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“Throwi ngaM onke yWrench,p artone”

My friend, the one | spoke of a while back who only listens to ¢
music when the mood is fe®t, was joined (in my minacently ¥ other
friends. Their belief is that evshouldhlisten to classical music as “bg
ground’ but should actualliistento it. That is, classical musequies
more flom us, it desees to be merthan just hedr Fne. | tried making
my case again - the one that states dpegtion that the world and o
time on it is a line-segment with defined beginning and endeaniti e/
dorit know when that end iseashould lie as if w do and turn on thg
Schubdrand Schumann and let them rattleuad in the back in th
hopes that they will eer up the daily éally!) noise madg hawnmaver

Guy next door or the dishwasher in my kitchen arhythmically clacki
coffee spoons togetheknd although | kne that the people who ete

the music and the people who trained dars/andears to péorm the
music and the guy with the baton whokedrong and hdrto get his hai

to swoosh back.s@eetheenishly should get neothan just an occasioE
ne

al toe-tap sm us while @/re doing something so ridiculously mund
that it doesheen fall in any field of théenn Dagram of &luable activi
ties for humans (that char which good music is first andeimost among
sapient @atues), it doegralways wdrout that way

On the other hand, ifopr do get a moment or two to sit withasty cold
lemonade in the comfy chaiell then do indeed pay attention to the g
rent opus on the se&r (god, th so old...), listen to the complexities of
harmonies (among other things musical) and let them awaken s

assic

.ck

U\

Ng twi

ur
the
ome

those synapses othise undertilized, like ubber bands snapping against

your consciousness.

All of which is notaally my point her and | apologgZor my typical long
windedness, although why | should ap@dgizbeing both me and tyq
cal, | doft know.. My point is that all of the people who dsegmvith me

D

in this paticular and peculiar discussion about our padasssical audit(

acknavledge thealidity of their argument, | think theye® missing min
altogether You see, | kn@ something about music, but | did not st
music. | kna some composers, but not with the intimacy that a s
has. N musical friends hear the défere beteen...the things they he
and ldort even knav enough to gesyou a cogent compariivexample
And heein lies, asavsaythe wub. | think that some - not all, mind -

the folks | knar deeply acquainted with muske iaot enjging it as much
as | do They go into analysis-mode and end up nit-picking the piec

ry habits w@re music majors, musiofessors, or musicians. And wh%e I

the peformance of the piece and thefqreners pdorming the piecel

Their big and mightily educated brainstdehthem unlearn ewthing

they knov about music; turn off the kmtedge and just be, hell, | dion

know...surprisedybthe neat sounds. And so, they feel thag tmoe is

dy
cholar
ar

Df

e an(

necesswito give music its due focusutBife doeshpermit it - it is a busy
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fan)

clutteed existence and the other noise of the péatlgtgets in the way
hearing good music. And while'vat it, bad music gets in the way of ¢
music, too, although this has not always been the case. An additi
completelyelated-to-my-argument point is theady aailability of gooq
recoded music has jaded us towimgy what near-pkection is, placing

at our beck and call, and possibly spoiling our ears to goodaildGt

Becky sidling up to and sittingvdo at the old spinet and plinking ouf
Srauss thé&ounger waltz selectednr the cigar-smelly sheet musimf
that caton in the hall closethy bother with, ahem, the lesser qualit
that damned livingeom piano (or @n Aint Becky and her hincty le
hand), whengu can hay Daniel Eaenboim whener you want? n other
words, technology - gottazsoit.

D

t

-

y

Or do you?Technology insidiously é&s us to beg the questigtinats the
point of beng a music maj@hang in thex - | knav the anser to this, but
am playing devsl adecate)Why should argne else bother learning -an
thing musical? &bt ewerything good atrady beerecoded? That is, ly
someone good? All the goodness of sound has bezd syied the uni
verse into a giant thermos andestaryogenically for safekeeping, rig
And if I've listened to IBnn Gould play th@occata andugue in D Mnor
(or een F or G Nhor, | mean, what the hell!) tegi | head all thee is to
know about that piece and peweed to hear it again?

|-

Of course notThats just nutty Music, like food, is for egjag again an
again. t all sots of cicumstances and éd¢w of .fidelity Concer halls.
Qunset beaches. Late mornings after gadfast dishes leaveen washe
Even in the multi-purpos@om of a middle school, with huads of sem

f—]

washed semth-graders listening almost politely to their blatting-aneilpe

ing peers ¥ing to disceer the ancient skills of the clarinet andhpet.
Music is for péorming, yuselfin private or in font of a cowd of heck
ling siblings and cousins, all of whonmehsad a couple of cold ones
remember wheroy lost pur bathing tanks in a paicularly large wawon
that beach tripBecause, to paraphrase a bad joke, music is like pizz
it's good i \ery good, and wherigtbad gull still eat it if pure hungy or
hung-aer or eally lazy

o

S | guess for mo | hae to caefully agee with my musically-educaje

cohots, because theyright, ve should pay better attention teajraudi
tory at. Make time to take time. oGvithout lunch, maybe - do | hear-
ter when h hypoglgemic? And delop our discerning skills, s® kmav
more about what &fe listening to Ah, Bach...whoops, | medelemann..

Garry - chief@blotterrag.com
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nal \WBt(')ften use Bobco fonts, copy
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The Botter Magazinenic. (again, a
501(c)3 non-pfit) is an education
concern. Qr primay inteest is the
furthering of ceative writing and
fine ats, with the magazine being
means to that endVe publish in
the first half of each month and
enjo a fee ciculation thoughout
Putheast and some other plag
oo. Submissions aralways ek
come, as arad inquiries.
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chief@blotterrag.com
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That's what | am, please understand, |
wanna be
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souenir fom Blly Roselli. That and a

“The Pocket B rand 0" tattoo of a buttdly on her butt.When
] ] Roni was 16, she dated<rlli briefly
by Michae | Campagnoli Glamoous. A bad o They called

him “Poppy because he hadepratue
Family dear bp ae me acquaintancewindowvless ba Hooded with harsh 9'€Y hair (tied in a ponytail) and

by accident of tir fluorescent light, flat and uncorapr ~POPPed Percodans like tic-tacs. eH
—OscaiWilde mising. 1dissoled the feates of een  drove & hearse.left in the back.
Speaking ofWounds: the gifriend of rarsan nie Z%Oer"yirf?,‘vﬁ?’eg;g;a”?faem”y is a wounay cary yur entie
Billy Foselli unflattering. idn was one of theyng. _Kenny Rth
“Where they going?” ind Different than the others: black high-
asked. topped bsneakegs, kmismatched tspadccident of Bth:
: coats, baggy slacks. is Hears er
Waited E)C;The Speuer:]c{loegpm'numbers. piecced and onednt tooth capped in b fr;]enfny Y\llafj tlhsowhrjgeTgThe_
“So whee they going?” he90ld, engrad with the letters “MB". aly Oht e amlyh niixe f'tso elrl SIS
repeated. She could count on him for ad2ac or teri _ ehca][ne i otr)ne_ aiter \?WO emge to
Her fingers clicked efficiently'rofanil. \t/]v_o_ n the ar}rg;r/] #SIPGSSt Ehas d
acoss the keys, “Did I tell you the latest?” :csl_ln_tentl_on.h ot S Emec
o et 0 7 i b bawnte oirans o
“ghit i “Dolly wants a least edue . ' ’
finger tosplg} ;gitﬂiss‘%jk:ngn?{haér tion.” couldrt find good help Sim avned &
“A what?” neighborhood bar ags fom the U.S.

nail.”
Her nails wre long and paint ‘A breasteduction! | told her €€l Elgar Thompson Works (nav

‘For Christ sak back hus YSX)in Baddock, but exyone in the
3d blgcel:'rfgi Ign?kgé@;tbrz?uhr; '[é)nc;Jrl b(gcrauseré;resz ?;’%z,r noicbeca:se family called it,the stoe.” $ Kenny
W%.S a@w-cut rcloge on the gideé’.wb?p your tits sad. forsook Thoreau for a life in
toned burnt sienna,” she called @D “Nice.” Pittsburgh. Q@d-fashioned ancaguely

“Wouldrit speak to me for amisogynistic, he had aegt egess of
brown and muddy orangesally Jm N P conflicted family feeling. What do

and Poni woked “Claims (Auto Week.” " N
Division) forThree Riers I\sltion.(al life “Carit imagine why %/ou .cljoio he askfedN_rren xouhk_)ell)?e n
This was during the laseay of the “Shell get aer it.” amily but our family & Saits 7
Reagan administration “So, theyre going away?"oRi dle sisteggﬁinks alot,"&rah, his mid
“ v aoing?”’ heWas thity-eight and back living with ! - i
eked agsginWhee they going?” he her paents. You knav whol mean,” kenny
“th-)?" “What?” ansvered.
“Your paents.” :g?}ey)r:aﬂomgc?;"!ﬁ:g Oe She knev who he meant.
“Oh.” ’ e : Wheneer Srah talked about
She put up another claim. Of their ‘BovingWeekends.A League ner oider sistershe used was like
Punched keys.Watched the seen. thing. A banquetor something.”  «nacyligt or “weird.”
The oom on the 22nd floor of the In the sesre light, im noticed “A bitch,” Kenny would cor
USX Tower was the sizof a high @ thin, jagged line, ley visible, that o,
school gymnasium. hé hated it. A Pisected &nis left egbow Hed seen “Strange,” 8rah would modi

it befoe and meant to askt was a

www .blotterrag .com
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fy. bailed her out?” this curious. Dlly insisted it was per
“Asshole,” Ennyd insist. Dolly ignoed him. fectly normal. “@Gtting edge,” she said
That kind of talk made their ‘I mean literally Forget the proudly

paents, 8m and blly, frown. childhood apogpha. We're talking “Yeah,” Kenny ansered, “like

Actually Sam would igna it and holding cells.” Barnum & Bailey’

Dolly would fown. Dollys specialty “l dont know what wu Dolly ignoed him.

was fowning. When pessed to make mean,” Dblly answred. “I't wouldrt hurt,” she added,

comparisons, she assumed thentzr “Ill make it simple. &meone turning to &rah, “if yu brightened up

omniscient. We lo/e ALL our chit time shis lived on herwn. Onetime your wadrobe a bit. & consemtive.”

dren—EQUALLY,” shé&l say without taking money ém you? One Sarah smiled stoically

Each family has its myths, its necgsséime she didhcome back home with “Sure,” Kenny agred, Stat

companionsThis is a stgrabout 8m her tail betwen her leg©Onetime you wearing a crcifix and osay, let your

and Dollys. didnit pay the backent and utilities or bra shw at the next faculty meeting,

_ _ the random lawsuit?” maybe dg yur hair geen. After
Failure to Communicate: Dolly was corned. ®e youre fired, yu and Rni can haw a

“We're not exactly O|e(,31|inglooked up—imperious, ey fraught whole ne caeer wdking the booth
with a stable personalitKenny said with potato lee and an acquaintancenext to TheThree-legged dhkey-by

to Dolly. with grief  “What elsg she asked, from Zanzibat”
emplying an intonationeseved for Dolly closed her ey, pinched
Dolly smiled. the ewcation of guilt,étrg paentdor?” the bridge of her nose beém two fin
“Shes always done for herself t(frngnseg%?g ”rlli?ehrii?t.ed gers.
Always the independestie.” ’ " The Bavling Weekend:
“Nonsense,” &ny said. | jile Miss hdependence
Crossed stets at fi. _ , Kenny looked at his mother in
Walked all the way touAt Tilleys— “Roni?” Debly said and a gispelief
by-her-self!” _ . wawe of somber deliberationossed “Youre what?” he asked.
“Ah, ®sus, not this again.”  her face. ‘I think ske'rad | mean,

“Going away for the eek
‘At ten, she ent davntown. some people think shepd. Like a gpg .~ g y

Two bus changesWouldrit let me token. | guess sheot deadly or noth '

Sh d her | ith femi
come. Nt Roni. Always wanted to doing but definitely ety fly. | like her | © CcDSSed her fegs witn femi

things on herwn.” really do Besides, anything 605 in.”
“Probably scoring dope offDebly laughed and adjusted one of

prostitutes.” three eer-sied, bamboo gold earrin
“You and 8rah e clingers.” in her left earThere wer siler studs
“Oh-h-h,” Kenny sighed. in her egbows, nose, and tongue.
“So cute. Right at Bmmys , .

side.” “Explain to me hoself-mutilatior
He olled his ess. became a fashion staté&hetdenny
“Wher\er ve vent, yud be asked.

clutching my hem, afraid of e Debly was 19. Mst of Rni's

thing. friends vere under 25. &nhny found

Kenny put a hand to each
cheek,acked his head back andHor

“But not RONI. She was
always addntuious, little Mss
Independence. . .”

“l want to puke,” kenny
moaned.

Dolly frowned.

She took a sip of tea.

“How many times,” &nny
asked, “has she come crawling back
one kind of touble or another?”

Dolly pursed her lips. h&
seemed to be suffering dyspepsia.

“How many times havyu

page 5
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nine efficiency Sraightened the hem
of her laender muu-muu.

“You gotta be crazyKenny
said.

Dolly frowned.

She was a formidable womanlot of shell fish in iRsburgh.

Large. A woman who beéie\in sie.
Assding it. $he was knen for her
postue.

“Let me get this rightYoure
leavinghef? Alone?”

“l dont know what you
mean,” olly answred.

“You knaw what | mean.”

Ther was a pause. oly
uncrossed her legs anadssed them

again. Be seemed to smell something

disageeable.
“Shés not a child, gu knaw,
shés a gown woman.”

like one,” Kenny said.

Dolly leeled two ink-black rested it on her hand. ol bracelets
jiggled. Be settled into a sullen pout.

eyes at him.
Kenny looked away

“What about it?”

“When yu got back,qu had
to rush her to the hospital.”

“A reaction to shell fish.”

“SHELL FISH! Yeah, w got a
Be
looked likeNight of theilziing Dead A
heatbeat of fie. You couldarented
her out to ‘Bsha the f@at to bury
aliwe.”

“I dont know whee you get
these things.”

“JESUS!”
smashing a palm to hisebead.
Dolly sighed.
She turned awaydm him.
The muu-muu ustled. The
dak eyes filled. The mom suffexd a
sudden decomgssion. DIly present

lénny shouted,

ken home.”

“He was criminally insane!
Every job Dad got him, he losiWhatd
he hae . . .fie or six? Bl kept punch
ing out supefisors.”

“A troubled childhood.”

“Troubled? id
DERANGED!”

“Always good toowr father
and me. Called us tvii and ‘Dad.”
She gag him a long sho sidevays
glance.The postue of acute long-suf
fering. “®mething Lindds neer
done.”

Linda was Ennys wife.

“l told you about that,” he
ansvered.

“Even sd'

“l carit beliee it,” Kenny

was

ed her pofile. Not bad for a woman raved. He shook his head and raised
“Then she should begin actindner age. dbe bleached blonde hairhis hands. ‘& criticies my wife, but
Bright red lipstick. e raised her chin, defends a convicted felon!”

It wasit good to make dlly pout. t

“How about when she putbrought on attacks. igraines. khtal

your car though the windes of the
Giant Eagle?” he asked.

“That was a long time ago

“Not een two gars!”

“Shés changed. @wvn up”

“For Christ sakes, shenid
dle-aged!”

“And shis OFF dugs.”

“Gimme a beak.”

“She is! Be SVORE to me. |
can tell. Bliee-yu-me, she wouliin
be in this house ten seconds, if
thought she was still onuds!” (pune
tuated ly three distinct clicks ofdlly's
well-polished, maniced nails on the
formica kitchen table).

“What about Wcle Lois
funeral?”

www .blotterrag .com

hernia. Miybe worse.
Kenny shook his head.

“What happened the last time .

you went to Cleeland?”
“That was diffent.

grieving foruan then.”
“Thats another thing. h®

e was

runs away tolérida and brings back a

one-egd Fish-Quban tuck driver”
“Theres nothing wong with

being @ban.”

I “As long asogire not a homi

cidal maniac, the§ not.”

“He had many disappoint from Boomfield.

ments.”

“The guy was an animal.
bonafide nut case!”

A dysfunctional familyA bio-

“Maybe w do gang up a bit,”
Sarah agred.

“Nonsense,” &ny exlaimed.

“She was jilted once. oDou
remember?”

‘Not really’ (Kenny was
nine). “You mean when she cried a
lot?”

“A newvous beakdan.”

“A what?”

“Thats what lly called it.”

“Who was the guy?”

“Walt.”

“What happened?”

“They ver engaged. et
thing you knav, he marries this girl
Had to Roni
freaked. Couldneat, talk, just lay in
bed and cried. Bbe thét why she
ike she is?”

“Not a chance. t'$ genetic.
She was switched in the hospital.”

“Shés not one ofus” Sarah
said.

“Shés not one ofanybody
Kenny ansered.

Sam smiled.
thoughts to himself

“It's nice to be nice,” he said.

That was his motto

“You just cahaccept a woman
whdslibeated’ Dolly cried.

“Libeate®” Kenny haevled.
“The only thing Bni's liberated ém

H kept his



Septem ber 20 15

is a conscience.”

Failure To Communicate PART
Even Dolly had to concede 1y o-

Roni (nee Rhona) d&h-Cochoras
personal histgrwas méed ly incon _
sistencyLapses of judgment.akly of S&id
these “lapsesccured when she was
left to her n devices.

One \acation 8m and blly
returned home to find dRi on the
kitchen floorpale and unconscious. A
drug-induced swoon. Literally burie
beneath a pile ofelshly popped pep
corn. $e must haavpoued 10 bags of

“l just dort understand,” Dlly

“You dort wantto understand,”
Kenny told her

“They dorft haw a clue.”
He couldi get wer it.

“You knaw how your father
?eels about family

“Get over it,” Sarah advised.

“Family? This is the guy who cable.

ness ashe stoe.”) They put their bags
in the car and dre away

“You gotta be nuts,” éany
said to his father

“Take ém chance,”&@n said.

“I have AB-SO-UTE faith,”
Dolly asswd them.

Friday night prelude to mayhem

Roni couldrft find a sitter so
she talked & and @bty (no small
feat) into watching har flicks on
“Bound and hagged,” they

popcom into the w@rheated machine.99€S to wér comes home, and fallcalled it (staying home on aekend

Sam opened the door and saw the pifdSleep in a chair?”
Then Ronis arm mued and he saw “For Gods sake,” Dlly cried.
Roni. “What the hell?”&n said The Not this again.

refrigerator door gaped open and/@bo He neer shaved up for any

wine.

night). Roni promised Bnama gold,
munchies, and wine. ai® forgot the
Rni was furious. tAtwenty
after six, she grabbedaBe, her two-

her the beleageet popcorn machine thing. A Little League game, a schoggar-old, in a huffstuffed him in a

blew hot air ; : ; :
Sam was happy-go-lucky guﬁhamplonsmps. dthing. Im hisonly

Ready with a song, a smile, anoth&P" for Christ sake.s that allfamily

round of drinks. Id just wanted things 'S*

to l_Je hice.” When they wert, he o3-0nd Thoughts:

awided them. Nt the type to hang \ypekend

amound. “He just wasnther,” S&rah

said once. When | think of the “What about the timeawent

important days in my life, happy orto Atlantic City?” 8m asked 8lly.

sad, he wasrthere. Not for one of They ver packing to leavfor

them. | bet he doesewen knav what Cleweland.

day | was born.” (& didrt). Gone “Oh,” Dolly consoled, tHat

most of the time. &bally at the

stoe.” And he wakraithful. Once,

one of his women called the house and

Dolly was on the extensiofhere was

hell to pay Who was he to make eon any lingering doubt.

sequences? “She feels ety close to qu,
S with Roni thee was unfin - now,” Dolly told him. All the old

ished business.ntériupted pagnting resentmentseugone. | kno this for a

to tend. Allowances.” & Roni, fact.”

The Bwling

then.” (Thirty-three at the time).
“Maybe,” 8m said,rfhaybe.”

eeryone madedllovances.” So they left. fiday afternoon.
; ) - Sam came home earlgrfr ‘the stoe.”
Ronis-uh. . .Rni,” SAM (meyone efered to the family busi

would saysay thoughtfully and with a

shiug.

“BELIEVE-YOU-ME,” Dolly
would confide, “beneath that exteriol
a v-e-r-y ‘SENSITIVE’ girlYou dort
know. We get alongWON-der-
FULLY.” This said shdy after Rni's
return to liwe at home for the tloitime
(a bankuptcy divorce, an illegitimate
child).

“Theyll do it til they get it
right,” Kenny declad.

None of them afre getting any
younger

Later Dolly sought to assuagé"

play the day | won the mile in the Citycoat, and tugged him out to the car

The girls wre coming at sem.
Cursing stoplights, dodging pot

holes, she pushed her beaten-up old

Qubau through the wt cobblestone
streets of Bissale and Bgevood. 8e
hated Rtsburgh. Too dak and for
boding. A whole city vered ly sue
cessi generations of naous ard. A
rubberied dit layered so thick that
ewen sandblasting was sélpeus.
When she got tdhe sto€’ (it was

was gars ago e was just a child2 bay really a blue-collar joint amss

from USX in Baddock), she lefh&ne
_strapped in his child seat and stormed

She didrt say anything. ust
stood thex. ®e gag Kenny the
look.” The ‘sour bitchlook he called
it. He ignoed her

“Gimme some ®&nite,” she
demanded. Er long purple nails
clicked on the counterShe took an
impatient pull off 88enson & Edges
Menthol. A work they called her
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“Dragon Lady cleaned andacuumed. A tub of wash
Kenny tried to joke. in the machine. Coffeeewed. The
“Dornit give me any shit!” sheafternoon was hers.
cried. “Im in a bad mood.”
The guys mtended not to
hear They waited for &nhnys anser
Hoped for his angw Ther was only

The intuder ignoed them.
She busied herself
Crouched like ausno westler

In the back yadr the late (for such a small woman shespnted
autumn sun shined on brightegn surprisingly lwad, pucked flanks),
grass.The wind lifted the branches ofelbavs and arms thrashed. A blanket
the sugar maples. A golden light fiappeagd. t was smad on the floor

silence. tered though the leas. 1 reminded and ®ane was ppped upon it. &ni
“Give me thefuckingwine,” her of morning matins at. ®ominics grabbed theemote and switched to
Roni said. when she was a child (the cha@pft MTV.

The guys stad davn at their chant, lther Anthong rich baritone).
beers (bon City with bumps of The light, the memgr the edolence
Calett’'s on the side). Aw of shiny of fresh gound coffee engenddr if
bottles and diy glasses gurgled in theot epiphanyat least a stillness.
sink. moment of ease.

Kenny wanted to hit.

How could he hit?

He gae her the wine.

Then she asked for setviy—
a “loari from ‘the stoe.”

The nails clicked agairhe
fingers snapped. “strawbesr and nut!” Linda filled two

She was baly five feet tall. mugs with espsso They settled in
Kenny felt the urge to pick up the caslvhite wicker chairs, she#iédron the
register and squash her like a bug, to tipeshaded patio
her laynx out and strangle her with it. “The daughter still the?”
Instead, he gawer the tenty “What Linda asked.
the hell. . .” hd say Shed bullied him “No,” Rose ansswed.
since they &re kids. Nw he enjged teaching aebics nav.”
ohbvious physical aantage, but what “What was her name?”
could he do? élcouldit hit her She “Marie.”
was family And she made him feel “Oh, yeah. | always liked Her
guilt. ® he let her get away with “Just had her second.aided
things, mostly as afiex, a kind of old him Brock. Alfedo for the grandfa
habit, an emotional blackmail.onge ther But little Raffaela caisay Bock.
things in a famijyhe beliesd, ae bet So she calls him r8ccol—Broccoli
ter left unsaid; once said, change thingdredo”
forever And besides, she wag ebr They both laughed.
pathetic, eally (akady a caain “I love this!” Linda cried, tast
amount of sagging and cellulite), img the cannoli.
fucked-out look, like a painted-up old “It's nev.”

eyes. Married to @o for 15 ars.
‘“From  Venutds,” Rose

“Bies

Soon Pose, laden with gifts,
would enter her dooiRose was plump | ; »
and considerate. aiix hair and warm |'v& neer seen himaavi

“He likes ‘Mtallicg” she told

them.
A “The kids bain dead, Kenny
decidedver dinner

“Dorit be amel! Linda told
him, “. . .Im worried. E doe%rcawl.

“Exactly
“Roni says: 84 so easyHe

announced, unpacking the cannolfnteins himsef.

“Zonked on alium;
Kenn¥ opinion.

“Poor thing, Linda sighed, ‘I
feel soyr for him. 1 laid ther
30miutes today withoutwimg’

“The kice mutant,Kenny con
cluded, chomping a piece of meat
“already a mon’

was

Roni plopped on the sofa.
“Didnt get up till noon. Went to
Animal House last night.You knaw,
that private clubf She lit a joint. Her
hair was matted and bent, eagy hel
met. $Be woe a pink blouse and
brown matador slack3he slacks ewe
shunk shot, hiked almost to her
knees. “Bnny had this coke,” she
began but her mouth conted into a
yawn. The yawn extendedhe&shue
deed, goaned, forgot what she was

actess in her black stockings and

Moments laterthee came a (5king about. I8 took another drag

Madonna slut shoes.
S Kenny made exses.
They all made enses.

series of knocksThe handle to the i
> off the joint and mmptly fell asleep
front door jiggled.The knocks turned The joint (‘stick& Roni called them)

Itooom‘émgs’ 3:{(";’;’5’_?3322 &;331”&3 4was popped pecariously in her hand.
G g - ' Roni's mouth gaped open.
Family is nice. afnily is good. aNCy the door was ppelled open, shoul The oom eerberated vgitr?the scr))und

and | wouldnbe one without one. = erd ly a familiar figw toting a child of glottal shock. Banwhile, violent
—Ronald Reagan, [®ech to the on 5 ppminent though meager hip images flashed ass the seen. Bane
National Bmily Council, 1984 “You scagd me,” Linda said.  grgled and cooed.t was then that

“Hrump” the figue gunted |indqa detected the familiar odor of

Feaking of e: Saturday afteroon
and pushed past. soiled diaper

Linda Roth tucked her legs

In the living oom, Pose ped

beneath her and lit a cigthe. Be aled backweds to awid collision.
untied a blue bandanna and shook her

Satuday Nght, Let the @mes Bgin:

“Hello,” she said and looked atcoe one for itle Mty

long curly hair &e. The kids wr out Linda.
and gone. &nny at wdt. The house

www .blotterrag .com
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bed?” Bup asked. t(lwas 8e, but

ewryone called her 68p” It came “You call these friends®hny
from an old dity joke. &mething to asked inefeence toue and Bbly.
do with a postitute and peas and-car‘What kind of person haerdslike
rots. Nb one couldamember it any these?”

more. $e hated it, but ewone called “Theyre ety nice dgis; Dolly
her “Sup). ‘You knaw, just to get answed.

ewen for them being too strict?” “Girls—es—GIRLS. Thelyre

“Naff” Debly said. “Eer kids, babies.oRls past 40.
play ‘Scrambleil®?” “She thinksung’

“What?” “You see what | mean@hm

“You knaw, get all the pills said to &ah.
from the medicine chest, put them in a “I'know, | knav,” Sarah eplied.
bowl, and take turns gulping them
down?’

“Nasty’

The band called itself H&g
Sawers.” They ver loud, ery LOUD,
prided themsebds on @lume. &in “Reminds me of a guyofm
Heads. Bck tees under grangdan  Zootz,” Roni said, oblivious, ppped
nel. Bown baggy pants.ld&&8k combat on a barstool.
boots. The cowd loved them. “Wheie?” Cebly asked.

“You want it HOT?” the lead “Zootz,” Poni replied, this
singer glled. Long hairTattoos. k¢ after-hours club | go.toAcid Housé
was older than the others. Body bloahey call it. € seen him befer—rsay

“Yeah,” Sup said, & efugee
from the 6G!”

They squealed. Lookegtpat
Roni. uealed mex.

Ok. They all agged. N had feelings.
What they always did. d&Amd closing,
a guy sat next tooRi at the bar

“You look like @bty Harny,”
he saidTrying to be memorable.ofi
ignored him. The moment satched.
She consided the alternatéy
Decided to laugh. ¢dlaughed tooHe
was pung. Vely young.

He told her he plag bass gui
tar Between bands. Looking for a
hook-up But he was téd of the same
old “garage-door gmge shit.” Ié
wanted to do something imgeont.
Like REM or &ashing Bmpkins.
She had him pegged for a college kid.
A frat by out of Bt or Carnegie-
Mellon. h the carshe noticed he had
an oer-bite and big émt teeth.
Vaguely eminiscent of aoying Mlton
Berle.

“Who?” he asked.

“Newer mind,” she said.

His name wasker

They did it in @m and lly's

ed turning to fat. A Boomer witheey beads, crcifix, swastika in one gearbed.

liner and dgd black hair Sweat
dripped davn his nose onto the mier

hone.
P “Yes.” the awd cried. YESI” What kind of statement eegrhair?”
“Then les get AMED,” he “Sounds skankyDebly said.
ShOUt'Gf,d- Let eally ROCK-AND- “Into Devil worshig Roni
ROLL! . » continued. “Rally veid. A first he
YEA!" the cowd roaed, st staed at me.Then he camever
“YEA-A-AI”
A wall of sound bailed a@iss e taple and sted to lick my fin
the oom.

“What a dool,” Debly said. gers.

“U-g-g-h,” Sup answered.
“Hes goss! A double-baggerSoup
was the mtty one. ®&le blue &s,
amber hajrsmooth milk-white skin, a
line of blue-gren hickies a@a her
neck.

“Yee-uck!” @bly squealed.

put my hand in his mouth.”
“Whdja do?”
“Ignoed him.”
“Barf,” Debly said.

. . Soup washlistening. Be was
“David Lee Bth!” Debly said.  eyeing a guy aoss theaom.
She was big. I8nde. A Blish girl, “|'was with this girl, Lilith,”

who gae the impession of being fat, goni went on.

but wash really dist big. B)-boned, “Yeah,” Debly said tentataly
big hands, big wrists, hips, necker H “p Drljid.”

cales vere enormous. W she was “A what?”

ageeable, en beautiful, in a healthy “Druid. Had this far-out tat
peasant kind of waySe eminded {54 on her face. fagina. . "

you, for someeason, of a doomed Soup and bly rolled their
cowgirl. One who at 21 hadccached eyes.
her peak, perhaps gonedelit, and

would neer be quite as beautiful, nor
happy again.

Frst Sup then Debly got
picked up They left separateljt was

green hair—gu knaw, a leather type.”

“Jesus Kenny askedjdrt you

“Now tell mé, Kenny asked,cae whogu bring into this house?”

“Thee wash anything wang
with him. Esides,dtnone obwyr fuck
ing business.

“Ever hear of AIDS?”

“Go to hell,she said.

Didnt say anything. U his head on Srangersn The Night: a case Miltus

inteluptus

“Get offl @&t off!” Poni cried

“I'm into pain, he said angfrantically But Uncle Mity didnt

budge. 8meone was knocking on the
front door davnstairs. Bni was afraid
theyd wake up l@ane. The muffled
knocking got louderBecame a pound
ing. $ie pushed up hawith the heels
of her hands into Mon’s soft under
belly

“Damn,” he qunted and
paused as she slid out.

Wrapped in only a sheet, she
stagged on the stairs. ndcquainted
with her legsThe ‘ludes e kicking
in, making it difficult to maneev
“Like gliding davn a rier on a raft,”
shéd tell people, though dhenewer
been on a raft, or aeivfor that mat
ter.

The pounding continued.
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She dialed 911 and peekedlou knav THAT, his egs comnmed, peed. “Honestlyl dorit know what |

through the eshole. WHY are you doing this to me? i$l see in him.”

“Oh Christ!” she mutted and gestues became nw®rtheatrical and “No NOISE,” Poni repeated.
opened the door“What the hell do wildly effeminate. As she turned to go, she
youwant?” “For Christ sakes,” dRi noticed Bandds hair wasew black

It was iin from wok. scavled. &e was making him pay  and geasyheaped up in an\is pom

He was all made ,up petty Jm shrank inwal. One long padour The light was not flattering.
boy (actually quite attracéiy she defeated sigh. He had a bad case of acne.
thought) in tight leather pants, blush, “Oh. . .all right,” she said. “And rmembet she said, a
liner, and mascara. eHlicked his long “But no noise. M Kkids sleeping prohibitive finger pointed with omi
lashes neously 2 or 3 times for dra upstairs.” nous intent, “just the livingom.”
matic effect, and eked his most des “Thank you, Thank you,” Jm Jm kissed her hands again.
perate look. effused. ks whole body exgssed He trailed her to the staiM/atched as

“Can Wwe come in?” he asked.relief “Come on,” he said, holding theshe ascended, flat-footed, straight-
Then Roni saw who theve’ sceen door open for the figuin the backed, hump-shoul@erwith perog

was. corner “Come on,” heapeated seduc ative. “Now, thats a geat boad!” he
Sanding half in shades fur tively looking cg. said.
ther davn the poch was a kind of For a moment, “Bandd stood When ‘the boad re-entesd

“young Bando,” a pocket rBndo, a motionless. @e leg ppped behind Sam and BIly's oom, her date tdy-
Brando-in-miniatug, full of sassy afr him, he leaned against one of theoys Soup called them) laughed wild
gance and disdain, unctuousgiing, columns of the poh. A cigatte in ly. He was watching thitiree ®oges
thick-lipped, big-e3d, a noseaguely his left ear A toothpick dangleddm on channel 38. Thank God, Roni

phallic. He stood thercockyinsolent, his mouth. thought, the Nhtendds davnstairs.
supemely indiffeant. The door emained open. _

“Please,ith pleaded, “P-l-e-a- After what seemed like min /AN Hour Later:sca one forréndo
s-e...I" e dated skittish_ glancesar utes, he flicked the toothpick into the The ‘ludes e hitting had,
his shoulder to make @én “Brandd  bushes and began toveo Hs moe- lotting out eerything. Foni woke up
hadrt left. ment was deliberate. An unmistakab%zIe was thirsty She looked er for

Roni looked at “Bando” announcement of selfA hook and «ine kid.” What was his name2tér?
There was a rawness about hinsaunter Chest pumped out a® p i he was aady goneThat was @.
Pubescently etic. Horid and ripe. tight-fitting jeans. The slight indica Tpe |ast thing she wanted was male

Pustulant. H woe a black leathertion of pigeon toes. ; i

jacket and hooked his hands in his “The living bpom and that smugne:;st;wr;tggtgg:n(;?%}e stairs. to

jeans just abe his avtch. ®e had to IT!” Roni said. “UNDERSAND?” her right, she hedusomething in the

admit, a little etro but ety dishy “Yes!” iim gushed, “@ yes- darkness’ of the livingoom. %e

Shed swap Wdcle Mity in a second.  yes-gs!” H took Rni's hands and snapped on the kitchen lightvhen
“Paa—-LEEESE. . .!I"ind kissed them. f8ooch, smooch, her egs adjusted, she discernedemo

begged, frantic mowith imploration.  smooch,” he said. stit Roni wonder  ant” A thrashing in the semiidar
“Whats the matter wittyour ful?” he asked the mini&tuBando, pess.  Andememberd dm. The

place?” Bni asked. “Just wonddul!!!” miniatue Bando
“‘My paents & HOME.” A Brando smked. uddenly (she didn know
fierce sibilance. An emphatic estar “Hes such a bte,” dm whis ) she was possesseaidawhelm

www .blotterrag .com
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ing emotion: pissed—shocked—digavorite expession) and dpped the ception. Aleast as it applied t@R.

gusted. @e thing to talk about it, but suitcases. After all, hav could she be held
the actual physical facthe Svas out Crisis ensued. Chaosriaps accountable for the @sponsible
raged. the only thing entialy clear at that actions of otherskhus, the episode in

“LISTEN,” she cried, harshmoment was that @ly was about to question was officially categetiz t
with loathing, “I want gu outta her get the worst migraine in the higtof would neer be mentioned again.
by DAWN. BEFORETHE SUN American medicine. _ . ,
COMES UP—GOD DAMN IT!” This is o ained i Epllogue: Momlng in Anerica

is is hav Roni explained it:
All movement ceased. P Monday 6 a.m.Sng, ®m sing!

Christ sakes!” ¢f \wice sounde@edy 5 the clug Not much was happen Roni sipped a cup of coffee.
and eady to rak. “Db you hear me?” ing. After a fe drinks, she decided toAcross the table, hS_ne sampled
she asked. go home. @ her way out, she ran intOGerbe’is mush. i the kitchen, Dlly

“Yes,” a smalloice ansered.  jy, and his friend.” They chatted bent awkwatly befoe the efrigerator

It was in. amiably An ‘Off” night, so Rni invit “Now, whee is that?” she complained.
Now she saw him. mall o4 them back to watch “Casablaana PO You hae it out thee?”
fours, head den, and the miniater The Movie Channel. No answr.
Brando mounting &m behind. Q@ly Around midnight, she del ‘Do you hae the margarine?”
Brando was decidedly not miniatur oped a headache (thét dareegr Dolly called.
Roni flinched. “Qn!” she cried and sceen on her we Glysex at wéj) and “No,” Roni replied.
fled. “DANN!" she called ver her yacided to turn in. @ “Casablanta “Whete can it be?” @ly wor
shoulder in fulletreat. “DAVN!” was only half completeimJand his deed. “l bought one just laseek.
“Yes,” In moaned. The «fjend asked if they could watch what'm positi\e.”_ _$1e maoed things
movement esumed. “®, Y-e-s-s!” remained. Bni had knen Jm for a aound. “?lre it isrt out }Qee?" <
. long time. Trusted him implicitly It _ Befoe Foni could speak, she
gr;ogﬁr F&T&Eﬁf\mgglz MOTHER never cossed her mind that anything@V it peeking out been the Corn

untowad could occur She bid them Hakes and thediFat Farm Rich. Be

The font door swung open. “Good night,” asked them to turn offfoticed, also, somethingéfign in the

It was Dlly and @m. the lights andrV, to lock the door tUP. Al first it was no mer than a

The bed at the yhtt was behind them.That was the last thing PeriPheral blur Ragged. dnething
unacceptable. This is not a @ly she kne until &m and DIly arried Ccoarse and knotted in the saffgoo
Extra Extra Frm,” Dolly asséed. “I home. Bent. agged. A spiral. A coil. And
distinctly equested dly Ktra Extra “When | found out” Rni the® was another and anothivhat
Frm.” It was impossibleh&couldih  told Dolly, “I was absolutely furiousicould it be? &hi suffeed a brief attack
stay another minute. & back would I'm still shaking. H&ne was sleeping®f \etigo.

nt permit it. @m had to pack the carjust abwe them. Who knavs what _ "I dont know” Dolly said,
in the middle of the nightThey dove could hae happened. llihewer forgie ~ Standing upright, hands on hipsmi-
home. Jm. NEVER!” nant. $e peexd dumbly in the open
Around 3 am., DBly Dolly was an enlightenedTdge. ‘I must be losing my mind.”
unlocked the ént door of the house woman of her generation, who -pos Roni closed her ey. Erhaps
on Merrimac 8eet. The door swung sessed a vkimg knavledge of quan She was mistakenheSooked again.
open and she was comfed ly the tum physics. I understood that time This time thez was no doubt.

image of ih and the decidedlyi- and space could keatie, elastic, sub ndisputable. lrking in the open tub
miniatue’ Brando humping (uncer ject to evision based upon aggr Was Bandés hair Jm was blonde.
moniously) in her ney redecorated point of viev That is to sayon Ronibown. The hairin the container
living oom, on her ne carpet, Monday moming (after an appriate WaS thick and shinglack and virent,

propped on her ne pillows, watching period of sulking and silence), the paﬁ%@nkemus, mephitic.  @ndds black
themseles befa her ne wall-to-wall rewealed itself diffently Only some nair Brandcs black. . .PUBIC. . .hair!

floor-to-ceiling mimwrs. (“t will make one, sayas unimaginagvas kKnny She wanted teetch, to flee the
the bom seem twice as large, darlingyfould stubbornly insist that all facts bEOUSe, the neighborhood, the state, the
the decorator assdrDolly). accurate, accounted ,fand conse Planet. An ineluctable desifor

“Sam! @m!” Dolly cried, her quential. Bsides, objectiveality was Motion. To moe as fast and as far
voice strangledytfear and ueality no longer aaleant concept, no longer@Vay as possibleorfr the deaded

She swooned. a dependable framertk within which ©bjects. Bt she couldnleae th?m
Sanis mouth fell open. human beings coulddar their lies. he®. ®mething had to be done!
“What the hell. . .?" he said (aVhat wasreal was a function of per Dolly closed theefrigerator

door, picked up her coffe@ifn a near
page 13
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by counterand stded tavad the din
ing mom. “I must be going crdzshe
said.

laugh.
“Whats so funny Dolly
Roni panicked. I& grabbed a asked.
handful of napkins, scooped the top “Nothing,” Roni answred.
inch of the margarine cleanjled it Her egs began to fill.
into another ball of napkins and “Thats not nice,” DIly said,
dumped it into her purse. smiling.
“Whats wong with pu?” “It's nice to be nic&m said,
Dolly asked as she sawvdo right on cue, e-entering the dining
“Nothing,” Roni answrd, room, coffee in hand.
snapping the clip of her purse. Roni couldit stand it. Be
“You hae the oddest look onreally began to laugh. Laughdhar
your face. Axyou feeling wll?” Shane laughed too
“No, I'm fine,” Foni nodded. Dolly beamed.
“There it is!” Dolly cried tri Then &m, standingyb Roni,
umphantly leaned den, put one arm aund her
Roni flinched. Hr egs shoulder gestued like the lounge
opened wide. What? What?” she said singers e seen at the dbse, and
reaching instinctaly for her purse.  broke into song:
“Didnt you see it?” Smile thoughoyr hedris beaking

Ewven kKenny “THAT GIRL,” Dolly
repeated, wiping tear®rfr her egs.
Just when they & beginning to sho
down, one would look at the othand
theyd stat over again. &nny had his

them and had to laughh&just had to know why but they all began to laugh.

arm aound his father for mutual sup

port. Roni was sprawled spd-legged

in an open kitchen draw And they
laughed.They all laughed.

“Isrit it wondeful,” Dolly
thought, “hav well we get along?”

Coda: Who said all happ
families ar alike?

—Kenny Rth

—the end—

“What!” Snile egn though'staching

“The Margarine,” DIly said, When therae clouds in the sky
pointing to the errant tub Youll get | . .if you just smile. .

“Oh—guess | didp’ Roni Roni gagged. Tears olled
mumbled, eliexed. Then she watched down her cheeks, milk spoutednfr
in horror as Ily butteed a raisin her nose, dribbled do her chin.
bagel. Mt satisfied to eer the whole Kenny walked in, therto pick
surface, she heaped on extra—just fop his father for wkr He poued a
good measar (ne pinky extended, cup of coffee and ergdrthe dining
she took seval lady-s&d bites. room.

“Are you sue youre all right?” When Poni saw him, she
Dolly asked as she whd daintily laughed ean moe. %$e looked at the
“You look so pale.” three of them, &m one to the other—

‘Do I?” Poni answred. $&e dumh benign smiles each—and s
couldrt take her eys off the forbidding just couldi help it. ®e laughed, cack
oval. led, sobbed, choked, began to de

“You knaw,” Dolly decided, Roni had to un to the kitchen sink
“we should stop going tcai@el Land. Bleay-eyed, ufescent, she grabbq
She held the bagel aloft for inspectioflindly for a glass of water
“It's just not the same since the son “Whats going on?” &ny
took over” asked.

Roni was finding it difficult to “That girl,” Dolly said, shak
breathe. I8 bit her tongue, sucked iring her head. h® couldih remember
her cheeks. t&ed had at the Corn Roni eer laughing so har
Flakes.Tried not to speculate about the Kenny smiled cautiously
exact capacity in which the tub was “Want a bagel?” dly said to
emplged. Kenny “Try the fat-fee margarine, i

At that moment, &n came has aey distinct taste.”
padding though in his abe and slip Roni doubled weer, holding
pers. Wizened and unshed, thick her sides, fighting for .air
salt-and-pepper hair tousled and “What?” @&m kept saying
tossed. © hummed a favite tune. laughing himselttrying to pop Roni
Dolly, regal in her housecoat, wed up, “What?”
quite happily She sat the diningpom Shane bounced in his high
table like a coach-and-four chair making goofy noises.

Roni looked at the two of They all laughedThey didrt

Thi g™

real dreams, real weird

Please senl excerpts fro[n your
n dream [ourn
If nothmg eIsE wd’love to read
th'em.
W e wont publish your whole
name.

mermaid@blotterrag.com

Most of the time my wife wakes me
from the worst (I ddnknow for sue,

up

because she always wakes me up jpst in

time)pats of my nightmas.
Something | do in my sleep - sha
snot, shout - alés her in her wn

sleep-addled place to come to esy
cue. A hand on my arm, gentle, th¢
more firm, beaks (brakes) the desc
into subconscious horr | try and
thank her as | gasp for thest air of]

€,

I
N

a}

Nt

awakened-ness and shake the images of

the deep d&rfrom my brain. %
always says “OK, goodniglih&n
turns aver to tiy and egain that plac
she was when | intapted with my

occasional night-train riding off thhe

rails. If | remember - | ddanalways,
thank goodness - | apolagin the
morning. Sometimes shesmembers
sometimes not.That is also ptty
good, considering.

J-Man - cyberspace

14
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“M otherh ood”
by K elly An nJ acobson

| dreamt that | had a daughter
who did not look like me.

In the deam v swam in water
as blue andasgt as the sea.

And beneath the steadyface
lay pesents wrapped in gold—
piles and piles ofgsents

with contents unfetold.

My daughter was much too little
to dive for her surprise;

her father was noncommittal,

so | closed my fdal eyes.

| went beley, and swam, and sked

as long as é&ath would last,

Yet thee was much mergold that soaked
in boxes still amassed.

The xygen left my body

and all sight left my ey,

the life that once belonged to me
now just another préz

Mothers, in their lal loe,
will give their daughters all,
until theres nothing left to ge
but a hollev, floating doll.

CONTRIBUTORS:

Michael Camp agnoli writes, “In the
past, | taught literature and writing
while studying for a Ph.D. at Indiana
University. Since then, I've worked a
variety of jobs, including fisherman,
journalist, and short-order cook.
Currently, | proofread/line-edit the
local newspaper and home school my
sixteen year-old son.

My awards include the New Letters
Poetry Award, the All Nations Press
Chapbook Award, and The Chiron
Review Novella Prize. My fiction and
poetry have appeared in New Letters,
Nimrod, Southern Humanities Review,
Descant, and elsewhere. I've pub-
lished three chapbooks and my
poems and stories have been anthol-
ogized in Best New Writing of 2010,
ISFN's Anthology #1, and The
Bethany Reader.”

Blotterfriend Kelly Ann Jacobson is
a novelist, editor, and poet who lives
in Falls Church, Virginia. She recently
received her MA in Fiction at Johns
Hopkins University, and she now
teaches as an Adjunct Professor of
Composition and Literature.
Information about her published nov-
els, poetry, short stories, and nonfic-
tion can be found at www.kellyannja-
cobson.com.

Keith Norval has been reading The
Blotter for ten years. He paints mostly
oil on canvas. and is based in Raleigh,
NC.

Phil Juliano sent us a note that he is
taking a short vay-kay with his family.
Good, he deserves it, so don’t nobody
hassle him.
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