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Item s Worth M entioning

fromt he desk of J ohn ny P ence

To Theeand T hine

| just love Christmas-spending tenty dollars each oslatives who wijl
in turn spend tenty dollars on me, all of us perpetuatingle aiyQd Navy
sweaters that will beturned. Gtta do our parfor the economylori we?
also lge cating a bap and two dogs axss thee states to fullfil some dan
filial obligation to my shatest and dispersed family; thosengy thid-
string egifted cookiesetail stoes full beynd firecode capacity; Christ
tunes sungybthe likes of Eher and Celineibn, endlessly Woo-woo-v¥
yeah-ing out a single syllable in agadly interminableexsion of “Ben
Night.” | fucking loe it.

That said, hope wur holiday season iseaf Imay be an incurapl
Scooge, but hes a Christmas wislofn me to thee and thine:

| hopegu get enough of wioatwant and all of whatyneed.

There.

Time Once Again

Time to beg, that isldase, please, pleasegyleasee could eally uge
some helpFather Christmas, gws some ad salespeoplesitesdys, dr
something to bring in awebucks. DBrit mess aund with those silly ys.

If you, Dear Raderhawe a little fee time and would be willing ty
some ad sales for us,will do what @ can to make it wibryour while. h
NC, contact Muty. In GA orVA, get in touch with me. Contact info vep
there in the Masthead. And liligse, [2ar Raderif you happen to be a by
nessener or someone who would benedihfan ad in our pages would
benefit fom your money

And Since You A sked

Regular eaders ofhe Bottermight emember some discussion ab
book, a neel in fact, writtenypyours tuly. I've un ads for it and em pub
lished a little eerpt.Those eaders with good memories mightembetha
this book,Waking U (Trevisi Rblications, wwivevisipublications.cor
was due out at the earlytpdr05.

And some of thosegular@aders with good memoriesshasen writin
to ask wha up with the book, when they catleora copywhether itl bg
in stoes, and things like thatell, Iwish Ihad moe information or bett
news, but it might be awhile befdhe book is ewm in print. Nobody eally
knows hav long itll be nav.

As happens with@v hotshot publishing companies and equally h
authors, this book has been @elagit if it can happen with hotshot
guess it can happen with me too

The Botteris still the best (public) soarof information about the bo
and yure welcome to keep asking me about it.

D

—ediot@blotterrag.com
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All God's Children Got Guns

for Be th K eiser

by M elissa Watkins Starr

chael prayl, kneelingyp saw it purself today when ...”
R»E]e white metal daybed in Rachael stopped mid-sentenc
er apament, “Cur the sound of leaking glass.h&

Father which &rin heaen, halleed looked up and saw a man con
be thy name.” I® fowned andthrough her side windo with the
looked out the winde “I want to afternoon sun at his back.
stop right her, God, and explain “Jesus Christ on a bike!" s
something. Ve taken gur name inYelled, clapping her handsewo her
vain seeral times todajve said ‘@d heat, “Youre the anser to my|
and ‘@susand e een said G-D; andPrayers!” 8e ran wver and thew her
you knav what that stands fdsut | self on him and pepger him with
didrit mean anythingyhit, God.” kisses, until something in his st%

Rachael pushed her floral priftade her stoghe pushed his ch
skitt under her knees, closed hesegidevays to examine his ofite
and continued, Thy kingdom come,instead. t¢ hadi shaed in sesral
thy will be done on dhras it is in days, so he had agged, sexy log
heaen.” $ie twisted her hands and Bitat 'eminded her of &frison Brd.
her lip “I really want that, &l. This “Youre gorgeoudVhats your name
world is so semed up | know it darling?” she asked.
would be better if people didhrow ~ The man bushed her hands aw
candy wrappersaand and let theirand said, “Ladyl thought Il seer
dogs crap in public et t disturbs €\erything until nev. Cart you seg
me, Lod, that people dwn kittens that Im hee to ob you?”
and such, being too chintzy to spay or Rachael shgged and pushed
neuter their pets. Anywayhink you hair behind her ear§Véve all got ou
know a lot of us ¥rto do right. | prayfaults, honeyl had a eal poblem
ewely night that | wolh go to hell for with profanity until this spring.”He
cussing some salesman on the phdganed in and smiled big.

Rachaelapeated the first lines of The man put his hand in his c{
the pragr to find her place and pickdipcket. “Bick offlady I've got a gun.
up with, “Gve us this day our daily Rachael pinched his cheek
bread.” 8e eleased a long, tiaigh. said, Youve got a gun.ve got a gun
“Now, God, Im still waiting on thatAll Gods childen got guns.” t&
to come though. | heat that par pulled a 9 mm out of her dkgocket
means all our needs, not just fogfd pointed it at him.
and Im shot this month. | need He looked eer her skinny fram
sixty-five dollars to pay the light bilgnd laughed.Women like gu dort

e [Feam lourmal
real dreams, real w

sci-fi coincidence

| dreamed | was hanging out with Sting,
who was showing me around the new
Star Wars movie set. He'd taken over for
George Lucas and was now the big cre-
ative mind behind the picture. He was
feeling pretty depressed because the
movie wasn't very good. We walked over
to some Habitat for Humanity houses he
was also building and | felt comfortable
enough now to tell him that he was
pretty much just a lame wussy laughing-
stock. | could tell it hurt his feelings a
little, but also that he needed to hear it.
The Police were brilliant, but what was
he doing now? Superbowl halftime med-
ley duets? Come on. And to think that he
was cool enough to write and direct the
next Star Wars movie was just silly.

| dreamed that my local scenester
newsweekly had published some Star
Trek fan fiction in which Kirk and Spock
were marooned on a planet where it was
a rural Southern 1930s depression.
There were ruins of a Tibetan Buddhist
monastery out by the river, and some of
the poor Southern folks still had some
Tibetan blood. Kirk, realizing that he was
stranded for good, became a Buddhist
ascete with Spock helping him learn.
Spock had somehow become a
Rastafarian and was teaching the locals
to grow lamb's bread. The story was a
pretty entertaining read, involving a mira-
cle cure of some kind, and lots of bacon
(despite the Buddhism and
Rastafarianism). | was disappointed
though, because it was my idea but
someone else published it first.

—J.P,, Athens

Please send ea&rpts fom your
dream journals to elnny a
mermaid@blotterrag.co.n

and aside &m that, Im staving for a know haw to use gunsvhat kind of
man, but esry time | see a goo@ullets pu got in that thing, set
prospect, something goesmg.You cheeks?”

If nothing else, & love td
read them.We worit publish
your whole name.

dird
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TROPHIES
ITIES
McCALLUM

sarah mccallum will be's
with cahty dailey al HE'G
restaurant in athens, GA;
december

the works in the grit Sho

sort seen heresoft sculptu
unlikely animals, alongwi
dreamy fragile paintings
faces and thread held on
with straight pins. sarhst
also be seen at the hep @
tiques, helix and agora.
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“Hollow points,” Rachael sai&nd dopped gu from the sky?”
and she cocked the gun, thinking he When he didhrespond, she said,
BRAN CE was about toeach out and grab it:Tell me, 8m, do pu belieg things

C HAP E L H | L “They make a hole smaller thanhappen for aeason?”

dime going in, bigger than a baseballSam thought about it for awe
B O O K S H O coming out.” minutes. Be watched his irritated

and The man swaleed had. She look gow contemplatie. A last he
motioned to the daybed. &k a said, “8re ladyLike me meetingou
- e R B -Ral scat.When he sat, she askadhy hee under unusual cirmstances and
dorit you shav me wpur gun? | want tolike, for example, once | walsbing a
present see whose is the biggest.” place, and | saw some lady had left a
He didrt move, so she said, KO faucet unning. Her bathtub was
| got it. Yodre bluffing, or talkingabout to ®erflow, so | turned the
Our Latest about something elde that case, Iwater off to keep her housenir
EFIOUS hope wurs is...uh...” Be trailed off flooding. That sot of thing. Yeah, |
. and blushed, but kept her 9mmias meant to be tlegt
therary Event pointed at him. We can talk about Rachael was quiet for a moment,
that later After all, v haert ewen then she gasped and aské@s that
introduced oursedg.” §e made a fit the little blue house with black shut

. . tle cutsey “I'm Rachael Bets. Andters davn on Acadia Dive?”
with SpeCIaI guests youre?” Sm grinned. The ety one. 8

The Ur ban H[ «  'Rexfod, Sxmuel Rxfod.” He you head about that?”

. offeed his right hand, but Rachael “Yes, but the woman who ds/
Maga2|ne refused to take it. thele said she thought thebber
He turned his palms upWVhats stated to take a bath, then changed

. wrong? | thought | was the aeswo his mind. Hmmm.... 8 she left the
f”day: de C. 1 your pragrs.” faucet unning?ou knaw, that would

7:00 p.m. “'d like to see some ID, Mhawe been an awful meske Slidrt

C h ape | H | | | N Rexfod,” she said. tgely you under come home until the next day

p ’ stand, sinceanhaerit met under ideal  “No kidding? &There you go |
. circumstances.” did her a eal sefice.” &m leaned

SV GO EEIEN simuel olled his ess andaachedback against someffred pillavs. “I
presentBlotter authors, dists for his wallet. | checked sal would appeciate it if gud clear that

Pnci)lsés;egrc]iidn Sgefgl% guestpeq pockets, beferhe looked ug'Sorry up with the ladyif you get a chance.”

lady | must hag left it in the cdr “No poblem.” Rachaegsted her
(Sign-up for open spaces, 5 Se petended to bite a fingernatight hand and the gun in her |@ot
time limit for open mike readRESERRLEVIRECLYIA she didi take her finger off the trig
“Stop mocking me,” he said. fQger
, course | locked it.” Sm glanced at his watcho,*S
branch's chapel She staed at him until he tlew hawe you decided what to do with me
hil hmkﬁm d up his hands and asked/Hat?” yet?” he asked.
Zifl-SVi?I.agel%ltarza.. “I'm trying to decide what to do Rachael nawed her ess. “No,
919.968.9110 with you, Mr. Rexfod ... am? | gues¢'m still thinking.”

youre trying to be an honest man. They both sat still for a couple of
Why else wouldoy say qu were hee minutes, then &@n nudged Rachael
to rob me when | was willing tehoe with his foot and saidptire a
beliee that &d had pickedop up pretty ladyTell me aboutgurself

www.branchsbookshop.co

and happy holidays to you, tod
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Rachael giggled and lookedmio  Rachadd thioat staled burning as  Sam glanced at his watch again.
at her hands. “I déirknow what to he pinched his waidle was leadinfExcuse me, but could | usauy rest
say| like to cook andead adentue me onshe thought. Er hands &m room?”
novels.” Her egs flitted back andled slightlybut she kept heroice Rachael nodded and gestiuto a
forth befoe she said,You piobably light and asked, “t4v do yu get rid door aanss theaom. “Hey dort be
worit beliee this. | mean,’s not that of the stuff gu steal?” breaking out another windol prefer
big of a deal, but doy knav the lit Sam sheed his hands in his peckhat you leae ty the font door”
tle curb mdeet that burned back irets. What is this? durteen He smiled and said, &Vitoo

Decemberthee on the corner ofjuestions?” Thats pefect.”

Grenada anddhfield?” “No. Really I was just curious.” When @&m closed the batlum
He nodded. Rachael looked awag if she didn door Rachael picked up the phone
She dopped her aice lov and cae whether he ansed or not. and dialed 911. “Listen, this is an

said, “I set fe to it.” “How do yu set fies?” he askedemergencyl hawe a burglar in my
“Get out! No way Did you Rachad&d thioat suddenly felt bethouse, andri holding him at gun

really?” ter She eached into her left pockgtpint. This is Rachael d&ts at 814
“Uh huh.” took out a & lighter and flicked it.Serendipity thats 814 8endipity
“So youre a fiebug?” They watched the little flameesth three blocks backofn your station.
Rachael felt her hegump. “I and gulp for a '@ moments befershe Can yu hurry, please?’h8 hung up

prefer the wal ‘arsonist: put it away*“l use it on loose papethe phone and unplugged it to keep
“So why did wu do it?” cuttains, whater will burn easyl the dispatcherdm calling her back,

Rachael leaned ¥ead and licked ne\er use gasoline or anythifigats then unlocked the dnt door and
her lips. “t was a big, old frame buildvhy | dort get caught.” [& cut her returned her seat on the daybed.
ing, and | wanted to see it burnieSeyes at him. “@what do gu do with When @&m came out of the bath
sensed her &y were spading a bit stuff to get cash?” she persisted. room, he said, “I guess ttme for me
brighter than she wished, so sheSm laughed and #w up his to go” She saw him look @dm to see
looked dwvn again and said,Bthat hands. “Christ, lagy take it @er to if she still had the gun in her hané. H
place was anespe, doft you think?” Bennie Larsé Rwn &op He paysstated to say something else, but
She took a strand of her hair awmdsh on the balhead for the righstopped because thewas a sharp
stated twisting it. What | did was astuff no questions asked, not fgy¢ knock at the émt door
sot of community seice,” shelars anywayWhy? Ae you thinking of “Thats pobably my friend
explained. taking up burglaf?” Leslie,” Rachael saidistlact natural.

“| carit argue with that,” he said. =~ She picked her hair up off hetll hide the gun.” % turned her head

Relieed, she asked, 64 many neck and let it fall.You neer knav.” and called, “Come in!”
houses hawou obbed?”

“I dont know, all total, but six in
this aea in two weksYours doedn
count. I's my first unsuccessf
attempt.”

“Oooh, thas a lot in two @eks.”

“Enough to keep me and my o
lady fairly comfaable.”

Rachael felt a ke in her stom
ach. Youre married?” she asked.

“Yep hae been for fer years,
now. | think | desere a medal or
something.” i slapped his sidesnl’
just staing to get little lge grips.”
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A police officer ented and much, champCome on, & gd’ He
looked to Rachael. ‘dm Il need
“Her he is,” Rachael said, staydu to come den to the station tc

looked wer the scene.

ing. “He told me He boken into six give us a detailed statement.”
other houses in thisear including  She stood for a moment, as if

208 Acadia, and that he fences gobdsirt head, then said, “Let me g
my purse and dshen upl’ll follow

through Larsds Rwn Sop”
“Well, |1 guess confession is goma shotly.” She stated to turn awa
for the soul,” the policeman said. then added, “®, and thank qu for
Sam stuggled against his handoming. | waseally frightened.”
cuffs as the officer advised him of his“No problem, mam.”
rights. This isft fair!” he shouted. When they wre gone, Rachi
“This is entrapment! | want a lawy took a black leather wallebrfr he
didnit know she was a cop!” left pocket and opened it. A érs
The policeman sked him license with a photo cdi@ was thel
against the wall. H8s not a caop along with two tenties, two tens a
Settle dovn.” a five. ®e flung herself dm anc
Sam pounded his head against #tated to pray
doofframe a couple of times, then “Our Father which a&rn heaen,
made a visible effoto relax. All halloved be thy name.dd, Im doinc
right, if shis not a copshés an arsen better I've only took gur name i
ist. e set fe to the curb mket on vain once sinceewast spoke.”
Grenada and dfield. 8e told me
sQ”
The officer laughed.Y8ure too

Altered Image

Hair Designers, Inc.

1113 1/2 Broad St
Durham, NC 27705
(919) 286-3732

fine art framing

Frameit right the first time

and it will [ast a life time,
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Hilisborough St

I)l'om_Ci‘.> Kinsey St
| oo
Tuesday-Friday 11-7pm
Saturday 1-4pm
301-2 Kinsey Street, Raleigh NC 27603
919-828-0964
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Paper C uts

Books You M ight Not Have Read
by M artin K. S mith

Roger Casement’s Diaries —1910: The Black and
the White
Roger Sawyer, ed., Pimlico (Random H ouse), 1997

President might takemiddle of a world war which had

comfot in knowing that turned into a bloody mess; and just
sexual scandalseewally lose theithat spring had had to putwio the
shock wlue. Anybody ememberViolent Easter édellion in Diblin, a
Waren G. Hading and Min Bitton? bloody mess on theiwo turf by their
Jhn Rofumo and Christine éeler? 10wn subjects.rgland in 1916 was still
dorit mind if the Kennedy tothers pat of the Enpire.) Theyd hung the
frolicked with Murilyn, as the legendsebelliors leaders, for which world
say so long as theyetited her like @pinion oasted them; plus theywo
lady This Roger Casement businddgd a @p of brand-n& matyrs for
was about as ugly as scandal couldhgeieedom fighters to rallgund.
in 1916, but nwadays for detailsyd they let it be knan that theid found
hawe to ask exgerin eitherrish histe in Casemeist papers a secr‘Back
ry or Queer Sidies. (Hw's that for a Diary,” detailing a highly acti\gay sex
novel combination?) life. This they crulated among the

Roger Casement was born in 188@minent, including King €rgeV

to an Ascendancy familneaningand aepesentati of the Achbishop
English genyrwhad been gien estatesf Canterbuy (the AchB. being too
and pever in conquexd Feland. squeamish toead it hisanself)
While woking for the Btish consularCasemeist suppders denounced the
sevice he was stationed in tredgizan diaty as forged. (Conanoffle sug
Congo, and was ingtmental in expes gested that all thoseays of unhealthy
ing its notorious colonial atities. tropic heat mighte parboiled 6geis
Though Mglish ly ancesyr he wasmental balance.) Casement was
Irish ty romantic notion, and afteponetheless hanged onugjést 1916.
retiement he took up the causeishl ~ Diarizing was an @yday thing
independencen11916 he was condmong people of Casengetine and
victed of teason for yting to un guns class. ¥ploers egularly edited their
from Germany to therish ebels, anddiaries into bestsellers about theirexpe
sentenced to deathehvas a herto ditions. h 1910, while seing as
human-rights gups for his Congcconsul-general in Rio dandio,
exposés, and many notables—likeGaisement and other officiasersent
Arthur Conan yle [see last iss. fé@ the Ritumay region of the upper
meaningless  coincidental oss- Amaon to inestigate slaMabor
refeence —ed.]—petitione¢harges againstdtiBnh-ovned ubber
Whitehall for a commutation. companyHe found the charges to be

Whitehall was not about to put uborrifically tuez as bad as th_e Congo, if
not worse. ddians, exn childen as

O ur most ecent ex-With such nonsenskhey ver in the
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young as f&, vere foced to cayrtheir diaries, was theaod of a complex, America honourthen the Gater
own weight and mar of rawubber on intelligent, passionate man, who Powers of th&\orld must step in.
30-mile maches without food omoiked his ass off (and got it poked The Monroe Doctrine has mer
watey and whipped, ttured, raped,only in his spartime). Each day on the than sered its purposet. ik to-day
shot, downed, or beheaded if thdutumay Casement traled for but the selfish instment of a
failed. Casement ate wluminously miles, took testimonywrote letters, grasping diplomacy that, while
of what he saw and hekar his egular repots and entries in both diaries, and refusing to act itsglfould pevent
“whité’ diary, which he made efely still found time for bridge eacleewng others capable of actioronr
awilable to Btish authorities on hiswith his fellav officials and their hosts. doing their wde. The day the
return. He omanticied the hdians: “f ewer Monroe Doctrine is challenged
As for the scandalous “bfatilary, there was a helpless people on the facand Eirope potests with shot and
the Achbishop needitae been sucthof this edh it is these naked ést sav ~ shell against thisagdy asgem of
a wussThis is about as intense as ages, mergown up childen. Their Yankee ambitions the better for

pagelo Decem ber 200 4

entry gets: very arms she the bloodlessness of mankind.This blight in the fasts
their timid minds and gentle charac of Reru and Bolivia would end to-
28, Qtuday Left for ters—and raged against their morrow were it not for the M.

Warrenpoint with Mllar. Boated oppressors: d’ shoot or exterminate doctrine.
& Huge Enjoyment. Both these infamous scoueldrmoe gladly
Enjoyed. He came to lunch at Ghan | should shoot aocodile or killa  (During his imprisonment he told
Central Hbtel. Turned in togethersnake.” ¢ called things as he s&wg defense attorney theddomy was
at 10.30 to 11 after watching-bithem, in an invigorating way: inseparable dm genius.”) @ the
liards. Not a wod said Putumay he caught buttlies, and
till—* Wait-I'll untie it' & then | told Reigada that the peopleent poetic at sight of a lunar raiwbo
“‘Grand X Told many tales & who were not afraid to get wink Most scholars mo beliee the
pulled it off on top grandlyirst had conqued the world'—theBlack Daries to be authentic. | do too:
time—after so manyegrs & so  English, tish, Scotch,Teutons, having ead both Bck andWhite
deep mutual longing.ode glor and Northerners generallwhile together my instincts tell me they
ously—splendid steed. the sober races had failéd man came fom the same gulhe naughty
Huge—told of many—Grand. who was not afraid tgite himself bits ae tame, and the fact that he had
away had pobably a temperasuch naughty bits no longer a big deal.
Many people en todayencoun ment that made for eatness(One scholar thinks paf their shock
tering the passage out of context, lacking in the mer disaeet man value in 16 lay in that, instead of pok
might not guess what it meanthgy who feaedin vino eritasWhen ing a fev natie bgs on the
untied billiads and then @nt horse English gentlemenent to bed onside—which the Miés coulde oer

back ridingWhats the big deal?”)
Lady Chattens Loeris moe graphic.
The sexual entriegdarief cryptic, tel
egraphic—"@briel Ramos—Xeep
to hilt"—and comprise only a tiny por
tion of the diay, among mundane
travel itineraries, bridge pes and
hotel billsThere ae none at all during
the Ritumay journeysae for fleeting
notices of a handsome face omgr
nent stiffie. (Wlike a ecent exiiz,
Roger kne to keep it in his pants
while thee was waérto be done.)
What the Achbishop would hav
found, if h& botheed to ead both

their sevants backs, a dnken looked fom ideas on racial superiQrity
English cabinet had smashedtpost-of-Epire and unspoken pub
Fance and conquet the world!...lic-school memories—Casement let
If the Lhited $ates cannot let lighhimself be poked, and/olly labeled
into the dak places of S. Amerida “Grand.) The only offensaness
then she must stand aside orrwev lies in the slimeball wagdiand
swept asidélhe Monroe Doctrine used the Bck Daries to mudsling on
is a stumbling-block in the path bfm. It didnt wok. A fev years after
humanity Instead of being the eohis ercution, his emains wr
ner-stone of Americaexhumed and gim a state funeral in
independence, it is the block @ublin—capital of a mdy free
which these criminals behead the&land.

victims. f the only geat Bwer in

America cannot do her duty a

matter so vitally concerning
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untitled
by J osh M cintyre

Rain tattoos an azalea,

sk Ipping s tones shushing the voices of dinken con
by N ancy H unt science
as he stoops to gather wits.
pet the dog
pound on walls “Sue,” he allows, “I'm luckyet,
quiet contemplation to know they'e bollixed up.”

piles of white powder
Its an amateufs anagram, though.

love those autumn leaves Shufling the scrambled letters
bruises on my skin spells too many wads.

life in the Adiondacks

junkie love. Some quarel,

Others hurl curses.

Eect again he jams

the southpaw in his pocket;
pinches a squae in his lips
and doggedly sips

the killing fog.

He squints

and fishes

among a dozen
rough-edged two-bit coins.

Rummaging

for folded money

to purchase

Ten se a better class of failw.

by L ibby

He left for London in a matter of weeks, so it was funny
That | got jealous. | boed a bundle of his things and watched it leave a mark.

London is so impdant. He is making ver big things
And | am stating lists of ppmises with clauses that exempt the fututense.

My souvenirs will seem so imptant. She'll think
| am amazing. She'll make my face all @rg and hear him say my name

And listen to him explain that | bned them
With gasoline on some old pah, flom statt to end, all of them bured to ashes.
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At A ge Seven
by B rent A ppling

I'll try to keep this as basic as possible,

but words like 'petentious’ extinguish such a goal.

At age seven, the glowing magma
of rings that esided atop my
mothers' stove exploded in my eyes
as the pots of peas or bacon gase
were relieved fom their stewing.

At age seven, my lack of self
contmol contributed to my fascination
as | yeaned for the obviously
dangerous rings of fie, but despite
my awareness, curiosity and
detemination prevailed.

At age seven, the smell of gas

filled my innocent nostrils. At the

time it was just a 'funny smell’

that became stonger as my nose inched
closer to satisfying my inquisitiveness.

At age seven, a fantastic seech

followed by instant tears escapeddm

my scoched boyish face as it glued

itself to the heat like one glues their

eyes to a temrist attack or a natural disaster

At age seven, my mothebathrobe

and all, hastily grabbed myaeasistant body
from its grasp on the plate of pain, dpping
the metal mixing bowl of &shly beaten
eggs in the pocess in oder to get my head
under a cool faucet.

At age seven, my mother sat

in the back seat of our white
station wagon with my teasoaked,
towel-wrapped face acoss her
nervous lap as my father sped

to the emegency oom.

At age seven, the nurses bandaged

and creamed my thid-degree bums

and sent me home with a lolly and

a pemanent scar that stas at the middle
of my left glasses lens and ends at

the coner of my mouth.

At age seven, | firsealized
my face just wasn't for me, but
hatred of it was.

sarajo berman

RCST #190
regiter e cranioscial therapig
by appoirtment only

9D-@8-6128 sjberman@mirdspring.@mm

bios, bios, bios

melissa starr is a writer from the tidewater,
va, area. her work appears in newspapers
and anthologies, including a little short fiction
anthology edited by the blotter’s johnny
pence (it was called in good company, one
of three annual editions i did. if you e-malil
me, i have crates upon crates of those things
in my attic).

marty smith is the publisher of the blotter and
a disk jockey on WXDU radio, durham. he
has many other notable attributes, including
a bionic eye that allows him to see the
future.

i didn’t even get a last name for that “libby”
person, much less a bio.

brent appling is an english major at USC
(go cocks).

nancy hunt lives in chapel hill with her hus-
band and a cat named trouble. she writes
poetry and short stories while pursuing a
career as a freelance grant writer.

josh mcintyre is a raleigh-based writer who
found us at the peace street market.
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