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“The Seaet L ife of W alters M ti es”

On the writing font, I'm trying to finish a neel that doesnwant to
end. Athe same time, leeat home strange things afoot. Schoc
brings them on, | think. df example, ouroyngest walks amd
singing songs with the wermpurposefully misspokafait...can gu
purposefully misspeak? Anywhg does this to make her older
ter crazy No, thats wong! Bg sis says.h&follavs her ayund fom
bathioom to kitchen to bedom. Youre saying it vang! Ifn not
saying it at all, saysunger quite logically I'm singing itWhich is

keosene splashed on the flameustration for elderNo! she trieg

to out-decibel her little sistdt goes like this! And she sings the
rect wods, in a key a half note higher and to a rhythm two
behind. | assume this is done so that the listener (me?) can

tiate betwen the vang \ersion and the cected grsion, haewer in

the bedlam of two loud teenage&ss it is difficult to parse which
which.

| no longer efeee these d4erof eents. They ae plenty old enoug
to grasp that the world is femtly designed to makasuynuts if pu

letit. | am also old enough to édwarned that not@ything needs
my fine-tuning in ater to be wdwable. What | once might hav
placed my two-cents into | doawen look up fom my book to
obseve. | figue that if its really bad | will smell smoke or hear
foley-effect of punchingom Rocky II.

This sags time, too, which | use for other things.

Like trying to stay in shape.eiDad, says theoynger You need
to plank. Holy crap | think, olviously misunderstanding .hdio

clarify: I was in the &y once, and plank has but two meanings,
inappopriate to a telve-year-old. Bt then she sks me, pping
her body on the floor like &hpist about to but not doing a push-

SIS

cor
step:s
Hiffer

IS

-

the

both

Ip

It looks aduous, and | ddrwant to do one, much less many of these

planks. Oh, but [ad says the elddhe eg-mll totallyaudible you

only do one, and hold it as longuasay. ike, angne can plank.

| try. Itis difficult to get my gut off the floaith a giggle, my oldg
daughter pusheswlio on my fanny with her tennis-shoeenhind
myself to spend her college savings on expesféde drinks.n ften

seconds, blood is leakingrirmy egballs (noteally) and | can hex
Petty Officer Dick sceaming in my earkez, Somergyyae the clas
sic definition of pathetic irethdiffent dictionariegl swear to @&d,

his name wasi€k. You caft make things like this Jp | count
inside my head to ttyy and then flop onto the flg@weating and
broken.

Nice, [ad. That was tenty seconds

| crawl on the floor for a momentyitrg to get back on my feet.
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Is not petty Not pretty at all.

What is the big deal?eld Ive pepaed my NPReady pitch again
needing to consume all of mayriting timé walking or stair-climbin
or closs-training or @n-manning or tough-muddering or any of |

frankly psghopathic excise behaviorMly youngest stops me with|a

single made-up wairmoohs

Who stagd awake nights thinking of these thinggfe $oke-and-

caffeine addicted star-chaser allyyood? ©was it a writer wit
poor typing skills?You knw, man-boobshe yunger one giggles,
pleased as punch that she is the center of humor-atteDtdn
worty, my wife says, misading the hoor on my faceYou dot hae
them, gt (Yetis my take-awayoin this lewing statement. ély crap!
Heaenly fatherwhat in the world hav wought? | haastwo daugh
ters that think the funniest damned thing in the world is making
father wince Y saying man-boobsMan-boolhsshouts the elde
MoobsThe younger one is dancingand the living@om chanting
the wod again and again.orSetimes she can be so neatuthink.
Dad! Wait! shouts the eldaneer willing to accept suppiog-actess
honors. Mitties! @t it? Yes, my deal do.

In the end - writing - | ddnget blocked but | do occasionally|ge

clipped. Rgrantly fouled with a penalgsulting in meement of the
ball halfway to thgaal S | stop temporarilyooking for something
wondering about the etymology of a phrasehsearfor deepe
meaning.Writing is good and it can be fun. And whenthinking

about what sentence goes next (insteaddvédiayng), sometimes||

just push awaydm the desk and lift a dumbbedés, that is as unig
tunate and @ird as it sounds. ddying gravity helps me, | am told
more ways thaneight eduction. M\wertheless, m fighting a mid
section that is just shaf crisis. Andgu may ead into that wha
you will.

Garry - chief@blotterrag.com
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“No Childof M ine”
by Debora h W helan

| pull sticky hands dm bloody meat. & Len doesn down and est, ty to get some
the meatballsnii mixing for the notice @an. H neer does. Ejust sleep
Christmas potluck and gus the goes on speaking inostg, sensi ‘| cart eat anything, Bd.
phone to my eaA girls \ice, soft ble Len fashion, his shouldelr think theyve been in herand
and temulous: ‘H It's Callie. propped against the kitchen doopoisoned my foodShe sobs and
Callie Gmond. She clears herHe's wearing one boot and teg8ra her teeth clatter against the phone.

throat and stés again. ‘Ractel small puddle forming next to the ‘Did something happen at
friend? I calling fom Albeta!  heel. H murmurs ma& wods work, honey?’
Len is heading back eutand Callie does too but | tan ‘Theyre evil, ad, theye

side, pushing feet into bootsynderstand what they saying; a spies - ¥ not eally an optical
almost out the dooil wae my headache buzz betewen my ears.place. And they kmo | know.
free hand and jemy chin tevad | gently eplace the phone andrheyre coming for me.
the extension on the hall table. open the panyrdoor next to the ‘Rachel, i Mom. The
| wait while he pulls off afridge and pour whiskey into avhiskey has smoothed out the
glove and picks up‘This is mug.When | turn aound, Len is bumps in my anxiety and | find
Rachés mom. Her dad on the dialing and €an is gone. | drinkwords. They suiace fom a life
line, too How ae You, Callie?”  while he hitsedial a dan times. time ago when | stggled to calm
What | want to say is,Fnally he nods and | pick up  the waters in which my sister
‘Why ae yu calling?Whats It's our little girl, our s¥et tossed, lost in her manic world. |
wrong?’ child. | bite davn had on my lip reassa Rachel as | tried to com
Callies intake of lwath Racheé$ wice stetches into a highfort Jan. M wice is soft and
lasts fagver, then her wals tangle thin line, a singsong monotone. ‘$teadyEven | belieg me.
up in a sigh. i really worried cart let Callie in, dd. $€s one ‘Callie is one of the good
about Rachel. h8s missed four of them theyl get me if | less guys, my Iee, and the police
days wdt and she wdrcome out please please please help mesthégnow ewerything. You dort hawe
of her apament and she wibhet going to kill me Mfia shis with to worry. | close my &g and pray
me in. &6s upset, ancelling, and the Mafia | knev too much. that this is what she needs to.hear
| donit know what to do Lers wice is calm, soath ‘| want yu to make some of the
The phone hangs heavy iing like sal; he gathers her paichamomile tea that | senbuwy
my fingers and ksist the urge toto himself ‘I'll be thee as soon asBoil the wateraally vell and pull
let it drop. | see my sisterghost | can. | want gu to eat some be safe. | pmise. Il hae pea
hovering next to the ld of thing, pack gur suitcase, and liesoup and &sh bead eady when

CLIFF’'S MEAT MARKET Christian Thompson

The Hog Tather
QUALITY MEATS
Beef - Poultry - Pork - Lamb
Sausage - Seafood

If we don't have it, we'll order it for you!

_ 'L;* w"’a"ybes.-gm Full Service Catering
] 5t Outstanding service and cuisine

. e ] :‘“ Mon-Sat 9 am—86 pm . 919_593_456?
\ k B 919 942 2196 porkintheroad@gmail.com
' 100 W. Main Street, Carrbaro Durham, NC, 27701
Serving Carmbore and surrounding communibes for over 35 years
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you get home, andoyr bed all ‘It still smells soul snug jacket, my wool mittens and a
ready for gu. You can sleep agjle into his neck for a momentioque that is stuck tugh with
long as qu want.We wort let then hé& up and out and pickingspuce needlesofin my stuggle
anyone hut you, my loe! his way though the sng, brush  with the tee that stands dripping
| gulp two moe shots of ing off the windshield and turningand fragrant in the livingpom,
whiskey while Len talks to Aito wae. Qur jeep crawls along thavaiting for attention. As | pass the
Canada and books a flightassr road to the bend wreeit joins the mirror in the hallway am stated
the county, from Deer Lake to highway and fegone. at the dé circled egs and don-
Red Deer list last wek, Rachel The fresh sne glovs blue turned mouth eady to open in a
sounded lmey and energd. $e in the moonlight and smothers thsilent saam.
didnt want to come home forspuce and fir that climb the | grab the shel and
Christmas.rstead, she gushed omountains behind our housescrape off the dnt steps.The
and on about her amazing plans t&om the kitchen windg it's as driveway will take hours to clear if
go snwboading and skiing with peffect a Christmas caes those | pace myself Theres a smw
her friends. | should revecog that decorate our mantéNere blower in the shed but | dbmuse
nized the warning signs.olN, living the deam, our friends sayit much; thees so much aom
depending on theeather and her while theye still plugging in fty hee and the smo speads like
condition, she would be keafter hour weeks in foggy old.Sbhris cream. | do not miss the $hris
all. Be caeful what gu wish far  and ve'\e left it all behind - lucky winters with sne sheed and
‘Theres a 9 wlock flight,” us, hes in our ed house on Bonneblown into gey crags eand our
Len says, scratching thewsr of Bay This is the place wieeblue driveway so that & walked out
his head. | picks up the bottle ofjays wait at eight’abock eery into a tunnel fom our font door
whiskey andeturns it to the cup morning for peanuts, wigemoose | miss the &k aound $gnal Hill,
boad. ‘Four stopsThats the best roam devn from the woods onand going to plays at the LSPU
| can do | worit hawe time to fin dusky summer erings and feasthall: The good times, the safe
ish the drieway on my attempts at @getable gar places. | do not miss the
| follow him into our bed den. Last summen desperation, Wateford Hospital and Baering
room and flop on the bed as hkbuilt four by eight fences made oPaikk and the memories that twist
opens dragrs and packs his oldhicken wie to potect my caats like a knife in ice.
Dunlop gym bag. e&lsits besideand potatoes, beets and cabbages. It's best that Len is going to
me, zips the bag then cradles it &y gaden nav resembles a sucRachel; she will be calmer and he
his lap ‘We used this when sheession of cemegeplots but the will be able toeason with heor
was born, emember that®e problem is sobd. at leasteach heirhats an unspo
were bringing her homeaoim S. Not like this poblem.This ken tuth and Iin fine with it. $e
Clars. 1d just bought itYou had one | hae left to Len. has alwaysgfiered her fathehas
it over your shoulder and she spit | pull on my skidoo bootsalways fought me onesy issue
up all over it. owver my jeans, find L'ened plaid from dessing herself toearing

FROM CREATION TO CONTRACT

P A Ghostwritten/rewritten
i over 200 projects

Federal Prison Sentence Reduction Specia r

Editor and publishing con-

N sultant with twenty years of

{ experience helps you capture
attention from top publishers

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

Marilyn Fontenot

Lead Investigator
marilyngfontenot@gmail.com
Fax: 216-502-2242

Ph: 919-904-7442

www.rdaplawconsultants.com
Attorneys, get Your Clients up to 18 months time off from Prison

or our services are FREE!

Laine Cunningham Toll-free 866-212-9805

WRITER’S RESOURCE writersresource.us
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black lipstick. sloshedadka into her cup | dort recogne yu, RichelCome
| would love to hag my ‘Come home for a while,out, come out, wé&er pu ae ‘|
time back. | should haistened Rachel. Mybe gu can apply to need to do some training but |
when theg were mutteringsshe is go back to schoolYou said gu think this could be it.
not right. Mmal doetmun in her were thinking about college again. She was wound up again,
blood. ust look at her aunt. | seathed for my daughter in theeady to spring in another etir
ignored it. | said fuckou. $iés spongy faceYou lore $. bhris. tion. Shed been ecstatic when she
my daughterDont you dae. You hae so many friends teér left for Toronto, whee she kne
| stop to catch my bath. | knew that she would she would make it in the music
Overhead, wbs of cloud trail newr think of living in the middle business, and beéadhat when she
acoss the mooithe air is heavier of navhee with usThat would be lived in the Ganagan, whershe
wet in my lungs. no life for a twnty-one gar old, had found her lil®e wok on a
| could hae been a betterand no life for us with the cloud ofjuater horse ranchThen would
mother - moe patient, less sanctiher pesence gering the surffoo come the phone calls, the tears, the
monious, and mervigilant. Be many yars of slamming doorsmelancholyLen would go to the
would be diffeant nav, wouldrt  kicking holes in walls embellisheloank and transfer funds. Rachel
she? Mybe Len wouldrbe fly with sceams offuck you, Moni  would fly home. I8 would sleep
ing acoss the countrthree days erased that possibility eat, blame me fouining her life.
befoe Christmas to bring her Her beautiful glossydwn She would leas again. We had
home. hair dooped in a tangled,ez@rsy the system am.
ponytail. ‘I'n leaving for Alb&ax Except this time she is lost.
_InAugust, | made the 91" j, 5 tay weeks, Mm. By myself | This time, Len will havto bring
crossing to lva Scotia when keq to Callie €mond -emem  her back f5im the edge.
Rachel lied in Halifax with Bly, 0ger here used to play on the The moon has faded to
a musician twice her age, in a halg e glleyball team in highblack. Seat smothers me and |
of an apament on Cole Beet, ghaol @member?h® lied next peel off the plaid codthe night is
playing her guitar andatming in 4 the school onréshwater &ad.  motionless: the sound of a\no
her Tracey Chapman sound-alike | dorit remember Callie. | mobile somehee in the By
voice in dismal bars. e bony g, remember aolleyball team. echoes off the mountains. | éav
frame had disappedr into fat ‘Anyway | hawe her on at least two days befathey get
although she pushed away the,cepaok. fess living in Rd Deer  back, longer if the fecast is right
food | cooked for hefhe drank 5y she said | couleint her base and thees moe snev. | dork
coffee and lit one cigte after ont anament and shesue she know if | should hope for good
another fom the moment she ., get me a job wheshe wits!  weather | dorit know if | can bear

dragged herself out of b¥dhen or \hice racedpse and changedtheir arrial. And what | kne
she thought | didh see, she will follow.

Jean was fevyears gunger
my energetic and stubborn sjster
| my one and only sibling who |
pretended was myely owvn live
doll. She wvent to kindergaen
with her shoelaces dragging
behind her for a month until she
learned to tie them herseliNo
one was aNeed to help her with
anything, esr. $he gew up fiece

Mon thru Sat 1lam-10pm - (losed Sunday - 933.8226 and uncommmising.Wild, some

. eople said, but that was manage
111 W Rosemary St. Carrboro  www.carrburritos.com Peop g
www .blotterrag .com
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able until she began to tear at the The wad smelled of des The wallpaper in her bedm hid
edges. peration andomit. | held my sis the devil behind its daisy petals;

Jean was lost and outers hand, as limp as a dead fish.she took the quilt off the bed and
mother efused to talk about it.greasy film formed on the chickenurled up in her closet.

‘Shes always been like thatoid noodle soup that | bught in for During her fifth extended
said, her lips pursed as tight ashar visit to theWateford, when she
buttonhole. ‘Looking for atten ‘Theres a n& movie out was doing so el that she had

tion, thats all. Theres nothing with Goldie Hawn, | told her ground privileges, she slipped
wrong with @an that decent food'Seems Like {@ Time& Son as acoss theaad to Baring Rk
and a good talking to wbiiix. youre feeling betterwell go’ and woer the bridge, the same
Shés smoking @d knavs what, Jears \acant egs meed past bridge wher we thiew wads of
and drinking, and fi sue shs mine, her lips mong to wods bread and watchedotrt jump
sleeping aund with that moter that hae no sound. whee we diopped pennies and
cycle hoodlum.Thers no sense ‘Theres a micowawe by made wisheswenty-one gars old
talking to her Her chin jutted the nurse station. I warm up and dead in the watdrer head
out as she gatleer her caligan the soupYou need to eat. smashed open on thecks, her
tightly aound her ‘No wonder Her hand snapped out andife running ed devnsteam.
she has these spells. Aidjuist slapped the bd to the floor | can seecdrs face as plain
spells, mind. bl child of mine is The doctors mpped her as the last day | spoke to. her
mental. up with diugs so that shesem Rachel doe$took like her eoept
‘Dont you think it could bled the originaledn. 8e could sometimes aund the egs whex
be the other way amd, Mom? go home and staall over. there is a smokiness that draws y
That shis acting this way because The cicus began.h® was in but thee is nothing, only a
shés sick?’ stable on her meds; she wasid, an endless sea. | tell myself
She snatched up her knitreleased. ‘| am dead,’ she whisot to borow trouble. Rachel is
ting and sat in her burgundy glidpered to me asavsat on her bedstill young; sh# grow out of this.
er chair in the cornetkars not and | bushed the tangles out oThen | emember our mother
sick. | doit want yu talking her hair‘There is nothing in het dear &die, who buried her head so
about this to amgne, understand?She smacked her @&ead. deeply in herefusal to see that
Shell get somethingdm the doe ‘Nothing! We walked in Bering ewen when it was allver, she
tor and itll calm her nees. Paik, our fawerite place.I® stagd called it a tragic accidentieSust
The Doctor: This is who down at her feet while pigeonsat in that damned glider chair
Mom beliegd in, the pill pusherflapped aund our heads andcradling the urn withedrs ashes
who was a god indis egs, who fanned our faces, their pink feetn her laprocking, veeping,ack
gae &an what she asked fohe tucked neatly into their belliesa O ing.
police bought &an home a e the way out, she stopped a little
times. Causing a disturbance wagy behind me to dig in her pock . 1he Sn@ has stéed up
the usual@asonThen, one bitter et and toss a handful of seeds 3g2iN- Fakes as soft and large as
November esning, they picked the ducks. A good sign, | thoughf€athers fall aind me and | star -
her up at the &ilica dssed in until we got home and | found the!P INto the blackness as they swirl
shots and a tee shirThe custe empty pill bottles in her coat. ~ down. | feel as if I am drifting up

dian called them, concerned about and off into space, awaynr
the young one lying at the foot of A week latershe was backBonne By and Len and Rachel,

the statue of the I&sedvirgin ©" the wat. The doctors gdjustedaway fom the specter that qus
Mary, sceaming at the statue tder dugs; she was stakitiz &e at my hgels,emcgrnatlng_ itself
shut up and leavher alone.g Ca@me home.h@ flushed her medanto my life as | hide behind the
was violent, ueachablélhis was down the toilet. The television mountains.

her first stay in thavateford t@lked to herl hae to stop the
Hospital. war she said.t'$ all up to me. 4
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“As a collection, my wol
addesses the continuous nee
life to balance the modern ¢
expectation of constant wee
ment with the quiet anastora
tive aspects of being st
Furthermoe, it acknwledges
that in a gien moment, @ can
find balance at any point alo
this spectrm. To coney moe-
ment and stillness, my paintir
featue high contrast lighting
geometric shape, bold cpkmd
variations in hishstoke. h
addition, | often expler hav
light falls on a space, whet
indoors or in nata, and specifi
cally how light influences th
commotion or tranquility of th
scene. All of thiseaites differin
energy lesls, which | use to ca
ture the balance baten chao
and peace.

| usually find these moments
balance in natar so much of my inspiration comesf
exploring the outdoors. lagr up hiking and climbing i
the $noky and Apalachian mountains frennesseen |
addition, | hag spent considerable time exploring
beautiful coastline and snowilderness of &he | draw
on all of these experiences, e as trasls to taly
Denmak, and Latin America for subjects to mykwiar
me, painting is a way towldown and find peace in nr
own life while acknwaledging and apgciating the ener¢
intrinsic to being alév This has become faularly vital
in the last f&@ months during which | hawtated medica
school. Rinting emaes me fim my fast paced day-i
day life and alNes me to exist fully in thegsentThe
process also helps me to experiencenhsense ogju
venation andestoratie energy of a still space that | o
try to coney in my wdk.”
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“Celebrat e”
by N ancy N au S ullivan

It was an odd gup, and it was full-blavn for the 8nday remember it because it was
got odder still. afternoon eading.The bottles stunning on her largedasts and
But well talk about that were chilling on the tile counterlong legs. (Alas, | havsmall
later and trays of stuffed andeamy breasts and shdegs and | hate
The three celebratedthings floated among the guestsgin.) $ie limped. I8¢ must hay
authors, who | had nevheat of, | took a large gulp of thehad a bad pisthetic hip or leg,
hung aound outside whileavsat Mexican semi-secb had tasted but that didrft prevent her fom
in the living oom with our wine worse but | didhknow whee. t wearing high adge sandals that
and goodies, waiting.eggie had didnt matter becausedggie had looked lethal. | kept thinking, |
told us something about thenmeally laid out a spad to make usmust tell her later about.IMick.
online when she sent out théorget the wine. | loaded a plate She was much too xer
invitation for the eading.They with empanadas, hummus anduring her eading about a visit to
were all par of a local writéy carots, to be good, and chesr Diego Riera&s  house in
workshop Look them up she to be bad. | wouldeget this, but Guanajuato wher she saw
wrote in her invitation. @e of what the hell.tlwas 8nday and paintings of childmn in beautiful
them has been on tlhiedayshav. the sun was shining inu€taro, white desses—which the author
OK, life was a little placidlike alwaysWhat could be mer assumed &we baptismal gms
in Queeetan, so | would just takeperfect. Besides, the celebratedut wer actually burial gms.
her up on it and comever to the authors wre on paradale were The childen were dead, their
reading on audday afternoon. ready about 40 of us, seated iglossyound heads and caramel
Meggie, a gemars ex-pat &m comfy chairs and sofas pushe#lin peseved foewer upstairs at
Michigan, was the type of persdmack along the white stucco wallekat museum. & had been
who made a lelihood out of of the bright salorves, | will call paticularly awstuck because she
knowing people, consequentlythis a salon, | said to myself—
most of the people | met inTodaythis is much merthan just
Quertap knev Meggie.The a living pom with all this
retired couple #ing to learn celebration going on.
Sanish, the exedce Corps First, came the tall
volunteer who openedelN York beautiful blond in hkely gey
Pasta [2lite (NYPD—he got suchlinen pants and a paleegn shir
a kick out of that), and then thighat said “GINWITH SUGAR
woman writer srm Minneapolis DONUT S” in sequins | nev
who kne&v someone in Alexandriavould hae thought up that color
who had a cousin ineW York, combination. | would havto
who offeed his house for tr-
writers wdktshop esly year in
Querktap, Mexico “Oh, the
world is getting so small,"&ggie
pointed out on€lhursday nigh
ower a teat of fettucine cc
chipotle at NYPD. dr Available on Amazon.com,
hospitality peceded hgrand it super-double-ultra cheap!
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had lost a child to a eadisease atscuffed combat boots withoutleviled egg sitting on her upper
age two, the parallel sadnekxes, umpled black shirand lip, chatting on about ¥ietnam
suddenly entering her tone as liltack jeans, rings onanious vet who came home to nothing in
dawned on her that she had n@andom fingers. id little-by one of Caniellés stories. tiwas so
more pictues, no paintings, of hefface sheed too many signs ofsad,” the egg still theer
child exept for the fake celebrationwer the gars. ¢ had | focused on Celebratioruhiber
arrangement of a last thdtay been a cute goypou could tell that Two sitting next to the blond, wo
paty whee eeryone was gay androm his manner and his shock aoquettish. ld had assed one
celebrating. I® had little to black hair and straight little nosdloppy boot ger a thin leg and he
celebrate, but she was celebratad he washcute any ma&. He wiggled it.. | couldntake my ess
on theTodayshaw. had an earnest, self-satisfied look his saffy foot, but then | did.
“Los angelitos,” she saidabout him, as did the otheHe told of his ke for a gifted
“Baby angels.That affected her celebrated ones, butwnofaded lesbian paintehow he had kissed
She continued toslad her essay  slightly still keeping up the hippieher eglids, but not her lips, and
the same pky tone as befersun look, he gamely accepted thwow they lay together in bed, for
lighting her emakably bright attention of the gup, mostly old comfot. She ended up raped and
blond hairwhile the smile did notladies (myself included) wheonurdered in an alley in WBfala
leae her facelhe door slammedadoed writers tm afar some He ead the eerpt of his writing
behind her someone dpped a who wanted to be writers, mosbn his phone, &ém his memojr
glass. who didrt know a damn thing one of fie published books ‘the
Eyes set upon her inabout writing but @ad [anielle made. 1 does me good tead
wonder How could she tell it, Seel, and they kimea good stgr this, to almost bite it gffhe said,
how could she levit? when they saw it. The little *“this pat of my life, and then just
“It helps to write it,” French woman, drinking ékican spit it out.” He defeed to the
Meggie said, wistfyllput loud, semi-seco beforthe eading, beautiful blond, that theirsew
when she hahthe murmur fom pointed that out to me.You sad stories, and then, still wiggling
acoss theaom. should just see her mansiénan Sa boot, he looked dm, awaylost
The blond author adjustedFrancisco She must be doingin thought about the time when
herself in the armchathe teased, something right.” his lore was with him. & was
conspiratorially the second But | didnt want to listen clearly thex with him in that
celebrated authorwho sat on ato the Fench woman any n&r momento
sofa next to hemhis dishesled She had folleed me to a chair The thid celebrated
appearance calculated: terribhjongside mine, olk from a author was thin of face, efar of
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arm, and bouncyf that could be, enthusiasm of this celebratelefoe it retired for the day

but she was.h8 had shorblack author After all, she hadt.S “So,” the pofessor with
hair, a bit geasy and stringer Mattin's Ress, and she was the otleick white hair in a booming
publisher wast.SMattin’s Ress, who had staed the writés wvoice said,Tell me. Hbw do yu
she told us right off the bateH workshop in Qieetan! $e thew write?” H must hay liked the
reading was totallyout her arms.We ae the oots,” sound of his ocice because he
incompehensible, somethingshe said, like they (oeW wr a repeated, “N, | mean, just o
about a woman in Africa being igigantic, lush &e that had do you do it? Hw do yu write?”
love (pesumably white on blackpiouted hez in the middle of He was addssing a clot of
and ealizing it wouldnwork Mexico Yes, they had sprted, MFA students &m Chicago,
when she saw him leavingrtian  this writing wokshop that was hermost of them on scholarships to
the back of pick-up uck. That balby, her Ilwe, of mostly the wokshop for their celebrated
was the gist | gotdim about 15 Americans, herin Queretan. embwonic effots.

minutes of the pages selected ker loely friends, Bbeto and “Oh, | dunno,” said one.
the middle of the booklen Dorit  Sean, had a house in the Centr“A writer writes.”

Get L. | didnt get it. | dort think vacant most of theegr when the That shut him up

anyone else did eithdut this was weather was passable awvNork I had mistaken the

a polite gnup and one that wasand they could abide el tgrand, sonoous pofessor all eming. A
getting slightly dmk and bilious they had offed her MxicoWho first, | thought he was with the
on sataycucumbers gered in wouldrt be happy?Would she students, then with therdnch
tuna, and piles of hummus. like to use the casa to bring sormman, but, noHe had no one
The blank exmssions did would-be writers together@aB checking on him, clinging to him,
nothing to dampen theaskedYes, she definitely liked theorecting him, or bringing him
idea, and so it happenedror food.

places in the US to leerto my | asked him,. Where do
temporay hometavn of you teach?”
Queetan, Mexico He said, “®, God, no

A bit quietly and with I’'m not a teachewho would do
some embarrassment, teading that?”

ended. @ one had questions, not “Well, I would,” 1 said. “I

at first We wanted to drink mer do.”

so ve did, folleving each other to That shut him uptoo We
the oof top to watch the sun lightooth looked into our wine glasses.
up the sky with aegold steaks | took a rather large sip

www .blotterrag .com



Novem ber 20 14

“Where ae you fom?” Then odd things my direction. “9, what do gu
He said, “lle lived hee happenedihe combat boots guyteach?” ld was slightly abashed.

eight wars.” was nuzzling the tinyreaich The Fench doors &e open. |
“Really? You sound so, woman in the cornethe Race looked out at the blue-black

American.” Corps guy was arm and arm witMexican skyl head the MFA
“I lived in Fance for 20 Meggie, and the blond wastudents leaving, the heavy metal

years.” pawing the boungcgkinny black- door clanging behind theifhey
“Uh, huh. And?” haired one er Ly the last of the were laughing. What a bunch of
“Originally I'm from sataylt was getting cool up tleer old fats,” one of them said as the

Tampa.” on the pof, | thought, but not for sound of them got smaller and
The little Mexican some. smaller

attendants, earing black apns | wandeed davnstairs, the

with skulls imprinted on them,non-piofessor trailing behind, anc #

circulated with trays, offeringve casually sat on the whit

miniature ham and cheeset#sr;, leather sofa in the saloonf&one

olives and radishes. | didsee a had magically turned on lamps in

tortilla all night. The semi-secofour corners of theoom and lit

and ed wine flaed. candles, which immediately put a
That little devil, Mggie, | silken glaw on my world.The

thought. Gt to love her| filled non-piofessor shifted his knees in

my glass again with the wine

although | could hdty choke it

down. | rally wanted a buzz o

some kind Bd gag me a

headache, and this opably

would, too The whole afternoon

was giving me a headache sc

decided to @mn it and see what

would float my way
The non-pofessor was

shoeling in the last of his

empanadas and knocking back t

red. He washalone.

FromPencilPoint 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.
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“My N ame Isn't S imon e”
by P ooja B hatur ia

come heg,

stay beside me
while i hide fom myself

i'll buy you a drink
at your expense;
i charge Y the poison

puckeed lips lined
with beads of ®at...
i've gien a pseudonym

a conspicuous demon
sits poud on pur shoulder-
the wler of many

another manhattan, please
I'm forgetting the backalp;
each phrase spoken gets chased

straight dwn the hatch
gradually m@ demons appear
telling tall tales as to why theyhee

i've been misplacing morals
as pu watch my cleage
swallev your reget

take my hand
it's eager- lead the way upstairs
& meet my shado

dorit fret about morning
once the light shines in
i've aleady escapeduwy

www .blotterrag .com
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The Dream Journal

real dreams, real weird

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

mermaid@blotterrag.com

Dream 8quence!
“Youre next,” she said to me while nibbling my fingers, a sick smile plegthgssmss her face. | lookegl
down at the pillav in front of my face, purposefullyoaiing her egs. “® I'm going to disappear?” | said.
From the corner of my ey saw all traces of light hedness dp from her featas like a slate wiped clegn.
Her pupils hatened. Bnic in my thoat. The wods had spilled dm my mouth like a wall of water | wag
helpless to hold back. | knéhad gone too faNow | had to feign ignorancegpend my wats vere shal
low banteract as though | had no idea of theslishe had nodessly and methodically cut shémnd | was
next, she had said.yMngers in her mouth.é bites became tar and | kne she wanted badly to clanip
down, to draw blood, to taste the Wwihedge and fear pulsing, shivg though my gins. What had |
done? | scrambled for cersation to explain away andybwhat | had justerealed.Why had | come her
when | knev what she was planning?

Olivia G.- Grand Rapids, Ml

CONTRIBUTORS:

Deborah Whelan of Hearts Delight/Islington, Newfoundland (that's Canada, ya'll) writes, “| began writing short stories
a few years ago and realized that something | always wanted to do but was afraid to try was exciting and rewarding
and frustrating at the same time. Several of my stories have been included in a provincial publication named ‘The
Cuffer Anthology’ since its inception six years ago. A ‘cuffer’ in our province means a tale or a yarn. Also, some short
pieces were published on-line through CBC Writes. Room Magazine out of British Columbia recently published ‘Losing
Martin’ and another magazine in Nova Scotia will be printing ‘Minted Sacrifical Lamb’ in the fall. That's all | have to
brag about and | don’'t want to bore you too much. Thank you for taking the time to read my story.” No: thank you,
Deborah! *** Nancy Nau Sullivan notes, “Presently, I'm teaching English in the Peace Corps in Queretaro, Mexico.
Before service, | taught English at the City Colleges of Chicago for seven years and, at one time, was a reporter and
editor at newspapers throughout the Midwest. | have a master's degree in journalism from Marquette University. My
home is Chicago--soon again . (Recent addendum: | left the Peace Corps two weeks ago after a year of service. |
am happily ensconced in the Indiana Dunes working on Dust and Rain: Mexican Love Stories and the sequel to my
mystery, Saving Tuna Street.)” *** Pooja Bhaturia of Chapel Hill, NC, was also featured in our June issue. She coifs
hair and crafts verse with equal aplomb. *** Hannah Jones writes, “ Born and raised in Tennessee, | grew up hiking
on the mountains overlooking Chattanooga. In 2006, | traveled to Tuscany, Italy and studied landscape painting under
the instruction of painter Daud Akhriev. | attended Bowdoin College in Brunswick, ME, where | continued to study oil
painting under Mark Wethli and Jum Mullen and graduated with a major in Biology in 2012. | currently live in Chapel
Hill, NC, where | am a first year student at the UNC School of Medicine.” *** Phil Juliano has been cartooning for
over twenty years. “Best In Show” is currently being featured in several newspapers and magazines and is syndicat-
ed 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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