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“Suc cess”

A while back | spent an idarate amount of time learningwhto, dis
cussing hwe to, and arguing aboutwido measer successt i$ a slippsr
thing, success; like that golden winged mechanical tidbit iodhe-fiy
ing game in Ms &vlings naels it often seems to want to elude most ¢
Other times, & stumble er it but dorft see it at all for what it is, se
cannot for the life of us discern thatskiould pick it upOr, worst of all,
we cannot make oursedvpick it up - our fingers just Wwatose aund
the gizmo | dorit know why this is, butué headt about it and such auth
makes me dwn.

The tuth is, success dadesvrait at the end of lihwok, patient as that

dog at the tint door when e left in the morning, cup of joe in har
Quccess, despite all of the late-night infoed&claims to the contrgris

an animal not unlike the smdeopadl, impossibly beautiful wheouy
catch a glimpse of them off in the distancesstne hillside wieyou roll

your inevitableack, but goneybthe time gu grab gur camera.

Ne\ertheless, in my office-vkodays, or as | call iway back when,” su
cess was the immediatsuit | felt when | completed any taskdid what
| was told - for entual good of the company or not - leganyself a pa
on the back. ab (well) done, @rry old man. And, blithely would mae
on. | dort know what the medical term is for thism®thing in the solip
sism speaim, | suspect (say thatefitimes fast.) UB suffice to say tha

when | wasagunger | found a fair f& aces of jg in just doing, getting

done and mang on, without beingverly concerned about the whatyh
why or other inteagaties.

Of course, my behavior wagimod enough, was actually rather chil
and petulant and often counteoguctie. BRit it was a diffent world
back then, and | beliethat | emained empyed because | was positi
seemed to be ldawoking, and was a happy person (most of the t
Under good managers, | achtevsomething necegsand during diffi
cult times | was ale model forwell, keeping on.The world, as it ha
wont to do, changed anceetwally | was told that doing something - g
thing - must hay a quantifiable germance metric. ppaently you see
if you dort know hav you ae doing, compad to some benchrkagou
dorit know if you actually exist. oW setting aside the casm-hammel
kind of get why this would be import to managers (or as vall them
non-doers.)They hae to \alidate theirwn existence tbugh some soof
philosophical triangulation. yBneasuring othé@ccomplishments, thg
are taking pdrin those accomplishmentsbsAd, of course, but unde
standable in a shakedy-head-sadly kind of wafnd befoe this become

f us.
v

d.

A4

—

1

D

dish

me.)

Iny

34

-

S

a shouting match about business management, | will say “but enough abc

that...”

Hers the ewal: | just didh give a rds ass whether or not ang elsg
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thought | had accomplished some type of sucaasshese people wi
had set the goal for me - like my boss or her boss or his boss (ad i
In my defense, | learned, sooner rather thanthetemy evn praise, m

own appeciation, my wn sense of wibr, was sufficient for me. And||

know naw - in what may be considémy autumn - that in ¢em lines of
wolk this is a hell of a thing. Like writing.

Obviously and pobably thank goodness, natrgane has this perspeeti
It appears to be a gift, and a little bit left-handed at thmhot’sue hav
rare it is, but | kne whee it does the most good, becausélthe pocesy
of wrapping up the first draft of axneovel. I has been a long, luxurio
furious and curiouslier-coaster of a ride. And as | decide what w4l
pen next and next and then findllfeel like a million bucks. oNone els
knows anything about the fabulous details of this latest yarn, or the
living beings | havbeathed life into, ancgyl am a giant among men g
quite a guy I'm a naelist. And beferyu get in my face about editg
publishers and&ntle Raders, | kg | know. If youre not pleasing ther
whats the pointaVell, ahem.The, um, point is..qu hae to ignoe those
vely impotant people for a long time, or nothing widlresome out ofop.
You hae to write for gurself e\ery day just being happy to accomplis
sentence, paint an image, describe a foible, push avydat. fWring a
chapter out ofgur guts.Tell a stoy.

Youve heat this all befa: writing is about getting wisronto paperlt’s
about finding a ke potion, a sledgehammehateer it takes to leak
your stoy open.Writing isrt always about that, but it suas hell is at firs
and that what counts, for mo S does being happy auy wok and not
giving a damn about what other people think. | guess my point is th
ing a first draft is like plang a field. tlis had wok with no poof that
anything will come of it. Ud a farmer goes to bed and sleeps the deef

ber of complete satisfaction i@ that his busted the sod and expqg

the raw edn to the sun. And as soon as | type thoseviasemencesm’
going to take me a napo. After that, wll, neer mind about that,ey.

Garry - chief@blotterrag.com
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You'll laugh so much your sides will
ache, your heart will go pitter-pat
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“Sky V iew H aven”
by N.Wes M oss

Dad at eighty-fer was his avn, so thege sending him I'm out of tavn with Aunt
pretty far gone aady ewen to a nursing home for aMelays, Gladys for her hystatomy
befoe he crashedwa the stairs. to Xy View Hawen for ehaly’ Theyre taking him to 1§ View
He fell with such vigor that he “How ae yu?” | asked in the morning.” @&d said somme
ripped the banister right out oMom, who was eighty herself artling | couldt hear and Mm
the floor then lay at the bottomskinny as a spaw. shapped at him, “©Ofor Chriss
of the stairs while &n tried to “I'm fine,” she said, “l sake, | am NO.” Then to me
talk him into letting her call anwish theyd give me some yo she added, fiday Satuday and
ambulance. What for?” he juice. O, one other thing. undayok? gy at our house so
asked her “Lets just lie her a Theyve scewed up his meds andyou dort hawe that long dre.”
while, shall @?” He lored spend hés hallucinating just the tiniest

ing time with my mother bit.” My husband took my

She called me that night “Hes hallucinating?” impending absence in stride.
from the emergencyam. | She paused, sniffled a lit“Dont forget to feed Louie,” |
could hear Ad in the back tle and levered her wice. “He said. After aecent business trip
ground singing something operthinks Im a Nazi,” she said. | returned to find our parakeet
atic, Glbert and $llivan maybe. Dad was singing loudly inwithout any food in his disht |
“Can yu hear him?” she askedhe backgrund, then stopped. seemed to me that Louie had
“They gag him some jojuice Mom said, “Hbld on,” looked at me accusatorially for
and hé& singing his haaut.” and put her handver the phone. weeks after that.

| head a nurse say to myl head her sgy*'Well, thats not “| fed him when gu were
mother “He has a niceice.” vely nice.” away my husband said, looking

And then | hear Mom Then | heat him say up from his 8doku. “t isrit like

reply “Yes, wll, he was an“Youre right, of courseoyre | didntfeed him.”

announcer you knav, on the right. | knowv youre not.”

radia” | could pictue him in his “He just apologezl,” she | left late enough to miss

hospital gan, with one arm in said to me,for calling me a &kzi rush hour traffic\er theTappan

the air for dramatic effect. again, but listenpy hae to visit Zee Bidge, stopping for a pedi
“Hes fine mostly she him this weekend, stdng cure to kill time. | handed the

said to me, “he just dastand on Friday Hes \ery disoriented and girl a bottle of elly Aple Red

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!

_ I we"a"ybes.-&mne Full Service Catering
) QOutstanding service and cuisine
k. '{.
b L %,

Mon-Sat 9 am—86 pm 919-593-4567

919942 2196 porkintheroad@gmail.com
100 W, Main Street, Carrboro Durham, NC, 27701
Serving Carmbore and sumrounding communibes for over 35 years
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polish as though lew headed was in a nursing home haHlucfilled with a dozn Rainbw
for a beachacation instead of tonating. How much worse couldFinches the pastel colors of
a nursing home. r@bbing a he be? Jordan almondsThey peened
stack ofPeoplemagazines, | fell Ky View Hawen, a nurs and peched and feathent their
asleep in the massage chair-withg home for the @ll-heeled of nests while | waited for the alev
out reading them while she didVestchester Counfsits perhed tor, trying not to make eycon
my toes. on a cliff eerlooking the tact with the woman standing

At my paent$ house, | Hudson Rier, a pecarious spot, next to me who smelled gfsbl.
dropped off my bags and pickeld thought, for old people whol tapped on the glass of the cage
up the copy oDr. Ekyll and Mr tend to fall off of thingegularly and noticed he full their food
Hydethat Dad and | had beenand with gustdn the lobly they bowls were, hav the bottom of
reading. [@d used toead to me had a floor-to-ceiling bircage their cage was wed with
at night befor bed, but my
childhood ritual had been R
flipped. D[ad couldih read to
himself anymear, could haly
hold a book or focus hisesy so SHQP NOURISH
| read to him, looking up often tc Impactlng Poverty with Ingenwty
see if he understood, to see if 2
was still awake. Alady dimin
ished befer the fall, |1 didh
know what to expect mothat he

20% off
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at the new saton
it selechod SRl
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Shop Nourish is and online store featuring handicraft items
from grassroots nonprofits and artisans in developing countries
in need. Run by Nourish International, purchases enable us to
impact poverty through sustainable development projects.
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'l experience helps you capture
attention from top publishers
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| als, developmental help and
more for fiction and nonfiction.
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empty seed hullsplbn the fifth stand wrapped in cellophané. prised.
floor, the doors opened onto &ad a festesr Mylar balloon tied “A dirty Croat,” he said,
panoramic vie of the Hiudson to its pawwhich ead, Welcome emphasizing the wbidirty.’
becoming mar distinct as theto Ky View Hawen!” “Duly noted,” | saidWe
sun pse abee the pale blue hills “No,” he said,they vere sat thee for a while, him silently
and burned away the baz supposed to take me to the aurg/ortying about his f@at, me
Next to the eletor was a ing home.” H was staring intowondering when he had dev
woman in a wheelchairler face the middle distance, and | saiped a disdain forrQatian peo
came to a point at the tip of hedown on the edge of the bed angle. | tried to open the windo
nose and she held a stuffed dpgtted his leg. sl fingers meed for some #&sh ajrbut it had been
with large, floppy earsheéSpet acioss the top of the sheet, badoldeed shut.
ted it and whisped to it, her lips and foth like he was playing the A little later the aide lifted
moving silently $he had on a piano “They doft knov what Dad into a wheelchaiand |
bright red sweatshir with a ein-  theyre doing. | was supposed twlled him davn the hall to the
deer on the émt. | said, go to the nursing home.”i$i common aa, wher the giant
“Hello,” which caused her tdorehead felt warm to me and hi§V was blaring the locakather
whisper furiously to her stuffedoes, which stuck outofn the Dad suddenly dz and grabbed
dog, and thenub his ears to bottom of the sheet, looked bongny hand. Thats him,” he said
calm him dwn. and enormously vulnerable.  out of the side of his mouth, too
When | got to [&ds | tried to get him to loud as alwaysTHats the dity
room, he was agitatedvolire understand and then finally jus€roat.” He pointed with his
hee, thank ®&d. They vere sup said, We're going to the nursingelbav at a guy in a wheelchair
posed to take me to the nursingome latef and he calmedwho was mpelling himself

home.” down. amound the oom using his feet.
“Youre hee, Dad. Youre “Youre mothes a Mzi,” The guy spotted us and tied
in the nursing home.” A littlehe said, finallyshaking his headour wayDad squesed my hand.
green teddy bear sat on his nrighin disgust. “This,” the Coat said,
“I head.” pointing at my dad, “is a woneer

“And thee is a @at fol ful man.” My dad efused to en
lowing me.” He ponounced it look in his diection. “k he gur
Kro-At. father?” he asked me, his accent

“A Croat?” | asked, surthick. | nodded. Your father is

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

www .blotterrag .com
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a geat man,” he said, smilinghe bed and whisgat as quietly day might be so much mar
broadly so that the wide spaces possible, so as not to wake
between ety single tooth in his him, “I'm sory.” On Studay | got to Ry
mouth were visible. “You should be,” he saidView in time for lunch. All of the

Dad whispexd loudly his egs closed, his snoringatients had been wheeled into
and with geat indignation, resuming again almost immedthe TV room. They had bibs
“Take me back to mgom right ately amound their necks, and CNN
now.” As soon aseagot into the The woman in theed was on so loudly that no onerev
hallway he said, “ld5 not egn sweatshirwith the eindeer on it tried to talk. Nirses in candy-
supposed to be leeiDid you see was still  the eleator when | coloed sanbs, the shades of the
that? [d you?” left. $e was eating iceeam Rainbav FAnches in the lolyh

“I sure did see that,” | with a little plastic spoon angi-ir flitted aound the oom, cheer
said, hoping the bad meds wouldg to feed it to her stuffed dog. ully doling out medicatiorilhe
leach away soon. | wanted a ndold her “Good night,” and she sun poued in the winde and
mal conersation with my father leaned wer to whisper to herreflected brightly off of the eiv

That eening, after the dog, keeping anewyn me. belaw. | stood in the dowray
aide got [&d into his pajamasew Back at my moth& and watched. The patients
read a f& pages ddr. Ekyll and house, | shwered for almost anlooked like white-had bids,
Mr. Hyde Dad began to srer hour, watching the soapy watgperched in their wheelchairs,
softly and | put the book adm. swirl aound my élly Apple Red  their mouths wide open, waiting

“Dont stop” he whispad, half toenails. for food and pills to be @jpped
asleep “How will they knav There was leftaer in.
whee to find me?” Chinese in the fridge, which | ate | spotted the diy Croat

| pushed a wisp of whitewhile in my pajamas, my hagtw acioss theaom and waad, and
hair off of his faghead and wen from the shaer | tried to parse he waed back. The lady with
deed who he wasferring to why | felt so awful, besides thine dog was ired again, and sat
“Ill tell them whex you ae,” | obvious.There was a lot | hatin at one of the tables wiog her
said, “lll leawe them a note.” &1 accomplished, and it sickened nhips silently As | walked past, she
used to leavnotes  my bed to think of it. | put my fok grabbed my sle=v | looked
when he came home too late @own. He would nesr knav if |  down and she was grinning at my
read to meThey said things like,finally had kids, for instancered coat. “lllo,” | said. & let
“I was heg but didit want to Hed be left with this unfinishedgo and leaneder her lunch tray
wake gu.” version of me that | hoped, oné whisper something to her milk

He began to smoragain,
and | whisped, “Dad?” | feltf
terrible, wanted to say someth
to him, | didrt know what. |
gripped the rail on the bottom

CREATIVE
METALSMITHS

Kim Maitland
117 E. Franklin St., Chapel Hill
919-967-2037

Mon thru Sat 1lam-10pm - (losed Sunday - 933.8226
Weekdays 11 -6 - Saturdays 10-5 « Sundays 12 -5 111 W Rosemary St. Carrboro  www.carrburritos.com

www.creativemetalsmiths.com
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Ode to Grcus Fiends onv-Day

“Nature lores couragé’he way nat@ iesponds to courageys b
remawing obstacles. Terence MKenna

My life is a dram
and | deam that &
gypsy-lee-traelers — stargas all
who balance- contor spin and fla
mandala of talents
ignite the morphogenic field
ropelling humanity closer to Light

ill you double dutch with me
through waes of fie?
Our childen ae thee nav
ﬁlggles in the gen o

andfulls of dir— magic gaia glitter

Snell the osemar? _
quills cushed betaen my fingers
when yu bend ingga
drip nectar fsm your fingetips
breakfast is coming
a nav day ) )
sweet potatoesyiing in the oil )
rosemar and big white de bodies of garlic vls
home smells )
I’'m up again with the moon at my side
The sun will be hersoon
| dream again
spinning fie on the beach
intoxified ty the smell of gas
I love it
| love the whooosh!
Spinning past
grand cicle potector ) )
sky blazing with stars and the music of night
chows of fogs calling out forve
I'm safe in my hoop
dorit come close
my lust is her

my hearis hee
cannons all - beae!
I am hee

Saturn at the center

dreaming up all ofoy ]

costumed mannequins cottitay

beynd humanity

wondeous radiant cats

stretching )

| dreamt that w met again

| so emember meetin@y

the omance was instant in ouegy

you vere thee ty the speakemodern day totem

“shall | vear my tousersalled?”

| could hae squited the ent can of @am

delicious clouds in my mouth

it was so goodo$o goodThe sky ented my mouth
nebulous cotton candy all pink and blue

sweet melting in my mouth

all of those meetings so magical | yoat

we ae hee nav

lets hold hands

lets honor this etir

with our dance.

Lets keep @draming

We'e on the right path

see, the morphogenic field just ahead?

Thers not far to go ) ]
Just jump How do yu jump off a cliff?Take a stephe said.
The air will gie way

“Nature ewads courageyb _

removing obstaclépodcasts and manifestos

We deam each othersdsAVe hae moe nav than arms
could eer hold. How blessedevae —

the trapee is thez and all & need artrusting hands.
The air will parfor us.

Oh yes, our chancegajood.
Mezzanine 1/11/15
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caton. he said, and dug in. | pullecko note.”

“Thank God youre hee,” a chair and tried not to take in “I thought she was a
my dad said. Theyre giving me the calamity of him eating, hiNazi,” he said, “I havto apole
the wong food. | specificallyextended tongue, the worngiz.” He began to eat again.
signed up for chicken andlown, yelloved coes of his teeth, “That would be nice, but
mashed potatoes.”ehpointed at the food falling in thick, gelati she ishmad.”
the tray in font of him with dis nous dops on his teyrcloth bib “Yes, but | think | called
gust. This is all wong.” “Wheres Mom?” he her a Nzi.”

“It looks like chicken andasked. “You pobably should
mashed potatoes to mgdy’ “Shes with Aint Gladys apologieg then, when she gets

“It's the wong odet” he for the weekend,” | said, back.”
insisted so | picked up the trajRemember? uht Gladys is get We went to hisoom after
and carried it\@r to the nur& ting a hystectomy?” lunch and the aide kicked me out
station and said hello to the Dad looked confuseds”l so she could bathea®. | visited
woman in pink who was standinflom ewer coming back?” hethe Rainbw Fnches in the
there. | ead her name tag. asked, with a sudden, deep sddbby and tapped on the side of

“Hi Janice,” | said, ‘h ness in his eg. H put his fdc their enormous cage again,

pretending to get my father a difdown, waiting to hear thinking of LouieThen | mean

ferent meal.” “Yes,” | said, “Mms deed though the cafeteria and
“Gotcha,” she said, wink coming back.” out to a largeeranda that looked

ing at me. ‘“How will she knev down through the tees and onto

| waited a minute andwhee to find me?” H reached the wide, gray i Three peo
then bought the tray back tofor my hand and | thought heple on separate benchesrew

Dad. “Heres the right meal,” | was going to gr smoking. | leaned/er the brick
said. “t's all straightened out.” “Ill tell her whex you wall and looked at the water
“Thank God youre hee,” ar.” | said. “ll leae her a flowing past. tlwas cold and

sunny and spring was arriving.
The local paper said that ther
were bald eagles up on thistpar
of the rier, but | didrit see any
One of the smokers was an pngr
looking old woman with thin,
tightly curled white hair As |
walked past her she saido“G
fuck yourself’

And | said, “I knw exact
ly how you feel.”

‘| What are you w aitin g f or?
Tuesday s at 10:00PM
The Blotter Ra dio ‘Zine
WCOM 103.5 FM
Carboro , NC

When | arried at [ads
room on 8nday he announced,
“Theyre having a cocktail par
later Wine and cheese.” eH
paused, “Bt how will they knav
wheke to find me for the pgr”

“Well Dad,” | sighed,
“they knav youre in Room 501,

www .blotterrag .com
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so theyl probably look forgqu Dad purposefully turn his heading loudly while holding her

hee.” away “Hello,” | shoutedwr the dog ety had aound the neck.

At three they came for usTV. “So, youre fom Qroatia!” “For your dog,” | said,
Dad seemed to be emerginga lit “No,” he said, ‘it from going up to her and holding out
tle from the hallucinations andRome.” a little ed napkin d found at my
he was ety exited about the “Really?Youre not fom motheis house. “I thoughtoy
cheesaNe made our way to theCroatia?” €rhaps he was mistakcould tie it asund his neck like a
TV room, which was packeckn. scat.” She looked up at me, her
with weekend visitors. A nurse “I'm from Rome,” he said. mouth wide open, paused mid-
with a giganticear-end was lum “Your fatherhe is a g@at man.” sob Her scalp was visible under
bering fom patient to patient. “Hes alright,” | conceded.the big ed bav. She whisped
“Red wine or white?” she spoke “No. No, he is a gat something to the dog out of the

loudly into the face of an iberman. | was a pianist iroRe, a side of her mouth, then snatched
man strapped into his whegbrofessional pianist, and whenthe napkin fom my hand like a
chair An oderly was handingmoved to America, | listened tdhief.
out Syrofoam plates of cubecdhim eery afternoon on the radio When | got back to &d,
cheese andayone, the emple for twenty yars. | learned myhe wanted to ko why | had
ees anywayer acting fesev  English fom listening to his been speaking to thero@tian

| got Dad set up with hisshav! He is agreatman.” guy “Get this!” | said, “ld5 not
back to the winde and pulled a “‘Oh,” | said. “Right.” | Croatian! H5s fom Fome, and
chair next to him.We watched was finding it harto remember he used to listen toy on the
eweryone get seed and when thewho Dad had been be®all of radia”
orderly handed us our plate ahis, befoe old age had begun to “Hes a fan?” Bd asked,
cheese, & said, imperiously Ipluck his identity away recited straightening up a little in his
thought, Take it back. | wantin my mind what | had kwen to  wheelchaijposing.

more cheese.” | felt | shoulde tue about him. K had been “Yes, | suppose he ise'#d
apologie, but the aterly didrit on the radio He had ead to me a fan.”
seem flusted. He came backat night. H¢ had plagd jazz “‘Hes talian?” [&dd had

with a heap of white and orangeombone, had told raucoustgir been fluent intalian, had been
cheese cubes on the platead Djokes, spoketdlian to waiters. to Venice and &ne. H loed
smiled at me. | could tell heat But the actual memories of hinitaly loved talian people. "
ly felt he was getting his madseywere slipping away dm me. Dad said, “Hg a dity Italian.”

worth. This list of what | emembexd “Yes,” | said,exactly
A nurse wheeled the ladgeemed to be about someone else
in red to a table. h® didrt have entirely The person in émt of When it was time for bed,

any visitors with hebut some me nav, hoading his pocessed| read the last ie pages obr.
one had put an enormouedr cheese cubes, was the only fattekyll and Mr Hyde out loud.

bow in her hair for the pr | could imagine anymer Dad seemed gectly lucid as |
making her head look small and “‘Hes a geat man, qur closed the book.
pointy The nurse handed us eadiathey” the man fom Rome “So Mr. Hyde,” he said,

a cup with an inch of wine in theepeated, spitting as he talked 4we\er turns back to D XEkyll in
bottom. Dad and | clicked oursthat bits of cheesevileahrough the end, | guess.s khat what
together and said, “Cheers!” the spaces beten his teeth andwe’e supposed to understand?”
The dity Croat wheeled into my cup of wine. “Yes, thas right.”
up next to me and said hello We wvere interupted ly “So heés just a monster
Out of the corner of my ey saw the lady in €d, who began sobthen, foewer?”
page 11
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“Not a ety happy end atmy hands. “l darknow, | just “and all of the people watching

ing,” | admitted. wanted to tellqu that Im sory.” the Monday night mae in the
“Yes, wll. Robet Louis “For what?” pak got washed away He
Sewenson céainly is a depss | couldrt look at him. “I looked so cished B the nes

ing fellav.” We sat ther for a dorit know. For you being her. that | just sat den on the edge
while thinking about the book, asor fighting with yu so much. of his bedWe sat like that, quiet
the oom dakened asund us.  For neer having kids. You for a while, together
“Moms coming backknow. I'm just sory for eety- | finally said, ‘4 must be
tomorow” | told him. thing.” awful to be washed away &
“How will she knao He smiled and shook higsunami.”
whee to find me?” he asked. head. You should be,” he said. “I “Belie me,” he said
“Nazis haa a geat senseknow | am.” We looked out the turning to look at me, “it is.”
of direction,” | said. window together at the wideeiv
He laughed, which was @st a shade lighter than the sky As Dad was falling asleep
relief “I haw to emember to now. Dad turned to me and said peeked into the hallwayrhe
apologie to her about that.” quietly “Some people died in thewoman in ed was still next to the
“She isit mad, but i pak.” He leaned forad from elewator She had tied the napkin
probably a good idea anywaliis bed to tell me, as though itgawe her avund the dog neck.
Dad?” | asked, standing at theser urgent nes, his esbows She touched her nose to his and
foot of his bed, shiftingoim one knit together in concern. looked tenderly into his plastic
foot to the other | looked dan “What pak?” eyes befa tucking him into her
“Bryant Rk, just outside lap for the night. | left a note for
of my apament.” He used to Dad on his bedside table. div
hawe an apament thee on will see gu for beakfast.” | was
Fortieth Sreet in New York City. going to leaw it at that, but
‘“How did they die?” | added, after a moment, “I gav
asked, confused about whethber yur mom number so she
this was aeal stoy héd seen on know whee to find pu.”
TV or something Fekhallucinat
ed. K
“There was a tsunami,” he
said, his &g enormous and sac

44 Patterson Averne (behind Krankies)
Winsten-Salem, NC
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Paper Cuts - B ooks You Shoul d Have Read

Deer Hunting In Paris by PaulaYounglLee
(2013 - S olas Hou se, Palo A lto)

Occasionally whereading gu Thats Rwula — who | feel | canl also knw that she is so smar
let pat of your brain wander call Rwla becauseewknav so that she can be aofessor of
Well, anywgy| do. Did | much about each other some ilk and a wmelist and a
remember to turn off the light inOr do we? Well, she knws that memoirist all at once, each task
the car so the batysrnot dying? | read shly — or too many well done. And a chef — or what
That shit on the couch needghings at once - because’sshewr it is ve nav call good cooks
ironing, not to be laundedt all been waiting patiently for me tahat dort go to school to learn
owver again. Bw many days until tell you all about this book ofhow to be called chef because
that bill is actually due? datly hers: @er Hinting In Paris. | we’le all snobp like that on
like this authds writing; | won know that with almost no account of basic calil¢ — (oh,

der if she is as nice as she seementmuragement at all, she wouldats right...ve call themdood
be? tell me that h reading too sl cooks.”) Be knavs that it isety
This is the thing aboutaBla or clogging my eg with buckets funny to talk about oursel: to
Young Lee — | think she is as nia# textual tripe, and then shéook in the miror without pe-

as she seems to bke 1S ceain-  would teach me ko to cook or-post-conceed notions of

ly more pefectly frank then anytripe, in a way that | could reev beauty or having to wgrabout
writer Ive eer read. Bés kind get enough ofThen she would questionable hygiene practices or
of like a member obur extend find the ingedients and cook thewhat ve look like in this outfit.

ed family who insists cemealing tripe - pobably @er my house, And thas all vell and good,
truths yu dort necessarily wantin my kitchen, and pbably find right up until ve also talk about
to hear in those holiday letterBme to sharpen my kmas, while > t"" &7 -/&.l.»m:r RE 3

you dort really want toeceie — | sit dovn and drink a beer or- \me e b ;sxﬁ«M\ﬁf‘f‘Nm—q‘g
right up until yu do, and then maybe while | wr typing away (\ L pen, 1

you hae a million questions onat something she occasmnalw
the tip of yur tongue sooy call and politely asks me about. Lik;
them on the phone for armw. | said, family :

JorN HERRING

Full Service Copyediting / Proofreading
Developmental Editing .

e o

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.

w & ‘ I jhherring@yahoo.com
- = 954.971.5785
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heses Articles / Web
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her mothés passing dm an from the center arnot always and the occasionaltfailhere, |
arduous bout with cancefhen cognizant of theirven braery. cart beliee | said that.
we realie that Rula was helpingBrawe is hav we see others. IEd. Note: | dopped my copy of
teach us getver ourseks; dorit recall Bula egr using this Deer Hunting In Paris in the
reminding us that the world isvord, but you can hear it, feel itcommunity pool in uy, while
sometimes a dj stinking place in between the lines when shéhe girls wre playing Mrco
and if she hadnbroken the ice talks about her fathdrer moth Polo. | was madified and not
with talk of intestinal disgtss or er ewn her somehat block about to ask for another not-
hairy pits, ve would hae come headed,augh, gentle, good-marguite-so-adance copy It took
apat at the seams when she ldmbyfriend. three veeks of sitting in ailoc
us though her mora final And so her is what | can saybag of grits to grout enough
weeks. & should be aveathat about Rulgs memoir Against all that | could take a hairyghr to it
we came aplat the seams, anyodds et without bute foce, itis and elease each pagenirthe
way because thatwhat w do adamned good yarndwentue? one next to it and get back to
when a storis puely-told. We Oh, yes; up the mountain andeading the book.t Wwas wadh
suspect thata®la is bravto the back again. #mor? As ép that effot, and  moe.
point of being a Bney princess,would say shkea stitch. L@? Newrtheless, my copywdooks
which she may scratch her he&enty and some to spar like it went by steamer tor&nce,
about, becauseuly round pegs Philial, eotic, Agape (thatah- waded onto the beach at
who find a way to fit into thatgah-pay not a-gape, Y& and Normandy (uno or $ord, not
hole in which not ew pat of whateer you call that lee some Omaha - less violent, radfjust
the cicumfeence is equidistantwriters haw for wods ($orge — wet’), crawled aund the 7th
affection - doe#nquite cut it. arrondissement and stealthily
Paula lees language, vasrdoft  slipped itself into the by
roll off her tongue but ratherbackpack of a student coming
O 0 O 0 shoot fom her lips like aell- back to thet&tes. tihas place of
sighted rifle.) And theris pride on my bookshetbo

pathos, indeed, but not leaning
NIG :_II_IgIg:J ND to the pity side. nktead it con

tains the empathyenfeel when a

friend tells us a sad stpr
Best In Show by Phil Juliano

wrapped, perhaps, in a hapg K
STARDATE: 2014... TRYING TO CONVICE THEMSELVES

story full of food, familyfriends,

| WILL BE THE

THAT THEY WILL FOLLOW THROLGH ITS PURE
ALL AROLND ME, WITH THEIR HOLLOW PROMISE TO 6O FOLLY. NEXT CONTESTANT
HUMANS ARE ADRIET ON A TO THE BYM, CALL THEIR MOTHERS ON THE ER'CE 'i
WAVE OF DELUSION... OR MANAGE THEIR MONEY WISELY... RIGHT! JUST YO

WAIT AND SEE!

waww bestinghoweomic.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

| descended aveoed bridge that became a wooden walkway that led onto thelThegchfound people
milling about. M sister was theeas was her exyfreend David fom decades ago, the loge lof her life. &
said hello briefly and | kmene were all going on a trip togethelowe\er, the seaose like a wall beéome,
somehw elewated thity feet or so into the air and up on top of it sat a white sailzegbné was giparing
for the trip and @vid angrily told me that | needed to contribute, to do myHpahanded me a dead blgck
fish with a long thin fin on its back, like a slwbheld the disgusting thing gingerly as | walket doe
beach to make a sandwich out of the@s vere carying their fishes aglivas | noticed that aesim ran nex
to me, unning parallel to the ocean and then turnedutis the wall of watérhere, befog me, at the edde
of the steam stood a naked woman aNGttorian unddaker with a large brass be#.ddng the bell and the
woman fell into the water andesoned, causing myself arelyene else to fall onto the sand aragp dheir
fish.We all laughed at the shock, but my fish had fallen intoelam stthex it suddenly became alagain|
and it viciously jumped up and bit me on the leg and | awokéhie deam s@aming in pain.

Chris R. - AManta, GA

CONTRIBUTORS:

N. West Moss has been a fellow at MacDowell, VCCA and Cill Rialaig in Ireland. She has won the Diana Wood
Memorial Prize in Creative Non-Fiction out of Antioch in 2015. She was awarded two Faulkner-Wisdom medals for
both her fiction and non-fiction work, and her short story "Omeer's Mangoes" won the Saturday Evening Post's Great
American Fiction Contest for 2015, "Sky View Haven" is part of a short story collection set in, and around, Bryant Park
in New York City.

Mezzanine (once upon a time hereabouts, now in Santa Cruz, CA,) writes, “This is where | am: over my stove and
sink alternating between water and heat elements. My mind thinking about
what's next — a show about autonomy and about bodies intersecting; a show
about ecstasy. Maybe the exhibit will be called Ecstautonomy. I'm feeling my
way through title ideas. | am moving toward autonomy following a huge
move from North Carolina to California. However, the next evolution of my
work | really want to honor all of my circus-performer-friends. I'm blessed to
study your elbows, bends, rotations and flow art.

Dear circus-gypsy-music-flow-dancer-lover-traveler-friend,

Without you | would have had no journey, no plunges into the wilderness in
search of the wild inbetween places of my heart and mind. I've learned
through my circus friends how expansive the heart can be. Here's a love
poem, for V-Day. Happy day of eros, philia, and agape.

With deep gratitude,
Mezzanine”

Find her work on www.beecombfreedom.com and facebook.com/artofmezza9

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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