“We have ways to make you talk.”

ART BY ALI MAIDI
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FEATURES

FICTION

VAUDEVILLE

THE NEWSREEL DREAM

The Dance Network Alliance’s upcoming variety show harkens back to the
vaudeville of the 1920s and showcases Bloomington’s own performers. Puppets
and parrots and piano, oh my!

Ten children perch on the wings of a plane.
What is this newsreel dream?
By Max Kibbee

By Tony Brewer

THE GOAT AND THE PORTRAIT
PHOTOGRAPHER

How does one photograph a goat? Explore the trials and tribulations, and meet
the goats behind Kevin Horan’s series Chattel on exhibit at Pictura Gallery.

By Michal Ann Carley

SODAIGOME

Ellen is convinced that her husband won’t become the
sodiagome her friends warn her about. But she soon
discovers what retirement does to men.

By Paula Sunderman

THE WRITE STUFF

WHAT I LEARNED AT THE
IU WRITER’S CONFERENCE

Every year, IU holds a writer’s conference for professionals and hobbyists alike.
Ever wonder what goes on behind those closed doors? Discover the laughter, the
tips, and the struggles from the professionals themselves.

By Sarah Berry

THE RESCUE

Mary Smith’s monotonous life is changed when she learns
of the close bond between a graduate student and a lab
monkey.
By Sharon Pugh

COLUMNS
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WATCHING THE BEATS
Afterimage and Cézanne et moi both explore troubled artists. Put in
perspective of the “Being Bloomington, Being Together” meditation project,
thåey raise questions about our ability to stay true to ourselves and live in
peace with others.

By K.D. Self

STAGES

Bloomington Boogies and B’Town Jazz Fest

By Anthony Scott Piatt

EVENT HORIZON

Hot fun in the summertime in Bloomington.

NIGHTSWIMMING

The up and coming music scene of Athens, Georgia. The
rock classics. A music critic’s life spins out of control after a
misspent night.
By J. Daniel Thornton

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.

The school bus in Cars 3, like all school buses, as a safety precaution, has a stop
sign mounted on the side of the bus. But in this case the sign is also …
a hatchet
a buzz saw
a hedge trimmer
a knitting needle
ANSWER TO LAST WEEK’S QUESTION

Jessica Chastain spurns the bus and takes a cab in Miss Sl
Remember…Movies wouldn’t be Movies without Buses.
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AUGUST 13, 2017

1:00 PM Ivy Tech Waldron
8:00 PM Bloomington
Boogies After Hours
at Malibu Grill
Bob Seeley C. J. Chenier
*
Kenny “Blues Boss" Wayne
Mitch Woods Rob Rio Bill Sims, Jr.
*
*
Uganda Roberts
Liz Pennock & Dr. Blues
*
Katharina Alber Josh Paxton
*
Cassidy Gephart Craig Brenner & more

BLOOMINGTON
BOOGIES
blues & boogie woogie
piano festival

*

Refreshments
DATS on Grant Cajun/Creole
La Poblana Taco Truck Mexican Food
Limestone BBQ & More Catering BBQ
Cardinal Spirits High Quality
Distilled Spirits
Salt Creek Brewery
Local Hand-crafted Beers
Special Thanks
Classic Touch Limousine Service, Inc.
Mother Bear's Pizza
Nick's English Hut
Stumpner's Building Services, Inc.
The Ryder
The Uptown Cafe
TravelIN Magazine
Trojan Horse Restaurant & Tavern
Tim and Cheri DeBruicker
Becky Hrisomalos
Bob Kissel's Foundation

Bloom Magazine WFIU The Ryder

Tickets at BCT Box Office • bloomingtonboogies.com
Free Blues & Boogie Woogie Piano Workshops for Students! Register online.
Purchase of ticket provides free admission to the film I AM THE BLUES, in partnership with Festival Sponsor The Ryder Magazine and Film Series
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5

From the editor

FICTION
I’ve decided I’m calling 2016 The Year of Transitions.
There were plenty. Too many. And some of them were very,
very disappointing. It’s best if we don’t name them. But
I’ve also been subject to quite a few changes in my personal
life as well, which I won’t bore you with the details of, but
suﬃce to say, I’ve been thinking a lot about change—both
its careful construction in ﬁction and, more generally, how
everyone, everywhere, is always moving through one stage
to another, hopefully better one, always and often in imperceptible ways being made new.
If movement, however minuscule, signals change, then
change can be said to be a hallmark of all stories. Even
when no overt or overwhelming alteration is signaled,
change can occur. People discover new people, new places,
new experiences, or else reevaluate those places, those
people, themselves, seeking new insights. By doing so, they
are changed.
Because our lives are constantly in ﬂux, poised in the middle of birth and death, working oﬀ of and toward notions
and motivations we don’t always understand, we as readers are drawn to those stories that most eﬀectively convey
the experience of being between two stationary points, the
experience of striving after and being denied stasis, and the
blessings, terrors, and strangenesses life brings in that fated
interim.
We had a lot of great submissions this year, but given the
timbre of the last year, it’s no surprise that the four you’ll
ﬁnd here all take up this call to convey the experience of
transition. Though they grapple with this theme in wonderfully unique ways, each one asks us to spend time with
people who are confronted by, resist, and are altered by circumstances rich and varied and often beyond their control.
In J. Daniel Thornton’s evocative “Nightswimming,” we
ﬁnd a man struggling to come to terms with his own sexual
identity and reﬂecting back on the rich musical heritage
that continues to inspire him to fully embrace his unique
personhood. In “Sodiagome,” Paula Sunderman’s character,
Ellen, must reconcile the changes in her marriage brought
on by her husband’s retirement with the foundation they
have built throughout their time together. Sharon Pugh’s
“The Rescue” oﬀers us the story of Mary and Leon, whose
routine encounter spawns a relationship that ﬁnds them
both struggling to discern what right and wrong really
mean. And lastly, we have “The Newsreel Dream” by Max
Kibbee, an ethereal piece that seems to sum up an entire
moment in history in the short breath of its telling. Each
story is accompanied by original artwork by Ali Maidi. At
the time of this writing, I haven’t seen the artwork yet, but
you know what? I bet it’s amazing.
Thank you again for helping us celebrate the creative work
of fellow Bloomington artists. Until next time!
—
Justin Chandler
Fiction editor
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Illustrator Ali Maidi is a Bloomington
Native who spends his time wondering
where in the world to travel to next. He
is an IU Fine Arts graduate who works
with several different art media but
mainly enjoys metalwork and drawing.
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by Anthony Scott Piatt

AUGUST 6 @ 8:00 PM - BUSKIRK-CHUMLEY THEATER
Lucinda’s voice and songwriting (“America’s Best” TIME, 2002) convey the type
of honest, gritty stories that connect through human experience. Experiences
shared or through Lucinda eyes, not so much vicariously but empathetically.
Her work is captivating, robust and often called personal, yet it transcends and
taps the universal through Lucinda’s sincerity.
Sound like I’m fawning over her? Listen to “Car Wheels on a Gravel Road” or
“Learning How To Live” and you won’t blame me! And then, catch her live at
the Buskirk-Chumley.

BLOOMINGTON BOOGIES: THE BLOOMINGTON BLUES & BOOGIE
WOOGIE PIANO FESTIVAL

AUGUST 13 @ 2 PM & 5:30 - IVY TECH JOHN WALDRON WHIKEHART AUDITORIUM
Craig Brenner founded this third annual boogie woogie party. Craig & The Crawdads have long brought
the sounds of the bayou to Indiana, now they are bringing the musicians of the bayou themselves. New
Orleans, zydeco, blues and jazz greats including the “best boogie woogie player on the planet”, Bob Seeley,
the “Blues Boss” Kenny Wayne, and founder of the Heritage Blues Orchestra, Bill Sims. The jumbalaya also
features Rob Rio, Mitch Woods, Josh Paxton, swing dancers and a ﬁnale that promises to be cajun hot.
The documentary ﬁlm , I Am the Blues, (free with a Festival ticket) shows juke joints, BBQ’s and bayou
culture in Louisiana and both the Delta and the North Hill Country of Mississippi. Chitlin Circuit artists
(many in their 80’s) are featured, such as Bobby Rush, Barbara Lynn, Carol Fran, Little Freddie King, Henry
Gray, Bilbo Walker, and Jimmy “Duck” Holmes.
Free events include a 1 pm performance on the Arts Plaza with half a dozen artists. And Bloomington
Boogies After Hours at Malibu Grill at 8 pm hosted by Katharina Alber.
Food by Dats (Cajun, appropriately), La Poblana Taco Truck (with really good Horchata), and Limestone
BBQ will be warm and ready with beer and liquor from Salt Creek Brewery and Cardinal Spirits.

B’TOWN JAZZ FESTIVAL

AUGUST 19 @ NOON - 11 PM - MONROE COUNTY CONVENTION CENTER
Six days after your Mardi Gras-style euphoria/hangover is subsiding, the B’Town Jazz Festival is your
musical hair of the dog. Formerly held on the courthouse lawn, the fest has raised the ante with a move to
the Monroe Co. Convention Center.
The all day festival is still free and has vendors on hand with food and drink.
Here’s the (very cool) mission statement of the host... “B’Town Jazz supports and expands the education
of young jazz students and advances the awareness of jazz among young music audiences (primarily
Monroe County area Middle and High School students) – through performances with and instruction by
professional jazz musicians.”

DAVE RAWLINGS MACHINE

AUGUST 26 @ 8:00 PM - THE BLUEBIRD
Just 15 days after Dave Rawlings, Gillian Welch and the rest of the
Machine release, “Poor David’s Almanack” on Acony Records,
Bloomington gets a chance to see the fresh stages of the supporting tour.
Well, kinda. The new album is billed as David Rawlings, but includes
Machine components (as well as Taylor and Griﬃn Goldsmith of
Dawes).
Recordings over two decades have earned Grammy nods and the
Lifetime Achievement Award for Songwriting from the Americana Music Association. Live shows are
particularly revered by fans and have earned them critical praise as “one of the hottest string bands on the
planet”.

...COMEDY: TIFFANY HADDISH

AUGUST 24 - 26 - THE COMEDY ATTIC
“Girls Trip” just became the ﬁrst adult comedy hit in a year. A $31.2 million opening for stars Queen Latifah,
Jada Pinkett Smith, Regina Hall and Tiﬀany Haddish. Tiﬀany can also be seen in NBC’s The Carmichael
Show and has previously appeared in the movies “Keanu” and “Meet the Spartans” and on various TV
shows including FOX’s “New Girl”.
With the biggest R comedy of the year and a Showtime one hour special being released this month as well,
consider this a great chance to see Haddish on her ascent.
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O N E M E D I TAT I O N ,
T WOMOVIES

W AT C H I N G T H E B E AT S
by k.d. self

Photo by K.D. Self

At the Buskirk Chumley Theater, I sit in deep silence,
and those peers who try to support him, Strzeminksi refuses to betray
listening to the sound of my own breath. Musician Rick
himself. He says an artist must paint “in harmony with one’s self.”
Clayton’s soothing strings also resonate, dance then settle
Strzeminski’s defiance ends disastrously. This film leaves haunting
into periods of quiet, encouraging what minister Mary Ann
afterimages. Dogmatic practitioners of Polish party politics feel eerily
Macklin calls “being instead of doing.” Clayton’s guitar and
similar to Republican/Trump partisans today. Are we only a lockstep
harp replace (for today) Janiece Jaffe’s beautiful singing bowls. away from such drama?
For one hour, sitting in the BCT with other silent meditators,
The theme of struggling artists facing moral dilemmas also
I am removed from national political betrayal; detached from
played out in the Cézanne et moi film. In mid- to late-1800s, young
digital devices; distanced from daily action. I just am.
artists felt intense pressure to be accepted by the bourgeois Parisian
In February 2017, five inspired women began this “Being
Salon. The impressionists (eventually) turned traditional art upside
Bloomington, Being Together” meditation project. These
down, and Paul Cézanne (eventually) upended impressionism.
women are: Yoga/pilates instructor Laurel Reed Adams,
Cézanne’s childhood friend-- aspiring but initially impoverished
spiritual musician Janiece Jaffe, life coach Nancy Kalina,
author Émile Zola--found a measure of success writing social realism.
Bridge Spiritual Center owner Karla Kamstra, and Unitarian
However, Cézanne, while striving for artistic perfection, seemed
Universalist Church minister Macklin. Once a month, at
always disturbed—with his (money-controlling) father; with his
noon, these women create open, safe space for stillness. Their
mistress/wife; with fellow artists—even with the impressionists
intention is to invite everyone—regardless of “race, religious
whom he first admired. This film’s narrative shifts time and space
beliefs, sexual orientation, country of origin, or political
between the beautiful natural scenery of Aix-en-Provence (Cézanne’s
ideology”—to “come together in self-reflection, prayer, or
childhood home), Médan (Zola’s middle-class suburban adult
meditation.” Upcoming times for this gathering at the BCT
home), and squalid Parisian artists’ quarters. The central conflict in
(noon to one) are July 26 and August 23. At the end of June’s
the film (and in life): Zola wrote a book about painters (L’Oeuvre/The
assembly, Clayton played the perfect song--John Lennon’s
Masterpiece) in which the main (deeply distraught) character Claude
Imagine. I left trying to imagine a world in which all people
Lantier bore striking resemblance to Cézanne. Feeling betrayed,
‘live life in peace.’
Cézanne cut all communication with Zola. In the movie, Cézanne
For characters in two recent movies about artists, peace
accuses Zola of selling out--of becoming the “bourgeois you hate,”
was elusive. Afterimage (set in 1950s communist Poland) and
and Zola almost seems to realize that truth. Cézanne, conversely,
Cézanne et moi (set in nineteenth century France) both told
chooses authenticity and follows his muse. The result? Over a
semi-biographical troubled
hundred years later, Paul Cézanne is
tales reflecting artists’ ethical,
widely regarded as a primary innovator
creative, and economic
of modern art (expressionism/cubism),
challenges.
earning the praise of masters such as
Try to imagine a world in which all
Directed by Andrej
Picasso, who called him the “father of
Wajda, Afterimage focuses
us all.”
people ‘live life in peace.’
on painter and art theorist
Both Afterimage and Cézanne et
Wladyslaw Strzeminski.
moi raise vital questions about how to
Strzeminski was forced to
survive in unjust circumstances while
make extreme choices when
making ethical individual choices. Can
confronted by Soviet-Polish
we resist social dogma or economic
authorities. Unwilling to
pressure and stay true to our own
paint propaganda-based
creative spirits? Can we live authentic
socialist art, this modernist
lives, without harm to others or self?
artist was eventually crushed
Can we imagine “a brotherhood of
by the authoritarian boot.
man,” with “all the people sharing all
The film’s palette was largely
the world”?
tinted as grey as the complicit
party-liners, especially
compared to the passionate
Contact k.d. self via:
(and blue-eyed) Strzeminski.
choosingactivecompassion@gmail.com .
Three of the five inspired women who began “Being Bloomington,
Although his choices affect
For further info, search Facebook for Being
Being Together” (Nancy Kalina, Mary Ann Macklin, and Laurel
his daughter, his students,
Bloomington, Being Together.
Reed Adams; not pictured: Karla Kamstra and Janiece Jaffe).

10

RYDER

Pizza | Pasta | Salads | Calzones | Sandwiches
Italian Chicken & Gluten-Free Dinners | Beer & Wine

We’re #1...again!

Best Pizza. Best Italian. Best Lunch. Best Catering.
2015 Herald Times Readers’ Choice

No

Wines!

Over 50
Gluten-Fre
Menu Item e
s
w Ava
ilable @ B
u

cceto’s

Crafts!
Beer

Come in & give us a try!
Don’t feel like going out? Call for delivery!

Dine In | Carryout | Delivery | Catering
East 3rd & 45-46 Bypass by Starbucks 812-331-1234
West 3rd & Liberty in front of Kroger 812-323-0123
JULY—AUG 2017

Buccetos.com
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by Tony brewer

Step right up, folks! Plenty of room inside the AIR-CONDITIONED THEATER!
SEE Amazing Aerial Artistry & Whirling Hoopsters & Performing Animals! THRILL to Acrobatic Youngsters & Feats of Magic!
COME ALIVE with Burlesque & Assorted Evocative Dance! HEAR Side-Splitting Comedy & LIVE Musical Accompaniment!
Hurry, hurry, hurry! Get your tickets now, folks!
Dance Network Alliance (DNA) is producing a large-scale
vaudeville-themed variety show called Va-Va-Va-Vaudeville!
at the Buskirk-Chumley Theater (114 E Kirkwood Avenue) on
Saturday, August 19, 2017. There is something for everyone
at two shows, a children’s matinee at 2pm featuring many
younger performers, and a more risqué, adult evening show at
8pm.
This variety show extravaganza of Bloomington
performers harkens back to early twentieth-century vaudeville
troupes that crisscrossed the country by train, entertaining
young and old alike. Performers will include members of
AsaBela WINGS Aerial Academy, The Hudsucker Posse,
Windfall Dancers, Jan Lucas Belly Dance, Bloomington Acro
Yoga, The Dance Center, plus burlesque performer Regina
Sweet, puppeteer Terri Klingeihoefer, a demo by Mad 4 My
Dog, and a special appearance by Charlie the Parrot. The

12

children’s matinee will also feature a musical performance by Anna
Wrasse on vocals and piano and Phillip Hammond on violin, and will
be hosted by the hilarious Joseph Ermey with live music by piano
impresario Ross Martinie Eiler. The evening show will be hosted by
The People’s Diva Argenta Peron and two-time Bloomington Comedy
Festival winner David Britton, with live music by Stardusters Swing
Band with the Lady Lucks
There will be opportunities for kids to interact with performers
on stage after the matinee, and there will be a vaudeville history
display in the lobby for both shows.
AsaBela WINGS and the Hudsucker Posse are no strangers to
the BCT stage and have performed as part of numerous events such
as Trashion Refashion, Arthur Murray Dance Studio Showcase, and
Bloomington PRIDE. Windfall Dancers and Stardusters Band are
also longtime Bloomington favorites. In fact, nearly every act and
performer has been thrilling audiences for years. This is the first

RYDER

event featuring these groups all on one stage, though, and they will also showcase
younger performers trained and directed by the groups themselves.
Vaudeville bridged the American entertainment gap between music halls (live
variety shows inside saloons) of the late 19th century and early radio, which from
its inception in the 1920s was “cultural” yet programmed for audiences of any age
or education. Vaudeville acts could be
serious, funny, outlandish, performed
by brand new artists or seasoned
pros, but shows were packed with
performances typically less than 10
minutes each and designed to capture
the imagination.

V au deVi lle

sy m b o li zed
T he a m eri ca n
cu lT u ra l
di VersiTy i n
T he ea rly
T w en Ti eT h
cenTu ry .

Vaudeville was more than a series
of entertaining sketches, though. It
symbolized the American cultural
diversity in the early twentieth
century. The term “vaudeville” itself
is thought to have come from the
French expression voix de ville or “voice
of the city.” Some vaudeville shows
were bawdier than others, but they
were for everyone at a time when
Americans were gaining a sense of their
place on the world stage prior to and
immediately after World War I. By 1900,
there were over 2,000 vaudeville houses
in the United States, including the
Princess Theatre in Bloomington, the
Opera House in Mitchell, Tivoli Theatre
in Spencer, Indiana Theatre in Terre
Haute, Palace Theatre in Indianapolis,
and dozens more, many still in use
today. These theatres often were on a “circuit” and performers were hustled from
city to city by train and put on several shows a week for months on end. It was
exhausting and highly competitive but vaudeville formed the foundation of modern
entertainment, and many vaudevillians, some of whom began performing as
children, enjoyed long careers in film, “legit” theatre, and radio as well.
Over 25 years of combined performance experience is coming together for VaVa-Va-Vaudeville! and DNA is thrilled to put on a really big show!
The Dance Network Alliance, part of the Arts Alliance of Greater Bloomington, was formed in 2012 with a goal of holding a dance showcase annually. Its mission is
to support, promote, and collaborate with dancers in all genres. Va-Va-Va-Vaudeville! is
made possible in part by the Bloomington Arts Commission and the Buskirk-Chumley Theater Arts Start Up Program.
Tickets are available online from the BCT Box Office:
https://bctboxoffice.org/event/va-va-va-vaudeville/
Advance tickets for the matinee are children 12 and younger $5, adults $10.
The evening show, which includes a burlesque act and comedy performances, is
recommended for those 18 and older, and advance tickets are $12. Ticket prices will
increase to $6 & $12 for the 2pm performance and $15 for the 8pm performance on
the day of the show.
For more information, contact Dance Network Alliance president Joanne Shank
at dancenetworkalliance@gmail.com or 812-349-3534.

Tony Brewer is chair of the Writers Guild at Bloomington, executive director of the
Spoken Word Stage at the 4th Street Arts Festival, and technical director for Va-Va-VaVaudeville.
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THE PORTRAIT PHOTOGRAPHER
By Michal Ann Carley

14
JAKE

RYDER
ELLA

Yes, goats. Specifically, studio portraits of goats. These are the subjects of
Kevin Horan’s suite of 16 photographs from his 2014 series Chattel that is on
exhibit at Pictura Gallery through July 29th. Formerly a photojournalist, Horan
has published his work in The New York Times Magazine, Smithsonian, LIFE, U.S.
News & World Report, National Geographic, and numerous other sites, but this series
is decidedly not documentary. Nor, as one might anticipate when one has actual
goats as subject matter, are the photographs coy or cute, stylized or commercial;
rather, they are drop-dead deliciously beautiful portraits of subjects that strongly
emote through their corporeal presence.
Kevin Horan moved to Whidbey Island in Washington state in 2006 where,
after having been an editorial photographer for over 30 years, he began to explore
local subjects of his own choosing. His neighbor’s sheep relentlessly serenaded
him with a choir of unique voices as he passed by and, he imagined, told him
their individual stories. But when he attempted to gather and corral that energy
into individual photoshoots, he was met with skittish, squirrely subjects who
tried to maneuver dangerously through his lighting setup. Not defeated, Horan
determined to find animals who were naturally calmer because they were
accustomed to human interaction, such as herd dairy animals that were used
to twice-daily milking: intelligent and somewhat docile sheep and endlessly
entertaining and social goats.
Horan found local farmers who allowed him to set up quasi-formal portrait
studios in their barns and who willingly assisted the artist with the handling
of their flocks. A photo portrait studio is generally a careful configuration of
specialized photofloods and diffusion umbrellas fixed onto tripods with booms
and flash box controls tied into cameras, all of which engulf the subject who is
positioned against a large neutral backdrop. Erecting this setup in an actual barn
is no small task, but Horan found that working with the spirited animals was
even more formidable. Unlike human subjects whose ego and vanity would be
distinctly in play and would elicit active cooperation during a portrait photo
session, the animals had no such pretentions; they were unruly and otherwise
distracted, as curious goats are wont to be.
Many of the portraits were taken at the New Moon Farm Goat Rescue and
Sanctuary also on the island. It is likely that viewers might project feelings of
longing, want, and gratitude onto these goats as a natural response to having
been provided haven; but, to this viewer, the unique personalities of the goats are
not projections but are real and inescapable — we are witness to their faces and
eyes penetrating, seducing, and laughing.
The artist uses the conventions of traditional portraiture: isolating the head
and shoulders in a neutral frame, orchestrating light and shadow-play over
the figure while creating a focus on the most expressive features, and using a
full range of tonality to create visual complexity and amplify volumes. Horan
uses a Pentax medium-format digital camera to shoot the frames in black and
white and then digitally
superimposes subtle
tones of sepia and umber
“These pictures insist upon
to create richer, more
naturalistic though staged
an active engagement of our
images that reference
formal portraiture
own feelings about the souls
of the 19th century.
within other beings, human
“Chattel” means the
possessions, or in this
or otherwise, and how visible
case, the livestock that
they are from out here. If we
one owns. The British
traditionally heralded
are paying attention to our own
the status of their prize
animal specimens
responses, we must grapple
with a commissioned,
with the cause of our response.”
oil painted portrait
and with the advent
of photography, a
KEVIN HORAN
daguerreotype, a practice
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menagerie, it is Jake. Presented as the largest photographic print
that carried over to the colonies. These portraits were
(36 x 44”, edition of 3), Jake commands the pictorial space, filling
intended to display the “beauty” of the animal through
it almost entirely with his emphatic girth, gnarly muzzle with a
the documentation of its use value: its height, width, girth,
Mohawk ridge, heavily veined, silken ears that droop lower than
weight, and the amount that it could pull or push. Horan’s
his chin, and horns that spiral diagonally to almost the corners
title Chattel borrows from this notion of documentation and
of the frame. His is midtoned overall with only slivers of deep
pride, but in his accounting, presents the subjects’ most
shadows in the furrows of his wrinkled flesh and clearly inhabits
salient characteristics as their facial features, physiognomic
the depth of field with its almost shared tonality. But it is his
structure, and the texture and drape of their hair instead.
pronounced under bite turned upward as if in a grin and resonant
These are cues to us, as viewers, to infer or sense the
eyes that emote a languid but playful dignity. We are captured in
personality of each goat, recognizing it in the turn of their
his gaze.
head, the lilt of their ears, or the gaze of their eyes.
The individual
goats in Chattel are
not identified by
breed but rather
Horan found local farmers who allowed him to set up quasiby name, further
indicating that they
formal portrait studios in their barns. But unlike a human subject
are not anonymous
whose ego and vanity would be distinctly in play and would
members of a herd,
but are a part of
elicit active cooperation during a portrait photo session, the
a family, of sorts.
Sherlock, whose head
animals had no such pretentions; they were unruly and otherwise
is shown in profile
distracted, as curious goats are wont to be.
barely turns at the
shoulders revealing
a series of articulated
creases in his back.
Ella formally is the most sophisticated composition and the
His masses of cream-colored curls form an irregular contour
subtlest evocation of the suite. Ella occupies the lower one and
that is in dramatic contrast to the deep black space that
one-half quadrants of the lower right, but almost merges into it
envelops him. This presentation is unlike those for pedigree
as her burnished black fur swallows the light and her soft eyes
shows, beauty pageants and the like. Instead, by virtue of
and nose, that barely stand proud, are coal black. One hesitant,
his uncoifed and irrepressible waves of coiling hair in richly
shimmered reflection on the very edge of her long neck that reads
layered, umbered tonalities and as his curled horn that
as a barely perceivable line of light, demarcates her muscled
encircles the crown of his head and returns us to his attentive
body from the environment. Atop her head are a pair of ringed
expression, he is uniquely aesthetically and psychologically
horns poised in arabesque flight that through the precise focus
compelling.
on their ridged growth patterns provides the only dimensional
Ben stands intimately close. He is positioned frontally
perspective of the piece. Horan’s withholding of chromatic and
to compositionally isolate him in a sea of black, while his
tonal contrasts makes viewers all the more active in their pursuit
upturned
of telling information: her feathery eyelashes that obscure eye
chin and
contact, the dirt on her muzzle that suggests active work or at
short horn
least exuberant curiosity, the multi-hued layered rings that make
imply a
up her horns and bespeak her age, and her sustained composer
youthful
that appears at once distant and present with equanimity. We are
innocence.
her captive audience.
Together
with his
Kevin Horan has at his command all the tropes of
widely-set
photographic portraiture and exploits them to make lushly
imploring
beautiful images of common animals we might well have
eyes and
overlooked. Chattel is a testament to not only his formal and
flaxen
technical prowess, but his patience and affinity to speak with and
colored
allow the animals to speak through him. He presents the ordinary
fur, these
and lets it tell its story quietly with no affectation beyond light
features
and shadow and compositional arrangement.
solicit an
atavistic
empathic
response.
Michal Ann Carley is an artist, free-lance curator, and teaches
If there
Arts Management classes in IU SPEA’s Arts Administration
is a
Program.
patriarch
to this
KEVIN HORAN
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Stuff
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What I learned at the IU Writers’ Conference

BY SARAH BERRY

“You have a community of writers across the world who are just as weird as you.” —Rickey Lauren�is
“To have a ﬁrestorm surrounding your work, that’s what you want.
You just have to weather the storm.” So says Samuel Autman, the
speaker of the Craft and Business of Nonﬁction panel at this summer’s IU Writers’ Conference. He was talking about personal nonﬁction, speciﬁcally memoirs, and his advice ranged from don’t be afraid to
get really personal to don’t go on Amazon and look at reviews, because they
may make you never want to write your memoir or anything, ever.
Internet trolling and ridiculous reviews aside, the writer’s conference provided advice that ranged from how to make yourself sit
down and actually write something to
writing strategies to how to best market
your work once you’ve actually managed
to crank it out. Beginning with a series of
personalized workshops (Chris Abani,
novelist and poet, taught ﬁction; Mary
Robinette Kowal, novelist specializing in
science ﬁction and fantasy, appropriately taught sci-ﬁ/fantasy; Morgan Parker,
poet, taught the poetry workshop), then
transitioning in the afternoon to the panel
with Autman, and then to talks given on
poetry, graphic memoir, and ﬁction, taught
by Rikcey Laurentiis, Amy Kurtzweil, and
Alexander Weinstein, respectively. The day was full of useful information, quirky tips, fun personal stories, and writing exercises.
However, it was interviewing the authors about their personal experiences with writing that I found the most informative. After the day’s
panels were done, there were readings in which the authors read
their works. This was followed by a small reception with light food
and plenty of wine. I spent these receptions awkwardly attempting
to interview the writers (while most of them were trying to talk with
the actual conference participants who had paid to be there), but all
were accommodating and took the time to answer my questions as I
limped along on my journalistic training wheels.

Here’s what I learned….

Writing is like the energizer bunny

“It’s energized, but it must be exhausted because it goes
forever.” That’s Rikcey Laurentiis’ description of the energizer
bunny, which, for him, closely parallels writing: writing itself
is draining, but ﬁnishing a piece and having it appreciated or
published is energizing. Writing is full of ups and downs and
learning how to reconcile the two and work through them. But
it all seems to depend on the writer: Samuel Autman, who both
teaches and writes, found the combination tiring. As a teacher, he says,
it’s not just making the students
enthusiastic and willing to write; it’s
about making sure that in teaching,
you don’t lose that drive either.
Autman says, “I had to learn to try
to ﬁnd things that would energize
my writing.”
There are diﬀerent ways to express
emotions
Writing is often cited as a great
means of self-expression. From
emotion to memory to shared experience, writing gives us a means to connect with others while
examining ourselves. For Samuel Autman, the way to connect
most deeply and personally with people was to write memoirs.
While working as a journalist, Autman began to write personal
columns. “I would write periodic columns, and I found that
readers really connected to those columns.” People loved the
narrative details, even something as small as what someone
was wearing, because it helped them connect to the story. And
through this, Autman was able to tell stories that could connect
to more people because these narratives created a powerful

“Who reads literary
magazines?”
Samuel Autman,
IU Writer’s Conference

JULY—AUG 2017

Continued on the next page

17

empathy, and, ultimately, redemption for those whose story
was being told.
On the ﬂip side, Amy Kurzweil found drawing to be a stronger way for her to convey emotion. “I feel like with graphic
memoir and with drawing I’m able to communicate emotional
information that, in writing, doesn’t come as easily to me.”
Just as I ﬁnd drawing excruciating, many people feel the same
about writing. It’s not for everyone, but most of us have the
same desire to express ourselves in ways that others can readily understand. There are multiple mediums through which to
do this, and they are all capable of telling powerful narratives.
For Amy, drawing allowed her an emotional directness that
she couldn’t ﬁnd in writing, where in a piece of art the smallest
change in a facial expression could speak paragraphs. As
Kurzweil told me: “I have a lot of feelings and I want people to
know that!”

Writing personal nonfiction is scary

Personal nonﬁction means opening your life and experiences
to everyone. Whoever happens to pick up your book or click
on your article suddenly becomes privy to some of the most
intimate details of your life. Autman says he started publishing
his memoir stories in literary magazines, which have a very
limited readership (“Who reads literary magazines? Because
they’re so rare,” Autman remarked to me). Then his writing
was out there, but he didn’t have to worry about it being
everywhere and read by everyone. Eventually, he reached a
turning point, realizing that nonﬁction was what he wanted to
write, and that passion was enough to overcome his fear. But,
regardless of anyone’s passion for writing memoirs, everyone
has to face the ﬁre eventually (“get ready to be cruciﬁed” was
Autman’s advise). You need a thick skin, and you have to decide how you want to deal with the ﬁre. For Autman, it’s like
this: “I’m not gonna ﬁght with people if they wanna attack. If
they don’t want to read it, don’t read it…This is my truth. This
is what happened to me. And if it doesn’t work for you, ﬁnd
books that do work for you.” Just remember: whatever you do,
don’t read those Amazon reviews.

Write in your own voice and for the right reasons
People often try take on a persona when writing, attempting

to write in a voice that isn’t their own. Not only can this make it more
diﬃcult to actually produce writing, but “it often leads to not being
vulnerable or not risking something because what you’re trying to
do is create a style that’s not necessarily your own,” said Alexander
Weinstein. Writing in someone else’s style because you think it’s what
readers want will not only hamper your ability to express yourself,
but often change what you’re writing for. Writing for money is an
issue that plagues many writers. “You think you’re just going to write
the bestseller and it’s just going to be accepted right away. That means
that you’re looking at the product, the end product, rather than the
process, too early” said Chris Abani. The best way to overcome this is
by two things. Morgan Parker advises: “don’t be afraid of yourself.”
And, Mary Robinette Kowal reminds us that we’re readers ﬁrst, so
“write something you want to read.”

Science-fiction isn’t a camp genre

So often we’re tempted to pass sci-ﬁ oﬀ as ﬂuﬀ, camp, low-brow. It’s
the stuﬀ of B serials, cheap, cookie cutter novels, and bloated blockbuster ﬁlms. But it can be much more. Alexander Weinstein thinks
of his work that would typically be classiﬁed as sci-ﬁ as speculative
ﬁction and social critique. Examining how our world may be in the
near future through the way we utilize and depend on social media
sites like Facebook, Instagram, and Snapchat, can convey our relationship with technology and question if we’re losing ourselves to these
inventions. Weinstein cited Tinder as an example: “if you look at, for
example, dating apps, the way that we swipe people into the trash is
very closed-hearted and horrible, but we don’t think of it that way,
so if you take it just a step further it can reveal some of these both
disturbing and humorous underbellies of our current technologies.”
Ultimately, science ﬁction allows to examine our own world through
a diﬀerent, perhaps more objective lens. For Kowal, science ﬁction
“tips the natural world to the side so that you can see the connective tissue, which I think allows us to talk about some social issues
and just the human condition in ways that more naturalistic ﬁction
doesn’t because it doesn’t come with the same kind of baggage.”

You are your own worst enemy when it comes to writing

If you’ve ever tried to write anything, you’ve experienced some
form of writer’s block. You sit down at the computer and everything
you were about to write evaporates in a second, so you go watch
TV. Your thesis suddenly sounds stupid so you decide you might as
well give up writing. Someone asks you
a question and your hour-long writing
streak is over. Weinstein would identify
the cause of these issues as the inner
critic and the slacker. The inner critic
is the one that will tell you “you’re no
good, why should you bother writing.”
The slacker says “nah, we’ll do it tomorrow.” Sometimes it’s one of these that
plagues you, sometimes both. They’re
also impossible to get rid of. Therefore,
Weinstein declared, you must give them
the time they deserve. As much as they
cause problems, they also have their
own merits: “The inner critic becomes a
good editor once trained, and the slacker
becomes really good after you’ve done a
lot of work.”

Writing can seem lonely, but it
doesn’t have to be

Mary Robine�e Kowal specializes in science ﬁc�on and fantasy.
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We’ve all had that experience where
we’re writing something, be it school
essay, work application, personal memoir, magazine article, and we’re doing it
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alone, in our house, at the desk, in the corner,
feeling very isolated from everyone, trying to
ﬁgure out how to put into words feelings that
aren’t easily expressed. And it’s often harder
when we feel alone. That’s why these writing conferences are so special. “What’s really
great here is less that actual tangible classes,
although I think those are important. It’s the
sense of community, because writing is always
already so isolated and lonely. So it’s good
to be reminded that you have a company of
writers across the world, across the nation,
who are just as weird as you,” said Rikcey
Laurentiis. That was my biggest takeaway
from this conference: whether we were laughing at Autman’s anecdotes or struggling to ﬁll
Weinstein’s writing exercises, there was a sense
of togetherness there. And there’s something
about that energy that makes writing, at least
in my experience, much easier, and a much
more enjoyable experience.

GIANT OVERSTOCK
of Guitars
Mandolins &
Banjos at

Vance Music Center
112 W. 6th St North Side Of Downtown Sq 812 339-0618
VanceMusicCenter.com M-F 9:30-5:30 SAT 9:30-5

In conclusion, writing is hard. That sounds
trite, but it’s true. You have to sit down at a
blank page and pluck words from the ether to
create something wholly original that makes
some sort of sense and is actually enjoyable to
other people. Writing conferences like IU’s can
help; words of wisdom from the experienced
(and published) can aid not only with motivation, but skills and general practices. But,
ultimately, it comes down to personal enjoyment. Write (or don’t write; art comes in many
forms) what speaks to you, what you like. If
it’s terrible, who cares. Just have a good time,
and remember: you’re not the only one toiling
away out there.

“Don’t be afraid of yourself.”
—Morgan Parker
JULY—AUG 2017
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event h
M O N D AY, J U LY 2 4 T H

• Pub Quiz Team Trivia; Player’s
Pub; 6:30pm
• Ultimate Painting w/Spissy
and Daguereotype; The Bishop;
8pm; $10
• Open Mic Comedy; Bear’s
Place; 8pm; $3 for 1 or $5 for 2
•

T U E S D AY, J U LY 2 5 T H

• Drekka, Lather Sommer Duo
w/Superstar Cruiser; The
Blockhouse; 9pm; free
• Pub Quiz Team Trivia; Player’s
Pub; 6:30pm
• Blues Jam; Player’s Pub; 8pm
• Songwriters Showcase; Bear’s
Place; 8pm
• Drink n’ Draw; The Back Door; 8pm
• Toxic Moxie, Franknfuker,
Tangled Headphones; The Back
Door; 10pm; $2
•

W E D N E S D AY, J U LY 2 6 T H
• Stardusters Little Big Band;
Player’s Pub; 6:30pm; $7
• Science Café; Bear’s Place;
6:30pm
• Fool House Band; The
Bluebird; 10pm; $5
• Being, Bloomington: Being
Together; Buskirk-Chumley
Theater; 12pm; free
• Open Stage w/Luxe Monroe;
The Back Door; Sign up at 10,
Show at 11

•
T H U R S D AY, J U LY 2 7 T H
• Frank Glover’s KILHO;
Player’s Pub; 6:30pm; $5
• Pub Quiz Team Trivia; Player’s
Pub; 6:30pm
• Shane Torres; The Comedy
Attic; 8pm
• Curtis Williams Album Release
Show w/Crescent Ulmer and
DJ Spikes; The Bishop; 9:30pm;
$5
• Jazz Legend; Jamey Aebersold
Jazz Quartet; Bear’s Place;
5:30pm
• Karaoke; Bear’s Place; 9pm
• Spiderman: Homecoming;
Brown County Playhouse; 4 &
7pm
• The Katatonics, Thee
Aquaholics; The Back Door;
9pm; $5
•

F R I D AY, J U LY 2 8 T H

• Flannel 90s; The Bluebird;
9pm; $5
• Salaam; Player’s Pub; 8pm
• EDM Dance Party; Player’s
Pub; 11pm
• Shane Torres; The Comedy
Attic; 8 & 10:30pm
• Vinyl Lounge; The Bishop;
9pm; free
• Jazz on the Avenue; Madame
Walker Theatre; 6-10pm; $10
• The Graduate Screening;

Eddie Pepitone; 8/10-8/12; The Comedy Attic; various times/prices

Dizgo; 8/23; The Bluebird; 10pm; $5
Buskirk-Chumley Theater;
7:30pm; $5
• Spiderman: Homecoming; Brown
County Playhouse; 4 & 7pm
•

S AT U R D AY, J U LY 2 9 T H

• Counterpoint; Player’s Pub;
5pm
• Lustera w/The Kojos, Video
Odyssey & Thin Lines; Player’s
Pub; 11pm
• Shane Torres; The Comedy
Attic; 8 & 10:30pm
• Vinyl Lounge; The Bishop;
9pm; free
• Synthfest; Buskirk-Chumley
Theater; 8pm; $15
• Salsa vs. Bachata Dance Oﬀ;
Serendipity; 11:30pm
• 6th Annual Indiana State
Fingerstyle Guitar Festival:
Daytime Competition; 11am;
Brown County Playhouse
• 6th Annual Indiana State
Fingerstyle Guitar Festival:
Evening Concert; 7:30pm;
Brown County Playhouse
•

S U N D AY, J U LY 3 0 T H

• The Rooks; Player’s Pub; 8pm
• The Bloomington Chefs’
Challenge; Buskirk-Chumley
Theater; 7pm; $30
• Spiderman: Homecoming;
Brown County Playhouse; 4 &
7pm
• Karaoke; The Back Door; 10pm
•

M O N D AY, J U LY 3 1 S T

• Pub Quiz Team Trivia; Player’s
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Pub; 6:30pm
• Open Mic Comedy; Bear’s
Place; 8pm; $3 for 1 or $5 for 2
•

T U E S D AY, A U G U S T 1 S T

• Pub Quiz Team Trivia; Player’s
Pub; 6:30pm
• Blues Jam; Player’s Pub; 8pm
• Songwriters Showcase; Bear’s
Place; 8pm
• Drink n’ Draw; The Back Door;
8pm
•

WEDNESDAY, AUGUST 2 N D
• Luxe’s Open Stage Beneﬁt
Night for Indiana Recovery
Alliance; The Back Door; 11pm
•

T H U R S D AY, A U G U S T 3 R D
• Slip Me 5 w/StinkEye String
Band; Player’s Pub; 6pm
• Pub Quiz Team Trivia; Player’s
Pub; 6:30pm
• Lucas Brothers; The Comedy
Attic; 8pm
• Indy Jazz Giant: Frank Glover
Quartet; Bear’s Place; 5:30pm
• Karaoke; Bear’s Place; 9pm
• Strong Towns: It Starts Here;
Buskirk-Chumley Theater;
7pm; free
• Free HIV, Gonorrhea,
Chlamydia Testing; The Back
Door; 7-10pm
•

F R I D AY, A U G U S T 4 T H

• EDM Dance Party; Player’s
Pub; 11pm
• Lucas Brothers; The Comedy
Attic; 8 & 10:30pm
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horizon
• Love Story Screening; BuskirkChumley Theater; 7:30pm; $5

S AT U R D AY, A U G U S T 5 T H

• Honky Tonk w/The Blue Diesel
Ramblers; Player’s Pub; 5pm
• Rough Draft; Player’s Pub;
8pm
• Lucas Brothers; The Comedy
Attic; 8 & 10:30pm
• Pam Thrash Retro; The
Bluebird; 9pm; $5
• Chordlighters in Concert;
Brown County Playhouse;
7:30pm
•

S U N D AY, A U G U S T 6 T H

• Lucinda Williams; BuskirkChumley Theater; 8pm
• Karaoke; The Back Door; 10pm
•

M O N D AY, A U G U S T 7 T H

• Open Mic Comedy; Bear’s
Place; 8pm; $3 for 1 or $5 for 2
•

T U E S D AY, A U G U S T 8 T H

• Blues Jam; Player’s Pub; 8pm
• Omni w/Kevin Krauter & Peter
Oren; The Bishop; 9:30pm; $8
advance/$10 door
• Songwriters Showcase; Bear’s
Place; 8pm
• Drink n’ Draw; The Back Door;
8pm
•

Attic; 8 & 10:30pm
• Ought w/Master Key;
The Bishop;8:30pm; $12
advance/$14 day of show
• Middle Coast Film Festival;
Buskirk-Chumley Theater;
6:30pm
•

SATURDAY, AUGUST 12TH

• Kade Puckett; Player’s Pub;
5pm
• The Time Flies w/KILHO;
Player’s Pub; 8pm
• Eddie Pepitone; The Comedy
Attic; 8 & 10:30pm
• Rumours-Fleetwood Mac
Tribute; The Bluebird; 9pm; $10
• Middle Coast Film Festival;
Buskirk-Chumley Theater; 6pm
•

S U N D AY, A U G U S T 1 3 T H

• Karaoke; The Back Door; 10pm;
free
•

M O N D AY, A U G U S T 1 4 T H
• Open Mic Comedy; Bear’s
Place; 8pm; $3 for 1 or $5 for 2
•

T U E S D AY, A U G U S T 1 5 T H

WEDNESDAY, AUGUST 9TH

• Blues Jam; Player’s Pub; 8pm
• Songwriters Showcase; Bear’s
Place; 8pm
• Ballyhoo!; The Bluebird; 9pm;
$14
• Drink n’ Draw; The Back Door;
8pm
•

THURSDAY, AUGUST 10TH

• Opal Fly and KAPOW; Player’s
Pub; 6pm
• Tarra Terra; The Bishop;
9:30pm; $7
• Luxe’s Open Stage; The Back
Door; Sign up at 10, Show at 11
•

• Tom Roznowski; Player’s Pub;
6pm
• Jon Stickley Trio; The Bishop;
9:30pm; $10
• Luxe’s Open Stage; The Back
Door; Sign up at 10, Show at 11
•

• Spoken Word; Player’s Pub; 6pm
• The YeahTones; Player’s Pub;
10pm
• Eddie Pepitone; The Comedy
Attic; 8pm
• Amy O w/Bugg & Jacky Boy;
The Bishop; 8:30pm; $8
• Charlie Ballantine Quartet;
Bear’s Place; 5:30pm
• Karaoke; Bear’s Place; 9pm
• Middle Coast Film Festival;
Buskirk-Chumley Theater;
6:30pm
• Song + Gong Show; The Back
Door; 7-10pm
•

F R I D AY, A U G U S T 1 1 T H

• PB&J Quartet; Player’s Pub;
5pm
• John D’Amato w/The
Katatonics; Player’s Pub; 8pm
• Eddie Pepitone; The Comedy
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WEDNESDAY, AUGUST 16TH

• Beaker; Player’s Pub; 8pm
• For the Love of Hip Hop;
Player’s Pub; 11:30pm
• James Davis; The Comedy
Attic; 8 & 10:30pm
• Rod Tuﬀcurls & The Benchpress;
The Bluebird; 9pm; $8
• Va-Va-Va-Vaudeville!; BuskirkChumley Theater; 2 & 8pm
• Nunsense; Brown County
Playhouse; 7:30pm
•

S U N D AY, A U G U S T 2 0 T H

• SCI Blues Society “Going to
Memphis” Challenge; Player’s
Pub; 2-10pm
• Karaoke; The Back Door; 10pm;
free
•

M O N D AY, A U G U S T 2 1 S T
• Open Mic Comedy; Bear’s
Place; 8pm; $3 for 1 or $5 for 2
•

T U E S D AY, A U G U S T 2 2 N D

• Blues Jam; Player’s Pub; 8pm
• Songwriters Showcase; Bear’s
Place; 8pm
• The Robert Cray Band;
Buskirk-Chumley Theater; 8pm
• Drink n’ Draw; The Back Door;
8pm
•

WEDNESDAY, AUGUST 23RD
• Dizgo; The Bluebird; 10pm; $5
• Stardusters Little Big Band;
Player’s Pub; 6pm
• Being, Bloomington: Being
Together; Buskirk-Chumley

Theater; 12pm; free
• Luxe’s Open Stage; The Back
Door; Sign up at 10, Show at 11
•
THURSDAY, AUGUST 24TH
• Lipbone Redding; Player’s
Pub; 6pm
• Tiﬀany Haddish; The Comedy
Attic; 8pm
• Dave Stryker’s Blue to the
Bone; Bear’s Place; 5:30pm
• Karaoke; Bear’s Place; 9pm
•

F R I D AY, A U G U S T 2 5 T H

• Ya Never Know; Player’s Pub;
5pm
• Tiﬀany Haddish; The Comedy
Attic; 8 & 10:30pm
• Jazz on the Avenue; Madame
Walker Theatre; 6-10pm; $10
• Nunsense; Brown County
Playhouse; 7:30pm
•

SATURDAY, AUGUST 26TH
• Sheri Streeter; Player’s Pub;
5pm
• Tiﬀany Haddish; The Comedy
Attic; 8 & 10:30pm
• Dave Rawlings Machine; The
Bluebird; 8pm; $30
• Nunsense; Brown County
Playhouse; 7:30pm
•

S U N D AY, A U G U S T 2 7 T H
• Erisa Rei; Player’s Pub; 8pm
• Karaoke; The Back Door;
10pm; free

THURSDAY, AUGUST 17TH
• Sarah’s Swing Set; Player’s
Pub; 6pm
• James Davis; The Comedy
Attic; 8pm
• The B-Town Bearcats; Bear’s
Place; 5:30pm
• Karaoke; Bear’s Place; 9pm
•

F R I D AY, A U G U S T 1 8 T H

• James Davis; The Comedy
Attic; 8 & 10:30pm
• The Tillers w/Wonderhills; The
Bishop; 8:30pm; $12
• Clayton Anderson; The
Bluebird; 9pm; $8
• Nunsense; Brown County
Playhouse; 7:30pm
•

SATURDAY, AUGUST 19TH
• The Uke Tones; Player’s Pub;
5pm

Tiffany Haddish; 8/24-8/26; The Comedy Attic; various times/prices
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The Newsreel Dream

By Max Kibbee
Recently, a strange scene intervened in a dream I had. It appeared
During the ﬂight, it was the only
as a short segment to a newsreel—the kind shown many years ago
movement I would see from any
in movie theaters just prior to the main feature. Universal, Vitaphone,
Positioned across
of them.
News Of The Day, all spanning the globe. An earthquake in Helena,
the wings were
Breathtaking stunts were already
Montana. A two-headed calf lives, and eats, in California. Mussolini
ten
children,
common
in
newsreels and ﬁlm production
invades Ethiopia. Breathless narration. Orchestral swells. A few raw
by this time. In Steamboat Bill Jr., the front
sound eﬀects cut in afterward.
arms wrapped
wall of a house falls onto Buster Keaton.
The footage looked like it was shot from an aerial camera. One plane
around and fists
His back is to the action, but he hits his
trailing another from a distance of maybe 50 yards at an altitude of a
clutching the
mark perfectly. As he stands there befudcouple thousand feet. The aircraft being followed by the camera: a classic
bi-plane’s struts
dled, his body passes untouched through
bi-plane. Think dogﬁghts or crop dusting.
and stagger wires. a second ﬂoor window frame as the
The lead plane seemed so delicate as it ﬂoated through the air. Spruce
entire wall collapses around him. Every
As I watched the
for bones, canvas for skin. The pilot’s head just barely visible in the cockweek in America’s theaters: ﬂagpole
pit; facing forward and intent on riding whatever he could ﬁnd to keep
plane, a thought
sitters, building climbers, wing walkers.
the wings steady and parallel with the ground.
crossed my mind
The stunt in my dream beat them all.
There was an obvious reason for this diligence and why this ﬂight
that
these
might
be
But no gasps resounded from a
would have been captured on ﬁlm. Positioned across the wings were ten
small mannequins
surrounding audience. No theater. No
children, arms wrapped around and ﬁsts clutching the bi-plane’s struts
engine noise from the trailing plane, so
expertly outfitted
and stagger wires. There were ﬁve for each wing: four lying prone, four
I’m not the one ﬁlming either. No, I’m
standing, with two crouched below a taller child above them. One of
with hairbows,
not present for this at all. Just dreaming.
these children gripped the strut with one hand and the leg of the standprint dresses, and
The footage runs for about half a minute
ing child with the other.
suspenders. But
in dreamtime. None of the children cry,
They ranged in age from about four years old to maybe 12. Equalremarkably, even as
or panic, or fall. What remains unknown
ly balanced by gender. The plane trailing with the camera was not
is
why they would ever be there, what
the
pilot’s
silk
scarf
quite near enough, the focus not quite clear enough, to show their
adult approval was involved in devising the
expressions. But their determination was evident. They were all as
fought constantly
stunt, or whether maybe the children were
perfectly still as a row of china dolls.
against the wind,
given
ice cream cones after the plane landed.
In fact, as I watched the plane, a thought crossed my mind
there was not the
That would have been a good clip to close the
that these might be small mannequins expertly outﬁtted with
slightest ripple
newsreel with. On the side, maybe 50 dollars for
hairbows, print dresses, and suspenders. But remarkably,
each family. It would have been during the Depresof
breeze on
even as the pilot’s silk scarf fought constantly against the
sion, after all.
the children’s
wind, there was not the slightest ripple of breeze on the
This
all wound up as a dream in 2017. But after waking
children’s clothing.
clothing.
that morning, my mind would not let go. It seemed less a
I’d place the time period as the mid-1930s. No
dream, more like a long-forgotten memory. Those children—the
skyscrapers below. Instead, tall church steeples, tidy
math
told
me that even the
farm ﬁelds. Europe. I remember marveling at all of
youngest would be approaching 90
this, wondering if the children’s parents might be
Max Kibbee currently lives in Bloomingnow. And lying ahead of them back then, ton, Indiana, within walking distance
passing binoculars on the airﬁeld below, when
desperate times made even more desperate of Hoagy Carmichael’s gravesite and a
suddenly a random gust caught a newsy cap
with
a second great war coming soon. Then
worn by an older boy hugging the outer right
decent cup of coﬀee. Although he has
beyond that, the world it would produce, with
strut. He casually reached out to snatch the
stretched the truth in a variety of forms,
still a precious few of us safe asleep in our beds.
cap and then placed it back on his head.
this is his ﬁrst published piece of ﬁction.
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Sodiagome
Ellen wasn’t sure she was looking
forward to Henry’s retirement.
She had lots of friends who told
her their husbands were always
around the house since they retired.
The men didn’t seem to know what
to do except bother their wives. A
Japanese friend said that many Japanese women divorced their husbands when they retired because
it was much too diﬃcult to live
with men who always wanted to
be waited on. Usually, her friend
said, husbands fell into one
of two categories: the “me
too” kind that trailed
after their wives like
little children to all social occasions or the sit at
home, watching television
kind, who vegetated. Japanese wives even had a special
word for this second kind of
husband: sodaigome, meaning a
very big pile of garbage.
Surely Henry wasn’t going to
be a sodaigome, Ellen thought.
It was hard to picture him either
staying at home all the time or
sticking to her like a wet leaf
wherever she went. He was so
energetic and work-oriented. After nearly forty years of marriage,
she was quite used to her own
schedule. Of course she ﬁxed him
breakfast before sending him oﬀ
to work and had dinner ready
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when he arrived home, but the time in between was hers.
She might nap for several hours during the afternoon
(Henry called napping a waste of time), but she always put
on fresh makeup and a clean dress before he came home.
Growing up in the 1950s, she believed her mother’s advice
that a wife should look her best when she welcomed her
tired husband home from the oﬃce.
On the day of his retirement in early May, his engineering
colleagues at the college gave him the complete Audubon’s
Birds of America. Bird watching was a hobby of his, one
she hoped he would continue. Henry was pleased and
mentioned to his friends that he was looking forward
to many happy hours of bird watching in the woods
around their home. And for a few weeks he did go out
every morning at dawn looking for bluebirds, the elusive
summer tangier, whose song they heard upon its arrival
in their yard each summer, and the great blue heron that
often ﬁshed at their pond. Each time he returned to the
house he would report on how many bluebirds he had
seen, where their nests were, and how many great blue
herons and egrets he found in nearby ponds. Ellen was
reassured. She still had the house to herself most of the
day, and if she ate some chocolates now and then while
she read a Harlequin romance, who was to know?
That afternoon as she left for her weekly bridge club
meeting, she could imagine telling her eight friends
all about his hobby. It would ﬁt right in with the usual
topics of conversation--husbands and marriage. Over
their twenty years of playing bridge, their conversational topics had ranged from how to keep a man’s interest
in you after the ﬁrst year of marriage to problems of
menopause and female dryness, the beneﬁts of hormone replacement therapy, and how to survive your
husband’s retirement. As usual, Dorothy Gaines was
the ﬁrst to speak.
“My husband,” she said reaching for a pretzel stick
and holding her cards in her left hand, “can’t seem to
ﬁnd enough to do around the house. He’s always following me around, even when I clean. I’m beginning
to think I need a babysitter.”
Two of the other four women at the card table nodded their heads in agreement. “Mine’s the same way,”
said Rachel Hirst. She shuﬄed her cards, her long,
sculptured nails on display. “When I went to visit my
sister last week, he insisted on coming along. I don’t
know why. He sat in front of the television most of
the day watching baseball tournaments.”
Hazel Amherst made a clicking sound of sympathy with her tongue. “Sounds familiar, girls. Maybe
we should hire someone to kidnap them, take their
wallets, drive them several hundred miles away
from here and dump them out in the country. At
least we’d have a few days of peace before they
returned.” She sensed the way the women paused,
almost considering it.
“What about you, Ellen?” Seven women looked
up from their cards. Ellen’s husband was the last
to retire. She tried not to smile when she said that
Henry hadn’t bothered her at all. In fact, she explained, he spent all day bird watching.
“Humph,” muttered Hazel. “Just you wait.” Ellen
didn’t like Hazel’s tone. She couldn’t imagine
being so resentful that she might have Henry kidnapped. Not even to joke about it. Nothing in her
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ﬁfties upbringing had prepared her for this.
“Honor and obey.” She took those marriage
vows seriously. How could you honor someone
if you didn’t want them around?
But by the fourth week of Henry’s retirement,
the idea of kidnapping him wasn’t so dreadful after all. It was clear that he was no longer
interested in bird watching. He stayed at home
but followed her everywhere, from room to
room. Fascinated and repelled at the same time,
Ellen realized that her husband was becoming a
sodaigame.
She even had to close
the door to
the bathroom or he’d
be in there next. He
demanded elaborate
lunches of several
courses to keep his
strength up, lunches that she had
to spend several
hours preparing,
not to mention
dinner. No sandwiches, thank
you. There was
no question of
reading anymore. If she
sat down to
do so, he
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interrupted her. Or
he turned on the television to
his favorite sports programs, unaware or
unconcerned that the Chicago Cubs rattled her
concentration.
But worst of all was his lack of hygiene. He
used to bathe every day, shave and put on clean
underwear before ﬁnishing dressing. She had always thought he was one of the best dressed and
most fastidious persons she had known. Now he
went several days without a bath, and she was
sure he wore the same shorts for several days.
Grey stubble covered his face. When he tried to
kiss her, it was hard not to duck. She couldn’t
stand his scratchy face. She didn’t recognize this
tramp she married. Nothing in her upbringing
had prepared her for this. Was this what retirement did to men, she wondered. This didn’t
happen to women. She didn’t suddenly become a
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hag just because Henry retired. True, her dresses seemed to have shrunk around her hips and,
looking into the mirror, she saw, in certain poses,
a suggestion of a double chin. No dreaded wattles...yet. And she was always dressed in clean
underwear which smelled of the violet sachets
she kept in her lingerie drawer.
She found herself imagining scenarios in which
she disposed of Henry. Agatha Christie, her favorite mystery writer, had lots of stories where the
victim dies by drinking an exotic poison, the taste
cleverly concealed in hot cocoa or some such drink.
But that was the problem, she concluded. Where
could she ﬁnd some of the ingredients? Oleander
leaves? Nightshade? But even if she did ﬁnd oleander, how many leaves? And how long would she have
to cook them to extract the poison? It was a pity that
mystery writers never gave you a formula, something
like a recipe that you could follow. She was good at
following recipes.
Still, it wouldn’t do. Hercule Poirot always solved
the crime and caught the criminal. And they hadn’t
had hot cocoa in years. Henry would know something
was amiss.
She thought of Thelma and Louise, a movie her best
friend had urged her to see with the whispered warning
“You won’t believe what happens to the men.” At ﬁrst
she was shocked, but as she sided more and more with
Thelma and Louise, she saw it solved the problem (admittedly somewhat drastically) of how to get rid of diﬃcult
men. The ending, however, did not appeal to her. Not at
all. She couldn’t see herself going over a cliﬀ or anything
else for that matter. She’d chicken out. Prison was the only
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conclusion she could envision for herself.
That evening she scanned the local newspaper. She had long ago
decided that its order of presentation—gossip, sports and religion—
was an indication of the selling power of the “big three.” Any other
news, including national events, had to make do with four paragraphs maximum. Having limited interest in out-of-date gossip
and none at all in the other two, it didn’t take her long to read the
paper. She lingered only on the last page, the one with the obituaries, searching for names she might recognize.
“Ellen. Are you going to bed soon?” She started and looked up
from the paper. Her husband stood at the foot of the stairs, his
right hand on the banister. It was already ten o’clock. Assuring
him that she soon would, she was surprised to see the hesitation
in his step as he climbed the stairs. When did his back start to
bend like that? Did men get osteoporosis too? He had been so
proud of his military posture, yet he looked almost frail now.
She sighed, rose from her chair, and locked up for the night.
Later, after brushing her teeth and changing into her summer nightgown, she joined him in the bedroom. He had left
her bedside light on. In the soft light, his silver whiskers
gleamed. His mouth hung slightly open as he snored. His
snores were little whistles that started high and descended in
pitch, reminding her of a steam calliope she had once heard
at a circus. She smiled and curled up next to him, her hand
reaching for his.

Paula W. Sunderman retired to Bloomington after teaching English and linguistics at Mississippi State University. She enjoys
writing, being a docent at the IU Eskenazi Museum of Art, and
attending cultural events. The idea for “Sodaigome” came from
her year of teaching in Japan.
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T he Rescue
By Sharon Pugh

After 17 years as a grant and loan
processor in the ﬁnancial aids oﬃce
of a public university, Mary hoped
that she was, if not indispensable,
enough of a ﬁxture to fall within the
safety net of institutional inertia. The
year was 1985, when programming
wizards everywhere were working
the last bugs out of customized
information systems for oﬃces like
hers, which would make benevolence toward obsolete employees a
luxury no institution could aﬀord.
Ten years earlier she might have
taken the situation as an opportunity
to do something better with her life,
but now, having crested her mid-forties, she just worried.
Her work space was at the back of a
large room partitioned into a warren
of cubicles by book cases and ﬁling
cabinets that held a burgeoning
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archive of ﬁle folders. In February,
the room was musty with paper, old
plaster, and steam heat, a setting that
signiﬁed the ignobility of need in the
eighties. Although her domain was
paperwork, not customer service, occasionally a student would manage
to wind up at her desk and needed
to be redirected to a counselor.
Immersed in a government form,
Mary didn’t immediately notice the
young man standing in front of her,
waiting silently to be acknowledged.
He had a long forehead with a visible vein and thin brown hair combed
sideways across his scalp, and a look
of anxiety that struck a resonant
chord in her own nerves. When she
asked what he needed, his voice was
so soft she couldn’t understand him,
so she asked him to sit down.
“My ﬁnancial aid application,” he

almost whispered while she craned
toward him. “I think it’s lost.”
“Well, I doubt that,” she said
heartily, pushing a legal pad toward
him. “Write down your name and
social security number.” He wrote in
small letters, as if to use up the least
amount of paper. “Leon Keystone,”
she read aloud when he had ﬁnished, and he nodded.
But his folder was not where it
should have been. She asked who
his ﬁnancial aid counselor was, and
though he couldn’t remember her
name, from his description Mary
guessed it was a woman who was
out on maternity leave. At this point
she should have simply referred
him to another counselor, but when
she saw how he sat twisting a knit
hat while the vein in his forehead
seemed to swell, she decided to
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handle the matter herself and told him to
come back the next day.
Leon rose and zipped his jacket to his
chin and buttoned it across his neck,
pulled his cap down over his forehead
and ears. As he walked away, she saw
that his legs were slightly bowed and he
had a tilt as if one shoulder was permanently higher than the other. His lope
across the ﬂoor was tentative, like that of
an arboreal creature on the ground. Mary
yearned to help him.
But after a thorough search after the
oﬃce had closed, Mary concluded that
Leon’s folder was indeed lost. The next
day, as he was working the zipper down
from his chin, she broke the news. To her
surprise, he smiled.
“This is what happens to me,” he said.
“Lost ﬁles, mistakes in records, mail
misdirected. I spend half my life tracking
things down.”
Mary smiled back. “And the other half
doing them over?”
“Yes!”
“Well,” she replied, feeling cheerful,
“we’ll just have to start from scratch.”
She fetched a new application form and
cleared a place on her desk. He piled his
wraps on the ﬂoor and began the task.
When he had ﬁnished, Mary looked
over the form, noting he was a graduate
student in comparative literature. His
age, 26, surprised her, though when she
thought of it later, any age probably
would have surprised her. He seemed
simultaneously childlike in his apprehension yet possessed of a uniform resignation she had only seen in elderly men.
His estimate of expenses was ridiculously low. “Are you sure you put everything
down?” He shrugged. “We could beef it
up.” He shrugged again. “Call me in a
couple of days,” she said. “My name is
Mary Smith.”
“Mary Smith?” he said. “Is that your real
name?”
In a way it wasn’t. Mary had kept her
former husband’s name when they’d
divorced many years ago. Originally
she’d been Mary Fuchs, a name that had
entailed so much torment in her childhood she couldn’t bear to go back to it.
An immigrating forebear might have easily forestalled the issue by translating the
unfortunate homophone from German,
but none had. So Leon was right. Smith
was an alias, especially in view of the
brevity of her marriage.
In fact, she had once known a real Mary
Smith, a heavy-set woman probably in
her ﬁfties who had a single room down
the hall from the apartment in which
Mary Fuchs lived with her mother. The
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real Mary Smith waited tables in a downtown department store tea room, and in
the evenings she would sometimes come
down the hall, still wearing her white
wedgies and black uniform, and knock
on their door. “Don’t answer it,” Mary
would mouth because she found Mary
Smith a bore. But her mother always did.
And once inside, Mary Smith would sit
seemingly for hours, boasting about the
fancy tearoom and its high class clientele.
“Don’t open it next time,” Mary had
always said when they were ﬁnally listening to the squeegee sound of Mary’s
Smith padding back to her room. But her
mother simply said, “poor soul,” and
when the knock came again, she would
go to the door. That was nearly thirty ﬁve
years ago, when Mary was twelve.
“Well,” she said to Leon now. “It’s who I
am.” He gave her a salute and loped away.
With Mary’s help, Leon qualiﬁed for
work-study, but then came the issue
of ﬁnding a job. He had no clerical or
technical skills and obviously wasn’t a
candidate for physical labor. A library
job would have been ideal, but none
was available at the time. Then a request
came for a student to monitor the rat
lab in the psychology building. The rats
lived in cages with wire ﬂoors, which
someone else kept clean. The job on oﬀer
was to record data on their activities using a provided protocol. It wasn’t hard,
but it didn’t pay as well as she would
have liked. Leon took it.
The rat lab was the outer chamber of the
experimental animal quarters and was
separated from the rest by an oﬃce-laboratory belonging to Nicholas Banner,
a well-known animal behaviorist, who
himself worked mainly with primates.
The rats were for students who were not
in on what he called his frontier research
in cognition. Except for these few and
Jeﬀ, a caretaker who had worked for the
department for years, the inner quarters
were oﬀ limits to everyone.
Leon liked the job. Despite numerous
allergies, he found he could tolerate the
particular sediments and odors of the
rat cages, and he had a night shift, nine
to midnight Tuesday through Sunday,
which provided solitude and time to read.
Occasionally others would come through,
usually Jeﬀ or Professor Banner himself,
but they paid little attention to him. Banner
was a small, agile man who rode a bicycle
in all but the severest weather and whose
ﬁgure connoted youth until one got close
enough to see his bald head with tufts of
gray on the side. His joy was data. When
he went to his desk with the bulky printout that was the output of computer pro-
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cessing at the time, he had the eager look of
a child on his birthday. He said little to Leon
and usually just nodded and slipped on
by, as if the presence of a human being not
involved in his important projects was an
anomaly he had no responsibility to address.
Weeks went by before Mary and Leon
crossed paths again, this time by chance in
the campus bookstore. At ﬁrst she didn’t
recognize him because he had started
growing a beard, which was coming in
thin and multi-toned.
“How’s it going?” she asked.
“Fine. Thanks again for the help.”
“No big deal. It’s my job.” She smiled and
kept ﬂipping through the book she was
holding. Neither of them could think of
anything further to say. Leon stood there a
few moments and then gave a little wave.
“Well, so, take it easy.”
“Yeah, same to you.” She hesitated. “Sure
everything’s okay?” She knew that what
he was earning wasn’t really enough to
live on. “Do you need anything?”
“No, I’m okay.”
“Hey,” she said pulling a notepad from
her purse. “Here’s my home number if you
need anything,” and she scribbled it down.
They were both surprised she had done
that, but somehow it felt right, as if he were
a recently found distant relative, and she,
the elder, reaching out. He thanked her and
walked away. “Hey, the beard looks good,”
she called out, but he didn’t hear.
One night when he got to the lab Leon
noticed a chittering sound that was new,
coming from their cages but from Banner’s
oﬃce and with complaint in it, like a kitten
mewing. Banner’s door was ajar, and peering in Leon saw the professor and another
man at the far end of the room, their backs
to him as they pondered a print-out unrolled on a desk. Between them and Leon,
on a long table, sat a portable cage, and
inside it was the source of the sound.
At ﬁrst he thought it held a squirrel, but
then he could see it was a small monkey,
sitting with its hands over its face and
crying. Leon stepped back and pulled the
door closed without disturbing the men.
As he went about his data recording, the
sound seemed to get stronger, more piercing, as if the monkey’s panic was rising.
After a while the two men came out and
nodded in his direction as they left. As
soon as they were gone, Leon opened the
oﬃce door and stepped inside.
A card attached to the cage identiﬁed the
inhabitant as Macaca Mulatta, male, b.
10-12-84. The monkey was still a youngster, almost a baby. He sat with his hands
pressed tightly over his eyes while his lower jaw vibrated, showing Leon tiny white
teeth. Poking a ﬁnger through the bars,
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Leon touched the back of one little hand,
and the monkey jumped and stared. Leon
put his face close to the wire and stared
back. The monkey retreated to the corner
of the cage but did not cover his face again.
For a while they stared at each other. Then
Leon stuck his ﬁnger in the cage again and
wagged it. The monkey came cautiously
over and grasped the ﬁnger, which Leon
let him hold for a while before gently withdrawing it. After that, the monkey was
quiet, and Leon went back to his work.
When his shift was over, Leon went into
the oﬃce again and found the monkey
asleep. There was no bedding in the
cage, no food or water. He waited till Jeﬀ
came in and read the card. “Macaca,”
Jeﬀ said. “Mac when you’re good, Caca
when you’re bad.” He laughed at his own
wit. “Beats me what I’m supposed to do
with him. I guess I’ll take a chance.” Jeﬀ
brought a banana from the primate quarters and put it in the age, but the monkey
didn’t move.
“Maybe he wants milk,” suggested Leon.
“No,” said Jeﬀ, Ahe’ll eat that.” And he
went into the primate quarters.
When he came out, Leon was still there,
holding the monkey and feeding him bits
of banana. “That’s bad for the animal,”
Jeﬀ said. “They bond, and then they’re
contaminated. Harder to work with.”
Leon put Mac back into the cage, but the
monkey held onto his hand. He carefully
disengaged the tiny ﬁngers and stroked
the monkey’s head before closing the door.
When he turned away, the crying started
again, that grieving sound. “See what I
mean?” said Jeﬀ.
But as soon as Jeﬀ was out of sight, Leon
went back into Banner’s oﬃce. He came
close to the cage and said, “hi, Mac.” The
monkey came over and put his face against
the inside wire. Nose to nose, they looked
at each other a few moments. Then Leon
reached in and lifted the monkey out. He
brought him up to face level and peered
into his simian eyes, seeing depths of
knowing uncluttered by the evolutionary
choice of language. “Hi, Mac,” he said
again, and he thought he saw monkey’s
eyes register the name. Watching Leon
wisely, Mac brought up one hand and laid
it gently on his beard. With both hands
then he began touching and patting the
hairs, parting them, exploring them in a
series of ﬁne divisions. Leon stood very
quietly, feeling the small weight of the
monkey in his hands while the tiny ﬁngers
worked exquisitely through his beard.
When he was ﬁnished, Mac climbed onto
Leon’s shoulder, put an arm around his
head, and laid his face against his jaw.
For two weeks Mac lived in Banner’s of-

ﬁce, and every evening, Leon spent all the
time he could with the monkey. Once Jeﬀ
caught them in Banner’s chair, sharing an
apple, and warned Leon that what he was
doing could cost him his job.
“Why?” asked Leon. “What are they going
to do with him?”
“Learning experiments,” said Jeﬀ. “He’s
supposed to be in a controlled environment.”
“So who’ll know?” asked Leon, stroking
Mac’s head.
“Jesus, man, this is a university. You’re
screwing up research. You know, knowledge. That’s what they do in this particular
factory, they manufacture knowledge.
Do you want to contribute to a defective
product?”
“Product?”
“Just do what you’re supposed to. If you
mess him up they’ll know. No playing
with the livestock.”
“Mac isn’t livestock,” said Leon. “He’s my
buddy.”
“You’re buddy’s going to be your butt if
anything happens,” said Jeﬀ. “You know it
ain’t going to be mine.”
Leon might never have seen Banner in any
capacity other than their nodding relationship had he not been advised by one of
his literature professors to attend a lecture
sponsored by the psychology department,
“The Poetics of Perception.” The speaker
was a famous cognitive scientist from a
west coast university, who had written a
book that had become required reading in
a dozen disciplines, ranging from advertising to physics. Students who did not
avail themselves of the corporeal presence
of this seminal thinker, his professor said,
were not real students.
Leon had already guessed as much about
himself, but he decided to go.
Banner introduced the speaker. Standing
behind the podium, he spoke warmly and
at length about the intellectual contributions to the science of knowledge made
by this scholar and close personal friend.
There was an almost manic quality in
Banner’s enthusiasm, as if this event
touched on the sacred. And now the speaker himself, a plump and merry looking
man, stepped forward from the corner in
which he’d been standing, smiling broadly
yet somehow modestly. Although he too
was in his ﬁfties, he had the same look of
unspoiled boyhood as Banner.
As Banner stepped aside, the speaker
took over the podium and launched into
his topic immediately, as if he could no
longer restrain himself, showing handdrawn transparencies with such speed as
to convey the notion of a moving ﬁlm. This
energetic action made the lecture exhilarating, even for those who, like Leon, did
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not understand it. Then, halfway
through, the speaker signaled that
there would now be a change of
direction. They had come to the
really exciting part of his work, he
said, the determination of the neurological basis of perception. He
rubbed his hands together, and his
voice dropped to a reverent tone.
As a whole, the audience rustled
and leaned forward in their chairs.
Now the speaker slapped down
a transparency showing what

evidence of reaction around him,
looked back at the speaker and
became ill. He had chosen a seat
that front and center, and now he
had to get up and lunge out, clambering over knees and making
people fold down the arm-desks
they had set up to take notes. Out
in the corridor he felt a little better
and thought he would go home,
but he didn’t.
As if he were being pursued,
Leon pressed the lock button on

The monkey was still a youngster, almost a baby.
He sat with his hands pressed tightly over his eyes
while his lower jaw vibrated, showing Leon tiny
white teeth. Poking a finger through the bars, Leon
touched the back of one little hand, and the monkey
jumped and stared. Leon put his face close to the
wire and stared back. The monkey retreated to the
corner of the cage but did not cover his face again.
For a while they stared at each other.
appeared to be green and red
circuitry drawn with the same exuberance as the other illustrations
and beamed at his listeners. From
this point on, at least for Leon,
the meaning of what he said was
perfectly clear.
“First I’ll give you some background on this,” he began.
“Franz Gabler and his group
have developed a procedure for
actually measuring the impact of
stimulation on the visual cortex.
They take a monkey and give it
an injection that paralyzes it so
that it can’t move a single muscle,
including those in the eyes and
eyelids. Then they stimulate it
repeatedly with light sources of
increasing intensity, always aiming at the same spot, ﬁring over
and over. And then, well, don’t
tell the animal rights folks”—he
cough-chuckled—“the monkey is
destroyed and the brain removed
and sectioned to examine the
eﬀects of the stimulation, which
actually burns into the tissue. And
from these data we hope eventually to build a computer simulation of the neurological events
involved in perception.”
Leon sat stunned. He looked
to his right and his left, saw no
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Banner’s door after he stepped
inside. Mac chittered with joy. He
picked up the monkey, and the
tiny hands immediately began
the ritual of grooming his beard.
Nattering softly, Mac parted
and re-parted it, deftly touching
the tingling skin of Leon’s face.
Just then, Leon heard the slam
of the outer door, and then the
inside knob was being worked.
He froze. If Banner caught him
like this, he’d be ﬁred for sure.
Instinctively, he thrust Mac down
into the front of his jacket, where
the monkey immediately became
still. Whoever was trying the door,
probably Jeﬀ, apparently didn’t
have the key, and the outer door
slammed again.
Figuring he might have ﬁve minutes before Jeﬀ came back, Leon
didn’t hesitate, bolting through
both doors and into the corridor,
where he headed for the nearest
stairway and galloped down. Outside on the lawn, he saw no one.
Still without pausing, Mac riding
against his heart, he walked the
fourteen blocks to his room.
It was nearly midnight when the
phone rang, but Mary hadn’t gone
to bed. She sat in her recliner by
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the window. It was her habit to nap after
work and stay up late reading. She almost
decided not to answer, thinking it must
be a crank call, and it was only when the
sound persisted into the ninth ring that
she picked the receiver up. Although she
hadn’t talked to him since the bookstore
encounter, she immediately knew it was
Leon. He seemed less certain of her.
“Mary?” he said, and then on top of her
answer, “Mary Smith?”
A pause.
“I need your help.”
“Okay.” She waited. “What is it?”
“Well, I guess I’m in a little trouble.”
“Okay.” Leon seemed torn. She sensed
that the wrong word might frighten him
away from her help. “What is it?” she
asked again.
“It’s better if I see you.”
“Tomorrow?” Silence. “What’s wrong?”
The silence continued. “Can you come in
tomorrow?”
“I guess,” he ﬁnally said.
“Okay, when?”
“Well, it’s kind of a problem. I can’t exactly come in.”
“Are you sick?” She leaned forward in her
chair and felt as if she might fall on her
face.
“No. Look. I know this is a terrible thing
to ask, but do you suppose you could
come here?”
“Tomorrow?”
“Well, I mean now.”
So it was that bad. The yearning to help
rose in Mary again, and she said she
would. She put on a coat and drove to the
dilapidated Victorian in the student ghetto
where Leon rented a room and knocked on
his door, all the while arguing under her
breath against this course of action.
When the door opened and she saw Mac
sitting on Leon’s shoulder, Mary was
struck by a resemblance between the two,
not so much in their features as in their
expressions, the slight visibility of lower
teeth in a set jaw, the intelligent fear in
their eyes. The monkey’s tail hung down
Leon’s back like a braid.
“Where did you get him?” Of course she
already knew. “You’ll have to take him
back,” she said.
“No, I’m afraid they’ll hurt him.”
“If you don’t take him back, you’ll be
ﬁred,” she said. “You know that. You’ll be
kicked out of school.”
“No, I can’t do it,” Leon said, while Mac
clutched his beard and stared at her with
eyes that seemed about to ignite. “You
know what they do to them in those labs.
Torture them, kill them, slice up their
brains.”
“Where did you hear that?”
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He told her about the lecture. “That’s not
here,” Mary said ﬁrmly. “That’s California. They don’t do that kind of research
here.” In fact, she had no idea what kind of
research was done at this university. “They
just do training and language studies,” she
made up. Mac blinked at her and clutched
Leon’s beard tighter. “Don’t be stupid,
Leon,” she went on. “He’ll be all right.
They won’t hurt him.”
Leon, like Mac, kept staring at her. “I was
hoping you’d help me hide him,” he said.
Mary shook her head vigorously.
“It won’t work,” she said. “They’ll arrest
you. You’ve committed a felony.” She took
hold of his arm and actually tugged it.
For a moment, Leon resisted, but then she
could feel him giving in to her authority.
He allowed himself to be led to her car.
On the way, he made one more try. “I was
hoping you’d keep him for a while.” But
Mary had hit upon what she considered
the deﬁnitive term. “This is a felony, Leon.
They’ll have both of us in jail.”
Nothing more was said during the short
drive to the psychology building. Mac
resisted being put back into his cage. Mary
watched Leon peel the monkey’s ﬁngers
from his hand, and suddenly, as if she had
touched a live wire, she was connected to
their pain. It wasn’t right. That much was
true. And saying so seemed the only way
to show Leon that what he’d done, felony
or not, was noble. But just as she was
about to speak, Jeﬀ opened the door from
inside the primate quarters.
“Jesus Christ,” Jeﬀ said. Mary and Leon
froze.
Leon’s jaw was clenched, and when he
opened his mouth there was a loud crack
like a bone snapping. He worked his jaw
as if it was on faulty hinge and didn’t say
anything.
“Man, you’ve got a problem,” said Jeﬀ.
“Get the hell back to your rats.”
“Has anyone turned this in?” asked Mary.
Jeﬀ ignored her. He picked up the cage,
and Mac tumbled to a corner, his arms
wrapped around his head. “Stay the hell
out of here,” he said to Leon. “Next time
you’re gone, believe me.”
The next night, and for many nights after,
when Leon went to work, there was no
sign of Mac. Night after night he opened
Banner’s door but just looked straight
through to the other door, which he knew
was locked. This went on for a few weeks,
during which he thought constantly of the
feel of the miniature hands in his beard.
He tried in vain to think of some way to
get into the primate quarters, but the door
locked automatically whenever Jeﬀ came
through.
Like a hapless lover, Leon lived only to

be as close to the monkey as he could get.
His life now centered on the rat lab, where,
occasionally, he might get a glimpse of the
door that barred him from Mac, and which
he would have laid his face against if he
had not feared getting caught in the oﬃce
by Jeﬀ. So he looked at it, grieved, and let
the rest of the world depart from him as
the shore departs from a drifting ship. And
then one night, miracle of miracles, when
he opened Banner’s door, the cage was
back on the center table.
Leon took a step in. The cage appeared to
be empty, but then he saw the monkey’s
tail. Mac was huddled in a corner, his back
to Leon. As he stepped closer, Leon could
see that the monkey’s head was partially
shaved. He put his face next to the wire
and whispered, “Mac.”
The monkey did not move. Leon reached
into the cage and gently touched his back.
Mac remained rigid. Leon put both hands
into the cage and began to pull the monkey
closer. In a swift reﬂex, Mac twisted his
head around and bit Leon’s ﬁnger, but
Leon kept his hold and pulled the monkey
out of the cage.
“What did they do to you, little guy?” he
said, and then he saw. Mac’s left eye was
missing. The empty socket was shriveled
and half healed. “Oh God, oh Jesus Christ,”
Leon moaned. Mac’s teeth were bared.
“Those bastards.” He brought the monkey
up close and Mac reached out, as if to grab
Leon’s own left eye, but instead the hands
nestled once again into his beard.
Mary got the news about the missing
student and monkey ﬁrst on the campus
radio station and then by a visit from the
local police, who were trying to track Leon
down. He had abandoned his room, and
the address in the registrar’s ﬁle wasn’t
current, so they were checking his ﬁnancial
aid records. Mary remembered that he
had put down the name of an uncle as a
contact person. Luckily, the ﬁling cabinet
in which his ﬁle was kept was out of sight
of the oﬃcers standing in front of her desk,
so she was able to take that sheet out and
hide it in the back of the drawer before she
brought the folder back.
“Apparently just the old one here,” she
said as she leafed through the folder. One
of the policemen took it from her and
looked through it himself. “This all you
got?” she nodded, her one act of deﬁance
before the dawn of a doomed era of relentless detection.
When the men had gone, a counselor who
had been stalling around the ﬁling cabinets
said, “wasn’t he the one who came around to
see you?” Mary nodded. “Yes, I helped him.
I never knew where he came from though.”
“I always thought he was kind of
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weird,” said the woman as she headed back
to her desk.
At the end of the work day there was still no
word on the missing student and his monkey.
Mary felt absolutely sure that neither she nor
anyone else in town would ever see Leon or Mac
again. Perhaps she should have helped him the
ﬁrst time he asked, but then or now, he wouldn’t
have gotten away with the rescue by any means
other than disappearing. Hooray for him, she
thought. Hooray for them. And with every
particle of her will, she jinxed the eﬀorts of the
authorities to ﬁnd the missing pair.
Instead of going home, she headed out of
town into its rural outskirts, and she was soon
driving among ﬁelds and woods. She turned
oﬀ from the highway onto a side road, followed it to a T, turned left and found herself in
a network of gravel roads that parted right or
left arbitrarily. After nearly an hour of driving
this way, she had no idea where she was or
how far she’d come. She noticed her fuel gauge
was getting low and imagined running out of
gas, what she might need to do next, but this
distant, inconsequential problem didn’t hold
her interest.
One day, the real Mary Smith—the tea-room
waitress who had lived in a single room down
the hall from Mary when she was a child—was
simply gone. Little Mary Fuchs came home
from school and found Mary Smith’s door
propped open with a vacuum cleaner. Stepping inside for the ﬁrst time, she saw that the
room contained only a stripped down bed and
a chest of drawers. Fitted in one corner was
a tiny sink, but there was no bathroom. Mary
Smith had lived without a bathroom. Standing
in Mary Smith’s room, Mary Fuchs recognized
for the ﬁrst time the reason for all those visits.
Mary Smith had come to their apartment needing to use the toilet but had always been too
humiliated to ask.
Mary dug down on the accelerator and raised
a cloud of dust. The evening shadows were
setting in, but she chose not to ask for directions at the occasional house she passed. Mary
Smith: the woman whose need she disdained
and whose name she stole. She drove on,
pretending she was in a wilderness without
end, full of wild, sacred creatures untouched,
unnamed. But just as her imagination seemed
to be warming up, she came abruptly to a
blacktop road. Her wheels skidding slightly on
the last sprinkle of gravel, she caught sight of
a sign that told her which direction would lead
her back to town, back home.
Out of spite, she turned the other way.
Sharon Pugh is originally from Portland, Oregon,
and a long-time resident of Bloomington. She is
a proud supporter of animal (including human)
rights. Her ﬁction has appeared in the Northwest
Review, the Alaska Quarterly Review, the Cimarron
Review and other literary venues.
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Nightswimming

By J. Daniel Thornton

trying to rinse Javad away.
I pulled into the parking lot at two in the morning, still slightly buzzed
I’d only ever felt that way about one other boy, Jordy Marsclione,
and reeking of alcohol, nicotine, sweat, and shame. I put the car in
when I was fourteen. Jordy wore tight skater pants that let you see everypark, cursing at the fact that my white button-down was halfthing. He sat in the back of Physical Science, his arm absent-mindedly slung
open and buttoned the wrong way. But I was more concerned
over the back of the chair, feet out, spine slowly sliding down the back of the
by the traces of sweat, a mixture of my own and Javad’s.
seat. He came there from gym, blonde hair slightly tousled and hanging over his
His sweat had found its way onto me at an album
eyes, skin covered in a light mist of sweat. He was beautiful and I wanted to tell
release party just a few hours before. Javad was the
him so every time I saw him. But all I could do then was sit in my chair and squirm
lead singer of the up-and-coming local favorite band,
and stew.
Obnoxious Solutions, and they were releasing their
I turned the faucet hotter, hoping it would scald me, but the water was already
sophomore album, Plasticine Wasteland, to as much
fanfare as a mid-level band could dream of. I had given running cold. I stepped out of the shower, dried myself oﬀ, and crept slowly into bed
in the darkness. I slid into the warm sheets. Tasha, underneath a mound of covers,
it a glowing review in Gluestick.
stirred. I had been so paralyzed the entire time, hoping that she wouldn’t ask about
I was too drunk to remember exactly how one thing
why I’d taken a shower, hoping that she wouldn’t talk to me, that we would just say
led to another. It was an open bar, and I was three
our pleasantries and I could go to sleep.
whiskeys in before Obnoxious Solutions even started
“How was it?” she sounded half-hearted, but she was also half-asleep, so there
their set, tearing through a live performance of the new
was that.
album and then ending with “Light It All Up,” the single
“It was good,” I said after a beat. I wondered if she’d checked the bedside
from their ﬁrst album that’d gotten moderate airplay. I sat at
clock and knew how late it really was.
the bar and had a fourth and ﬁfth while they played. I’d just
“I wish I could have gone, but I had to help this old couple close on this
ordered my sixth drink when Javad put his arm around my
place, and they wanted to see it one last time, and then it was question
shoulder. “You’re him, right? You’re the guy?”
after question.”
“Who?”
“You didn’t miss much,” I said. But she was already asleep again. At
“The guy from Gluestick?”
least I was telling the truth somewhat.
“Yeah,” I said. “And you’re…?” though I knew who he was. My
Tasha had been in a band as well, a Runaways cover band called Heartpicture doesn’t appear with my column or reviews, so someone
less Bitches. I met her when I was still a student intern at Gluestick. She
must’ve told him. And he’d read the thing, obviously. All of this
was basically Joan Jett sans the husky voice, plus curves and a tan.
made me feel ﬂattered, and then there were those whiskeys. His arm
She’d later tell me that she suspected she was Cherokee, but she’d
was still around me so I had to crane my head
never bother to see if that was true, which in my naiveté added to
to look at him.
J.D. Thornton is a writer
her mystique. She was also more self-possessed in so many more
Time didn’t move so much as jump. We had
living in Bloomington, IN.
ways than I could ever be. After all, she fronted the band and used
somehow gotten backstage, moving through
her mic stand in ways that made me blush, especially when she
His work has appeared in Blue a haze of booze and sweat and bodies, our
stuttered out the phrase “cherry bomb.” I was on assignment when
tongues wrestling. We turned a corner and I
Lake Review, Under the Gum
I ﬁrst saw her, covering the goings-on of Athenians altogether uninpressed him against the wall as he wrapped
Tree, and Killjoy Magazine.
terested
in the success or failure of the football team, which involved
his
legs
around
my
waist.
He lives in Bloomington, IN.
going to many house parties. My evenings usually ended up with
“You’re the guy,” he said again.
You can ﬁnd him on Twitter, @
me attempting to blend in with a crowd of other undergrads amidst
“I am,” I said, “I am the guy.”
joethelion23, or at
a sea of full red Solo cups in a cramped room while a band played and
In the shower I let the hot water run
jdthorntonisawriter.tumblr.com
over me as I scrubbed and scrubbed, I attempted to discreetly take notes, which was diﬃcult to do shoul-
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der-to-shoulder in an all-too-crowded house and
not be noticed. Groups of frat brothers and their
girlfriends would take turns staring at me with
suspicion, as if I were some ambitious anthropology student trying too hard to ace his introductory
course and impress the instructor. But I didn’t care.
I actually got a kick out of it, standing there in my
bright orange earplugs and writing it all down,
even if I was drowning in a sea of sickening perfumes and colognes and slowly failing deodorants.
That night, she’d spotted me sitting in a corner
at the party, taking notes like I was someone
important covering something serious. It was a
guard I put up, a look I projected. It wasn’t just
how I wanted to look but how I wanted to be
seen. And instead of calling me out on it, she sat
down and started talking and I was immediately
taken with her, how beautiful she was and how
sure of herself. She had an air about her, the
leather pants, the attitude, the eyebrow ring. She
still had the ring, though she took it out every
morning before she went to work as a realtor.
She’d asked me for my number that night, and
she was in my apartment barely a week later,
sitting with one leg up on my bedroom window,
the other nonchalantly descending with her foot
lightly touching the ﬂoor, smoking a clove cigarette and wearing a baggy t-shirt of mine that I’d
gotten at some awful event freshman year where
you’re forced to get up and tell everyone what
your major is. I’d never had a woman just go for
me the way Tasha did, the way that she would
pull my hair, and I gladly found my freckled face
between her smooth tanned thighs. How clearly
she had wanted me, how addicted I became to
the smell of burning clove and her cinnamon-ﬂavored chapstick—a better Big Red.
That was then; now we were living together.
Which made it all the worse. She’d ﬁnd out what
happened, I was sure of it. I turned over to my
side of the bed and stared at the dresser that
was across from me. I paused to listen to her
breathing, to make sure she was sleeping and not
waiting for me to speak again.
You didn’t ever have to lie. You could simply
say only what you wanted others to hear, be what
you wanted to be, make yourself into something
diﬀerent. It’s one credo I’d learned to live by for
the longest time, adopted by a previous self, that
confused teenager stuck in a small town in rural
Georgia where he knew he didn’t ﬁt in but could
never quite understand why. Even before I’d felt
that ﬁrst attraction for another man, or before I’d
recognized it for what it meant. And it’s a lesson
that they taught me: Bob Zimmerman, Gordon
Sumner, Lewis Allan Reed, Patricia Lee Smith, and
John Anthony Gillis. All I had to do was put on the
right hat at the right time, and suddenly I’d be far
away. I could remake myself. I could be two people
at once and still hit the right note. They did.
I learned to play guitar, though I was never
good enough to play anywhere but alone. I could
listen to music though, really listen and truly
hear it, which separated me in the best way from
everyone who bopped their heads without fully
understanding what it was they were experiencing. My teenaged bedroom ﬁlled up with rock
posters, which my parents hated but tolerated,
my teenaged wardrobe with rock tees, and it
was like I had learned another language entirely.
Rock and roll has always been about codes, sub-
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when your opinion, however crass or catty
version, and talking out of both sides of the
or dismissive, somehow becomes virtual law.
mouth. For a few brief moments, locked in
When I went to pick up the latest Gluestick to
your bedroom with the volume up too
make sure that my copy was correct, I’d do my
loud, you can be David Bowie, skinny
best to watch someone else reading my column
and aloof in glitter and glitz, and
in the Jittery Joe’s, and since my picture was never
no one will think twice about what
printed, I’d know they’d never recognize me.
you’re really saying. You can dissect
I woke up the next morning alone and hung-over
yourself and never have to worry
in a haze, but the fear cut through all of that. It was
about deceiving anyone, because
a Friday, so I didn’t have to think about where Tasha
you aren’t lying. You’re just some
was. I knew that she wasn’t going to be in. She’d be
kid who is desperately trying
working today, showing some houses to clients.
not fall in love with his parent’s
I took the cold coﬀee from the coﬀeepot and put it in
crappy CD collection. Someone
unwilling to admit, by any
All I had to do was put on the right hat at the
means other than mimicry,
that you sometimes wish you, right time, and suddenly I’d be far away. I
too, could publicly mime
could remake myself. I could be two people
fellatio on Mick Ronson’s
guitar, and in that moment be at once and still hit the right note.
simultaneously reviled and
the microwave. I had to write the column today at the
adored, so brazen and open.
oﬃce. But I couldn’t stop thinking about not if Tasha
When Bowie did that, of course,
would ﬁnd out about me and Javad but when. I was
he wasn’t Bowie. He was Ziggy
fucked and I knew it. And obviously it was not just
Stardust. Twice removed from
the inﬁdelity but with whom, and it would raise up a
David Robert Jones, whoever that
lot of questions I didn’t have an answer for, and nevwas. Where you suddenly have
er thought I’d have to. I sipped my lukewarm coﬀee
that unity between what you want
and tried to not think about Javad, the sound of his
to be and what you think you are.
moaning as we rubbed against one another. I began
Instead of just keeping yourself in
to slump, and I was fairly certain I wasn’t wearing
pieces, locked away.
pants, and my eyes were starting to glaze over. My
When I went oﬀ to the University
temples had a dull spike right through them.
of Georgia, I grew my hair out a little
Thirty minutes later, I left the house, glad that
longer than I used to wear, grew out
I could do that and not have any sort of excuse
a bushy bohemian beard, and began
as to why I needed to leave for Tasha. I imagcarrying around a pad and pen with
ined that I’d have to bullshit my way through
me everywhere, to write wherever and
something.
whenever I felt like it. I made sure to
“Couldn’t you just work from home?” she’d
be seen that way, as a writer. I went into
ask me. She’d have her hair in a bun, which
Gluestick and told them I wanted to write
was a relatively new style for her, and made
for them. I started attending shows and
her look completely diﬀerent, revealing the
house parties that only the luminaries went
oval shape of her head rather than the box
to. I saw my byline in print. Then I met and
fell in love with a girl who played guitar in a shape that was suggested by the way it was
usually framed with her bangs and sides.
rock and roll band and sang out lyrics that’d
“I need to go down to the oﬃce,” I would
make my parents squirm, a girl who loved me
back and who looked at me in ways no woman have to say, looking for any excuse to get
out of there, because my face would tell her
had ever looked at me before, and I felt as far
everything she needed to know, and she
away from that old life as I could.
We weren’t married, hadn’t ever really discussed would probably stare at me for about a
it, maybe because we felt we had a better arrange- minute, which would consist of sixty seconds of me internally screaming in pain.
ment, beyond all that bourgeois stuﬀ, or maybe
At least her absence prevented me from
we were both afraid to talk about having more.
actively lying to her face. I could pretend
But we moved in together and started making a
for a bit longer.
life together. When Gluestick’s music critic retired
I left my car at home—after I checked
I got tapped to take over his weekly column,
around it, to make sure I had both
“The Setlist,” which highlighted up-and-coming
bumpers and both mirrors attached—and
musical acts haunting the Athens scene. The job
took the bus to Wuxtry Records, trying to
involved writing in the pithiest fashion possible,
lose myself in the stacks of vinyl, keeping
no more than a paragraph per act. As an admirer
my sunglasses on the entire time. But
of my predecessor, I adopted his style of the ﬁrst
the store, its dingy and warm demeanor,
sentence introducing the band in a highly catecouldn’t take away the sting that I felt as
gorized way, e.g. “Satan’s Left Testicle, despite
Ziggy Stardust was being played. “John,
what their name implies, is a band that, albeit in
I’m Only Dancing” came on at the worst
its infancy, has a deserved reputation as one of
time. “John, I’m only dancing/She turns
the more exciting Athenian oddities.” I can see
me on, but I’m only dancing.”
why he’d write that way. With so many bands
I stumbled back out into the bleaching sunvying to be the next R.E.M. or Elf Power,
light and wandered around, looking for any
one had to take up the oft-maligned task of
place that didn’t remind me of my and Tasha’s
separating the wheat from the chaﬀ, a task
time together, and thereby my betrayal of her,
I took up with a particular joy. There’s
but Athens is a small town. You share everysomething perversely masturbatory
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holding it until everything on of the melody, and they work against the song
thing together in a place like that. Or almost everything.
itself. Some people have told me that Otis croons,
the screen was blank again.
There was nowhere I could go that didn’t remind me
or that he was a crooner. Otis isn’t a crooner.
“Only a little.” I tried to sound
of what I wanted to forget.
I trudged into the oﬃce at Gluestick around
I waded into the water, pushed off of the muddy bottom of the lake and swam out. My
noon, a tiny little squashed space lodged into
clothes weighed me down, but I could keep my head above water. I felt something brush
the middle of a three-story building between
a dentist and a ﬂower shop. I was greeted by
against my leg. It felt slimy, either a fish or a snake. For a moment I couldn’t move.
a blast of heat and by Nate, my scraggly boss
Otis’s vocals are more of exhaustion. He sings
as ambivalent as possible. I matched
whose beard even I thought was getting a
high on the track but he really should sing lower.
his lowercase starting the sentence and
little out of hand, now that it threatened to
That’s how he got his raspy voice. It is almost
matched his tone. I’d wondered if I should
overtake the collar of his Black Flag shirt.
exhausted when he sings the lyrics over again
add ha to the end, though that seemed
“Great party last night, right?” The way he
dismissive, or lol, which would seem like I’d and again, getting frustrated with them. Getting
said it felt like he was winking at me, which
angry at them, but still returning to the same
had a lobotomy. I played it safe and kept my
made the bottom fall out of my stomach.
chorus. The band will not let him go.
reply short, hit send, and ﬂushed the toilet
He’d been there too? Did I talk to him? I
When Otis’s plane crashed, he had just
to make my ruse seem plausible. Then, as I
couldn’t remember. Every face that wasn’t
recorded his last posthumous hit “(Sittin’ On)
was giving myself time to wash my hands for
Javad’s seemed to fuse together and melt
The Dock of the Bay.” The song’s unusual. It
anyone that was listening, the phone vibrated
into a massive blur.
opens with waves crashing on a beach before
again.
“Yeah, it was,” I said, taking oﬀ my sunsegueing into the subtle and quiet guitar riﬀ
“I want to see you today.”
glasses in such a way that I hoped would
that grounds the song. But it’s Otis’s voice, too
I wrote back:
signal I had nothing to hide.
tired and beat-down and yet cutting, that won“Okay, where and when?”
“Looks like someone had some fun,” he
derful Gospel quality, that makes it sound like
Nate perked up as I made my way back to
said from his desk, almost snarky.
he’s having ﬁts with the cigarettes that he just
my cubicle.
“Yeah,” I said, rubbing my eyes, hoping
quit. Otis’s voice, even when it’s smooth, turns
“You okay? You were in there for a while.”
he was referring to my hangover. “Too
sharp, with age and conviction in it, when he
“Yeah, just the hangover,” I said. I was
much maybe. I got a little carried away.” I
sings, “Looks like nothing’s gonna change,”
putting on my best performance, clutching
hoped to ﬁsh for what Nate knew, if anyand then goes down before going up a few
my stomach slightly and slinking back to
thing, but he didn’t respond. I put my hand
notes. It emphasizes the ﬁnality of that lyric.
my cubicle. When I got there, I checked my
behind my head to appear sheepish and
He’d recorded the song just days before he
phone again.
embarrassed and tried to move to where my
died. They were in a plane, going over Wis“My place. This afternoon.” He texted me
oﬃce usually was, amid a labyrinth of walls
consin, a short ﬂight to Nashville. Ben Cauley
his address, a slightly oﬀ-kilter apartment
decked out with shows from decades past for
was the only survivor. He was sleeping when
complex that I used to inhabit during my
Vic Chestnutt and Olivia Tremor Control or
he was woken up by someone else shouting
days as an undergrad.
Apples in Stereo, to lesser-known quantities like
out “Oh no!” Then he unbuckled his seatbelt,
I kept telling myself on the way there:
Goo Bazooka, an obscure riot grrl band known
which is the last thing that anyone in a crashYou are going to go and tell him that
for their proto-militant shows.
ing plane would ever hope to do. It was the
you’re not interested. It was a one-oﬀ, a
I made my way to my cubicle. Stacks of papers
only reason that he was still alive. The plane
ﬁction. You’re straight, you’re straight
were piled high, some of them old copies of
plunged into the ice and fog, and he was the
as can be. I told this to myself as I sat
Rolling Stone pilfered from the UGA library, where
only one who managed to escape.
on a bus that hurtled towards Javad’s
I’d look at Lester Bangs reviews over and over
Cauley tried to get back to his friends, but
apartment amidst a sea of undergradagain until I memorized them. My desk also had
they were already long gone, drug down by
uates with headphones and buried
small piles of ‘zines of all sizes and shapes in small
the plane. His muscles must have threatened
in books. I wished I had something
asymmetrical piles. Tasha had come by a few weeks
to give out at one point, to give in to the
to read.
back and, disgusted, spent an afternoon cleaning it,
freezing water. The water that night was bitter.
In true careful-what-you-wish-for
but within a few days of that it was back to its current
When he was rescued by a police boat, he was
fashion, my phone buzzed again,
state of near-chaos.
giving me something to read. It was suﬀering from hypothermia. He sat there,
I sat in my chair and spun it back and forth, opening
numb and shivering with a blanket wrapped
a text from Tasha.
my laptop and trying to look like I was doing somearound him, unable to go to sleep, barely able
“You around?”
thing of consequence while I tried to look at a blank
to stay awake. But not letting go, either.
I put the phone back into lock
spot on the wall. Why did I go after Javad? I couldn’t
In my head, “Can’t Turn You Loose” looped
mode and slipped it into my pockﬁgure it out. My head continued to pound as I tried to
right back around to the beginning again.
et without answering her.
start my short write-up. They were usually only about
I saw the apartment complex’s name, River
I sometimes get songs in my
ﬁve hundred words about the latest parties, happenings,
Trace, pulled the yellow cable, and got oﬀ.
head that parallel what’s going on
in the features section of Gluestick, called “What You
As I walked down the funky Athens hill it
around me a little bit too well. My
Missed Last Week.” There’d be no way to tell Athens
became clear to me that this was a nice place to
subconscious sees what’s hapwhat it had missed last night in a mere two paragraphs.
be. Much nicer than I knew it to be years ago,
pening, processes it, and makes a
My phone vibrated in my pocket.
before I was working at Gluestick. An assemsoundtrack for it. I realized sitting
“Hey, hope you’re not too hung over from last night”
bly of white town-house type apartments lay
on the bus that my head was puncI stared at the message, sweating again, feeling my shirt
before me. Javad lived at 256, which seemed to
tuating the ride with a baseline that
cling to me. It was clearly Javad texting me. How did he
be a ways back.
took me a second to place. When
know my number? I tried rewinding back through last
I got to his place and knocked on his door,
I did, I wondered what it meant.
night, looking for that moment where we exchanged
and he opened his door, his white teeth
It was Otis Redding’s “Can’t Turn
numbers among all of the moans and splayed legs
blinding me.
You Loose,” the live version that he
and me leaning back against a wall lightly tugging on
“Hello again,” he said.
performed at the Whiskey A-Go-Go.
Javad’s curly hair as it bobbed up and down.
“Hi, Javad.”
Gluestick’s oﬃces had only one restroom with purple “Can’t Turn You Loose” is a song
“It’s Don isn’t it? Come in.” He took me by
that’s stuck in a loop, even in how it’s
painted walls and really bad paper dispensers. Oftenthe hand and led me inside. It was a fairly
times there was no sensible way to dry my hands oth- performed. It can’t do anything but
nice place, but sparse. The white walls weren’t
er than wipe them on my jeans. I cordoned myself oﬀ cycle around the same horn section. The
adorned with anything to make them less
baseline is almost entirely uniform, only
in there and looked at my phone, the screen’s glare
so with the exception of a large poster of
jumping up a half step every now and
hurting my eyes a little bit less. I tried to type it all
Bowie from his Ziggy Stardust years, dammit,
then. The vocals can’t escape the conﬁnes
out, but I kept hitting the backspace button and
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crouched low to the ground with his foot sticking
out to the side like some big cat about to pounce.
“Do you want me to get you anything? I’ve got
beer, or whatever you want,” he said to me quietly,
and put a hand around mine.
“No, I’m good. Look, Javad—”
“What is it?” he said, and I tried to gently pull
my hand from his. “Still feeling rough? You look a
little rough.”
“No,” I said. “Or yes, actually, yes. I am feeling
rough. Thing is, I can’t do this.”
“What?”
“I’m telling you, Javad, I can’t do this. I
shouldn’t. Shouldn’t have.”
His face fell.
“That’s not the impression I got last night,” he
said. Then he made his voice get higher and said,
imitating my nasal voice, “‘Let me. Oh please let
me, Javad. Please let me fuck you Javad.’”
I didn’t remember saying that. It didn’t sound
like me. Except that it did sound like me, the way
he was imitating me. And except that I had no
doubt that I probably did say it.
“I know. But I was also drunk. And I also already
have someone.”
“You’re not making any sense.” he said, walking
toward me and then past me and then turning,
wrapping his arms around me from behind.
“You’re the one who’s not making sense,” I said,
which was all I could think of to say. I pulled away
from his embrace. He bashfully scratched the back
of his neck and turned his head down, like he was
about to drop some big revelatory bomb on me.
“Don, look, last night, when you kissed me, I
wasn’t even sure that you were serious. I thought
you were just drunk. But you pressed that beard
into my face,” he playfully tugged at my beard,
“and I thought you weren’t going to be like those
other guys. You know those guys, right? Those
desperate guys who just can’t handle the thought
of maybe, just maybe, they aren’t living the way
they should?”
“I don’t think that I’m that guy,” I said.
“Oh come on. Don’t you think that maybe, just
maybe, you’re wrong?”
He put his hand on me again over my shoulder
and I took it.
“If you didn’t feel that way about me, then why
come over here?”
“I don’t know.” I gripped his hand hard. I didn’t
say anything else for about three minutes. I just
sat there on the barstool, ﬂanked by Javad with
his hand draped over my shoulder and my hand
clutching his.
“I have to go.” It wasn’t an answer, but it was a
clear decision. I got up and started to walk out.
“Suit yourself,” he said as I walked out of the door
to go back up to the bus stop. “But I don’t play
games, Don. You leave, you’re not coming back.”
“That’s the idea,” I said. I opened the door and
rushed out.
As I walked back up the winding asphalt to the
bus stop, I wondered if he was following me, but I
didn’t turn and look back. Part of me wished that I
had, that I had tried, but I couldn’t. Not now.
At the bus stop, the sun was just beginning to
get fat and set, bathing everyone in a bright citrus,
which made me squint and look down, hoping
that I wouldn’t stick out too much. My heart was
pounding. Maybe Javad was right. One of those
guys. I boarded the bus and I could feel my chest
getting tighter with each stop as the bus lurched
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closer and closer to where Tasha and I lived.
Tasha was sitting at the dinner table, staring
at her phone. My phone vibrated in my pocket
as I walked in, and I didn’t have to look at it to
know it was Javad again.
“Hi,” I said to her.
“Would you mind telling me what happened
last night?” said Tasha. There was something
about her voice that made it sound oﬀ, like
it belonged to someone else, or I’d just never
heard her sound like that before. I must have
had that look on my face when I heard it, the
one where my lower lip quivers, a tell that
makes me such a terrible liar.
“I got a little buzzed,” I said.
“Didn’t make out with anyone?” She didn’t
even look at me, just looked at her phone.
“Speciﬁcally, with a man?”
I didn’t know what she was looking at on her
phone, whether a text from someone who had
been there or maybe a picture sent to her from
someone we both knew, a picture of two men
locked in a kiss at the smelly backstage of some
terrible bar, a picture of me. And that’s when
I snapped, telling her everything in a torrent
of tears and ragged sobs, collapsing onto the
ﬂoor, begging for her forgiveness. I told her
everything, even back to Jordy and to my
teenage crush, trying my best to make sense of
the events that had led us up to this moment.
But even then, in my place on the ﬂoor, trying
to come clean with her, I knew it was all over. I
told her I’d get a hotel room for the night, give
her some space, if that’s what she wanted. But
that I still wanted to talk about it the next day,
if she would.
I spent the night in a cheap motel, came back
the next morning, but she wasn’t there. She
went to stay with her parents in Savannah,
which I learned second-hand from a realtor
friend. “She’s taking a week from work,” her
friend’s text told me. “Got a lot to think about.
Best if you stayed away.”
The place didn’t feel like home, but I had nowhere to go. I could go into the oﬃce, but it was
the last place I wanted to be. I killed some time by
eating lunch alone and trying not to text Tasha.
I could at least be decent enough to stay away. I
could give her that. I browsed a bookstore for a
little bit and thought about the record store, but it
would’ve just reminded me of everything.
That afternoon I drove up to Memphis, to
Wolf River Harbor. I ﬁgured it would be somewhere that I could go by myself and clear my
head. It’s only a few hours from here, the place
where Jeﬀ Buckley drowned. Had Tasha and I
stopped by this place on our road trip together
last fall—we’d gone to Graceland, and I suggested we make a whole rock and roll road trip
out of it by cutting across and hitting Memphis
and seeing Beale Street, then the harbor where
Jeﬀ Buckley went under—Tasha would have
gone along with it, I’m sure, just to make me
happy. But I didn’t make her, and instead we’d
driven back home and, that night, made love.
Now, I listened to Grace all the way up there.
It was still as beautiful as when I ﬁrst listened
to it, sitting in the back of my mother’s car,
the cd spinning, playing on my discman on
my way to school. Tasha wasn’t a fan. When it
came to tragedy, she was always more enamoured by the self-destructive types: Cobain,

36

the mosquitos. He was singing “Whole Lotta
Elliott Smith, Richey Edwards. Buckley
Love” while that roadie remembered a time
wasn’t like Smith, or even Cobain. When
when they got really drunk together after a show.
she listened to Grace with me she complained about how polished Buckley
Jeﬀ had told him how he used to listen to Zeppelin
sounds.
on vinyl until the grooves in the record were almost
“He doesn’t have enough of a
gone. One minute the roadie was looking at him, and
rasp,” she said. I rolled my eyes at
when he turned around and looked back up Jeﬀ was
her. But I think she was always
gone, save for some ripples on the surface.
a bit jealous that she didn’t disI waded into the water, pushed oﬀ of the muddy
cover him ﬁrst. Buckley’s voice
bottom of the lake and swam out. My clothes weighed
soars over every other instrume down, but I could keep my head above water. I felt
ment and drives every song
something brush against my leg. It felt slimy, either a ﬁsh
he sings. I was convinced for
or a snake. For a moment I couldn’t move. A water moccaabout a year that no one sang
sin could bite me and I might not make it back. But losing
like him, which was only part
consciousness felt good, right, at that moment. I turned
of that teenage fantasy that he
over on my back and look up to the stars.
was “my singer,” and only I
As I ﬂoated in the river I began to lose track of how far
knew about him.
away I was from shore, but I didn’t care at that point. I just
In the gathering dusk,
wanted this river to take me somewhere, anywhere but
against a pale orange sky, I
here. I wanted my limbs to give out. I wanted to drown like
stood on the bank of the Wolf
Buckley did, but I couldn’t bring myself to go under and ﬁll
River Harbor, having snuck
my lungs with water. Maybe it was an involuntary motion,
past some houses. The moon
but somehow my body wouldn’t let me just slip underdimly lit the ground where it
neath the water.
could through a thick arrangeSomeone with intentions beyond passive suicide might
ment of trees, and it gave everyhave had some moment of clarity. A moment where they
thing around me a weird blue
could actually think for once and solve all of their probtint. The river here ﬂowed into
lems. But all I could think about was Tasha when I ﬁrst
the Mississippi until the Army
Corps of Engineers dammed it up. met her. It was January then. She wore a black petticoat,
smoking her black clove cigarette. I watched that orange
This was close enough to where
line burning down to the end.
Buckley died. He had gone swimI waded back onto the shore, my feet catching in the
ming with all of his clothes on. No
one knows how long he was out there suction of the muddy bank. My jeans almost slipped
exactly. I kicked oﬀ my shoes. Mud
from my hips as I pulled myself out from the rivergathered between my toes and I felt
bank, weighed down with river water.
myself sink slowly into the riverbank as In the car, driving home in wet clothes that stunk
I looked out towards the water.
with algae, I took my time. I wasn’t in a hurry to go
A roadie was out here to see him
back. But I got there eventually, threw my watterdrown. He stood on the shore. Watched logged clothes in the hamper where they hit with
Buckley’s head bob up and down,
a wet smack, and stood naked in the darkness
the murky water plastering his shoulof the kitchen. When I turned on the light there
der-length hair against his head so that it
were only three boxes packed and ready to be
got into his eyes, causing him to deﬁantly
moved, and a note in a plain white envelope on
slick it back with an arm covered by a heavi- the dining room table. I stared at the envelope,
ly waterlogged shirt.
wishing it away. The thing was so slight, it
I tried to imagine what the roadie must
seemed possible then. I turned the light oﬀ. It
have seen looking out from where I stood. I
could wait until morning.
read somewhere that he was holding a guitar
I pulled the cool covers over my naked body
for Jeﬀ while he watched him swim. Would he
and thought about how Tasha used to call me
have been holding Buckley’s fabled Rickenin the middle of the night. She’d do it often
backer 360/12? I’d played one of those before.
Those twelve strings always sound so full. I’d early on when we ﬁrst started dating, comfelt unclean just holding it. When you ﬁrst play plaining about her neighbors. This was when
we lived on the opposite sides of town. She
a 12-string, it sounds like the whole world’s
would tell me that the neighbors were yelling
opening up for the ﬁrst time. I could hear the
at each other again, and I would tell her to
notes in-between that you never hear on sixcall the cops if it was that bad.
string. My ears, my body, weren’t ready for
“I’m too scared to go to sleep,” she would
that kind of sound. I trembled as I played it.
say. “I know that they’re not going to kill
Or maybe the roadie was holding his
each other, but if you heard it, you’d underTelecaster. Buckley always manipulated that
sound to be harsh, resisting the country jangle stand.” She put the phone up to the wall and I
could faintly hear a man yelling at a woman.
Teles have. Whatever guitar he was holding,
“I can’t do this,” she would tell me. “Can
the roadie would have just turned around to
grab the guitar, to keep it maybe, from being I come over?” I would always say Yes. She
splashed by the waves of a passing tugboat
would arrive at my front door in sweatpants,
coming back in to relieve its cargo, when he and before I would fall asleep, she’d whisper
realized that that he didn’t see or hear Jeﬀ.
to me, “Thank you.” I’d manage to get out a
Buckley would have been there not even
half-mumble as she would lay there with her
seconds ago, laughing, fully clothed,
head against my chest, listening to my heartbeat
treading water in the gathering twilight,
in the quiet of my apartment until we both fell
his head wreathed by the gnats and
asleep in the dark.
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