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“Obligator y -- O blivio n”

Sometimes qu oll dovn the pad when a good old tune comes
the radio andau feel an urgency to talkeuyhands o&m the whee
and clap to the rhythm eailly get into the song - maybenewiggle
in a sit-davn kind of dance because the music is vibrant,,datgh
nostalgic. All good thing¥ou, if you ae sensible persoasist that
primal need to clap because driveguies that gu occasionall
steer and maintain a paular set ofules; some man made and ¢
ers natural. dlure to follav thoseules has potential if not inevita
ewentualities that bode ill for the musigg drier.

It's no accident that my thoughts leamawds driving, as my olde
appoaches her de¥s education days.utBthee is moe to it than
that. Bvery day it seems to me that the same pebbjesin our
path for us to stub our leetoes on. | ask mysethy aerit we wear
ing shoes™hy aerit we looking dan while ve walk? And ko
had is it to emember thategteday ve tripped on thatery pebble
The responseseamanifold. ®p talking to me, | didnask for gur
opinion. Odnt you just stubqur toe purselfAVhat do yu knaw,
are yu some kind of geologist?

| think that we each havthe occasional urgency to do things
arerit in our best intests. Mybe this is a learned trait, maybe
hadwired in our makeupMy guess is thatsithe best of both lun;
cies, and my evidence for thapped up this pasteekend. | wa
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home alone — a tricky thing for lazy old me — and | was sitting out

side on the poh-swing doing much about nothing, to bedsgathe
bad. | wanted to go am the hill and check on thevilof water
trickling along the stam (honestlydo that) and | happened to lo
down and see something that made my batoh just a little in m
throat. Two rat-snakes, sunning thenesebn the bit of corete that
acts as a sulalk along the dnt of our house. i@ suckers, too — s
feet long, eachThey didrt see me, or sense me in some, aée
pentine, wayMy mind flipped though its file cdrsystemeagading
snakes whirr — and | acted.
At hand, leaning against the corner of the house, was a long
shavel which | used to dispatch the two snakam! EClang! &hg!
— lets analyz this puppyif we may Two six-foot long rat-snak|
(or some kind of black-cador snake — | only kwethey ver rat
snakes after | slabed them to death) sunning theneseiu font of

the pictue-windav of my dining oom. They were twined togethef

probably mating —Mi not a herpetologist, so | ‘taay that for cer
tain. In any case, theyew not poisonous (but again | cannoteh
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determined that for dam without going inside the house and-find

ing a field guide teeptiles). Why didit | leae them the? Because
they vere snakeswhy didit | go in and find out what kind of sna
Because | was worried that they would suddenly sense meaa
escapeAnd the mblem hePThey wer snakes.
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They vere the snakes, in fact, that eat the mice tleattider th
house that | I in. That is what | was told, am told, am told
time | kill a snakeéWhy dohyou just leathem alon@hey donwant
to botheroy at all, en the poisonous ones.

The answrs to those questions both tue and lame. é8ause snakg
frighten my wife. &ause they wig her out, make her not hers
a good six @eks or soBecause sixagks is like snake-boot-cahke
a eptile antibiotic egimen, like a bad snake dw#ir Because n
amount of education about snakes makes them less frighteni
Because snakes do noehapolitical action committee helping tf
to be potected 'om people like me, who must make snakedeei
sions offhandedlwith no time to deliberate the ramification$
killing two large rat-snakes, sunning theeselv my @nt steps.
S, ae thee ramifications? Qainly Rat snakeseaslov and stead
consumers dlus Musculyswhich touble my household asliwv |
can heargu nov: dort you see? Leahe snakes alone antl )
the miceYes, indeedWe set our mousetrapsm\October like clocK
work (or rather like calendar-wpr For my wife, long after her s
sonal fear of snakes has wornsofin angr feaful mouse-hunter
Of course, thoseey mice munch happily on the Ghma Wolf
Jiders that skitter up thwugh the gnt-shafts to plague my w

<
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once-upon-a-time sending her into a,tfimging all of her clothes [tp

the gound and selaming naked for me toséer! Fom. A. Pider
Well, it was one @izilla of a spidelegs-span about theestf the
palm of my hand, face only a mother spider codd Baxt complete
ly harmless to people. And while it wasufoning into the@om like
Lancelot to a shrieking, buck-nakadn@er (yeah, shg going tc

kill me for this, but journalistic integrity demands blah, blah, blgh

)

| understand he she might not want spiders in the house.
But all the spiders wanbfm me a& those camel crickets that v

the crawl space beneath my housemless camel crickets thattdo

)

ewen b their back legs together in loud cricket symphonies, lik
crickets do S, why do | hate the crickets@c&use theyytito get
away fom the spiders and jump up on my bed and walk along
they can get under thevers with me, soméaiee aound my neck|.
Which puts me instantly on the ceiling, floppirmmiad and knock|
ing over books and lamps and laptops.
S0 naturallyl put out glue traps for the camel crickets, that wol
eaten P the spiders thateaculled ¥ the mice that arsasred ly the
rat-snakes that dwvnear the house thatld built. | knay, | know.
And the species slouches alongitis something the GPS sagem
bles Bthlehem, learning, forgetting, missing dppdres, making
false st#s, causingeal weckage, doing thastly dumb because at
time it seemed likeoy knaw, right.

N
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“Black P ools”
by J . R. Sullivan

Mercer operated each datpgether eyes black pools thatfrom the bed of his pickup
under the belief that somethingpok up most of his faceidbes Mercer pinched together the tear
profane would washver him white with gease lay &wn in his shit.

and thought it so whenhMis about but he satass-legged and “Dad, whds a faggot?”
Cotton called him a faggotfingeed the fesh rip in his t- he asked.
Mercer couldih assemble anyshit, also a mduct of Bvis.The “A  boylover” Robet
meaning fom the wad, but word still swam tlhough coughed into his sleev
quickly hated him for it anywayMercets head and almost “A what?”

After school that daychoked him dr He wanted to “Why do yu want to
Mercer came into the kitchersee kis sucked aen into a know?”
and let his backpack slide off highirlpool and nexr come up “Whats that mean?h\i&s
shoulders and fall to the tiledvatch him get sapt away in a called me that toddy
floor, the linoleum glloved and heavy bottomless tide. dRet, Robet set the butter

peeling. k¢ pulled himself into aMercets father leaned againstknife and slice of &éad dan on
chair aound the cal table. Hs the counter scraping noayaise a plate, turned, and kneaded his
eight-yar old body was loosacoss a slice of whiteead. A hands togetheThough squat
and thin as if poorly stitchectigaette dangled beé&gn his and pounded to the likeness of a
lips and hands and armswen stump he seemed unafraid of
as if conwlled ly strings. [d'd letting himself fuher wear out,
worked at the gadwizing plant full of some desito watch him
since Clintois first yar in self disintegrate piecg piece.
office, but nw drew unemply- He had a tattoo of a wonsan
ment, epaied cars in their name on his bicepucy it read
driveway and sold cdis of wood in gray curse, but h&l newer

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

108 HenderSon, Charel Hill

iy Pool, Daris, Gamesﬁﬂ
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say wher the woman had disapshoulders. After Mercer again
peaed to in the world. El toed “Tell me what happenedwouldrt give up the pizza,\&s
his boot into the floor Tell me esry wod he said.” pushed him tm his plastic
“He calledgu that?” Elvis Cotton woe the stool and Micers tailbone
“Is mom home?” Bfcer same olie, militay issued jacketstruck the tiled floor in a solid
was up n@ digging though the to school emyday a jacket he concussion. “Stop
pantry, moving aside the gallorsaid his father -- a war ®er being such a faggot all the time,
caton of pavdeed potatoes andhad gien him befar again leav Elvis hissed, tomato sauaarir
sack of onions. ing for Kuwait. While still the his avn pizza dotting his cheeks.
“And whad you do biggest kid in the second grade, The other bgs aound
about it?Tell me pu did some the jacket swalled his pudgy tore open with laughtemouths

thing.” frame and the bottom hem feltuffed with burnt arst and
“Is she homeey? Im almost to his kne€Bhat day at leathey cheese. N#s grabbed
hungry.” lunch, Bvis, jacketalled to his Mercets lunch traybut it tilted

“Words mattef Robet elbavs, demanded &fcer gie and the side ofeamed corn slid
said, raising hisoice. “RRople him his pizza squarbut Mercer off onto the table. bicer eyes
cae about them.” wouldrk, hungly from shaving already rimmed with tears,

“What does that wdr up to school late and missing trecrambled to his feet, but his
een mean?” RKIcer stood free beakfastThe school offed shiit caught and ripped on the
straight nw, arms and legsbreakfast to childn whose par bottom of his chairHe tried
wooden at his side butesystill ents didit make enough moneywrestling the traydm Bvis, but
fixed tavads the panyt and hé& stuggled though the the pizza had a&lady disap

“Do you knaw how this morning without it.While sit peaed davn his thoat.
makes me look? | toldyr mom ting at his desk earlier that,day “And then what?” ¢bet
this would happen and wo héd envisioned his belly openingsked, auched to a knee to see
look, you didri ewen do any and the est of him collapsingMercer at ey leel, beath heady
thing about it.” Rbet crushed inwad, folding eer into itself with cigaettes and coughagrs.
his cigaette into the bottom of He usually aded Bvis, dislik “Nothing. lnch was
the pink plastic cup he used asg hov he always talked oflmost ger”
an ashtrayarms tensing. shavs h& seen on cable televi “‘Good 0d.” Robet

“Mom doesh cae. e sion, which Mrceis family did stood and cocked his head
doesi.” nt hawe, and nw, sitting at the towads the ceiling, hands at his

Robet set the cup den cafeteria table, wishedllehoke waist, egs closed. After a
and took Mercer ly his thin on his food. moment he shook his head as if

CLIFF'S MEAT MARKET
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e

Marilyn Fontenot
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marilyngfontenot@gmail.com

We cany beer g ., Fax: 216-502-2242
cer § Wing

Ph: 919-904-7442

www.rdaplawconsultants.com
Mon-Sat 9 am—6 pm " ! ! :
Attorneys, get Your Clients up to 18 months time off from Prison
919 942 2196 8 P : flfor s

or our services are FREE!
100 W. Main Street, Carrboro
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freeing himself dm a deam outside and watch him form hisvatch television then staeep
and fished a pack of cejes creations. You knaw only girls ing into his hands, blue light
from the pocket of his jeangaint, right?” hd say rubbing from the saen falling wer his
“Well you knav what ve hae to his hands agss his soiled underframe aompled into the couch.
do” shit. Hed cry like a wery young
Robet’'s tuck cpssed They passed the hospitaloman or a rabbit smal in a
under the oaks outstched on the bluff wher the homelesstrap “This is why no one will
aboe the oad, leass, usted g and nurses alike sat smoking cigire yu,” Celia would say
the cold, beaking fom their arttes at the bus stdjp dont standing at the bottom of the
limbs and swimming tbugh know whee he lies,” Mercer stairs in her soiled white uni
the soft updraftsThe watey said, adding eg and fangs toform. “This is why w cai do
October light fell wer the clap the cicle h& drawn on the this.” After shid lock herself in

boad houses aligned along thglass. their bedoom, Robet would
awenue and Micer dew a cicle “This is bigger tharoy. stumble outside and thv spent
on the passenger side wimdoYour mom will see.” beer bottles at the abandoned
with his finger as theyent. I “I'lll just talk to him house aoss the stet, blaving
Celia, his motherwere home, tomorow at school. II' saying the windaevs out like missing
she woulde stopped this, toldsomething then.” teeth. Mercer would watch this
Robet to walk anund the block “If you let them say itthrough an upstairs wingp
or drive and get a cup of coffe@bout yu then is tue. Words imagining apparitions or ghouls
but she wded pat-time at the mean things. somehw occupied his father
flower shop and woultiiget off As they assed the bridge'He cait admit hdl newer be

until later that esning. Mercer to the far side of the @y George ®ait,” Celia once said,
wanted to go back home, speridercer looked out into theWup combing back kiceis loose tuff
his afternoon cutting outlines oindigo hills churning in the dis of hair “He calit stand the idea
ghosts and monstersrr used tance. H imagined &bet of coming in last.”

strips of calboad hed pulled somehw came fym that same When they pulled up in
from the dumpster behind thderal county, packed togetherfront of the housedbet paiked
grocey stoe. Hed paint the from dit and tee and saged the truck along the curb and cut
cutouts, pop them in the baek animal bones. the engineThe house was small
yad, and shoot holes tugh Whateer hé&l planned would beand worn, wood paneling
them with his pellet gun.ugly and small, aligned to someghipped of its paint and shingles
Sometimes Bbet would come crooked starSme nights h# shaken &e fom the oof The
afternoon had begun fading into
a warm ed dusk and light
poured fom the windws of the
all whitevashed duples along
the steet egept the one befor
them. Mercer pessed his palm
flat against the windo“l dont
think anyne lies hes.”

“The Cottons hav lived
hee longer than ouve been
aliwe.”

“Whatre we doing?”

Mon thru Sat 1lam-10pm - (losed Sunday - 933.8226

711 W Rosemary St. (arrboro  www.carrburritos.com “You cait let people talk
www .blotterrag .com
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to you like yu cait do anything Robet would efuse to leavand rolled to his elbos and he held
about it.We're shwving her’ theyd sit in the tuck until a half eaten ice-powhich had
“Can we go home? Let Mercer could get the ner up begun melting andunning
just go home.” H felt caught in again. K& had to do it ne He down his wrist.
a curent, slavly pulling him couldrt escape it. “What ae yu doing
from shoe. He dummed his At the font door he here?” he said, biting off a
hands against his jeansatD|l knocked and waited. rdin mouthful of the ice-pgpthe
want to go home.” inside he hedrsomeone nving inside of his mouth stained blue.
“I'm going to tellgu the about and a television squawlercer could halty breathe and
words and gure going to saying. His hands shook and heecoiled fom them, Rbet’s

them.” stuffed them in the back pocketsords filling his lungs.

“| cartt. | dort want to of his jeans, his fatlsemwods “Are yu alright?” the
say anything.” swirling in his gut. I#is would woman asked.

“You hae one chance tosuely come out and fight him “If you really think In a

do this.You hae to get it right.” for een coming to his house anthggot and suck pwoock,”
“Please. IPase take meMercer would take the punchMercer choked. “Come out leer

home.” and collapse to theogind as he so | can kick my foot upoyr
“Just because | dohawe had in the cafeteria. tired asshole.”
a job doesmake meeataded. | But after a moment the The womals lips fell

know hav to handle thisYour door opened and a beautifubpat so delicately it pained him,
mom can say what she wantsyemeight woman stood bedor pating just enough to see the
but | can handle this.” him. She woe purple nursing white fonts of her teeth.h8
“No. Lets just go home.scubs and her face was smootirroned her bow and raised
Mom will be home.” and soft, but e&s hungr for her hand to her fehead as if
“No,” Robet said, sleepHe could havalmost mis blocking out the sun.\&S eyes
adjusting in his seat to bettelaken her for hiswn mother wer flashbulbs.
face his son. é¢lepeated whatand this made him want to “No. | dorit think youre
Mercer needed to sayeo and vomit up eerything hé& ewer really afaggot,” he said, swallo
ower, pronouncing the wds like eaten. “Can | helpow?” she ing davn the ice-pap

a pragr, slav and steady and fullsaid, almost smiling. “Whas that?” the woman
of reverence. tl took almost ten “I's Bvis home?” asked, pushing pastvis to
minutes, but he made dwter She took a step into thestand on the poh. “Is that
say back the phrase untildhehouse. Robet?”

committed esry syllable to “You hae a friend her” “Ok, good,” Mercer said,

memoy. When Robet felt satis she called,oice light and gras still reelingThe wods had risen
fied, he turned back in his sesaalcum puffed into the air up from some deepell within
and set his hands on the steerigough shd said the wdls, her him and their absence left him
wheel. Mircer pessed his handdiction somehw communicated dizzy with elief and he could
against his tbhat. “I cai say they ver notand could nevbe almost mess his pants because of
that,” he said, pinching hisesy friends. it. In a panic he turned and
shut. Heavy steps came boundlooded back den the walkway
He eased up the walkwayg tovads the font of the to the tuck, the motor adady
to the door Dead leaas wrin house. And then s stood cranked and in gear
kled aacpss the ydr and the there, wedged beteen the “Wait, please,” the
breee floved though the rip in woman and the open dodhe woman calleddm behind him.
his shit. If he turned back, sleegs of his jacketere again He flung open the heavy door

page 7



The Blotter

and spung for the seat, letting it “‘David Cotton hasn her haif and hev the wods
catch and cradle higight.The stepped foot in ton since ucy couldrt change egadless of
truck skitteed fom the curb got pegnant. 5 \apor nev.”  how she felt about them. And he
and he turned twads the Mercer hooked his indexworshiped her then, but coutdn
reawiew mirror. In the eflection fingers into the hole in his ghirfathom eer seeing or speaking
he watched the woman staggend futher ripped the fabric.to her againhat could he ev
down the walkway and into the That name, ucy The tattoo undo?
street, raising one hand as i sig “He fights in the Arniy As they passed the ceme
naling for helpas if stranded “The Army wouldh tery on the hill, Rbet reached
downsteam. Bt, as the trck want him and He newer enlist. his arm aass the seat and gen
dipped dovn the small hill He bagged gceries atughles tly squeeed his sds shoulder
towads the boulexd, she soon then skipped ton befoe yur Mercer gaw to a faint smile,
disappea&d, fading into the little friend was born.” yawned, and leaned his head
orange twilight. “Elvis said he was in thegainst the seat, baetizin the
As they coasted baskeio Army He said that.” ewenings dak. The radio plasd
the bridge and onto ket “But you did good son. an old im Reees song, piano
Sreet, Bbet broke into a dull, See, | kne/ how to handle this. twinkling and delicate under the
pinched grin. ¢ dummed his She said | am not good with thisium of the engine. &éfceis egs
hands against the steering whe#liff but look at us. Lst see lulled and floated in their seck
and seemed to let thadk drive  what she sayswb He turned ets, lights tracingylas the trck
itself and drift  the little cafesthe tuck by the post office andswam in and outdm under the
and estaurants hunched alonmto the laver and dimmer streetlights. “Gggot, faggot, fag

the aenue. stretches of the cityMercer got,” he whisped.
Mercer looked den at pressed his palm flat against the
his open palms, studying thwindow, watching the drab @
creases that ran andossed apatment buildings and swr
together like little ress. fronts skip $ and anish.
“Is she mad?” Thoughts of Evis wrapped in his

“You acted like @al man camouflage coat, sitting alone |
back thes. You listened to mefront of a television set.aybe

and it woked pefectly” his beautiful mother was still ir
“What if his dad bringsthe mwad, the wind surging
him over to our house?” amound her frame and tangling
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“Busin ess”
by Ar thur Le vine

Youre headed somewher

I've been to somewher

And somewleeris nohee at
all...

Shel Hverstein/

Dennis Locorrier mind to...”

Cliff unfolds the scalingJoe?”

knife and slices the strap se J

can wriggle his arms out of theght, is all.”

strait jacket, then lays the knife
on the poch railing.

and thow you out,”
but ClIiff isrt listening.
Absently strmming the
ancient Bvertone and humming
quietly to himselfCliff remem
bers Annette, ko she got out
when the getting was good.
He tosses the cajorfr

the Ad Crow into the kudzu says.

growing wild on the side of the

Attorneys do you know?

Over 91.4% of Defendants
fail to get into RDAP, even with
the Judge’s recommendation!

Get Your Clients up to 18 Months
Time Off from Prison

...0F oUur services are FREE!

RY

866-543-0250

just what it is. ldw things is,”
“They just useop up CIiff says, then picks up the
de says, rhythm on the guitar

RDAP Law Consultants LLC

www.RDAPLawConsultants.com

porch, takes a long sip and passgainst the water baltr

es de the bottle.
Je fowns, They doft had to figue. Could be it was

give a damn, just usewup and her Maybe not.”

throw you out,” he says, “l got a

“I dont know. Annettés

Joe leans back on the
wooden ocker and lights a
“You got a mind to what, Camel. Wished | knoed.
Wished | kneved for positie.”
“Wouldrit help nav, exen
you did. We fucked up is all.
“Nothing you can dolt's Best v just let it g6 Picks up
the guitar
“Carit. Just cain Tried.

“I don't know. It just airt

Hey listen mama, the |
wold is done gone away 7 \v Vo v BIAR

Yl 7 Sl \Q‘/‘\‘ 52|
Hey listen mama, the - 4.
woltd is done gone awa*\
I've got a bad-luck deal, ¢
me toubles ey day...

“You figue Annette?’ o

Cliff leans the ivertone

FromPencnIPomt Mount ain Books
(an imprint of
The Blotter Magazin e, Inc. )
“River: a Community of Artist s
Explores the Meaning of Nature.”
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.
And while you're at it, all this June,
come to Open Eye Cafe
in Carrboro, NC and see/buy
our original art for “River
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Cart.”

“So what if she did?
Maybe she did maybe she ‘tidn
Shed still shoot gu. Bren if you

...Moon and stars

Red poster says, Sometimes | feel
‘Cockadoodle doodle do Hes not, sisenot, it not
Rich woman she sayy, * real cae for somebody...lesay she
dude will do Bound to lose... did. e does. ¥En so, she dibn
“How | am is some things “Put that damn thing want some other foolytng to
| just cait let go Thats just hw down and help me figeron mind what she figas is her
| am.” this!” business.h8d as soon shoaby

“You got to, is all, else “Aint nothing to figue.” dead.tl dorit matter none if she
youll end up in another of them “If it was her that makedikes pu or she ddngive two
jacketsYoull see.” it all diffeent!” shits. Aiiht nobody wants some

“Figure theiyll get me?” “No way to say fool trying to mind what is not

“Nah. They just chase “Then I got to find her is their business.”
down folks come &m money what.” Cliff polishes the last
what got the insurancéu airt “Wont do no good. drop in the bottle of ow and
worth shit to themTheyre just Worit do no good, plus if it wadights a Camel. &l picks up the
losing out on that dealta® her shd sooner shooby dead guitar and fiddles with the tun

dorit pay woth a craplt's inswr as admit to such.”

ance is what thsy after
Moneyd folks with insurance.”
“Wished | knwed for

“You think?”
“I know.”

ing pegs.
Joe grabs the scaling
knife, and unfolds and folds the

“I think she liked me. | blade a f& times.

positive it was Annette done it."thought she...”

“Wouldrit help nav, exen
you did.We fucked up is all.”

“You thought she what?”
“I thought she liked me.”

d | %. "'5 i1
| GARRY SOMERS

LUPRTILE BY JACCILLYI BRI

Better late than never!

Now available as an e-book
from Amazon.
Hope you check it out.

Our intent behind “little
books” like this one is to
sell enough e-versions to
do a print run. The print
copies we will distribute in
hospital waiting rooms,
where often there is noth-
ing useful for keeping a
parent, partner or patient’s
mind off of their current
concerns.  Our thought
was that having some-
thing close to hand, free,
to pick up and read for a
few minutes just

might help. _&%

www .blotterrag .com

Cliff strums an E chdr

Trouble in mind

I'm blue

But | wort be blue for

long...

Joe doesn know what
makes him do it, but he &an
help himselfHe gets up off the
rocker grabs the empty fifth of
Old Crow, and slams it auss
the side of Clif§ head.Then he
opens the scaling knife and
methodically saws at the steel
guitar strings till each one finally

breaks.
eet
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“Remini scence: Sunn y A cres Farm”

by Da nie | P ater

Joés cigar ash clings to hisrnHow Farms in Famingham,

Old be and ®gy ae open shir He pulls the et stub Broxs Dairy in Kenwood,
brothers, sons of the old coyntr out of his mouth. Rolling Hills in Relham, N.H.
They hae woked together fer “I've got too many deliv are stamped on their batdr
ewer Their fatherSanleyis far eries to emember that. scared sides.
too old, with his cloudedshaddup!” “Get plenty of steam in
cataract @s and teeth skinny as “Shit.” Ziggy kicks grav those jugs ma It kills the
a picket fence.The gums hav e| in the drieway and stepsgerms.” gy shouts dém the
long eceded in his ninetear down over the granite step intogiant stainless steat.vHes big
old jaw He makes no decisionghe milk bom. We'e late in on cleaning, fastidious as an old
in the unning of the farm any bottling today Pobably woh French woman. E worries
more. lumbering slaly acoss be though until nine tonight. about the farm constantie
the yad to thiow chicken bonesHe turns on the steam and | lineven hae plenty of caps for bot
to the tetheed black dog; heup the milk jugs.We each grabtling today
leaes behind a boiling cabbagg handle and the bottom rim to Joe hunkers in the door
odor of Pland. dump the milk into the pasteur“l need thee cases of half pints

Nowadays gy com izing \at. k swirls, bubbles likefor the nursing home tomor
mands the aost. The home the sea. row” he \ells aarss theaom, to
grown Kirk Douglas pofile Seam billvs out of a be heat abae the ushing
snaps and gmbles om early ragged hose end. | wash the jusieam. ®Kjgys arms ar sunk
morning to glloved days end.and caps, then turn them upsidéeep in the hot water tub as he
Joe paks his way self on an down to drain on the ubber scubs stainless springs for the
upturned milk case after drivingnats. These old cans heabeen capper He peersver at de, say
his daily oute, grinning while hand to hand, farm to farm, likeng nothing.
Ziggys blood ushes to his face.tired limp money Names like “I'll throw the bottles in

“What do pyu mean @&'re

out of bottlecaps?”igsnarls. I
told you to get some on

Monday!” |!|
NATHANAEL MAYS
COOPER MAYS GALLERY
CREATIVE s e e
METALSMITHS NATHANAELMAYS@GMAIL.COM

Kim Maitland
117 E. Franklin St., Chapel Hill
919-967-2037 23 DURHAM EUBANKS ROAD (919) 441- 3017

W creativ Ismiths.
www.creativemetalsmiths.com PITTSBORO, NC 273 | 2 WWW.COOPERMAYS.COM
Weekdays 11 - 6 = Saturdays 10 -5 = Sundays 12 - §
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the washete.” | shout, wheel leaving for college in Bostorthe open. Mt a cag in the
ing tinkling milk cases full ofquitting in my sophomeryar world!” ®&és wbin egg s
empties to the causel. and coming back reeto wok. gleam in his wrinkled face.
“You deliering the milk Joe and | ha a connection : o
onThursday?” iggy asks, loek despite theears beteen us. Old ‘b.e drifted off in his
ing at de cockesd. “I newver get a day dffhe sleep one night soon ?‘ftm
“I work on holidays, says to me withiggy out of h? neer eally left. H5 soul
thats right. Een on the &urth earshot. “LastaBuday night slipped slely dawvn the usty

" : coal chute into the stomall cel
of dly!"” he ells the holiday me andTuttle drank that applelar_ it curled up in the egg %10

sternly wine- that ne stuff” .
“If | didnt hawe the wife “Boones farm.” 1 fllin. % Ihe cowebs a”d.sg?“St na
I'd be waoking toQ” Zig snaps “Yea! BoonesaFm Apple corner whex the grinding stone

sat. Tired spirits often hole up in
cool musty shads like that.
My elids felt like soggy whs
wheneer 1d ceak those cellar

back. “Be wants me home withiWine. | had such a g¥oon |
the family We neer take aca almost dowe to the beach!bdds
tions. You wok, wok all the blue egs widen.

time she tells me.h& right! “Sounds like a crazy | . :

For Chrisls sake | havt had a night” | tell him, lining up Strs: sniff the et wood odor

vacation sinc&Vorld War 11" quat bottles into the washer and sq_umt until | got used to the

He sanbs furiouslysoap foam “l dont know why | gray light. | always sensed

ing in the tub Dbe laughs quiet stayd on the farm.You knav another pesence.

ly and looks my way what | always wanted to do By the next wek the eggs
| first stared on the farm Peter?” were passed out on theute.

q Old Russians and sackdy3eek
‘children gobbled them up in
tenements on the other side of
4 the Merrimack Rigr be may
hawe crawled outythen. | tend
to beliee that because aay or
so later | had aelam about him.
It was so vivid | coultishake it

working Sturdays with de.We “No, what?” | aske
rode together in his blue pickupemembering full @l what was
truck deliering milk all ger At coming.

fourteen wars old & race up “ Ride the rails!”
four flights in tenements invoice flies like a politician driv
Lowell. The mute ended with ing home his clincher

riding to pine shaded homes b “A hobo, ride the trains
the lake. That was long befr acoss the countr Seep out in

20% off

Your first haircut
At fhee nesw saton
At sk stk

CHRISTIAN THOMPSON

the hog father ALTERE

919-593-45617 w

PORKINTHEROAD@GMAIL e
@PORKINTHEROAD

Appaariments: M7-6-1032

strrednagziumancon  EW LOCATIDNE

www .blotterrag .com
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out of my mind for days. éfsat used to be a nunf she doe&n

A chair blocked the tele

on a milk case in the barn whilansver the door come back angision s@&en in the far corner

Mike ran the first milking. i
eyes wer silery, gloving like skim.” Zggy baked the ader
embers.The milkers wre chug not needing aeply

ging, sucking in rhythm. Ray
Joés only son and | looked ashut and opened again &eal
one another We knev be was myopic egs angled up atom
dead. H had nashee to go waist high.

The only time he left was when
he and half the worldent off to new boy. And tall!”

war “WW Two, the big orie Her wods ran together in
he used to call it. Canuck fashion, the last on

stretched with pursed lips.hesS

Agrarian life spins back inshuffled sliopers ass a ara
time. Rar back enough to WberkitchenettePp Bony ﬁnggeBr/S

theater blends in, with both -

: .. grasped the empties. | place
Lrggzayeggiv ?,Zr:fﬁé?;”;vlvlfﬁg S'Ehe flesh milk in herafrigerator
100 wide tovards a dirge, italls g INentoy of teabags,

. ) .. sugar crackers, and teacup
pack with a child lullaly, a lilt occupying sheds of the icebio
ing laugh.

door She was too shiao reach
Milk bottles chime, skd e\en the first cupbodabwe the
ing in the worn smooth carridr Sink. Her egs caught mine sur
clutched cold steel, cursingeying her humble aav | felt
gloves left in the trck. stifled in my winter coat.
Cracking ice along the walk, | “I do not want him to see
quick foot though the coyad me... in my obe.” $e said, her
of a edbrick housing pject. eyebows raised behind cloude
“Shes a swet old lady glasses.

Best In Show

I'll do it. Two regular and one The Ppe talked, no sound.

“Oh, its the Bpe.” |

said, tying to sound enthusias
Locks opened, clickedic.

“Yes,” she smiled srely
We bid each other good

bye. | bounded the stairs to the
“My, you must be the crisp smoky cold day

v

by Phil Juliano

HECK WITH IT...
I'm GONNA CALL

CHUCK NORRIS
w AND ASK HIM TO
KILL MONDAY

YOU HAVE
REACHED CHUCK NORRIS'

copyright Juliano 2014
www.bestinshowcomic.com

IF YOU ARE A SOLICITOR,
YOU WILL AUTOMATICALLY BE
PUNCHED IN THE THROAT...
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The Blotter
“Modern L ove”

by Sonny Ra g

Once, she walked briskly touch of speed-chattifke her gag and looked at him.
past the doevay and shook himshé&l once done a stint ineM/ Then her tongue slipped out
to his coe. He was in a meetingYork. between her lips, playful, child
at the time, one of those pathet It was her &g, though, ish. Nyah, nyah He blinked
ic depamental affairs witheg that were exeptional: blue with and she was gone.
ular scheduling minugal pur flecks of gold and egn at the He clumped his chair
pose, that he lacked the couragdges. A morning sunrisee’H onto all-fours. (anced left and
to miss and the team leader-haldad the oppdunity to really see right; no one elsesturned his
nt sense enough to cancele Hhem. $anding in line for coffeelook. The dooway emained
was gazing out the door wistfubnd a muffin, the raroppotu- empty Pat of him wanted to
ly, and thinking about her nity to stae sureptitiously leap up and folle her to the

She was nothing specialThey crinkled at the cornergopier the water-fountain, her
except in the ineffable way thatvhen she smiled; she was ab@liaed cubicle. H could say
all women & special. & he the age he supposed she whsllo Or maybehi, you want to
more closely examined his-peNeaer to his wn age, not a gen-go get a latte ateke could ask
ception of herperhaps using aex or gen-why or someone wither name; find out what depar
Venn diagram, he might avwhom he had so little in cemment she was inThere rally
concluded in a trite way that sheon the gap must ¢ainly be at was something to intuition, to
was blessed with ieasingly the gen-etic lel. hstead, shepheomones and body language.
appaent beauty as dsesubset seemed comfiable, like an old On the other hand, it had to
of potential dates anealistic college segatshir or a warm, hawe been a mirage.usd his
mates shrank, perhaps based sugay bowvl of oatmeal. Bl bored meeting mind playing
some time line or personal-suwvanted to kiss heto put arms tricks. H chastised himself:
cess factoring.n lany case, sheabout her waist, snuffle thgou need to get aal life.
was heavy of calier clothing warmth of her neck, span hi
selection mrcess disgaded the hands aoss the soft eadth of
words ‘understated elegancefier backside. fCcourse, sfik
and her inexpengv haicut newer said ma& to him than 3
wouldri sit or flatter And so hello, with him nodding get
what? H was a shesleeed, ing in return. Aosud.
soft-middled coffee mug toter And so, leaning, chair
And hed head her speak be®or back on two legs, mind whirling
- to friends at lunch, on thein dayream, and suddenly she
phone a@ss the air-conditionedappead in the doavay He
prairie-dog tan - and hd statled, so much so that the
enjoed her accent and eloecuvhoosh of his heain his ears
tion; western Cailina soft with had to be audible. h& turned

www .blotterrag .com
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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.
W e wont publish your wh ole name.

mermaid@blotterrag.com

Ewely time | just abouteach the place wkdim going to flyl cart. Sometimes therae too many people ih
the way for me taun really fast, like @ a hill, so that¢an each the critical speed necgdedanke to thg
air. Reople like kittens and bunnies ufmtg; sunning themsely on the grass, or walking arm in arm, put |
try to dodge aund them and still aim into the wind as if theevwgomehe neceessator flight, which | sup
pose itis, if | ere a B-25 Mchell and the hill was the UBSrnet or something, whiclml’not and is not.
But in a deam wur brain does takeeay flom time to time and theiles change - flying is still possible fpr a
mortal man, but gu hae to turn into the wind and get up a&tty fair head of steam or no dgaeally hate
when | cahrun fast enough, but stiltto fly because it is the sleeping edgit of a face-plant. | ddeel
any pain (thank goodness) bstsbmehes embarassing tg/tand fly in font of all these strangers and nof be
able to do it.How would that wde for Siperman, for exampl&?ould he hae to bend steel in his bdrands
aftewads, just so people would gb,“well, look at that, Pestill petty darned supasrt he?”

BF - cyberspace

CONTRIBUTORS:

J.R. Sullivan tells us, “I'm a writer from Nashville, Tennessee. My work has previously appeared or been accepted
for publication by Gray’s Sporting Journal, Fourteen Hills, Short Story America, Nashville Scene, Home & Hill
Magazine, and The Sequoya Review, among others.”

“Double,” taken by Hunter Koch , a sophomore at Northwood High in Pittsboro, NC. This photograph was entered
into the North Carolina Scholastic Arts competition and placed 3rd in the state. Koch has been shooting for three
years this fall, and enjoys taking portraits as well as pictures of her brother who plays lacrosse.

Arthur Levine's work has been accepted by the editors of over thirty print publications in five countries, including
"Washington Square" (New York University Press, Issue 26 - Summer/Fall 2010), Crannog (Ireland, Issue 32), Blue
Crow Magazine (Australia, Issue 3, April 2011), Ottawa Arts Review (Canada, Volume 2), and Orbis (U.K., Issue
166, Winter 2013). But not to overstate the case, its been rejected by the editors of probably hundreds more.

Daniel Pater was last seen in the pages of The Blotter almost ten years ago. He writes, “I've lived in Carrboro now
for 17 years, after moving with my wife and two children from Encinitas, Ca. Grew up in Lowell Mass, where |
worked on Sunny Acres Farm years ago. Sunny Acres is set at a dairy farm started by an old Polish immigrant,
Stanley Lachut in Dracut, Mass. Stanley was a friend of my grandfather, Hipolit Pater, who had a grocery store in
Lowell, from 1928-1954. They both arrived here in the US back in 1910 or so. | like to thing that Jack Kerouac as a
young boy may have stopped by the store and met my grandfather. Kerouac, or Ti Jean, as he was known when
a boy in the French Canadian section of Lowell, lived close by. As mentioned in Sunny Acres, those same tene-
ments in Lowell haven't changed much since Kerouac's boyhood.”

Sonny Rag is kind but inconsistent, firm but lazy, a good cook with terrible table habits.

Phil Juliano has been cartooning for over twenty years. “Best In Show” is currently being featured in several news-
papers and magazines and is syndicated by MCT Campus where it is distributed to college and university newspa-
pers across the country. To see more of Phil's work go to www.bestinshowcomic.com
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look whal we found: a way lo he]p The Bloller, nol spend
any money, and surf the Nel all day. check this oul.

@ GoodSearch. !.;‘::-'_Q

> &

1) (hoose Y 2 orch d

Enter your charity or school Search the web just as you Wwe'll donate to your cause for
below and click Verify. mormally would. every search

web e Gidan (ellow Pages Biaine YrRHOO! searcH
who pul the bomp in the bomp sh bomp sh bomp Search

N/

Please use this site honestly. Fraudulent searches will result in your charity being delisted

enter your charity here ... The Blolfer Magazine
(I =] - =S
& —

Enter the charty or school you support here then olick “verify.”

&‘ Next, search from above and earn money for your cause!

whenever you wanl lo search the Web for somelhing, go lo "www.goodsearch.com"”, and lype
in "The Bloller Magazine" under "who do you Goodsearch for?" for every search, lhey'll donale
a penny lo us. and pennies do add up, evenlually. give il a Iry.

xxooxoxxox - The Bloller Gang




