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“Almana c Entry”

It's 64 degres &henheit in our livingaom — becausen’stubborn,
mostly and also because no one else is home at the moment &nd |
need it to be pacularly warm to type her (I's cooler outside, but still
November-ish sunny andhlconsidering changingnues for writing thig
document.) | hava cup of tea -eam and sugahanks - and’g help
ing me maintain apppriate body warmth. | hea swatshiron, also,
but the sle@s ag olled up figuratiely and literallyToday has been a
vely good day

It stated off iffy enough. (I like that last sentence a &yt.it Sut
loud, thee times, fast.)oFreasons | cannot easily caghpnd, although
“tired leaps to mind, | ent to bed at 7:30 last nightellralmost imme
diately asleepvoke up ridiculously early this morning and got tk.wor
I'd thought | wouldead — | mearerlly ead, for a fe hours. &rious,
uncompomising consumption of text, like so many folkswisay (on
Twitter of all things) that theyeaable to do “I blasted though that
book this weekend. N kidding, man, qu just hae toreeeeeat’

Other than the unneing feeling | havthat the dialogue al®
seems eawated fom a dim and asty tomb fom 1978, what i think-
ing right nav is that | ragly hae the oppdunity to lay track like that,
end to end. @nething always trips and falls in the Wag phone,
meals, laungy someone needing a ride sshee. $meone needing a
ride home sm somehee. ®meone wanting something off a high
shelf (How do things get on those high stehanyhe? t's not me, is
it? | dort think it's me.)

The world conspais againseading, andybdirect association, writ
ing. Pciety is inteuptive by natue. hteruptions always takeege
dence.We not only let them, butexseem to embrace permitting then
to unhorse usdm our appointed task¥/e ae motiated to look at our
phones, at the s, at the watherto ensw that ve think ve knav
whats going on right ma

| recently eceied a ejection notice & m a publishing house to
which | had submitted a ved, intended for th¥A audienceThey ver
vely efficient and feiright. And kind, i the way One eason, they

don

-

admitted, for not selecting the piece for publication was that | spent too

much time at the staof the thing desloping the character and setting.

My stogtelling did not immediately getvdo to business. Aswall
know, this function of writing isefered to asnh mediae@swhich is Latin
for “just befoe the bomb goes 6ffSam $adés loely young thing
pitching a mystgrat the door of his office was chapter t@ioapter one
was some poor slob being pitcheh fa meing train.

Back in the day was taught that this was just one option of ma
for an aspiring authoif you wanted, qu could always spend a little
time getting to kne Odysseus and his famdy the artan king and his
pretty nev wife, Helen, rather than havingtlles spearing some giant
Arcadian in the shoulder in the first paragraph, although thatcuid
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hawe grabbedour ancient @ektheapeigattention!) And if it seemed
they vere going into a lot of detail about who and e/hed when and

why it's because tleenere only thee books in the whole world and the

lliad was one of them and t@dysseyas another andevthink the thid
one was about some hunter fell@amed @Ggamesh. &Gthee was some
thing to be said about having a semi-@&ptidience tayr narratie
stylings. tltook a yung shdrstorly writer named Mses to come up wit
that pithy phrase filthe beginning...” and launch a heck of a yarn ak
sin and edemption. Bt even his ppse contained a fair bit of miraculo

window-dressing beferit settled den to spinning a coming-of-age tof

Seaking of coming-of-age, & Wt leap fovad a fev centuries or
so, ve find the first lines of a saga wh@r Hero is describedylihe poet
as a bapp What is the point of that% the bap een doing
anything...Herculean? Bpe. dst being named and catalogued. And
thats the whole pointWe knav the stoy, we een knav how it ends.
We dort just want to see the lyabither We want the labor paingve
ought to demand the thing, wsaand all. flsomescojs going to stand
up and shout “idar Me!” after a big meal and a lot of drinking, aed e
knowing that its an oldie but a goody liked&ulf, well, stating at the
vely beginning whets our appetite for a good long witake.

My point is @neWith theWind doeshbegin with the burning of
Atlanta. Catch-22 has no bombings on the first page éwall War
and Race launches not in the middle of a battle yiogavut loud, but
rather a ety personal siggle for place at theognupstable, and a fair
amount of Fench that gu need to look up on the footnotes page.
Anyhaw, thee is much to be said for getting tovkm@ople beferyou
put them in harra way

Thee ae wles for writing a ved, but no one kme what theyato
paraphrase anothem$ers(et Mugham) type. Omaybe thése not
rules, but...aspects of narmtivat eaders arcurently in the mood for
But if all stories staout the same way — thenahdo ve diffeentiate
between them?he leel of immediate etement?The inceasing vio
lence or tear or sex or other fascination-factor splashed onto theypg
an eer moe exhausted author stabjeng to please a jaded, sligper
sloped eadership?erhaps.

Perhaps not.

Maybe Il try again, tonight. vé a lot of &y good books on the
nightstand. the waymy daughter igading King “It.” Shés on chap
ter thiee. Tells me sfeea little bit baxd because rightwat’s all about
adults. Be asks me if they all kill themsglvl sigh.Youre on page fifty
of a thiteen-hunded page nel, sveetie. @&e it a chance.

Garry - chief@blotterrag.com
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CAUTION

“There’s a hell of a distance between wise-
cracking and wit. Wit has truth in it; wise-
cracking is simply calisthenics with
words.”

Dorothy Parker (The Paris Review,

Summer 1957)
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“Sea-Monke y N eck lace”

by R. J. Fox

When yu ae a once-bullied
child, you often think about going
back in time and fixingyr child
hood.You think about it a lot.
Sometimesgu deam of changing the
other kids, or changing the situation.
Often, you think about changing
yourself

If | could talk to my childhood
self the first piece of advice | would
give him is this: ddnstat out your
fourth grade gar spding a ®a-
Monkey necklace.

If you aerit fortunate enough to
be aleady familiaiS2a-Monkeys & a
hybrid form of brine shrimp that

also sold in themtinson-®ith
Company catalog, which speaalin

can also be used o SUCK up Teces,
corpses of fallee&Mnkey com
rades, and other debris.

Eager to hatch my wepets, |
filled up the tank and added the water
purifier only to suffer tlmugh what
ewely a-Monkey fan carelate to:
the 24-hour waiting period begdhe

novelties like fake poop and snappingeggs could be add@&tie wait to bring
gum. How could | esist becoming the new life into the world was@wciat

owner of the most fantastic pets to
ewr live and beathe?n fact, | was
guaranteed to “hawmoe fun with
them than any aquaticeatue youve
ewer avned. Wlike make-believtgys,
pet ®a-Monkeys ar really alig and

ing.

When the time finally came to
add the “hstant Lifé packet, | spilled
at least a quar of the contents onto
the counterOnce | escued as many
eggs as | could, | stidrthe contents

are alwayseady and eager to put on awith a spoon for a full minute, setting

shav!”

| got a delux ®a-Monkey kit for
Christmas in first gradé.was loe at
first sight. And though mya@tement
for Sa-Monkeys has newworn off

hatch instantly after adding water andwer the ars, | will ner forget my

are most commonly found in the-sci
ence section abys “R” Us, next to
Magic Rcks and ant farms. And
unlike Lhcle Miton’s ants, &-
Monkeys ddnbite when gien the
oppotunity.

Invented (grmore accurately
maiketed) in 1957 yoHamld von
Brauhut, 8a-Monkeysaughly esem
ble enlarged spermoging to a fey
inches in lengtihey look nothing
like the pictue on their package.
Theyre adettised as long-limbed,
mythical ceatues with a dragon-like
tail and thee horns coming out of
their heads.d® of mermaid and mag
ical. But newer, at any point, would
monkeype an accurate description.

Accoding to their packaging,
“Sea-Monkeys & a tue miracle of
natue.They exist in suspended-ani
mation inside their tiny egg$Hhat is,
until water is added, making them
“real life time traalers asleep in bio

first time.
Fueling my esitement was the

forth in motion the miracle of life.
After mixing my &-Monkey cocktail,

| peeed into the tank, but was unable
to locate any discernable sign of life
through the muky waterThe legiti
macy of the whole aegal was bught
into question. M dad pomptly sug
gested that | hold the tank up to the

misguided assumption that they woul@iindowv and into the light. Lo and

look just like the packaddney didri.
They looked like spernmoss-pollinat
ed with a fetus. &spite my initial dis
appointment, | held steadfast to the
belief that somedahey would lig
long enough to gw into the image of
them depicted on the packagireyt P
of me still belies.

Included in my staar kit was the
traditional plastic aquariunt.dlso
came with thee small, color-coded,
numbeed packets.aeket #1: “Sa-
MonkeyWater Ririfier” Packet #2:
“Sea-Monkey hstant Lifé (the eggs).
Packet #3: “&a-Monkey Gowth
Food.”The kit included a double-

behold, | noticed a hurelit or so tiny
swimming specks, whicler een
more evident when seendagh the
numepbus bubble magnifying glasses
on the side of the tank.

After a fev days, | no longer
needed to find them thugh the mag
nifying glass.

Within a couple of eeks, &a-
Monkeys gw to about half an inch
in siz. Bfoe long, up to tlee quar
ters of an inch, &l on their way to
becoming the humanesque carieatur
on the package!dfle quickly faded
into disappointment oncedalied
they vererit going to gow any larger

sided spoon for feeding purposes: ongor come close to the packadecep

side for bap Sea-Monkeys, the other
for adultsThe packet of food is so

tive playful, cafree depiction in any
siz, shape, or forrm Fairness, they

small, it raises the question: what haglid hae long tails and horns on their

pens when ituns out? ldwe\er, |

logical time capsules for their strangequickly learned thae&-Monkeys usu

journey into the futw!” The chery
on top is the fact thaafiyone can get
peffect esults without any kndedge
of chemisty or biology which was
ideal for a scientifically challenged
youth like myself

Like legions of other ¥ | first
discoered ®a-Monkeys adutised on
the back of comic bookshey ver

www .blotterrag .com

ally dort outlive their food supply
And if by some rar miracle they do,
replacement food can beaed
through the catalog.

One way to help make theneliv

heads, but it still begged the question:
at what point does false etlsing
come into play?

Another disappointing early-dis
covely was the alarming death rate.
What stared out as a bustling village
of aound a hundd living ceatues

longer was to make use of the includeghs quickly cut in halfly initial

“Sea-Monkey Milion-Bubble Air
Pump,” which allevs fesh aygen to
be manually pumped into the water

thought was that theyew sick.
Howeer, | would later come t@aliz
that this was par for the course.
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Another veek or so lateihe ®a-
Monkey apocalypse waduced to a
bakes doen.The only upside to a
smaller population was that | could
give them names, such agffin,
Cupcake, Cheesecakif, Bett,
Ernie, and Chet.

trip to the altat Once ‘hooked,” fer
mer ‘bachelo&a-Monkeys will fill
your tank with oodles of babies—
fast.”

And finally the best thing of all
was the &-Monkey necklace. Ang b
necklace, | ddmrmean a medallion

Sea-Monkeys, as one can imag resembling ae&-MonkeyWhat |
ine, ae indeed, a most playfutar mean is, an actual miniagplastic
ture. The manual is chockfull of itemsbubble hangingdm a ed string that
that can be mail-deed and sent you can place aweof your ®a-
directly to pur doorstep! @e of the  Monkeys into (suctioned with the
items | odeed (for just one dollar “Million Bubble Air Bmg’ of course!)
plus four dollars shipping and han  and cary aound tavn, of in my case,
dling) were “Sa-Monkey 8a- school.

Diamonds, the Anti-@vityToy.” Despite constant teasing, | rRatu
They came in a small packet similar t@lly convinced myself that thegrav
the Gowth Food and mstant Life and jealous and/or didrknow a fashion
contained small, plastic pebbles statement when they saw dfvay
designed to look like diamonds. Afterthe ladies didnflock to me is some
dumping them into the wajehey thing Il newer be able to figarout!
began to float atvious lesls of sus  Wearing it, | felt anvemwhelming
pension. Acoding to the poduct sense of ptection, especiallyofmn
description, &-Monkeys wre sup bullies. Nver mind that the bullying
posed to hava field day with them, was insped to some dezg ly the
tossing them back andtfolike beach necklace itsellt was a vicious dg.
balls, playing soccer een sufing I will newer forget that first day of
on them. h reality the 8a-Monkeys  school. | couldhput that necklace on
ignored them, coming into contact  fast enough. & first, | had to caful
with them only § accident.tisome ly fill the bulb with my little buddies.
times egn esulted in their death, if Though | had my faxrites, | took the
they vere cushed beneath a lethal  first five sucked upyomy pump| felt
Sea-Damond. bad for the ones who didmake the

Other items | admit to dering  pick, but thee would be other days.
through the gars: Gw-Kwickly ®a- Or, so | thought.

Monkey Gowth Simulator Red- My exitement that morning
Magic 8a-MonkeyVitamins, 8a-
Medic ®a-Monkey Medicine, and
Sa-Monkey Binandreat.This last

one was a banana-scenteulpo
because, whatonkeydorit love
bananasPhere was @n a mating
powder (Qpids Arow) “for shy 8a-
Monkeys afraid of marriage...this fab
ulous formula will gevthem a quick

| would get on the first day of school.

of school, elemenyathrough middle
school.

FROM CREATION TO CONTRACT

Ghostwritten/rewritten
over 200 projects

8 Editor and publishing con-
sultant with twenty years of

4 experience helps you capture
attention from top publishers
and agents. Queries, propos-
als, developmental help and
more for fiction and nonfiction.

Hair Designers

Toll-free 866-212-9805
writersresource.us

Laine Cunningham

WRITER’S RESOURCE

This year | had an aquatic
amulet to shield me, filled with an
army of monkeys of the seastf
all, I would finally be able to shar
them with all my classmatesyrand
old alikeThey had onlyead about
Sea-Monkeys at that point. | was-cer
tain thatthiswould be thesar | final
ly gained acceptance.

Well, | cetainly got their atten
tion. At first, nobody seemed to notice
at all. Bit one ly one, they all did.
And though nobody was ingssed,
they vere cetainly entetained.
Though some of my classmates w
genuinely curious, | uas hell wasn
going to stara ®a-Monkey craz
Perhaps if one of the cool kids did, it
would hae been a diffent stoy

“Hey look! Bobl has a hel of
sperm aund his neck!” one of my
tormentors eotaimed.

My amulet was letting mevado.
And all its inhabitants could do was
swim helplesslyaamd.They had no
clue. gnorance tily was bliss.

And hav in the hell did he en
know what sperm waséxssl was
still months awayncidentallythe
same kid wheefered to my pets as
sperm couldihget his hands on my
amulet quickly enough.

Fortunately my teacher came to
my aid, but only to scold mé&\Vty
dorit | just hold on to these—whatev
er they a—for yu. They ae much

owershadwed the usual stomach achetoo distracting.”

S0 she put them in her desk,

In fact, | got stomach aches most dayercing my little buddies into daress

for the est of the day
| spent theest of the day praying

Appointments:
919-286-3732

600 Foster Street
Durham, NC 27701

www.AlteredimageDurham.com
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the necklace woultiteak.

When my teacher gathem
back to me at the end of the,ddne
suggested that ‘dbe they should
stay at home wteethey belong.”

Who was | to argue?

But that eening, | decided that |
wasit going to go den without a
fight. Fom that point fowad, | woe  ished, | was able to single-handedly
my amulet under my shiits weight  sae thiee off the floofwo others
against my chest was oddly cotinfpr were squished.
and | was convinced | could hear soft,  But of all the randome&a-
Sea-Monkey hedbeats in time with  Monkey trivia | shad, the one thing
my ovn. metimes, it would leak, that raised the mostedows was my
sending a warm tricklewdio my insistence thate8&-Monkeys could rise
chest. &metimes, the necklaceeggav from the dead.®8 | wasit crazylt's
off a nastymusty odqgrwhich, of true!The trick is to let the wateragv
course, did nothing to boost my sociabrate after ew last 8a-Monkey is
chances. deadThen add wateAndvoila!

As far aseéa-Monkeys wre con  Instant lifeHallelujah! lllelujah!
cerned, my bulliesvied to feign inter As though gym class wialsad
est in my obsession and | was too
gullible to egn ealie | was being
teased. @ maybe | was just in denial.
| actually thought thé&lybe impessed
by my lifetime membership Tine
Fellonvship of the &et Sciety of
Sea-Monkey Scientistso®@etimes, |
would sha random factsoFexam

ple:

an entie playgrund mocked me.
Looking back, it mbably wadn
the wisest me to beak davn into
tears as | describedea-$3bnkey spill
and its subsequemscue mission.

day vearing my amulet. | honestly
assumed my teacher wollldive a
shit.

“Fox!" my gym teacher shouted.
“What ae you doing with that damn
thing on in gym class?”

For the ecod, this guy was as
bad as my bullies fact, one couldn

“Did you knaw, that NASA once
flew S2a-Monkeys to outer space to
test gravity effect on animals born in
a gravity-e envonment?he result?
They gew bigger and faster!”

“No!We didrt! Isrit that some
thing, guys?” one of my bullies said,
holding back laughter

In the meantime, | cluelessly

this guyIf you were a jock, qu were
in his clubIf not, you were a constant
target, aidedybhis minions. Aka, my
peers.
“Put it in your lockerBetter t,
flush them dan the damn toilet!”
This mandate was extended to
the swimming pool, aslly simulta

rambled on about the distinct person neously squashing myam of swim
alities of my &-Monkeys, the way

ming with my beleed pets and spar

452 1/2 WEST FRANKLIN, CHAPEL HILL « 368-9308
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some kids would talk about their G.I.
Joes, their pets, or their girlfriends, as

ing them fom death ¥ chlorine.

My insistence onearing the
necklace raises a logical questiet,
probably seral questions, but the
main one is about my pats.Why
didnt they tiy to stop me? Come to
think of it, my paents ceainly didrt

Though most of my little buddies per help my cause on sead occasions.

But, looking back, | am eternally
grateful that they didrforce me to
leae my necklace at home, justras I’
grateful that—during that sanesay—
they didrt talk me out of buying the
Beastie Bgs “License tdlT album
when they would hapefered that |
buy the soundtrack Brease,dut |
digress.

| still hae ®a-Monkeys to this
day And Im astoundedybhaow little
anything has changdthe packaging.
The tank.The spoon.tk all timeless,

enough, | decided to come to class osespended animation, much lika-S

Monkeys themsels.

Wheneer | go into a tp stoe, |
always make it a point to look feaS
Monkeys and feel a twinge of disap
pointment when | ddinsee themnl
fact, | gauge ayastoes woth by
whether or not they cgri&a-
Monkeys on their shel: O a ecent

create a mercliché gym teacher than visit toToys “R” Us, | noticed aark

ety of diffeent types of tanks witlaw
ious themes such as pirates, outer
space, and ew a pink tank aimed at
girls, including a ‘filendship Locket,”
the feminine equalent of my neek
lace. 1 only | was able to find a female
friend during childhood who skdr

my passion.

Not only do | still haey ®a-
Monkeys, but I still havmy &a-
Monkey necklace, stdraway in a
box of childhood memories along with
my fake poop andmit. Brery nov
and then, | consider filling the neck
lace upThen | emember the teasing
and lea® it behind, but | will ner
leae behind the lessons it taught me.
\'%
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HH Ope”
by N . E. M atin

Birdie pragd that @d hated her
as much as she hated hilre faused
on the sidealk to inhale, felt her
lungs sell as they e supposed to,
not bared ly unspoken blasphemy
and meed againythe exhal&he
gray skiesewe a comfder apund the
city, their cushion stuffed with the
down of geese honking. RRain poked
and podded and lmught color to her
cheeks, but at least it hid the tears.

ner of 4th and Min, was a geode on
QundaysThe outside wasaed in
dak stone, the rain beatwlo and
sculpted it into jagged edges,,gray
damp but the inside: a glorious colli
sion of cystals. Candles flickdron

the ounded edges of higltlavays

made fom the same bnzy gold
material as the door but not so worn
by weatherTapestries of a&Bian
intensity lined the walls, a glyptic

White into gray into nearly black sootframing, theed a shade dar than
soiled sneakers made no sound agaitis \elet pillov that lined the oak

the paement, but quickly became
soaked in the cigdte-butt lined pud
dles. 8e walked fastdthe smell of
thick air and grime and smoke and

pews.The congegation did not notice
Birdies late enyr, they sang with the
choir Men and women, mostly mid
dle aged with a couple of kids dis

hotdog stands merged into one as hgvlayed font and centestood draped
thin black hair was soaked, clinging ton golden obes a e steps &m the

her scalp in unen clumps.
Birdie wanted to spith8d neer
spat on the gund befog; she

first pev. Birdie stood at the back,
dripping, forming a puddle under
neath her shoes, watching. An older

thought it was nasty when she wouldwoman—tinywhite, age fommg her

pass a consttion site and see tdar
hat headed men form a wad of galiv

limbs inwad, dressed inuBidays
best—pursed her lips and gthr

made ey contact with the man next
to her whose wrinkledesylooked as
though h&l had a pgmatue midlife
crisis. H was dissed in a button-
down too large at the shoulders and
too small at the gutirdie quickly
looked away dm the man as her
stomach sques itself in the way
guts do right befermaking a noise,
and she felt her body lapping hungrily
inwad to her cag. Her left leg
bounced up and @m, but she didin
notice. 8e just strained her neck and
landed her @p on the man dictly
behind the chaiHe did not meet her
stae. No, he just didhsee her

She held her seat like a man pet
rified of flying held onto the first
plane hd been on ingars. tér skin
was close in shade to that of the heavi
ly finished oak, but as her leg bounced
more rapidly and her fingers sgade
strained, scratched thevpthe white
of her bonesverpavered her color as
her fingers achmatizd.

Her nose twitched, something
smelled like—citrs? Be sniffed.
Olfactoy did not decee; the chuh
exuded a lemon incense, lemon with a
Forida beee that hinted orange. A
smell thateminded her of childhood:

in their mouths and catapult it to the Birdie saw and crawled into the closeBair bushed on Mmmys lap sum

ground, but she was alone and she
wanted to spit.t#& spat. A tiny dp

seat.
The music continued, siiing

mer air drifting in fom the kitchen
open windw, soft cookies and ice

of liquid, not as elegant as the tear nand swaying, and the audienceedo cubes in tea to complement the sun
as vile as urine, joined the masses ofwith it, slavly to the left then back to erasing de from grass thateyy taller

raindiops on their way to theogind.

the right.The chuch, Brdie ealized,

She looked to find it, but the spit had was a geode in shape, anders

already anished into the puddle$eS
felt the same.

She arried at the cheh to hear
voices singing with emotion iaices,
sticky and sustaininghe double door

Box in spirit. &e stifled a giggle at the
irony of it: a chwh reminded her of a
myth. k gae hope to the hopelegs. |
filled souls with the prism of light that
reflected backdm the stained glass

housed a family of metal designs witldepictions ofekus as though the glar

brass twirled in lines and &8, thick

ing light flom a pictue of the son of

then thin, as erratic as a kid entering @od would somelomake the weer

maz with a school of chitr, far too
excited ly the possibility of finding
the center to be botleer with a pat
tern, a style, aute. kgures vere
cawved in thoughout. O the top
right, a bealed man. A whiteobed
woman sad her armsamnd the
middle of the leffThree cucifixes
were separated with two on the right
and one on the left.

The chuch, tucked into the cor

a distantelative. The hope, hae\er,
was at the bottom of thexyducked
behind the pedestal of a pastor
prayer. For thee to be that hope tleer
had to be the usadeslhere had to
be wars, therhad to be bloodshed,
there had to be station, miser, a
reason to fall oroyr knees and kiss
the feet of someone whegched it
was all pamof a plan.

Birdie consided leaving.t&

The Preg‘naﬂt Mare

or
The Guys
in The Crate
af The Jont

Garrison Somers

art by Susan Connors

On Amazon - of course....
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in resistance to thesekly muover.

She looked backver to the pas
tor, and the incenseegr too stong.

Its paver tiptoed under tongue and
left a sadtid residue; that delicious
smell she sared turned vile with
memoy. Their rainy city had no open
fields, no sunny summeeaings, no
dew spoiled grass to legqwoets &m
bling. Her palms loosened on the
pen's seat. Er daughtés tiny image
flooded her thoughts as she gaay
no, hoped to add the scent to her
memoy as wll. They could sharits
sweet scent, stait anywher besides
hee.

Thinking of her child made
Birdie miss the ending note of the
choir She missed the people of the
chuich joining hands and harmoniz | beliee in God.” He paused, expect
ing, or at least attempting to, feeling ing silence, but the rain did not
connected and infinite as though the oblige; it continued to tap and titter
song could end but theimeal cals on the oof. “There is a time in all of
braided together in an eternal commuour lives, myself included, thag w
nity. Birdie looked upslightly beil- must ask oursels this questiofihere
dered, when the hall quieted. is a point in our les whexr we will

The members of the choir took question belief, in questioning one
their seats with aWepraises dm belief we must question all faitim |
mothers and fathers to trmupger response, | asked the how he
membersThe pastor steppedv¥ad  knew the sun was coming up in the
to his podium. l¢ was in that ageless morning, hav he knes all storms will
time of a mda life—some&hee ewentually end, e he knes summer
between tventy-five and fay. It made would fall to winterThis bg, a bright
no diffeence. Bown hair brown eys, young man, understood my point.
white skin, white teeth when he There ae things in this worldev
smiled. Dmples that captad the know, things that & accept asuth.
audience attention mar than any of God is the ultimate uarealed wth.”
his wods.The taste in iBdiés mouth
turned fom a tad too much cits to a
bite of ptting fish pomised to hay
been caughtdsh that morning.

“Thank you, choir for leading
that beautiful péormance!” &stor
Matthevs spead his wals, sawring
their flawr. He stetched esty vowel,
e\ery consonantesonance bounced
off the chuehs walls and echoed
through the ears of the audience. H

CREATIVE
METALSMITHS

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

www.creativemetalsmiths.com
Weekdays 11 - 6 * Saturdays 10 -5 + Sundays 12 - 5

smiled.The audienceeturned a grin.
Birdie did not. 8e squezed her hands
on her seat again thenved them
onto her lap whershe twiddled her
thumbs.

“It is a blessedisday todaya
truly blesseduiday Do you knav
why that is, folksThe cowd mut
tered incohantly He continued to
smile as though his grin wagrsen
and the dimplesee the impdect
mak whee the string had been knot
ted and cut. tlis a blessedisday
becauseoy ae hee and | am her
and ve canelish in the glgrof our
God.

“I was apprached Y a child in
this last wek, a little bg and he

of all things holy
“We hae our faith, w need our

help us in this worldVe must do
more than has faith.We must lge:
love those next tay, love your fami
ly, love your friends, e the Edh,
love God, love me as | i@ you, love
and love and lge.

“But een then, w ae missing
something. Corinthians 13:13 puts it
best.” He mwed wer to his platform
and took out a black leather bound
Bible, larger than those tucked into
ewely pav, perhaps a collectoedi
tion. He flipped to a page, smiled
again, then looked back to the audi
ence as though the book wasoa po
the shwv hed aleady memored.

www .blotterrag .com

“And nav these tlee emain: faith,
hope and he.” He shut the bookt |
snapped sharply and a distracted
teenage lyoa fev rows ahead ofiilie
jumped, “d course, the quote goes on
to say ‘Bt the geatest of these is
love! And although e may be the
greatest, & often neglect to hopéu
are all people of faithbu hae poved
that much lg meely shwing up
today You ae kind people, people |
know and lee, Your healis ae open

to all those aund you. But what do
you see of the fute® $ it bright?d it
sunny? ©is it weakenedybthe
clouds of rain that swund us no?
We must hope that people good
and that it will be bright because—"

asked me a question; he asked me why “Father Matthevs?” Bdie

chirped, heraice a pale gossamesro
his stone foundation.d3pite the
audiencs pevious silence, the hall
still quieted, rain softening its fall to
make oom for her wice.The pastor
stood with his mouth ajarut off
mid-sentence andady to continue
his sermon, his lips lopsideshirsus
prise, egs wrinkled and squinting in
accusation of whamvdaed to inter
rupt. Brdie stood and the pastor lost a
shade.

“Father Matthews,” she looked
him in the eg, her hands tucked
belav the back of the closesivpe
hide their shakingh® glanced aund
the audience. t#ry for interupting
ewenyones sevice,” she fought the urge

The audience sighed in the spiritto run her hand tlough her hair

“No. No, I'm not sory. This needs to
be, | need to...”I® inhaled. %

faith. But I'm afraid faith alone cannotexhaled. & looked back to the pastor

“Father | hawe a question.”

“Ask awaysisterer—”

“Birdie. Bur-dee. h surprised
you dort remembet She laughed; a
guttural sound that was without
humor it sounded an age far teg
her avn. Deep and huskg prisonés
laugh with the servity of a waten.
“Actually I'm not surprised.”H&
became a contradiction: her apologetic
child fought with her steadfast mother

“Not hee,” he tried.

“Yes hex. Only hee.” The citlus
was still stmg, but that wairihe
scent in her noseh&smelled cotton
and swat. 8metimes it could be a
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simple smell, a soft smell, a fasner
cologne and the passoaoma. e
remembexd hav that smell hadver

that didrt go away when she sqade
her nostrils shutYbu see, &hey”
then distracting hersétactuallyfor
the time being,m going to callgu
Dylan. Not Father Too much iony—
dorit you think?”

shouldve left when she had the
chance, her héaher daughtér hedr

you belieg in God?™
“Please ddndo this hes. Im

cheeed. $e looked to the audience tosorry, I'm so sog Oh lod, please,
whelmed all her other senses, a smekxplain. “Lilis father hurme when |

wasit his pefect houssife.
Sometimes | was and he hit me-any
way He pushed me rdar when he
came home dnk with his buddies.
People complimented me ra@n my
complexion when | stad wearing

He could no longer meet heeey makeup to oeer up the kuises.

becoming fascinatey bis shoes and
the gound next to them. id skin

“| stayed for my little one.”lt&
stopped ancemembexd kissing her

grew moee pallid: a chameleon leaninglaughtes foehead befershe left this

against the mooithe audience was
torn. Do they look twvads the ner-
ous woman whoseesywerre a geyser
about to anpt or to their beled pas
tor who couldihlook up at all?dther
Matthev's neck itched. éldid not
scratchThe itch took his motionless
ness as invitation to spd dwn his
back, branch out at his armsyddis
legs until ean the tips of his toes
twitched. Hs body was in flames
while Brdie swam in theetelling, no

morning.The rain had sleed to a

Birdie,” he haikd. Tears setamed
down his face asell: He cried not for
her pain, not for hisget, but for the
mess he would reto clean up with
his peviously adoring audientae
indoor wateworks kept the city rain
pouring.

She did not hear him, would not
hear him. “I askedby hav the Bble
was any diffent than a stgrtold by
Shakespearor faulkner oradyce,
other than itseadability A laugh, the

crawl and then a halt. “I used to pick guttural one. “I demanded an explana

her up and spin heraamd, she told
me she felt like she was flyifggdS
giggle and giggle and thehtdé fly
ing.” Fause. Then, a fe nights ago,

he came home when | had her in my

arms. H¢ was furious, futilely furious
with no cause for his anger but our
joy. And the liquarl could smell its
dizzy cloud on his é&ath, on his
clothes, on our home as soon as he

rain inside to mask her soon arriving enteed the house. | toldy, Dylan,

tears.

“Dylan, yes that sounds befter
wouldrt consider myself naiv
Perhaps that in and of itself is pajv
but | dorit think so What you, what

that | decided to leawvhen he
pushed us to theaynd. Lily fell and
hit the gound and stéed cying.” A
this point, so wasiflie. A fev
women in the audience, those with

you did...” No tears, she told herself children, felt their egs damperihe

no tears.What you did was not my

men felt bad aseN. Not bad enough

fault.” She pursed her lips and lookedto cty, but still bad. ®course they

through him. *You appoached me,
introduced gurself—'Bther Mathevs
of Frst Rotestarit—when | could
baely see straighturprised | can
rememberactually this time she gig
gled genuinelyts sincerity made him
cringe. “l bet gure surprised |
remember tao

“You wete still in ypur religious
garb so | confided iroy. Mustve
thought it was some form of a
Catholic confessional shit or some
thing like that. The audience was

did: not all men e like Lilys father

The childen who had been dragged to

church wondezd hav long it would
be until the seice waswer.

“| can take a lot, but, like | told
you, as soon as Lily comes into it...”
she trailed off and migle left it thee
if she didit see the pastor open his
mouth to espond. “Dnt you dae.”
She paused agairheSlet her memypr

tion of God. | told the stor of Lilys
father Do you remember whabwy
said?ou were still tying to be helpful
at this point.”

“Please.”

“Hold on, I looked it up befer
came. Een if | dort hawe the Eble
memoried, Im pretty pepaed, doft
you think?” she asked rhetorically
then pulled the iBle flom her pe.

The button-davn man leaned away as
she eached den. ‘Aha, hee it is: ‘Db
not be afraid; do not be discouraged.
Be stong and courageodsis is

what theLod will do to all the ene
mies yu ae going to fightbshua
10:25. | mean, what did | expect-ask
ing a pastor?uBquoting the Ble to
justify God... do yu knav what

thats like?”

No response.l8nce was expect
ed. Brdie spoke with merstength

now as though she wasfpening a
sermon of herven, an anti-sermon.

“Thats like if | told yu I could
get this ceain stick off the gund, of
proper sig and textw and age, and
wa\e it anund in just the coect
manney | could makeagu levitate.

drop in the form of salty tears that fellAnd, lets say in the scenarioyyhae

from her egs and onto her lipBhey
tickled. $e licked them awdy was

torn again—Ilaugh at the Catholic jabin thee trying to figue out hav |

or scwvl at the foul language on a
saced $Sinday? “I told qu why | was
drinking. I-I told you why id left the
father of my child, of my Lity
Birdies egs glaad aer She felt the
words of a memgrpour though her
lips without consent: asam no dam
could contain. idr head told her she

would pay for us, wheet would wdk,
what | could do after doing nothing
but taking ca of my girl. And next
thing | know, | can bagly see straight.
“Thats whee you come in! | saw
your coss and, though | am noung
boy, | beliee | askedou that same
guestion,” she whispel;, “‘How can

some sense abootuyand gu tell me
that you dort beliee me. H say
something the lines,’bshe stood
straighter and folded her hands: an
impersonation. “©course, &her
Mathevs, of courseoy dort! |
hawerit shavn you my evidencest}™”
She cackled.
“l would reach into my bag and
confirm the stor with a book: a big,
leather-bound copy ofatty Rotter”
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“I love Harry Potter!” A ten gar
old girl whispexd to her motheghe
was shushed.

“| cartt pick up a stick and make
things levitate, and no book, no mat
ter hav good, can make that st
matter hav geat it would be for @&l
to be omnipotent, for i to hae all
our pioblems wded out, for Hm to
be eal, no book can make thatYou
had nothing to say to thatobting
aboutthe sun coming out tomwor
any Annie crap like thau suggest
ed | go home. | aged.You decided to
take me home. | said | was alright.
You insisted.The thoughts she want
ed to say ward with the wats she

her; they meed to touch her waist,
her stomach, herdasts, her neck,
choking her to keepofn rewealing
him. “She saw whaioy did to me,
Dylan.” There was no rain outside,
but no sun eitheHad the congga
tion gone outside, they woilidseen
sullen, puffy clouds, swollearfr the
skys tears.

“Father Matthevs?” Her wods
returned to a whisper

“Birdie,” his chokedoice staed
with a gurgle but managed to finish
the name with an t&ulate ée.

“You pieach to all these people
about hope, hope for Chisssake.”
She stuggled to continue, tears made

could; she prayg that he hated her as her wice quier like a violinist prae

much as she hated him.

“Do you knav that moment
when yu first wake up in the mern
ing?When yu stetch, efreshed, and
you can stillemembergur deams,
but by the time guve stepped out of
bed, theye aleady anished.” ¢
nodded, the audience nodded, she
continued to look tlmugh him but all
he saw ate her empty eg on his. “I
woke up this morning to a nightrear
And it didrit go away when | pulled

ticed vibrato, and he could not look a
her nor the audiencEhey all watched
him now. He did not want to experi
ence their sincerity: to do so would b
to get a glimpse of a godless world.
“You gie these people the hope that
you hae stolen im me."Ther was a
prelapsarian anguish in heice; her
breath sped ygheeksed, egs wild,
lost, hopelessh& studied him and he
studied the gund.

“And naw these tlge emain:

off my ceers.” Brdie esisted the urge faith, hope and \@. You told us that

to look devn and memorezthe num

we neglect to hope.adyibe gure

ber of vet spots on her worn sneakergight. But maybe that because, in

and instead looked datly to the
giant wooden oss that hung behind
the pastoiThen she looked to him,
truly to him nav. “Lily was in the
room, Dylan. Be stays in theiwhen
I'm out late and caraffoid a bapsit
ter. She says it smells like me in¢her
so she feels safe.”

She emembexd his hands on

Q00®
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your world, ®d leags us nothing to
hope for She looked to the wooden
floor and let her mouthsalia swim
in the silence.h® waited for it to
gather like rain in awser

She spat. & felt the same.
“‘“Amen.” v

“Who gav e these idio ts
microphon  es?”
Tuesday s at 10:00PM

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

The Dream
Journal

real dreams, real weird

Please sed excerpts from
your own dr eam journals.
If nothing else, wd’love to
read them. We wont pub-
lish your whole name.
mermaid@blotterrag.com

Sometimes | wake up because |
smell smoke. @&ar panic, $it up

and sniff like a beagle, wonderirlg

if | left the stge on or something
outside is burning or some thir
possibility lcart yet deduce
becausedm \ely sleepydak out
side and what time is it, anyway
But the smell of smoke is gone
from eerywhee exept in my
memoy. What was | draming?
That | was burning leas, back in
my paent$yad - maple and
horse-chestnut less/mostly gr
but just damp enough with melt
ing frost to kick up a ha2 @

was it that incense | used to bur

in my first apament, sandigood
- ridiculously stmg and musky
but it was my house andduld
do what Iwished in it, like not do
the dishes until the first cooich
came snooping to see what all t
fuss was about and thdmekame
a white tornado with my sponge
and cleaning solution (which
cockoaches will consume as an
alternatie to food, mas the
pity.)

Nothing. Just the sound of the
fish-tank filter pump in the next
room. No smoke, no #&. Go
back to sleep

Hedy - cyberspace

N
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“Comin g Cl ean”

We're lookin g fory ourh onegw ord s of r edemptio n, tellin gu s that
thin gfromy ourp astthaty ouw antto get of fy ourc hed.
An onymously , of ¢ our se. mermaid@blotterrag.com

Epi sode 1 - T he Receptionis t:

Long, long ago in a time somee betveen the switchbahof Lily Tomlin jests
and the endlesprompts$ of todays telephonic trauma, tleewas once a person
reachable at the other end of the lihe.eé®sered politelyand put pu thiough
to your paty.

| was such a person, in neyirst joh from which | hoped to wkmyself up tg
greater thingslhis job equied no moe than a grat speakingice and gram
matical grasp of the language, a pleasant demeanor and a pleasing visagg¢ for the
foot traweller to the door of this corporation.

Telephonics &e rapidly changing during this timewNelephone systemesmsy
introduced ¥ still contolling Ma Bell monthly My boss had pesed them all
without decision.t, the old one clunked along with not enough lines for oyr
constantly gmwing firm.
Until the dayThe day | put dan my full cup of tea too alptly and watched inj
horror as it sloshedofn the cup in a mini tsunami andedited itself into the
telephone console.

During the ensuingerks, the phone calls comingefirected themseads, got
lost into the oblivion of electric fog that was moour phone systeifihe boss
was foared into decisiness and was finallytfiooming with a ng up-to-date
communication systemohne was the wis@ut | hae felt guilty all these marjy
decades. | feel almost gmifhanks, eaders.
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“Jenna At T he Constructio n Site”

She has this admiration

that een she cérexplain

for the guy up on the high dgr
in yellov had-hat and &st.

It's not like she figes
thers any commonality
between her job and his
other than that they both
hawe their names pinned
to their chest in plastic.
And their personalities
are suely as far apgar

as Rtelgeuse ancdghdad.

But she espects whaoav

does the tough sometimesydivoik

that unwittingly makes her life happen.
Like those who stick

their heads den severs

or teach ungainly kids

to bus estaurant tables.

Besides, for all her

well-paid office job

and burgeoning sophistication.
she cdnhelp noticing

that hés a hunk

and the 1Q, the good taste.
the self-@spect.

behind her gazingesy

would be better sed

by looking the other way

But then he has to go

and wag davn at her

like hés been checking her out &.w
What gall, she says to herself

She feels compmised...

and fom both diections.

TwobyJ
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“"OnlyP artly Lef t My H eart”

| dont know what to make of my time iarsFancisco
| | was living dentown, close to the business center
ohn G rey close to the petty also
Like the good times and the bad times,
youd newer knav they vere within a fe/ blocks of each other

It was the nineteen eighties|lwepnd the classic sixties,
ewen the self-sang sesnties.

a kind of no-mds decade that couldjust happen to me
but requied my constant integntion.

| was ly myself and | was with others.

| was wdking and | was stuckytng to find a job
There ae stories | could tell that make me wonder
why theye some of my most closely dedrseets.

In the end. whatev was holding me tteer
wasft enough to pent me fom moving on.

| could hae stagd but hav do yu tell the locals
that | once ligd in @&n Fancisco

| had to get awaydim thee and then tell it.
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R.J. Fox i s the award-winning writer of several short stories, plays, poems, a memoir, and 15 feature length screen-
plays. Two of his screenplays have been optioned to Hollywood. His first book - a memoir entitled Love & Vodka:
My Surreal Adventures in Ukrainewas previously published by Fish Out of Water Books. His most recent publication
was a collection of essays entitled Tales From the Dork Side. His work has been published in over 30 literary mag-
azines and journals. He is also the writer/director/editor of several award-winning short films. His recent stage
directing debut led to an Audience Choice Award at the Canton One-Acts Festival. Fox graduated from the
University of Michigan with a B.A. in English and a minor in Communications and received a Masters of Arts in
Teaching from Wayne State University in Detroit, MI. In addition to moonlighting as a writer, independent filmmaker
and saxophonist, Fox teaches film and literature in the Ann Arbor Public Schools, where he uses his own dream to
inspire his students to follow their own. He has also worked in public relations at Ford Motor Company and as a
newspaper reporter. He resides in Ann Arbor, MI. His website is www.foxplots.com, or follow him on Twitter
@foxwriter?.

N.E. Matin is from Georgia, and has lived in North Carolina, but currently lives in a New Jersey suburb. Next year,
she plans to attend University of lowa to study English and Creative Writing. This is her first publication.

John Grey is an Australian poet, US resident. Recently published in the Tau, Studio One and Columbia Review with
work upcoming in Leading Edge, Examined Life Journal and Midwest Quarterly
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