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“T hose turbanshey just vave 'em though.
Who knavs vwha they've gt stufed up
there?”

little mong dovn. Speak too soon with g4 this \as shop talk.
asudden authority in a stakeat.pow Odi wasrt done valking to his tick, tha

In my head the diablue sly is ony
made songer by svimming I’'m paddling in
inkward weters and somethingerhas a
meee hint,a pemonitoy uge,is writing
itself amund ny legs The waer is tempete
but | feel it shot fom the splash dfeging
afloa.

How | got hee should be merthan
ones sumise Night is coming den as
shades on the setting sand all | knw of
pumpose athis moment is thhd must dimb
up the dek ladder and enter the bdit
cabin.

In the span of solo I'm standing mo
on the vet wood, pitted fom yeas of wind-
ed salt and sun anddkled with avgash of
gasolingkerosenewhaever is efined
enough ér propelles to ax though ocean.
The sounds ofmy footing ae dimmed ¥
wawes and slicdreadyes dread nov & the
sight ofan am cuwved to a point andaing
down,down. ..

I'm strudk dumb ly the thought ofeal
estée and mindane @ason mixing with
pleasug,and this topical outing hatsee it

now, brought an innocent deal into the mak

ing The pitd: a small amount dfime and a
peisonalied tour ofthe farm of your
dreamsa stett of rolling Hue guaanteed
with a little mong dovn splashed annd
the thioa.

Voices werhead andoices underhand,
my cup unneth @er wvamly as aeries.. .as
veins tue-Bad with the buise offruition,
recalling a mine hawrf gold.

LLt hose turbansOdi began.“Why do
they wear dipes?"He waited br the
requisitd dort’knowwy?
Our pausghe leaned into the shade
“Cause the ot shit br brains”
| forced a budkle as m brown brother
laughed outright.

amhulaory excitement piking up He tumed
into the sunan encae.“Wha's the difer-
ence beteen an East Indiarowan and a
hodey plaer?”

“Wha?” my convorker ofered.

“A hodey plaer shavers after thee peri
ods”

My e/es pse to the suthough ny est
mdion of Odi—beyond white hes transpar
ent—sunk lik lead shot into a &lAnd |
asled within ifthis temp job could be per
manentDid Virgil guide Dante tbugh shit
like thisaVas Danteer a tempdr a
Christian-un quary?

“See @,0di,” my cavorker saidknowing
tha Odi needed togbadk to his noth bor
der tawn, his diy-deaning bsinesshis cab-
by old customarand his undpaid lbond-
only collge gits just gtting acquainted with
fingerpointing and spots thdort come
clean.

| was bak in the varehouse after Odi
left, sizing up some kes when ny brown
conorker wheeled the dgllpast and said,
“Someons a little acist.

“Yeah, | muttered.

| looked davn & my newly-calloused
handsl wondeed if they would nav better
form a fst or two—to gve,someha, more
credence to theldws hooking in mright
mind,where the aesthetic lies

As it was a halflay, after lunb | walled
home along therg\vel shoulder ofin indus
trial mad.The compaywas meing ship
ping davn to Calibrnia,thinking it vould
sare mong, flow-chatting tha corridor
migrant workers were just warthy as pennies
above the vages ofsin.

Here | was vorking with people o
were getting the mining shafthere the
body tums a badk tha is not beautiful,
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whele the air is bely given ozer to mecy
for canaries ko ae a & cd’s plg.
Another cavorker, Octavio, had meed
up from Sanake where he could no lorg
afford the $1,200 wwvjoh two-bedoom
goatment br himselfand his tw young
daughtes. He worked with us te days
before the companaskd the tempgeng

to recall himHis Endish was fne enough to

work with, | thought,but rumor had it other
wise | passed him on theawhomehe vas
driving exacty the speed limit.

And thee was Philprouder than most,
escaing toAlaska to wrk on a fshing boa
He couldft mange the upke of his aing
car and ws @ing to sell itdr scep bebre
taking thedmry up the Insided®sge,"“from
whete Il hitch to Homer and hopef the
best. | asled him ifhed been higd et.
“Nope. But I've gt to do somethindon't
ewen fsh.Anyway,this weeks worth’ll keep
me ft.” He sl@ped his hug bely and then
rubbed it lile a mgic lampWishes and spir
its, hard &out the bay, gold and liquor and
the sten meeting ofinality:this could be it,
a momment to last ritea last meal befe
being taught hw to fish for a littime

be fishes of men,indeedSq you see

there ae two notions thal live by. The
first is thacrime inAmerica does indeed
pay. The second | cannogtytell yu, for rea

edmooIagey

sons ofdelicag unbecoming a criminal
(unlessqu belige none hee taste andf
that | can ass@aryou a mind wift deah).
But | digess into some bit ¢acquied
madnesshele on this topical isle sipping
my gin and juicdaid bak, with my mind on
my mong and ng mong on sampling the
goods Avec strawdu mg askpr liked fn-
gettip gingerly placed into someamco pav-
der? Nothing fre-tadednothing
gained/nothing stolemothing...

I have the luxuy to tell pu tha | was
once a safcadker of the gt-high-tels vark
ety so dean and angmous thathe ony
reasondr my cature lies in a nter of
some compldty, requiring jagon which

would suely fail to plain to thedtteed

how | once became one gbu: bound,
chainedscaed of making leas bgond the
rules or living

A hint will tell yu thd | was a kind of
mitnidk, whom the medialeeled eer so
ignoantly a “haker,” when tha honorlate

term meely implies one o mantles and
dismantlesdr the saé of curiosityinvesti
gdion. He writes a bookbaut his eforma
tion from caholic principlescuts a deal with
the Feed Malaing a.k.aHollywood, the

Industry, the Insides, et alwhose idea of

the esoteric is nothingitosuperitial.

| digress gain—its time nothing e&pect

ed,on nmy handsdripping devn, Francisco

Franca rojo cardirehd | get lost in tuning

Odi was on aall, now. “Why do thg
have the tovel-head up hey” pointing to a
thinning headia dot hee,” between his nar
rowing ges “and no teeth?He rubbed his
upper liphis frefinger stif as a salute

Our pausegain.

“T his is the pull-stgt at the heada few
strands ofgrey mater, “this is the push-
stat,” going nyopig “and this is the kie
stat,” indicding the oot of his canal tha
caries his hareload—he hinnied teefuly,
shufling in his leher loaérs and atyles
the khakis and may long out ofndia,
dry-deaned and shopped outsfed.

| shook ny head andxéaled in embar
rassment asyrbrown
conorker laughed wpard,
head rising with the tide
cheking ny reaction.

We had been talkingal
estée, developmentstggna
tion, minimum wage Sixty-
eight pecent ofthe
soolkids a& on assisted
lunches The boder airt
what it used to beOdi want
ed to knev why moe piofil-
ing wasrt being done

the tide lik some laundering come to mind.
In this \eneeed mental padise | am sup
posed to covert iron to gold, bais to hul-
lion—a least thes wha the contact is 6r.

It's a hit to top dfthe dats for the one
whose Second Maating ve avait.

The Left Hand
Handmade Herkal S sa e
Piaftura ;" No;

So | am to erelunto death do twdvpar

the second coueseathe needle

thoughhich Camelot can pass as aftocus sw

ofcvil fights dimg for theops

cut with a line drawn in the sand.

Tap it, @il well wehat hee & hey @soline?

Yea out tfie mouthsboimbs on TV comes the
videooy cannot yeto

no matter h@guoussitirashlyvaé ofignifying
nothing
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I've put the shellyteanThe ay the tale is to be
told:

it's the ooceamissing tHedd.

the shl. missing the vein.

the crashtbé needle and I'm

out.

Waking upnot for the frst time with
sand in m stomak like haing

svalloved stones to mekup br a meal long
missingand its nutual,this this wetched
feeling for suely the eah haes ny guts as
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mud. | can no longr aford to be cealier

| tell myself no longer can dbrd la cabana
cocand can céainly no longr aford a
Colke and a smil8ut redemptiondr nmy
supposed crimes is a book deal and of
course out oftha, a mwie or a mwie

pilot, 'm not quite s hav it works |

know & least a mde taget is better than a
sitting duk.

But I'm getting too coky, arerit . An
ungaeful cu...on the contary, eer so
very gaeful for the System and the Man—
who knev it could verk like this!

Out of sightjt's saidput of my mind,
but I'm alvays avare of Him and hev He
betrayed melAt least this is sation, on
second notiorfor | know He died ér His
own sinsnot for mine

Cut.U-Cut.U-Talke. U-Piss The tees
wait & a lamls cossing to be hked into
ornamentsl’'m bared ly intenal condition
ing:l don't belong in the wods We dort.
Tha is a tril has to be laid g€ we can
wander inSome sign has to be posted.
Pemanent maers. The Bad felt of tip,
tip, tip. My toes a igtuity, the balancing act
of a hint of ewolution.“Salmon estogtion
habita” is kut another @nslitegtion of
“kee out] a favor done for suely the ani
mals brgive. The decanm we nrust eel:the
sins ofthe fthers.

Rushing out ¥ bike to c&ch the
$7.16/hour tain,a darity hookd on time
for the unpogrammed indignt.| have no
trade Thete is no rchang where hesen
maters. My balls a kursting with thoms;
race is ny month ofMay. The @llows pole
is a stout nail dien into Mother fom
which Her dildren ae hung

The counter is pfad with deaes | hee
to signl am to bav bebre the &celess and
the lgalesel am to denounce thaam.|
stand the wrld opposite ofMosesl bor-
row the guise ofhe willingl am reduced to
hunting and @hering the armbs ofpity. A
sewice industy chuming to lutter the milk
of dust @ne ancid.

A man,having flled out brms Pr which
the ether is ashamefits a man nw;, cush
ioned ly the bottom lineMy word is no
mater. Theres a science to this stéistic
I've been umbeed r camp concerdtion,
and this time | @ar it insidea tdtoo on the
spleenyacuumed m Hoovers bodella
My security is guamteed to be socigift of
the gab,barcoded tendeMy word is noth
ing in the enaotron of subight paticulas
built for second-splitting speed.

| am to be poved to be dug-free There
is a science to thas ballisticln an ac
before | canihish ny soul is to be eighed
by a tain eactionDid | exorcise the
demonsThedro-hydro-cannibals
Badkstage | am stripped oéll belongings
Humiligion, humiligion, humiligion. An
arc in a last supper cupdlin acetylene
torch to be passe&tones othe guiltySt.
Peterin-Chains

“Did you gp?”

“No, | cam¢’

A blank-hed stae,cashedashenThis
is the saen thalets the smakthiough.l
disgpear with a cough akytocin,the hor
mone oflove,so-calledMy Hadder is not
S0 peverse It wants outBut | cart go
bad; it's verboten ér me to fush.l shud
der, dose ny g/es up in tinds to nod nigh
ocea...

Gather a stor

and call in the rainbows
theete shells

for us to 'ear

“See the sounds

like the ocean

so pacific

wheever & ag.”

The sur$ tue

and lak in theemanded
night laee buises

neer cease anddtie fr
they think thaves

neer comekbac

in sie otheir own

suge hence artched

in cold colebsons

nd siens vail. ATTENTION! “NO
XPERIENCE NECESSAR' LIKE
TO SLAM MOUNTAIN DEW? DO YOU
LIKE DORIT OS? NEED EXCITEMENT IN

“The dragon’s body was like a snake’s, but with fins spiking off its back.
It had several arches, little bridges you could crawl beneath and tuck
yourself under. Tile mosaics formed its skin: zebra and lion, mermaid,
astronaut, sun and moon. In its gaping mouth was a water fountain that
hadn’t worked since, | don’t know, 1973. / Other than the dragon, there
wasn’ much to the park—brown grass, one somber steel jungle gym, those old
swings with their rusted chains and black rubber seat that got too hot in the sun,
some splintery benches, and a picnic table where homeless guys sometimes crashed
at night. Or used to, | heard, until the older kids started coming and running them
off. Strength in numbers, | guess. / My ex-boyfriend Josh refused to come up here
with me. | said | was curious, and anyway, it was so close—a ten-minute walk from
the house. He said it was full of burnouts and freaks. | said so what. / These conver
sations never went anywhere. We never went anywhere. Other stuff happened...”

—from This Will Go Down on Your Permanent Record , a hovel by Susannah Felts
(Featherproof Books, 2008), longtime contibutor to THE2NDHAND and, full disclosure,
THE2NDHAND editor Todd Dills’s wife. This is her first novel. Watch for the book’s release
parties in Birmingham Feb 28 and Chicago March 30. See the2ndhand.com for more on the
events, and to order the book visit featherproof.com.

YOUR LIFE?WE NEED YOU YESTER
DAYl LARGE FAST ACED RAPIDLY
GROWING INTERNATIONAL COMRANY
LOOKING FOR 50 POSITIVEAND OPEN,
YOUNG MINDED, PEOPLE FRIENDLY,
CUSTOMER SER/ICE CONSUITANTS
POSITIONSAVAILABLE IMMEDIA TELY!!!

bookstoe, who runs it,if the avner mans
the egister lik a man.

He paks in fiont and looks wer the
crated dollar books outsideothing of
mud inteest.Upgrading tantlows 960.
Danielle Steelbell no

He goes to open the door and notices a

PEITEISEITEITEITEITEPTESTSSS$SS$SHBBEY poster ofext afixed to a side win
PEESSEISSEHSSEHSSEH$SE$ST$So$SHbdEPeadlinedvHy LocaL? The prints too

[stars inyregs CALL NOW!

I'm lovin' it. Your potentialOur passion.
I'm lovin' it. Always lav pricesAlways
Cole is it.Good to the last spoolft.s not
just for breakfist agmote. It’s the eal thing
Whers the bee? Rair and balanced.

Let your fingers do the walking The
most tusted name in n&s We never stop
working for you. Every kiss bgins with kKay.
All the nevs thd's fit to print. Kegs ging
and @ing and ging Is it live,or is it
Memolry?You caft stop the Coppéwp,
because avbring god things to I&. Intel is
inside Think diferent. Think outside the
box. Where do pu want to @ tody? Its
the Intenet tha logs onto gu. A diamond
is forewer. luist do it.It takes a liking and
kees on tiking Don't leare home without
it. The futue talesVisa.There ae some
things in li& mong caft buy;for everything
elsethers ererywhere you want to be
AndrewMasterCat.

Give me a lrak Give me a lwak Break
off a piece otha. Wha would you do br
a Klondile bar ofgold? Beakéast of chant
pions Silly rakbit, tricks ae for kids Theyre
grrred! Have you had gur break todg?
Smile We love to seequ smile Yo quiep.

Kills bugs deadBecauseoute worth it.
It floas! The hapiest place on Bar
Doctors ecommend Phillip Mde Youve
come a long ay,baby. Fi the friendl skies
We love to fy and it shers Drivers wanted.
Like a odk. The ultim&e driving mahing

Sometimesoy feel lile a mit; sometimes

you dorit. It brings @od things to I&.

An amy of one Be all gu can beOnly
you can pewent forest fres Talke a bite out
of crime This is wur bain.This is pur
brain on™- Any questions?

es he has agfv.One of them is vy

ynot local? He'stating to ealiz tha

hes not alvays rightAt 30 tha sounds
“late,” perhgs but wha he means is tha
hes stating to ealiz tha he is neer right.
It's alvays the othexrwho ae rightithe gil-
friendsthe paentsthe emplgers,the
counselas.. .induding the used-bookseor
owness who ply alt.county, or whatever he
calls itall the timeand all the hile he is
depressed as all hall, all get-out,as thg
sg aound hee.

He tales a dato dek out,no fun
intendedthe souther brand of the local
library. He wants somexetic-sounding CD
or book on linguistics aomethjrigr fud’s
sale,to tale his mind df his unemplg-
ment,this seasonglbfected disater
maked ky completel gey ceilings past
which he cait seem aymore.He can no
longer im@ine viha was once azeyor
turguoiseor remotey...he can no lorey
come up with a descriptidraving been so
low for so long

Hes a local authorhw has spied the one

used booksteron pevious trips near the
southen brand, the wooddass stictue
over thee on 12th Sgret.He wants to kna
if they'll stok his title being a local ster
not a dain,although not hang been ther
before he doesnknow mud éout the

fine from this anig kut he sumises thiait
recommendsuying local meés timber,
musiG books Sue,books Why not books?

Hes impessed with the massishelving
this floor-to-ceiling aangment ofspines

He looks @er some paerbak titles Eh,
Hessegot tha. DeLillo, not now.

He thinks this is pbably a @od time

Hes a bit nerous after all.

Tha must be the wner aer thee,the
old man holding a stabehind the agister
He walks oer, taps the countedeas

his thiod.

“I was vonderingwould you stok a
local author—"

The avner tuns an ear to maksue hes
hearing this right.

“—one not with a big househ, self-
pubished.

The avner knevs wher this is ging so
he legs his head taed.“Our focus is on
used books

“Oh right,common knwledg.” He tps
the counterg@ain.“T his is ny first time
here,” and then he alks aay.He peuses
the aislegping fom Kemuac to Miller and
badk to Krleza,Burroughs The gowth of a
grudee. .. Armistead Maupin holds no inter
est br him.VirginiaWboff ... | cart handle
that now, it's not suicide I'm after

He males his &y to poety and litcrit.
Ah, $7.95 6r this elloved stuf, no thanks
Pricey shit, | know thehypleinkstoo
chea to kuy nev and too rach of a co&-
suder to be decent.

He descends the milié stainell to the
lower floor. susmore fudking Sorvolt?
At this wolume?

Hes thinkingSnow Crabia Neal
Stephensonmaybe but all he sees among
the unalphaetizd Hocks of pgperbaks ae
Dale Bown and dnahan Kelleman neels

He passes these aradeg aound br
something with bitesven Hood. But
Stephen Kingtoo Hollywood.Onto other
names he'never head of. Christ,who can
find arything hee? Little aganizéion, no
labels wha a lazy ass

Hardba&s hmm.More of the same shit.
| bet he doesnhare ary Chomsk.
Probably snees & Chomsly, the asshole

He eventual finds poy-sci.Arendt,
totalitarianisminteresting Well-preseved,
but I'm not pging eight bdks

No Chomsk. Figues

He heads b&do sci-f, feeling hungr
pangs lik a knié to the gutDays oBitter
Stiengtby DavidWingrove.Cool caer.
Book VII, it says Naturally Book | is
nowhere to be éund.

He males his \ay over to crime

A switch, he inds a witch.

Trips the cicuit brealer.

Hand in the small dfis bak, chedks the
grip.

Ah, yes..crime

Deliciousmethodical crime

“It's daker than coal tar in bl he ells
to floor @ove,pointing & his hearunseen.
He fumbes to the starwith memoy lit
with pain.

Ste one anruncidion. “You want to
know wha my favorite text is?Well Il tell
you!”

“l, 1 don't know wha hgppenedThe
lights ae out”comes the tdbook eply.

St two, recitation:It’s like this'Buddy,
shes not br sale / neitheryges / nor ty
drinks / nor ty your jevels / your so-called
tales’!”

“I think the circuit brole. Will you stop
please?”

St three suppliction. “And | will
lower my wice to equest ofyou Key Bints
for Managemeaairiees and Aspirants
Prolgomeria

“T ha doesit sound &miliar sorry.”

He stgs on four and hisyes gther light
from @ove.“Unhandlednon-mandged
enthusiasm ém lover oders,i.e, staf
belav you in the pg scalgcan be wube-
some in thiit often forces a guilt comple
upon yu, tha you should be doing ner
work than is guanteed ¥ your positiord.

“l don't know wha youre talking lout”

St five, explicdion. “Exhibit confrater-
nity with £llov dub membes by diopping
in during aftaroon/evening houws, especial
ly when line wrkers ae btusy and qur vist
ble relax#ion can begadiy obseved and
ervied’!

Ste six,exhortation. “When one ofthe
lower oders pproates pur desk with a
suggestion ér improving eficieng, dower
a them to instill immedia doubt and a
modicum offearthen bush of their con
cens with mention thidor the coming
weelend IT is on call to ses the
madines’ The light inaeasesFomenting
unrest in China to counter th@ountry's
growing economiclout should bedpt in
the bak of your mind br now, unless gu
want a positiontd_andey, or & Rand’ A
window now, and the tbor is eatied.He
turns an aisle and sees thamer vaiting on
the phoneThe avner holds up arfger in
salute to one mirte of waiting just one
and points to the dint door’s pane of
ashen-aip dass were twilight heeds

He gproadies theagister ofcalcultion
and nodsbringing out fom behind him the
.22 automtic he$ neededor yeas.

He diaws a line okight to wer paver
comes fom and ires a shout into the
owners shouldeiknodking him toody well
bad into a sliding shelf

“Because theae often upooted,weeds
sud as Lila ilAccounting dothmind being
fired,right?!”

The avner goans with sutpain as he
has neer head, and calls upon Christ his
Lord and Sdor.

He fires another shout—"“Bdy shes
not for sale’!"—into thewners sacd
heat—"'neither ly g/es’!"—he shoutgjain
into the spine ofthe man ne destoyed—
“nor by drinks''"—heaises a shout tcha
must be plasted hegen,a bottle ofamber
on the high caver sill—"“nor ly your jev-
els''"—and it splashesand the thoat in
perfect cested &ll—"your jevels br sale$
he nurmurs,“your so-called talés

Later on,with the vorld dosing in to
daknesshe ties a sbll, recalling thoughts
tha Gossip is the uiis with hppy hosts
tha If the lunt is fiee so is the aite tha
Being manied is lik gade seool:theres
mua to lean and pu caft wait for recess

END
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