Leaving Batesville

by Nadria Tucker

After “Mississippi Deulide”/Caddle
h is unde said hd’'leare him mong kut

the motherfuker lied—i8 a doule-
wide tailer near on top dhe tadks He
sle@s thiough the 2 jn.to Sadis;he vakes
with the 3:18 to Cotland.Still not used to
the noiseWhen his mommaants to kna
does he li&k the nes placehe just sgs its
goddamn loud.

Baesville Cagt Compan, third shift.
Quiet.The job descriptiorof the varehouse
said “meet customer negdsit from 11 to
7 its just him and the cat& He loads
dozens ofthem into wod bokes and onto
trudks tha disgpear into the nighBusiness
is good,but hes not a hsinessmairde’s
warehouseHe listens to mixpes (Siknyrd
and suk) and dres a drklift up and dan
rows of caslets staked ceiling high.

Just after sun-upie walks thedur miles
home Thers a '72 Monte Clarin his
yard—used to be his uies. \eeds ar daw-
ing up though the tbor-boads He was
bom in '72.

He sinks into bed without a stex Hes
swedy and he stinksle doesth cae.Does
shePle doesth cae atymore.He snoes and
she elbars him in the ribs

Two pm.north to Sadis Three-eighteen
south to Coutand.Shes gone vihen he
opens hisyes He gets up and tus on the
computer—hiscomputerHe fought br this
thing and he pa the billShe anted HBO
You can by HBO with pur ovn goddamn
money, he said.

He das with peopledr avay and some
nearly. A gil nearly.

Meet me tthe diner or the bashe
writes

Cart. His old lag’'s home

The kid stés to ci. He sings to hefThe
phone ringsbut he doeshpidk up He
wants to but he cait.

we life

dirty

h e thinks bout cutting the igss befre
dak, but doesit—he doeshmind it
kinda wildHe sits on the pon sving play-
ing guitarstaring outtathe cemetgracoss
the steet.How maly of those casis has he
had his hands on?

Shes cooking somethinghen he comes
inside—vhaever it isit's burnt. He sets his
guitar on the tae so the kid cé&rread it.
She toukes gerything nav, exploring She
pulls things fzart.

They put a note on the dqdre sgs
Second one in twweeks

You should selshe sgs This place is a
shithole

This place is the gnthing agbody ever
gae me

We could hee a eal house with tha
money, she sgs

Wha difference does it maR
h e sits in font of the TV for houss,

waching whaevers on.Nothings
ewer on.

I'm leaving she sgs | said 1t work the
gravegrd shift.

A lie When she’ gone he gts on the
computerThat gil wants to meet den-
town. He cart—the kid.But she ants to
meet him dr real,in peson.

Should he? He types hisi@dserases it,
types it gain.Sends

When?

Soon.Before | dhang ny mind.

hes younger in peson.
How old ae yu?
Twenty-oneshe sgs
A lie
How old ae you&he sgs
Older ly the mimite
Got something to drink?
He hands her a PBR.
This is niceshe sgs swging on the pah
swing | like being ¥ the tadks It reminds me

¥
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things a& ging placed.ike,there ae other
places than hetha | could be

You wanna leae tovn?

Don't you? Dort you wanna be aamous
musician or Wwaever?

| carit leave.

Why not?

Inside the kid stas to cy. This is ny
placehe sgs

Oh. She doesnundestand Cool.

Wanna come in?

| should @t bak home

Yeah.Send me a meggghe sgs Tell me
about leaing Baesville

OK, she sgs Then she' ne

He walks inside and lkg the doarHe
gives the kid a bottle and sings ta fiken
he gets in bed andaits br the net train to
roll through,away| Tu&er a natie oSouth
Alabama,Mes and writes todaymmgiram.

Night
Moves

by Zach Plague
After Bob §er & the Silver Bullet Band
b radord couldrt wait to mae out of
Albuqueque Summer as tosing
down. The heawas dissolvingnd he s
anxious to hit theomd.The plan as to i

the tus and just takof. His friend Mais
worked & his unées salage yard out by

Kirtland.Ealier in the summer someone had

towed an old lwken-davn stiool kus onto
the lot—a junér, but Mavis bgged his unie
to let him verk on it. Mavis and Badford
spent most othe summer messingand
with it.

Mavis knev a thing or tw éout engines
And though the s engine as bigit was
old, and &ily simpleMavis replaced the fuel
pump deaned out the fuel linesd it
seemed toun petty vell. The bakes vere
still bad Bradbrd took out most othe sets
and consticted elborate hunk beds out of
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lumber fom Lowes and
matresses ém an aan
doned old Ibphouse the
other side otown.
N One night vaen thg were

5 both realy drunk the spay
= painted the twle thing
bright Hue and smashed a
beer bottle gainst its side to
christen it.

After all the wrk he had
done to itthere was no \ay
Maviss unde wouldrit let

him have it,especiall since he oplpaid $50
budks for it when it vas taved in.If he said
no, the bgs greed thg would just drie it
off in the midile of the night.

And then thg would drire toVegas and
LosAngelesand San fanciscpand
Portland,andAustin,and vherewer the oad
took themWheweer the felt like going
they could just @ They would tale their gui
tars,and the bongs and pl& rmusig and
hang out with di Girls would think thg
were so fuking ad,just shaving up in tavn
in a big bue us Mavis knev a dealetoo,
so the'd have a giant stash under thaof
that they could smod or sellBradford was
alread pretty god d gas uns and he didh
know how tha would work in sub a con
spicuous &hide, but they'd work it out on
the 1oad.

Mavis thought the should gt in plenty
video @mes nw, because once theere on
the oad,they wererit even gonna ha TV.
The lus vas almostead, and thg'd agreed
to leare next week.

The thing Badord wanted to do befe
leaving tavn was to hang out wittaig/nn.
He had tal&d to her edier and asd if he
could come ptonightlt was léer than he
told her but he £lt gpod,walking though
the neighborhooda,ool a night,under
streetlights and bigetes

She ws smoking on the mhrwhen he
got thee.Her mom didit cae wha she did.
“Hey.”

“Hey.”

“Bum a smok?"She handed him a aig
rette He hadft told her &out hitting the
road et.He and Muis had decided t@é
it a seat.He didrt want to jinx itand he
wanted to syrise herbesidesShe wuld
think he vas eal ad thenOr maybe she
would be madBut she &s @ing to comm-
nity collge in the &ll. He felt lile he didi
want to @ ba& to stool ever gjain.

“My step dad ot loked up dunk aain”

“Oh yeah?”

She took a dig,and pushed her long
stringy Hadk hair behind her edleah,
from the biler barHe talled shit to the
cops Lets g to the pak”

They walled slavly, cicadas lizzing
around themJilynn séon the picnic tae,
kicked of one of her fip-flops to satch
the bottom ofa foot. Her cigrette danigd
out of the coner of her mouthBent wer
like tha Bradbrd could see theak of her
ass taithe top ofher shots He stu& his fn-

rin.

“Hey!” She siaup and wated him avay.



ITINERARY FOR FINDING A PAD IN COCOA BEACH

1:30 p.m. Stop daydreaming about Sophie. Either it won't happen or it'll be a bad idea if it does. / 1:31 p.m. Walk back to
Janie’s house. You'll see Taylor on the way home. She'll flip you a bird. Wave back. / 1:43 p.m. Get to Janie’s. Nod when Janie
says, “I'm fucking serious, Knucklehead. You have to be out of here by 5:30.7 1:44 p.m. Nod again when Janie says, “Are
those my husband’s baggies you're wearing?” Stop nodding when she adds, “You little shit.7 1:45 p.m. Take a shower. Notice
the granite walls of the shower. Wonder when your sister got so rich. Tell yourself, “I didn’t want to stay in this bourgeois pad,
anyway.” / 2:01 p.m. Leave Janie’s house. You will have a few ideas as to where to go, but none of those ideas are good ones.
Just start walking. / 2:12 p.m. Get to Woodland Avenue. Pay attention to everything you've come to associate with Woodland:
weedy lawns, concrete apartments built in the sixties with hames that celebrate the ocean or the Space Center north of town,
scattered duplexes in the shadows of these apartment builidng, junk cars in carports or on the weedy lawns, rusty beach cruis
ers locked to skinny palm trees, a big surfing kite stretched across a live oak, yellowed surfboards behind the screens of front
porches, stained mattresses by the dumpsters, the detritus of blue collar lives in trash bins as people upgrade or downgrade
from one block apartment to the next depending on the winds of the local economy. Everything about this neighborhood
screams out Danny McGregor. It's your old neighborhood. A wave of optimism will build on the horizon. You'll
paddle for it, but you won't catch it. / 2:13 p.m. Begin an hour of up and down Woodland Ave. Notice that
there’'s a new library at one end of Woodland. Remember when there used to be a movie theater there. A draft
house. The place that would sell you beer when you were only 15 years old. The place where you could go see
stoner movies after midnight and make out with Rosalie while everyone else slept through the last hour of
Tommy or The Wall. / 2:59 p.m. Knock on the front door of a duplex. Your friend Rich used to live here. When an elderly
woman answers, understand that Rick no longer lives here. / 3:13 p.m. Knock on the last front door that used to belong to a
friend. Find a third stranger opening the door. Decide to give up. / 3:21 p.m. Pull up a stool at Sullivan’s Tavern. Order a
screwdriver. You may not feel like drinking, but the bartender will actually squeeze fresh orange juice into your drink. That
alone will make you feel better. / 3:22 p.m. Think about your brother Joe. He was a regular at Sullivan’s. Raise your drink to
Joe. Ignore the strange look from the bartender. / 3:27 p.m. Stop thinking about Brother Joe. Notice that there’s an arcade
basketball game behind you. Don't turn to look at it. Just listen. Soemone will be playing the game. Listen to ball after ball sink
into the net. Hear the computerized voice repeating, “Three, three, three,” for ten seconds. Realize that the guy playing just
won a free game. Listen to his next game, a minute of balls dropping into a hoop. Remember you old buddy Bart Ceravolo, the
hometown basketball star. Remember when Bart had been the next white hope, playing Division | college hoops at the
University of Tennessee, only six foot tall and slow, but with a killer outside shot and enough three pointers to make the all-
SECteam two years running. Wonder what's become of Bart. Wonder if he’s still drunk and broke and homeless like he was when you
left Cocoa Beach. Wonder whose couch he’s sleeping on tonight. —from Sean Carswell's Train Wreck Girl , out now from San Francisco's
Manic D Press. about narrator Danny, who makes his way to back to “shit city,”
young.” Carswell, cofounder of L.A.’'s Razorcakemagazine and Gorsky Press and a past contributor to THE2NDHAND , included several chapters
written in the style of the above inspired by the2ndhand.com’s long-running (since 2000) series of Itineraries, in which the schedule is definitely less
important than the point of view. See www.the2ndhand.com/itineraries/itineraries.html; visit Manic D at www.manicdpress.com.
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or Cocoa Beach, Fla., after realizing he’s truly “too old to die

conversdion just staining gainst the

noise in the b&ground.It sounds lik

a plggound,sometimesOr a riot!
Though she had to spend ten-min

utes untarlgng the varn red and ue

leashes &m eah other Mata still

“Wha males wu think yu can do th&”

“Let’s malke out! He got up on the tale,
next to her

“You wisH. She ficked her cigrette into
the gasslooked & him for a long miate
and then gakbed his &ce and steed kiss
ing it.Her bredh tasted lig ciguettes and
chewing gumher dak hair aer her ges

Jilynn vasrt his gilfriend or agthing
They had been friends since diédsbool.
Kind of like best friend$ she hadhbeen
a git. They hung out a loDuring senior
year after her bgfriend dumped hgshe
finally let him kiss heAfter tha they made
out all the timeThey never talled dout it,
though.lt happened andomy. Even when
she had other lpériends

Most of the time it wuld be lte &
night,and thg would be dunk and bdca
her mors houseHer mom vas alvays
passed out and ditinae aryway. WWhen
she lookd & Bradiord she didih seem to
be seeing gane & all. Bradford just told
his paents he w&s spending the night a
Maviss,and thg would sty up all night,
making outand vetching mwies

They were ying davn on top ofthe pie
nic tale, realy getting into itHe had his
hands dan the font of her shots now.
Every once in a hile a car auld slavly roll

They wallked bak slovly to find them in
the dak. “Let's g0 meet Meis and theml.
bet thg're d Village Inn” It seemed likit
was @ing to ain,arnyway.

Everyone alvays hung outtahe dinerlt
was open 24 hosirand thg all sather,
high or halfdrunk,and dank cofee and
smoled cigettes and tadid. Their friend
Ward was verking tonightso Badbrd was
n't suprised to see M thee in a booth,
building a pramid ofdaily ceames. They
slid in aapss fom him.

“Man, you think the gramids in Egpt
were kuilt by aliensor wha?” he askd,try-
ing to balance thén&l ceamer on the top
of his constuction.Jilynn olled her ges

“You ot cicarettes?’'Bradbrd took one
from the palk on the thle Ward came up
and took one tg@nd sadown, despite
being in unirm. There was hadly aryone
in the estauant.

“Man, are you pag&ed \et?"Ward askd.

“Wha?” Bradbrd’s lighter wuldrit light.
He kept flicking it.

“Mavis told meAbout the lis Man,|
would love to gt out ofthis dump’

Jilynn looled davn into the thle
“Youte leaing tovn?”

Maviss g/es widenedYou haerit told
her?”

by the pék, the headlights lighting the scene  Jilynn stood upand vallked tawards the

for a briefsecond.

“I love you so nuch” Bradord saidseri
ousl, cazing deep into hefdk efes

“Oh, | love you toq forewer and eer”

“My dating, my love for you is bound
lesslike a... lile a...”And then he couldn
ke a staight ice apmore,and thg both
burst into laughteand kissed some neor

It was a gme thg would plg— to see
who could cadk up the otherifst. It made
Bradbrd feel lile they were smater than
ewenyone Later, though,he would feel bad
about it.He did vant to be in lee,one da.
Probably with a lbonde

He was tying to untasp her k& when a
car thawas plling too slev and lmmping
rap music foze its lights on the picnidta
Jilynn que a little se;lamand thg both

jumped up andan,trying to pull their pants

badk up along the ay.Bradird's pants
were realy tight,and had to et ba& on.

“Wait... wait...” Jailynn stoppedgasp
ing, & the other end ofhe pak. “My flip-
flops”

door.
“Oh man,sory if I...” Wad stated.
Bradfrd jumped up andflowed her
Sitting on the curb outsidshe vas
alread clying Well, not crying exacty. He
had neer seen her grHer g/es would gt
red,and teas would oIl dovn her beeks
but her ice wuld emain gpressionless
He sa& down beside heHe couldrt think
of anything to s They could hear thunder
in the distangg@ast the avay.lt smelled
like min,too. In New Mexicother were
constantl flash stoms in the summeirle
could avays smell them bere the rolled
in to bust over the pashed citya torential
downpour thanever lastedety long
Jilynn looled up athe gthering touds
She wiped heheeks df with the bak of
her hand:l don’t why I'm ciying | think |
probably won't even missqu”’ | Zach
Plaguefirst novelasfschool satand hedenis
tic yuthBoring boring boring., is out now
from EatheroofBooksVisit Eatherooicom.

Carousel

by Emily Self
After lon & Wine

he punb of knife slicing trough her

aftemoon pearhaled and quéered and
halhed @ain,brought Louisa out athe stu
por shel been in all afteoon.Even the rit
ual of spring teaning had not beehlato
penetete her anxietyder joy in daging
dusty ugs out onto the gaort to be bea
en,washing the inside aslias the outside
of eat windav until it caught heeflection

in the sunshinehanging the bed linens and

coverings to lighteweight quilts— allefit
tempeed ty Billy's dsenceShe sadown
on a kithen tair to seor her fuit and ty
and count herlbssingsStiky juices lang
to her fngettips something else to be
washed lean.The house as quietand
though the silenceasrt so urusual thisdr
out in the wods Louisa &It despete for
some noise to dwn her neves’janding

She piked up the phone to call her daugh

terin-lav Mata to see ihed head from
Billy yet todg.

Maia jumped andrgtbed &the hand
set—aw call could be hinghe tried not to
think like thistried to mee dout in her
life and the big empty space in her head

Billy, Billy, Billy wasrt all her thoughts sang

to her as ifshed gown used to it li&k other
wives

“You should gt out,go see a mae or
something nigeLouisa saidjer caeful
cadence singing its calminduiefice“With
your friends

“I know.” Maila fingered the gld dain
amound her ndc Shed been elying too
much on Louisa stength.“I'm just afrid if
| leave the house something fible will
hgppen.That I'll get lost.l'll lose ny way. |
haverit even beenlade to valk the dgs past
the end ofthe steet.Theyre sitting aithe
door waiting br me right ne, actua.”

“Tell you wha. Why dorit you put those
big puppies on their leashes and stk
ing | can meetgu on the carer of
Caousel ifyoull walk slev. I'm not too far
from the mainoad.We can walk taether’

“It won't be enough,she said.

“I know,” Louisa saidNothing could
be but it might helg

“Even vhen he call$ spend the Wole

made it to Causel beajre LouisaShe
sd on the dusty curb bertba dgwood
losing its bom and \stched as the dfs
sniffed egelly & every fallen leafblade of
grass and smathak within ead. The sien
call ofan ice am tudck wafted devn the
street,and though she loell,she couldh
see the trk & all. A few moments Ler
Louisagray braid svinging walked up with
a dear plastic bottle full gfale gllow
liquid.

“Tom Colling she said to Mias question
ing dance“A little ‘liquid couage,as Bily sgs
Cart hut, | figue.It's almostife aryhon.”

Louisa passed to N&who drank.For a
while the s&, petting the dgs and taking
turns a the bottle Drinking in the stret
made Louiseetl a little @zy—sheadun
dantly scanned the stts \wtching or
creging police—though the colatuming
to Matas heeks andyes vas verth it.
“Better?”she said.

Maita nodled and stood uphe days’
eas priked &the wstle she made andyhe
began to tug mar anxiougl & their iestaints
She tightened herijg and stood still.

“Wha is it?"Louisa saidl know those
dogs ae big but youte stong stronger
than yu think”

“No.” Panic cept into Matas wice “My
asviedding bandit's missing

“Did you tale it of this moning in the
shaver? Or vashing up?Louisas fingers
went to her wn ring and thergove worn
into the bak of her ring inger by yeas.

“I don't think sol don't know. | knew
something wuld hgpen.l shouldrt have
left. | have to @ bak. | have to ind it. Bily
would die ifl...” Mala stopped hseelf
Louisa foze,right hand aher thoa. The
silence bzzd.Mada went on,’l didn’t
mean itl just... Will you help meifd it?”

Louisa lookd up though teeswilling
her dizziness to enbr a moment she
thought she saa vhite bid floaing davn
toward her brilliant as sne in moonlight,
but when she linked it had diggeaed.
She wndeed vha time it vas in lag.She
never could seem temember the dér
ence“Well find it she told Mda.
“Everything will be all rigfit] Emily Self
lives and writes imBigham, Ala.
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Mona’s House Was Ma'’s House
by Fred Sasaki

1 Mona’s house was Ma's House

on Wellington; down the street

from the family business; across

the street from her younger son

and his blond counter-girl wife

and three wished-for-boy girls;

down the street from her future

nursing home that it will pay for

to grandchild protest; and

upstairs her older son will in

middle age live with her alone—

his wife and boy and step-boy

living in a condo on his pay—

and he’'ll collect Playboys, ash

trays and towels from hotels, and all the old cameras he
would shoot his mother with.

2 Mona jockeyed Polack maids for the mirrors, foyer check

floor, seahorses in the library, candle-ears—the Mexican
workers said—ebony banister, rose half bath, and plastic
glass; and some drank her

brandy and pursed things for

their children and tended her

grandchildren, all gums; and

one fell in love with her son—

who sweat the bed down the

hall and took and swore this

enchantress a home for her

and her son still in Poland—

and he impregnated her and it

was hell and two eggs; and

Mona said in mixed company,

Of all the women my son could

choose that were after him this

is what he does.

3 Mona’s Thanksgiving was made sincerely by the maid-
now-daughter-in-law and some by herself; and Mona flour -
ished herself upstairs with help from her son to draw the
warm bath, drew on an empire in her boudoir—all but a chin-
strap for her up-do—and mounted the top of the stairs,

yelling her son to announce her; and his son and his wife and

her son and their new son necked up to her and she wafted
them to the table and looked at her son and looked down—
her upper lip

pinned back like a

seething Yorkshire

Terrier—to dismay

that What a shame

itis to get all

dressed up and no

one is here.

4 Mona tippled and entertained
her list; a puss-cat in draping
arrangements, in a tease, glued up
and evoking You look gorgeous as
usual, so young, and Like
Cleopatra—her accountant says of
her long dead, flashing his god-
long fingernails and sheen tie and
shirt, she was a real classy lady—
and she invited gay advances; and
fans rang in patted candies, in her
long hands, and delivered filigree
things; till she was empty cawing
bird sounds. | Sasaki is the man-
aging editor of Chicago-based Poetry Magazine.



