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“Winte r B lu es”

My daughter spends an mhoate (to me) amount of time thumbing her

smatphone. Wait, thats not completely fair - | Fawno eal way of measg
uring if the time she spends is dimaite. M stake in the gund, so to

Is she eatinggularlygetting esrcise? Allgs. es it bug me that sk
could be singing, painting, writing, doing something | consener
working the craft, getting the ten-thousand hours, but instead she |
the ephemera on the periphef the talent-unerse? dine.

Why does it bug me?e@use her cus is no longer my airs. 8e€s old
enough (and has enough information in her skull) to make/iére-
time decisions. | cahaunt her like a pwait of Leopold - silently scel
ing my pogeny-podigy | can only hope that the lessoestdradwired,
at least they aisoldexd in vell enough.

j -

What ae yu doing? | ask her Nothing. Why dort you do
something...wait for it...useful. (Andwa collecti® goan. | just steppe
init, | know. S$he gies me this one foe#.) m waiting for inspiration
she says. OK, | sayd back out of the @av

Downstairs | think. WNthing arries for fee, and ctinly not a job wfl

done. Br example, | feel bad for the feli@ho tried to captarsomething
profound with fie years of photographing himself once a &aye seat
each daysame position of his face to the camera. | can only surmi
he might has been thinking; that if a pictutells a thousand wisr then
sixteen huned or so pictes must be sogfound it will cause a wers
head to exploden the end, hae\er, after fie years ofdood wok,” there
iS no sucheasult. H took a crapshot with the snapshes,(@hn - ouch!)

and ended up with a stack of selfies, nothing.riibe strange thing is,
some good may come of itisiioject can be seey bis as an object-lgs
the

son egading our seah for instant gratification.
mundaean, ifgu will (double-ouch).

A paean to

speak. Des she get her homogk done? Des she hawound hygieng?

e

|®N

Doks

5e wh

Anyone eading this who doédihink that this lesson also applies to them

is mistaken, and theeis nothing | can say after this that will. nédp may
as vell go play the lottgrand good luck!

What is moe frightening to a writer than the thought of time missy
The trip davn the rabbit hole that do&gman out. Writers live in a con
stant no-holds-bad westling match with two inesable tuths: they
hawe a need to write and that need includesvenoig-feeling that ouy
writing isrt worth reading. Whoops! | called thenuths - those army

own wods - and still | can imagine someone looking at them saying,

wait a minute, that not quite sb

Really? d thee a writer out therliving ly the 80-20ule? e scribblel

www .blotterrag .com
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thinking, On, what the hell,J¥é done all | can do with this. ‘Eedling it up
in the air and see wha wan splash with it! r@o most of gu thrash
around in yur room, tiying to beak the codeWhat should happen ne
What is plausible? a# do | describe this®hat is that damned vt

Like a swaty gasping awakeningrir a lucid dgam, many is the plové’
scribbled dan that cannot unraVinto something wkable. Bt the char
acters ere so complex and rich, | tell mysk#fae pages and pages of n
ing moe than notes, with ygotic file names, in@nely labeled folders
revisit them, im time to time, hoping that inspiration wilt@mome exag
peration. Thats what the &d meant iy sound and fyr

Quch a stor - the clesr idea poorlyealizd, is little mar than a punchling
My inevitable conclusion is that thelgem is me.That a better write
could do something with it. A negpatient typist, em, could make sen
of the jumble | thow dovn. My stomach twists as | stat a blank sen.
Imagine what it does staring ateserafter seen filled with wais of mine

N

But, say gu, this is a pointless self-induced tailspive wll indulged in|.
The oh, woe is me moment in a writingjgct. Time to crack open a b
tle of cheap wine and wait for inspiratioret its ugly head (or viersa

—

again. Bt | dorit trust inspiration to foot the emibill. | make myself do
the wok. Write the waods devn. Look at the sentences, the paragraghg. R

=Y

[75)

write them. And again.

S when the muse sucketh windead. A lot. What ae other writer
doing? What can | learn dm them? d thee anything like this in the
woik? b thee anything n@? Anything old | missedhis is thoughtfu
action | tust.

UJ

I've told my daughter this sgorA man falls into a manhole and the gi
are slick and the hole is dedje cait get out. Hlp help! A cop walking
by hears the shouts and looks in the haotiece@I’'m stuck! OK, Il go get
help the cop sayd'he man is cold and afraid.elgrays. A priest walki
by hears the prags and looks in the holeatltey I'm stuck! OK, my sor
I'll go get help The man is desperate angsfrated, and begins cursi
pounding on the walls with his fists.is Hriend, de, hears his famili
grumpy wice, and looks in the holeeJim stuck! Andak jumps in the
hole. The man serams at his friend, what gou thinking, nav we're both
stuck davn hee. Yeah, de says, butv€ been herbefoe and | kna the
way out.

8

14

My thinking takes me leer had our photo-hetried to do something th
requied effor other than just sing up (something keprobably bee
told long ago was 90% of life) he mighersmething at least tyrof a
momens futher consideration. And tkeemay be something he can
do with his sixteen-hurett self-pdraits. | doit know what that is, but's
possible.

—
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Thr ee short-shor t stori es
by Wilia m C. B lome

UNDERWATER street clothes, and simply call it a
The Manchurian bugr safely day I've just come backofn
My Chinese by, a rich guy | arrived, and as | was about tdriving the Chink and his money
had located on the internetgliv descend into the deep end of oout to the airpdr and right na,
in far-off Manchuria. K¢ had swimming pool, hadby alleved | want nothing whatsoewto do
given me two options for wherme to lug my Kraut paintingwith your ass, eept to tell gu
we would meet and make thalong as | had always plannedagain and again that my Kline is
exchange of myr&nz Kline for could hae closed the deal rightny Kline; it is a lacqued oll
his bushel baskets full ofiee. He had come all the way tpainting; and both the Asian and
American cuency He said w California with his werflowing | knew the abstract exgssionist
could do it either in theaB baskets as@mnised, and he wasubject matter waisrabout to
Diego po “in front of mastwr already out ther in the water vanish, and that the wowould
bating golden monkeys,” or “invhen pu nixed our aggement, not hae sustained any damage to
your avn village, but undea when pu kept glling at me, speak of undesater in the deep
ter; like, sayn the deep end of a'D ont you see, the watgonna end—the negotiating end—of
swimming pool.” Afirst | liked wash away thetaork, and then our swimming pool.
the oo idea and the spermall youll hawe in yur hands to
spraying goldens, but oh nouy fork over to the dp will be a PERFORMANCE ATIRE
thought that was too public @lank canas.” And the nasty
venue for me to be cgimg my thing is, ypu physically muscled’ve come to learn that the pudgy
Kline into (or money out §f me aside and tossed my Klirmonductos name was
and so gu odeed me to turn way up on top of our kitchenSporingham. Hs band was siz
down option one, which | did. cabinets, whenou knev neither able ly 19908 standals, some

Therefore, | formally cabled| nor the bugr could easilgach 40-odd men and women
Shenyang that option numbemup or climb up to get it. bedecked onstage in bleeding
two was a go, and that the gentle madras suits that tanly looked

man could fly to California andSo sadly and patheticalye men as if they had all been cuinfr
consummate the deal rightéefinally had to slip out of ourthe same bolts of cloth.
at our home. swim tunks, get back into ourSpringham himself howe\er,

CLIFF’'S MEAT MARKET Christian Thompson
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always drssed enaly in white, his band wre hustling offstage. Icassetteecodings, and CI3.

and as he stood in f|gmance, think he actually died beéoany

his usual at#r included suit, one managed to stop my wifBUMB LANTERNS

shit, tie, belt, socks, and shoeBom emptying the magazine of

Or—just to be accurate berit her little automatic, or beéor What with Andew wounded
might once in a gat while slip competent help could get t@boe a knee, it aliously wasn
into jolting contrast and consis§rringham. | ecall he looked likegoing to be easy to escapenfr
of nothing other than a white te@ red and white beach ball thahe bastals with lanternsThey
shit and a butché& smock. wasit going to mee aound the had taken away the night, so to
To me, Pringhans largest call floor any mag, and my under speak, our usually inky and quiet
ing cad of popularity with an standing is that theale of his time of bonding, and the &wof
audience was his ability and woestate turned out to be almosts vere soon captad ly a like
to fashion jeelry from raw equally comprised otaoding number of the toughs after a
materials at one-and-the-sanwentract esiduals and an gwv chase that had lasted all ofyfor
time he was standing on theory of his rather originalyelry five to fifty minutes. Bixt the
podium leading his ohnestra creations. brutes kept pointing at Anglv's
through arious Latin jazz knee and cheering loudly in
fawrites. Long immwvisational Even today when | go to see mgrratic bursts of sound thatmev
riffs gae him the time to use awife on visitation days, she oftdike a stadium ond brought to
sketch pad, a stick of atwal, forgets she asked me manylife by intermittent scoring dm
lengths of foueen-carat wa; times befa if all the band mem the home team. Then, using
mucho mother-of-pearl, and &er$ madras suits exe ewer their lanterns snidy, they hud
pinpoint, glaving lapiday’s delineated anywher in dled us into a bunch and encir
torch to keep inelasing a stackSpringhans will. $ie doubts, in cled us tightly with a humongous
of self-crafted baubles at his sid#her wods, that the band mem length of ope. Their finishing
My wife hated @ingham for bers eer individually wned touch befae they ran off was to
what looked to me then likeheir peformance attg. | natu tie all their lanterns together with
fuzzy personaleasons, but to tellrally hae no idea whats@wout both diooping ends of thepe
the tuth, I've neer knavn for she beli@s all that matchingand to then set this package of
sue. e eentually ose fom her Indian fabric had a good, outsidanterns dan befoe us on the
box seat immediately after one chance of being vibrmore in vines that crisszssed the
hisValentiné Day peformances toto than ringhans avn white ground.

and used herefetta belly gun to clothing, or his jgelry produc

shoot him in the back as he antbns, or his still-in-print LB} So five men, each with hisvo
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lantern, had corralled us and leftatermelon-rind color dubbed them), pured that setting the

their lanterns giaing stongly in

it “Greeny’ | tried had to get escape plan in motion was her

front of us, though unexpectedhyAndrew and the others to join meole and that she wasn®the
the light sard to highlight the in tugging on the ape and case.” Mturally Andew imme

lanterns themse&ls moe than
reveal anything aund us. @e
lantern was a good gstick tall,
a wought-metal and naw
light with scoll wolkk encusted
on top | called the soll wok its
hat, and | kne if | could fee an

shouting out “@eny and tiy- diately folleved up with, “How
ing to open some kind of comlong will it be befarwe ae free?”
munication line other than lightand while udy and dke stasd
between us and the lanterns, budilent as usual befoAndew’s
no one wanted to ev consider entraties, | piped up that though
it, and they prceeded to belittlel had no idea, my eplica
me and curse my ass. Awgr Breitling was still wking fine,

arm to salute it, | could also-forperhaps because of hietelted and with its gla-in-the-dak

give this dumb Ilanteis not

pain, alleved this slander to hapdial and seeping second hand,

being able toeturn my salute. pen, and it was some time befoFd sue be able and willing to
Another lantern was an antiqubewas able teeply that they couldtime the escape etfoewen if
onion bottle with a thin, burning think whateer they wanted to ofeweryone had mocked and insult

taper held fast insidg Imelted
wax, and inegad to the bottlis

CREATIVE
METALSMITHS

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

www.creativemetalsmiths.com

Weekdays 11 - 6 = Saturdays 10 -5 = Sundays 12 - §

" NN

me, but what in the world wagd me earlierand een if the

there not to like and adneir swell lanterns in &ént of us

about some inanimate lanterns3eemed destined to lose their pur
pose—i.e., via extinguishment,

Eventually Andew decided to ther would be an elimination of

ask who among us was going iitumination—well befoe the

be esponsible for implementindpreak of day

an escape plan, andivia (god

bless her doubledand theape

that was chafing the hell out c

4
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“The Riches Manint he Desert”
by J ohn M. B rantingham

When the boraxuns out, until he steps out of the buildingseems to kmeo without looking
all the people leayvand dhnny heés been bunking in and into thevhee the edge of theaf is,
becomes the richest man in hisvel sand that once was thehee he turns, jumping off the
pat of the deseby default. H town's main oad to see the officeone stoy and olling when he
decides that as long as he stayslding at the end of the@ad hits the gound.
hewe, this enormous hole is higompletely engulfed in @aring “What ae yu doing?”
the gound, the oof, and the yellov flame. K stags at it until Johnny asks when Catlns up
empty space inside ithese he thinks he hearsphhny!” He to him.
twenty empty buildings arhis turns aound looking for the “I'm sory.” Carl is panti
too. place of the sound.ohhny!” ng hader than the shbrrun

He doesntalk to angne This time he definitely hears itwould hae demanded. “I didn
for the two days after themto and finds Carl standing a blocknow you were hee.”

empties itself just wanders away on the top of the once-sta “l dont understand.
aound in his warm jacket againdiles. Whats happening?”
the deserwinter and thinks “Carl' he ells as he Carl points at the office

about the life for him in& comes favad. Carls laughing burning devn. “Boss [Bagon is
Francisco, his wife, her motheand waving and building a littlen there.”

and her sistersThese women fire on the top of that building. “Boss DagonVhat ae
wait for him to walk into ten “No!” you talking about?”
with money falling out of his But Carls committed. “Boss Dagon set out

pocketsWhen they find out h® He's built a little pyramid of acioss the deddwo days agoyb
much hé& made her thelll boads on theaof He pours lig himself | followed him. | got a
book him on the next train out touid out of a bottle and dps a clean shot, and | took him out.”
some other job in some othamatch onto it, all in the time that “You took him out?ou
empty walley Right nay, hee is it takes dhnny to un dovn the killed him?”
good enough. once-sket to stop him. “Shot him in the back,
On that second dayhe Carl backs up sMy and he was siggling like he was
endless sound of wind wlog keeping his eg on the f& and drowning on land, so | shot him
sand aass sand is diken ly
something he cannot identig

NIGHTSOUND g i B .
STUDIOS - — & g i
II . . > Mon thru Sat 1lam-10pm - (losed Sl:nday - 933;8226

111 W Rosemary St. (arrboro  www.carrburritos.com
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three moe times. | wught him me think ot all those times guysaught him.

back hex, and | put him in the didnt get their full pgyand he Qure enough, inside his
office.” He puts a friendly handjust told them th& all the com coat, Carl hasver five thousand
on bhnnys shoulder“Theyre pany sent him, like it wéshis dollars. dhnny thinks about tak

neer going to find him ng not fault.” ing it and giving it to his women,

in that.” “l didn't do this, Carl.”  or taking it and going toaHs.
“Who?” “You didrit stop it. He wonders o long that kind
“Boss Dagon.” He looks Anywayyoull get yur split.” of money would last ird&nce.mh

expectantly atoBnny “James “Hold on a second,”the end though, he puts the

Reddington.” H& says this like itlohnny says. & walks into his money back into Cé&l jacket
should be obous, and maybe itlittle room and pulls his pistoland puts Cad body in the sta
should be, &ddington was aout from his bunk. t¢ loads it ble.
dirty kind of man. Always paidgoes back into theestt and fees This world doedn give
them at least aegk late. “Dnt six shots into Carl Riglwho is people likeahnny five thousand
worty. Theyll newver be on to us.” watching the fe, his back to dollars. H can see himself bring
“Us?” Johnny ing it home and in a month
“Us. You and meWe're When the only sound inbeing tracked dam by whoeer
newer going to be caught for thishe tovn is the fie once again.it is who would bring
and Boss Bagon, gu knav hov  Johnny sits don on the gsund Reddingtofs Killers to justice.eH
he was always complaining aboammd thinks about he Carl thinks about the trial and Wwde
how little money he had?” would hae told them that would beg. l¢ thinks about
“Yeah.” Johnny had been a paf it. He hanging.
“The man had wer fie might hae. He thinks about o So that day and night, he
thousand dollars on him.dles they would hav chased him andwatches the buildings burn and
QR then smoldeidn the morning, he
takes the money he earned and
SHQP NQURISH begins that sio trek tavad his
home. H will walk as quickly as
he can. I will eenter the world
of women.

3

20% off
Your first haircut
At the new sa3kan

b sk iod stk

>>> >>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>)

Shop Nourish is and online store featuring handicraft items hLTERE D

from grassroots nonprofits and artisans in developing countries imaage
in need. Run by Nourish International, purchases enable us to Hair Designers
impact poverty through sustainable development projects. Apouitineris: 10063752

ILF T

WWW.S h 0] p Nou I’I S h .0 rg e :-.':-:--'::::.'-..":'::: m |-:||=_'1| LOCATIDN

www .blotterrag .com




Marc h 20 15

“M an”
by Sonny Ra g

All ewening and into the After a while the hkdr work without sleeping, so he
night Robet Patterson consid clucked once, pviding no stood, made his way to bed, stop
ered himself What sor of man insight. ®meavhee within the ping in the batlwom to pee. H
am 1? What ae my good points bowels of the house his wife sleghuddezd then sighed, a dribbly
and weaknessesWho plots She would be gently snoring, theteam, the leaky drip finishing
against me and whicleany tue purr of an old tomcat, obliviousts course tlmugh the
friends? @ nearly fell asleepto his pain, or ratherto his labyrinthine stones of his make
propped l pillows in the deep inability to poduce esn pain. up. His life foce was draining
green chaijrthinking heavily on His achiesment of utter bland from him, as he stood tedrold
what made up the things thapefection.Worse gt, the imper ing his unfotunate pecker
were uniquely him. &l, he had fection that blandness implie®aste, he thought.f piss is life
to admit, that | bax een myself and deliers. H furowed his force, my existence was at a
to exhaustion. @ he could brow, a single line axss his zenith and no wanes.

exorcise no demons, could notindermuscled fehead. ld held “Enough,” he said out
bring himself to tears. | am nohis face therfor as long as he wdesud to no one. H padded to
ewen wothy of a sniffle. able, a handful of pendulous tickhe bedoom without flushing,

The mom was shady tocks, then aeleased. rgs of the tat redolence of effluentin
and night displad in each win woik with no measurablesult. gering in his nostrils.
dow. His egs olled to the black His left hand was tingling. His wife had left the tele
forest cuckoo clock naéwing in Perhaps it was going to sleepsion on, flickering,olume lov.
step on the wall a» the gray from lack of blood flg or the Her deams, occasionally
television seen. The hands pinching of a nee in his elb@ recounted, the quiet, panicky
wetre invisible. léw long hag | or wrist. Hs hedr was failing, variety of close-to-death situation
been sitting hef  Brewer? ineffably inexorably His hair tragedy that the nearly-elderly
Whateer was | watching di/? ached. ik ews itched. commonly suffed, must
He couldit recall. H reached Damnable. Time shrank with include violent electric storms in
down and took a sip of his coffeeach bim-bam of his heaHow some silent acuum of space.
It was clgingly swet and long did he ha? Hw long? Robet Patterson scratched his
northerly-cold. Hed experienced going tdelly pushed his haiclicked his

\ teeth, noted the shioess of each
D RATL

inhale, the staleness of each
exhale. Life was cliché. e H

T : o v found the clicker and snuffed the
oo e N G TV. Rolled up next to her At
E Someni N that, she hmia softly and wig

S . ' : gled her warm backside against
¥ ' ' him. He patted her they closed
- ; his egs, and let his disappeint
ment spin &guely out into the
universe.

T i s
d
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“Late-Nigh t P ickU p”
by K ate Wisd

1.

Mom wakes us up in the middle

of the night, saysello

my slegpheadand| know

when ve tell her & ae so sleep$he tugs
coats oner our P3, then buckles us
into the \an.We wait chattering

our teeth, till the ice melts

on the windshieldathes and |

stay awake, with Connor slumped
asleep in his car-seat. | poke

at his eined eglids, watch them flutter
up. | imagine he is daming

about bottles, coffee tables, all the things
you get to see, crawling

aound on the carpélvhen he stis

to fuss Mm catches

eyes in theeawview.

| put my hands in my lap

2.

It's so boring, to devand

drive in the dds past

the CITGO sign. dmes and |
saytell us a stpr

tell us a stgrand Mom asks

to bespecifiand | sayove

stoy and dmes saymiter

spacat the same time. dvh tells

us the stgrabout har she met
Dad when he cooked

at Roccds but ve aleady knay

how it goes because ask her

to tell it to us wver

and aer. The pats | emember
most a¢ hav Dad woe suspenders
when nobody else digzy
guyMom says andeaaskon cazy?
and Mom saysnessy-hair

crazy It was Nw Yeals

Ewe and d walked straight

up to her table, then took her
walking, late at night and sveal her
Sam Adans statues

in the cityThere ae only

a fev cars on theoad.

Mom turns up the heat.

452 1/2 WEST FRANKLIN
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3.

We wait for [d in the back

paking lot. I takes farer,

ewven when & can hear

his \oice, like W're in a muie
theaterfrom inside the carhe guys
standing ¥ the back door @smoking
cigaettes. k¢ says things likdéta
bosandSe gu Mke-aythen pats them
real haal on the back, like sesaving them
from a chokéWhen he headswads us
he floats, into the smoke

from the exhaust. | watch him

climb into the font

seat. ik shit is always stained

with red splotche$he door to thean
slams. t¢ leans back

on the headst. H lets out a shior
argh Mom turns to look

at him as shsepulling

out. The car fills

with his scent: gsauce, onion,
sweat. Now | pretend to sleepvith hair
in my face like Cousin-IThis way

| can listen. And when they get quiet
| still smell him. A sizzle

of steak in the close

of his fists, or a giant

pot opening in the mess

of his hairhow the heat

sticks up after he

grips it back.
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Smoke ‘em if you've got ‘eml
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Twomore by K ate Wisd

“Swi ngin g”

Halfway up to the swings

for our nightly ride & see

a baly bird on the conete, its wing
clipped off spinning

aound like a lwken beak
dancerYoure so concerned

about the b, you een call the Animal
Rescue League and lsalyits
dying An hour later gu rest

the bid on the grass and lepend
to cross myselWhen ve get

to the top of the hill a police

car poms past anty seig

my arm.We chase

after it,Sr! Sory

sir, thees just a bk you star

as healls davn

the windaev to reweal

the face of agwn

man. Later on the swings, &sgain
speedqu turn to me, gur face
shocked against the wind

and mouth’'m

the bid. We foce

our feet into the sky
sceamingi’'m the bid!We're

the bids!

Z44 Patterson Avenve (behind Krankies)
Winsten-Salem, NC

336 / 794636
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“‘Gym P eopl e”

Headphones or magazines, heavy-
metal veights or easy

ellipticals, angr

determined people, or

lonely lost peoplepy

or me. h my sweatpants

| dont dae sveat. Less

is less and m®ito keep

inside. | watchou

sprint in place, likeoy ae shaking
your feet fee fom an invisible
nooseYou slide under the bench
as | flip a thin page with my licked
finger This elliptical has the byancy
of an old fathés knee. Bxt

you ae doing stomach curls

on a barwhen yu dip davn,

your head, just grazing the floor
is a tattoo of an upsidevao

fire. | take in

the die things that arhappening
on the navs as | mtend

to stetch, checking out

hips asqu check out

shoulders, biceps. the gym

it's not us &'re after

JouN HErRRING

Full Service Copyediting / Proofreodlng
Developmenh:ll Editing

johnherring.net/editorial
jhherring@yahoo.com

954.971.5785
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Twoby Ky e Hemm ings
“Emm als Never Fruga | wi th W ish es”

It feels like a wdrcould be the tail of a skaHer wok days & full of missing teeth, awlo
parade of mute closings.she moonlights to see betalling up ghostsdm old cav tun-
nels under the citipetends sfea distssed wherin the meatpacking distrithe smell of
animal blood mied with a grasy rain. Oshés in the pd(, stealing a homeless imatastic
dolls, which she suspectssalaged om dumpsterdVhen hé not looking, she alps a
twenty into his cupA gratuity for his forgetfulnessbled, she nurses the dolls, listens to What
they cannot sain the dak, they could be blinking, toodi to pee. kder her bed, she heals
voicesTempted to fetch a flashlight, to hold herself tightly as she descentisostaasy
stairs. Be doesnha\e to go anywherThe \oices & rising to meet hatying once again to
be sasd.

“WhenaH ousels NotaH ome”

Bad neighbors keep popping up like flies on myskyagket mushoom. Im infested with
their soap operasotNeven a minor character in their teleplayswifle wishes to turn to soup
Small tuttles stdrdisappearing in the housbe neighbors blame the accidents on c®ncay
streets and tunnels.yMvife theatens to havaffairs with men who sound like elliptical fishy. |
joke that | should buy a gun thaesifampoon3he neighborsefuse to leav No solace until
unday My wife blanches hermeneutagftegs.

Best In Show by Phil Juliano

WELL, 1 FINISHED
MY CIRCLE...| DIDPN'T PICK
UP ANY LIFE READINGS.

ONLY THING
LEFT TO PO 1S 60 GET
THE MAILL...

WOW...IT
CAN'T BE THAT BAD
OUTSIDE...

copyright Juliano 2014

wiany. bestinshowecomic.com

A
7 TELL THAT

TO MY FROZEN
TAUN-TAUN
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The Dream Journal

real dreams, real weird

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

mermaid@blotterrag.com

She was holding a puppy in her arms - the little thing essedrin a sateras tg or teacup leeds someg
times a@. You could see theyjon her egs - she wanted a puppy for so longeass actually - that it malie
you want to smile; hell, it would leawvaused en the least empathetic anti-social typedizistihe rictus o
their pursed lips into somethimgembling pleasetihen, suddenly\she was distractelddorit know what it
was, a bit in a tee, a bit of cold air on her un-sedrneck, but she raised an arm and wheetsheed it
to her lapwhee the pup had been less than a momentebéfaas no longer tieerThe sveatergarish ang
silly was thex, empty The puppy was not just gone - it iiasivasrt there. Had neer been. r despai
collapsedwer her like sunset.

J - cyberspace

CONTRIBUTORS:

William C. Blome is a writer of short fiction and poetry. He lives in-between Baltimore and Washington,
DC, and he is a master’s degree graduate of the Johns Hopkins University Writing Seminars. His work has
previously seen the light of day in such fine little mags as Amarillo Bay, Prism International, Laurel Review,
The Oyez Review, Salted Feathers and The California Quarterly.

John M. Brantingham is a familiar voice in The Blotter. His work has been featured on Garrison Keillor’s
Writer’'s Almanac, and | have had hundreds of poems and stories published in magazines in the United
States and the United Kingdom. My newest poetry collection, The Green of Sunset, is from Moon Tide
Press. | am the writer-in-residence at the dA Center for the Arts.

Sonny Rag is occasionally enigmatic and frequently phlegmatic.

Kate Wisel of Brookline, MA sent us some poems, then sent us some more, because we were too slow to
capture the first ones. The second batch was as fine as the first. We'll tell you what we told her - some-
times we don’t know how such fine writers find our little experiment in free printed literature but we're secret-
ly glad.

Kyle Hemmings lives and works in New Jersey. He has been published in Your Impossible Voice, Night
Train, Toad, Matchbox and elsewhere. His latest chapbooks are Underground Chrysanthemums from
Red Bird Press and Terminal from White Knuckle Press. He blogs at
http://upatberggasse19.blogspot.com/

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 dis-
tributed to college and university newspapers across the country. To see more of Phil's work go to
www.bestinshowcomic.com
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look whal we found: a way lo he]p The Bloller, nol spend
any money, and surf the Nel all day. check this oul.

@ GoodSearch q;\::-l_;

iy &

1y (hoose Y ‘ ek <

Enter your charity or school Search the web just as you We'll donate to your cause for
below and click verify. normally would, every searcl
| SEARCH ’
Web Images Videao rellow Pages hopping -YAHOO SEARC) : ‘
who pul the bomp in the hamp sh bomp sh bomp Search m
§

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

enter your charity here ... The Blotter Magazine
= o s
PN———

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

&‘ Mext, search from sbowve and earn money for your cause!
whenever you wanl lo search the Web for somelhing, go lo "www.goodsearch.com"”, and lype
in "The Bloller Magazine" under "who do you Goodsearch for?" for every search, they'll donale

a penny lo us. and pennies do add up, evenlually. give il a Iry.
xxooxoxxox - The Bloller Gang




