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Ugly

by Be nami n T yrrell
he bed is cold, astae, for a minute, at the seg
I always, and my eyfity guads. They dort notice
worit open, but mythat anyne walked in. &k
feet get up anywalywalk devn Security is shit.
the hallway and to the batlom. A man walks in and si
It's yellon. | saw the color in &lown next to me. | wait fo
catalogue and decided imme€p\elopment. Mybe a, “laws it
ately and without esevation goir?” or perhaps aY6u rob-
that it was the right color for mgin’  this  place,  too?
bathioom. t's kind of uglyl like accompaniedyba quick glanc
that in wall paint. at the bank guds, who & so
| walk to the miror and openbusy ramming it on about sp®
my es. | look into the sink anand last nighg dinner that they
open the cabinet backing witMouldrit notice a bankobbey if
the practice of a blind man. il walked up and slapped thg
stae into the cabinet, take outal in their fat faces.
few medicine bottles, and star The man opens awspape
my day and ignoes me. |, in turn, igner
| go to wok ewry day | him. My ees glaz oser, like they
newer sleep inWhen | wake up always do when | decide | o
theres no one to get me, towantto talk to anybody glance

The Dream

real dreams, real
Not a Word about Copy|

| walk with a priest through a large,
loud crowd at a church convention.
We come to the crowned head of
the church who passes an elabo-
rately decorated book to me via the
priest. | am to make a photocopy of
it, so | take it to the church’s copy
center and tell the cleric behind the
counter that His Holiness needs a
copy of the book. He tells me to
turn the delicate pages slowly. | sit
beside a corner table in a crowded
waiting room. | look through the
book to prepare for making the
copy. The book is getting fancier:
Now it has carved silver detach-
able legs and is several booklets
inside a case. On each page there
is a large color photo showing
grand buildings and a grandly
dressed person with some text
telling me something strange and

stat my dayto make me want t@ut the winda at the sound o|important. One double-page photo

stay or leav or anything. | getires s@eching and see auyg
out of bed and sher. | put on Woman making ery apologetic
my clothes and walk waostairs, gestues with her middle finge
and sometimes, while | fixelak at the drier, who has sudden
fast, | might ead the nespaperdecided to pardirectly in font
or do a apsswad puzzle. | usuOf her I thought it was going t
ally burn the toast, but | alwap$ a cat.
blame that on the toastelt
doesit really matterNo one is
ewer thee to hear me say th&gt It eer seen, and that was {
about the toasteso the comedypue. t stiutted aound on thee
is lost. legs, king of whater inbed
After beakfast, | drivmyselfzombie mutant furballs tha
to wok. | pak in the same spotoamed the night with gled
and | walk into the bank and | sfyes and the idiot smiles of t
in the same armchair for abo@gad plasted to their decayin

half an hour befer getting tofaces like bugs to a windshie
work. Its fur was mattedtsl egs vere

Today is no diffent. | pak mismatched, fadedelov and
and walk in and sit én and dull black, and ossed. tl fre-

shows people being sliced to bits
by hurtling blades as ninjas
approach. | want to make a good
copy of this beautiful book. But |
am sleepy and | fear that the book
will be stolen along with its new,
silky, green hat box with a red lid,
especially now that | am in a rowdy
bar. A big guy in a T-shirt and jeans
and his skinny helper have

The cat was the ugliest darnjsnatched the book and hat box. |

jump on the big guy and he
remains motionless as | bite at his
nose and then his throat.

—R.G. in Durham
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journals toenny at
mermaid@blotterrag.com
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quently walked into wallst ing for me to lea befoe
would stop at any moldsotting appioaching.That was fine with
carpet it could find, pausing tine cat. i was patient, and it had
eat, scratch, shit, eat, and scradsb-s@s to attend td\Not want
some ma¥. And, as an extrimg to be outdone, | settled in.
added bonus, it was stupid. | | watched the nightwalkers
would walk into a paper bag, getr a while, and then the whole
lost for a wek, and claw its wgyrocess seemed to take its toll on
out just to turn asund and walkme. | yelled at them to be quiet,
back in. and | maed my chair to the

But that damn cat got merfront of the poch so as to make
ass than any marvd’ eer met. sue nothing happened.athing
Feline hussies lined upoand happened. Njht moved on, and
the block to get a glimpse of thaty ewlids shielded my ey to
mangy idiot. And they puwed. the moonlight.

Oh, how they pured.You could | woke up to the sound of a
hear it fom blocks awaymass of disappointed wstrpets
Wheneer | was in the house, thmoving off into the night. |
noise was so loud and so stekbked out at theoad and didh
that | was on constant dldéor see my cat for a minute, until the
some bullder or airplane otights of a passing car made what
astral body about to slam intead happened clearsaw ed on
the wall. black, and | stéed walking.

The worst pdrwas the noise It took me fifteen minutes to
at night. Br some absolutelget out to thecoad. | got stuck
incompehensible eason, theyon some gum on the sk
waited to consummate their briehd spent a good évminutes
little relationships until ewone scraping it off the bottom of my
in the neighborhood was comhoe.Then | had to check for
pletely asleept sounded like acars. | didih want to end up
mass slaughteThe hideousroadkill. Then | decided that it
ringleader would nve fom one might be a nice night for a walk,
bedazzled yeel to the next, ancdand spent another @#vminutes
they would all seam togetherarguing with myself about
getting the mood of it right owhether to walk into the stt or

something. away fom it.
And then, one night, the When | finally got up the
noise stopped. nerne to walk out to it, the cat

| sat on the pah, taking indidn't look much diffeznt. |
the cold night airMy cat hadmean, thex were the olious
taken up a place slightly out differences, like the huge etir
reach.The asphalt must havnaiks that vere striping their
done something for the seron way though the dull orange .fur
its ass because it sat ¢heroe The head was s&d out aoss a
often than it sat anywlerelse.squae foot of pa@ment, having
The nightwalkers sat on tlhgotten both wider and thinner as
other side of the blacktowait a result of tie pessug and basic



The
Apri 1 2006 pageb Blotter

laws of physics. And, the matt lady admars would purr andob. It scaes me to no end.
obvious diffeence of all, the cat would smile the smile of sthieves a& my biggest fedank
was deadt lhad no beath, andpid and dependable, and | wousécurity is shit.
it had no pulse, and it had meee it and think,There, see?'$ | miss my cat.
yowls of idiocy or degiror painthere waiting for me.ri home.” | probably wouldh even be
or confusion or anything what doing this if | had somebody to
soeer. The man next to meustlestalk ta | saw a mae once about
That night was the quietesis paper and | snap myeswer this kid who didit haw any
night of my life. | could heafor a glance at him beéoturn friends because he was so rich, so
ewly beetle walk past the wimg quickly to the winda If he he bought a bunch of crazy stuff
dow; | could hear ew car hornsees me looking, he might talkaad invited all the kids in his
in the city; | could hear ey me, and the last thing | want ieighborhood wer and they
snoe from hee to the Bkiyou distraction. | shift my gazo the loved all his stuffso they leed
Mountains. | near knev honv bank guats, who & still talking him. Or some shit. | would settle
much | took that damn cat foMonday Nght Football andfor a psghiatrist.
granted. ¢ was ugJyand he wadaughing about he funny it I'd settle for the guy next to me.
stupid, and he was loud, andpuld be to actually meeaihh | play with my shisleees.
frankly pretty disgusting, but hé&ladden. | glance at the flotiis Thirty minutes, if gu didrit
was a comfor | came homea had grey It seems to fit theknow, can be one of the longest
ewery day to that cat, and that cptace: dispassionate and suffopatiods in a persenlife. me
was always theetto geet me.tl ing. | emember why | hate thisabies & born in thity min-
would sit on the pah, the onlyplace. utes, and | bet their mothers
porch in the neighborhood, and To tell the tuth, | hate mycount eery second tlaugh their
clenched teeth likeags-counir
runners count steps to the finish
line. In thirty minutes, a pilot
can fully descend and land a
plane. h thirty minutes, an
eweryday common person can
eat an eatyday common lunch.
A man can die in thiy minutes.
A man can die a thousand times
in thirty minutes.

A man can also sit in the
lobby of a bank and, if he con
centrates hdrenough, examine
his entie life in thity minutes.
He can think back to his child
hood and foller the paths
through his memagr to find
whee things changed, wker
things happened, wleerthings
went wiong. A man can sum up
his entie life in thity minutes.

If he has the will and patience, a
man can pepae himself so to
speak, for whatew comes next.
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When | was fifteen, my daadbout enough time to sleep aadd | teasued those times to be
died, leaving mom and | nbitch. I think | must has gotten sue, but | think | loved her the
money whatsoew and no way ta lot moe bitching in than sleepnost at night. I just seemed so
make money whats@gvseeing I'd been going to communitgld, and fragile. | would sit for
as haw my mother had nev college for two gars when Ihours, my dinner gwing cold
worked a day in her life in theirned tventy At the time, | wasin front of me, and listen to her
professional world and had niwing at home to make subreathe in and out, out and in.
idea whex to go to find a jobmom was okayl had, in fact,Sweet beath of life.

Needless to saynost of ourquite literally no friends. I  One night | came home and
financial budens fell on metalked to no one other than nthe door was unlocked. |
while mom did her best to keapachers, and | only talked to frpwned. Mrs. Beman fom
the house nice and straight, temachers when something wapss the stet would usually
keep the bills in der and to wrong—either my gradesem visit with mom during the nights
keep me comftable and happyoo lov (due to my bad judgand keep her compar§he was
wheneer | got a chance to bment), or my gradesewe wong always so lonely sincaddied,
home. | doit envy her on thaf{due to some miscalculation afd so it was nice that she had
last one.There was not a dathe teaché&s). After class lemt someone she could think of as a
after dad died that | was in sdraight to wd¢;, after wok | friend. Mrs. EBeman always
good mood. Btween schoolwent straight home. | would slbcked the door when she left,
work, homeavork, and after-and eat whatev dinner mommeaning that she was either still
school activities (I wasquied had pepaed that night and lishere, which was good but
to be inwlved in at least twden to her sn@&. | only eer unlikely or she had not come at
after-school activities), | hadlked to her in the morningall, which meant @m had satyp
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herself all night. how nice mom was and Wwomourning. | had bills to pay
| walked tevads the kitchen,sweet mom was and \Wwomom
passing Yy monis mom. $ie wasmade the absolute best peachl remember two thingsoim
lying in bed, asleepMrs. cobblerThey talked about whaty childhood, only two things
Beeman must havskipped outa good wife mom had been, whhat stick out fom a hag of hot
That was unfdunate. | walkeda good motherand they saidsummers and long schoelays.
into the kitchen and found din“Look at her by That bnathan The first of these is that my sec
ner in the efrigerator as usual.Reiner is the nicest pd've eer ond grade teacher called e “
put it in the micowawe and met. $ie was trly an amazingugly duckling,” or “Little dly’
heated it upl got a glass of milknother Truly amazing.” Andfor shot. | was and nev hae
a fok, a knife, and a napkin, angdhen they said it, they meant lbeen ery attractie, but my sec
| sat dovn at the dining aom We carried her &m the ond grade teacher took an
table. | picked up my fior and church to the graayad acopssinterest in me. | think she was
put it back dwn. | couldrt eat. the steet—my unclelTim, my trying to mold me into a wen
Mom wash snoring. uncle Buce, my uncle Mhael, defful person or some bullshit
It was two days be&ome our neighbor Mr Lansing, mylike that. | doit know how well
buried herShe would hase loved grandfather and I—andewown- she did, but | apeciated it.
it. All of her friends &im backered her into the gund, a  The second thing happened a
home, all of her friendsom shovel for each and a peayand week befar my father died. |
high school, all of her book cluib “Goodnight, Mom.” | went dont know if | remember it
buddies and bridge buddies aback to school the day after dbecause of its closepmity to
church buddies are thee.They died. | went back to wdr the my fathes death or because of
sat and cried and talked aba#me dayrhere was no time fothe wods of wisdom my father
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imparted to me, but it still comewanted to go tlmugh with this. was going out withoy. I hap
through tue and clearalmost  “What?” &ie was damn sirpens.You just gotta let it gbHe
more ral than normal, ewday that she didh want me to gowalked a couple of steps away
life. through with this. and turned backface, a smear of

| walked into school on a day “So, uh, I, uh, Im in your teeth and tleat. “Besides, she
that smelled like burning lesvEnglish class, and | semiylike, woulda been fuckirme ly the
and ice fields. | was sci¢éxd. | everyday | was wondering ,ifend of the wek. $e woulda
had some ill-conced® cush on um, maybe qu wanted to, umbeen begginfor it.” | hit him
some ditzy slut of a cheerleadie, go out with me sometime tiad in the face. H fell to the
That day | was going to ask heslomething.?” ground. He hadit been expect
out. “Oh my God, ae yu ser ing that much punch. | hit him

| walked up to her ew | ous?With somebody like op? twice moe in the face and then
couldrit see her because of all thmok at ypu. Youre disgustingonce, hat, in the stomach. &
jocks lined up on the lockers likéhy would | hag anything torolled aound on the grund like
they were staving childen wait do with you?” &e laughed in mya fish out of wated went for
ing for handouts &m the face and then walked awayhim again, but the school secu
Sahation Army or something. Wwatched. rity guad caught me and
slicked back my hair and licked One of the jocks—tha&lragged me away
my fingers, grabbed my skstbrightest one of the lot—came I'm not that fast, and | still

and pushed my way in. over to me and put his hand ahink he could hasdodged out of
“Hi.” | was nevous. my shoulder the way| think he was ¥ing to
“Um, hi.” $he was not. “Dont sweat it, man,” heget me in wuble. | was so quiet

“So, uh.” I wasih sue that | said. There was no chance sigat | was méed as easyayrand
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it didnt help that | was no lookethe best thingou can do is ignerl've eer seen.

either It's law that a jock makes lite | know it hurts, but pu just | find myself thinking about it

hell for kids like I was. | thinKsitgotta ignoe it and take carof a lot. I was ugly and stupid, sur

in the wlebook or something.  yourself Make something obyr- and it could be angng as hell,
The principal, a nice old maself that they camouch.Thats the but whenesr | came homedm a

with a boken grin and sad, worbest way to get back at anybodypad day on the job or after some

eyes smiled and shook his head botched attempt at socialization, |

when he ga& me my sentence. It's funnyreally | always ha&v could count on that damn cat.

“Son,” he said,ybu caft let em this thity-minute period wherl Oh, Hell.

bait you like thisYou got to eer can sit andeflect about my life | might as wll do this.

come.” t was good advice. and my choices and all the shit that | find that a gun in the back is
But the best advice | got, | ggbt laid on me tlmughout thea \ely persuasivieason to talk to

that night, when my dad got honyears that got me to this point, bsbmeone, especially since bank

from wok to a sobbing wife and lausually end up thinking about theecurity is so bad.

sullen child and a noteofn the most random things. “Everybody devn on the

principal about my behavidted Like todayl could be thinkingfloor,” | say “Say quiet and stay

picked up the note and my mothef my motherl could be thinkingcalm and nobody gets hufm

and had gone into their bedm. of school. | could be thinking abbbiri this bank.”

I'd waited outside. After about temy father or my house or my car or

minutes, my dad came out and laadything, but i thinking about

me o er to the couch wheehe put that damned cat, the cat that was

his arm avund me and said,diJ, the ugliest, most eligible bachelor

Tell M e You L ove Me, 1989
by M att Be nder

in the front Andrew is washing away most cdme inside.”
yard, laid southern Forida. | wort know The wind is picking things
out on a lawn chair about sex until | turn 12 and myp nov, moving them asund.
“Theres a hurricane comindtiend Vinnie convinces me that “Promise.Tell me that gu
Mom, yu should eally getwomen hae a giant crack, spafove me.”
inside nev.” ning their undersides ofm “I love you, come inside.”
The pine tees @ dopping vagina to asshol&hat when She does, and her <Kkir
needles that twist and ean in girls do handstands, theynrthe catches the chair on the way up
the wind, landing miles awdisk of splitting in half And the wind catches her hat.
from whee they shouldThe The sun is sinking ed | am 9 yars old and the wind
same wind bles and clacks hdrehind our house. dwn into is catching my Mther | look
earrings, large hoopsa®ic. the canals wherit goes ew back tevads our house, dar
“Dont, darling,” she saydlight. Where eerything windsnow, with the storm shutters
“only strangers talk about tih&® eentually pasted shut. &k like some asy
weather “Wheneer people talk abouum, burned dwn years ago,
This is tue sometimes.ven the weathef she says, “ithaunted.
the best wather-talkers mly because they fmgsomething else A prelude of wind and rain
get sexThis is not my eice. | on their mind. Tell me whatlike this is usually invigorating.

CL M om,” she isam 9 ars old, and hurricangure rally thinking and Ir
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My friends and |Iun aound, Mothers hoop earrings and This is me, n@ 23. | am
pretending that @& hae super-heads off den the steet. They home, e®ernight, for what may
powers. | am alwaysature-Bg roll like frosted donuts to wherbe my last visit in a long time,
and $ewen is a mad scientist\er they go, and | amand noone seems to be eer
looking for the patch wherain wondering what tunnel they wiiplayed out aarss the dining
newer falls.The others changénd. SSmeplace wherswimmersoom table, in aer, ae:
their minds fequently but get lost, beteen a metal siev 1. The @lestinerBphecy
nobody goes inside. and thousands of gallons of 2. The Achemistand

A prelude like this and thgreen waterHow long will it 3. The Mbosewooddegetarian
frogs a@ usually singingeady take plastic like that to degradé@okbook
for their gods to come in tinidow long will | be able to hold They lay thex haphazdly,
pellets fom the skyWet apho- my breath, when & my turn? opened to dog-ead pages, as if

disia, making their les bettert | am 9 yars old helping hesome furious eseath had
wasft until the morning | finallyback into the house, and thisriescently been done. | bought her
moved away &m Horida that | what Im thinking. The Lhbeaable ightness oElBg
remember feeling something like This is what th alwaystwo years ago for her thday
this. thinking, and sometimes th&e had exmssed intest in the
The wind picks up againyeather is impeéant, toa title after seeing it on one of my
eerily silent. tl unclips my senior eading lists.tInow lays

open at page 46 on th¥ stand,
A C artoon (7) nearly.
by O neNed In the kitchen, a catvi
neer seen beferyawns and cen
templates me standing t@drhe
front door closes lhrthen thee
is the sound of crinkling leather
and plastic &m the font halt
way She is either looking for her
cigaettes or her wallet'd intmu-
sive, | knav, me knaving these
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things. Listening in on this prigood colgrthough, a light teafnow, with your place in life? N
vate life of crinkling plastic ddue, faded &m the originalmatter what, no matter o
she stands, just inside, worddeep cystal.That was all | hadnuch money qu make, or he-
ing whee | am and who is hercaed about in high school, thaer rich and pwerful you
with me. | had come in tbugh it was blue and shaped like a caecome, happiness is the most

the back dogmwhich was alwayson. important thing. You do knaev
unlocked. Deaf | pick the bag up ofthat, right?”
With light steps, | make mthe floor Inside is a large canis It's automaticThe subtitles,
way to the fger. ter of salt. I know, are mwing far too fast
“Oh honey youre home,” for any eal sentiment.ti, with

tossing a small, cottonogey She is making coffee. | puhy head half-turned, | smile,
bag to the floor and wrappinfpe salt ab@ the stee, in the taut with all the pwer this pr
me up in her d& egg-noodlespice cabinet, wreeit looks susvate moment desas.

arms, twhen ae you ewer going picious beteen the dusty bags It is going to kill her when

to get a n@ car? | hate that oldf cumin and mustdrseed. she finds out my plans for the
thing. I'm surprised it ha%ioro- “I| asked gu a question,’next thee gars.
ken davn on yu \et.” from behind. We bustle aund with non

My ‘84 Fhrebid slumped “Oh, sory, what was it?” sense talk as the sun sets, in all
slightly in the driswvay | had “Daydreaming again? dw its Horida grandeuroutside.
bought it befae | left to attendwas Wellington? tl sounds likeBlue clouds againsi¥arhol sky
school in Mrth Cawlina, only asuch an Eglish tavn,” She This happens almosteay night
few months bef@& my fatherpauses, touches her sunglassd®l | pomise.
died. My first eal thing. remember doing a@is when |  We talk though it all. What

“l don't know, Mom, its not was pur age. M friends and lis that nice girl (Bnise, the ar
so bad,” | sayeaching dan for were all dying for egg-and-pickieajor) that | bought home last
the bag she hadapped, “hes sandwiches, and thearBsianstime doing nw? Why isrt she
let me get that.” just refused to see us anyThey here? 8és visiting her family

“Dont bother deay’ she ewen scwled at us all in the maand we'e separatedYou two
says, walking off wads the ket. Horrible people, but tell meseemed to get along so nicely

kitchen. 8e is gone g leavingdid you hae fun?” together We did. My mother
ewerything to flap empty in the She pauses.h8 is lookinghopes that aire still friends as
doomway past meTurning aound, | seeshe putters aund in the

| had sa@d up for that car alwhite letters solling up the kitchen, glancing occasionally at
through my seniorear of highsceen of a muted televisioa.recipe for Mroccan beef
school, fozgoing HhmecomingSome time is lost beé&n us. “I’ve been listening to théo
and the Pom. It was old then. A “And youre happy?” she saya, Tengo CD wu sent me.tb
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good,” she says,M’'really s Sanders, who smeal lipstick inback potch in a gray acking
prised at all the cultarthat yu my hair | will not settle gt. | am chair smoking. | wander out
picked up as aidogy majarl tired of college, #d of beingther and, sitting den, take one
didnt think doctors liked thaindoors. | am ted of learningof her cigaettes. h my hand is
kind of stuff’ about other people and wh#te gift | had forgotten to gv
theyve done. A job is em lessher yesteday

My mother had found appealingYoung graduates and For a while, neither of us
lump on her beast lastegar only friends of mine, selling out thespeaks. & coughs into a
two weeks befer her bithday talents for 5-@ar contracts.of clinched fist and the noise eBx
She called me dguently duringsecurity Marrying yung, like with a passing boat motarsip
this time.Would a raw kale diemnaggots to the stench. coffee, light the cigeatte, and
help did I think? 8lfur tablets? | squinch upsoued ly theseplop a package @wo next to the
Could 1 ask my mfessors?houghts.They all go horribleashtray on the small folk table
When was | coming home agaia® navhee. beside wher she is sitting.t |

| sent her the compact disc | would like to exhume myooks odd on the warped wicker
on her bithday stapled with aold baseball tphies and cassettgapped up bulky in tin foil.
Get Well Son cad, as opposedapes. M first chemistr set, my She picks it up blinking, then
to Happy 50th. 1 was a goodld sheet music. | would leaa wordlessly unwrapsThe foil
disc, ety easy to listen .tét was good cy, a good laugh, and beabmes off in shiny embles,
the best advice | could gi¥he that metaphor to deathuBl am refracting the early light like
lump had appantly disappead leaving tomowow and theseChristmas.
by Thanksgiving without a singkliings ae objects ne My “One Hindred Years of
doctofs visit, and my cérwas mother would understand, $olitudé,she eads, stopping to
still sitting, cock-ed, on thethink, if 1 could only explain. kontemplate the ger The nav
mantle in the livingaom. tell her 10 times in my head. Penguin Classics editionTHat

Like my fathés last wats: sounds nice. | could suruse
“It was plant biologymom. “I'm sober enough. Leaune that.”

And | only just got my 4ear alone akady’ A heon floats dwn into the
degee. I'n nowhee close to back yat. Another hot, beauti
being a doctdr In the morning | pack myul day

“Oh, well thats diffeent,” things earlyThere is a fesh copy
stirring stirring stirring, thats of the Nation lying on the coun
different. Now | understand.” tertop that | thumb though aer

Moroccan beef turned out ta bavl of ceeal. Asome point, |
be finger food.t8ak tips dippedaccidentally bite dm on the
into a bavl of shedded peanutsnside of my cheekihe loose
and cinnamon. skin waes like so much cilia

throughout the est of my meal,

It's me again, 23, iYogi throughout the mess of eal
sheetsYogi Bear that is, in theand sgamilk with its ed, ed
bed | gew up in, with egry fingers.
pubescent night | ewspent her  After beakfast, | wash the
flashing though my head, keemats and socud out of the bw/l
ing me awake. & lingeringand place it, along with the
thoughts, just all of them apoon, into the dting rack
once, then epeat. dnny fom located beside the sinkoM is
gym classThat asshole Me already up She is out on the
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Gaugui n's Ba stard

by

An dy Coe

A painting you will ppbably never see

is the one with the beautifubfitian paradise
in the backgound. The subject is

a very angry and sad child

staring out to sea.

He is wondering whee his father is

and what it means to be the mduct of

the juxtaposition of a Eopean's mid life crisis
and a naive island girl'samantic fancy

If you did, you would note the vibrant
use of color that d¥w your eye

to the bowl of topical fuit

smashed on the gound.

Kew pie
by T err a Elan M cVoy

She was so little,

Benjamin Tyrrell is a student Also she was always wet.

at the Unhiversity of drth Caplina
at Geensbar He is majoring in  He found her in a dumpster
Music and Bglish, and plans to ™ok her home.

write as fessionally as possible
once he graduates.

GA

and a grad student at UGA.

Director of 8ident Life at a

Propped her on the bed.

- : She had a vey small hole
Matt Benderllves n Ahens, between her two p|nk |ipS,

. He is a pendingock star andin it he would stufeverthing he could.
A hole too between her powderlegs.
Thee, also, he would put things in.

Andy CoeMNow that guy is
The other toys did not like her

boading school in southern He had to tun their faces away
Virginia, against the wall.

half of the ALiterary juggernaut
known as the Dck and Herring

andTerra Ban Mc\Wy is one

She did not like it and cried.

Company also on staff aferb -an ugly, unwanted thing
audio quaerly and a dector of  thumping dumbly against his leg-

the
ser

Info Demo peformance  his fist angrily gripping her
ies in hanta. by her hair

she could baely hold up her own head.

In the moning he tried to studfher under the pillows.

So he caried her aound with him all day
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