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“L ogorthe a”

You dort hawe to tell me, | adlady knw: | talk too much. ©rather
when | talk | say too much, and often with thengrwods. Not
intentionally of course, but in the course of speaking: | self-e
the fly make leaps in logic, igagretinent details, and jump ahe
in the conersation - any coassation - in the hopes.afhat? | cén
say Getting to the end expediently&irt§) both pdicipants of a dia

logue? Eaking the code in theof@ian knot of human communj

cation? | donhknow. Fankly I'm asking questions that doret
belong in the essay bu¢ anoe appopriate futher davn, perhaps
paragraph four or soAnd this is what | do when | talk to ot}
adults. | make them cringe, or chuckle, in equal regashen |
open my mouthThats a nice way of saying - antl lkat geneyus
of me - that th not paticularly fun to talk with. | danknow how
| got like this - with a little bit of time and effbicould pobably
Venn diagram my theories on this, but I'tvoand ecently Ve

dit or
ad

\er

noticed that is doing me no good to talk with other people. Angd it

doing them not much good, either

Oh come nw, you might say -ou might just asell not - it caih be
all that bad, can it?u®ly In my defense, it is not quite the sé
problem as someone who always saysahg thing in any aum
stance - the stumblero their tongue, the foot-in-mouth dkeed.
And it is not quite the same thing as the always popular in palit
ety “knaw-it-all,” although I think, onically that they a genetical
ly in the same speciedle all knav one or two of those types,
they come in two flavs: the person who amesss all question
whether or not they erasked of them, and the person who
thoughtful questions whether or not they m@cessain oder to
lead to anseving said question themsslv Lgely folks, those, b
not quite the same thing, although saying sutintgimplies that
I’m just a bubble off plumb having such personalitysquir

Mine is moe of a compulsion to clayin urgency to be cect, a
need to énder my thoughts into tightly parsed components, 8
while aleady speaking - phrases fallmg fmy lips and beingcw-
ered to bee-spilled. | must admit that | feel rather like an elite 1
ber of a political par- I'm not - who does themsedvand the pigr
harm whenear a miaophone is leaned their waysimultaneousl

\me

€ SOo(

and

S
asks

Il the

nem

/

envy and sympatkeizvith the dunks and clueless who jabber inces

santly and confusedly to the discotrdad/or amusement of the
listeners accidental and captido moe annging, no moe tou

bling, to the listener or myseélWhat they seem to lack that | éa,
an internal alarm that chimes a warning that | am - not just-b
ing - a curmudgeon, augnpy old man, a ber O maybe they ddén
Perhaps this is why they drink. | t&now.

Back to my issue: being in a near-constant state of self-consg
does no one any good. Like the man concentratingyingartoo-

ir
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full cup of soup &m the urn to the table, | cannot help but spaiiygy
trip. The simplest sentence neediuation; the most banal of co
ments, eviev. Rather than make mistakes, | want to understang
ask. What did ypu mean ¥ that question®hat is the @sponseoy
actually seek, if not the @mt anser? | knw that things & not
what they seem, because discussions derail and argumentsog
| try to read the pursed Jithe raised epiow.
Recently listening to the radio, avgladout mental iliness, | hear|
exper lamenting the stigma attached to any kind ebrcardisater
if you will. That we need to better understand the ailments is th
eral messageroBlems exist, and thugh no fault of theirven, pee
ple suffer| get this, but | ddihcompletely age. | dothwant to jump
head-and-shoulders into a long-standing catfight, but I think thd
ety is parof the poblem. 1 bathes us in an ocean of informat
about other poor slobs, about ouesglabout celebrities who sU
the same symptoms tha do Oh Kanye! Ch, Taylor! el back th
layers of humanity anawy find doctors tiing to clarify and quanti
ewely little nuance and guiof being human.nternal alarmWe ae
each victims of somethinguhe uneahed, nevly parsed.The stig
ma we heft hither and thither has a nafileank goodness, wdets
get on with fixing it. And that means gettingnewne else t
acknavledge our @blems, and to makeam for us in the o self
esteem slash high occupasetycle lane of whatrvwpath w're on as
we drive tavads the oblivion e all sha.

We needhbe in a constant selarfor a @ason to explain our unhz:
piness. Clanic Fatigue? | wdrdismiss that therae neuological of
biological explanations foreaviness, but Igtbegin with ba

197

1

e U

sleep/wdd/eating/egicise habits and voour way out of those firsy.

Gluten intolerance. B{be all of us havhis - pasty carbalmates &
a featue of the last 100 or seays - but perhaps not eating ouss
into a coma at ey meal is mer than a e@asonable suggesti
Attention deficit? tb comes with the terrifoof two hunded telewi
sion channels, a thousand-thousand video games.

None of this is nes, none of this is paularly funny And lest w
subsume into an NPR essdth pithy examples and a solution, |
not digess...frankly | hatoo much to say to listen tuy pioblems
If social media teaches us nothing else it is ¢hlet what othel
think about us get under their skiWwhether v@ must or mustnis
moot. | say togu, why bothemwhen esrything and anything can

tweaked with the ball-peen hammer oketarg? n point of fact,

dorit hawe a disater | hae a ne/ brand. Logornea.comS what if
| talk too much, | wowr you to death (apologies tedRHall, bio-in-
law of Fats Domino). And in the end, it we just glad i not talk

ing to myself?
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um for a donation of $25 or neor
Send check or moneydaer name

and addess tdhe Botter

_ Subscriptions, 1010 &le $eet,

/ilburham, NC 27705. &ck issuesear
also aailable, 5 for $5npuire .

same Y e-mail:
chief@blotterrag.com

S

CAUTION

What's the matter with Flintstone?
alright.

He's
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“Camp Coyot e”
by Corinn a Gilley

Hunting packs ofCanis the rhythm of Lillis wails. | think whispers,Are those bgs staring at
latrans communicate with yips,right after she was born she openkitly?” and disappears into the tent
howls, baks, and gwls to coati- her little pucker of a mouth and iwith her I turn and almost jump:
nate the hunt of largegyrand call mostly has stagt open sincevén the two unblinking kids arstill
to their cubs. when she asleep she makes thebere, watching &m the trail nov.

From D.C. @dors Guide little whiney sounds. The little by is maybe six, but the
to mimal Bzhavior “See the bgs aver thee?” big kid looks about ®ie, like me.

Frkkk Dad asks as he stomps into canWhen he catches myeeye arss

Our place is on the far endalancing a large duffel bag on hes his arms so that his hands push
of the campgund, the tip of a tri back. up his biceps and cocks his head.
angle of sites engulfed $potted “No?” | sayand glancever I'm not impessed because | kno
birches and flaking pineeés. th  my shoulder and raise mye-eythat trick.
about to dig into my backpack fobrows. Bur unblinking egs star “Hi,” Dad says.
my Fower Rangers binoculars andt me fom the campsite ass the “Hi. Thats our tent,” the
the brand-ne copy of D.C. trail. Dad dumps the bag on theolder bg says to me, yanking his
Gordors Guide to Aimal Behavior ground and picks up Lilly chin over his shoulder
(which lists wild animals indhe “Go say Hi he says and In the campsite ags the
and was a bribeomn my Dad, then, “Damn it. Look at gur sis trail stands a small woman with
D.C. Gordon but | hae forgotten ter” He stais to pick pine needlesvery shot hair She nods ctly
what for), when Mm hands me off Lilly's belly ust then Mm when my [@&d waes, then sits
my baly sister Lilly and leas to arrives with a wheel bew loaded down in a camp chair with her
help Dad get the tentsoim the car with our tents. &t the first time, | back to us.
in the paking lot. get a tent all to mysel#t night, “Yeah,” | say

| dornit like Lillys hot and the food has to go in with me, too, Mom returns with the dia
sticky olls of fat so | put her on theso the animals carget at it. per bag, and she anéddleas to
ground. ®e cait sit up ly herself Potentially sleeping next to the iceehange Lilly in the washhouse. |
yet, and esin and pine needleghest in@ases the likelihood that awat at a mosquito on my neck.
stick to her skin whethe shirhas bear or rabid raccoon will attacKhey ae all @er me, smelling our
ridden up | sit on the picnic table,me, but [Cad said that therae cheesy wat.
squinting at the ¢&es and draggingvety fev bears left in kine. The bgs mach into my
my feet ver the splintgrbench to When ve hae put all our camp and firmly plant themsssv

stuff into the tents, Bm on wide legs indnt of me.
CLIFF’'S MEAT MARKET
Christian Thompson

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

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

: | “'Ecan}-b“‘_&

&‘* Full Service Catering
N et '{.

LA W

Mon-Sat 9 am—6 pm Outstanding service and cuisine

919942 2196 919-593-4567

100 W. Main Street, Carrboro porkintheroad@gmail.com

Serving Cambore and surounding communiies for over 35 vears Durham, NC, 27701
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“So you ae the baysitter?” “Lets go then,” | sayand into a sog thioat.
the older one says. we hop off the bench and rmiar “You want to hang with
“Nope.” My glasses sliddowad the campsites near thes?”dbediah laaks in extedly
down my nose, and | push thenpaking lot. “Sure.” Renny ches her
back up with a flick of my finger It doesit take us long to gum to think. YWhat ae yu
“I'm Ebediah,” thegunger find the girl. e is curled into a doing?”
boy offers in a highoice, and then sagging camp chairflipping Wyatt shugs and pushes
nods at his lother “ThatsWyatt. through a magazine and twistingis muscles again.
We were named after @dboys.” honey-colard curls aund her “We can go to the seawall
They beak into a sudden grin, as fingers. Kr mom snas into a and figue something out,” | say
this information bonded us semegrimy air matessThey haerit set quickly

how. up their tent gt, and thex ae bags “Okay” Penny jumps up
“I'm Lys.” all over the site. “Lets g0’
“Like a girl?"ebediah asks, “Go talk to hef Wyatt Wyatt holds out his hand,
genuine inteyst in his @ice. orders me. | squint at the girland Rnny takes itebediah grins.
“Like Lysandet | reply through the branches of the pinewish I had held out my hand, but
“He was a general.” tree that hides us. now it's too late and evstatr run-
We sit davn at the picnic “What, you afraid?Wyatt ning tovad the seawall.
table. asks and pushes me a bit with his The seawall rises behind a

“So what do w do?” &b shoulderXkbediah giggles, smllr belt of pine t&es on the other side
wants to kna, speading his handsmy es and step oubn behind of the pad that leads into the

expectantly on the table. | @hr the tees. campgound. Wide, flat ocks un
my shoulders, thinking of the “Hi,” | say firmly and flick into the sea, wered with flaccid
Power Rangers binoculars in myny glasses ufiNice to meetqu.” algae wherthe waterelaches dur
tent. The girl uncurls to look ating high tide, and bleached to a
“We need some girls,"me. shell-speckled white whet does
Wyatt decides. “Hi,” she says and soundst. Shallov pools house mollusks

“Are thee girls he?” | ask. surprised, but then she smiles sad juenile shrimpWe sit davn,
“Theres one that me&d in  wide that | can see heegn gum. and because thecks a uneen,

near the p&ng lot this morning,” Befoe | can think of any Wyatt has to let go oéRny

Jebediah chirps upWyatt went to thing else to sayWyatt and “Lys has a bgbsistel

look and he says sheute.” Jbediah sidle up nextto me.  Wyatt announces where\ae set
Wyatt nods earnestlycan “'m Wyatt,” saysWyatt. tled. “Hes the baysitter’

hear my pants eturning fom the He points at us.Theyre &bediah | crack the brittle shell of a

washhouse, because of.lils/her and lys.” mussel beten my fingers.

time to nurse and | want to be off “I'm Renny” the girl “I'm not.”

because bn might not go inside replies. lér wice sounds nice and a ‘I wished | had a sisfer

the tent for that. bit raspy as if shg just heading Penny says. “I like bgditting.”

Federal Prison Sentence Reduction Spe

Marilyn Fontenot

Lead Investigator

marilyngfontenot@gmail.com

Fax: 216-502-2242

Ph: 919-904-7442

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

Support the cause!
or our services are FREE! www.losercomix.com/#!comix/c22j5
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“But his sister is loud,” It's a dumb idea, buefny “Okay” | say and sit on the
Jbediah cuts her oft.ike, all the claps her hands. table.
time.” “Like what?” | ask loudly My dad ladles pasta into

“Yeah,” Wyatt agees and “I dont know. Suff. Reople plastic bwls and puts them on the
laughs a little bit. hawe all their stuff in their tents.” table.

“Just because the driwas “l dont want stuff’ “Damned mosquitoes,” he
too long,” | lie. Wee come all “Well then,” Wyatt says says and swats at his armorfD
way fom New ErseyTook foev lazily “well just hae to find stuff know why anybody would wor
er” we want.” with them. Gess he Marilyn

“We're fom New York,” “Okay then. Lét figue out feeds her mosquitoes?” he asks my
Jkb says. “Mimom used to levin  something & want, and thenelt mom.
the City My dads a dentistMe've steal it.” | jump up andeach for “Cow blood?”
got lots of mone&y Penny but Wyatt is quicker and “Nope. Eery two weeks

“I'm from Maine,” Bnny grabs her hand out of mid-airshe sticks her arm into the cage and
says. “fom Kowhegan.tls bor They walk in font of us, their lets them sting her
ing.” $e olls her egs up and locked hands swinging beam Twohundedsomething stings, one
sticks her tongue out.i$ pink and them. B the time w get back to arm. All in the name oksearh.
leaes a moist trace on her lips. the campgrund, it is getting diar Hope she gets something published

“If you want, w' can hit Penny gies us a quick wanand soon.” He grins, and then it is
cars with sticks,”eBediah offersruns to her site, whether mom quiet because Lilly gums a noodle.
hopefully and Bnny giggleseld sits smoking in the twilight, tap A bird sings abe us, and | think it
looks poud. “I'm almost sen,” he ping the gound with a tent pole. sounds like a s#vflute.
adds, anddhny says, We wae back and jog to ouwn “Whats that, dad?”

“I'm nine,” and flashes hesites. “A hermit thush. Nce,
gum. “We were just about to go hu?”

“Hitting cars with sticks islook for yu,” my mom says, wig Lilly gums and w listen.
for babies."Wyatt yawns. “L&t gling Lilly on her lag'How about But then she has had enough and
steal something.” some Baghetti?” Mom has to go nurse her to sleep
* N W in the car while Bd catches the
What are you w aiin g for? || preak to wdt on his manuscript.

Tu esday s at 10:00PM Despite having mywn

Th e\/%\'/‘\?t,tve rvlv?(?orc::fomzt;r:g tent | cannot fall asleep for a long
; : ' time. | pess my ear against the ice
o Chapel Hill & C arboro , NCR} - oot and quit a little shee, lis
tening to the melted water sloshing
inside.

Quddenly a dog stés to
bak. It's a mean, fighting lkeand
| dont like it. | prop myself up on
my elbavs, waiting for thevaer
to calm the dog.nktead, another
dog joins in viciousland another
one stas to saam like it has been
hurt. | stae into the d&: The
entie campgiund seems to
vibrate.

Something taps the floppy
nylon of my tent and | catch my
breath.

Al 3 ‘.'. ]
www .blotterrag .com
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“You awake, \ys?” my [@d

blank expgssionThen he turns to like it when he talks about Lilly

“The woles?” éb nods

whispers. me. “Coming?”
“Yeah,” | saymy \oice | look at mom slumped atearnestly
hoarse. the table and she sbs and push

“Those & hunting cg- es a bagel witheam cheesenad
otes.Theyre not that close, it justme.
sounds a bit sgarTheyll quiet
down soon.”

“I know. I'm okay’

“I know, big guySee pu in  seawall. fay foam crawls/er the
the morning.”

Wyatt and dbediah join us it smells like &t tang.
befoe the coffee is done.

“We should do something

“They aert wolwes,” |
explain. They ae cqotes.”
“Says gu and what army?”

“Back for lunch,” she says.Wyatt wants to kna | roll my
Pennys tent is still zippedeyes.
shut, so & go wer to sit on the

“Wolves a& almost extinct
hee and cgotes a all @er the

rocks whex the waterecedes, andplace, and also, my dad is a wildlife

biologist and he can tell.”
“There ae a lot of them,”

“Oh,” my dad murmurs, about the bafy’ Wyatt says after aleb says and cracks his knuckles.

not taking his es off the peola while.
tor. “Good morning, bygs.” “Theres nothing w can

He is the designated grair do. My dad told gu.”
in the morning, because mom has “Mom and [ad fight when
to nurse at night and is tocetirto they ae tired,” &b says and sérs
deal. ad sometimes jokes that his his $iderman T-shit. “I'm
years of obsé@ng hyenas in the cold.”
wee hours of the African morning “Maybe w hae to scar
was his best training for raisinger like with the hiccups¥Wyatt
kids. says thoughtfully

Wyatt and dbediah starat
Lilly, who is wailing on a blankewvhenWyatt scas me.” elis face
next to Cad. lights up | snot.

“We couldit sleep “You think my paents
Ebediah says and yawndhesS hawerit tried eerything? Think
really loud.” again.”

“Sorry.” Dad sounds sin “Parents doh scae their
cee. ‘When ve made theeseva- kids on purposeYVyatt says. “bit
tion it looked like the other sitedike that She has to besallyscaed
were father awagybut they muste or it doeshwork.”
not drawn the map to scale.” “Did you hear the gotes

“Why is she so loud all thdast night?” | say because |'tdon

time?"Wyatt asks. ; T — ™
“Shes got colic,” Rd ' )
explains. ‘s uncomfaable.”
“Carit you gie her medi
cine or something?”
“Nobody knavs what caus
es bay colic, so thes no medi |~
cine. &e will outgow it sometime =
but until then, ve just hae to do [E=F
our best to help her feel a bit-b/
ter” He picks up Lilly and kiss
her puffy face. @or little thing.”

tt watches th ith
Wyatt watches them wi 111 W Rosemary St. Carrboro

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

“'ve heat them befa you got
hee, too”

“Are they like, hunting in
packs or something@lyatt asks,
poking a twig of dried se=ad into
a snail house.

“Sometimes,” | sayThey
can hunt den deer and things like
that.”

“Are they dangeus?” &b

“Yeah. M/ hiccups go awayasks.

“Not for humans,” | say
Penny skipswer the fadedocks to
meet us.

“Hi,” she says and sits
down, her knees stching the
holes in her torn jeandieSsmiles
at us and bites into the slice of
bread she bught.

“Is that good?’eb asks.
“Theres nothing on it.”

Penny shugs and clhves.

93,8226
www.carrburritos.com
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“There were cgotes in the his fist. “Lets go and hava look.”
forest last nightWyatt brings her “Lilly is a petty name, Wyatt leaps up and jumps a3
up to speed. though,” Rnny says and yawnthe ocks, and & follow.

“The havling?” Bnny asks widely By naw the sun has cracked
and shakes her honey cufl$at “So what do w do today?” the clouds and at the cangqgrd
was eally scgr” | demand and flick up my glassegpeople a& up; zipping shut tents

“They doft do anything to “Why dort you tell us?” and gathering sunseen and craek

people,”"Wyatt reass@s her and Wyatt pulls Bnny closer to him ers to spend the day at the beach or
puts his arm aund her shoulders.and | stupidly blurout the first the Ccenarium, or hike the trails.
“Oh, okay' Penny takes thing that pops into in my head. We sneak aund, seizing up their

another bite and | fidget, unable to “We can obseg animals.” tents, but w dort see anything

trump my stolen line.That baly They laugh. promising.

was loud, too,”éhny says after she “What, like stdish in a Pennys mom pokes at her

has swallged. “I didrt sleep so tide pool? &nds good. bt.” camp stee as w pass and asks us if

well.” Wyatt laughs again. we knav how to wok this, but ve
“Thats his sistgr Wyatt “Better than stealing somedorit. Wyatts and dbs paents, the

says and jes his thumb at me.  thing we dort even want, just so dentist and his wife, meet us on
“Her name is Lilly | say we can be bad-ass,” |.s&hats their way to the sterto buy tokens

angrily and th not sue who dumh” for a shaer They takeeb to clean
anngs me mag, Lilly orWyatt. “We could maybe think ofhim up
“Shés got colic,” ebediah something & want,” Bnny says Penny Wyatt, and | go to
explains. We'e got to scarher quietly the dentiss site and sit in the feld
like with the hiccups.” “I want pop tats,” &b says, ing chairs. &ross the trail, my par
“Coyotes a scar” Wyatt rubbing his goose-pimply armsnts do the dishes.
says, cnching up the seaed in but we ignoe him. “Your dad is a teacher?”
Wyatt wants to kng watching my
K paents.

_ “Hes a wildlife biologist,” |
SHQP NQURISH say annyed. Angne can be a
teacher

“What about it?Wyat asks
and olls his egs.

“He was in Africa and
worked with hgnas.”That gets
Wyatt and he has to think a bit. |
decided to go full bhty.

“Hes got a gun and all.

Q00®

Shop Nourish is and online store featuring handicraft items NIGHTSOUND
from grassroots nonprofits and artisans in developing countries STUDIOS

in need. Run by Nourish International, purchases enable us to I I

impact poverty through sustainable development projects.

www.shopnourish.org
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One time, a lgna poked her head We wn to the cafTher is “Just hanging out with the other
into his tent and just sttt at him. nobody in the lot andevall cram kids. Fin, fun.”

He's had a gun ew since. Alwaysinto the carme in the drigrs seat. Mom clears her that and
brings it.” | open the ghe compament. nudges my dad.

“Wow,” Penny says, andBefoe | can do anything/Vyatt, “You want to take a trip
ewven Wyatt looks at me. WMpar who sits right in ént of it, grabs it. into the woods this afternoon?” he
ents a& done with the dishes and “Are yu crazy? W it asks. ‘listthe two of ud¥e can go
Dad pulls a backpack out of thback!” I hiss. see if w find any animals.”
tent. “Forget it.” Wyatt hastily “Suuuuee....” | saynot at

“You want to come to thetucks the bag into the waistband @il sue that | can leawWyatt. My
beach?” he calls out to me andhis shais and grabs the smalkbopaents eghange a look.

shake my head. @Bk for lunch of ammo next to it. Bl jumps out “Like the cgotes last
then!” mom calls, and they wavof the carand nny and | follw. night,” Dad adds.
and stardown the path tovad the | am wet all @er nav, and mad. “Do you think we can find
sea. Then we hear Lillis cy. them?”
“Lets go get it.WWyatt says, “I think | can seequr par “At least w might find
when they havdisappead. ents though the tees!” Enny traces of their hunt,” my dad says.
“Get what?” yells, and & slam the car doors They musve been ptty close, to
“The gun, if heaally has shut and just manage to get bagkdge fom all that noise theyew
one.” and thow ourseles into the den making. Mnd you, it might get
“Of course he doed'slin tists chairs befermy dad comesgory.” He grins at me ancevgo get
the caf down the path, caymg my sister our binoculars and notebooks.
“Can we see it?” dany and a gallon of milk. When | come out of my tent after
asks, | hesitate. | am nota#d to “Too hot for Lilly today!” changing into jeans, the dentist has

take the gun, of course, and I'dorhe calls wer and waas with the returned. | can heael) ekitedly
want to eitherBut it wouldrt hurt  milk jug. nny giggles, jumps ougoing on about the lobster and
to establish aviethings beteen of her chair anduns off | dorit mussels theyeagoing to cooKhe
me andMyatt. And nny know what to do about the gun inveterais site is empty, his ice chest
“Just looking, though.” | Wyatts waistband, so | geeo to quietly sitting in the sun.

leae to get the car keysyMand our site and just stand teer For a couple of hours,ad

is a bit swaty when [ fish them out “You having a good time,and | disappear into the dgt.

of the nylon pouch that hangs ohys?” Mm asks, sitting dm next Pine needles hide our tracks and
the pole wer Dads air mattess, to Dad at the picnic table, andwmno above us thushes eae their songs

because | kmo| would be in big they all look at me, ew Lilly through the canopy spot a tick
trouble if he would kno about “Yeah,” | say sidy. There on my sneaker and ghi to Dad.
this. IS no good way of telling them. “Dog tick,” he says and

flicks it into the bushes. &@r ticks
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ar the bad ones.’'vd& knavn all JXh and Rnny ae sitting at our “We'll get the cyotes to
about ticks since fer, and | picnic table, paper cups witlscae Lilly You said they ddndo
know he knavs it, so | grin at him. lemonade in ént of them. db has anything, right?”

He grins back and puts his hand an red foam-swdr strapped to his Penny twirls her hair in her
my shouldeiThere is still the gun belt. fingers and smiles. | slump back on
though. “There yu ae,” Mom the floor
After half an houmy dad says. Your friends & waiting for “What thehellare you talk
points out some wshed twigs andyou.” Se slides Lilly into &s ing aboutThey woit come to the
dug up pine needles, andwa feet arms. campgound.”
along v find a caass on the “Yeah,” Wyatt says. “Wel'll take her to them.tA
ground. Bown sticky fur and a “Because ev thought of some night.”
hoofed leg that stragglewaa us thing.” “Oh comeon”
give it away as deer | quickly change back into Wyatt shugs. Well take it
“Coyotes,” my dad saysmy shots, and w leag. Wyatt step ly steplt's a poject.”
“Those wre hunting calls all right.leads us along the path to the “Trust me,” | assarhim.
Not a petty sight, huh?” wooden stage of the canguopd.  “You dort want my mom catch

“I dont mind.” | know that Rangers use it forgzentations atyou kidnapping Lilly Nobody
animals hato eat just like peoplenight, but nav it is deséed, left to responds. | yrto laugh. “fhe, why

and | like cgotes better than deetthe sun and mosquitoes. dorit you first figue out whez the
because theyeasmaer. | dorit “Whers the gun?” | askcoyotes &, then.”
like what | see thepn the grund, after ve sit davn on the warm “l dont really want to go
but | make s to look as long asplanks. that much into the fest at night,
Dad does. “| got it,” Wyatt says. though.” Rnny takes the gum out
“Theyll probably be back “I need it back,” | say of her mouth andotls it betveen
to finish this off my dad says and“Befoe my Cad notices.” the tips of her fingers into a tiny
swats at a flyUnless they come “We hae to take carof marble. | scoot ver and esn
acoss another easy Kkill first.e Hsomething first."Wyatt grins at though | feel all funny insidein
elbavs my side. €7They dofi me. the plan, | put my arm @aund her
need our foodrou can safely snug “What?” shoulder
gle up to the ice chest.”dllrmy kb laughs out. We ae “It's not that bad, actually
eyes but then | havto laugh and going to scarLilly!” he squeaks.
we bush the dog ticks off of us and “What?” | say again, he UTTHE
go back. | just havto talkWyatt rising in my face. Il 7 ,ﬁﬁ
into giving the gun back. Wyatt holds up a hand to i‘x,,l |
When ve arrie, Wyatt, silenceeh A P ‘ m
ICHi
GARRY SOMERS
LU RNILE: BY JICCIULTT DRKRE

Available on Amazon.com,
super-double-ultra cheap!
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I've done it loads of time$.ypu book hidden under my eater casually as ewclimb though a
want |1l take caz of pu.” Wyatt and db ae aleady waiting patch of brambleThere is no
“Really?” Be flicks the on the trail, their faces pale in thansver
gum into the bushesTtats good. moonlight.They wear matching PJ Suddenly a havl rends the
Because | ddrike the dak.” pants and Nhja Turtle T-shits. air We stagger to a sfogmost
“Listen,” 1 say and my Wyatts hand cradles a bulge undéumbling oer each otherMore
voice is much louder than | mearttis shit. and moe cgotes starto cry. They
it to be: “I knav whee we can find “Lets go,” he whisperssound clear and esn moe
the cqotes.” Bnny snuggles up tonewnously vicious out her than fom inside
me and shars a bit, and | think of “Pennys not hes,” | say the tent, like dogs that attack each
holding her hands as | lead heeb nods antMyatt mutters some other in earnest beéotheir avners
through the d&: Hus, the caass thing, and | ameliewed to see acan separate theme all couch
would shutWyatt up for good. light bounce den the trail after down, but thenWyatt lifts the gun
“Tomoriow night,” Wyatt only a fev seconds. and points it into the fest. | can
says appvingly “I keep the gun “Lets go!” Wyatt stais see it quier at the end of his too-
till then for potection.” 8b beams walking tevad the foest befa outstetched armrhe cgotes yap
and fingers his svebr Penny is all the way lee@b turns and havl and snap andun
“Why not tonight?” | want after him and e all switch on our arund, out thes, not visible but
to knan, because suddenly | tarlights and plunge into the #ar way too close.

wait. All the bad funny feeling hasess. “What ae they doing?”
suddenly turned into exed funny The beams of our flashPenny hisses into my eHer fin
and | eally want to take them outights ae thin in the ddr, weaving gers dig deep into my arm, timugy
at night as their leadeshaving ower tunks and undergwth. I me.
them the deer in the dar"And take the fnt, folloved ty Renny “I think they ae hunting,”
after | get the gun back,” | add. followed lty Wyatt, and &b brings | say eluctantly

“Fine. Get up @b we hae up the ear Every nowv and then | “They dort eat people,
to get back.” stop to coect our course, consultright?”

Penny and | follw them, ing my compass likeaD shoed “Uhm,” | say becausentf

arm in arm. ‘'s not that scgf | me. We ae quiet; is not eally not so s anymae and because
promise again. Ut put on jeans practical to take her hand, buall the cgotes hwl together no
for the ticks.” sometimesdnny puts her hand onwhich makes ieally hat to think
We make a quick detour tamy back to steady herséfhen | ower the din.
the paking lot to check whetherturn aound to check on hersee Penny turns, caling her
the \eteran is baclet; but his car the gun gleam iWVyatfs hand. | light aound.
is still goneThen we agee to meet want to take it d&bm him, but it “Wheres &b?” she says
at 11 pm beteenWyatts tent and might be dangeus. Never stuggle loudly | turn toa Jkbs not thee.
mine, and to each bring a flastower a gun, | guess. | dahink he “Jeb!” Wyatt yells nav,
light. would just gie it to me, especiallyswiveling aound on his heels,
At 11 pm my pants a when | am the leader in therft.  pointing the gun at the datrees.
fast asleepnd | ameady with my “You sue the safety is on,keb!” Wyatts light hits us and the
flashlight and compass, my not&Vyatt?” | ask. fi casequ fall or trees as heeaes it anund, but
something.” there is nothing and nobody else.
CREATIVE “Sure,” Wyatt gunts, but “Maybe he ent back?” |
when he thinks M not looking yell to be hedrover the cyotes.
METALSMITHS anymoe he holds the gun up to hisVe ae almost a half hour into the

Kim Maitland eyes, letting the beam of his flashorest, and | hope that gl turned
117 E. Franklin St., Chapel Hill light glide oer it. back, it was much earlier
919-967-2037 “It's that little lesr by the “Did the cgotes get him?”

www.creativemetalsmiths. com

Weekdays 11 - 6 * Saturdays 10 - 5 + Sundays 12 - 5 trlgger that has to be upl Say Fénny s@ams at us' and her
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sceam makes the wbng stop got us lost?Wyatt pushesdhny Endless pairs oejov eyes eflect
replacing it with the sounds ofiside and thlusts his face intothe beams of our flashlights, and |
bodies arshing though buosh. mine. nnys light hits us and | shoot.The foce of the shot sends
Instinctiely we back into eachcan see thatWyatts pupils a& me stumbling, and as | fall, the

other our lights gliding wer the dilated.
dak patches beten the wes.

gray mass aporates into the dar

“No,” | hae to raise my fast, and without a sound, like

“Lys!”Wyatt statis to pant. voice so they can hear merdhe smoke. @ly one cygote is left

“Why ae they estywhee?” baks of the cgotes that havstar

behind, its head slamming into the

“I dont know,” | whisper ed up again. | just caremember ground next to me,ver and wver,
and feel dizzy for a moment, butdight navy, with the cgotes all its foelegs wildly thrashing up pine
do knaw why They ae heding us. amund. Bit if | could find the needles and blood.

Thats why
Penny stds to shakeerlly “But | need to staiat the deer
badly and that makes usedk
apat and face each other gun into my hand. You knaw
“We hae to go back,” how to use it, ddhyou?"The gun
Wyatt says and flashes light inte hot fom his hands.ghny stars
my ees. We hae to find @b as my fingers close grab it.
befoe the cyotes get him.” “Lets mae!” Wyatt gies
| clear my thwat. ‘We hae me a push, and he is righte hae
to find the deer first.aSI knav to move to get awaydm the cg-
whee we ae and can find the wayotes and the dead deer asid J

deer | could find the way back.

Penny s@ams and gers
her face with her handg/yatt

“Her.” Wyatt pesses thedoesit move, flozen to a spot

behind me. | get up andnl’all
cold inside, but then | foe myself
to aim at the gmte. | pinch my
eyes shut and shoot agaim I’
lucky I hit the head and the terri
ble head stops slamming the
ground, and the feet fall into the
dirt. | drop the gun and suddenly

back.” We stumble favad. The

“What? Ae yYou sayinggu coyotes haw stated to saeam
again and | kne that if they a
heding us, they will attack wol “Killer,” Wyatt whispers.
release the safety on the gun afitbu killed one.”
hold it in front of me and because | cart look anywher else
it is had to think at all na, | can but the cgote, the pine needles
only hope that this is what | shoulthat cover the davny gray hajand
be doing. the orersied paws.

| am wong. | knav we ae “It's a cup | say and my
not going to get away when sudoice sounds soft and cottony after
denly my light falls on a gray maslse blast of the gun.t'd a bap”
seething right in ént of us. My hands stato shake and | can
feel them.

“You Kkilled it.” Wyatts
voice sounds holoin my egrand
then he says something enttrat |
dorit understand, and suddenly
both he and éhny starshouting
and waving their flashlights.

My dad is calling for us,
and then | hearell and then my
mom, and then all the other people
that ae seahing for us in the
dak.

my knees arweak and | fall den
on them with a thud that | din
feel.
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“Pededria n”
by J ane McAdams

“| only like the kind of past them, talking into a cell “But it’s not like gud call
shots they sell at @to,” dlian Phone. “Bm Sreet,” she said. N them,” Rhonda saidTheyre like
said. They dott hae that thing— ElIm... EIm Sreet... Burteen those anity peoplegu putin yur
that, like, waistband thing.” eH forty-two” contacts.” Agung woman shout
pulled at the waist of his plaid Rhonda looked at theed, and Rhonda wincedot dort
shots and looked at Rhond&poty woman. What calling plan did even need international.”
know that thing?t’s like plastic, or you end up getting?”"h& gagd “Yeah, wll, | knav other
something. You knov what | unseeingly up the sat. “| starto international people,’ulian said.
mean.” think theyre all the same.” He looked away dm Rhonda.

A woman ushed past them “Yeah, gu knov?The one “Hey look. Beryone has those
on the sidealk, catching her pursd got—it doesh hawe internation shoes na” He pointed at a gup
strap on Rhondabelt. al.” dilian watched a maarr past. of five young men pounding past

“Excuse me,” Rhonda saidHe pointed at him. &Thats the them davn the sidealk. The
She smoothed her handgeoher Kind of pants ih talking about— young men all wer similar un-
belt. “These peopleWhats the not like double-knit, but like thatning shoes, and seal had their
rush?” Be looked after the womarkind that doesihhae pockets.” H cell phones to their ears.
accusingly “This is calfskin.” kept watching the mamants. “I didnt see it. | didhsee it
Rhonda ubbed her belt again. “What do yu mean...?” happen,” one of theoyng men

“| never shop ona&udays, Rhonda staed to sayShe waited shouted. “I called, though. | called
though,” dllian  continued. as a sén vent past, o@ring her when they told me.”

“Remember that one time? énw €ars when the sound was the-loud “Yeah, but gu got ypur
to that tunk shev and to the out €st. Why would pu need interra shoes first,” Rhonda said, still look
let stoes? | got so sickslall those tional?You only knev people in . o . . . .

, : ity” [ A W v L0 |

people.” K pulled at the waist the city oo 1 W .fﬂ

- b
|- "ACmmu nity o {Arfsf Expl r-est#'M aning o fNTur‘
/

band of his shtw again. “Mybe “No, | dort,” said dlian. ‘ = ”

it's not plastic.t’s like a kind of “Remember rhelda and her r\ ﬂ ”.YW,

metal.” boyfriend?They ver fom $ain, <b
Another woman pushedor somahee. | knav them.” ™ B o

e s 8
- §F =

b
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ing at the unning men. You got
them befae all those guyse&®
Those a knock-offsYou can tell

by the ed dot on the heel.”

Julian looked &aund at the

shoes of the other people on tharn aound.”

“Who knaws,” saidulian. for a moment, as though he would
“It's always one thing or anotherHet Rhonda walk in beforhim.
immigration potest or some kind Then, he walked in first himself
of a parade, or somethifiperes a Rhonda folleeed, and the door
new political goup eety time ypu closed softly behind them, shutting
out the sounds of the estt.

sidevalk. There were suddenly “I saw him. | think he had
more people walkingwad dilian a hear attack!” someoneeled
and Rhonda. You wonder why from the cowd. Rhonda seemed tc
people want to @ar knock-offs,” listen for a moment, but then, sh
he said. Whees the dignity?” said, “Db | look fatter to gu?
Rhonda said somethingWhen | sawTina the other day
but another sem went past; sheyou knav what she saidfeSsaid,
had to stop beferfinishingWhen

‘Oh, packing on the pounds, eh?

A

the steet was quiet again, she safdan yu belieg it? And slelike a
“Well, Id wear a knock-off of someruck driver”
things. | mean, not like shoes, but, “Is he OK?Thats my
like, a belt or a bracelet.” brother!” someone elsellgd.The
Julian and Rhonda stexd crowd pulsed with the me infor-
their way beteen a building and amation.
crowd clustesd at the curl¥What “The citys so loud,” said
are they looking at?” mumbledulian. “if | didnt hawe my medita
Julian, examining the back of oné&on class, | ddrknow what id da
mans head. “€&?Thats hav Did you knav that stess is aging?’
Shirley was doing my halt's too ‘I head it can kill yu,”
long.” He touched the back of hislRhonda said.if® bushed a speck
own hair “I'm so glad | switched toof dust fom the font of her
that other guy—the one | toldy blouse.
about.” “Let him thiough!” elled a
“Yeah, pu were looking man somehee behind thenThe
too eighties for a while,” Rhondarowds muffled the sound of 3
said. What ae all these peoplesiren.
doing, anyway?h8& walked on her “This is the place,” said
toes to look wer the shoulders ofdulian. “They make the best
the people lined up along the curltiramisu.” He held open the door
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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

A fev weeks ago | had a funngam that | do not want to forget. | wish my father wasb&loause he woyld
enjoy this one:

A comedian is doing a standup act fooapgof oldWorld War Il veteransThe comedian saysp;3 go to
the clinic and the doctor tells me that | gotta get a Gdegue. | say'No problem, bc. | was in the arm&/
so | knav all about G.I. mcedue! S | go to the G.I. Bpatment.This nurse tells me that theygonna stic
a long tube up my butt and | s&)e hell pu ae!That airt no G.l. pocedue. | mean it might be inr&nhce
or someplace but it &ia G.I. pocedue in America.”

All of the old guys in the audience get it and laugh.

| wake up laughing along with all of the other old guys.

M. Owens - cyberspace

CONTRIBUTORS:

Corinna Gilley lives with her husband and two young daughters in New Jersey, where she
researches the behavior of bees, teaches biology, and writes stories that faintly feature animals.

Jane McAdams of Chicago, IL, writes, “I have published stories in Ladybug magazine (“The
Shark Kite,” March 2009), Inkwell (“Sleeping,” Spring 2010), Foliate Oak (“Psychic Hotline,”
March 2012), Forge (“Terra Firma,” April 2012), Whisperings magazine (“Unknown Cities: A
photo essay,” Volume 2, Issue 2) and Perceptions (“Drowning,” May 2014).

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