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“The Head L ibraria n”

Not a big bg not a bully because he was larger or oldeorayestr
than other bgs. Dark hair untrimmed. Undemwashed, but not
grimy Ratherdustylike a child gets when playing in the attic.
Deep-set eg, buised looking. A bully - thick of mind, surly and
bored - that used to choose me out of all of theodassfull of
boys to be the target of his.irl was the teachekid. So, of
course.

| was unning home im school. | remember that | used to time
myself out the back doordm school, aoss the ydrand davn the
hill path thiough the woodslf I left earlyl could be first to the
crossing gudrand thenun all the way homeBut sometimes |
was behind, and then he and his...minions would beninofr me.

It wasit always a pblem egty day| guess, because they liked t
stop at the pizza plac&lany’s. I'd stagd after school for some
thing, and was way behind the schavccgoing home.
Ewerything seemed OKYou knav hov you sometimes just leas
feeling in gur gut that things aralright, andou can elax, while
other times thek a sense of something jusbihéyhe horian,
looming? tlwas that kind of dag sunny afternoon with nothing
but promise ahead, so | was just walking, lookinmaron my
own. | was so into mywn world that | didih even suspect any
trouble when lgached the pizza place, only thinking that it sm
terrific and hw geat it would hasbeen to just open the door ar
stand in line and buy a slice to eatéleaf the walk home.

| should hae knavn better than to glance in therft windav of
the pizeria. I'd made it my practice m@wo do it, because ther

were other people thresometimes, oldenyisoin middle school whjp

hung out in the afternoon who sometimes pickedwmyer kids

because no matter what theyewdoing a little kid was the most
interesting thing to mess with in.didnt catch him looking at me
making a decision to stop whatdwe was doing and come outsi
| was past the pizza place when they pushed open the door g
swagged outside, behind me.

And | dort know why they chose to say something first, call m
name, announce themsslyvrather than just grabbing me and
thumping. | turned and felt the bloodish fom my head, a
whistling in my ears, my legs going wobbblyis was beferl eer
learned to curse or | wouldpably hase said something - holy
shit! - and then wasted time looking faaetion fom them. |
hadrt yet learned the was fun like hell.”

Instead | rabbited. Like something was erb&hind me.They
took up the chase, immediately and so closat baould smell

elled
d

fe.
nd

D
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the sour of their baddath. All these gars latet hawe a pictue in
my head of them, with ¢yrblue jeans and worn out wdmoots ang
tee shis with the necks pulled oughort hair sticking upnot

lying flat against their headBut | cart see their faces in my min
Only frowns. Always fowning. It must hag been lousy to alway
be fowning when gure a kid.

At the playing fields right next to the pizza place, | turned, all
and no strateggkidding in the dirand gragl, and scampering
down into the grass inder to gie myself the most spaceun.r A
bad idea. They fanned out behind me, liker@es chasing a P-40
| thought | was fast enough to get awlayought that featbeing
afraid of being beaten, \gae me an edge.

I look in the miror exery morning. Qder and heavier than that
whipcod-thin ten or elean year old bg who ran fom bullies, my
face scuffed with aekeng gowth of beat, but hés still thee;
threads in the fabric anéae of me. | am...fotunate that | can
look back on such things withoetmorse oreget, able see them
they vere, moments in the past and not nighesdhatepeated
and eopened old scar§rankly it is amazing that thinking about
now, as a stgrto shag and not as a scamig thing

And then what happened?

He caught up to me, and tried to punch rhdidnt see it, but |
knew it was coming.He couldit be patient and wait for me to d¢
something vang so he could catch me, hold merdoWe vere
running full tilt tovads the middle school gymnasiunossthe
playing fields.Maybe because of that it just Wasgood punch; a

roundhouse tlovn wild, his fist grazing along my scalp and tug

the hair on the back of my heatljostled me favad. For a
moment, | was afraid, tan | was going to fall éo, and if | knav
these manyegars later that if | had they would be on me, oot tr
bled that | was &ady hurfrom the fall.

Falling, it would be like one of those nagmograms oV whee
the lions or hgnas & stalking wildebeest, and they close in anc
the narrator begins to warn theveiethat, so; folks, it sug looks
bad for the wildebeest but hafyer all, thég natue - the geat big
ellipse of life.And then the clawsach out or the teeth chomp a
the cameras ydently cut away to a comial.

But actually getting hit, ell, it made me mad (along with afraid §
tired and, and and....)o®ehay, | got my feet under me again,
without stumbling, without shang davn. And in the back of my
mind, which was still thinking - as opposed ¢g/inng else about
me which wasymg to un, fast, and keepdathing and balance

continued on page 14
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“Glass Eyes”
by J esse R. Stowe

Hey it's me. | just got off the | turn aound? rant. | said it could be fuiwe
train. | am walking to the @st could make fun of the other people
My feet a& heayymore than  whee the path trails off The sun the way w used to She said, “I
they hae eer been. |look at my was gerhead, but it is eeping dorit want to go out.” I8 had a
boots and my imagination makes into my sight. | hope kach a des tone, or so | thought. | shutwlo,
them look like cawon anvils. tination point befa nightfall but I or so she though¥lessage coming
Each stride is drawn out and follow this path blindlythrough in. The oh-so-smug.
forced. | stuggle to accept that the diy bush | dont know whee We hae carried this bden
each step leads melier away it leads And honestly dont real  for years.The connection beten
from her ly cae. our wants was dken. The wilt

The path leads dm a dy ingness to feed each othdeses
mountain trail of mostlyocks and No great drama. had perishedWe were no longer
dirt. 1 try to name the vetypes of The morning stéed this way patners but luncheon friends,
flowers scatted about haphazlly. But Jslene and | had been éher afraid to sit alone at the diner
But | do not ecognie any of many times befer This time, it counter while our contemporaries

them. | seek something common,carried ger fom the night befer  arrived in packs, sat in pairs, and
flixweed, sathistle, horsgeed but when ve were both fustrated fsm  filled up boothsThe security in
the plant life is alien. | look dinner on. Thats what | said aew seeing each other wasedHhmut
around at the landscap@€his is no sat davn in our beakfast nook. | frustration lied within the cer
path | hae taken befer | ealiz | was upset thatendidri go outto  Our relationship did not havthe
am the stranger eat. | wanted toyrthat nev layers it once did. h® needed a

| am the eatic life. A hibiscus whole foods bigir | had been lover who desured her flesh, a
in the tundra. A mangoete ina  talking about it for eeks. aklene romantic who saved eely bite,
deciduous fesst. | am displaced. just wanted to stay homeheShad and a playmate wheminded her
A seed floating on the wind seeking long day of dealing with assholethere was mearto the meal than

a poper home. and the last thing she wanted to djust eating. | needed her to see me
And | am wondeng. $hould was be at an opening otatau as moe than a bel of unseasoned,
Frnicndship, loyalty, noitalgia; 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 all
danger almost destroyed another woman’s life... e A LT E R E D
A mysterious will by an unknown hand; and murder...
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naked noodles. | was a potential I caught glimpse of her watch | shaed my lee of tees with
dish of many flars but our bur  ing me. Be looked like a judge onher “If the situation is ideal, they
den was a disconnection of &ffor her bench and | felt guiltyf all can pot davn for a ery long time.
She said that she coutdemem charges, although | did not no My Apanese &ples can kvup to
ber the last timeewererit cary- what | was accused of a hunded years. M Northern
ing it. She bought her cup to her  Red Qak, up to four huned
“Happiness is an individual lips. $e did not drink fom it but  years,” | said. fihagine if w could
state,” | said befi took a bite of held it near her mouth.Thats see hundds of gars of histgr
my toast. the poblem. We need to ma The way w vieved life would be
“But marriage is a skdrexpe forwad and not seek what was  so diffeent.”
rience,” she said, warming her  once thez.” 3ie took a satisfying She said, Trees ar easy to
hands with her coffee mugt i8 sip cae for Once they hava footing,
its avn entity and if it is aiggling | looked out the winde to or rooting, they can suve almost
at its essence something has to béhe backyar We were lucky Our anything.”
done. The happiness of one does yad was beautiful. h§ and | both “No. You hae to pune tees
not equal happiness within the  shaed love for it. We caed forit  and feed them and the peaeesr
union.” like others cad for their childin. are sensite. The weatherbugs,

| dorit beliee she understood We watched ourdes and fleers  pollution, and any number of other
what | was getting at. “Each of us grow She taught me tove anna  things can affect themt ybu

has to find ourwn happiness. als and apprciate their lifecle, so want good mduction yu hae to
That is what & bring to the mar  brief She lored the chance to help them. | trim them ew year
riage. You cait love unlessou begin ane each gar and potect them sm frost. |
love yourself’ “l can stay with what Ve, or work with them so they womwith
“Thats the poblem. You love | can einwent the wheel,’a3lene  me.”
yourself andgur wants ma than explained to me one spring morn “You ae so fucking cute,” she
anything else.” ing as she dug in heniter bed. said. | feel this lwe to the cae.
| hated that she thought that. | said, Thats not typically | turned fom the winda and
“I'm trying to find that confident, meant to be a good thing.” looked at herBut her egs no
dreaming manou once leed and “It's better than sayingst the longer said | was so fucking cute. |
| need to be seain myself If | waters. That sounds like | dén couldrt remember the last time
hawe to do for mywn to get him  appeciate what | hav | love my  our es spoke gstly to each
back . ..” lubbed my f@head  flowers, but sometimes | need other
and had wuble focusing myey change. And that urge is satisfied  She took a sip of her coffee. |
on anything. | kn& that wash through landscaping.” knew she had something to say and
what | meant as soon as it came
out.
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was figuring out o to say it.
The lines in her face told me $o
turned back wwads the windw,
not to look outside but teflect
on a memor | had found myself
clinging to lately

We had a friend, named HF
Jaslene always saidjv&shim
another name. eéBple canunder
stand it. All gu hae to do is call
him Tim.” But Tim newer sounded
right. | tried Eic, Tom, Dick, Hef,
but | neer liked any HF was his
own individual. K¢ was unique, an
original thought. tiwas the only
name that fit.

We met HF when &/first
moved toThe City He was tran
sient but & epeatedly saw him
when ve went to Sinset Bk near
our nev house. aklene spoke to
him first. | stood at a distance
watching, petending to sétch.

She laughed easily araninded
me why | lee her Life was simple
and she fead \ely little. $e

tion, placed a hand on his shoulddsut | think he appeciated me for

and turned to look in my diction.
| pretended not to see.

“He said he is living disted
art, thrown away ¥ bourgeois
America.The disposable middle-
class,” she said witlcksment
while walking home.

“Wow. Really?” | could not
hawe been less ingsted.

it. “Protectiw,” he blured one
time when no one was speaking.
Jaslene laughed.
“Where did that comedm?”
she asked a®wtood near the edge
of the small woods on the east side
of the pak. HF and | looked at
each otherHe knev | understood.
We invited him for dinner one

She knev | was slightly jealousnight after a rainyeek. dslene

but she continued. éBple used
him like a raar. His wods. The
company he wked for His wife.
He knev when he was dull they
planned on disading him. Bit he
left first. He gae up the life that
he had become paf. dst left.”

“Maybe it wadrhis choice,” |
suggested.

made soup beans and cosabl
Although when she tells the gtor
we seved Benebon and riceWe
ate, drank beer and got high. | was
on boad with our HF friendship

| was buzd when HF and |
stood outside on theofit pocch
smoking cigattes. H had just
finished mentioning othe rain

“Youre so skeptical of people,is moe difficult to deal with than
she continued at dinner while playthe cold.

ing with the cheesydurcoli rice
neither of us liked. “&lsaw the

“You just cahget out of it.
Once yur things a wet, it takes a

injustices in the world and he did sunny day to grthem out,” he

not want to be paof it.”

“Or maybe He a pedophile,” |

sought gawth from experience andsaid befa | took another bite. |
it shaved. n the other hand, HF was tied of hearing about HF and squat for a seconde \wae a big
stood like a poorly planned statuel hated the rice.

with one heayyinbalanced side. |

Ewentually |1 found myself gar

thought he was going to collapse aff Jaslene and Hé-conersations.

any gien moment.
Jaslene finished her cersa

He seemed to be a snman. |
could tell he kne | was skeptical,

| iz
452 1/2 WESY FRANKLIN, CHAPEL HILL - 368-3508

www .blotterrag .com

told me.
“We hae a dyer” | said.
“And if you eer need a place to

backyat. You would be marthan
welcome to use it.”

Jaslene had just stepped out
side when the wds came out of
my mouth. 8e couldi beliee |
said them out loud. h8 knev |
had been thinking it because she
could ead me, but she mev
thought | would say anything.utB
| was in a ne city living a nes
life; 1 wanted to do something that

CREATIVE
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was out of character for mejust
so happened | picked theong
moment, during thglassy ead

ister and looked up at the stars.
“Do you hae plans on moe

you look bad?”
“Dude, seriouslit has noth

ing on?” | asked without looking aing to do with pu making us look

light of day him.

HF moved into our backyar “You guys getting &d of
and soon two months had passedme?”
He had completely settled in, “Well, you knaw. This is our
building a little nest with a\ey first house andewvould like to get
and storage system that seemed tim the backyarand do some war
hawe diffeent items in it wekly It is had to do that whenou ae
The worst parwas that he hadeer living back thes.”

ated his wn toilet aea. Mbst of
the time he was diset but one
day Aslene looked out and saw

“I dont mind helping gu. |
know a little about landscaping.”
“Thats not exactly what |

him shitting. “He needs to fucking mean HF We ae a pung couple

move out of our backy@f she

and ve would like to havour

said to me as soon as | got home.space.” | took a pull off of the

ageed but | laughed to myself at
the thought ofaklene seeing him.

“HF,” | said that night.
“Youve been herfor a little bit
now.”

“You and dslene argood peo
ple,” he said.

He and | had a nightly pot
smoking ritual. lalled two small
joints and w stood on thednt
porch and talked about whatev
was on our mindThat night, I lit
my joint, leaned on the br ban

The Pregnant Mare
or
The Guys
in The Crat®
at The Joint

Garrison Somers

art by Susan Connors

Give it a read - on Amazon!

joint,

HF took an ag@ssig hit of
his joint. Hs exaggerated exhale
was loud and cleafS what a
you saying?”

“I'm trying to be sensiay’ |
said.

“Youre being &gue,” he said.

“I think it's olvious what th
saying.”

“No. I dort think it is. Ae
you asking me to fuck off?”

bad. We just want our yarback.
You dort pay anyent and w've
newer asked anything else @i.y

“I see,” he said.

“You see what?” | took a ¢har
hit of my joint. | was stiémg to
get pissed.

“You ae so geneus to me
and | do nothing forgu. | take
up that useless corner ofiylarge
lot. I've neer een seenou or
Jaslene out back.”

“It's becaus®yire back
ther.”

“I try to spend the least
amount of time back theas possi
ble.”

“And you shit back ther HE
Jaslene savoy today Maybe gu
could ty shitting somehee else.”

“So youre telling me to fuck
off?”

“No.” My wice was getting
louder

“Just tell me to fuck off and
I'll move on.”

| was set back because that was “Why does it havto be this
absolutely not what | was doing. lway?We like yu HE We consid
liked HE “No, dude. t just ask er yu a friend.”

ing you to find a n& place to
squat.”
“Whats wong? Am | making

TURES

U7

MECHAEETTY

I's up to the two ton
dynamite cyborg dame

to stop an alien invasion
download the podcast free e

“Well then just tell me to fuck
off.”
“I's that what & going to
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take?” pher” | said looking awayoim memoy and invluntary reflexes
“Yes.” her “You hae always been the took aver and | found myself on a
“Ok. HF fuck off” | took smater one.” train.

one moe big draw &m my joint “This has nothing to do with | wish | knev whee | was

and walked in the houseeMas smats,” she said to me. going. A destination point would

gone the next morning and his-col | did not hae a esponse, but haw helped, but | was on a train to

lection of items disappedrwithin | could tell she was waiting for onghe center of the cityMaybe the

a couple of days. | played with my coffee mug, the plan was to get lost amongst the

light sky blue one she used to calrowd but maybe | wasying to
| turned back to the bakfast her mind after a night of heavy  stat new. | had to do something.
table. | looked atslens coffee  dream activity She took a sipdm So | left befoe either of us had to

cup | had gien it to her on our  her coffee and continuedThis say “kck off” At least | had that
first anniersay in our house.t | has nothing to do with one of us success.
said, “®me bunny lees pu,” and being smaer than the otherYou The train stopped and the

had a pictue of a lop ead rabbit  know that. Dont play the dumb  soundtrack of my moment began.
next to a daffodil. | always imag game. @t hee with me.”

ined | was the bunny and she, the She looked at me but | could Hey it's me. | just got off the
flower. not focus on her$e eached train.
| looked up at her face.eH  acoss the table and touched my Entered the watgrpiano
eyes looked deep into me. |wne ring hand. | stéed to pull back  Rainfall dopped as notes, soft and
she didih want me toftick off” but she gripped my hand and did teaful. Srings vere attached to
but | wondeed if | was faing her not let me.| feel this loe to the  people — puppets dancinguard
into saying it. Core. me as | stood, motionless.
“Lately I've been asking myself  “We'll be fine. We'\e always A frightening place.The
what life is all aboulWhy ae we  found our way and | hawno faces a concete gey
hee? Mt just yu and me within  doubt this will be any diffent.” | was the conete gey The
our relationship but our place in That was the meat of our eon panic is coming on sing.
the community Whats the impor versation asewdrank our morning
tance of our stgP” coffee and ate our toast.
“You were always the phileso Message coming in.

Authois noteAll bold and enlarged
Conwersation was sparse afterwords ae lyrics pulled ém
that. Time distored. Muscle Radiohead song of same name.
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microphon  es?”
Tuesday s at 10:00PM
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“Fistfigh t att he Special O lympi cs”
by D usti n H yman

| was a®unteer big buddy “Whats yours?”
and little Arnold was megsponsi “I'm a wlunteer
bility. He needed me to help him “That figues,” he said.
navigate theavious booths, tents “Why?”
and eents. | also applied sun- “You dort look like an ath

sceen and made sune ate his lete.”

but bnathon used both arms to
prevent an embrace.
Jonathon shook his head in-dis
gust, as if Arnoldeme contagious.
“See pu bgys at 2:30,” he said.

lunch: buised ed apple, potato Needless to saywas shocked .

chips, juice-bq PB&J (hatly any by Dbnathors lucidity and hostility
J). Arnolé first race was the fifty “This your buddy?” he asked.
yad dash. ¢ was guped with Jonathon snatched Arn@dami
seen others. @e of them was nated caf that athletes amgien to
Jonathon. dnathon was stiching wear as necklaces and begag r
like a convict, slapping himself in ing:

the face, ying to get all adnalin

ized or something.

| saw dnathon exit &
Gabriel Eementay School p&ing
lot in a ed tuck at lunchtime. H
returned tventy minutes later with
a bag of fooddm McDonalds.
Jonathon walked to the bleachers
and shad his food with a guy in a

The efeee blev her whistle Arnold is only aleved one crew-cut who also looked danger
and dnathon made no effdo juice-bg. ous. After lunch, they smoked cig
conceal his normalcyie shot Amold needs t@ar his sun  arettes. | wadrsue if leaving the
from the staimg line with unbr sceen and drink plenty of watepremises was alled, but smoking
dled determination. éwas the Arnold can hug tHronly after on campus was clearly a violation
only person that s&g in their asking. of both school andpb8cial

lane. dnathors time of 5.8 sec
onds boke a long standingaod. = Opening cemony 10:30
| waited for dnathon to finish his 50 yad dash 11:30
distasteful celebration dance (hip Lunch 12:15
thrusts and fist pumps) prior to  Obstacle course 2:30
confionting him.
“Whats your disability?” |
asked. Arnold tried to hugahathon

Small batch t-shirt printing. Locally pulled_ in Durham, NC.

Olympics potocol.

The information booth
acknavledged thatohathon was
not allaved to smoke on campus,
but they vere unwilling to strip
him of his medalsThey efused to
remoe him fom the pemises, or
ewen disqualify him &m forth-
coming races.n lother wads, they
wetre letting dnathon do whatev
the fuck he wanted/Vhen | asked
what his disability was, they said
Jonathon suffexd fom Post
Traumatic 8ess soder Who
doestt?

After smoking cigettes like a
thug, dnathon competed in e
separate wheelchaiems. H
won each race.t that time, | had
no idea who the wheelchair
belonged to | wanted to believ
Jonathon bought it at theasation
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Army, but my gut told me he took recods. Not a bad day at the attending to@nathon. dnathon
it from another athlete. track!” was their champion.

At 2:20 ve signed in and wait Arnold was eited ly
ed at theHydration &tionfor the  Jonathors enthusiasm anceat in
obstacle course race to begin.  for another hug. odathon put his
Jonathon was ther After finishing hand on Arnolg face and pushed | had to file an incidenepot
his big-gulp-sodag@dathon began him to the gound. r whateer at the information boothThey
doing pushups. ¢lwas waring a reason, Arnold found the assault kept apologizing tmdathon.
Lakers jersey and his armgw amusing, like it was a game or  They egused him first, and |

very ety stong—he was omusly something. watched him p&rthe wheelchair
strength-training (and likely using “What ae you laughing at?” beside the bleacherse Kted the
peformance enhancinguis). Jonathon asked. “l gobyr retad  man he ate lunch with and set him
Ours was the last heat and  snot on my hand.” into the chair The guy leaned for
there were only fie athletes: This is when | mrceeded to  wad and dnathon draped the gold
Arnold, dnathon, a bpwith metal fight bnathon. We each tlawv a medals aund his neck.odathon
canes attached to his arms, a-chupunch or two, and theneamere rested his fehead against the

by girl with Down syndome, and on the grass, grappling for a domiother guig foehead and said seme
a kid that beathed trough a hole nant position.The moment | had thing.

in his neck.The whistle ble and  Jonathon pinned, Arnold jumped Arnold and | found his gup
Jonathon mued though the onto myback. When the heavy  beside the little school bus.
obstacle course with the speed angirl wiggled into the fight, the two Eweryone fom $ecial Hlpers
agility of adck Russellerrier He remaining athletes piled onn.wls wore purplel-shits. | said goed
expetly navigated the coneswfle mayhem but one thing wastaer. bye to Arnold and apologi for

abore the ties, and made shor all of them wre siding with the fight. He hugged me and

wolk of the sandpit. Jonathon, doing whatexvthey climbed into the bus. Arnold
After cossing the finish line  could to hurme. Aleast two of found a seat beside a windmnd

(another ecod) bnathon began them vere biters. put his face against the glass. H

his oeitly sexual celebration dance. When they finally separated saw me and smiled.

Gross. tlwas absdrwatching us, dnathors jersey was torn so he  Jnathon was helping his

other athletes congratulate hirh. Iremosed it completelyHe had a  friend into the passengeseat on
they knev bnathon was a cheater gold chain andArmy Rangets the opposite end of the kiag lot.
they wouldhothawe danced with  was inked onto his chesbndthon The guy was sitting oonhthors

him. was bleedingdm the lip | kept lap when they dke away He was
“Proud of purself?” | asked. waiting for somebody to help me steering whileodathon wdted the
“Six races. i$Golds. & up, but the athletesese too busy pedals.They were smiling too v
WOO-HOO! WINNER, UH, MOMZ THERE ARE STRANGE ASPARABGLS SPEARSZ YOU
WINNER CHICKEN DINNER! VEGETABLES ON mY PLATE! MEAN THESE THINGS CAN
BAKED CHICKEN 1S My DOUBLE AS WEAPONSZ!

FAVORITE! THAT'S ACTUALLY

KINPA COOL..,

OH, THEY'RE
ASPARAGUS SPEARS,
HONEY! YOU'RE
GONNA LOVE

www .blotterrag .com
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“Chubbi es”
by K C Snow
I’'m the ‘O’ in AVESOME. from her iced bevage. returned her drink to the cupheld
Our family aanym. Anne, Most trips, & paid little er, snatched a cigdire in her lips,
William, Hliott, Sean, Qto, Mary,  attention to Mm, instead & and grabbed the wheel with both
and Ein. Each of our namesar focused on tesrizing each other hands aseviounded the turnWe
also aanyms. ad made me Mom neer lost her temper with  appoached the top of the giant

OEM, hés a machine salesman. us. fwe wereri trying to hut each slide. Br carsThree large humps
Most people think'# strange that other we were tiying to anng each on the way den. Anticipation

my paents bed out a wa. other The goal was to cause just silenced us.

Dad was out of ten, again.  enough physical or emotional pain ~ Mom flooed it. “Sxty! Sxty-
We were on our way homeofn to force etribution. t newer five!” she glled.We cested the
the post office, all wof us in the stoppedWe neer stopped. & first hump Hliot and ®an braced
back seat in der with Hiott, the  she was always gl&zplacid. themseles with their hands on the
oldest, behind ®m. Her left arm  Nothingwedid seemed to phase ceiling, but my sisters and | lifted
rested on the door with a cejeeg  her into the air and landed on top of
dangling fom it. Her right hand Mom lifted her drink to us each otheiWe scrambled t@ady

loosely steed the wheel of our and announced she was taking thér the next humpMom bopped
new 1985 Biick Hectra. 8e lored  long waylnstantly our tempers her head to the musidhesdeclad
that carit was like driving a cloud turned fom vicious to peaceful. “Sewenty-sean!” at the second
she said\e neer noticed com We gae each other high-éi¥ and hump The whole car flelike a
fort, but we did enjg the electric  danced in our seaf$he long way tank and landed just as light.

windows. Up, down, up down. meant ve would ride theofler When ve eturned to Edh, the
Mom sang along to Le@@pelits  coaster home. tires squeaked andrEwas on the
“Ramble @ while taking swigs When ve were one turn away floorboad laughing hysterically

from the fun. Mdbm cranked up the We sceamed in unisonere
radio until the bass crackledeS AWESOME!" Mom steadied the

Our Jenny never crashes.
Read The Blotter Magazine

online!

Garrison Somers
= art Phil Juliano
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car back on our side of tload. said coolly as she took a drag of heith, uh, kids.”

“Eighty-three!"We hit the thid cigaette, nodding her curly blonde  “What do yu meanThey
hump We were weightlessiVe hair back at us. love it! I's not like | gie em chub
shriekedWe landed hdr The “Mdam, ninety-four miles per bies all the time."h® was so cool.
chery from mon's cigastte flev hour, with fo-five kids in the back So calm. 8 convincing.

into the back seat, she righted theseat.” H squagd himself with Elliot bit his avn arm to awid
car and gwled, “®it!” She boke  monis door laughterA year ago he told us
had. $he told us to “@t in your She pulled her sunglasses  chubbies eferit what Mom

seats, thet a fucking copWe down her nose and looked up at thought they wre. Mary and Ein
head the sien, adjusted ourses; him, “You gotta go fast to giem  didnt get it. Bit us bgs did.We
and sat up straight.dvh swoe to  chubbies.” all tried to make eycontact with
herself and calmly pulledeo We “Excuse me namnm?” the cop to she himweknewn what
all tightened upBest behavior “You go fast enoughwo he was talking about.

The authority figue cept up  them hills, gu give €m chubbies.” “Mdam,” he whisped, ma-
to the carstaed at us\eer his sun “Mdam, these arkids.” ing in closer but eyng us.
glasses and counted us, twice. “Uh, yeah, theige mykids.” Mom interupted him.
“Mdam, do pu hae any idea o  She spuied out in a laugh or was it‘Theyre just kidsWe're just hav
fast yu were going?” @ was all a slur? ing some fun. Bl one else waseav
cop “Mdam, yu cait give kids, |  on the pad.”

“It was for the kids,” &m mean, gu cait do thatfor, e “Mdam, do pu, uh, do gu

CONTRIBUTORS:

Jesse R. Stowe writes, “I am from Athens, Ohio. | am a bartender at Jackie O’s and an ama-
teur triathlete. | am also a graduate student in the MFA Creative Writing Program at Goddard
College. | have seen copies of The Blotter near the entrance of our bar and finally decided it is
time to submit, especially after the last cover ‘Get The Hell Out of My Garden.” (I love rabbits.)
Hopefully you will find my story to be a good fit.”

Dustin Hyman tried freelance writing and journalism. Now, he teaches at the University of
Louisiana, where he’s working toward a PhD in English. Hyman's fiction has appeared in shady
places and his first novel, Island Folks, was published in 2014 by Black Rose Writing.

KC Snow, of Beverly Hills, FL, would like to remind you, dear reader, that capital offenses have
no statute of limitations. Since the memoir will remain unwritten, instead, you'll have to live with
Snow's fiction; shattered people with cracked lenses navigating a broken world. ("Chubbies" is
the least dire and obtuse, some would say "approachable.”) Previous creative writing has
appeared in numerous police reports, real books you can hold, and has also been used as toilet
paper while squatting in a vacant building on Chicago's Southside. Real talk, and not necessarily
in that order.

Phil Juliano of Bloomington, MN, just informed us via Facebook that Spence the dog is now 14.

Happy Birthday Spence!!! Follow Peej and Spence on philjulianoillustration.com and purchase
their new book at http://bestinshowcomics.bigcartel.com/.

www .blotterrag .com
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know what chubbiesef?” H
leaned onto the car

Mom eyd us, her sunglasses
still drooped dwn her nose, head
shaking, smilingafell, duh, gah,
it’s weightlessness, whatiye
newer had a chuf?”

We fought off laughter as thar
as ve normally fought each other
The cop hedrSean let out a little
sput. The officer smiled and stood
up.

“How far away dooy live,
Maam?” He leaned back in, close
to Momis face.

Mom, suddenly neous,
moved away &m him and consid
ered her drink in the cupholder
dangling fom the glee b.

“We're almost home.” &t
voice had changed.

“Mdam, Im gonna letqu go
with a warning todagow down,
theres other ways, uh,” he siaa
out a little laugh and looked at us
boys, to give em chubbies.”

The officer patted theof of
the car twice and walked away

“Thanks.” Mom said as she
keenly watched him. “Kids, that
was a close onelieSgrabbed her
drink, guzzled it.I% turned to us
and wagred as she held her pointe
finger to her lips and said u@lit-
tle seat,” and sped home.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 wh ole name.
mermaid@blotterrag.com

A persos face is sometimes such a normal thing, to see sg
familiar to pu is almost not to see them at all. A family din
or een bettera family outing to the...museum (it ddesatter
which, because theedm will morph it and twist it so that wh
seems the Americaruséum of Idtural Hstoty will end up the
Hermitage, anymg) or the »o, or just to an oldeliable joint
whee youve gone forears.

Yep thee it goes, the stuffed mastodoasaw waiters caymg

plates of penne rigata and pitchers of iced\tehyou go along|

with it, because'ststill a family outing and those petty
much always a good thing. Awding hungy anyway

meone
ner

At

But whds thee with yu? Whas sitting at the head of the table?

You knaw it's Gandpa or @d, but it could just aselbe pur
English pofessor or the ministeorin your chuch. Or, just
when ypu really want it to beoyr dad, becausewhaerit spe
ken to him in a while, it isoyr driving instuctor or the father
of an old girlfriend.You knaw, the man who didnlike you \ety
much because he assumed the worstoutang rightly so
And you dort even need to look past the mashed potatoes {
that its him, too Your deam just makes it.sAnd what might
hawe been a pleasanéetvdieam turns into a B mi@, at best.

Longvisv - cyberspace

D See
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continued from page 3

myself so | wouldrfall flat on my face and be eatgrihe hgnas - | decided to turn backaals
the sidwalk, out of the field.He went right ly me when | juked.

Remember @e @yers? 1 my minds e, | can see an old piece of black and WiiteWorld of
Foorts stock footage wieethe Barsunning back is galloping full speaslads a defengback,

not slaving davn or putting out his arms to balance himsélen he just...turns and the defen
Is suddenly alone, as if inegwum, right up until the person chasing aftg@rsScollides with him,
because he, too, just dicee¢he juke.

Amazing. | was...amazing.

It was a hell of a thingl. ran out into the s#ret. | was getting so éd, and | kne that he would
stop chasing me soon, but then one of his minions, layingektnl, would takevex. How hye-
nas do it, they hand off the chase to another member in the\idddklogs do it that watoa

So | ran right out into the ®et, with all the cars and after-school traffic andreng. Drivers
were slamming on their brakes and honking at me, but | kept on going,wigtihelaniddle of thé
street, along the white line$ knew that it was a crazy thing to do - | did - but it was the only
ansver in my mind. And | guess | imagined they would be too surprised @ fiodio Maybe my
brain was steed for aygen. | dorit know.

But you knav what? They didrt follow me, not into theaad. | didnt look back, eitheto see if
they vere trailing along the sigdalk. And | couldit hear them shouting taunts, because of the
street noise, peoplelling davn their windavs, shouting at me to get out of thad; was | out of
my mind, whez were my pagnts? | didnt cae about that, eitherl had just a little gas left in me
and with it | lit out for home. @wn the middle of the siet. Right dwn the dashes of the white
lines, cars on both sides like...like a police.escor

But what | didrt know was that he must leastlecided that today thegmwit going to gie up so
easily | dont know why Maybe | made him madder galloping out in theoad. Maybe heeal
ly wanted someone to beat up that @lag having been so close to getting me whetted his ap
But he kept going, right along the widl, keeping pace with méwasit looking aer | was busy
enough - but | ran panting all the way past the middle school and pastteodus with bms
inside them or grandpauts, maybe en sitting outside on lawn chairs wondering at the child i
street but not knwing, and he just watched meaning and ran along himself can imagine that
he didrt worry that someone in a car would see hiwlimg along, stalking me in thead. He
knew that the giwn-ups wre too busy watching me, haulingvddhe middle of the stet like a

ing for the dangewus things that hait yet happened, the smokegedingeaal flames.

He knev whee | lived, kngv my house, and tfathe side of the st he was onl think he was
giving a thought to catching me right in tleatiyad, and pummeling me on mwie lawn. Who
would hae stopped themM™Mom didrt get home dm wok until six; Cad was still at school.
couldri keep going fexer, past our house anaand the turn in theaad and on den into the
center of tarn, out the other side, eastéals the ocean and on to, véhéxormandy? But that
would lead past his house - the house wittegetable stand oubfit. | remember @ used to
buy tomatoes and pole beaomfthee. Maybe w stopped when he got older andestgyunch

lunatic. Sometimes - most of the time -ewgn-ups doh see the things theysupposed to be leok

waiting with open arms, and then changestain without giving any sign that he is going to ? so,

er

hetite.

N the

www .blotterrag .com
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ing kids, beating up on other chaldr

In the histoy of a thing, the analysis that comes weitinsypassing been a moment and siving
it to go on with gur life, it is strange what sometimes is a ngdessaSandwich tomatoes and
pole beans.And zucchini and summer squash thatMvould put in a hot ying pan to wilt and
taste good with just a little salt on 8weet @rsey corn, toolnstead, & went to the stand near
church instead - out of the wayxept on 8nday afternoonsHis familys stand got merram
shackle, didnit? Not newnly painted each spring, and theestseplaced when theyew torn ly
wind or winter ice?0r is my imaginatiorepairing holes in my mem@r

The car traffic &@m the junior-high peted out in font of our house.Not one adult stopped his ¢
and got out to see what thelgem was.Now, | thought. Nw | could sprint acss and get to th
front door Suddenly out of the corner of myesyl saw him charging at me, like a bull buffalo,
sweating and grimacing, his teethmahg as he pantedlit-second: | might make it, but what i
slipped on the gralat the side of thead? What if he was only @ending he waseul? What
if...?

S0 | turned right instead of left where&ched our houseédway fom the safety of ourofit porch,
away fom any traps or plans he mightehbgen forming.Right up the walkway to the libyaio
the fiont door of the gmvn-up section.| hit that long bar-handle on therfit door - yu knaw the
kind, when gu push it too hdrit makes a ridiculous banging noig¢ell, it must hae gone off
like a gunshot, because Mesnashita, the head librarian, snappmehdrthe cornerdm her desk
when | paed into the som, fowning at me with her hands on her hifghe opened her mouth t
scold me - @bably in her softest whisper - but something about me, the way | looked, the j
fear in my a35, stopped herfShe waed me wer  Are you thirsty? she asked miegulped. |
couldrt even catch my lath to sayes, Miam. | just nodded. Come, she said, as if othemgr-
ups vere seeing us and listeninigdorit want yu to spill on the floor She pointed at the stool
next to hers behind the check-out coungirhere and | will getqu a cup of waterl couldri tell
if she was being stern with ntéer glassesew on - sometimes she gvtitem and other times.nd

Then she walked awd#sft me on the stool behind the countirwas librar-quiet again.| could
smell my wn sour-seat, and wiped my face with mytstigeg. [ came away soake@here
wetre piles of books inofit of me on the linoleum-topped counter beingdolike sandbags blec
ing the vier in and out. N one could see me, and | coukle them.l cocked my ear to listen
for that bar on the librarfront door to slam againwould he follav me in? | didnt put it past

him - hed thumped little kids beferight in the school hallway or ionfr of the pizza place without

a hint of hesitation that some adult might stop thé&imey seemed to leawo fear of punishment

The handle on the door mashed open with a bang, and it wakduald hear him, or maybewncg
them, some or all, scuffling on the carpeted Beathing hat, mumbling. Mrs. Yamashita
walked wer like it was nothingYou bag/s need to take it outsid@his isrt a playgsund. One of
them, maybe it was him but | couidre sue, staed to gouse at heroy knav? That she wa¥n
the boss of him and he could do what he wantegs afraid en to peek aund the book-wall
whee | was hiding.But Mrs. Yamashita was having none oflisaid out, n@, please, she insistq
her whisper as sharp as a blaled they left.

Garry - chief@blotterrag.com
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