The Blotter

Magazine

Chromed plastic fish emblems eating each other www.blottérrag.com

Free in Ashe ville, A thens, Atlanta, Chapel Hill, Char lotte, Charlottesville, Dur ham, Gr eensbor o,
March 2006 Hillsbor ough, N ew York City, and Raleigh

A

In This Issue: As Above, So
Below: Art by Lauren Gibbes.

Nancy Hunt,
Matthew Mulder, and Ben Bogardus Burn Away All but the Lapis of Poetry.

Plus, the Dream Journal.



The
Blotter page2 Februar y 2006

The Blotter is:|[ltem s Wort h M entioning

Johnny Fence....Jetk Pork fomt he desk of J ohn ny P ence

Martin K. Smith...Publisher-at-Large,
Treaswgr .

Jenny Haniver...Pseudonym Thug s in N atur e

James CWemer..Minister of In S. M. Perars piece “Like Chocolateriien,”the potagonigt
Information faces an ugly side of naturhae personally been in similacain

_ o stances, and | can advise #sler on he to handle the situatipn
Adwettisers and @bsciptions Contact |safelyDorit run. $and yur gound and sing “ey dide."Thats whaf
Matin K. Smith} |} did and the thugs left me alone.

M_K_Snith@yahoo.co
919.286.776

Thr ee-track M ind
Sarting about the ides ofdth, and continuing until late &y |
can eally only concentrate ondhrthingsfishing, motarycles, and
my seersucker suitntl) | bought my seersucker suit jrihof ‘02,
706.583.9098Husiness hrs. onjylhad to sit aund fantasizing about ih this issue, W included a kf
you may call fogqgi‘f%aubbor#itsé?g& _[tle piece that I wate at the time of its pehase. _
All content copyight 2006 ty thd Smilarly, until this yar when it came tlme t_o thl_nk abou? mejor
artist, not the magazing.|cycles, all | could do was fan&sfes gu can imgine, inears withogt
Cover at: detail ofKissby Lauer| |a seersucker suit and without a negtte, Idid a lot of fishing.
Gibbes. 8e pp 4-5 for moe In the pastgar some wid forces haa come together to place]the
The Botteris a poduction of Thel |75 Triumph Tiger that once belonged to my pa Bdolfson in m

Blotter Magazine,rc., Durham, NC

A 501 (c)3 non-pfit] |hands.tlnow runs. lwish Eik still did.Wed all rather havhim back

va'ibﬁ‘)ttle?fa?;’c%?% and healthybut you caft always get whaby want, sugar

We often use Bobco fonts, copyright
shaewar from the Chuch of thi
e

ubmissions andditorial Business tq:

Subgenius. RAbob We also u
Mary Jane Antique and otherefe
wale fonts fom Apostophic Lab

and other fonts énmn other sowes

d

The BotterMagazine,nc. is a 501(c}3
non-piofit. The ma%azme is publishe
the first half of each month, and ggj
free ciculation thoughout the @ithea:
and some other places,. tBbmissions
are always elcome, asaad inquiries.

Qubscriptions aroffeed as a pmium fo
a donation of $20 or mar&nd check @r
money atder name and adess torhe
Blotter Sibscriptions, 1010 &le Beet
Durham, NC 27705. &Kk issueseaals
awilable, 5 for $5nhuire about ailabit
ity by e-mail: ediot@blotterrag.com.

=4

| cart call it ‘my’ exceptional ghicle; | hato think of it as his.uf
it isanexceptional ghicle with an erptional pedige. $nd pix of gur
exceptional ghicle for publication in this spacenk and wa at the
primer-grayiriumph in Ahens.

174

This magazine may contain typ@s
bad woca/s

—ediot@blotterrag.com




Februar y 2006 page3

The
Blotter

Petrichor , 1873

by G enie Joiner

It was the heat.

My arms wre burning with it.

| moaned.

Jerome thew me a warning glance, thedm sleving
in his big hands. élknev me he did, but customers
were in the shop and he kmeot to speak.

But Lev kn&v me too

He turned to glay, pausing his scissoystiee ear

of the man in the chaiLev Cohen ran a quiet shop
dead quiet. tlwas not unusual for a customer

to fall asleep while getting a cut.

Levs small black eg grabbed and shook-me

“Quiet, bg-o, 11l replace gu
by closing if | haa/to!”

uddenly a lree—no, a wind—

blew into the shop | turned tavad the open door and
the polish rag felldm my fingers, sending a wad afbr
polish onto the britches of the man sitting leefoe.

| could baely see the abavan sticking to his bwn slacks,
and | whispexd a deep thanks. | looked quickly at Lev
whose back was to me. | took ashrto the mds boot
and buffed so harthe wax finally dipped to the floor
The man shifted and cledrhis thoat and | had

to wonder if he knve

| chanced another look at Lesho wasubbing his

thigh. His mind was on his sciatica, not me.

Reprieed, | took a rath and again looked out the door
Out on the steet a dead @& York woikhorse, dy

as jeky, was being dragged onto & at. How

any city animals suved this heat, | did not kmo

| turned back to my man and was just finishing

his boots when anotherelare, wet and fragrant, ringed

the shop—follaed ly thunder Levs customer woke with a &tar
Jerome smiled and looked to the door

his gray head ewed in swat.

(*petrichor: the smellafiron dy gound) continue d’ p. 6

The Dream

real dreams, real
A Boring Mess

i dreamed i was somehow back in
time, watching a race of 1850s-era bat-
teaux, sailboats, and steamers down
the savannabh river. i was hovering
above the race, about 100 yards away.
they still had about a day's journey.
then i was suddenly in savannah,
watching the winner and all the close
followers.

since i was already in savannah, i
decided to have lunch in the old part of
town. “i” was maybe three or four peo-
ple at the same time. we were talking
about a university press literary maga-
zine that was being sold for $5 or $6,
and it was nowhere as good as The
Blotter. at the table next to us/me, Nikki
Giovanni, Rita Dove, and Maya
Angelou were having lunch, and i/we
dediced to try to find a copy of The
Blotter lying around to show them, but
couldn't.

ilwe then became players in this weird
Lifetime-channel movie about a killer.
“i” was now Kirstie Alley and Steven
Weber, circa 1992. both kirstie and
steven were the killer, and each was
trying to kill the other. then, at one
point, i was “only” kirstie alley and
steven weber barged into a bathroom
with me, threatened to rape me, and
then demonstrated that he had already
killed karl malden and (senator-actor)
fred thompson. i was not at all afraid
because i could totally kick his ass and
i was not at all surprised that he had
killed those guys because the movie
was so poorly written. it was all very
predictible, and then i/kirstie alley had
to sit through a long montage of how
flashing lights drove me crazy, how i'd
stolen a mercedes benz from savan-
nah after the boat race, how i had
escaped from a mental institution ... it
was all so melodramatic and pre-
dictible. i was glad to wake up because
the dream was getting tiresome.

—J.P,, Athens

Please sende®tpts fom your deam
journals toenny at
mermaid@blotterrag.com

If nothing else, avlove to ead them.
We wort publish yur whole name.

ur
eird
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Prudent Power Prevails

L auren Gibbes

A meditative loss of recognition ar

Lauen Gbbes lies and was out of Asheville, NC.dHl next exhibition with will be with the collextiv
Plenish IRojects at IBod Fne At Center in Asheville. pAll 1-May 15wwwlaurengibbes.com
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Suddenly all of us ewe talking about the pspect of rain
and thee was laughter in the shop

Finally, Levs customer paid up and left, and my man
stood to go He handed me four bits, thenesthed.

“Keep it,” he said as | @drat the coins in my hand
the most H ewer earned for a shineeHaughed at my surprise.
He was gung, maybe tenty

“Yes sirl thank yu sir!”

The man walked out the door and looked into thke clauds
gathering ab@ him, then took offunning tavad Ninth.
And then it fell, the rain, and as it fell duster fom the
street and ented the shop

And the smell of#the dust and the rain together

gae me jg and | whooped, just as though | was home
already rrome quickly clead his thoat, feaful for me.

| felt Levs eps blag and ty to pin me, but | did not car
| was headed for the door

| stood at the opening for a moment or two and watched
cool rain pound my cityhen turned to see Lev standing behind

me, watching me.
“Alright, then, w’re thiough for today!” he rasped.

He hobbled eer to the sink and ran wateso his raars
and combs. | ran to the stand and grabbed my things.

“But come all the earlier tomow;, you hear?”
he \elled as | bolteddm the shop “And I'll teach gu
how to apply soap to a nabeat!

“Do you hear me, y?”

“Yes, Mr Cohen!” | saidwer my shoulder“Yes, sir!”
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Lik e Chocolate Driven Imagine, if pu will, a sunny
by S. M. F oran lakeside meadp a picnickes

delight pepped with the
shapes of blankets and baskets
and families bent detedly
Sudents of histgrwill conquistador smile set to thger legs of chicken and buck

gee that assigningind as he races back to i¥is of glloved potato salad. A

lame for any singldzation with an intricating pudgy-faced lad of six or sev
ewent is a disageably complexecipe that would saep wildly stands spraddle-footedeo the
issue, and this complexity tRrough the kingdoms of fayed corner of an orange
cetainly not limited tocontinent, a chocolate dringfghan’ his ety being quier-
moments of grat national sigthat would set @n the mosting jn expectancy as a kibar
nificance. A simple childhod#oly of knees to émbling atof chocolate is passeever-
memoy can pove to be just athe mee anticipation of itssptly fom hand to hand until
difficult to decipher as a globtarbidden pleaseP Bt, this j; js finally snatched out of the
calamity—a small lyp for would be too simple a solutiogymmer air and clutched
instance, his nose bloodied a¥dhat about the Btish confee€ {jghtly to his chest. A i
limbs tembling in fustra tioners, Fy & Sons, whoymphant chaile escapes the
tion—who is to blame? dewloped the first bars oy as he turns and examines

In the moe reflectie chocolate for 19th Centurihe melloved richness of the

moments of adulthood, coulgonsumption? Could they nefandys eathy hue, then lifts
this bgy accuse hisam paents also be held accountable™ Qe corner of the chocolate bar
of criminal negligence, th&e Sviss chocolatigrDaniel gigyly to his mouth for a tenta
endangerment of theirwm Peter who disceered thetjye nibble. [@spite the
child? Brhaps the finger opower of combining milk andoundness of his appearance,
reproach should first be thst cocoa pwder? $ he not tothe py exhibits an unusual
into the shadws of the pastbear some esponsibility foramount of self-contt. He
howewer, at the mighty lrnan making this werpavering goes not ush the chocolate—
Cortés bouncing wer the Aztec elixir palatable for thﬁithoutquite knwing why he
bright Atlantic in his $anish masses? respects the ancientwsr of
carrack, its hold bursting with Culpability for the drivingihe sveet confection, somaho
the first fuits of Eiropean col force of this childhood tragedyepsing that it is special,
onization: the cacao pod. Ca&mwust be establishedusdice ynaple ¢t to aticulate the
you not see his wide and edByst somehw be sered. centuries of cultural signifi

THE
STACCATO MAG

Accepting submissions
year-round!

send microfiction. sarajo berman

RCST #190
(500 wrds.) regiser ed cranioscal therapig
staccatomag@yahoo.com by appoirtment only
99-@8-6128

staccatomagazine.com

sjberman@mirdspring.om
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cance attached to the primhilts had been dutifully sem itself and flanks a@ss the
force of the cacao dered. Those who foolishlygrass in an attempt to cem
And so the by stands,thought they could avd the pletely sumund the by,
completely absorbed, unawdurred highwaymen had founldoweer, some slight noise—a
of an immediate tleat to thethemselgs on the eceivingscuff of tuf, a snoting of dust,
almost saed natue of hisend of the swift and terriblehe slice of an antler tugh
occupation, aaguish hat of law of the wild and had fled tthe balmy air—aruses the
antleed thugs pacing the edgdse safety of their suburbdwy’s attention. ks gae lifts
of the meadw, their cleer homes, all the while nursirepore the suiace of the candy
brown es flashing in the midharsh-cologd bwuises as &ar in an exaggerated and-ago
day light, their hoeesreminder of their near-fatalizing motion that distends the
impatiently pawing fuows in scrape with the rawness muscles of his face into an
the warm edh. These ill-bed nature. elongated chocolate-smesr
creatues of the fast had long The bg stands in a corpusceam, his es popping at the
ago gown accustomed to thkent burst of raptwer as hesight of the quadiped uffians
presence of people, and theyerently tastes the corner bkaring dan on him.
had deeloped the distastefilis chocolate barand he is  With only the slightest gen
habit of demanding paymeminly vaguely conscious of wlection of the dimpled knees,
from those who would picniblur of moement at thethe bg launches acss the
upon the grassy knoll, holdirexteme edges of his visiograss in a deadir towad the
blanketfuls of innocent®orking off of some pdeter family sedan pked at the edge
hostage until a ransom of -tigdnined signal, the herdividesof the picnic aa, the choco
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late bar gripped tightly in ongembling flanks of the wer- closer and closer to his goal,
hand, but he is not swifing, rawboned beasts.uring until he finally grips the sear
enough. As his toes pitvnto the fist that still clutches thimg metal of the door handle
the floor of the meadop pro- chocolate into the ptective with the fingers of his de
pelling him fowad, step kB hollow of his chest, the pohand. With little thought,
step he feels the ewy air thrusts his body against tleecept for the elative safety of
thicken, until it seems that heppling wall of bown, hoping the rear seat of the sedan, the
is pressing his body thugh anto squeee thmough, into theboy scrambles inside and -col
invisible blanket and hesal clear but manages, as lud&pses, leathless, upon the
izes, with a starthat the hedt would hae it, to trip one ofsticky heat of the leatheHe
is upon him. his pursuers.The pace of thesquishes his elds together
The bo/ hears his hetagnashing herfalters for a /& and listens to the labsd
drumming rhythmically in higprecious moments as the desund of hiswn lungs collaps
ears as the deer nudgehbm, stumble and # to regain theing and inflating, then jolts
on the left and on the righimpassioned cadence of thapright as the hdyr unable to
and, as they encie him, hestride, but it is enough to aNocorrect its enraged momentum,
senses that the uimming isthe bg to pull slightly ahead.bounces off the side panels of
not meely the sound of his And, once clear of the pacthe sedan likeversied hail
own frantic blood, but theat is as if the bo has slippedstones—bam, bam, thud,
pummeling of hoees upon thethe ery wings of Mrcury BAM!
turf, and he finds himseliipon his feet, the pudgy pis And it is then that the lyo
pinched tightly beteen thetons of his legs thsting him realizs, with a shocking paral
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ysis of homwr, that he failed to As the bg’s shoulder:
close the car door behind himlouch fowad in a silent
As the quigring teror of this tremor of veeping, the body c
thought settles upon him, thihe automobile gentlyocks
Herculean head of aoyng between the prssing haunche
stag, devilish knobsqgiruding of the milling hed, and the
from its scalp suddenlylads face takes on the diste
appears, issuing avféentatie look of a disappointed col
snots, and, befa the by can quepor.

ewen thust a potective arm in

front of him, he is caught in a

dewish of flailing hoees that CREATIVE

knocks the chocolate bar to the

littered floor of the sedam.he METALSMITHS

i i Don H. bhnson | Km Maitland
boy quickly pulls his legs up on 117 E. Fanklin $., Chapel Hll

the seat and wraps himself ing@g_967-2037 eatiemetalsmiths.com
bitter cocoon of defeat,

betrayal, and loneliness, his

mind nov numbed to the AlterEd Image

sound of chocolate sqear Hair Designers, Inc.
being focefully folded into a 1113 1/2 Broad St
cud of meadw grass. Durham, NC 27705

(919) 286-3732
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The CodEn dofJ anuary : AlLetterfromMy
Imaginar y W ife
by J am es Mackie

shaed pyptechni bubbling in jg." You may hae affects the balance of the
cal pleases in therealizd eery person gqu Universe, and that some small
past, danced those prim&i@ncounter potentially holds trect of kindness may swing open
dances that will not warrant €y to yur spiritual awakeninghe locked doors of den.
Green Cats in heaan, but ngv but | live in a fast place weeBometimes, my ke, | think
| fear pu will think | hae scalespeople talk on cell phonesessyou hae goneound the bend,
a tail, and brathe fie. Wake up smatly, walk briskly Here gone Schizie on me. éAnou
JMackie. @t a life. ®p all this things ae concete, tangible. Ihearing wices, seeing things
moping aound in the woods: i€an measerand judge what haghat aen't thee? &ould you
will turn your brain to mush.pens about me. | cannot jumbget your medications adjusted?
What am | to do with qur last this into that metaphysical gittiave yu forgotten gur
hyperbole: ' October | heat berish  pu wwote aboutmantra, "Btter living though
God laughing in a rainko of Heisenberg's '¢etaintyTheo- chemisty"? Rease, my le,
leaes tumbling in the wind"; ofy," Kabbalah's shattat \essel,remember to Irathe sholy,
your last grandiose ecstagpd all that giving anceceiv and epeat, "Btter living
"When my hedrstops, the worldng light wbbish. You may through chemisy" | am,
moves at the speed of lighucs know, but | do not, that emy howeer, thankful yu hae not
entwined wurself in all that
"rapture” hocus-pocus peddled
like packets of anthray Ibhat
desiccated, hair-spealy &ck
Van Impe. Yes, thee may be
Universes within biverses,
and the soul may be righter
than a thousand suns" asuy
hawe written, but | hasr to go
with what | hae hee: right
foot, left foot, dwn the stairs,
down the pad. t's nothing
magical, infinitely practical.
When yu finish acting like
Saint Fances of Assisi, chatter
ing away atacks, tees, and
birds, write me.

M y love, we hae an exuisite, charming momerdact significant or othwise
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Un titled
by P hillip p D ismuk es

walk. He was omred wanted to be #&e of theattist in western NC, formerly
. no, not ceered, but weight. Resting, | gaa him my from NYC and @nta [e.

deep into ed clay Like awater and the small amount S. M. Foran is a teacherdm
worm, he had embedded hiffood | had, hoping he woulHalifax,\VA.
self into a small hole.n Ithe somehw find a little of his life James Nackiehas a Nsters
South, the clay is an easydr left to live. He told me storie degee in Mglish fom the
nice on the @y, soft.The man Of how once he was finallyetr University of few Mexico - He Is
had taken himself to beledrom the sins, he would leaCUrently woking as a féntal
that if he boe davn into the the mud, and he he wou !l [ ©
dirt ... that if he lied deeplive a contented life withmgzi?fggh{alﬁn%ﬁz dgional dil in
into it, and slept with the mudhe guilt of past vengs, able PhiII’ip gism-ukes Ha A
in his poes, he would walko walk a fee man without the

X ¢ . 15, 1972, is justour standat bald
away sin-e. | spoke witHemorse of a walking €MP an

him. He told me he had bee$pPul. | wished 'fhe man in mt i)hnny Rncas 6'3” and often
called to lay deep in a hillsid&ell and told him, "I too hlawunintentionally intimidating to
that the clay would draw ouw past to forgeymyself ofl'll hapedashers. bleditsThe Botter
his past and leawhim fee. He remember gu if you will for

had a family once that he leftlve me.”

I met this man once on and nav knewv very little. He Genie diner is a writer and
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Am usin g | nterco ur se wi th a H aberdasher

Transcribed 4/11/02, on the occasion of the fitting of my seersucker suit and subsequent
pewusal of an expensiand ugly tie selection.

by J ohn ny P ence

“So, I'm looking for—" “Okay S what | want isAnything yu need, just let us
“Something like these®omething th& bright, maybenow.”

[ugly, ugly ties, $40 each] ewen a little loud. | ddnhawe to “Dude. You really ag trying
“Lord no! Im looking @er be too serious whemlwearing to make a sale,eqit you?”

what yuve got, and they alihis, so | actually want it to be a “They wouldit know what

look so geometrical—" little ostentatious.” to do with yu and this suit.”
“Geometrical®Pmm. Thats a  “'OstentatiousThere you go

good way of saying it, | guessagain!”

something like—" “Listen, man. | cénjust turn

“See, what | want ar big, it off.”
round, organic shapes. | always“You must beeally vell, uh

liked paisley ... must hae traeled a lot.”
“‘Organic?whee you gettin “Well, —"

all this grammafirom?” “Surely youve been toally
“Well, I—" Old England.”
“You a writer or something?” “Yeah, when Wwas a kig-"
“Kinda, yeah.” “And &pan.”

“Oh, that explains ifThats “Nope. Newer been toapan,
whee you get all thensynonymsut I'd like to oll up in thee
and, uh, descriptorfrom! %, wearing this seersucker suit w
what yu need is something tihistie on [a loud, hideous thin
shav that yure, uh ...flexible that looked like the oscillosco
that you hae, uh ...diversity... dance inFantasij | tell you

presence!” what!”
“Sure. Yeah.Whateer. What “Yes, themapanese would t
about this one?” all, like, Yes sirwelcome to-ah:
“No. That wort work.” Japan. Rase, qu ae welcome.

Siniste r Be dfellows
by m ckenzee
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Min d Y our M anners
by N ancy H unt

swallow sekeenity
plead, promise

lips horizontal,
exposed.

cache cedence
milk pleasue

heaven is for dogs.

Postu lates
by M atth ew M ulder

Evey person is a collection of items.

Evey item has a given value.

The value of an item depends on its attraction;
its attraction varies as to its placement.

"Someone smells good," she says and
arranges the camera befag a blue backdop.
She bends faward, placing a stool

and reveals a tattoo of aase just

inside her black low-cut blouse.

Attraction depends on the item's placement--
hidden when she stands exct and

asks me to have a seat.

She looks at me as a collection of items
that need poper placement under

lights to give value to

the hue and tint of my person.

Her secet attraction hidden as

| smile for the camera.
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Nancy Hunt is a Chapel H-based
poet and shorstoly writer

Matthew Muilder is a New
Products Manager for a national
weekly n&s magazine and hasesalv
publication cedits.

Ben Bogadus is a senior at
Durham Hgh School NCSSM who
enjo/s unning, swimming, andead
ing Don Delillo. He plans to attend
college at UNC ChapeliH

untitled
by Be n B ogardus

The black building

Came out ofSpace Odyssey 2001:

Absorbed all the light

Emitted fom oveihead parking lot lamps and

Upon being exposed, sent out suburbal radiation into the night.

A man appmoaches acoss cracked pavement decked
With black bubble gum spots

Like stars, not holes.

He walks between twoaws of SUVs

Glowing with radiation, and caafully

Places his feet on the cracks, for if he does not,
The wind will double him over as it has

The owners of all the vehicles.

Gridlock gripped the building in the monomodeistyle,
Squaes upon squaes, none lit.

Cast of of vetical tile,

He glides though the entrance

And the building swallows him.

He emembered nothing except images:

-Running acoss a bed of maggots, chased by wasps, towda
flag. A little faster than theest, he gets close enough to the
flag and jumps. A white hand sputs fom the flag, longingly
reaching for him, but he only grazes the fingers. He is tram
pled.

-Swimming in cdiee, he sees the Styfoam walls of the cup.
Tiying to climb, he finds them too smooth. Then a rain of
sugar stats.

-At the inteview, he sits in font of a suited man, who seems to
keep raising the salay. None will do, and the man spills a
glass of water All of it is sucked into the soundings. He tells
the man it's not the watetbut the way it moves.

Coming out of the building,

Proven unto himself he sees the lot

Baren, sunrise in the east, all the incandescent bulbs
Broken.

A river uns thiough the parking lot that swept

It all away

| am the river






