live in a different Barkdale than the one you're used to seeing. The

industrial district on the other end of town is less about suburban
families, summer vacation, and barbecues, and more about long hours
in the warehouse, lonely nights in the bar, and trying to find meaning in
lives that never worked out the way they were supposed to. | reckon
that you know the type; hard-luck folks who always manage to wind up
in the wrong place at the wrong time.

Locals call it the Breaks. | guess | can understand why.

Don’t get me wrong. It’s not necessarily a bad place to be, just a little
dustier, a little less idyllic than any of us might hope. Lord knows I've
seen worse, but those are places | try not to think about anymore. In
the meantime, for better or worse, the Breaks suit me just fine.

I’'m Tank Adams. | moved into town a couple of years ago. It was
supposed to be a temporary stop, just a brief respite to get my feet
under me after my featured part in the military theater went sideways
and estar roto put me on my ass. | believe my higher-ups referred to
Barkdale as a “quiet place” for me to “escape the demons”, or something
equally melodramatic and silly.




Even on moving day, though, | knew that the Breaks wasn’t a place that
people left. New folks show up on occasion, but it doesn’t take long
for the spark to leave their eyes and the strength to leave their back.
They become another piece of scenery and start blending into the
background; kind of dull and gray, a lot like the rest of us.

But it’s not necessarily the worst place to be.

The Army set me up with a small condo in town. A bedroom, kitchen,
faulty wiring in the ceiling fan, and doorframes just low enough to bang
the shit out of my head when I’'m stumbling around in the middle of the
night. My own little four rooms of paradise; hard to ask for more.

In addition to living space, cramped though it may be, government
assistance got me on my feet with a warehouse job just down the road,
and a shrink to talk about the wounds that weren’t so easily healed. |
don't like to talk about it, but | guess it helps a little bit. Lord knows I've
got nothing but time in front of me, and nothing left to fill it up with.




That stlited me just fine.
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Not for the last time, | thanked good fortune for the small miracle of
having a corner unit on the nearest building of the apartment complex.
By the time | found myself fumbling my keys onto the concrete, though,
| had a chill in my bones. The comfortable coolness had worn off with
my alcohol buzz, and | found myself clenching my jaw in frustration as |
struggled in the dark to fit the key into the lock.

“Not a god damn light on this building still workin’”’ | mumbled to
myself, finally getting myself situated, and into my own apartment. | was
exhausted, and though | knew it would be anything but restful, sleep was
finally foremost on my mind.

On my way to the bedroom, expertly avoiding bashing my shin into the
coffee table, | stripped down to my skivvies, so all | had to do was fall
into bed and mercifully lose consciousness before the loneliness managed
to catch back up to me.







