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“Win d, Part 2"

S what was therto be scad about? | could swim and the water wa
paticularly deepwasn't ety cold ly line and less so iyd Sill my
heat thumped uncomfdéably in my chest with something other than
exited anticipation.

Our boat rigged, evpushed awayfn the dock in our turn and pointec
ourseles dwvn-river. | always clambat aboat first; all clutching hands

and clumsy feet, to get to my spot afudbr as possible. Although the

boat was fifteen feet long, idmrbut five inches of watefhat is it only
settled fig inches into the water when emgtnd the boat's hull was
curnved and the centerbdawvas up wheneMonvered the boat into the
river with the mechanical lift - a kind of boat-crane - sowe little to
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prewent it fom tipping and spilling me out as | unhooked the lift's cables.

I, on the other hand, was that counterbalancing thing - that ballast
my friend climbed abahr He had a sense about him of being at eas
this wobbly paper cup floating on therivHe stood on the g hoisted
the gaff and sall, tied off those lines, and seemall tihastrghtlessly
back to his place at the tiller

With 150 squa feet of saiGizmowas a touchy eatue. A gust of
breee at the wang time could tip hefThat is, a bit of wind and an
unreadyunsteady (me, in a nutshelgaenember A tip and the race
was ger, paticularly because the boa @hose to sail seemed to be
designed to take in water quickly and gendweith all hands. &t that
you could honorably dwn like a normal sailoinstead, gu had to float
in the Bay besideoyr overturned boat until the committee boat audiv
to look davn at yu with hands on hips and scornful ksirAnd what
happened he? they wouldn't ask, didn't Ba}@ Now you had to un-
step the mast, tie it all up with the sail to the boat as bestcasil so
that you could be t@ed ignominiously to the closest dock, dhe
might decide in that situation, please don't botlst load the stir
gun with eal slugs and put us out of our nglser

While | made serthat esrything was steed - our lifejackets, the hand-

pump we slid bef@ the morning leeze davn river to the course with i
beach-ball shaped ke "barels" mooed in place against the tide in t
river's mouth to thed The rain, which might hayostponed the rac
until the afternoon, or indeed some otlaui@ay was slackingl'he
wind remained stiff Good, | told myselfI'm hee, we're eady Let's
race! Bt the tuth was | always felt like avioe, like a liabecause |
couldn't get my hetto settle dan, couldn't sty my anxietyrelax and
hawe fun. All I wanted to do, once | was out on the wedsrbe done.
How long until ve get to st#? How long was the race itselfdwNhat
the rain was gone tleeawas little likelihood of a "scratch,” s@wlo our
race. Uh-ohWould they haw two races, perhaps, this morning, inst
of one in the morning and one after lun¢hat would be good. div
nice it would be to be done for the day when lunchtime came.

We wetre in a cluster of other racers of diffesail-shapes and hull styl
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tacking foth and back in thedsh By beee (ead gusty wind, with

unpredictable changes inatition) determining the best positioning fof

prior to the starof our race. A beautiful collection of diffiéicoloed
sails, like bits on the wingWe watched the other classes, my friend

ding as oneybone they efe off with a blast of the committee boat's aj
horn. He aleady kne& what to do, but was looking left and right to s¢

what the other sailors in our clasewoing. What ae they thinking? hi
squinting egs askedThe first leg looked to be aad each - wind com
ing at a 90 dege angle to the boat. A straight shot to theetJatr
would be likeunners racing to the first eerin the cinder track. r&at
fun, all of the boats being tested against one anBitar at the bae,
and take a big ocwe without jibing to consex speed. &out to clear air
as long as possible, then come about and makéack at the second
barel. Yes. This was strategic kmiedge | didn't ha/(like not complete
ly understanding wind éiction ersus appant wind diection), and was
not able to just...accumulate despite its not being mypdiest Or even
my secondWould that it vere aleady wger!

And that, ladies and gentlemen, was thg atony life. | was terrible a
just being in the moment, and doing what that moneepied. | was
terrific at peparing - oh, my arm&w as stng as steel cable. OK,
maybe copper cable. And | was good at being deateatgrieaning up
and leaving. @ | didn't haw much stomach for being in theehand
now.

And it wasn't just because treathher sucked (aoathey blev). Or
because | didn't fit in with the salty baistavho sailed on summer
Satudays. | kind of understood all of thatwas a clytafter all. 1 was
like this at wdt, at home. Bck in school? d&d at studying, lousy at
being in the clag®wm. h the office, | was good aeparing for the sale
not happy in font of the customerGreat at driving home after the din
date was\wer.

We were the fouh firing of the staer's "pistol”, but still it made my

heat jump. We timed our getaway to festion out of the chaos of othglr

boats, and | was leaning back as my friend pulled the sheet tbilst cq
the sail just a bit tighteMy feet tucked beneath the straps, my legs
belly burned with the eftanf keeping us upright against the wind. |
wished | had a drink of watand was simultaneously glad | didn'ehea
pee. G figue.
And that, | thought, must be the thing. I'mrfrthe land. | don't kne
how many gars of being out leeeery Satuday it takes to be comtfaile
out hee. (Gd! | ached &ady My hands achedofn helping set the
mast, fom holding on to the transomgiin white-knuckled gripping in
anticipation. M stomach muscles achednfbeing someone trapped i
an office chair ety Monday though Fiday) Maybe it's an undefinablg
number | would negr get thex, would near fit in, would nesr get to
the point whex I'm not frightened.t& thinking, | told myselfinhale,
smell the salt and thaand the exhausbrin motor boats and the pon
of mildeved lifejackets. xBale and sail.

Garry - chief@blotterrag.com
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“A M atter Of W ho”

by J ean B lasiar

There was something. |
couldrt put my finger on it, but
there was definitely something
wrong. | asked my wife all the
time, “Whats wong?”

“Nothing,” shie said. Bt
there was something. | km¢hee
was something.

| tried a nev tactic. You
know, we're going to havto tight
en our belt with this financial-cri
sis.”

“l understand, darling.”

Too damn understanding.

Little Peej anb Spencer:
The Amazing Time
Traveling Toy Rescue

oy

By
Phil Juliano

K dracesooK com/PeEIANDSPENCER

New book project from Phil Juliano!!
‘Little Peej and Spencer: The Amazing Time
Traveling Toy Rescue'. A novelized version of
the syndicated comic strip, '‘Best In Show'.
This story has all the typical issues a seven
year old has to deal with: bullies, homework
and a little sister. What's different? Our
seven year old hero begins his story as a
middle-aged comic geek so nostalgic for his
prized Star Wars toy collection that he devis-
es a way to go back in time to retrieve them.
Of course, things don't go according to plan.
Expected release Winter 2016. Follow along
with the project at
www .facebook.com/PeejandS pencer . and help
fund / advance order via
http://www .gofundme.com/peejandspencer

www .blotterrag .com

“We may not be able to go to
Hawaii next ©tober’ Actually |
had aleady booked the tickets.

“Thats okaysveethedr It
wouldrt be right with all our
friends losing their job%Ve can
go to Hawaii when things get bet
ter”

Damn! | was going to leav
her follaved.

His name wagdnings. Gcar
Jennings, fvate Be. | got him
out of theYellov Rages.

“Another man?” he said.

“l dont know. Maybe.” |
hoped to &d not. “I doft know
what it is. Bés just too damn
happy Sniling all the time.
Snging. Cooking. Mking my
favorite meals.”

“Guilty as hell,” Gcar said.

“How will you find out?” |
asked.

“I'll follow her You sue you
want to knev what | find out?”

“Absolutely If it's another
man, vell, at leasti’know. I'll be

JoHN HERRING

Full Service Copyediting / Proofreading

Developmental Editing

Novels / Nonfiction / Dissertati
e i Sy

able to deal with it. U this... this
is driving me crazy

“I hear ypu. Happy wies a
a nuisance.slshe mgnant?”

“Oh, na $eés too old.”

“But not too old for an affdir

“No, | guess not. Arthey
ewer?”

“I had a lady in her late sixties.
Ran off with a geer in his eight
ies.”

“Why?”

“Her husband igned her
You ignoring gur wife?”

“No. Absolutely not.
home ety night at 6:30.We
watch television and go to bed at
ten oclock.”

“How long pu been married?”

“Twenty eight gars.”

“Ever cheat on her?”

“Absolutely not.”

“She eer hae an affajirone
that you knav about?”

“No! &ne is aery good
woman.”

“Pretty?”

“Yes.”

“Sexy?”

“Sexy? | guess.”

“Whers the last timeoy
two...?”

“I's that any ofgur business
really?”

“Yes, it is. flthe wife ishget

|hherring@yahoo.com
954.971.5785
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ting it at home then ske.” early etirement. ®& home and tell
“Sheés getting it at home. CanJane. 8ll the house. Uy that

we just leawit at that?”

“This your addess?” H held
up my ceadl.

“It'souraddess.

“She wok?”

condo in the dederne could
take up golf Get her mind off
David Donovan. Get away tm
ewelything hee that was making
her miserably happy

“You mean, outside the home?

No.”
“Whats she do all day?”
“You knaw, Mister énnings, |
think thats what i paying gu to
find out.”

And so e left it. Atually |
felt pretty good about it. |ent
back to wdt and tried to forget
whateer it was, whoev it was,
but | couldrt help but starthink-
ing aboutWhd'. | thought about
a guy in our couples bridge club
that was always complimenting
Jane. [@&vid Donovan. Yeah.
David Donovan. Married to plain,
dull Emily Donovan.

It was right therin fiont of
my face. Rvid Donovan. They
were pobably planning orunning
away togethemMo wonderane
wasit upset about canceling the
Hawaii trip She wouldi be hee
for it. She wasunning away with
David Donovan.

| thought, maybe | should
retire early Tell the boss | wanted

20% off
Your tirst hairrut
2L Ehe Aew salon

EL R L EP

ALTERED
___image

Hair Designers

aapanbmans: 919-236-3732
Sl Falon BLoacl B D L
sadlowerlmage D PAn e

it

AW LCATION!

By the end of theeek U
made up my mind. | was actually
shocked to seevaany boss
jumped at my suggestion of early
retirement. H een told me to
take two weks acation nwv and
all the sick leavi acaned. |
found out though a friend in sales

divorce papers, givme a call. |
know a guy can geby photos gu
can use in the settlement.”

We hung up It was ten
oclock in the morning. | stopped
in a bar on the way home and
ordered a Bbody Mary. | took one
sip It tasted terrible. | paid the
batender and headed home.

Jane was in the kitchen when |
got home.

“Peter” she said, the smile fad
ing. ‘Are you sick?”

“No. | quit my job”

There was no smile wo

that my boss had been told to trim*Quit?” she said.

some fat &fm our depament and
my early etirement took carof
that little poblem for him.

It was surprising thewfe
mementosd’ collected in tenty
five years at the office. | took the
pictures of dne and the girls, a
papier-mache teddy bear the girls
made me for fathigrdaya pen
Jane gay me for my bihday and
that was it. tlall fit into an 8
10 enelope, my engrcager in an
8 by 10 enelope.

Oscar dnnings called as | was

packing up to leav

“l got something,” he said.
“Shés woking out. Thats not a
good sign.”

“It isrit?”

“No. Three things someone
does when thieg thinking about
having an affairLose wight, wok
out, buy ne clothes.
Guaranteed.”

“Mister énnings,” | said, W&
had second thoughts about this.
I'll pay yu for your time so far
but | dorit want to hear any mar

“Sure,” &nnings saiddorit
look at it. t's better that way
Sawe yourself a lot of hetache.
Only when she hitoy with

“Quit. | took earlyetire-
ment.”

“But...”

“We can sell the house,ve0
to the deseér You can take golf les
sons. tlll be wonddul.”

“But...”

“Youll see,ane. You wort

. miserable any redr

“But Reter I'm not miserable.”
“Yes, pu ae. All ypu dois
smile.”

“What?”

“Maybe it the change.
Maybe whataure eally looking
for is changeWe're going to do it.
We're going to changeesything.
Youll be happy
“I am happy
“No, youre not. Bit you will
Youll see.”

“Peter?”

“Yes.”

“Maybe gure the one who
isrit happy’ v

be..

be.
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" ” | dorit expect to see or learn-any
Rank G romt h thing today That | watch doe$n

by Ed d B. J ennings presume that | expect to see.
I love and hate the change.

| want the ne giowth and the
renaval. | doft want whes the

light penetrates into the empty spot
A spider wb stuck to my face, decaying &e caught her neck in a |eft in the canopyybthe geat ed

a eliable sign no one had passed fork and died. oak that vent davn two years ago
this way in hours. Constant checks Somevhee ahead a wood war|’|| newr stand under it again and
of the worn leaf meal underneath bler | neither expected to see or \waijt for the coming dawn as the

my feet only offed patial reassur identify sang its heayut. young tukeys hidden in its

ance. | didhtrust it to hold el Early lessons came back. | pranches ekange their timid pr
able impessions.fl expected to  stood next to myuxt Sacy my dawn chirps to confirm that they
hawe these woods to mysk#iill grandfathés oldest sistevho are not alone.

liked to confirm my solitude.ew lived past one hurell years. 1% | want to be a child again and

loved the rank gwth of the mid-  would hae been of the age to dateollow my Geat Uncle immy
summer woods, a place of stingingrogerTory Reterson. & listened acpss Hematite Ridge. {bmoth-
wood nettle, genbrier thorns, and to the edstat | should knw the  ers and | foll him in a line, all of
closed in humldltyl walked under redstar she said. | didtrand us Carying ancient m|||t@;r rifles
and among linden, mulbgrand dorit. I've glimpsed one once. and shotguns, taller thae &g, in
spicebush that esloped and pr  These woodseaalie with life Il pursuit of deer eae too noisy to
tected meThe blue cohosh ran to rarely or nesr see. Iffing squirels gee. 4 ceates the world of a

waist high. | could dp to the inhabit hollov trees and float in  patol in the Hghlands of Mw
ground and disappear the gloaming, their magic unsullie&yinea inWorld War II. His

Most of my education that by human egs. I go&ars betaen Squad pushes a paira}jahese sol
matteed came @M these dar Slghtlngs i¥e minutes in any diers up into the headhunter terri

woods. 8metimes @nts unfolded direction, and If come to a plant | tory of the Oven $anley Range.
in front of my egs. | was therfor dorit know, een after a lifetime of His whispers bring back the fear
the thee days in By when the looking in this place rich with life.
mountain magnolias gad their ~ Somevhee near ginseng magar
yellov blooms. Mre often | came that Il newer get to watch.

later to ead the physical evidence; | donit explain the hidden

a doe tying to drink stump water hours these woods claiirhe war
from a otten depession in a bler has quitThe hot woods sleep

FRANKLIN, CHAPEL HILL - 9883308

Garrison Somers
= art Phil Juliano

452 172 WESY

www .blotterrag .com




Novem ber 20 16

Anything could be watchingfn “ . "
the deep shads. A pairof elusiv | n€ Terribl e Vengean ce

figures appeardm the wall of : e
growth. ®mething they aip hits by T obia s Griffin
the center of the trail with a sharp

clunk. They slip back into the

sanctity of the jungle. YMGreat
Uncle appraches the place the two  Jonah Richmeier had always WITH BIG GLASSES ARE ND

figures apssed the trail, suspectingbeen plaguedytbureaucrats. @  GOING TO CALLTHE SHOTS
a trap The two shunken heads of of his earliest memories was of hidN THIS DISTRICT ANY-
the Apanese soldiers constitute a mother dragging him to a school MORE”
warning. They we, had no need to boad meeting when he waset@r It was, perhaps, the first time
intrude futher into the headhunteryears old. i@ must haw been ther that he had any inkling that he was
territory and turn back. because she had no one else to Javish; maybe he had not kno
Hidden in this rank watch him; his father had just left because his father was not, and his
growth, | return to what is past andthe family All he couldemember mother did not cling to anglr
watch for the miniaterscene, was a sterile, y@ynment oom gious rituals. @ the main point
which may be no metthan the with a limp U.S. flag clinging to a was that people with bad, @ster
flash of the blue tailed skink scur pole next to a commission ofelir shits and unconvincing comb-
rying under a log, or a dragonfly school boa memberslhe talk owers, who wdeed in arid, official
floating on the dead air among thewas, of coursever his head, but ~envionments that always had that
midges.These miniater scenes, he did emember one statement, odd look of being extmely clean
which may or may not comeear nhotewvorthy for the vigor and foe ~ while at the same timery worn
my life nov. Maybe they always fulness with which it was esgged and common, e bent on depriv
were. Vv to his mother: ing him the privileges and rights
“YOU JBWISH LADIES due to any citem of the Rpublic.
If other students had been placed
in a class with a teacherwndo
be effect®, and he was placed in a
class with a teacher moto be
ineffectie, his mother wouldytrto
get him transfeed.There was a
special class at his elemgntar
school, taughtybone Mr Darcy,
that was famous for paiming the
opeettas of @bert and Sillivan. t
was so identified with these-r
ductions that the whole class was
always knen as the “@bert and
QullivanTroupe.” t was no seer
that the students whcew in this

CREATIVE
METALSMITHS

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

www.creativemetalsmiths.com
Weekdays 11 - 6 = Saturdays 10 - 5 = Sundays 12 - §

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

page 7



The Blotter

A The Dream Journal exta speci@ection
- our first egr!!

Ed. Note:We vere e-mailed a dam so.matue in natue that ve decided thaby should see it, but ditn
want to beegaded as so blantantly dismes&fthe delicate sensibilities of egian of the planetAs yu
well knaw, violence is OK, but srivoten.) &we took out all of the wads that might offend, leavin
you blank space and some grammatical suggestions for filling in thos¥dnidmie; like you did on long
road trips whenop were a kid! &, without futher ado, havfun ceating pur ovn sexy égram, as cen
tributed ly Sara C. of Raleigh, NC!!

“I had with a teenagevid Bovié

| had with a teenagavil Bavie, but strangely it was not good. | wg
Noun describing a physical action,
you know...

in some somf dorm with a femaleommate. & liked wvid and didhwant

me to with him, but while she was @didvanyway

A noun referencing what college
students want more than life itself

Pick an action verb, any action verb

aound to grab my hanging , which caused him éwsay *

an innocuous body part

In the deam | knev he didft really like me but still wanted to

hawe anyway — effebtiv with the aid of
A noun that is the be-all and An action verb that is the be-all
end-all of existence and end-all of existence

| felt his spasm and spuo my and worried about
noun the opposite of “go” Noun that rhymes with the Queen’s title
pregnancyHe was menfr behind at one point aneaching

S

www .blotterrag .com
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another perstnbody

Aftewads, he was playing a video game in the and

A place in your house, where you drop all
your stuff when you come in the door

peed in his , “Can | oury ?”
noun Rare action verb noun
He said, “@, ,” as dl just offeed him a . I was
Exclamation comestable noun
whispering because nepmmate was back, doing in the atber.

some sort of vague action verb

It stated out vell, with his sliding

multiple adjectives noun
tied together with a
dash

effoitlessly to the back of my , but when | looked ddhad turned intg
noun

a : : appendage like dsscf

adjective adverb adjective adjective

l¢ said soyr but thats just hw he is. | couldnfinish

whis-

Drpion

noun action verb - slang
him, although lemember thinking later inside theain that | should havried

his V.

action verb plural noun

page 9
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class @ent on to geat success in
middle school, high school, and

had done tlhoughout the course of long it usually took &ek, a sloth-
his childhood stiggles against an like and lugubrious petty official,

beynd. All of dnals friends got
into theTroupe—but for some The person who is alone can sur
inscutable, officialeason,ahah vive, but cannot le; he can
himself was placed in another classchiee geat things in the spirit of
When his friends ptested, the the contest argonbut all of these
bureaucracy of the district formed achieements seem hallogiven
ranks and pushed back to make that thee is no one with which he
sue that dnah stagd whee he can sha them. A lifetime of aca

evil, malignant peer stucture.

to file papework, he did not
expect to hear about it until the
next veek at the earliest. As he
went tovad the jingling eceier,
the same fast oaisel of images
and ideasushed though his mind
ewely time he was foed to think
about Derek CarletonThe first

was. Hs motheralways her sen  demic achi@ment and mental that came to mind was an image of

champion, wnt all the way to the
superintendent to plead her'son
cause, but he gater the same
ansver that she always got:

“Mrs. Richmeieryour son is
not speciallherefoe he is to be
accoded no specialgatment.
Good day

Years latedespite the beau
cratsbest effds to sulett his

attempts to get an education that didnt hawe the nere to swall it.

would allev him to flourish and

succeed later on in life, he some the phone suddenly rangoif the
how made it to graduate school inCaller ID eadout, dnah saw that

Computer Science.eg-had done
exemplay wok, winning an awdr
for the best disgation in his field

deelopment had gan him the DerekKs bloated, pasty fadewhs
objectivity to eflect on these per one of those chunky mefaces
sonal deficiencies of his; and one that had aelatively normal set of
bright Thursday morning, the featues peering out of its bland
course of theseflections had led corpulence; lvee\er, they vere sur
him to commit suicide.of seeral rounded i a peculiar kind of fat-
hours heepeatedly placed a large halo, that sgad fom its thick
soon spit-soaked and congealed double-chin up alongside both
wad of alium tablets on his tonguecheeks,eminding one of nothing
and then spitting it out when he so much as the face of a mandrill
or baboon.tlwas like a face within
another face, with a fleshydwsar
running aound its edge that
appeard to affadl some kind of
Derk Carleton, the graduate secrwarmth or potection for his

tary of his depament, was calling pinched, rather delicate visage.
him at homeThis surprisecbdah: After this image had flashedasr

While he was thus occupied,

the year he graduated, but still his he had just finished laboriously fillhis mind, the narragvof Derek

difficulty with follaving bueau
cratsrules and filing papgork on
time still plagued him. dhe\er,

ing out a long set of forms submit Carleton ushed though his con
ting his diss&tion for appoval by  sciousness: the fact that he had
the Gaduate School the day been a lit major at thenwersity

academic achmwent did not keep befoe. Having turned them in just many ars ago, a star studeoirfr

assuage the paesulting fom the
traumas inflicted on hinmytihe
poorly dessed,verly made-up

diamelle-enassted flunkeys of the

Sate. e esult of this early
oppression and sumssion of his
fledgling spirit, and the tores
inflicted on him g arbitray and
tyrannical authoritywas that he

trusted no one, and was hence et

nally and permanently alone.
Wheneer anpne would ty to get
close to him, he would lash out
with bitter angerfearing that the
persone&questing trst would do
him like the army oft&e lackeys
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the day befe;, and knwing hav whom geat things e expected,
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that he had decided to become a These facts aboueRk anti-2mitic emak at the Dstrict
science fiction authand had Carleton had become such an  meeting when he was jusetr
taken the graduate sg#ar job as ingrained pardonals common years oldThe awful pdection of

a day gig to keep him going until stoe of knevledge that they could the conspiracy estled his mind to
his writing cager took off; that, in all occur to@hah in just an the gound and held it ther He

his capacity as an up and cominginstant. After that instant had shook his head, blinked his®y
author he had met a girl fdar passed, he slied wer to the twice, and @aked into the phone.
out of his league, a tall, giggly andohone and picked up theceier. “That it?”

nedily captiating edhead named “Hello?” “Yes.”

Franny a sci-fi enthusiastatigly “I's this dnah?” “You specifically called me at
taken with the idea of bothving “Itis.” home just to tell me that?”

this odd, squishy man and suppor  “This is Derek Carleton.” “Yes.”

ing him as he wked his way “Oh, hi, Derk.” “Okay Goodhye, Derek.”
towads his first lHgo Avad; that, “l just wanted to calloy “Goodbye.”

after suffering setback after setbaebout the formau filed with the Jonah pomptly hung up the
in his cager he ealied that he was depatment about the finalization phone and swalied the mushy
only a graduate setay, nothing  of your FhD.” salia-soaked bolus he had been
more; that as thigalization set in, “Oh.” toying with all morning. After hav
he became memand ma “Well, its not at ALL the way ing his stomach pumped, he spent
entenched in his position; and  it's supposed to be.” three days under obgsion at the
that the only thrill he got out of The sentence was deiv local psgh wad, an experience

life, as he desperately tried to hangith such an infinite passitiostd  that was not unlike being in prison.
on to a wife who evinced ra@nd ity that, in the time that it took The whole time one thought and
more disgust with hisawing Derk to sneer out the last syllableone thought only possessed his
depession and palpable faglwwvas of his utterance, the emtinistoy mind, and esn his body: the

to execute the ¥antineules and of government intedierence with his bureaucrats had done it again—and

official oder with moe and ma  life and hov it had scaed him this time they had nearly killed
ruthless exaction, piaularly when coalesced within his mind like an him.
it came to the grad students, who all-compehending, inevitable The butal aftermath of his
were all writing what he saw as  apocalypse.édsaw no why he total psghological collapseepr
meaningless, yir elitist tracts was the way he was—it was the vented him fom pursuing an aca
which would, to his infinite cha  fault of Derek and all his ilk, a dis demic carer in Computer Science,
grin, be published andad ly reputable chain obgues and dev so he wdked fitfully aer the next
somebody somedamlike his wn ils who had méed him out for fourteen pars atarious pdrtime
wWolIk. emotional faile since that first  jobs in etail and consiction,
Best In Show Comic by Phil Jullano
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grove-to- s focatpobictmpmte—tife e et stk backagamstTeur
went to an aailable computer ter evil, and theatribution had been
by from day to dayHe finally got minal and, using the hacking skillsglorious and swift. ¢&lwondexd

a full-time job at a prate sector  he had picked up while studying how diffeent his life would hav
corporation that was so huge that softwae engineering, accessed boteen if it had occued to him to
had its vn massw, sprawling Beryl's bank account number and resist the army of lifetning, soul-
bureaucracyBut befoe he could that of a large mutual fund the-cordestoying officials that had

be hied, he had to fill in mer poration used for its pension and deformed and deranged the course
papework than he exr had to at  retirement accountgVith a fav of his up to that point.

any pevious jobHe went o/er the deft keystikes, dnah had trans He googled Brek Carleton.tl
forms laboriouslyirst fill them out ferred sesral hunded thousand appeaxd that he was still graduate
in pencil, goingwr them to make dollars fom the mutual fund into  secetay of the depament at his
sue he hadnhmade any mistakes, Belyl's account. Bthen wentto a college. &haps he would take a
and then, with a long, flong diseputable paiof tovn, pur trip to the old alma matdt would
hand, tracing\w@r them in pen. chased an untraceable burner cellbe had for eeryone to accept the
Proud of his handiwkr bnah phone, and preeded to anony  fact that 2rek was an enider—
walked into the office oeR/I mously alerthe Corporation, the the nevs would pvbably be hdr
Gleykin. &e was a shopug-faced local police, and the FBI about  est on Fanny But then, he decid
woman, with straggling,egisyed  Beryl's embezlement. ld wished  ed, it would be his duty to help her
tresses that clung stickily to the he could be therthe moment that while her husbandtted in some
sides of her dull, meaty fadee S  they arested heibut that was cold, airless, winddess Eermax
dressed with no flaemnd had a impossible: he had duties to attengrison. H was serDerek would

el dlifiass
ing any savings and &lgrgetting

constant look of hostile surprise omo at his n& joh for one thing,
her blunt, gotesque feates. Se and thee was no telling oor
led dnah into her cubicle, pulled when the authorities would deal
out a chair for him to sit on, and with her transgssions. After two
busied herself with organizing the weeks, heeer, he noticed a com
papersahah had lmught.
Appaently something caught her of his divisios cubicles.
eye as she lifted a meticulously “Whats going on?”
filled-out form. 8e held it up to “You haerit head?”
the light, squinted at it and turned “No, whak up?”
her monstrus face twad bnah. “That Beryl in Human
“This form, hes.” Resouces?titurns out she
“Yes?” been emlzzling hundeds of thou
“Well, its not at ALL the way sands of dollarson the compa
it's supposed to be.” ny.”
Something, a hazy notion that
had heered cloud-like wer him
for the good paof his life, sud
denly took on shape within his
mind: after a lifetime of pastw
enduring the oppsssion of these
petty tyrants, he was finally going Jonah settled back into his
to get theewenge that he had swiwel-chair and sttched, his
crawed eer since he was dlergars hands tembling as thegached
old. towad the heaan of fluoescent
After leaving her offic@nah  lights abee him. er once in his

“Youre kidding!”

“No, this is foreal.The cops
just took her await’s the funniest
thing—I newer would has figued
her for the typeNould you?”

“  No—newer”
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be worried about he® bnah
resoled to let him kne that he
was comfaing her while he was in
stir—comfoting her perhaps up to
three or four times a night, if nec

motion bewing in the back depths essar He was serthat Cerek

would appeciate that. v
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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
| had a deam about an unseer fir inching tavad us, just out of our wie A helicopter swirled in ouofit yad in the early

morning dakness while E— and | stood exposesligir the nursgs lit windavs, caught in the act of picking out clothes for
boys in oder that they might begin another.day

Like deer in the headlights, simultaneously mesdarid terrified without kméng whywe stood with whirring and ripping inj

our ears. Pale, exm@ssionless faces studiedous fine heering bid — somber and scientificTrees bent and svealyin violent
submission in the yhr. but they wre faver in number than what | kiweshould haabeen. Gone vere the poud, lanky tunks;
the thick blankets of bareaching to the sky... alwagaahing. In their stead &e lon, sprawling twig-of-ades, scatted with
bald fragility Young teenagers ran, lipocking on our windes — their lips forming warnings eould not heaand pointing...
but | could not turn my head to foNaheir panicked gaz

What do yu do whengu cannot find gur babies?Whete do pu go to escapeuwr fear? When considering @sevation (not
just of myselbut of all | kner), my mind eeled with what | should grab ¥ Mallet? M phone to call for help@omehav,
they did not seem adequatéthought to take a blanket to gliagainst the bitter cold and wrap my babies withiyn... M
babies...Wherwere my babies? ran about the houseam-to-oom, calculating the risk, planning my next st&pangely!
was hesitant to leav the ddr cold outside my door stood gaping....

I knew my childen vere thee, een though | could noeach them. | caught a glimpse of little J—, leaning in nonchataote
against the livingpom couch; playing with something small (maybe a car?) among the c&itlidnsould not scoop him up
and caly him from this invisible harm...and seeing himetheo peacefyllydidrt want to | knew he was okay | scurried
on. | newr caught a glimpse of N—, but in the end, Wkhe was fine too; asouceful, independenbyng lad he is becem
ing. E— remained tloughout, a calm and composed &gdarthe backgund. 1, on the other hand, was aimless, wanderir]
mind and body

the

g in

Dreams. They ae riddled, mysterious odditieSometimes they act as a sounahdsruncing back random fragments of mgm

ories like a television with badeption. Other times, they havhe pofound paver to expess what oth@ise may go uecog
nized. Ther is a lot of unciinty in my life right n@. Gears & mwing that | hae et to define. But | feel them...
Maybe that is why | feel compelled to understand daisdiThe details within it shed with me an answfor a question
unspoken. What is my question?

Like unseen #; | recognie the anxiety of my fusiunknaevns, looming just aund the corner It is difficult to brace for what
you do not see All you hae is the warnings, moutheddilent messengers.

Upon first waking, this dam left me tubled andestless. Yet, in umination | find peace.l am taking it as a sign...ap¥
ise...that my familyill be okay Ther is nothing in my peer to ensw this, but | tust it. When logic defies — when-cir
cumstances sdsgun’ — | feel my babies...my husband...will be findind comfot in that, een though my defaukaction is
worty. My attempts at psevation seem trivial andetexant nav. Maybe that was why | could not do ift is not in my
control.

Amanda G — Drham, NC
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TwobyR yanK ent

“SEIK O 66555 9”

opened the yeelry bac
looked dawvn at a gold watch
ithad stopped

9:43 july 2

chronologically
crib death came for his sister
his mother at 34 stomach cancer
then his grandmother  just ol d
a younger bother  saoidosis

his father  stepmother

both of them  wer 80
wife at home at 78  heéailure
then the gunger gunger bother
lymphoma april 2013
seiko 665559  outéd him
batteries

www .blotterrag .com
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“Nationa | G eographi c”

the 2bra got enough footing

to heae itself fom

the bank to solid gund

striped hide tearingoim the
abdomen to just at® the hip

like may’'s dess did that summer
we hopped the chain link fence
tossing it aside beéoshe dee

into the neighborhood pool

it stood stunned on the bank
panting as the @codile eased

back davn into that thick water

and i emember her looking up at me
with just the top of her head

the egs shwing

waiting to see itdidrop in

or if sh& hae to climb

out to get me

CONTRIBUTORS:

Jean Blasiar is an author, novelist and prizewinning playright from Pasadena CA , In addition to The Blotter’s
August 2015 issue, her recent work includes pieces in Romance Magazine, The Flash Fiction Press, Clever
Magazine, The Foliate Oaks Literary Magazine and the production of “Am | Good” in the Santa Cruz Actors Theatre:
8 at 8.

Edd B. Jennings runs beef cattle on the banks of the New River in the mountains of Virginia. Since spring of
2016, he has placed work with Trigger Warnings, The Scarlet Leaf Review, Flash Fiction Magazine, Jotters United,
Bedford 87, Thread Magazine, Quail Bell, Roane Publishing, Sicklit, and Ginosko Literary Journal. His nonfiction
Arctic canoeing books and his novel, Under Poplar Camp Mountain, are with the Leslie E. Owen Agency.

Tobias Griffin is a short-story writer, novelist, poet and scholar of Renaissance literature who lives in Marin County,
California. He has published a short story, “The Jersey Devil,” in Volume Seven Issue Three of EFiction magazine,
as well as poems in Fourteen and Prole magazines and scholarly work in Spenser Studies.

Ryan Kent is the author of two books of poetry, Poems For Dead People, and This Is Why | Am Insane. He