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I'm ridrng back to Jackson on the train and in a two-second
flash I see her on the side of the road, straddling the rail of the

- bndgg over Pontchartrain. I ain tworr1ed she’ll jump or

anything like that. I see the box in her hands and I know what
she’s going to do, just what she always does when anybody
leaves. She’s throwing me in that old lake, throwing us, in
there too, mashing on that big old Jesus Nintendo reset ‘button .
and I'can feel that dirty water lick up around my neck, tickling

‘my ears and then twirling up around my scalp. And I sink

deep in the waters north of New Orleans.

I sort of know Where she hailed from, but not really, some
cracker town north of Birmingham: Her dad worked the stnp
mines, ripping coal from the ground an acre at a time. I met
him once: he told me about drooling explosive pink slurry
into elghty-foot deep holes. They fucked it up once and when

_itblew a big rock landed on his left leg and cracked it open

like a chicken in three or*four places, making it where he
could never walk right again. Or do any kind of work. Or get
up out of his chalr

He got his worker’s comp, which is no substitute for decent
pain pills, and proceeded to sit in front of a brand new RCA .
television and watch John Wayne movies on TNT and bitch
about his wife and his daughters, and how théy didn’t clean
the house the way it should be or something, not that he cared
before he was suddenly crippled up-and, then got with God -
and then was a deacon or an elder or somethmg, Wthh is
probably worse than belng crippled.

Tulip hated to talk about any of this but it would come up
when she talked about her sister. She talked about her the
way you see guys talk about quarterbacks or some shit. She

* wore these jeans, with the knees ripped out, like a video,.

whatever that meant. She smoked Marlboro Reds because of
her sister,who had died when she was real lfttle; and she was



always threatening to go down to Barely Legal or Chris
Owens and make some cash on the side, because that’s how
she said her sister did.it when things got tight.

When we met she was living in th#s hotel on Tchoupitoulas. It
wasn'’t very nice but she liked it, it was supposed.to be an ex-
coffee warehouse, and the floor had these wooden boards ’
that flowed like waves through the room. The window opened
.up’on a brick wall, which I thought was bullshit, and she
‘thought was hilarious. She thought the weirdest thinds were
‘funny, always taking jokes too damn far. When Anchorran
came out she saw it three or four times at the movies, just
watched it over and over, even got iton DVD later and tried
to'rig up a player to the hotel teevee, which didn’t work, but
she kept the tape anyway. Will Ferrell jokes in it about how
his arms are guns, it’s not funny but it'’s kind of gross funny
because his shirt is off and he is chubby, and one night she

" wentdown to a place on Magazine and got AK-47s tattooed on

the insides of her fucking arms. -

If you don’t know what AK-47s are, they are the types of guns
the Russians used in Afghanistan during the 1970’s, when they
were trying to suppress an uprising by the indigenous
peoples. They take 7.62 mm ammunition and they are damn

- straight deadly. They are automatic weapons in the assault.
rifle form and so are supposed to be illegal in America,
although I have seen them at least four or five times since the
storm, once right afterwards by a guy wearing & NOPD t-shirt
although he didn’t look like a cop at all (he had dreadlocks,
which I am pretty damn sure is against the rules for cops te
have).
So Tulip got these fucking things inked on her arms, she *
thought it was hilarious because of that movie and because I
know about guns because of my dad, who is a weapons

- specialist for the Nafional Guard (although he is not
mobilized, he is also injured like Tulip’s dad, which is sort of
how I picked her up one night, but I do have'l cousin in Iraq

- - 7
©

and 2 cousins in Afghanistan, counting a cousin once -
removed even though Afghanistan isn’t on the teevee).

I am not the hottest chick in the room but when I am done up
right I can turn any goddamn head, boy or girl, and 'on the
night I met Tulip [ was actually trymg to snag this boy that was
bartending at the Balcony. He had this little bit of fuzz on his
chin but was a real big Tom Waits fan, and. had real dehcate
hands. God, but ] love a baby college student who wants to

be an artist. They are always so excited that you want to fuck
them and even though it will\not be that good and will end too
soon when they drop out you Wlll?have a poem or a painting

as a souvenir. That is bettet than you will get from any fucking
marriage or $hitass ring. You will get the fucking truth and
guts of baby love spilled out onto paper about how much they
can’t live without you, or they have to hold you, or something
amazing and making you feel like a goddess. Ionce had this
senior at UNO I was going with write her thesis on my band .
and how our music was a new style of feminist trahsgreséive.

It isn’t at all, I know what I’'m doing and it’s not that special, at
least not if you have ever even heard one Ramones record,
but to be treated as special is good enough. .
So I was trying to impress him with some kind of music shit
and talking-about Les Pauls, which will more than seriously
hypriotize your standard boy, and she walked into the room. |
And I know I sound like an idiot, liké In some shit ]enmfer
Anniston movie or something terrible on teevee, but I swear
the breath was knocked out of me. She was wearing a white
button-down dress shirt with “Frustrated Artist” stenciled

over the chest, and the little blonde hairs running down the

inside of my arms stood straight up on end. She sat down at
the end of the bar, and the Balcony, they have this terrible
thing where they will throw all the busted mixed drinks and
shots into a plastic tub at the end of the night, and they call it
Jambalaya, and it’s in this tub with a tap on it and a shot is two
bucks, 11ke three bucks cheaper than anythmg real. > 0
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" And she orders a double Jambalaya, which is nuts, because
first of all it means she knows about the shot, and second of

all, it's crazy hecause she wants more of this Suicide drink.

" You know, when you were little, and at the ball park, and

you'd get a soft-sided Coke cup and drizzle the juice of Dr.
Pepper, Mt. Dew, Diet Whatever and Sunkist all in one cup, a
Suicide? It never tasted like anything but Pepsiin a Coke cup
but that was all right, it was that you could do it, you could
order it when you were little and they would make it. '

So she orders this and the gsshble bartender rings a bell, or
someéthing, this terrible and embarrassing tradition that I
didn’t even know they had, and here I am coming to this

‘place for the better part of  year. I wonder why I hadn’t ever
seen her before, because that spiky little haircut with those

green eyes would have been hard to miss.

. . . I'4
So this is right after the storm, and I am still flush with money
fsom sheétrocking every damn house from here to the levee,
and I sidle up like John Wayne in one of those stupid old
movies and say, this one’s on me, and I'll be damned if it
didn’t work. . ! :

\ i
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- We are laying in her bed on Tchoupitoulas, I realize, and the

sun is sneaking through a hole in the curtains, and allI can
feel is my head and my left foot, which are pulsing in rhythm
like that Cubano techno music they play at the ddiquiri joints
on Bourbon. I can'f find my glasses but I can see pretty okay
down to my feet anyway and my little toe on my left foot is
blue like somebody snapped a fountain pen over it. I think
shit, I broke it, what did I do, and Tulip’s coming awake, and I
start to get that feeling in the back of my throat that tells mé

that I’'m embarrassed because I drank too much and did
: things I can’t femember.



coordinated dance steps and everything, even the band

. . . E Y :
But then she rolls over, pus_hes he1" head under my arm, and wearing rent é d fixedds.
bites me on the ribs, and giggles, and I feel that broken toe .
- thOb’ ut . d, g nd atall ‘ There were three g1rls who swapped lead, and my mom

‘would take the Diana Ross brassy bits, all those hands-in-the-
air strutting parts. They were called the B-Cups, like the
Dixie Cups, bt you know, actually saying they had breasts

When Iwds sncteen my monima said we were having a family and putting that on the sign outside. There were lots of time
meeting, even though it was just me and her, and then we sat ) guys got pissed when they realized it wasn't burlesque and
down in-the living room but with the teevee off and she told » they weren't going to see any tits, that the girls weren't gonna
me that she had made a decision, she was going to follow her take their tops off while they did real faithful versions of
dream and pursue a career in show business. ' “Where Did Our Love Go” and “When Will I See You Again,’
. L i L. and Satch would have to get out in the crowd and settle them
Before I'was born, my mom had been m this girl-group type i v own, _
thing that did cabaret shows mainly inNew York dnd New . e
J erse}’ and then tl'-.us one bar in Mobile. S}}e had moved up'to ' Satch was the B-Cups’ official manager. He was this real fast-
the city frorfi Gatlinburg a’?‘,i started har.lgmg around/t‘:tt the. : . talking guy that was seriously from Newark, like had slicked-
end of the old rock scene, right when disco becamerlike thlsv ‘back hair and a little mustache just like some Mafia shit you
big deal, running tables at Max’s Kansas City and shit like : would see in the movies. I guess my mom was in love with
that. She wanted to sing in a band real bad but she always ‘him. Iguess Satch is my biolo gical dad bu‘t he ain’t my dad in
said all.the bands played t°° fast, that she couldn’t keep up, . terms of ever being around or anything like that, that part was
and that the black bands didn’t want a white girl out front always played bY Henry, who was a ctually my mom’s first
because they got shit from their glrlfrlend a ' ' husband, since her and Satch never got married or even
) . L ' h | really dated. Henry and my mom got together after she

- One night when ‘he, ba}nd didn’t show up her and two °t. Sr” . ’ - moved back home and things were pretty good until he got
girls she worked with jumped up on stage and started singing D hurt, _
all these songs by the Angels and Jackie DeShannon and all : '
that kind of shit, the things they sang in the kitchen at night, . The only time [ remember meeting Satch is once when I was
buzzing along onlousy free coke and counting tips. ' about nine, he dropped by the house on his way to see his * .
Everybody got a kick out of it even though it started as kind of ) folks in Flori da, and he shook my hand, like I was a car
a joke, but people are always real into what they liked when «» salesman or something, and he squeezed it real hard and I
they were little, and, after sitting around drinking all night just started crying.
want to hear all those songs that made them feel like when ' '
they were growing up, the dnes that make you remer%ber I never saw much of momma after she decided she was going
falling in love or getting broken up with or wanting to run to follow her dream. It was just me and Henry on the couch.
away. People would all come out and see these chicks in like When YouTube got tolboa thing, momma"go o eraal

'~ 1978 wearing floor-length baby blue prom dresses, their hair sophisticated at that, and.so she would send me e-mails that

in these big beehives with little bows in the middle, : ssid, Dearast youneedito gasce BurEohy we did at the AM: in

-+
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Dayton, we did a Gladys version of  Heard It Thro’ugh the
; @rapevine and there are over six thousand views. But YouTube
e - ' s ain’t for shit on dial-Up.,

y R R A @ After my momma left and I graduated I toured around myself
Ma a little bit, I was already in a band when she left, we were
called Black Diamond, only I never wore any goddamn baby-

blue prom dresses, I played a Les Paul guitar, and every
band I have ever beenin was named something [ named it,
even if maybe the name came from a song somebody else
sang. AndInever named a band I was in after my tits.

IT's damn cold outs1de and I hate it Wwhen it’s cold, and Tulip
wants to go on one of her walks, and 1 ]ust flat refuse and she
storms out like.Andy Capp in the newspapers Ilove her more

_ thartjust about anything but don’t mind it when she leaves, I
can't breathe in this little room with her here and all her little
things all.over the place. ’

On her walks she picks up the little bits of brick and dirt and
metal garbage that she pastes into.pictures of flowers on
cardboard.that she paints. For the most part it is what some

il
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2 oz RYE 8" Dﬁq}g J%P EYCHAUD f, people call folk art but every now and then it is really _
2 DASH ANG OSTURA - TableSpool. ?ImPIe S?I‘U-f beautiful. I never like to go with her because she is always
) SPISSh of Herbsaint (= Perniod at wars ‘ seeing somethinglike an old pull-tab from an old can of
(cost the glssg with the Herbesint &T%U:Ra - Coke, and saying, oh man! Don’t you just think this will fit _
: I'\‘ oW )“}’u\,t YﬁuI;TneiX ir— %&I‘ nish with - e . perfect in the blackeyed susan I am doing, and I never know
KAl o) k@eglm 0P 3 talze tbzg _ ., how to answer, because I just don’t see that way, and every
“(he, ng S étc 'DI‘:II> nkls wa e 'l: - - 'time’'she notices that I can’t is a terrible thmg that hangs in the
jarl : T air between us.
Ticoride bite ¥hE Q’I’ G‘-Vﬂ Y ay _ m
=) e
%&I’L SEI‘;,%CW?S‘ES?Z?&%T%Y cend ﬂ: :glaccng 1} | For the past two weeks the moment she has walked out the
. ‘ door to go huntmg Igo r1ght over to her little hope chest,
- e really just an old piece of cherry wood that is no bigger than a

01gar box. When [ met her it was empty. Over the past seven
" “ months it has gatH‘&red all these little bits and pieces of us, of

a



me, like napkin rings from places in the French Quarter
where we would have lunch, this stupid sketch some Jackson
Square con artist did of me riding a cartoon horse, receipts
from where we would have drinks at the Balcony, a cork from
a bottle of ten dollar wine, Scrabble pieces that spell out my
name, just stupid stuff. But things that meant that she was
keeping pieces of me.

, Iwanted to keep looking in the box to see what she was

adding, because I worried that one day she would stop s

putting her little broken prizes in there. Almost more thanl
wanted her to love me I wanted her to keep pieces of me. [
wanted her to want me like you want your favorite song, want
to hear it all the time. I wanted to matter to her.

The truth'is that I have real bad stage fright, always have I
read a thing once where Eddie Van Halen, who is a real
American badass (I was once in a band named Diver Down,
but you have to be careful about that sh1t because people will
expect you to be able to play Van Halen songs, and we didn’t
know anything but a real fast version of Pretty Woman, which
doesn’t count), and Eddie said he used to drink every time he

went on stage because he was so scared, which I thought was ,

crazy, betause he is so talented. Also I always thought I
could never handle a fucking power drill while I was drunk,
although I suspect there’s a whole hell of a lot of red-and-
white 5150 gu1tars that had to goin the garbage at the end of
the shows

The first show I ever played was in a barbeque joint in
Hueytown, Alabama. My momma and [ had only been living
there for a few months after she got an insurance job
downtown. Black Diamond played real fast, not really punk,
kind of metal I guess, and our drummer’s uncle ran this
restaurant in.a little strip mall and they let us play on Monday -
n1ghts as long as we dtdn tturnup too loud*

L=

I got so scared I threw up in the bathroom which was really

‘just this plywoeod-walled box, and my hands shook so bad that - ’

I could barely play the only chords I knew, which were G, A&,
C, D, F, and G minor, which are really all that you need to
know when you play rock and roll. After six songs' which
only took us fifteen minutes, this cute lbnghalred guy in the
audience who wore an And Justice For All t- -shirt took me
, + aside and told me, look here, girl, you need to tune that fucking
-.thing, and calm down a bit, and then he handed me a little’ -~
glass full of Jack Daniels, and made me sip on it, and after
every sip he said count to ten, hot rod, artd that was weird and
kind of funny, and creepy, but after I finished it I had+this glow
from my throat on down to my knees, I felt strong, I felt like I
was grown, I felt like Eddie Van Fucking Halen.,

When we were packmg up my drummer tdld me the Metallica
boy was a senjor, which kind of meant he was from the moon,
but I was drunk for the first time and was filled up with noise

~ and beauty, and I went up to him and said gee, my life’s a

| funny thing, am I too young, and I swear he almost passed out,
then pushed that long blonde hair out of his face and bit his
lip. We sat in the backseat of his car and listened to some
tapes and Ilet him run his fingers through my hair and push
his face up against my neck, and and and the whiskey buzzed
around the base of my neck and and and the next Monday I
heard him talkmg by the senior lockers, his friend with the
monobrow said dude dude! she plays the fucking guitar and
then they highfived and all of a sudden [ knew why my
momma left.

A tram t1cket to N ew Orleans from just about anywhere is not
that expensive. When I came down here from Jackson {t was
twenty-two dollars. You'd stop in this little places on the way
down, in Copiah, or in Lincoln: County, and you would waader
a'bout the people that would stop and watch you riding the
train. You wished that they could get together the twenty

- K
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douars and the old suitcase and change their name, too. It's

~ not running away when you aren t scared.

. When I went to the Station, the‘ 1ady said the ticket-was forty-

four dollars. I said, it is only twenty-two on the way dewn. She
stared at me, and I said, why does it cost more to leave, that
dot’t make any sense. She kept stanng and I gave her the
forty-four and then I played a ganie in the arcade where you
shot at what I guess were supposed to be terrorists, because
yol were sort of in a desert. The gun you used was sort of like
an Uzi but when it kicked, in this little plasticky way, it ruined
everything, because it wasn'’t scary or strong or anything,
even though Uzis are kind of little in real life. I burned the last .
of my food money on that damn’ game but'any game where
you can shoot rockets at terrorists and helicopters is hard to
pass up =

- _Getti_ng on the train was like getting on plane only without a

lot of the idiot bullshit. When I sat down [ put on my
headphones and turned up my tape of Zen Arcade and.
mashed my right arm against the window, which feels good
because it’s cold, and my arm’s still all rashed out from the
new tattoo. There’s a family in the seats ahead of me and they
had gétten Subway atsthe station, and the little boy kept
chanting to his mom, Open Chips, Open Cths, over'and over,
~and he was real little, but probably not too little to open his

« OWn goddamned Doritos, and I am getting madderbecause
his mom is ignoring him for some reason and not opening
them. Fmally his sister, who is probably only like 51x or
seven, opens them for his dumb baby ass.

Then he is pointing at me, in my ripped blue tank top, and
saying she has guns-on her arms! Mommy, she has guns on her
arms! And the mommy looks at my arms, not in my eyes, and
she has this weird smile, and she says yes baby, she has guns
on her arms, and I grit my teeth and look her in the eyes and
say, these are not guns, they are AK-47 assault rifles, and the
train hiccup’s as we begin to move towards Jackson.
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