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The Blotter is:||ltems Worth M entioning

Johnny Rence....2Nd.Day Collads| |fromt he desk of J ohn ny P ence

Martin K. Smith...Publisher-at-Larg
Treaster Holy F ershlugginer!

Jenny Haniver...Pseudonym The Hotter Magazine, ric. is nev a 501(c)3 non-pfit entity.
James Cwemer“'m][g'rsr:gtizfn Thank yu, thank gu. It's been a long time coming, bt think itg

the right way to gdt makes me, personafel a lot better about Beg
Adwettisers and @sciptions Contact ging for money anyho

M K Sn'\/{ﬁg‘ KH Snith S, this non-pofit status is step one of a multitydan for world

—o=m 9193/38%?7'%%'9 domination that gull hear moe about befertoo long. Horit want
to jinx anything, but & got pomise.
. Also, this meansewno longersell subscriptions, but that s§ib
enny Hanivel| |scriptions @& a pemium to people whadonate$20 or moe. Ptato

memaid @blotterrag.cojm B D B o e
Jhnny Rnce, Hitor in Chie b (imag WO p u y).

ediot@blotterrag.com

706.583.9098Husiness hrs. onfyl  Ar tless
you may call for infoabout snaif-|  Funny but we didrt get any drsubmissions this monthdarit
mail submissiods |ingy why but it woks out that way sometimeremember wher] |

All content copyrgh{l lwas a kid watching tidickey Muse Cluand It get so bitter on the
2004 by the atist, not thq . . . .
magazingd |days when themer no caoons, but it was all music. I think this is

Cover at: Photo of the grass fr{different, because the oniason thatouid get mad thatevdort hawe
Johnnys back yak| |any pictues is if gu had a shoattention span, or iby were an drst,
or i—well, you knaw the two often go hand-in-hand, amdrhembe
The Botteris a poductior] |r€ading about A.D.D. somkee and | was likesd am | eadin
of Th eI Blotter l\élag azingl, labout some kind of pathology ar tirey just describing my persqnal
neo DA NEH |ity?” Bit anyhey, you knaw, A.D.D. is just another way of thinkjng
www.blotterrag.corp |about things and getting things done. | think it made mé¢esraa

We often use Bobco fonts, copyrightla bettemember of the team.

shaeware from the Chuch of th¢ ;
Subgenius. ”Rbob We also uge So, what vere ve talking about?

Mary Bane Antique and otherel
wate fonts fom Apostophic Labp
and other fonts ém other soures Thank Y ou

Big ups tahe Cawein Chapel HI and tothe Sandbysfor throw-
ing us a B Blotter Benefiton Thursday April 21. Y’all come. Als
The Botteris published monthly and 4igdon the Buthern Font, Il be eading/pdorming a piece dakes Icq
tributed one wekend in the first halffojCreamin Atlanta or4-20under the auspices of thedR and Herring
each monthWe eng a fee ciculatior . . . N
throughout the NCTriangle, in selgcfCompanis eadings seriesorFdetails on the formecheck ol
'gg?tgg?n'igs'i\‘ogsag%’]‘wgggQ'Qﬁ“n%f‘sas www.caemtavem.com.For the latter www.duckandheing.com.
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Subsciptions are offeed as a pmiun] Welcome tanckenee creator of the bizaaty hilarious bcomig
for a donation of $20 or n®(in the U$ l«Sinjster Bedfellavs.” Well be unning some of his stuff in this fnd
only). &nd check or moneyder namé ) \ . L
?Sloa(lj—gﬁss éd’hte E[llcj)ther Sjbl\sl,g 9%2 future issuesni' really glad he wanted to be a phthis Quixotic lit-
€ Heeft, rnam,
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Floating L ike Fingers and Ears
by M elissa Watkins Starr
I select a mateylthe time back writer

shavn on yur MATE BY | had a caon of eggs in m
FATE postcat that comes out ohands when he shed up later tha
Harrisburg, qur mate just pops upnorning. H pointed to a grainf
on the s@en. Any seen ... com black and white photo of me sh
puter television.tlcan happen afrom the security camera at
that \ery minute or anytime ther ATM.
after Then yu hae to get “Are Yu Srah Nwlin?” he
married. s the law asked.

My sister abie tried to thwar | dropped my céon of eggs
her fate ¥ refusing to watchV or and watched it fall and land uprigd
get on the computebut within without making a mess. | picked
three days the neighbors called, s@yand looked inside at thefpet
ing they saw her mate begn tops of the eggs and could tell t
commecials onkopaly Her mar all their bottoms ame boken. A
riage didihwork out ety well. The film of moistue had condensed ¢
guy ran off and left héaut she c&n the cool sdace of each one, ag
divorce him for thee pars since théhe trauma had caused them
government equies plenty of timesveat. | ga@Tom a quick nod.
for reconciliation. I$e said she “Tom Easton,” he said.
would kill him first. | said, ‘Bcae- “I know;” | said. “I got gur pie
ful who yu say that to ture. Would yu like to hae

The cad they sent me came direakfast with me?m’ having
Januay 17. t hadThursdaydly 9, scrambled eggs.”

6:46 AM. stamped on thednt as  After he came in, | took h
my deadline. | didrhae any par photo of me and asked, dBou

ticular pospects, so | skl it in mind?” | didft give him a chanc
the bottom desk draw At the to answer befoe | cumpled it and
time, | was managing a Sma||1ap§ﬂraN it in the trash.The pictue |

ment complex called®stVillage, 9ot of yu was nice,” | saidYdu

and as p#al compensation, | gofust hag submitted a pfessiona
to stay in a one-beamm end unit Portrait or something.”

with utilities povided. “Only because | was scathe

By dily 9, | had forgotten abougastadls would catch me yawni
the postcal, and | was surprisei line at the grcey stoe or driv
when a small white sen labeledng through a gllov light just as it
MATE BY RATE appead on my turned ed.” He stopped talking fo
computer It had a thumbnail@ moment and watched me wh
photo in the centeso | clicked tothe eggs aund. ‘This is strange

n Rennsylania, if yu dort aved. He had the eg of a papef

4

e eam il

real dreams, real weirc

apple tiger, gut leakag

| dreamed that it had been discov-
ered by some scientists that a tiger
they were studying could talk. But
it hadn't talked yet—how they
knew it could talk, | don’t know.
But for some reason, | was chosen
as the first person the tiger would
speak to. With much fanfare, |
was presented to the tiger. We
both leaned toward each other,
and in a very quiet whisper, the
tiger said, “I want ... apples.”

—J. W,, Richmond

"they won't stop at anything to re-
do those cars" said my friend as
we walked down a paris street.

behind us a giant crane lifted up
each parked car and a separate
machine gave the lifted car a new
paint job and sometimes a new
form. later, i was standing in a
parisian hotel lobby talking to my
drama teacher when i started feel-
ing a lot more liquid coming out of
my vagina than the usual.

i went to the bathroom to check it
out, and as i tried to wipe it away,
more reddish-clearish liquid kept
gushing out of me. i started to feel
drained and realized it was my
guts which had been partially dis-
solved by embalming fluids, and
now they were leaving me uncon-
trollably.

i got naked and then my roommate
came in the bathroom, the same
thing was happenning to her.
behind my roommate came my
drama teacher, but she was now a
dream freak monster and started to
chase us as our guts were flying
everywhere. i woke up feeling it,
feeling it badddddddd.

—N.R., Chapel Hill

Please send earpts fom your
dream journals toelnny at
mermaid@blotterrag.com

get a larger imag€om Eastos isrit it? | hope gure not completel,
face sgad a@ss the seen with disappointed.”
his name underneath. | was kind of “No,” I said.

If nothing else, & love to
read them.We wort pub-
lish your whole name.

o

e
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out in the couny On the drie When | didrt say anything, he
over, | learned that he and #& smiled and said,t'd a joke—a par
male cousins,ébo, Raymond, andial joke, anywayWe hae one
Bradley were the only Eastons lefimall, climate-comtited building

in that branch of the Easton famiyhee we gow small button mush
tree.They vere mushoom gowers rooms to chop and put in thever
who sold to the finesestaurantsOur mushooms then gwv in a lig
ewerywhee, een oerseas, acder uid medium. M cousins and |
ing toTom. only gather herbs in the fields and

God help me, | thought.nt' forest to use in making ouogth
going to lie in the middle of amedium.”

Afier beakiast he wanied me g\er-ending stink. éoding to | climbed the taver steps with
go with him to egister complianc«‘é"hat | had e_aad in the nes, the him to a platform about 120 feet off
right awayTom was a big man, ndiowth medium used on mustthe gound. WhenTom pulled a
fat, but tall and solid, essed in &°°M farms ermfoped metal handle to me the door
polo shit and khaki pants. I ditin communities in gagging clouds abng a horantal track, coolness
know he was a muli-millionairstench. | can forget making frienaisd a smell likeefsh ean touched
until we entezd our social securii@nd Playing social buttlgr | me. There vere pieces of mush
numbers and eated a mutual paslg-\ought. Aea esidents will want taooms floating inside like fingers
word to get our marriage tiicate. drive stakes thugh our hets. and ears.

We each got a little MEEYOUR “My family deeloped a “How big do they get?” | asked.
MATE printout when & vere method of popagating alinary “Just beathe the essence,” he

done that listed things like ad@,ushooms so that theyagv huge said. _ _
and taste better thamefch tof- It made me a little dizzy

occupation, and estimated n R ) .
worth. | felt like | had won the lotfl€s,” Tom explained as he pulled “The gowth medium causes
tery, but, at the same time, wipto the_estate. _ the pieces to become fully formed.
embarrassed because he could see fvaited for the s_mell to hit m&me each_ s@n pounds. &st
didrit haxe much, didheven avn a @5 @ dove deeper into the gy mushooms in the whole world,” he
car erty. “What ae yu thinking?Tom said. And he began to palpate my
The state was liberal, thoug?ﬁ“ked'_ _ abdomen. | cétnexp_lain whybut
They had my net wibr figured “This place smells ok’aysald. that ma_de me f_eel like | had_ui—tr
aound $2,000. | thought ther “It always does. uts isit a fle the siz of a dinner plateagving
must be some money | didmow conentional operation. llI'shav inside me, and it becameeg wex
about somehee. you whee we stoe theshooms.” ual sh. | wanted to eat one of his
Tom touched my shoulder and He turned and dwe bepnd a stems.
said, Theyll hawe to adjust that fig stand of oaks. | almost Iaughed_ Qut_When ve vere eady to go, I
ure upvads nov” | felt the warmth loud, because what he was driviiajiced that the teer was gleing
of his fingers on my skin. tov_vald looked sarof like a spacen prismatic colors against pink-
We arranged for my sistesid _shlp After a moment, bla_llixed thr_slt shimmering clouds in a golden sky
to take my place abistVillage it was a teer, shaped like a giarftWow,” | said. “t's too early for
befoe ve left tovn, clearing it ¥ mushoom. He paked and camesunset.” _
phone with her and my boss. aound to open my door _ _ _“Thafs_, flom a ety special form
And ve vere eady to gowe “It’samoney-m_akdaut its still of insulation the twers wrapped
headed south dm the highwayt a \ety small operation. yicousinsin. Its appearance changes in differ
turned outTom didrt live moe S€&h woods and fields for thent qualities of light.”
than 40 miles ém whee | gew places animals awshat.Thats “Then whas the sky wrapped

up, but his familg place was Wa\yhee mushooms gow.” in?” | asked.

o
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“Cotton candy Tom whis the pieces hadagn into whole
peed, and he carried mendothe mushoboms when & pumped the
stairs because my knees @ little matue ones out of the bottom g
noodley the tankThey looked like big jell

The next two eeks wie a haz fish, coming out all & with
of silken sheets and beds of pigewth medium, but they drieg
needles. | fell drasticatlgmpletely quickly in the aile packed the
in love withTom. We walked the in baxes, and the cousins daéd
fields and fast of the estate tdhem to bugrs.
gather herbs ey morning. We My sisterabie took a shine t
gatheed baskets of lemv and Nebo when she visited us
roots, andfom would speak theirAugust. 8e claimed she could ta |
Latin names. Bl had fsh mush to him, but | neer saw it. | told he
rooms shipped to usofn New how much | enjged being marrieg
Mexico as @, and sometimes héo Tom, and | told her about thogt
would beak the little lmwn ones special musboms he had deli
or peel the kely white andellov ered ly private planes.

EFRIDA Y S

ApPrRriIirn 15
RINGSIDE'S QUEER

skin off another kind andls them “You mean He a dag dealer?lll  sTUPENT MIXER
acpss my tongue with his fingeshe asked.

until the mushwoms of the fest “No, he just gets them for o MlayYy &
grew into spaceships and carried pigvate use,” | said. ‘tNone else FIRI?ITNZF\;IIDDAEYSS

to outer ealms. | Iearped to ehe kno:vs about it. | MONTHLY NIGHT
little pinches of our faxites to pass ~ “Someone else has to,” she Sf | TO BE QUEER and

to him in eternal kiss€Bhis was “Like the guy who sells them a HERE
our se@t. kt had nothing to do the pilot who delers them and
with his business. God only knwvs who else SATIURIIVDAYS

Every fav days w caught a Nothings a seet anymae.” .
glimpse of one of his cousins-gath In Septemberl had a vision o ApmiL 16
ering herbs nqubbut not fpr the thee fates dancing in our-f BURNlllz\icsA\/\';/ldl\iAN
long, as the cousinemv\ety skit est.They vere beautiful in thei
tish and aloofl would see a shinyetheeal gwns, butTom wash AprpmriL 23
bald patch, a hgirarm, or a sprigpaying attention.\Bthe time | got|ffif MASALA BEAT CLUB
of moustache in the foliaddwen him to look, they eferi there any LIVE %HANG%%a”d
nothing. more, though | could hear thej BOLLYWOOD

Tom and | wre fee.There delicate footfalls in the distance. M A Y 7
wer no quotas to fill, no cameras “Listen,” | said. D.J. MARCO'S SOLID!
to monitor our lgemaking in the  “It's just the cousins,” he tofff 60's AND 70" s Raw
forest. We actually weed a lot me. FUN:S"SHERAX;E SG(;UCI)_O\,/EFSUNK
too, but | was so happy | tigr But it wasih. | head their ’

AND
noticed. h the early afternoongw laughter like tiny wind chimes a RINGSIDE'S

processed the herbs Wad gath wondeed if they had play a trick BIG-ASS DRAG
ered, feeing some and hangingn us. CABARET!
others to dr Our little button The next morning Bbo came
mushooms gaw from spoes in and stood Y our beakfast tablg
wide trays of a jellied mediumm Owith his moustache twitchings*
Tuesdays, evsliced them and pusomething vang?Tom asked.
them in the taer “It's the geernment,” Mebo
| was always anedizto see o said. H shged a thumb at thffla——— ||

o
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| stopped asking questions and
curled intoTom, and w& slept until
the electric &g vent away

We felt a little foolish later
walking out of the fest in the late
afternoon sun.

By the end of the daye
decided to shuck it off and be
happy ageeing not to trip on
mushooms again for a while.

Two weeks later that inspector
came back with the sheriff invto
He staled to ope off our taer
with orange tape. BIOHAMRD—
KEEP AVAY was printed allzer it.
Tom was off helping the cousins fix
one of our wcks.

“Therms eally no need for this,
is thee?” | asked.

The inspector looked at the
ground. “No ma&am. We could
awid it altogether if ehad a sam
ple of ywur gowth medium.”

illustration by Erik Minkin “Will you give me a chance to

windon. “Some kind of inspectoaliens wie tracking him, and healk to my husband?” | asked.
out thee.” refused to leavthe shelter of a The inspector nodded.eHand

There was a black car lgad hemlock tee. the sheriff stepped backedaféet
under the tarer Tom moved to get  “Theyre \ery near us,” he whisto give me prigcy while | made a
up, but I put my hand on his armpeeed. call on my cell phone.

“Make him wait,” | said, but he “It’s just the cousins, doing their Within minutes | could hear
wouldri. jobs,” | said. & he didrt buy it. ~ Tomis tuck speeding wad the

Tom wash in a mood to eat By noon | saw what he mearbwer.
when he came back.e&hivanted aThe trees e full of electmic egs As soon as heached us, he
sample of our gwth medium,” he that flav aound us like insects. dpened the doorelling, ‘The
said. stated perspiring worse th&om. answer is no! @t off of our land!”

“Did you gie it to him?” Finally | asked, “Canop imagine  And they did, but not befer

“Hell, no | told him its a fam how naked w must look on thethe st of that tapeemt up When
ily secet, the only edgeewe got sceens thoseeyar feeding?”  the stoy hit the papers, aepeo

over our competition. | gavhim “Vital eys,” he said. ple claimed they eee sick fom
plenty of mustomoms, but that did “What does the gernment eating our mushoms. B October

nt satisfy him. Claimed he couldant?” we were paying at least a thousand a
get a courorder for the medium. | “Dorit want to see them cenday in attorneyfees to wdroff the
told him to go bla.” ing,” he said, and he put his hanglsernment and the human wul

Tom didrt swirl special mushover his face. tures.
rooms a@ss my tongue that ¢ag “Theyll just take it, wah By then, | was fed up with
| fed some to himlhey left him they?” | asked. Tomis stubbornnessNhy couldri

sweaty and jumpyHe thought  “Just as soon they stdyaway we gie them just a small sample of

o
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growth medium?” | demanded. someone elsey bthe time her
When he anssed, | was sgrr divorce came tough. Altered |mage
| asked. The job maket was tight. Hair Designers, Inc.
“Hallucinogens,”Tom said. Nobody offe¢dTom a job| found WS S S
“Thats what makes our mushvok managing a trailer garand Durham, NC 27705
rooms gmw. They take them inwe got a place todikicked into the (919) 286-3732
and they get higiThen, they getdeal, utilities not includedt didrit CREATIVE

ambitious and expandutBthey take long for us to get wildeey
metabolie all of the hallucinogerend desperate for monéy May METALSMITHS

out of their tissueybthe time theywe walked &ém our singleide to ~ Don H. .bhnson | Km Maitland

. . . . 117 E. Fanklin $., Chapel Hil
reach full s The gowth medium the Depatment of $cial vices g19.967-2037 emtiemetalsmiths.com
at the bottom of the tank wieere to see if @ qualified for assistanc
hawest is clean, totalle& of hallu A pudgy Mr Adkins into-
cinogens. And the musbms a duced himseltook our names an RCST #19
clean.The govvt_h medium jelliestold us to s_lt don. Adkins cllckeo_| regitered cranioscal therapis
when the hallucinogeng apent.tl about on his computer for a while, by appoirtment only
separates and sinks beneath thetltign shook his head. 9D-GB-618
uid layer at the top of the tank’sl “You dort qualify for geern sjberman@mirdspring.om
the stuff on top that laced withment helg he said. “Mrs. Easten
drugs.” net woth is $2,000. dtil you use

“So why doit we gie him a that moneyl cart help yu.”
bottom sample?” “Thats crazy | said. “I doft

“Because it will nevendThey hawe any money
will leae with something like “But you hae assets,” he said.
orange K-Yelly and come backYou haerit sold pur ova yet.”
again when they see it Wwgmow “My what?” | asked.
mushooms bigger than normal. “Your ova. Your eggs. \Ely
The sons-of-bitches want otbealthy woman under éwty-five
secet. That inspector expects tan collect $2,0000fm the state if
climb the tever to get his sampleshe agres to sell her eggs to owr |
He said sb invitro fetilization poject.”

“How long will it take until the  “Why do they want them?”
medium is clean all the way to the “The piogram deliers feil-
top?” | asked. ized eggs, de of charge, to th

“Longer than it will take us tevombs of married women wi
run out of money for lawys.”

| stated to cy, andTom said,

“Ah, hell,” and left theoom.

We filed for bankiptcy in
March. The farm was gon&he
cousins stied woking for a con
ventional muslmom farmer in
another state whefused to he
Tom. My sisterakie was gshed.

She liked living nearébo and hac
hopes to hook up with him if th
government hadnmatched him to

sarajo berman
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hawerit had a child y the date on  “What about unmarried couwhispeed, “| hae lots of egggVve

their JOKER'SWILD CHILD ples?” | asked.
cad. Youll receie a cal yourself Mr. Adkins fowned. Thats a

need gvceries.” | skimmed the
legal jargon and filled the form out

within two \ears if gu haert pro- no-no,” he saidahd the penaltiegjuickly As | signed at the bottom,

duced viable offspringy bthat are exteme. We woute those ceu
time.” ples to our abton facilities, of
Tom looked as if heeve eady course.”

Adkins said, “Bll up your slee¥ so
the nurse agss the hall can draw
some blood, r@an. You hae to

to strangle MrAdkins, but | said, | felt as if my ears might fall offass our dig test to get the

“Tell me moe.” if | talked to Akins too long. fll

“It's par of the nev FULL sell my eggs,Wwdong will it take to
HOUSE FAMILY INITIATIVE,” getthe money?” | asked.
Adkins said. A childless married Adkins smiled. flyou sign our
pair is gien thee eggsver the contract, | can stathe pocess
course of sem years. flthey hag todayYou will receie micosurger
three childen within that timeand a check within the veeks.
period, theye gien a seable taxMore micosurgeries will follo
break eachear until their gungest until they ae able to haest a min
child reaches eighteenetGt? A imum of twenty eggd.he contract
family of fie equals a full housd. @s binding, of course.”

money

“I thought you tested urine,” |
said, as | tried to calculate whether
the substance®in all those é&aky
mushooms had leached out of my
system.

“Not anymoe,” he said.The
new blood tests @rso sensigy ve
can tell if puve used hemorrhoid
cream in the past @wears.”

| jerked the contract back,

course, married couples can qualifyHe slid a legal-siz documentripped it up and stid to cy. |
for een nicer tax benefits if theg quaduplicate acss the countertold Atkins, “I caft sell my eggd’d

produce thee offspring without ouand | took it.
help” Tom pulled me aside, and

immoral. t's ... its ... just terrible.”
| On the sidealk outside, |

askedlom, “Do they amst people

who dort pass their dg test?”

He shugged and said,
“Probably’

That left us wher we had
stated that morning.

“Sarah, thex has to be another
way to get cash,” he said.

We knev it was possible,
though not pobable, for someone
to buy a lottey ticket for a dollar
and become a millionaiiVe fig
ured FRte had been good to us
through the MAE BY FATE sys
tem, so ther was noeason to
beliee we couldit curry favor with
Fate againWe thought w might
hawe some chance ievbought a
thousand lottgrtickets. All w had
to do was convince someone to loan
us $1,000 against my net thor

It was easyNebo wied us the
money so ve stetched our tele
pathic muscles.eB®e nightfall, &
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May 13-15, 2005 Bw Orleans, A

APPEARING:
Toni Amat o, Poppy Z. Brite, Jameson Cur rier, Charles Flo wers, Val McDer mid, Tim

Miller, Letta Neely, Radclyffe, David R osen, Sar ah Schulman, P atricia N ell Warren, and

others... Patrick Califia, Carolyn Gage, Jim Grimsley,
Ellen Har t, Thomas K eith (New Dir ections Pr ess) and Don W eise (Avalon Book s), and
others...

A Weekend of ilterary Rewvelry in the Heant of the Fench Quarter
www .sasfest.com
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had bought a thousand loytéick- it. thats left of our stuff &m New

ets, cafully choosing some of our Tom and | walked hand iMexico® When he saw the face |
numbers and picking others atrdmand as @ turned south ommade, he saidTheyre still good.
dom.We went back to the trailer ttMuscagoolawe had stopped ohey last forgars.”
wait for the elen oclock drawingthe sidwalk to enjg a fence o We staed to ches on them,
and snuggled and smooched oemd with morning glories when and they we terrible. | didhwant
dilapidated sofayhthe light of anhomeless man appached. ks to kissTom with that taste on my
oldTV. Tom traced my lips with higreen egs eminded me of my sistéongue, so | pointed to the ones
fingetips, and w deamed of daysbsie when he asked, “Coutsl ygrowing at our feet and said, “tet
when lee was ng When the big spae a couple of dollars?” try these.”
moment arrigd, my hands ém We gae him the winning “This is eally dangeus,”Tom
bled as | copied the numbers off thdMP-AND-SHOUT tickets andsaid as | stuffed some into his
sceen. told him it was all & had. H mouth. | cheved a couple of them
We sat up all night checkindpanked us and said, d@a buy myself and they tasted gksot of
our tickets against those numbere a six-pack nd The joy of giv tame.Then, of a sudden, it felt like
We checked andchecked untilev ing engulfed us so much that the had stepped onto an atew
were cetain. All but two wre total sun seemed to follous into thejust befoe the cable bke. The
losersTwo of our tickets had 19 imvoods on the outstsrof tavn. downwad rush was so fthrand
the thid space, the location of the We came agss a the has of afast, | nearly slid tbugh the soles
JUMP-AND-SHOUT number broken, blueabinis egg in the forof my feet. &n, | ealied the
they draw at the end.nQhat par est and, not fardm it, we found mushooms had formed a spaceship
ticular day the some little musboms similar toamund usWe wer in it, and it had
JUMP-AND-SHOUT number the se@t ones @ used to ealom blasted right tlmugh the ca of the
was wah $5. Morning light took a small bag of dried muskath, out the other side and into
bathed the litter of tickets on owooms out of his pocket. spacerlhe ship burned awaywslyg
floor, and ve knev what ve were “I’ve been saving these for a dpaving us &e in the cosmog/e
going to doWe didrt hae to speakcial occasion,” he saidheyre all floated until | looked to my right
and saw the bken hales of that
robins egg right beside us. |
motioned toTom, and & crawled
into the pieces and joined hands, as
the jagged edges sealed.

DURHAMOSNDEPENDENT MUSIC STORE

Offering a wide variety

of music genres Author MelissaWatkins $arr
is a feelance journalist ofn
Portsmouth,VA.
v World Music IIIutstraltordErlkt Mlnl;ln c|Is a
v Classical Music recent —graduate o esign

school living in Asheville.

v And More . :
elikminkin@hotmail.com

Jeremy Bown, over on the

688_7022 Brightleaf Square - Durham next page, is a teacheorr
Raleigh.

v Imports
v Indie Music




april working.gxd 3/30/2005 10:55 AM Page 11 $
The

April 2005 pagell Blotter

At T he British M useum, L ondon BRANCH
by J eeemy B rown CHAPEL HI

I n Jnuay of 1951, Ryal contasting sides of thesedeas i B O O KS F' O

Air Force pilot Thom symbol of my cemt life situation. and
Qutherland fie his jet ger @m maooned on a small island

the south Bcific Gcean on whattnother man namexhd. We hae T h € B H‘ o ﬁ ﬁ er

he thought would be anotheur been herfor twoears.Yet, | oft_en present
tine mission. lwewer this Manage to make good of this

mission was anything buwiutine, tu';tla s:[i'tuation and |'k?\y?nﬂ§]’ de't Our Latest
as 8therland spotted an unusugi'cctions on my lifeut i can
P reflect right mo because | a Serlous

orange colour w®ering a tiny

island. H epoted the peculiartraplm:"d in a huge hole tbn dlug, therary Even

sighting to his command an ri?]urrsabtg/sg:];nce&nhsni‘g:gg
within two days, the SBnston . ifree leas into the hol f”day, Apl’l/ 2.

Churchill was anched 300 . il :
meters ©m the island.Two his bhn likes to use the sm ! 7 . O O p .M.

. . . side of the giant leavo wipe h .
torlpal dlscmerlgs wre .”?ade bum. dhn is no fool. Rightwmnas C h a p e I H I l l ’
during the ensuing expedition.

. , P‘]Aétosses what | hope is the las o
new species of flora was discy ¢ e R e cvery Month, join past an

ered-what w nav knov as dhn's igjand in seein of meYet | am cer |SGICIUEN=1Cl ST aE= T {pTel g
Leaf Snce the time of this fiRd 5in that he kimes | am don hee. CUSISIINUSICISANE-Tgle RS o-T
ing, this curious orange plant has uests. @en mike eading
spead rapidly acss the globe, in Once this enyr was trans ollow.
large par because of hikers angbited to Fgland, it was close (Sign-up for open space
hunters, and can wabe found onexamined Y historians and sciefINNER TN IR Re St
six of the sen continents!The tists. While the exact date of t readers)
second and merdazzling diseo ently is not knavn, carbon dating RSN T
ety was that of a single gi@nty nautical ecods, and the languad¥fs
written by a man stranded on thgsed g the author all suggest
island. The sole enyr which canjived on the island sometinky R Nery Trebert, The Portal
be ead bel, was written on a legfetneen 1870 and 1950.Two garegivelﬁlzm m(xj» zmmhm%
from a dhn's Lealree. years after its dis@oy, in 1953, it [UUSIZNI oI AR =
was put on display for the publicl ksl e

| am writing this digrwith my the Bitish Museum and hajyyseiyyuy e S g
blood onto the largest, softess le@vained her since. ni the first [ER R WL L W R

that can possibly be found on. egsar of the exhibition, mithan BTl e == T vl T =Y
One side of the leaf has a brillgié million visitors meeled ver [gllelcllld=ylelcli i MITE

orange hue with sheehety hairsihis atifact. htetestinglyetymol L Rt
like that of a peacht id ety nice o4ists age that it was at that ti
against the skiithe opposite sideyS;t the exmmssion "getting th
a lighter colgualmost manila, angohn leaf became a popular w;

is coarsel takes for a good papely, ness peing in a unéamble 243 s. elliott rd.
substitute. These gigantic Iea\éituation. in Village plaza
grow on a tee that | like to call the 919.968.9110
Dialecticlree, for | am aw phile

sophical man and like to think of the www.branchsbookshop.cg
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Untitled
by N atalie Ross

and if the wind blows tlwugh me
remember

i was never hee

because my lifeline has been seved
over several lifetimes

the wind that blows though you

is what has become of me
existing in ealms not typically seen
by your humanoid eyes

and if you ealize

this

it will be because you, too,

have become one

with the wind and instantly

you will know me the whole way tbugh

asi
in the wind
have etenally known you

Sinister Be dfellow s
by m ckenzee

Squish
by E. V . Noechd

Sitting on the cold cement

of your poch where we shae

cigarettes and talk of whos

retired tonight with whom, a ticklish

juvenile back-of-the-bus conversation sucking
moonlight bieezes between cracked

white slats, | watch a tiny bug

crawlslither up your leg. Foraging

through blue cotton.

Does he find the weave a miraculous patter
like sidewinder stripes in the sand? He is ugly
a bug of the second-to-worst kind. Pincers,
fangs, but no venom. & called them

stinkbugs on girlscout camp nights.

They never smelled of anything but

dirt but made us squeal and escape

into 2 a.m. fog, made counselors gmble
shut-ups and swat our backsides till we ducked

back inside, petending to sleep with the prickle

of pine needles crinkling in our sheets. The culprit

lost outside to haunt another tent, or geps
wander silent and vapaoous, a quick shadow
movement in the dark. As ephemeral as ghosts
or foutth grade friendships.

You dont even look when your hand swipes
your calf, tearing small legs, an upside-down
spelunker thown into deep space. Does he hang
for a second, wondering how immaal he is?

He can dop a thousand feet and live, a thousand
tiny wingspans that cannot fly
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Larry "mckenee" Holdeffield
has tragled the world, taking pho
tos, writing bad postrand falling
in love. He nawv combines these
interests in “Bister Rdfellovs,”
online atSnisterBedfellavs.com.

E. V. Noechelis one of those
serious poets whose bio is a long
list of publication edits that
would neer fit in this space.oS
visit her website atvnoechel.com.
Shes flom Raleigh.

Natalie ®ssalso has an epny
mous vebsite abatalie.ne{what a
snag!), and is a UNC student
transplanted &ém Sn Fancisco

Chris Fasieris an old buddy
of The Botter and used to visit us
at the Bancls Bookshopeadings.
But now hés in London getting
yelled at ¥ radical anti-American
British poets, writing mer and
sending it to us.

S

int heeventthatsomeone dies

by C hris Frasier

The beamish photo of you
against the featheed sky

was only a moment - a collision
of happiness and light -

and will not stand for all time.
With head and heels

frozen to the steely stace,

we will find the atless apologies,

the tears that came &m an empty bom,

the broken thoughts

like tee branches

damming your memoy.

You diluted tuth with desie,

let the houseplants wither unwated,
watched your neighbor

dance alone in a mindless hush.
The bananas tuned brown

and you thew them away

You gave a man fifty cents

and he found God in a needle.
Now, in the final blink,

in the compomise of sleep and wake,
answers leak out like a @isty beath:
our clothes will never be clean;

language is the fight against understanding;

rebirth is a matter of fayetting;

there are no wars, only dead bodies;
no progress, only distraction;

we will all leave behind

the silver that sold a friend;

the darkest pats of ourselves

are the ones we should have expled;
history has an appetite for the futar
so leave no meat on our bones.

In the event that someone dies

we will wish to have seen them

one last time.
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Paper Cuts through the files one morning,
. and after pausing to eyjthe

BOOkS YOU M Ight N Ot H a/e Read rear vier said Conso|ing|y

by M artin K. S mith “There, thee, Mary. If youve

lost something again, it ‘isn
serious enough to burst into
The Life of the Party tears about it.” tlcetainly

Bennett Cerf, H anover H ouse—Dou bleday, 1956 is,” said Muy, choking back a
sob “This time its my lunch.”

ad a Bakespear com miles,” was the answ “Mix Ah, that lﬁtles sexism, plaqld,

dy for instance,on hae yourself a méni. Somebodg condescending and unthinking.
to stuggle though constant ceb  absolutely cein to pop up Although Ceir would ‘pobably
webbings of footnotes. And their and tell pu, ‘Dorit make it h¥e sworn on a stack ofoliern
very act of explaining the humor to  that way: make it this way Libraly classics that hespected
you—if they can—tends to bleach women and_ was deed to his
out most of the funnywWhen yu One model agency bedieyWife, the ladies feae petty but
ha to unpack a lot of socio-his in giving its girls unusugflim ~seaetaries, golddigging
torical baggage teach a jokepy names. Three that seemed t“glondes, beautiful r’ught nurses and
get too distracted to laugh.oM  cary things a bit far ewe: '10vely young starlets The inst
humor is topical—think of Lelso ~ Miss ®ptember Mughan, tution of marriage doesalways
monologues—andunny’ ewlves ~ Miss Beful Tower and Niss live up to its billing:

along with the pop cultersur  Beithe Day Sites. .
rounding it. Yisual humds An affractre young honey

another stgf of course. Bennett Cefr (1898—1971)  Moon couple boded a train
Immigrants who spoke not a ofounded Random éuse and the ~ for Niagara &ls, and indulged
of English still lsed Charlie Modern Libray series, and putout in the traditional billing and
Chap“n As |0ng as our huméﬁ'@l’&' collections like this one. €0OOINg. deenly haveer
form has a face to tw pies at andThe bools Foreword mentions ~ the baffled bride found herself
an ass to fall on, slapstick will Bemor columns he wte for sey ~ hurling hateful insults at her
funny Woop woop nyuk nyuk eral papers and magazines of thehusband, with hisejoinders
nyuk.) | found this book in myday Appaently he collected jokes Matching hers in bitterness and
grandpaents house as a chilces @ major hob Here hes chap ~ venom. And then she disco
What was | to make of jokes likered them § subject—meies ~ €ed a total stranger sitting
this? (“Babes in the Bllywoody, reli next to her in the drawing
gion (“Heaens Aove’), medicine ~ foom. “How did you get in
An intrepid expkgr set (“WhE‘IEThefEZS an |||”), et cetera. heE?”" she gaspedWI‘io ae
out singlehanded for thdhey hae an odd iies aura  YOU? "I"r,\e stranger anewd
Amapnian jungle of Bzil. about them; odd and at times just SOftly “I'm ten ars fom

‘lekes do not ageel: To another human aund for

Authorities equipped him witi@ tiny bit ceepy: now.”
all the necesgagear topped
off with a miniatue bottle of The nev typist, fesh fom There ae other forgotten

gin, another ofarmouth, and  college, was so eply that SteEOtypes: hayseed farmers, wild
atiny mier “Whats this for?”  nobody had the heao repri. Shoeless hillbiliesexas oil mil
asked the exptar “You knay ~ mand  her for okious llonaies.  The®s nothing

| dorit drink.” “Thats in case  shotcomings. The boss sawlatantly racist or ethnic, aside
youre hopelessly lost, without her frantically ~seghing from a fev snatches of black-

o
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mammy dialect: pay and sheter hours didh products they could buy!”
budge them an incithey had  The book is a period piece:
....a stoy about the old earned all they needed f@hat Upper-Mddle-ClassNhite

family etainer of the psident months at least, theguys Bund Amusing, Coa
of a small collegewn $uth. explained: why wbrany 1956. t's almost like alic fom a
The pexys wife diso@red more? The boss, after muclost civilization; one wtestrael
that a cherished friend was worry, finally hit upon a soluing salesmen traded tales about
moving into the neighborhood tion. He sent each of them farmersdaughters in the smoke-
and asked the familgtainer  thousand-page Chicago madiiHed club cars ofvernight trains.
to go eer and help her get order catalogue.They vere Now the salesmen all fly; and the
moved in poperly The back at their places—eavone farmers daughters, likely as not,
retainer her mission accem of them—the follwing ar in adjoining seats, having gone
plished, eturned to announce Monday to college and become sales
emphatically “I aint newah women. (And Amtrakecently
goii thee no moe. Dem (Reading that as a child, deceed all its trains smokedr)
folks just aib quality Dat thought ‘Well, wash he cleger!” Modern humor mees een faster
friend of ypurs eben washes hdiow | think, “The goddamnedhan the salesfolydanes, zipping
own windavs.” “But, Lucy” exploiting capitalist smass, cer aound at hternet speed.These
protested the pxys wife, rupting innocentThird-Worlders! jokes—sha, and only slightly and
“youve seen me wash my wihhope he getsin over by aWal- laboriously funny—ara little like

dows too” “Yedm,” admitted Mart.”) a dial telephone: the old tech still
the etainer “but dat woman  Ceirf’'s authorial @ice iswoiks, but equies extra effor
knows hev.” another factor of that slightly-ofnd that, ly the wayreminds me

Ffties feel. tis the sdrof wice of an anecdote:
(Needless to sathee alsoyoud expect im those anl chap
arerit any fag jokes. iffies societyter headings: the calm Two wealthy Chinese mer
had us stuffed so deep in the classf-contented tone of someone chants of & KFancisco et
we were stumbling eer casks ofwho fancies himself a wit and invited to spend the day at a
Amontillado) raconteyr whether he is or not county club outside &keley
S while the#s nothing eally (maybe because, ierBets case, and sawfor the first time, a
tasteless in thisa® (aside bm he had a Random ddseful of  couple of duffers ying to
the sexism), therae hadly any emplgees to laugh at the Bess hack their way out of a sand
real laughs eitheMost of the bitsjokes). The term that comes to trap “Wouldrit you think,”
| would classify not as jokes, bmind is ‘avunculaf Avuncular is  obseved Ah #g, ‘that men as
Anecdotes.oBles a what standupthe dad fom a Fties sitcom, with  rich as that could get wants
comics tell; anecdotese awvhat the sveater and pipe, who pataly  to peform such auous and
mild-manneed liberal Ptestant on the head and calleuy“Sn’ unpleasant labor for them?”
ministers open their sermomgile giving gu condescending
with—or in Cef’s era, what spealadvice fom his lofty position as
ers at business luncheons inflicted Father Who Knowvs Rest—
on their thee-matinied listeners: totally oblivious to the fact tha' arty Smith is the publisher
youve no moe enthusiasm for higf The Botterand a DJ at Dke
A thriving little industrial suggestions thamuwy would for aynijversity radioWXDU. He will
plant in Rnama empled gallon dum of areraged/el\eeta. pe celebrating his marriage to
twenty local women. 1@ day “No, son, those naéivgirls ®®e Robin Gambill in late Aril.
they just stopped coming, arftappy to get those catalogs, iCongratulations.
such inducements as highHearn about all the gat Americar

o
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