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“Win d, Part 1”

Quite some number of summers ago, | was a €aiothats not
completely tre. | was actually the completely suiesegy no deei
sion making at all,emk-side-kick to a sailor - theverlt was slog
gingly had wok, mostly inelving waking up ona®uday morn
ings at agmakably godawful hour to ride in my frienthmily sta
tion wagon to theyacht clubto pick up the trailer with our boat
on it, tow it to the Yacht clubwhee we we going to be sailing
that daythen putting the boat in the water and Yailhgy courses
for a couple of hours in the summer heat usttauld go home
again.

There. Thats what happened, moshd anduly weekends in the
1980s. And if | left the siplike that, yu would wonder what w3
wrong with me in myguth. $ let me ty again.

| loved the arri@l of summerl didnt get to sail when | waogr
ing up because the closest thing to a body of watedwnear my,
home was theaBsaic R&r The best thing | can say about the
Passaic was that it floodemhirtime to time.The worst is that for
a while it was one of the most polluteersivn planet Bar By
the wayyou dort win trophies for that. ®Swhen | was auyng
man, it was a big deal teelinear the ocean, eywbig deal to hav
the oppotunity to be able to join a sailing clihat | lacked in
legacycool clothes and any sailing skill whaggdawore than
made up in...willingness.

In March | would begin to get the itch. | sat atkvaord did tips
- raising and lgering myself in my chair with only my armey o
and aer again. M co-wokers stad. What ae yu doingthe moe
curious might askOh, 'm pumping water out of my boat, of cot
St-ups on the floor at home while watchiihg A-€amor
Moonlightingo stengthen my flalybwinter belly so | could hike-
out for long eaches, my feet tlugh stiraps on the deck and my
ass hangingser the transom, theeight of me balancing us agait
the push of the wind.

By April, | was squatting on a stack of old kapok lifejackets in
friends garage while he tink@mwith the sailboat. All winter out
the waterthe craft was as leaky as...as any wooden thing orig
designed to float on water but which was so old and so full of
holes in the seams beén hull planks that whowaould tell if it
would ride abee or beneath the $ace mae effectigly My friend
had a springtime ritual of talking about caulk and splines and
proofing poducts and technology sometime during Lent and n
ing a decision comalf $inday He would then wisely use the
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school fring Beak veek (either beferor after Easietepending) tq

caefully hand-scrape the hull of the boat and slather onathe n¢

stuff which ve consistently called d&ast no matter who made i

what was mised, and o well it woked. f it kept the water out

it was defential entittement. f the marine lacquer failed us, lea
me pumping out water with my mighty office-chair-dip arms sq
whee out on the 8y in mid-dly, well, it was scathing sasm.
Note: the G-Fast negr seemed to permit an outer paint gabour
boat -Gizmq she was called - was butt,.@Bn among other
ancient wooden sailboats of the same design.

The sail was un-bagged to cursorily checletoramd tearlt was

o
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We often use Bobco fonts, copy
rightedshaeware from the
Church of the 8bgenius.

ngPrabob We also use 38y Jne
MN@ntique and other émvare fonts
from Apostophic Labs and othe)
fonts fom other souwres.
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worn and near-torn, and if’not mistaken, as old as the boat.it
It had a deep bellyhich | was ingatcted made it better for heavi
air, or what normal people call windy dalyse sait wood battens
were inspected for cracks, bends aedkistWe looked at stays,
centerboar, ruddery tiller, mast, boom, and all of the other tools-
the-sailing-trade, to determine whether they batheed winter as
well as could be expectedotthng was e@r eplaced with e |
dorit actually knv why Maybe, like us, the bits andtpaere
supposed to get oneay older and still go out on theyBn sum
mer @turdays.

In May | got my yar mowned, the galening done. @#ing &tudays
wete for puttering aund, but also for acclimating my pale Angl
skin to summésr upcomindpeneficialayf the sun. | checked to
be sue | had a supply of zingide for my nose, cheeks and the
of my ears. &lv suns@en for my arms, neck, tops of my legs.
wouldrt cut the grass again untughist. B then it bolted to seed
and the lgely but untamabled®e-@ Shaion had spgad its wir
rhizomes aciss my ydrand into the neighbisr)

A typical May conersation with myself:édy something in my sail
ing bag smells like it died.ol crap! M Topsiders! | didrwash
them and put them out to @ithe last time | werthem?When was
that? @, that caihbe good.Take a pail of water and aubdouush
and begin cafully cleaning them.e&, the salt comes out of the
leather - ferry Topsiders arable to withstand a fair amount of
abuse. & some of the stitching in one sole isirstato fray Youll
need a ne pair soon - may aglgo this wekend.

But my willingness, my enthusiasm for being out threthe water
for sailingwould only get me so.fdrwas €rew. | had missed ou
on that other criteria, what with my center-of-the-state, riding 1
bicycle past the blackbelsrambles, bobbing up andahoin the
lukewarm water of the community pool, playing whiffle-ball all
ewening gowing-up summers. Wriend, the skipper of our boat,

continued on page 15
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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
)psnjcy 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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CAUTION

You can't make chicken salad out
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Editor's n ote, rather | ong wi nded, r egardin g
th e submi ssion, | oss, r ediscover y a nd p ublicatio n of
“Catfish” b y J asmin e Odessa Ri zer:

Editor's note.When yu see ten years, n@. Doing some as an editorog sometimes hav
these wals, yu pobablyover emailba housecleaning fihd  to get off gur high horse and
look them as some textual trasha stoy, submitted in 2008,yb  growel. If it was in print some
you dort need toead and car an author w're familiar with -  whee else, did she think that
not a whit that gu do so we’\e published a couple of her maybe they might let meprint
Editors, for the most paknow  pieces - but this one’tszne of it - with all due couesies.
this. But | would like to take  those, or anythingaeve rejected, The long and shbof it is
the thee and a half minutesly or een seenThe stoy is in the that &smine is letting us see this

fine readers need to pee a body of the email, sadad it. stowy, letting me talk a little
page of text to hear me olien Read it againHow did this fall about the prycess of it finding its
years ago, this fine little maga through the cracks? ey | way heg. For what its woth,

zine was fading out of businessknow that. In 2008 the global we still make mistakes, bug w
The editor - my friend JeRce - economy was in a shambles, wstill keep @ading, keep printing.

had other plans for his life, were in an electionear our And we're glad gu keep con
including meing away ém mailbok had been e-bombed, myributing, keepeading, keep
North Cawolina, going to school, youngest was dtiag first grade, believing in us. v

following his wife caeer | was at ses-and-sews.

growth, having a familgoing Good stoy, though. Really

more of his wn writing. He, good.

for reasons | still dbrunder S0 | contactedasmine to

stand, turned to me to see if | apologie, and to see whatev

wanted to takever the eins. became of this piecAnd to see

Now, | had placed a couple of if it was still aailable - oh,ss,
poems and a stoin The

Blotter, was a fan of pulp liteya

fiction, and, well, thass it. No ‘WW@MM&WM
editorial experience, unless y
count poofreading my eldést
second-grade penmanship
which Im cetain you dort. |
jumped at the opptmity, like
one might jump atatk
Nicholson sheing up at a door
with an ag, and was transtedr
all of the accowgments neces
say to keep our little experi
ment in single-sitting tarand

lit. going. Rst-fowad to this
month: hey w're coming up on

www .blotterrag .com
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“Catf ish”

by J asmin e Odessa Ri zer

Once upon a time, when |
was in college, my hot blond
college bgriend and | wre
watching an interewv with
Dolly Faton onTV, and Dolly

drowve our granddad teel
around in font of the Nwman
County couthouse, telling
tourists who asked him for

directions, “Bme people go this

for Macbethand bellay, “Hey
Macduff your bg/friend just
called. ¢ wantsqu to pick up
some flour on the way home.”
At the moment, | had a day

said that her husband called heway and some people go that off from my evn job and was

Catfish because she was all
mouth and no brains, and my
hot bg/friend looked wer at me
and said, “l¢h. Heh heh heh
heh hehThats what h going
to stat calling yu. Catfish.”

“Youd better not,” | said,
bristling.

Eight years latemy college
boyfriend was long since mar
ried to a stage aess named
Betsy and people e still calt
ing me Catfish. Catfishdtris,
office managelt was embar
rassing.

Polly and | vere the last of the
great Mean Alcoholic Hirrises.
Our fathers and all of our

respecti siblings had managec
to escape the genetic destiny tt

20% off
Your tirst hairrut
2L Ehe Aew salon

EL R L EP

ALTERED
___image

Hair Designers

napainbmans: 919-236-3732
A0 Faelur 2Loacl. B han 20 2000
andiwerlnage D rander wpy LOCATION!

way and | doit give a damn
which way gu go” Polly was
something administragivdavn
at the O’Connoilheaterwhee
| had once had the pleasof
seeing her walk into ehearsal

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 Yowmotrrniow's Pantica

sitting in PIly's office watching
her ead myrarot. | didrit exact
ly beliee in RIlys eadings, but
| didn't exactlydisbelievin
them, either

“Page of @ords,” RIly said,

all
Lowmwtorriow 4
panticd

by Marty Smith

( publisher & book reviewer, “The Blotter Magazine;” contributor to the “Urban
Hiker;” former host of “New Frontiers” and “Laugh 1racks” on WXDU - FM,

Duke University Radio)

wranty Amiith

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

JouN HERRING

Full Service Copyediting / Proofreudmg

Developmental Edl’rmg

Novels / Nonfiction / Dissertations
- Theses / Essays / Articles / Web Site

|johnherring.net/editorial
|hherring@yahoo.com
954.971.5785
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pointing at a cdr but befoe well with others. & had about
she could tell me what it meantas much fun at her 12-step

in the time it took me to utter
these wals, this strange person

this tall, frantic guy burst in the meetings as an atheist at a tenthad made a determined dffor

door.
“Sebastian,” saibRy, look ing to me, it was better than

ing suddenly t&d. waking up in a puddle of her
Sbastian was c@ng a pair own vomit e\ery morning.

of needle-nosed pliers in one Sebastida slightly prtuber

hand and swinging a champagrant pale blue eg settled on me

bottle in the otheHe was bug- and | jumped a little in my

eyed and neous-looking and  chair “Who ae yu?” he

something about him made medemanded And what wong

want to edge behind a door  with your hand?”

until he was gone. | held up my hand, which
“Polly!” said 8bastian, had a band-aid on the middle

bouncing up and aen on the  finger “I hawe a war” | said.

balls of his feetWe're thiowing “It's not \ery attractie. Ive got

a bithday patly for Rachel this medicine —”

down the hallThere’s booa” Sbastian leapt asss the
“No thanks, &bastian,” room, grabbed my hand, and

Polly said grimlyholding up her said, You dort need medicine

thirty-day chip“Girlfriends on  You gotta pull it out Y the

the wagon.” roots!”

Polly, like myselfdid not play | said, “Ow! ®p that!”, but

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

revinal. 3ill, she was always-saypeiform amateur surgeon my

hand with his pliers.|&d statr
ed gushing ewwhee.

“Yet who would hav
thought the old man to hav
had so much blood in him?™
guoted 8Sbastian.You shouldi
hawe moved”

“Oh, Sbastian, stop it!”
cried Rlly in exasperation,
pulling a handkehief out of
her purse and giving it to me to
wrap aound my hand. “G
away!” Be pushed him out the
door and saidActtors!” in a
voice that packed nmeomalice
than all the cuss v in the
dictionay. “I'm sory about that,
Catfish.”

Sbastian poked his head
back in the doof'Your name is
Catfish?”

“No! My name is
Theodora!” | imediatelgget
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ted having handed out informa uncle?”
tion about myself to a mad the
atre persontiwasit all that

befoe | staplegur dick to a Polly had dragged me to

| didn't hawe a good come
back for that, so | punched her that kind of cousins,” and |
common a name. ‘bl go away in the arm. Be pulled my hair

| said, YWe may be ém
Kentucky but we're still not

thought Dr. Gray scooted away
from us just a little bit, as if he

chair!”
Sbastian med along, and
Polly looked at me, clearly
impressed. “t8ple wur dick to
a chair?” shepeated.

| shiugged. “Ceatie insults
are in my genetic codéu
should knw that.”
Part of what the O’Connor
Theater did was thi©i&kespear
In The Rk business that |
found depessing. ¥&n a bas-

Shakespearin The Ruk because thought my stupid might be

she had the hots for the philan catching.

thropist who had donated the For the next four hours, |
money to make it happen, and focused about half my attention
she was hoping to bump into  on Hamletand about half my
him outside of wér while she  attention on imagining what my
was looking all sexy in her little gorgeous friend Alex might look
print top and not waring a suit. like in his undevear (The

I myself was @aring shoes mental egecise of picturing
that hut my feet and a brand- Alex actually nakeddgeved
new-second-hand stadress that for true emergencies such as
| was beginning to suspect mad#epatment meetings.) Alas for
foot hillbilly like me couldn my breasts look funny poor Plly, my patience as all in
deny the brilliance of the Polly contried for us to vain, because as soon as the cur
English languafgegeatest play sprawl on our blanket quite tain fell, Or. Gray jumped up
wright and all that, but his playsclose to her philantbpist. 8¢  and stode away with a hurried
still made me depssed. then petended to beew sur goodnight.

“Why cait it beTennessee prised when he saidptl “Shit!” said BIly. “I wonder
Williams h The Rak?” | com Harris?d that pu?” whats wong with him.”
plained asddy and | walked The philanthopists name “I hope | didrt scae him
acoss the grasgat wouldit  was D. Walter Gay and | away with my dubiously tasteful
be half as degssing.” could see whyoRy found him  cousin-cest joke,” | said.

“And which offennessee  appealing, in an absent-minded- “No, | dort think thats it.
Williams plays doqu find professor wayle pointed at me, He looked to me like he was
most uplifting, dear?’oRy blushed, and askeds this pur going to meet someonedll
asked ahly “The one wher special lady friend?” scavled. “I should havknavn.
they castrate the guyPt@e “Oh, no,” said &lly. “This | keep meeting these guys | like,
one whez theyeat the girls is my cousin, Catf— uh,dba.”  and they keep being taken
already

We got up and stad mak
ing our way out of the par
Wel gone about fevsteps when
the heel snapped off one of my

CREATIVE
METALSMITHS

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

www.creativemetalsmiths.com

[ - e

452 172 WESY 'l-;EM‘H’HI-IH. CHAPEL HILL -« 368-9308

Weekdays 11 - 6 = Saturdays 10 -5 + Sundays 12 - 5
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Shoes.fiwas poving 10 be a
memorably bad ewming, and it
got worse afteroly said that
she kne a shdcut aound the
side of the pk&rthat would get
us back to the gang lot faster

“Polly,” | said after about
ten minutes, “I donthink this
Is a shdcut. We're not lost, &
we?”

“No! No, definitely not,”
Polly replied aliantly

We kept walking. | had to

and the shapes of cars in the
paking lot a fev blocks away
when a tuck pulled up in the
street alongside us.

“Hey ladies,” a m&wice
said in an unpleasanvedy
friendly tone. Y'all look eal
pretty” he said, leaning out of
the windov.

“Um, thanks,” saiddRy.

passengerseatWe didrt want

take off my shoes and pick my to antagone these people, that

way along in my bafeet and  was for sux.
hope | didit step on any

syringes or used condoms or dog Polly and | staed walking

“Were you just at the play?”

Little Peej anb Spencer:
The Amazing Time
Traveling Toy Rescue

NN ‘

By
Phil Juliano

n FACEBOOK.COM/PEEJANDSPENCER

Two new book projects from Blotterfriend and artist Phil Juliano!!
First: 'Peej and Spencer: The Amazing Time Traveling Toy Rescue'. It's a novelized
version of the syndicated comic strip, 'Best In Show'. This story touches 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' written 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 sis-
ter 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://www .gofundme.com/chipmunkjones

www .blotterrag .com

shit. We could just see the lightgust a little tasterun, yean,” |

said.

“You knaw, pretty ladies,”
he said, gesturing at the big
eight-foot-tall bastarin the pas
senges seat,My uncle, he has a
lot of money and he kws hav
to hae a good time.”

| asked, Wait, ae you try-
ing to buy us?”, and at the same
moment, Blly squealed inedu

There was a gat big guy in the lously:

“Sebastiai?

We had just come up under
a steetlight, illuminating the
truck driers face toeneal him
as being, indeedel&astian ém
the O’ConnoiTheater

“P-Polly Harris?” he gasped.
“Oh na” And then he floed
the accelerator and left us stand
ing thee slack-jaad.

Neither one of us wanted to
speak asenfinally staed ma-
ing againWe hustled in howi
fied silence to the amng lot,
whee aT-shitt vendor thew a
handful of graal at us, and
despite being white himself
called usstupid white crackérs
for declining to pwhase unoffi
cial drakespearin The Rk
merchandise ém him.

“This has mbably been the
strangest damn night of my
life,” sighed @lly, taking her car
keys out with a visiblyetnbling
hand when & eached her car

It quickly got ean stranger
when she unlocked the door and
let out a seam.

“WhatWhat?” | demand
ed, racing aund to the driers
side and knocking her out of the
way
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“People!” she gulped, paint But Rolly had had enough. wanted to apologiZor my

ing. “Making out! h my back “You fornicators!” she said, behavior earlier thisesing. f
seat!” waving her car keys in the air I'd known it was gu, | neer

Of course, what with all the “Youd better get out of heer would hae attempted —”
commotion, the people had right nav, and ypud better leay “I should hag knavn it
stopped making out, anckry a trail of beadanmbs like would be gu!” cried Blly. “I
looking aound in bevilder Hansel and @tel, becausen’ am having aew bad night, and
ment. not coming to@scueaqu if you | think you jinxed this day when

“Dr. Gray?” Blly whim get lost and some guy tries to you tried to maim my cousin
peed as theumpled and buy you both for his uncle!” hee with a pair of plierslaw
embarrassed-looking couple got Dr. Gray and Btsy slunk  just shut the fuck up and get
out. away into the demmness without your head out of my car!”

“Betsy Langdon?” | said in another wat. “Fornicators!” “All right, petty lady said
horror, recognizing &trude Polly sceamed after them one Sebastian, and beéomy aston
(still in full costume, albeit with last time. ished egs, he planted a quick,
her geasepaint badly srmesjr “I'm so soi;” | told her almost-but-not-quite chaste kiss
from the playwho was also the after ve got in the car right behind Blly's ear befer
actess wife of the college “Oh, it's not wur fault, retreating.
boyfriend who had saddled me Catfish,” she sai@ihen she “What do yu think about
with the nickname Catfish. pounded her fists against the that?” | asked her

“Journeys end invers steering wheel and let loose with She sat ey still and wide-
meetings,” Btsy said, ®akly a steam of impessig and inne e\ed, staring at the steering
and nonsensically vative pofanity wheel in a state of shock. “I

“My goodnessphy, | At that moment, &bastian  dorit know,” she said. ‘& it’s

thought this wasny car” balk  from the O’Connoil heater the first thing thét happened
bled Dr. Gray “I drive one just stuck his head in the dgig side tonight that hashmade me
like this, andqu left yur door window, causing us both to want to put my fist tlough a
unlocked, so naturally my friencsceam. wall.” v

- “Ladies?” he said. “I just

|7 CORNER BAR

mag azine

CALL F OR SUBMISSIONS!
Send yourw orkt o:

edit or@cor nerbarmag azine.com
; |

§ )
% b F ; 3 \y
y T

Be par t of some thing..GR OUNDSHAKIN G!
Corner Bar Mag azine:
notquitey ourf at her 's speculativ e fiction ‘zine
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“The Doll Section”
by Sarah Ri card

The dolls & on the second floor
You take the elator not the stairs.
Their blank, lifeless starawait.
Glassy @5 and painted &y,
blinking egs and &g

ewer to be so flat and still.
Theres ow upon ow of them.
Like a muder of cows.

Theres somethingogire told,
about only getting to twse;

but you knaw that befag you leae
youill be picking one out.

Well-worn pink sneaks

trawvel to their corner

It's a thrill to agung hedr
imagining agarning

both for adentue and a home,
inside the bloodless chests.

Theres a sterility to the upper floor

scented of floor cleaner and price tags.

You got some toothpaste wuy hair earlier;

you think you can smell that, too

Those gubby child soles on polished linoleum,
take ypu to the shebs of the mausoleum.

Dolls made to commemorate
recent moies yu love.

And dolls dessed as hip

or as darling, asy could wish for
Porcelain cuties andaBbie beauties.

www .blotterrag .com
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With unholy shine to ral shampoo comnuogals,
locks flat and straight as egg noodles

spout from their heads, lay on shoulders.
While the tesses bound in spirals:

my, how those curls bounce!

And nev dolls made to look vintage,
that both enthrall andeep gu out.
Haunted somekloewen in their neness
Fresh off the assembly line

Theres a wisdom and jadedness

in a blue, own, geen

gae, in the manufacted
sophistication, in the fake anacism.

Are they prisoners in the packaging
theyre neer supposed to ledv

It's a fact they hawalue

beyond meely being a chikl
cherished plaything.

As soon as the cash &harged

for the depament stoes bag,

a ghost in the boneseady settles in.
That preemptie sense of faiyr

of shé& too good forgu.

Youll neer, exer make her pud.

Too many stories@vto knav.

Too many storiesavto tell.

Best In Show

by Phil Juliano

IT'S A REALLY CLEVER
WAY TO KEEP KIDS ENGAGED,
AT LEAST WHILE THEY EAT

WHAT A COOL IDEA
IT WAS TO PUT ACTIVITIES
ON CEREAL BOXES...

copyright Juliano 2014

www.bestinshowcomic.com
"r.!.

START PUTTING HOMEWORK

MAYBE THEY SHOULD

ON CEREAL BOXES. s
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“Moons Made Out of Cla y”
by Sarah Ri card

When the child chose to form

a moon out of clayhen

all the other chilém chose the sun,
what was to happen?

The child could not make

the moon eflectie

like a glittering disco ball.

The clay in his hands was like a living thing.

It hadened to coarseness and not into cheese.
Tasty tales that all heavrong:

“touch the sky

“live your deam’

But how to touch the sky?

And hav to knav onés deam?
Fulgent egs and insecineves
deciding on his assignment,
wondering what it means to besar.
Fears he has no genius

but he has enthusiasm.

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

www .blotterrag .com
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Runny muddy slop

in overeagerchildish hands

and what he could hatashioned
was a @scent; not inviting
comparisons as the globularssun
dak and gloomy cousin.

But the moon is full and

more like a cookie than like cheese.
The kiln cooked crisp

around the edges.

A toothpick had been iolved

to make designs, slezing cheese.
Now that the plans hawdried

they look busymade to stamp upon

A dissatisfied child can only wait

for the egs of otherness to see

not failed cheese, not a falsun-
something s&lled with discety,

like something an astraut had made.

Ghostwritten/rewritten

over 200 projects QUALITY MEATS

FROM CREATION TO CONTRACT | £ oy O 0 O 0

Editor and publishing con- Beef - Poultry - Pork - Lamb
) sultant with twenty years of Sausage - Seafood N I G H T S O U N D
experience helps you capture Ifwe don’t have it, we'll order it for you!

attention from top publishers STUDIOS
and agents. Queries, propos- i We cany peg,
als, developmental help and - Ty b & Wine
more for fiction and nonfiction. -yl
L - K‘ Mon-Sat 9 am—86 pm
] ] " ” o 919 942 2196
Laine Cunningham Toll-free 866-212-9805 a8 100 V. Main Street Carrharo

WRITER’'S RESOURCE writersresource.us Sepving Garrboro and surrounding communities for over 35 years
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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

| dornit really egr want to go back to school tigatarly not high schoolt is one of my fairly rigid
life-plans.Why, theefoe, do Ikeep having dams about being back in high schGoli it col
lege? nquiring minds want to kmo In paticular the deam wher lam playing an ingtment in
the school mahing band, an ingtment with which skill I h@amnone.l dont know why the
mouthpiece wdnstay straight, why thead beaks, he to play the notes, finger the...fingering Bits.
Or een see the music, because it keepgbloff the little brass stand thing attached to my clgr
inet or Eglish horn or whatew it is Im carying, tiying to mach while caging, tiying to play the
right song while melhing while caying.

And | hae a feeling that this is a big candi&e atThe Onhio Sate Lhiversitys stadium with ew-
one depending on me to keep in,gtepd in the right diction, knav the notes, and not get in thje
way of the @&isaphone when hens oer to dot the I. Andr probably naked, which isgood.
No not good at all.

JD - cyberspace

CONTRIBUTORS:

Lori Ballard is based in Tampa, FL. Her work can be seen at www.loriballard.com.

Jasmine Odessa Rizer puts up with a lot of Blottercraziness. She wrote, back in 2008,
“Previously, my work has appeared in Stillpoint and Orb, and it has also been my pleasure to be
published twice in The Blotter. In 2000, | worked writing book reviews for the Athens Banner-
Herald, and from 2004 to 2005, | was a columnist, regular contributor, and section editor at the
e-zine Mosiac Minds. | am currently a regular contributor of both writing and artwork at Robin
Fay’s arts-centered e-zine, Moonshine.”

Sarah Ricard is a poet and fiction writer based in lowa. Her poems have appeared in

Leopardskin & Limes, The Release Magazine, Stepping Stones Magazine, on The Sheltered
Poet Blog, and are forthcoming in the compilation The Soul’s Bright Home.

Phil Juliano of Bloomington, MN, is a good Blotterfriend. Follow his adventures on philjulianoil-
lustration.com (and check out his current projects on page 8).

www .blotterrag .com
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continued from page 3

was a child of the slkeowith thee decades of learning waterance of each ckilbourse, and the
mysterious jclivities of the wind. | was ael@r-nwice, would ner accumulate the experiencg to
sail against my friend and the other sailors in our class of diott.mEntion that therwere but
sixteen of these boats, eachdsivthity and fifty yars old. éthaps, | dramed, | could hawne
made g one of the old builders?aHI would need to win the lotgerOr sell my house. And ea¢h
November | could sneak into the other ¥edlgarages and poke holes in their hullsetotee
odds..

No, | had to eluctantly accept if not embrace that | was along as baltagttoAnyself it was sulf
ficient that my friend woke in theepdawn hours of a summatugiay morning and stuck his hepd
out the font door for a wather-check.f it was windyor raining, or windy and raining, he called
me.
On ring one | shook myself awake (literally - it was, | amaseird thing to see), found my lang
lin-smelly Bter $rm sveater and waited silently on tlenfrporch for him to drie up the oad.
Closed my &g in the passenger seat, woke wigotwo MDonalds (two egg mcmuffins and two
orange juices) ate like it was my last merahed immediately nodded off agaimteNDown-bay
racing was plexct for a peer nap up-bay not so much.

To my constant chagrin, other sailors looked like sditais.ees vere crinkled at the cornersrir
being out in the sun so muchheir ovn spring-efreshed tans mat.tan. | dohknow why but
perhaps a childhood filled wadbmmunity poslinshine doesoompae to Eay sun.Those fellws
with zinc-aide slathed on their noses (although it was b@nsevthe blessed AM. Aneeeast.
With a good chance of rain) looked endeewarriors in war-paintvhile | just looked ngish. Q
rather more nedish than usualTheir sveaters seemed maasually ragged than mine, and the
wore ball-caps that ditthawe logos on them, justeat lines and an elegant fading of the origingl
colors. | wae shats, a tee-shijrmy sweater tied aund my waist, my hair cut for theekday
wolkplace, my face wagllwmine. | was, | kme abenniesomeone onlgcently her, temporay,
just enjging the beneficial ray¥ou could pobably look it up Bennie, noun, a term of derision
with regads to sailing. dneone likely to leabefoe the end, to givup under the strain. uDof
place, no matter homuch they péicipate. @mer Rle was mbably a gunngrsergeant when he
left the Marine Corps, but he was stitr@er Rle.

Or maybe my hands game awayewer cetain whee to place them agwrried. Carying the
sailbag under one arm, oucbnalds beakfast trash in the other hand, looking for a can to dump
it in, | was always self-conscious.

My friend and leadied our boat. | wad ety had at looking like | kne what | was doing. rO
at least tring to look like | kng what my friend wanted me to. dGompetent. Eshing the heavy
things. Towing the heavy things. Lifting the heavy thingsgeBbale, etc.uied all of the leak
fast calories in one fell swo@md then waiting in the rain like atweat at the ént door while
my friend the skipper signed our boat frit was raining, | gotet and stad wet. it was rain
ing | got cold. flit was raining and windlygot cold and scad...

Garry - chief@blotterrag.com
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