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Meeting Gorbachev  
June 21-30 Werner Herzog and André Singer’s riveting documentary, filled with un-
forgettable archive materials and based on three long interviews, provides incredible 
access to, arguably, the world’s greatest living politician. Now 87 and battling illness, 
the visionary Mikhail Gorbachev, former General Secretary of the U.S.S.R, has mel-
lowed and slowed down. Still, gently but resolutely, he is pushing towards his goals.  
(92 min)

Nureyev
Three  Nights Only! June 21-23  This documentary from BAFTA nominated directors 
Jacqui and David Morris traces the extraordinary life of Rudolf Nureyev. From his birth 
in the 5th class carriage of a trans-Siberian train, to his dramatic leap to freedom in the 
West at the height of the Cold War, Nureyev’s life plays out like the sweeping plot of 
a classic Russian novel. The film highlights Nureyev’s unlikely yet legendary partner-
ship with Margot Fonteyn and charts his meteoric rise to the status of global cultural 
phenomenon.  (109 min)

Ash is Purest White
June 28-July 14 Jia Zhangke’s extraordinary body of work has doubled as a record of 
21st-century China and its warp-speed transformations.  Ash Is Purest White is at once 
his funniest and most emotionally generous film–a smart rumination on love and a 
21st century, feminist take on the gangster film. Zhao Tao, the filmmaker’s muse, and 
wife, stars as the formidable, quick-witted Qiao, a heroine for the ages.
in Mandarin with subtitles | 136 minutes
Zhao Tao has been the leading lady in many of Jia’s films, Theirs may be the most fruit-
ful partnership between a director and a spouse  since Roberto Rossellini joined forces 
with Ingrid Bergman.  -The New Yorker

Chulas Fronteras & Del Mero Corazon
June 28 - July 7  Les Blank was one of America’s keenest documentarians: a cine-poet 
of regional musical traditions — blues, Cajun, Appalachian, Creole, Hawaiian and 
more. These new, 4k restorations of two of his films are a zesty introduction to 
Norteña music and the culture that exists along the Texas-Mexican border. The films 
celebrate pioneering figures like Narciso Martínez and Lydia Mendoza as well as 
then-current performers like Flaco Jiménez and Los Pingüinos del Norte. (86 min)

Apollo 11
July 12 - August 3  This vibrant restoration of never-before-seen footage results in 
one of the most astounding films about space ever made. Fifty years in the making 
(the Apollo 11 moon landing took place on July 20th, 1969), Apollo 11 takes us straight 
to the heart of NASA’s most celebrated mission—the one that first put men on the 
moon, and forever made Neil Armstrong and Buzz Aldrin into household names. 
Immersed in the perspectives of the astronauts, the team in Mission Control, and the 
millions of spectators on the ground, we vividly experience those momentous days 
and hours in 1969 when humankind took a giant leap into the future. (2019  |  93 min)

Face the Music Festival: Jimi Hendrix: Electric Church 
July 12 - August 3 Electric Church presents the legendary guitarist in full flight at 
the 1970 Atlanta Pop Festival before the largest US audience of his career, only 
two months before his death. This critically acclaimed film combines color, 16mm 
multi-camera footage with an audio soundtrack taken directly from the original mas-
ter tapes.  Present-day interviews trace Jimi’s journey to the festival amidst the dark 
shadow of civil rights unrest and the unrelenting toll of the Vietnam War. (89 min)

The Ryder Film Series presents

50 years ago

July 12-Aug 3 
visit TheRyder.com for dates and locations

The 1969 Moon Mission Still Has the Power to Thrill.
It rekindles A CRAZY SENSE OF WONDER.

-The NY Times
  MAGNIFICENT! -Wall St Journal    SO STARTLINGLY ALIVE! -The Guardian  

DEAD BRILLIANT!! -Toronto Globe & Mail

It takes you right up past the stratosphere alongside these souls. 
IT IS A REVELATION.

-Rolling Stone

THERYDER
MOVIES FOR MODERNS

RYDERTHE

Movies for Moderns 

Movies for Moderns    812 339.2002    TheRYder.com

Fri and Sat, Aug 21 & 22
A Pigeon Sat On A Branch 
Reflecting ... 7:00 @ IU Fine Arts
The Yes Men ... 7:45 @ IU Woodburn
Time Bandits 8:30 @ Bryan Park (Fri only)

Sun, Aug 23
The Yes Men ...  7:00 @ Bear’s Place

Fri and Sat Aug 28 & 29
Gueros  7:00 @ IU Fine Arts
A Pigeon Sat On A Branch 
Reflecting ... 7:45 @ IU Woodburn
Groundhog Day 8:30 @ Bryan Park (Fri only)

Sun, Aug 30
A Pigeon Sat On A Branch 
Reflecting ... 7:00 @ Bear’s Place

Fri and Sat,  Sept 4 & 5
Gueros  7:00 @ IU Fine Arts
A Pigeon Sat On A Branch 
Reflecting ... 7:45 @ IU Woodburn
Hairspray 8:15 @ Bryan Park (Fri only)

Sun, Sept 6
Gueros  7:00 @ Bear’s Place - Last Chance!

Fri and Sat, Sept 11 & 12
Meru 6:45 @ IU Woodburn 
Gemma Bovery  7:30 @ IU Fine Arts
Selena  8:15 @ Bryan Park (Fri only)

Sun, Sept 13
Gemma Bovery 7:00 @ Bear’s Place

Fri and Sat, Sept 18 & 19
Meru 6:45 @ IU Fine Arts
Gemma Bovery 7:30 @ IU Woodburn
Cartel Land 8:30 @ IU Fine Arts
Beetlejuice  8:00 @ Bryan Park (Fri only)

A Pigeon Sat On A Branch 
Reflecting On Existence
Aug 21, 22, 23, 28, 29, 30 Sept 4, 5 
A pair of hapless novelty salesman take us on 
a kaleidoscopic tour of the human condition in 
the new off-kilter comedy by Swedish filmmak-
er Roy Andersson.  If Wes Anderson and Lars 
von Trier tried to write a sitcom together, the 
result would be something like A Pigeon Sat 
on a Branch. –Salon.com

GUEROS 
Aug 28, 29, 30, Sept 4, 5, 6
A pair of university students attempt to track 
down an unsung folk hero. Their simple trip 
to find their childhood idol soon becomes 
a voyage of self-discovery across Mexico 
City’s invisible frontiers. “A gorgeous slice of 
deadbeat Mexico City slacker poetry…a work 
of genius…witty, delicate and often magical. 
GUEROS is the foreign-language discovery of 
2015 so far, and pretty close to the best film 
I’ve seen all year.” – Salon.com
 
Gemma Bovery
Sept 11, 12, 18, 19, 20, 25, 26
Life begins to imitate art in uncanny ways 
when earthy British beauty Gemma and her 
furniture restorer husband Charles Bovery 
move to the very same Norman village where 
Emma Bovery was written. Whether you’ve 
read Flaubert or not, Gemma Bovery is an 
insightful, delightful comedy of manners.  
(UK/France; 99 min)

MERU 
Sept 11, 12, 13, 18, 19, 20, 25, 26, 27, Oct 2, 3
The Shark’s Fin on Mount Meru sits 21,000 feet 
above the sacred Ganges River in Northern 
India. In the high-stakes pursuit of big-wall 
climbing, the mountain’s perversely stacked 
obstacles make it both a nightmare and an 
irresistible calling for some of the world’s 
toughest climbers. In October 2008, renowned 
alpinists Conrad Anker, Jimmy Chin and Renan 
Ozturk arrived in India to tackle Meru.  

June 28-JulY 14
presented by The Ryder Film Series | Times & Locations @ TheRyder.com

ENTHRALLING! -The New York Times

This is one of Zhangke’s peak achieve-
ments: pure cinema, and a story of the 
underworld UNLIKE ANYTHING YOU’VE 
SEEN BEFORE. -Chicago Tribune
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Face the Music: Amazing Grace  
July 19 - August 4 In 1972, having topped the 
pop charts with a series of hits, Aretha Frank-
lin returned to her family’s gospel roots. She 
held two concerts of the most deeply moving 
spirituals at a Baptist church in Watts, a Los 
Angeles neighborhood still recovering from 
the riots six years earlier. Just months after 
Franklin’s death, this film is finally being seen, 
and it’s a thrilling, unforgettable testament 
to her musical influences and legacy. Aretha’s 
soaring vocals make for a raw, exalted per-
formance, buoyed by the Southern California 
Community Choir and jubilant attendees tak-
en over by the spirit. Amazing Grace captures 
a remarkable performer near the peak of her 
prodigious power. (87 min) 

Face the Music: Echo in the Canyon
July 19 - August 4 A celebration of the music 
of the mid-60s when east coast folk artists  
came to LA to emulate The Beatles and Laurel 
Canyon emerged as a hotbed of creativity. 
Jakob Dylan serves as a tour guide, engaging 
in candid conversations with Stephen Stills, 
David Crosby, Graham Nash, Roger McGuinn, 
Jackson Browne, Michelle Phillips, Brian Wil-
son and Eric Clapton, as well as contemporary 
musicians such as Tom Petty (in his very last 
film interview). Oh, yeah, there are also some 
neat performances, with Dylan and a rotating 
group of contemporary musicians recreating 
some of their favorite songs. (82 min) 

Face the Music: Babylon 
July 19 - August 4 You’ve seen The Harder 
They Come, maybe you’ve seen Rockers, but 
you’ve never seen anything like Babylon. 
Franco Rosso’s incendiary film had its world 
premiere at Cannes in 1980 but went unre-
leased in the U.S. for “being too controver-
sial, and likely to incite racial tension.” Raw 
and smoldering, it follows a young dancehall 
DJ (Brinsley Forde, frontman of landmark 
British reggae group Aswad) in South London 
as he pursues his musical ambitions, battling 
fiercely against the racism and xenophobia 
of employers, neighbors, police, and the 
National Front. Written by Martin Stellman 
(Quadrophenia) and shot by two-time Oscar  
winner Chris Menges (The Killing Fields) with 
beautifully smoky cinematography that has 
been compared to Taxi Driver, Babylon is fear-
less and unsentimental, yet tempered by the 
hazy bliss of the dancehall set to a blistering 
reggae soundtrack featuring Aswad, Johnny 
Clarke, Dennis Bovell, and more. (95 min)

See TheRYder.com for up-to-the-minute updates to our calendar
Friday June 21
Meeting Gorbachev – 7:15 IU Fine Arts Theater
Nureyev – 8pm  IU Global & International Theater

Saturday, June 22
Meeting Gorbachev – 6:15 – IU Fine Arts Theater
Non-Fiction – 7:15 Global & International Theater
Nureyev – 8pm IU IU Fine Arts Theater

Sunday, June 23 at Bear’s Place
Non-Fiction 5:30 – Last Chance!
Nureyev – 8pm- Last Chance!

Friday June 28
Chulas Fronteras & Del Mero Corazon  – 6:15 IU 
Fine Arts Theater
Ash is Purest White – 8pm  IU Fine Arts Theater

Saturday June 29
Meeting Gorbachev – 6pm – IU Fine Arts Theater
Ash is Purest White – 7pm – IU Global 
Chulas Fronteras & Del Mero– 8pm  IU Fine Arts 

Sunday, June 30 at Bear’s Place
Meeting Gorbachev – 5:15 – Last Chance!
Chulas Fronteras & Del Mero Corazon – 7:30

Saturday, July 6
Chulas Fronteras – 5pm – IU Fine Arts Theater
Ash is Purest White – 7pm – IU Fine Arts Theater

Sunday, July 7 at Bear’s Place
Ash is Purest White – 5:15
Chulas Fronteras & Del Mero– 7:45 – Last Chance!

Friday and Saturday, July 12 and 13
Apollo 11 – 6:30 – IU Fine Arts Theater
Ash is Purest White – 7:30 – IU Global 
Jimi Hendrix: Electric Church – 8:15  IU Fine Arts 

Sunday, July 14 at Bear’s Place
Apollo 11 – 5:15
Ash is Purest White – 7:30 – Last Chance!

Friday July 19
Echo in the Canyon – 6:15 IU Fine Arts Theater
Aretha Franklin: Amazing Grace - 7:30 - IU Global
Jimi Hendrix: Electric Church – 8pm  IU Fine Arts 

Saturday, July 20
Echo in the Canyon – 5 pm – IU Fine Arts (upstairs)
Babylon – 6pm – IU Fine Arts (Downstairs)
Apollo 11 – 7pm IU Fine Arts Upstairs (50th Anniver-
sary screening tonight!)
Amazing Grace – 8pm IU Fine Arts Downstairs
Electric Church – 9pm IU Fine Arts Upstairs

Sunday, July 21 at the Buskirk-Chumley Theater
Echo in the Canyon – 2pm
Babylon – 4:15
Aretha Franklin: Amazing Grace – 6:30
Jimi Hendrix: Electric Church – 8:30

Sunday, July 21 at Bear’s Place
Apollo 11 – 5:30
Babylon – 7:45

We continue to add films to our calendar after 
we have gone to press. Visit TheRyder.com for 
up-to-the-minute listings and everything else 
you want to know about The Ryder Film Series

Friday July 26
Echo in the Canyon – 6:15 IU Fine Arts Theater
Aretha Franklin: Amazing Grace – IU Global & 
International Theater
Jimi Hendrix: Electric Church – 8pm  IU Fine Arts 
Theater

Saturday, July 27
Jimi Hendrix: Electric Church 6:00 IU Fine Arts 
Theater – Upstairs
Babylon – 7pm – IU Fine Arts Downstairs
Echo in the Canyon – 7:30 IU Global & International 
Theater
Aretha Franklin: Amazing Grace – 8pm IU Fine Arts 
Theater – Upstairs

Sunday, July 28 at Bear’s Place
Babylon – 5:15
Aretha Franklin: Amazing Grace – 7:30

Friday, August 2
Apollo 11 – 7pm IU Fine Arts Theater
High Life – 7:45 IU Global & International Theater

Saturday, August 3
Apollo 11 –  5pm – IU Global & International Theater
High Life – 7pm Global & International Theater
Echo in the Canyon – 4pm – IU Fine Arts Theater
Aretha Franklin: Amazing Grace – 6pm – IU Fine 
Arts Theater – Last Chance!
Jimi Hendrix: Electric Church – 8pm – IU Fine Arts 
Theater – Last Chance!

Sunday, August 4 at Bear’s Place
Echo in the Canyon 5:15 – Last Chance!
Babylon 7:45 – Last Chance!

We continue to add films to our 
calendar after we have gone to press. 
Visit TheRyder.com 
for up-to-the-minute listings

.

See TheRYder.com for up-to-the-minute updates to our calendar
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FEATURES                                                                                                                                                                                                                            

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.

Remember…Movies wouldn’t be Movies without Buses.

Two bus-fulls of assassins 
attack John Wick in 
Chapter 3 – Parabellum at . . .

A. his house
B. the airport
C. the Continental Hotel 
D. the seaport

ANSWER TO LAST WEEK’S QUESTION

Nick Fury crashes into a bus in Captain 
Marvel to kill an assailant

BREXIT/DUNKIRK
By Tom Prasch

Christopher Nolan’s Dunkirk encounters a spot of trouble when it confronts 
historical reality, while Joe Wright’s Darkest Hour needs the epistemological 

‘beats me’ of Graham Greene. Find out here why they amount to the same 
when it comes to the bait and switch involved in the Brexit ‘Debate.’

BOB ZALTSBERG INTERVIEW
By Tim Mayer

Newspapers speaking in new languages is good and the lack of fact checking 
is just terrible. Find out what else you should think about journalism and 

Bloomington as The Ryder sits down with former Herald-Times editor Bob 
Zaltsberg. 

NEVER QUARANTINE THE PAST
By Brian Stout

Two new podcasts revisit classic American fi lms

WAHOO: AN ALASKAN FISHING BOAT 
By James Bryan

Apparently, gutting 10 zillion fi sh in the North Pacifi c isn’t quite as bad as a 
lifetime in Purgatory. But it’s just grey enough to make your soul ache and 

prove that we don’t believe in censoring stories.  

COLUMNS                                                                                
STAGES
By Anthony Scott Piatt 
NRBQ and Junior Brown are the highlights 
as an interesting mix of music, comedy, and 
something called Pauly Shore make their way 
to Bloomington this month. 

TABLES 
By Anthony Scott Piatt

Tasty koans to quiet the Zen Palate, a very 
local gala at C3, and Food Truck Fridays to end 
every week-- if you’re one of those folks who 
eats on most days, you can catch all this and 
more in Bloomington this month. 

EVENT HORIZON
Jump and Jive in June and July 

06

08

16
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The Ryder Film Series presents

50 years ago

July 12-Aug 3 
visit TheRyder.com for dates and locations

The 1969 Moon Mission Still Has the Power to Thrill.
It rekindles A CRAZY SENSE OF WONDER.

-The NY Times
  MAGNIFICENT! -Wall St Journal    SO STARTLINGLY ALIVE! -The Guardian  

DEAD BRILLIANT!! -Toronto Globe & Mail

It takes you right up past the stratosphere alongside these souls. 
IT IS A REVELATION.

-Rolling Stone
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STAGES
WHAT TO EXPECT WHEN YOU’RE EXPECTING...

by Anthony Scott Piatt   

...LIVE MUSIC                                                              
AN EVENING WITH NRBQ
JUNE 27TH, 9:30PM - THE BISHOP PRESENTED BY SPIRIT OF ‘68 AND WFHB
“NRBQ brings joy when we could really use some.” —Elmore Magazine

The New Rhythm and Blues Quartet are that great mix of old and new, respectful of their 
infl uences and simultaneously inspiring to other musicians. They inhabit the area of the 
musical landscape that other artists vacation in for inspiration. Fans include She & Him, 
Wilco, Widespread Panic, Nick Lowe, R.E.M., and Elvis Costello. NBRQ gained more wide-
spread recognition through fans of Los Lobos, Darlene Love, and Bonnie Raitt after they 
covered the groups songs. 
Like Ween, NRBQ have die hard fans, amongst them other artists, musical and visual art-
ists alike. SpongeBob SquarePants is a fan of both Ween and NRBQ, for example. Sponge-
Bob having been inspired by the Ween album, The Mollusk. Subsequently, Ween played the 
SpongeBob theme song. Not to be left out, NRBQ was the “house band” for The Simpsons 
for three seasons.
Terry Adams, Scott Ligon, Casey McDonough, and John Perrin are a feather in the cap of 
The Bishop and will be an acoustically sound treat in the space. Props to the venue, NRBQ, 
presenters Spirit of ‘68, and our community radio station, WFHB, for this show.

JUNIOR BROWN
JULY 13TH @ 8PM - THE BLUEBIRD
We’ve covered Junior Brown before. And for good reason. He’s a great fi t for the Bluebird. 
His music is honky tonk, rockabilly, and infectious. But, much of Bloomington already knows 
all this. I assure you, as will many music fans, Junior is not to be missed. What you’ll see will 
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inform your understanding of what you hear. 
(Spoiler Alert: It’s the Guit-Steel).
About three decades ago Junior Brown 
would juggle guitars and cords, while the 
band held it together, and between and 
during singing Junior would switch his 
set up. He alternated from guitar to steel 
guitar, repeatedly. The madness led him to 
a dream of the two instruments fusing as 
on double necked ax. With the help of well 
known luthier, Michael Stevens, Brown 
manifested his vision. 
The smooth, quick transitions allowed 
his songwriting to evolve as well. Junior 
and Michael now sell Guit-Steels through 
Stevens Electrical Instruments and can be 
seen in more detail at StevensGuitars.com. 
Catch Junior at the Bluebird on July 13th to 
see the dreamventor himself.

...COMEDY                                                                      
GARETH REYNOLDS
JUNE 20TH - 22ND - THE COMEDY ATTIC
This is Gareth Reynolds’ fi rst time visiting the regulars at the Attic. His writing for 
the reboot of Arrested Development fi ts well with his acerbic work on IFC’s Maron. 
His podcast receives a jaw-dropping 5 million downloads per month. The Dollop 
with co-host Dave Anthony, showcases his vibe and you’ll see how many tickets 
you need for you and friends.
Gareth could write all of Trump’s tweets, well, more like he denoted the formula:
“Trump tweet algorithm: PERSON’S NAME, who’s SOMETHING BAD/MADE 
UP ABOUT THEM, thinks that we should SOMETHING GOOD but that would be 
SOMETHING NEGATIVE. NEVER BEFORE HEARD NICKNAME FOR PERSON 
really needs to VEILED THREAT. (POSSIBLE WEIRD HASHTAG).”

PAULY SHORE
JUNE 26TH, 8PM - BUSKIRK-CHUMLEY THEATER

Of all the things the 
comedian long known 
as The Weasel, Pauly 
Shore, is remembered 
for coming out of 
his MTV vejay days, 
stand-up and movies, I 
remember one random 
line most… “What am 
I supposed to do? I’m 
‘shrooming.” That triv-
ial fact probably says 
more about me than it 
does Pauly. 
But, his delivery has al-
ways been clever. That’s 
why I remember the 
line. His subject matter 

has changed over the years. His presentation has evolved in a way a musician’s does. 
It’s still the root rhythms, he’s just refi ned the act. All this after overcoming what many 
felt was an act particularly stuck in the 90’s. Bravo, Weasel, Bravo.
[editor’s note: ANTHONY SCOTT PIATT has volunteered at WFHB for 21 years so far 
and publicized David Grisman, The Skatalites, Cubanismo and more. He accepts comments 
and hate mail at writer4ryder@gmail.com.]
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…PAIRING DINNERS                                                                                               

JUNE GOURMET CLUB -  THE ZEN PALATE 
June 20th, 6:30PM - FARMbloomington
The monthly gourmet club continues to present well curated themes. 
For June’s club Farm presents The Zen Palate. Cuisines inspired by 
Buddhist food traditions in Tibet, China, Vietnam, Korea, and Japan. 

Zach is always helpful with details and adds, “We look forward to 
presenting a 5 course vegetarian meal that respects and honors the 
cultures and beliefs of a such a large variety of peoples.”

The Zen Palate - Vegetarian 5 Course Dinner 
Proposed menu highlights include;

Coconut Curry Lentil Fritters, Ginger/Herb Chutney
Asparagus, Avocado and Shitaki Sushi, Yuzo Lemon Ponzu Sauce

Cashew “Cheese,” Plum & Dried Cherry Compote, Crostini
Grilled Tempeh Skewers, Peanut Sauce, Julienne Vegetable Salad

Clear Kombu Soup, Tofu, Wild Mushrooms, Sea Vegetables, Asian Squash
Chilled Japanese Egg Custard, Local Greens, Herbs, Edible Flowers, Toasted Sesame

Seitan “Fish” and Vegetable Tempura, Sea-Sar Tofu Tartare, Rubbed Kale Salad, Coconut Jasmine Rice
Korean Purple Yam “Cheesecake,” Bubble Tea Sauce, Fresh Berries

BY ANTHONY SCOTT PIATT

WHAT TO DIGEST 
WHEN YOU’RE 
EXPECTING...

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

RENWICK VILLAGE CENTER PARTY ON THE PIAZZA
June 29th, 2PM - 9PM - C3
C3 is tucked away in Renwick Village and will celebrate the 
connection to the neighborhood all day June 29th. The de-
tails are still being announced, but local soulful group, Side 
Hustle, has just been announced. Side Hustle performed 

the fi rst episode of IU’s Tiny Dorm Concerts. Their funk 
and soul should fi ll the well designed Village Center and 
soundtrack the gratitude C3 has for their direct community 
and neighborhood.

FOOD TRUCK FRIDAYS
Fridays, 11AM - 9PM - Dimension Mill presented by Chocolate Moose

The Dimension Mill is the new location for Food Truck 
Fridays. The property is a great fi t with a nice lane for the 
vendors, seats, and grass under shade trees. Opening at 11am 
means lunch is available and having a band play in the eve-
ning provides entertainment for late eating until 9pm.
It’s been great to see the growth of food trucks in our town. 
And this event has adjusted, grown, and refi ned itself over 
the past few years as well. Shout out to the local food crafters. 
BBQ, grilled cheese, tacos, and more. Say hi to Iuri at his Rasta 
Pop stand, always a great way to top of your FTF meal.

SUMMER BOGO
Through June 30th - The KEEP

If you’ve not checked out The KEEP’s food yet or recent-
ly, now’s a ripe time to take your bestie or your sweetie. 
BOGO deals are usually for an appetizer and during a lim-
ited happy hour. This deal is for entrees and buns, all day. 
Molly tells us there will be another BOGO deal for July. At 
press time they haven’t decided on July’s special yet, you 
can stop by for a cocktail and see what summer deal they 
have in store for July. 
Take this entire Ryder or the above coupon to The KEEP for 
Buy One Get One Free entrees and burgers. 
(Note to readers: coupon not needed, but I think it will be 
fun if the folks at The Keep get some of these generic cou-
pons. Plus, Molly is good at getting us info for this column 
and you can help show her we appreciate her, the staff  of 
The KEEP and our wonderful local eateries.)

DJ MADDOG
Wednesdays 7PM - 10PM - The KEEP

Wednesdays this summer at The KEEP will host the pre-party for Back Door’s 
open stage. From 7 to 10 there will be drink deals and one dollar wings. Just 
like the Back Door, The KEEP is a safespace and all inclusive. If it rains the 
turntables will be set up at the bar. But, when the weather is nice, DJ Maddog 
will be on the decks, on the deck. 
Madison True was named The Maddog by her father. Bloomington is fortunate to have 
a residency of this artist, DJ, and producer. Born in Atlanta with a vagabond’s list of 
homes including Florida, and the Midwest triangle of Chicago, Detroit, and Indiana. 
Eat wings, drink cocktails, don’t be chicken… join DJ Maddog for some outdoor House.
“Tables” encourages you to remember John Robbins as you enjoy the ride… 
“It may be healthier to eat beer and franks with cheer and thanks, than to eat 
sprouts and bread with doubts and dread.” 

[editor’s note: ANTHONY SCOTT PIATT has volunteered at WFHB for 21 years so far and publicized David Grisman, The 
Skatalites, Cubanismo and more. He accepts comments and hate mail at writer4ryder@gmail.com.]
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half page text guideline

of factors, and that only adds relevance to the argument for re-
evaluation. The list has already been updated once, and the past 30 
years in particular have been marked by an increase in the diversity 
of voices, so it’s ripe for revision again. This century has produced 
many formidable potential additions, such as There Will Be Blood, 
Moonlight, Children of Men, Brokeback Mountain, Zero Dark Thirty, 
and Mad Max Fury Road to name only a few. And I’d still like to see 
A League of Their Own make the cut. And that there are zero films 
directed by women and that Spike Lee and M. Night Shyamalan are 
the only directors of color on the list simply must be addressed. 

That’s where Amy and Paul come in.
Here are notes on three of the most intriguing episodes. 
Taxi Driver. The pair discuss the film’s similarities to The Searchers 

and whether or not Travis is a poser. The characters Robert DeNiro 
and John Wayne play in their respective films are driven to save 
young girls who may or may not want saving. They also both harbor 
tenuous feelings about minorities. Scorsese is an avowed fan of 
John Ford’s classic, so the connection makes sense on the surface. 
Even more interestingly, though, is the argument about Travis’ 
background. On the surface, the film suggests that Travis is a veteran 
whose psychopathy is likely a result of the war. He wears Army gear, 
but never mentions a specific branch of service. His knowledge of 
weapons appears to suggest a civilian. He goes for the .44 Magnum, 
same as Dirty Harry. But his mental illness may be the most 
important piece to unraveling his motivation. Nicholson has made no 
bones about her dislike for Scorsese’s work, and she provides some 
interesting insights and counterpoints on the master filmmaker and 
one of his most widely heralded films. 

One Flew Over the Cuckoo’s Nest. The most intriguing aspect of 
this film is that both Nicholson’s and Scheer’s sympathies were with 
Nurse Ratched, who is ranked number five on the AFI Best Villains 

Rather than trafficking in nostalgia, these podcasts are taking a 
fresh look at the AFI Top 100 Films list and 1980s cinema.

Is Citizen Kane still the best movie ever made? The current 
AFI Top 100 Movies List has it in the top slot. One exciting 
recent podcast series is taking a critical view of the somewhat 
sacred ranking, and another is taking a comprehensive look at 
the 1980s. 

On Unspooled, film critic Amy Nicholson and comedian/
actor Paul Scheer take on the list one film at a time. The pairing 
works. Nicholson is a highly respected writer and critic with 
extensive film history knowledge and a modern approach, 
which Scheer is a successful comedian/actor and lifelong film 
fan who has admittedly not seen several films on the list. They 
provide a potent combination of historical context, production 
notes, bad reviews, and 21st century insights, culminating in 
a decision about whether or not the film should remain on the 
list. The podcast has also spawned a lively Facebook group. 

Starting with Citizen Kane and randomly roaming from 
film to film after that, Nicholson and Scheer have discussed 
half of the list at this point, and their spirited conversations are 
available through the usual podcast outlets.

A cursory look at the list reveals a collection of mostly 
white, mostly male, mostly great films. It’s also very heavy 
on 1970s films. And white guys fighting The System. And 
westerns. And yes, that makes sense to a degree. It was a 
remarkable decade and sheer numbers suggests a male-heavy 
list. Also, what’s more American than a western?

But where are the women? Where are the directors of 
color? Horror movies? Science fiction? LGBTQ films? It’s easy 
to be highly critical of the selections and to point to their lack 
of diversity, and to say the list is an outcome of a number 
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list. One of the high points of the “fight the system” movies of the 1970s, the film 
focuses on Jack Nicholson’s character’s efforts to disrupt the treatment within an 
inpatient mental health facility. A closer look shows Nicholson’s R.P. McMurphy’s 
supposedly heroic efforts to help the other patients undermining some sincere 
attempts to treat and care for people who need care. The movie goes out of its way 
to show that fighting the system results in a person being silenced. They decided 
that the film belongs on the list, but this is a great example of how even great films 
have problematic elements. 

A Clockwork Orange. Stanley Kubrick’s controversial classic launched a 
spirited debate about how the horrific actions of the lead character are framed 

in the film and how their 
portrayal makes the audience 
complicit and may be a way 
of Kubrick freeing himself 
from judgement for making 
his despicable lead character 
look cool. One of the most 
intriguing points that is 
made is that much of the 
violence Alex commits is 
seen at a distance, but the 
violence inflicted upon him 
is seen up close and personal, 
manipulating the audience to 
feel empathy for a criminal. 
The first blood drawn in 
the film is Alex’s. He calls 

himself the humble narrator throughout, and the voices of the victims are silenced 
throughout the film. It is an intriguing set of observations on a film that’s held 
court as an esteemed cult classic for decades.  

The 80s All Over podcast is an even more ambitious undertaking: revisiting 
all the major releases of the 1980s month by month. As children of the 1980s and 
noted film writers, Drew McWeeny and Scott Weinberg bring a combination of 
personal experience and spirited banter to all of it, covering the hidden gems, the 
blockbusters, and the schlock and trash that graced the screens throughout the 
decade. It’s a good idea to listen with a notes app open, regardless of preferences, 
because no one has seen all of these films except McWeeny and Weinberg, and 
you’ll wind up with a list of titles to track down, and likely have an itch to revisit 
some of your own favorites from the era. 

The best place to start is the summer of 1984 episodes, where they reminisce 
about watching The Karate Kid, Ghostbusters, Gremlins, Indiana Jones and the Temple of 
Doom, and Sixteen Candles, among others. They dive into their stories of how these 
movies affected them then and now, and analyze and they’re not afraid to call 
out some of the gauche characterizations of marginalized groups and the casual 
attitude about victimization of women in these films that are often remembered as 
essentially harmless.

Both McWeeny and Weinberg praise The Karate Kid for its ending, in light of 
how many contemporary films draw out endings and run times. Ghostbusters is 
canon for virtually every child of the 1980s, and they relay some very interesting 
details about the movie’s troubled production. They also talk about how Temple of 
Doom and Gremlins pushed the limits of the PG rating and provided a flashpoint 
for creating the PG-13 rating. 

Sixteen Candles is a classic in many ways, but it also features an appalling 
characterization of a foreign exchange student and a plot point where the popular, 
cool crush object provides the geeky boy with keys to a Rolls Royce and his drunk 
girlfriend. These unsettling elements are at odds with an essentially sweet story 
about a teenage girl coming of age.  

Lists are easy targets. They rarely satisfy and mostly spark conversations 
about what’s missing. Rather than just nitpicking choices, Unspooled remains fixed 
upon evaluating the somewhat sacred AFI Top 100 List, attempting to address 
the redundancies to make room for more modern choices. 80s All Over is a more 
personal account, a decade-long slice of two lifetimes of moviegoing. Both offer 
dynamic, challenging, and entertaining evaluations of American film, which really 
is best understood through the convergence of personal taste and cinema history. 

A cursory look at 
the AFI Top 100 list 
reveals a collection 
of mostly white, 
mostly male, 
mostly great films.
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of factors, and that only adds relevance to the argument for re-
evaluation. The list has already been updated once, and the past 30 
years in particular have been marked by an increase in the diversity 
of voices, so it’s ripe for revision again. This century has produced 
many formidable potential additions, such as There Will Be Blood, 
Moonlight, Children of Men, Brokeback Mountain, Zero Dark Thirty, 
and Mad Max Fury Road to name only a few. And I’d still like to see 
A League of Their Own make the cut. And that there are zero films 
directed by women and that Spike Lee and M. Night Shyamalan are 
the only directors of color on the list simply must be addressed. 

That’s where Amy and Paul come in.
Here are notes on three of the most intriguing episodes. 
Taxi Driver. The pair discuss the film’s similarities to The Searchers 

and whether or not Travis is a poser. The characters Robert DeNiro 
and John Wayne play in their respective films are driven to save 
young girls who may or may not want saving. They also both harbor 
tenuous feelings about minorities. Scorsese is an avowed fan of 
John Ford’s classic, so the connection makes sense on the surface. 
Even more interestingly, though, is the argument about Travis’ 
background. On the surface, the film suggests that Travis is a veteran 
whose psychopathy is likely a result of the war. He wears Army gear, 
but never mentions a specific branch of service. His knowledge of 
weapons appears to suggest a civilian. He goes for the .44 Magnum, 
same as Dirty Harry. But his mental illness may be the most 
important piece to unraveling his motivation. Nicholson has made no 
bones about her dislike for Scorsese’s work, and she provides some 
interesting insights and counterpoints on the master filmmaker and 
one of his most widely heralded films. 

One Flew Over the Cuckoo’s Nest. The most intriguing aspect of 
this film is that both Nicholson’s and Scheer’s sympathies were with 
Nurse Ratched, who is ranked number five on the AFI Best Villains 

Rather than trafficking in nostalgia, these podcasts are taking a 
fresh look at the AFI Top 100 Films list and 1980s cinema.

Is Citizen Kane still the best movie ever made? The current 
AFI Top 100 Movies List has it in the top slot. One exciting 
recent podcast series is taking a critical view of the somewhat 
sacred ranking, and another is taking a comprehensive look at 
the 1980s. 

On Unspooled, film critic Amy Nicholson and comedian/
actor Paul Scheer take on the list one film at a time. The pairing 
works. Nicholson is a highly respected writer and critic with 
extensive film history knowledge and a modern approach, 
which Scheer is a successful comedian/actor and lifelong film 
fan who has admittedly not seen several films on the list. They 
provide a potent combination of historical context, production 
notes, bad reviews, and 21st century insights, culminating in 
a decision about whether or not the film should remain on the 
list. The podcast has also spawned a lively Facebook group. 

Starting with Citizen Kane and randomly roaming from 
film to film after that, Nicholson and Scheer have discussed 
half of the list at this point, and their spirited conversations are 
available through the usual podcast outlets.

A cursory look at the list reveals a collection of mostly 
white, mostly male, mostly great films. It’s also very heavy 
on 1970s films. And white guys fighting The System. And 
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list. One of the high points of the “fight the system” movies of the 1970s, the film 
focuses on Jack Nicholson’s character’s efforts to disrupt the treatment within an 
inpatient mental health facility. A closer look shows Nicholson’s R.P. McMurphy’s 
supposedly heroic efforts to help the other patients undermining some sincere 
attempts to treat and care for people who need care. The movie goes out of its way 
to show that fighting the system results in a person being silenced. They decided 
that the film belongs on the list, but this is a great example of how even great films 
have problematic elements. 

A Clockwork Orange. Stanley Kubrick’s controversial classic launched a 
spirited debate about how the horrific actions of the lead character are framed 

in the film and how their 
portrayal makes the audience 
complicit and may be a way 
of Kubrick freeing himself 
from judgement for making 
his despicable lead character 
look cool. One of the most 
intriguing points that is 
made is that much of the 
violence Alex commits is 
seen at a distance, but the 
violence inflicted upon him 
is seen up close and personal, 
manipulating the audience to 
feel empathy for a criminal. 
The first blood drawn in 
the film is Alex’s. He calls 

himself the humble narrator throughout, and the voices of the victims are silenced 
throughout the film. It is an intriguing set of observations on a film that’s held 
court as an esteemed cult classic for decades.  

The 80s All Over podcast is an even more ambitious undertaking: revisiting 
all the major releases of the 1980s month by month. As children of the 1980s and 
noted film writers, Drew McWeeny and Scott Weinberg bring a combination of 
personal experience and spirited banter to all of it, covering the hidden gems, the 
blockbusters, and the schlock and trash that graced the screens throughout the 
decade. It’s a good idea to listen with a notes app open, regardless of preferences, 
because no one has seen all of these films except McWeeny and Weinberg, and 
you’ll wind up with a list of titles to track down, and likely have an itch to revisit 
some of your own favorites from the era. 

The best place to start is the summer of 1984 episodes, where they reminisce 
about watching The Karate Kid, Ghostbusters, Gremlins, Indiana Jones and the Temple of 
Doom, and Sixteen Candles, among others. They dive into their stories of how these 
movies affected them then and now, and analyze and they’re not afraid to call 
out some of the gauche characterizations of marginalized groups and the casual 
attitude about victimization of women in these films that are often remembered as 
essentially harmless.

Both McWeeny and Weinberg praise The Karate Kid for its ending, in light of 
how many contemporary films draw out endings and run times. Ghostbusters is 
canon for virtually every child of the 1980s, and they relay some very interesting 
details about the movie’s troubled production. They also talk about how Temple of 
Doom and Gremlins pushed the limits of the PG rating and provided a flashpoint 
for creating the PG-13 rating. 

Sixteen Candles is a classic in many ways, but it also features an appalling 
characterization of a foreign exchange student and a plot point where the popular, 
cool crush object provides the geeky boy with keys to a Rolls Royce and his drunk 
girlfriend. These unsettling elements are at odds with an essentially sweet story 
about a teenage girl coming of age.  

Lists are easy targets. They rarely satisfy and mostly spark conversations 
about what’s missing. Rather than just nitpicking choices, Unspooled remains fixed 
upon evaluating the somewhat sacred AFI Top 100 List, attempting to address 
the redundancies to make room for more modern choices. 80s All Over is a more 
personal account, a decade-long slice of two lifetimes of moviegoing. Both offer 
dynamic, challenging, and entertaining evaluations of American film, which really 
is best understood through the convergence of personal taste and cinema history. 

A cursory look at 
the AFI Top 100 list 
reveals a collection 
of mostly white, 
mostly male, 
mostly great films.
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his wishes.” Goodness, hadn’t Chamberlain learned anything from 
his Munich debacle? 

Meanwhile, Churchill sorts out the Tube--a girl at the map 
explains he’s one stop from Westminster, he just needs to take the 
District Line east-- and an agape subway car full of ordinary citizens 
suddenly find themselves sharing a ride with their Prime Minister. All 
of them are white save one: Marcus Peters, a black man, presumably 
West Indian; why he would be  going west on the District Line rather 
than east (toward the capital’s political center, but away from most 
of the work) is less than clear, but then why the bricklayer would be 
on the tube in the middle of the workday is also unclear. And surely 
even in 1940 one heart-of-London stop on the tube would go faster 
than this scene, but never mind all that. 

After introductions all around and a bit of cheery banter 
(“Madam, all babies look like me”; “Oh, a Jerome. My mother was 
a Jerome. I expect we are closely related”), Churchill gets to the 
point: “Let me ask you something that’s been weighing on my mind. 
Perhaps you might provide me with an answer. You, the British 
people, what is your mood. Is it confident?” They all murmur assent. 
“How confident?” “Very,” one declares. “Some say it’s a lost cause,” 
one dissenter notes. Churchill counters: “Oh, lost causes are the only 
ones worth fighting for.” “Too true,” one woman chimes in. And then, 
to the real point: “Now, let me ask you this, if the worst came to pass, 
and the enemy were to appear on these streets above, what would 
you do?” The answers are unequivocal (even the “lost cause” guy 
chiming in): “Fight.” “Fight the Fascists.” “Fight them with anything 
we can lay our hands on.” “Broom handles if we must.” “Street by 
street.” “They will never take Piccadilly.” Churchill pushes further: 
“They will never take Piccadilly indeed. And what if I put it to you 
all, that we might, if we ask nicely, get very favorable terms from Herr 
Hitler, if we enter into a peace declaration right now. What would you 
say to that?” And they answer, uniformly: Never, never, no never. 

Mr. Dawson, the civilian captain of the Moonstone, a small 
fishing boat, is preparing to weigh anchor. The Moonstone 
is part of a flotilla of small ships coming to the rescue of the 
sailors stranded on the beach in Christopher Nolan’s film, 
Dunkirk. Dawson explains: “They’ve asked for the Moonstone 
and they’ll have her. And her captain.” His young son chimes 
in: “And his son.” 

George, a boy helping them prepare to embark, hops 
on at the last minute as well. “What’re you doing?” asks the 
captain’s son. “You know where you’re going?” “France,” 
young George declares. “Into war,” Mr. Dawson warns. “I’ll be 
useful, sir,” the boy insists. So they carry on. Multiply that by 
hundreds, that’s the British spirit. 

Winston Churchill, in Joe Wright’s Darkest Hour, 
after struggling through most of the movie to cope with 
the unfolding disaster at Dunkirk--as well as with the 
backstabbing, appeasement-inclined political opponents 
within his own cabinet, Lord Halifax and Neville Chamberlain, 
mostly--on a lark leaps from his chauffeured car and 
plunges into the Underground to complete his journey to 
Westminster. At the same time, his war cabinet, in his absence 
(and in intercut scenes), reads out their approved terms for 
a negotiated peace: “If Signor Mussolini will cooperate with 
us in securing a settlement of all European questions which 
safeguard the independence and security of the allies, and 
could be the basis for a just a durable peace, we will undertake 
at once to discuss, with the desire to find solutions, the 
matters in which Signor Mussolini is principally interested. 
We understand that he desires the solution of certain 
Mediterranean questions, and if he shall state in secrecy what 
these are, France and Great Britain will do their best to meet 
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The moment leads Churchill to wax poetic, reciting from Macaulay’s Lays of 
Ancient Rome: “Then out spake brave Horatius/ Captain of the Gate/ To every 
man upon the earth/ Death cometh soon or late/ And how can man die better/ 
Then facing fearful odds.” It is Marcus Peters—perhaps asserting his Britishness—
who finishes the verse for him: “For the ashes of his father/ And the temples of his 
gods.” 

Thus inspired, Churchill heads to meet his Outer Cabinet—notably bypassing 
the War Cabinet —where, naming his subway common-man consultants (he’s 
jotted their names down on a scrap of paper)—he lays out the case for continued 
war. By the end of it, the Outer Cabinet is echoing the “No, never” of the subway 
citizens, which sets up the climax, Churchill’s famous “Darkest Hour” speech 
before the House (here misdated; the movie tells us it’s 28 May, but the actual 
speech was given on 18 June, inconveniently a couple weeks after the Dunkirk 
evacuation was completed).

You know the speech: “We shall fight on the beaches, we shall fight on the 
landing grounds, we shall fight in the fields and in the streets … we shall never 
surrender,” and all that.  If you had forgotten, both films remind us in their final 
acts: Churchill’s speech the finale of Darkest Hour, and read from a newspaper by 
one of the rescued sailors in Dunkirk. 

     

Note, then, that both films limn a predictably nostalgic heroic picture of 
Dunkirk, transforming what was at best less of a disaster than it might have 
been into a moment of British triumph. Beyond such rose-glassed nostalgia, both 
films also make that moment an essentially populist one, in both cases through 
distortions of the historical record: in Dunkirk, through the exaggerated invocation 
of the civilians bringing boats to the rescue (more on that in a moment); in Darkest 
Hour, with the utterly invented subway scene. 

And not just populist, but narrowly so, a thoroughly British self-celebration, 
conceptualized (with one single exception—Marcus Peters on the tube) as utterly 
white, and pointedly celebrating the insular. What’s that Churchill line? “Defend 
our Island home … if necessary, alone.” “Splendid isolation,” Max Hastings calls 
it in the New York Review of Books, recalling the late Victorian phrase. This is Britain 
away from, and mostly against, the Continent.

Ian Jack, writing in The Guardian, usefully warns against the sort of reading 
I am developing here, noting that, while both films were playing in 2017, in the 
wake of the Brexit vote, they had been some time in the making. Both scripts were 
finished in 2015, and Nolan has claimed his as a long-time obsession, going back 
over a decade more. But even Jack wonders: “Was there something in the air?” 
And we can add: Brexit cannot be reduced to a single moment, that voting day in 
June 2016. It was, after all, a campaign before it was a vote, and that campaign in 
turn played on long-term insecurities and restiveness that have always cut across 
party lines about the place of Britain within-but-still-outside the European Union 
(they kept their pounds, recall). In the making of Brexit, longer-term processes—
Zadie Smith, in “Fences: A Brexit Diary” (New York Review of Books) notes the role 
of working-class discontent in response to both austerity and growing income 
disparities, issues nearly a decade in the making (going back to the market 
crash of 2008), plus white working-class anxieties over the entrenchment of 
multiculturalism, possibly going back even further—combined with shorter-term 
events, most notably connected to the migrant wave that hit as Arab Spring got 
wintery in 2013-14, with the Syrian civil war and the breakdown of the Libyan 
state. The promoters of the referendum, Smith also notes, used Brexit to promote 
agendas with far deeper roots (Michael Gove’s sovereignty issue, Nigel Farage’s 
array of rightist causes from anti-climate change and opposition to freedom of 
movement to gun control and xenophobic fears about immigration).  
And, certainly, the uses of the films in the wake of Brexit suggests more than mere 
handy coincidence. Andy Stowe notes, in Green Left Weekly: “Nigel Farage tweeted 
‘I urge every youngster to go out and watch #Dunkirk.’” Stowe concludes: “It is 
not possible to watch Dunkirk except through the prism of Brexit and the orgy of 
British chauvinism that made it possible.” Jack points to “headlines in the pro-
Brexit press such as ‘For Brexit to work we need the Dunkirk spirit’ and ‘We will 
channel Churchill.”  Something, indeed, seems to have been in the air. But where 
do these films—and in particular the version of history proffered in these films—fit 
into all this?
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his wishes.” Goodness, hadn’t Chamberlain learned anything from 
his Munich debacle? 

Meanwhile, Churchill sorts out the Tube--a girl at the map 
explains he’s one stop from Westminster, he just needs to take the 
District Line east-- and an agape subway car full of ordinary citizens 
suddenly find themselves sharing a ride with their Prime Minister. All 
of them are white save one: Marcus Peters, a black man, presumably 
West Indian; why he would be  going west on the District Line rather 
than east (toward the capital’s political center, but away from most 
of the work) is less than clear, but then why the bricklayer would be 
on the tube in the middle of the workday is also unclear. And surely 
even in 1940 one heart-of-London stop on the tube would go faster 
than this scene, but never mind all that. 

After introductions all around and a bit of cheery banter 
(“Madam, all babies look like me”; “Oh, a Jerome. My mother was 
a Jerome. I expect we are closely related”), Churchill gets to the 
point: “Let me ask you something that’s been weighing on my mind. 
Perhaps you might provide me with an answer. You, the British 
people, what is your mood. Is it confident?” They all murmur assent. 
“How confident?” “Very,” one declares. “Some say it’s a lost cause,” 
one dissenter notes. Churchill counters: “Oh, lost causes are the only 
ones worth fighting for.” “Too true,” one woman chimes in. And then, 
to the real point: “Now, let me ask you this, if the worst came to pass, 
and the enemy were to appear on these streets above, what would 
you do?” The answers are unequivocal (even the “lost cause” guy 
chiming in): “Fight.” “Fight the Fascists.” “Fight them with anything 
we can lay our hands on.” “Broom handles if we must.” “Street by 
street.” “They will never take Piccadilly.” Churchill pushes further: 
“They will never take Piccadilly indeed. And what if I put it to you 
all, that we might, if we ask nicely, get very favorable terms from Herr 
Hitler, if we enter into a peace declaration right now. What would you 
say to that?” And they answer, uniformly: Never, never, no never. 

Mr. Dawson, the civilian captain of the Moonstone, a small 
fishing boat, is preparing to weigh anchor. The Moonstone 
is part of a flotilla of small ships coming to the rescue of the 
sailors stranded on the beach in Christopher Nolan’s film, 
Dunkirk. Dawson explains: “They’ve asked for the Moonstone 
and they’ll have her. And her captain.” His young son chimes 
in: “And his son.” 

George, a boy helping them prepare to embark, hops 
on at the last minute as well. “What’re you doing?” asks the 
captain’s son. “You know where you’re going?” “France,” 
young George declares. “Into war,” Mr. Dawson warns. “I’ll be 
useful, sir,” the boy insists. So they carry on. Multiply that by 
hundreds, that’s the British spirit. 

Winston Churchill, in Joe Wright’s Darkest Hour, 
after struggling through most of the movie to cope with 
the unfolding disaster at Dunkirk--as well as with the 
backstabbing, appeasement-inclined political opponents 
within his own cabinet, Lord Halifax and Neville Chamberlain, 
mostly--on a lark leaps from his chauffeured car and 
plunges into the Underground to complete his journey to 
Westminster. At the same time, his war cabinet, in his absence 
(and in intercut scenes), reads out their approved terms for 
a negotiated peace: “If Signor Mussolini will cooperate with 
us in securing a settlement of all European questions which 
safeguard the independence and security of the allies, and 
could be the basis for a just a durable peace, we will undertake 
at once to discuss, with the desire to find solutions, the 
matters in which Signor Mussolini is principally interested. 
We understand that he desires the solution of certain 
Mediterranean questions, and if he shall state in secrecy what 
these are, France and Great Britain will do their best to meet 
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The moment leads Churchill to wax poetic, reciting from Macaulay’s Lays of 
Ancient Rome: “Then out spake brave Horatius/ Captain of the Gate/ To every 
man upon the earth/ Death cometh soon or late/ And how can man die better/ 
Then facing fearful odds.” It is Marcus Peters—perhaps asserting his Britishness—
who finishes the verse for him: “For the ashes of his father/ And the temples of his 
gods.” 

Thus inspired, Churchill heads to meet his Outer Cabinet—notably bypassing 
the War Cabinet —where, naming his subway common-man consultants (he’s 
jotted their names down on a scrap of paper)—he lays out the case for continued 
war. By the end of it, the Outer Cabinet is echoing the “No, never” of the subway 
citizens, which sets up the climax, Churchill’s famous “Darkest Hour” speech 
before the House (here misdated; the movie tells us it’s 28 May, but the actual 
speech was given on 18 June, inconveniently a couple weeks after the Dunkirk 
evacuation was completed).

You know the speech: “We shall fight on the beaches, we shall fight on the 
landing grounds, we shall fight in the fields and in the streets … we shall never 
surrender,” and all that.  If you had forgotten, both films remind us in their final 
acts: Churchill’s speech the finale of Darkest Hour, and read from a newspaper by 
one of the rescued sailors in Dunkirk. 

     

Note, then, that both films limn a predictably nostalgic heroic picture of 
Dunkirk, transforming what was at best less of a disaster than it might have 
been into a moment of British triumph. Beyond such rose-glassed nostalgia, both 
films also make that moment an essentially populist one, in both cases through 
distortions of the historical record: in Dunkirk, through the exaggerated invocation 
of the civilians bringing boats to the rescue (more on that in a moment); in Darkest 
Hour, with the utterly invented subway scene. 

And not just populist, but narrowly so, a thoroughly British self-celebration, 
conceptualized (with one single exception—Marcus Peters on the tube) as utterly 
white, and pointedly celebrating the insular. What’s that Churchill line? “Defend 
our Island home … if necessary, alone.” “Splendid isolation,” Max Hastings calls 
it in the New York Review of Books, recalling the late Victorian phrase. This is Britain 
away from, and mostly against, the Continent.

Ian Jack, writing in The Guardian, usefully warns against the sort of reading 
I am developing here, noting that, while both films were playing in 2017, in the 
wake of the Brexit vote, they had been some time in the making. Both scripts were 
finished in 2015, and Nolan has claimed his as a long-time obsession, going back 
over a decade more. But even Jack wonders: “Was there something in the air?” 
And we can add: Brexit cannot be reduced to a single moment, that voting day in 
June 2016. It was, after all, a campaign before it was a vote, and that campaign in 
turn played on long-term insecurities and restiveness that have always cut across 
party lines about the place of Britain within-but-still-outside the European Union 
(they kept their pounds, recall). In the making of Brexit, longer-term processes—
Zadie Smith, in “Fences: A Brexit Diary” (New York Review of Books) notes the role 
of working-class discontent in response to both austerity and growing income 
disparities, issues nearly a decade in the making (going back to the market 
crash of 2008), plus white working-class anxieties over the entrenchment of 
multiculturalism, possibly going back even further—combined with shorter-term 
events, most notably connected to the migrant wave that hit as Arab Spring got 
wintery in 2013-14, with the Syrian civil war and the breakdown of the Libyan 
state. The promoters of the referendum, Smith also notes, used Brexit to promote 
agendas with far deeper roots (Michael Gove’s sovereignty issue, Nigel Farage’s 
array of rightist causes from anti-climate change and opposition to freedom of 
movement to gun control and xenophobic fears about immigration).  
And, certainly, the uses of the films in the wake of Brexit suggests more than mere 
handy coincidence. Andy Stowe notes, in Green Left Weekly: “Nigel Farage tweeted 
‘I urge every youngster to go out and watch #Dunkirk.’” Stowe concludes: “It is 
not possible to watch Dunkirk except through the prism of Brexit and the orgy of 
British chauvinism that made it possible.” Jack points to “headlines in the pro-
Brexit press such as ‘For Brexit to work we need the Dunkirk spirit’ and ‘We will 
channel Churchill.”  Something, indeed, seems to have been in the air. But where 
do these films—and in particular the version of history proffered in these films—fit 
into all this?
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more focused on the French 
troops; two-thirds of those 
evacuated came via the large 
destroyers, not the little 
ships at all; most of those 
little ships were piloted 
by Royal Navy and Coast 
Guard personnel; and only 
about 10% of the rescued 
troops came on ships that 
fit the Dunkirk model. Less 
populist a tale than the myth 
has made it.

Perhaps more 
importantly, the true story 
is less white as well. Yasmin 
Khan and Sunny Singh have 
both underlined the erasure 
of non-white troops from 
the story. Khan, writing 
in the New York Times, 
emphasizes the absence 
of Indian soldiers (mostly 
Muslim, from territories 
that would later become 
Pakistan), and notes as 
well the contributions of 

Caribbean and West African colonials. Singh, in The Guardian, points 
to the presence of colonial forces in both British and French armies 
(the French drawing on colonies in North and West Africa). 

Darkest Hour (save in that subway scene) shifts the terrain from 
the on-the-ground perspective of those actually involved in the 
evacuation to the official rooms where policies were shaped, and tells 
the somewhat more complicated double story of Churchill’s struggle 
against the appeasers within his own party while confronting the 
crisis on the beaches of Dunkirk as France collapsed before the 
German blitzkrieg.  Appropriately, then, it is a movie with a starkly 
split personality. 

The cue is in the music. Listen for those swelling chords, when 
the score goes all stirring and the volume rises with it, and you’ll 
know what you’re in for: another bit of powerhouse oratory or some 
dramatic set piece calling us to battle against the forces of darkness, 
all nostalgic-for-imperial-greatness hope-and-glory simplistic and 
unexamined patriotic claptrap, if very elegantly done as such claptrap 
goes. But then things get quieter and the movie’s Jekyll comes forth, 
in a sometimes brilliant, quite witty, charming up-close-and-personal 
humanization of Churchill, a study of the private man behind those 
public pronouncements. I, for one, thoroughly enjoyed the personal 
portrait, and then, when the music swelled again, found myself 
wishing for something, a touch of Graham Greene perhaps--some 
darkness, some ambiguity, something not so utterly kneejerk--to 
make it all less treacly. 

Gary Oldman is indeed brilliant as Churchill; less regularly 
mentioned are the excellent supporting roles played by two women, 
Kristin Scott Thomas as his long-suffering wife, Lily James as his 
suffering-not-quite-as-long secretary. Director Joe Wright, as in 
Atonement (2007), showcases an exciting visual style. His sky-to-
ground (or vice versa) tracking shots get used a bit too often but 
are stunning nonetheless; the way he visually isolates Churchill (in 
elevators, for instance) is also quite nice. But how about the history 
here? 

The focus on Dunkirk oddly erases the lead up to that moment, 
and in particular the decidedly disastrous decisions (based on 

     
To begin with Dunkirk, let me offer my modest dissent 

from the dominant red-carpets-for-the-masterpiece take on 
Nolan’s film.  Dunkirk does some things phenomenally well: 
it masterfully uses the machinery of cinema to give us an 
immersive experience of war; it balances its varied dimensions 
(the ground war, the air war, and the story of those boats) 
with precision, epic scale matched with individual tale, three 
distinct timelines kept in motion; Hans Zimmer’s timepiece-
anchored score masterfully controls tension and release, even if 
Nolan leans on it over-heavily at times (and even if multiplexes 
played it WAY TOO LOUD); the key actors hold their own 
despite a nearly wordless screenplay; Nolan even makes some 
strikingly interesting choices of focus, like picking two shirkers 
as a central focus. But still.... 

But still the mythic whale that is Dunkirk, the great 
strategic retreat that anchored Britain’s wartime self-image, 
its spirit of hunkered-down carry-on survival mode, is utterly 
unchanged and unchallenged here. The story arcs--overall and 
individual--are utterly predictable (who doesn’t know, when 
the amount of fuel in the plane is first mentioned, where that 
story line goes?). They all lead inexorably to the heart-tug 
patriotic we’re-all-in-together moment when the small ships 
arrive. The moment works, hearts tugged sure enough, but 
it simultaneously annoys. Just this again? And then closing 
with that rescued sailor reciting Churchill, that famous speech, 
was for me the final nail. So obvious, so predictable, so simply 
sappy. But that is the film as film. How about its history?

As Joseph Coohill (so rightly aka’d Professor Buzzkill 
in his online columns) has noted, citing an array of recent 
scholarship: “The problem with what’s come down through 
the decades as the story of the Little Ships is that a lot of it isn’t 
true, most of it is greatly exaggerated, and that exaggeration 
(and the imagery of ‘average’ people providing the key to 
the Dunkirk miracle) covers up the stories of most of the 
true civilian heroes of the Dunkirk evacuation.” In fact, the 
salvation of the British forces was mostly in the hands of the 
Germans, who halted their advance, and who in any case were 

The whitening of history 
reinforces the xenophobic tropes 
in contemporary Brexit debates.
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misplaced confidence in France’s fighting 
plan) that left all those troops on the beach 
in the first place. The film’s portraits of 
Churchill’s appeasing opponents are, as 
Geoffrey Wheatcroft notes in the New 
York Review of Books, “coarse caricatures, 
outrageous in the case of Halifax, who was 
the least enthusiastic of the appeasers.” 
The whole sequence from adventures 
Underground through the rousing of the 
Outer Cabinet were pure fabrication; as 
Ian Jack writes: “No, he did none of these 
things. The scene was absurd.” 

And Churchill’s climactic speech 
Wright frames again in terms of 
Englishness. “What just happened?” an 
MP wonders amid the unanimous cheers 
and tossed papers that greet the address, 
and Halifax responds: “He mobilized 
the English language and set it out to 
battle,” an ironic concession from the man 
who, earlier in the film had dismissed 
Churchill’s assertion that the Channel 
was “our moat, our battlement” with the 
declaration: “What is to stop Herr Hitler, 
then? Words, words, words, words alone.” 
The actual response was hardly unalloyed 
endorsement. As Wheatcroft notes: “the 
Tory benches were sullenly subdued 
through his first famous speeches in May 
and June.” But sullenness hardly fits the 
fusion of great-man and populist rallying 
of the (insular, white) nation that Wright’s 
film shapes.  

   

The whitening of history reinforces 
the xenophobic tropes in contemporary 
Brexit debates.  Zadie Smith, in her 
brilliant essay “Fences: A Brexit Diary,” 
writes: “The painful truth is that 
fences are being raised everywhere in 
London. Around school districts, around 
neighborhoods, around lives. One useful 
consequence of Brexit is to finally and 
openly reveal a deep fracture in society 
that has been thirty years in the making. 
The gaps between north and south, 
between the social classes, between 
Londoners and everyone else, between 
rich Londoners and poor Londoners, and 
between white and brown and black are 
real and need to be confronted.” Yet the 
problem Brexit presents is that it displaces 
and projects those divisions, turning those 
internal divides into an us-versus-them 
opposition between Britain and the world, 
and erecting a new fence as a response. 
Films such as Dunkirk and Darkest Hour, 
by entrenching populist, whitewashed, 
simplified, and insular myths for the 
complexities of real history, evade the 
necessary confrontation.   
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more focused on the French 
troops; two-thirds of those 
evacuated came via the large 
destroyers, not the little 
ships at all; most of those 
little ships were piloted 
by Royal Navy and Coast 
Guard personnel; and only 
about 10% of the rescued 
troops came on ships that 
fit the Dunkirk model. Less 
populist a tale than the myth 
has made it.

Perhaps more 
importantly, the true story 
is less white as well. Yasmin 
Khan and Sunny Singh have 
both underlined the erasure 
of non-white troops from 
the story. Khan, writing 
in the New York Times, 
emphasizes the absence 
of Indian soldiers (mostly 
Muslim, from territories 
that would later become 
Pakistan), and notes as 
well the contributions of 

Caribbean and West African colonials. Singh, in The Guardian, points 
to the presence of colonial forces in both British and French armies 
(the French drawing on colonies in North and West Africa). 

Darkest Hour (save in that subway scene) shifts the terrain from 
the on-the-ground perspective of those actually involved in the 
evacuation to the official rooms where policies were shaped, and tells 
the somewhat more complicated double story of Churchill’s struggle 
against the appeasers within his own party while confronting the 
crisis on the beaches of Dunkirk as France collapsed before the 
German blitzkrieg.  Appropriately, then, it is a movie with a starkly 
split personality. 

The cue is in the music. Listen for those swelling chords, when 
the score goes all stirring and the volume rises with it, and you’ll 
know what you’re in for: another bit of powerhouse oratory or some 
dramatic set piece calling us to battle against the forces of darkness, 
all nostalgic-for-imperial-greatness hope-and-glory simplistic and 
unexamined patriotic claptrap, if very elegantly done as such claptrap 
goes. But then things get quieter and the movie’s Jekyll comes forth, 
in a sometimes brilliant, quite witty, charming up-close-and-personal 
humanization of Churchill, a study of the private man behind those 
public pronouncements. I, for one, thoroughly enjoyed the personal 
portrait, and then, when the music swelled again, found myself 
wishing for something, a touch of Graham Greene perhaps--some 
darkness, some ambiguity, something not so utterly kneejerk--to 
make it all less treacly. 

Gary Oldman is indeed brilliant as Churchill; less regularly 
mentioned are the excellent supporting roles played by two women, 
Kristin Scott Thomas as his long-suffering wife, Lily James as his 
suffering-not-quite-as-long secretary. Director Joe Wright, as in 
Atonement (2007), showcases an exciting visual style. His sky-to-
ground (or vice versa) tracking shots get used a bit too often but 
are stunning nonetheless; the way he visually isolates Churchill (in 
elevators, for instance) is also quite nice. But how about the history 
here? 

The focus on Dunkirk oddly erases the lead up to that moment, 
and in particular the decidedly disastrous decisions (based on 

     
To begin with Dunkirk, let me offer my modest dissent 

from the dominant red-carpets-for-the-masterpiece take on 
Nolan’s film.  Dunkirk does some things phenomenally well: 
it masterfully uses the machinery of cinema to give us an 
immersive experience of war; it balances its varied dimensions 
(the ground war, the air war, and the story of those boats) 
with precision, epic scale matched with individual tale, three 
distinct timelines kept in motion; Hans Zimmer’s timepiece-
anchored score masterfully controls tension and release, even if 
Nolan leans on it over-heavily at times (and even if multiplexes 
played it WAY TOO LOUD); the key actors hold their own 
despite a nearly wordless screenplay; Nolan even makes some 
strikingly interesting choices of focus, like picking two shirkers 
as a central focus. But still.... 

But still the mythic whale that is Dunkirk, the great 
strategic retreat that anchored Britain’s wartime self-image, 
its spirit of hunkered-down carry-on survival mode, is utterly 
unchanged and unchallenged here. The story arcs--overall and 
individual--are utterly predictable (who doesn’t know, when 
the amount of fuel in the plane is first mentioned, where that 
story line goes?). They all lead inexorably to the heart-tug 
patriotic we’re-all-in-together moment when the small ships 
arrive. The moment works, hearts tugged sure enough, but 
it simultaneously annoys. Just this again? And then closing 
with that rescued sailor reciting Churchill, that famous speech, 
was for me the final nail. So obvious, so predictable, so simply 
sappy. But that is the film as film. How about its history?

As Joseph Coohill (so rightly aka’d Professor Buzzkill 
in his online columns) has noted, citing an array of recent 
scholarship: “The problem with what’s come down through 
the decades as the story of the Little Ships is that a lot of it isn’t 
true, most of it is greatly exaggerated, and that exaggeration 
(and the imagery of ‘average’ people providing the key to 
the Dunkirk miracle) covers up the stories of most of the 
true civilian heroes of the Dunkirk evacuation.” In fact, the 
salvation of the British forces was mostly in the hands of the 
Germans, who halted their advance, and who in any case were 

The whitening of history 
reinforces the xenophobic tropes 
in contemporary Brexit debates.
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misplaced confidence in France’s fighting 
plan) that left all those troops on the beach 
in the first place. The film’s portraits of 
Churchill’s appeasing opponents are, as 
Geoffrey Wheatcroft notes in the New 
York Review of Books, “coarse caricatures, 
outrageous in the case of Halifax, who was 
the least enthusiastic of the appeasers.” 
The whole sequence from adventures 
Underground through the rousing of the 
Outer Cabinet were pure fabrication; as 
Ian Jack writes: “No, he did none of these 
things. The scene was absurd.” 

And Churchill’s climactic speech 
Wright frames again in terms of 
Englishness. “What just happened?” an 
MP wonders amid the unanimous cheers 
and tossed papers that greet the address, 
and Halifax responds: “He mobilized 
the English language and set it out to 
battle,” an ironic concession from the man 
who, earlier in the film had dismissed 
Churchill’s assertion that the Channel 
was “our moat, our battlement” with the 
declaration: “What is to stop Herr Hitler, 
then? Words, words, words, words alone.” 
The actual response was hardly unalloyed 
endorsement. As Wheatcroft notes: “the 
Tory benches were sullenly subdued 
through his first famous speeches in May 
and June.” But sullenness hardly fits the 
fusion of great-man and populist rallying 
of the (insular, white) nation that Wright’s 
film shapes.  

   

The whitening of history reinforces 
the xenophobic tropes in contemporary 
Brexit debates.  Zadie Smith, in her 
brilliant essay “Fences: A Brexit Diary,” 
writes: “The painful truth is that 
fences are being raised everywhere in 
London. Around school districts, around 
neighborhoods, around lives. One useful 
consequence of Brexit is to finally and 
openly reveal a deep fracture in society 
that has been thirty years in the making. 
The gaps between north and south, 
between the social classes, between 
Londoners and everyone else, between 
rich Londoners and poor Londoners, and 
between white and brown and black are 
real and need to be confronted.” Yet the 
problem Brexit presents is that it displaces 
and projects those divisions, turning those 
internal divides into an us-versus-them 
opposition between Britain and the world, 
and erecting a new fence as a response. 
Films such as Dunkirk and Darkest Hour, 
by entrenching populist, whitewashed, 
simplified, and insular myths for the 
complexities of real history, evade the 
necessary confrontation.   
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event horizon

T U E S D AY,  J U N E  1 8 T H                                    
• Bloomington Pub Quiz; Bear’s 

Place; 5:30pm
• Songwriter Showcase; Bear’s 

Place; 8pm
• W E D N E S D AY,  J U N E  1 9 T H                            
• Envy’s Open Stage; The Back 

Door; 11pm
• T H U R S D AY,  J U N E  2 0 T H                         
• Gareth Reynolds; The Comedy 

Attic; 8pm
• Thee Aquaholics; The Bishop; 9:30pm
• Jazz Fables; Bear’s Place; 5:30pm
• Karaoke; Bear’s Place; 9pm
• The Swing Rays; The Bluebird; 8pm
• BEAD Open House; Buskirk-

Chumley Theater; 5:30pm
• Poms Screening; Brown County 

Playhouse; 7pm
• 

F R I D AY,  J U N E  2 1 S T                                      
•  Gareth Reynolds; The Comedy 

Attic; 8 & 10:30pm
• The Mad Hatters; Bear’s Place; 7pm
• The Prince Experience; The 

Bluebird; 9pm
• Brown County Community Band—

Sounds of 40s, 50s and Beyond; 
Brown County Playhouse; 7:30pm

• S AT U R D AY,  J U N E  2 2 N D                           
• Gareth Reynolds; The Comedy 

Attic; 8 & 10:30pm
• Bear’s Trivia-Benefi t for Midway 

Music Festival; Bear’s Place; 8pm
• Hairbangers Ball; The Bluebird; 9pm
• Jimmie Vaughan & the Tilt-a-Whirl 

Band; Buskirk-Chumley Theater; 
8pm

• Loving the Big Band Sounds; Brown 
County Playhouse; 7:30pm

• Rhinestone Roundup; The Back 
Door; 10pm

•  S U N D AY,  J U N E  2 3 R D                                 
• Rise Above the Mark Screening; 

Buskirk-Chumley Theater; 4pm
• Poms Screening; Brown County 

Playhouse; 4pm
• Karaoke w/Misfi t Toy Karaoke; The 

Back Door; 10pm
• M O N D AY,  J U N E  24 T H                                 
• Open Mic Comedy; Bear’s Place; 8pm
• T U E S D AY,  J U N E  2 5 T H                               
• St. Charles Parent Band; The 

Bishop; 9pm
• Bloomington Pub Quiz; Bear’s 

Place; 5:30pm
• Blues Jam; Bear’s Place; 8pm
• W E D N E S D AY,  J U N E  2 6 T H                          
• Pauley Shore; Buskirk-Chumley 

Theater; 8pm
• Don’t Call Me Betty; The Back 

Door; 8pm
• Envy’s Open Stage; The Back 

Door; 11pm
• T H U R S D AY,  J U N E  2 7 T H                             
• Michael Ian Black; The Comedy 

Attic; 8pm
• An Evening with NRBQ; The 

Bishop; 9:30pm
• Jazz Fables; Bear’s Place; 5:30pm
• Karaoke; Bear’s Place; 9pm
• Poms Screening; Brown County 

Playhouse; 7pm
• Keep Your Filthy Laws Off  Our Silky 

Drawers; The Back Door; 9pm
• F R I D AY,  J U N E  2 8 T H                               
• Michael Ian Black; The Comedy 

Attic; 8 & 10:30pm
• The Colonel; Bear’s Place; 5:30pm
• One Step Above-Dance Company 

Recital; Buskirk-Chumley 
Theater; 6:30pm

• The Thomas Brothers; Brown 
County Playhouse; 7:30pm

• Verna’s Varietease: Nerds!; The Back 
Door; 10pm

• S AT U R D AY,  J U N E  2 9 T H                               
•  Michael Ian Black; The Comedy 

Attic; 8 & 10:30pm
• Casey Donahew; The Bluebird; 8pm
• One Step Above-Dance Company 

Recital; Buskirk-Chumley Theater; 
6pm

• Summer Youth Theatre Camp 
Show; Brown County Playhouse; 
12pm

• The Thomas Brothers; Brown 
County Playhouse; 7:30pm

• Stonewall 50th Anniversary 
Celebration; The Back Door; 10pm  
  S U N D AY,  J U N E  3 0 T H                                              

• Poms Screening; Brown County 
Playhouse; 4pm

•  Karaoke w/Misfi t Toy Karaoke; The 
Back Door; 10pm

• M O N D AY,  J U LY  1 S T                                                
• Open Mic Comedy; Bear’s Place; 

8pmT H U R S D AY,  J U LY  4 T H                           
• Jazz Fables; Bear’s Place; 5:30pm
• Karaoke; Bear’s Place; 9pm
• F R I D AY,  J U LY  5 T H                                        
• Laurie Kilmartin; The Comedy 

Attic; 8 & 10:30pm
• Born in the USA; Brown County 

Playhouse; 7:30pm
• S AT U R D AY,  J U LY  6 T H                                            
• Laurie Kilmartin; The Comedy 

Attic; 8 & 10:30pm
• Shadows-Remy van Kesteren; 

Buskirk-Chumley Theater; 7pm
• The Summer of 69-Music from 

Woodstock; Brown County 
Playhouse; 7:30pm

Michael Ian Black; 6/27-6/29; 
� e Comedy Attic
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event horizon
M O N D AY,  J U LY  8 T H                                   
• Open Mic Comedy; Bear’s Place; 8pm
• T U E S D AY,  J U LY  9 T H                                 
• Bloomington Pub Quiz; Bear’s 

Place; 5:30pm
• Merrie Sloan, Susan Anderson 

Band, Ever More Nest; The Back 
Door; 9pm

• W E D N E S D AY,  J U LY  1 0 T H                              
• Tim Buchanan, Post Pink, Casual 

Hex, Bugg; The Bishop; 9pm
• T H U R S D AY,  J U LY  1 1 T H                               
• Ramy Youssef; The Comedy 

Attic; 8pm
• Jazz Fables; Bear’s Place; 5:30pm
• Karaoke; Bear’s Place; 9pm
• Free HIV, Gonorrhea and Chlamydia 

testing; The Back Door; 7pm

• F R I D AY,  J U LY  1 2 T H                               
• Ramy Youssef; The Comedy Attic; 8 

& 10:30pm
• Thunderstruck-AC/DC Tribute; The 

Bluebird; 9pm
• Back to the Future Screening; 

Buskirk-Chumley Theater; 7:30pm
• The Summer of 69-Music from 

Woodstock; Brown County 
Playhouse; 7:30pm

• S AT U R D AY,  J U LY  1 3 T H                              
• Ramy Youssef; The Comedy Attic; 8 

& 10:30pm
• Junior Brown; The Bluebird; 8pm
• Born in the USA; Brown County 

Playhouse; 7:30pm
• M O N D AY,  J U LY  1 5 T H                                 
• And The Kids With The 

Harmaleighs; The Bishop; 9pm
• Open Mic Comedy; Bear’s Place; 8pm

• T U E S D AY,  J U LY  1 6 T H                                 
• Bloomington Pub Quiz; Bear’s 

Place; 5:30pm
• W E D N E S D AY,  J U LY  1 7 T H                         
• T H U R S D AY,  J U LY  1 8 T H                                 
•  Jazz Fables; Bear’s Place; 5:30pm
• Karaoke; Bear’s Place; 9pm
• When Particles Collide, Push Pop, 

High Fiber; The Back Door; 11pm
• F R I D AY,  J U LY  1 9 T H                                    
• Hyryder; The Bluebird; 9pm
• Lee Roy Parnell; Brown County 

Playhouse; 7:30pm
• S AT U R D AY,  J U LY  2 0 T H                                 
• Southern Accents-Tom Petty Tribute; 

The Bluebird; 9pm
• M O N D AY,  J U LY  2 2 N D                               
• Open Mic Comedy; Bear’s Place; 8pm

Laurie Kilmartin; 7/5-7/6; 
� e Comedy Attic

Pauly Shore; 6/26; Buskirk-Chumley � eater 
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“a job has opened down here in Bloomington--you might want to 
apply for it.”  I applied for it and so here I am. This was shortly after 
Watergate.

The next logical step from here was always Louisville; the 
Courier Journal and the Louisville Times were great papers. Phil, had 
moved on to Louisville. So I thought maybe I’ll do that. But before I 
got the opportunity, the managers here in Bloomington said “we’ve 
got our eye on you to be editor of the paper in the next 3-5 years.” 

It actually was about 2 years later. Bill Schrader was my mentor 
and a great news man. I learned a whole lot from him, he was a 
nice guy. There were people in Bloomington, because he was a 
conservative, that probably didn’t have a lot of great things to say 
about the job he did but I think the people who were in government 
and in the business community probably did really appreciate the 
work he did. I didn’t realize how good he was until I’d been in the job 
for a few years. 

TM: I’ve heard you talk about your parent’s department store in 
Winchester, Indiana. How you started working there as a teen and 
how the advent of a shopping mall at the edge of town forced the 
closing of your parent’s store. I wondered how you thought about 
Bloomington’s growth and development downtown and on both the 
East and West sides of our community. And, the impact it has had on 
Bloomington overall.
BZ: I think that Bloomington was in the same situation in a lot of 
ways that a lot of downtowns were in the 1970s. A lot of the retailers 
were starting to go elsewhere, College Mall, Kmart on the west 
side. At that point the group and the City under [then Mayor] Tomi 
[Allison] and the County Government, they all really got together and 
created this synergy downtown. As the small town kid who grew up 
in a department store on a downtown Indiana square, I was all for it. I 

The old saying “we went to different high schools 
together” best describes my relationship with Bob Zaltsberg. 
Bob recently retired after 33 years as editor of the Herald-Times. 
I had retired from Bloomington’s City Council in 2017 after 
serving many years. 

Before the internet, our friendship was limited to 
telephone or office visits about H-T stories and editorials. Our 
conversations shifted to email with the advent of electronic 
communication. My friend always listened to my concerns and 
compliments with great respect and understanding. I learned a 
lot from him.

When I was approached to do this interview, I welcomed 
the opportunity. We met, one Thursday afternoon, at the 
Uptown Cafe for coffee and conversation. I learned a great deal 
more about Bob and hope you will too.

Tim Mayer: Why don’t you tell us a little about how you got 
from Winchester, Indiana to Bloomington? 
Bob Zaltzberg: I went from Winchester to Oxford, Ohio. I was 
an English major and I thought I wanted to get into radio. 
I always liked the whole current events thing. I did some 
dabbling in radio classes. I had an emphasis in journalism 
so I did some journalism classes. For a variety of reasons the 
newspaper thing seemed like a better fit for me. I wasn’t really 
that good at, or thrilled with, the radio stuff. 

So I got a degree in English but my emphasis was on 
media; I wanted to get a newspaper job. My first job was a 
twice-weekly paper in Plainfield, Indiana. I had a friend on 
the staff here in Bloomington named Phil Coffin, who still is a 
copy editor with the New York Times. Phil and I were former 
roommates at Miami and he called me one night and said, 

BOB 
ZALTSBERG

Look Who’s Talking

After 33 years, Bob Zaltsberg retired as editor 
of the Herald-Times. Former city councilman 
Tim Mayer sat down with Bob and talked about 
his teenage years in a small Indiana town, his 
time at the H-T, and the future of journalism

Photos by Jeremy Hogan

half page text guideline

think local business and a thriving downtown are just absolutely crucial 
to a place where I would want to be. I think that’s true for many other 
people. 

The obvious follow-up is what about now? I still think it’s a 
fabulous downtown even though it’s had some growing pains. All 
the people that have moved in, the university, high-end apartments 
and all that, all the growing pains. But oh my goodness, the energy in 
downtown Bloomington, compared to a lot of cities, it’s just fantastic. 
My brother was in town from Orlando the other day and he was really 
taken just by what downtown looks like and how much activity there is. 

TM: We took a trip up to Lake Michigan, sometime in the summer. We 
get up around Michigan City. There’s a city that did it wrong from the 
beginning. They built a consumer mall on the edge of town, and they 
certainly turned their main drag into a pedestrian road and just killed it. 
BZ: I don’t know what Burlington, Vermont is like today, but they’ve 
made a lot of their downtown into a pedestrian mall. They relocated 
their big box stores to the outskirts of town, way out. I haven’t been 
there in years, but the one time I did visit I really appreciated how they 
had planned: “we’re not going to say no to these big box stores, we’re 
gonna put them in a place where they don’t really affect downtown 
Burlington.” 

TM: When Sue and I moved to Bloomington we had a five month 
old son, it was in January 1968, and at that time State Road 37 was a 
two lane highway, both north and south out of Bloomington. A trip to 
Indianapolis was dangerous. I almost ran over a concrete block in the 
middle a lane one time. Over time SR 37 was divided and made limited 
access. In the 80s, the discussion to build Interstate 69 began in earnest 
and the lines were drawn between those for and those against. The 
H-T was on the side of “build the highway.”  It was a difficult decision 
for you to find yourself in, and now that it’s here and what are your 
feelings and what do you see for Bloomington’s future and our special 
relationship to Indianapolis and are we becoming a community to Indy?
BZ: I personally was never too concerned about whether the highway 
was or wasn’t built. I thought Bloomington would thrive and survive 
whether there was I-69 or not. Our newspaper’s editorial position was 
always in favor of I-69--a lot of decisions are made by our editorial 
board, The ownership--Scott Schurz and the Schurz family--they were 
strongly in favor of the highway. I was personally ambivalent about it, 
but I didn’t see the significant harm some people thought it might be. I 
did agree with the values that might come with it. I don’t pretend to be 
an expert in the cost-benefit analysis and all that. I’ll leave that to people 
like Andy [Ruff]. I admired the people that fought against it but as a 
newspaper and looking out for our editorial board position we thought 
it was the best thing that could happen for Bloomington. 

We won’t know, until twenty to thirty years from now. But people 
fought I-37, the 4 lane, when it was going to be built. People fought 
Lake Monroe when it was going to be built. And those things all turned 
out to be the right decision. As part of the editorial board at the time, I 
was confident that if the decision was made it wouldn’t be the wrong 
decision. I was just, as I said, kind of ambivalent. I thought Bloomington 
was going to be a great place to live and be no matter what. I love to be 
able to get on the highway on the outside of town and get to Martinsville 
in just 15 minutes. I love to be able to get to Evansville, personally, 
in two hours. And I see the great benefit of being able to get to the 
Indianapolis Airport and Indianapolis in a shorter amount of time. 

As far as whether we’re becoming a bedroom community of 
Indianapolis; I don’t think so. I think we’re always going to be apart 
from Indianapolis and every other city in the state of Indiana. There 
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“a job has opened down here in Bloomington--you might want to 
apply for it.”  I applied for it and so here I am. This was shortly after 
Watergate.

The next logical step from here was always Louisville; the 
Courier Journal and the Louisville Times were great papers. Phil, had 
moved on to Louisville. So I thought maybe I’ll do that. But before I 
got the opportunity, the managers here in Bloomington said “we’ve 
got our eye on you to be editor of the paper in the next 3-5 years.” 

It actually was about 2 years later. Bill Schrader was my mentor 
and a great news man. I learned a whole lot from him, he was a 
nice guy. There were people in Bloomington, because he was a 
conservative, that probably didn’t have a lot of great things to say 
about the job he did but I think the people who were in government 
and in the business community probably did really appreciate the 
work he did. I didn’t realize how good he was until I’d been in the job 
for a few years. 

TM: I’ve heard you talk about your parent’s department store in 
Winchester, Indiana. How you started working there as a teen and 
how the advent of a shopping mall at the edge of town forced the 
closing of your parent’s store. I wondered how you thought about 
Bloomington’s growth and development downtown and on both the 
East and West sides of our community. And, the impact it has had on 
Bloomington overall.
BZ: I think that Bloomington was in the same situation in a lot of 
ways that a lot of downtowns were in the 1970s. A lot of the retailers 
were starting to go elsewhere, College Mall, Kmart on the west 
side. At that point the group and the City under [then Mayor] Tomi 
[Allison] and the County Government, they all really got together and 
created this synergy downtown. As the small town kid who grew up 
in a department store on a downtown Indiana square, I was all for it. I 

The old saying “we went to different high schools 
together” best describes my relationship with Bob Zaltsberg. 
Bob recently retired after 33 years as editor of the Herald-Times. 
I had retired from Bloomington’s City Council in 2017 after 
serving many years. 

Before the internet, our friendship was limited to 
telephone or office visits about H-T stories and editorials. Our 
conversations shifted to email with the advent of electronic 
communication. My friend always listened to my concerns and 
compliments with great respect and understanding. I learned a 
lot from him.

When I was approached to do this interview, I welcomed 
the opportunity. We met, one Thursday afternoon, at the 
Uptown Cafe for coffee and conversation. I learned a great deal 
more about Bob and hope you will too.

Tim Mayer: Why don’t you tell us a little about how you got 
from Winchester, Indiana to Bloomington? 
Bob Zaltzberg: I went from Winchester to Oxford, Ohio. I was 
an English major and I thought I wanted to get into radio. 
I always liked the whole current events thing. I did some 
dabbling in radio classes. I had an emphasis in journalism 
so I did some journalism classes. For a variety of reasons the 
newspaper thing seemed like a better fit for me. I wasn’t really 
that good at, or thrilled with, the radio stuff. 

So I got a degree in English but my emphasis was on 
media; I wanted to get a newspaper job. My first job was a 
twice-weekly paper in Plainfield, Indiana. I had a friend on 
the staff here in Bloomington named Phil Coffin, who still is a 
copy editor with the New York Times. Phil and I were former 
roommates at Miami and he called me one night and said, 
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think local business and a thriving downtown are just absolutely crucial 
to a place where I would want to be. I think that’s true for many other 
people. 

The obvious follow-up is what about now? I still think it’s a 
fabulous downtown even though it’s had some growing pains. All 
the people that have moved in, the university, high-end apartments 
and all that, all the growing pains. But oh my goodness, the energy in 
downtown Bloomington, compared to a lot of cities, it’s just fantastic. 
My brother was in town from Orlando the other day and he was really 
taken just by what downtown looks like and how much activity there is. 

TM: We took a trip up to Lake Michigan, sometime in the summer. We 
get up around Michigan City. There’s a city that did it wrong from the 
beginning. They built a consumer mall on the edge of town, and they 
certainly turned their main drag into a pedestrian road and just killed it. 
BZ: I don’t know what Burlington, Vermont is like today, but they’ve 
made a lot of their downtown into a pedestrian mall. They relocated 
their big box stores to the outskirts of town, way out. I haven’t been 
there in years, but the one time I did visit I really appreciated how they 
had planned: “we’re not going to say no to these big box stores, we’re 
gonna put them in a place where they don’t really affect downtown 
Burlington.” 

TM: When Sue and I moved to Bloomington we had a five month 
old son, it was in January 1968, and at that time State Road 37 was a 
two lane highway, both north and south out of Bloomington. A trip to 
Indianapolis was dangerous. I almost ran over a concrete block in the 
middle a lane one time. Over time SR 37 was divided and made limited 
access. In the 80s, the discussion to build Interstate 69 began in earnest 
and the lines were drawn between those for and those against. The 
H-T was on the side of “build the highway.”  It was a difficult decision 
for you to find yourself in, and now that it’s here and what are your 
feelings and what do you see for Bloomington’s future and our special 
relationship to Indianapolis and are we becoming a community to Indy?
BZ: I personally was never too concerned about whether the highway 
was or wasn’t built. I thought Bloomington would thrive and survive 
whether there was I-69 or not. Our newspaper’s editorial position was 
always in favor of I-69--a lot of decisions are made by our editorial 
board, The ownership--Scott Schurz and the Schurz family--they were 
strongly in favor of the highway. I was personally ambivalent about it, 
but I didn’t see the significant harm some people thought it might be. I 
did agree with the values that might come with it. I don’t pretend to be 
an expert in the cost-benefit analysis and all that. I’ll leave that to people 
like Andy [Ruff]. I admired the people that fought against it but as a 
newspaper and looking out for our editorial board position we thought 
it was the best thing that could happen for Bloomington. 

We won’t know, until twenty to thirty years from now. But people 
fought I-37, the 4 lane, when it was going to be built. People fought 
Lake Monroe when it was going to be built. And those things all turned 
out to be the right decision. As part of the editorial board at the time, I 
was confident that if the decision was made it wouldn’t be the wrong 
decision. I was just, as I said, kind of ambivalent. I thought Bloomington 
was going to be a great place to live and be no matter what. I love to be 
able to get on the highway on the outside of town and get to Martinsville 
in just 15 minutes. I love to be able to get to Evansville, personally, 
in two hours. And I see the great benefit of being able to get to the 
Indianapolis Airport and Indianapolis in a shorter amount of time. 

As far as whether we’re becoming a bedroom community of 
Indianapolis; I don’t think so. I think we’re always going to be apart 
from Indianapolis and every other city in the state of Indiana. There 
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them, but I wondered how many 
other people voted for him. And I 
was kind of surprised to find out it 
was something like 2700 or 1700 or 
something. So it was certainly in the 

thousands, but he still lost by like 65% to 35% in Randolph County, 
which is a very Republican county. 

Arianna Huffington was a hoot to talk to because she was 
interesting and she was so cutting edge with the Huffington Post. 
Judy O’Bannon is such a gracious lady. John Whikehart is such a 
funny guy. Those interviews were a lot of fun. As I said, as time went 
on I got better at them. I just figured, it’s me and this other person 
and we’re going to have a conversation. They have much more stuff 
to say than I do, I just need to draw them out. 

TM: When I moved to Bloomington in 1968, Westinghouse, RCA, 
Otis Elevator and GE were going gangbusters. Over time, one-by-one, 
they shuttered their plants and moved on, GE being the last to go. A 
great loss for our community with many lives being disrupted. As 
best we could, the community stepped up to help with the transition 
for those affected by the closings. We’ve transitioned from assembly 
line fabrication (elevators, television sets, electric transformers, and 
side-by-side refrigerators) to medical assembly, automotive part 
manufacturing, pharmaceutical development and packaging, as well 
as technology driven ideas and products. Bloomington has many 
innovative people looking for the next big breakthrough. How do 
you view the transition from where we were in the 70’s to today and 
beyond? Are we doing enough to give everyone the basic skills to 
earn a well-rounded living?
BZ: That’s a great question; you went through the history and 
it’s pretty staggering when you think about it. The first color TV 
rolled off the assembly line down there and there were 8,000 people 
working at that plant. That’s stunning to think about, when GE was 
in its heyday and we thought GE was a huge employer there were 
3,500 or 3,200. So 8,000 people working at RCA, 3,200 working at 
GE. Probably close to 1,000 people worked at Otis. Westinghouse, of 
course they were contaminating the community, but several hundred 
people were working there--if not a thousand.  

Thank goodness Bill Cook and Gayle Cook decided to 
make medical devices in their back room at Art Villa. It’s such a 

are a lot of people that drive to 
Indianapolis and it will make it 
easier. But it will make also make 
it easier for people that live in Indy 
that want to drive over here. Not 
a very deep answer, might be controversial to some. I didn’t 
have to lose my house or my farm because of it either. I took a 
broader view, I did my job and we evaluated it as a newspaper 
and as an editorial board. I don’t think it’s a bad thing for the 
greater community. I think it’s a good thing.

TM: For a number of years you were the moderator for the 
Ivy Tech O’Bannon Institute’s “Conversations” event. You had 
an opportunity to meet and interview some really interesting 
people. George McGovern in 2007, Paul Begala in 2008, 
Eugene Robinson in 2009, Arianna Huffington in 2010, Richard 
Dreyfuss in 2011, Cokie Roberts in 2012, Judy O’Bannon in 
2013, John R. Whikehart in 2014, and Shiza Shahid in 2015. I 
must admit that the Richard Dreyfuss interview stands out to 
me. But I don’t want to step on your story. Can you share some 
of your impressions from those interviews?
BZ: Absolutely! The Richard Dreyfuss interview was the 
worst interview I’ve ever done because all I got to do was 
ask one question and basically RIchard just took over and 
did a soliloquy on the stage. It was great from a standpoint 
of just sitting back and watching; it made the job really easy. 
But, Richard was just an unusual character. It was enjoyable 
though. 

With the rest of those interviews I got more comfortable, 
you know with repetition you get more comfortable. I’m sure 
the interviews I did with people like Cokie Roberts, she was 
great. She was so much fun to talk to, and I was able to meet 
her where she was, she’s a journalist and I’m a journalist. 
While she’s a world famous journalist, I felt like I could handle 
myself and talk to her about it. So it was really fun for me to 
get to talk to her. 

George McGovern was one of my all-time heroes. I did 
a column a few years ago. I called the county clerk’s office 
in Randolph County, Winchester to find out how many 
Democrats voted for McGovern in 1972. Because I was one of 

How are you going to 
pay for news? That’s 
the big issue. The H-T is 
trying to figure it out.

The Herald-Times newsroom on 
the day the paper was sold
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great historical point for Bloomington. But even besides 
manufacturing it’s helped to create this innovation community. 
We can’t separate Bloomington and IU. I think a lot of the 
reason Bill Cook was attracted here was because the university 
was here. I don’t think Bill Cook would have just gone to any 
community. He could have gone to a lot of different places but 
he came here. A lot of companies come to Bloomington because 
we’ve got a university and we’ve got all this intellectual 
capital. 

Now, we’re entering this new phase of startups and 
innovation I can’t pretend to be an expert in. But, I’ve thought 
enough about it to know you just got to have smart people, 
you’ve got to have a good quality of life, you’ve got to have a 
place where people want to be. 

For part two of your question; there are a lot of people that 
need to be trained to be able to take these jobs in the future. 
Are we doing enough to train them? I think Bloomington and 
MC will always rise to it. I mean again, go back to Cook. He 
sees the need for more educated workers so he just creates his 
own educational program to try and make sure they have their 
people trained up and that other people can learn from them. 
The argument about good jobs and good jobs for everybody in 
Bloomington is gonna be a constant. Not everybody is going 
to be suited for the creative and innovative jobs. I don’t have 
the answer for how we’re gonna train people for every job 
that’s going to come here, but I think Bloomington’s up for the 
challenge. We’ll find some innovative ways forward. 

TM: We could talk a little bit more about what Cook is doing 
and things like Ivy Tech and what the Chamber of Commerce 
is doing, they’re all components. 
BZ: Tim, you’re absolutely right. I’m glad you’re here to ask 
these questions because they prompt a lot of thoughts. IU 

of course is the big dog, it’s got its shadow over everything. But, 
Ivy Tech is a huge part of our community now and they are very 
nimble with being able to come up with programs that fit workers 
who industries. You know like French Lick, they needed a bunch 
of hospitality workers down there and Ivy Tech was able to create 
a program to train them. Same thing with the MPRI, the Proton 
Radiotherapy Institute, when they needed workers for proton 
therapy jobs, Ivy Tech was able to train people for those jobs. But then 
you mentioned the foundation, stuff that the community foundation 
and United Way. School corporations are doing things with early 
childhood education. They understand that you got to get people 
early. Young people from 3-5 years old are gonna benefit from these 
programs for the rest of life. Those groups -- I can’t say enough about 
them. 

TM: That shows that the community does understand what the 
problems and the issues are and they’re willing to take a shot at it. So 
far we’ve been talking about our shared experiences and observations 
about Bloomington and the impacts of time and change. Your recent 
retirement as editor from the Herald-Times at a crucial time in the 
news industry gives me an opportunity to explore your views on the 
coming changes. I’d like to get a little closer to your line of work and 
hear your thinking on how the changes in the news industry will 
impact how we receive our daily news. 
BZ: There’s been a transitional time in the past 20 years. I was the 
editor for 33 years, probably the first 10 years or so was a period 
of growth. We built our circulation up to a high of close to 32,000, 
mostly the print copy, and then starting to dabble with the Internet 
and digital. But then, digital just became the thing that overcame 
everything else. Circulation has dropped by more than half since 
then. But the readership of the H-T is still probably about the same 
or up because of all the online readers. And I know we could all talk 
about the H-T being a paid subscription based behind a paywall but 
all the photos are free, all the ads are free, all the videos are free, all 
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them, but I wondered how many 
other people voted for him. And I 
was kind of surprised to find out it 
was something like 2700 or 1700 or 
something. So it was certainly in the 

thousands, but he still lost by like 65% to 35% in Randolph County, 
which is a very Republican county. 

Arianna Huffington was a hoot to talk to because she was 
interesting and she was so cutting edge with the Huffington Post. 
Judy O’Bannon is such a gracious lady. John Whikehart is such a 
funny guy. Those interviews were a lot of fun. As I said, as time went 
on I got better at them. I just figured, it’s me and this other person 
and we’re going to have a conversation. They have much more stuff 
to say than I do, I just need to draw them out. 

TM: When I moved to Bloomington in 1968, Westinghouse, RCA, 
Otis Elevator and GE were going gangbusters. Over time, one-by-one, 
they shuttered their plants and moved on, GE being the last to go. A 
great loss for our community with many lives being disrupted. As 
best we could, the community stepped up to help with the transition 
for those affected by the closings. We’ve transitioned from assembly 
line fabrication (elevators, television sets, electric transformers, and 
side-by-side refrigerators) to medical assembly, automotive part 
manufacturing, pharmaceutical development and packaging, as well 
as technology driven ideas and products. Bloomington has many 
innovative people looking for the next big breakthrough. How do 
you view the transition from where we were in the 70’s to today and 
beyond? Are we doing enough to give everyone the basic skills to 
earn a well-rounded living?
BZ: That’s a great question; you went through the history and 
it’s pretty staggering when you think about it. The first color TV 
rolled off the assembly line down there and there were 8,000 people 
working at that plant. That’s stunning to think about, when GE was 
in its heyday and we thought GE was a huge employer there were 
3,500 or 3,200. So 8,000 people working at RCA, 3,200 working at 
GE. Probably close to 1,000 people worked at Otis. Westinghouse, of 
course they were contaminating the community, but several hundred 
people were working there--if not a thousand.  

Thank goodness Bill Cook and Gayle Cook decided to 
make medical devices in their back room at Art Villa. It’s such a 

are a lot of people that drive to 
Indianapolis and it will make it 
easier. But it will make also make 
it easier for people that live in Indy 
that want to drive over here. Not 
a very deep answer, might be controversial to some. I didn’t 
have to lose my house or my farm because of it either. I took a 
broader view, I did my job and we evaluated it as a newspaper 
and as an editorial board. I don’t think it’s a bad thing for the 
greater community. I think it’s a good thing.

TM: For a number of years you were the moderator for the 
Ivy Tech O’Bannon Institute’s “Conversations” event. You had 
an opportunity to meet and interview some really interesting 
people. George McGovern in 2007, Paul Begala in 2008, 
Eugene Robinson in 2009, Arianna Huffington in 2010, Richard 
Dreyfuss in 2011, Cokie Roberts in 2012, Judy O’Bannon in 
2013, John R. Whikehart in 2014, and Shiza Shahid in 2015. I 
must admit that the Richard Dreyfuss interview stands out to 
me. But I don’t want to step on your story. Can you share some 
of your impressions from those interviews?
BZ: Absolutely! The Richard Dreyfuss interview was the 
worst interview I’ve ever done because all I got to do was 
ask one question and basically RIchard just took over and 
did a soliloquy on the stage. It was great from a standpoint 
of just sitting back and watching; it made the job really easy. 
But, Richard was just an unusual character. It was enjoyable 
though. 

With the rest of those interviews I got more comfortable, 
you know with repetition you get more comfortable. I’m sure 
the interviews I did with people like Cokie Roberts, she was 
great. She was so much fun to talk to, and I was able to meet 
her where she was, she’s a journalist and I’m a journalist. 
While she’s a world famous journalist, I felt like I could handle 
myself and talk to her about it. So it was really fun for me to 
get to talk to her. 

George McGovern was one of my all-time heroes. I did 
a column a few years ago. I called the county clerk’s office 
in Randolph County, Winchester to find out how many 
Democrats voted for McGovern in 1972. Because I was one of 
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great historical point for Bloomington. But even besides 
manufacturing it’s helped to create this innovation community. 
We can’t separate Bloomington and IU. I think a lot of the 
reason Bill Cook was attracted here was because the university 
was here. I don’t think Bill Cook would have just gone to any 
community. He could have gone to a lot of different places but 
he came here. A lot of companies come to Bloomington because 
we’ve got a university and we’ve got all this intellectual 
capital. 

Now, we’re entering this new phase of startups and 
innovation I can’t pretend to be an expert in. But, I’ve thought 
enough about it to know you just got to have smart people, 
you’ve got to have a good quality of life, you’ve got to have a 
place where people want to be. 

For part two of your question; there are a lot of people that 
need to be trained to be able to take these jobs in the future. 
Are we doing enough to train them? I think Bloomington and 
MC will always rise to it. I mean again, go back to Cook. He 
sees the need for more educated workers so he just creates his 
own educational program to try and make sure they have their 
people trained up and that other people can learn from them. 
The argument about good jobs and good jobs for everybody in 
Bloomington is gonna be a constant. Not everybody is going 
to be suited for the creative and innovative jobs. I don’t have 
the answer for how we’re gonna train people for every job 
that’s going to come here, but I think Bloomington’s up for the 
challenge. We’ll find some innovative ways forward. 

TM: We could talk a little bit more about what Cook is doing 
and things like Ivy Tech and what the Chamber of Commerce 
is doing, they’re all components. 
BZ: Tim, you’re absolutely right. I’m glad you’re here to ask 
these questions because they prompt a lot of thoughts. IU 

of course is the big dog, it’s got its shadow over everything. But, 
Ivy Tech is a huge part of our community now and they are very 
nimble with being able to come up with programs that fit workers 
who industries. You know like French Lick, they needed a bunch 
of hospitality workers down there and Ivy Tech was able to create 
a program to train them. Same thing with the MPRI, the Proton 
Radiotherapy Institute, when they needed workers for proton 
therapy jobs, Ivy Tech was able to train people for those jobs. But then 
you mentioned the foundation, stuff that the community foundation 
and United Way. School corporations are doing things with early 
childhood education. They understand that you got to get people 
early. Young people from 3-5 years old are gonna benefit from these 
programs for the rest of life. Those groups -- I can’t say enough about 
them. 

TM: That shows that the community does understand what the 
problems and the issues are and they’re willing to take a shot at it. So 
far we’ve been talking about our shared experiences and observations 
about Bloomington and the impacts of time and change. Your recent 
retirement as editor from the Herald-Times at a crucial time in the 
news industry gives me an opportunity to explore your views on the 
coming changes. I’d like to get a little closer to your line of work and 
hear your thinking on how the changes in the news industry will 
impact how we receive our daily news. 
BZ: There’s been a transitional time in the past 20 years. I was the 
editor for 33 years, probably the first 10 years or so was a period 
of growth. We built our circulation up to a high of close to 32,000, 
mostly the print copy, and then starting to dabble with the Internet 
and digital. But then, digital just became the thing that overcame 
everything else. Circulation has dropped by more than half since 
then. But the readership of the H-T is still probably about the same 
or up because of all the online readers. And I know we could all talk 
about the H-T being a paid subscription based behind a paywall but 
all the photos are free, all the ads are free, all the videos are free, all 
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the headlines are free. So more people are still going and seeing 
and reading the H-T everyday than there were at the peak of 
it. But they’re not spending as much time with it and they’re 
not paying as much for it, if they’re even paying at all. How are 
you going to pay for news? That’s the big issue. The H-T is one 
of thousands of news organization that’s trying to figure it out. 
Both in print and commercial television they’re trying to figure 
it out. And commercial television isn’t so much who’s going 
to pay for news but who’s going to pay for content and how 
people want their content delivered. The newspaper business 
itself still has a strong place. It still has a strong audience, but 
that audience is getting older all the time. My last few years 
there we were trying to figure out how to engage people better, 
how are we going to provide more value in print? And those 
are questions that the next generation of H-T leaders are going 
to have to deal with. 

TM:  Do you want to talk a little bit about how the H-T was 
recently sold to Gatehouse Media? What can we anticipate 
going forward? 
BZ: I retired on Jan 31, it’d been about a year 
in the making So I wasn’t pushed out by 
Gatehouse or anything else. But I did learn 
about 2 weeks before that the company was 
going to be sold to Gatehouse Media. And 
the rest of the staff only learned about 5 days 
before. So I retired the day Gatehouse Media 
took over from the Schurz family. 

It was a sad day for me, I sat in my office 
on that last day with Scott Schurz and Scott 
and I reminisced. The day that he walked 
out, when he left Schurz Communications, 
he didn’t leave the company but he left the 
publicity side the same day I did. It’s sad; 
family owned media companies valued their 
employees and their communities and wanted 
to provide value and wanted to take part in 
the community life. I say that as a positive 
sentence, that’s what family owned media 
wanted to do. 

I don’t know about Gatehouse, I can’t say 
they don’t want to do those things. But I can 
say they do have stockholders that require a certain amount of 
return in their investment. It’s different than a family owned 
paper. Every three months there’s a stockholder report, and 
every three months there’s somebody somewhere making 
decisions about which of the Gatehouse Media operations are 
making enough money and which ones aren’t. That’s bound 
to affect some of the properties--whether it’s Bloomington, 
Bedford, Mooresville, Martinsville or somewhere in Illinois or 
Texas. I don’t know, but it’s going to affect some of them. We 
didn’t have those pressures with Schurz 

TM: What do you think are the best trends in journalism 
today? The worst?
BZ: The best trends are trying to speak in various languages. 
That is: good investigative work in print that can also 
transform to digital in either audio or video. I think podcasts 
have been great. Podcasts are a really nice trend where people 
can tell a longer story in a serial form. What we always tried to 
do at the H-T in the last five years were watchdog reporting, 

that is trying to dig deeper on stories, and digital engagement. In the 
media those are two things that you have to have. 

Bad trends are the idea that anybody thinks they can be a 
journalist whether they have any training or not. They’re willing 
to put out stories that aren’t vetted or are basically just their point 
of view. They haven’t checked the facts and they don’t really care 
to check them. Anybody can be a publisher now just by creating a 
website. In a way it’s really egalitarian in that you don’t need money 
now to buy a printing press you just can publish online. There are 
some very good online operations that have grown off of this -- but 
there are an equal number, or many more, where people can just 
package up something as news and it’s just propaganda. It’s not 
well sourced; it’s inaccurate; it unfair. They don’t try to subscribe to 
any journalistic principles. I know people don’t like the media that 
much today but I think when you get down to a local level or any 
professional media level, people have principles they follow. They 
want to be right, they want to be truthful, they want to get all sides of 
the story. A lot of the people that try to be journalists today don’t even 
care about that.  

TM: Someone once described the New York Times as a symphony and 
the Washington Post as jazz combo -- what kind of musical group is 
the H-T? 
BZ: Great question! I would say the H-T is more like a marching 
band. We’re gonna play a lot of popular songs and we’re gonna keep 
a beat going all the time. You got to just keep marching, keep going 
forward. 

TM: The Jefferson Street Band
BZ: I love those guys! We’re probably not as cool as they are, we 
dress a lot more conservatively than they do. I love that question. 
You know, a marching band, it’s a lot of different people, you have 
different sections like we have a lot of different beats covering 
different things. We have different departments that have to do 
different things, there are a lot of different parts of a marching band 
like there are a lot of different parts of a newsroom. You’re always 
trying to push it and move forward with some sort of a rhythm. 
Whether it’s daily or hourly online, you gotta have a certain kind of 
rhythm to what you’re doing. 
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TM: A lot of change has happened since you retired from the 
H-T. I understand that you have accepted a position at IU 
Bloomington with WFIU. Can you give us some insight on the 
changes at the H-T and tell me about your new position at IU? 
BZ: We’re talking today two days after my successor J.J. Perry 
announced he was going to leave the paper after less than 
three months. At the end of three months he’s gonna leave. 
Really sorry about J.J. He’s a great guy, a great journalist. But 
for some reason his time in Bloomington just didn’t fit what 
he wanted to do. He wasn’t pushed out, it wasn’t anybody’s 
decision other than J.J.’s. I’m sorry that it turned out that way. 

I don’t know who the next leader of the H-T will be, and 
I don’t know what it’s like working under Gatehouse Media. 
I’m hopeful, I’m a big supporter of the Herald-Times. I love 
the staff they’ve got down there, the newsroom staff are people 
that I worked with and they’re almost all people that I hired. 
They’re wonderful people and they work really hard and they 
care about the community. I feel very strongly that people 
should support the H-T because having a local newspaper is a 
really important thing. 

As for myself, I teach at IU. I’m going to continue to teach 
one course a semester at the media school. I just took a very 
part time job, very part time -- I have to stress that -- at WFIU 
working with Sara Wittmeyer and the staff there on a project 
called city limits. It’s basically stories about Bloomington that 
people will email or call in. The leadership at WFIU thought 
that I was in a unique position to be able to contribute to 
that. I think that after my years at the paper, I can’t disagree 
with them. I did Noon Edition as a volunteer for 20 years. So 
I worked for them for 20 years without being paid a thing. 
Now I’d get an hourly rate, well it’s more of a contract. But 
I’m not doing it to get rich, I’m not doing it for the money, I’m 
not doing it for the glory, I’m doing it so young journalists can 
continue to tell good stories about Bloomington. 

TM: As one who’s recently retired myself, I applaud your decision 
to keep going because if you don’t you’re in trouble. The other thing 
is that I’m sad to see JJ go but I really admire him for making this 
decision — if you’re not happy doing what you are doing its time to 
get out.
BZ: I think so, and I can speak from experience, that when it was 
time for me to get out I still liked my job. I didn’t like it as much as I 
used to and I didn’t like it every day. I felt like I had already turned 
65 years old, I could see myself continuing to work for a while but 
I don’t know what else I could do. I didn’t want to get to the point 
where I don’t like working and I don’t like my job. As I said, my 
retirement was in the works for about a year. I was quite happy 
to retire when I did. When I found out about the sale I thought 
somebody else is going to have to lead this transition because I don’t 
know that I have the energy or the interest. 

TM: You retired under the Schurz’s family ownership. 
BZ: They were a great family to work for and Scott still has a home 
in Bloomington and they’re a good Hoosier family. They still have a 
very strong company -- it’s just not a newspaper company. 

TM: I’d like to thank you for sitting and talking, and thanks 
for all your time at the H-T. You really did make a difference in 
Bloomington. I’m sure people have told you that. 
BZ: I’ve heard it more since I retired than I did when I was working 
[laughs]. Did I tell you how great you were as a city council member?  

TM: [more laughter]
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the headlines are free. So more people are still going and seeing 
and reading the H-T everyday than there were at the peak of 
it. But they’re not spending as much time with it and they’re 
not paying as much for it, if they’re even paying at all. How are 
you going to pay for news? That’s the big issue. The H-T is one 
of thousands of news organization that’s trying to figure it out. 
Both in print and commercial television they’re trying to figure 
it out. And commercial television isn’t so much who’s going 
to pay for news but who’s going to pay for content and how 
people want their content delivered. The newspaper business 
itself still has a strong place. It still has a strong audience, but 
that audience is getting older all the time. My last few years 
there we were trying to figure out how to engage people better, 
how are we going to provide more value in print? And those 
are questions that the next generation of H-T leaders are going 
to have to deal with. 

TM:  Do you want to talk a little bit about how the H-T was 
recently sold to Gatehouse Media? What can we anticipate 
going forward? 
BZ: I retired on Jan 31, it’d been about a year 
in the making So I wasn’t pushed out by 
Gatehouse or anything else. But I did learn 
about 2 weeks before that the company was 
going to be sold to Gatehouse Media. And 
the rest of the staff only learned about 5 days 
before. So I retired the day Gatehouse Media 
took over from the Schurz family. 

It was a sad day for me, I sat in my office 
on that last day with Scott Schurz and Scott 
and I reminisced. The day that he walked 
out, when he left Schurz Communications, 
he didn’t leave the company but he left the 
publicity side the same day I did. It’s sad; 
family owned media companies valued their 
employees and their communities and wanted 
to provide value and wanted to take part in 
the community life. I say that as a positive 
sentence, that’s what family owned media 
wanted to do. 

I don’t know about Gatehouse, I can’t say 
they don’t want to do those things. But I can 
say they do have stockholders that require a certain amount of 
return in their investment. It’s different than a family owned 
paper. Every three months there’s a stockholder report, and 
every three months there’s somebody somewhere making 
decisions about which of the Gatehouse Media operations are 
making enough money and which ones aren’t. That’s bound 
to affect some of the properties--whether it’s Bloomington, 
Bedford, Mooresville, Martinsville or somewhere in Illinois or 
Texas. I don’t know, but it’s going to affect some of them. We 
didn’t have those pressures with Schurz 

TM: What do you think are the best trends in journalism 
today? The worst?
BZ: The best trends are trying to speak in various languages. 
That is: good investigative work in print that can also 
transform to digital in either audio or video. I think podcasts 
have been great. Podcasts are a really nice trend where people 
can tell a longer story in a serial form. What we always tried to 
do at the H-T in the last five years were watchdog reporting, 

that is trying to dig deeper on stories, and digital engagement. In the 
media those are two things that you have to have. 

Bad trends are the idea that anybody thinks they can be a 
journalist whether they have any training or not. They’re willing 
to put out stories that aren’t vetted or are basically just their point 
of view. They haven’t checked the facts and they don’t really care 
to check them. Anybody can be a publisher now just by creating a 
website. In a way it’s really egalitarian in that you don’t need money 
now to buy a printing press you just can publish online. There are 
some very good online operations that have grown off of this -- but 
there are an equal number, or many more, where people can just 
package up something as news and it’s just propaganda. It’s not 
well sourced; it’s inaccurate; it unfair. They don’t try to subscribe to 
any journalistic principles. I know people don’t like the media that 
much today but I think when you get down to a local level or any 
professional media level, people have principles they follow. They 
want to be right, they want to be truthful, they want to get all sides of 
the story. A lot of the people that try to be journalists today don’t even 
care about that.  

TM: Someone once described the New York Times as a symphony and 
the Washington Post as jazz combo -- what kind of musical group is 
the H-T? 
BZ: Great question! I would say the H-T is more like a marching 
band. We’re gonna play a lot of popular songs and we’re gonna keep 
a beat going all the time. You got to just keep marching, keep going 
forward. 

TM: The Jefferson Street Band
BZ: I love those guys! We’re probably not as cool as they are, we 
dress a lot more conservatively than they do. I love that question. 
You know, a marching band, it’s a lot of different people, you have 
different sections like we have a lot of different beats covering 
different things. We have different departments that have to do 
different things, there are a lot of different parts of a marching band 
like there are a lot of different parts of a newsroom. You’re always 
trying to push it and move forward with some sort of a rhythm. 
Whether it’s daily or hourly online, you gotta have a certain kind of 
rhythm to what you’re doing. 
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TM: A lot of change has happened since you retired from the 
H-T. I understand that you have accepted a position at IU 
Bloomington with WFIU. Can you give us some insight on the 
changes at the H-T and tell me about your new position at IU? 
BZ: We’re talking today two days after my successor J.J. Perry 
announced he was going to leave the paper after less than 
three months. At the end of three months he’s gonna leave. 
Really sorry about J.J. He’s a great guy, a great journalist. But 
for some reason his time in Bloomington just didn’t fit what 
he wanted to do. He wasn’t pushed out, it wasn’t anybody’s 
decision other than J.J.’s. I’m sorry that it turned out that way. 

I don’t know who the next leader of the H-T will be, and 
I don’t know what it’s like working under Gatehouse Media. 
I’m hopeful, I’m a big supporter of the Herald-Times. I love 
the staff they’ve got down there, the newsroom staff are people 
that I worked with and they’re almost all people that I hired. 
They’re wonderful people and they work really hard and they 
care about the community. I feel very strongly that people 
should support the H-T because having a local newspaper is a 
really important thing. 

As for myself, I teach at IU. I’m going to continue to teach 
one course a semester at the media school. I just took a very 
part time job, very part time -- I have to stress that -- at WFIU 
working with Sara Wittmeyer and the staff there on a project 
called city limits. It’s basically stories about Bloomington that 
people will email or call in. The leadership at WFIU thought 
that I was in a unique position to be able to contribute to 
that. I think that after my years at the paper, I can’t disagree 
with them. I did Noon Edition as a volunteer for 20 years. So 
I worked for them for 20 years without being paid a thing. 
Now I’d get an hourly rate, well it’s more of a contract. But 
I’m not doing it to get rich, I’m not doing it for the money, I’m 
not doing it for the glory, I’m doing it so young journalists can 
continue to tell good stories about Bloomington. 

TM: As one who’s recently retired myself, I applaud your decision 
to keep going because if you don’t you’re in trouble. The other thing 
is that I’m sad to see JJ go but I really admire him for making this 
decision — if you’re not happy doing what you are doing its time to 
get out.
BZ: I think so, and I can speak from experience, that when it was 
time for me to get out I still liked my job. I didn’t like it as much as I 
used to and I didn’t like it every day. I felt like I had already turned 
65 years old, I could see myself continuing to work for a while but 
I don’t know what else I could do. I didn’t want to get to the point 
where I don’t like working and I don’t like my job. As I said, my 
retirement was in the works for about a year. I was quite happy 
to retire when I did. When I found out about the sale I thought 
somebody else is going to have to lead this transition because I don’t 
know that I have the energy or the interest. 

TM: You retired under the Schurz’s family ownership. 
BZ: They were a great family to work for and Scott still has a home 
in Bloomington and they’re a good Hoosier family. They still have a 
very strong company -- it’s just not a newspaper company. 

TM: I’d like to thank you for sitting and talking, and thanks 
for all your time at the H-T. You really did make a difference in 
Bloomington. I’m sure people have told you that. 
BZ: I’ve heard it more since I retired than I did when I was working 
[laughs]. Did I tell you how great you were as a city council member?  

TM: [more laughter]
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me after an hour. Throughout the first days, the guys gave me stern 
words of advice to lessen the energy used to accomplish my tasks. 
Every unnecessary movement meant more fatigue. I still had many 
unnecessary movements. 

And soon things began to get strange in the fish-hold. There was 
an air of relaxation that came with being surrounded by cold death, in 
sanctuary from the vicious blood stained planks of fleeting life above. 
I didn’t say much of anything, feeling not the energy to utter. And 
what would I even say? Paricio and Hiroku joked with each other like 
middle school best friends, jabbing at one another’s pride for sake 
of personal humor in a jesting leer. I quietly ushered guests to their 
icy bier. The two posited; today would be the final day, and soon we 
would be happy in Homer, drunk and rested. I laughed at everything 
they said, soaking in any ounce of joy the air could offer, for my 
breath only smelt of death and misery.  

I thought of myself laying face first, flat and flapping. One of the 
guys would bleed my throat and haul me to the table where I’d be 
gutted and thrown to the cold slime pile below. I found comfort in the 
idea of my body simple, at rest with the others. 

The following second of two excerpts from WAHOO by James 
Bryan. It is his true-life account of a season fishing for Alaskan 
halibut aboard the Wahoo, a commercial fishing boat. Some readers 
may find the language and descriptions offensive. We do not 
apologize for, or censor, honest storytelling. The book is slated for 
publication in the Fall of 2020. You can read the first excerpt on our 
website, TheRyder.com --Eds

: :  Part Two  : :

Day four, I almost gave up. 
I was still coping with the reality of my circumstance. 

I was on a boat…in the Northern Pacific…catching and 
massacring massive sea beasts…O.K…this is not purgatory. 
Every bone ached. I couldn’t believe I was awake, let alone 
moving. Since day one we had slept a total of ten hours, give 
or take. Yet, the process went on. I was continually amazed 
at my hands, their resilience. It hurt to squeeze and every 
snap unhooked shot signals to stop. They stopped warning 

One Season Aboard An 
Alaskan Fishing Boat BY JAMES BRYAN

WAHOO
“Misty Harbor” Petersburg, AK photos by Brian Boucher
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But again, a fish would flap over the rail, 
shaking me of my reverie. At some point I lost 
track of how many weights had passed, so 
hadn’t a clue how long this could continue, 
when on flings a big S.O.B. over one hundred 
pounds and mad as hell. I unsnapped it, but 
as I went for the bleeding knife, it slipped 
loose its hook and the deck’s angle sent it 
flying to the stern. A bait bucket blocked its 
path as I scurried under the taut line. As I 
passed Skipper the deck again shifted and 
the gloop at my feet slid my boots backward 
to leave me like a baby, crawling. So I 
furiously crawled towards my victim who I 
hated. I hated its struggle and I pitied mine. 
The endless unpredictability of the beast’s 
movements left me victimless, shifting my 
emotions to hopelessness. Straddling the 
monster, it bucked tirelessly, I couldn’t still it 
enough to bleed it and felt myself lifted from 
the force of its tail and the shifting sway of the 
ocean. My knees smacked hard on the deck 
as the return from floating brought with it an 
acceptance of defeat. In that moment my mind 
broke into empty decision. Everything was 
still, I was again being lifted, the tailfin of the 
halibut pushed vigorously on my tailbone, as 
the waves broke; I left the deck.

I accepted defeat on the way up. But 
for the moment of stillness that proceeded 
the fall, I saw myself, my life, my family, 
my friends, all looking in on this moment of 
stillness. 

I stabbed,
it bled 
I breathed deeply
Satisfied.
Its blood gave me strength. 

I tried picking it up but couldn’t. “Just 
leave it!” yelled Paricio. And we finished the 
set.

 
I don’t know exactly what changed in my 

mind in that moment, but from then on my 
battle with accepting the reality of fishing on 
the high seas, was over. I’d never felt more 
mortal.

We arrived in Homer that afternoon. The 
boat was thoroughly scrubbed and cleaned in 
the hour before offloading. I had never been 
so happy to be cleaning. Anything other than 
fishing became easy work.  

When the offload was finished, we 
docked elsewhere and were free to do 
whatever. Skipper ran into town to deposit a 
check and pay us all some spending money. 

In the meantime I aimlessly drifted. 
Hiroku and Paricio were both on some kind 
of mission, as was protocol. They remained 
constantly busy. 

They were getting ready to go into town, 
which to them seemed like as big of a deal 
as it was for my mom growing up; as if they 
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me after an hour. Throughout the first days, the guys gave me stern 
words of advice to lessen the energy used to accomplish my tasks. 
Every unnecessary movement meant more fatigue. I still had many 
unnecessary movements. 

And soon things began to get strange in the fish-hold. There was 
an air of relaxation that came with being surrounded by cold death, in 
sanctuary from the vicious blood stained planks of fleeting life above. 
I didn’t say much of anything, feeling not the energy to utter. And 
what would I even say? Paricio and Hiroku joked with each other like 
middle school best friends, jabbing at one another’s pride for sake 
of personal humor in a jesting leer. I quietly ushered guests to their 
icy bier. The two posited; today would be the final day, and soon we 
would be happy in Homer, drunk and rested. I laughed at everything 
they said, soaking in any ounce of joy the air could offer, for my 
breath only smelt of death and misery.  

I thought of myself laying face first, flat and flapping. One of the 
guys would bleed my throat and haul me to the table where I’d be 
gutted and thrown to the cold slime pile below. I found comfort in the 
idea of my body simple, at rest with the others. 

The following second of two excerpts from WAHOO by James 
Bryan. It is his true-life account of a season fishing for Alaskan 
halibut aboard the Wahoo, a commercial fishing boat. Some readers 
may find the language and descriptions offensive. We do not 
apologize for, or censor, honest storytelling. The book is slated for 
publication in the Fall of 2020. You can read the first excerpt on our 
website, TheRyder.com --Eds

: :  Part Two  : :

Day four, I almost gave up. 
I was still coping with the reality of my circumstance. 

I was on a boat…in the Northern Pacific…catching and 
massacring massive sea beasts…O.K…this is not purgatory. 
Every bone ached. I couldn’t believe I was awake, let alone 
moving. Since day one we had slept a total of ten hours, give 
or take. Yet, the process went on. I was continually amazed 
at my hands, their resilience. It hurt to squeeze and every 
snap unhooked shot signals to stop. They stopped warning 
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But again, a fish would flap over the rail, 
shaking me of my reverie. At some point I lost 
track of how many weights had passed, so 
hadn’t a clue how long this could continue, 
when on flings a big S.O.B. over one hundred 
pounds and mad as hell. I unsnapped it, but 
as I went for the bleeding knife, it slipped 
loose its hook and the deck’s angle sent it 
flying to the stern. A bait bucket blocked its 
path as I scurried under the taut line. As I 
passed Skipper the deck again shifted and 
the gloop at my feet slid my boots backward 
to leave me like a baby, crawling. So I 
furiously crawled towards my victim who I 
hated. I hated its struggle and I pitied mine. 
The endless unpredictability of the beast’s 
movements left me victimless, shifting my 
emotions to hopelessness. Straddling the 
monster, it bucked tirelessly, I couldn’t still it 
enough to bleed it and felt myself lifted from 
the force of its tail and the shifting sway of the 
ocean. My knees smacked hard on the deck 
as the return from floating brought with it an 
acceptance of defeat. In that moment my mind 
broke into empty decision. Everything was 
still, I was again being lifted, the tailfin of the 
halibut pushed vigorously on my tailbone, as 
the waves broke; I left the deck.

I accepted defeat on the way up. But 
for the moment of stillness that proceeded 
the fall, I saw myself, my life, my family, 
my friends, all looking in on this moment of 
stillness. 

I stabbed,
it bled 
I breathed deeply
Satisfied.
Its blood gave me strength. 

I tried picking it up but couldn’t. “Just 
leave it!” yelled Paricio. And we finished the 
set.

 
I don’t know exactly what changed in my 

mind in that moment, but from then on my 
battle with accepting the reality of fishing on 
the high seas, was over. I’d never felt more 
mortal.

We arrived in Homer that afternoon. The 
boat was thoroughly scrubbed and cleaned in 
the hour before offloading. I had never been 
so happy to be cleaning. Anything other than 
fishing became easy work.  

When the offload was finished, we 
docked elsewhere and were free to do 
whatever. Skipper ran into town to deposit a 
check and pay us all some spending money. 

In the meantime I aimlessly drifted. 
Hiroku and Paricio were both on some kind 
of mission, as was protocol. They remained 
constantly busy. 

They were getting ready to go into town, 
which to them seemed like as big of a deal 
as it was for my mom growing up; as if they 

OUR  
FOCUS  
IS YOU.

Elder Law, Medicaid 
& Estate Planning, 
Probate & Trusts, and 
Business Transactions 
& Formation.

Committed to bringing 
you high-quality legal 
services that consider the 
unique needs of  you, your 
family and your business. 

400 W. 7th Street, Suite 110
Bloomington, IN 47404

www.bloominglaw.com
(812) 676-6030

Freitag_Martoglio_Limestone_Print_Ad_February_2018.indd   1 3/9/18   8:52 AM

Basements  
Crawlspaces

Downspout Extensions
Foundations  

Yards
FREE ESTIMATES  

INSURED

Hoosier Water Away Service

812 345.0342     HoosierWaterAway@gmail.com
WE PROUDLY RECOMMEND

RCV ROOFING AND SEAMLESS GUTTERS



26 RYDER

half page text guideline

considered, best smoothie I ever had.  
Over the next few days I explored the port town. A fisherman’s 

memorial stood stone and copper constructed, displaying the 
monikers of mariners’ sea lost souls, swallowed by the indifferent 
swill of the ocean’s sway. Little white and pink flowers rolled gently 
in cyclones caused by the memorial’s gazebo style structure and 
ribbons hung tied around the central copper statue of a skyward 
looking seaman. Beyond the waving ribbons, rolled waves toward the 
flat-rock beach’s shore and slightly still further stood mountains of 
grandeur, how epic and large. 

I smoked cigarettes on the beach and listened to music, mainly 
Bob Dylan. “I Was Young When I Left Home” comes to mind. Not for 

any significant reason besides as the soundtrack 
to a memory, with chills from strong ocean winds 
and boots stepping heel-toe on sliding flat rocks 
colored infinite shades of grey.

In total we went on four separate trips, 
each time filling the belly of the boat. The 
repetitive nature of the work persisted in a haze 

of exhaustion and degeneration. The next two trips were four and 
five-day ventures, which blur together in my mind as mainly heavy 
breathing and tunnel vision for I had submitted to the hopeless 
acceptance of my unchangeable circumstances. Quitting is for the 
weak, a man taught me that. But a time or two I did have visions of 
jumping overboard and ending the whole damn show, right then and 
there. 

Blips of memories and emotions surface to highlight the mania, 
but ultimately I had ascended. I once read something about Zen 
Buddhists who teach of the meditative nature of intense physical 
labor, where the body becomes a fluid tool of physical manipulation 
while the mind is left free to explore the inner caverns of the brain 
tubes. The Buddhists were right to say that. I had been having new 
and enlightening visions over the past few weeks, feeling my mind 
mold mashed into mixed messages from the all questioning hands of 
God in man. 

were going to meet their Juliet. I didn’t have the energy to 
care so was perplexed that they seemed to at all. I don’t think 
I changed clothes or looked in the mirror or whatever, I just 
wanted to get the hell off the boat. But before we left to meet 
Skip, one of the guys motioned me over. “Here, take this,” 
handing me a pill, “it will make you feel all better.” 

I was in no position to argue with him and hoped more 
than anything this pill would numb me to a vibrating echo. It 
definitely did. 

Starting into town, we exited the floating dock at the first 
ramp, walking up its steep metallic cling-footed poke design, 
supported all forward bending, slow. The ramp finished to dirt 

and a calling from distant mountains and 
sounds of the ocean surf. To the right of 
where our path met the road was the Salty 
Dawg Saloon, a bar that remained open 
to all ages until later in the evening, so we 
walked through while we waited to meet 
our Skipper. 

Paricio and Hiroku seemed to know 
half the patronage; they kindly introduced 
me, “The Greenhorn,” to the crew. We 
migrated quickly, hello, goodbye who’s 
who. Hiroku had been talking to the same 
man for a while so we walked over. He 
introduced us both and Paricio recognized 
him, “Hey, you worked on the Steely Jean 
with Romero. Sorry to hear the news man, 
glad to see you made it out.” 

“Yeah…” lowering his head, “…
goddamn kitchen stove. Shit got left on, 
Skipper’uhs nappin’ and we was on deck 
haulin’ just the three of us; me, Romero 
and Grandy…none of us’uh even noticed 
it til it woke Skip up and then, hell, by 
then it was too late to put out, yuh’know 
shit spread quickly once it catch, but we 
radioed and did all the right things you 
can do when it get that bad, but by the time coastguard got 
there, she was in the water…” 

“Fuck man. I’m sorry. I thought it took the whole crew.”
“All but me man, shit’s ruthless.”
“I heard you’re on the Lazy Gerald now.”
“Ahh yeah man, know I can’t tell my lady no, sea she 

always gonna call.” 
I began to feel a balloon-like sensation in the back of my 

head, as its breaths to expand lightened the tension in my 
joints and spilled luminary serotonins in my brain—the pill 
was working. 

So, we got paid, were given the truck and headed our 
happy asses into town. 

The Homer dock is located on a spit of land no more 
than five miles long and after two we stopped for smoothies. 
The guys had been there a few times and raved. All things 

I had been having new and 
enlightening visions.
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We were at port for eight days before our final 
expedition. Sitting outside I read but was distracted by 
a group of three children, two girls and a boy, all around 
twelve years old. The little boy wore an oversized short-
sleeve flamingo button-down and played with a yoyo. 

EXT. HOMER COFFEE SHOP, MIDDAY 
GIRL 1
You know Emily was in a beauty pageant?
GIRL2
Yeah, Cassie told me. 
GIRL 1
Lucky her, I could never be in a pageant.
Boy stops yoyo and looks up with a scowl. The two girls look 

at him.
BOY
Why?
GIRL 1
Because…I’m not pretty enough.
BOY
Then who’s pretty enough? 
Shaking his head the boy returns to playing with his yoyo, the 

girls shrug, forget their conversation and begin practicing cartwheels. 
 
Time passed and soon we were out at sea. As long as we 

caught our quota, we would be done after this trip. I was ready 
to go home and tell everyone I loved them. 

I learned how to dress halibut on the second trip and now 
a large pile of halibut remained unprocessed in the square 
space under the steel table. We all worked, making the proper 
cuts to expose the fish’s innards. 

Your hand would move deep into the body of the fish, 

grabbing its reproductive organs, detaching them from their slimy 
sanctuary using your thumb, one at a time. Once detached, with 
hand still inside, you would rip out the remainder of the intestines 
and throw it all overboard. A tool, like those you use to carve out 
the inside of a pumpkin, was then used to scrape out any remaining 
debris and a thick line of blood along the upper cavern of their 
interior. Clear plastic hoses attached to the table would be used to 
rinse out any final gloop. And farewell! They would be slid ever so 
gently down to their catacomb. 

As I repeated this process several times one moon-soaked night, 
I couldn’t help but marvel at the dark green side of the big flat fish. 
In the moonlight it was illuminated in a mysterious way; each color 
pattern had so much depth and variety. As I threw each new patient 
on the operating table I realized how unbelievably unique each 
individual was. I began to feel overwhelmed by their complexity, 
staring deeply into the splotch green patterns glazed white-blue by 

 “Fish Carnage” Bering Sea, AK
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We were at port for eight days before our final 
expedition. Sitting outside I read but was distracted by 
a group of three children, two girls and a boy, all around 
twelve years old. The little boy wore an oversized short-
sleeve flamingo button-down and played with a yoyo. 

EXT. HOMER COFFEE SHOP, MIDDAY 
GIRL 1
You know Emily was in a beauty pageant?
GIRL2
Yeah, Cassie told me. 
GIRL 1
Lucky her, I could never be in a pageant.
Boy stops yoyo and looks up with a scowl. The two girls look 

at him.
BOY
Why?
GIRL 1
Because…I’m not pretty enough.
BOY
Then who’s pretty enough? 
Shaking his head the boy returns to playing with his yoyo, the 

girls shrug, forget their conversation and begin practicing cartwheels. 
 
Time passed and soon we were out at sea. As long as we 

caught our quota, we would be done after this trip. I was ready 
to go home and tell everyone I loved them. 

I learned how to dress halibut on the second trip and now 
a large pile of halibut remained unprocessed in the square 
space under the steel table. We all worked, making the proper 
cuts to expose the fish’s innards. 

Your hand would move deep into the body of the fish, 

grabbing its reproductive organs, detaching them from their slimy 
sanctuary using your thumb, one at a time. Once detached, with 
hand still inside, you would rip out the remainder of the intestines 
and throw it all overboard. A tool, like those you use to carve out 
the inside of a pumpkin, was then used to scrape out any remaining 
debris and a thick line of blood along the upper cavern of their 
interior. Clear plastic hoses attached to the table would be used to 
rinse out any final gloop. And farewell! They would be slid ever so 
gently down to their catacomb. 

As I repeated this process several times one moon-soaked night, 
I couldn’t help but marvel at the dark green side of the big flat fish. 
In the moonlight it was illuminated in a mysterious way; each color 
pattern had so much depth and variety. As I threw each new patient 
on the operating table I realized how unbelievably unique each 
individual was. I began to feel overwhelmed by their complexity, 
staring deeply into the splotch green patterns glazed white-blue by 

 “Fish Carnage” Bering Sea, AK
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the moon, I felt it reflected the stars, the universe. Each side of 
a halibut is as miraculous as the galaxies untouchable. Looking 
down or up, I saw the same thing, and stared. It was as if, 
through that reflection I saw their intelligent hope and feared 
for their suffering. I quickly bashed another with the children’s 
baseball bat. 

That night we didn’t rest until after the morning set. 
Unlike other mornings, we awoke to a deepened sense of 

urgency from Skipper’s adjusted tone. The reason for this was 
obvious; the boat was being thrown around something fierce, 
like I’d never felt. Swells were twenty-five to thirty feet, with 
wind against the tide. Everything was harder now. I braced 
myself with anything within reach as I quickly attempted to 
dress whilst being thrown violently in inconsistent directions. 

“You’re going to have to brace yourself today! So move 
fast when you can! And hold the fuck on!” Skipper yelled as he 
proceeded up the stairs from the fo’c’sle. I followed, adrenaline 
pulsing.    

Paricio was smiling, holding tight to the side of the steel 
table, he yelled something to me. 

“What?” 
“I said, do you like rock music?!”
“Uhh! Yes!” I yelled, confused. 
Throwing his head back in laughter, “You ever been in a 

mosh pit?!”
I nodded. 
“Well welcome back motherfucker!!” 
And the first fish flew over the rail. 
Everything was harder. I was only on my feet for half 

of the time. The other half was on my ass, or knees or trying 
to stand and failing as another wave crashed over the boat. 
A wall of the ocean would engulf Skipper and me, crashing 
over the top of us, we would pause only to accept its baptism 
and continue furiously. I unsnapped a ninety-pounder, 
simultaneously a wave crashed, I was thrown back on my ass, 
still holding tight to the gangion. I heard Paricio scream, so I 
looked port-ward. He and many halibut were sliding towards 
me, the port side lifted high, holding his ankle, he and the fish 
slammed into me. 

Welcome to the mosh-pit indeed. 
The deck shifted, the starboard side lifted, each moment 

was long and vital as adrenaline filed sharp eyes—keen on surviving. 
I was able to stand but before I could help him, the slosh-water deck 
jetted him across to the other side where Hiroku pulled him to his 
feet.

“Are you okay!?” 
“Ahh! Yeah! I’ll be alright! Just my ankle! Think I twisted it! 

Fuck!” Trying to stand, “Fuck!” 
“If you can’t work on it, go inside!” Skipper implored.
“Man, that looked pretty bad, you should at least take a look at 

it.” Hiroku suggested.
“No, I just sprained it, I’ll be alright,” applying pressure to his 

I looked up in time 
to see the living, 

blue wave wall crash 
over the starboard 

side, but I wasn’t 
holding on. I was 

thrown backwards 
and knew “it’s too 
late.” Time froze 
around me in the 

hands of God.

“Rainy Harbor Town” Petersburg, AK
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foot, “Fuck!”
“No, Hiroku’s right! Go in and check it out! Hurry up! 

Now Hiroku, come over and haul! James! Go clean!” 
As Paricio limped inside, Hiroku and I traded places. I 

started to go to work on a half-dressed halibut. The wave wall 
crashed over Skipper and Hiroku. I held tight to the table with 
each crash. I worked until a wave, then paused, held on, and 
returned to dressing. The waves crashed inconsistently so there 
was no particular rhythm to bracing. Hiroku yelled something 
each time a massive wall was about to crash, and I held tighter. 
Efficiency was at an all-time low, but the urgency to get the 
gear out of the water forced progress; I had to keep working. 
For a moment my focus dulled and I didn’t hear Hiroku call. 
I looked up in time to see the living, blue wave wall crash 
over the starboard side, but I wasn’t holding on. Helplessly I 
was thrown backwards. I had no security and knew, “it’s too 
late”—time froze around me in the hands of God. Suspended 
in the feeling of helplessness that stills time between accident 
and consequence, that self realizing moment when you 
recognize there is nothing left to do, but—brace for impact. 

So I braced. 
The moment unfroze as my ass slammed against the 

railing. I took the breath of life and went back to working. I 
had almost flown ass over end into the mouth of liquid death. 
And on a day like that, there would’ve been no rescue party. 

I didn’t feel scared after that, or more worried. I felt more 
aware; hell I was happy! I was fucking smiling and laughing. 
We are so fragile. 

Paricio ended up being okay. He joined me, limping up to 
the steel table just after my near death experience, smiling ear 
to ear. I smiled back, a wave crashed over us; still smiling we 
both shook our heads and blinked our saltwater eyes. 

Laughing half-mad, Paricio grabbed my shoulder, “Now 
this is fishing!” 

 
Sometime later, during a different set, Skipper took his 

foot off the hydraulic petal to stop the line. He looked over 
the railing, pensively pausing his placid ponder, pointing at 
Paricio, motioning him yonder. 

“Gaff! Now!” is all he said. 
Paricio hurried, handing a four-foot long gaff to Nareus. 

I looked over the railing 
to see the biggest halibut 
all season. This thing 
was over six feet long, 
probably 280 pounds 
and worth about fifteen 
hundred dollars. Skipper 
had unsnapped the beast 
and was now gently 
hushing it, calming it, 
like some lion tamer, as 
he prepared to impale 
the side of its head with 
the gaff. In one swift 
motion he struck! The 
gaff sunk in, deep. 

Looking at me, 
yelling, “Hand me your 
gaff! Now!”

Caught off guard I 
quickly handed Skipper 
my foot-long gaff. When 
he motioned to strike, his 
movement was enough 
to lose the hook and now the only thing holding the beast was the 
long gaff. Skipper held tight as the monster thrashed in the water. It 
had the advantage. As Nareus swung my gaff the halibut won the 
bout. The gaff’s metal point met the starboard side with a thud as the 
halibut swam off, long gaff still deep in its side. 

Naturally, there was a lot of language and frustration. 
As it swam away the gaff came loose and Paricio hurried to 

retrieve it. This was surprisingly successful and we returned to work. 
Two more, comparable in size, got away in very similar fashion. 

Skipper was pissed at himself. You could tell he blamed himself for 
not being able to snare the beasts. It only increased his focus. Toward 
the end of the set, another! Now more calm and incisive, his stare 
true, he beckoned for the gaff. Paricio and Hiroku both hurried over. 
With the long gaff Skipper struck—the first gaff was in. Then it was 
my turn, without thinking, I laid my gaff deep into the halibut’s gills. 
Two in, one to go. Hiroku struck with the third long gaff, creating 
a trifecta of doom, all were in, now we just had to get it aboard. All 
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the moon, I felt it reflected the stars, the universe. Each side of 
a halibut is as miraculous as the galaxies untouchable. Looking 
down or up, I saw the same thing, and stared. It was as if, 
through that reflection I saw their intelligent hope and feared 
for their suffering. I quickly bashed another with the children’s 
baseball bat. 

That night we didn’t rest until after the morning set. 
Unlike other mornings, we awoke to a deepened sense of 

urgency from Skipper’s adjusted tone. The reason for this was 
obvious; the boat was being thrown around something fierce, 
like I’d never felt. Swells were twenty-five to thirty feet, with 
wind against the tide. Everything was harder now. I braced 
myself with anything within reach as I quickly attempted to 
dress whilst being thrown violently in inconsistent directions. 

“You’re going to have to brace yourself today! So move 
fast when you can! And hold the fuck on!” Skipper yelled as he 
proceeded up the stairs from the fo’c’sle. I followed, adrenaline 
pulsing.    

Paricio was smiling, holding tight to the side of the steel 
table, he yelled something to me. 

“What?” 
“I said, do you like rock music?!”
“Uhh! Yes!” I yelled, confused. 
Throwing his head back in laughter, “You ever been in a 

mosh pit?!”
I nodded. 
“Well welcome back motherfucker!!” 
And the first fish flew over the rail. 
Everything was harder. I was only on my feet for half 

of the time. The other half was on my ass, or knees or trying 
to stand and failing as another wave crashed over the boat. 
A wall of the ocean would engulf Skipper and me, crashing 
over the top of us, we would pause only to accept its baptism 
and continue furiously. I unsnapped a ninety-pounder, 
simultaneously a wave crashed, I was thrown back on my ass, 
still holding tight to the gangion. I heard Paricio scream, so I 
looked port-ward. He and many halibut were sliding towards 
me, the port side lifted high, holding his ankle, he and the fish 
slammed into me. 

Welcome to the mosh-pit indeed. 
The deck shifted, the starboard side lifted, each moment 

was long and vital as adrenaline filed sharp eyes—keen on surviving. 
I was able to stand but before I could help him, the slosh-water deck 
jetted him across to the other side where Hiroku pulled him to his 
feet.

“Are you okay!?” 
“Ahh! Yeah! I’ll be alright! Just my ankle! Think I twisted it! 

Fuck!” Trying to stand, “Fuck!” 
“If you can’t work on it, go inside!” Skipper implored.
“Man, that looked pretty bad, you should at least take a look at 

it.” Hiroku suggested.
“No, I just sprained it, I’ll be alright,” applying pressure to his 

I looked up in time 
to see the living, 

blue wave wall crash 
over the starboard 

side, but I wasn’t 
holding on. I was 

thrown backwards 
and knew “it’s too 
late.” Time froze 
around me in the 

hands of God.
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foot, “Fuck!”
“No, Hiroku’s right! Go in and check it out! Hurry up! 

Now Hiroku, come over and haul! James! Go clean!” 
As Paricio limped inside, Hiroku and I traded places. I 

started to go to work on a half-dressed halibut. The wave wall 
crashed over Skipper and Hiroku. I held tight to the table with 
each crash. I worked until a wave, then paused, held on, and 
returned to dressing. The waves crashed inconsistently so there 
was no particular rhythm to bracing. Hiroku yelled something 
each time a massive wall was about to crash, and I held tighter. 
Efficiency was at an all-time low, but the urgency to get the 
gear out of the water forced progress; I had to keep working. 
For a moment my focus dulled and I didn’t hear Hiroku call. 
I looked up in time to see the living, blue wave wall crash 
over the starboard side, but I wasn’t holding on. Helplessly I 
was thrown backwards. I had no security and knew, “it’s too 
late”—time froze around me in the hands of God. Suspended 
in the feeling of helplessness that stills time between accident 
and consequence, that self realizing moment when you 
recognize there is nothing left to do, but—brace for impact. 

So I braced. 
The moment unfroze as my ass slammed against the 

railing. I took the breath of life and went back to working. I 
had almost flown ass over end into the mouth of liquid death. 
And on a day like that, there would’ve been no rescue party. 

I didn’t feel scared after that, or more worried. I felt more 
aware; hell I was happy! I was fucking smiling and laughing. 
We are so fragile. 

Paricio ended up being okay. He joined me, limping up to 
the steel table just after my near death experience, smiling ear 
to ear. I smiled back, a wave crashed over us; still smiling we 
both shook our heads and blinked our saltwater eyes. 

Laughing half-mad, Paricio grabbed my shoulder, “Now 
this is fishing!” 

 
Sometime later, during a different set, Skipper took his 

foot off the hydraulic petal to stop the line. He looked over 
the railing, pensively pausing his placid ponder, pointing at 
Paricio, motioning him yonder. 

“Gaff! Now!” is all he said. 
Paricio hurried, handing a four-foot long gaff to Nareus. 

I looked over the railing 
to see the biggest halibut 
all season. This thing 
was over six feet long, 
probably 280 pounds 
and worth about fifteen 
hundred dollars. Skipper 
had unsnapped the beast 
and was now gently 
hushing it, calming it, 
like some lion tamer, as 
he prepared to impale 
the side of its head with 
the gaff. In one swift 
motion he struck! The 
gaff sunk in, deep. 

Looking at me, 
yelling, “Hand me your 
gaff! Now!”

Caught off guard I 
quickly handed Skipper 
my foot-long gaff. When 
he motioned to strike, his 
movement was enough 
to lose the hook and now the only thing holding the beast was the 
long gaff. Skipper held tight as the monster thrashed in the water. It 
had the advantage. As Nareus swung my gaff the halibut won the 
bout. The gaff’s metal point met the starboard side with a thud as the 
halibut swam off, long gaff still deep in its side. 

Naturally, there was a lot of language and frustration. 
As it swam away the gaff came loose and Paricio hurried to 

retrieve it. This was surprisingly successful and we returned to work. 
Two more, comparable in size, got away in very similar fashion. 

Skipper was pissed at himself. You could tell he blamed himself for 
not being able to snare the beasts. It only increased his focus. Toward 
the end of the set, another! Now more calm and incisive, his stare 
true, he beckoned for the gaff. Paricio and Hiroku both hurried over. 
With the long gaff Skipper struck—the first gaff was in. Then it was 
my turn, without thinking, I laid my gaff deep into the halibut’s gills. 
Two in, one to go. Hiroku struck with the third long gaff, creating 
a trifecta of doom, all were in, now we just had to get it aboard. All 
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four of us held part 
of a gaff; Skipper 
reactively took hold 
of mine so I shuffled 
behind them, 
grabbing the very 
end of a long gaff. 

“Heave! 
Ho! Heave! Ho! 
Heeeeeave!” 

The deck shook 
as it landed. Paricio 
and Hiroku hollered. 

“Yeah! Fuck 
yeah! Look at that 
motherfucker! Now 
that’s a fuckin’ fish!”

We were all 
smiling like mad. 

Immediately we went back to working. We would soon 
be done. We all felt it and knew. We rejoiced silently, all having 
a look of relief and satisfaction. It was dusk for the entire set. 
The sky was pink, orange, red, violet canvas of clouds and 
scattered with sea birds, swaying in ease with the cool and 
calming ocean breeze. 

And we were done. 
The anchor came aboard. I looked to the other guys and 

smiled huge. The air was light; I was lifted. Skipper shook my 
hand, told me I did good. He shook Paricio and Hiroku’s hand 
then thanked us all aloud for the work we did this season.  

A minute later, as I collected the corpses of halibut strewn 
about the deck, what comes on the speakers but, “Yo Ho Yo Ho 
A Pirate’s Life For Me.” It was too perfect—ethereal. 

“Alright Pedro! Come dress this motherfucker!” Paricio 
yelled to me. 

“Wait, you guys are gonna let me?” 
“You’re a fisherman now, right? You can do it, just don’t 

fuck it up, that fish is worth over a grand.” 
The behemoth still lay across the deck. Before we placed 

it on the steel table I laid directly on top of it. It was as long as 
me, six feet and considerably wider. I was giving it a hug. 

Thank you giant beasty, I love you and am going to dress 
you in your best. You’ll look good today my friend, you’ll look 
good today. 

It took all three of us to muscle it onto the table. I 
sharpened my butcher knife, but before I made the first 
incision, “Hold on a sec!” Hiroku interjected. 

Talking to Paricio and pointing at me, “You said he’s a 
fisherman now, right?” 

“Well…” raising his eyebrows and smiling, “…I guess 
there is that one thing.”

I made a face as to say, “What one thing?” 
Hiroku continued, “You see it’s something we all had to 

do.”
“Okay, well what is it? What now?”
“Before you can call yourself a real fisherman, you have to 

eat a halibut heart.” 
I stared on…
“You see,” taking a little blood-soaked bite from a halibut 

heart he found laying on the steel table, “it’s completely fine, 
just a little bloody, we both did it.”

“Yeah, we both did it.” reinforced Paricio. 
You gotta be kidding… “Alright, at this point, fuck it. 

Give me a halibut heart. But 
I’m not about to eat this huge 
fucker’s.” 

“Oh no, no, we’ll find 
you a nice fresh one from an 
average sized guy.”

So, Hiroku quickly 
dressed a halibut, removed 
the heart and placed it—still 
beating—in my rubbery-
gloved hand. 

Here goes nothing. 
I threw the whole thing 
back, started chewing but it 
was so chewy and raw and 
bloody. Its taste was almost 
metallic, its gamey core was 
impenetrable, like chewing 
on half melted rubber. Blood 

dripped from the sides of my mouth. I stopped chewing and just 
swallowed what was left. I opened my mouth wide to show them I 
ate the whole thing. 

They both looked at each other…there was a pause…before they 
broke out in hysterical laughter. 

“Fuck man! I can’t believe you actually ate it! Neither of us ever 
did that shit!” 

This was the one and only time I shot insults at the two of them. 
“Well then it looks like you two are a couple of fucking pussies. 

A fucking beating halibut heart!”
Moments later, Skipper stuck his head through the top half of the 

Dutch door, looking at me, “Didjuh eat it!?” Asking it like a curious 
child. 

“Yeah, beating and bleeding and everything.” 
He smiled, nodded to the guys and went inside. 
Sometimes birds would land on the boat, hang out too long and 

end up seasick. They wouldn’t be able to fly and would shit all over. 
Multiple times I had to toss them to chance as they clumsily flew 
away. Bucking the tide to Homer, I sat and smoked sitting next to one 
of these seasick birdies. I talked to it wholeheartedly, told it all my 
feelings of sadness and excitement. It was the most open and relaxing 
conversation I had all summer. By the end we understood each 
other’s core. I thanked it as I flicked my cig overboard.   

We arrived back in Homer and before I knew it, it was time 
for me to fly home. The morning of my departure I spent walking 
around the port town, but returned to the boat at 8AM, greeted by 
drunken insults from Paricio and Hiroku. I happily joined them and 
reminisced on the season we endured.  

We left the boat and continued our drunken venture at the Salty 
Dawg Saloon. It was a small dive, but unique. On every inch of the 
walls and ceiling were dollar bills, stapled and graffitied by guests. 
Anyone could sharpie on a dollar and tack it up with the others. 
Everything was covered. They bought me a couple shots and before 
we left I was thoroughly hammered. 

I had just over an hour until my plane was set to depart, so 
hurried back to the boat and packed my things. I said my goodbyes 
and took a cab with Hiroku, who offered to see me off. We hit the 
one-y one last time, right in front of the airport. He said some kind 
and encouraging words, we hugged and I sauntered off, very drunk 
and high, to my plane. 

It was over. I was free, forever.  
There’s always an end and if you give life all you have, the end 

will greet you with open arms, and you will love it back.

“Boats, Dock Cranes, and A Jagged Skyline” Homer, AK
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ate the whole thing. 
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broke out in hysterical laughter. 

“Fuck man! I can’t believe you actually ate it! Neither of us ever 
did that shit!” 

This was the one and only time I shot insults at the two of them. 
“Well then it looks like you two are a couple of fucking pussies. 

A fucking beating halibut heart!”
Moments later, Skipper stuck his head through the top half of the 

Dutch door, looking at me, “Didjuh eat it!?” Asking it like a curious 
child. 

“Yeah, beating and bleeding and everything.” 
He smiled, nodded to the guys and went inside. 
Sometimes birds would land on the boat, hang out too long and 

end up seasick. They wouldn’t be able to fly and would shit all over. 
Multiple times I had to toss them to chance as they clumsily flew 
away. Bucking the tide to Homer, I sat and smoked sitting next to one 
of these seasick birdies. I talked to it wholeheartedly, told it all my 
feelings of sadness and excitement. It was the most open and relaxing 
conversation I had all summer. By the end we understood each 
other’s core. I thanked it as I flicked my cig overboard.   

We arrived back in Homer and before I knew it, it was time 
for me to fly home. The morning of my departure I spent walking 
around the port town, but returned to the boat at 8AM, greeted by 
drunken insults from Paricio and Hiroku. I happily joined them and 
reminisced on the season we endured.  

We left the boat and continued our drunken venture at the Salty 
Dawg Saloon. It was a small dive, but unique. On every inch of the 
walls and ceiling were dollar bills, stapled and graffitied by guests. 
Anyone could sharpie on a dollar and tack it up with the others. 
Everything was covered. They bought me a couple shots and before 
we left I was thoroughly hammered. 

I had just over an hour until my plane was set to depart, so 
hurried back to the boat and packed my things. I said my goodbyes 
and took a cab with Hiroku, who offered to see me off. We hit the 
one-y one last time, right in front of the airport. He said some kind 
and encouraging words, we hugged and I sauntered off, very drunk 
and high, to my plane. 

It was over. I was free, forever.  
There’s always an end and if you give life all you have, the end 

will greet you with open arms, and you will love it back.
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