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“Persisten ce of M emor y”

I had thought about attending my high schodty f@ar eunion, ecently
celebrated in my homewto, but didrt. | really did consider it. |&v

receied a personal invitation oftspflom a childhood friend, to come apd

see all of the wonder of others of my age and origin, bed lséay did
my daily thing: @ading, writing, attending to higaand home. &why
didnit 1 go? $ the anser as simple as my ongoing rasséitch with mild-
to-middling social anxiety?r S thee moe to it?

Of course thes moe to it.

Lately and only soméhat coincidentally hawe gien thought to thosg¢
folks my agedm my little tovn. Which | svear is not he | see them, my
old classmates, as only pemrges, but is mely an expedient method
explaining them tooy. Cetainly, those folks | havthought about, hav
looked for on social media, éawoe in common with me and each ot
than time and place, but it is not easy for me to decipher what tha
be. I, I will give it a ty...

| think what makes ussis shagd memaoy. When people arof an age gr
a place, he we see our engimment and experiences must beutlin a
common lens, or at least many lenses pointed in the sastiendiwith

of

ner

migt

similar focal points. Childhood is one of these focal points, as is-the pla

ing field, the neighborhood, college, thékplace. ndeed, my childhood
was. M little hometwn contained an understandaldasonable span
education, economgnd cultue. O did it? Was eery family close-knitp
Did eeryone wok had, pay their bills, take themoations, think similaf
ly about alues andaluables? i@ they celebrate their beliefs aspect
those other than theiva? Were thee any people of color?thér cui
tures? Alternate lifestyles® &yne hae deep-seated sy waiting to
become shockingwelations? &l and gs. Yes and no

And at the time | didhknow and | didit cae. F other families hadaw-

bles, | wagrpaying attention.f the world was havingtrbles - and it was

- | was busy at that moment contemplating wry mael. The tuth is |
was a dumb kid, right up until the moment | left home after finishieg,
ly, high-school. Any sub-comjpaents of childhood, bken devn by
what school | attended (elemeptamior-high, high-school), or Wwol
perceived yuth (playing at home, playing outside with friends, hangir]

bucket - kid.

of

bar

g out
doing absolutely nothing with friendsgmwall in that single, unifying
I might not havbeen able to see such subtle lack-of-distinc

tion back then, but | sercan see it mo Like pages of a long, rambling

and not parcularly inteesting neel, torn fom its binding and scatelr
acoss a leey summer lawn, | am gathering the memories back to
reading them, putting them back in the endistinct ader of chonology
rebinding them ther And the ®ume lacks something.

| remember the people, buéfar to emember the places, the tifdéhy?
There ae no ules when looking backdsrYou ae not bound to hold fas
to anyne, keep connections aligea@hing for elewance of ancienela
tionships no matter momuch wu may feel...bulliedylthe makers of

www .blotterrag .com
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Facebook or Linkenal

Yet should | speak about my childhood with others, | often stir the s
bitterness and poignancyught to boil lg such dificial requiements
While my avn youth feels pastel and muffled-quiet, theirs is often ng
of gentle eflection, but rather a face, many faces, caught in time
insect in ointment. Each face isos$ed path, long sinaem@own, to be
staed at with questioningget or sour nostalgi&/hy? | want to ask-hat
person is no longer teemlime has slWaly olled them up and, likewy, they,
are coated with many additionakliesy some g&ter; some, perhaps, not
Why be contrite?

For me, mae than the alationships to peoplegany elationships wit
moments and place®Vhat does that say about mEfat | like to think
about eading Emund Coopés “Sed of Lightby afternoon glaron the
gray sofa in thedint windav of the public librgr or still ecall with curies
ity the shadwey dog-leg hallway in my old ctlurthe linoleum floor ech
ing my avn footsteps after me until my heéhudded in my chest. e

—J

the memoy-sensation of galloping homevddhe steep hill behind my-¢lle

mentay school; the ossing gudrseeing me coming first of all studentg
halting any automobile traffic that | might notentv een slov dovn on
my way Saring into the glass case of the candy tst@ee dans of pink|
bubble-gum and golden caramel, the wagtesiof nickelseighing my
jeans pocket.ylng on the grass in my bacly#wuffing the pong of mdy
fallen walnuts and hearing only the elecwojgpler pom of bumblebees
Is it just luck that theseaollections nev melt together in the eddies a
rills of the rier of time? Am | a @bid that finds this a blessing? Ang
it a factor of choice that lgder to think about the dibank a@er the sun
glittering water wherl used to fish, wheet moe than once inaditently
slid in up to my waist, my chest, because | wdsediayng when | mis
stepped, than that same daink whe | sat beferbeginning a journey tha
led inewrably to my adulthood: a mysterious amahbiing beginning, fille
with a long walk and many lonesome nights. 'tlidamv, and | ragly ques
tion the esults.

We ae occasionally too humanotel often than not, ggcannot stop doir
that which is not in our best irests.What good can comeofn my say
ing anything critical about otheremories?nstead, | smile and take a
of coffee, nod my head in sugpafrtheir mawkish gariness. égause
remember theetationships of mywyth, too The uncomfaable, appallin
moments, the victories and defeats, all with glassine Wéréy | hae
found, have\er - what has beeenealed to me like the miracle of a m
trick - is that I doh mind that | was once coltish, clumagpaently
thoughtless, pitiful with women my agadeed speechlesgduently lazy
genuinely foolish. | dbmind so much that | missed out on the brass
lost the prie time and time again, leiasu on the table. And, no, | do
know why
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“An d, David ?”

by An na | saacson

Whete ae you going this
morning, David?This highway is
northbound, and six hours would
get yu to the Canadian et
The Canadian fests hang like a
cloak eer the shoulders ofet
England. Fbw poetic, @wid. Bit
youre not a criminal on theim.
This is not a game of cops aolol r
bers. 8 whee ae you driving to?

Last night Miria came home
from wok with moe marriage
news: her old friend and the
friends bgfriend.FancéDavid.
The friend with the exhausting
self-depcation, and the pfsiend
with the strangely flat faceor®

20% off

Your first haircut
at the new salon
with selected stylists

ALTERED
:
Hair Designers R

Appointments: 919-286-3732
600 Foster Street, Durham, NC 27701
www.AlteredimageDurham.com  NEW LOCATIONY
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say that out loud, &vid. Maria
and that girl havbeen friends
since sixth gradéou dort hawe to
like her friends;op just hae to
act like pu like them.

Maria was pleased thatigt
remembexd the friend and the
boyfriend, and she smiled auy
Shés petty when she smiles,tisn
she?I& wort be petty when sise
old, but neither willgu. You
already haw a little bald spot on
the top of pur head, andoyire
getting a bit of a beer belgure
pushing thity, David. Maybe gu
should stop drinking likeoyire
eighteen.

You and Maria vent out and
sat outside on the pbrtogether
It was a pleasantigust night—
not too hot, not too cold.e®8,
David?tls nice to sit out on the
porch togetherDont you think it
might be best to leathe X-br
packed upYou hae candles in the
new apatment but no candle hold
ers, and Mria was ¥ing to drip
candle wax into the bottom of an
olive jar to cement the candles
upright.

“It was eally swet, hav he
proposed,” Mria said. “8th told
me eeryone in the estaurant
clapped when she sagsy &e
glanced up ém the olie jar and
gae You a look. “I think thege
basically meant for each ather

That look she gawou? &e
meant that she wished she wduldn
hawe to askqu to help with the
candle thing. % wishedoud just
do it. Yes, same as witbuwy bead
hairs in the sink, &vid. &e
shouldit hawe to askqu to clean
those up

“Yes, they seem goodpuy
said, andgu took the candledm
her handsWas that so hd? &e
smiled at gu againYou got the
candle to stand up straight, and she
shielded the candl®in the beee
with both hands a®y stuck the
lighter and touched the flame to
the wick.The candlelight litqur
faces bim belov. We must sayn
that moment the two oby
looked asqung-and-in-lee as the
day yu met.

S how ae things going in
your nev apatment?Yes, v do,
we hae eery right to take a look
aound. I's a eally cute apanent.
The living bom looks grat.
Theres that little windev seat that
Maria just fell in ke with. Ae
these gur boers on the bedom

CLIFF’'S MEAT MARKET

QUALITY MEATS
Beef - Poultry - Pork - Lamb
Sausage - Seafood

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

We

Mon-Sat 9 am—& pm
919 942 2196

w" 100 W, Main Street, Catrbaro

Sem'né C‘_érbom and surrounding communities for over 35 years
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floor, David? @ dearLooks like
things a@ mostly unpacked, but
thats pobably Marigs doing, ish
it? On, of course,ou did the
kitchen. & that why the cupsear
up on the top shelf wheeonly pu
can each7hink, David.

yet, but yu clearly enjowatching
them fom the poch—the pung

families, the fathers and sy
is that exactlypavid? Hw does it
go? Kst comes i@, then comes
marriage, then what,avid? Last

sation in heraice is, dohyou?
She means she wantsi yo want
to hae childen.I'm not sayinghe
said once, a coupleaks befer
you decided to nve in together
that yu hae to decidewaorou just

the side ofqur face with her palm,
and in spite ofgurselfyou shiv
ered. Maria.Your Maria.
Nauseatingly familjaand et also
achingly beautiful. And,dvid?

She dopped her hand sud

hawe to decide to be willing to decidenly “What ae we doing?” she
You haerit met the neighbors Does that make senseyvidl?

Next she askedy if shig
shavn you the pictues fom her
caworkers wedding on &cebook.
She had, butgu let her ptend to
forget it. 8e scooted her chair up
next to yurs, and she tapped her

night the tall blond father and the passwat into her phoneéWhite

tall blond sons e out playing

lace, pink flaers, strings of little

hacky-sack on their lawn while thdights, melis faces shining with

mother made dinner insidéne
sons wee straining to please the
father and the father was sugler
ious and silent. &W inteesting,
David.You were thinking about
fathers, wrerit you? Aout your
father? Bout fatherhood, say?
Dont be alarmedt’s natural.
Biological, Miria always says. A
biological clock, like a haunted

sweat and their armser each
othefs shoulders. Alledlding phe
tos look like that. Brit say that
out loud, David.

“Wait,” you said, andoy

held her hand to cease its swiping.

said.

“Do you want me to make
dinner?” gu said. e offer
David, but completely off the
mak. Sometimes gu make us
laugh.

“No, | meanus” she said.
“You and me.”

You felt sick toqur stomach.
“What do yu mean?’qu said.

She staed at pu. “Are ve in
it to win it? Ae you? EBcause if
youre not...” $ie shook her head
and splagd her palms wads—
you lea® me no choice.

She washso petty with her

A pictuee of the father of the bride mouth twisted in a sneer and her

embracing his daught€he
fatheis cheeksewe tear-straked
and his face waswstched as

heatbeat echoing in an empty -cavthough he wre straining to extrac
ity. A feeling of time in the womb something—his final filament of

All right, all right, [avid, nice ty,
but you haerit got a womphawe
you. You wouldrt understand all
that.

Maria was watching too
“Arerit theysveef’ she saidvou do
know what that ne@ note of accu

fatherhoodWhat is that supposec
to mean, @wvid?

That simpering look of pity
on her face—oh, &vid, shis just
trying to sympathé&z s just ty-
ing to understandVhat ae you so
afraid of? I& eached out and hel

T4k Patterson Avenue (Le‘\im[ Kr.lnk'[es)
Winston-Salem, NC
e 336 / 7'91‘—5736
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eyes bugged oulo awid looking
at heyyou leaned in to yrto kiss
her but she pulled away cart
wait foeer” she said.

“We're not old,” pu said.
“We hae time.”

“Maybegypouhaswe time,” she
said. 8e stood up andemt inside.

There, thatThat hot dead in

the pit of the stomach, as though dream pud been having?

anticipating, orecalling, some

teeth.You could tell she wétsn for a decade, moYou use his
asleepbut when gu put your death as an exse to keep &yone
hand on her shouldeshe just lay at a distanc&Ve're just tying to
there, unesponse. Yes, thas help David, but pu wort let us.
right, David.You could lose her Maria was still asleep when
you woke upand she was snoring
The next morning, mourning softly You biushed her hair back
doees @re pecking and cooing on from her egs, and her ey flicked
the neighbot¢awn.What was that open.
“I'll be back soon,’oy said.

| was deaming of the time “Whele ae you going?” she

impending loss, or some ancient my fathermy sisterand | made a said.

loss. Life, and thely death, comes volcano in the sandkoMy father

from a heaving, héwrorgan, and

this organ drains its blood into thesaid,Theyre back.
genitals like tears, and this draining

is quickened, sickenesdleptime.

Is that what it feels like, the sensemoningdoves, not mourning, but

of time in the womb?d\J David,
dorit bother You wouldrt under
stand.

Down belwoy, the father and
the sons had gone ihe whole

family sat aund the kitchen table children, inside m&he feeling of

with their knees bent at right

angles like dolls, smugly confident

But you didrt ansver. You
pointed at the mourning des and were aleady out the dooYou took
the carwove it thiough the city
streets, and merged onto thethor
bound highway

Whee ae you going, Rwvid?
| understood the message: that The exit for Miridgs hometan is
there is sadness in the world, that coming up her on the right. idr
the sadness is interlaced with the manic motherher dyspeptic father
joy. When | woke upl felt the tug her antiseptic hometn. Dont say
of my childhood, or maybe of my that out loud, [@vid. Her grand
motheis ring is ther, too What is
north of that? Nthing but moe
towns and ma marriageseBple

And, David?
| thought hé&l called them

time in the womb
Oh David, honeygiwe it up

that this would last, that any of it What do the mourning des sym get married in Canada, t&

would last. Dnt say that out loud,

David.

The two of yu hadly spoke
as yu cooked dinner togethand
owver dinner she thumbed tlugh
her phone in silencehé&Swas in
bed, face to the wally the time
you came in &m bushing pur

boliz exactlyDavid? @ they ep
resent gur longing for a family of
your ovn? Q@ perhapsaur reluc
tance to lee, when to e is to
risk loss? Qale you just tying to
shav us wpur sensitir side in ater
to win us gerWe wort buy that,
David.Your father has been dead

what will it be, @Rvida

FRANKLIN,

452 172 WESY
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“Check point”
by Ed die Jeffrey

| lived in the Americare8tor
of West Eerlin when thag what it
was called, whdie Wall was still
up, behindThe Iron Qurtain when
there still was such a thing. Eliv
there when Bagan made his
famousTear own ThisWall speech
in front of the Bandenburg Gte.
Not long after that, my middle

school class took a field trip to theguads held their gund with AK-

Rotes RathausgBiris City Hall.
We walked ypa potion of The
Wall on the wayBeyond it a no-
maris land of 25-50 yds of con
crete (if memor seves), barbed
wire, watch tevers, the QterWall,
then East &lin. As far asenknev,
there were land mines eywhee.
A few of us wre stupid enough to
test this thegrhby tossingacks
overTheWall to see if vcould set
any of them offOf course &
failed, but w laughed at molucky

Onl y slightl y 0 ut of ¢ ontrol!

Chapel H il & C artboro

we were and also to eer up the
immediately dawning notion of
our ovn stupidityThat same dag
young East &man constiction
worker dowe his cementuck up
to the East side of Checkpoint
Charlie, aimed its grill fthe West
and to Feedom, and hit the gas.
The East @rman checkpoint

47s and an RPG.dYonly did
they not fail to péorm their duty
to prewent this escape attempt, the
also succeeded in killing the-con
struction woker and making an
orphan of the infant they diseo
ered in the weckage clutched to
the beast of the consttion
workers wife, who, acating to
repots smuggled out afteaud,
died in the hospitaldm her
woundsy

Tuesday s at 10:00PM
The Blotter Ra dio ‘Zine
www .wcomf m.org

, NC

The Dream
Journal

real dreams, real weird

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

whole name.
mermaid@blotterrag.com

I've beengading a memoir
about a fell who attended a
boading school, so it makes
sense that the minutenlhot
thinking about it outright, such
a thing would turn up in a
dream. I me, only much
younger - with legs that can
carly me at a porg/gallop for
days - and, to my surprise, |
belong hes. | hawe friends and
the teachersegt me asgass
them on the bricked walkwayg.
And then the isher- thee is
always a hedorit ask me why A
and she is coltish herself with
smiling egs. lwould take her
in my arms if that ere the
appopriate thing to do, among
all of these people walking to
their next classt ik, but only a
cursoy PDA, and then am off
doing something else and for
the life of me tannot say why

Dorian - cyberspace

CREATIVE
METALSMITHS

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

www.creativemetalsmiths.com
Weekdays 11 - 6 = Saturdays 10 -5 = Sundays 12 - 5§
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“Att he Deli Counte r”

by L ish a Gold berg

Man 1:You look familiar

Man 2:You look familigrtoo.
Man 1. Maybe | kne you from
prison?

Man 2: e neer been to prison.
Man 1:Whete do pu wok?

Man 2: Newton.Whete do pu
work?

Man 1: Bookline. Od you live at
Faxwood Cicle?

Man 2:Yes, did gu?

Man 1:Yes, in the home formerly
owned ly Mrs. $einberg, widw
of Hlis theTire Man. $ hav's
business?

Man 2: Risiness is okay

Man 1: Risiness is like s&fu
can hae it good, gu can hawit
bad.You eer hae bad sex?
Man 2: No. You?

life. | told the fie depament, look
at that man whs about to jump
out the winda. Hes hanging ther
like a vet duck.

Deli Counter Min (to Man 1):
Her, take gur bag of barbecue
chicken.

Man 1:Why do yu always leav
the bag open, whaivong with
you?

Deli Counter Min:The ba open
so yu could check inside to see if
the oders okayYou always check
inside Why do yu give me a har
time?

Man 1:Why do yu give me a
had time?

Man 1. To Man 2): Look at me, |
dorit shop like a woman. | buy
e\etything while i hee.

Man 1: t's a shame about the busiMan 2: None of this pick, pick,

ness that burned ineiton.

Man 2: Bewen years ago, thisaek.
Man 1. G®od for pu, exactly
eleen years ago thisesk.

Man 2: Im surprised they ditin
sue.

Man 1:They should sue, bekev
me. | knav things about that
building that | cahtalk about. |
was thez. | helped savsomeorse

www .blotterrag .com

pick like my wife does.

Man 1: ek, pick, pick®hat did
you do, maly my ex?@&bring her
ower, well hawe a pay, talk about

old times.

Man 2 (to Celi Counter Man):

Give me some potato salad for my
friends paty.

Deli Counter Man:You two gonna
introduce gurseles, or what?

“I nhal e”

my daughter lies in her ci
some formless, aimless r

suck angrily at my cigdte
I'm glad that ith going to ¢

picture her ¢ying silentem
over me in a coffin, lying |

| wonder if ils me she hat
dorit understand a wabisht
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Three by H olly Day

-~

N

sceaming
and |

say
e someday
inisce

ck, egs closed

so much |
S saying

“I'n My CIl oset”

ghosts grab at my skiregvmorning, emind me

that | shop mostly at thrift sas, that the prious wners
of my skit, this hand-stamped leather belt

are dead. | imagine

the woman whovened this blouse has

died horriblyleapt to her terrifying death
out an open windg leaving emergency wens
with caeful fingers toemave her clothes

and wash them in cold water

befoe sending them tod®dwiill.

these shoeseadefinitely haunted

possessed an angr ghosts—I can tell

by the way they pinch at my toes

and rip at the back of my heels when | walk
like theyre tiying to kill me.

“Sweets”

There was so much candy in my grandfatheuse

sitting in bavls aound the livinga@om, tucked into

dravers in the kitchen

as if he was expectingdes of childim to dop by unexpectedly
or perhaps was worried about the aaar of

Christmas or Hlloveen.

| bagged up all of the candy

brought it home with the Weknickknacks

my grandmother had left behind

a fav sets of blankets tllatome in handy

a b of pictues of my mom and me.

My daughter saw the candy andikitevas for her
asked for a piece, and angthsaid

“Just one piece a night,eethedr
This candg haunted.”

page 11
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“I's The End of E verything

, or

What's wi thA |t he Monke y F ucking?

by J oe Buo nf iglio

Many of those who kmome and
are — possibly to their disdit —
familiar with my wd¢ noticed that
| recently and not-so obely blev
off more than a coupleesks of
writing projects, blog entries,
social-media posts and all other
pseudo-litergrendeaws. Well,
there is actually a gooelaison for
this act of apathetically wanton
procrastination. i not sue what
is going on inqur pat of the
world; but whes | am, the
Apocalypse has séat.

Thats right, my friends.t's the
Apocalypse with a capital™ The
Ultimate Omega.The End to top
all eEnds. The Bg Kahuna of de&
denouementsThe ‘All your paper
money aithworth shit nav!” of
societal epilogues on a biblical
scale. And so fardorit see any

happen to me.

| knew | was gonna get burned in
the end b this whole Agnostic
thing.

So far I'm making do While I'm
getting a little b@d consuming

Apocalypse can be a bit of a drag;
what with all the opptunistic
cannibals,aaming gangs of the
highly flatulent engaging in
Druidic fat-lighting ceemonies
befoe terrified virginal sacrifices,
and, of course, all the incessant
monkey-fucking.

What?

Oh. Right. As ifqu wouldrt be
fucking monkeys if it was the end
of the world. Rlations with our

nothing but cling peaches and coldMian friends nev cossedqur

canned lentil soypgtashing all

those printed porn magazines
instead ofelying on thenternet
ower the gars is ce&inly making

mind. Thats just me, | guess.

Fess upYou knav youd be fuck
ing monkeys and eating pandas just
like the est of us, so dbgo all

this homemade bunker much B0 g lier than thou on meThe

habitable ne that electricity is a
thing of the pastWatching all
those |Bd Times prepper shas on
realityTV pre-"It's all gone to
shit!” has céainly paid off in the
self-pleasuring defraent.

Neettheless, en with all the f@-
thought | put into peparing for
this inevitable consequence of

body just mysteriously disappearing, nankind foolhady and self-
while leaving their clothes on the destuctive natue, its not all guns

stool with a hot cup of coffee and

4nd pses, so to spedkhe

half-eaten chocolate doughnut still

on the counter a la the Rajgtunt
didnt happen to any of my friends
at any rate, and it suas hell didn
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world is coming to an end and, if
youre reading this,qu haerit

been taken ug’ It looks as if Gd
airt giving yu a pass on it all and
youre fucked right along with the
rest of us. & you might as el

try to hae some fun with it, right?
Get out thee in the fiey alyss and
do eerything yuve always wanted
to try, but were impededypall
those cumbersome laws andesor
civilization imposed upory
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befoe its collapse. Let all pur gamer friends semly  harm than good. dinit to your
reading a hdcover print-on-paper Agnostic friends that nobody has a

0 yes, go fuck a monkey or two ook in bpad daylight. fucking clue as to wrsatight

Nobody is going to look @ his when it comes teligion. Amit

or her nose aby. Theyre too Sng Hank $natrés geatest hits 5 yourself that Cap Crunch is
busy either saving thewmasses while You masturbate on the dais he &d of beakfast ceals.

or engaging in acts of sex with gaof the local tan council that

den gnomes or other such formerlgppowved the eoning that placed alf youve neer done it, havanal
inappopriate intimacies with inan shopping mall ingur backyat sex with gur significant other
imate objects. @&ahead, bang the while the mayr is tied to his chair You knav youve always wanted to
tailpipe of that classic muscle car with toothpicks faring his eglids  try it.

your snobbish neighbaslled out  open.

and sheed in yur face ey If youve been having anal sex for

weekend for the last sbays. Burn that shopping mall to the  years, stop itThats disgusting.
ground.

Run naked though Osneyland _ Eat carbolgyrates ... ... ... a0T

donning nothing but the sneakers Burn ALL shopping malls to the of them ... ... ... in public.

on your feet and an indelible ground.

Sharpie in pur hand whileou Seal a city bus and take it on a

: . Sy “Yankeéswithout using joyride while humming the theme
race about drawing penises on aII“D amii or any other expleévas  song toThe Lee Boat (I've always
the costumed characideses.You an adject first. wanted to do that.)
know youve wanted to do that to
that fucking Little Mrmaid for Eat an ice eam cone in the sum Smoke veed right in font of the
years n&. Snug aquatic bimbo!  mer heat without taking extra nap police station .WITH a cop
Ride though the stets with a ins. Realiz $nokey was right: “@y

shotgun systematically taking out Admit to your Republican friends  You €an RewentWildfires ... and
ewely cclist yu see @aring neon-  that you beliee Gobal Climate  then light up that &e-huggirson
Lycra shds so tight theye deel  Change iseal. of a bitch! ust set him on f&rand
oped permanent camel toe or bind throw his peachy ass into a

ing ballsack impssions whether ~Admit to your Democrat friends

the rider is waring them or not,  that geernment is as much a tpar

yelling ‘Who has the right-of-way Of the poblem as big business is.

o
now, bitch! Admit to your religious friends that

Drop your cellphone in the toilet religion does mergood than
...0N purpose harm. Almit to your Aheist

friends thateligion does mer
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canyn. If | want to makeraores
in the middle of the woodsnl’
gonna make goddanimeres in

the middle of the goddamn woods!

Drink Irish whiskey untilou go

tits up with alcohol poisoning right
there in fiont of the kiddies and all
the other helicopter pants in pur
childs kindergaen class for
“ParentsTalk AboutTheir Bullshit
Jobs Cay” (Howeer, dorit die
choking on gur ovn vomit in

front of them; tha not cool.)

Refuse to clean the toilets auy
house until theréd ring of death
gets so bad it uskslet Duck as
an apéritif right beferit crawls up
your ass to attend a bacterial lec
ture in your lover intestine on the
mass slaughter of moldabhghout
history.

Take up smoking again.

Kill your best friend for his or her
cigaettes.

Feel sad about that act of aenr
against someoneucae about ...
and then take the cigs anyway

Punch a clan.
Kill a mime.
And yes, fuck a monkey

Therefoe and in conclusion, it is
time to say googb to polite socie
ty as & knav it. This is cutain
call on the final sl | hope pu
enjo/ed it. Dont forget to tip pur
waitress.

Ah, fuck ypur waitess. tis the
Apocalypse. v
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“T'he Voice”
by N il es Reddick

She woke me at 2:00 a.m. | jumped out of the bgchedr
was racing and | thought th@oe was my wife or daughtet
that someone was sick @aking in the househ&had whis
peed my name loudly and quickly as if somethamy w
wrong. | vent to the estoom and | kne my blood sugar
was high again because my slais soaked.

It had been a while since | dethie wice. | beliex she was

assigned to meh&amused me when | was a toddfeEming
dravers and mang furnitue. My mother had hedume bab

bling and had been stunned when | haefh the crib stood

pointing, and exything my bedrom furnitue was aske

She stagd with me and sag me fom death seval times:
once when my car spun on thet imterstate like a mgfgo-
round, leaving thevad and landing in a ditch; once when
drank so much | passed out cold in college and aspirate
my avn omit; and once when | left house hunting ina s
division and the place was obliterated tornado minutes
later

I hawe always apgriated ancespected hedne day w will
meet in her world and | will kwomoe. Im afraid if | take
my nev medication sHego away and | wibioe potected.
Life is better with hev

d on
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CONTRIBUTORS:

Anna Isaacson writes, “I live in Cambridge, Massachusetts, and | am currently working on my
MBA at Boston University. My work has appeared in The Saint Ann’s Review, The Writing
Disorder, and Stickman Review. | received an honorable mention in the Glimmer Train Short Story
Award for New Writers in November 2012.”

Once upon a time, Eddie Jeffrey was a cemetery groundskeeper. He now works at a medical
school where, in 1807, a mob destroyed an anatomy theater for fear the cadavers used for
instruction there were provided by grave robbers. He has been an editor of Baltimore Review and
his work has appeared or is forthcoming in/at Gravel, PARAGRAPHITI, 3QR, O-Dark-Thirty, Murky
Depths, Thrice Fiction, JazzTimes, and The Alexandria Times.

Lisha Goldberg of Needham, MA writes, “I am an elementary science teacher and an avocational
writer. My previous work has appeared in: Earth’s Daughters #82, One if by Land, “Lizzie
Borden’s House”. Teaching PreK-8. Humorous story published under “Laugh Lines” column,
January 2006. Chicken Soup for the Soul. “Powerful lawyer was just Dad” published in a syndi-
cated column, Dec. 2002. Writer’s Digest Magazine. My non-fiction story, “The Celebration,”
won first prize in the Inspirational/Religious category for the 2000 short story writing contest.”

Jesse Barnes is a graphic grtist based in Chapel Hill, NC. In addition to traditional and digital art
Jesse regularly performs projected show visuals and creates promotional materials for local and
touring musicians. Jesse's first solo art show is on display at Krave kava bar in Carrboro for the
month of December. Jesse is also part of an ongoing group show at Zog's Art Bar and Pool Hall in
Chapel Hill.

Holly Day has taught writing classes at the Loft Literary Center in Minneapolis , Minnesota , since
2000. Her poetry has recently appeared in Oyez Review, SLAB, and Gargoyle, while her
recently published books include Music Theory for Dummies(3rd edition), Piano All-in-One for
Dummies, The Book Of, and Nordeast Minneapolis: A History.

"Writer & Literary Absurdist” Joe Buonfiglio of Chapel Hill, NC loves monkeys ... and peanut but-
ter ... often at the same time. Oh, and his best friend is a rusty unicycle named Bobo. That's
probably important to know about him. If you're weird enough to want to experience more of his
locker-room intelligentsia, go to his Twitter page @JoeBuonfiglio (https://twitter.com/joebuonfiglio)
and his dark-humor Absurdist blog "Potpourri of the Damned" at
https://potpourriofthedamned.wordpress.com/

We now return you to your regularly scheduled program.

Niles Reddick ’s collection Road Kill Art and Other Oddities was a finalist for an Eppie award, his
novel Lead Me Home was a national finalist for a ForeWord Award, a finalist in the Georgia
Author of the Year award in the fiction category, and a nominee for an IPPY award. His work has
appeared in anthologies Southern Voices in Every Directionand Unusual Circumstances and has
been featured in many journals including The Arkansas Review: a Journal of Delta Studies,
Southern Reader, Like the Dew, The Dead Mule School of Southern Literature, The Pomanok
Review, Corner Club Press, Slice of Life, Deep South Review, The Red Dirt Review, Faircloth
Review, New Southerner, and many others. He works for the University of Memphis at Lambuth in
Jackson, Tennessee. His new novel, Drifting too far from the Shore, is forthcoming in 2016. His
website is www.nilesreddick.com

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