The Blotter

Among the maxims on LdrNaoshige's wall therwas this one: www.blotterrag.com
Free in Ashe ville, A thens, Atlanta, Chapel Hill, Char lotte, Charlottesville, Dur ham, Hillsbor ough,

January 2006 New York City, and Raleigh

Are You Ready to Rock?
Art of Flora and Fauna by Alena

Hennessy .
Also, mc kenzee’s
“Sinis ter Bedfellows” and t he Dream Jour nal.




The
Blotter page2 Januar y 2006

The Blotter is:|[ltem s Wort h M entioning
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to learn to lie with. Quitting was the hdest thing | e2r did. Il still
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S the damndest thing of it is that | still want one all the-titke
seriouslye\ely day a couple times a d&ight nav, for instance. &
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Th e Exeautrix
by B. Sec kinge r A sh

stood thez a minute,bought antique furniter ky the
unsue, and then | rang th&uckload, cluttering up the hou
bell. There was a giant trariVith chairs too fragile to sit in, ¥
som weer the dogrthrowing the ¢id smelling cabinets, gimp
light into prisms of the pastd [credenzas.
neer een noticed it beferThe last Ruby had clead all that stu

time | used the dnt door | was a .
freshman in high school and Con |'ét’ beathed aquthiul energy int

. e ooms that mught the hous
::]uengaorrlrrllon came to pick me up ftbzglck to life. 1% kept things simpl

She was a senior with D-cu %nd sparse, seemed much brg

ps, . :
: InSide. 1 smelled like her

her bangs awering wall of flaen

straw hatened with hairspray and Ruby grabbed my hand and |

mousse. M father couldn stop m

e to the kitchen.
laughing. i wasaally poud of me _ I:jlow ae you holding up?” sh
that night. as ?O-k ek Tak
| rang the bell again, waited. o rec E”};_ a mgtsorzni
Dad. Had to belieg he wasl'(/nvzn?]a gg‘ WOK, Tigue out wha
dead, gone, and no longer living'in Ruby pushed me do on a

that house.
stool ly the counter and saskdhy

Now it belonged tdher the . .
young woman vgho opened ﬂg‘)éerto the fridge & swung it opel

doot her auburn hair pulled back "H'th hebr foot and Zlmed me a bee
a ponytail, that timeless face of h&¥ “egj les ra'ljew.h o
decorated with a gend look of re,” | said. Why not”

i “H ows your mother?”
surprise: By, my hear my loe, _
my beauty My mother was fucking loor

She was also my stepmather tﬁneséglwayskmllr, fse@'?j'ng fif
Relations betaen my motheit Pefect cocktail of meds to ke

and father came to a head one ngﬁ many NEoses In Pa'?‘”“"‘eﬁ.
after he ate a bof saltine crackefR€COMe obsessed weblity televi
in their bed and left her to deal wifiP" Shes—sheafered to them ag
the cumbs; his way of telling her {fScripted dramas—and talked
was wer He met Rby a month Putting cameras and high-seys

later at the coungtrclub but | knev Micophones tloughout the hous
her—or at least kneof her—sincefor fun. Last summer she marrie

my pe-pubescentwgrs. Russian linguist whom she met

“Gill?” Ruby leaned against th& hternet chataom.
big mahogany door with a sad grin. “Fine,” | said. “Ndm is fine.”
“Come in, come in.” Ruby handed me a beejot
The house looked much diffepne for herand sat in the stoq
ent flom when d lived thee, backnext to mine. 1% took a long
befoe the dierce when my mothedrink, looking at me the emil|

The Dream

real dreams, real
Shock Wave, Vomit

[After a pleasant amusement park ride,
it is now time for the “Shock Wave,’
which looks like a normal house with
seat belts on all the chairs] ... | hur-
riedly picked a seat on the couch, the
one that gave me the best access to
the exit, just in case. | thought the
lights would dim, but they didn't, and |
didn't think the ride had started, but it
had. A strange blow-up robot-creature
was bouncing toward me making a
horrible, high-pitched noise. | looked at
the couple in front of me and said,
"You guys are going to help look out for
me right?" They only stared and
shrugged. Their eyes were already
dead. The blow-up robot came closer,
and | pulled my feet off the floor, curl-
ing up to keep it from touching me. |
knew that if | ignored it, it would proba-
bly pass me by, but | couldn't help it;
the noise was so loud; | began to
scream. It turned to me and bounced
onto my lap, gripping me and giggling
in a dog-pitch squeal. | couldn't get it
off me. | could see other monsters
attacking the couple in front of me. As |
struggled with the red and gray robot, |
noticed a banner around its waist. It
read "Death by Madness." | screamed.
The robot shrieked.

—R.M., Chapel Hill

[After watching a very unflightworthy
and ancient-looking airplane called the
“Vomit Comet” terrify its passengers
with impossible aerobatics, apparently
some sort of training exercise] ... | real-
ized that | was in the next group who
were supposed to go for a ride on the
Vomit Comet. As | boarded the plane,
which was just as shabby inside as
outside and was soaked in puke and
other bodily fluids, | realized that they
were piping in Fleetwood Mac's
Rumors album in an attempt to relax
us. | thought about Lindsay
Buckingham and sat down in a wet,
stinking seat. | couldn't find my seatbelt
and got a little nervous. The next thing
| knew, the ride was over and every-
body was telling us how brave we
were. | had no recollection of the flight
at all.

—J.P, Athens

Please sende®xpts fom your dieam
journals toenny at

mermaid@blotterrag.com

If nothing else, evlore to ead them.

We wort publish yur whole name.
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time, waiting for me to continue.way making out in her car—a
“It's just bizae, yu knaw?” | bright yellov Reugeot with leered
said. “I cahbeliee hés eally gone.”suspension, abme wheels, and
“I know Gill,” said Riby. She glass-packs in the muffler—when
gae a long, sexy sigh. “l mb  just befoe | had my hand eund
| dropped my e3s and stead one of her tits, a glint oéffected
peeling at the label on the bottlgght appead in the rift of her
“And you?” cleaage. tt hovered and spangled
She plled her ess and drank aand ran upvads past her neck, chin,
the same time. M 25, QGll. ending with a spectacular nimbus
Husbands art supposed to dieipon hitting her braces.
when they havwies my age.” Connie caught sight of the
| just nodded, looked amd winking luminosity and traced it to
the kitchen, not sarwhat to say the living oom windev of the
“Kermit was going to take me lmuse. 1% slapped my hand away
Paris for our first anrevsay,” she and saamed like some angr
said, all dramatic. ‘@told me whenbadger
we married that | would be the “But | feel a splrbetveen us,
executor of his will, but | had ndort you?” | said, dodging claws.
idea what the hell that meantowN Connie pushed my face betw
I’'m up to my ass in all these damried dashbodrand the windshield,
provisions Vie got to be caging and thas when | saw my father
out.” standing in the winag looking at
My father died inside ofuBy us though binocularst was too
on Christmas E—hear attack. late for him to hide or en put the
Stting thee looking at het could Army-issue field glasses behind his
nt help but be thankful that the oldack, so that old laughable son-of-a-
man vent out in style. bitch just waed at us.
“If thees anything I cando ...” The only sp&s that flev after
Ruby smiled. that came &m Conni&s FRugeot
| drank my beer and thought @fhen it bottomed out at the end of
ConnieVuncannon, those big furthe driveway as she was leaving,
bags of hers, Woclose & come to waking the entr neighborhood up
copping a feel that night after teth the sharp crackle of her glass-
prom.We were paked in my drig- packed muffler
Later that night, my father
brought a 6-pack oh8aefer Light
up to my pom and shad it with
me, etelling some of hiswa
youthful mishaps and failed
teenage liaisons.eHthuch-keyd
a fav beers and | torpedoed them.
I caught him looking at me, smil
ing. “That girl had the biggest
bank accountsvE eer seen,” he
said, eferring to Connig beasts.
Soon he was giving me a fatherly
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lectue in the arof cunnilingus,you fucking goat, ou. I knov me. He wanted to mar my
but when he tried to illustrate thehat the goddamn @rision mother once, gu knav, but she
different \ariations of a techniqustates....” Rby rolled her e3s andturned him dan. You knav why?
he calledthe shockéwusing aub- pulled the phone away She said he had an ugly golf swing.
ber band and a baseball mitt, | “Is thee a poblem?” | asked. Isrit that funny? © you play golf
vomited and w called it a night. She just sighed and put h&ill?”
Ruby gew up in a house jusbeer dan. e knocked on the “No.”
down the steet, vent to a prigte receier for a f@ second befer “Mother said ldrmars swing
all-girls school in Chattanoogaputting it back to her eafls had moe jeks and yanks than a
saw her when she came homeHerman an accountant?’ully sperm bank in 8lv York City. She
Christmas and Easter said, and then tapped it on theld me to nesr mary a man with
She was always joggingounter “Is  Herman  anan ugly golf swing.”
During the times she was homegdcountaft | finished my beeRuby took
would watch her dm my bed For a moment | thought shi, threw it away and came back
room windev. There | had a cleawas asking me. with another
view of the sidealk whe she “No,” said Rby. “No, “Gill? Ive decided to keep the
began and finished eadmn.r | Herman is not an accountarKennebew name. lw will your
would hide naked, wrapped in tierman is my lawy and | needmother espond?”
windov cutains. | used the oldim to be my lawgr and not my  “Most likely in butched
mars binoculars because | liketha? Thats right, Herman, goRussian.”
having her closer to me. ahead and say it for meaccount “Perhaps I ask her to lunch.”
The phone rang. By gum- ant dust be my lavey, Herman.” Ruby looked at her watch. ¥’
bled, picked up theemote-phoneThere was a pause and therR gonna change and go foun.t
off the counter”lt newer stops—said, “Kermit knev what he was | followed Riuby upstairs and
Helloo@” $e acted as if the phomwing ... &sus, gu knav what, went to my oldoom. L was always
was sucking away all her enekygrman, gu snaky ely just fax sad, visiting theeom of my guth,
“Hello, Herman.” Riby put her me the deed,ll'give it a look, andseeing that old bed, feeling the
hand wer the bottom of thehen get back tooy.” Ruby hung agony of ner having gotten laid
phone, “t's the langr” She staed up the phone and adjusted herselit.
at me and studied my face, her earthe stool. That was lérman,” Ruby passedytthe doarShed
to the phone. “N, no, no,” sheshe said. i®h a seet old man,changed into some tighad un-
said. “Donit bullshitme, Herman, Herman, he been like a father toing shots that offexd up a ety

Siniste r Be dfellows
by m ckenzee
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geneous viev of her thighs. & | dropped to the floor on mpn her sides and still elathing
had on a thin black speibra thathands and knees, slid the binotlwough a tiny pursed hole in her
lent itself to her nimble cle@e lars amss theaom in the cornemouth.
and left her midriff exposed. behind the dogrand | looked “I mustve gotten it afady’ |

After she left the house for hender the bed like | was sbang said, bushing my hands.
jog, | fetched the old binoculafsr something. By knocked once  “What?”
from a shoeboin my closet wherand stepped in theam. “The tennis racket.”
| kept them hid. | wnt to the win “Gill? Ae you hiding?” Ruby crawled on my bed and
dow slavly, sneaking up behind “Down hee.” | stuck my headaid her body den, head on the
the drapes, and pedr outside.out from under the bed. “I was juptllow. “Tennis is sexiot as sexy
The trees had gwn biggerbut | looking for my old tennis racket.as golfbut sexy
could see by, and | watched her “I found myself suddenly Her beathing was siong
run about fifty yats devn the bored, unning for no eason,” shelown and quiet. I& was fanning
street until she disappedrbehindsighed. “Bsides, two miles iser face, digging and poking her
a ow of dogwoods. | kept thenough for today'll just go extrafinger in her belly button andlx
binoculars focused on the spgwid tomorow” bing her stomach. | poked my head
whee she alwaysturned. | didi | got to my feet and looked &t the closet, ptending to be
know hawv long | waited, maybéer thee in the doorRuby was looking for something.
five or ten minutes, when | heaglistening, seat cgering her body  “So this was B’s oom?” said
the flont door open, follwed ty just right, using perspiration asRaby, co. “Was this gur special
rapid footsteps coming up thpop on the grand stage of halace, @I?”
stairs and then dm the hallsplendor and playhouse swagger‘More like myonlyplace.”
towad my oom. She walked into theoom, hands “I love Heetwood Mc,” she
said.

“What?”

S U B M | T She pointed towad the poster

on the wall. “®&vie Ncks.”

to | acted surprised to see i,
although d forgotten all about the
T h e B I O t t er poster Having hung ther for so

o long it had melted invisible into
You knav you want to Send poems, fiction, nqnthe wall. “86s a looket

academic essaybterranean journalism, photos,camix “A looke? $evie Ncks was the
found objects, and whagewelse gu think is apppriatel hottest bitch inack,” Riby said,
We dort “write aboutewents. sitting up spoting a mischiewus

We dort do politics if v can help it. grin. "Gl Bid you think of her
when wu ... youknow,” she said,

Electonic submissionseastongly pefered. They go tp «jiq you look at that picterwhen
Jenny Haniver, memaid@blotterrag.comYou can cdllyoy used to ..youknow?”
706.583.9098during business hours fbx informatio “Hellno! | mean ... huh?”
about snail-mail submissions. “I'm sory,” she was laughing,
Nothing will be eturned without an SASEhe act of sufp cvering her mouth.WhatWere
mission impliesop will allav us to publishour wok if we ygﬁrr::;rr?;l?ved to hae girls in
accept itWe cait pay pu. You keep all copyrights. Y My face flusheded and |

stated scratching my head like a
Any other questions? Askdy monkey “Oh, | thought wu
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meant ... gah, | mean, | had girlsairy, ursine body raging theasked.
up hee all the time.There were honey of my quth. My cock hur Ruby kind of laughed like it
always girls up reerdefinitelyl so bad | wanted toycr was a sesf;, and then she said,
thought yu ... neer mind.” The sheaver stopped. | hehr“Kermit told me the stgrabout
“Well,” said Rby climbing off Ruby coming dan the hall. Be your piom date, the one with
the bed, “m not surprisedvoure knocked on the door once amdaces and big &arms.”
a good-looking fella, a tall drirtken just came in, stilleivfrom the “She had D-cups and was-cap
like your dad.You should take uphaver and waring a loose tetain of the ance Corps, ifoy
golf” she said. “I betoyid hae a rycloth obe that had my deachust kney,” | said. ¥Whats that
great swing.” fatheis initials on the ént. got to do with the binoculars?”
Ruby walked out of theoom “Wanna stay and hadinner ‘| told him hov you watched
and davn the hall to the mastexith me?” she asked. me wn all thoseaars,” Rby said
bedoom. “l better not,” | said. casually “Kermit was gonna get
When | heat the shwer un- Ruby was unning her handsyour initials engrad—"
ning | leaned den and buried mythrough her wt hair twisting the  “Wait, wait, wait, wait.You
nose in the syat-stained bedends, and she glancedvdoand kneve”

spead whex she been. saw the binoculars laying ther Ruby nodded. Why ae yu
It didnt even smell. behind the door sweating?”
| found myself walking dm “You found them,” she said all | shugged and she cocked her

the hall tevad her pom. Ging exited. $e picked them uphead to one side.
through the theshold of the door'Kermit had been looking for “Were yu just in my eom,
| saw RIby's sweaty shas, spais these.” Gill?”
bra, and other disctd pairs of “Looking for them why?” contd., p. 10
panties scated aanss the flood
wanted to ub them all wer my
face and arms, wanted her s
wanted to jump out of my ski
The bathoom door was wide op
and the steamdm the shaer was
creeping aund the doaway into
the bedoom. Feet adancing
towad the bathoom, floating
through the cloudy apors, |
stopped at the door and saw he
houette though the shwer
cuttain. The first whiff of the ho
shaver mist hit my nose and tic
led my windpipe.The need t
cough waswemwhelming. | burie
my head in my armpit, did my b
to mute it.

“Kermit?”

| got out of thez, made fa
back to myeom. | sat on the en
of the bed and bathed, images
Ruby lying underneath my ol
man, his old skin to heoyng; his
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| looked at her feet, bit the “Stay with me, @ Say with | was out in the car and my
inside of my lipscratched my #®+ me tonight and tomoow and for hands wre shaking so bad | could
head, ayssed my legs, sbged eer” nt get the key in the ignition. |
my shoulders. “I'm sory.” pounded on the steering wheel and
Ruby came wer and meed in Ruby sat upwrapped heiobe thought about going back inside. |
close to me, so close that the wateund her tight, putting her bodipoked dwn at my jeans and
from her hair was dripping ontaway Se sighed, fistrated.thee, on my thigh, was a pear-
my shit. She smelled deliciousPeople die, B!" she said. tk shaped waterline.
She straddled one of my legs, liftwtat theye supposed to do It looked like a giant temop.
her obe up a little, and satwio | was akady putting on my
bae-assed on my thigh. | couddbthes.
feel the warm moiswirseeping “Gill?”

through my jeans. | wanted tg.cr “Yes?”

Ruby rubbed against me, “l want your seed, B.” She CREATIVE
stirred her hips. vi2at motions.was sprawled out, inviting. METALSMITHS
Then | was naked and in heur “Bye, Ruby.” Don H. bhnson | Km Maitland
bodies wrapped in my fatkeold | left the pom, staed davn 117 E. FFanklin $., Chapel Hil
robe. the hallwayl got davn the stairs 919-967-2037 eatiemetalsmiths.com

Together w shard a light- and was walking out thefit door -
heated cum. when Riby called fom the steps. sarajo berman

She olled oer on the bed, “Gill?” - RCST#1%0 _
naked and merspectacular than a | looked up at her regger:j Cﬁgﬁfgﬁ t:ﬁlrap's
sculptue, the obe hooked aund “Will you be coming home fqr Y pgi;-aa-&zs Y
her arms, flaad out to the side. Easter?” sjberman@mindspring.om
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funny looks on their faces.
Walk t_ he Dog Too nice to writegdultey” on
by J ami e Allen the line. amage hereputation.

Shes doing a good job of that herself
. _ . No need to put it in print, to sawut
ake to a long, ev Yr\llork?sd.rf)tlt \I,ivkoeutl)crieZEic:]’ bu& dulrtch for generations a huedrgars fim
tongue  draggind ogmeone B doe sm'us? deré?(/je oW t0 hae them laugh at the poor
. W acoss the face, lea¥ ' nju - "sucker who got cheated dis.rione
ing behind a cool trail of lighttgind walk awayrhis is marriage,

iy There ae years to consider and ady e goddamned business.
scented sadivlike coffee beans atlx e Mid-October and the lome at

with peanuts. yes closed, squintingnd subtract and consider @10 4 (t'ine eet in the obr ae
into & wine hanger, not wanting to\When someone finds_out tmystating a sl turn and the air is cool
ruin the sleefSay to the quiebom, dying, they spend dayseks starind, " @ pefect moming for

“Can yu take her out?” & no into the distance, taking stock of tth affairto lie in bed with the win

response. dl over Shes not thee. life, trying to understand &Vhen a ows open and linger on awne
Again. relationship finds out it is officialfglerson_the Cue next 1o the ey
But the puppyis thee. Fur dyln'gag i?:ﬁgtsttwheeksir?;n; tmyhin the way the lips mold into a kiss, the
months old. @ngly and mn. announce to friends and fami(vlj')jaallru diness of theamta, the &ckle on
Unusually large pawe/et, happy Y &l hip the cleft behind the knee. All

tongue. Wagging all wer “Good once. Is boken gentyTheyll be o "o o) things, handed o
morning, good morning,” the pupgsad, shocketihey desge to hae it

t ting t t the broken to them gentiit's not their another and thefoe lost foewer
seems to say/anting to geet the ; We'e all capable of having an
bright, cool wather outside antpult. A phone call. A talRhings ﬁg

a

' . . air Breryone wantsto hae an
lunge for squiets thity feet up age arertgoing wil, notatall, and thoughit, ;.\ 4esimake a person special
and walk and smell and feel tee fsou should kwoGet some advice, "\ 0" - "4 1 oocih mean their
dom of peeing on the cool grass. |gnoe it, becausesialeady wer 1o sl)nder than others: it dees

But shisnotthee. Again. i Ittakes time, this business. "o Yot o one understands
with him Again. Een after the talk. ~ Messy hairplaid pajama bot, egept the person they fell into
Even after the pmise just befershetoms, a long-slesy T-shit and

' ' andals. A fine sight comin outbc‘)i‘fd with. § meely means they had
left for the night out with hef ' 9 9 OUL QLS espect for the person against

“friends."The phone nev rang lasthe font door with a puppy, . oo they arhaving the affair
night, and na its morning and skeSomething that announces to the
not hee and the marriage i®pand neighborhood, ‘t#s not home.
the dog—which was suggesteitié Again.” The puppy tugs @ the
marriage counselor as a way to bed@valk, sees a sqeiympulls to the
ower something since themer tree.The puppy smelldhe puppy
neer any kids, anything tekindle a peesThe puppy wants to walktfar
fire downed—wants to go for astu And yet, she felt the need
pid walk. speed the pcess, to nuke it to obli
But it's not the puppy fault. ion, to hae the affair The
Ignoe the headache that comas frhumiliation. Then she @mised not
drinking wine and watching telewd hae any mar affairs until thing:
sion until after midnightghoe the were settled and a time was picke
sick, dizzy feeling that might dawmove out, and a me place wa:
nothing to do with the hangex Get leasedlo stae off moe humiliation.
dressed. & the leash. Then she continued the affdim
The goddamned thing about itigont of friends in the neighborhoc
that it was aged the marriage would front of her familywho all kne,
end. t wasit working. kt newer who all stded to say hello witl
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Tugging kind of hdr on the thing that holds it, biting tbugh to wife whés having the affaihas
puppy To the pak. Yes, the plr Far freedom andunning and peeing anédlways sestly despised.
away fom the empty bedThe running and fedom. tls nice for = Oh sue, when theefationship
puppy sees something ahead, @ogls, tooThey want it. And thestated, she told all her friends,e'i
there is definitely something, semmippy used its brain tealie it a writer HeS writing a neel.” But
oneahead. Loose st®iealthy legs.could achievfieedom if only it couldshe immediately connected the idea
Aerndynamic shoeBapeed athletic bite thiough. of writing a ngel to having finished
shit. Light hair pulled off a nice face. Yet the poor thing, with its big nael and having had thewsbep
A stong nose andeya d&er shadepaws and clumsy wags near had resented and published and sold at
of her hairFesh, like the morningthe coadination to see the plan teookstoes ly the tens of thousands
Maybe i time to turn @und. Not fruition. Dogs cansee what thiey and having been imtesved ly Katie
really dessed for the occasidbhe cheving while thése cheving it, and Couric befae heading out for the
puppy doedragee, pulls twad her the puppi huge paws lack the abilbgekend to the &nptonsThe rich,
The female walker gets clasailes. to hold the leash fectly still to bet creatie life. Fee to do whatoy
Too late toun. ter concentrate the teeth on oea.awant.\WWho wouldr want to be with
She beathes a light squeal ofTae puppy is only cadinated a writer like that?
hello to the puppyvhich mirors the enough to che through about half  Things turned out diffently
puppys egitement, wagging ofn the width of the leash befarslips toHere yu ae, still clinging to that
head to toe.l& kneelsThe puppy a diffeent spot. & amazingly fis Grand Hea, like the puppyying
pulls to her Ruppy talk. Licking.trating. And gt the puppy keepagain and again to bitedhgh the
Lucky puppy Retting. Very lucky trying, keeps hoping it will one désash, to leak though with a neel
puppy finally do it and it will be de. and make money and beefrand
“What a seet darling,” she says. “Youre not allered to do that,” trawel wheeer your senses takauy
Delightful wice. YWhat happened tdhe female walker says, bearedight And yet, the poblem seems to be
the leash?” Wious, with a hint ofand swet, a mother smiling as sthat, like the puppyou only hae
light humor playfully scolds her child for a minie coadination—the mental capac
The leash holding the puppy isaffense. “Bppies cdango fee.Youll ity, the way with wals, the
bad shape—ifragl at arious spotgyet hit ly a cgryou silly thing.” Be determination—to gnaw about
whee the dog tried to gnawdiigh, says mer, and the puppy wags tslfway though any neel befoe
during sit-dans at the plkr under body moe. Bit these things ext you lose qur place, loseoyr

the bench. head because, in a sullen and d®ught pocess, lose whatymeant
“Doesit really apciate it,” isgusting inteuption of clarityit is when pu staied. And gu hae to
your shuggedesponse. realied that the pupfs/plan for thestat again.

More could be saidoSnuch leash isely much like the &and The poor thing: notgu and not
more. The poor dog: a grand idefmlea to be a successfuklist. And the puppy and not thegity female
using sharp teeth to bitedhgh the further a Gand tea that she, thevalker but the wife. I88s been
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watching this happemwvay and ger though she desperately wants to saline things firstoie people haa
again, looking on with condescensaout it, to get it off her chest.  conscienceh8 has one (the female
and fustration, asoy try again and  Could take a quick sher, get walker not the wife).tks easy to tell.
again to do somethingwwill neer dressed in light clothes to better feebk them in the @g and & easy to
do. Would drive angne to cheat, carthe cool watherleae the puppy andsee.
ing for such a helpless ceglbats the wife behind without a vapr  Mutter something with a half
cheating on a puppy anyway?  could walk to the mefriends house,smile. Emale walker smiles, pets
And een if yu do finally lak pick her up for a late lunch and thpoppy rises, saysg&pu aound.”
free, pu really wohlast.Youll choke a maie, and then mercoffee, talk  She walks past, and thés a sug
yourself on gqur avn freedom, un ing about the mae and what itaty smell that lingers, a shampoo
too far get hit ly a car or a dg meant and he thee was a timewithout a naméValk in the opposite

addiction or something. when muies e eerything, whendirection, but the puppy doésn
“Pardon?” it was all gu did and dramed. Abudge.
The female walker had sagidssible escape. Aviaesied win The puppy watches her go; the
something. dow to freedom. puppy whines.

“l just said gu hae to adme Could epeat the next day and See something altogether familiar
the persistence.”hQ lovely femalethen, when the wkweek stds. in the poor puppy egs.
walker Is that a smile? A tfition? Could epeat the next eving and
An invitation to offer something thaening and evening andeewg
might intrigue?t’s been so longsitafter that. Could havunbelieable
had to tell. Also, the w@dmbe is sex, the kind that feels absolutely
pajamas and sandals. nothing like the palm of the hand,

But maybe theris hope. Blybe which had become a staple of the sad
the poblem is not with the persomarriage diet oncediy (and also, a
holding the leash, or same pérssacrifice for the marriage, as it was ~~t
Grand Hea, but with the person &n affair but a way to stawff the
was shad with, the cheating wifeieed for one; but a sacrifice for
Perhaps this female walker migharriage that was stupid bece
understand the pursuit oedédom appaently affairs arthe thing to do
and happiness, esv if it takes ann a dying marriage iby feel like
entire lifetime. doing it). Now new diet, naked skin

Could tell her the thoughts abosglty taste, a#v and humming
the leash and theweband ha they beneath, alve, aound. dy. Feasie.
are similar Could anser her gues Inspiration.
tions about the mel. Modestly of Wake one morning at her hor
course. Could change clothes amd go home and pack the suitc
meet her for coffee. Could tell hend take the leashvdo from the
more, about the failecklationship closet and clip the puppy on a
and the affair and the stgealousywalk with the suitcase and the puj
ower the wife having ko an affair to this nev life. Pomises.Trawel.
Could listen to the lely femaleWine. More wine. Mre nakednes:
walker tell about the man whol@ Someone ees wu. This is feedom.
her hedr (No ring. @od sign.)  Or maybe it would just be
Could bring the puppy home amgébound. Rgadless, these thing
find the cheating wife tlger but dorit happen. #l in pajamas anc
refuse to ask her wheshe was osandals, for one thingyitrg not to
what she did last night; in facy, i stae too hat at someoneoy dort
awid any talk on that subjecteally kna. Need to take carof
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Resaue on R out e 17
by J am es Mackie
1.

The Stdbrd County Rescue Squad ran code,
lights and siens in the dog lamenting night,
when the sherif called to have you picked up
out on Route 17. They found you wandering
toward the town lights and the phone call
you had to make toeport evil

invading your carthe car you left

by the side of theagad because you

would not ride with evil.

You would rather walk, and walked

in your fuchsia slippers of knit adic

shaped like footwear for gnomes.

You said damn that cardamn that evil

come to drive you down theoad.

The sherifstopped you, your oversized

white t-shit was billowing like a sheet

pretending to be a ghost on Halloween. Cold winds
were pushing the damp weeds along theoad.

2.

The phone woke me, lugged me out

of the 3 a.m. deam. | was chased in slow motion
through crumbling buildings,

a staimwvell spiraling down

and leading to a floor covexd with cracked,

dusty bricks, becoming a beach

lapped by plling waves, the calm ocean

made a sot of peaceful music.

The nurse'seport was a monotone
all description and fact.

| thought of some Buddhist text
about sufering and liberation.

3.

At the hospital you wer laughing,
sitting on the edge of the Goey,

eating a ham sandwich on white l@ad
and dangling your loose bell-bottom
jeans in the airpink acylic slippers
sparkling in the Emegrency Room lights.

"l can't do two things at the same time,

and eating and thinking a& two things,"

you said, and eveled in layers of pink ham,
mayonnaise squishing out of the edges, caught

by your tongue thatatracted

like a snail into a shell.odr teeth

were shaped by years sucking your thumb.

Your devotion to purpose was unique,

there in the chaos of satchers, nurses, and needles.

4.

You said you would talk with me,

think about going into the hospital.

You didn't want me in your business,

not your REAL business. "It's privatefstuf
laughing then cying in a hythm

that almost matched the waves thablied
to shoe in my deam.

We were close to an understanding then.

We agreed the natue of night

was difficult to detemine,

many things harbor in the dark.

A night in the hospital hiddendm evil

would do you good, you decided.

| knew | would soonetum to the beach's

calm waters, and lie down once again as a child
trying to emember my one prayer
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The Last Am erican Chednu t Tree on F or es Street
by M atth ew M ulder

The chestnut &e has fallen and its

remains ate scatteed about the land.

It was the last chestnut on Fest steet.

The blight destryed the tee in less than six months.
Fiom over the mountains came tee men,
strangers, and cut its limbs in small piions;

logs made for a man to stack, grand bum.

In less than two hours the strangers worked up
the tiee and left after telling the cycles of natur
and of God and of chain saws that cuegs.

The man with a tattoo of a nude woman on

his right foearm warns to always cary your wallet in
your breast pocket when passing tlough Chicago.
The man who pissed behind the woodshed has

a naked female tattooed on his right fearm and
told of a winter and a flood and how God uses
these cycles to purify the e

The other stranger only hitched his pants

and spit tobacco into the bushes.

What emains of the chestnutée must be fed

into the open mouth of an empty woodshed.

Piece by piece, stacked along the south wall,

the whole wall fom top to bottom, side to side.

The pain of labor enters the body like splinters,

sweat olls down a naked back during the aftaoon's sun.

Thee is no shade but in the shed, iced tea quenched

the thirst but soon the shoulders and back ache as

the second wall of lumber is eated.

A new thirst comes quickly; a new cycle of weariness.

The naked ams, chest, legs & stained with

the tattoo of splinters and bark etching a message into epités.
Each mark eminds of the chestnut--the last chestnut of &strsteet.

You begin with a shout fsim that labor that boe you to the labor you love.
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