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fromt he dek of J ohn ny P ence

So L ong, Suckers

Man, | dort know what | was thinking. Almost d& wars &
unpaid editor of a deedeep undergund anti-intellectual liteng
magazine®ah, sw. |1l sign up for that.

This will be my last issue as eddbieast for ma I'm handing
this hot potato er to the inestimableaBy Smers. th sue itll be
great with him at the helm, anthlpsghed to see whatlhdo. Gary,
brings talent, energgnd enthusiasm, qualities that | admdt ee
lacking for awhile.

For most of my time as edjtbwas a stay-home dadid the ed
torial and lagut wok while my son napped, andegthing w
mellon. The poblem was thatdtated going a little nuts cooped

to get areal joby’

| like the job Despite the time | spend wimg, its eally not th
manhours that ara poblem for me, just dort want to be @atig
right non. | want to ty being normallhe folks wher | wok hae ng
ideahow weird | am. t's fascinating. Liker!’in disguise.

one dayand @rry's aleady giving me deadlines fow naaterig
(which, ée, whee am | going to come up with that?) sbdtter gq
my head straight.uBfor naw, | just want to stop fomng myself to Iy
creatie. That doeshwork.

bd

To brass tacks: submissions can still genioyJHaniwer,
memaid@blotterrag.conWe haerit got Garty’s e-mail straighiey
but if you want to each him, gu can e-mail me andl forwad it. I'll
keep thatdiotaddess just because my mom uses it.

There mightbe a dnuay issue, and treemight not be. @y,
hopes and thinks.dBut if not, Febualy is a petty sue betWe wort
be losing any distribution sitesept Charlottesvill&/A. S all yu
Charlottesvillians had better gatrysubscriptions in et

Thers also, like, aorganiedcommittee oprofessionaldo ae
trying to figue out hav to make the magazine financially viabl
thers that.Wow I'm really glad & still going to carron. Im als
really glad | can step away for the time being.

Thanks esybody It really has been a blast.’d gie Garny,
Somers a big fatound of applause and shdim someBlotte
I(\)/Iragazine he.

—ediot@blotterrag.com
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the house. s$tated losing my eatie spadt big-time. | also kinda:E

E

up in

d

I’'m sue this pererse attraction waid being normal will change

t
e
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| Shot Sant a Claus
by B rent P owers

do? What can gu do That's a good thing fooy to do”
hen ypu shoot some | pointed the IAger of om at

body and not just anybody but BIm. It is a long fingean adaman
myth? Eer shot a myth®ell, | hae. tine finger this finger of om of
S, I'm running along her kids a mine. tis a finger thaby cannot fly
giving chase, ats giving chase @om into a land of homemyn

the kids, exybody's after somebodgmatoes or thoughts of thy neig

else it seems, big ones eat the h@ES ass. & na You're doomed,
ones. Bt look. | shot &ta Claus.daddy-O, when that one casts its |

That's the stor shadw over your smug face, sayir

S, go back. levhad a blem “Hey! Kingsh. Tonight yu sleep
with this guy forgars, maybe all mgione.”
life, | don't knov. He's a fat fool with ~ Yeah, so I tell him, “OK. OK, bi
whiskey k#ath who guilts the shiiuy Il buzz off for gu. But Il be
out of you. “You been good thiggr? back. This ain't eer yet. dist yu
You eat gur peas and cais and wait and see.”
things?ou fuck up the wayow did That's when | kne that Fate has
all them otheraars?” & who's he,me ly the ballst’s helping me along
Mister Clean?08 of a bitch goe$ can feel it. A big warmeath of
home to a on@om flop and watchekate gently pushes me along, pu
the Weather Channel. &N Mrs. me right into the door of a gun sh
Claus, nogindeers, no nothirighis Oh, yes. A gun shopvhoopyWall
is one big loser leglemme telloy. 0 wall guns. Rifles, cann
S, | should be letting him put meaookas, @isThen a long glass c
down so | can get what | ask @@ with the loely killer pistolas, ister
know what? &ick him, that's what. the BANG BANG gunsoy want

Next time | see him | say§om a man. @, and holsters, g
“What do pu mean Y all that crapdamn it.The tooled leathestudded
yesteday?” and beaded and bedazzled, plac

“What crap is that, son?” he askenogram, &n a name if it's a she
mildly.

R:/nning'What else can pomething.You could buzz offf

one, Tex or something, maybe |

“All that guilt crap®ho do yu “Kid.” | like that. Kid. Gun first,
think you ae, laying that crap on méhough. Let's see, let's sHeele's
S then pu expect me to askuy gangster models, little chicken;
nicely for what | wanwell, dig, fat Derringers, big oledgnums | figer
boy. | want pu in an icebowith the for stupid, but then, but then .
power turned up all the waywant Well, dang it all if it ain't theemera
you sitting on tacks in a world &fe cattleman's friend, the 44.40
tacks that extend all the way to ¥, which is classc, | ain't bul
horizon. | want pur beat on fie, shittin.
your stupid ed suitun though the ~ ESpying me, the qprietor says
wrong cgle and come out lookingrou look like man kives his ai-
like its made of crinkle chipsyycra nance.”
pulous and.” ‘Il am a man of purpose,” | tol

“Son, why don't gu buzz off orhim.

The Dream

real dreams, real
Shatner Sarajevo

| was in an older but very nice
apartment in Sarajevo, on a
high floor, with lots of windows.
| was sitting at a long table, tak-
ing a deposition in a war-crimes
investigation. Outside one of the
windows, in the middle dis-
tance, a blimp shaped like a
pink pig wearing Ray-Bans
drifted by.

The apartment belonged to
Willam Shatner. It was one of
many properties that he owned
world-wide, and he was letting
me use it as the base of opera-
tions for the Sarajevo phase of
my investigation. Shatner him-
self lounged in a corner,
wearing a plush and expensive-
looking white bathrobe.

At a certain point, | got up to go
to the bathroom, which was
very nice and where | pissed
and pissed and pissed, for what
seemed like forever, into an old-
fashioned urinal that reached all
the way to the floor. Seriously,
that piss seemed to take all day,
and was just the best.

As | was leaving the bathroom,
I noticed a second door. Behind
the door was a huge walk-in
closet - much bigger than the
bathroom - which contained
what seemed to be hundreds of
fluffy white bathrobes, all hang-
ing in neat rows on wooden
hangers around the entire
closet.

(When | woke up, | really
needed to urinate. No surprise
there.)

—L.T.V,, Richmond, VA

Please sendaexpts fom your deam
journals toenny at
mermaid@blotterrag.com

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

ur
eird



The

Blotter paged Decem ber 2006

“A tall man.” “Well. Maybe just leavt blank, seles. You knav hov people ar

“Lean and mean.” then. Blks'll get the poinThey see'Hey dude, whenou get them &r

“Not bad looking.” a guyhe's tall and lean and mean diwthl shoes?bSou hae to turn to

“Rugged ma than handsomenore mugged than handsome, ththem and ge your enigmatic smile,
wouldn't you say?” figure, Why that must b&he Man and either they trifle witltoy futher

“I can go with that.Yeah. Don't Know His Name.” or they get it whooy ae. Rit this
Rugged.” “Sure looks like him,” | go alondnee?”

“And | hae the look of a stranger “Has the walk.” He withdraws theemerable pis
in town.” “The talk.” tol and holds it up befme. This

“YeahThat, too” “He don't say much. Leawut is what awaits triflers,” he says I'D

“OK, ring 'er up And that hal that talk stuffHe don't say muchnot speak theuth hee?”
ster thez. Qut me a moniker on it. That's hav it should be.” “| feel that gu do | sense that
want “Kid' there on it.” “How it is, Mster Like yu say about pu.”

“Well, my K knife's busted. Caiist like pu say “Well, then. Let's outfitoy in a
you think of something elsgitinls?  “Well, hav 'bout yu just put ansuitable way and geiuystalking the
What's pur name.” O thee. Gt an O knife?” steets of this on&/i-H town, seek

“Dunno,” | told him. “| surely do’ ing Truth, distice, and the American

“So you're the famous &hWho “That can be foréio, dig?tican Way”

Don't Know His Name.” be interpeted that way “What's all that?”

“Yeah.That's me. ldw 'bout it?  “Some would age. | would.  “All what?”

What can gu do with that?” Others, maybe they saf scratch  “All that you just said.”

“Well, simple. & a X thee? their heads and wondés thatan O  “Dunna It's a cwboy thing.
How ae you for an X in that place®@r a £10? What do wu think, Long time ago thing.dbody rightly
“Nope. Rings falseallimplica Claence?' 'l figerit for an O."' Ust remembers.”
tions | can't lie up to’ an OWhat's that stand for?' &l “Well. I'll remembet
maybe for something unsayable.'“Good for yu, son.”
'‘Unspeakable." ilthy dirty." 'Vile,
fetichistic, the stuff ofelams in avo S | shot the son of a bitch.
bar at the end of the uarge.' '#ah.’ | stood in line with the gun con
"Yeah. I'm agrein with ya.'tlcould cealed in my dustdie others paid
be like that, am | right?” me little notice. iured me for a
“Could be. lgure it'll wok?”  stoe detecti, possibly a kidofn
“l figure. Them as don't get itanother planet. “ah, that ain't fsrm
well, all the worse for thenarfhey no other planet, dude,” one of them
don't knaw they a& looking uponsaid. That's what gu call bad nes
the Man Who Don't Knowv His wearing dificial shoes.” “Gt a
Name and might misspeak thepwoint,” said anothefCould account
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for his unnatural height. Kids dori¢lling. I'm hee to do the tellingvampie nails un dovn the black
get that high aund hee. Mom saysAnd this is what | must sagpu, boad as she says, Thus see ho
it's all the sushi.itthg acoss om Santa, a a esponsible ¥h, the Pythagoras imposed thearrhonic
her my fathemwho is shorand fat, Suff of LegendlhatWhich Keeps aupon a delinquenttiverse.”
sings, 'Bow me the way to the neBoy Marching to the &me dd “Look, son,” he says, “look dner
sushi bar!" and they both laugreagDrummer But you think it's OK to now. | got business lger® you ...
deal about that, slobber akrothe just guilt a guy like that, to put himell, you just go onYou just go fish
food. | don't get it. | don't underthrough all that police @reduraling. Brer think of thatXou go on
stand them half the time. Anybodgisap Wants to kne if on the nightand go fishin@-hat's a good thing to
from another planet it's my pats.” of such-and-sucloy finished gur do, isn't itAVhat | always do when
“Yeh, vell my pagnts a& flom peas and cats, did the dishes d%n upset. | just grab me a duar
hell, so ther. Brer ead that Cocteauwequied, folded all the wspaperswvhiskey and a dmz baloney sand
shit? Les BentsTerribles¥eah, sointo paper airplanes just the wayl Dviches and | just ...all;, | just go
that's my pants.” wants 'em so he can play war withfisking, is whathat'll straightengu
“So, maybe this kid'soim hell, fireplaceYou do yur hom&oik? out. Now you get along mg you
” The one with all the mix andear?”
“Don't think soHeaen is in hismatch—the Meter Rader's job  “Smile whengu say that,” | told
eyes.You don't get that effect whetkescriptions ..?The official duties ohim, and let her ripS\weral holes
you're fom hell. That's a knan a CockoachWranglerare..? When appeard.Then he busted wide-open
thing in science.” you hae a wife, willgu stop beatingand paly fa\ors shot fdh. Little kids
“You belieg in scienc&Yhat an her?ou mav the lawnPake out theran up and stid \elling, “I want
assholeYou knav hov many cooltrash?ou collect gur cool points,the ed one;—"
points yu just lost? Scient®hat callém in to Nlmber Qunch, wina  Fuck off you like the blue-"
are yu, a pdicle weighing bg? free prie? | doubt that. Can't say | “The ed, | want theed, | shall
Peekaboo ungrses jumping in anbeliee that.You don't look like thehae the ed—"
out of existence thuigh black holesfight kind of kid to me. @nething “No, the blue,qu ae allergic to
Up from apes7hif, man, anybody'sall sidevays abouioy. $mething allthe ed, see, alady gu're beaking
looking knavs apes atbetteWhat mislabeled and poisoning the aldt, but hee's a striped, tradewa
an asshole.” Populusque. ®Bblem by Boy with striped for aed one.”
But thee is a v rumbling of an funny ideasatling aound loose in  “Get your ovn red one, | adrady
appoaching eleted train.That's his head and making him hear thirvgst on it.”
my signalWhen the big old thing... Hawe | coered it?$n't that one of  But | was akady unning. And
comes thunderingverhead | ush your standar raps? Bogoes awayll keep onunning, un all devn the
forwad, gun drawn, pushingesy from yu feeling so wihitess hedays and all thears, finding nest

too.

body aside. don't desee nothing but a day fullang place, no food or shelter within
“You're not supposed to butt iRossini gettures plagd on a millionthe boders of the f@pire. | bear the
line,” someoneminds me. hurdy-gudies, or Nks Back's longmak. It shaved up on my f@head

| stand befa him. @nta Claus.
He has just let a girlwlo off his lap
which is wet, and is about to take a
quick little sndr when he gets it:
what's happening lgewho | am and
what I'm going to do

“Didn't | take pur oder a while
back thes, squi?” he says.islegs
stat from their sphes andall like
roulette wheelsThink you can pull
a fast one on olcdaaVell, let me
tell you—"

“No, no,” | says. “I'll do the
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moments afterads. t is a sdrof )
hoofprint, cleen, with the brancMr' Spank y's W ooden Le g

name of the a'niurge1 wner and (FI‘O mt he I‘eCO|| ed'on S Of Z eld avan C haﬂO'[te)
maker of all things, the wholekeorBy Z. v an d er M eer

the mess inoyr oom, yur smelly
wife, the drifting dogs,ens, fogs, L& D amn it,” @mmy Shannon Lake. kfortunately the

dirigiblesYou must take camot to said under higest of the tournamentquauced no
let it shev. Do not go baheaded in breath as  hepetter luck for@nmyHe finished in
the sight of Gd. Rss swiftlyin a pounded the gund with his clubthirty-first place. .
cloak and flat top hatekp that gunhead; which eated an unsightly ~But that, of course, is the end of
loaded, alwayseReady to fie upon divot that he didhbother to epair the stoy, and is noteally impaant,
all those who would shgou kind “I'll be spelunking for that one.”  nor paticularly inteesting. kbwe\er
ness. All those who would smile and Sammy Giloosh had hit his ball was necesgdp mention it so that
lick your nose. All cab deifs, desperinto a patch of woods off the firstfaie est of the stgrcould be told and
ate pilgrims sarning for tppy way whee it landed in the ¢es. mad sense.df continues as folls:
Hour, the Dogs ofVar, theWings of After a couple of minutes he finally Fg (which stands forafey
Sng. Bwae, O ®n of the found his ballesting behind an oldchabod @rett); Hof, a wil ex-clas
Morning, always hae. trolley; a burned-out ®ek with asical music pfessor; and mysediev
chared pof and a usty saggingstanding aund watching the specta
frame.Though he was surprised @& of the crane, piloted/ lsome
find a tolley in the woods off the fir§taternity ushee, hoisting the metal
faivay he didit give it too muchwreck out of the woods. As thak-tr
thought because he was thinkigy was hering tediouslyver the
more about he difficult his nexttrees, tdf asked:
shot would beThe tolley effectaly ~ “Anyone eer wonder why ther
blocked any decent shat®ny had.is a tolley in the middle of theets
After pondering the situation a littff the first faivay?”
bit, he decided that theliey should ~ And actuallynobody kne, and
be consided a loose impedimegen moe than that, nobody had
and demanded that it bemoed, €\er heat of nor seen, thisditey
and emaed on the dime of thdefoe. 9, after asking@und, talk
Autumn Leaf @If Club whee the ing to angne who might possibly
tournament was taking place. Aff@e an answ to the twlley ques
some significant deliberation the tion, and not finding one,enfinally
rules committee, theottey wasreluctantlyageed that our desito
determined to indeed be a lodé®ww would unfaunately foce us
impediment which could, if si#to the pesence, and mind, of Mrs.
requested, bemaed, at no cost tZ€lda an Charlotte; a situation none
the plagr $ the tournament wa8f us paicularly elished.
Altered Image halted for thee days while a large Now thee ae a fe things pu

Hair Designers, Inc. crane was tught aer fom Acorn should knw about £lda an
1113 1/2 Broad St Groves budget consiction goup Charlotte, for theecod:
Durham, NC 27705
the SImmer College t&ents Mrs. \an Charlotte has been a
(919) 286-3732 !
Constuction and teavy member of the llumn Leaf @If

) Equipment, to mee the tolley so Club since it opened, and she &, w
Mark KlnseXERD that Smmy could play his ball. Aftéfink, appoximately one-huneld
Massage and BodywcEherapist it was meed @mmy hit his balland twenty-seen years old. i is
NC license #6072 which collided with age that stoodoriginally fom the ton of Hello,
9196196'%'?5{[) just off the edge of the faay ough, NC, whee she married her husband,

and then wmptly plopped intoClifford van Charlotte Ill. As far as
819 Boad &, Durham, NC mptly - piopp
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we can tell, illo doeshexist any But getting back to the syor.  his neer seemed to fit right, but it
more; and it hagrexisted, it would We had a fe beers at theaBk was pwhased for himythis mother
seem, during any paf this or the Nine Svill and then headedeay to as a get@ll gift after an accident he
twentieth centyr She and her husMrs. Van Charlotts cottage, draghad with a chah organ (his right leg
band meed to Aorn Gowe shaty ging our feet and looking for strggt caught in one of the pipes), and
after they e married, and after héralls on the waylt took a fev was of quite some sentimenddlie
husband died,edda meed into one moments to gather the courage totaskim.

of the smalletiement cottages oher about the dtley but we eentu The main issue for M&anky

the gounds of the étumn Leaf ally did and sheplied: was hw to get out to the gen on
Zelda @an Charlotts main occu ~ “Of course | kne about thethe course so they could pute H
pation these days is gttelling; trolley Doesth everyone?” couldrt really walk the distance...

stories which she insiststare, but ~ And we told her no, and in faatell, he could, but he felt that it
which ae so outlandish and exaggee had near een seen thedifey might take too long; and having
ated that no one in their right mindefoe. Then vwe asked her if sheome caboy pull them asund in a
could eer consider them to be plaknenv why it was ther $ie eplied, rickshaw simply woultido.

sible—at least not completely is “Because of Mr$ankys wooden To deal with the issue, Mr
possible, as our estigations havleg, of course.” Sanky decided upon an elaborate
shavn, that some piaof her stories  After a moment or two of starigan. He obtained permission for
could be we, but ve can only find salumbly at each othemnd at heme trolley tracks to be laidoin the
much evidence, and then the tradlked if she wouldmind elaborat fountain at the émt of the clubhouse
dead ends. Mrsaan Charlotte as&# ing a little. Mrs. an Charlotte thento the geen of the first hole, with a
us that she hdstie inclination, norproceeded to tell us the wholeystoroute going tlough the pict@wsque

the imagination, to imnt her ecol woods of the coursihe idea was
lections or any pganf them, but \& Mr. Fanklin $anky was cadr that Mr. Sanky would take theotr
are not so sar ing a leely wealthy young womanley on a fifteen minute moonlit

She is a shbrwoman, with awho was originallydm the Ashville
squatty wrinkled face and a littlarea.This young woman ent ty the
haily chin. Her manner of dss isname of &tia Bumm. They had
that of an upper-class ladyrirthe been seeing each other for a |
19205, complete with large, heauye, and ther was talk of marriag
pearls that seem tovbber fowad Mr. Sanky who ey was il-off
and into pur private space when shemself decided to take is& Bimm
addessesoy. In addition to theon an elegant date éen Acorn
pearls, sheears a thick, gray fugrowe, which would begin with a tr
shawl, and a little hat with fadem, the Damond te $ow and din
plastic fuit and flavers atop it, withnet and then would be topped ¢
a trim of elloved-with-age lacavith a little nighttime putting out o1
aound the shorbrim. Back in the the first geen of the dumn Leaf
day she prbably looked quite elésolf Cluh Depending on ho the
gant and fashionable. olke\er putting went, he would ask her -
nowadays, her clotheséngien way marly him. And she, hopefyll
to the steady persistence of time wodld sayes.This was what he he
hawe become faded and torn, and sheind.
goes about witluns in her stockings The poblem for Mr $anky
that seem to go on éver and when it came to dnestrating the
unsightly patches on her fur shdegistics of the date, was his woo
which eeal the blotchy hide undeleg, which mented him fom trav
neath.Though Mrs. &n Charlotteeling long distances on foot
doesih smoke, she always smells &ikeount of it dragging along behi
a stale ashtray him like wheel-less wagbhis leg of
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saunter though the woods to thand the lley was a beautiful sighttoen knev, your best laidomantic
green.Thete they would putt @ behold; painted in a d¢arich bur plans only go right about one iargv
the same spot, balls sigeside, andgundy with black and gold trim, anten times ... no, not ew that eally
if both balls wnt in they wouldlarge gold-leaf letters written inbacause the times when they do go
know that they wre made for eaclambqgant script thatead “My right, its actually just us ladies play
other and then he would ask herSeeet Bmmnis Chariot.” Avay theying along, meifully ignoring the
marly him. I was to be a mosbde into the night, with the cricketiscessant blunders whicbuy in
romantic affai-the shwy, the ride, chirping gleefullyand the wlley your childlike cluelessness, simply do
the whole club to themsedy the cheelully clacking and shuddering imot seeWell, unfotunately on this
trolley... it must beemembed that time. They made their way slg night, this is the way it was to be for
Mr. $hanky was not a poor man, torough the ®es, twad the first poor Mr. Shanky who, up until this
say the least, and when seekiisg hteen, wher a putt would establighortion of the date, fesaw a most
Bumnis hand in marriage, teevastheir omantic pledge to one anotheondeful and emakable esning.
to be no expense suhr fore\er As the wlley appyached the
The night of the big date came, Unfortunatelyas so many ably edge of the des, about sixty glar
from the geen, in pecisely the spot
A C artoon (?) whee Yyou found it todaythe yung

bv O neNedk couplés ewelly was inteupted ly a
Y mecilessly loud grinding noise; fol

lowed ly some sbof explosion ém
underneath the carriage which sent
poor Mss Bmm up off the bench
and onto the tlleys had, unforgiv
ing floor The subsequent
back-and-fdh jeking of the con
traption was so violent that not only
was Mss Bmm face deon on the
floor and twirling aund, but Mr
Sankys wooden leg wasewched
so badly thatybthe time the alley
finally gag up the ghost and came to
rest his foot was actually pointing
backwats.The poor man didrreal
ize his leg was twisted until he stood
up to gie Miss BImm a hand;yothe
time he kne what was happening he
was on the floor next to héasce
down, with the false toes of his right
foot pointing up teaxds the ceiling.
The crickets had stopped chirp
ing by this time, halting their song
momentarily in an attempt to figur
out just what all the racket was. |
would seem that thegimem had to
do with the tolley jumping its tracks,
which is funny becausasuyusually
think of a speeding train whesuy
think of track-jumping, and as far as
we can tell, that olddiley was clip
ping along at about six miles an
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hour—hauly a track-jumping speethis he neglected te-btate his legwas ger Shed had just about all she

Some speculation as to the causeadhstead of the moon in hissegndcould take, the poor girl, and the

the accident has to do with the facpleading look on his face, absvprognosis for theest of the @ning,

that the track was laid, in pdy the Bumm noticed was the discotiogr now that the wlley was dead, and

Secial LimpihRangers, an offshosight of the toes of his right fotiteyd be hiking instead of riding, was

of the local BpoScout wop that waspointing awkwally tovad the ceil not good. Be was a pper girl, pu

created for bes with paicular chal ing. They vere bent slightly so thatee, and wcked wlleys in the mid

lenges. they vere essentially pointingetitly dle of the woods, with dislocated legs
Another theor is that the trackat hey almost as if theyew telling and such, @e no cicumstances for

was laid faulty on purposg #ck her that all of a sudden, somethsgmeone of her social standimg. S

Chump the n&v bo/friend of Mr was just not right about the whalbe said, rather testihyat she would

Sankys ex-girlfriend, Mty Be. affair It was a rather macalsight, asagee to continue the date as long as

The Autumn Leaf had hred Mr opposed to @mantic one, anddm they could make it quick; and befor

Chump to be in charge of the tradkat point on all N6s Bimm could she added with some spite, things got

laying operationt Wvas said that héink about was the wooden THge any worse.

was hied at theequest of kds Be, wooden leg, she thoughthe They came dun from the tol-

which is ceainly suspicious, and/iooden leg will ppose to mdey whee Mr Sanky spent a

lends @dence to the latter intexprtonight. moment leaning against aeetr

tation of what might havgone As Mss Bmm stood she couldttempting to e-adjust his wooden

wrong. Howewer Mr. Chump did feel a luise beginning to form on hégg. This delay caused theeatty

hire and use, in garthe Pecial lower back, which was slightlyotiar aggraated Mss Bimm een moe

Limpin Rangers, so both theoriespagy. A that point, her feelings agxasperation, and her disposition was

far as & knay, could be tre. uncetainty and uneasinessegasay not lost on Mr $ranky who noted
After picking themses off theto anngance.tlhad, Mss Bimm the fact that she was not waiting

floor and sitting a while, and catchitigpught, become high time the dat®eund for him to finish with his leg.

their beath, it was finally decide~

that they would attempt to contint

the date ¥ proceeding on foothis

requied much ma convincing o

Miss Bmm on the parof Mr.

Spanky than | am pbably corsy

ing, for Mss BImm was quite badl

shaken ¥ the whole affairand

though she had escaped the falt v

out serious injyyr she did ha/moe

than one hrise, and merthan one

tear in her drss toamind her of the

frightful episodéVhat had stéed as

a dateeminiscent of the most hap

of endings in the mostmantic of

movies had suddenly become & s

horror stoy entitted The Ride on

HellsTrolley’ Not only that, but in

order to convince his lady that tr

should continue on their outing, .V

Spanky thought it would be a go

idea to get den on one knee an

look upon her with the moon in h

eyes and an earnest and pleading

on his face. élewer befoe doing
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Consequentlyhe was unable tproperly attachedhis gae the poorhe would nod and grimace and
adjust it quite as seelyras he woulgnan a significant amount of diffattempt to hop a little faster
haw liked; he gavit just two turnsculty Miss Bmm was ex¢mely put
instead of the usual foand off they  In the course of his journ®ir. off by the drag mks on the faivay
went; her bounding ahead in a quigkanky noticed, much to his chagrfor two easons: first, it made the leg,
double-time walk-head up in anthat the heel and toe of hisgihetic as the backwhtoes had earli¢ghe
aggraated determination, and tHeg ver leaving unsightly di¢ and dominant featw in the esnings
thumb and index finger of bottrag maes along the tully mant escapade; and second, shet w@sn
hands holding up theofit of her cured faiway behind him.vi#&at wasshe could mara man who would so
long, light-blue @ning dess—and now flowing fieely fom his bow as blatantly disipt the tuf of the
he hoofing along frantically behimluch due to the fact that he woutduntys finest golfing establishment
her in an attempt to keep up tlmae to explain to the club treason simply because his leg tlifitn
pace. ¢ woe a pained exgssion onfor the unsightly mks in the morn Normally she would havbeen
his face, and held a lingoitstetched ing as it was to theegton of the peffectly right to oppose such a fla
hand befa him. He looked like arexercise. Ns BImm noticed thegrant disegad for the golf course
exhausted dog pleading with its-masikks on the faway as ®ll; shegrounds, but, gen the coum
ter to slev dawvn. But slav dawvn she noticed them because she would tstamces of the moment, one can
didrit. She headed for thategn as ifaiound periodically and demand tHaadly blame MrSanky for his lack
it were the edin and she a metedre pick up the pacé&/hen she didof pmotocol; it was hdly his fault.
plummeting to it. this, Mr. Spankys limp hand wouldThen again, the wholeolley thing
The speed of Mi$ankys gatestetch out one index finger in amas his idea, st et you gentlemen
was faster than what he was nornattigmpt to potest, but this was decide.
used toln addition to this, and conmrather veak gestar and soon the As if all of this emert enough
pounding his tuble, was the fadhdex finger would join the other-finvoiking against the poor duo, ther
that his leg, as | mentioned, was gets in their exhausted dangling, avas ¢t one ma poblem that
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enteed the pictie. mind telling that ... that thing to baround the putters wher they
| hawe aleady mentioned the faquiet?’ crossed.
that, een apdr from the cicum | suppose it could be said that The sight of it all was enough to

stances of theenmng in questionMiss BImm momentarily forgot hemake Mss BImm forget herecent
Mr. $ankys wooden leg ditlfit good graces, and succumbed todiseess, and almost immediately her
quite right. As a matter of courserutieness that sometimeg&dunside disposition eturned to its original
was a bit loose and hung a littletshewery proper woman of stagyr a tempeed swetness.irSilarly Mr.
which led to MrSanky always learrudeness just waiting for the doorSmanky upon noticing the beauty of
ing at oughly a fifteen- tacrack. Be would later come teget the place wherhe intended to make
twenty-degge angle when he wtss comment, as she should; fohig popposal of marriage, and also
standing (poor man, he alwayas not aeary nice thing to sayupon noticing the effect it had on the
looked so strange in theup pic Howeer at the time, and @ the lady almost immediatelyeaoered
tures, as if hear tiying to distancecircumstances, it seemed sdmaé his stength.
himself somelo from the personexcusable. pbn the tensioninthe air He stood up straight and tall
next to him; which gawvthe impes that connected them like an elecfuell, slightly leaning), and with a
sion, to people who didknow him fied wie thiough which euy confident, determined look, hepr
but for his pictwe, that he was quitaegatie peception and feeling andrly fastened his wooden leg into its
rude). Bit the other mblem with stimulus tragled, the dradful corect place. All of a sudden, the
the leg was that M&anky didit scratching clad its way into herbeauty of his saundings, and the
keep it maniced poperly in large consciousness with tr@ume of alook on his seet loes face had
pat due to the fact that it was diffoullhorn. Thankfully Mr. Spanky restoed his faith in the eming.The
cult to do so, it being a lesser mdatlly noticed her slight; for he whsnt, twisted, andylbnonv smolder
prosthesisThe exterior of the limbtoo busy tying to keep &m collaps ing trolley had been forgotten, and
as opposed to the smooth, laegliéng. He would beery soe fom the forgotten it stagd in their minds,
finish of the finer models, had esetion for the next f@ days. @ newer to be thought of agauvhich,
rather grittyrough textu; splintey, would een swear that his wooden legcidentallyis why it was still ther
you might sayfhis rlesulted in the legched. up until recentlywhen that vulgar
making a scratching noise as it Thankfully and in spite of all oErane contraption raed it.
rubbed back and for along thetheir toubles, the stprdoes hava  Well, | guess it could be said that
inside of Mr $hankys tousersThe happy endinglou see, they ared at the tiolley alsoemained because. Mr
noise was normally just a simgile hole—which is a most beautif@@hump had been asted two days
byproduct of being in the ggence ohole (puve seen it), perhaps tlearlier for abbing the grcer on
Mr. Shanky of which one would takenost beautiful on the course, whidfellington 8eet, and therwas no
notice momentarjlyand then pushs why I'm sue, Mr. $ranky choseone to organezthe Becial Limpih
into the backgiund with the babblet—to find the moon spiding abee RangersThe Autumn Leaf paid for
and the clinking glasseawe\er, at Shannon Lake, a lightd#e comingnot only installation, but also
this moment, it became eyvintru- in off the wateand the cool night airemwal, but the Rangers pewgot
si\e par of what little corersation hefiltered fesh lg the lush foliagemound to it. Uhfortunately the
and Mss Bmm were having, whicharound them.The light on what isAutumn Leaf hadun out of money
went a little like the folling: now called thet& Lighthouse (backn the budget to réra nev team for
‘Portia, my ... [scraatch] ..\ve. then it wasafered to as the as ththe emwal. | suppose they could
My Bumm who ... [scraaatch]. Autumn Light, or simply the i@ hawe sued to foe them to dismantle
takes a walk ... [scratch] ... with f@andle, i many in tan) was lit upthe tracks. & then, lés be honest;
to the hole on this most dgang... with a light that was of a soft pinkhat would suing th@&cial Limpih
[scraaaaaaaatch] ... moonknevg. hue, colaed ly special glass just fBlangers do to theputation of such
Please, my deal beg wu ... the occasioiwo loely gold puttersa distinguished club?
[scratch]... please wlalovn that | had been laid cris®ss, with the  Mr. $anky and Nss Bimm
might ...[scraa-a-a-atch]...catchhale and the flag in the middle of thecked up their putters and leaned in
breath or two beferve continue.” cross near the handles. A long, spficefully to gaseach other a kiss,
“Spanky my dearwould wyu pink ribbon was elegantly tieglith the moonlight and the noises of
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the ceatues of the night cheering \ery determined woman and sohibuse to the woodéll, they wie
them on. Mr Sanky gently untiedshould seem only fit that the ball themaed eentually though | can
the ribbon that bound the two pubelonged to her would Wise be aremember exactly wheny Kharles
tersThen he leaned dmo, and with determined ball. oS this being theused to complain @y day of trip
a wink and a soft smile he line up tése, instead of finding.Npankys ping arer them on his way to the
putt. He gae it a knock, and away litall an insurmountable obstacle taréstoom flom the first tee. (A cus
went, slicing a path that was @gectie, her ball simply ploddem for dear Charles, and it was
straight as an arestra conductrthrough it, knocking MrSankys much to the chagrin of his playing
back tevad the hole. B, too bad, it ball into the hole just an instapatners and those waiting behind
was not to be. & een his lge and befoe it tumbled in aseil. him that he near learned to go
his intimate kneledge of the gen Well, you gentlemen will ndoefoe the first tee. | wouldytrto
on which he was putting could defgubt ealiez the symbolism of all agfpeak to him about it, but'dhgust
the laws of physidhe speed of thehis, and gu can believthat it wasshiug and sayZelda, dear woman,
ball was just not enough, andnibt lost on our friends eith@hey my physiological necessities do not
stopped an inchdm the hole. embraced; M&anky poposed; andabide § the ules of prper etiquette,
Mr. Sanky stood yphis hedr six months later theyew married;therefoe, though a man may disobey
crushed to a formless pulp inside dngl stagd so for fifty-sixearsYou the wmles, he cannot disobey ratir
chest. @stfallen, his white hdtaert head of them until nw Then one day he simply stopped
seemed to sinkar his bow For a because they meml away &m complaining about tripping/er the
fleeting moment, s Bimm shaed Acorn Gowe two ars after theyracks, so | assumed they had been
in the disappointment; it would seenere married. They maeed to remaed.”
that destiny had deddrthem ineli Chicago and opened ar galley
gible. Brhaps they should baakenand studio (a longtime e&m of  “Well, shit, Zlda ... thas quite
cue fom the tolley and its chad both) with the money they had, stoy,” FHg said.
frame; or sm the wooden leg whictwhich was substantiat. was an  “Thank yu, Mr. Garett. & is
had so mtested their journey ass exquisite gallgr to be sw, full of one with a happy ending. Vdothat
the fainvay marble andehet, and richly coled about it.  many stories dohawe
But then she stood, her disgpaintings. Wfortunatelyat the time, happy endings these days. Look at
pointment fading. & ealied shefolk at—in paticular farm animalghe nevs for example,” streplied.
had not gt putted, and thefoe and dogs withubber boots earwas  “You knav me, £lda, | always
hope was nokeylost. Be was deternot consided a ety desirable comtry not taQ”
mined to finish the enings agendamodity in the arworld, so they Mrs.\an Charlotte shuffled off at
and she would ust her hearand decided to switchdim paintings tothat point; it was getting on ten
beliee that her ke for Mr $anky sculptues, which ae much ma dclock in the morning and it was
was not lying to her the rageThey ceated aegal andtime for bridge and brandy with the
She turned and gavhim a cleer business name to go along wither old ladiesser at the clubhouse.
warm, sympathetic smile, aritk nev direction they @ taking, = We walked on our way back to
caessed his cheeknaioto his chinand off they ent to the top of theirthe first geen.The crane had no
with the palm of her delicate, gl field. 1 hae heat it said that nolifted the tolley to a grat height, and
hand. 8e leaned dan and, lookinggalley in Chicago, either befoor was slkely moing and otating it
owr her dess, lined up her puttesince, has had as wetous a grandowads a taped-off location on the
and ga® the ball a soft but solidpening as theirs. grounds. Wfortunately the college
“clack."The ball spun awapm hey | dorit think about them thatstudent unning the cranevershot
churning ag@ssiely tavad the often, egept when | catch a glimpsés mak by about a hunéd yauls,
hole.The speed wasegter than shef the sun glinting off that oldbtley and also hit theslease button about
would hae normally used for suchimthe woods (which of course tvawo minutes too earo he ended up
putt, but this would mwe to be ahappen anyme). When | do | dropping the despondent-looking
good thing; for as the ball amgrhed remember them, and | smile. wreck into 8annon Lake. And treer
the hole it found Mr$ankys ballto  Whats that Mr Garett? The it sat, oof sticking out of the water
be in the wayNow Miss BImm wastracks fom the font of the clubmaybe a foot or so, looking like a
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large, half-submergedcewdile The though, and heemt ahead and did the all-siler tolley that used to sit
words “My Sveet Bmnis Charict little reseah on his wn. He disce- ower whee the &r Lighthouse is;
wele still visible, and could be maeled that an old étley had been usetiat was a grandtiey just a grand
out easily &m the faway And thee as a drink stand margays ago, antrolley indeedrou could get the best
the tiolley stays to this dalyough, that it had been quite a popular thihgtdogs in Mrth Caolina fom &m
thankfully someone oim the with the members back thene Fjpaks, who ran thatdley And the
grounds team did swim out te@nd appoached Mrs. an Charlotte Cottonwood tolley in the &es near
buff away “N Sweet Rimmis about this one dagonfident that hethe Bandyloch castle; that one was
Chariot.” Well, not completelyfou had finally poven her wong. He for the kids to play in. And...”

can still seervee bum.” @ well. | should hae knavn better; after all, All in all Mrs. an Charlotte
guess they had a sense of hiimerwedl been ting to dis@dit Zeld& described in detail not one, not two,
Summer College  t&lents stories forsars, but hadribeen ablenot three tolleys, but eight, that had
Constuction and Kavy uipment to dispowe anything completelife graced the gunds of the #umn

Company nexr pulled the dlley still haert to this day Leaf ®If Club at one time or
from the lakélhe easonPhey doft Hg looked so triumphant, sanothernot including the one that is
do water confident, the poor gugut Mrs.\an now sitting in the lake.oBr kg just

Hof and | nesr looked into theCharlotte just smiled at him nonchstaed at her dumbly for what seemed
stoly much; v were kind of inclinedlantly and said, “@ yes, wung like foewer Well, what could he say?
to beliee it, actuallyl dort really Master @riett. | knaw all about thatHe said, basicalgll he could say:
knowvw why egept that | guessewtrolley Yes, it was the blue and gold “Zelda?”
thought it was a stich for angne, one eer near th&Volf Woods next  “Yes, dear?”
ewen Mrs. @n Charlotte, to make uf the eighth tee. I my dear “Newer mind.”
something like that. Charles used tovioto get hisodka

FHg wash placated so easilgnd lime ther. And then therwas
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a paticular feeling about longpPicy scent just got stiger and
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the flavers starcurling aound The deam would end, leavingtrong vines entangled them and
her arm, tooThen he coughedher beathless with a strangelled them den further She
because the vine wamsachingpleasus. was in the heaviness a$es and
down his thpat. Dora grabbed She knev that he was &d all they were definitely on his side.
the vine and pulled it outh& the time, because she watclshe was afraid for the first time
choked on the sudden smell.fltom her windw the way hebut she still would not let him
was like @ses, caught, tangled.walked home &m his carSe ga Se held on to him and they
She turned to look at hethought maybe that he woulkkpt falling.
neighbor Wher the vine hademember heghe tried to watch  She woke up the next mern
crept davn his thoat was empti him, unseen. ing on a damp bedh8& was sick
ness. IBe could see tbugh him. One night, bra was in hiswith love. $ie did not sleep for
His ees crinkled and flutted. hall again. I&¢ was eating athree days. & wandexd her
"Nothing!" he said without hiapple that she haddught fom own halls tying to find that par
mouth. "Help!" her kitchen. K¢ walked up taticular sharpness,ying to get
Dora embraced him.eHdis her and the floor becameetw back in.
sohed into her There was noThey were standing in a small
him, exept the him that wapuddle. Dbra could see her
inside of herShe felt wonddul, reflection in the watetHello,"
euphoric, all of a sudderheSis she said. Br thioat ached. It
in her avn hall again, and therknev him \ery well. $he knev
are doens of ose petals alver his scar behind his left ear; she
the floor She knev then: thatknew hown his wice cracked
had not been her @eam. when he was sear $e knev he
Then it happened the nextved the vines that sometimes
night, and the nexfThey were engulfed him. I&& had studied
different deams, sometimesim from a hunded diffeent
with the same themes, but thaggles.
always ended in the dissolving "Get out of my deam," he
and the ecstas$ometimes, sheaid.The water ase in the hall
would try to stop the final disinlt was suddenly chest-de&8pe
tegration. Be did not moved tovads him and theIIcw He v off
understand hs she could béacked awayHe stated trying : usually ofiers up an
doing any harm, but still, sh® run, but the water was stiII-riel.or?uemh blograpbhlca(l]:.dsketch
was uneasy ing. Son they wre both mits ti?n: SRS ZEC e
Every night it seemed like shendemwater He did not knev ; .
: . " : : Zach an der Meeris an
was tying to sa® him. "Help!" how to swim. ra did. &e : .
he would selam. 8metimes heswam up to him. H flailed his'r’lljd'c”o?jISt Irll B NC'h b
would be downing in hugearms and legs about, madye CouWrtie Ogownnagmrzufth:t gﬁte
leawes that his father had rakedd not wory about beathing, lives in >Llebanon NI-F|)
into piles on the lawn. ¢dwas abut he was aiggling. e took OneNeck is a, craé Scottish
child. He would jump in thehim in her arms. H tried to get . y
leawes, exuberant, and then heaybut he could not. Bra Wascato?ln'St' Pssi “Twisted
would keep falling. dnetimesstrong in this deam and she diW Q en tlssclion?jl (dTv1v|7ste
he would beunning flom some not knov why <l6)) rEEEmilly eingils egrs
thing. Dora did not always kmo  Dora kissed him em though awa);l asd? mole(;:télar genetlc.let. H
what. Bt she would pull himhe was still #ing to get awa);allv ) oho eé and does carpgmr
into her arms and he would fadée did not dissoé: Instead, M, Ve
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