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Dear, sweet spring.
Your dewy mornings glisten in a way no other morning can,

The flowers you bring, with their honey scents and bright colors, wake up my
brain and make all of the fog go away. 3
You, my dear spring, bring a special coziness with your fuzzy freeway-side
growth and dandelion lawn covers.

You are playful, spring,

Worth every sneeze and sniffly eye-water,

The sweet sharing of earth glitter carried by your bees and hummingbirds,
your butterflies and beetles, you spread light and life and love.

I give you my heart, dear spring.

And if you could pick up some Zyrtec on your way over, that would be great.
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The Cleanup Man
by Candi Bartlett

The motel room smelled horrible. It somshow smelled darker than it
was, And thick, It smelled thick.

“It's like, in my mouth,” Donnie said.

Tom rolled his eyes. He didn't even realize he picked up the habit.
“Donnie, put the stuff under your nose and let’s move on.”

Dark, fake wood paneling made it herd to see in the room, A forensio
tech opened the curtains to let the light in, The entire room sparkled, “That is &
1ot of glitter,” she said.

Donnie nodded and crinkled his brow. “What is that smel?”

Another tech from eorogs the room, two beds and what seemed like
endless glitter coverad pillows awey, raised his head. “It's mostly sweast,
aloohol, and sugar.” He stood up straight and pushed the red glasses up on his
noge. “And fluids, Donnie. Lotg of fluids.” He was very matter-of-fact.

“I could have read thet in a report.”
Torm stepped over & pink puddle, “You could have stopped asking.”

Red glagses teoh agreed. “I have to collect it. The least you can dois
shere in my horror.” He gave one nod and went back to collecting pieces of &
broken mirror, The pieces were covered in lipstick smudges.

“8o, what, there’s a party and the menager doesn’t like the-“ Donnie
stepped in a cotton candy ashtray. “-clientele, so they call the secret not-
government for help?”

“Not just & party, oh no, hundreds of motels and inng, every spring,
destroyed,” Tom wag locking for something, He pulled back another curtain
covered in ages of stains. Some of the were newer, Some of them were shiny.
Behind the ourtain, sticky shot glasses were covered in moss and little pink
flowers. Somehow, the mellow morning smelling flower reached Donnie's nose
for just & second.

“Tt’s really strange in hers, Tom.”

Red Glasses agreed. “It's fun though, right? Sesing things you've
never seen befors.” e collected clear goo filled with glowing pollen. Red Glasses
was having the time of his life.

“Tom, whabt are we doing there? This place is gross, and it's really
early.” Every minute, the sun changed position just enough to light up more of
the night before, Soft serve ice oream papers were stuok to the night stands, A
pack of cigarettes sab with an eighth of really good smelling cannabig, The
pillows were filled with tiny pastel mershrmallows. “Why is this where we are
right now?”

Tom opened a small suitcase and pulled out 8 box of condoms and a,
fifth of Jack Daniels, “Fairies, Donnie.” He looked over at Donnie and smiled
with zero glee, “Welcome to Spring Fiing.”

Donnie glid his eyes from one side of the room to the other, “Like, the
Tooth Fairy?”

“No, not the Tooth Fairy, Fairies. The bringers of seasons.” Tom
shoved strange iterng out of hig way, getting more irritated each time, Beach
ball, teddy bear, ball gag - he tossed them aside as he spoke, “They get all riled
up a8 the seasons changs - we haven't figured out if the season changing hypes
up the fairies or if the fairies getting all hyped up brings on the new season.” Hig
syes watered and his voice was scratehy. “The spring fairies though, they are
gomething elge. Look at this place.” He ended with a sneeze. Tom cleaned g lot of
things that were horrifying, nightmare inducing scenes of terror. But nothing
was quite like the fairies, He had no ides how fairy jobs ended up on his beat,
but he did not get paid enough. He couldn't eat anything sweet for weeks after
the spring equinox. That’s his favorite ple season.

“And we just, put up with it because... *

“Beceauge we want spring, Donnie.”

“Bo, the Tooth Fairy is not real?”

Tom knelt on the ground and stuck his hand under the bed. “The
Tooth Fairy is very real, Every ten years or so some new oreep puts on the
wings and kills e bunch of people on the East Coast. That's g different case, This
ig exaoctly what it looks like,” He pulled a velvet bag out and made a fage. The
beg had chewed bubble gum stuck to it. “Fairy orgy.”

Donnie laughed. Red Glagses did not. Donnie cleared his throat, “And
what's in the bag?”

“Fairy dust. Can't leave this here, Won't matier how long everybody
works if en unknowing hurman finds this, well... there will be papserwork.”

“You mean more paperwork.” Donnie smiled.

“Right. More paperwork.” Tom stood up,

“For me."

Tom gmiled, “Yes. More paperwork, For you.” He put the bagin an
g\eﬁggg bag and put that in his pocket. “Let’s g0, Donnie, We're on fairy

They walked out into the bright morning sun. The motel parking lot
was mostly empty, the highway in the distance. The sedan nearsst them had no



numbers. In the back geat Donnie could see the tips of gix little heads and )

twelve sparkling wings. The car was lit up like a disco. The driver wore dark

gogdles. ) being in & band can get pretty sticky.
it ottt A

Donnie pulled & pink marshmellow rebbit out of his pooket and took a
bite, “Well, look at that.”

Tom mede the mistake of closing the door behind them., The handle
was covered in frosting. He looked at the sky. “Why?” Red Glagses opened the
door and handed him a wet wipe, “Thanks. Don't forgst the knobs,”

X
“Never do, sir.” 5 +
Donnie walked toward the fairy car, The opposite direction of his car.
“It's 8o beautiful,” He laughed hearing Tom furmble and sniffle. Grumpy wes |
having e, morning. i
“Get in the oar, Donald,” 1 }(
Donnie kept walking, “I cen't help myself, Tom. It's the magic of { o
gpring, it has me.” o 9 > ) @ ) = © { »
Tom sighed and put drops in his eyes. He sneezed. “Every damn ~ m [i ) a’m$ .
spring.” - A e e 2 s} . el ’J‘
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Chacharone
with Candi and Noodle

| instantly think of bright colors, fresh air,

and fresh starts. Especially in terms of home

décor. Once March hits, | switch out my

' wreaths, change out my flowers, vases, and

’6' tchotchkes. So many color options to play
with and choose from. Bring on the spring! J
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~ Marisa Bush, shop owner and creator 7
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Wild Grass

My favorite grass is the kind of
grass all bundled up with
weeds. Some grown high and
skinny, some covering the
ground, Knotty lawns with
snaking leaves; puffy feather-
like bright green bits peeking
out from sidewalks and brick,
It's this wild grass that makes
fields where not-quite
sunflowers with deep, dark
leaves stand over petite purple
balls, Bushes covered in
flowers inside of flowers and
white tufts of soft seeds
surrounded by jagged stems.
This wild grass, the tangled
beautiful mess spring leaves
behind as it races over the
landscape, is for all of us,
Earth is pretty cool.
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What now?

Ancther paper product has come into the world.
Before this super sweet zine ends up in the trash, or recycling, or compost heap
(not recommended: soll that will be used for growing foods)
the Rad Mag suggests:

Sharing It with a friend
Using the pages as fun crumpled packing materilal
Making paper flowers for a spring wreath
Cutting the pages into hearts - string them across your window for a fluttering garland
Crafting tiny hats for all of your lawn decoratlons
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