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“Backgroun d 1.0 cont.”

In our house themere two girls, my sisters, and twgdydad and
me. And balancing it all out — centeringeidlly - was bn.
Mommy Glasses, dahait low, soft wice Mommy with her
laugh, and the way she sang a song or toly arstaught gu

how to do something. And thevmter smell of heiThe desser in
her bedoom had péume on topand a telephone — the family
could use it but because it was in theobedrt was mer likely
that when w finally began using the phone to call our friends ¢

take calls &m our friends, &would use the onevdustairs insteadl.

So this was the pamt phone. il her desser draars Mommy hid
Lifesaers candy —ep-O-Mint, and $earmint and the featlyesoft
wintergeen flagr. If they vere old enough, that is if nobody fou
them or Mommy put them in one of her handbags, then the m
became soffThen they would melt inoyr mouth, seet and &sh
and wondous. Mnt had that ability to makeesvbeathing speciz
and cold and shew, een in the middle of hot, humid summér
fell in lose with mint because ofdvh hiding candy in her elsser

| also learned to steal, or sneak, or wérated you choose,
because of thatvi® of mint.

One of the strange things that ended up omiMys desser was &
wig-head — a place fooMmy to put her wig. | ddrknow why
she occasionally wa wig whenewete little, but it was just dif
ferent enough &m her normal hair thatenalways kmewhen she
was wearing it. Brhaps it was a style thing, something tkat ev
woman did during that time. r@ was herriake myself mer
beautiful thing — something for herseBut that wig, on its ey
less, faceless sfgam head at night wasepy to me.

| much pefered Mom in her avn hair or wearing one of her hats.

Se had ound, ackie Knnedy style hats — black or teal or blue
with the smalleil piecesgesiduals of taffeta thatmained tvm old
styles.With her glasses and jacket-and-gskifits, they made her
look \ely sophisticated.h8 also werglaes, white cotton, becaus
all women back then did.

Later thee was a television on hexsder By then, she had ceassd
being Mommy and had becomeom, and this was our miraculot
second televisionheéraely shod us fom the bedvom if we were

sitting on the bed watchiny, Dad devnstairs commandeering t
family set. 1% would sit at herwig machine at the foot of the

bed and wdr— the machine humming or hammering the needle
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through the cloth as she madesdes for my sisters or other clot
for herself It was eassuring to hawner ther in the oom, although
she had taught us to fend for oueselfeed ourselsbeakfast and
lunch, clean up after ourgsv inasmuch as cheldreer peform
such tasks satisfactorlye gew up with her guidance.

Mom and ad had matching closets, with sliding doomidvivas
filled with hatb@es and suits andedses and shogdm [@2ds had
spots-jackets that he veoto school, own tweed and gray eed.
His shits were imned and hung on hangers, buttowmghits of
different colors, and the light-blue and muitgeen shis he had
receied as ldvy uniform shis back duringVorld War 2. They had
somehw suwived for eighteeregrs of steady usehuttoned,
stitched when they ®rat a seam\When | was older and of a sim
siz, then | absconded with these tough-gug stiiffeent flom any
worn ty my contemporaries. | alsached a point as a teenager
whee | could vear Dads shoes, andn’sue that he watmpleased
by that, because | beat the hell out of them.

On Dads desser therwas a mior and thee small draavs. Aop
the drawers vere his comphairbush, oll-on deodorant, papers
from his pockets, his wall@the small dragrs vwere like teasu
chests, they held the accumulasdaiables of ten-thousand days
pockets. Bttons fom overcoats. A brass money-clip with an S
it — one of Gandpa. Tie clips of diffent shapes and styles, with
monograms or pcious stones afftkto them. @ld-coloed cuf
flinks. Coins — tim cash &m China and &ichpfennigs dm Nazi
Germany and coinsofn Fascistthly to old American sévdimes
and quaters. Back and white photos ofas friends in the &by
Cigaette lighters, of a style | cotldompehend. @e was cast-
aluminum with a tiny flip-cap and a wick and frictaler mecha
nism that was madg b German P@ during the war Another
was a slim brass device that looked like it was meaas$oocka
sions. A tha type was a steel match, that had a twist off cap 4
contact strip for scratching the head against, just like a match
three or four ppos of diffeent styles. &d kept his lighter kits
hee, too — lighter fluid ane@placement flints. And it wasehBad
also thew any loose Raleigh cagte coupons that ditimake it gt
into the small cabinet in the livirgbm whee he kept hisagt

coupon collection, waiting for him #deem them for some impor

tant treasug, and any packs of cagtas that ererit Raleighs — the
odd old lucky &ike packet h& bought when gén no other
choice, perhap3.he draver had that pleasant chemical smell of

continued on page 15
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“FirstLov es”
by A drey o Sen

When | was at bading
school, it was my misfone to
be in lare with my bullies.

with little, mean, dareyes, was Then he would smile widely and
especially fond of men & satw insinceely at me.
ical fashion. ‘So, Mushoom,’ he would

Their dak suaeness thrilled my When pep staed, he say — | was Wshoom because

bones.
In my secondear at boalr

would summon me to mgam. of my unmanageable hair and its
There, he would splay his bulk resemblance toeed —téll me

ing school, my form mates and &coss my bed and dtarassag about pur girlfriend.

moved to our main houses.yM
main house wash®oi, knovn
for inconeniently humasus
seniors, their nocturnalgarcc
pations aidedybour sottish
housemastewho only esr
shaved up at midnight, dink,
to bemoan his marriage to our
mation, and close the night to
the hilarity of ‘his b@ with an
awful endition ofAuld Lang
Jyne

The Sc Brmers, the final
year students,efe desperate to
be entdained. We were flesh
meat. They disceered they
could capitalez on my aativity
and cgness, my inability to sej

ing his ocotch. | assigned no The pevious summelrhad
meaning to his otch-love. been dayjreaming. Thus, my
Balls — footballs, basketballs, imaginay girlfriend was vivid in
ping pong balls —ewe our pas my mind. $ie made aomantic
sion in boating school. tiwas, figure, slight, curly-had, mod
as a neelist who graduatedfn eled on the antiseptic ladydo
our school commented, all ballsof Douglasaldine inBodyline
Dewen, the porpoise, would Unfortunately she was encum
inspect the tuck he had confis beed with the gaps in my imag
cated fom our cupboas — our ination. | had near seen porn,
hidden FPingles and Chocopies. not een the sticky printouts of

He would shee a fistful of Cameon Diaz my form mates
crisps into his mouth and belch brought back mudly fom
to proclaim hisstudliness- seedy internet cafes. And so, till

belching and fiang were impor | was in my tenties, | would
tant indicators of masculinity  neer realiz the bosom was not

arate fact @m fiction. Qe of
them, shaped like a porpoise,

i
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one contiguous geographical fer, “You guys havhad sex?’ night at Café.The poblem was

wondey that, in fact, women ‘Lots!” | would potest, look | had to eat itery slavly in
had two beasts.This disceery  ing him in the eg. front of a esentful audience of
struck me with childlike delight. Even in my dagreams, | new final years.
But | am getting ahead of had neer kissed my lcinea. | ‘So you like that pasyy
myself had nicknamed my aehdy someone would say

‘S0, Mushoom,’ Dewen imaginay girlfriend with the ‘Yeah, | seeoy liking it,

would sayhappily intempting  name of @n Quixotées idealied bitch,” another would sdying
me, Am | right in understand  love, patly because it bught to ing a face raged P frightening

ing this, yur, ahem, parna, my mind a phrase | ditlquite  house spirit close to my gper
has a squarass?’ understand, but still wanted-tat disdaining mug.

‘Of course!” | would ptest. tooed on my faarm: [ilce et ‘Yes!” | would wail.
That a woman could haa Decoum est B Ratria Mori. But as dashingly terrible as
rounded bottom giick me as ‘Dude,” Deven would say  Dewen was, he was definitely the
heetical. 1 would be gars turning to the snickering audi lesser of the two evils | encoun
befoe | disceered Byonce. ence, This guy is full of shit.  tered in boadting school.
And the delightful and always Maybe 2\en felt bad for My geat nemesis that same
delighted &fiaVergara. what he put me tough. Q year was a guy namidaud.

‘And, let me get this maybe he wanted togtwng my Inappopriately since ther was
straight,” he would sayinking  suffering. Bt he dea@ed, when nothingThud like about him.
at the simpering lge whal he graduated, that | get an extr&le looked like a stained glass
gatheed aound to see me suf pasty in his memaor eery angel, albeit an angel perpetually

44 Ptterson Avenue (behind Krankies)
Winsten-Salem, NC
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cold and furious, with angr It seemedery appopriate.
red-rimmed e3s. Hs middle A metaphgra summation, a
pating, possibly modeled on D statement of factThud hap
Caprics emotie locks inTitanic  pened.
(this was 2002), accentuated his
seerity

That year was the lastar |
shaved up to PTour morning  a terrible, cold psence. |
torture in awful, scratchy sin  stopped to look upVeiled and
glets, wher| exposed my faitur then lit by the fickle light, the
to keep time ypfacing nah realThud made his psence
while the est of my squad facedknown, slevly stepping den in
south. Qur PT leadera chublg, his stached blue shiand white
misshapen giant, called me outtrousers, his eviles/boring into

main building, | was &sted

and spat his fyrinto my face,
spectacularly punctuating his
tirade withfucks. We learnt to
use the f warto punctuate
early on in our school ears.
This must b& hud, | thought,
he looked like @hud.

| was so vang.

Usually my ridiculous
attempts at physical dexterity
ended up with me in thegss-
up position, palms and feet on
the gound, my head taking in
the frazzled armies of ants tra
versing the ah my body made
through cangns of grass. uB
one dayl was especially upset,
or daed. And when my house
master asked me whyiolated
the cadlinal le of school life —
Thou $halt Not Sheak — and
said, simplythrough the snot
veiling my faceThud!

CREATIVE
METALSMITHS

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

www.creativemetalsmiths.com

Weekdays 11 - 6 = Saturdays 10 - 5 + Sundays 12 - §

www .blotterrag .com

mine. He stopped in &nt of
me and glad.
‘I will fuck you up’ he said.
| waited in tewr and then
with pleasiwe. Bit he neer did

duction. He dribbled his bas
ketball outside the dining hall
with wasted dexteritghatteed
with love, | tried to impess him

The next morning, scamperwith my mumbling affirmations
ing past the gat statcase in the of world veay cool. H

indulged me and my hear
flowed.

Years latequst out of uni
versity | would still emember
Thud. And write to him. And
he would eply and tell me he
remembexd me sonwehat and
that héd been a right bastiain
school, something hem@so
charmingly) egetted. And the
vely defectigness of hisnglish
— our boading school didin
teach us to speakdlish cor

anything. hstead, he made me rectly only to curse with gat
awae, for the first time, that he flair — was so touching and

was ery much a parf my
main house. €ty nov and
then, moe and lessften than |
liked, | would trip ger him as
he sprawled auss the floor of
the terrace like aminating spi
der or sidle past him as he

sweet that it bought tears to my
ees.

S he was definitely the
greater evil. | stilli@ him. v

looked aarss the balcony railing

like an attenuated andtgsque

paindy ofThe Besseddoel
And each time | ossed his
path, his egs would foll me.

And | could feel his evil grindac

erating my back.

But he negr did anything.
Or said anything. élneer
ewen joined in the éguent seri

ous colloquys about my hygieng

and lack of spting ability |
was knan as Bastic then and
later He neer called me any
thing.

After he graduated@hud
shaved up to school onesek
end to take pain a theater jo-

( el \ Garrison Somers
> art Phil Juliano
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“The Day ‘T he Bus’ Came By”

by J ane Cocke Perdue

This past gar krome
Bettis was inducted into the

NFL Hall of Bme. H has been

a famous “homeam heo’ in
Detmoit for a long time. Dring
Qperbavl XL, he was clearly
the most popular XL (extra
large) plagr on the field. And,
as | watched him during that
game, clear the way famB
Roethlisbergirtouchdwn with

time, | had taught for about tenthe city of toit. After an
years primarily in pachial exhauste seah, | finally
school settings inuatin, Texas, accepted a job at Seds

and acksonville,lbrida. | Catholic SchoolThe chuch
needed to wér | needed a job and school &re founded in

with a salar We had fie 1910 and the school had
almost-gown childen - thee of become a mission after the riots
whom vere in college at the of the 1960s, sang a wounded
time, one had just finished and neighborhood that had resv
the fifth was to sthin a \ear recovered fom that timeThe
We were confident that | could area was pfific with crack

a timely block, I thought about find a job teaching in
how he had clead the way for Birmingham. Nt to wory!
me as a teacher in the inner-citfhen we had to facesality

houses and empty lots that gath

erd the detritus of human des
peration — bottles, cigdires

of Detroit. Erome issued some Thousands of education majorswrappers, disaied condoms

directions to my students that from nearip Michigan schools
turned my life aund. (University of Mchigan,
In the late 1980s, my Michigan &te,Wayne fate

and dug accougmentsThere
were pockets of houses and
humble neighborhoods wher

spouse, aréslyterian minister
accepted a call to be tlemidr
Pastor at ifst Reslyterian
Church in Brmingham,
Michigan. tis located in an
affluent suburbabout tventy
miles nath of Detroit’s thid-
world inner-city ca. A the

University and others), who hadpaents suggled daily not to
completed their practice teach lose their chilén to the saets
ing in Cakland Countywere whee they wre being offed a
drooling to find jobs in that
idyllic aea of privilege and
wealth. My limited esume gav
me no chance to compete.

| began to driy tavad

Read me, Seymour!
At Amazon.com

452 172 WESY !-;Ehh*l-il-lﬂ. CHAPEL HILL -
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MRIETEAE BT ICCAII BOKIE
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CAVERNTAVERN.COM
368-9308
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good deal of money to hew ineffectie. For instance, | One of the students in my
ners for the dig dealers. W would say‘lt is time for our class was being bulligddome
seenth gradersewe being spelling test, studentsWWhat a older bgs. Hs adolescent life

attacked to anddm schooly  joke! | expected the pencils to was being made miserable —
gangs who would take jackets afdbme out and the notebooks more miserable than normal b
of their backs and shoes off of and the attention to be on me adaily experiences of derision.

their feet. | dictated the assigned dar His name wasudn. One

3. Leds School was adminisNot to happen! bl one cad morning, he asked me if his
trated ly a \ery realistic and about a spelling test and they cousin, a local football star at
strong woman, iSter Gace just continued to test me and Mackenzie kh School, could
Schweitering. BhopThomas  taunt me as lepesented to come and talk to the class. |
Gumbleton was the gsiding them the system that had was delighted at theogpect of

priest at the adjoining clu. trapped their families in the  fifteen minutés/acation fom
The dedication and endurance inner-city when the automobile the constantgblicing that my
of these people aslinas others industy desded the city One  teaching had become.isH

was a constant inspiration to melay when | said that | was cousin called andevarranged a
during my time ther. catching the bus home becauseconenient time. ¢ came to

Howewer, my first yar was a of a poblem with my caone of my class, pehed on a desk and
total nightmae. | tried to use  my sveetest students looked at began talking to the students.
the white, middle-class, gsg  me and sneed with vitriol At the time, he was being
logical teaching techniques thatdripping fom hey “Aint no bus recuited by most of the major
| had learned in pwious school goes to Bmingham!” | had a college football peerhouses.
settings and | was completely lot to learn. When someone asked him what
he was going to do, he said he
was going to dire Dame
because he needed discipline and
someone to watclvey him and
he thought he would find it
there.

He stated telling those lys
and girls who &re enthralledyb
their high school herthat he
had not always been successful
as an athletéd/Vhen he was in
elementar school, he wanted to
play basketball but was erev
really ety good at it. The same
with baseball. &lwas large for
his age at the time and a little
ovemeight, so he began taf
ize that his potential spavas
football. He decided to wkrat
it and become good at it, and he
felt fotunate that he had had a
good high school experience and

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

Tuesday s at 10:00PM

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

- oS B a—
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now was being offel a college for the buselome Rettis walked
education. Id told the students by, He was talking on his cell
that he was aveathat thes phone, but whenevcalled to

he was using his life and talents
to make the world better for so
many (he has a foundation that
feeds money into the inner-city

were always oppmmities to him, he camewver and flashed
make moneyunning dugs, but
that they had better think long
and had befoe they opted for
that jobh They would be dead
or incacerated beferthey wre
adults if that became their

that famous smile. éminded of Attsburgh and Btroit to

him of that time when he came help yung people withece-

to talk to my class inddoit. It ation and education). eH

was clear to me that he did notsmiled and walked awaye has
remember the incident as vividiyo idea that healidated my call
as | did and it was tainly not  to inner city teaching and gav

choice. H encouraged them toas life-changing for him as it wase the necesgaredentials to

find something they could do
well, deelop their unique tal
ents, study hdrand stay in
school. Then he did an amazi

for me, but he was gracious. | be belieable to those students
told him with all sincerity 0 who taught me merthan | esr

proud | was of him and of wo taught themy
a

thing! He looked at me and

then turned to the students and

said, “8e that gy-haied lady
ower thee, your teacher¥oud
better listen to herShe knavs
more than gu think.”

That day attSLeds School,
Jrome Eettis ga@ me the gift of
credibility The students began
to listen to me in a meway and
with some soiof admiration
that they transfezd flom him
to me. Hs cousinalon gained
a nev respect. And since that
time, | hae follaved the caer
of a yung man who gavne an
incalculable gift — clearing the
way for me to teachVhen |
watched The Bus during his
professional oaer with the
Pittsburgh &elers, lgalizd
that he was thelévil incarnate
to whategr team was opposing
his, but he has always been
“God incognitdto me. h
2006, | was living temporarily
New York City whee my Spoust
sexed asriterim ®nior Rstor
of Afth Avenue Reslyterian
Church. He and | wre waiting

~

Little Peej anb Spencer:
The Amazing Time
Traveling Toy

By
Phil Juliano

[ dracesook com/peeTANDSPENCER

Two new book projects from Blotterfriend and artist Phil Juliano!!
First: 'Peej and Spencer: The Amazing Time Traveling Toy Rescue'. It's a nov-
elized version of the syndicated comic strip, 'Best In Show'. This story touch-
es upon all the typical issues a seven year old has to deal with: bullies, math
homework and a little sister. What's different? Our seven year old hero
begins his story as a middle-aged comic geek that is so nostalgic for his
prized Star Wars toy collection that he devises a way to go back in time to
retrieve them. Of course, things don't go according to plan. Expected release
date is Winter 2016. Fans can follow along with the project at
www .facebook.com/PeejandS pencer .

The second is a collaborative effort titled ‘Adventures of Chipmunk Jones'

rwritten by John Castello and illustrated by Phil. ‘Adventures of Chipmunk

\ Jones' is the story about Chip, a comic loving kid that can't catch a break. He

- lives with his mom and sister and all he really wants is a best friend and
some stability. Chip's story resonates with just about everybody that ever
wanted to have friends, fun at school, and catch the pretty girl's eye.
Expected release date is October 2016. Check out the GoFundMe page at

http s://lwww .gofundme.com/chipmunkjones
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The Dream Journal

real dreams, real weird

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

mermaid@blotterrag.com

With a shadw friend, | visit a lodge in the mountains — a special plasemdrer dists
live.The lodge sits on the sbaf a pdectly squarlake. Aound the edge of the lake thgr
is a squarboadwalk, with a squampavilion abe to keep out ®atherand a benchlike
ledge all aund the boawalk on the water sidepth this ledge ardoezns of miniat
houses made out of magazine pagespapershoe bxes, and book wers; doll-sed
paper houses on displstanding in squaiformation aund the squarlake.

Each house is unique, becaus&ach was madg h diffeent atist. Imagine thesetasts,
toiling awayhunched eer their paper housesating magnifying glasses, plyingfuaar
tweeers and pinpoints of glue.

We stoll the boadwalk, my shadofriend and |, peering in tiny winae at paper people
At the corner fuhest fom the lodge | pause. bguce matches. | feel like settiresfit
say

| set paper houses alight: one, twegthiourfive. Fve woks of arr painstakingly made/ b
caeful atists. My shadw friend and leturn casually to the lodgeseFhouses burn.

The fires haw been spotted; wyar among the t&sts. The curator of the paper houses hyr
ries past, eg wide, aghast.

My shadw friend and | kne nothing of this crime. &y we didrt see argne. G course, it
is very dangeaus, a fie this time ofgar what with all the heat, the tindexdorest.

Annie S, dram arsonist

www .blotterrag .com
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“The Percentag e Game”

by G erald W ithers

The ABY of a bottle of
Luxco Brerclear is 75.5%t |
sounds like a lot, ®urk sounds
like a lot mog when gure on
your fouth cup of it.Youre
drinking this stuffwith its
75.5% AB/, because maybeuy
just boke up with gur girt

trying to oder a Miler Lite
after that). @ maybe, gu just
got your first failing grade in
college, andoy dort know how
it happenedYou were sue—
lets say75.5% sue—that pu
would passrou raely felt like
going to class, buby did all
the online assignments, and y
were thee for eely test at least.
But you failed. ® maybe, i¢
the day afterour mommates
moved out, andqu hae only a
few weeks to find a meplace to

from the pday you were at the
night befoe. I's 75.5% empty
but thees enough in therfor
just you—no pommates, no
girlfriend. aist you. The liquor
makes qu feel better up to a
cetain point.Then worseYou

you—you just bought a $65
bottle of bourbont'll be
alright, wu tell yurselfIt's
more expensty sue, but pu
hawe a better job mg andTyler
makes m@& money thanour
last bommates combined eHi

wake up the next day feeling likee good for the monespure
friend. That vicious one, the onethers sludge in the gears, a
named after a beer (good luck headacheoy biought on pur-

self for oncevou glance aund
the $800-a-month agarent,
which is emptysae for yu.
You put the pillav over your
head.Youre 75.5% sur that
you cait do this.

father flom school, gah, but
maybe a change of scgmeil
help yu focus bettett worit
affect pur gradestoure 65%
sue these concerng aothing

to worly about, sogu shug

them off and unlock the door to
your nev apatment. tI's empty

Bookels Bourbon is upscaleexcept for tha'V you moved in

It's $65, and 65% ABYou buy
it to commemorate mng in
with your best friendlThe apar
ment is faher away &m school
than the last one, all the way
acioss twn. It's also mar
expense than the last placewy

live.Youre all alone, alone with wetre living, andyler isft the

the bottle of erclear a leftoer

Best In Show Comic

best with moneyBut neither a&

first thing.You place the bour
bon and the solo cups on the
floor, sit davn next to them,
and lean against the back wall.
Tyler puts a moe in the
Playstation asoy pour a couple
shots. K sits next tooy, grabs
his shot, and the two aby
toast to things to come.

by Phil Juliano

LOOK, SPENCE!
THERE'S RACHAEL!

Copyright Juliano 2014

AND WE BOT
_ THE DROP ON HER,
S HEH-HEH!

WAIT FOR 1T...
WAIT FOR 1T...

’BOMBS AWAY/

1 ALWAYS KNEW
SHE'D COME RUNNING
BACK TO ME...

&

www.bestinshowcomic.com
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Anchoman 2lights up the dar
living oom, and the bourbon

warms gur chest as the two of leae Rock Hill. But hés always
you keep drinking and laughingwanted to join the Airdice. H

Youre 65% sue things couldn
be better

There ae a lot of 100 pof
(50% AB/) wdkas out thex.
Youre unsue of what kind is in
your drink asqu sip pur
Moscav Mule.You dort cae
for vodka, and gu dort cae for
50%—make it a higher pent
age so it knockey aound a
bit more, or make it lwer so
that it tastes bettes0% is just
unpleasantlyler is a@ss the
table fom you, yammering to
Nathaniel and Anthony about
his upcoming decision.el had
more than gu, so his in that
talkati\e state he gets in after
drinking too much. k¢ says’s
about 50/50. g5 got a lot of

CLIFF’'S MEAT MARKET

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

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

4 We
b -\ : “ Mon-Sat 9 am—6 pm
L&. - »

919 942 2196
. 100 W. Main Street, Carrboro
Sewving Cambore and surrounding communities for over 35 years

FROM CREATION TO CONTRACT

Ghostwritten/rewritten
over 200 projects

M8 Cditor and publishing con-

N sultant with twenty years of
{ experience helps you capture
attention from top publishers
i and agents. Queries, propos-
8 als, developmental help and
more for fiction and nonfiction.

Toll-free 866-212-9805
writersresource.us

Laine Cunningham
WRITER’'S RESOURCE

www .blotterrag .com

thinking to do He knawvs its a
big choice. ld doeshwant to

happy You had to kna the
right liquor stoes to ty, and
Tyler would keep the camr
ning in case somebody said they
were going to call the cops.

Nobody did, so far aswyguys
knew, and wud usually walk

doesit want to gie up on the
band. Bit he doesinfeel like
hés going anywhetin life. He’s
already talked to thecuiter. out with a bottle, anyways.
Things a@ mwing quicklyhe Once yu stated college,oyid
says. A 50/50 shot sounds genget a handle of Kraken foegv
ous to pu. You knaw howv Tyler  paty you threw It was a staple.
is.You knaw when his mind is  This was back in the first place
made upHe may not be aund you lived, the one next to cam
for the last couple months of th@us. Bick when Zc andlyler
lease, he admits.riléss w get would get dink and crash on
signed P a label,” he says with @#he couch thee or four days a
laugh.You smile. “d giwe it a week.You see dc 47% as often
50/50 shot,” gu joke. now. AndTyler is leaving.oS
Kraken Rm is 47% AB. your friends a& thiowing an
You caft stand the taste of it  “old schodlpartty to send him
anymoe, but it was one of the off. With Kraken.You bought a
first things gu andTyler eer bottle, unawar that at least two
drank togetheivou were older  other people had eady done
and yu had a bedy so it wasn the samélylers leavinglhe
had to get onceoy hit 19. t night goesyquickly exen
didnt always wér—in fact, it though nothing paicularly fun
woiked pobably a little less happens.@nebody made a

than half the time, maybe 47% playlist of songs, songs that y
of the time—but that was often all used to listen to, songs that
enough to keepoy andTyler

you wiote togetheit’s all back

Support the cause!
www.losercomix.com/#!comix/c22j5
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ground noise togu. You take  vomit finally comes, anay do
shots of Kraken, make Kraken sa Once ypure done, Qu lean
and Coke, drink Krakenoim against the back wall of the
the bottle.Your stomach hts,  bathioom. A fev tears cool
and yur head is buzzing in thatdown your hot facelyler is
unpleasant way it does when leaving. Andgure not een
youve had too much liquor to 47% sue of what comes next.
be comfalble, but not enough Months hag passed, and
to pass outyou sit on the floor you sit alone ingur nev two-
of the bathbom, waiting to bedoom apament. I's nav,
throw up Outside, pu hear
Tyler talking about his decision.the apament you lived in

“| can be etired ly the time Ih  befoe you lived withTyler It's
40,” he says.t'$ just the kind  two-bedoom, but yu hae no
of oppotunity I've always want roommateYou hae a leeseat,
ed,” he explains. filhawe plenty but it isrt big enough for any
of free time to come visit, too,”
he assess.Youve heat this
rehearsed speech befdou
hear the othersyttto convince
him to stay“You made this
decisioneally quick, dude,”
they say'What if its not what

next to pu at the moment. A
movie is on—backgund noise
as yu drink. But you drink
alone na. Nathaniel left an 18-
pack of Coors Light the night
befoe. You guys had intended
youre expecting?” they as¥oud to drink most of them, but did
could always just get a tvealy nt. The majority of them wo
degee or something,” they offersit in your fridge, andoure
Youve made the same argumenslovly but suely making qur
theyre making befer A choice way though them. Coors Light
is a choice, and he made one, is 4.2% AW. It's pathetic.tb
you tell ypurselfThe urge to the stuff yu would drink to

JouN HERRING
Full Service Copyediting / Proofreading -

Developmental Editing 48

: johnherring.net/editorial
jhherring@yahoo.com
954.971.5785

wind davn after aound of
shots and a s¥eof mided
drinks. But it’s all yu hae right
now. Tyler is pobably unning a
mile right nev. Or maybe he
being lled at ¥ a drill ser
geant. Mybe h's making n&
friends in the cafeteria. And
youre hee, drinking 4.2% beer
You keep cracking caivsu

but it's in the same complex as drink almost all the bedhe

cans rattling atoyr feet esty
time you adjust gurself on the
couch.You feel bloated/ou
hate drinking beer to getudik.
Tyler ppbably wohbe alleved

one to crash on, and nobody sit® drink for months. Il prob-

ably hae thee squarmeals a
day Maybe hd# even hae a
curfew. You drink until the early
morning, and then fall asleep on
the loveseatYou wake up avie
hours laterwith a mixtue of
rocks and bits of glass rattling
inside pur skull.Todays the day
youll figure out what gure
doing, wu tell yurself

Tonights the night gu go with
out a drink, gu plomise.You
know thees oughly a 4.2%
chance qure telling the trth.

Y

Q00®

STUDIOS
HEO >
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“@?’cryandmychidre nstare”

as if | am in pain.

| cry at films NVe seen beferall @er again,

Even befoe those scenes begin

that first inwked the wateroiks:

Homer alighting ém the taxi,

knowing he cannot hug his girl.

The Roman soldier getting all tough withtiBtus,
becausep@tacus will see his infant son.

During the Kin& hesitant wds, backedybBeetheeris ®\enth.
My tears flv for all | knev that Bitain will face in '40.
I cry at Mr. Sandburés poems,

and Mr Yeats and MHall.

| cannot ead some was aloud at all

in classyoms laden with students eager

to hear those choking thoughts.

| am endeed silent, useless.

They do not gt discern he to react:

to soothe, igner, just walk away clueless.

Ah, me, | veep at lines not@v about loss nor chance missed.
My vision smears and | cannot wipe

without bringing my issue to the attention

of the coffee shop full of caffeinated sippers glaring
at laptops and teens tapping $ph@nes

trying to glean some fine point

from glittering seen.

| cry in the shaer, nostalgically fragrant soap in ngsey
let the stinging heablf

that no one need witness nor explain.

Becauseri old, becausesifuesday

becauseewvon or because \ost.

Becauseoyire hee my hedrbreaks,

becauseoyire gone, my hdaoreaks.

Because | could not stop for death, v & hope,

or perhaps because | will.

GS (for Pop, Dec. 1926 - Mr 2016)

.blotterrag .com
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continued from page 3

tobacco and lighter implementss &lso wherl sneaked my first smoke, finding an oldetigar

lighting it with the lighter and puffing smoke into my mouth, catching it in my cheeks — not in

It was enoughWhat a terrible taste!uBl thought it had to be an adult thing — like gimg the bi

ter of coffee. | liked the smell of @tjas and lighter fluid, and thefpare of navly brewing coffee.

And the pong of old whiskey at the bottom of a tumbleatmd&y morning after a cocktail tgar

There were also oddities indds desser A pair of warm woolen long-johnspirthe war Many day
| played outside in the deepest winter without getting as cold as my feands, those long-johng.
And a ween wool skull-cap -ey pulled it @er your head and it hung @wo on yur chest and back

like a knighs chain mail — a balaldaiv was calle@here were also Mrine-geen button dan shits,
also fom Dads time in the [dvy and anwercoat with an itchy fur collalso Mirine-geen, that
zipped up the ént. It was [ads fawrite winter coat for going out andsfimg snes — and when |

was big enough | used to ask him if | could useantually | took it over, wearing it to school or g

to play fom autumn though winter and into early spring.gaét a lot of use, that old coat.

Garry - chief@blotterrag.com
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