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Robert Olason’s Ink P aintings of T raffic. And Mary
Hennessey, Joy Surles, and Ron Crawford Did N ot
Rhyme “F ire” wit h “Desir e.” Not Even Once.
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Unrequitable,

or, “The Distance Between T hem”
by J ohn ny P ence

illustrations by S. N ikolsky
e was too little to see ougver thee and say hello?”
H the peephole, and he George eplied with an exes
wasit alloved to open Sion that was insgable een to his

the door without permission.eH Mom. $ie thew back the sliding
almost ceainly would not get per chain of first lock, noticed that the
mission to open the door for his-cufnscutable exg@ssion had changed
rent purpose, which was spying g®mehat to one she could under
the nev neighbors mang in. As stand, and said, Kay you can
with so many things, hesigned undo the locks.”
himself to a poor substitute: standing George committed to the task of
with his ear @ssed against the doo¥indoing the emaining dead bolt,
listening instead of watching. Aftersliding bolt, and the lock on the
half-hour his beakfast of oatmealdooknob itself with ey bit of his
had cooled too much to be gnjosoul. H relished the forbidden
able. Mbm had caught on to what h&€lacks and slinks of sliding metal
was doing long ago, and wouldehabeneath his fingers and sighed with
let him open the door if she thougtgatisfaction. Bl then shaly placed
he would actually go and talk t#is hand on the ddamob and left it
them. Bit she rightly imagined thathe® for an instant be®thiowing
he would pobably just stand mutethe door open with a flourish.
in the hallwayignoring their hellos, ~Mom stepped out into theek
watching exmssionless as thelng hallway and egaded the
grunted under bes and sofa-beds.batteed and abused palnedr s

After two hours theyese done planter seed as litter boto some
moving stuff in.They left the door phantom cat who was eevseen,
open as they naed furnitue aound but who had siely been poisoning
and put dishes awayd Mom came the tiee with its waste foears, keep
over to peep tluugh the peephole toing it hosering near death but v
tell him what she could see. granting it the sleep of ag&he

“Ooh, Georgie, theyeally beat appoached the tishold of the
up that palm ®e meing in. Maybe new neighborsapatment, silently
this will put it out of its misgr snoopingust a little bit befer she

George looked up at her anihtended to announce herepence.
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always elcome, as arad inquiries apd

made a jumping, whole-body gestuBut George shatted the silenceyb

to indicate thatytalking about that slamming the door with all his might

damned palm ée in the hallwaghe once, then opening it and slamming

was not getting to the good tgar It once again.

Mom lit aVirginia §m and smoked ~ “Ahem, uh, helld Mom said.

it out of the side of her mouth as s¥éne moe slam im George, who

peeped. had nav gotten sufficientengeance
“Okay okay | really cah see againstthe door

much begnd the hallway. Uh, The man of the we apaiment

looks like one of those big sectiorl@pked up fom his task at the sec

sofas, a lot of plants, a lot ofdm. .. tional sofa, and his first thought

| dorit know. You want to just go honestly had aeat deal to do with

is
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whee this neighbor had been wheA modest lown V-neck swater
all the heavy liftingemained, but alloved pink collars and cuffs
when he caught a glimpse of thmeek out sm underneath. &t face

frail, mousy woman be#ohim and
the weid little kid, he forga/them.
They ver not lifters.

“Hey neighbor!” he holkt,
waving an Allen wnch. “Ilm Tony
Sanback, this is my wifelldn, and
anund hee somehee—Lucy

whee ae yu?—wpu could maybe universe stood at the limit of

find our daughterucy”

was a pdrait of haughtiness ar
beautiful, baly contained wrath
Her long black hair hung straig
and gorgeous, despite the en
guency with which it was combeg

She punched a hole tugh
time. For George, he and the est

ewent horibn, the smallest measu

ment of distance awayrir being

For George, the world in whichswalleved ly the light-eating gravit
the gownups intoduced themsas of her wild malicious beaut$he
and began to yammeegrsmall and clutched a small bouquet of ny
far awayHe beheld licy in a time and dismembed Barbies in one fig
less place and a placeless time asasdeegaded the scene befoher
stepped &m her oom davn the with distust. Her gae fell upon|
hallwayThe first thing he saw was Mlom and she began to say soQ
long leg in gren-and-blue stripedthing, her face betraying a mood
tights, then a blue skiwhose hue paents would not suffeperhapg
matched neither color in the tightsSpouty” “fussy or simply the king

lie ioier ieamauriel
real dreams, real w

| am in a supermarket after
hours. A guy is showing me his
transporter machine, which
looks like a black plastic frame
the size of a telephone booth.
It is commonplace for people
to have these booths and keep
the in the grocery store. He is
complaining, however, because
an animal rights group is filing
a lawsuit against him because
his transporter booth is not
within sight of the frozen foods
section. After describing the
situation to me, we get a
grapefruit and some vegeta-
bles and check out. I go
outside of the store while my
friend is being rung up. There
has been a blackout, and | am
concerned about our safety.
As we walk away from the
store, a man runs at me hold-
ing a pistol. He screams, "Get
out of the parking lot!" and
shoots me in the chest. | hear
him screaming at me to move,
but lie on the pavement,
unable to move. | see flashes
as he fires several more
rounds at me.

—M. M., Richmond, VA

| dreamt that Mr. Rogers had
his own clothing line.

—R. E., Bahama

Please send excerpts from your
dream journals to Ignatz at
ironbutterfly@throughthemoon.com. If
nothing else, we love to read them.
We won't publish your whole name.

U

continued, p. 6
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Catch Robert Olason's work in
downtown Raleigh at Artspace,
Visual Artist Exchange, and at
Raleigh Contemporary Gallery, all
until Feb. 28, and in Chapel Hill at
Branch’s Bookshop from Feb. 16
through mid-March.



“In the evenings and
weekends of 2000-2001,
| was introduced to the
(Eastern) artist's four
friends; the plum
branch, bamboo, orchid,
and chrysanthemum.
There is much still to
learn. | admit to only a
passing acquaintance
with Chrysanthemum,
though Plum Branch
and | did have a brief,
torrid affair the summer
of 2000. We remain good
friends.”

note: | didn't know what he was
talking about either, so | looked it
up: Plum branch, bamboo, orchid,
and chrysanthemum are the four
essential brushstrokes of sumi-e
painting. —ed.

Top: Myrtle Beach Coming (Left) and Going (right)
Bottom, Left to Right: Car Hauler in Traffic, Traffic
Behind a Shitload, and A Little Wallpaper (detail)
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of mood that was best handled lor smoke. l|d doeshsneee; he gets  They sat at the picnic tables in
telling her to geeady for a nafghe hives, sells up like the Mhelin the playgsund, lucy gazing den

was maybe twoegrs older thanMan. Bor little guy George nod the long distances she mighh r
George, but edement and @p- ded enthusiastically at udy wildly, imagining the Mry Bnes on
ping blood sugar could undo theointing to the Ri-Fen on his belt. her feet giving ftr their last and
advanced maturity and wisdom thaghe smiled slightly to kmoof his best as she simply ran them to pieces.
those two gars affaled her weakness. George stad into her faraway

“What is it nav? she huffed, “You cait trust the ingedients at eyes with a fuowed bow, his khaki-
indicating quite clearly that ber fast-food joints,” dm went on, and coloed hair esting lightly wer his
fore “it" had been seral things anyway she had stuff for sandwicleyes. H scanned the hariz to
which vere not to her liking. next door and a koof W-I-N-E in make swe they wre alone, that he

“Lucy these a& our neighbors,the fridge for when theté®backs could speak dely what was on his
uh, Mrs.?..."Tony $anback began. were done unpacking for the day mind. They were neer tuly alone,

“Miss, actuallyvlissBass.” Mbm as lucys momma was nearly always
corrected him. “Bt it doesi matter The school gar woe on as perched ly the windey, tending her
you can call me Alice, and this school gars do, and theogmups flock, but George was comfable
George.” became good palsedduse ucy enough to speak his minde Iraely

Lucy turned her agel, disap moved mid-gar one would think it spoke, so wds did not come easily
proving egs on the howho stood was difficult for her to make friendsle clead his thoat.
befoe her paralyed ty her beauty her avn age. Nt so She rapidly “I love you Lucy | love you moe
“George, huhYou like to play?” became terrifyingly popular amondpan my hedrcan bearWhen |

With epic courage, he wiped hiser peers.h® was indeed two fuliwatch pu n, | imagine gu can
runny nose on the cuff of hisestv grades ahead ofe@ge, a thir run so fast that ifop stopped,qu
shit and nodded in the affirmativ grader tall for her age and among theuld stop the spinning of the
Mom had been standing mostly ioldest in her class.e@ge was aworld. | lo.e you moe than the
the hallwayholding her long ciga November bithday younger than smell of Mbmis cigagttes, mar than
rette in a way that she thought kepis classmates and a bit small for peanut butter . . .” he trailed off with
the smoke out of theweneighbors age. K was frail, pale, and peculiaa shudder of longing.eGrge had
apatment. $ie took a final drag andHe wheeed in the cold, had bizarr only had peanut butter oncehat
flicked the butt into the palsn things in his pockets, liked scienogas when ewone found out about
planter sizd up the looks on theShe liked horses and raemgwhee. his allergiest Was the most dect
grownups faces, and offst them a Yet despite the distance led#w thing he had er tasted, but he
great faor. them, geater than the hallway andould neer hae it again.

“Lucy if it's okay withqur par the stinking palm, gater thanears, She held her hands out and
ents, pu can come play witheGrge and despite hemm inceasingly full looked at her shiprlittle-girl nails.
while your mommy and daddy wor social calendar of play dates aBdght geen nail polish chipped
Georgie got some fun games fbirthday paties, lucy always madefrom their tips.Words and social
Christmas, and therae some & time for GeorgeThey walked to the graces e easy for heand she
hawerit even had the chance to playbus togetheand all the pants con replied casually‘l love yu too

“Their names arMommaand sideed her a suitable egcior lead George, butgu hae to ealiz that,
Daddy’ Lucy said, her cobra gazhim down the stairs in the morningwith me, wpur love is unequitable. |
neer leaving the o and back up in the emings. ¢ am too old for qu, too matue.

“That sounds like aeat idea!” stayd with lucys family until Mom When | am ten,qull only be sean.
her daddy said, nodding insistentbame home dm wok, but in the When | die at a hundd, yu will
to his wife, grateful for thegpite.  morning she always watched out tsgll only be in college.”

Lucys momma offed the crii  window to make sereerything was “To hell with all that!” @&orge
cal information that, with all the fusskay It always washen and ez  howled to the skyhis hands cluteh
of moving, they had missed lunch As the winter days graduallyng his hair into aoostes comb on
and offeed a twenty-dollar bill to grew moe bitter in dnuay and the top of his head, “Ive knavs no age!
cover a trip to the MDonalds on arrival of Febuary heralded alen  Love only knas lave, and | knar
the cornerBut Mom said ®orge tines and pink, €orge found the love isyou”
was dllergic to earything: nuts, need to discuss thaationship with “l think youre just going to hav
eggs, shellfishothing easy like dusthisTrue Lae. to get used to it, €&rge.tls une
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quitable. i would be diffent were | East e corect. He did—want to
Capulet and gu Montague, for the throw rocks, that is—and so they In red cragn—for ed is the

petty disageements of meneasur went to the culet. color of the blood that burned hot in
mountable; wre | Rebecca andy his \eins, the color he saw behind his
Ivanhoe, foreligion is mer pedan Later after sheeceied Georgils melancholy swoons, the color of

tia compaed to loe, but ve ae elaborate alentine, a raptar of love—he wote on the pulpy gen-
divided ly a gulf of ma than the agony in ed constiction paper lined writing paper:

hallway beteen us, mer than the which boke eery heat that beheld

poor, blasted palm, meithan gars, it—ewery heat but the one that mat Deaest lucy

and yu simply cannot understandered—Lucy indulged him in a habit | die as | sit to write.
the world in which | lie. | love you. of letter-writing. Be knev that she handicraft with these ude

| do. Truly. As tuly as the stars burnwas only giving him false hope, butimplements of writing, this trade
in bright, unimaginable orbits, bunow as the late ebuary snavs  of motals, cannot appach ade
as tuly as they will all burn out andnelted, so did her coldsole. $ie  quate description of theefithat
collapse into themses; no matter could only stand to deny him one consumes me.dw can | hope

how true my lee, it cannot be.” thing at a time.flhe must write let  to write of it when that & is
“Yet,” she paused, her usual ters, she could noefuse to beynd the s&ngth of a maal

cruelty melting for a ansver. Not now. Not yet. ewen to endw? Confined as |

moment, “l will allev Their epistles &®e  am to the worldly husk, I cannot

you the pleasarof a hidden behind the long contain this passien

kiss. A single kisswo planter of the wasting flames. | die as it burns away at

if you will hae it, palm as they e  me. | die mag quickly as Iyrto

but you must knw written, and each write or speak or think about it,

that thee will neer would  futively  and et | would not has it any

be anothet check for me  other wayThus, hee with my
George felt his tokens saral crayn, would | write myself a

heat surendey the times a day thousand deaths, deaths until the

passion consumin George entually

his mind, purging had to shar the

all desee but to lee details of his sham

her He took her ful predicament witt

boon, and all the inAu Mom, who ly March

merable white-hot dar alloved him to open th

of love to be found tlough door ly himself making it

out all the cosmos pied his clear that he was only twhéck

heat at once. Like peanut buftee the teé and eturn. “No way was
had nov tasted her Ve, and like he alleved to go anywhemear the
peanut butterhe could near do so stairs alone, and he had to lock
again. 86ch was his destjingnd so the locks again when he was dor
would it be all his days.
“Okay?” she asked.
“Okay” he ansered.
“You wanna go thw rocks?” she
asked, looking at thealhant Mary
Janes, wondering if she had done t
right thing, wondering if the single
taste wre moe painful for him than
newer knaving. Her loe lived, it
burned herbut the world demandec
it be denied,; it could newexist on
this motal plane. &haps in idaen
they would ha their ewad, per
haps in another life if the seers of t
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end of time, deaths until | earned ber that it is not for lack ofv® watch the traffic lights change.
another seet kiss ofour lips, that we cannot beThese past And finally I can eat my
were all these deaths the debt | infinite months, | feel my Ve McCustad beneath the statue of
owed for the @e, that Kiss for you has in fact gwn. Ronald McDonald, then pour in
which emains in my ew | wonder ifitis out of selfish ~ the honey im the McNuggets

thought or action, which sustains ness that | must say it; | am and the other half of my Coke,
me though the mundane life of swalleved Ly melancholy to smush it all togetheand drink it
phonics, as and crafts, and end  think | must act to mseve my through a straw

less games of kickball. I am own feelings whermoyr hearhas These things @amine, a sin
grateful. That spak ignited the suwvived such painVhile doubt gle whim which I once indulged,
fire which will soon consume my remains and clouds my judg a simple, pleasant memdsut
mind and soul, but at the center ment, perhaps whispering that I that whim sets a standaby

of the conflagration wilemain should tear this letter up anohr which all other idle moment®ar
my heat;, which shall always be into your arms, | must act wo now measwd. | hae loe for
yours. We simply cannot berou you. | love television and books
Yours in lee unequitable, must abandonowr loe, or at and games, but theywmseem
George least gur hope that | could er childish to meThe wider world
return it. Confined asou ae of the whole block awaits, and |

Upon reading these was, lucy  within the prison of the first cannot be held backom my
knew that the only humane course ofgrade, gu cannot understand destiny for lee, not for yu and

action was to end it witheGrge. the freedom that | enyo It not for Lite Bite or checkers.
She enjged cuelty to her pants would be iresponsible and dan  You ae a by and | a woman.
and teachers, but what was happengepus to gig you such fedom, It is suely painful for gu to
ing with the poor bpowas diabolical. for with frredom comegspon read this, and while | cannot
She still leed him, but esty bit of  sibility and pu hae neither the know the depths ofoyr pain,
nine-year-old wisdom she possessettaining, beeding, nor inhent know that it is also painful for
told her that such ad®was madness right to that feedom until gu me to write these waw.This is
and doom. Beaking herwn hear  hawe adanced considerably the hadest thing | haaveer had
as she set Wo to beak his, she Yet | hae earned it and to do in my nine gars on this
began with a clean sheet of widetasted it, and | cannot go back to eath. | wish it could be any way
ruled notebook paper and herthe way things ew. | am other than it must, but it must
favorite penThe pen and papeew  alloved to go anywheron the be thus.

caefully chosen to accentuate theblock, all ly myselfand pu ae Yours no mae,

distance bewen them; his was the only alleved to openqur door Lucy

paper of a first-gradéters was that | hawe not only tasteddedom, |

of the thid grade. ldr pen wote in ~ hawe dunk deep When Georgeead lucys wods he
pink ink, not pencil, not crapy, and | can take money to the

it was her farite because, in the McDonalds and buy a cheese
words of the song she sang as sheurger McNuggets, a ne

gaed up on it, “is pink ink,pink  McCustad, and a Coke. | can
ink, P I N K I N K, pinkink, pinky eat half of the cheeseburger c

inky,” &c. the swings, watching the blacl

ants dig their nest, kicking it

Poor George, my bravheo closed, and watching them ope

of the hear it back up | can eat the other
You say Qu cannot write of half on the see-saw anddir my

the love you feel, but if gur let hands sideays aoss the grain

ter tuly described the Ve of of the wood. | can eat four
one star for a skyful of constella McNuggets and tbw two into
tions, | wither at its beautyly the culert because | kmo that

own hear swells to ead such six take-away four equals.two

words fom your hand, fom you can drink half of my Coke in one

heat, and | needgu to emem draught, without stopping, as |
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herself in the empty apaent. “Hés umphantly to the godBhe cocktail of
off to McDonalds!” syups and sugarswmoccupied a place
She meed to the winde and in his hedribeside the forbidden peanut
watched her son enter theemerge, butter but still an ednly delight and
soberly attending to the lettemirhis one which could in no way congotr
true lo'e and the method thlen the One Kiss. ld eturned inside the
described.H& saw him pull out a hamrestaurant and & took the opptu-
burger No allergens. Chickennity to mun dovn and conbont him.
McNuggets—on their nutritionalShe grabbed her purse in case hé hadn
information handouts, &Donalds been able to pay for the meal and
svearghelgs no egg in the batter otaughed at thedacherand defiance of
peanut oil in the et It should be fine. her bg.
Coke, okayice ceam, no seat.Thank
God he could at least handle mlie S “All done?” the cashier asked him.
watched his bizarrritual: half the “Yes mam, and today | am a
burger on the swings, deliberately kickan! | hag dunk deep of &edom,
ing the gound as he ate; half the burgand ly giving me that éedom gu
on the seesaw; foucNuggets, count hawe assisted me in the most noble
ing on his fingers and thinkingendeaor a man can undake: the
serious|ythen chucking two into thequest foifrue Lae. $ie says it can
cuhett; half the Coke at the corner

whee she thought he mighy to coss
the steet (at which ewtuality she was w q @]
made no sound. Although the pap%etpaed to il out the winda), then
e

was liberally stainet_j with her tears, ther;ir?(tji[ge ofdrald M:Donald for
shed nonaVhether it would gain her Tony and Ben Sanback we at

love or not, he ke what must be ; : .
i A [13 '
done. ke clutched the letter to h|§he door “Alice! We just noticed that

uve got an escape@oBe is on his
chest, looked to hesy and pragd for Yo . ,, 8 7
stiength.Without a wod, he took his Way‘ld&/ gvt/(?’ k/ﬂbo[?r(])rézdi((jzls ;i)nhrt]ilr? W;]!(-:i .
money unlocked all the locks, opened ' , 19Nting a €ig

the doorand for the first time in his\?\/’:g:% vﬂ\gi:]:tt Flgétldeoanaye. Come Ber
life, he meed begnd his end of the oing. m
Lucy came in and saw theepts .

hallway on hisven. | : 4
The smell of cat urineofn the clusteed aound the winde. Her flr_st
dying palm fadedybthe time he thought_was that €rge had decidec www.wxdu.org
reached the staill. And dan the © end it all and was somehgue Request Lines: 684.8870 & 684.8871
' somely dead in the playgnd beloy,

stairs he ant. Manhood crashed UPOTL 't she saw that the adul nick

him as he ossed the little plapgind. =~ .~ e
Inside MDonalds, he stood on tiptoeserlng msteaq of Wa'"ng. in hamso she
ressed against the windeerself

to place his der and the woman who” Thele she saw harue Loe, a

g . |
Ti?t(ljg r':,;ﬁlﬂ"‘h ha. dst like Liey! B, an befae his time, the brast person
' g:-\e would ev knav, sucking den his

Duke University Radio

He met her smile with the stee
gae of a soldier who has killed to§ coustad. QOkﬁ’ and k]l_ortl]e_&e Saw
many motherssons. t& paid for his Wﬁagl%%a?j I(;]ntlyebceet:\(/vgg d&ﬂ%ge?[rs
meal andaturned to the playgrnd. She swooned, stagbback om the.

Of course, Mm had hedr the windoy, and disappezat into her Altered Image

i Hair Designers, Inc.
door open and close with no logks OO amss the hall.

- - Mom watched and lete@rge fin
locking and no little footsteps back : 1113 1/2 Broad St
insidegthe house. P ish.When he had drained the chp Durham, NC 27705

“That little stinke she hissed toP€at Nis chest and bekal trk (919) 286-3732
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not be, but | will not yield!The “Youre not going to die, €&rge. Mom looked fofony and Hen
sugar was tearing dlmigh his mind, Were just going to theniergency in the backgund and saw that they
and he saw things with awnelarity Room.They handle things like thisvere as happy and confused as she.
He turned with a stabefoe Mom all the time.You were so braw and George saed again, his head back

even opened the door; he wnshe calm to useour Bpi-Pen—" and his thoat open thanks to epi

would come. He held up his hand to silenceephrine and @&adyl. He toe at
“M om.~ her; it was merthan he could bearis shit and hair sobbing with the
George. to be called “bra¥ at a time like power of True Loe no longer

_“I'know | defied pu and | am i “Courage had nothing to dalenied. bicy climbed inside the
willing to accept the consequences iy it Mom. | had no choice. | amambulance for another quick kiss,
my axxx ...ack... actions—"H 4 4 hawn in Mes chess game. bne sweter than MCustad, Coke,
scra;che(;j r‘?t a Ioggdrdvelt on r;|s know nothing of brasty, only of and honeysweeter than peanut but
ngxxan Exl:sus?ey mie ﬁ;[?nml\j:g heatache.” ter, sveeter ean than the @e Kiss,
there any peanuts in that sundae?” he The ambulance backed up arkut then she had to get odte
asked mer calmly than could be ey strapped édrge to a gurneyparamedics closed the doors and

expected of a siear-old in anaphy and ga® him a shod ofd®adyl and wer off to the hospital, but it was

laxis. an IV. Mom climbed into the back ofeither theynor Mom, nor the Ri-
“No, but its not a sundae’sita the ambulance along with him foPen who tuly saed Georgés life
McQustad—" the journeyGeorge @ached into his that day
“Custad?” Mom said. pocket andemoved pieces of a huge, And the poor palm ¢e finally

“Yos mam. For a limited time. long-dead beetle, a patch of mo$seathed its last and slipped quietly
Rich, thick McCustad froen cus the empty honey tuland finally the and peacefully into st oblivion.
tard treat—" letter fom his beleed. He opened it

“Does it haw egg in it?” and skimmed it once negianguish

“Uh, | dont knon. We hae a ing on her wide,ounded letters, on
handout detailing nutritional infor the tear stains, on the pink ink, then
mation thee to yur left.” shut his ess as the doors closed.

But Mom did not need to kno The sien whooped once and the
anything moe. George ne had ambulance began to pull awéere
obvious hies and was wimeg was some motion and commotion
audibly Her hearswelled with pride outside and the doorem opened.
to see the little lyocalmly emwing Ther stood lcy awash in tears,
the Bpi-Pen fom his belt and sto trembling. 8e dew a beath and
ically self-administer the lifesavirapened her mouth. gérge feed
dose of epinephriner keconds, hiswhat she would say
breathing became less labdoivbm Before she could speak, th  Johnny Renceis a writer free
dialed 9-1-1 on her cell phone anchshier fm McDonalds bolted in lance editor soceer, bass angler
told them of the emergenchhe front of her waving the sheet ofand editor in chief dfhe Botter
cashier had noticed that the nutrnutritional information. “Hre! His first n@el, Waking p, is to
tional information handoutsere all Her!The doctors might neetd” be eleased sometime next winter
gone and ent to find the manager Mom thanked herbut subtly from Trevisi Rblications. And

Mom took George outside to theshooed her awalgaving the spaceeverybody who eads this had better
picnic tables and laid him atop thbetween lucy and @orge open damn buy a copy
cleanest so they could wait for tlagain.

ambulance in the warm early-spring “Lucy dort. | cart ... in this S. Nkolskyis one of our fawite

sunshine. state, | dofthink | can—" illustrators and once amsmd an
“Mom,” George @aked. “Hush George! | stand it noggvice column calledA<k Red
“Yes, Hbn?” longerThe gulf of gars be damned!sﬂnya,n in which she often advised

“I apologie for defyinggu, but | must hae yu, nav and foewer!
I’'m not sory. I'd do it all again.mi  Nothing can come beten us any
ready to die.\J& made my peace.” more!”

the bashing of heads.
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Paper Cuts

Books You M ight Not H ave Read Advertlse

by M artin K. S mith

Horse Heaven T h e
(Jane Smiley/Alfred A. Kn opf, 2000 ) Blotter

youll newr guess— dealerspoiled nowau-richewners
horses.Yecifically it's comically strtting.

147
| It's cheap, ea
about thooughbed race horses, and For the challenge of marshali
the people who bed, train, ride, this large helf Ms. $niley choose

effective, and
own, and obsesses them.Thergs third-person omniscient narratio . :
no central plot, just an inteoven With, I want to saghe confidence o us In pri nt. Cé

collection of subplots; and no centrobet E. Lee straddlingraweler
theme that | could discern, sakat (You knav that as a practicing stra
nearly all the characters find the#ss | ha to get some horg
emotional footing impred in con mMetaphors in her) 3ie een gies us
text of their connection to the horseyignettes of what the horsee
world. ($ go ahead and indulge ithinking. Here is Usta Bopa six-
your Mr. Ed impersonations; mightyear-old gelding:
as vell get them out ofoyr system.)

Theres quite a large cast. “It was not up toudta Bob
Rosalind, wife of industrial magnate analye hav and why he had

and hprse wner Alexander . P sgme to this farmybthis pond
Maybrick, wonders about her ith these horses and mules ar
twenty-year marriage and her placepeen gu might think, forget
in life. Farley dnes, trainer and itel a1y 1 the first placeusta Bob
ligent liberal-minded pfessorial 54 only a hazy sense of time
type, has not had any of his horseshe multitude of sharp pices
win races in some timelrdiners that constituted his mempor
whose horses dowin races face the er not sequential in the
same unpopularity as coaches Whos$g§,man sens&@hey vere moe

teams doh win games.) of ke an account upon which eur
Gorham, mag manager at a ranch, gnt experiencesedr He had

retreats to a tiny crammed dap@ent plenty of access to them, but h
because stieather face horses than gt mull them weer: ratherhe
people. Aadrey Schmidt, elen-  sometimes had occasion

year-old horse fancidras just lost re-experience somethiegiem
her cager-militay father to a helar perd in conjunction with

attack. dsse, age nine, has a dad Wh§omething taking place in the
takes him out of school to go to present. Athe moment of the
races, and who talks—and talks anﬁie-experiencing, he could no
talks and talks—about his theoriesquite tell the diffemce beteen

on betting and on lifdhe list goes \yhat was happening in thegr
on: jockeys, a shadgtvan equally  ent and what itaminded him of

T his is a neel about— shady Btish nobleman and hors
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but he always got to whehe
could in a f& seconds or min
utes. That would be called
learning—he could learn the-dif
ference beteen the past and the
presentWhat setulsta Bob apar
from horses of lesser intelligence o
was that he wasady and egn o]
eagerto learn that diffence.” 0

a

Ms. Sniley also shes a deft
hand at social comedpy's Uber-
boss, Uber-rich e Tompkins,
meets a couple oby3 New Age
acquaintances, as they watch two ot
Tompkins horses—bneys $ and
Mr. T—practice.

n

to track either a small sample or

n immediate ent.”
“What is it equipped to

track?”

“The course ofoyr familys

fortunes wer the next fiftygars,

r maybe a huned, depending

n the model and the gmision

f your tracking equiements.”
“Do you wok at the track,

too?You sound like one of those
guys with a betting system and

0 money

“l am an assistant gfessor
t Bekkeley

“Hawe yu inwestigated the

course of my fam#y fotunes
over the next fifty gars?” said

Mr. Tompkins.

“Her head fills up with fog,”
said Hzabeth, helpfully e

“What?” said MiTompkins.
“Who ae yu?”

“Weve met befa, in the
summer but perhapsop dort
remember that occasion.  am an
animal communicatofve com
municated with helf she gets
outside boundaries that she
understands, her head fills up n
with fog.”

Mr. Tompkins looked at
Elizabeth, his face a blank, for
about thee steps (theyew
going out of the barn ng, then
he said Youre a horse pdyic?”

“Yes, | suppose.”

“Whos going to win this
race?”

“l dont know. I'm not a seer
or a pophet. I’ just an animal
communicatot

“Who ae yu?” said Mr
Tompkins to Rita

“I am a futuologist.”

“Is the horse going to win the
race?”

“Futurology is not equipped ¢

“l used the public data in an

xperiment | did for a papges.

Ther wer other families, too
RockefellerMilken. McCaw’

“Howd we do?”

“Fine, but thee wer
nknown personal factors.”

“Such as?”

“Whether childen

pur

from your first marriage @plan

ing to contest theamership of

family popety with your chit
dren fom your second marriage.
That
resouces &ry quickly and they
are usually umrcoerable.”

sot of thing drains

“How can | stop them?”

“That was not an element of
my model.”

“Why didrit you call me and

warn me about this?”

“The experiment wadsn

about yu, Mr. Tompkins. 1 was
about the model. | wanted to see
how it woked and what it said.
You were just data.”

“Oh,” said Mr Tompkins.

“Does [MrT] think this filly is

oing to win this race?byl

noticed that when MTfompkins
looked at Ezabeth he seemed a
little intimidated.

“He saysou neer can tell.
Hes steaming me a pictiof a
straight geen place with rails on
each side and big white build
ings.”

“Longchamps,” saidaHfey
and Mr Tompkins simultane
ously.... What does he say
about my childen and my wife?”
said MrTompkins.

Elizabeth pausedhen she
said, “H wants to kne how
many mags a in your band,
and whether gur childen ae
weaned or not.”

“Really?”

“No. He has nothing to say
about wpur estate-planningqir
lems.”

Despite these qualities, the book
for me was just &y oer the cusp
into interesting. | didih cae deeply
about any of the characters, human
or horse; | kepteading only &m
mild curiosity to see %o things
turned out for them, and to see if
any unifying plot emerge(t.didrt.)
Things turn out wll for most of
them. Rsalind has an affair with a
trainer opens an agalley, discoers
that een though races leoher she
has a knack for picking winners, and
falls back in ke with Alexander. P
Maybrick. Brley anday also pair
off, and a horse theg trained wins
a pestigious race at Longchamps.
Pato talks his way into a lucrativ
job with Mr. Tompkins. dsse comes
to see that his fattefeet ar of clay
and his theories largely of hot air and
horse flatulence, but doetake it to
heat. Audrey gets a filly of heery
own. And dsta Bob after nearly
being sold for dog food, escued to
a good home.
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S for horse Mers W recom fits, | say“If | had a racehorse] I
mendHorse daen;for the est of name him ‘Rich &ublicanrophy
us, the equine-indifiemt, Id mak it Wife.”) Then again—my grandpar
as maybe a beackad—if the ents kept a horse until ware
weather ther is pouring den rain rationing pecluded it; my mother ag
and the ental doednhawe good a little girl deamed of being a horsg
cable. d lay odds that Msn#ley is, my sister-in-law rides a horse—a
if not a horse i@r, at least a sympahas got my lother cleaning out the
thiser taking equine passion with atall. (And | kne one joke inslving
grain of salt (lick).The aisle was fulla horse; but’# not suited for polite
of horses and ponies standing @ompanyBuy me a beer sometim
crossties and little girls attendingnd 11l tell you.) Send us:
them. Brery one of them had that

The Blotter Needs

Submissioms

look of a girl infatuated with horses, - Shorrt] opr:gggd(gﬁr?irclegsggss),
the happyfated look of a passenger Poetly, _
setting sail on tHEtanic.” Photojournalism/-essay

Fine at that would eproduce

I’m not myself a horse person. | well on this type of paper

go to my friendsKentucky [®rby | wish Marty Smith had a

paty in the spring, but only for theph.D. in divinity so Icould »
socializing and the mint julepswrite hee, “The Reverend AUCRAGCRUIEUH original

(Each gar | make the same jokiDoctor Marty Smith...” and so [RSSISS submissions
Watching the horsemperswomen on. But he doesh Not to my [AUSICERUCTNSTCTIENCL
in their fantastically expemsigut knowledge anyha imagine!!

Item s Worth M entioning
fromt he desk of J ohn ny P ence

Anything from good
old 3-panel Gag-driven

ial
Microphone Chedk comedy to  sena

Oner?two, one-twoYou might notice (andevhope gu do) that \ere Adventures is welcome.
ad\ettising our first-ear “Saturday Brening Readings &ies on Feh 28 a full color, black and
Brancts Chapel HI Bookshop.t's tue. dist turn the pag&bull see the ERVIICEERVIEEe
ad.Were rally egited about it as an oppamity for our writers and t&sts
to stut their stuff in font of people, and as a chanceethding public f0 EEYPN SN FIN send
meet said writers tigts, and en an editorAfter schedule@adings, @l figinal art of any
open up the mike to folks who came on time and signed up for sgots of 'gina
thats always fun. 6:3%:all come on. And then aftexd we can all go jo [ENIUCEEEE always, sub -
the De La luz space and watch my homeichempen homespuns, [thEISSIIERI Il ahle
Hogwaller Ramblerput on their shw. Which is also always fun. cannot be returned.

S the moe pedantic amon@y might note that ftalk about an opgn
“mike’ while ve ae munning another ad for an opemic.” It makes serjse
that one should writerfic,” since I§ got all the letterofn ‘microphone. P .
And all the rappers useit.” | guess thatcommon sense and eachinI Send All $ibmissions to:

n

common usage, sb &llow it.

But because | took the time to learn the phonetic alphabet wa
a kid, (alpha, braycharlie, etc., in which the letter MnsKe,” for mico-
phone) and sincedvriam-Vébster says thatike’ is shorfor micophong
(and does not hexand enr for ‘mic”), I'll actuallyusethat. Allav “mic,”| ORI W)
use fike.” Oh, it's so non-standh+it really is a peerse thrill for me, blit EEEHIIS el ol¥le]s Wl N[@%a:
something | betgu dort cae a damn about.

Ignatz R. Btterfly
The Botter

. ironbuttefly@thoughthemoon.co
—ediot@blotterrag.com
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BRANCH
CHAPE
HILL
BOOKSH

JAX\|D)
The Blotter

present

THE SATURD
==NINE
READINGS

SERIES

saturday, feb.
6:30 p.m.

Every
and presentBlotte
authors, artists, po
and special guests.
mike readings follo

(Sign-up for open spaces, 5
time limit for open mike reac

feb 27, PETER MANSEAU, JEFF SHA
& HAVEN KIMMkilling the budditags

243 s. elliott rd.
in village plaza
968.9110

you look nice today.

Third Ri ng
by J oy Surles

Among the newspaper clippings sttdd in a bown envelope labeled "keep”

was a pictue. The envelope was seced with a piece of Scotch tape
between the pages of G, H, |, and J Bhe Circus Alphabetvhere no one
would think to look. Giréd, Hyena, Iguana, Jaguarlt was the only picter
she had of him. The photo is of the two of them together leaning on a pool
table. They& standing in font of a lage sliding glass doar It was open,
and her hair lifts as if therwere a breeze. Her loose blouse is the color of
wine. He wears a blue bandanna tied tightly against his head. She is
tumed towards him, smiling boadly. He smiles, too, in pfile, his lips cufl
ing around his bae, bright teeth. She seems weyoung to be with him, too
young. He has one an wrapped about her shoulders. His fingers dip
against her beast. His other an stretches towads the camera, blocking

all but the top of his head, his smile, and the one blue eye, as if herewer
defending himself against her As if he did not want to be seen. Between
two of his fingers is the bwn stub of a cigaette. She fetches the envelope
often when she's alone, and slides the piceuout fom the clippings. She
stares down at it, looks into it like a mar. Looks into it toytrto find some
thing beyond the picte, something that she must have lost or left behind.
She memorizes evegrdetail, emembering--the clean tips of his fingers, the
warmth of the sun lighting her face, the humiditpe black and blue balls
on the table, the trace of the cloud outside the winddviowing indiferently.
The puf of smoke fom his cigaette, rising.

like Kansas
a persistent v egetative state is a state where things grow

Month, jOin @ by M ary H ennesseg

The last tomato plant persists

in heaped and flawless blossom-

a hard frost expected tonight-

we ignore the newspapers

read each other's face over cfefe.

A kimono-silk slung

over the low branch of Maggie's
pecan tee—

| tell you,don't wait.

You say don't what?

The night ahead

long, clear cadenced.

Moon hunted and haunted,

we plant peennial tutleheads

and a blue hydrangea.

We speak summer—

filibuster the light
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That Brilliant Day

Mewed up on the mountain while veins and bones
mended, we thought we had swived the weck.
You helped out your dad and left me alone
while | cleaned my wounds and sat on the deck,
took pills against infection, and fed the cat.

It was a wam winter. In our mild enclave

at night you cooked for me, then came and sat
while | smoked, and we wex hopeful and brave.
God, how | hated it. How-God, how!—I longed
to go back. And that daythat sparkling day
when though shoulders of granite we dive down
at last, now | see: on that brilliant day

we left the shelter of your father's mountain,

the sun wept a waning shower of gold.

by R on Crawf ord

Woolgathering

But this futug is another county,

different fom any we'd deamed.

This winter is pict@-postcad wintry

but of all our winters not quite the same

as— wait now, sweetheat, roll off the covers, would
you, dear? My gracious brit's cold in hee.

In just-Januay when the world is mud-

cruddy and puddle-poxed?-well, now it's clear
But back in the furace of summer when

| dreamed you togetherwhen | whistled you

up out of ginny ceeper and field mis—then
how could | have pedicted this? That you'd
drive a blue carhave an eight o'clock class?

A mole like that at the cue of your ass?

apologies e made, and mohee she is. she is on the Hoair a
online lit zine fom nev york: www\voicesinthesses.com.

mary hennessag something of an enigma to us. she exaywl|
hawe gien us biographical information which & hast, but lés hop
not. that would be disgraceful.

ron crawfod is an appantly rae example of a submittor who
had nothing of his submission lost or misplaced, and vehasgzey-

EEEEREEEEEEEEEEEE]

[Elthe bar; go onver and say hi.”

22l ElR R R E R R EE R E R R E R E R E R R EEEE e E]E

thing we asked fotucky him. lucky us. he writesrt crawfadl hag
just returned to chapel hill after a long absence. that's him at thig

E
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joy surlesvrote us way back in august, and the e-mail got I%

1%

& Help us out in exchange fo

Robet Patrick's

Kennedis
Children

Live Onstage at

Ringside

Showtime 8:00PM.
March 5 & 6

(919) 401-6645 or
KennedysChild#nARingside @&hoo.com
for more infomation

Now For

Ask Not What The
Can Do For You, Y
Little Wookiee-Looki

merch, great local netwc

opportuties, our eternal tha

occasional inside informa
freebies!

Ignatz is the man:
ironbutterfly@throughthemq






