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“Backgroun d 1.0

Hrst memoy was of being out in the sun, in the tall grass, and
being able to see ieavthough for months myesyhad been
blacked out like wings during an air-raid drill, w®ed with soft
mole-skin pads and not-so soft gdaandage, wrappexdind and
round my head, my hair flattened, my ears flattened.célld |
hawe this memagy contradictoy and ague? | hava pictug in my
mind of the lawn which alwayswgitoo long befe Dad would go
out and mav it on some &uday so that the neighbors eegaid
anything because what cowd gaythat he didn't m it fre-
guently enough foroy? hstead, @d napped during the heat of
weekend afternoon, lying on the couch in the ligiogn ron his
stomach, or on his side with one @invs thow-pillows under his
head. H snoed, so w knev whee he was. @ in the sun near
the fiont doors of the garage, which huregg@rously on long ri

a

angular ion hinges, blacksmithed hinges made for the doors df a

horse barn, or a carriage-housee @or missing, or rather not

hanging in its spot, but gted away inside the dusty old building

whee Dad neer paked. The sunny grassliow in the glag, brit
liant geen esywhee elseThis, | suspect, had to be aain, not
a memoy. Or a deam of a memyr But the tuth was still they,
ne\ettheless, the bandage and the blindness.

The house itself wasdr- a special kind @d called Oxblood,
framed in white at the corners, winwdcames, soffets and pillars
Originally Dad taught us, thed paint was made wigmat blood
from an &. In any case, ours was calledgtidnouse - ewone in
town knev the ed house awss fom the public librar The yad
was big - a big triangle about % of ae attand.There were four
huge maple ¢es that lined theofnt at the stet, split into pairsyb

the horse chestnut, with its odd finges-keaf configuration and ifs

Christmas-te flovering in the spring, and the pokegear-husked
smooth bown nuts, inedible, not much good for anythirgggix
throwing.

The tall grass was whategew in the yadl. That is, no one plant
ed anything special to enhance the beauty of our homestéead.

the flont yad, thee were patches of the softeseegiest carpets of

angel-hair pasta like grass, beneath the lightning damagecem
in the side ydr This was a gat place to playith olive-geen
plastic ty soldiers or to cgrout my little plastic xoof die-cast
cars - matchbxes and Corgist was a shady space, and cool in
summerand after a rain it dried neoguickly than other lawn
places.The lightning strike, sometime befbmwas born, had
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peeled a bit of theumk awayand left aatting step of the tink
about a foot deep and two feet witlee wood shely rotted back
and this was a good place for cars to sit, or soldiers to defend.
Carpenter ants, as long as the first joint of my index fivegbr
aound thee and would gévyou a good nip ifqu weren't caeful.
They also made a fine animated andadigable enemy forytgol
diers. h this font yad play place | raly lost cars or soldiergrev
though | was inclined to leathings arund and forget teeturn to
fetch them. nl the back ydr the lawn was thick and healtyt
spotted withatted black-walnuts thatapmped fom the big shade-
trees back therThis was a gater risk for smally®. When the
"playloom" was added on to the house gtiere two close hillock
of constuction dit that were neer cleaned y@nd they made terr
ic locations for automobile cities and waeg, because were
alloved to dig in them like sandies. | lost manyys in that dit.
On the far side of the deivay the grass gw so tall that it ent to
seed and would hide a fultivgn basset hound, if one chose to W
such a dog ther

D|

if

o)

There was one summer wheadDet a neighbor pastheir
Shetland Bny in that deep gwth. | don't knav why ve had a
neighbor with al&tland Bny - | think it might hae been Mr
Williamson a@ss the stet, and he collected things as | was to
later woking with him - but it laid toest that typical childhood
dream of wnership You see, ah®tland Bny craps small moun
tains, and then forgets windiney a, kicking them aund until the
entire place is a mine-field for creldwith pecious puhased
once-a-season Chudylor hi-tops. @ the side of the garage wa
compost pile, framed out witlelBian-block bricks, cubm gran
ite, with two legls - vet compost and drjealmost-eady-to-sgrad-
on-a-gaten compost. tAssome point, the horse-plop was spade
and thown in the compost pile, asmvall raked grass clippings 4
autumn leaes. Raking was as haplthaarmwing, though,
becauseevchilden were not paticularly motiated to do ches any
more than @dd was. And because ¢hgas an insufficient peeep|
sue flom the neighborhood, it was mdikely that our house was
superior for jumping in piles of lesyplaying soldier or losing
matchba cars in the deep grass, and findiogjlert thowing
weapons like soggy black walnuts or spiny horse-chestnuts to
enemies, or cars, or just idhyosasithe stet into the tan public
library paking lot. We didn't take tlowing weapons too seriously
in the beginning, orevpobably would havused horse-plop
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“Ab solut e Elatio n”
by N icho las Scena

For a while my mother was sticky glloved teeth. son, mother and son, twirling
overcome with happiness.olN “With you, nothing is er till dizziness serd us away
she must ear sle@s oer her okay’ from each othe©On the gound,
arms. Be has on a snugeater | ignore her nagging and  wed look up at the ceiling fan.

that isrt exactly a tdkeneck, attempt to speak triviglgnoid-  The geen carpet belous, like
but rather pulled up engily too ing the eality of the situation. grass, the white ceiling, a melan
high.That without saying, the Mother grins and exhales smokeholic sky

garment is two €2 too big and in my direction. She hacks up a lung and
practically seétched all the way “Donit try to change the speaks hoarself course qu
down to her kneest'd an ugly  subject | knev youre upset with are.”

sweaterlooks as if itae once me...and....” | take a sip divhales and
covered in wmit, the dy cuusty | begin to wonder whel sniffle.The wool scéis snug
residue still intacth8s wearing had gone vang. f I had called amund my neck, butrti so
guintessential grayesats with  her moe often sha hae no cold. Fonly the tea ar boit

random gease stains scatteall time for the needléef Itold her ing. t'd open up my sinuses.
over themThe bags under her | loved heryearning for consela Mother looks congested,'she
eyes insinuate sleep degtion.  tion would be nonexistent, on pale and her jaw is twitching, of

“S0,” she says, lighting a-cigeither sides of the speatr. | course a signal for something
arette. “How is...eerything?” think of what she used to look different, something worse.

“Everything is okay like, back when music was Mother needs a fix like | need

She shakes her head lethar played on MTV $hed dance her loe. | wonder he she
gically “No, no, nothing is about the livingaom, swaying made it so faaway fom her
okay....” her petite hips dm side to side. safe placevén a child endear

| put my chin to my chest Moonstuck, 1t leap fom ment couldit keep her away
and stag at the gleaming table wheewer | happened to be seat from the white hors&o think
top. ed and bring with me a she was once the diee

She flicks her cigette at the grandiose embracey Mrms amongst nostalgic @st, those

ashtray and smiles, bearing all wrap aound her torso and hum flashbacks that $ace esr so
ming to the melodyved both often.
spin in cicles, a big mess of-per  “Dont ignore me,” she spits.

20% off
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| shiug, and shake my head  Mother raises her head, laxting sip

from side to side. and unfagd. ‘Well thais “How was the trip?” she
Mother lights another ciga enough of that.” | smudge the asks.

rette, “Im sory...truly.” inky droplets with my compli “What trip?” | knav exactly
“You lied to me,” letott mentay napkin. 8e wipes away what she is talking about.

inaudibly whats left behindWe take tis “The trip...davn hee.”
Quddenly shig sobbing, lips sues fym our pockets, and blo Her left eg twitches.

trembling, fingdips pessed our schnozzles in unison. “Oh, it was...nice.”

against her temples. | crumple up the garbage “It's good to be out of

“Sometimes...sometimes....” and toss it atop my empty platether.” $e lights another ciga
“Sometimes what?” | waslit going to eat any food, soette. &e is eferring to the
“...Sometimes pants lie to tablavae is useleskhe sole Rehabilitation CenteBhées been

their childen. t was for gur meritorious item in my posses under car for what seems like a

own good.” sion is aest-pocket memo booklifetime. | sit diectly in font of
My mother slams her balled hawe been scribbling alley her with my arms gtiched out,

fists against the marblemtl’ since | had gotten off the train. palms facing wpad. | want her

soriy!” Her jaw is vibrating, purchased this little blue to take my hands, but she does

black tears trickle do her notepad at some diminugiv nt get the hint, not completely

white cheeks. shop just outside the station. | She pushes a soched up piece
“I accept gur apology Itis planned on writing my mother aof paper against my open hand.

a mix betwen apathy and letter a deep and sentimental | think it’s a note, butr not

empathy; | eally dot know exploration of sappy hodge entirely cetain.

whee | stand.tlis as if my feel podge. | knaw mother doe&n

ings for my bear ae meely like that specific exhibition of
rocks potruding flom the sea, affection. | subsided my action
guiding me to gt another grassyand watched the gity girls
knoll. walk about the platform. | had
| say it again, “l accepiyy nt seen any of them on the tra
apology and was surprised to see so
She hides her face. | put a many depamwithout een
hand on one of her shoulders, acknevledging my @sence.
but she pulls awayEweryone is My mother takes another
watching. sip of Earl @&y a long, earsplit

44 Ptterson Avenue (behind Krankies)
Winsten-Salem, NC

W KAAAWA K-9 RESCUE

People Saving Dogs Saving People

@gmail.com
kaaawak9rescue.wordpress.com
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“You knaw what? she says paiting wods, but | cahthink
rhetorically“l’'m scaed.” of anything to sayot one
“What ae yu afraid of?” | thing. Death is ineffable.dv
inquire, half listening. can | sit hex in fiont of the
She stags out the windg dying and ty to think of some
breaking ey contact. thing to say?ud8ldenly she
“Silence.” standing upand ve embrace.
Neither of us knes what to Shes weak and can ley
make of her grim comment.
“Open it,” Mother insists.
She pushes my elbs tavads bony shoulders. ¢t arms, full
my chest, bringing the note elof poison, pulsating—our htsar
er to my hearl know it's going beat the same rhythm. | feel a
to be a simple statemertieS  gust bush against my ear and
isrit exactly a wdsmith. | knev realiz its a whispeand mother

this is a sign that despair awaitsays to me, inaudiptym
I've been #ring to write a
lamentation. | want to say some

sory...for eerything.”
Tears sgam dwn my face

Reading , Comedy (m aybe)
and tun es & stuff.

Tuesday s at 10:00PM

The Blotter Ra dio ‘Zine
www .wcomf m.org

Chapel Hill & C arboro , NC

www .blotterrag .com

and form a single alet at the
tip of my chin. n sweating
profuselyand my arms arshak
ing. | tell her“l dont want yu
to die.”

She stas laughing; & a
sympathetic chuckleh&s
reached complete euphoria—

stand, som holding her up and absolute elationh& wants to
her chin lie slack atop one of mgie, and | cdintake that away

from herit's inevitable. | kvo
it's not her fault, but skeso
easy to blame.

She sways hair out of my
eyes and tells me | am hand
someThe cumpled noteast in
my palms, | put it in my dnt
pocket, safe and sound, away
from her but attached to me. |
wonder hw much thought was
actually put into the lettdr
wonder if shig saying her good-
byes because she has to, some
thing mandator | wonder if is
a pat of the pogram, another
step tavads salation. | feel the

¢ ~ \ Garrison Somers
> art Phil Juliano
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audience watching, sobbing, angas looking back and thor

applauding when necegsar

“Be happy she tells me.

“I dont want yu to die.” |
cast a hopeless egzion. Qr
albysmal glancesflect one
another| think of the fifth
grade, back when | was living
with my grandpants and
would visit either pant eery
other veekend.

My mother wasooming
with an ill-mannexd black man
who was paying her to lpalh
his six-gar-old daughter
Wheneer Id call her on the
phone, her host would tell me
she was wking. | washewer
alloved to visit, and one day |
had shen up randomly

| took a train, aoss states,
from Delawae to nnsylania.
| memoried the aderss and
read stet signs alver tovn
until finally eaching my desti
nation.The door swung open
befoe | could grab the handle.
The black man was\aging
aboe me.

“E-excuse me m-mistér

He spoke agessiely and

veins in her neckese pumping

Quspicion arse. wildly. | asked if she was all

“What do pu want kid?”
He thought the cops had

right, and the black man told

me she had a headache, and that

sent me in, and wanted me off was all. ¢ offeed me leftaer

his popety.
“What do pu want?” he

macaoni and cheese. | poked
my mothes shouldeihe was

asked practically slamming the unresponse.The black més

door on my foot.
“I's my mom he?”

daughter appached me and

wanted to kne if | wanted to

Bewildered, he scanned my play with herl said nol was

demeanor and knel meant
business.

about four gars her senior and

was too distracted toeevfanta

| stood thee with my hands siz a little bit.

behind my back, unaveaof his

“I think you should go,” the

sodid operations. Bl sensed my black man said to menQ@ vis

naiweté, the innocence beafor

ceral le®l, | understood, and

him radiating so intensely that slavly backed out of his home.
he wanted to die right then andHe lived in a undowvn apat-

there.

ment complex and kwethe

“Come on in,” his limp arm area wasihsuitable for a small
gestued tavads a raggedy old child, especially one of my

couch situated amongsbble.
His living oom was full of

statue. He didrt offer me a
ride, but slipped two dollars in

trash, semched up candy wrap my pocket.tlwasit enough for

pers, boken bottles, and

syringes sticking out of the-car

a bus ticket.
S0, now | sit, heading back

pet. My mother was lying face from another unsatisfying visit,

down on the flogrher arms
sprawled alve her head. &t
hair was dyd blonde, and the

452 1/2 WEST FRANKLIN, CHAPEL HILL - 968-9308

lips tembling, my fingers
straightening the wumpled
paper

| run my index aoss the
unewen ridges and begin to
make out the wds.

The letter eadsCome again
befoe the endv
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“DoMyJ ekl land Hyd e Am use You?

or H ow Does O ne Become A ‘L iterar y Ab sur dist™?”

by J oe Buo nf iglio

“| take offense at that,” éplied usual strange-humor persona tavarning. This ceates a natural

to her insinuation with an air of break the fouh wall and speak
holy indignation. What makes directly to pu in a moe pofes
you think | play the clen?” sorial fashion in der to offer
up a little insight into my
To my mind, thes is a distinct fawrite subject matter ME.
difference to absdist-based
humor and chvning in the tra
ditional sense of thegbession.
While it is tue that at any g
moment both mayety upon the of the uniersal landscape at
arbitray disarray whirling all ~ woik thee, eh?
about us, | can see that many of
you may not appciate theale  Right out of the gatepy need
the Literay Absudist plays in  to realie that | am a eatue of
the cosmic fathat is the uni Jkkyll and de $ndrome. (I's
verse. a real condition. Gogle it, if
youre so inclined. rfi not your
mommy; do gur ovn home
wolk.) | can be funny one sec
ond, and then turn on a dime

How does one become a
“Literaly Absudist,” an absdr
humor writerWhat dak forces

S, I'm going to nw take a
moment hex to step out of my

ular and then for no alious
reason, turn hostile without

irrationality to my existence and,
as yu might expect, easily trans
lates to the abglity within my
chosen craft.t Is a life generat
ing a haphazaubedlam that
reweals itself in my wieof the
world that consequentially
emerges in my liteyawoks.

My angels and my demons ar
one and the same, and mydd
cannot distinguish bedan the
two. Darkness fym light, light
from dak; comedy fyrm

tragedy; tragedy becoming eom
edy

Ewen as far back as high school,
| felt split in two; as if | had a
foot in each of two worlds, but |

with intense anger the next:-jocne\er fit into either ... nev

really felt comfeable ... near
really accepted.o 8ow, | create

JouN HERRING

i

~ Novels / Nonfiction / Di

www .blotterrag .com

Full Service Copyediting / Proofreading

Developmental Editing ‘I' f .

johnherring.net/editorial

jhherring@yahoo.com
954.971.5785
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was but a merchild in middle
school, my ke of the absdr—

my own little world unto itself;
a world whex | fit in; a world
whee | ...make sense

been my life passion-pject.
| see our ephemeral walk upon (He also intsduced me tdhe

In the so-calleckal world, th
just one mag davn-on-his-luck

specifically absiihumor — has schmuck. i the worlds | eate,

I’'m Supeman Batman
DeadpoglDoctorWho and

this Eath as both ridiculous andRolling SonesSympathy for the Lou Costellall mlled into one
utterly meaningless outside of Devil, but thats another paof  brilliantly irrational package!
our avn paochial pereption of the stoy for another day My

“self’” Once ypu recognie this, vocational pursuits became thisl remembenears ago, sitting on

een the howr cutting into us  peculiar blend of the ribald

as ve slide along our mntat coil  bizare with an underlying intel
has a humor to it.t'$ almost ligentsia influence. | ceals
impossible not to see onoay  British television (pacularly
recognie life as an @ne &por
farted out of @ds ass due to anwith a fascination oftests such
overconsumption of ks avn as @hador [ali. | realizd that
self-impotance. the atistry of the Marx Brothers
was not just l@brow antics, but
a magnificently timed dance
with a wonddul intelligence
behind it.

Howe\er, what was placed into
the primodial ooz of my soul
that ewlved into this obscene
thing, a pepostesus hgna nav
attempting to enlighteroy as if
you gi\e a petty penguin poop
about any of it?

| am a ceatue of fantasyl
dorit make sense in the&t
world. Butin the ealm of the
blank page?

Let me explain.

Not only do | fit in; I'M GOD!
Ever since a dear friend of mineNothing happens unless | will
to happen.

introduced me t¥onty
Pythors Rying Grcuswhen |

the oldWarner Botherslot
with reps fom a poduction
company intested in a seen
play | had co-written. tAne

comedy and sci-fi); this meldedpoint, we were sitting outside

eating while pieces @irious
sets wie walked pus as &
casually discussedwiex had
fucked up aeal oppdunity
when it took on the long#n-
ning BBC science-fiction televi
sion pogramDoctorWhoback
in the 90s. #eryone took all
this nonsense completely-seri
ously in this atmosplesof
make-believievolving all
amound us as if it had anything
to do with any soiof giounding

Read me, Seymour!
At Amazon.com

QfRRY SOMERS

NMIFTRAATE B TRCCAIN T BDHIGE
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in reality

It was completely abdwand
delightfully humasus within its
own little esoteric context of

authenticity

For that briefshining moment,

| felt aliwe.

| felt at home.

| felt as if—

... as if—

... as if | made sense.

God, thee ae times when |

really miss A.

Humor? Thats my coping

mechanism.... &\ its my
defense mechanism.

Absudism?Thats just hwv |

see the world, isit? The

pointless confusion of the -cos

maos.

levity?) help me hold on to my whee he may havelt |
sanity Well, at least what passelsetragd a saed tust of the
for sanity for me. éles aeal- Theate of the Mhd or some
life example of whati’'talking  such bullshit.
about.
But aftewads, wer a fev beers
Not too long agcetatie to the  with the shas's co-hosts, | had
time of this writing, | pissed off to laugh. The poducer/sponsor
the sponsor and cogolucer of had no poblem with the fact
a local radio shoby incessantly that | brought fesh-baked
interrupting the dramaticead baguettes into the studio and,
ing during what was an integralon-air told them all to she
pat of the shass format with  them up their asses while a¥l
my trademadrinane, ireleant, sang the national anthem of
irreverent absud commentar  ~ Canada.That was okayBut
interrupt the eading of an out
| mean to tell Qu, this guy was dated, boring piece of literatur
red-faced angrl felt as if | was and Im banned im the sha
being chidedyomy first-grade for life.
teacher for engaging in class-
clown activities that demolishedYou get what | mean w@ Ae
the daig lesson. &v mind you coming aund to embrac
you, the eading wasdm The ing the weirdness of the world?
Ox-Baw Incident so it was gr
tedious and most likely lulled Absud.
listeners to sleesléep as in a
welcoming werdose of sleeping Humor.
pills to end the misgof having

to go on. My sanctugr...

Yet, these seemingly incompati Howe\er, in his defense, | did Oooooooooca@aaaaaaana-

ble foces (Bouldrit indiscrimi
nate disater cause disss, not

Best In Show Comic

break with the mgrans sa@-  daaaaalv

sanct format and | could see

by Phil Juliano

PEEJ! IT'S TIME TO
GET UP AND GET READY
FOR SCHOOL!

www .blotterrag .com

Copyright Juliano 2014

| THINK THE EARTH'S
BGRAVITATIONAL PULL 1S
UNUSUALLY STRONG
TODAY,

HBNNNNN...

MONDAYS
ALWAYS FEEL Sl
THAT WAY, 22

i

www.bestinshowcomic.com
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The Dream Journal

real dreams, real weird

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

mermaid@blotterrag.com

Nostalgia or painPhat is the e€al question. | find myself slipping in my slegpde memories of|
past...glor? No, just moments of idle, perhaps oppustic, success.otNpride, not rationakflee
tion, just deamscape®i which lemerge with tears difficult to explain and a sense of gloom
squatting ¥ the door of despair

| am told that deams fadel. am told that memgrdoes the same.

Of course, tha not what vant to hearl want to feel - to believ that thex is a hakrdrive in my
skull that holds whathold dear as dearly akihk | do, that is compamentalizing and oss-filing
ewely impotant moment of my life into easily accessedgrable files.

The anser is no

| will, inevitably gmw older or less adi\and either way my memories, like ragrds, will @porate
steadily into nothing, leaving behind nothifbis being the case, lik@$t Imust choose beden
fire and ice. favor pain @er nostalgia,duppose, because theah do without.

But | will miss the tidbits ofoying love - the details that made it poignant and clear and sharp
will miss knwing the name of the p@me that no longer is sold anywhand the notes that
assemble it into a time and place and pieid feeling in my mind.efhaps therwill be a day |
am walking, in a plaior along a et ly a estaurant with winade-bokes when the bee will do
that magic that leezes occasionally leaand azate that scent again, for no one but mectmgnie
and Iwill knuckle away a tear only | can explain.

Shakbait - 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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Thr ee by Do ug M ath ewson

/

In Sundays nevspaper therwas a test or a quizasked as if iter a bad thing) ifou
had becomeoyr father or someone elBeere were seeral ansers to chooseofn,
but | do not emember what theyew.

“Profile Ted”

Newer became my fath@rst look like him.

What | became was my uncles. All of them.

My mothers f& and drig, her odd sense of justice.

Her moral code that | vthiough the shuffled incarnations of

my five uncles. Bad nwy, eeryone one.

The larger than life wildckrstories full of adntue, who @nished to the est.
The smarand quiet, theasentful one.e§ exiled, distant in his anger

The world tragler! A most accomplished man, wibadint home nothing.
Sories he would spin with an elegant easao8e in his life.

The youngest one, the damaged foldnétsome he died saung.

The self ppclaimed hex A bullshitterso full of himselfReople included or
excluded fom his esr ewlving myth of self at whim.

| stumble though these fevdaily like punch-cals shuffled machine quick.
Each with my mothers stubborn optimism, seemghrmy fathés gentle e&s.

STUDIOS
HEO)>

www .blotterrag .com

Support the cause!
www.losercomix.com/#!comix/c22j5
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T Juan Carlos didngrow up aound hee. Hes flom Guatemala so he kms a lot of stufi

“Skil | Sets”

we dort. Suff like hav to keep a nectarine peel in one piece, turn it inside out and
make a little nativity eche to hang on the&With a $iarpie he made a simpéa v
sion of the scene insiddats so cool!

| closed one eypeeked in to adraihis wdt. There were little shephds with their
sheepthree wisemen with gifts, and a tiny marigmy girlfriend was Bty and
Juan Carlos wasskphThats not cool at all!

“The Mu se”

| sawThe Muse last night at the 24 hour corneresamd she looked like shiieSvas buying
cigaettes andli&h dJms, | was getting cat food anduae. Bor thing, she had on an old
bathiobe @er her house coat, a bomber hat with ear flaps, asdshuas.

Kid behind the counter told her she coukimoke in the ster

| said something. | saidadtit say thdt or “leae her the fuck alohe

or "shés alrighit or something. | ddnknow, but | said something.

She gound it out on the linoleum and paid.

On her way out she touched my arm and whkidper

“I hawerit forgotten pu Bunny”
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“What| H ave To Of fer”

| wrote a poem

for a woman
TwobyJohnGr
who didrt like poety. y

Result:

blank egs staring at a moonless sky
with a dop of spittle

at the fareach of her mouth.

A better eaction actually
than the beach bunny
| tried to impess.

| handed her

a squished up piece of paper
of heatfelt verse

and not a little sand.

A big ugly heap of awvn-geen kelp
suddenly appest at my feet.
| swear she dumped it tieer

| no longer
write poems for women.

| offer them myself instead.

The main complaint seems to be
too much tell.

not enough shg

an overabundance of clichés.
mostly dogget in human form.

| met many women
who didrt like poety.
Sadly they didft stop thee.

www .blotterrag .com
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“The Cicada s”

Ewely thirteen gars they emerge -
about as | often agBand me has sex
sayseksie.

Accoding to the hook,

when its time to mate,

males hang their tymbals.
and females flap their wings.

Well at least that meane’'resdoing it right,
she adds.

CONTRIBUTORS:

Nicholas Scena is a hairstylist, aspiring writer and filmmaker. He’s an appreciator of surrealistic arthouse
cinema, transgressive literature, and claims to be a vinyl collector without a record player. Quite frankly,
he refuses to truly consider himself an author until he produces work on a vintage typewriter in some
bohemian hotel overlooking majestic, foreign lands.

“Writer & Literary Absurdist” Joe Buonfiglio loves penguins (quite literally) ... and cheese spread... often
at the same time. Oh, and his best friend is a caramelized onion named Silvia. That's probably impor-
tant to know about him. If you're weird enough to want to experience more of his locker-room intelli-
gentsia laced with the tears of polite society, go to his Twitter page @JoeBuonfiglio
(https://itwitter.com/joebuonfiglio) and his dark-humor Absurdist blog “Potpourri of the Damned” at
https://potpourriofthedamned.wordpress.com/ We now return you to the “Gardening with Toilet Duck” pro-
gram.

Doug Mathewson lives in Connecticut half way between New York City and Boston. He works as a
writer and editor of short fiction and a sometimes photographer. His work has most recently appeared in
The Boston Literary Magazine, Bartleby Snopes, The Binnacle, Bop Dead City, DOGPLOTZ, Jersey
Devil, The Odd Magazine, Postcards, Poems and Prose Magazine, and Rocky Mountain Revival
Podcasts.

John Grey is an Australian poet, US resident. Recently published in New Plains Review, South Carolina
Review, Gargoyle and Silkworm he has work upcoming in Big Muddy Review, Main Street Rag and
Spoon River Poetry Review.

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

mag azine

CALL F OR SUBMISSIONS!
Send your w orkt o:
edit or@cor nerbarmag azine.com

;p ~ } j ,‘ N

Be par t of some thing...GR OUNDSHAKIN G!
Cor ner Bar Mag azine:

not quitey ourf at her ’'s speculativ e fiction ‘zine

Fnicndihip, loyalty, nodtalgia; and the joy
and healing powen of mudic...

A Southern college town and its thriving local music scene,
where the music’s neither “sacred” nor “profane” so long as it’s
good...

A lost tape of a beloved band’s legendary show...

A record label, poised to break big, which certain people want
to be part of - by any means necessary...

Two visitors, whose own music has been muted by regrets over
long-ago bad decisions: Chuck McDonough, former grad student,
who skipped town after learning things about himself he couldn’t
face; and Penny Froward, whose attempt to help a friend in
danger almost destroyed another woman’s life...

A mysterious will by an unknown hand; and murder...

Blotter Books presents:

Al Jowmonnow's Pantics

by Marty Smith

( publisher & book reviewer, “The Blotter Magazine;” contributor to the “Urban
Hiker;” former host of “New Frontiers” and “Laugh Tracks” on WXDU - FM,
Duke University Radio)

Available m print or e-reader at www.wileequixote.com
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