzi schemers bedatheye past the
guater-house turn. Catch politicians taking bribes.w/fe¢hose in th
stony lonesome bedothelve been able to egjthe fuits of their labor
might hae an effect on our opinion afeosight.

No, I'm not afraid of technolagy also understand that companies wan

make things inexpensito sell.The way to do that ieduce the cost of i
uring out what the heck is on my minghai® bugs me, gur ® do bo-
phone calls at supper-time. Andcommecials, esn cleer ones. And
dorit like cameras that scan meyna so that they kmowvho | am and whe
| am. QO cookies — the pgramming ones, not the oatmeal ones with
on them, | lee those. And | {e that my folks hava gigantic flat-se&n
TV and my mom caread the clues oaapady for the first time as quic
ly as estyone else, and if they gy jbst a tad too fastel; she can esg
the pause button and then keep going whnestdy Thats just a@some
And | do look wer the shoulders of my kids while they instagram
because thatwhat pants should do — hesawhelp us.

S | think the time is coming wieethees no hiding for any of us. | get
or at least | think | do | dort confuse personal libewith maketing-
schemes. d¢Wwe\er, | still haerit checked the GPS locator in my i-phd

For all | knay, it is aleady engaged and leaving a trail of...trails behind
r

for the Aople people toyrand piece together some pectofrme for thei
nefarious purposes. Anelturned off the passwoiracker in @ogle

Chrome. That extra wdr of emembering my passd®is waring me out.

I’'m cetain its taking nanoseconds off my life.

Garry - chief@blotterrag.com
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me? t the county. Me and a bunch of other people. wit: | want my
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The Blotter
“The Bad Y ea”

by A sh Stern

| remember learning inwasit suited to a life in the theatr befoe a rickety caovertook me. A
school about Wo memories ar after all, just like hothe first time woman dowe a dusty mule beéor
formed.The textbooks compat us | decided | wa&rewer going to lie her manipulating the lead attached
to sophisticated computers: dai# to being a doctoMy grandfa to his harness with a kind of prac
goes in, is sted, and etrieeed as ther had died the fall bedgrand so ticed ease ecognied. &ie washa
needed. & nobody was evable to this would be Bn& first yar in small woman, but her spirit seemed
fully say wherthose memoriesear shearing season without @rgy to larger than her body could contain.
stoed. There doeshseem to be ahelp her My defection dtm civi She had d&r eyes and d&r hair
dedicated hdr drive to hold all lized life was only a ca@mience for pulled into plaits, with a face drar
those memories in the brain, thdter ened just past the flush afuth.
you can point to and sdkiee, that | hadrt seen her in almost ahe slaved the mule and eg me
is my seanth bithday and that is decade. Br village held too manywith curiosity and | felt in that
the day | graduated high schoomemories for me to want to comenoment that she wa®ighing my
Now, I've neer been much good atback, and as | hiked up the dorad very soul.
science, but | do kmothis. | keep that wound though the mountains “Youre going to the village,”
my memories in my bady ewer closer to the dusty hamlets,dhe said.t lwasit a questionThe

My mothey dead when | prodded gingerly at those memorigsad didit lead anywher else. |
was fie, is under my bastbone. like a buise. | expected it was goingodded, and she vealvat the open
She is that sharp pain that cutto huit. Nana neer left the village, bench next to her on theoffit of
through me when | bathe too hadly een eer left her ranch. her cat:

deeplyand | hag to hold her at bay“Thers too much to do,” sdesay “Come on then,” she said.
until the pain is gone. Wigrandfa when sheung us fom the stag, the
ther is in the dimmed hearing in mypnly building that bothed to get a We wound along theoad
right ear whee | once deposited aelephone line sing. “‘Who would o -
pussy willy seed after he told meook after the crias?” PP e 2T g iR

. . . . . . . \t‘/%‘ V’; /, 1 \</\% 2
Wlth a Spade in hIS w that It Maml dled ha %-pl ‘"ACommunlfycfAr‘;;sts‘éxpla:est#MeanmgofI:lnTu:e_(‘Lt

would gow It newer gew a plant, turned cold he&. Smething, g"“
but it did gow an infection don nobody ¥t told me what, made my-
near the edrum, the scarringdm grandfather @wn himself her \\/ '
which made @wthing on that side And yet Nana emained, because. < *
sound just slightly fdwer awayMy who would look after the crias? 'k '
first girlfriend is in the heavy scar o had walked a handful of miles o
my left palm, wherl toe it open the iad fom the neast tovn g
on a jagged fence | climbegkro
running fom her fathemon the last | FROM CREATION TO CONTRACT o=
date ve eer had. ;

But | hawe no place for my
grandmother
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over 200 projects

Editor and publishing con-

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

| and agents. Queries, propos-
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The spring | wnt to help
my grandmother was theay |
turned tventy-five. | had just
dropped out of college for the-se
ond time, having decided that

FromPenciIPoint Mount ain Books
(an imprint of The Blotter Magazin e, Inc. )
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that snaked beegn two ridges fis after the badear’ going to seedl.”
ing high on either side, disappearing At that moment & cested Hesitantlyl ageed. “8e is
into the soft cloud eer that float the rise leading into thalleyand | my grandmother My name is
ed oer the peaks. ihnts of purple could see its ergily The lake in the Cay.”
buds of phacellia sprg fom the centerits banks full &@m the winter She turned her gazdack to
ground right up until theack faces thaw The village was off to thest the 10ad, gently urging the mule on
were nearly ertical. h another f&@ of the lake, high enough tooal the slopingoad as @began to pick
weeks their buds would open antthe floodwaters in springarfher our way twads the bottom of the
the entie expanse would be blarpast the lake, halfway up thevbof valley “You may call me &fisol.”
keted in ggen and purple, and tothe \alley was Mn&g land. Hr The harsh look | thought | had seen
the human eythe colors would mixhouse was a distinetived, set in earlier was gone.
and turn it all to aad-purple huise. isolation fom the village, its edges “Marisol,” | tried out the
As the mule unhurriedlyblurred ly distance but the colorsound in my mouth, and it felt liq
picked its way along the inclinedlear and bright. &arly a steppe uid and golden. Why do yu
path, | turned and looked into thestretched horantally along the sound so sad?”
back of the carThe acrid smell of bowl, a space | kmewas edged in There was silence for avfe
vinegar was the first thing | identiwooden fencing and filled with hemoments, as if sheem deciding
fied, coming fm seeral large and livelihood: the alpacas. whether or not to tell me. ‘M
dirty plastic bucket3here wer a | watched the womanofn mother her name waszAcena. &
few large bags, tightly sealedhe corner of my eg, but she diin was a waer, primarily”
stacked up against the back of tifiexch. $e did close her ey a “I remembet | said, and |
bench. moment and let theeins slack. “I did, vividly “She made thatejow
“Salt,” the woman olun- left after that too, for a little while.dye. My grandfather took me wo
teeed. ‘Alum.Vinegar My mother was mdeed.” to the village with him when he
| thought a moment, wen “My mother died thatear delierd the wool.”
dering why that seemed so familiéwo,” | said, with a little surprise. | “Oh, he came merthan
to me. “Dye,” | offeed after a knew thee had been a lot of deaththat,” Marisol ansgred with a bi
moment, noticing for the first timethat year which was why it stuck inter note. “H¢ came to debv the
the bright gllov of the high collar most people minds as the baday wool, he came to pick up the cloth,
that stuck out the top of her coatBut | still, somehw, found it sur he came to paint the house, he came
buttoned snugly beneath her chimrising that two strangers woulto weed the gden. He came to
She nodded, and againedyme shae that fact. A natural death, build us furnitue, and made me-lit
with interest. though. Mostly She had cancér  tle dolls of wood and scraps, and
“Youve been her befoe,” Quddenly the woman always lmught back a handful of
she said. Again, it wasnquestion. looked at me sharpiyp a way that candy for me and a hairpin for my
“Yes. Bit not for a long made me ngous. mother when heeamt into tavn for
time.” | hesitated a moment. “| left “Now | know you. Youre supplies.”

CLIFF'S MEAT MARKET

QUALITY MEATS
Beef - Poultry - Pork - Lamb
Sausage - Seafood

{fwe don’t have it, we'll order it for you!

We Marilyn Fontenot
CarTy beer g Wino 197 Vickers Road
Chapel Hill, NC

Mon-Sat 9 am—6 pm 919-904-7442

919 942 2196 www.subrosa.editorsproof.com
100 W. L'.-'Iaun S't:eet Carrbo:o

SUB ROSA INVESTIGATIONS
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| frowned. | didit remem and ve wer so peoccupied with I nodded. | emembexd my
ber him doing any of those things iour avn family at the time. | ke grandfather explaining, many fami
our house. that the village had hadable that lies had a color that was special to
“I think they must haw yearbut that all. ¥Was thez moe, them, that they felt a ¢ain bond
loved each otheresy much,” she for the village?” with. Ours was aed oche, and w
said in a smalbice. “Much moe. The lake shaved it as often as possible, paint
| wanted toeach out to her flooded and desiyed many homes, ing our house with it and decorating
to this woman who was a stranger and ve had to mee father up the our pottey with it and, naturally
twenty ears. th not sue | een valley Our ciops ver rained out, dying our clothes with it.
remembexd her specificallyShe and thee wash enough to eat. Marisol motioned for me to
would hae been ten to my @&yand Many childen and old people gotfollow her and opened the rickety
probably wouldhhaw lovered her  sick fom dity water some died. door to the side of the house. |
self to playing with such a padt You were lucky to lea/ most of us noticed it had no lock, and bir
that age. & | felt like thee was didnt haw that luxuy.” ewen had a latcht Was dde inside,
something ther that dew me to We rambled into the village the windavs dity and letting only a
her in a way | didnquite under which waseally nothing merthan small amount of light in, but my
stand. the sameoad doubling back oneyes adjusted and | soon saw cloths
| stretched my fingers outitself aound a large @i, suround draped estywhee. Lines stmg
and clenched them tightly into ad on eety side i brightly-painted from one end of theoom to the
fist, a fev timesThey vere led flom mud-brick and wood homes. lother coered in ellov; a fev chairs
the spring chill in the asince | had rememberd these too, thoughsat ly a bench draped with scraps in
neglected to pick up gés for my befoe they wre painted Y natural different shade3wo large ats vere
trip. | guess | had forgottervihthe means, grens and bwns and near the dogempty for na. Each
mountains could feelinally | said, greys. Mw the world had bught cloth waseilon, and each was a-dif
“How did your mother die?” in synthetic paints, and amped uferent \ellon, but—glancing at
At first | didrt think she the color wlume. t had staed, Marisol as she shucked off her coat
was going to answme. Hr eps years back, as a friendly competitida reweal the saffn-coloed swater
focused on theoad ahead, thenbetween neighbors, to see whbeneath to compa¥none was the
finally turned to me, and | felt a tugcould make their home the mostight yellow.

on my thpat at the look in her deefbeautiful. After a while, it was “She died befer she could
eyes. almost tradition, and mothe walls tell me her ecipe,” Marisol said,

“Someone bashed her headere geen with patterns of blue andingering the edge of one of the
in with a sheel.” orange along the edges, or brighitol pieces. Y been fring to fig

| swalloved a little bile that purple with llov geometric ure it out eer since.The right
had cept up into my thoat. “Im shapes, or anything else thsi r amount of vinegathe right tem
sory,” | began franticallybut she dents could think ugt felt homey peratue, a little bit of sand or alit
stopped me. to me. Marisol hatly had to guide tle moe flovers? Mre stamen,

“It's nothing that ewone the mule aund a slate-blue housenore petals? | thought she might
doesit already knw. Youd hae toasmall stable lean-to on the badkawe added pine, but none of those
head it from someone or anothér it seemed to kmothe pute so wil. turned out right. tis been a long
you askedThough they might add | jumped out when she did, andime.”

more than is strictly theuth.” hesitated, unwillingey to leag her We went back out into the
“Were thee...umors? She unhitched the mule andsunlight, and she pointed to what
About who did it?” swung the gate to its little sheltdurned out to be a gup of saens,
“There were. There ae. | shut behind it, then turned andprobably taken &m old windavs,
hawe my evn ideas, but | caknow considexd me cafully tucking an littered with llonv flovers, dying
for sue.” errant strand of darhair behind in the early afternoon sunut&ee?
| was s Ripi had hidden her ear“You knav my mother had 1 just found this sprirgfirst cop,
all this fom me. | was only a child,a special @p” down aound the lake. Andve got

www .blotterrag .com
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a lot of nav ideas. | thinkm really bundled me inside. “Come, comeapugh stone chimnegnd a garland

going to get it thisear’ we will eat.” of corn ears sing almost fesely
| watched herchecking on We settled comftably back and fdh acoss it.
the sceens herand thex, with the befoe the fie, on a pair of piles Nana pulled the spit off the

first real smile and enthusiasm thahe had tlown on the fadedug. fire and let it cool enough to slide
she had skhen since she came upNana was eccentric in that wiay the little bodies of the cuys.off
that oad. | noticed the slight snagwas as if she had to celebrate thith rough woolen mitts she pulled
gle to one of herdnt teeth, and the her body could still getwa on the a clay pot &m the embers of the
vely faint fleckles on the bridge ofloor, and efused chairs whepev fire whee it sizzled and steamed,
her nose and cheeks, only a shadgossible. | think | almost had and fished afesmall potatoesfn
two daker than her skin. | noticedharder time getting comfable the wolling boil of waterand pe-
the longest lashes | ha@reseen, than she did. sented it all to me on a chipped
and the little gren glassvels that She turned a spitver the plate. “Rckings a a little slim at,
spakled in her earlobes. | think thafireplace, wher the embers bothI’'m afraid.We're finishing up the
was the moment Ived her cooked the cuys spitted on itsir last of winter stes.”
pole and gavoff heat to warm the “I dont mind,” | said, and |

| hiked up to my grand rest of the cabin.t lwas hw | didnt. It had been a long time since
motheis house in the waning suniemembexd: dusty cetainly and | had had such simpledaand the
and the shades gew long when | clutteled with tools and clothing,first bite of meat sent vesv of
came aund the bank of sdoby the walls absolutely lined witthmemories tlmugh my bodyThis
shot trees that hid herdnt door sheles. 1 was oneaom, that being was my childhood, encased in one
from the oad. e was standingall she had neededeewhen ther tiny guinea pig, that | had almost
ther, in the doaway her ed tunic was a whole family living teet forgotten about in my modern life.
framed B the ed of the walls. just seemed nm®ropen na, with | wanted so desperately to
Nana, rel to eeryone but me, wasonly the one bed back in the corneaisk her about my grandfather as w
not a tiny woman. | nev emem brightly coloed cutains to draw ate, but | was afraid to bring up the
beed her being frail.h® matched acoss it and divide itdm the main subject. #erything. Hm, the bad
me for height to this dagnd ot living spacelhe kitchen was noth yearthe woman... it all seemed like
matched me in €ngth of body and ing moe than the feplace, a tablesomething | couldrappoach, that
of will. $e stood ther her ggy and shelrs full of avcks and she would simply dance awaynfr
hair cut past her ears and wispirggpuds, storing the beans, lentilst. | had to ty, suely because ther
about in the wind, her arm®ssed rice, quinoa and others that she hagkre so many questions. | setdo
and her stance ldar used to get tbugh the winter the emains of my plate, not much

“Nana,” | geeted herstop Sacks of garlic and tubers hungore than a little smesd butter
ping just befa her unsue of from the ceiling to either side of thand a deastated caass, but she cut
myself e staed at me, as if takina
in ety line that life had left on
body then finally boke into a smildg
and pulled meoughly to her for 3
hug.

“I'm glad wpure hee,” she
said. “I was worried wheawdid
nt come earlied expectedou in
the morning.”

The unspoken questio
hung in the air—that was her w -
Nothing diect. Nothing to chal - ' y

ﬁggte-When 'honl_y Jiddgrfted,_lan Mon thru Sat 1lam-10pm - Closed Sunday - 933.8226
antansier she signed heavily a 111 W Rosemary St. Carrboro  www.carrburritos.com
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in first. are all alike!” Ise said in a light side of the bale. “Look, tksrtwo
“So who had qu all caught tone. Always chasing after &ty more that will dop crias, mbably
up in the village? A woman?” face.” | wanted to ptest that | cer this month. I hoping for females

Her tone was light, and her moutkainly washlike that, but her body again, | lost twower the winter and
smiling, as if it ere a gentle joke.language effeatly closed the sub three of the cuent babies ar
The kind that elders havat the ject. males, so thdlyhawe to be pulled
expense of their adult chddr She took me out to the pasonce theye weaned. | might be able
exploring elationships with others.ture laterThe alpacasese gathexd to trade a pair of males for a female
But | was caughtybhow it didrit amund a shaly collapsing bale ofat maket, but its not likelyTheyve
spead up to her eg, which hay picking off pieces of it lgeand gotten too expensivo outright buy
remained impassivl hesitated, but there, and they raised their heads &my moe.”
this was someone | wasapable of stae at us as evappoached the The hed was substantially
lying ta fence. The adults quickly gw sizd, to my ess, but Mna must
“A woman ga/ me a ride bored and eturned to their feed,judge their numbers netarshly
into town. We talked for a while.” but a fev crias came boundingeo “Are you worried about not having
“Oh? What did ypu talk to look for teats. Mna offeed enough to sustaioyr hed?”

about?” them a fe witheed pepinos as a She shooed the little crias
“Cloth,” | said, hoping that sweet teat, and they eagerly lickedff and they ran bleating back to

would be enough.t‘was inteest them up fom her palms. their mothers. “I woyr that thee

ing.” Their coats @ all shaggy worit be enough Hins to eplace

Izels eps nawwed, but she from wintey some trailing near thethe deaths. | worrthat the dogs
got up quickly befer| could see ground. They ver dity from the worit be able to keep the pumas off
more. ‘The men of this famjlyou mud in the paster, but | could seeif they get too hungrl worty that
the disersity of color had ®adened the maket will decline and | wihn
since | was herlast. Youve got be able to get enough money for the
greys and fawns wg | said with wool this gar to buy their food.” |
surprise. saw for the first time, he gnarled

“We expandeddm just the her fingers looked as they gripped
whitesTheres a gowing maket for the ough wood of the fenceposts
natural fibers ma The whites & splotched with gr fungus. “th so
the best for dy; but pu just cah tired,” she sighed finally
receate aase ggy with dg, no That night | bedded dam
matter hov skilled gu think you in a tiny nom just abee the barn,
ar.” $ie pointed to a pair off to theafter ve heded the alpacas in for

344 Patterson Avenue (behind Krankies)
Winston-Salem, NC
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CHRISTIAN THOMPSON
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919-593-4567
PORKINTHEROAD@GMAIL
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the night with the help of ah& stomach, to the othdrying to find | was surprised he would be
two singvy dogs. tl was usually that spot that will let me drift offso, in my mind, blatant.t lwas
reseved for seasonal helhe had finally As | turned to face the walklmost like he hatieven been -
said, and so it was feet for me. that the little bed was set againstg to hide his feelings for what was
Her husband had stmlyhee often my arm caught the corner of semessentially his other famllgn sue
too, at first to watch ver the thing jammed in bew®en the mat | was at the house when this was
females when theyew close to tress and the wood. | felt it in thédappening—I checked theay and
birthing, but later on mer and dak, a little hader corner of— it was about righttet thee was no
more for no eason at all. leather? &per?—just baly sticking mention of Mami or Rpi in other
Unlike the house the barnout from whee it was hiddent was entries | skimmed tbugh, and
was fashioned emtiy fom wood, haid to get a grip on, but once | dichone at all of met Wwas as if the
and consequently was draftier thancame out easilgnd | could tellyp three women &me the only ones in

the snug mud-brick would leav feel that it was a little book. his life, two he wanted and one he
been. | sheted fom the cold as | | felt for the matchbook | didnit.
shucked off my clothinghe heavy had left ly the candle, and lit it once Disgusted, | set it aside and

layers of woolen blanketse a more. The coer of the book wassnuffed the candle again. | had had

welcome alternagvto the frigid neutral bown leather stitched enough.

temperatue that fell on us when theclumsily together with an open

sun vent davn. | braed the cold binding. | settled back under the | woke just after dawn,

once mae to pinch the flame of theblankets to conser heat and jerked into awanessyomy sudden

tiny candle flickering shati® on opened the cer lack of blankets.I&arily | ealizd |

the wall out of existence, and settledlly had thown off my heavy wvers,

in for sleep Cria twins bar todayThe mother and the cold seeped in like heavy
But sleep near came. died. ts so hdron their little bodiessmoke permeating my bongsere

Under the blankets | was warm artieye not made to ganmoe than was no hot shkeer | could take, and

secue, but my mind couldnstop one at a time, but it happenarsly r no nearf fire or hot besrage with

turning over the daycouldrt stop | practically forgot abouthfll hawe out heading back to the main house.

picturing Nan& unsmiling es or to bottle-feed the little ones. Botier was nothing to be done for it

hearing her heavy sigh, smelling tfemale. but get dessed, and wait for my

drying flavers and imagining what| want to take onevdoto the villageown body heat to make me com

the skin of Mrisok shoulders, for Marisol to play with, buhlwor  fortable again.

neck, back or merwould feel like. ried kel will see.z& wouldhlike it. Nana had found me some
When | caih sleep | roll. Not a book. A journal. M clothes a little better suited to the
From my back, to one side, to mgrandfathés journal. climate than what | had come up
D | DANI| L || 20% off
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with. Thicker pants, for one, bothin their mouths, brighteflon flov-  curse, and | thought she might do it tc
to conser heat and ptect fom ers dangling dm the ends. @ me, or to 2u, or to little Mdrisol. |
the brambles that sometimes fourdtopped its bundle and made a grdiegged her to E2édvem alone, that |
their way into the paswrand for that of the otherand they would do anything, but she said it wa:
amound the house. | had been studkigged at each end until theywflethe only waydhe would leavthe
more than once \b their sharp apat, the vines giving way and thehild alone—the child, she saidf nev
spines in my earlyegrs, and petals flying outwds. Both forgot a name—if | did as she asked.
remembexd that \ell enough to their game at the callofn their | killed my Aucena to saher fsm
want to awid it again. 8¢ had mothers, and @nt to go feed. the suffering that woulcesucome to
found me a shirthat would wick | picked up one of theher and her giand is haunted me
away moist@, and fit snugly crushed blossoms,vesturned a these mangars. | cérhide fom it
underneath a heavy woolen codiucket ly the wall of the barnany ma. G®d will judge me. | only
Red, of course. warmed in the d#ct sunlight, and hope he will be radiorgiving than

| hesitated when | saw thesat davn. The edges of the Wer my evn mind.Tonight | go to the
book on the table, and decided taere that distinctie yellow, but the lake.
tuck it into a pocket of the coatjnner \ehety potion was pearles

afraid Nana might find it.tlwasit  cent white.tlwas the stamen, in the There was nothing else. |
something she needed to deal witlenterthat eally gas Marisok de closed the book with a soft snlap
right then. its kick though, not the petalhie couldrt form a coh@nt thought. |

| climbed dwn the steep pollen ubbed off on my fingerscould baely beathe without cen
steps, almost a laddeto the barn bright orange, but | kme that if scious effoy telling myself in, out,
whee the animals milled camd you dried those, with water theyn and out. | only kneg one thing. |
expectantlylt was pobably later would pofusely bleed that saffr had to tell Marisol. e deseed the
than they wre used to, but &ha yellov onto anything they touched.closue, to knev that her mothér
had left me the task of letting them | pulled the journal &m lover had been the one to kill ,her
out to pastwr for the dayrhe big my pocket again, my fingers leavirgwe\er misguided his intentions.
door unlatched with a little effor hurried orange smears on the leather | left the ranch without vis
and once opened the smalldhecover, and flipped trough until the iting the main house, withoutesv
spilled fom the doors like liquid. pages became blank. | wanted knoking back at it to see if the smoke
The crias began to race each othlenow the last thing my grandfathewas curling up dm the chimneyf

eager to expend the energy that hatbte. a figue stood in the windes. | felt
pent up eernight. Gne of the older like munning but | walked, fomg
females nudged me as shiet\wast, I've done something terrible. myself to a steady paceginty to
mostly out of curiosityput shied off organie my thoughts into any sem
quickly when 1 raised a hand to My breath caught in my blance of senséhe oad took me
steady myself chest. down in the village quicker than |
| watched a pair of crias remembexd going up the day

chase each other and disappedftay ®d forgiw me.zel knewshe befoe. The inhabitants &me just
around the corner of the barnknew the whole timeheSwaited waking as &ll, opening their shut
When they eappe&d moments until that poor didied and iBion ters despite the brisk morning air
later it was with a bundle of foliagdeft with the lypand then she caughiteating dust &m rgs, watering
me and said if | ditldo it, she wouldearly spring plants in handmade

CREATIVE rain Hell on me and minéheSsaid clay pottey. | rounded the corner

she had been humiliated for far o the central aite, and stopped
METALSMITHS PP

long. | was soaift. | should haveft shot when | saw the blue house.
Kim Maitland

‘ _ long agolong befer this stéed, | couldrt properly say it was
117 E. Fi;‘?})‘}g});fzo(;?apel Hill when | first knew of theldass sheblue anyma. Vines gew up and
v creativemetalsmiths.com had inside of héithought she mightovered the enteg house, first and

Weekdays 11-6 « Sarurdays 10-5 » sundays 12-5 | have madei®ors wife sick with hersecond stgrThe oof was oered,
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and tendrilseached out Wwads the and walked out to the commons tto be. Nana geeted me at the door
commons as if testing the waters bsiivey the house in its ety again when leturned, just like the
not dipping themsedg in. Ay the | joined her i the center previous dayonly this time she had
windovs and doorsewe bae, but fountain, looking aund, surprised a cup of steaming tea, that she urged
ewen those wre thickly framed in that nobody else in the villagene to drink quicklyMy stomach
vine and leaf and-eg—gllov seemed to notice.H& speaking to flipped when she pulled a little
blossom. me,” Marisol said éamily as if she leather book &m a shelf and hand
“Marisol!" | called,ushing hadrt quite woken @gt. “The ed it to me, but when | opened it,
ower and pounding on the dodr flowers not just our dy, its her the first pagesem full of her wn
gae way at my touch, and | gingemame. &ucena, the bitter lilgheés handwriting. Counts of the lakgion
ly pushed it open to the interiorreaching out to me.” the first page, o many adult
daker nav that the foliage blocked The tiny hairs on my neckfemales and who was expecting
more of the windws. | called for prickled, and | kne it wasit crias. A description of theiebding
her again, and in a moment shieecause of the coldalbe &Aucena habits, a description of the shearing
came dan the rickety stairs,was speaking.The ral eason | processWhat mix of food they
pulling a heavyobe apund her came,” | began &dully though | needed, he much hay and what
body couldrt draw her gaz fom the fresh plants would benefit their
“Cayo!” she edtaimed, ub- house. “l had to givyou some coats. A list of names and places,
bing at her eas in confusionWhy thing. | found this, last night. And Ipeople to contact for buying and

are yYou heeWhy ae you \elling?” beliee its \ely impotant to you.”  selling gung animals, buying food,
“Come outside,” | urged | pulled the journal &m who would spin the wool into yarn.
her She quiked her mouth in a waymy pocket, opened it to the last “Today’ she said softlyl

that said she thought | was ridicuentry and held it out for he©Only want yu to write esything we do
lous, but | insistedYou must.You then did she drag heresyaway on the emaining pageBhat will be
must see this.” from the house, and take the woryour refeence for the ranch.

I would hae practically and smead papers dm me, her Ewerything you need to kne about
dragged her out if she hadorced eyes quickly skimming the text.  the animals, it is in thef

me to stop so she could get slippers ~ When she looked up again, And so | learned. | waed
on her feet to ptect herselfdm her look was hdr “I think you hader that day than | think | ew
the cold gound. t wasit until she should go n@.” hawe, clearing out the barn, hauling
got to the doaway that shesalized And | did. How could | feed and waterewen turning the
natule was encaching upon her argue with her? turf on the unused paof the pas
home, and her ey vent wide with ture so that fétizer could be med

wonder as she gently touched the The st of the day wasin and it would ecaer flom the
leaes. Mrisol ignad me then, more normal than it had any rightdamage the alpacas hadught
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with their tiny feet. | learned thatthough | could see the pain in théhe dak, but she wdhlisten to any
they had pads like a dog and lormes of her facegally hae been so one.”

toenails, rather than h@s like | heatless? ©had she been, as the

had thought, and so they took a Igburnal insinuated, dew by humit It might hae been the go
longer to desty a pastu than cat iation into blackmail? otes hwling that put me so on edge
tle. But eventually e\erything need | head the door of the main as | picked my way on the path to

ed to beefreshed, and this was th@ouse open and shut, but it wahe lakeThe fiogs were a deafening
time of yar to do itWhen the soil clear that in the shads as | was, crowd, and the light of the moon
had been pperly mied, ve utt Nana couldhsee me. | watched hecame and &nt with the clouds pass
lized the wind to seed withwg wrap herself in a heavy wrapd ing over her face. | newcalled out,
which would both hold the soil inbegin the walk alen to the village. and nav | wonder what would hav
place during the spring rains anddidnt think she eally visited much happened had | didVould it hae
sexve as the initial grazingopr of anyne. | set den my tea on the changed anything?
when the pastaropened back upbucket, and folleed. Because | found Misol at
again. The path was open enouglthe lake, bathed in moonlight, in up
| was glad, guiltily so, that Ithat | could see her a ways lofit to her waist. & was holding some
had enough wkrto occupy my not once did she turn and see mthing under the watdout when she
mind. When ve finally eturned to I'm not sue whynow, | newer called head my footsteps she straightened
the house the sun was beginning ¢t to heyor hurried to catch up up and turned wads me, water
set, and @ shard a cold dinner just watched. B once the housesstreaming fom her bodyHer face
befoe the fie, neither of us havingclosed in @und her | lost which was in shadg but | knev she saw
the inclination to cook anythingdirection she @nt. k wasit a large me.
that day Nana bought me lemon village g any means, but someho “Dont come closgr she
grass tea in a steamingvlbhaand she managed to disappear completautioned me, as | stepped into the
laid her palm on my cheek. | waly. | stood in the stet and tried to shallevs. The water ented my
statled to see the smile on her faémagine Mina with the kind of dar shoes and socks but heice was
crinkling the corners of heregy powers my grandfather hacdcolder than thatybfar
“Youve always been such a goathimed. Could she lelkiad a hand “Why?” | asked hesudden
boy,” she said.Youll need that.” in my mothes death, too? | ditin ly afraid. Why, what hag yu
With that she banished meknow what to beli@s any mar. done? Mrisol?”
with my tea, to the barroom. | After a fev minutes of checking She came out of the lake as |
didnt want to go in quiteet, and down alleyways, | gaup and ent
instead sat on the bucket outside the see Mrisol. % .
barn doors in the shaddrom the But she wagnhome either | .z .
moonlight, listening to the softNo answr came to my knock, arf 7
bleating fom inside and looking atno light betragd a pesence insid{
the mountains. blv that | had time the house. | pushed on the do} ‘.
to rest, | had time to think aboutexperimentallyout this time it did | : .
my grandmotheand the things my nt give beneath my palm. :
grandfather had written about.her As | walked back out to th
She was sdng of bodyand of will, road one of the neighbor wom
but | had _nesr consided she emerged ém her door to dump &

claimed. dl, there were deaths to “Youre looking for Mrisol?” e -‘?f_-_x f s
account forand that was the onlysaid kindly and waed daevn | ‘C"é”‘rﬁ'i soon from™
explanation | had hearCould the towads the center of thevsb “Try
sad, tied woman | kng forcing the lake. B goes for walks, se
herself thwugh her daily wér times. | ty to tell her not to go i

nght finger-Books - ——
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splashed in, andewtraded places.family? Your grandmother madeoppotunity away fsm me. | imag
She stood and watched me on thgur grandfather kill my motherined | could see the pulse of her
shoe, soaked to the bone, and{ digle’s aleady gone, nothing | couldcaotid atery, her ulnar and radial
corered my grandmothestill and do for that. Bt she was the dtaf arteries in her arm, the ones that ar
lifeless, under the watéter skin all of it, she desed it' What ae easy to get to and most vulnerable,
had aleady lost its color and heyou going to do? Continue thesinging if they amre to be sliced
eyes e closed.l& looked calm. | cycle? Canou? Ae You een capa open. | imagined her at a cellular
looked back at H#tisol, who ble?” e spat at her feet. lewel, deep into the nuclei that-car
watched me impassiy She was so | left Nana in the water andried the strands of her DNA twisted
small, and na was so much largestood in font of Marisol. | imag and folded &und itselfand | wor
than herHow could she hawdone ined my hands encling her thoat, dered hev much of that she skdr
this? Ddnt she fight back? how easy it would be to sgmee with me, exactlyshe watched me,
And then | saw the vineshader and hater until the fight defiantly her jaw set farad and
coiling tightly asund her limbs. drained fom her | imagined hold her lip curled so slightly wad.
They cut into the flesh, and bloodng her undevatey | imagined hew  She taunted me with that lookes
streamed thinly &m the edge$he a knife might slide in betn her newer looked ma desirable.
vines with the naked blossomsips, hov she couldnrun if | cut
nothing moe than stamen left, andher hamstrings, toher skull would
the yellow petals that floated on théblossom if | had a gun. | didn
surfface of the water know what to believ about my
“What ae yu going to do grandmother any mer but ult
now,” Marisol asked me in a mockmately she was MY famiMINE
ing tone. Take ewenge for qur tojudge, and Mrisol had taken that

page 13



The Blotter

“I'H ope T his Mornin g”
by J ess Dun lap

| hope this morningou ae surprisedybthe world gu inhabit.
| hope the strange light opensig egs

The strange light that filters dkugh the laander comfaer, cotton quilt cloud land ale®, mingled
with sun.

| hope the squiets pefiorm for yYou geat aarbatic feats
Hertofoe Unseen

Such Bawely

amongst the des.

| hope the old oaks moan atiy—

That in their wailingqu ae granted

A Glimpse

NewerWitnessed

By Your Byes

down the path

You walk so often.

| hope pu chose the right coat

and yur stride is sthg —

that you walk the extra block

to rewel in your land.

| hope yur dog friend stops

to sniff

Everything.

That you ae gien enough pause.

| hope pu ae entranced.

Today | hope home

Is not taken

for granted.
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The Dream Journal

real dreams, real weird

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

mermaid@blotterrag.com

Just befoe the alarm liaks in, theris a moment wheet am upstairs in the police dépant build

ing, in a detectes office, looking out the wingat the oof of the building wherthe ski-jumper
must land or oth&rise smash into the much taller beletoand steeple of a ottur | am tying to
explain hw a ski-jumper can lean back on his skis and drag his backside and peigthizgdike
a sea-anchor indar to slav dovn to a stop rather than crashing off dloé or into the chwh. There

Is no sney on the landingeof, in fact it is a @tty day outside, sunand the windwes of the deted
tives office a open. Am | one of the perpetrators of somedhastad complicated crime, aw
ing a &mes Bondish ski-getaway?ai@ | a brilliant ldlmesian sadv of hev-the-heck-did-they-dg
it scenarios?

HD - cyberspace

lv2)

CONTRIBUTORS:

Ash Stern is a student of creative writing at North Hennepin Community College in Brooklyn Park,
Minnesota. She writes at four in the morning between patients at the University of Minnesota
Hospital, where she works in the laboratory. The patients think she’s weird..

Jess Dunlap, also known as GneissMouse, has been drawing and writing since she first took pen
in paw back in the days of Duran Duran and acid-wash jeans. Since then she got a bit taller, got
a degree, got married, got a dog, and moved to Athens, Georgia. Her work these days focuses on
place, native animals, elevating the every-day, and spiritualizing the seemingly meaningless.
Backyard nature, long morning dog walks, and a love of home resonate deeply in her work. She
likes the little things best and hopes creating art to celebrate them will help others find beauty in
their own surroundings and life.

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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