Madness takes its toll with J .H."Martin, Annie Land,
Jim Harrington, Shannon Brad vy, :

@ : P iafjo, and The Dreamn Journal ==
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“Sub ur ban P eqd e”

After a lifetime of living in the woods, | am completing my diasthes
in the wilds of suburbia. s what | ha obsered...

They ae nothing at all alik@lhey being, of course, the planes of exist
the dvelling places, and the lifestyles; people interact with one anof
er.

Now all of this may be attributed to my lack of aspiration for extra r
the officer corps of vious, but | had no idea that it was going to be
this. Had twenty-two pars of near-hermitlike existence, albeit with
family and occasional visinirfriends, caused some synaptic disco
that | forgot what it was like to be...among those ofvmkind? @ even
to actually be one of my kind?

Or am | a snob? | dothink | am a snabWell, actually | do, butnii not
a good snob as | leamothing cedible to be snobbish abottat being
said, if not beli@d, les use the scientific method of olagem to analy
the evidence that this is a défgrworld than the one | comertr:

| suspect that | hawspent too much time awaynirthe daily activity of
other humans, and that this is not a good timejomrthe het. While
there ae really goodeasons that my little house on fifteeasact hal-
woods was a pain in the butt - not the least of which beindsthat ihe
annual festal-month of Bowing the Leaas off the Bof - my shack-int
the-woods was alwagsably quiet and cool, or quiet and warm, or g
and ceered in a blanket of swo And although quiet is @aurring theme
it's not the be all and end all. | am not a...ahexa.htrggebut | sue like
being suounded l them and kneing that they @ making it easy t
just be a little bit loudea little bit less formal. | eygal stepping out th
front door clad only in my kers and bed-head to do eatihher-check.
like cranking upidhi and assisting lead with my a@-axk like cutting up
deadfalls with aeal a®. | like nesr hearing a complaint because it
shouted fsm way wver thee.

Over hee in suburbia theris a diffemt thematic elementt'sicalled shar
ing, and it comes in many formsneds my neighbokawnmaver Quy.
Of course, | should kmohis name. 13 wife, who walks hegry sveet old

dog eery morning at the same time | govdao the school bus stop with

my older daughtehas told me hers and his nhame andefsons rti

unable to explain nor cect, | can onlygamember the dgghame. | kng,

I need better neighbor-skills, but like | said dtill a neice at this|
Anyhav, Lawnmaver Quy's attention to his walk-in-sker sied lawn has
reached legengastatus.The tuth is hé& a little bit older than | am, ar
likes to putter aund outside. ‘& made comedy hay telling visitors
my next door neighbor m¥s his lawn all the time areteied chuckles,
and then folleved up with the lie that | plan to figuout hev to get him
to maw our little patch of grass, too, aaedeied futher chuckles. uB |

dorit goof on Lawnmaer Quy anymoe. As a writem actually a big fa
of anypne who gets up and gets tokwndiligently at the same taskengv
day day after dayI'm done making light of Lawnmer Quy, although in
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some leats of the comedy de of Fell laughing at an older feliavho likes
getting davn with his bad self and aeud-eater is consiel@lav-hanging
fruit. Instead, | wavto him when | walkyband his outside. \& disce-

ered that | doih hawe to stop and talk - Bealways wking and to do so

interrupting which may be OK, butsita @1y conenient thing for me t
just wae and walky Hes friendlyhad-woiking and only a little bit nois
on those rardays when | want to sleep in onral&y and too lazy to dey
five minutes backver toThe House hn TheWoods.. Fankly I cart decide
why | was such an asshole about him at all.

| dorit know hawv to go outsideWhat should | war? And what kind

question is that - andWwdow hae | fallen that | havto consider the fe¢

ings of my neighbors when | want to takeoistHow many of my neigh
bors ae wearing spandex st®while they walk oun or leash uppaiky
for a jaunt though the neighbors petunid&®en is it apppriate to waa/
hello? &y helloAWhat if theyre talking on the blue-tooth?r [Btening to
Smooth &zz? I®uld | awid ey-contact? Buld | watch wherlm going
or let them woglr about wrapping the leasbuard my ankless it bad form
to kick a dog tring to hump my leg? d@és the homemers association Ba
a booklet | might study?

Seaking of which: heiis a little pile of dog-shitmltaking an enfoed

“get yur lazy butt out theérwalk early &uiday morning, and on the maip

drag that wns though the whole delopment someone has ta
their..rather largeybthe look of things...dog for a walk, perhaptegay
The evidence is sunydand gien the right set of geologicatwmnstance
would fossilz into a substantial cofith for happy dissery by some
future paleontologist. | wonder if this has hit thextNDoor’ app usedyp
folks aound hee to electmically-passaly-aggessigly emak about al
goings on. ©Ohas thewner of this house decided not to watyout sucl

tid-bits, because they baw dog themsely and occasionally go out $

their avn little black baggie stashed in a pockeg-dbit is a conungim.
Some of my neighbors wouldefer that the whole @slem was handleg

the Homeavners Association.ur§, why not? @& some high-school Kigd
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$10 a day to wandemwand (in a sensible, planned way) with a wago
a pea-rake, picking up all the crhjxe a modernevsion of the old bhty
Python scene, ‘filig Out Your Dead!” Bit such awd-souced plan

would still go wong. The people whown dogs would sdy clean up aftef

my avn,” and want a discount for their ghaf the fee paid the kidedple
who dort own dogs wouldrwant to contribute to this pittance at all.
the kid would still find a way to beeevoo lazy to earn an easy $76ek

with a esume-wdiny gig as an independently contractedeo-operator df

a waste disposal wagon. Adil.w

Last winter was tough oregn house designotNhe glass-panelled ad3
ta of theVictorian age, but theell-designed homes of this happy en
saving, water-congigry neighborhoodThe best laid plans.ofell, you
know, hawe gone awr It turns out that no one anticipated the extent
cold winter w just muddled tlough, and the humidity drains on sg

anSgnd check or moneyder name
and addess tdhe Botter
Qubscriptions, 1010 &le &eet,
Durham, NC 27705. &k issueser
also aailable, 5 for $5npuire .
same Y e-mail:
chief@blotterrag.com
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AANREAT
by J. H. Marlin

Shaking his head,adques leaned
back and closed hisesy

- CLICK -

'...The Plice hag nav widened
their seah for the student who, last

week, shot and killed hisé¢leroom

Raising his armadques hailed thefull well that it would'@ been mates fom the capital. Mders
appoaching taxi and got into thequicker and cheaper if the driv which hae shocked and appalled

back.
"Where to my friendPhe airpot?"
"No. The train station."

"No problem. What time's gur
train?"

"Soon," he guessed.eHhadn't
bought a ticketa.

"Right you ae," the drier nodded,
pulling out, "® whee yu going
to?"

had turned right. i wouldn't be the local communityas wll as

sad to see the back of the city anditgning the usually harmonious

lies. campus atmospleeinto one of fear
and outrage.

"That's what | said.”

"I am just so sced, Yu know?

Why?Well, he was such a normal

had-woking student andey he

went and did that. | mean... if

someone like that, sodoraty,

could do something like thatehy

anybody could, couldn't they?

No, he didn't.The only thing he

understood was that she'd beeyes, OK, they teased him about his

"No, it isn't."

"Yes, it is. And if | hato explain to
you the eason whythen yu don't
understand me, doy?"

lying to him for monthsChe poof

lack of cool clothes and his village

was all therin the photos she'd putupbringing... Bt to go and steal a

up on-line and shed with the soldier's gun like that, and then

world.Yes, thoseeflections of other shoot them in their sleep®tko he

"Very good,” the drier laughed, men's faces in the Halenses of could steal their thinggHat's too

"Well, look, pu just elax and get those designer sunglasses boughtrfarch. t really is.

yourself some shutesyyou look her ly one of her @y good

like you need it.Yes, don't gu friends', who she'd been meeting in.. | just don't knev who to tust

worty about a thing my friend. Irestaurants and hotels, when sheidy moe..."

know a quick oute and wll be told him that she'd been with her

there in next to no time, K?" younger sister Qi Qi shook her head and changed
the station on her mobile phone.

"Anywhee but hee..."

Too tired to argue, he nodded backDo you mind if | turn on the
at the eoer-friendly drier and let radio?"
him turn left, egn though he kne

"...The jasper tone obwyr clothes
haunts me.
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If | neer seequ again, is that whylt was 6:59 AM. car laughing at something the thin
you're leaving me?...' ner one had said.
Jacques put his phone back inside
Qi Qi smiled at the setness of the his black jacket pocket and made hid el-0-00"
melody but inside felt the lonelyway though the hat and soft seat
words echo carriages teads the buffet cam Yes, he was a éxgner and nothing
the hope of finding some whdo he did would ear change that.
"...Sanding on the gate wer, | sit. He only had a standing ticket
scour the horan anxiously...' and it would be telve hours befer - CLUNK -
he eached his destinatidfhat he
Yes, things had changed so quicklwas going to do when he got ¢herinside the buffet camen raised
he wasn't ser He'd neer been one their egs and peed wer the tops
Twele years ago, when she wasfar plans. of their navspapers at the attraetiv
student, she would rexvhae een female figue passing theny.b
thought about waring the h-cut "Honestlyhow can | tell any of my
top, or the tight pair of denim friends aboutau, let alone my fam '...The glazing of the lady's por
shots that the gung woman sitting ily, when wu don't een avn a trait, hides her trer charms...'
opposite her wasearing. Clothes house or an apgarent? s embar
that were neither local nor modestassing.tlreally is. | mean, ifoy Unfortunately Qi Qi was wll used
in their origin and style. Clotheshad yur onvn business,eh, | guess to the intusive and unwanted
that dew staes and commentsthat would be somethinguByou attention and paid it no mind, as

from far too many of the mendon't een hae that, do gu?" she bought herself @gh bottle of
packed into the train station's wait iced geen tea then looked for a
ing oom. No, JAcques didn't. &l only had a place to sit.

small blackucksack, which was just
"...The days ha/been so long with as well, as navigating the rawr '...The years of sests buried in th-
out you beside me...' aisles; packed with people and t
belongings, would hanbeen nigt
Feeling her face diag to redden, on impossible if he'd been garg
Qi Qi sipped at her gen tea to anything else.
calm herself dm. Shaking her
head, she looked up at the clocExactly dcques. You've got
behind the closed platform gates. absolutely nothing to sldor your
life. Nothing at all. | mean.What
No, flovers may bloom spring aftekind of man a you?"
spring, but gu neer hae the
chance to beoyng again. Delling Nodding, he smiled back at the t
on the past was a waste of time. men in suits, whoete stood in the [T S PRI_— S—_y It LT
smoking section next to the buf

FROM CREATION TO CONTRACT
O 0 O 0 T PITg Ghostwritten/rewritten
N ' over 200 projects

N | G HT S 0 U N D Editor and publishing con-
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attention from top publishers
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' How to mun them moe efficiently

and, ly doing so, inease their Red-faced, he closed his mouth and
Qi Qi switched off the radio on herprofitability" shook his head at his assumptions.
phone and smiled politely at the

blonde haed man; sitting at the"l see. 8, what is gur line of busi "It's OK," Qi Qi smiled, "@n't
only table with any spacedr ness?" worry Acques, I'm used to it."

"Excuse me. ddry, but can gu "l own a number of nail bars in théhe was. And, unlike many of the
speak..." province, and, hopefully'll be other women thatadques had met
opening s&@n moe next month. there, Qi Qi didn't hae any issue
"Yes," dcques nodded, cutting heAfter the seminal hae a meeting with talking about her ex-husband
obvious question shor"l can. with some people tler As gu either She knev that acques did

Don't wory." probably knw, the beauty industr not look at things with the same
is booming her" eyes as peoplem her couny did.
"Great," Qi Qi laughed newusly
"Sorry, | didn't mean to be..." "Yes," dcques nodded, sipping aiVhether they wre blue, gry or
his beer'l do." green, Qi Qi couldn't make up her
"It's OK," smiled acques, "Dn't mind, but she liked them all the
worry, honestlyl am used to it. Over the pevious twoegars, he had sameTheir polite attention made
Please...iSdown." wasted thousands on cosmetics, Haa@r feel aslaed and comfdable
appointments, pedices, facials, in his company aachues felt listen
"Thank you." manicues and spas. ing to her talk about hoshe'd met

her ex-husband at school.
There was no needachjues was"So hov many do gu ovn then?"

happy to hawy better and warmer "Yes," Qi Qi smiled, her bwn ees
company than the beer irit of "Twenty-sesn." fixed upon a point far beyd the
him, and the frst-coered fields backs of the passing ceterapar

that flashed past the winddeven "Wow" smiled dcques, tapping hisment blocks and their milded
if it would be for a fe hours only bottle thee times, thpressig.Your balconies lined with buckets, mops
husband andoyr family must be and dying clothes, "&n then, he

"Yes, I'm going to a seminar #hervery proud.” always had a fan club of girls watch

this afternoon.ts being gen ly ing him. Although, when he was a

my teachet "Maybe my famifyreplied Qi Qi, boy, |1 think he used to find it
shifting in her seat, UB no, not embarrassing when theyeaaned

"Your teacher?" my husband. I'm dorced." and cheed like that when he

scoed a goal."
"Yes," nodded Qi Qi, "H teaches"l... I'm sorry. | didn't mean to
us hav to impiove our businessespry... I... | just thought that..."  "So he was a good payhen?"

"Oh yes, ey good. H¢ had aeal
talent and he kme that if he
worked had at it then he had a
chance to maybe do something with
it. That's all he would do when he

CREATIVE
METALSMITHS

Kim Maitland
117 E. Franklin St., Chapel Hill
3 919-967-2037
. i;'-ﬁﬁ'-i www.creativemetalsmiths.com
45 2 1/ 2 WEST FEJ&NHL [”1 fHAPfL H"..L 3 EI-EE—E!?;EFE Weelidays 11 - 6 = Saturdays 10 - 5 + Sundays 12 - §

www .blotterrag .com




Novem ber 20 15

was not in class - practice, practia@j\ettisements for SUVs, skinhappyas did our families.”
practice." whitener and push-up bras mod

elled ly tall and slender Caucasiatyes," noddedagques, "l can imag
"Which was just asell,” Qi Qi girls, nor the wistful far-off look inine."
laughed, shaking her head at th@i Qi's eyes that echoedWwde felt
memoy, "Because he wasn't exactlyside.The fear that, &@m nav on, He could. K could see it in her
the brightest studenaFiom it. © ewerything that he was going tceyes; glinting with a hope that his
he knev he had to make the most oéxperience would be nothing but eould no longer see.
his ability if he wanted to get aheagale eflection of eaything that

Yes, he always used to tell me hde'd done and felt beéor In the blue-gy of his, it just wasn't
he wanted to make his eats possible to stay untoucheyl the
proud and gie them all they'd ev "You OK?" culture that susunded them and
wanted." staed wdely at their tablenla

"Of course,” smiledadques, his county whee one of the first things
Turning her egs away dm his, Qi mood lightened somiat ly Qi that a child learns to do, isvhto
Qi nodded back at heeftection in  Qi's concern, "Bn't mind me. I'm check if money is fake or not, it was
the scratched windopane. just tired that's all. &.. Did he inevitable.
make it then?"
"Yes, it was thosalues that first "They ae my friendsVely good
made such an imgssion on me, Looking to her left, Qi Qi noddedfriends. G@od people with jobs that
rather than his good looks or hiand slaly traced the outline of herpay a lot mar than gurs. Why
ability" reflection; lit up ¥ the lights inside shouldn't they take me out?thy
the buffet camas the daylight disap shouldn't they buy me things?"
Jacques nodded. eHknev exactly peaed and waseplaced y black
what Qi Qi meantThat's what had ened tunnel walls. Yes, all those bright and shinyne
first biought him to the counyr things, like their ne cars -The
That deam of something olderYes, that was the moment he beg#&uadis, Ricks and BMWs. Eld
something wisesomething differ to changetlhadn't been as vious seen the photographs that she'd
ent fom the 'modern’ world. then. F anything she'd enjed it. taken of her standing next to them
The money im his signing-on fee.outside those hotels ardtaurants.
"Honestly | don't knav why yu The nev clothes he'd bought themAnd he would ha had to ha
translate that oldubbish for No The gifts that he'd lavished on theibeen blind not to havnoticed the
one eads that kind of thing thesgaents and theiretaties. { had all expens® designer clothes that she
days. M, that's why thefs no felt so fesh and ve Why would was waring, which she could not
bloody money in it, is ther she ha minded him going outaffod.
Jacques?” now and then?

"And did it make gu happy?"

Qi Qi couldn't help notice his"l thought we were going to be so
attention drifting back to the beer

bottle. He looked so &d, sitting |f
there, wubbing his egs. Brhapsj
that's why he was drinking so eg
in the day

"Sorry Qi Qi... Drifted off
there..."

Yes, it was aeiamThere was noth o, N/
LIVEETRIECHEEINECNAQERES:  Mon thru Sat  1lam-10pm - (losed Sunday -  933.8226

ing city and its billbods, with their 711 W Rosemary St. Carrboro  www.carrburritos.com
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Qi Qi's eyes widened with surpriseour paents think | should hav success ofourself since then,
Not at whatdcques had said but atinderstood and forgm him. | hawen't you? Fow many nail bars
the expession on his facéwas a couldn't. | married him because Wwas it that gu ovn again?"

look that was ael and cynical. @ loved him for being the yal and

that didn't suit him at all. loving man that he was, not théTwenty-sesn."
jumped up selfish pig that he has
"Happy?" become." "Exactly’ smiled dcques, raising

the bottle, "Véll done gu."
Her hand dopped back den to Trembling, Qi Qi put her right

her lap hand to her mouth and then"Thankyou," smiled Qi Qi, baing
coughed, befer taking a sip of then sitting up straight, "That's why

"Yes, the edding was piect. Yes, green tea to compose herself | don't cae what people think or

our house was beautifvés, v had say when | tell them that I'm

more money than most peopléYou OK?" askedadques, lifting divorced. You knaw what people
could eer deam of And, \es, our then esting his hand back on thénee think about women who
paents vere so gly, vely proud of beer bottle. divorce their husbands, dondu?"
him. But happiness?"

"Sorry," Qi Qi blushed, "Men "Yes," dcques noddedt Wwasn't
"Well, if you think waiting for a though that all happened radhan pleasant.
drunken phone call at 3 AMbfn a six years ago, it still hisr some

bar a hotel, a massage parlour times, pu knaw?" "Well, let them think whatew they
ewen worse, isoyr idea of a mar want to," said Qi Qi, her ey glar
riage then maybe it would brirgyy "Yes," dcques nodded, "l do..." ing back at the st that wre com
happiness, but | don't. d\ our ing from the other tables, "eally
marriage lmught me nothing but His egs told her so, and Qi Qi feltdon't cae. I'm too busy making a
misey." her face flushingdder success of my life to pay them any

mind at all. | am not a mad, bad or
"I hadn't given up my studies andHer soft lips openingachues did loose woman. | am aty successful
all of my deams to listen to othern't know what to say thirty three war old digrcee. |
women laughing at me in the back know who | am."”
ground, when I'm thousands ofTurning their heads backwads
miles awaysitting alone in a bigthe windey, they looked out togeth Yes, smiledagques, sheally does.
empty house ging my egs out." er at the half-built housing complex,
with its giant cranes, pile-anig Walking devn the platform, Qi Qi
Qi Qi shook her head and foldednd ow after ow of white tents for held her head up high, the morning
her slender arms. the migrant wders. breee billoving in the folds of her
ankle-length peach coledrdess,
"No. That is not marriage nor is'Stll,” shrugged dcques,eaching as she @aed her way tlough the
that my idea of l@. | don't cag if for his bottle, "8u've made aeal crowmd with an effdiess grace.
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Turning, she stoppedy hhe plat
form exit and, smiling, wed gooe

bye to dcques.I had &y much
enjoyed his companyand hoped
that maybe one day he'd call.

Nodding, he stad at Qi Qi's busi
ness cdr

Yes, although Qi Qi had got on &
the first stopher office was in the
northern city fom which the train
had depded. I was on a set
which was less than two minutg
walk fom the apament that he'd
just \acated.

Zhuang 4 was right.

'‘Better not to mee but to let things
be.’

Smiling, &cques shook his heag|
then eached for his beer

“Collateral Da mag e”
by J im H arrington

She needed time to herself interacting with people stiekdioin
learning hw to live an uncomplicated lifeoNit wasi the sex, or m
companionship that was lacking, driving her.away

| understood—for the most paghed suvived an abusavfather and
socialite-wannabe moth@ancer hadndefeated her—either time}—
both befoe she was emty-fie.

1=~

| offered to quit my job and go with hé&he said that wouldrwork.
She needed to learn who she was, who she was supposed to bg, who t
person inside was that she couéMinh for theest of her life.

| told her I1d be thee when sheeturned, watched her walkasothe
ramp to the waiting plane, Wie kiss to her back, pocketgdhands
swalloved a fer times, stepped outside the terminalleg “$it,”

ignored the man and woman with two small obildstanding at th
curh

D

For sale - cheap - on
Amazon.com (where else?)
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“Two Years Later”

Your ex-wife has awméusband.

Washington DC is still the US capital

so some things &t changed.

But another slips in beside

that oh so familiar shape each night.

Hands gu may haw shaken once

cup her beasts, drift den betveen her thighs.
And when gur daughter cries at night.

you only wake up on law-sanctionegkends.
Ewely other thee a.m., & his egs that pafopen,
that see the fog of woman risimgrfithe sheets,
slip into the nextaom for some

rocking, whispering and soothing.

She makes his coffee in the morning.
He kisses her cheeke $iugs him back.
They look in on the child together

Threeb

He has gur old happiness @a pat.

All such lies

fouling your beath,

to aimlesseaching,

your desperation,

from eerywhee.

“The LastPicku pL ine”

There will be no mar saying,
“Dont | know you from somehee.”

will buckle up to gravity

thud dawvn to your feet.

And the mask will peel away

leaving just the exgssion,

smug smk losing out to hapless grimace.
With ghosts of pickup lines past

and fondling fingers simk

the woman will shudder
then pity then mee away
The cowd will lap up

laugh in their dinken dancing aisles.
You will no longer kne

someone ém somehee.

They will knev all of yu
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by J ohn G rey

“The One With T he Hair”

She had so much hair

like she was hiding in it,

the way it ceered

half her face.

And the sheer length of it...
when her hair

spragd aapss her shoulders,
its journey was hdly

a quater done.

McDonalds wouldhhire
her she said, because
she wouldntie it up
abose her head.

Same with the assembly line.
No net big enough for
that effusion.

Couldrit be a nurse

for fear she suffocate
her patients.

Or ewen driwe a cab

with that hair

wedged beteen the door

All she could do was be eelp

lie acoss my shoulder in the kiar
flooding my chest, my chin,

my goin, with \ehet,

all smelling of Chamomile.

Best days of my life.

She had so much hair

it was just enough.
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“On F resh Star ts”
by An nie Land

| remembergu beathing
Sorry if

You hut me,

As if it were a question

Youd just emembexd to ask.

Whispering | desex moes,
Should not come heragains.
Phrases not strangers—
Know the lines on their faces.
Private Rather forgive mes
Knowing exactly whatendo

Embraced P sleep

You caver two kind egs

From arpws of pematue light.
On instinct expecting
Accepting

These Mtters offime

That baffle and wound me.

Through slw days ahead,
I'll soon beeapeating

Out with the olds.

Theyll say maries & nav.

But just hav many beginnings
Can one soul bear?

How many neelties

On the shelf | wonder?

And hav many Brewers

Hawe ve aleady abandoned?

www .blotterrag .com

R

real dreams, real weird

Please sed excerpts from
your own dr eam journals. If
nothing else, wd’love to read
them. We wont publish your

whole name.
mermaid@blotterrag.com

By way of explanation: | go

sleep with good intentions - kide

thoughts in my head, memor
of a dy spent behaving mysel
the best of my ability pull the

covers up to my chest, my afm
pinning them den against me

My feet alternate beten peek
ing out fom the blanket o

hanging off the end of the bdd,

naked and afraid. And ledm.

| dorit know that person, walk

ing dovn a city stret, looking,
perhaps at the windoof the

stoe, or at some inner visig¢n
between her s and her hear

| take her hand - it is soft and
spite of the trth that ve dort

know one anotherher fingerg

wrap naturally aund mine, not
tightly in fear Dinner some
whee? ask. 8e doesnreply -
and lam glad becauseddrit
want her to sayeg, and dorit
want her to say nol am not

dressed for ey restaurant in

this city but |1 knav thee is

money in my thin wallef

enough for us to eat. r@& my
reality inading my deam?

Orpheus - cyberspace

(0]

S
to

in
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continued from p age 3 |

working. Mid-wintet no heat.rhagine grandmas going outside in the sm@our hot water ondzen pipes
Things ae being dealt with, in that way that things dolocalTV station grabbed hold of thsdr” and
intervienved a couple of the neighborhoodenitiz and hegin lies the cix of this paragraph. Little old ladies,
and | use these #®& wads without malice wads genderlage or @&n sie, should not be intaewed for tel
evision.They ae far too polite to get their messagesac@e of the intarievees was explainingsthshe hag
been jeted aound ty the builder of her home, who cobbled together sieseeiffer shenanigan of a fix jor
her un-off drain hose that lmwed on the sueal, so that the televisi@ofisumer adeaté could then epot
that she was able todeithem to go back and get it righuriddh! Uhfortunatelythe poor wner elating he]

stoly was unable to explain thepair silliness in a way that translated ingrdtion to the weing audienc
so that they could understand thabpem vell enough to get righteously on her sidstedd, she cam

as someone who might actuallyehaandexd out onto the prairie during a blidzand all w found come
springtime was her wolf-grabones. All in all, a journalistic fizzle. | conclude thes théime for “bleds
their heats’ and a time forthose bastds.”
As | mentioned abe, thee is a shad appliance calleceit Door that folks herabouts (seewd try to keep
my rural tone in my ne suburban digs?) use for letting other folks kit they ddinlike about activitie
peformed still a thd gioup of folks - all in paint-blistering pasfsiggessig pose. And i new to this - sa
much so that my wife wbewen let me get a sign-on because she feais of pitchfdt and toch bearing
neighbors descending imalrs on the e house Was it something | said® @urse,qu idiot. ® sheelates
some of the comments some of the time, and | wonder about the state of the species vieecpobally
newer meant to li this close to one another after therdadvf ecoded music, internal combustion engifes,
and petsqu dort plan to egntually eat.

vJ

Garry - chief@blotterrag.com
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J H Martin is from London, England but has no fixed abode (at present he is in Cambodia). His writing has appeared
in a number of places in Asia, Europe and the USA. This story’s name, he revealed to us, translates to “Irresistible.”
For more information about him, please visit: A Coat for a Monkey.

Annie Land is a Raleigh teacher and coffee shop enthusiast. She studied English Literature and Teaching at NC State
University.

Shannon Brady is an illustrator based out of Minneapolis, MN. He received an MFA from the Minneapolis College
of Art and Design. His job history has included refilling gumball machines and teaching English in Vietnam (shades
of Adrian Cronauer!!) He is working as a freelance artist, illustrator and instructor.

Jim Harrington of Huntersville, NC began writing fiction in 2007 and has agonized over the form ever since. Jim's
Six Questions For . . . blog (http://sixquestionsfor.blogspot.com/) provides editors and publishers a place to “tell it like

it is.” You can read more of his stories at http://jpharrington.blogspot.com.

John Grey is an Australian poet, US resident. Recently published in New Plains Review, Perceptions and Sanskrit
with work upcoming in South Carolina Review, Gargoyle, Owen Wister Review and Louisiana Literature.

Phil Juliano of Minneapolis, MN is a good Blotterfriend. Follow his adventures on philjulianoillustration.com
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