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“Focus”

Sometimes the clutter of living gets so deep and snarled that it ent
my path and | cé&rfind the way trough.

A sentence so fraught as that can mean only one thirgaltbagh of
writers block. It happens to ew writer OK, maybe it didhaffect
Isaac Asinwbut the est of us meals stumble into that briar patcbnfr
time to time. Br me,the blocknanifests itself in a way that is both in
ious and ludiaus — the blank pageepents so many options that Fca
not focus. Friends - writers and not - tell me that this seeerg good
problem to be faced with, but to me it dbessem so

Hers hav it woks, or doednso much, depending oauwr point of
view: | begin my day with a file open, ajgct eady to begin or contin
ued. And | do t do- type away like a busy little shoensmk#rat the
story, the essathe chapterBut my brain doed&mplay vell with others.

It runs ahead, faster than | can typatops staying focused on the sg
tencesalling off my fingers and tws out what it thinks is a funny
punch line to a joke in a sgahat hashbeen written. A punch line tha
might wok well with a diffeent passel of characters in a diftesetting
than the oner curently cobbling within.

Maybe what | get it is better namwdters flu.”

Of course what | need to dkéep goingulldog my way past the com
pelling, competite ceative noise.What | do, have\er, is stopfind my
composition book — the one with thellwvorn ceer and the pencil
lodged beteen the leag, and open it to a blank spot on a page, tak
pencil and scribble wa the thought.Then | tiy to find the context tha
it needs so that whenetturn to that pagen’ not baffled as to why |
wrote davn the wods ‘tisaster means bad,tar “imposter complex
what all students suffer aasard.” And, no, | doh hawe magic fingers
that can write in italics. | must put big swirlinglesr asund the key
words so that | will see them at some point later — wheit haena

clue. fI'm feeling peculiarly lucid, | will date my notes — 10/03/17 +

because, why not?chAists at somague point in the futarwill want
to knov when | lost my mind, right?r@ably not.) A mercurious per
son might ask why | dbkeep my notes inagt or why | doit keep
them online, or at least inord file.

And the anser is | doit know.

Occasionally the weidea decides that it takesgedencever eery-

thing; that morning task, any errands | must,rhov well | plan that
evenings supper for the girlst doesit become arabbit-hole,” per se,
but something closelglated to that familyCetainly the ne idea has

vines
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no business thinking this, but that dbessem to matterA nav idea is
sometimes impi@nent; imagines itselfgmocious, in the classic sense
that term — thegung one who imagines itself matuAnd so | sit and
fiddle with the wats, like someone digging post holes for the fence
haerit e\xen drawn a picterof for the spouse to see aneeaty, stirring
the paint for the first coat, buying Wt clothes orafuay 2nd | find

myself pdorming all sds of out-of-ader (and miegd-metaphorical) tasks.

When | again look up half the day is gone, the sun is pastithvenyar
Then | get angrwith the ne idea, as if it @e a puppy that piddled on
the SIndayTimedefoe | had a chance to pull out thesswat puzzle.

All of which helps not a whiT'he nev idea is also selfisli.ydu dort
pay it its due, it spins in cies, na a full-gown dog that carfigure out
which diection to lie in to sleept rolls aound in my head like the ma
bles in the ceiling in MRobets. Only theyre eally the, not like
Ensign RIlvers idle pomises.

Damn it. e what | mean? fihe rails again. | want to get to kvon
a writing task, and stay on that task, until it is finisheeant to wok

through plot poblems, polish my @se, @ate something...elegant. Anc
then | want someone tead it.

Not just angne, mind. | want my father toead what | write.Dad was
my guy my go-to audience, to see if my funnksyany adentue is
breathtakinglyeal, my soow...sorowful. Was what | was done with
readyreliable, eadable.Dad was the person for whowe been writing,
all theseaars. ¢ could tell me what wad, what he didrike (curse
words put him off a little — he would tell me that | shoyldhémder to
find the...ceatie phrases that could take their place). A lot of folks
beliee this — they cannot imagineskationship beten father and son
that isrt tragically confmtational or lwken. | was lucky in thaggad,
een though | dohbeliee in luck. Things a@ what gu make them, he
would say; whaby let them become, thugh action or inaction. eH
didnt always like what | ate, but my dad liked that | write.eHiked
baseball, wine, fishing, singing in the cHoing cosswai puzzles, eat
ing peaches andading.

And so it is no coincidence thae Ibeen in a bit of a tailspin (talespin’
for a yar and change, becausesthav long its been sincedd passed.
You couldft ask for a betteeaderhe was full of enthusiasm and-com
mentay. All writers suffer &#m writeis block occasionallym not sue
how many sufferdm readerdlock. Bit he would sayget back to
work,” and so | do

Garry - chief@blotterrag.com
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501(c)3 non-pfit) is an education
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furthering of ceative writing and
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Wi € OppoSIng pless Key

“AG ameof World s” vessel itself no longer occupying
it, 2 options \&re possible: cen
vert industrialied esouces for
their paticular needs, or desjr

One day Brt (pronounced areas of habitation and quality ofhe enemyesouces and contin
with a significantalling of the  colonization since the fleets  ue on their way so opposing
“r") challengeddMo (spoken as requied maintaining aselWas  forces could not easisturn
you might easily suspect) to a the fueling of energy and food and esume operations.
game thataughly translates intosupply for the ews. A single
“A Game oWorlds.” It was game could take eons Raely but with enougheg
played out in eal time §p each (500,000,000 gars) as their ularity to warrant a set of sub-
opponeris interstellar fleet, as a\watars affected natigalaxies, rules, a sector would be selected
each wre the feudal serigns  planetsorbital trajectories and whee a quadrant contained
of their distantegions of the creating sun stars while extin  some semblance of natiife
universe; able to make contact guishing others to suit theiwm form organisms that could be
by telecommunication methods climate and industrial needs. bred and enginest into a seF

by J ames Benami n T . Byrom

that defy the laws of sound and ing race and allothe plagrs
frequency They had long since Distinguished fleeessels awatars to allocate their physical
discaerd the unigrse was that affected the tide of winningseles to other occupancies in
mostly empty and thefioe or losing wre alloved to trael the grand scheme of the game.

could be manipulated with theirthrough the quadrants in t@n These semng organismsese as
shaed leels of technological  designated patterns per the-pr strong and intelligent as their
adancement. ageed uponules. The objee  resouce poduction equied,
tive, naturallyto seek out creating a wide array of organ
The ensuing game picked opposing occupied quadrants isms rangingdm practically
sectors of space divided into a and desty the distinguished  mindless to actually quite intelli
grid of many quadrants which vessel and any civilizatioegpr gent.
would be occupied or challengeent as a bonus until one whole
for ownership of inatation. team was obliteratedf an In this instance if a dav
Quadrants ere analyzd for occupied quadrant was found oped natig life form was found
in a peviously occupied quad
rant, whichesr plagrs turn it
was could:e-train simple organ
iIsms, e-beed or ean copss-

NIGHTSOUND
STUDIOS
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breed with them for genetic
attributes, or colorezanother
planetay region within that
same quadrant (if possible basq
on a random assarent of sin
gle or multi sun star solar-sys
tems and habitable planets and
natiwe life forms ailable) and
set them on theivm path to
war with the opposing pkx'g
civilizations.

It is in this manner that
Eath was coloned and engi
neeed to ewlve humans ém
cae men to the modern man
with ewer adancing technology
and a garning to conquer the
stars. Mt knaving we ae a for
gotten emnant of a game long
since plagd and near knaving
the victor (or if Brt and PMo
were their eal names) and as
such always bound to wonder
whee we came &m and what
our purpose is but stillezv
drawn to conflict and explo
ration and innaation in equal
measLg.

Through some genetic
memoy an eersimplified e~

The Dream Journal

real dreams, real weird

Please sen excerpts from your own dr eam journals. If
nothing else, wd’'love to read them. We wont publish
your wh ole name.
mermaid@blotterrag.com

I miss the beach house, the one with theteddavnstairs
whose matéss was so lumpy thating to make ke with him
was an @cise in faustration. We kept having to put one leg
each out behind us as if holding our place on a hilksiderey
climbing. Bit it didrit dampen our passion, nothing does wk
youre nevly discgering someone elsEheres that sense of
wonder and curiosity and giggly goggte-sifliness that takes
place when two people take their clothes off and look at ed
other He was tall and skinny as adpeéeenageand liked my
thighs - my worst thing. Ancevtalked about all $srof stuff
like the Monet water-lilies poster tacked to thedwedrwall. It
must hag been a®ring a stain or hole or something. ohpr
ised that & would go to MOMA and see tlealrthings and he
was enthusiastic about going with ive. did go, latemwhen
the weather wnt fall on us - ate sandwiches on the benches
just staed at the paintings until the docent whispé¢hat ve

en

ch

and

wetrertt supposed to eat in the museum. And the beach hiojise! |

smelled like salt and old wood arehkfast dishes and spilled
wine. A good combination of olfagtonnemonic devices.

EmCee - cyberspace

sion of their grat galactic game
still exists and endag in our
civilization as the king of strate
gy games and péag fevently
challenge each other in champi
onship eents held aund the
world (and many other worlds).
We call it Chess.
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“Fort he Girlatthe End of t he Bar”
by E van J am es Seay

At the end of the baoy laughed and shoo&wy head

| couldn't make outgqur wods but | folleved your lips
Red as the number 3 sliding into a faux leather pocket
Smoke drifting off gur tongue and mingling in the air
Rising and falling and finally drifting away but I still watched
You caught my eyand | looked to my left to anything
There's a pictu on the wall behind the parman

He's holding a &phy fish as big as theybwext to him
Couldn't be moe than 8 gars or maybe 10 | can't tell
The black and gy photo hiding both of their smiles
Barely making out their pride as the scale edgealdor
Pointing tavad a thee digit figue bigger than anything

You weren't looking a sigh shook menfr my stomach
God you were beautiful | couldn't help but star

Your dess draped omyr shoulders like | wanted to be
Hanging on likegu're the last good thing on tar
Begging for a kiss or a touch or I'd settle for a glance
The deep navy blueflecting the fluesscent bar lights

A sheen which madewlook like gu were an ocean
The moon just baty touching a wa\as it passes

A hint of the mysterious beauty that lay hidden beneath
Your legs ete cossed on the barstool one foot tapping
The rhythm of the band but | hoped it waanheatbeat

| hoped because | sasuyand | stded tapping along

www .blotterrag .com
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Again pu looked my way but this time | smiled

A hint of a smk twitched at the edge afuy lip

| looked davn at the bar and examined my napkin
Took a gulp of my beer and called for anothugrdr
This time | didn't look up for what felt like an hour
When | looked agairoyr friend had leftou at the bar
| looked on the dance floor but | couldn't see him
Maybe | should get up and glanceugh the windw
No you'd see me and I'd look like maf an idiot
dtting alone make®y think crazy thingoy knav
Especially wheroy're thinking of someone

But still you're stuck at the end drinking alone

You were getting up to leavand I'll admit | panicked
| had been admiringoy all night | couldn't letgu go
The barman tookour cash andoy turned away
Her's my chance

Excuse me ma'am ¢éwvatchedou all night

You look stunning if Igu don't mind me saying
Hawe a nice night and finally | couleéathe

You gae me another one of thoseok&ed grins
Looked at me likeoy could see into my soul
Thank you sir a wink a gentle touch atiparnod
Hawe a good night ma‘am anouyopened the door
Swalloved ly the dak, | watched asoy left

page 7
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| don't want

To talk about it

| shouldn't

Hawe to explain
My actions

Seak for themseas
You just want

To lay the blame

“Ont he Doorstep A s You Ar e Leavin g”

_—

Twomore by E vanJ ames Seay

“Who gav e these idio ts
microphon  es?”
Tuesday s at 10:00PM

The Blotter Radio ‘Zine
www .wcomf m.org
Chapel Hill & C arboro , NC

www .blotterrag .com

“Fort he Twoof U &”

| need a loaf ofrénch bead
Sara's comingver tonight

I'll get some ribbon noodles
And | need some marinara

She'll enjy some cheese
Which kind does she like?

Ther's a sale on cake mix
| need mog milk for that

| bet she'd like iceeam
After we've had our meal

Canned cherries, the juice
Dripping flom our spoons

A candle and some matches

To light what the moon will miss

And a wicker chair for the pbr
Big enough for the two of us
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“Patriotis m”
by J . R. Sdonche

| dont own an American flag.
| newer hae.

| grew up in an apament building in the Bnx.

Nobody evned a flag.

Now that | live on aw@ad in the counyr
all my neighbors fly the flag.

Except one.
Like them, he does leaa flagpole

with a flag hanging on it
in front of his house.

But he says he isflying it.
He says relynching it.

page 9
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“Cartograph y oft heBodyi nL ove”

Whete\er in this city horses walk

I, too, hae walked withgur

delicious and seditious tendencies,
your sea@ts chalked on my mind's wall.

Your hand, so much larger
than my avn, pessed to mine,
aligning our palmistr

This moment belongs to us,

how we dele inside fantasies.

But | cannot ha you, nor will |

ewer hae yu, because my body

an ireparable, although cev
surgical masteremains koken.

| would feel nothing ifou were

to touch these scars, their stuffing.

Thr ee by M aur een Da niels

On Amazon - of course....
www .blotterrag .com
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“Long D istan ce Call”

You left me with the scent of walnuts
in tree branches so higlervhe cats
could not each them.d@neday

I'll swoon fom lo/e wods

the shape ofoyr front yad trees.
Heatwood. AcaciaTamarack.

The syllabic boughs ajyr name.

It is snaving hee in New York City.

In my warm, windeless kitchen, | eéw
coffee and wonder by think of me at all.
My ears still tinglingdm the sounds

your \oice makespwr rich, unaailable jgs.

e

“Seth's P ond, M arth a's Vineyar d”

The sand splashezhd cuves

amound the handmade wooden fence,
\ bright with beach tels

threaded though the bleached,
splintering, slats. Hals of childen's
laughter beneath the single cloud
that mams wer the island.
A small planeoars a flock of black
birds fom out of the cale of tees

whee the sunlight is beginning
to fade behind the moon's skeleton.
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“Kelly D riv e”

Ewvening lights on Boathousevir
Correspond in ripples on the Schuylkill
We stood in beteen

Brushing hands
Tangled in my\@rcoat
You kissed my cheek

Sowfog swirled at stoplights
Like ose colad globes
Wrapped up in crimson

| told myself | lge you

Thr ee by T eddy S tocking I\

“Dog Da ys for La zy L overs -

Tiptoed ceaks undisgered
Foreign quaers, couers chags
Papeed walls and pguet floors

www .blotterrag .com
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“Docent and La rg e Trademar k wi th E igh t Spotligh ts”

She stands as if she does nowkno
the eight spotlights
were intended to shine upon her

Blond hair made golddm their light

A delicatesice slips &m her tongue
treading lightly on wobbly vetsr
re\erberating up the ceilings of the hall
piercing though her patms

as if to each me

| watch her hoping to get closer

but she is far out of weof the spotlights
now refocused on the tradekar

the cowd rushes wads the nextaom

| am left, staring at the large traddmméth eight spotlights

Best in Show by Phil Juliano
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“Comin g Clean”—ac all for submi ssions.

Heres the idea —avatThe Hotter Magazine want to semuy soul edeemed. Csomething
like that. How? B truth-telling, letting the old cat out of the bag.

Silling the beans, by will permit the chestnut.

Gun to the head: evthink that theas something entaming in evealing gur innermost sestr
(wow, what a Bndora b this may open...): the onauye kept locked tightly andezvconr
sideed once and for all finally tning away the key to (note to self — that is one mangle
tence).

Are we een in the vicinity of on targe¥®u betcha. Gwe want to make it @gular feater

What sor of truths ae we looking forAVell, we're going to stathe honesty right hesrwhat
we dort want is a stgrabout pur seat affair — not because dort like sex, but becauss
way too easyAnd ve think yull probably lie about it. e] stories arall measaments ant
moistue, anyway(And the fact is'stnot a seet, paky...because ifsttiue you wererit alone
and for better or worse theyaleady told someone else and thefetold someone andgi/
- wowv — nobody wants to discuss the math after that.)

Instead ed like to knev about that mistakeyve made inqur life — the one little, influer
tial goof that gu imagined at the time was enormous, andlefhyave of the complexity (
causality and c@lation, and scoy kept it all underour hat to thisery day Maybe it eally
was enormous — a saga with terrible implicationgperlissions andyire terrified to tel
anyne yu knav about it, but guve just got to get it ofoyr chest and me on with pur
life.

Consider usogur reasonably pate confessional.

Write it dowvn, send it in.Try and stay aund 250 wais — frankly th& about all @ can han
dle of wpur sodid past, gu crazy mied up kids.Will there be pries? Mybe, | dohknow,
down the pad, if this thing gains tractionglivsee. Drit know how to tell such a stprery

Se hav nice and neat thisdll for submissichis? We will wok it for you, too

S tell on purself What sor of thing didyoudo in your “yoot’ that needs an act of contr
re\elation to a diseet goup of like-minded individual§¥hat stoytelling might ery well sag
your motal soul?

Snd it tomemaid@blotterrag.comS/mpatheticeaders arwaiting for gur tale of woe.

well? Mt to wory — we hae editors a-plenty fgeto gie your yarn a mfessional polishing.

d se

t

—
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CONTRIBUTORS:

James Benjamin T . Byrom has a BA in Ethnomusicology, a minor in Music Theory +
Composition and a double minor in Vocal Performance. He's the voice of The Dapper
Conspiracy, a Prohibition/Country-Western influenced Rock band from Raleigh, NC and a
Scholastic Gold Key winning Graphic Artist. He's had a respectable number of stories, poems
and art published over the years (including The Blotter!) but to his Kindermusik and Phonics stu-
dents at the preschool learning center where his own 3 children attend, he's simply Mr. Ben (or
Daddy). Follow his art on Instagram (@LigneClarity) and hear his band at

www. TheDapperConspiracy.com

Evan James Seay writes, “I'm a freshman at the University of North Carolina, Wilmington cur-
rently pursuing a BFA in Creative Writing. I'm originally from Southwest Virginia, but moved to
the North Carolina coast two years ago for the weather. I've self-published an online newsletter
that | kept running for six years until | was forced to retire it in April of 2016.”

J. R. Solonche has been publishing in magazines, journals, and anthologies since the early
70s. He is author of Beautiful Day (Deerbrook Editions), Won't Be Long (Deerbrook Editions),
Heart’'s Content (Five Oaks Press), Invisible (nominated for the Pulitzer Prize by Five Oaks
Press), The Black Birch (Kelsay Books), I, Emily Dickinson & Other Found Poems (forthcoming
from Deerbrook Editions), In Short Order (forthcoming from Kelsay Books), and coauthor of
Peach Girl: Poems for a Chinese Daughter (Grayson Books). He lives in New York’s Hudson
Valley.

Maureen Daniels teaches English at the University of Nebraska, Lincoln, where she is also a
doctoral fellow in creative writing. She is an editorial assistant for Prairie Schooner and Western
American Literature. Her work has recently been published in Sinister Wisdom, Neologism
Poetry Journal, Gertrude Press, Third Wednesday and the South Florida Poetry Review.

Teddy Stocking is a graduate student at the University of North Carolina and discovered The
Blotter one Sunday night at He's Not Karaoke hosted by D-Train. Before North Carolina, he
studied at Wheaton College. He should be doing homework but he writes poems instead.

Phil Juliano of Bloomington, MN, just informed us via Facebook that Spence the dog is now 14.

Happy Birthday Spence!!! Follow Peej and Spence on philjulianoillustration.com and purchase
their new book at http://bestinshowcomics.bigcartel.com/.
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