MAGAZINE

1

.

@
THE SOUTH’S UNIQUEﬁ:REmTEEINIALLITERKUREA NDARTS MAGAZINE

-

visit www .olotterra c cle O Il
Facebook




The Blotter

G. M. Smers.......ccccuee. Editor-in-Chief
Maitin K. Smith........... Rblisher-at-Large,
Treasiar
Maiilyn Fontenot..................... Dector o
Deelopmen
Laine @nningham.................. gblishing
Consultan
Austin Richads....Adwettising Consultant
Brace Boone Ill......... Maiketing Alvisor
Richad Hess............... Rgrams Dector
TJ. Greett.....cooveeee 1&ff Fhotographef

Subsciptions Contact:
Mattin K. Snith

M_K_Smith@yahoo.con

919.286.7760

Adwettisers Contact
Austin Richats
ads@blotterrag.coin
940.395.5925

Submissions andditorial Business to
Jenny Haniwer
memaid@blotterrag.com

Garrison 8mers, Hitor-in-Chief
chief@blotterrag.co

=)

919.933.4720Kusiness hours onlybu
may call for information about snail-mja
submissions|

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

FRONT COVER “Small Pond, lin€ from
our achives.

Unless othewise noted, all content copyint
2014 ty the atist, not the magazing.

The Blotter is a poduction of
MAGAZINE

The Botter Magazine,ric.,

Durham, NC.

A 501 (c)3 non-pofit

ISSN 1549-0351)

www.blotterrag.con|

Clmp

Council of Lwterary Magazmes & Presses
WoowoowW

“Regrets? Notsoy oudn otice...”

I’m not a fan of our éam journal, and for this terrible-dening-on-
blasphemous admission, | apotgdi@hen | took @er the eins of
editorial esponsibility heratThe Botter one of the first tasks | @@
myself was to asloand. | didrt know if exeryone liked what | liked
and | suspected that my dislikes might be just that wmgislikes
S0 | bugged people: what was good about the magazthéteyl
like the papethe format, the layt, the pictues, the stories, poen
essaysWhat did they want merof? And what did they like be
And this last came back with the sameegriswe after time.The

Dream durnal.

There you go You really lee The Dream durnal. You really really
love it. | mean, who woulda thunkppaently eeryone, egepting
me. Well, the technical term for this is “hoist with e petad”
which is fom Hamlet, and the wdrpetad has to do with fang,
which is just gat.

And so | kepThe Dream durnal, and in the subsequent eiglatrs/

A

st?

folks still send meelmmsfor consideration.” | will admit right

r

that the only consideration | gito such submissions is whethier |

think the author was playing that oshthouse dtum game of ma

ing up tirty stories,” ing to pull a fast one (which may be twe ¢on

siderations, come to think of it.) | do this with the understa

erroneous or not, that somedms a&rit meant for fee consumptiot
on a table in a coffee-housedekd, | occasionally use tivbat
would Wendés mama saywith regatls to sex, violence and f{
tawdry behavior that aps up in folkssubconscious. Let me telliy
— | know of what | speak, because people tell me thamsl(which
| then scribble den in an old composition book for transcript
into TDJ).

Which leads me to this:

| had a deam the other night. | was suddesdynehw, back wdt-

ing for IBM and in a co-wkers office when the old depaent
manager — long sinagtired — came and had us sgurack to ouf
own dreay, paper and notebook stacked gthdles. ¢ came in

and sat in a chair and asked me if Wkihat ve had had a security

check the night befr | hadih been back that long — and that | v
the reason @ had failed the inspectione Bhaved me the offendin
document supposedlye®d with impotant customer informatio
and it was a letter to ayposamed Ran (who | knw) from a team-

ding,
L
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0
N
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lead | used to wiorwith. | looked at the letter and it wasey
Greeking — that (usually Latin) string ofdsahat epesents contel
when sizing columns and pages in publishing. | asked the 1
what in the document wam*secw#’ and the old manager said t
it was enough that it was espondence beingepeed for a cug

tomer Rather than argue fher, | accepted the gmise and my gullt

in the offense. And so the manager began with alligator teat
me that because of this | was going te tmatake a 7% salacut.
After all, ve all had to take our punishments, cut corners, etc.
up and told him no, with a smile. | would rather glite moment
| said those wds, the walls of the cybhole office melted away 4
| was outside in the mid-morning sun, walkingats the play
ground whee my girls used to play when theyewery small.

Heres what | take awayim this. Eery month | ead and write an
do dishes. | dréevto and fom school, sit in the ¢céisten to NPR, df
crosswals. | wash the clothes and the loatir sink and toilet, an
vacuum the floors. | shop foogeries. | feed the guinea pigs an
girls, making their lunches for school (not the guinea pig§e-tihe

young for school). | help with howk, exen as math classes bg|n

taken ae stating to reach a l&l of skill taught that | ner achiesd
myself as a student. | bake thintbery cakes and buy the Easter
| applaud at band conteand karate tests.

| eat lunch # myselfor go to the coffee shop and say hi to the [
and get my latte. | walk in the lgaor sit on a bench and listen
birds or watch for ptants in the clouds.ofetimes i lonely not
often, and easilyesoled ly picking up a book or the phone d
broom. | dofi remember what'stlike to sit in a cubicle. | bbr
recall who gets punched first during a business meeting.

And | take whatgu give me and make this out of it: pespt —

those forms they galife to, sent to me tead and see. Asaaling
about themseds as, @ll, a deam.

Garry - chief@blotterrag.com
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Josephin e’s Bath
by B ru ce Colbert

The island was deadly quietd branch of &clays Bank sitting nodded, and said it again, giving
as those islands usually andis complacently ther its officious you a smile with purple gums hold
covered to the churning wheel oflooking black manager in his whiteng two elloved teeth on tqpand
modern day delopment, and the shiit and tie waiting for customers fav on the bottom, a bit spky.
small wooden sicture seemed to who vere fev. The meal itself was dismal,
sway in the eming beee as & had The twenty-oom hotel sat the meat, mostly tough, the cassav
dinner It had been builtypnatie abore a small white sand beach oread string beans cookedvdointo
island labgrand designedybtwo vedant palm-ceered hillside, and an unecognizable colorless pulp
Canadians, who som&hgot their commanded a magnificentwief but an undauntedi® had bought
government AID money to do it. the calm Legad channel. his avn bottle of dhnnie Walker
Instead of imesting toops and Pip laughed as he notedRed scotch since he andchky the
money in armed conflicts in thehow slavly the waiteran ancient hotel avner ver friends, so the
Middle East, @awa pefered the grizzled Rastafarian namedrinks vere plentiful and geraus.
safer more pictuesque CaribbeanWaltrude, bought anything to the Pip had a heavy hand when pouring
islands. table, and @n then with an ungra drinks. The whiskey splashesuy

You could call it quaint, andcious gunt as he laid plates on thgot at Bitish pubs had always
it wasThe nearp town of Sufriee wrinkled white linen tableclotheH aggraated him, and being a colo
had a single dusty ueevpaed wore sandals that somehstagd nial at hedr he hated all those
street, with a conete block deder on his bag feet ean with all the upside dwn bottles with their
straps lwken and dragging, but heaidiculous single shot dispensets y
was oblivious to that in his shufflindound in Ehgland.
gate with the plates. “You remember | first came

“Her you go, boss!” was théhere on the way baclofm Caracas,
only thing he utted for the enter and found this place, the hotel,
meal. t you asked for wateor Anse Chastenet,” hemtinded me.
maybe mar chutneyhe knavingly “Tina thought it was darling!”

44 Patterson Avenue (behind Krankies)
Winston-Salem, NC

108 HenderSon, Charel Hill
~Povl, Darts, Games, Art

>Z0
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“I saw the house, just up thenaybe he got a shady past, ian offerThe first wasefused, the
road,” he said, pointing out into thevouldrt surprise mevou get them follow-up one asell, and i real
black night, ther wererit street hee.” ized he wanted the house enttran
lights anywheruntil you got to the “l think he had some busi he had first thought, and he raised
capital, Castries, an hour away ness infrinidad, maybe withiell, the price.

He had called me inas “ he added. The Chinese woman Theo eentually elented,
Francisco and told me he had founcekme dan to the beaclestaurant and a deal was done besdw them.
an old louered mahogany housdwice without him. nt talk to | first saw the tS Lucia
owerlookingWest By and he want anyne.” house when they had cleaned it up
ed to buy it.tis avner accading to ‘I saw hershe was maybechased the goats out of the living
the hotel, wa4dnseen on the islandthirty-five, nice figwe.” room, as P said, and got the
for a while, and it looked like he had Pip, eer a plodder finally plumbing to wadt. He told me he
just abandoned the house for sontracked him dan, and he aged to spent half a day pulling a trailing
reason. Mybe he was ill, no onemeet. And so,ip flew thee fom woody vine out of the batdom
seemed to kmo Chicago for a dinneand had an toilet bavl that had mysteriously

Thought to be a &man, inconclusig meeting withThea fingeed its way den into the
all that was knen about him was His name wa3heo Gdenhaen, pipes.
that he had been iolved in the and he was one of thosetéhmen Janet had left me almost a
import-expot business, and washo had lied outside Hlland his year befa, Rp and | ver old
now living in Mami, after t@nty whole life, first inakata, and then friends, and & had been a witness
or thirty years in the CaribbeaneH fifteen ars in @racao, and for aat his marriage fbina, which had
had built the house in the middongtime in Trinidad, and then the usual bizagrRp signatue to it.
1980s, the same time that the twinally Miami. He had built the tS His first wife, ackie, was a
Canadian ahitects had armd Lucia house as atirment home, would-be aristocrat, and he always
hee, and stéed constiction on he told B, but thought he might resented the way heyal petender
the hotel with the @awa money be dead befer that occuad, family looked den their long
Over the pars, they had had drinkgoughing epeatedly at the dinnehooked noses at his London kwor
with him at the hotel two or the table. b had asked about a saleg classoots, disinviting him &m
times, he mostly sty to himself price, but he had just veal his the weekend hunting p@es, and
and thee didrt seem to be anyhand, dismissing the whole busthe county dinner dances.
house guests,cept for a Chineseness, and continued eating. | knew XAckie though
woman fom Trinidad who had Snsing a digss sale,if® mutual friends and inuth she was
stayd with him for seval veeks, kept at him for the next six monthshe one who indduced me toip,
on two occasions, theywembexd. with a barrage of letters and-televhom | immediately liked, actually

“Hes a ecluse,” Mk, one phone calls, antheo who did seemmore than her He was fond of
of the Canadians, had saidnd in decline, at last saidcheonsider referring to her family asvhen

CLIFF'S MEAT MARKET

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

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

Marilyn Fontenot

We cay beer & yine 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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wes!” and often did wherevhe following her second dirce and She spead out the large
had an audience after w fdrinks, subsequent me to Chicagol Navy blue teel next to me, and
of course out of her earshot. thought the whole thing painfullyput the beach bag betwn us, then

“You talk to dear oldadkiés sanctimonious, andezvas a failedreached into the caas bag and
father Sr Harld, and wu knav Catholic, it had the feel of a badhaved me a trashyddey &eldon
what yu get?” he would say Hollywood film. novel which she kmel'd abhorand

“Ill tell you!” héd snot, Years laterl was to learn smiled. Be said anything for a
with sacasm on his lipsWell, Od that follawing Operation moment, pushing her lgafeet in
Boy! when w were in Hong Kong! Greyhound, the indictment ofthe sand and turningser small hot
when ve were in Rhodesia! wherew twenty-two sitting Chicago judgesyhite piles, and then walked to the
had the Raj! pwwhen ve were with many in the lajrinth of its traffic wateis edge and had thefsauound
Monty! Classic old bet” and small claims casy Allan had her bae feet. Be walked skdy

“One of thoseatics nw liv-  been named for bribe-takingvo back to the teel, looked at me, my
ing in ‘myal TunbridgeWells who days after the announcement, fem aer my egs, and took off her
writes letters about cricket to thbad taken his old Army sgee bikini top, throwing it gently on the
Times!” rewlver and his medalsofn the towel. This early in the morning

He had been married theKoreanWar into the sauna at thethere were only the two of us on the
second time at the apaent of his Lake 8ore Drive apament build small hotel beach.

old girlfriend Harriet who seed as ing whee he lied, and fatally shot An instant later she wasH
a Chicago traffic caujudge, and himself ning in the soft sand to the water
the ceemony had been conducted Most of the money takenand with knees highn the airinto

by another traffic judge, heepent for fixing traffic tickets ee small, the suf whee she ded into an
lover, with a solemnity not unlikethe aerage kickback maybe fifteeancoming beaking way, and dis
the Vatican, dripping with a set ofhundred dollars. Allan had been appeard. | watched her closely as
instiuctions for a happy marriagéool to the ery end. she swam in the sea, andanfen-
from his unctuous lips. Pip had a meeting inutes later sheuanged back to the

Allan, Harriets judicial Caracas for aeek, and afterdl’ towels, ed hair soaked and stuck to
lover, supposedly had a wife a@nvbeen in & Lucia with them for four her head, and whitedasts heaving.
lescing in an unkman mental hes days, he took a taxi to the aitpor She stetched out on the wel on
pital somehee, and when not the other side of the island and wagr stomach, and turned to me,
hearing DUI or speeding cases, gene.Tina was always a good sporeaching in her beach bag for a pair
worked as a olunteer on Mw aloquacious woman, but sometimes$ sunglasses.

Mexico hdian esevations. Fom we found ourseds with little to say “I hope a bar beast doe$n
that humbling experience, hemoto one another upset gpu!” she said laughing.
geneously egaled himself in south The morning after he left | “No,” | said, “I like it!”

west style tguoise and sév javel walked dwn the pad the quéaer “Good!” she said and then

ry, and had become a self appointedile to the Anse Chastenet beacturned her head awagrir me, and
spokesman for na#ivAmerican getting thez long befa it got tried to sleep
causes. unbearably hot. | took a fast swim They had a hed a cook for
His tirade on the sanctity oin the ocean and thenettthed out the time they e at the house, a
marriage, was so filled with paravith eyes closed for a half sleep | fétical girl who shopped at the open
bles, that i looked at Hrriet with coming on, an offsh@beee dy- air maket, and pepaed dinnerWe
rolling es, suggesting she bumpg me off | head footsteps in the usually had a light snack at the
him, and has him get on with the sand next to me and hetar ‘hellb beach cabana at the hotel, with old
ceemony itself Ap and his soon- and looked up to s&&a in a string Waltrude grilling burgers and tend
to-be wife had aady lied togeth bikini carying a beach bag andng bar
er for the past tee or four gars, towel. Tina liked a gin and tonic

www .blotterrag .com
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for lunch, and @ had generally oneworlds worst fishermen. | hadsaid for noeal eason, looking out
or two bottles of wine with dinperwatched them the last tweewgs at the sunset.
stating befoe the meal was @1, with Tina befoe dinner casting “She knev Ackie, thad all,”
she liked to drink.H® had gwn nets out and pulling nothing in,I ansvered, You knav hav women
up in one of the little steelwtns maybe a piece of flotsam, or an otget.”
surounding Rtsburgh, and found boot, it was uncanniyhad wongly “No, hav do they getPell
her way to Cleland, Nw York belieed that if gu lived in an me?” she said, fingering the edge of
and eentually Chicago in thetail island nation,qu would master the her glass.
clothing business.h& met ki bounty of the sea somaho “Everythings supposed to
through a girlfriend who had S we had drinks tonight last foewer, that stuff’ | said.
known him and thought th&y and continued our vigil with the “Oh, the other woman, |
enjoy each otheiThey both wr natiwes and the nets. see,” she said, and sighehe“S
volunteers at Chicagd.incoln Bik “‘Dont they eer catch any thought Bp was playing aund,
zoo, and B paticularly lared thing?” she said, turning to me. “huh?With me!”
working with wild animals,dm his hawerit seen it. Andagu caift buy “It doesih mattey” | added,
days exploring tiéeneuelan jun fish in tavn either It's crazywere wanting to change the subject, and
gle whez héd been inglved in early on a goddamn islandmon.” just then Louise, the cook, came out
government conseancy effds. She held out her hand toto announce dinner
With the wealth fom their offsh@a take my empty drink and | handed We ate leisety and talked
oil, theVenauelan geernment had the glass to her and she disapdeaabout theWest Coast, whershe
made effds to sa® its Amaan into the living oom whee they lived for a f@ years, and whyew
basin rainfast, made world famousset up a bar both like &n Fancisco, compeual
by the crash of bush pilaminy Tina, for a edhead, tannedto Los Angeles, oaisDiego
Angel, and the disemy of Angel well, and she Wed the sun, so she Aftewad, she wanted to
Falls. i had helped themeate a always looked like she belonged oshav me what ip had done with a
wildlife fund. doors. 8e was earing a black andside gaten he was wkng on, he

After Tinds display on the yellov pattern African lisai wrap had transplanted fifteearieties of
beach earligrhad just tried to keepand a halteand vent baefooted in flowering plants natvto the island,
our relationship friendly as alwayshe house.lf came back with theand he eantually wanted to haa
and in tuth, | did find her attrac drink, and ly then the sun was atgaden with all thetSLucia flavers,
tive, as did most men, butewthe bottom of the homn so thex which would be in the hunehis.
returned to our comftable egning was an orange light &bdhe sea. Hed studied hdrculture as an av
conwersations wer dinner and “You knav, Janet always cation, and was one of the first-peo
drinks.Two days passed as leefor acted so strangeoand me,” she ple | knev of who could keep a

She had been married tpP
now for almost fe years, and fo
one of them & been living on th@k
West Coast and fiy saw them
maybe for a hastily planned din
if | flew into Chicago, and had §
extra dayWe had missed o
another on the beach, | had gq
fishing which I lee to do anywherjg = =
in the world In at, with one of thggi® "
local natie fisherman, who was-s /
fering fom a hangeer all day long ~ w2
So many of thetSLucians ¢ sur [TV RCIORYIERIFT BT SR (CI{ BT T VAR F1 R 171

prisingly obseed ae among th 111 W Rosemary St. Carrboro  www.carrburritos.com
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Chicago apément fieshened with pat of the mountainsideWe see!”

orchids in the bitter winters. stopped in fsnt and she motioned S0 | took my shirand pants
“This yellav flower, is called me to follev her into the building. off, but kept on my undesear and

Josephine Rssion,” she told me,She handed a tiny black manph r picked up the lit candles and-fol

picking a blossomditl you knaw of bills, and he gaws two peter lowed her inside.

she lied on the island, befoshe candelabra, each lit with four can What | saw looking aund

went to Fance, and metdpoleon? dles eachilhen we walked outsideme was a gtto caved out of the

S, the flover is named after herup through an arbor into a little stone mountain and a hot spring

sweet, doi you think?” and she putchamber inside the mountaingradually filling a large cidar

the sprig in her hair wheke thee were a half den wood pool.There were thee steps that led
“It's still earlyl want to en doors. into the waterand she had put her
shav you something! Lstget the | carried one of the lightedcandelabra on aak ledge.
caf, she said, slipping on a pair afandelabras and folled sheepish “Pants offand in,” she said,
sandals, and grabbing her purgewondering wherexactly awere *“this is dsephins sulfur bath.”
with the car keysThey generally going, and whatewere planned to “She came heras agung
rented a car at the airposo they do, since | had no idea. girl, this was her champehe
could take day trips, buyogeries, “This last one, that her Empress oflance, Tina said as she
and explar the island. @ front in  chambefi she said to me, andstood into the water to her chest.
the driveway was a small orangepened the doot followed her in This is insane | thought to
Datsun, a little beaten ,upt and saw a small woodeom with myself but then | decided to go
appeaed, but it staed right up a pool and benches. along with it, turned my back and
“Jesus, this lefty side driv “OK, well undress her, slipped off my shts, and backed
ing’, she complained, as she let oahd take the candles inside with ugsto the warm water
the clutch, and & jeked into the Take off gur clothes!” she told me. As | stepped into the water
narow road. e dowe fast and “What do ypu mean?” | its warmness esioped me with a
took the turns in the windypad a asked, confused. pleasant shock, and Ivelp let it
little wide, | thought, sometimes “The clothes, all qff calm my tense bady had a ague
getting the wheel on the shoulder naked!” she urgedotire a big bg smell of sulfyrand | could see the
We dowe for fifteen min hurry up!” unewen ocky bottom, wherl could
utes though the tan and up on “Wait a minute!Tina!” | stand on the tip of my toes holding
the side of one of thatéhs, the protested. my head ahe the suace.The
two \wlcanic peaks framing thayB By then she had taken offyrotto had been scooped out of the
Finally we dowe thiough an the wrap and the halter and opendthse of s Bton most likely &
ancient metal gate, and up to a tinje other door African slaes when akephins
frame building that looked to be “Off, now!” she saidybull planter family @re on the island.
- o In 1750, thez had been a
. : S A l slae ebellion, andemegade bands
' | of slaes hid in the thickly wooded
gﬁ@%g 8 Fitons, but ly that time, dsephine
: e i : ., &5 and her family wherin Haiti, and
s ——— . then HRirope. This was the last
-‘*’,’fﬁ ; island shrine built for the teenage
_ : Empress, whershe had bathed, the
; figure of a woman thaténch cour
painter dcques Bvid made immer
tal.
: Old rusted ion slae made

www .blotterrag .com
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hooks for ebes hung on the plankthe betrayal on mind, but put thatbe back either tomaw night, or
wall on the far side of trmom, and aside, and decided to go to thiéhe next one, he wéssue, in his
a long wooden bench had built intbeach earlghouting to her as | wadast telephone call.
an alcge reached Y rocky steps. heading out the dooShe didrt About six | hear her drie
On it | imagined the gung come dwn to that morning, and | up, and she carried some wicker bas
Josephine once sat while sHaally went back to the house in thé&ets she bought into the house,
combed her @t hair perhaps early afternoon. Louise was eéheand nothing of discomfpror guilt,
dreaming of the conquest opreparing for the eming meal, and maiked her mannefhe shwered,
Europe, and the pageantrof told me thaffina had taken the cardressed for our casual dinrerd
Versailles. into town for some shopping. then ve continued as beéorfirst
Tina was laughing and “Madame gone to do thewith drinks on the terrace, and then
splashing aund, and she floatedshop!” she announced in her patcés dinner
on her back hair floating in theaccent, a dialect based on a backand Aftewad, | brought up
water like the&@gassoea. forth histoy of Fench and Bglish what happened, and she leaned
The stoy of the wung colonial masters, arriving at sonwer, and kissed me, and sal&s,
Josephine Bonapgarwas an inter middle gound. it was wondéul, thank yu.”
esting tale, and she told me the She didrt like people in her | tried to steer the coensa
whole thing fom starto finish, and kitchen, as she told me, and shi®n to my complicit behavior with
then when et been in the watermotioned me out the door with her friends wife, and shespondedyb
for maybe tenty minutes shehand. Her youngest lmtherTerty bringing out a Qija boad for
moved tavad me, her body pin acted as house demer and also amusement.
ning me against one of the walls. caetaker whenip andTina wereri “Lets see what the fueur
Josephine had  affairgher, sleeping in a makeshift baskolds for us, shalle®” she said.
throughout her life, she confessedhent oom. “I dont feel like playing
while the geat man Idpoleon Tina called Louise, orgames, after what happened,
remained mostly indiffemt to looe, Mabel, the other na#ivyoung please,” | pleaded.
his deepest passion was, Wwat woman who sometimes wed at “This isft a gamel!,” she
wheneer he was victorious on th¢he house, theisévants a term - T —
battlefield, soil awash with bloodshe had picked upofn Ap who in ‘{}‘;1 "/ o8 That Q7 ¥
he sought her arms, tefiag many his colonial way bel that, and | 4 ey of st exie ms*ﬁ‘Mﬂﬂfwa;""'(ﬂ
miles, day and night, horses dyiman her lips and his too, it had alwa\ \ "
underneath him. sounded laughable. B
She took me ¥ the hand They always bught an & #
and led me to the naw alcee and extra large suitcase with themtt
she kissed me gently pulling mieucia, filled with z2n foodsina
down next to her warm ancetvon  wanted, ‘Lean @sinesand tutle >
the bench, and then it happened. sundaes for her dessen strange &
| liked to think it was all her doing,contradiction in my mind but not % %
but | was esponsible todip was a hers, but for the most pathey ¢
distant thought. loved the curries these wome: ==
We spent another hour at the bathmade, meat cooked with succule
and then dovwe back to the housejsland fuit, mangoes, papaya, Of
and that night she came into mpananas.

bed. The st of the afternoon T FromPencilPoint ount ain Books -
: R H (an imprint of The Blotter Magazin e, Inc. )
The next morning she wantwas eplaying the night befgrand ‘River: a Community of Artist s

ed to sleep late, so | took my coffeendering what & would say to Explores the Meaning of Nature.”
We'd love for you to go on over to

out on the terrace, with thought obne another this emning, i would  uw paintbrushforest.com and pick up a copy or

two. We're pretty sure you'll love it, too.
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warned me, and put the bdand a landed family on his motlseside remembexd Cuija boads fom old
the pointer on the coffee table nextith large farms neareBno, all black and white nwes with
to the couch. pretty solid people wlo spent séances, usually set \iittorian

“First, drinks,” she said,three generations in California. ~ England drawingooms, wher a
“you do that!” motioning me to the “Whete is he no? | asked. Gypsy Madame somebody was able
bar | got up and made the drinks, “He took a small boat out ofto contact Lat Hgin's late wife in
and eturned putting them both onSan Dego Harbor and he was nev the next world, and coax her-per
the table. seen again!” she said with some sadssion for him to mayr his

“We need to kne what will ness on her facet #Washed up on teenage sculfemaid.
happen!” she said, lookingedity the beach atri€initas on the ndr “We'll ask the @ija, whee
at me. coast a eek laterbut without him well be in the futu#’ she instict

The stars and the ancienten it. ed, and handed me the pointer
hawe so many ansve e need, she “Oh” | uttered, not knav- “You go first,” she urged.
told me, the paranormal becomesg what to say next. | looked at her | held the plastic pointer
normal, egryday life. for a long while. “OK, what do |with its glass eyfirmly and it slov-

“I lived in a house oncehawe to do with this game?” ly but unconsciously med my
built right after the spad of the “It's not a game!” she said. hand first to the lettelC, on the
Mexican missions nbwad in the “Somebody made this, theboad, and then with aimless vee
arid hills outside Escondido, antioad, look!” | said holding up thement, it took me to an, H and then
ower the gars it had been the locaop of the bg. quickly to an, 1.
tion for four suicides, the muy “This ritual is ery old, “What the hell does that
ders, and a lot of alcoholic andgdr befoe Christ,” she saidddrit you mean?” | asked.
madness,” sheemt on. “Hah, my beliee in the spirit world?” “Youre coming back to
ex- husband fell off the end of the “No,” | answred, and Chicago, tha what!” she said
eath thee, on his goddamn headlooked at her beautiful face, lost icalmly ‘Chi was the well-knavn
He drank himself out of one of thés classic lines for a moment. ‘dbbeviation for Chicago
large 8n Dego law firms, filled dorit beliee in God either
with ex-Navy officers, and dedicat “Dont be a fool, thes so -}-nt
ed right wingers like himself much outside of whatoy knaw, Cﬁ

CH
GARRY SCOMIRS
LUBARTILE: BT JRCCIULLTH DRKAE

“He had visions of anothesome writer bah!” she said, an
world, usually after his fahr laughed.
scotch! ¢ had had aew detailed | held up my hands an
descriptions of this other world, andhugged in suender and asked
it was inhabited with a populacéer to go on with ho the boat
which included elatues fom other worked, what it did, exactly
solar systems. | thought 'dhe “We should only ask it fo
watched too muché8 Trek!” one thing, something impgant to
He washan idiot, she said,each of us she warned mesd
hed gone torale, and his father haddorit be flippant!”
been a Mvy admiral, and theyew | nodded that ¢ go along

with whategr she said.

CREATIVE She smiled at me, andew
METALSMITHS _stated. $e held _the _pointer g_en_tl
Kim Maitland in her _hands with its magnlfym Better late than never!
117 E. Franklin St., Chapel Hill glass cote, and then put It.dﬂ‘] on Now available as an e-book
919-967-2037 the tan coleed boad with the from Amazon.
mm'.creati\'emetalsmi-ths.com printed a|phabet_ Hope vou check it out
Weelkdays 11 - 6 = Saturdays 10 -5 = Sundays 12 - 5 Oddly enough, I had pey .

www .blotterrag .com
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“Thats nuts!” | eslaimed, a lot of laughs, honest laughterd
“I've got two book contracts out went to bed, and mostly slept, full

West!” of guilt for what | done.

“The boad doeshlie!” she The next day #vall vent to Th e
warned me, and took the pointethe beach, spent the dapd then ream
from me. had another laly dinnerand then

| got up to make myselfthe morning aftea taxi took me to O u rn aI
another drink, and held out mythe airporand back to NMmi, and
hand and she gawne half empty ewentually to th&Vest Coast. real dreams, real weird
glass with its melted ice. | hadrt been thex for thee

. Please sed excerpts
You could always count ondays | dohthink, when | got a call from your own dr gam

Pip to hae a ell-stocked baHe from another Chicago friend whq journais. If nothing else,
had four bottles of scotch, plenty d&new | had been intSLucia, and wed love to read them.

rum, dak and light, dmaican and asked me if | had hdawhat hap W e wont publish your
Pueto Rican, and tke bottles of pened. whole name.
gin. We were both drinking gin and “No, what do gu mean?” | mermaid@blotterrag.com

tonic, so | quickly made the drinksansvered, sensing something -dig
and eturned to the game, as tasteful, something connected {
thought of it. what Id done.

She was holding the uija “Well! Tina wanted to do a
pointer against her &read, with crazy nude swim withifP one
her egs shut, when | satwio with night, so they ant davn to the together Smetimes 1 lose h
the drinks, and didropen them for beach, and ee splashing aund | (56th and swalle it, eating
a time. like kids, they werit that far out, something | like a lofThe food

“You must belies; or it and she dad undewater to grab | tastes bland andtHink eating
worit wokk,” she said, “l belie¥  his butt, and ner came back Up | more of it will make it taste bek

Meals & weid, with all sds of
forgotten manners and other
dining guests | ddnknow or
quite understand why eweat

She asked the same question of the said. ter And it is in odd combin
Ouija, as she called him, or it, and “What?” | said shocked, my tions, like spaghetti and cotﬂ)n
the pointer first took her hand tomouth suddenly gr candy | panic when | swailo
an, S on the bodr and then it “Must hae been an under | my tooth, like having a nigh}

moved her hand to a, D,l tow, thees one at the other end o] mae, and, waking, feeloand
thought, but it was clearly an, Ethe beach,\bthe pcks,” he pointed | in my mouth with my tongu¢
and finally she ended on an, A. out. “But newer that close to the| for the missing tooth that i§,
“Aha, looks likerti going to beach.” thankfully still thee. Only
take a arise, Ne been wanting to “The sea just took her out,’] then do | eget not havingeal
do the old Qeen Hzabeth for he said, What a horrible thing to| spaghetti and cotton candy and
years ne, we could go seeipR® happen!” the fading memegrtaste of it.
nasty old mothewhat a teat!” “Sea,” | epeated, and
We had a couple n®drinks, and looked out my winde at the blue | Chili - cyberspace
she told me she wanted to sleacific, not hearing what else he wj
alone tonight, and i would be saying.
back tomomw for sue. “Yeah, they nev found her;
He did come in earland they looked for tlee days,” he final
we all had dinner togethend as ly said, & damn shame.”
usual, he was full of stories about And then the line was dead
the shadyweneuelans, Chax and

his corupt ministers, and odan
geous Caracas had becowle.had
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“Just Your H and &”
by P ooja B hatur ia

| spend my entty seahing for what tastes likewy hands,

The sweetness obyr touch to the bittesst of wais,

The sprinkled kisses of sugar that no longer dance to mdy accor
| miss the whistles on thewst@ounding like the songs aury\oice,

| sawr your flawr for as long as | can,

My selfish soul wants nothing botiyessence,

Can yu rid my pain withqur spicy flair?

You numb all sensation,

And when gu left ypu took my appetite withoy,

S | spend my engty seahing for what tastes likeuy hands.

| crae the butter sensation obyr skin dripping er me in complete satisfactign.

CHRISTIAN THOMPSON
the fwj]‘wthef

919-593-4561
PORKINTHEROAD@GMAIL
@PORKINTHEROAD Laine Cunningham

FROM CREATION TO CONTRACT

Ghostwritten/rewritten
over 200 projects

Editor and publishing con-

N sultant with twenty years of
4 experience helps you capture

attention from top publishers

| and agents. Queries, propos-
8 als, developmental help and

more for fiction and nonfiction.

Toll-free 866-212-9805

WRITER'S RESOURCE writersresource.us

.blotterrag .com
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“Sleeper”
by L indsay B oyd

From time to time in the ewer he staad home all day hislooked up ®om her ioning boad.
days leading up to his motherhyperactig pesence added tensiofhe was making headway with
funeral, the lie-in staff at the homein a setting adady fragd enough Ricky and I€lviris line dried laun
whee Ricky lied were not one owing to kKelviis not infequent dry. “What?” Ricky epeated his
hunded pecent cdain that the violent outbursts and Learmestatement — to @& only kne
fact of Dbreers death had uty tantums. which character on the esen — in
sunk in.They based this on the-evi Both Kelvin and Leannean insistent, whiney tone. OB
dence that therwas no peeptible paticipated in daily activities alsoyou mind about that, Mr Carpenter
change in his behaviour but they spent mertime at home Next ad beak, is bed for qu.

Ricky dasheddm one end than Ricky andubbed shouldersYouve a big day tomaw” From
of the house to the other erfr the with him a geat deal on the oecahis place on the sofa, Ricky half-
receation oom in the back to the sions he did not go into viofmhey turned tavad his house cadina
living mom and dining aa up bore the bunt of his Abba The tor. “Did you hear me?”&inodded.
front, from his bedvom to the Musicabbsession. @v a period of When the posgramme ended he
receation oom or bathwom — seeral months Ricky insed his shuffled off to bed as petitioned.
much the same aseHe contin  original copy of the D in the Saring after him, Mrgaet won
ued operating at two speeds, eithedunky plagr in the backoom deked if he wasally immune to the
flat to the boals or conked out on countless times, tiedy ruining it. beeaement.
the sofa, &g half-shut, berthe Subsequentlyhe pewiled on one Ideally Ricky took his pills
televisionThere was no in beeen of the staff to obtain @placement first thing in the morning and then
with him. at the local mall. heeded the st&ffdiective to eturn

He went on needling his fel Wisely he was nev per to bed for at least fifteen minutés. |
low residents &lvin and Leanne asmitted total dominance of theanything was going to wichim
if everything was as it had alway§EAC televisionYet the idiot be down it was his medicationutBon
been during his siegrs @sidency remained his preminenteceation the day that his mum was due to be
in theWoden home. ©a morning and day after day he became definitiely laid to est, Margaet
he tossed bad scraps to theinvolved in the ppgrammes he was
sceeching cockies and depositedloved to watch that hesgularly
the trash in the gen bin out back chatted back to the individuals wh
right on cue. Nr would he hear of appead on the seen.Their trials 20% off
missing a day at his wsinop to and tribulations @ as authentic to| | ‘ouwr first haircut
griee or as some of the staff deliRicky as those of his housemat | &f I new saion
cately put it, come to terms. and the staff who flitted in and ouf | ekt

Come to terms with what, of his life.
he might hae asked them.aticing “Nobody thought that was
his unaffected state, the house-comrhee it was supposed to go!” ALTERED
dinator Margaet, left vell enough yelled at the set moments befois m
alone and let him go about his bushominal bedtime on the @wf his | Halr Designers
ness as normahe&was sestty glad motheis funeral. AppoiTtments: S15-296-1042
he did, knaving full vell that when Behind him, Margaet | = fee a2

Mrrednagziunancon e LOCATIDNE
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broke fom habit. §e handed out Margaets gae fell on a carboad say when Leanne traNed too She
the tablets and immediately helpeaffixed to the wall. tached wre a made a game attempt but once
him don his best dar suit. number of photos wvering the gars again failed to slide her widehgir
Meanwhile, therwere signs of life Ricky had spent as a member of tivgo the ear

in Kelviris mom diectly opposite. community They shwed him in a With good grace Rickglnquished
Holding the latesTruckeramaga number of guises, swimming, camphought of the cockpit and took the
zine, he lumbed into vie en ing, playing cricket, being feted oplace dectly behind Leanne.eH
route to the batlmom abutting birthdays, with staff members, witflusteed Margaet in his customgr

Rickys oom. his housemates at social gatheringgnner on the shiojourney a@ss
“Mind your ovn business, beaded, and clean-sieawv town to the chuwh in Chifley“Up
sticky beak!” &vin utteed a muf But the photo that held heryours!” he glled at one offending

fled cy and then hurried into thelongest was not on the hbaar motorist, much to her chagrinutB
bathoom and slammed the dooRatherit sat in a frame on a sideat least hisunning commentgr
shut behind him, banging it withboad. Hardly a congntional depic was easier to cope with when he was
his fist for good measur“He's tion of a mother and son, it sfexl not up fiont.
wreckin the place.” the kindly looking, bespectacled There had been a time not
“Dont bother him. woman sitting and her full bédad so long ago when Ricky shied away
Concentrate on whabyre doing.” boy-man standing yb her side. from the font seat of anyehicle.
He held still long enough forThere was disdain in the agggig She failed to understand treason
Margaet to adjust his tie and collaway he e3d the camera, as if he haahy until she and @een conersed
and cocked an ear at the sound okeen tlough the photographer inmonths after he becameeaident.
giggling Leanne tramping her wayo time and dismissed him a%That was wherhe was sitting the
into the other batlmom, shadeed another in a long sequence of makdsy ve dowe him to the mental
by a male staffeRickys packed who had made his life a myserinstitution,” explained the mother
bags wre by the wadrobe, How he hated men for that. unable to meet Rrgaets ew.
painstakingly gpaed follaving his “When he asked whyetl packed
return home m wok the pevt He wshed out the side dootis luggage,ensaid he was going on
ous afternoon. tiaight after the of the house with the speed of a dbgliday’
funeral he was due to stay with hiet off a leash whenawaet called Margaet could not look
sister Rse and his other-in-law eeryone togetheihough he liked away fom the other woman.oS
for three nights. to bag the bint passenger seat of thmany pagnts of disabled chidr,
Wheeling avund in the act house &n, he had come to underfrequently after mangagrs of stig-
of making him pesentable, stand that compmise was neeesgle, one dayeached a point wieer

Best In Show by Phil Juliano
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= HEY FREDDY,
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YOUR INTERVIEW?Z
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= WELL, | WAS ALWAYS TOLD TO (50 1 WENT N S BATMAN)
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= HARD TIME TAKING
YOU SERIOUSLY,

copyright Juliano 2013
www.bestinshowcomic.com
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they could no longer cope. And “It took me minutes to fill the time @er the coming eeks; the
Doreen had borne the lolen alone out the papevoik committing him sofa in font of the television in the
after the death of RickyatherHis and the best paof the next ten receation oom became his uneffi
sisters offed to helpbut she raly years tying to get him out.” Lost cial second betlvhen sheeaalised
worried them, believing both to béor wods, Margaet reached out athere was no cause for alarm,
busy enough with husbands ancbnsoling hand to @een. “8me Margaet, again, let him ben fact,

children and caers. of the men on the wamere horrt  she often watched him ast, envi
Margaet head the metallic ble to Ricky ous of the appant ease of his
clink of spoon against cup as Years on, Ricky maintainecabstentions ém the day to day

Doreen absentmindedly suirher an initial eseve with eery male he
tea. Thats why is a s@ point. met. Margaet had witnessed time
But he may comeound in time. and time again the fhiship this
Once his lost his fedr trait in his character caused the me #
Sghting his sisters at thestaffers. @ well, thee was not a lot
church, Ricky could not decideshe could do and some of those men
whether to join them or stay withhe warmed to in due course, after
his goup home familyBut ulti- his fashion. Bthe time the priest
mately the two gups melded appead, Rickis eps had adroped
together in the twodnt pavs on to the half-mast that for him sig
the right hand side. Mgaet settled nalled sleep Frmly, Margaet
on Rickys left and agairemem pulled him to his feet.
beed the long ago cargation She encounted him in the
with the ecently deceased. same state an ilomate amount of

CONTRIBUTORS:

Though his roots were in the Pennsylvania coal fields, Bruce Colbert traveled the world. First as an enlist-
ed man and officer during the Vietnam War. He later lived in Paris, Cairo, Rio, Chicago, and San Francisco,
and now in New York City where he's an actor, flmmaker and writer. His stories have appeared in Bicycle
Review, Bangalore Review, Hamilton Stone Review, Lowestoft Chronicle, Awakenings Review, Dawn til
Dusk Anthology, On The Rusk, The Gambler, Mouse Tales Press, NoirCon, Argosy and other publications.
His new story collection will be published this summer by Lummox Press. His plays have been produced
Off Broadway and in Toronto.

Pooja Bhaturia is a licensed stylist currently working at Jean Josephus Hair Design in Chapel Hill.
Growing up in New Hampshire she was exposed to many different local writers, who inspired her to keep
her passion of the written word untainted by outside influences. Her writing remains a deeply personal
hobby, whilst making other people realize their true beauty through outward expression of her life path.

Lindsay Boyd is a writer, personal carer, traveller and plenty else besides, originally from Melbourne,
Australia. He has published and self-published poetry, articles, stories, memoirs and novels. He also
writes screenplays and has made a few low-budget films.

Phil Juliano has been cartooning for over twenty years. His comic strip, “Best In Show”, is a visual inter-
pretation of his daily life and struggle to find his place in society. He’'s a beer snob, baseball fan and avid
outdoorsman, usually all at the same time. “Best In Show” is currently being featured in several newspa-
pers and magazines and is syndicated by MCT Campus where it is distributed to college and university
newspapers across the country. To see more of Phil's work go to www.bestinshowcomic.com
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