Cruisin’ on fumes with Vance Ale xander, Holly Day, Kayla pﬂman
James Butc her, Danny Earl Simmons, Larry D.Tha __"
Phil J uliano, and The Dream Journal o &

e

-
."_' e &
.
R

T h e e-"-f"&

July 2016

o
r
|

gl g
THE SOUTH'S UNIQUE, FREE, INMTERNAITER
t % visitwww .blotterra.¢gfcom

| Fmbwmeon I - nFacedek' - &

\; ) s o=

ANPARIISINIACAZINE S &




The Blotter

G. M. Smers.......cccce.. Editor-in-Chief
Maitin K. Smith........... Rblisher-at-Large,

Treasiar

Maiilyn Fontenot..................... Dector o

Deelopmen

Laine @nningham.................. gblishing

Consultan

Brace Boone Ill......... Maiketing Alvisor

Richad Hess............... Rgrams Dector
TJ. Greett.....cooeeeee 1&ff Fhotographef

Subsciptions Contact:
Mattin K. Snith
M_K_Smith@yahoo.con
919.286.7760

Adwettisers Contact
Mattin K. Snith
M_K_Smith@yahoo.con
919.286.7760

Submissions andditorial Business to
Jenny Haniwer
memaid@blotterrag.com

Garrison 8mers, Hitor-in-Chief
chief@blotterrag.co

=)

919.933.4720Kusiness hours onlybu
may call for information about snail-mja
submissions|

Marketing & Public Relations Contact
Marilyn Fontenot
maiilyngfontenot@gmail.com
919.904.7442

COVER: “Diamond in theRough by
Kayla @ilman. See centéold for moe.

Unless otherise noted, all content cojyht
2016 ty the atist, not the magazing.

The Blotter s a poduction of
MAGAZINE )

The Botter Magazine,ric.,

Durham, NC.

A 501 (¢)3 non-pfit

ISSN 1549-0351

www.blotterrag.con|

Clmp

Council of Lwterary Magazmes & Presses
WoowoowW

“Ashortcour sein M ansp lanation”

There ae, as this spring wanes and summer looms on the not-so-d
horizn, a geat number of things | no longer understand (to add to {
encylopedic quantity of kmdedge for which | haxalways been clue
less.) Call it, ifgu wish, the thegrof large numbers times chaos.
And trust me, this diseery is noEurekamoment. | cahewen ask for
that, not with a straight face.olNs the lateness in the day a point of
shame.

What Im talking about arteenaged daughtersh, @nd my wife. (R

them togetheiat the dinner table, for example, | amst€ wandering
aound in the tall grass on a blind horse neagranamed after a sheey
Hey!What ae we talking about? | askt fA&st, no ansex If | repeat
myself hoping to be paof the congrsation, | get thelied egs. 11

insist on intewpting by helping to ansev questions oworse, explaining

anything mee clearlyl get the hand. ot the hand! @ yes, the hand.
But wait, | oft say| know the anser to the poblem. | can help
PleaseYoure aman. We'e not looking for aess/\We'e \alidating.

Ahh...

In almost no time at ally(lmy eckoning) Ve gone tm being a fairly
useful ape-man (who can navigata fnome to school and back agair
assembling lunches and suppers and keeping thg feamdnutating
into a saage dity-clothes-@atue that swamps the house. And Mkno
how to use th&V channel changdono Dad is ggat, let us thank him
for our food) to someone only necgsstarae moments, like going out
in the rain to fetch something, or the person who walks ahead itk th
house, switching on lights andtpcting folks &m - | dort know - big
bugs.

Dad - dohspeak unlessiyae spoken.to

Wait, what?What happenedPime and life happenedo ®hy didrt |
know? twas in all the papers.

And just in caseoy think Im making fun of this situation, like | actua
know better and that this is a bit of male superiorite saust

me...thats not what th doing. | am wly admitting that | no longer
know whak going on, and may ee\hae.

Oh, in my day | could watckapatly and anser the tricky trivia of little
impott like | was a betarsion of @ogle 8ach, but | was fooling
myself Facts & a dime a dem. What people (my girls) want éter
vance, comghension, perspeetjicontext andeg, alidation. Roblems
need to be seen cleasptiire goup, wolked ty the goup, and esoled.
Which is something | apeatly (not condescendingly) do not complg
ly understand.

stant
he
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Yet.

I need my daughters to assist me with this.

It would be helpful in the egtnis if | knev what is a question that neefds

aecﬁ

an anser (flom me) and which is a question out into the ether that 1
talking about but no solution (because oriensressgrbecause one ha
already aailed itselj | am fully awar of the concept of rhetorical ques
tions, but this other bed of inquy is n& to me. They tend to be aske
in my pesence, but not drtly to me - as if | should be paying attent
but not close attention. ftén, subject matter has to do with somethin
their mother has a&lady negated andwmanother pant is equied to be
awae of this injustice, but his opinion is not wantedother wads, |
need to kne what just happened, but shut-agppecially if | plan to agr|
with Mom.

Wow Okay | can do that. Mybe.

And sometimes | need to be ahat things to which | want teact
mustrt be eacted to Ahem. Like the onset ofylsq(not earlynot late.)
Qure | was a lyponce, but | kne absolutely nothing about them, is th
current platform | haa to sign on toYeah, [dd. Bgs hae changed.
That may be tre, which is a little trickydy knaw, like nito-glycerin is
tricky), but I think 1 should be able to handle talking abog, bight?
No. it would appear thater the gars | used up my allotted gvopunt
on the opposite sex seems’d like dental insurance; &&r lifetime
maximum ceerage. And all of the joking discourse back ith fgrade
about hav boysaresmelly and hsare indeedumb used up my allot
ment. And, male person - itisiways about lge. Well, damn

And so nw | want to help my daughters understand thabtays not
ower, that thee is a need for a fategrerspectvon their nascent dating
that | understand the confusion ancitegent and,gs, apghension an
reget, but all | can do is toss a coplitie Womeron the bed and stalk]
off to watch a baseball game?

Yes. says thewdittle wice in my headThats best. iSdown, shut up
shutting up (asevsay in my family) and eady with a clean handker
chief No, you caft prevent eerything (although | ner said | could; |
just want to prent the worst disastersne\Bnting is not gur job any
more.

S, hees the (n&) thing. t's not about me, eithelt's not about my
sudden lack of self woi(call a wambulangel my sense that somethir
Is missing. t'k about, perhaps, my forgetting what aeardde life is, and
how not eeryone needs nor wants someit& Clak dad to wander th
wastelands befothem and coming back with a detailed map of the |
holes. M daughters especially

Garry - chief@blotterrag.com
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The Botter Magazinenic. (again, a
501(c)3 non-pfit) is an education
concern. Q@r primay inteest is the
furthering of ceative writing and
fine ats, with the magazine being
means to that end/Ve publish in
the first half of each month and
enjo/ a fee ciculation thoughout
the Sutheast and some other plag
too. Submissions aralways &k
come, as arad inquiries.

Subscriptions aroffeed as a pmi
um for a donation of $25 or neor
Send check or moneydar name

and addess tdhe Botter
Qubscriptions, 1010 &le &eet,

Durham, NC 27705. &k issueser

also azilable, 5 for $5nhuire .
same Y e-mail:
chief@blotterrag.com
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Things are closer than they appear
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“The Road Cut T hr oug h”

by V ance Alexander

Across the dirroad fom our
small farm e the popeties of
two large farm3.he house, out-
buildings and barns of eactrev
appoximately a quger mile away
North and $uth. | could obsee,
outside my bedom windaey, the
vista begnd a pdectly placed elm
tree. Eely spring it held the bas
ket-like nest of agiimore oriole.
The viev was a sea okgn in the

spring and summehe color of a
tawny liors mane in the fall and a
vast actic whiteness whenveed

in winter sno.

The fields wre divided § an
ancient stone walt. dut through
those fields like a longegrsnake
with lichen ceered scales.r@wing
from the wall wre haglnut bushes.
They gag up their bounty at the
cost of gllow stained fingers and
lips, but it was definitely wbrit.

When | was not ékking
through the woods behind our

in grass that was to be cut and
baled in the fall. Alternagiwears, |
would be miniatured by corn
stalks; the alternatepr Ssme sea
sons the dajircawvs vere alloved to

season held itsvo surprise.
Summer was the best season
all, when the fieldsar alloved to
become grasslanthat was the
time to un through the gren
ocean, flop den and star up at

BT | iy
20% off

Your first haircnt
2t Ehe new salsn
FY LT o ] 1',|'|."i'j

ALTERED

image

Hair Designers

Aapaintmands: 919-236-5732
400 Faclur floazl, By ha i 20 2000
sanieedmgeloanier yey LG ATIONY

www .blotterrag .com

grae on the tender grasses. Each

so pewlent when | wayng.
Laying thex my world changed to
an entomological fantaBugs,
bees and beetles adrg\color and
description could be seen during
those warm summer months.
Carapaces of metallic goleiegr
and blue wouldeflect the sunlight
like jevels. hsects with striped
orange and black wings would
climb to the top of a grass stalk,
precariously balance, open and
close its wings then soar in a lazy
fashion to another plante&les
bumped their way tbugh a fogst
of stalks close to theognd.There
were ants always on the ofato
som&hee. Rss ants,ed ants and
black ones &e eer pesent. |
would watch with fascination as

hthey would milk aphids, gently

stroking the tiny insects with their
antenna.

Butterflies and moths added
interest and color to the setting.
Monachs,Viceoy, Svallovtails
floated abee the grass, while the

0$ainty Pring Azure, Eastern

ailed-Bue and Eippers landed
close fa
The wstling of grass snakes was
often heat, but it was only on a
rare occasion | would be able to

the billaving clouds that used to be
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the kce Age. Among theaks mas human nestsugrisingly the

sive amounts of @een Anrie lace, stone wall was left — but not much
mulleins and bdiock gew There  more.The woodchucks that dist
were patches of shys, sumacs, in the wall and fields rmmawed
walking again would cause the  multi-flora 0se, shadbush and  on.The meadwlaks, swifts and
nesting buls to leaw their eggs or sweet-fern gwing in pofusion. swallevs cannot |l on manicwed
hatchlings, andyrto distract me. | And the esr pesent pioneer of thelawnsThe insects amot vel

would stand as quietly as possiblefields, theed cedaiThis was one comed on the poison spzeypop-
and watch the meadlak return  of the prime pastaraeas for the ety of the nev owners of the land.
to its bood. ®metimes | would  cows. h the summer the canes of  The house, barns and outbuild

catch oneTheir emerald color
blended so pferctly with the @ge
tation.

Rising fom my grass bed and

try to get as close as | could with blackberriesawe heavy with dit.
out alarming the mother dito see Often while picking the berries |
the contents of the nest and watclwould be es-to-eg with a black

ings of the old farmseve raed to
make oom for ne&v houseslhe
swallevs can no longer build on

the pogiess of life dm egg to
fledgling.
Martins and swifts & always

racer sunning itself on the topmosthe barn beams and the family of
canes. Afraid of me, it would slip owls hae left the hay shed.
quickly and quietly away in a black During that tying time, the

on the moe. Their aerial aobat  metallic blur
ics vere an endless soerof pleas

ure.They would hurl themsels held geat adentue for a tengar

days wte filled with oaring

Forty years ago, the farm fields machiney and endless noiset A

night, when the ignitionsere

through the air diving and lifting ald bg. Then with the sale of the switched off and the vkers had

they caught the insects in their
path.

In the far corner of the field
was a turnstile that alled access
to the next pastar Close to the
stile sat adugh cared fom a sin
gle block of stonet was supplied
with water fom a natural spring
that always ran cleatean and
cold.The landscape lewas
entirely diffeent. The \egetation
was thick and densenlite the
grass field, thisesr was litted
with stones and boulders ledinfr

farms, changes began to happen.gone, the tdured cries of all the
In the meadws, the striped creatues without homes could be
caterpillars no longer delicately atdead. v
the grasses — axnéarger gllow
version, graciously dewred the
eath. Monstous beetle like
machines push the topsoil into a
huge mountain at one end of the
pastue. The gound was laid bar
to clay producing a putrid odor of
death and deca& huge scar was
cut though the land. Aoad. Oh
each side, holegm dug which
would become the foundations of

44 Ptterson Avenue (behind Krankies)

KAAAWA K-9 RESCUE

People Saving Dogs Saving People

Michelle A. Cooley, President

Winsten-Salem, NC
336 / 795673

— -_
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- Kooawa, :
koaawakPrescue@gmail.com
kaoawakPrescue.wordpress.com
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“From T he Garden”

slovly moving orer my sandaled

feet, pausing in confusion afitig to pass

a paticularly thick black ankle hair

navigating theough etched slaice

of a heavyibetan siler bracelet.

| dorit touch my hair because

| dorit want to knav theyre thee, wrapped in tangles
dreadlocks with ciwg centers.

| pull my clothes offybthe washing machine

and starthe hot rinse cje immediatelyeconciling
my guilt at unning the washing machine

with only two items of clothing in it

with images of hdes of horrible soft bodies
tumbling though the soapy water with my clothes
hopefully boiled akv

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

Tuesday s at 10:00PM

The Blotter Ra dio ‘Zine
www .wcomf m.o rg
ChapelHill & C arboro , NC

- N

Garrison Somers
= art Phil Juliano

www .blotterrag .com

| come in fom the gaten and ih corered
in slugsTiny slabs of snot with antennae waving
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TwobyHodlyDay

“| Search t he Mirro rf or T raged y”

flesh mees tovad you as if summoned, and defiar fom
fairy tale castles and bigeser loe

| am waiting i the telephone, in the #ar

one last pastel-cador cocktail and she muys

she will be. she glidesaigh the walls of

thinking, lying hez, otting fom hollav places

| am begging for just one last biterfr

ewer, or just tonight, whatev you decide myote will be
in the days befer become atting corpse

plow me under

waiting ly the telephone, in the #am

far awayl know exactly whatoy ae

in our bed, | am always waiting fouy

youve finally caught hesicoss theaom, ppomises
I am in our bed, always waiting fouy

Read me, Seymour!
At Amazon.com

QARRY SOMERS

MRIETEAE BT ICCAII BOKIE

[

452 1/2 WEST FRANKLIN, CHAPEL MILL - 968-9308
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Thr ee by J am es Butcher

“encryptio n”

it's only dialogueemember when the ent
befoe the e and evdort need to wogr anymoe
because our language isygted but the code
breakers arcleer chameleons so only speak
in whispers until this line is sexdior thes is no
other way to say our silence is golden the way
it was meant to sound omttongues and yltips

is that what it means to useger grammar
or ae our manners gone and why dedspend
so much time teaching the cleldto hag minds
of their avn if the wass a& higher than the
guaterdeck ve ae not lost at seaevae mourning
the passing of disewy tell them that tell them that

“casit a”

i want to be honest but the confessional
booth is thity miles of desescub from hee

“there ae sinners ewwheg”

this isft a cabana it is a casita with no electricity
but thee is a hole in the #arto shit in
and the desecacti ae still in bloom

“we ae hermits without a pper educatidn

i read that too but the doctrine of maybe says
we shouldeseve judgement because thisyor
Is diy nav but the monsoons come in october

“does maybe keeps asrfiying?”

nothing keeps usoim lying
ther is too much diin desdrair
the winds staiat 10:00 am
that is the lastevsee of the mountain

www .blotterrag .com
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‘n eptun e”

the walls @& not blue but the winds
are color wheelejlonv which is at 60 dezgs

on the HV color wheel also kmo as the
RGB color wheel’# complimentgrcolor

is blue that is all the detail i caregou

for the sun is not shining today slw
hawe to talk in stuttering whispers to hide

the meaning of wheme came &m

how far is neptune let me look it up
it is 2.77 billion miles &dm eath when both
neptune and eidwrline up on the same side
of the sun it was first spotteddalileo in
1612 so w cannot get thetbefoe we die
but we can talk of space exploration or evher
we go fom hee nav that the childrn ae gown

the doctor told me this ache in my sideleted
a lifetime of thinking too héican that be tie
i asked the commander at arms he said no but
my therapist saicky and so that legsvme
wondering if ther is a right or wng or if
religion is just another way for us to paint tha to
and i happen to haw extra can of international
klein blue which was first rakly y\es klein
who was a pioneer in the elepment of
performance amwhich is the same as talking
and loving and ofing tears of rage or wr

page 11
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“‘Now | Kn ow”

Found out about an hour ago
Google.
No moe waking up

wondering.tthappened

last yar day after Christmas.
LeukemiaYour girlfriend

still cries. A girlfriend!

At 69!'Way to go, [ad.

You neer could stand
to be alone, couldy? M.
That was for the=st of us.

Support the cause!
www.losercomix.com/#!comix/c22j5

www .blotterrag .com
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/I TwobyDannyEarlSimm ons

“As She Nur ses Her Y oung es Son”

Wooden blocks, all A-B-C’ed, clutter
the living oom floor alongside a scagdter
library of thin cadboad books. Rain thumps

on the cams awning andins like riers
into a hunded tiny Nagaras that splash
the nearness of sumimendThe house

is gowing dak and she begins tetr
about dinnerthe sink full of dishes, her need
for a nap of hevn. The baly is sleeping,

lightly latched, one hand on her soft whiga&ir
She beathes the s@tness of rain ore$hly cut grass.
Ewerything is gray and, somehdeels like tomawwv.

page 13
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The Dream Journal

real dreams, real weird

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

mermaid@blotterrag.com

If the definition of a "dam" as far as my dear frierefAm-\Vébster is concerned is ehgr

(n) a conception or imageated ® the imagination with no objedieality

perhaps my vision would be better described as a "nejhiersaurs @re once in faceal and among
the living, coect? And fear is undoubtedly a personifieadip@ality S I'm convinced thisepccuring
imagey that either visits me in my sleep (or is wikeraltogether aqgoiuct of my werractie REM Grcle)
MUST hae some sbof objectie indeed.

A house; A gup of people; A giaiitrex tiying to get in the house; | want toeseeryone, and | can't.
Those factors do not change. Each time this nightnsés the only difiemce is the individuals sumd
ing me in the hous&he house does not belong to any of us, nor do any of us seamvitnkne ae
there. ®metimes | kne the faces, sometimes | do mber is a cornucopia of age, race, and gender gmonc
us with seemingly no celation. hterestingly to me, whatmains the same is that the peopléiteent
each time.

Some of the inhabitants fighprBe flee; @ne ty to formulate a plan to escape; | want ® eayone,
and | can't.

As diffeent as w all ag, for a fraction of a wrinkle in time @ll sha the same feaurtival. Rerhaps this i
the messagEhis vision seems to visit me when | waneri@n anything just to giwip When suviving
no longer means living, but rattemply existingVhen | feel dead inside, and my body is no longer ajtem
ple but instead a corpse inhabitgavbat emains of my soubin another liféThat is when the nightrear
occurs. &r whateer reason lelease my inhibitions and keep fighting for the Tdmefaces that sound
me in the house thatealooking to me for advice, a leaaevay outWhy me?

As the beast pulls theof off of the building, | lead the mob out into the wildernesadtreedom and
presumably saition. A helicopter with an extendepe appears. Logic would dictatecould not all fit on|
the flying contraptiont must hag been a game or a tesfithe ery beginning.flit all was infact a
gamesha | would not disappoint the spectators, my team, or niysgt unning and they folwed.
We hae the choice to By to exist; or to ggwp; | want to abandon giving, fiprego megly existing, and
thrive in a world wherl love the life | lie. | want to samyself so | can easthers, and | can.

Priscilla P- cyberspace

www .blotterrag .com
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“Optimis m”
by La rr y D . Thacker

| watch the olda@mbie and ng 22mbie shas

with a special glee all nyrm knaving

my rucksackests stuffed andady in my tnk

in the drive, and my wife camo bug-out bag

is at theeady since she opened it last Christueas E
the .410 with four-ball splatter shot leaning

in the corner at arslength wherwe caneach it,
the poch decorated ford¥ils Nght a month early
all of it in optimistic wlcome of whatetl gladly
hawe visit upon our shitty neighborhood

rather than the normal oddities endue.

CONTRIBUTORS:

Our short-story author writes, "My pen name is Vance Alexander . | have been writing for the last ten years and
have had approximately 30 articles published in: newspapers, literary journals, anthologizes, and magazines. |
have authored two historical novels, Oratory and Expectant Journey, available on Amazon.”

Holly Day has taught writing classes at the Loft Literary Center in Minnesota since 2000. Her published books
include Music Theory for Dummies, Music Composition for Dummies, Guitar All-in-One for Dummies, Piano All-in-
One for Dummies, Walking Twin Cities, Insider’s Guide to the Twin Cities, Nordeast Minneapolis: A History, and The
Book Of, while her poetry has recently appeared in New Ohio Review, SLAB, and Gargoyle. Her newest poetry
book, Ugly Girl, just came out from Shoe Music Press.

Kayla S pilman , 13, Atchison, Kansas, spends her time taking pictures and reading, spending time with her family
and her beloved 1966 Thunderbird. She's headed to 9th grade in the fall.

James Butcher of Brainerd, MN writes, “ | live in central MN and enjoy reading, writing, and outdoor activities.”

Danny Earl Simmons is an Oregonian and a proud graduate of Corvallis High School. He is a friend of the Linn-
Benton Community College Poetry Club and currently serves on its Poetry Advisory Committee. His poems have
appeared in a variety of journals such as The Pedestal Magazine, Little Patuxent Review, IthacalLit, San Pedro
River Review, and Off the Coast where he now assists as a member of the editorial staff.

Larry D. Thacker of Johnson City, TN, s an Appalachian writer and artist. His poetry can be found in past issues of
The Still Journal, Kudzu Literary Magazine, The Southern Poetry Anthology, Volume VI: Tennessee, Unbroken
Journal, Mojave River Review, Broad River Review, Harpoon Review, Rappahannock Review, Pine Mountain Sand
& Gravel, Dead Mule School of Southern Literature, Vandalia and Appalachian Heritage, among others. He is the
author of Mountain Mysteries: The Mystic Traditions of Appalachia and the poetry chapbooks, Voice Hunting and
Memory Train. A student services higher education professional for 15 years, he is now engaged full-time in his
poetry MFA from West Virginia Wesleyan College.

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