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“Ar esponse to myd aughter , w hen
asked t he age-old g uedion
‘whydoln eadtok nowt his?”
(Wit h De epest A pologies to M eredit h W il son)

Math for the income tax, math for theghase price,

math for thedad mapmath for the mealtip

Math for the miles per hour

Math for the adding and subtracting and the total,

Math for the cook book, a cake bakeuipe.

Math for the teaspoons and the gallons and the tablespoons.

Hey what did gpu get®hatdidjaget, whatdidjaget, whatdidjaget,
whatdidjaget?

What wasour anser?

Whatdidjaget?

You can add up a colummuycan figug, You can add.You can figger
figger figger

you can add alloy want.

But the diffeence is the was that they use in the classn nav

No it aint,no it aint! You just gotta hava glossgr
Tick tick tick tick tick gure unning out of time.

It was those damned ancientéks
who first got us all to thinKifbout it,
stated all the wuble back six #vfour thee a couple thousarehys ago
The man was namegtRagoras,

and the poblem is his theem,

You dort hawe to understandpy just gottanemorieit

Math taught ¥ Euclid, ConesyHidaxus,

Numbers thought a lot about ari-ari-Aristotle.

Back when therwashewen measement for demijohns

They sat aund and thought a lot on side, side, angle, sides.
Multiplying fractions, what is the denominator?

Rectangle, pentagon, ékrpoint-one-four-one-@nine-two-six-fa...
Youre unning out of time, tick tick tick tick!!!

Can yu sole forx whenx equals a coefficient?
thers absolutely no efficient way toes@dwx.
Can | please use a calculator?

www .blotterrag .com
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(Gone gone, goneeathe teachers with the white chalk.
Gone ae the days with the pencils and the dliés.r

Gone the bottle-bottom glasses slidingndbeir geasy noses.
Pocket-potectors, full of mtractors.

Short-sleeed white shis stained in the underarms.)

Whatdidjaget, whatdidjaget whatdidjaget for numbigrdern
What wasour anser?

[ dunno, | dunno, I dunno, | dunndwhats the squaroot?

A locomotie going fdy-seen davn an incline
Meets another train leaviogvd on Studay

How many passengers willehto/ get a hotel

And buy another ticket if they want to get home?

Please warthe poblem out to sew decimal places!
S*Een?
Sen!
S*Een?
Sen!

Show your wok, shev your wok, shav your wok,
shav your wok.

Show your wok.

But | hawe to use the latory!!!

Garry - chief@blotterrag.com

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

Prabob We also use &ty Jane

Antique and other émvare fonts
from Apostophic Labs and othe)
fonts fom other souwres.

PRINTED WITH
’7@ SOY INK|

in the Great $ate of Gorgia!l

ad

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

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

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

Durham, NC 27705. &k issueser

also azilable, 5 for $5nhuire .
same Y e-mail:
chief@blotterrag.com

S

CAUTION

Good morming, good moming, it's such a
lovely
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“The Al Capone Suit
by N athan E lias

e”

Darryl got a job cleaning
rooms and wd&ing the font
desk at thedk Lane Radisson
in dowvntown Toledo It was her
prefeence to wdethe night
shift when theeal ceeps and
crazies skned their faces,
between midnight and sunrise.
When Daryl intewviewed for the
job, her boss, MiOrnacki, a
stout, balding man with a gray Darryl's egs widened at the
ing ponytail, bragged about all name, as if to impss her poten
of the stars who used to stay attial emplger, exen though she
wasft familiar with Al Caporge

Paik Lane during its hdgy
“We've had our fair sheof
celebrity the man had said.
“You name it. Nks Marilyn
Monroe, herselBla Rtzgerald.
Bob Hope. Cay Grant. And,
my personal favite—" he
leaned aoss his desk, hisiee
at a whispefThenotorious
gangsterAl Capone.”

Little Peej anb Spencer: crimes
e Amazin e '
Th azing Tim “Are people aieed to stay

in the oom?” she askedVas
there blood in it?”

The mais egbiows wrig
gled like caterpillars.

Traveling Toy ResCue

N\

of the allue of the suite.” &l
opened the bottom drawof his
desk and lifted a key ring with
his pinky “Would you like the
% d tour?”
Phil Juliano gran :
nFACEBOOK,COM/PEEG‘ANDSPENCER
Once Laryl and Mr
Ornacki vere inside the suite,

Mr. Ornacki dead bolted the

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 2016/17. Follow
along with the project at
www .facebook.com/PeejandS pencer . and help
fund / advance order via
http://www .gofundme.com/peejandspencer

“Just our luck,” he saidThe
suite happens to bacantWe
can eally take our time nd

“So this is it?” @rtyl said,
inching futher into the vintage-
designedaom.The walls, pale

from the wide winde overlook

www .blotterrag .com

“Some might say that is par

door and cracked his knuckles.

greens and blues, bounced Iightt

INg the Vaumee Rex With the
oceanic beamsabyl felt like
she was in an aquarium, Mr
Ornacki an eel writhingamd
her

“As Yu can seeerhae
retained the Mdernist and Ar
Deco interiaf He sat den on
the \ehet, celadon couch and
stretched his hajirarm aass its
crest rail. You happen to be
standing in theery spot whex
Mr. Capone himself ptinased
theTommy Gun hed use in the
SaintValentings Day Massaer
from the then-aner of Ak
Lane.”

Dartyl looked dwn to her
feet, imagining the transaction
taking place—the dyr cash, the
cold steel and bullet shellse S
realied woking at the hotel was
her deam job

“Are thee many oppduni-
ties for gowth in this establish
ment?” she said.

“I'm going to say toow
what Al Capone said to the
owner befa he shot him on an
earlier eplica of this couch.” Mr
Ornacki egd Dartyl up and
down, cicling his palm on the
cushion beside himWhy dort
you come eer hee and find
out?”

She sat don beside him,
resisted the urge to shudder
when his seaty fingers pinched
the back of her neck. As he
mounted, her clothes found
their way to the ornamental
flowers wegen into the Brsian
rug. Dartyl would hag liked to
think that it washthe only
hing that got her the jolbhis
was the first time stideen
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with a man since leaving
Knoxville. $ie would ha liked
to admit that it wadgngoing to
happen again.

“l got a good feeling about
you,” Mr. Ornacki whisped in
her earthat familiar eek of
booz on his leath. An image
came to @ryl's mind—the
Paik Lane wner lying pdorat
ed with bullet holes, the babe-
faced gangster standingro
him. Life and deatlshe

transplanted her tledo
Three ars, four jobs, and one
suitor later and arryl was no
closer to escaping degsion
than she was in hereogown
hillside gaten eating deadytr
ted blueberriestAeast in the
thicket of wilted flaers and
bruised, hetishaped tomatoes
she wadnchastised foeading
Sylvia Bowne instead of the
Bible. Her siblings didinknow
what it was like to wonder if

thought, her e3s focused on theeery stray animal that walked

rays of seafoam lighha8king

into their yads could be the

up wast exactly her top priority reincarnation of their child.

after her life fell agaand her
siblings had to sawer with a
good old interention. How
could she possibly think of

They didrt know haw loud
dakness spoke, that spectral
hymns were the only logic to its
empty wlume. Rlieving that

being with a man or having sexthe penumbral psence could

after her sdmaccident? @yl
switched to autopilot after the
funeral, after leavindpFida,
after eturning to her isolation
in Tennessed.Wwas a miracle

be her son was the only thing
that made Rrryl's sleepless
nights bearable.

She didrt argue her siblings
about leavingiennessee for

she lasted the two months untilOhio. Zane singlehandedly

her siblings @wve davn to her
rescue.

Her older sisteLa$®ae, and
their baly brother Zane,
abducted @ryl from her dan-
trodden house in Knaille and

“Who gav e these idio ts

microphon es?”

Tu esday s at 10:00PM
The Blotter Radio ‘Zine

www .wcomf m.org

Chapel Hill & C arboro , NC

packed most of her ertinouse
into the back of &wo Men and
aTruck ental while La&e kept
Dartyl from diowning in misey.

“Thats the price wpay for
loving with our whole hdar”
La%hae had saidThats the cost
of love.”

“What exactly is the cost of
love?” Carryl said, a bottle of
rum clenched in her fist.

“The pain of loss,” La&e
said. The cost of ke is the
pain of loss.”

“Like you knaw the pain of
loss,” [Caryl said. Hr bottle of
rum was emphHer hedrfelt
the same way

“We both lost our father
brother and aunt in a car acci
dent on Christmasvg in
1972.” LaBaés eps locked on
Dartyl, her nose sanched
beneath indented, painted-on
brows. We werte both foced to
learn hav to griee when &
wete childen. | calh hawe chit
dren, so no— neer be able
to fully understand whabyre
going though. Bit | am yur
sister and | can telby what e
learnedTheres only one person
you can lge with yur whole
heat and neer feel the pain of
loss. @r Lod and &vior Eksus
Christ.”

“And one thing Ve
learned,” @yl said, “is that
there is no point in ing a god
who lets gur son take his life.
Like | would want to be in heav
en without my child.”

Outside 4Ane cursed as a
box dumped to his feet, the
result of [ryl's shoddy job at
packing up her life. ¢lit a cig
artte, kicked something metal,
and slammed the door befor
walking inside to find his sisters
in a heap on the flaor

“New plan,” he said. ti

20% off
Your tirst hairrut
2L Ehe Aew salon

EL R L EP

ALTERED
___image

Hair Designers

napainbmans: 919-236-3732
400 Faelun 30 aal T han X
andiwerlnage D rander wpy LOCATION!

it
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not going to beak my backyr many of the hotel guestsmv

shift—not a single guesieo the

ing to get all this into auick. regulars, practically living out ofallotted count in the hotedg

Take a day to get the thingsiy the overpriced woms. Half of
absolutely need anduycan stay her job entailed chasing away
with me until yu get on gur visitors that ere unpaid fqr
feet.” louses tnng to take adntage
* of the hoté$ amenities forde.

Three gars and still &yl  No, sit Not on my watcbartyl
wasit on her feet, living in the had been let go of on the spot
spae oom of her lotheis plenty of times to ko not to
house with baty any money in let this job slip tlmugh her fin
the bank. face woking at the  gers.
hotel Dartyl paid for the @r- *
ceries and e helped with On Satuday night Bk

istry. She was hoping that Mr
Ornacki would see watight she
could un a shift and pmote
her to Assistant dhagerMaybe
then shd be able to affdmov-
ing out of Zanés house.

It was quiet for aaBuiday
night, the onlyuckus coming
from Rochelle #ans, aabe-
wearing elderly lady inam
205. Complaints rang to the
desk about a sound similar to a

Zaneés electric bill.tiwas the Lane was at maximum capacitycats ywling, in-heat me.

least she could do to feel like slaele to a technology fair at the
wasit freeloading. A month into Conwention CenterDartyl had
the job and &rryl aleady had nt seen &k Lane with no

the flov of Ruk Lane ingrained vacancy since theegk she star
like second nater For once she ed and the sident was in

felt like thee was hope irtain  town. Brety hour she double-
Ing a job that she might actuallychecked theegisty to \erify the
be good at something. Looking amount of guests thaew allot
down at Mt Ornacki sprawled ted to eachoom. Next to the
out on the celadon couch after occupancy list she kept a
their bi-weekly Security inspec notepad and tallied the ditfat
tion”, Daryl would button her people who walked in and out
jeans and think that she could of the doorstired businesspeo

do his job and then some. ple, kicked-out husbands, poter

Each night she learned as tial prostitutes—theseer the

much as she could about the categories with the most tallies

business and upkeep of the So far the amount of guest
hotel. &e was surprised attho added up since the s$taf her

Gave

SN CAVERNTAVERN.COM
4352 1/2 WESY FRANKLIN, CHAPEL HILL - 368-3508

www .blotterrag .com

Darwyl worried that Bchelle
had snuck in sestrsuitors.
Maybe skqust tying to get her
self offDarryl thought. Lod
knew sh&l been on that side of
loneliness—but seneer let a
hotel full of people hear her in
the pocess.

Daryl picked up the desk
phone and dialedom 205.

“Hello?” Rchelle said, her
panted beath like static coming
through the telephone e4.

)\ Garrison Somers
= art Phil Juliano
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“Hi, Rochelle, this is the
front desk,” @yl said.

“Evelythings fine, Caryl,”
Rochelle said, her heavgdihs
metlonome-constant.

Ewerything seemed fine until shdloor betveen two double beds.
got to the thid and final floor “You expecting company?”

This was wherthe penthouses
and most celebrity suitesmy
mostly eseved forVIP guests.

Darryl fanned the pages of Tonight Dr. MacMorton, a sei
entist, occupied the Al Capone that was ailable on such shor

her book.

“Could you just keep it
down, please?”dyl asked. &
flipped though the chapter
about hav to discuer your ovn
past life.

“What ae you reading
tonight?” Rchelle asked.

“Sylvia Bowne,” Dartyl
yawned. The Qher &le and
Back”

“You knaw all that stuff is a
sham, right?The woman

“It's all a bunch of meage
hooeyDont beliee eerything
you read, Qaryl.”

“I'll take stock in whatew
I'd like, thank gu \ery much,”
Darryl said. And wet appect
ate it if yu kept pur wice
down, pleaset sounds like
there is a wild animal dying in
your oom.Thank you.
Goodnight.”

Darryl slammed the phone
down and smiled.H& wash
about to let somewm-maiden
destoy the one thing that kept
her connected to her son.

*

When 2:30 A.M. alled

aound Dartyl made heraunds

suite. Caryl had helped him

Darryl asked.

The scientist looked up
from his tooling hands. 10
you mean the beds.was all

notice.” Hs wice vent hoarse as

with a late-check in on the first his gae eturned to the device.

night of the technology cav
tion.

“I's thee a bell bg?” Dr.
MacMorton had asked. ¢4
peeed davn at her though his
thick glasses aneddened, cep
per mustache. &yl wasih able
to pin point his accent other
than somwhat Eiropean. “Q

“And quite my luck to stay in
the sameoom as Al Capone.”

“Dont mean to beude—
it's just my jobCart lose this
one, tod’

“A good wcation is difficult
to acquie these days,rD
MacMorton said, e3s fied on
connecting a monitor larger

perhaps a doorman? | need sorti@n the hotel television to the
sounded amused, a sharp chirphelp taking ey fragile equip
behind her rapid inhale, exhale.ment to my suite.”

*

“I'm the clék, bell by,
door man, and maid,” &1yl
joked.The man didihreturn a
laugh. “Id be happy to helpy
with your equipment.”

The largest piecequied a
special dolly to wheel up to
room 317.1 was twice the siz
of the scientist, shaped [iHee
Libetty Bell. The pioduct looked

bell-shaped machine. “I under
stand Mr Capone utilied the
conwenience ofoledo while
expediting bootleg whiskegrfr
Chicago to Mw York. As far as
ethics a concerned within the
perimeter of this faciljitym

sue you lean on the side of
virtue.”

He stuck out his hand to
shake hers, a fiftglied betwen
his fingers.

“No tip necessgat Darryl

unfinished, as if it needed a coataid. “dst happy to do my jdb

of paint or polished plastic.
Wires stuck out tbugh metal
tubes and fine glas®iuded,
unprotected\While Dartyl
pulled the contraption behind

“Virtue,” the scientist
repeated An unlikely quality in
such a fragile econainy

Now, standing outside of
the Al Capone suite,aDyl

her the scientist kept a distancestood in the gle that beamed

with his fingers extendedady

to each floor of the building for for something to fall apar

routine security inspectionegk
cleks vere instucted to check
four times thoughout their shift
to make surthee were no

Once inside theoom, the
scientist gathed the misceHa
neous pieces, hoisted the
machine fom the dollyand

emergencies or alarming activitheganeassembling it on the

CREATIVE
METALSMITHS

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

www.creativemetalsmiths.com
Weekdays 11 - 6 = Saturdays 10 -5 = Sundays 12 - §
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from the ceak betwen the sei “Hello?” a soft, sheepish

entists door and the carpet. A voice called &m the other side

muffledzappaccompanied each of the doar

flicker of the light.tireminded Darryl froze whee she

her of eersied beetles getting stood.With the occupancy list

fried in her electric bug trap  in her hand, sheaffirmed that
It first occured to Caryl room 317 was checked out to

that the light and sounds came only one guest.

from the television inside the Someosan thex who

room. $ie haered in font of shouldhbe she thoughtt las

the dooybody quaer-turned to her duty as night cleto \erify

walk the other way in case the that no unaccounted guests

door to bom 317 suddenly fle occupied theooms.

ajar The zapgrew less &quent, “Dont let my hotel become

the light on the floor dimming a whoehouse,” MrOrnacki had

to blackness. said on her first shift alone.
Then came the sound of a “And keep an eyout for gang

moan—not the pleasurable kindstersThis city aift like

coming fom Rochelle #Eans in  Knoxville.”

205, but the kind a person lets Now the entie corridor was

out when witnessing somethingsilent and d&r

both terrible and beautiful and “Hello?” the bleatingice

the same tim&he kind of cried again. “Ello? xddy?”

moan her ex-husband let out

when their first son,

Christopherwas bornThe kind

of moan she let out when she

got the call that their second

son, Cld{ had died.

inched away dm the doarHer
fist floated in aimprepaed to
knock, though she coultwill

of the thid floor As she began
to tiptoe away the door flung
open, filling the d&rhallway
with a pale eddant glov.

you with?” the scientist said.
“I head something,” @ryl
said. “®meone. @&neone else.”
The scientist cocked his
head, the gen light efracting
from his ound egglasses.
“Youre a pareptie
woman.” He stood aside, aile
ing enty into the radiant suite.
“I’'m woking on a g1y impor
tant pioject. Br the congntion.
I’'m afraid Im quite behind in

%@:Eﬁ,nm,;éjf‘?
[lu Sﬁ‘él*ﬂw

www .blotterrag .com

herself to disturb the muted air

my wok.”

“Who is in theg with ypu?”
Darryl said.

“See for gurself| am unat
tended.” H& nodded, urging for
Darryl to enter“The \oice yu
head was a pjection fom the
machiney you saw @viously

She stepped faad, feign
ing courage as the strange light
enweloped heiThe door closed
behind herthe bolt locked auto
matically She turned the corner
past the batlhom and thexr it
loomed—the machine, its frag
ments consticted into a teer
ing hourglass that stoodrfr
floor to ceiling.

A sculpter she thoughtA
monstsity

“The wice pu head
belonged to my daught&hés
no longer with us.a@8sed two

Daryl's head turned as sheyears agde was sen.”

“It's not easy to byrour
child,” Dartyl said.

“No,” Dr. MacMorton said.

| knowv hav you feelshe
wanted to sayo shae in the
connection of loss with the
strangerinstead she med aer
to the machine whelupon a

“I's thee anything | can helplarge computer monitor shone

the image of a little ggrlsmiling
face. e of her ont teeth was
missing.

“It's still in beta testing,” the
scientist said, “but thesults
hawe been surprisingly accurate.
It's supposed to godiat the
conention this wek for the
first time.”

“I don't understand,” @ryl
said. What is this¥hat does it
do?”
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“The idea is to utilezfig

wouldrit be able toast until |

‘on button of the laptgphoping

ments of datadm peopls lives could see her face again, speakor the hundedth time to find

and eceate a digital, interaaiv
persona of an individual. |
beliee that it will be able to
help those who haexperienced

to her as if sheer eally hes.”
The machinewershadeed

Darryl and the scientist.i$i

daughtées toothless grin

great loss.nhagine being able to widened under blinking &y.

talk to a leed one after theyear
deceased.dwe\er, I've only
been able tain the softwar
with data codeddm my
daughterAnd since her life was
so shdrthe system doeishawe
many facts or personality traits
to go on.”

“My youngest son was nine

“Isrit that right,Vanessa?”
He reached upstioked the
monitors frame with his hand.

“Thats right, Caddy” Her
rosy cheekspund face and pig

ansvers to the questions that
prevented her dm sleeping.
The old Dell computer beeped
as it illuminated tlnugh the
cracked seen. A photo of
bright, sunnyfampa lay behind
scattezd files and folders on the
desktop

With her hand on the com
putefs mouse, Briyl staed,

tails eflected off each lens of theansfixed, at the photo of

scientiss glasses.

*

Instead of going to clalr

teen when he passed,” she saiddunday morning with Ld3e

The scientisteamoved his

and Zane, [aryl searthed the

Tampa as if sheew thee again.
Nineteen gars had passed since
she gaa bith to Clak thee,

and tventy-two gars since her
first son, Christopheghe left

glasses and stepped closer to dank basement for the last trac&borida to escape her ex-husband

Daryl.
“Access toour sois belong
ings, anything that couldae-

of Clak—water-damaged Xe&s
collecting mold and cokbs.
She couldi get the image of

ate his digital persona—it couldDr. MacMbrton's machine out

help me adnce the demogs
entation at the coewntion.”

Darryl wished sleekept her
mouth shutTher was aeason
she near bought up her sén
death in corersation.

“I’'m not sue that would be
a good idea. | dérknow if I'm
ready for something like that.”

“Allow me to askou a
qguestion. ke you eer lay

of her head. 4 daughtés \oice
sounded awfullyeal—organic,
yet hollav. Access towr sds
belonginganything that could
receate his digital persetiae
scientiss tone had ant flom
mournful to ambitious. @ of
the five boes Carryl brought
from Tennessee, #w& of them
contained theemnants of her
sors life. Her siblings didn

awake at night, tossing, turningguestion whether or not these

questionsalling apund the
creaky floors ofoyr mind like
marbles? @stionsgu wish
you could ask but will nev
hawe the chance to?”

Ewely night Dartyl wanted
to say

“I know | hawe,” the scien
tist wvent on. “t's why | ceated
this machine. | knethat |

objects would be a waste of
space in the end, andmnthey
might actually mve helpful in
the name of science.

Once eglything was
stacked in a neat pile upstairs,
Darryl fought the urge to plug
in Clak's computerAfter thee
cigaettes she decided thesist
ing was futile.t® pushed the

eight yars agdClak took his

life thee one gar ago to the
day Dartyl thought that the
folders and files in disarragat
tered aanss th&ampa coastline,
were a eflection of her sisn
mind. Little squaas with indis
cernible namewerlapped each
other the natural system afvs
and columns fegone in arer

to compensate his frantic, unor
ganied wokflow.

The folder that she had
been unable to open in dler
years, the folder thainnads
gae her elentless anxietyas
titled “Goodly€, and lay wer
lapping a photo icon of Cks
fiancé, 8sha. @rryl double-
clicked “@odby€, the folder
instantly widening to the sinf
the saeen. A single file, an unti
tled text document, was aadv
inside the foldeA lightning-
sharp migraine jolted thugh
Dartyl's templed.should get
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someum for thisshe thought,
but befoe sheealizd it the text

“Youre looking though
Clak’s things,” Latae said. 8l

document had opened and her eetything okay?Hsuld | call

eyes fied on the opening was.

Dear mom,

| am eally scad because |
keep thinking that | ¢amake
her happanyma:. Maybe’in
not the right man for hiekeep
thinking of suicide—

Outside [aryl head Zanés
truck pulling into the dreway
She coughed, her that dy,
lungs heaving, and skd her
thumb into the laptdp paver
button. The front door opened
befoe she could put a blanket
ower the open bes of Cldds
old things. Be heat La®aés
voice, upbeat with post-clobr
rigor.

“Pastor luke had a good
point when he lmught up Bter
2:24—he himself berour sins.”

“I think | might need to
take a lak fom ushering,”
Zane ansgred. He undid his
collar button and &nt to the
fridge for a beer

“| take it | didrt miss any
thing nev,” Daryl said. Be
appeased L& and ent on

Pastor luke?”

“It's not what gu think,”
she said At the hotel thess this
man. A scientist. ébuilt a

it under the font desk for the
entirety of her shift. Although
tempted to fiddle with the con
tents of the duffel bag, she kept
her egs on the guests passing
through, often half-awake in
walking comatos@é/heneer

machine that will let me talk to the lobly emptied stereach

him.”
LaS$hae sat don in the
recliner next to Brryl and

for the duffel bag, stop herself
and insteadeopenThe Qher
dde and Bck What would

unfolded the wrapper of a stick Sylvia Bowne say about the-sci

of gum. “I doft think that
machine will letgu talk to
Clak anymoe than $lvia
Browne will, Carryl.” La$ae
stuck the gum in her mouth,
smacked her lips as shevelde
In the kitchen Zne fum
bled to secerhis beer pperly
in its cozyOutside the sharp
whistle fom a train echoed—
the tracks behindahés house

entists machine? @nyl could
summon $vids raspy smoker
voice fom the countless audio
books sha boriowed fom the
Lucas County librgr\'we choose
this life beferve come to this
body she envisionedl®a say
ing. We each sehrfor ourven
Truth.

There was nothing saying
that she had to go toam 317

were close enough to shake theafter her shift.1# could call the

small building whendighters
passed. As the trairgrcloser
the siblings stay silent, -

suite and tell him that sthe
changed her mind, that she-did
nt like the thought of her sen

paed for the deafening sound tafterlife as a science experiment.

drown them out.

*

Darryl packed the laptpp
photographs, journals, letters,

Easter ¢hday but her visits had birthday cats, and @ice mes
sages into a duffel bag and kepbpen that folder

admittedly gmwn less &quent.

The image of the foldeom
Clak’s desktop came taabyl's
mind—he had named the folder
“Goodby€. It took her all this
time to find the séngth to

HERE YOU 60, HONEY.
| GOT VALENTINES
FOR YOU TO 6IVE
TO YOLR FRIENDS
AT SCHOOL.

www .blotterrag .com

BUT mOm, 1| ONLY
WANT TO &IVE ouT
ONE VALENTINE...
AND THAT'S TO
RACHAEL!

NOW, PEEJ...ALL OF
YOUR FRIENDS NEED
TO GET A VALENTINE
SO THAT NOBOPRY

FEELS LEFT OUT.

QOPS! CAN'T SEEM TO FIND
THE REST OF THE VALENTINES...
LOOKS LIKE THERE'S ONLY
ENOLGH FOR ONE

PERSON AFTER ALL...
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The fiont desk phone
chimed and @rryl droppedThe
Other &le and Bckto the floor

“Front desk,” @yl
ansvered.

“I s thee something wng,
Darryl?” & was Rchelle Eans
from room 205, her leaths slo
and distanced for oncébt
hawerit called to check in “You can find gurself a
tonight. And | didit see gu new clek,” Daryl said. Be
walking the halls. | was worriedreached into the garbage can,
about pu.”

“What do yu think hap
pens to our souls?’abyl said.
Sylvia Bowneés photograph
staed at her dm the floor next
to Clak’s duffel bag.

“l once heat that Native
Americansafused to havtheir
photographs taken,oRhelle “l thought you might not
said. They thought it would shav,” he said. id took the bag
steal their soul.iBespected the from her hands and sead its
spiritual world. Bt what do | contents while Brryl lingeed
know about the soul? | gan in the corridar
ewen keep a man.” “l brought what gu asked

“Everything is fine,” @yl  for,” she said.
said bef@ hanging ug’And He took the duffel bag
thank yu for checking.” As she from her hands, surprisegits
clicked the phone to theceier weight.
she looked up to find her boss, “l do beliee this will suf
Mr. Ornacki, standingver her  fice,” he said.
with The Qher &le and Bckin Dartyl folloved him into
his hands. ‘

“I told you about eading
on the joly’ he said. “ldw can | ;lf
expect gu to keep my hotel
under contl if youre busy Its up to the two ton
reading this hocus pocus crap? dynamite cyborg dame
He dopped the book into the 1O SIOp an alien invasion!
wastebasket, his ash-white pon download the pOdC881 free at y

tail wagging behind his head lik ywmechahettylinsyncom g3
T [m] ’ IV

up the duffel bag and s&t
aound the deskAhd to think |
wanted to be Assistant
Managet

“Right,” Mr. Ornacki
cracked aeflon-toothed grin.
“Youd hawe to put out a lot
more to mae up in a place like
this, honey

copy ofThe Qher &le and
Back “I aint your damn wha.”

The scientist waited for
Darryl and opened the door as
soon as he saw hemtgh the
peephole.

an injued dogs.

“I guess thek pobably not
much oom for gowth hee,
then,” Daryl said. Be picked

the suiteThe same glg like
nuclear energyadiated im
the monitor attached to theato
ering machine. DMacMorton
splagd the contents of the duf
fel onto the corner-most bed.
Clak’s laptop Photographs.
Journals. Letters.irthday cads.
Voice message tapeardd gr-
maced as the scientist ran his
gloved fingers along the items.
“Be caeful with all that,

withdrew the nav coffee-stained please,” Briyl said. “I doih

hawe anything backed-ulp's all
| hawe left of him.”

“Dorit you worw,” the sci
entist said. “I gat all of my test
subjects with the utmost ear
and tendernessll heed to do
some twubleshooting with the
equipment beferwe get star
ed.”

“Do you mind if | sit davn,
then?” she asked.

“Of course not. |Pase,
please.” D MacMorton opened
Clak’s laptop“First Il hawe to
access all of his socialfifes,
emails, messages, photos,
archives—yu knaw, the basic
data that guides behavioral
information.”

“Right,” she said.
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“Behavioral information.”

His fingers clacked on the
keyboad the way Cl&is once
did. Would his fingerprints be
erased after this? Afteryfor
minutes of tinkering with the
laptop Or. MacMorton alternat

“Right, then."The scientist
continued toubleshooting with
out another wat to Darryl.
Watching him pick tlough
Clak’s things gavher chills, as
if witnessing a comer at wdt
on a corpse, the suite his

ed to the photographs and makeshift mauary. After an
scanned them all, one after thehour he turned to her and said
other popping up on the meni “It is still an impdect poduct.”
tor attached to the bell-shaped Daryl blinked, double-taking
machine. the image of her seifiace on

“Now to copy gcal pat the monitor It smiled when it
terns,” said the scientiste H saw herglitching with esty
inseted the wvice message tapesmall meement. We put moe
into an old-fashioned pky emphasis on thelmability of the
updated to connect with the  intelligenceWe will smooth out
monitor. the pesentation onceaweceie

“Hey mom, its just me,” a more funding.”
voice rang bm the monitds Darwyl felt a dampness
speakers. enwelop her skinlhe air in the

Dartyl sprang back, nearly hotel noom went cold. hside the
tipping the chairer.

“Wanted to call and telby
Happy Brthday’ The \oice was
youthful, male with a thin
southern drawl.

“l wasrt expecting to hear machine
that,” Dartyl said. “Hey mom,” spoke the

“My apologies,” the scientisimage of Cl& on the monitar
said. “f youd prefer | can mute His bown es, his wide grin—
the \wice messages untd w it was not so diffent than
begin the tesun.” Syping with Christophefhe

“Yes, | would mfer” Darryl picture lagged and theesumed
said. Clak’s natural flov of move-

flock of hummingbds flapping
their miniscule wing3he
motoy Darrtyl thought.Dorit for
get that this thing is just a

metal bell came a sound like a

ment.

Darryl looked to the scien
tist. “It's pefectly normal to
respond to it,” he saidt ‘@an
recognie you and operates with
full retina egistration.tlsees
your mo/ement; it hearsou
speak.”

Clak’s faceatained its
smile, waiting for Brryl to
answver. If only she e eally
yping with him. 1 only it
wetre eally her son geting her
so casually

“Hi, Clak,” she saidlhe
inside of her stomach hedv
like a boken wacuum cleaner
She wanted to suck the wsr
back into her fener Do
machines kwahe diffeance
betveen ghosts and angeés?
wondeed.

“How ae yu?” the image
asked. “ldw is eerything?
How’s Chris?”

Darryl looked to the scien
tist, unable to keep heresyon
the monitor It felt like looking
at the sun—if she stak for too
long shé go blind.

“What is the point of this?”
she said.Why would | tell all
my personal information to a
computer?tidoesit cae about
Chris.”
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“He might,” the scientist

“I keep thinking of suicide,”

said. “t's a symbiotic experienceClak went on.

this technologyt possesses a
type of intelligence similar to
playing chess againstiycom
puter—only on a much larger
powerful, personal scale.”

“That machine is not my
son,” she said.

“Well of course not, this
machine lacks a soulitBE you
appoach the machine with an
open mind gu may diso®@r
uncanny esemblances betn
its ability to elay information
and yur sofs unique, individ
ual personality

A series of thuds camentr
the other side of the door—eav
Clak’s digital egs aeited to

seek out the cause of the noise.

“You got my woman in the?” a
groggy wice saidtiwas Mr
Ornackis—dunk, Dartyl esti
mated. You in thee, Darryl?
You think you can just quit and
sleep aund with my guests?”

“This was a bad idea,”
Darryl said. Be eached for the
illuminated buttons on the
machine, @ssing randomly in
hope of making Clis face dis
appear

“Stop it,” the scientist said.
“You could damage my e+
you could uin eerything.”

“I'll break this damn door

down, you hear?” Another series

of nonsynclonous thuds came
from Mr. Ornacki.

“Dear Mom,” Clak’s wice
stated. “| am eally scad
because | keep thinking that |
cart make her happy anymedr

“Turn it off,” Daryl cried.

“The system must be erati
cally accessing datanfrthe
had drive,” Dr. MacMorton
said, his attention on the needs
of the machine.

“l don't cae what is access
ing, turn it the hell off She
stated to gather Clks assted
belongings ém the hotel bed,
shwing them back into the duf
fel.

“l just wanted to ke hey
mom, but she didnlove me
back,” Clak’'s wice staed to
break uplike the other end of a
long-distance call. i’ sory
mom. | just wanted her tovi®
me back.”

The suits door fler open
with a booming crack, the
sound like sharp exo fesh
timber Mr. Ornacki stood in
the dooframe, his shaded sH
houette rising and falling with
each of the manbeaths.

“l don't understand,” the
scientist said. “I pulled the
power to the mainframé&he
system should bewlo, the
machine should not berr
ning.”

“Please forgevme,” said
Clak’s face on the monitdt
just couldit see another way to
not feel like this.”

“It's okay she said. All the
lights in the suite ent out
except for her s@face, its gho
combating the diness. I$ cra
dled the monitor in her hands.
“Everythings going to be okay
Momma lees pu.” v

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

Here ae two things torit
want to happenl dont want
my memories of childhood to
fade into aguey that may or
may not seem like something|
did. That tree ve sat under
was it a maple or aestgum?
| dont quite ecollect.Was it
ewen a tee at all, but actually
streetlight that was burnt out
because the twiny®daevn the
road got a b-b gun for their
mutual bithday No utility
commission can keep up with
boys with good &g and lots o
b-bs. @ were they cousins th
spent the summer together?
an age follwing their fathers
being of an age, close enoug
to be inteested in fishing and
running with baky old hounds
after the neighbsrcat and
jumping bicgles ger ceeks
with no fear and no helmets.
The other thing is that my
memories only come back to
me as drams, occasional and|
with all of the bright colors of
lawns and tulip gdens faded
to pleasant pastel shades buf
still disappointing because |
know that they wre once loud
and glaring and quite some
thing. Dont let that happen,
either

of

—

LL - cyberspace
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“New O Heans , 1998”
by An onymous

The daypack frame grinds my shoulders

into raw meat,

as £, and | coss theslloved

Greyhound floor

Befoe | can wash &mphis off my face,

a young steet kid in orange bahshots walks up next to us,
heaes my bag.

He only has aviebucks

but we ae davn to hang and

go in for halfWe agee to weed and beers.eyiZro, D.
Outside: animated, dae\es gie his spiel

“Ill bet you a dollar | can knockwa this tee...”
With my bae hands... | ki this one,

and befag | can finish my thought,

his hands tapping do the tee,

tourists smiling,

his hands

their pockets.

We drink 40s ofak

and shoot pool at aghch Quater dive whose namevd’ forgotten.
Green dope-sick girl melts

on next door stoop a® @xit.

She gets B'last fig

(“be well, sveet)

*kk

My roommate at the hostel
on Capndolet (“let not I&y
had gone for the day

and | needed &ading,

www .blotterrag .com
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y

had been drinking since noon the day &efor

tipsy buzzing, feet sgrwalking upten, and dwn, $ Louis cemeteries
one two and tlee

Burgundy &

Marigny

Bywater

depositing myself at that&n Bar in the ninth wal (gone nw)
all murals,

shitless gung black men with sag-pants, bassy higprapounce
in sagging sit cars,

doorags,

and | float to my table for theeenng,

next to the wacked jukebg

playing EnestTubb and Al @xter sides

for a dime and ninety cents @b#t,

buying ounds with that gup of

Austrian backpackers.

Anywayl'd made my way back to theeriv

the next morning, my last 20 for theek burning my pocket
and thee she was,

at a cat table on the cobbledenfootpath, looking at me
looking at her

and | liked the way heresylooked.

CONTRIBUTORS:

Nathan Elias is a writer and filmmaker from Los Angeles, CA. He is currently a candidate for the MFA in
Fiction at Antioch University Los Angeles. In his spare time he can often be found with selling art with his

wife at Venice Beach. His writing has appeared in Hobart, Literary Orphans, Birdville Magazine,

Dogzplot, and placed second in the Toledo City Paper Fiction Contest 2016.

This particular Anonymous ’s work has appeared in many publications, including: The Brooklyn Rail, Red
Savina Review, Haiku Journal, The Review Review, and Into the Void (UK). He/she resides in New
Jersey.

Phil Juliano of Bloomington, MN, is a good Blotterfriend. Follow his adventures on philjulianoillustra-
tion.com (and check out his current project on page 4).
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mag azine

CALL F OR SUBMISSIONS!
Send yourw orkt o:

edit or@cor nerbarmag azine.com
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Be par t of some thing...GR OUNDSHAKIN G!

Corner Bar Mag azine:
notquitey ourf ather 's speculativ e fiction ‘zine

Fniondahip, loyalty, notalpin; and the joy
and healing powen of mudic...

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

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

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

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

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

Blotter Books presents:

Al Vomonrhow's Pantica

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)

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