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*‘HddOnwi thBothHands-p art2”

I've said it befer but the world is often toeein. Dont beliee me? A
naked Rrbie doll sits on the diningom table at the mehouse (@/ecent
ly moved.) | assume that sheesting thex because she was uhedrdur
ing the elocation, but when | ask, | am insted ly my eldest that she W
used at school. #&r(l hope — the panoply of possibilities makes meg

er) Was she a nude model for some drawingdtisti? N; math clasq.

Oh, | sayreliewed and confused in equal measuido not wish to appe
stupid, but thex seems to be noaling it. Math? Yes, she says, withg
any condescensiowe ae measuringasbiés diffeent ‘pats’ and scaling
them to a person of normal height to seedispopotionately built she
is. Ah.

Who could ha imagined a math class becoming a lesson in bogly
ness and anti-shaming? | am @sged, but dbrwant her to see Wwo
impressed | am, because that in itself imphe<bgnizant & ae of the
way the world sees us and the insidious way that it wants us to “loq
tain way' | dorit want my daughter to spend hours amtfiof the miror,

as
shiv

ut

awar

Dk a ¢

either primping oragetting. Nor do | want my daughter to be a feminist.

I want her to be a kind, geoes, tolerant human being, who happen
be femaleThat is a lot to ask of hao | doih.

On the other hand, she looke@&momy shoulder tead this, and told me

that she wants me to ask a lot of Wdrat do yu mean? said You hae
pressug enough &m all diections. Truth: right nav | cannot ecall the
exact wats she said, because at the time | yuag to ecaer fom being

S to

busted for writing my essay about fiére gist of her comment was that

she is motated ly the standds set (not personally acagvmind) y my
wife and myselfHow can that be?o0$nuch of what | say seems to fal
deaf earsTelling her to clean up h@om. Asking her to not eat handf
of Halloveen candy dm her $haug-ian stash bedasupper Do | knov
the mathematics that she takes for granted as meguigment? N.
Can | drawpaint, sing, tlow a right-anss after completing a flying ki
with her skillful abandon?f @ourse | cannot.
can. Brhaps | kne moe poetsnames and wior Desperation: | am 15
pounds heavier than she isit $he is rapidly becoming someone of

Now let us not forget that she is, also and often, a ding-aHmgonS
her hair $he uses the non-wiloBAE - (ecently gien cedibility by the
OED.) S$he has not learned thé¢ farm of anticipation and defusingdr
tration in her motherWell, many daughters eedo Years ago, when
began my stint as a stay-at-horad;D belieed | could derail the math
er-teen-aged-daughter angsjust being a lay betveen them - a filtea

| can driletter than she

on
ils
ok,

0
ote.
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pressw \alve, what haw you - that would leavonly happy moments fi

them to hag. All the daily grind of nagging and whining would be go
us. h other wads, ly doing all of the laungr could ceate a pé¥ct moth
er-daughter equation.

Naturally this turned out to be utter nonsense, and the slide into
inevitable. ppaently you cannot alter genetics.otiers and their daug

ters must go tbugh a period ofwhat? - jostling for pride of position?P|in

the household. A daughter megect the authority of her mother idenr
to eentually become mothers andawithemsedg.  my god this sounc
like Bsenhaver administration hogwasts this still being taught in so
accedited uniersitys anthopology dep&mnent?

Heres what Ve obseed and what | think. Kids like poking theirgés

with sticks. tls fun. Eeryone with an ounce ofeativity in their bones likes

doing it. When | was sixteen, | didget my hair cut. timade my [@&d
loony Get a haicut, kid! No, | dort think | will. Grrrrr. And like that
Then, becaus®yng people hava sense of personal intaliy that flies
in the face of theirdguent bushes with impending doom, | practiced
ping my bangs in that, upoeflection, goofy éach By way in front of
Dad. Yes, just to get his goat. lnsee that | am lucky that he digdheal
me in my sleep like a sheep #aying that festimes fast.) efhaps, as
secetly suspect, he didoae about the length of my hddut had to put in
his two cents to let me kmde was paying attention to me in that str
way humans hawof using criticism as a sign eé.lo

S my eldest v sits upstairs in hesam and texts me that shidke Mac
and Cheese for suppépick up the phone and call her to tell her steq
ting and do her homaik. (Four feet away she is.the old days, my mo
would hae banged on the ceiling with adm handle.)With a dash o
snide, my daughter asks me if Mkmdhat a quadratic equation With a

spoonful of same, | ask her if sheMsn@hat Mc and Cheese tastes i

and if she plans to leasome tonight, or should | feed her helping to th
we dort hawe.

Garry - chief@blotterrag.com
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“Ab out Storytellin g”

by Gen e Gryni ewicz

One of my favite stories aboublack ba (or white seen) and sits, plexion of the owd has shifted.

Sorytelling is anecdotal, at best. enthralled. Some familiar faceseaconspicu
ously absent.o$he looks about for

It involves an antlpologist who Are the muies in Bglish?, or hav them.

takes it upon himself to challengiey been translated?

the local stoteller And finds them ...

Are the television shie cop dra
When ... is sometime in the late 60%as or sitcoms? At the Sorytelleis hut.
(accoding to one @rsion | heal)
or (accating to another) the mid- Does he sho“l Love Lucy? The anthopologist is taken aback
to late 7& ... or 8% — “Locdlis by this. H waits ... then accosts
a small village, somigee, in $uth Does he seen SakespeaP them — a couple, aayp of familiar
America, or Central or o6th faces — as theyeateaving the
Africa. No matter The cowd giows ... as Sorytelleis he asks themphy?”

villagers gatheroim neighbouring
The anthopologist brings to thevillages, and dm villages not-so-Why hae they abandoned the
village a television set, or a film prneighbouring ... until his audiencéBlack Ba&?
jector or a er (beta, most likely) ... his peering tlmugh windavs, hang
replete with apppriate electricity- ing from the ooftop sprawling in Why did they go back to the

generating equipment; he musloomways ... . Soryteller? The Bx knovs many
hawe gotten a fair-&d grant fom more stories Aundredsof stories!”
his Uhiversity Or else electricity A week passes. he argues. The old %oryteller
had ecently been irdduced into knows fev by comparison ... what?
the village. Perhaps, two A dozn?Two —*

The anthopologist sets up shop infhe anthopologist takes notes;ltis tue,” they eply The familiar

the village longhouse — or commudutifully. faces. The ones who hawturned
nity center ... lights ¥ (or non- away fom theTV. “The Back Bax
existent) ... perhaps heoyides And the numbers continue togy - it knovs manymany stories ...

popcorn. Aany rate, he draws as traglers arriy flom een father but,” one man speaks for them all:
crowd; exery man, woman and childaway ... but ... the antbpologist “our Soryteller knavsme”
in the village gathers befothe notices that the make;upe com
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And so it goes. than walk next door to talk-up a

We ae moe in touch with each neighbour We choosedapod weer
We hae our meies —and they ar other now, than ve haeewrbeen. the local supermaat, and
good- and our I¥Ds ... and they Twenty-four/sean. We ae — or can Amaon.com vBoders. Bt-com.
are better We hae our suwund- be, if ve choose to be —@onstant
sound, and in-home ert@nments communication with one anotherlt out
centers ... laptops, wiess pdas ... With the internet, the world and all
pagers, cell phones, tloleae of time and space bend to our filWe'e busy!
home without onethey & awe- getips! ...so...
somethey can ge/you the veather We wok had. We need to play
the navs, yur stock quotes, advic&Ve ae moe comfatable talking to had. And fastWe need to grab up
in traffic-jams or aboutour love- each othenbcell phone thanevae all the gusto & can. NMw We
life one family ecently had chipsface-to-faceWed rather e-mail ... want what w want when ewant it
implanted into their arms that eon
tained their complete medical histc Q
ry as contingency against disas
which has no thing to do with any
thing or eerything “Can pu hear SHQP NOURISH

me, nav? ... Impacting Poverty with Ingenuity.
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.. which is, of course, wb And Who needs tcead? thumbed machinations of a cyber-
the best paof this all isve can hav warrior on a video g&m, nw thafs
it. Why do yu think God made spell- playing. I afraid w'\e forgotten
checkers? how to relax; v can multi-task ...
Now. but can wdrean? Can w beathe
| walk into @bs It's a supermieat. a deep lwath and close ouresy
At what cost? And make my pghases. Andwithout seeingows and ews and
stand in line, at the checkout ..rows of descending spaceships of
We ae moe comfatable talking to “Thirty-seen-fifty-four” | hand diamond demons or muslms
each otherybwireless thanavae ower two tventies, and four pennies<?> We'\e forgotten he to meas
face-to-face. dNbig deal. Wedd ... . Ilike to do that. ure our heses, and our leaders, and
rather watch television or play with ewen oursebs — h afraid v hae.

our cube-6400-XL-playstation-The checkout guy only starat me There is dot of gey out thez, these
whateer ... than go for a walk ...a heabeat longer than he shoulddays, and nceal right or wong ...
Why walk when gu can drig to He punches in foy-oh-four; keys no real, solid black or white —
the ... whatis a corner ster any change ... and the sen bef@

way? Wet really rather not think, him lights up:2.50, and aecoded Thats life

you knaw; its so much easier justoice monotones, softly:change:

being told what to like or dislike otwo dollars and fifty cents.” And asrit it”

buy or wte for — visual — of his change deaw.. and
two single dollar bills, and twds it?
Who needs imagination? quaters — appearst'slin colour
And Sorytelling is going to change
It's aver-rated. And my change is cect. that?
Art? As long as thes paver. It cart hoit
| know what | like. Sorytelling is going to changes?

which makes me sound like a ludNot Sorytelling aleady has.
dite, 1 knav ... | amnot a luddite,

ﬁf howewer Really | am meely con C

Cﬂ cerned; | am afraidevhae forgot

m ten hav to play — a six pack anc
CHi -

GARRY SOMERS

LU RNILE BY JICCLT DRI

Available on Amazon.com,
super-double-ultra cheap!

www .blotterrag .com
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“The Pleasur es of t he Borde n F amil y M assacre”
by M att A thanasiou

Lizzie Baten took an exX Ad gag Morsés oom may sound cozierwith her sharpenedaems, mayhap
her mother figrwhacks. /ndl when though, underlit, a headbdalant fantasizing of notches e@vg the
she saw what she had ddredeé® ed fowad, grating bedsprings, lesgood-for-nothing, at, relationship
her father foy-one—Ropular rhyme costly than fathsr Rthels fame, she and EBma polonged with par
concerning the Bden family muw whee youll most want to acquaintent and steppant. Maniacs and
ders. yourself with him, trly lays on the devils, men with stained $tiand
couch, laysybthe ngv hatchet and sharp wapons and woes for the
The rhyme on the wver of the plaque that adorn the cushionpoor Mss Baden ae killers.True
brochue suggests she saw what stieee he was disemed, eleen and testified wds. ® be at ease, let
had done, but did she ésee the gashes, aushed cranium, a laceratthat imagination eep a bit mer.
bed and lwakfast and museum heed eg.
childhood house would become, a The ensuing page is dedicated to a
roadside attraction, a haunt of orbl@ptions the descriptioeads. Mre lesser knen yet as aluable som
in windows, a home for the neighalternaties, mog pictues, mog and adds:d?hapsqu want an inti
bors ghosts asell? O is the eal lines that sayVhy settle for bcle mate night in Bdget the maid
guestion, as the price ¢han the Morsés, when BEamas can be com bed, on that deafening matis she
second page details, which muar bined with sister Lizagforming a claims she had been while shernev
you should bunk in for the night? suite?The windev beside the bedhead a saam, a scuffle, a whack of
welcomes a ganderhile yur po- a body striking the sofa, the floor
The thid page offers a heck of deéile reflects in the mior, as it did Perhaps qu knev Lizzie had been
and a heck of a photarHittle orer Emmas when she gatoutside too, acquitted, always kmethe maid
two hunded dollars, for little mer her possibly thinking about arseemed to kmomoe about Lizzie
than yur mind at odds, maybew upcoming w®cation, about Lizzieburning a dess, why the hatchet
would enjy Fathefs oom to returning earlypeusing dugstoe was missing a handle and blood.
Abhy’s, $epmothes. Mother negr aisles, denied the pbhase of bane.Bridget might een shar the
receied her faiy slashes, andWill your face @ase and pale, hainiceties as she Hsr behind the
Sepmother hemorrhaged ofn  pat for a slash of flesh, lashek-damwhite lace drapes on a drafty night,
twenty-one or tenty-two fever, en, and will EiEmas eflection be you tucked in with the fleery quilt
but specific contusions, peumlars glaring back, pointing at thatresting ongur thioat.
of skull fragments, trifles about anknowvable something hanging
seerd spine can beoired out in over yur head? A pmonition? The disclaimer on the back page
the bed sheets, of whickh aleaned, Some hae said, some fav adds a benign warningegpite the
pillows fluffed, graying carpeicu facts and dodgy details, despite
umed daily for ewonés conen The next page is dadgd to yur groaning staways, flicking lights,
ience. Btheis blue-gren wallpaper attention, to gur desis because:silhouettes stalking khe corners of
and its ornate bone-white patterrRBeally if you join Hnma and ees, pu will stay withqur friends,
need a sabbing, is a touch dustyLizziés ooms, eason permitsoy Yyour lovers, sleeping on linen others
but occupants hawvclaimed ifgu should sleep beneath infamousme swated on, uminated on,
lean close, esh pur nose right up sheets, the ergigounds for house bled on. h the suggestion »gou
against those skeletal lines, slatdurs fom one until thee. 8oop will leae a leaflet with a checkinar
janed grimaces appear through the bedside drems, the above the statement tellingwgou
pink cabinets. iRd the goove in slept:As if someone had taken an ax
Beneath this description, anothdahe wood she flowed with her fin  / and guated the bemtsm door
promising option that beginsntle gernail, that notch that deepene K
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“The Urina I
by Sa gar P atel

A musty man in addish mind shut dawn. What if he was a a typical batlwmom jock and said,
brown suede exterior settled intserial killer®What if he could senseé‘Yeah man,gu got that right,” but
the urinal space next to ment® my newkousness and planned ohdespised agging with anything or
people haw large feet that rangdaking adantage of me?dhe lock anyne.
from a sie ten to a siztwelhe. And the bathoom door so that it would “Yeah man, oy got that
some people just lavarge feet just be him and me, alone, encloseight; is the go-to line during bath
wheke if they told gu the sig you in this somber space filled withcharoom conersations that rangetin
would espond, “holy shit.” lhad tile, feces, and metal? how shitty the wather is to o
“holy shit feet. Hs feet grad After putting his arm in a expens& whoes has gotten. | did
against mine and as | lookeavdo bent, ninety-dege angled positionnt cae for the watheras | liked to
my pupils shly dilated and my ower the separator of both of oustay indoors with the blinds closed.
heat rate sped up faster than arinals, he said, “I call this assistéchawe a sharp sense of hearing so
Tasmanian devil spinning in 360’ pissing.” thunderstorms and heavy raierewn
As | aeted my gaz away &ém his My head conspicuouslythe only two forms of eather that
corpulent feet and to thesljpw turned at the slheest possible rate tcaleted me to their gsence; sun
bathioom tiles diligently placed inmy left as | nodded and fakehine and cloudsewe denigrated in
front of me, lesl with my egs, my laughed at his joke. | conelbeen my household for they had no ben
efit nor did they g& us something
to complain about. | did @rfor

JorN HERRING
Full Service Copyediting / Proofreading

Developmental Editing e
= _ i
johnherring.net/editorial

e 08 Y ' jhherring@yahoo.com
" ' 954.971.5785

Novels / Nonfiction / Dissertations

- Theses / Essays / Arficles / Web Si es

44 Patterson Averne (behind Krankies)
Winston-Salem, NC
336 / 73‘_7'-—5_’736

- ; : o ]
www .blotterrag .com



Januar y 20 15

whores but in a way most men
mocked; | asked them about their
caeer aspirations and what led
them to this point as opposed to
haggling prices for a blob that |
mightve ieceied in my ne Nissan
Venza. M wife wouldilike that. f

| didnt make a mess or spilnl’
sue shé notice the ng car smell
was eplacedyan old whas per
fume: phasmones to be polite. |
prefer to be politeThat is why |
fake laughed at this behemoth of a
mars joke.

“Yeah man, qu got that
right,” | said fifteen seconds after
hed zipped his pants back up and
pressed den on the silkr urinal
lever He was nwhee to be seen.
He didrt wash his hands; instead he
walked right out the battwm door
after his twnty-five second pisseH
was the most eerily honest person
I'd encountexd on that dayAnd
that is why th hanging out in the
bathioom until sunrise.

W AP SV B
[ / % e %
< g R %‘ 4‘
© . A Community of Artists Explores 1:6 Meaning of Nature %

_— o Sy
%

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

It is school, or college or something like it, but many of thg
ple Irecognie as old friendsofn wok, when lused to go into af

office and do things for a company for moiéyrk friends &

sometimes stnger and longer lasting than school friends be
there is an adult sense of camaraderie - united against a G

foe, the boss - thably dort quite achiexin school.
A geat big swimming pool morpherir pool to swimming hol

to rocky pond.Many people in the water; in my mind it is-win

ter but it is warm enough for swimming and no one miss

oppotunity to do so My friends & jumping in the water arId
0

having fun.| want to impess them - | havalways wanted

impress them and reafailed wer the gars and no of course it

Is far too late to impss.Any type of énfant terriblepossibility
IS orer because | am no longeeafaneand carinly notterrible
Not in real-life, anyhm But my friends &thee, andshas thee,
and that is enough to ingpime. i this deam, | un dovn to
the bank of the pool-pond-hole and jump into theéapeform
my geatest, perhaps finehnnonball!!

| rise into the skynexplicably high - egpt that in d¥gams & can

sometimes rise inexplicably high into the skg @enucky and

dorit think about the physics of it, thettr of it. | look devn
from high in the ajto prepae for my splashilhere ae nov sud
denly geat clusters of boulders in the watsattexd like ubble

beneath meSome een beak the stace, like a jetty does on-¢

tain beaches wieethey a placed toebuild the sandy gdar |
begin my descent - theyeaall watching, she is watchi
Cannonball!!

LS - cyberspace

peo

cause
Dmmon

1%

s the

FromPencilPoint Mount ain Books
(an imprint of
The Blotter Magazin e, Inc.)
We’d love for you to go on over to
www.paintbrushforest.com
and pick up a copy or two.
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Thr ee ProsePoem s by M itchel | G rabois

Mangowes degee, some second. utB air Bones of sexuality underlay
masochism is warm in our mouthsnarshmallw sveetness.eBas nor

Thers a hot spot on the bottom ofike a muffin fesh fom the @en, mal asqu can in gur public life, so
the oceant builds the island chain,like pumpkin-white chocolate-you can be as crazy as ge in pri
with intent. Theres a hot spot and macadamia nut cookies, warm milate, on the page, on the @n
theres mangowes. Together they still a memaorin the ce/'s mind.  your body asou dance. DPnt fall
create the islands. The deliery man comes at twofor the myth that being abnormal is
Lawa is hot. Mingowes a cool,ed, a.m., just as | am waking withalways better
black and white. &is the walking insomnia, again and again, the
tree, the ®@odoo mangne, the nightly ritual, sleeplessness amdmed with such pfound wis
mangowe with the spirit of man. milk. Good maring | say though dom, | spent my life honing my
Blacks the old timerlarger taller the dak sceen. | stale him eery craft, but when | sent out mywio
cold tolerant. K5 the graslly time. els, agents complained that my
voiced singedreaming of slide gui Masochism is warm on the tongugork was too litergr too quiky,
tars.White is upland, upgwine go in the mouth.The old woman still too feminist, or a combination
home, get awayofn that hot spot, bakes. Nw in this moment, her thereof
get away ém the confederacy ofhusband is cold. iBl soul has gonel finally got old enough to set my
creation, the constanteation of to the Actic. Three édws sit at his ego and ambition on a muchvéy

new islands in the chain. bedside to wavit goodle, but the flame. h other wods, | became
biscuits a still warm. resigned. | put my best Wwoon
Masochism is not hot.i$ warm on Hold one on gur tongue until it Amasnn as an e-book for 99 cents.
the tongue, and pungent like #o0o0 is cold. Then | stumbled upon this, in a
cheese biscuit made with sun-dried reviev by someone nameded?!
tomatoesWe ae cold.We live in ™ Luke: After all, no one hagresug
cold climes. Or souls gravitate to . gested th&0 Shades of @y is
the Actic. Guilt great writing. Nnetheless, | was sur
The most compassionate way w prised at justWwaleadful the writing

relate to others is thugh our black 37 Paul McCatney follovs Ked s g any standdyrit is only slightly
J taie: hés t and lighter th
belts in Karate, some of us firdtStale: & sweet and lighter than peyer than all those unedited 99 cent

Best In Show by Phil Juliano
fMerry Christmas —
h ~ YOU ATE THE
an . . LAST COOKIE! )
napng ﬁﬂﬁﬁﬂgs MATCHES DOWN! .. — "
from your friends
at Best In Show

| merty christmas to all, and to all a yﬁﬁ fight!
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novels cluttering upmaon of | asked myself the same questioncandy’ though, eving to their dis
late.... | watched our high schisotwatl:  parity in sie, she was rexiterally

| suppose | could claim that my 9®e all knev that a fay slut was on his arm. Bt he was handsome
cent neel is much better than allballing him. 8e was a mearrial and a nice guwylso gry stong, a
those other 99 cent vads, but is from Texas, ourahis dplin—she good and dty fighter | guessed he
like being in prison: ®lone is guilty had a lousy oice and fynted a was a good\Ver.

there. band, but also had California blon@ll us guys envied him for the tall
hair and a willwy body But she nookie he was gettingegv day
took too many drgs and, lateher after school—her parts wdked

*kk

) looks vere wined. until late. 8ll, none of us wanted to
Dwarf Nookie | guess she was turned gnnby be a dwdr
. classmak dwafism. Maybe she
A little over a centyr ago, When jyaq the idea of being hiarh E
Israel was still akestine, and

Zionists had notet begun to plot
Tel Aviv, Arab andalvish scholars
met on the high plateau ofashda.
There they disaered that ther
exists no tre translation of Arabic
to Hebew or Hebew to Arabic.
Yusef el-Ysef muttexd: We should
hawe corened at the top of Mhé&h
Rabbi Yosef benoéeph shlugged
his shouldersay friend, ge@grhy is
not wisdomiVhy shouldevexpect a
miracle ne?

Hang in there, kid¥ =
Coming in January 2015
The Blofter Radio Zine }j
Tuesdays al 10:00PM §

‘= WCOM - 103.5 Carrboro &

NIGHTSOUND

.......................

STUDIOS

CREATIVE
METALSMITHS

Kim Maitland

117 E. Franklin St., Chapel Hill }%f D T " —— N/
919-967-2037 - S i ) w
wiwwcreativemetalsmiths.com Mon thru Sat 1lam-10pm - (losed Sunday - 933.8226
Weekdays [T -6 * Saturdays 10 -5 * Sundays 12 -3 TI1 W Rosemary St. Carrboro  www.carrburritos.com
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‘RidinginaT axicab wi thm y f ather”
by T odd M ann

Being with my father was like riding in the back seat of a taxicab
You neer woe Your seatbelt
Becauseoy always felt safe.

When my father was born he wasaaly agar old

But it wasit some miracle

You see

My father was born at home

And his father was saidk when he filled out the thircetificate that he vate 39
Instead of 40

Thereby putting a pace onto my father that no man could sustain

Now my father was born indfim, Texas

And that aiit poetic license

Not exelybodys hometan can be IBasanValley
Or Peasanton

Or Paradise

Sometimes hometms ae a little mae sinister
Like Hell, Michigan

Or Deadhorse, Alaska

Or Washington, D.C.

One ear older than he was supposed to be, my father stopped going to schaetland star
taking the bus to éliston to wdt as a shoeshineybo

One ear older than he was supposed to be, my father joinea/yhe N
Sailed the seas

Was pictued in National &ographic

Then—

Came home

Became an

I[ronwoker

And fell in lve

One \ear older than he was supposed to be

My father etired

Which made us all wonder

Maybe grandpa had a deeper plan with indein hand.

My father had a temper like a harehgde
And he was kmn to pull the pin
But he also had a hetre sie of a blanket so big that when he tossedrigau it
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Januar y 20 15

would block out the sun for a brief moment

Befoe it corered Yu

Warmed gu

Made wu feel safe

Like riding in the backseat of a taxicab witheatiwg gur seatbelt.

And he used to always ask me
“What ae you thinking?”

And | would eply “About what?”
And he would sa$About anything.”

And while that used to annme a little bit
| would gie anything to angwthat question o

| would tell him

| am thinking about when | was a littley oo Arizona

Stting on your shoulders in the pool

My fingersubbing against the stubble ofiyface

Waiting for pu to thow me in the deep end

I’m thinking about gur booming @ice coming acss the soccer fields
Shouting—

Go Toddo!

I’m wondering whyou used to call me daskié

That | want to kne whee you got the idea to get a pair of lips tattooecepass—
Cuz | think thak fucking classic

| would say i thinking about that Christmas wheuyand mom

And Arlo and me

Got so dunk watching igini in the Rain that @ couldit even eat dinner
S we just left the table all set up and let the candles bunn do

| would tell him Im thinking of hav much of him | see in me

That I'm trying to become the man that he is—

was

On August 8th at 7:02.m. 2004

| was just beginning to pass out watching televisougththe aw of empty Brra Nevada
bottles on the coffee table

When the phone rang

It was my mother
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And while she tried to explain to me that my dad just seemed to nod off whisgethey w
discussing a color scheme for th&irbedoom

| fell apar.

Jent the time betwen long distance calls learning to pray

Learning that all the things | do in an attempt to earn karmic pointstdoeliceished in
Or transfered to another account

That sometimes the vasr

Life

and

Fair

Seemed to be mutuallychssive

You see | had always faka my father
And naw that it seemed he had stoppegings—
| didn't know whee to go

On August 9th at 4:26 a.m. 2004
My mother held the phone up to my fathear so | could say gogin him
Someone had told her that a pessbearing was one of the last things that stopped functiofing.

The next fr days wte a blur of airpts, ental cars, pictarboes, and “th sorys
| recall being offended that someone was takingepictur

That this was the first time | had seen the ocean ariccdein

That | just wanted to hide under thears and wait to be shaken

Awaken

That if all this could just be some nighenar

| would learn whatev lesson it wag/ing to teach me

But it wasit

And all | learned is that a hbaat doedrmean gure alie

That aneurisms cdrbone taxicabs.

On the flight back to California a woman walked past my seat as shedimgs boar
Face swraked fsm her tears

Red fom her fingers wiping them away

It was the first time ldly understood a stranger

Understood that she was beginning that same sad journey | was @oming fr
And | wanted to say somethingfpund

Something that would comtaner
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But | just let her pasy lwithout saying a webr
Because like her

| wanted to be invisible

And sometimes wag ae just meaningless vibrations

| decided on that flight home that omauyto the day | would get my ass tatted too
Walk out in the middle of a meadand ead my poems to an open sky—

Arms raised

Waiting for my dad to block out the sun as hevhidavn his blanketver me
Covering me

Warming me

Making me feel safe again

Like riding in the back of a taxicab withoaarng my seatbelt.

CONTRIBUTORS:

Gene Gryniewicz of Tinley Park, IL writes, “is sixty-two years old, pushing one hundred (and two), and looking for-
ward to the creative acts he has yet to commit to fill in the spaces between. | wrote poetry in college...some forty years
ago. | had poems published in magazines that have, perhaps for the better, not stood the test of time. | stopped writ-
ing poetry when | left college — that is — | devoted less time to composition and more time to teaching high school
English...raising a family...developing Parkinson’s — | was an illustrator for a while but | stopped drawing...though |
don't really know why. | stopped drawing; | blamed it on the tremours...l couldn't control my hand. Couldn't stipple or
crosshatch even simply. | never could draw a straight line, but at least now | had an excuse...| am a Storyteller! | have
been a Storyteller forever — of course, | still tell stories. Folktales, mostly. And, recently, | started writing again — chil-
dren’s stories, poems, notes toward a novel. | still can't draw a straight line ... but with meds, and exercise, and
patience ... | am running out of excuses for not drawing crooked lines.” *** Long time Blotterfriend Matt Athanasiou
of Chicago, IL writes, “I hope you've been well. Attached is my prose poem, "The Pleasures of the Borden Family
Massacre" for consideration. This was originally published in a 2010 online issue of Danse Macabre, but the web mag-
azine lost the poem, and dozens of other pieces, in 2011 to corrupted files, and the poem has been unpublished since.
I would love to find it a home with Blotter Magazine.” Matt's writing has also appeared in publications such as
NewMyths, Menda City Review, and others. Read more of his words at www.therewasamatt.com. ***

Mitchell Krockmalnik Grabois  has had over six hundred of his poems and fictions appear in literary magazines in
the U.S. and abroad, including The Blotter Magazine. He has been nominated several times for the Pushcart Prize.
His novel, Two-Headed Dog , based on his work as a clinical psychologist in a state hospital, is available for Kindle
and Nook, or as a print edition. He’s been married for 39 years to the artist Concetta diGesu, and has two adult sons.
He lives in Denver. *** Sagar Patel of North Brunswick, NJ writes, "Here is some information about me. I'm 24 years
old and | write as an escape. By escape, | mean a distraction. I'm an economics graduate and a psychology dropout
but am more proud of the latter. A link to my website: http://sagarjaypatel.wordpress.com/” *** Todd Mann is a writer
of poetry and short stories. Originally from Northern California he now makes his home in Greensboro, NC. ***

Phil Juliano (Minneapolis, MN) has been cartooning for over twenty years. “Best In Show” is currently being featured
in several newspapers and magazines and is syndicated by MCT Campus where it is distributed to college and uni-
versity newspapers across the country. To see more of Phil's work go to www.bestinshowcomic.com
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