“We have ways to make you talk.”
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The Year Patti Smith played at the Poplars
BY JOHN BOB SLONE
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The Handmaid’s Tale

Jan 4-12 Before the 2017 television series, there was the 1990 movie. Natasha Richardson and Faye Dunaway star in the original film, based on Margaret Atwood’s novel
about religious tyranny and sexual slavery. Directed by Volker Schlöndorff (The Tin
Drum), from a screenplay by English playwright Harold Pinter. Aiden Quinn and Robert
DuVall co-star. 108 min

The Guilty

Jan 11 - Feb 3 This thinking person’s thriller from Denmark won the Audience Award at
Sundance and is on the shortlist for an Academy Award nomination. When police officer Asger Holm is demoted to desk work, he expects a sleepy beat as an emergency
dispatcher. That all changes when he answers a phone call from a kidnapped woman
who then disconnects abruptly. Subtitles / 85 min
A BRILLIANT genre exercise – RogerEbert.com

Becoming Astrid

Jan 11-27 Teenaged Astrid Lindren, who later would go on to write the Pippi Longstocking novels, leads a carefree life with her family in the forests and fields of rural
Sweden. Eager to break free from the confines of her conservative upbringing, she
accepts an internship at a local newspaper where she attracts the attention of its married editor. Sweden / subtitles / 123 min / presented in part by Friends Of The Library
The performances are pitch-perfect. Critic’s Pick! -The New York Times

Free Solo

Jan 18-27 (Sun, Jan 27 at the Buskirk-Chumley Theater) A stunning, intimate and
unflinching portrait of the free soloist climber Alex Honnold, as he prepares to achieve his
lifelong dream: climbing the face of the world’s most famous rock…the 3,000ft El Capitan
in Yosemite National Park…without a rope. Directed by Elizabeth Chai Vasarhelyi and
Jimmy Chin / 100 min / presented in part by IU Outdoor Adventures Alex Honnold’s
Free Solo climb should be celebrated as one of the great athletic feats of any kind, ever.
-The NY Times

Meru

Sunday, Jan 27 at the Buskirk-Chumley Theater
Three elite climbers struggle to find their way through obsession and loss as they attempt to climb the Shark’s Fin on Mount Meru, one of the most coveted prizes in the
high stakes game of Himalayan big wall climbing. (87 min)

Shoplifters

Jan 25-Feb 3 Although their family is poor and get by through acts of petty crime,
they seem to live happily together. That is, until an unforeseen incident reveals hidden
secrets, testing the bonds that unite them. Shoplifters won the Palme d’Or at the
Cannes Film Festival and has been shortlisted for an Academy Award. Directed by
Hirokazu Kore-eda / 121 minutes Shoplifters is a beautifully felt family drama. Critics
Pick! -The New York Times

The Oscar Short Film Festival
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Feb 8-24 (Sat, Feb 23 at the Buskirk-Chumley Theater) We will screen the Oscar
nominees for Best Short Animation, Live-Action and Documentary Film for
three weekends in February. We’ll host a special, family-friendly screening of
all five nominees in both the short animation and live-action short film categories in one spectacular presentation, with an intermission between the two
sections, at the Buskirk-Chumley Theater on Feb 23rd. Make your picks and
see the winners announced when the Oscars® are awarded on February 24th.

RYDER
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See TheRYder.com for up-to-the-minute updates to our calendar
The Wild Pear Tree

Feb 15-March 10 A young, aspiring writer returns home from college to face bittersweet
truths in the new film by Turkish filmmaker
and former Cannes Film Festival winner Nuri
Bilge Ceylan. 188 min / subtitles The word visionary has been flogged by the film business
to the point of redundancy, but with The Wild
Pear Tree, Ceylan reminds us he has earned
every letter of it. -The London Telegraph

Burning

Feb 23-March 10 A smart, Hitchcockian mystery/thriller about class conflict and sexual
longing adapted from a short story by Haruki
Murakami. Burning is on the shortlist for an
Academy Award nomination. South Korea/
148 min Critic’s Pick! One of the most beautiful scenes in a movie this year — in many
years — comes midway through Burning.
BRILLIANT! -The New York Times

The Image Book

March 1-17 The legendary Jean-Luc Godard
adds to his influential, iconoclastic legacy
with this provocative collage film essay, a
vast ontological inquiry into the history of
the moving image and a commentary on the
contemporary world. Critic’s Pick! One of the
most beautiful scenes in a movie this year
— in many years — comes midway through
Burning. BRILLIANT! -The New York Times

The World Before Your Feet

March 8-24 There are 8,000 miles of roads
and paths in New York City and for the past
six years Matt Green has been walking them
all – every street, park, cemetery, beach, and
bridge. Something of a modern-day Thoreau,
Matt gave up his former engineering job, his
apartment, and most of his possessions, sustaining his endeavor through couch-surfing,
cat-sitting and a $15-per-day budget. (95 min)
Directed by Jeremy Workman /
Executive producer: Jesse Eisenberg

Museo (Museum)

March 22-April 7 Perennial students Juan
and Wilson are planning a daring coup. They
intend to break into the National Museum of
Anthropology in Mexico City and steal precious Mayan, Mixtec and Zapotec artifacts.
Directed by Alonso Ruiz Palacios / 128 min
A poetic, intermittently comic meditation on
beauty, history and middle-class disaffection.
There is a touch of magic in Museo, a sense of
wonder and curiosity that imparts palpable
excitement....You might be in the presence of
someone who could become the next great
Mexican filmmaker. -The New York Times
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Fri and Sat, Jan 11 & 12
The Guilty 5:30 @ IU Global & International
The Handmaid’s Tale 7pm @ IU Fine Art Theater
Becoming Astrid 7:30 @ IU Global & International
Sun, Jan 13 @ Bear’s Place
The Guilty 3pm
The Handmaid’s Tale 5 pm
Becoming Astrid 7:30
Fri Jan 18
Becoming Astrid 6:45 @ IU Global & International
Free Solo 7:30 @ the IU Fine Arts Theater
Sat, Jan 19
Becoming Astrid 5pm @ the IU Fine Arts Theater
Free Solo 7:30 @ the IU Fine Arts Theater
Sun, Jan 20 at Bear’s Place
Becoming Astrid 3pm
The Guilty 5:45 – Last Chance!
Free Solo 7:45
Fri, Jan 25
Free Solo 7pm @ the IU Fine Art Theater
Shoplifters 7:30 @ IU Global & International
Sat, Jan 26
Becoming Astrid 5pm @ IU Global & International
Free Solo 7pm @ the IU Fine Art Theater
Shoplifters 7:30 @ the IU Global & International
Theater
Sun, Jan 27 at the Buskirk-Chumley Theater*
Meru - 2:30
Free Solo - 4:30
The Handmaid’s Tale - 7pm
*Please confirm listings at the BCT Box Office
Sun, Jan 27 @ Bear’s Place
Shoplifters 7pm
Fri, Feb 1
Shoplifters 7pm @ the IU Fine Arts Theater
The Guilty 7:30 @ IU Global & International
Sat, Feb 2
Shoplifters 7pm @ Ithe U Fine Arts Theater
The Guilty 7:30 @ IU Global & International
Sun, Feb 3 at Bear’s Place
Shoplifters 5pm
The Guilty 7:45 pm
Fri, Feb 8 - Oscar Shorts Film Festival
Animation 7pm @ IU Fine Arts - Up
Live-Action 7:45 @ IU Global & International
Sat, Feb 9*
Animation 4pm and 7pm @ IU Fine Arts-Up
Live-Action 4:30 & 7:45 @ IU Global & International
Documentary Program 1 5pm @ IU Fine Arts Down
Documentary Program 2 6:30 @ IU Fine Arts Down
*Please confirm Feb 9 times at TheRyder.com
We continue to add films to our calendar after we
have gone to press. Visit TheRyder.com for up-tothe-minute listings.
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I MET PATTI
ROUNDING THIRD
By Jordan Nel
As we go to press, spring training is just 35 days away. Cardinal Stage can’t
wait that long. Rounding Third opens January 24th.

By John Bob Slone
The Poplars Hotel on 7th Street is on a par with the Titanic when
it comes to poorly-conceived ventures. On the bright side, no one
has drowned there, at least that we know of. Still, we’d be willing to
bet that the IU administrators who greenlighted that project would
fall head-over-heels for a do-over. When the history of the ill-fated
hotel is written however, its crowning moment might be a Saturday
in 1976 when punk rock high priestess Patti Smith performed in the
Poplar’s Ballroom. John Bob Slone covered the performance for
the legendary 1970s alternative weekly, Primo Times. He survived,
although it was touch-and-go for a while. Four decades later, he
revisits that once-in-a-lifetime experience. Although the show was
wild, in retrospect, the press conference might have been wilder.

SOAR
By Colleen Wells
Eight-year-old Hannah is wheelchair-bound. She suﬀers from
juvenile rheumatoid arthritis. On good days, her face lights up
and she asks to walk. On bad days, she can barely hobble from
her chair to her teacher’s desk. But when she swings . . .
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2018: THE YEAR IN FILM AND MUSIC

Our reviewers look at the best in ﬁlm and music: more good stuﬀ than
most of us can watch or listen to in 12 months, let alone read about in this
magazine in just a few weeks.

16

STAGES
By Anthony Scott Piatt
Two classically trained pianists call themselves OHMME
and it’s easy to see why artists from Tweedy to Chance the
Rapper have taken notice. They’re coming to the Bluebird
on January 26th. There’s lots more this month in Stages
TABLES
By Anthony Scott Piatt
Feast Bakery and Cafe will reopen as Oona soon; in the
meantime Feast Market and Cellar (on Patterson and
Grimes) is hosting a four-course Valentine’s dinner.
EVENT HORIZON
So much to do, so little time – check out all that’s going on
this month in our Event Horizon centerfold.

CONTEST RULES: email your answer to FamousBuses@TheRyder.com. The subject line should read “Bus Contest.”
Winners will receive a pair of tickets to The Ryder Film Series where, if they are lucky, they will see a movie featuring one
or more buses in supporting roles. If they are especially lucky, winners may also get a Bloomington Transit coloring book
and other cool stuff. Be sure to include a mailing address with your entry. Employees of BT, The Ryder and their families
or facsimiles thereof may not enter. New Jersey residents add a 15% surcharge.
What does Cindy-Lou-Who leave on the bus in
Illumination’s The Grinch ?
A. Snowboard
B. Ice Skates
C. Hockey Stick
D. Hand Warmers

ANSWER TO LAST WEEK’S QUESTION

In Bohemian Rhapsody, shots of the band riding around the
Midwest on a bus are intercut with shots of them making
long distance calls on payphones. How quaint.

Remember…Movies wouldn’t be Movies without Buses.
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WHAT TO EXPECT WHEN YOU’RE EXPECTING...
by Anthony Scott Piatt

...LIVE MUSIC
BILLY STRINGS
alpha
Peter LoPilato
contributing editors
Pennﬁeld Jensen
Tom Prasch
Tom Roznowski
Paul Sturm
KD Self
Anthony Scott Piatt
Justin Chandler
art direction
Stephanie Watters-Flores
graphic design
Danielle Kay Lucas
Billy Clouse

JANUARY 24TH @ 8PM - THE
BLUEBIRD
Muir, Michigan is near Grand
Rapids, much closer to Canada than
Kentucky. But, Billy’s father played
Bluegrass around him his whole
life. While Billy does play bluegrass,
banjo and the mandolin, he seems
to have settled into songwriting and
performing primarily on his guitar.
Part of the relatively long lived third
(fourth?) newgrass revival, but with
the northern exposure of Michigan.
There’s proﬁciency that long winters
gift a young musician. The hills down
south have an isolating factor akin to
the frozen homebound state up north.

It’s a refreshing expression of adroitness and soul, history and innovation.

OHMME

JANUARY 26TH @ 9:30PM - THE BISHOP
PRESENTED BY SPIRIT OF ‘68
“I want a new icon. I want a new icon.
I want a new icon.” OHMME is quickly
becoming a new icon with releases in
2017 and 2018. Chicago’s Sima Cunningham and Macie Stewart are a duo
full of sound and coy lyrics. “Icon” is
a catchy tune looking at social interactions with a quirky smirk. “Woman”
is a wall of sound for two players,
fuzzed out ala 90’s Mazzy Star. These
two songs are good examples of their
work in that “Icon” is whimsical while
“Woman” is driving and tough.

contributing writers
Michal Ann Carley
Rachael Himsel
John Linnemeier
Jordan Nel
Kenneth Shafer
Colleen Wells
Buddy Sorrell
Sally Rogers
snake charmer
Filiz Cicek
lunch room monitor
Wanda Feathers
ethics and compliance
Alan Abel
animal trainer
Dwayne Hardwick
publisher’s wardrobe
Tom Ford
Nicky Hilton
omega
Peter LoPilato
The Ryder is published 10 times annually
by In-the-Dark Enterprises and is distributed
in Bloomington and on the campus of
Indiana University.
812 727.0775 editor@TheRyder.com
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To keep it creative, the two classically trained pianists have chosen to compose and perform
with guitars. Add their well meshed voices and it’s easy to see why artists from Tweedy to
Chance the Rapper have taken notice.

...THEATER

RENT

JANUARY 28TH - 29TH - IU AUDITORIUM
Jonathan Larson’s reworking of Puccini’s La Bohème with a
rock n roll aesthetic celebrates 20 years. The IU Auditorium
hosts a two day engagement of RENT on the 28th and 29th
of January. Having won Pulitzer and Tony Awards, RENT
surprised the scene and captures the struggle and hope of
modern life. Love, friendship, and innovation propel the
two and a half hour masterpiece.
Catch the touring rock musical as it spends a couple of
nights in Bloomington.
Lights, curtain, rock n’ roll.
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...FILM

CASABLANCA

FEBRUARY 14TH @ 7PM
- BUSKIRK-CHUMLEY
THEATER
“Of all the gin joints in all
the towns in all the world,
she walks into mine.”

The Indiana Theater, now
Buskirk-Chumley, was
twenty years old when Casablanca debuted. The original
theater almost assuredly
hosted the ﬁrst run of the
Bogart and Bergman ﬁlm of
1942 Academy fame; Best
Picture, Director and Screenplay. How grand to see it
on the big screen with the
quintessential acoustics and
architecture of the beloved
Buskirk.
The selﬂess love story is a
bittersweet tale for a Valentine’s Day ﬁlm date. The morality of skirting or engaging
in the struggle against fascism and for human rights is
timeless, painfully so in our
current political climate. It’s
also a smooth performance
from Humphrey.

Silver
Anniversary

With one showing only, they
won’t play it again, Sam.

...COMEDY

MARCELLA ARGUELLO

FEBRUARY 7TH - 9TH - THE COMEDY ATTIC
You know how some comics don’t
work race, gender, politics, relationships, family? Or only do bits on
jobs, music, or pop culture? Marcella
Arguello covers it all. And does so
with a ﬁerce determination.

She’s a curator of comedy. Picking
the talent and hosting Women Crush
Wednesdays at The Hollywood Improv Lab. She’s seen on Comedy Central and STARZ specials, on NBC with
Carson Daly and has toured with a
bushel load of well-known comics.
She’s perfect for our times and our
town. As evidence, I give you this
delightful quote…

“Donald Trump is like if Veruca Salt
and an Oompa Loompa had a kid.”
[editor’s note: ANTHONY SCOTT PIATT has volunteered at WFHB for 21 years so far and publicized David Grisman, The Skatalites, Cubanismo and more. He accepts comments and hate mail
at writer4ryder@gmail.com.]

JAN/FEB 2019

XXV
To beneﬁt
the Hoosier Hills Food Bank

February 17, 2019
Bloomington-Monroe County

CONVENTION CENTER

5PM
TICKETS:
$30 adults

(includes bowl & meal)

$10 kids

(meal only - purchase at door)

Available at:

By Hand Gallery
Goods for Cooks
Bloomingfoods
Hoosier Hills Food Bank
www.hhfoodbank.org

812-334-8374
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WHAT TO DIGEST
WHEN YOU’RE
EXPECTING...

BY ANTHONY SCOTT PI-

Tables is our look at culinary craft events. Our previews
and special nights of entertainment involving food. We
give preference to fundraisers and education, while also focus on the craft of cooking and the use of food as a
presenting seasonal menus, local specialties, festivals
community builder.

…TASTINGS

…HOLIDAY EVENTS

W INTER T IKI WEEK

VA LENTINE’S DINNER

January 30th - February 6th - C3

Get out of the cold and join C3 for a week long of tropical drinks
and good vibes. Tiki Takeover presented by Plantation Rum
with Adrienne Stoner of Lost Lake in Chicago and Eli Sanchez
from Inferno Room. Prep hard during this week long Tiki celebration and join the rum class, previewed below, on the last day.

RUM MASTER CL ASS
February 6th, 6PM - 8PM - C3

TA

Pirates of Jamaica will ﬁnd you a worthy landlubber with your
knowledge of rum gleaned from Jay Fields, Certiﬁed Specialist
of Spirits at Johnson Brothers Wine and Liquor of Indiana. Taste
and learn about rum from Barbados, Jamaica and Venezuela.
Limited seating. Email Allison Smith at asmith@c3bloomington.
com to RSVP.

YLOR

“Tables” encourages you to remember John Robbins as you enjoy
the ride… “It may be healthier to eat beer and franks with cheer
and thanks, than to eat sprouts and bread with doubts and
dread.”

[editor’s note: ANTHONY SCOTT PIATT has volunteered at
WFHB for 21 years so far and publicized David Grisman, The
Skatalites, Cubanismo and more. He accepts comments and hate
mail at writer4ryder@gmail.com.]
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Feast Market & Cellar is hosting a special four course Valentine’s
dinner. Feast Bakery and Cafe will reopen as Oona soon, “Feast”
now refers to the location at Rogers and Patterson, the Market &
Cellar version with the library of wine. Reservations needed and
may be made by phone at 812-287-8615.
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February 14th - Feast Market & Cellar
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Don’t Slow Down

when you’re

rounding

third
Cardinal Stage Takes on America’s Pastime

By Jordan Nel
If there’s anything as American as baseball and apple pie,
it’s likely the slew of feel-good baseball films that have played
just as important a role in leaving an indelible mark on this
country’s cultural consciousness as the sport itself. The Bad
News Bears, A League of Their Own, The Sandlot—each of these
stories features an unlikely group of teammates who come
together through their love of the game and achieve something
greater than themselves with the help of their coach.
Cardinal Stage opens Rounding Third this month, a sports
comedy by Richard Dresser about two Little League coaches
whose vastly differing coaching philosophies uncover the
bigger question of how we should raise our children. Don is
a man’s man kind of baseball coach. A tough-love, blue-collar
worker with a penchant for nicknaming everyone he meets,
Don is a firm believer in coaching to win. Pitted as his foil is
Michael (not Mike), a yuppie-type volunteer assistant coach
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who would rather see the boys on the team participate and have fun
than worry over their ability to win a game. They both have sons
on the team and bicker humorously over the fact that Don takes the
game far too seriously and Michael doesn’t take the game seriously
enough. And while the resolution is not precisely the kind of meetingin-the-middle audiences might expect, the sardonic message amid the
biting one-liners is still about the nature of winning and friendship
and, above all, the love of the game.
There is something comforting about the dependability of the
sports-movie’s narrative arc. If American sports fans crave a good
Cinderella story in real life, then they certainly relish a well-playedout underdog trope in a story about the games they love. The
uplifting sports narrative (like all well-established storylines) has
developed its own clichés, but with good reason. The thematic ideas
of teamwork and leadership in these stories are the very motifs that
make room for exploring hard-hitting revelations about identity,

RYDER

mentorship, and growing up that
resonate with all populations—sports
fans or not.
Perhaps the reason Dresser’s play
is so universal is that his inspiration
stems from personal history. “I had
been an assistant coach, urging
kids to play for the sheer joy of it,”
he explains in an interview with
Writer’s Theatre of New Jersey. “And
then I became the coach and felt an
unsettling need to win. Which caused
me to start treating the players a bit
differently (as my son who was on
the team helpfully pointed out).”
Dresser’s experience mirrors that of
Michael’s over the course of the play
and provides excellent fodder for the
work’s bigger questions relating to
the difficulties of mentoring children,
both as coaches and as parents. “We
live in such a competitive society it
seems we need to teach our children
how to successfully compete,”
continues Dresser. “But childhood
is so brief shouldn’t we protect the
simple joy of it as long as possible?
As you can see, I haven’t resolved
the issue. But it made the exchange
between coaches [in the play] extremely heartfelt.”
If the odd-couple coaching duo plays into some of the genre’s stereotypes, and
it certainly does (the long-standing coach focuses too much on past victories, the
new-guy coach steps on toes with his fresh ideas), their conflict-riddled relationship
maintains a genuineness that keeps the clichés from becoming too sentimental. While
Don points out that Michael’s feel-good, “nobody-should-ever-feel-bad” philosophy
presents “a helluva world but it isn’t the real world,” Michael in turn helps Don break
down the macho exterior and listen to his son’s decision to take a break from Little
League so he can perform in the school musical. In the end, the coaches act as mirrors,
reflecting each other in a way that sets up excellent punch lines but also reveals
distinct interpersonal truths.
The playing field and coaching sidelines have long made for excellent narratives,
but what is it about baseball stories that make them so particularly compelling?
For Dresser, “there is something magical about the game.” As he reveals in another
interview with Act II Playhouse, “The slow pace [of a baseball game] makes it a
reflective experience, where all aspects of the game and stats and personalities can
be chewed over as the innings progress, as opposed to a continuous action sport like
basketball.” Plus, the nature of baseball as a shared cultural phenomenon makes it the
perfect subject matter for a shared theatrical or cinematic experience, too. “Baseball is
also sentimentally embedded in our national psyche and seems to epitomize where
the country is at any particular time,” says Dresser. “Most of us grow up with baseball.
Fathers and sons play catch and go to ballgames together and have shared memories
of their experiences in a way that doesn’t happen as frequently with other sports.”
Dresser’s knack for crafting plotlines out of common experiences makes his works
noteworthy and relatable.
“Don’t slow down when you’re rounding third,” Michael advises his Little
Leaguers toward the end of the play, a maxim that warrants Don’s genuine response
that Michael is “really becoming a baseball man.” At the heart of the story is a
memorable relationship that stacks the play amid other classic baseball narratives
of the past hundred years. As one writer notes in a review of Rounding Third for
Backstage, “There are no angels in the outfield, but there are recognizable humans in
the dugout.”

The nature
of baseball
as a shared
cultural
phenomenon
makes it
the perfect
subject
matter for
a shared
theatrical
experience.

Rounding Third runs January 24 through February 10, 2019 at the Ivy Tech
Waldron Rose Firebay. Visit cardinalstage.org for tickets and more details.
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322 East Kirkwood Avenue

Open Daily: 11am to 9pm
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BEST IN WORLD MUSIC
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Jupiter & Okwess

Kin Sonic
One of the most electrifying Lotus Festival acts of the year was unquestionably Jupiter &
Okwess, whose new album Kin Sonic brought together hard-edged funk and traditional
Congolese rhythms in an electrifying mixture that frontman Jupiter Bokondji calls bofenia
rock after a style of spiritually-oriented dance. Though it features cameos from Damon Albarn and Warren Ellis, Kin Sonic rides on the strength of Bokondji’s growl, fuzzy guitars,
and the band’s warm harmonies to make for one of the most exciting albums of the year
in any genre.

Various Artists

Small Island Big Song
Some of the most at-risk peoples in the face of rising sea levels come together in the brilliant collaborations of ambitious Small Island Big Song. Produced by Tim Cole and BaoBao
Chen, the album - biodegradably packaged with eco-friendly bamboo toothbrushes brings together artists from across the Indian and Paciﬁc Oceans, all united by a shared
heritage that lives on in Austronesian languages spanning the distance from Madagascar
east to Rapa Nui. Brilliant cross-cultural music that blends sounds from across an ancient
diaspora - and a reminder of how much we stand to lose to climate change.

Bokantéand the Metropole Orkest

What Heat
Another year, another spectacular album from Snarky Puppy-adjacent project Bokanté, a
global mix of top-tier artists. New album What Heat sees them team up with Dutch jazz and
pop orchestra Metropole Orkest, adding sweeping orchestral arrangements to politically-charged multicultural rock. Delta blues, oud drones, and Caribbean dance beats are all
fair game to Bokanté, and with the Orkest bolstering the band’s already formidable lineup,
the aesthetics are even more impressive in scope. What Heat is a majestic album, and Bokanté
shows this year, just as they did last year, that their creativity is about as close to limitless as a
band can get.

Gurrumul

Djarimirri: Child of the Rainbow
When indigenous Australian artist Gurrumul passed away prematurely in 2017, he was weeks away from ﬁnishing Djarimirri,
an album bringing together Yolngu musical aesthetics with
Western orchestral traditions. His voice comes through the entrancing arrangements with heart-rending clarity, a blissful, artistic triumph. On its release, Djarimirri became the ﬁrst album
in an Australian indigenous language to top Australian charts,
a bittersweet achievement cementing the artist’s rightful place
in history as not only the most commercially successful Aboriginal Australian musician to date, but as a masterful composer
and performer unlike any other.
BY

ADRIANE PONTECORVO

Adriane hosts Wednesday’s Morning
Music Mix from 9am to 11am and is
one of the hosts of Planetary Caravan,
which airs every Sunday from 2pm
to 4pm, and Oﬀ the Charts, which airs
every Sunday from 4pm to 6pm.

Fatoumata Diawara

Fenfo
Fenfo, the name of Malian singer-songwriter Fatoumata Diawara’s newest album, means “something to say,” and it makes for a fitting title. Diawara sings about love, justice, and the world, each
song a different bold color of well-produced pop. She dabbles in blues, takes us to the tropics, and
returns to the acoustic roots that made her famous on 2011 debut Fatou over the course of Fenfo,
but the results are never disorganized. Instead, Fenfo shows Diawara’s impressive artistic range,
and though her points of view are strong, there’s a refreshing lightness to the music that makes
this music worth listening to over and over again.

Songs: Ohia

Love & Work: The Lioness Sessions
Yup it’s a box set reissue of the 2000 Jason Molina classic with 11 previously unreleased
GREAT songs. The vinyl packaging is stunning. Thank you Secretly Canadian.

Erika Wennerstrom

Sweet Unknown
She took time oﬀ from her band the Heartless Bastards and made this wickedly good rock-n-roll
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BY

MIKE MCAFEE

Magniﬁcent records were put out in
2018 by the likes of John Calvin Abney, Courtney Marie Andrews, Sarah
Borges, Calexico, Pearl Charles, Dead
Horses, Alejandro Escovedo, Austin
Lucas, Phosphorescent, Richmond
Fontaine, Alex Wiley and others, but
these are my ﬁve personal favorites:

BEST IN MUSIC
2018

record. I never get sick of it. Best song on the record is Letting Go plus
Good To Be Alone is a 10:17 epic speaker baker.

Hollow Ground.
These songs were stuck in my head for two months. I’m a sucker
for anything that sounds new while reminding me of all the best
things about The Beatles.

Adam Faucett

Vince Staples

FM!
Vince Staples isn’t grabbing headlines, but he delivers bar after bar
of excellence. Arguably the most
underrated rapper in the game, he
broke out with his debut double
album Summertime 06. FM! is shorter; even shorter than his excellent
Hell Can Wait EP. Still, it manages
to cover a lot of ground, blending
deft political commentary with truly
unique production and party jams
that would have owned summer
had they been out in time.

BEST IN MUSIC 2018

Cut Worms

sloganeering. From there, it never lets up for the next 35 minutes,
chronicling the throes of troubled relationships, fear of failure, and
a general darkness that can only be relieved by screaming and loud
guitars. Sometimes there’s nothing more cathartic than loud guitars
and yelling, and it doesn’t get much better than this.

Boygenius

EP
Three of the most talented song-

It Took The Shape Of A Bird
He’s an ace guitar player but arguably his voice steals the show
every time. Awesome songs like Axe, King Snake and Living On
The Moon are all over this record.

Marie/Lepanto

Tenkiller
Will Johnson (Centro-matic, etc) and Justin Peter Kinkel-Shuster
(Water Liars, etc) mix up the song writing, vocals, guitars and everything else on these 10 ﬁne originals. Put vinyl on, turn volume
up, turn lights oﬀ…

Mastersystem

Dance Music
For many, the biggest music news of the year was also the most
heartbreaking--the death of Frightened Rabbit singer Scott Hutchison. Aside from putting out some of the best music of the past ten
years (2017 marked the tenth anniversary of FR’s canonical The
Midnight Organ Fight), he was an engaging and funny frontman who
clearly had a lot of love for those of us who bought his records and
tattooed his lyrics on their bodies (2019 personal goal). Fortunately,
one of his side projects, Mastersystem, also featuring members of
Editors and Minor Victories, released its debut full-length. Featuring
a heavier, louder sound than FR, it’s still full of his insightful lyrics,
equal parts humor and heartache.

writers of the past year join forces
to create a supremely crafted debut
that incorporates what is great
about each of these distinct talents.
Julien Baker, Phoebe Bridgers, and
Lucy Dacus have put out excellent
work on their own, but they elevate
each other on this quick, powerful
EP, seamlessly bringing elements
of each others’ signatures together
for a fully realized set of haunting,
heartrending songs.

Last Building Burning
This remarkably consistent Cleveland band returned to the rougher,
noiser sound that brought them to prominence after the comparatively polished Life Without Sound. The ﬁrst track announces as
much with a breakneck pace and Dylan Baldi’s trademark shouted

What a Time to be Alive
For over 25 years, Superchunk has
given us fast, catchy punk, ornate
indie pop, and everything in between. Since returning from a near

Cloud Nothings
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Superchunk

BY

BRIAN STOUT

That I will barely mention Kanye,
Kendrick, The Carters, and Childish Gambino is a comment on
the sheer quantity of great songs
2018 delivered. Kids See Ghosts is
better than Ye, the Black Panther
soundtrack was ﬁre, The Carters
delivered the jams of the summer,
and Gambino the year’s most
memorable song. But awareness
was high on all of these. I’d like to
share some picks you might not
have gotten around to streaming.
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ten-year hiatus, they have released a handful of excellent records that
satisﬁed hardcore fans and attracted a generation of new ones. No one
was expecting the band to return to the loud, fast punk that marked their
earliest work to address the state of the nation, but this is the best record
of new-era Superchunk. It is a loud, fast, uncompromising record that
suits the times, pissed oﬀ with a purpose. What a Time to be Alive had to be
made right now to express the anger and incredulity that has become the
reaction of much of the country. Lyrically, it recalls the great protest music
Ted Leo was making during Bush II’s reign, with a down-to-earth, we
can win approach that I think a lot of us need now. Not even the greatest
music is worth what we are facing right now, but bands like Superchunk
know the value of a rallying cry.
BY

BY

JAMIE GANS

Rural Routes airs every Saturday from
noon to 2pm. The Celtic Road airs every
other Tuesday night from 9pm to 11pm.

JESSIE GRUBB

Jessie coordinates WFHB’s Local Live, a weekly program for local musicians to
perform and talk about their music. Local Live airs Wednesday nights from
9:30 - 10 PM. Musicians can contact locallive@wfhb.org for booking.
Jessie also co-creates a zine called Shut Up and Listen where she interviews and
writes about women in music and the arts.

BEST LOCAL
RELEASES 2018
The Bills

Take Two
bill.bandcamp.com
Four one-minute tracks by The Bills brought some extra heat to
Bloomington over the summer. The Bills are made up of Bethany
on guitar and vocals, Connor on bass and Judah on drums. They
are reminiscent of the punk rockers from the late 70’s that you
dream about, but still young and cool. Take Two was their second
release within a year and BOTH are worth checking out.

Porunga
Wife Patrol

Orange EP
wifepatrol.bandcamp.com
This mini release from Indianapolis band, Wife Patrol, has 3 feel-good
pop rock songs. Each song has a unique style, emphasized by the small
things that they add to their songs like bells, saxophone, and Nicole and
Greg’s vocal harmonies. Switching between 70’s punk, 80’s pop and 90’s
grunge, there is something for everyone. My favorite song on this release
is H.A. because it sums up my year rather well. The EP was produced
and mastered by Paul Mahern at White Arc.

Yalla Stockings

Young Cut
yallastockings.bandcamp.com
Yalla Stockings is the solo project of Charlie Jones, who currently
resides in Bloomington. Over a drum track, she layers hypnotic
vocal loops that address the ever-changing nature of people and
the importance of following your intuition. My favorite track
from this album is “Nowadays” because it compares the limitations of technology from the past to its overbearing presence now.
It’s full of nostalgia and the beat is bonkers.
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Porunga
porungametal.bandcamp.com
This year I found myself connecting to a genre of music I had
no interest in before: metal. Fronted by Liv Mershon, Porunga
changed my expectation of the genre. Performing with a fog
machine, wine as blood, and swinging hair solos, Porunga
breaks the barrier between the stage and the audience, engulfing whatever they touch. Their self-titled release has gems
written by each of the band’s members.

7

Mantras
7777777.bandcamp.com
Recorded a few years ago, and released this June, Mantras is a
whirlwind of sound. All kinds of things are sampled and spliced
together methodically. Found tapes, self harmonies, mumbling, and
fuzzy drum beats are just a few of the distinct techniques used in the
9 tracks on this release.

Mountain Heart

Soul Searching
Most southern bluegrass musicians go to their local Baptist church to
search and clean their souls and minds. Mountain Heart, also from the
south, chooses the alternative path: pickin’ and singin’ to an evening sky

RYDER

BEST IN
ACOUSTIC, CELTIC
& AMERICAN
of the moon and stars in their chosen Soul Searching style. All pieces are their own originals and

are indeed beyond their earlier bluegrass sound with some hidden inﬂuences from senior rock
artists like Paul Simon, Crosby, Stills & Nash, and Stevie Wonder. Their vocals and instrumentals are always rich and exciting and this time enough to bring us all to a soulful searching trip
well above the TrumPence ground level.

Pharis and Jason Romero
Sweet Old Religion

From one of the most beautiful regions on this continent, British Columbia, the husband and
wife team of Pharis and Jason Romero have presented their 4th sweet old time style album. In
more than a decade Jason became established as a creative banjo luthier with some of his original designs. His luthier artistry continues to be evenly expressed through his music along with
the lovely vocals of his wife, Pharis. Their new album, Sweet Old Religion brings in a bit more
of bluegrass and early style country western ﬂavor with the assistance of Canadian bluegrass
star, John Reischman, while still retaining their soulful old-time sound.

Usher’s Island
Usher’s Island

The new band Usher’s Island consists of veteran hall-of-fame performers within the traditional Irish music scene. Andy Irvine and Donal Lunny were founding members of the early
famous band Planxty. Paddy Glackin
was the original ﬁddler for The Bothy
Band. Michael McGoldrick started with
the current band, Lunasa, and John
Doyle who is no stranger to Bloomington was one of the original band members of Solas as well as having recorded
with numerous other Irish traditional
artists including Liz Carroll. Together
to form Usher’s Island they can only
oﬀer what one might expect; some of
the best instrumental and vocal sound
in Celtic music.

Connla

The Next Chapter

Taken from the name in Irish Mythology this youthful, versatile, Irish trad band,
Connla, is based in both the city of Armagh and Derry (Londonderry) in the North of
Ireland. Their third album The Next Chapter features innovative instrumentals with
a spice of indie rock on Uilleann pipes, harp, ﬂute, Irish whistle, bodhran, and guitar.
Their singer, Ciara McAﬀerty, presents some heartful vocals in both traditional and
recently composed pieces. Can’t wait until their next chapter!

Vishtèn
Horizons

Having performed for The Lotus World Music and Arts Festival back in 2010 this Canadian trio, Vishtèn, maintain their youthful drive and versatile sound within their brand new
album Horizons. Sisters Emmanuelle and Pastelle LeBlanc from Prince Edward Island
blend their rich vocals and instrumentals with dynamic ﬁddler Monsieur Pascal Miousse
from the Canadian north Atlantic, Magdalen Islands. Their sound continues to be based in
the Québécois drive on Horizons but with all original pieces, some of which oﬀer a taste
from Irish to Cajun.

JAN/FEB 2019
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event h
•

Billy Strings;
The Bluebird; 1/24; 8pm

WEDNESDAY, JANUARY 23RD
• Chess Club; Bear’s Place; 5pm
• The Cleveland Orchestra; IU
Auditorium; 8pm
• Call & Response Jazz Night; The
Blockhouse Bar; 8:30pm
•

THURSDAY, JANUARY 24TH
• Casey Gray & Robert Bruce
Scott: Great Rock Duets; Player’s
Pub; 7:30pm
• Jackie Cohen; The Bishop;
9:30pm
• Jazz Fables; Bear’s Place; 5:30pm
• Karaoke; Bear’s Place; 9pm
• Billy Strings; The Bluebird; 8pm
•

F R I D AY, J A N U A R Y 2 5 T H

T U E S D AY, J A N U A R Y 8 T H

• The Essentials; Player’s Pub;
5pm
• Jerry Miller; Player’s Pub; 8pm
• Songwriter Showcase; Bear’s
Place; 8pm
• Drink N’ Draw; The Back Door;
6pm
• Honky Tonk Tuesday;
Blockhouse Bar; 10pm
•

WEDNESDAY, JANUARY 9TH

• Chess Club; Bear’s Place; 5pm
• Jukebox Luke & The Juice
Caboose; The Bluebird; 10pm
• Call & Response Jazz Night; The
Blockhouse Bar; 8:30pm
•

THURSDAY, JANUARY 10TH
• Stewart Huﬀ Live Album
Recording; The Comedy Attic;
8pm
• Jazz Fables; Bear’s Place; 5:30pm
• Karaoke; Bear’s Place; 9pm
•

F R I D AY, J A N U A R Y 1 1 T H

• Stewart Huﬀ Live Album
Recording; The Comedy Attic; 8
& 10:30pm
• Poetry Slam; The Bishop; 9pm
• Ying Yang Twins; The Bluebird;
9pm
• Afro Latin Dance Party;
Serendipity; 9pm
• All Stars Season 4 w/Oriana
Perón; The Back Door; 8pm
•

SATURDAY, JANUARY 12TH
16

• Little Lawnmowers and Kade
Puckett; Player’s Pub; 5pm
• Stewart Huﬀ Live Album
Recording; The Comedy Attic; 8
& 10:30pm
• Huckleberry Funk; The Bluebird;
9pm
• Ian Donkin Cassette Release;
The Blockhouse Bar; 9pm
•

S U N D AY, J A N U A R Y 1 3 T H
•
M O N D AY, J A N U A R Y 1 4 T H

• Open Mic Comedy; Bear’s Place;
8pm
•

T U E S D AY, J A N U A R Y 1 5 T H
• Tuesday Tuneup w/Ruth & The
Stones; The Bishop; 8pm
• Songwriter Showcase; Bear’s
Place; 8pm
• Honky Tonk Tuesday;
Blockhouse Bar; 10pm
•

WEDNESDAY, JANUARY 16TH

• Chess Club; Bear’s Place; 5pm
• Fat Pockets; The Bluebird; 10pm
• Call & Response Jazz Night; The
Blockhouse Bar; 8:30pm
•

THURSDAY, JANUARY 17TH

• Salaam; Player’s Pub; 8pm
• Tom Thakkar; The Comedy
Attic; 8pm
• Jazz Fables; Bear’s Place; 5:30pm
• Karaoke; Bear’s Place; 9pm
•

F R I D AY, J A N U A R Y 1 8 T H
• Lennon Beasley Experience;

Player’s Pub; 5pm
• Strange Implications and Time
with Jameson; Player’s Pub;
11:30pm
• Tom Thakkar; The Comedy
Attic; 8 & 10:30pm
• Rod Tuﬀcurls & The Benchpress;
The Bluebird; 9pm
• All Stars Season 4 w/Oriana
Perón; The Back Door; 8pm
•

SATURDAY, JANUARY 19TH

• Tom Thakkar; The Comedy
Attic; 8 & 10:30pm
• H.C. McEntire w/Kelly
Bosworth; The Bishop; 8:30pm
• Clayton Anderson; The Bluebird;
9pm
• Let’s Pretend Records Presents:
Full Sun LP Release; The
Blockhouse Bar; 9pm
•

S U N D AY, J A N U A R Y 2 0 T H
• Sam Finley Trio; Player’s Pub;
7pm
•

M O N D AY, J A N U A R Y 2 1 S T

• Open Mic Comedy; Bear’s Place;
8pm
• Martin Luther King Jr. Day
Celebration; Buskirk-Chumley
Theater; 6pm
•

TUESDAY, JANUARY 22ND
• Songwriter Showcase; Bear’s
Place; 8pm
• Honky Tonk Tuesday;
Blockhouse Bar; 10pm

• Jimmy Pardo; The Comedy
Attic; 8 & 10:30pm
• Dizgo & Hyryder; The Bluebird;
9pm
• Open House for Artists & Event
Organizers; Buskirk-Chumley
Theater; 2pm
• The Birds Screening; BuskirkChumley Theater; 7:30pm
• All Stars Season 4 w/Oriana
Perón; The Back Door; 8pm
• Moira w/Fever Dream Horror
Scene & Daguerreotype; The
Blockhouse Bar; 9:30pm
•

SATURDAY, JANUARY 26TH

• Ben Sparaco & the New Eﬀect
w/The Lean & Plenty; Player’s
Pub; 10pm
• Jimmy Pardo; The Comedy
Attic; 8 & 10:30pm
• OHMME w/The Ophelias; The
Bishop; 9:30pm
• Jake Dodds, Reece Phillips; The
Bluebird; 9pm
• Kizomba Underground;
Serendipity; 9pm
• Hamiltunes: An American
Singalong; Brown County
Playhouse; 7:30pm
• The Queer Cabaret-Pride Film
Fest Edition; The Back Door;
11pm
• Zilched w/Push Pop, Madeline
Ava, and The Resource Network;
The Blockhouse Bar; 9:30pm
•

S U N D AY, J A N U A R Y 2 7 T H
• BTown Jazz Jam; Player’s Pub;
4pm
• Spark Joy Songwriter Music
Showcase; Player’s Pub; 7pm
• “Never Not Funny” Podcast!;
The Comedy Attic; 2pm
•

M O N D AY, J A N U A R Y 2 8 T H

• Open Mic Comedy; Bear’s Place;
8pm
• Rent; IU Auditorium; 8pm
•

TUESDAY, JANUARY 29TH
• Songwriter Showcase; Bear’s
Place; 8pm
• Rent; IU Auditorium; 8pm
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horizon
• Honky Tonk Tuesday;
Blockhouse Bar; 10pm
•

WEDNESDAY, JANUARY 30TH
• Wes Urbaniak w/Dacota
Muckey; Player’s Pub; 6pm
• Chess Club; Bear’s Place; 5pm
• Call & Response Jazz Night; The
Blockhouse Bar; 8:30pm
•

THURSDAY, JANUARY 31ST
• Ben Moore; The Comedy Attic;
8pm
• Jazz Fables; Bear’s Place; 5:30pm
• Karaoke; Bear’s Place; 9pm
• The Way Down Wanderers; The
Bluebird; 8pm
•

F R I D AY, F E B R U A R Y 1 S T

• IU Jazz Studies Audition
Weekend Jam; Player’s Pub; 5pm
• Counterpoint; Player’s Pub; 8pm
• Ben Moore; The Comedy Attic; 8
& 10:30pm
• Morgan Wallen; The Bluebird;
8pm
• All Stars Season 4 w/Oriana
Perón; The Back Door; 8pm
•
• Saturday, February 2nd
• LIFEdesigns Beneﬁt Concert
feat. Don’t Call Me Betty;
Player’s Pub; 8pm
• Ben Moore; The Comedy Attic; 8
& 10:30pm
• Corey Smith; The Bluebird; 8pm
•

S U N D AY, F E B R U A R Y 3 R D
• Tamango; Player’s Pub; 4pm
• Rev. Marvin Chandler: Open to

•

the Movement: Film Screening;
Buskirk-Chumley Theater; 3pm

M O N D AY, F E B R U A R Y 4 T H

• Open Mic Comedy; Bear’s Place;
8pm
•

TUESDAY, FEBRUARY 5TH
• Songwriter Showcase; Bear’s
Place; 8pm
• Cory Wong; The Bluebird; 8pm
•

WEDNESDAY, FEBRUARY 6TH
• Chess Club; Bear’s Place; 5pm
•

THURSDAY, FEBRUARY 7TH
• Marcella Arguello; The Comedy
Attic; 8pm
• Jazz Fables; Bear’s Place; 5:30pm
• Karaoke; Bear’s Place; 9pm
• Aqueous + Big Something; The
Bluebird; 9pm
• Free HIV, Gonorrhea and
Chlamydia Testing; The Back
Door; 7pm
•

F R I D AY, F E B R U A R Y 8 T H

• Marcella Arguello; The Comedy
Attic; 8 & 10:30pm
• Rear Window Screening; BuskirkChumley Theater; 7:30pm
•

SATURDAY, FEBRUARY 9TH
• The UkeTones; Player’s Pub;
5pm
• Marcella Arguello; The Comedy
Attic; 8 & 10:30pm
• Miss Kiwanis Balloon Fest;
Buskirk-Chumley Theater;
6:30pm

Strange Implications and Time with Jameson;
Player’s Pub; 1/18; 11:30pm

• Mariachi Los Camperos; IU
Auditorium; 7pm
• 40 Years of College Valentine’s
Saturday; Brown County
Playhouse; 7:30pm
•

SUNDAY, FEBRUARY 10TH
• An Evening with Drew & Ellie
Holcomb; Buskirk-Chumley
Theater; 8pm
•

• Nicole Byer; The Comedy Attic;
8 & 10:30pm
• Las Cafeteras; Buskirk-Chumley
Theater; 8pm
•

SATURDAY, FEBRUARY 16TH

• Open Mic Comedy; Bear’s Place;
8pm
• Brasstracks; The Bluebird; 9pm
•
• Songwriter Showcase; Bear’s
Place; 8pm
• Todd Snider; Buskirk-Chumley
Theater; 8pm
•

• BTown Jazz Jam; Player’s Pub;
4pm
• Wild & Scenic Film Festival;
Buskirk-Chumley Theater; 6pm
•

TUESDAY, FEBRUARY 12TH

WEDNESDAY, FEBRUARY 13TH
• Tom Roznowski; Player’s Pub;
6pm
• Chess Club; Bear’s Place; 5pm
•

THURSDAY, FEBRUARY 14TH

JAN/FEB 2019

F R I D AY, F E B R U A R Y 1 5 T H

• Nicole Byer; The Comedy Attic;
8 & 10:30pm
• WASTED! The Story of Food
Waste: Film Screening; BuskirkChumley Theater; 4pm
•

MONDAY, FEBRUARY 11TH

Tom Thakkar;
The Comedy Attic; 1/17-1/19

• Casablanca; Buskirk-Chumley
Theater; 7:30pm
•

• Nicole Byer; The Comedy Attic;
8pm
• Jazz Fables; Bear’s Place; 5:30pm
• Karaoke; Bear’s Place; 9pm
• Pigeons Playing Ping Pong; The
Bluebird; 8pm

S U N D AY, F E B R U A R Y 1 7 T H

MONDAY, FEBRUARY 18TH
• Open Mic Comedy; Bear’s Place;
8pm
•

TUESDAY, FEBRUARY 19TH

• Tuesday Tuneup w/Ruth & The
Stones; The Bishop; 8pm
• Songwriters Showcase; Bear’s
Place; 8pm
• Dr. Dog w/The Nude Party; The
Bluebird; 9pm
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The Year
Wanda , Roma ,,
and Sorry to
Bother You

WANDA (Barbara Loden, 1970; rereleased in 2018).

By Joan Hawkins
As always, I begin this with a disclaimer. Some ﬁlms that have
been making the best lists of critics I admire haven’t come to
Bloomington or I haven’t been able to ﬁnd them. Suspiria, Luca
Guadagnino’s remake of Dario Argento’s 1977 delirious masterpiece, played in Indianapolis. But by the time we realized it
wouldn’t open in Bloomington, it was gone and it won’t start
streaming until January. A pox on all their houses. I haven’t been
able to see Jean-Luc Godard’s “Le livre d’image,” the newest
work by the French master. Eight-eight this year and still experimenting, this time with manipulated found footage, Godard is
a genius, and I’m sure I’ll have something to say about him next
year. I have loved everything I’ve seen by Yorgos Lanthimos. For
sheer brio and originality, he’s certainly one of the most interesting directors working today. But his ﬁlms always arrive in
B-town, too late for inclusion in the 10 best list. The Killing of a
Sacred Deer (2017) was one of the best ﬁlms I saw in 2018, and I’m
sure The Favourite will get a mention in next year’s list.
Many of the ﬁlms I’ve loved this year are re-releases or remasters of old ﬁlms, that never got their due, back in the day. And at
least one of these, Wanda, seems particularly poignant to me in
the current moment. Sara Driver’s Boom for Real: The Late Teenage
Years of Jean-Michel Basquiat (2017) deserves a special mention,
for the way it situates Basquiat in a speciﬁc place and time, and
foregrounds the eﬀect of community on his work. There was a lot
of good horror this year—much of it quiet horror, and I’d like to
mention Annihilation, Hereditary, and The Little Stranger as nice
things to snuggle in with on a cold winter’s night. And ﬁnally, at
the time of this writing, The Ryder is showing Jeﬀ Malmberg’s
heartbreaking and inspirational documentary Marwencol (2010),
the story that inspired Robert Zameckis’s (2018) Welcome to
Marwen. Whether or not you see Welcome to Marwen, please see
the documentary. It speaks to tenacity of spirit and the power of
creativity in surviving homophobia, but it’s not sentimental or
trite. Just brilliant.
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An overlooked masterpiece of 70’s American cinema, Wanda is
a radical re-imagining of the road movie. Writer-director Loden
(wife of the famed director Elia Kazan) stars as a confused and
troubled young woman adrift in an industrial wasteland. There
are amazing scenes of her walking by oil derricks in ﬁelds full of
rubble. When I say that Wanda is “adrift,” I mean really adrift,
moving from man to man with seemingly little thought about the
man himself, and one of the truly radical things about the ﬁlm is
the way it shows power as a function of a certain patriarchal role.
There is nothing attractive or interesting or charismatic about the
men who pick Wanda up and bark orders at her. But because they
are men, she follows them. A really stunning ﬁlm debut. There’s
also a lovely little monograph about Loden and the ﬁlm, Suite for
Barbara Loden (Nathalie Léger)—that I highly recommend.

Waru (Briar Grace-Smith; 2017; New Zealand).

I’ve never seen anything quite like this ﬁlm, a composite eﬀort
by 8 Maori women. Each ﬁlmmaker contributed a 10 minute
vignette, written by and starring a Maori woman, that unfolds
as a continuous take in real time. The organizing center of the
movie is the tangi (funeral) of a small boy who died as a result
of domestic abuse. Some of the segments deal explicitly with
this child’s death, and some deal with the domestic abuse,
neglect, and sexual violence that surround the death, and made
it possible. There is a narrative continuity of sorts, but it’s not
linear. More like a cluster of stories that come together in and
around the tangi. In that sense, it’s a communal story; exceptionally beautiful and emotionally powerful. The ﬁnal shot of
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r in Film
Madeline’s Madeline (Josephine Decker)

the ﬁlm, showing 2 women going into a house to rescue endangered children, is a stunner.

Sorry to Bother You (Boots Riley). Like Jordan Peele’s

My friend
Steve Shaviro, wrote a lovely note about this ﬁlm for his blog
Pinocchio Theory (http://www.shaviro.com/Blog/). “All I can say
is that this movie actually delivers on something that all too many
experimental ﬁlms unsuccessfully strive towards: it makes us see
the world in a fresh new way.” MM is ostensibly about a teenaged
woman’s involvement with a physical theater group, but it really
deals with the toxic relations she forms with the group’s leader
and—to some extent—with her own mother. Madeline suﬀers
from an unspeciﬁed mental illness and occasionally goes oﬀ her
meds, and here the ﬁlm is just stunning as it shows us the world
as Madeline sees it. It’s reminiscent of Jacques Rivette, with similar concerns about the construction of performance and the relation of acting to reality—and it’s one of the 2 best ﬁlms I’ve seen
about girlhood in a good long time. (along with Blue My Mind).

Blue My Mind (Lisa Brühlmann, Switzerland) 15 year old

Mia is starting a new school and has to ﬁght to get in with the cool kids,
as well as deal with the changes her body is going through—changes
which baﬄe the on-site, school teen-gynecologist. Here adolescent body
anxiety and emotional upheaval is mapped onto Mia’s actual metamorphosis into a mermaid (not poetic) and onto her growing suspicion
that her parents are not her biological parents. Despite the unfortunate
title, this is a wonderful ﬁlm. Beautiful mise-en-scène, as Mia’s transformation is reﬂected (literally) in an increased amount of blue in her
room and surroundings. Wonderful body horror (reminiscent of I was
a Teenage Werewolf, Ginger Snaps, and Cronenberg’s The Fly).I saw it twice
when it was here and, like Waru,it rewards multiple viewings.

2017 Get Out, this is an hilarious and terrifying take on American
racism. And like Get Out—a horror ﬁlm that critics called a
“mystery-thriller”—Sorry to Bother You troubles critical categories—or at least troubles critics who don’t want to associate such
a smart ﬁlm with horror (Amy Taubin calls it “magical realism”).
A young African American man goes to work for a telemarketing
ﬁrm, becoming successful as he ﬁnds his inner “white voice.”
At which point the management taps him for involvement in its
real project. The ﬁlm is not gory, but it does contain an homage to
the 1932 horror classic Island of Lost Souls—and it takes down the
current racist-capitalist system as only very good horror can.
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Wild Wild Country (Juliana Lembi, prod). Saturday Night
Live did a very funny satire of this, but don’t let that fool you.
This is drama-thriller at its ﬁnest. It’s a 6 part, Netﬂix doc series
that treats Rajneeshpuram, the community that Bhagwan Shree
Rajneesh (Osho) and his followers created in Oregon in 1981. I
binge-watched while recovering from surgery this summer, and
it had me on the edge of my futon. I was expecting it to be a
conventional story about a quiet town disrupted by the arrival of
orange-clad, religious vegetarians. But it rapidly becomes a meditation on what people (both the Oregonians and the Rajneeshees)
will do to maintain their way of life. The ﬁrst large bioterrorist
attack in the United States, for one thing. Nobody comes oﬀ very
well in this documentary. But it’s fascinating to watch.

The Great Silence (1968, Sergio Corbucci, Italy). This

Spaghetti Western is fantastic. In an unforgiving landscape, a group
of blood thirsty bounty hunters (led by Klaus Kinski) terrorize a
band of persecuted outlaws who have taken to the hills. Only a
mute gunslinger, Silence, (Jean-Louis Trintignant) stands between the
bounty hunters and the refugees. It’s just wild, in a way that movies
seldom are anymore. Oedipal and violent and crazy—and then
there’s the casting (Klaus Kinski and Jean-Louis Trintignant). I saw a
restored version at the Ryder Buskirk Chumley series early this year,
right before it opened in New York. Helped to make up for all the
things that DON’T make it here (grumble, grumble again) and it was
fantastic to see it on the big screen.

Death of Stalin (Armando Ianucci). I think this is one
of those ﬁlms that you either love or hate. Certainly it spawned
ﬁerce, factional social media threads. When tyrannical leader Joseph Stalin dies, his cronies square oﬀ as each tries to become the
next leader.It’s dark, mordant, political humor—but wildly funny.
Great performances by Steve Buscemi and Jeﬀrey Tambor.

The Other Side of the Wind (Orson Welles). Orson
Welles shot this movie, and began editing it (until it was taken away
from him) in the 1970s, but it is still remarkably prescient about our
media situation today. It focuses on the last days of legendary director
Jake Hannaford (John Huston) who is struggling to make a comeback
with a new ﬁlm (The Other Side of the Wind). Dazzling more than
moving, but deﬁnitely brilliant and relevant.

Roma (Alfonso Cuarón).

If Waru is a masterpiece of unconventional storytelling, Roma reminds us of how powerful traditional narrative movie making can be. The ﬁlm is a semi-autobiographical take on Cuarón’s upbringing in Mexico City, and
follows the life of a live-in housekeeper to a middle-class family.
The title refers to the Colonial Roma district of the city. More so
than any other ﬁlm on this list, Roma represents the new media
landscape. It premiered at the Venice International Film Festival in August, where it won the Golden Lion. It began a limited
theatrical run in November and by December was streaming on
Netﬂix. It has a fantastic soundscape, so if you don’t have a good
home system, try to watch it with a friend who does.
Joan Hawkins is the author of Cutting Edge: Art-Horror and the
Horriﬁc Avant-garde, and essays on horror, art cinema, and experimental ﬁlm. Her recent book, Downtown Film and TV Culture
1975–2001, documents the art-punk ﬁlm movement that arose out
of New York’s Lower East Side in the 1970s.
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THE YEAR IN FILM

First Reformed,
B l a c k P a n t h e r and
BlacKKKlansman
By Brian Stout
This year’s best ﬁlms challenged the current climate and wrestled with
big issues in a variety of ways. Sure, there was plenty of escapism as
always, but there was also a restlessness and independence of thought
that sought to do more than sell popcorn and set up franchises. Here are
the ﬁve that I kept thinking when the lights went up, in no particular
order. Many of the year-end heavy hitters are to come, but all of these are
already available for home viewing in some fashion.

1.First Reformed (Paul Schrader).

Headlined by a career-best performance from Ethan Hawke, this
powerful ﬁlm recalls Schrader’s Taxi Driver while taking on our
treatment of our planet. Hawke plays a priest wrestling with
grief after losing his son in combat. He’s pouring alcohol on his
wounds when he meets a family whose ethical quandary grips
him. It maintains a level of tension throughout and oﬀers an uneasy resolution. As a director, Schrader has delivered some misses
lately, but First Reformed is a return to form that stands aside his
best work (Light Sleeper, Aﬄiction, Patty Hearst, and Blue Collar).

2.Black Panther (Ryan Coogler).

The Marvel Universe was running out of gas creatively, if not ﬁnancially,
but a surprising streak of quirky, risk-taking movies has turned that ship
around. And while the wild, funky Thor Ragnarok and Guardians of the
Galaxy movies brought much needed fun and energy, and Spiderman:
Into the Spider-Verse breathed some exciting new life into a tired hero,
they still can’t compare to the remarkable Black Panther, the best ﬁlm in
the Marvel canon. It’s another left turn, revitalizing the formula from
early successes and also delivering a startlingly beautiful vision of a nation unlike anything else seen on screen and delivering action, gravitas,
and humor in equal measure. Stacked with great work from nearly every noteworthy African American actor working today and a powerful
story, it stands as a highpoint in a period of signiﬁcant artistic growth.

3.Won’t You Be My Neighbor? (Morgan Neville).

It’s not a matter of whether this beautiful portrait of Fred
Rogers brings the tears, but how often. He is an American icon
and a real-life superhero, quietly shaping the values of children
for the better for generations, and this well-crafted ﬁlm recaps
his compassion and forward-thinking care for them exquisitely.
Rogers quietly disrupted the entire world of children’s programming, covering divorce, assassination, and many other
topics with his trademark approach. It also provides some
lesser-known insights into his life and character, including his
relationship with a cast
member that illustrates
that Fred Rogers practiced what he preached.
Watching through the
tears, I couldn’t help but
imagine what Fred would
have to say about how
we are treating each other
right now.
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4.BlacKKKlansman (Spike Lee).

Lee returned to theaters with a fury and vengeance that recalled the ﬁre of his classics.
The story is so unlikely that he assures us
in the beginning that it’s based on some “Fo
Real Fo Real S--t.” John David Washington
and Adam Driver play real-life police oﬃcers
who joined forces to inﬁltrate the Ku Klux
Klan during the 1970s in Colorado. For much
of its running time, it’s subversive fun to see
this courageous team ingratiate themselves
into a mix of caricatures and truly scary individuals, the ﬁlm leads us to a satisfying end
to the story that nearly lulls the viewer into
feeling that the good guys (sort of) won. But
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throughout BlacKKKlansman, Lee challenges
us to confront the fo real fo real s--t in our
nation’s history, the high point being an incendiary takedown of Birth of a Nation that’s
juxtaposed with a harrowing testimony from
Harry Belafonte. It’s arguably the most unsettling sequence in all of American ﬁlm this
year. Finally, Lee expertly pulls out the rug
the way his best work does, providing a truly
unsettling state of our nation that rivals the
Malcolm-Martin quotes at the end of Do the
Right Thing. More than ever, Lee’s talents are
needed to make sense of where we have been
and where we are going, and he answered
the call as only he can.
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5. Sorry to Bother You (Boots Riley).

Riley is a successful musician (leader of hip
hop veterans The Coup) and well-known man
of the people, born into a family of ﬁghters
for social justice and creating music to mobilize the masses. Sorry to Bother You is wholly
original, combining elements of dark comedy,
science ﬁction and magical realism to realize
a world that’s hilarious and challenging, but
not unrecognizable. Lakeith Stanﬁeld stars as
Cassius Green, who rises through the ranks of
a call center to discover something startling
at the top. Along the way, the ﬁlm provides
absurd laughs and a meaningful streak of outrage. With an expectedly great soundtrack and
excellent support from Tessa Thompson, Armie
Hammer, Steven Yeun, and Terry Crews, it
begins as a clever and funny account of working life before morphing into something much
more wild and thought-provoking.
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Patti Smith performing "Gloria"
at the Poplars in 1976.
Photo by D. Tony Beech

Meeting Patti
AT THE

A Memoir as
Historical
Fiction

I was thinking recently about the time I met punkrock’s poetic high priestess, Patti Smith. It was 1976; she
and her band were touring behind their newly-released
Horses album. One of the tour venues was the Poplars Hotel
Ballroom in Bloomington. That in itself was newsworthy.
The Poplars was owned by Indiana University and, by
reputation, represented all that was staid and conservative
in the Midwest. The hotel had never before hosted a
concert, let alone a band of wild, grungy, high-volume,
NYC punk rockers. It was, to put it mildly, a curious
juxtaposition. But what was even more curious was this
odd match made for a happy marriage.
It was a strange brew, but a delightfully delicious one, a
blend so special blend that it etches an extra-deep groove in
the record of memory. From such a deep groove, memories
are manifest in high-def full color with a quadrophonic
soundtrack; the sights, sounds, touches and smells remain
forever fresh. In short, they are memories that can be
relived. So cue up the swirling harp music and follow me
back in time to the day I met Patti at the Poplars.
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by John Bob Slone

Poplars

I’m a 24-year-old freelance journalist, and I’ve been asked
to cover the show for Primo Times, a regional alternative weekly
tabloid. It’s a peachy assignment. Primo circulates 100,000 copies
with editions in Bloomington, Lafayette, Indianapolis and Terre
Haute. Printed on thrifty newsprint, the mag is distributed free of
charge and is one of the most widely-read publications in Indiana.
Every Friday they leave big stacks of their colorful papers around
Bloomington. By Saturday, they are gone.
I love working for Primo. Part of that affinity lies in numbers.
I like the large numbers of readers, and I like the large numbers
on their checks. But numbers aside, what I like best about Primo is
their managing editor, Vic Bracht. He lets me write whatever I want
and makes sure my stuff is only proofread and never edited--unless
for space :(. To me, he is the perfect editor, and he stands barely a
notch below Buddha in the echelon of my esteem. It’s a given that
Vic steered this much-desired story my way.
Editorially, Primo Times is much more culturally than politically
inclined. The philosophy is, since no news is good news, traditional
news should be avoided in most cases. That makes this story, Patti
Smith coming to Bloomington, a candidate for Primo’s biggest story
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of the year. Patti is more than just making waves. She is the wave.
And now she’s making airwaves with Horses, and I can hardly wait to
ride them.
Even before this tour, Patti was long legendary in punk circles.
She was a regular at CBGB, New York’s punk Mecca. From there
her band, along with Blondie, Talking Heads, Television, Sonic
Youth and The Ramones, stand the rock world on its ear. Crudely
recorded cassettes of these bands reach hip kids’ collections around
the country, and a musical explosion is fomenting. And Horses is the
match that will light the fuse.
It’s Patti’s first studio album release, and it comes on a silver
platter—recorded at Jimi Hendrix’ Electric Lady Studio, produced by
John Cale, and released on Clive Davis’ big-clout Arista label. Patti,
with her raw, Chelsea-Hotel-stained poetry, her CBGB-honed wild
looks and her straight-from-hell punk eloquence, has won the hearts
of Andy Warhol and New York City. Now, with Clive’s powerful
backing, she is about to win over the rest of America.
Horses is the first punk rock album ever released on a major label.
Fittingly, it is a masterpiece. The record makes all kinds of best lists,
be it “Best Punk Album,” “Best Debut Album,” or “Most Influential
Album.” In 2003 Rolling Stone rated it as the 44th best rock album of
all time. It’s also often mentioned for having the best opening line in
rock history. Side One/Track one is a Saturn-rocket take-off on Van
Morrison’s Gloria that starts softly with a lonely, haunting piano,
slowly riffing through Gloria’s chords. Then Patti’s vocal comes in,
low in register, rich in tone, dripping with pain: “Jesus died for
somebody’s sins, but not mine...” In mere seconds Patti becomes
transcendent, gripping listeners by the lapels and dragging them to
new dimensions with whole new worlds of possibilities. I’ve listened
to that opening segment dozens of times over the years, and it still
takes me to those worlds. Every time.
Mort Salt is Primo’s music editor, a Midwest-condescending,
ex-pat New Yorker. He’s a little older, and considers himself to be
a real pro. He’s not at all a fan of my writing style. He complains
that it lacks proper content and once derided it as “unprofessional
self-indulgence”. Leary of what he perceives to be my propensity
for poor preparation, he’s called me daily for the past week to make
sure I understood the enormity of this assignment, “not only to this
publication but also to the alternative community we serve.” He
insists that I stop by the office to pick up a portfolio of Patti’s news
clippings that he’s amassed for my benefit. Having no interest
in press clippings, I let my answering machine take his calls and
steadfastly refuse to respond. It is my policy to avoid office visits
except for the essentials: dropping off articles (usually only slightly

past deadline) or picking up checks.
On Saturday morning, the day of the show, I waken to see
the answering machine already blinking with two messages.
Steeling myself for Mort’s harsh, boxing-announcer voice,
which usually hits me like a hard-pitched Brooklyn beanball,
I tap the play button. Mort barks: “JB, I can’t believe you still
haven’t picked up those fuckin’ clippings. Have you even
listened to the album yet? Call me. Now!”
I must admit I take some pleasure hearing that trace of
panic edging into Mort’s voice. I laugh and say to no one,
“Sure thing, numb nuts”. I play the second message. Once
again it’s Mort, but this time he comes in with a high, hard one
that catches me right on the earflap: “JB, if you haven’t picked
up those clippings by noon today, I’m pulling you off this
assignment. Vic’s gone for the weekend, so don’t think I can’t
do it.” Well, that gets my attention...
...About a half minute after leaving the office, I stuff
Mort’s big manila envelope, bulging with Patti lore, into an
over-spilling city trash can. Before turning away, I pause to
look at the envelope, wedged precariously in the overspill and
glaringly visible to prying editorial eyes. Staring at the obscene
object, I contemplate my lack of preparation and feel a balltingling surge of fear. “Pre-show jitters,” I think. “Good.”
Truth is, Mort has it right. I know next to nothing about
Patti. My promo copy of Horses remains intact in its shrink
wrap. My notebook is devoid of well-engineered questions.
Even worse, I’ve never actually attended a punk rock show.
Truly, I realize Mort’s worst nightmare. But for this story,
that’s the way I want it. I’m no punk rock expert, so my best
approach to this story is per my alter ego--a card-carrying, lawbreaking, whacked-out, knee-knockin’ Gonzo journalist. As
such, all those manila-wrapped clever facts are, at best, boring
and, in truth, irrelevant. I grab my notebook and jot down
these words: “What is important for me is to physically enter
into the story, to live the story--to walk, talk, assault and gestalt
the story---by whatever means necessary.”
I contemplate my brave bit of prose. I imagine the
balancing scale of justice and place those brave words in the
left tray. In the right tray I place a cold, hard fact: If I fail to
enter into the story, I’m left with squat. I take my hand off the
cold fact and watch the scale dip to the right. More tingling
balls. I need fortification, and since I’m giving up booze, I turn
to my heroes.
Gonzo is the doctrine of my hero #1, Hunter S. Thompson.
I don’t copy Hunter, but I do emulate him. So far in my
budding career, it’s
stood me well. I’ve
already seen two of
my Gonzoid stories
go out on the AP wire.
That’s pretty much
like finding the Holy
Grail in my world. AP
wire stories are sent by
Telex to every major
publication in the
world--and quite a few
minor ones too. Many
of these publications
ran my pieces, and I
got a nice fat check
from each one that did
so. The memory of
those fat checks, reaped

In 1976, Patti Smith was more
than just making waves. She
was the wave. And she was
coming to Bloomington.
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at the cost of a few cheap sheets of typing paper, is indeed
fortifying—but that isn’t enough today. The tingling abates,
but doesn’t cease entirely.
I turn to hero #2, Jack Backer, the faculty adviser for
The Indiana Daily Student. IDS is the Indiana University
student newspaper, the venerable great white way of Hoosier
journalism where I learned to be a good little journal-bot.
Thanks to Jack, I learned all that crap and a whole lot more.
Backer is a big fan of Hunter S and his “new journalist”
comrades, But Jack doesn’t see much new about it. He once
said to me, “Take Ernie Pyle - he was nothing if not a new
journalist. He hung his ass out, down and dirty, right on the
front lines, European and Pacific theaters. Hunkered down in
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foxholes with the GIs and shared the misery, terror and utter futility
of war with all of America. How’s that for some Fear and Loathing?”
“And that’s just it,” I tell myself. “You don’t get the really good stuff
without taking chances.”
What? Me tingle?
Feeling thus reassured in my insanity, I nevertheless pluck the
envelope from its dangling perch and stuff it into my knapsack. My
thought bubble says, “Sometimes that stuff comes in handy when you’re
writing up your story”.
Before closing up the knapsack, I check its contents, the tools
of the Gonzo trade: seven ink pens in various degrees of depletion;
a battered reporter’s notebook whose outer surfaces are blanketed
by a blizzard of scribbled names
and telephone numbers, whose
swirling, intertwined, polychromatic patterns bring to mind
Jackson Pollock on crack; my
vintage Ray Ban Aviators, snug
in their fine leather case; one
unopened half pint of Cuervo
Gold Tequila for medicinal
purposes only; a black fauxleather card case that houses
my prized collection of fake
press credentials and business
cards; two Fender guitar picks
(one medium, one thin); three
Durex condoms; one Zero candy
bar. At the bottom of the pile
lies the pièce de résistance, my
slender Norcom 550 mini-cassette
recorder, secured in its leatherette
sleeve that is almost exactly the
same size as the Aviators’ case.
Assessing the collection, my
thought bubble opines, “Weak on
recreational drugs, but it will do!”
I tuck the recorder into my shirt
pocket, close and shoulder the
knapsack, and pedal on over to
the Poplars.
I am no stranger to the hotel.
Vic and I, along with a few other
budding Ernie Pyles, started
out Primo Times in a print shop
that sits directly across Seventh
Street from the Poplars’ front
doors. It’s a straight shot through
the lobby to the back doors
and then through the parking
garage to the Runcible Spoon,
Bloomington’s premiere coffee
bistro. Coffee being the life blood
of journalism, we traveled that
conduit frequently in quest of
the Runcible’s glorious, freshroasted brew. By the time we put
our third issue to bed, I was on
a first name basis with Tony, the
evening security guard.
The lobby, I recall, has
about as much character as a
laundromat. The style is more
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institutional than decorative, which is
to say, horrible. I remember occasionally
seeing signs for events in the ballroom,
and these are inevitably forensic seminars.
I came to realize that the Poplars is pretty
much cop central for Indiana. With that
understanding, the décor began to make
sense. Of course! Cops feel right at home in
such bleak confines. Put in a donut stand,
and they’d call it heaven.
On this Saturday in the summer
of 1976, the lobby barely resembles the
forensically-friendly place I remember. For
the Poplars, it’s Freaky Friday come a day
late. A scene is unfolding, one heretofore
unknown in provincial Bloomington. Oh,
there are still plenty of cops in the lobby.
They’re plumply parked, leaning against
walls and columns all around the huge
room. Frowning. Disdaining. Leaning
with hugging arms crossed, firing arms
holstered, and both arms ready for action.
An army in blue protecting its sacred
ground. Against...
…An army in black. Swarming
brigades of roadies, techies and merch
pushers. A platoon of apparent noncombatants gathered in conversational
gaggles to watch the circus unfold.
Skeleton-thin people. Clothes shredded
with strategically random precision to
expose small expanses of snowy flesh and
vibrant tattoos. Dynamic vectors of spiked
hair, either dyed inky black or sprayed
fluorescent purple, red, pink, orange and
green. Untanned faces coated heavily
in macabre Goth make-up to channel
ghoulish, ceremonial masks. Raccoon eyes
corralled by fences of heavy black kohl.
Piercings everywhere, especially the ears,
where scores of implanted metal trinkets
serve to bear semblance to miniature earshaped tea tables set with silver cutlery.
The observers, those not there for heated
labor, wear their obligatory black-leather
jackets festooned with legions of silver
chains, cloth patches and pinback buttons.
The backs of the jackets are dark message
boards with band names, obscenities and
symbols of anarchy hand-painted in angry
slashes of white. The ones there to work
are stripped down to their well-ventilated,
hole-filled t-shirts, most of which are
imprinted with pictures of punk bands
whose members look just like themselves.
Curiously, their heavy black boots bear no
small resemblance to the cops’ footwear.
Middle ground? Not!
I spot a group of people who, clad in
comfortable every-day attire, don’t look
like the band people on the t-shirts. They
are, of course, a band; MX-80 Sound, the
mad-scientist art/noise savants who will
share tonight’s bill with Patti. They’re a
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Bloomington band, and I know them, especially the bassist,
Dale Sophiea, who is Primo’s movie editor. I approach them,
and soon I’m immersed in an animated discussion re: the
merits of Andy Warhol with enigmatic guitar maestro Bruce
Anderson. Bruce is a unique man, one who once, to maximize
blood flow to his brain, rigged up a special harness so he could
hang from the ceiling, upside down, in full lotus posture, and
practice guitar.
Though I’ve known Bruce for years, this is the first time
we exchange more than a couple words. Talking with this shy,
soft-spoken, left-brained genius from Oolitic, Indiana is a rare
treat. He prefers to let his guitar do the talking, and unlike his
mouth, it talks real, real loud. Bruce is at heart an art-loving
nerd, a profoundly cool dude who never spends a second
trying to be cool. He’s also one of the best and most innovative
guitarists the world has ever known, one who will, possibly,
become much more well-known as time passes.
I say possibly because he, at present, has a considerable
following. MX-80 relocated to Frisco in 1978 and signed with
The Residents’ self-owned label, Ralph Records. That got their
music out to the world. They’ve prospered since, especially
in Europe. They are world-renowned in their field, and,
remarkably, they’re still making records and playing shows.
Perhaps I’ve dawdled too long with Bruce in this
story. Or perhaps not. But I definitely dawdled too long
with him on this Seditious Saturday. I recall, perhaps too
late, that I am due at a presser with Patti in five minutes.
I rush, on time, to the conference room where it is to be
held, only to find the room empty and unlit. Confused
and panicking, I trot back to the lobby, and, luckily, I see
Tony, the friendly security man, leaning cross-armed in
his favorite spot. Slightly out of breath, I ask Tony if he
knows anything about the press conference. He says,
“Oh man, she just moved the whole thing up to her penthouse.
Room 800. Come on! I’ll take you up there!”
We hurry to the elevator and ride to the eighth floor.

Keyboard player Richard Sohl
and Patti in her hotel room
after the show.

Tony keys the lift doors open and leads me down the hall toward
Patti’s suite. I’m glad to see that the door is still wide open. As we
draw near, Tony stops me with a tap to my shoulder, leans close,
and whispers confidentially, “Good luck with that one, man.” I don’t
know what the hell he means, so I just say, “Thanks, Tony. You da
man.”
I pause in the doorway, realizing that, even though I’m only a
couple minutes late, the conference has already begun. I eye the big
room. It’s a good fifty feet from where I stand to the balcony’s sliding
door. It’s easily thirty feet wide. Midway along the wall Patti sits in
a half lotus on the end of a king-sized bed. She’s wearing a vintage
black men’s sports coat with narrow lapels over a black-and-white
checked vest. The vest is unbuttoned just enough to show she’s
wearing a black, see-thru bra beneath. Skin-tight leather pants and
bare feet complete the outfit. Beside her on the bed lies a Middle
Eastern tabloid with headlines in pretty, looping Arabic. Behind her
and leaning against the pillows lies a battered, black Fender Mustang
guitar. She sits facing out over a single row of about twenty reporters
who sit before her cross-legged on the floor. They are all like me:
young, shaggy-haired men with notebooks and mini-recorders. I
recognize only a few of them.
The guy seated nearest the door is asking a very
long question. Patti angles her long, thin, frowning
face toward me and slowly looks me up and down.
Interrupting the reporter’s question, she says loudly to
Patti Smith’s debut album,
me, “Hello, Mister Late. I should fucking kick you the
Horses, with its iconic cover
fuck out of here for being late, Mister Late.” Before she
photo by Robert Mapplethorpe.
can do that, I quickly dive over to seat myself beside
the interrupted reporter. My butt barely hits the carpet
before she says, “Not there, Mister Late.” I stand, and
she points toward the balcony, saying, “All the way to
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the end, and sit cross-legged, Indian-style,
if you please.”
I stand, the subdued chorus of
chuckles from the press corps adds to my
chagrin. My thought bubble says: “Fuck!
This is exactly the start I didn’t need!” I see
directly before me a set of French doors
opened to a short, cabinet-lined passage
that leads to another large room. In there
I see luxurious living room furniture and
rock stars gathered around a coffee table.
They appear to be snorting cocaine. I think
for just a second about continuing ahead
into the naughty boys room, but think
better of it. Not following Ms Smith’s
instructions could turn bad. I take the
good turn and begin my slightly cautious
saunter past her to my designated spot.
As I pass before her, she catches my eye.
Maybe it’s just wishful thinking, but I
think that when our eyes meet, I see a little
sparkle in hers.
Mister Interrupted By Mister Late
resumes his question, and what a question
it is. He goes on and on with authority,
sometimes glancing down to refer to his
notes. By the time he finishes I have more
than quadrupled my knowledge of Ms
Smith, who, speaking of, just sits staring
glumly at the guy for several long seconds.
Finally, in a barely calm voice she
says, “You know, really, that’s not even
a question. That’s just you showing how
incredible you are and how fucking much
you know. I’ll tell you one thing you don’t
know. You don’t know rock and roll. If you
did you wouldn’t be asking fucking showoff questions. You have no business writing
about rock and roll, because you are SOO-O not fucking rock and roll. Get the fuck
out of here, please.”
The kid just sits there, not believing
his ears. Suddenly, as if touched by a live
wire, Patti goes off. She leaps from the
bed and stands screaming obscenities at
the dude. Mister Interrupted By Mister
Late aka Mister Not Fucking Rock ‘n Roll
just sits there paralyzed, so she throws
herself at him like a Tasmanian devil. But
before she can seriously harm her victim,
a man shoots out from the hallway and
grabs Patti around the waist. He lifts her
off the floor, and she, with legs and arms
flailing, continues screaming obscenities
with a flow to rival the St. Lawrence
Seaway. Given this reprieve, Poor Mister
Interrupted (etc.) wisely flies out the door.
Improbably, Patti calms down almost
instantly and resumes her Indian-style
perch on the end of the bed, acting as
if nothing absolutely insane has just
happened. The guy that saved Mister
Interrupted takes up a position near the
bed. I, for one, am glad to see that. He is

JAN/FEB 2019

Hoosier Water Away Service
Basements
Crawlspaces
Downspout Extensions
Foundations
Yards
FREE ESTIMATES
INSURED

812 345.0342 HoosierWaterAway@gmail.com
WE PROUDLY RECOMMEND

RCV ROOFING AND SEAMLESS GUTTERS

“WFHB exists to provide an open forum for the
“WFHB exists to provide an open forum for the
exchange
andand
discussion
andissues,
issues,
exchange
discussionof
of ideas
ideas and
andand
to to
celebrate
andand
increase
cultural
diversity.”
celebrate
increasethe
the local
local cultural
diversity.”
—WFHB
Statement
—WFHBMission
Mission
Statement

Streaming online
at at
Streaming
online
wfhb.org
wfhb.org

27

a slightly older
dude who has
the look of a
musician. And
well he should. I
find out later that
he’s Lenny Kaye,
formerly of MC5
and currently
lead guitarist of
the Patti Smith
Group. He is
definitely fucking
rock and roll.
Later that day
I get a great
and hilarious
interview with
him. But that’s
another story.
Patti turns to
the next reporter
in line and asks
for his question.
He stands up.
She tells him to
sit back down.
Undeterred, he announces, “I actually have two questions.” Ms
Smith replies, “I have one question. How long will it take you
to get the fuck out of here?” Remembering Mister Interrupted
(etc), he’s out in record time.
A disturbing pattern emerges. Serious young man asks
serious, thoughtful question. Serious young man gets told
he’s not fucking rock and roll. Serious young man gets sent
packing. Next! She mows down half of my colleagues with her
Tommy-gun tongue.
I hate it, and I hate her. Sure, these guys aren’t rock and
roll. Sure, we’re a bunch of self-absorbed nerds--but so too
are a hell of a lot of great rock and rollers. They just plug in
amplifiers instead of typewriters. Friggin’ Marilyn Manson,
once you get to know him, he’s just a nerd with an electric
guitar and a comely make-up artist. These banished kids will
go to the show, give it their full attention, and then go home
to write a brilliant, inciteful review without even mentioning
shrewish Ms Smith’s disgraceful antics.
After she’s dispensed with half of the assemblage, Patti
announces that she needs a break and heads off into the
adjoining room. “Probably to powder her nose,” I bubble. Several
of the remaining victims take advantage of the hiatus and
head post-haste out the door and to safety. In the end there are
only two of us, rooted to our spots, too intimidated to sensibly
move closer to the throne. I seriously contemplate making it a
singleton. I have no idea what I will say when she asks for my
question. “You think those well-prepared guys’ questions sucked?
Get a load of this one, bitch!” I finally decide to stay, thinking,
“This so-called press conference is my story. I’ve got to stay and ask
my question. Maybe she’ll get past Lenny and punch my lights out.
Now that would be a story!”
Patti returns looking slightly more subdued but not a
whit less malevolent. Her homely face is as ugly as a witch’s
fist. She’s removed the sports coat and unbuttoned the vest
completely to reveal a good portion of her breasts, visible
through the translucent bra. I try not to look, but they are quite
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MX-80 Sound, circa 1976. From
left: Dale Sophiea, Jeff Armour,
Rich Stim, Dave Mahoney, Bruce
Anderson. The band, now called
MX-80, lives on in San Francisco.

beautiful. She resumes her throne, lights up a fat joint and passes it to
Lenny. The fragrant smoke wafts about the room bearing the distinct
and heavenly aroma of some really good shit. She turns to us, her
final two victims, and, neither inviting us to move closer nor, most
uncivilly, offering us a hit off the joint, points a lazy finger toward my
companion.
He asks his intricate question, and as he finishes Patti’s head
slumps wearily downward. This guy saves a little face by asking,
“Not rock and roll? Get the fuck out?” She merely nods without
looking up. After he’s gathered his gear and left, Patti, without
raising her head, says to me rather gently, “Alright, Mister Late.
What’s your fucking question?”
At that point I still have nothing. But I also have nothing to lose.
So I say, “May I please have a hit off that joint?”
I watch closely as she slowly raises her head to reveal, to my
utter shock, a little Gioconda smile. A transformation occurs before
my eyes. Her body language softens to sensuous, and I swear she is
glowing, exuding a soft blue light. And her face! My God! She is so
beautiful!
She slides off the bed, walks over to me and passes me the joint.
As I take my righteous toke, she starts giggling. Then she says to me:
“Now that, was a really good fucking question.”

THE END
After dropping out of the IU School of Journalism, John Bob
Slone authored dozens of articles in the 70’s and early 80’s. Among
the publications carrying his byline were Primo Times, The Herald
Times, The Columbus Republic, Cream Magazine, Indy Magazine, Beyond
Magazine, Ampersand and Omni Magazine. After a highly successful
run as a journalist, he gave up that career to pursue his interests
in music and medicine. This piece represents, to the best of his
recollection, his first in print in 36 years. Our hope is that this is but
the first of many new stories to come.
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[Editor’s note: names and identifying characteristics have
been changed.]
The first thing I notice about eight-year-old Hannah
when we meet is a radiant smile that lights up her eyes.
Her face is framed with auburn, curly hair which she wears
pulled back in a pink headband. She reminds me of a
cabbage patch doll, although Hannah sits in a wheelchair.
There is a small port in her chest for dispensing medicine.
The device protrudes a little, beneath her mint-green t-shirt.
Hannah is the smallest girl in her second-grade
classroom. She suffers from juvenile rheumatoid arthritis,
a disease that affects approximately 50,000 children in the
United States. The cause is unknown, but research says it is
an autoimmune disease. Daily life can be unpredictable.
As the classroom aide, I navigate her wheelchair from
the classroom to the library or lunchroom. On good days,
Hannah’s face lights up and she asks to walk. She toddles
slowly with the gait of a penguin while pushing her own
chair. When I ask if she needs to stop and rest she usually
declines. “I need the exercise,” she says.
On bad days Hannah can barely hobble from her
chair to the teacher’s desk, sometimes grimacing with each
determined step.
And yet Hannah never complains. She receives a series
of daily injections – more than I could handle – and never
complains about those either. One day, Hannah points to the
grayish-blue dots on her knobby, little knees. She flashes a
grin and says, “The shots don’t make me cry anymore.”
During P.E. Hannah stands at attention by my side
watching the children do jumping jacks or run laps.
Sometimes she helps the teacher time relays while shouting
encouragements to her unfettered peers zooming by.
Hannah loves being outside—especially during recess.
However, the effort to mask the fact she can only participate
as a bystander is sometimes evident in the sadness flickering
across her steel grey-blue eyes.
This is one of those days.
I park the wheelchair on the blacktop and we slowly
make our way to the playground. Hannah and I leave the
classroom before the other children so she can get a head
start to the play area. This afternoon the short walk taxes
her. She looks up at me and says, “I wish I could walk like
you.”
“I know,” I reply, while searching for better words but
failing to find them.
There is really only one activity she can do that puts her
on a level playing field with the other children.
As I lift her onto a swing, she asks, “Can I go really
high?”
“I promise I’ll push you as hard as I can,” I say, while
pulling the swing back a good bit before releasing it. Her
friends Ashley and Erin flop down into the swings on either
side of us. When Hannah is swinging, she’s seems oblivious
of her limitations. More children race outside, darting
toward the playground. It sounds like walking into the
cacophony of laughter and chatter at a party. I push Hannah
as hard as I can, fearing all the while she will fly out of the
swing. Hannah’s eyes blaze as she assesses the girls to her
right and left. She swings higher than them. A smile engulfs
her face. It’s different than her I’m happy to meet you smile, or
her I’m having a pretty good day smile, or the I hurt today, but
I’m gonna put on my best game face anyway smile.
This one says, Look at me. I’m soaring.
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Gräns (Border)*
January 10 – Thursday – 7 pm
January 11 – Friday – 10 pm

El ángel exterminador
(The Exterminating Angel)
January 11 – Friday – 7 pm

Detour

January 13 – Sunday – 1 pm

The King*
January 14 – Monday – 7 pm
January 19 – Saturday – 4 pm

Never-Ending Man:
Hayao Miyazaki*
January 24 – Thursday – 7 pm
January 25 – Friday – 7 pm

Gilda

January 26 – Saturday – 4 pm

Batman

January 26 – Saturday – 7 pm
Executive Producer Michael Uslan is scheduled to be present.

Shoplifters*
January 27 – Sunday – 4 pm

Making Montgomery Clift*
January 28 – Monday – 7 pm

Nia DaCosta: Spirited
and Bold Storytelling
Little Woods*
January 31 – Thursday – 7 pm+
February 2 – Saturday – 4 pm
Writer/Director Nia DaCosta is scheduled to be present for the January 31 screening.

+

Jorgensen Guest Filmmaker Program
February 1 – Friday – 4 pm
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Wanda*

February 3 – Sunday – 1 pm

The Films of
Ryoo Seung-wan
Beterang (Veteran)
February 7 – Thursday – 7 pm

Jorgensen Guest Filmmaker Program‡
February 8 – Friday – 4 pm
‡
Lecture takes place in Hamilton Lugar School of Global and International Studies
auditorium, located on the ground floor of the East Wing (room GA0001).

Jjakpae (The City of Violence)
February 8 – Friday – 7 pm

Gun-ham-do
(The Battleship Island)—Director’s Cut
February 9 – Saturday – 4 pm

The House on Haunted Hill
February 15 – Friday – 7 pm

Jon Vickers Scoring Award

The Strong Man w/live accompaniment
February 16 – Saturday – 7 pm

World Premiere of a new orchestral score by John William Griffith II

Tito e os Pássaros
(Tito and the Birds)
February 17 – Sunday – 1 pm

Rope

February 17 – Sunday – 4 pm

Join us for more great films!
Many screenings are free,
but most are ticketed.
Call 812-855-1103 for ticket information.

www.cinema.indiana.edu

JAN/FEB 2019

* The International
Arthouse Film Series is
co-sponsored by the
Ryder Film Series
and IU Cinema.
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Celebration of music anchored by BLOOMINGTON’S ONLY PUBLIC VINYL SHOW

SATURDAY
February 9
2019

10am
4pm
$5 admission
Students free with student ID

Monroe
Convention
Center

Vinyl // tapes // cds // art // apparel // food & drink
live music BY THE IMPOSSIBLE SHAPES & FULL SUN

blo oming t on m u s ice xpo.com
S P O N S O R E D BY

