Tempered Steel, C. Hope Clark,
Phil Juliano and The Dream Journal

The Blott

November 2012

THE SOUTH'S UNIQUE, FREE, INTERNALLITERAUREANDARTS MAGAZINE

— visit www .blotterra g.com




The Blotter

Adwettisers and @sciptions Contact:

Mattin K. Snith
M_K_Smith@yahoo.conf
919.286.776(

ubmissions andditorial Business to|

Jenny Hanier
memaid@blotterrag.co

Garrison 8mers, Hitor-in-Chief
chief@blotterrag.cor
919.933.4720Kusiness hours onl
you may call for information abo
snail-mail submission

Marketing & Public Relations Contact
Marilyn Fontenot
maiilyngfontenot@gmail.cor
919.240.4845

FRONT COVER, “JoelTawerd Photo
by Micaela Bnsko

Unless othewise noted, all conter]
copyilight 2012 ty the atist, not the
magazine

The Blotter is a poduction of
The Botter Magazine,rc.,
Durham, NC.

A 501 (c)3 non-pofit

ISSN 1549-0351
www.blotterrag.con

Clmp

Council of Lwterary Magazmes & Presses
WoowoowW

G. M. Somers............ Editor-in-Chief
Martin K. Smith.............. Bblisher-at
Large Treasusr

Maiilyn Fontenot.............. Drector of
Deelopment

Laine Ginningham............ Rblishing
Consultant

Brace Boone lll............... Marketing
Advisor

Richad Hess......... fPograms ector
T.J. Garrett............. &ff Fhotographef

-

= =

OOl

—

=

“Secesgon. O r Cessation.”

Lately I've beeneathinking my positions. oF example, | havheetofoe
belieed that public figes were generally sntaanough to do most of th
things they e elected to do, and that people will select candidates
if offered a easonable choice; that those same publesfigwe poud to
hawe won their positions in open elections, angeazhjoeingale models
for those that theyepesent; and business people mamiupts that @&
needed or at least wanted, and assisted us inahaspg decisions bag
on need and our ability to affahem. f something turned out to be

mistake, with science shiag us the coected wayhe scientists and busi

ness men wked in harmony with one another to bring about chan

habits and styles. dgt people pfered to wok at something they like
doing or a@ able to do ptty well, and usually make the best life chgi

awilable to them. ublishers pick tlough their slush piles, s#amg for
the finest literatex Computer manufacars gie the people the west,

e
wise

most brilliant technology Athletes un, catch, swim, shoot, ride, kick

and/or hit as ell as they arable. Bntists hano higher aspirations th
attending to the whiteness otiysmile. Ators deligr their best pfrm-

ances on stage ancesar and singers gigen the bids a un for their
money

I know better | really do Rublic officials occasionally choose po
Private individuals sometimes attempt to influence those choices
own ends. €ople arit always concerned with the ramifications of

actions. &blishers arlimited ly time and energy and athletes gad tf
it just like other folks. éfhaps theris a flaw in my emise that peoplesa)
basically goodThat people arbasically kind. And that kindness is |
cally...good enough. uBthe tuth is most peopleeakind of good, bu

prly
to the
heir

r
asi

mostly basicThey think about themsel first and often, and if kindngss

happens to be good for thenellygood for thenls this good enough?
dorit know. | do knav that een the gentlest hound will pack up and
open the coapOld friendTrey wandering home withwilo-breath is not

I
fear

a nev notion. We tend to bite kith and kin as often as the strangereand w

do swaller our seed-corn ifdtnot guated. We occasionally leawtads
a “let the night shift guy clean up aisleé&Haziness. Ois this societs
fatigue? Arwe all epoting up the chain of command tei&ral Mlaise”
Whats the point in wiing well, woking had? Whats the point in ot-
ing for the least foolish in the lineWse men fall under the spell of +h
oric. Pliticians lose the point of being in publigiser Bicklaers tie of
squaring corners. Althougtelstill an idealistic optimism for folks w
become doctors, chaplains, and asgzdtgpairmen - the maddest
mad skills, used wisely to benefit each andane of us.

Sill, groaning beneath the lolen of evidence | declaim that our civil
tion's high point took place during my life, and that it tasithat high.
Some depamental eseah shavs it to be the fall of myeBhmanaear in

et

ho
of

Za

high-school Pioneewending its way teads the edge of the solar system.

The last men on the moon. A light at the end of the tuniMétimam,
the culmination of anti-war demonstrations and other ¢exedfors of
good citiens of the US and the world.he beginning of the kickin
around of a coupt presidential administrationThe release of gng.”
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And although technology and medicine madlesiurather titanic stridg
during my adulthood, theis a gratmehin my soul about itThe Internet
is a ast field of manarwith magnificent slices of chocolate cake spr|
amound. Medicine is managey Imsurance in the same way desseran
aged § a mom with no s¥et tooth. Aplés brilliance is the telecom ind
try's burglay. Facebook is a block pasou cait bring your geenbean
cassete to And all the hand-eycoodination yu deeloped in gur
video-gameoyth doeshamount to a cup of spit ooy resume.

| wonder if ve'\e wandexd so far &m one another thateacait find our
ways back agairt hlappens,qu knav. Reople get lost all the time. An
and oppaunity take ger Our opinions & made public, in cap$hen
one of us says something that painfully pricks the tender flesh of a
a good friend — and that friend says nothing, but files the pain away
place wher wve emember all offenses against us, all the gedkdring
desere, all of the Christmasgsents that didnrmeaswr up to what &
wanted or at least thought wanted. And so the wound, not slight but
serious enough for this kind e$ult, gnaws and festers until the frienc
spoils. & we try to analyz what happened —\halid we beak this friend
ship?Was it so fragile anéwust didit know? Were we insensite, unfeel
ing dolts? &in oder not to epeat such a thingewecome merattuned
to our wods, our actions. ventuallywe all tiptoe on eggshellso dhe car
open their mouth without anticipating an gmgbuttal. We flinch inwaa-
ly, hoping that nothing will happers that any way to hold a cersation
Hoping for no esponse at all?

| suggest calm, but | could bemg.

Meanwhile, herat home, old branches tumblevnl@nto the drieway
when a font blowvs though, and squiets a@ temporarily puzzleg lsuch
changes. régs that took upesidence in an abandoned wading poo|
squatted all summer in the shade of a tulip [sotiienk geen canopy ha
packed their bag3he cool-weather flavering veeds gw tall betveen the
spring-blooming azaleas and forsythias, and | am equadlppthem. tl
is the tail-end of cicada season, and tia® song dwns out all othe
I’'m not fond of that tune, but their noise doesempt the neighbs
Satuday eening pay tunes. Cicada beate#& or Rihanris misogyn)
ewely time. Whoops!There | go BEven after all my paching, | cérkeep
a thought to myself

Lo

A
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The Botter Magazinenic. (again, a
501(c)3 non-pfit) is an education
concern. Qr primay inteest is the
furthering of ceative writing and
fine ats, with the magazine being
means to that endVe publish in
andhe first half of each month and
enjo a fee ciculation thoughout
the Sutheast and some other plac
too. Submissions aralways &k
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An E xceptfrom“L ow-Countr y B ri be”
by C. H ope Clark

O-positive primer wadnquite official nod fom local authorities to On the Fiday after the suicide,
the color | had in mind for the smalkenter his office and it cleaned. the thiee emaining members of my
office, but ucas Bewood hadh Finally | broke the spell and openedtaff expected ditives fom me. A
given the decor a second thoughip the bom. Rinful or not, & ran pile of wok awaited us, and |
when he blg out the left side of hisa business that coutdstop long for assigned tasks attempting &ate a

head with a .45. tragedy Reople depended on us semblance of normal®jormal last
As the county manageétden . on me. ed about fig minutes.
tified Lucasbody for the cops, and My signatug line ead Canlina “How can w just sit her like

gae the poor man a quick momen8ade Bidges, County Mnager nothing happened?” said Anarié.

of silence with thoughts to a highddnited S$ates [Rpatment of My middle-aged, wideex) clek
power that he be let thugh the Agricultue. I made gernment always wera look of surprise on her
pearly gates.dHdied in a place heloans on behalf of the American takace, as if sdgust witnessed a mir
didnt like, doing wde he washvery payer to the wral esidents of acle. Br somegason she adorme,
good at, having no place else to goharleston County®uth Caolina. and her ritual Mnday morning
No mother gigs bith thinking her Problem was, | spent nectime ty- sugar cookieseve a thank-gu for
child will end up like thihe unex ing to get the mondyack.Powelity taking the time to explain instr
pected note scrawledass his desk made epayment difficult. M job tions to her Her perpetual smile
pad gripped me. By, Sade.” made for stories theeaage urban dimmed on ra occasions, and talk

Apologizing for what, | didrknow. dweller would near compehend.  ing about ucas was one of them.
Damn it, lucasWhat were you Charleston County contains the  Jean aks, my office manager
thinking? stylish historic citywhich egryone sat with a ranod spine and a steno

He was a fiftyear-old digrced associates with cukyr ®uthern pad. “Honey life goes on.” He
alcoholic, an agricultural technicianharm, and plantation blue bloodtossed her coifed head of ink black
five years shorof a deadedetire- living in antebellum splendoves hair locked with sprag lacquer
ment. | was the closest thing to-fantooking The Battey. No one envi “He seemed so lon&lAnn
ily for him, but couldh dial his sions small-time farmers scramblifdarie said, her soft pout dering
phone number without looking itto make a living on Rhettuiers on tears.
up. What forgieness did he think I stomping gvund, but the string of “He didrt do sh—"
owed him? islands along the coastline efter | cut #an shdrwith my stock,

Three days latdrstood poised them a easonable subsistence witireen-egd ‘dorit stat with mé
at the door of licasoffice, hand on the suppdr of federal monies. Iglae.

the knob Yellonv crime tape blockedadmied their pride and tried to “Hes gone,” | said. “L'sthonor
the dooway to amom esembling a ignote their plight, so | could sleefim with our pragrs, butemember
Tarantino muie set. A cleanupegy  at night. the wok’s stacking upl turned to

waited in the lobp I'd receied the

www .blotterrag .com
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Miss Mouth. “®an, hw far behind held as collateral for the millions cfceamed authorityMy closet held
are yu withyourdeadlines?” dollars in loan ptiolios. | would an assement of JC Enney sepa
My return to discussion aboutassume his duties, which meamtes, simple to match and easy to
workloads settled them win. We counting heads of éstock, inspect throw on, using the same pieces of
covered the basics, and withesid ing equipment and monitoringjewelry, a watch, my &dding ring,
ual mourning of a minute and a haltcrops. Mid-on-my-shoes war gold posts and an hourglass necklace
we adjourned minus the usual ehabDuties in the outdoorsllgenuinely the kids ga me for Mthefs Day
ter about kids, mall sales and locadme to miss since becoming thane war
politics. elt funny without a man in boss. | walked to the émt counter
the oom. Ann Marie poked her headwith the undainty gait my mother
Lucas Bewood was deathamund the door “Sade, the hated. Pwing the laver foty, she
number two A year ago, almost toRawlings & out heg to seeoy.” called itThe eight-foot wooden bar
the day my easygoing bossckey Sade was my maiden nameécade stood as a buffer to the dis
Wilder diowe to one of the islandsgoing back to my gat grandmother gruntled. We aided many people in
and neer eturned. 8 immediately from Mississippi. 6y my Mom the wral community and \ed
stepped into htkeys joh but and Daddy called me Gdina, and doing good deeds, but money issues
sensed he continued to peerony nobody who kng me used my mar brought out the worst in sonTéus
shouldermy perpetual mentodis ried name, Bdges. | leed my her the counter
leadership spirit still Wered in the itage, but | didhlove my husband. “What can | do forqu, &sse?
office. Based on a string of person&ade was the best title for all -corRen?”
factors | wadrprivy to, the cops hadcerned. The bothers always arei
labeled his disappearanceobatle “Did they say why?” | hatedogetherksse doing the talkingrR
suicideThen they moved on.We drop-ins. | liked ater Especially was the eldest but the simplest;-inca
remained behind, ouregpect for since H seen so little of it lately pable of completing eighth grade.
Mickey shaken, thanks to the whislid the wersied paper clip out of Dak hair draped thin and limp on
pers and innuenddt least in bcas my hair I'd been too busy to schedhis shoulders. ¢loften epeated his
case, the staff had found clesur ule a trim, and the thick destrands brother as close to a shadas a
| didnt. Mickey made no sensedidnt take vell to a curling on once being could get. il denim jacket

| still expected to see either mathey aerlapped my collar hung long and loose, and his ball cap
walk into my office, Mkey telling “Jesse said he has a checké¢o gsat cockead. He was tall but chose
me to get out of his chair you, but h&s sharon his payment.” not to appear so, his stoop making

By ten, phones rang and client&nn Marie pefered to make nice him shoter than dsse. &&nor was
trickled though the door | with the public and dict ppblems hed been concedd via some form
remained in my office dissectintp me, since | possessegpaitation of incest. | fought to hide my pity
complex applicationslir® chance for squeBEng money out obcks. Jesse, heeer, was another tale
upper management wouléplace | stood and smoothed out thego tell. The boad shoulded hog
Lucas, considering the minor contriwrinkles in my khaki slacks andarmer grinned with a hint of the
bution he made in the grand schentegged my seater straightWe romantic, flashing white teeth and
of things. H inspected ppety worked with oral folk, and suits peppermint kath fom candies he
carried in his pocket. e stood a
comedy of eors in fashion. Blusu
ally traipsed into the office iresh
denim weeralls, aahn Deee cap and
a tan and black hounds tooth $por
coat h&l inherited fom his daddy
Wearing the coat wasspectful of
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my position een though he teered for a payment extensionther way | kept smiling at theound-
over my agrage height. ecipocat wedl laugh, discuss it and tell eadiaced counyr bubba, wondering if
ed that espect. other to hag a geat day he plagd a diffegnt tactic to skate
About my age,e3se had fin “You knaw how | airt been paying. Maybe hd listened to too
ished high school and held a ariv making my payments, right?” many bgs at the baflI’'m not jok
sal, good-ole-goquality that com | nodded. ing, either ksse.d hate to seeoy
manded a smile and a handshake. “Well, Ive got a grat idea on lose pur place becausmuydort pay
Not the cliquish edneck str but how to fix that.” your bill. What would Rn do?”
the davn-to-eath kind one slapped Oh boy, hee we go Sme of A calloused hand, fingernails

on the back. A man to discuss thmay clients concocted schemes odked with @d-knavs-what,
weather and commodity prices withorrowing moe to make met h grasped my arm. A atg whiff of
and admie for taking car of his the agricultural world, merdebt porcine manwe filled my nose as
brother meant a quicker demise. | aédwmy Ren dew close.df forgotten. H got
| felt Bsse held a mild affectiomrm tavad my office, but he shookfrantic at the concept of living any
for me since d’ exercised some his head and curled his fingekaw whee but on that small farm with
mighty ceati\e financing to keeping me in like an anxious kid with dnis hogs. | patted his hand.
their farm afloafTheyd lost money secet to tell. Rn glanced at me and  Jesse looseneé@rR grip on me
three of the last Bvyears, andd’ smiled. | eturned it, and he tuckedwith a tender tug and handed him a
found a means to stawoff liquida his head, embarrassed. peppermint. ‘is okaybuddy’ Ren
tion each time. Snce ésse was@re to bouts exhanged a grip on me for the
Jesse chuckled and gesduiior of silliness, | whispt back, “Il  candy
me to lean closdrobliged, straight give yu some adviceusi bring in Jesse turned back and spoke flat
ening my neck to block his wieof the money whenoy sell gur hogs and cool. “Brry, Ms. $ade. Come
my gaden-ariety 34Bs, not kme instead of telling me they keepn outside. Gt somethihto shev
ing whether to expect a joke or a pledging. We both kna youve sold you.”

some on the side.” “Somethin to sheov you,”
“Listen,” he said, with a faceechoed Bn.
like stone. “I aihjokin'.” “We can talk her” | said.

www .blotterrag .com
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“Please, nam. Need gu to see “Aint shaved him. Hetl charge, away andegained his six foot two
my truck. Mght help wu under and I caiaffod him.” height, sneering as ifchevon the
stand.” And so the ©je vent. Wed state lotter.

Ren eached up again andewr be s@w what killed the ani A plastic smile held my compo
yanked me tgad the counter door mals, but w could count on the sue intact.

To keep ®mm stumbling, | obliged next payment being shor His wice elaxed and amplified,
him, and once on the other side, I Back at the building, my staffthe egulardsseaturned. “I only got
pulled away“I'm coming, Bn,” | stood at the door along with a haH little ver a thousand dollars for
said loud enough for others to heatozn emplgees fsm other offices my sales thisegk, mam. As gu
Ann Marie glanced up dim her in the county agricultarcomplex. can see, | lost eight radrogs. Ked

desk, analyzing the ¢at leel. | Carcasses tended to drawcavdr to know youll help me on this, Ms.
shook my head and weay assuring Jesse @w me ly my stetched Sade.”
her things e fine. sleeg to the tuck bed, my face lgar Ren handed me a piece of paper

The bothers led me outsidely a foot fom the neast body from his eeralls, the check smezhr
into the clear autumn dayen “Thers ten thousand dollars in itwith various hues of @wn. | ginger
peeed back epeated]ysnickering for you,” he whisped, draping his ly took it, fingering the cleanest spot
and gesturing for me to comey Marm aound my shoulders.f“you on one end.

flats cunched on the asher-un find a way to get me thWilliams “Jesse, if guve got moe
grael. farm. We can ion out the details moneyjust pay ug

Thirty feet away dm their later. . . in private.” He winked Reaching eer, he wbbed his
truck, | stutter-stepped as | caugland clicked his tonguef you knav  finger oer the back of my hand. “I
the sight of dead fleSfen feet cles what | mean.” cart pay if | aift got it, Ms. $ade.”
er, rot smells accosted messk Panic coursed tbugh me at | yanked my hand away

leaned eer the tailgate.dR mimed the alteed state. Like hearing that Sd reached my side and made a
him. | held a yalstick length back. your chuchgoing mother liked hesitant last step at the sight leefor
“‘Dead,” 8sse said. GY sold. bourbon straight and sex on.top slapping €sse arm. “Hy man.

Not stolen. @ad.” Hed offeed me a bribe. How’s it going?”

Eight, maket-sied feeders lay “‘Dont be silly ksse,” | said. “Just geat, Mr Patten. Needed
crammed in the @ick bed, making “Whats gotten intoqu?” to shav Ms. $ade what happened to
hundreds of flies orgasmically happy The Natural Fesouces my pigs.”

Some pigs appeat dead for a cou Manager 3d Patten, stepped out “| see that,” 8 commented.
ple weeks. @hers just a dayr sov  from the goup and headedwad The farmer lifted his hat and
lay egs wide and bloated while as. ran a hander thick locks of black

young shoat had lost much of its “Just think about it,”&sse said, hair He slid the faded, dien-in
hide, dak, rotting muscle exposedhis egs on . “We can chat ancth John Deee cap on &m front to
“Whatd the et say?” | askedyitig er time. | got to get to the feed stoiback, and adjusted it in place—a
not to inhale. befoe they close.” #éleased his armmove saying, “I got to §m countly
talk. Then he buttoned the spor
coat like hd just stood dm a pe
in church.
“Y’all hae a nice day mo I'll
be in touch about our payment
arrangement, Mslasle.” He baved,
touching the brim of his hat.eH
stopped and turned at theudk
door “Shame wu losing Mr
Shewood. Kinda sad when someone
kills himself I'm just glad it wa%n
murder, or a crime or somethin
Ren baved and opened his
door “Kinda sad.”
The men ented the tuck cab
slamming squeaky doodrbe tuck
moved awagycreaking with its load,

page 7



htt p:// www .TemperedSteell nc.org
htt p:// www .TemperedSteell nc.net

www .blotterrag .com






The Blotter

grunting as it hit the dip at thead. fully. Government officials like meboyfriend whom & all knev well.
“What the hell was that about?&asily wound up on thefit page of “You knaw Esse. All mouth and

Sd asked, a handibbbing his chin, national papersver simple matters. exuses. II' have to go out to his

the elbav resting on his other Supid misunderstandings got fedglace and count hod$ey crawl up

crossed arm. fired, sometimes imprisoned. And dop dead in hisdick nav. No
“Another eguse why he coudld manager in Calhoun County lost hitelling hav many a missing.”

nt pay | made the mistake of sayingpb over something bribgmrelated, She thew me a sly smile. dS

| didnt beliee him.” | took his arm. and last | hedrhe woked at a feed what did he whisper iroyr ear?”

“Come on.The exitement oer lot in 8. Matthevs making half his “He said | looked damn good.

Time to get back to the grindstone former pay Thats what all the farmers say in my
The cowd returned to wadx, | hurried back to my office andear’” | moved tavad her and she

happy for the afternoon distractionsat davn to think. Whether angne stepped back. | smiled and shut my

Back inside, | vate a eceipt for found out about this bribe offer wadoor

Jesse check with a slighetnble in up to me.Would it be so bad if | Hillary hated having a female

my hand, tossed the payment in thaidrit repot it? This was so out of boss, especially one tezarg her

safe for the neXteasw deposit. character foedse. B hed find ten  junior. It wasit my design to be
No mistaking his offer: moneygrand was begd me. younger higher ranking and neor

in exchange for abusing my position.  Instincts told me to forget theaffluent, but she acted as ielathe

If | didnt repot it, | was as culpableconwersation. &deral law told me | architect of the stumbling blocks to

as if ld taken the bribe. didnt hawe that option. A stupid, her life.Wetl endued sesral hedr
The loan manager in me wantpissant dilemma. to-heat talks about her attitude, but
ed to scold him anéturn to dealing On the other hand, myed ewen so, she stood next in command

with the funnylackadaisical farmer lheaded assistant manageredo in this little kingdom of oursofe
knen. The hairs bristing on my problems, especially when they felays | bit my tongueemembering
arms, hweer, told me to tead ca- on my plate. | felt Hary's egs on her ough upbringing as a foster
me befce | saw her tall lanky framechild, with a husband who beat her
leaning against the do8b stinking when his tractor trailer rig hitta.
predictable. But if she hedr one wad of my
“What went on out thex?” she conersation withekse, skeuse it
asked, a hand twisting one of heo her benefit. An oppmist all the
diamond ear studsh&woe them way
with ewery outfit. A gift fom a | paced my office, aogmd
level mom measuring ®he by
twenty with thee floor-to-ceiling
windows on one side.\Mlesk sat at
one end. A long table, perpendicular
to the desk, hosted meetings with
loan committees, applicants and my
staff A cheap @fab table next to my
chair suppaed my computemarn
uals, and management books on

www .blotterrag .com
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how to be pdect at my job . . .
The womis length made for FIV € Minut es Wit h: C. H ope Clark,

good pacing, and a karlook . .
shaved the wut in the -carpet. Ed itor J FundsforWriters
Walking beat the hell out of sitting
still and ocking my leg like someoné\nd becauseuye beenew, very members, of which | was one. All of
needing to pee. A quiet way émtv good, &thoughioy might like to@r us ver asked to do aading.n my
my frustrations without exposing mytend thatgu just wnt to an eellent 12 years of writing and gsenting,

doubts to my staff reading, and noyud like to talk to I'd neer done agading!tiscaed me
A half-joke, half-serious insinuthe author And wee done all thesilly but | read an eerpt fom
ation about a measly ten thousartthd wok for wu... Chapter @e of Levcountry Bribe. |

dollar bribe seemed minor in comEd. dist what madeuy slightly azy was last, foleing Fobet Brewer, an
parison to what happened tachs, enough to want to be a writer?  editor fom Writers Digest
but | had to consider the conseC. Hope Clak: The independence. IMagazine, a multi-publisheduyng
quences of noepoting it. Why did own the ideas and the wing, and adult authagrand Scott Oens fom
Jesse havto turn wild boar @ of my choice of codinating those NC, editor of Wild Goose Betry
all times? pieces eates the ultimate ends | Reviev and poeir professorHere |

My recod was as close to prispower for the ecluse in m&her’s was a commerl type via
tine as gu could get, and a blacksomething empering about being FundsforWiters, with no book ed
maik on it concerned me neothan able to contl destinyand when | its to my name. | did my ten-
a hog farmeiRecalling the touch of strive had, over sesral yars, to & minute eading, attempting to fluc
his ough finger on my skin sent ate a tale . . . then heamfreaders tuate my wice poperly and halfway
shudder somersaultingagbhgh me. who wer maed, changed, ernter through, ealied people &e no

| didn't need this right ma Too tained, or impessed Yo my effor. longer milling aboutThey ver
many theads unraled in this office It's then | feel\e touched the world watching, listeningWhen | fin
already more than | could cortt, and left my fingerprint behin@hat ished, they clapped loudlgnd
especially with an upcoming aud#motional aspect of writing has-traadmittedly | blushed. Bt what
by the bean countersWivashington. eled with me since mpuyth when rocked my world was the moment
No time for weakness, eithefd I'd seagtly meet with a girlfriend Scott Ovens walked up to me and
instinctively learned to hide mine,and deam about writing a wel. told me that was writing was
thanks to a husband whelished There is something magical andemakably good. Again embar
sticking a erbal knife in amnes powerful about coming full adte rassed, | told him this was my first
soft spot. ubt like dssd tried to with a stoy. It's ceativity in its attempt at fiction. ld said it didh
stun me with pig death. yMhide purest form.ust a blank seen and matter and that it was wbus that
stretched thick\er my emotions.  me . . . no tricks, tools, degs or I'd been wding with wods for a

Decision made. o&ebody steps.ukt my brain, my thoughts,long time, tying to write w&ll, and
some&vhee would consider me ammy choicesYes, In responsible for to be poud of what & achiegd. |
absolute idiot for calling in thethe saew ups, but that meansnl’ floated on that for a long timeorF
authorities, but my ceer and @ll- also solely aedlited with the suc the first time, ean after having
earnedeputation wre moe impor  cesse3hers stength in knwing | acquied an agent and landed a-con
tant than angnés half-assed opin make or beak my futue in this tract, | sensed maybd tlone this
ion. Rules were absolute; thatthe business. | \e the scar side of fiction thing right. The thrill was

way | was raised. Il followed the being esponsible for aksults. amazing.
rules, U be just fineThats hav life Ed: What has beeouy geatest a-haEd: Name one thing a dwer of
worked. moment? yours has done thati wishgu had
CHC: Oh, | got this!Ten months done ineal life.
befoe Lowvcountry Bribe came out CHC: While | am eseved and
3 (it was contracted and in edits stagegclusie, Im a stong-willed person.

| was pesenting on grants for writer§o is my potagonist. | cérthink of
at the Bue Ridge Writers anything Caslina $ade did that |
Confeence in Rie Ridge, GAThe hawe not done shoof killing some
confeence organéz scheduled aone, which of course | me\hope to
social at the & council for atten do. | would, hovewer, like to knav |
dees to formally meet the facultyad the guts dVayne Largo to risk
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his job for someone he felt a dedbpe original lettering.nti really sim (hope@fundsfariters.cop and
loyalty for But again, | dohknow if  ple in my writing needs. seach for one of thee things: 1)
I'll ever get a chance to test migd: $ae one habit or personaligmails iom my agent or my publish
strength to such a lelv . . to take quirk that, if pu vwvee not a writer er; 2) emails dm freelance queries;
such a dax might hag gottenoy locked up longand 3) emailsdm my eaders - both
Ed: Will you eer get aund to doing ago FundsforWiters eaders and mo
that one thing¥hy or why not? CHC: | often take a cwent eent my fiction eadersThese & real
CHC: | hope not, but somethingand tiy to spin it out into a mder people, and M fanatical about
tells me | would do what | had ta domystey. . . to include ngs about responding ASAP to people. '€an
Like Sade, | hae fav good friends, stupid decisions made in Caegg. | think and settle into myself to write
but I'm fiercely lgal to those /@ As keep up with politics, aesidual othemise. | then opefwitter, catch
a former federal emgée who had a habit fom my federal days when up on nevs in it, and maybeply to
little bit of clout, | fought many awoiked for a political appointee, an@a fev comments.Then | check
good fight for friends, forworkers, when | see a lawgposed, passed, oAmaonn for any ne revievs for
for causes, for justice, risking myetoed that goes against my graibpwcountry Bribe. | fall into
reputation time after time doingl’'ve been knen to fabricate alter FundsforWiters wok for seegral
what was right . . . ev if it meant nate ealities, so to speakl spoke hours. In nonfiction ly day and fic
stepping outside theille books. | of such crazy stories as a non-writeon by night.

wanted some of that ifaB8e, and and angne werhead, no telling The last fig minutes imive writ
ultimately the thead of Laccountly who would come knocking on mying/editing one of sekal Camlina
Bribe turned into such a theme. . . tdoor questioning my saniBut as a Sade mysteries. | write untihljust
look outside theutes to sobs a write; we ae quite gifted at thetoo darn tied, which is usually 2-3
problem bigger tharoyrself “what-if” game, and those spinsAM. Then | check email once rapr
Ed: Fawrite writing tool? twists and turns can get quite elaband if thees a personal needrfr a
CHC: For writing outlines, | want arate, and they can oftenveens a reader agent, editorl stop and
standatt ruled notepad and a&HBra, venting tool. respond. | leavmyself a list of what
fine point pen. | wn a doen of Ed: $ae fie minutes obyr writing needs my attention the next ,day
them and write them gliso as not to day:Your first fie minutes sharpeningtraighten the notebook and desk
waste one. df ewerything else, | pencils and adjustiraytynotebooks;calendar sideytside (making sair
want my full-sed PC with a large or the last ®vwhenagure feeling that noted the ddy accomplishments),
sceen. | abhor laptops, and while flurry of aativity end with a flourishput out any sticky notes thatjuie
love my notepad for checking emadr the fig that a& most notable bty urgent attention, then per davn.
while | trael, 1 wouldft dream of CHC: Let me choose the firstefiv Then no matter what time of the
writing on it. | like a big seen, big minutes first. | rise each anengv night it is, | hag to ead one or two
keyboat and wieless mouse - allday eager to jump on the computechapters of a mysgeior maybe a
spead out. M keyboal has sticky | immediately open two emailmainsteam nwgel. | adoe reading
letters on keys because Worn off accounts - Gmail and mglwvemail for entetainment.
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Ed: What one question déapu Lightning doesnstrike the manu laugh. Im so happy so many people

always wished someone woutil@sksgript, but thoseefjection letters rejected me . . . until the time was
CHC: Am | frustrated at all the hawe the same effect, as desing right.

obstacles to writing and getting pukyou to go back to the keybodand

lished? try again. Lacounty Bribes first 4

Ed: What wouldgur anser be? draft is 14 gars old. | look at it and
CHC: No, not at all. A decade or sQ

ago, gatekeepers in the forms : )
agents and publishers dictated w The Blotter Magazme S
was published. &hy people ewe book publishing imprint,

rejected, and they had little to n PencilPoint Mountain

option to publish other tharanity and www .paintbrushforest.com
presses which qed debilitating present Tree

then. | was gjected seval times
back then, andmi glad | was. Wi
wolk wasit readyand the gjections
were \alid. That adersity toughened
me, made meyrhader made me
edit orer and wver, each egjection
telling me | hadnarrived yet.When
| hear writers fuss aboutheejee
tion is someone elses fault, | want
smack themt's a eality check to be
rejected, and st also a gift dm
God, fate, whatev yu belieg in.

a collaborative, all ages, fine arts book illustrated by members of
Paintbrush Forest, a group of artists from the
Orange County, NC, area. Proceeds from
Tree support the Haw River Assembly, a NC
environmental organization.
Check out www.paintbrushforest.com to pur-
chase prints of the original book art, to make
a donation, and to order your own copy of
Tree. Or find us at many fine local Triangle
retail locations. Thank you.

The Dream Journal

real dreams, real weird
Please send excerpts from your own dr eam journals. If nothing else, wd'love to read them. We wont
publish your whole name.

mermaid@blotterrag.com
Tornado Deams

Recently | hav been havingcurring tornado dams,

vely clearfull of fear dgams, not quite suwhat they meanams.

They ae similar - each with an ominous tornado dragging chaos as it.gets near

| watch the tornadoes apach fom a windw in my basement in total esstricken fear

The tornado arras and hits haidike a battering ram.

It hits so hat that | wake up lathing heavily and wondering wharthe hell | am.
| lie thee wondering what is thisedm eally tying to tell me?

Is this about a tornado or somethirepevorse that | witret myself see?

Over time the tornado éam has becomeetiy easy to figerout.

It's not the tornaddt’s the feailhe fear is what theeim is about.

The fear of the unkmm, the subconscious fear of 8lgging to happen next.
It's the fear of the fuithat | face in a fully conscious context.

M. B. Owen - Chapel Hill
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| am the mother o& s&erely injuied soldier sm the
IragWar. My son,Ret Army Sgt Scott Steenson and | stizd
Tempeed Steel to combthe ngdive and critical &ys in
which his scar and amputi@n have been peeved ty the
geneal pubic. Our goal is to eduta the pubc on hav to
suppot our ndion's nevest gneetion of wounded militar membes.

Our first hand gperiences to thesponses ynsors injuries wked on atilians and militgralile, com
pelled us to leak davn the barers betveen wounded and dgdred \eteans and thosehs only see their scar
| have witnessedue heaade as m son has been stdra; shunned andven demeanedylihe \ery pubic he
fought br.

Tempeed Steel is detamed to bang those misconptons of our county’s wounded \arriors
through edud@mn and warenessTempeed Steed’'wounded \arriors will be speaking sdools comnunity
groups and\ents corporae gtherings andempeed Steelalley shavings

The namgTempeed Steebomes fom bracelets thiany son and his squad leader had made in honor of
eat other They basicafl stée “not biothess by bood, but brothess by suwiving the ires ofhell”. There could
not be a mar accuate stéementAll of our wounded hee “suwived the ires ofhell” and came out better and
stronger than eer henceTempeed Steel.

Our wounded \arrior's scas ae a visile and pananent testament to theyglcall traumaic experiences
eat has ended.Yet thee ae hidlen injuries thiascar and arjust as d@litating Traumaic Brain Injury (TBI)
and PstTraumdic Stess Disater (PTSD) a& specit examples othese Our wariors hae opened up their
heats and minds to enlighten the [icilbo the humanity within theawior, the dignity within the scaand the
power of the human spirit.

The beauty thas seen within the iges ofthe photo intospectre “Honoring theAounds ofWar” is so
profoundly and spirituatlmoving tha those o have seen it ardhangd brever. When yu see the \@
between adther and sorthe beauty o scaired am holding a peetct béy,an amputee pudly displging his
military decoated posthetic lg, a \etean with his t#oos celbraing his mothemn IED (impovised &plosve
device) lurn suwivor in his “Got Buns?”shit, a facial scaed \etean with no eardowning br the camex,you
cannot not be tolhed.

The photo intospectie dduted &the Ponald Rajan Pesidential Litary in November 2010 andas on
disply & the MutinicArt Galley in Atchison,Kansas tm Mg-dily 2012The photgrgphs takn ly photgra-
pher Micaela Berslae a emakable adlition to Tempeed Steel andenae constanyl adling to the collection
and look érward to ceding a taweling @lley displgiing the imges and accompgng storiesor everyone
acoss the couryrto experience the beauty behind thessaad wunds ofwar.

As the mother obne of our county’s moe seriouglinjuied soldies,| encouage our n#don to take the
time to ead andxplore moe dout Tempeed Steelnc. and ouMounded Militay Membes. Take the time to
look past the scaand into the hearof those vino hare dosen to see and ight for our piotection.

| urge you to shag our veb site with as mgrindviduals as pos$#bh\We look forvard to working dosey
with everyone in celerating the dignity and beauty @ifir county’s heoes
Sinceely,
LuanaA Sdineider
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Call for Entries!

“The 2013 LaineCunningham N ovel Award”
The Blotter’'s Fourth AnnualL ong Form F ictio n Co ntegs
for N ovel laand Novel | engt h w orks

1. The purpose of our contest is tovjite a gnue for writers to hatheir wdk read and commented oy @ur editors and judge
Additionally the winner of this contest will bavis/her wdr published heron these pages. And last but not least, the winn
receie a monetgrpriz! (Avad monies & povided ly the prie sponsor and the gnfee for the contest helps off$et Botters
costs.)

2. Our pre-reader judgeseaintelligent and highly qud of their educations. udfinal judge is smamell-read and fieely posse
sive of her personal spacke §ets to be the final judge andopssBys tHere ae no ifs ands or buts about it.”

3. In a world besnthed ly foolishness and scandal, traesgaris @1y impoitant to us, and &make ey effot to eliminate any
conflict of inteest situation ém going dan in our contest.|Btter wlunteers and their family members and/or eegsos po-
hibited fom entering our contest.

To enter the contest, please subaut wok with a $25 enyr fee  check or money der to:The Botter Magazine, 1010 afe
Sreet, Durham, NC 27705. fries must beeceied betveen November 1, 2012 andeBiuuary 28, 2013 (yu see, @ie aleady giv
ing you an extension, so dquut it off!)

Your enty must contain the folldng: no less than 10 pages and ne than 20 pages of the openingoaf ynovel or neella, (or
subject/character-connected tsbimty chapbook) typed & double-spaced, without yame. @ a separate\@ page typeoyr
name, snail-mail and e-mail a&dd; telephone number , the titleocnirynovel or neella and a one page synopsiswaf yoel or
novella. Rmembenou hae to hae the ente book written, so that if and whenwin, yu can she us theest! Sunds eas
because it is!

S.
r will

BONUS: mter the writing contest AND get @ajs subscription tdhe Botter for only $30! (&ular annual subscription dopa

tionss ar $25 total andoy dort even get to enter a writing contest with that price!)

Well, nav. $650 in cash peg, plus books and other fun steffekbeen accumulatingand hee that ve think hasalue. All place
ments, including honorable mentions, witkie an awal cetificate, poof positie of yur success as an aythoitable for moek
ing your sophoma English teachewho always woneset hav it was thatqu graduated at all.

Our contest will beun in line with theules of ethics and mechandt®mmendedylthe Council of LitergrMagazines andd3seq
as outlined in their 2006 monograph on the subfactcait view for free, but gu may puchase the monograph entitledbishing
Contests: thics and Mchanic¢sthrough the CLMP atittp://wwwclmporg/about/monographs.htrihis is the documenterhae
used in coming up with theles and conditions of this contest.

S thats it, then - nw get to wdd!

CONTRIBUTORS:

Phil Juliano ‘s comics can be seen online at bestinshowcomic.com. *** C. Hope Clark is Editor of FundsforWriters

www.fundsforwriters.com, one of Writer's Digest’s 101 Best Web Sites for Writers - 2001-2012. She’s author of the
Carolina Slade mystery series, of which Lowcountry Bribe is her most recent, and she lives on Lake Murray in SC
(jealousy!), drinks bourbon (love her!), and raises Dominiques and Orpingtons (if | have to explain, you're just not in
the club...) Learn more at www.chopeclark.com and www.bellbridgebooks.com *** Micaela Bensko ’'s work has been
seen in national publications such as Brides Magazine and on Martha Stewart Living. She has been featured as a
leader in her field by Professional Photographer Magazine and appeared on KCAL/CBS 9 as a digital photo expert.
She is currently writing a book on photography and commits herself to the mentoring of students by regularly visiting
classrooms to share the passion of photography. Based out of Los Angeles, her work takes her around the globe, but
her roots are firmly grounded with a husband and four children. She proudly supports the Iraq Star Foundation and
The Tempered S teel Organization . Bensko is also a member of the Santa Clarita Habitat For Humanity Homes For
Heroes Advisory Board as well as the Los Angeles Army Grassroots Community Advisory Committee. *** Luana
Schneider is Executive Director/Co-Founder of Tempered S teel Inc., The S tories Behind the Scars and W ounds
of War, a 501¢3 non-profit Charity located at 16039 274th Rd., Atchison, KS 66002 (913) 370-0238, (800) 294-5039,
http://www.TemperedSteellnc.org http://www.TemperedSteellnc.net
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