
“We have ways to make you talk.”

BLOOMINGTON APRIL 2019

SPIKE LEE, THAI MUSICIANS  
AND MORE

PH
OT

O 
BY

 J
IM

 K
RA

US
E

    LIVING  
   ON A  
SAILBOAT

by Jim Krause

BOMBING THE  
PRESIDENTIAL PALACE

by John Linnemeier



2 RYDER



APRIL 2019 3



4 RYDER

FEATURES                                                                                                                                                                                                                  

DEPARTMENTS                                                                       

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.

In Harry Potter and the Prisoner of 
Azkaban, Harry spots what seems 
to be a dog before boarding the 
Knight Bus? Our four-legged 
friend is actually . . .  ?

A. Belatrix Lestrange
B. Peter Pettigrew
C. R.J.Lupin
D. Sirius Black

ANSWER TO LAST WEEK’S QUESTION

The bus riders in The Upside are on 
their way to prison.

THAI MUSICIANS
By Jennifer Goodlander

Sin-Isan, is one of Thailand’s premier performance ensembles, is coming 
to Bloomington for one week beginning April 14th. 

TATSUYA NAKATANI
By Tony Brewer

Zills, bells, Tibetan bowls and kitchen utensils - the improvisational 
percussionist will perform on these and move at Harmony School 

on April 5th as part of the Free to Create Festival.

HOMUNCULUS
By Tony Brewer

Homunculus is a collection of voices angling for Truth: smug, optimistic, 
freaked out and dignifi ed. Tony Brewer is just one of the poets reading 

from their work at Poetpalooza, April 26-27 at Village Lights Bookstore in 
Madison, Indiana. 

LIVING ON A SAILBOAT
By Jim Krause

Every year the author and his wife Anne go off  adventuring on 
their sloop Traumfänger, which is German for Dreamcatcher.

THINK TWICE
By John Linnemeier’s

“Think Twice” is an understatement. Travel writer John 
Linnemeier’s adventures will give you plenty to think about. By 

our count, you’ll have to think at least 47 times.

BLACKKKLANSMAN
By Tom Prasch

Combatting racism should not be just a black project, not be just a 
Spike Lee fi lm; it depends on a wider conception of brotherhood

TABLES
By Anthony Scott-Piatt
A Cardinal Stage benefi t and beer week at Oona’s
 
STAGES
By Anthony Scott-Piatt
Thrice Grammy winning Branford Marsalis is an 
instrumental instrumentalist and he’s coming to the IU 
Auditorium on April 6th.

EVENT HORIZON
T.S. Eliot said that “April is the cruelest month” but he 
didn’t live in Bloomington, where there’s so much to do 
that the only “cruelty” is that April has only 30 days.   
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...LIVE MUSIC                                                                                    
BRANFORD MARSALIS
APRIL 6TH, 8PM - IU AUDITORIUM  
Thrice Grammy winning Branford Marsalis is an instrumental 
instrumentalist. Having contributed to jazz and New Orleans 
culture in nuanced and big splash ways. Having played with 
the greats and maintained his own Quartet in a fashion that 
is an industry anomaly. This long term relationship provides 
a continuity and an unspoken communication amongst the 
Quartet. Unlike James Brown’s stern and penalizing rule, 
Marsalis has built a more functional family. A family that sets 
the standard in the jazz world of today. 
Not to forget Branford’s stint as the Tonight Show band 
leader, proving his reach is universal but his respect of 
tradition and passing it on extends to up and coming 
players as well. And it is us, the audience,  that benefi ts from all of that love and experience.
On April 6th, Branford and Company give Bloomington a chance to join the ride.

HAIRBANGER’S BALL
APRIL 27TH @ 9PM - THE BLUEBIRD
Just watched The Dirt on Netfl ix. Having been to sev-
eral Mötley Crüe shows in the 80’s and, more 
recently, to Hairbanger’s Ball shows, the expe-
rience is similar enough to enjoy Hairbanger’s 
for what it is. It has interchangeable qualities 
with it’s hair-oic origins. A night of apolitical 
yet relevant music. Good clean debauchery, if 
you will. 
The benefi ts of this Hairbanger’s show are sever-
al including being close to home and easy on the 
budget. Plus, it’s like that Monsters of Rock show. 
You get Poison, Guns N’ Fucking Roses, and some 
Ozzy to go with your Crüe. 
Considering Mötley Crüe stopped touring in 2015, watch The Dirt and go see Hairbanger’s 
Ball in your best/worst stone-washed jeans, black shirt, leather, and bandanas. You didn’t 
throw them all out did you, you live wire?

KNIFE KNIGHTS
MAY 5TH @ 9PM - THE BISHOP PRESENTED BY SPIRIT OF ‘68

“Knife Knights were born of the love of 
mystery.”
Ishmael Butler gave us nickel bags of 
funk in the late 80’s and early 90’s. Butler 
was Butter Fly in Digable Planets. He 
branched out with Shabazz Palaces in 
2009. One of his key partners in Palaces is 
Erik Blood. Blood hails from Seattle and 
wears many a hat; engineer, producer, 
songwriter, and fi lm composer. 
Knife Knights is the duo out of the 
Palace on an away campaign. It’s still 
got psychedelic sounds, guitars, moving 
drums, with natural, tribal sounds and 
space travel soundtrack at once. Both 
accessible and esoteric verses keep the 
‘ready for anything’ and ‘in it together’ 
consciousness fostered by the music and 
the duo. 
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...THEATER                                                                                            
HAMILTUNES: AN AMERICAN SING-ALONG

APRIL 18TH, 7:30PM - BUSKIRK-
CHUMLEY THEATER PRESENTED BY IU 
CENTER FOR RURAL ENGAGEMENT
IU’s Singing Hoosiers and Jacobs 
School of Music will lead Hamiltunes 
at the BCT.
This is a FREE event. I lead with that 
as we know how coveted and expen-
sive tickets are in NYC to see and 
hear Hamilton. This is the sing-along 
version and it’s family-friendly. Tickets 
are required to reserve seats, limit 4. 

This is 90 minutes of fun and learning about Alexander Hamilton, in a way that doesn’t 
feel like study. Perhaps these lyrics are what Lin Manuel Miranda envisioned Alexander 
Hamilton would inspire in families at Buskirk-Chumley, in a nutshell. Either way, here’s 
a primer for the night…

The Story of Tonight lyrics

[HAMILTON]
I may not live to see our glory
[LAURENS, MULLIGAN, & LAFAYETTE]
I may not live to see our glory
[HAMILTON]
But I will gladly join the fi ght
[LAURENS, MULLIGAN, & LAFAYETTE]
But I will gladly join the fi ght
[HAMILTON]
And when our children tell our story
[LAURENS, MULLIGAN, & LAFAYETTE]
And when our children tell our story
[HAMILTON]
They’ll tell the story of tonight

[MULLIGAN]
Let’s have another round tonight
[LAFAYETTE]
Let’s have another round tonight
[HAMILTON]
Let’s have another round tonight
[LAURENS]
Raise a glass to freedom
Something they can never take away
No matter what they tell you
Raise a glass to the four of us
[LAURENS, MULLIGAN]
Tomorrow there’ll be more of us
[LAURENS, MULLIGAN, & LAFAYETTE]
Telling the story of tonight

...COMEDY                                                                                       
NAOMI EKPERIGIN

APRIL 25TH TO 27TH - THE COMEDY ATTIC
It’s Naomi Ekperigin’s Bloomington debut. And she will 
fi t in well. She’s very personal with her act. Will call out a 
whitewashed crowd, shout out to POC in the audience, 
and then talk about her husband, her “Jewboo.”
Yes, there’s a long line of impressive writing and 
acting on her resume. She has networked on net-
works NBC, ABC, CBS. And premium cabled her 
way past Comedy Central to HBO. 
She is crazy like Btown. Real like us. One review-
er said, “The crazy-best-friend shtick works in 
part because she’s inclusive: She eff ortlessly spins 
out stories about her eating habits, how she sucks 
in her stomach.”

Further proof that our town is a good fi t for Naomi can be found when she strays from the 
ultra-personal to political. She’s not deplorable.
“Donald Trump is basically Charlie Sheen’s alter ego. Actually...have you noticed that 
they’ve never been in the same place at the same time?”
[editor’s note: ANTHONY SCOTT PIATT has volunteered at WFHB for 21 years so far and publi-
cized David Grisman, The Skatalites, Cubanismo and more. He accepts comments and hate mail 
at writer4ryder@gmail.com.]
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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.

…FUNDRAISERS
RED FEATHER BASH supporting CARDINAL STAGE CO.

April 6th, 6PM - One World at Woolery Mill
Hors d’oeuvres and dinner provided by One World Catering
A benefi t for Cardinal Stage Company 
with food by One World Catering. One 
World hosts at Woolery Mill. A silent 
auction can be found online, it opened 
March 12th and runs through April 6th 
at the event. The event itself suggests 
‘creative black tie’ as dress. The evening 
has a full schedule with a cocktail recep-
tion at 6 pm featuring complimentary 

beer and wine with a cash bar providing 
cocktails. Pop-up performances will 
open the entertainment.
At 7:30 the dinner will feature more live 
performances and the new Cardinal 
season schedule announcements. Dinner 
gives way to desserts and dancing 
around 9 pm for a couple hours.

There is a Gold Casters upgrade with a 
chance at a $5,000 shopping spree. Each 
$25 donation allows you access to the 
24K Lounge featuring more giveaways, 
performances and a signature cocktail. 
Each $25 donation gives you a chance 
to win the shopping experience which 
includes hors d’oeuvres and a drink. 

…TASTINGS
SPRING ROSE TASTING: CALIFORNIA ROSE
April 17th, 5PM to 8PM - C3
Spring Rosè series at C3 continues with the California Rose night. This stand- alone event is technically Part 2 
of 3. The tasting is complimentary with wine orders taken for delivery. An earlier version focused on France 
and the next will be worldwide greats.

…PAIRING DINNERS
DUCKHORN VINEYARDS WINE DINNER

April 10th @ 6:30PM - Truffl  es
Seven wines and fi ve courses of food 
presented by Chef Robert Adkins high-

light the Duckhorn Vineyards roster. 
The dinner is $100 per person and 

includes tax and gratuity.  Reservations 
are required (812) 330-1111. 

OONA’S BEER WEEK BEER DINNER
April 17th @ 5PM & 7PM - Oona
For “Beer Week” Oona has commissioned 
beer crafted by Bloomington’s own Jarrod 
May, house brewer at The Tap. 
Oona’s own Talking Head, Steven, gave 
us these details, “For the beer event, 

Jarrod will be bringing 5 Tap brews, none 
of which we currently off er… generally 
the beer that we sampled and liked were 
hoppy and/or dark beer.”
While Steven did tell me a couple of his 

favorite 80’s post-punk bands (referenced 
above), he did not yet have the menu for 
the two Beer Week seatings. But, with 
Erika’s local focus and international fl are, 
expect a refi ned and elegant night of guz-
zling some brews. 
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…SPECIAL EVENTS
TIKI TUESDAY RETURNS

March 26th @ 4PM - Cardinal Spirits
Tiki Tuesday has become an annual 
tradition at Cardinal Spirits. Bartenders 
Shannyn Brandon and Sean Kogge take 
over this year. 
“These aren’t the super-sweet drinks 
you had on a cruise in the ‘90s. Instead, 
they’re balanced, creative, not-too-sweet. 

And, highly Instagrammable! Our bar-
tenders use a variety of our spirits — not 
just rum, but gin and even coff ee liqueur 
— along with fresh juices, house-made 
syrups and house-made infusions.” 
On a recent visit to Cardinal we noticed 
a kit for sale with two tiki cups and the 

spirits to fi ll them. It’s nice to see Cardi-
nal grow and off er more award winning 
bottles and a nice menu (having started 
sans food with a taco truck outside). The 
changes have been positive and welcome 
progress, while keeping and reinvigorat-
ing some great traditions, including Tiki 
Tuesday.

OONA POP UP AT HOPSCOTCH
April 6th, 8AM to 12PM - Hopscotch2
Erika brought us tamales from Feast 
starting at the Farmer’s Market. Now 
that Feast is established, Erika has turned 
her focus to Oona. This pop up has Erika 

revisiting the Market culture along the 
B-Line. The wonderful Steven at Oona 
gave us this teaser… “We will be having 
malasadas (Portuguese donuts), two 

types of sandwiches, and something in 
jars....all walking food to get before you 
go to the market!”

WINTER IS COMING TO FARM
The celebrated HBO series Game of 
Thrones returns for its fi nal season April 
14th. Four days later, while your GoT 
spirit is in full eff ect, FARM brings us a 
celebration feast inspired by the series.
Reading up on some of the many great 
feasts in the Fire and Ice source material, 
this passage from Chapter 29 will tempt 
your appetite for the FARM fare.
“A Royal Dinner… All the while the 
courses came and went. A thick soup of 
barley and venison. Salads of sweetgrass 
and spinach and plums, sprinkled with 
crushed nuts. Snails in honey and garlic. 
Sansa had never eaten snails before; 
Joff rey showed her how to get the snail 
out of the shell, and fed her the fi rst sweet 
morsel himself. Then came trout fresh 
from the river, baked in clay; her prince 
helped her crack open the hard casing to 
expose the fl aky white fl esh within. And 
when the meat course was brought out, 
he served her himself, slicing a queen’s 
portion from the joint, smiling as he laid 
it on her plate. She could see from the 
way he moved that his right arm was still 
troubling him, yet he uttered not a word 
of complaint.
Later came sweetbreads and pigeon pie 

and baked apples fragrant with cinnamon 
and lemon cakes frosted in sugar, but by 
then Sansa was so stuff ed that she could 
not manage more than two little lemon 
cakes, as much as she loved them.”
A peek at the probable menu for this 
FARMbloomington Gourmet Club 
event promises a similar experience and 
has plenty of clever titles and twists in 
the dishes. The garlic and snails Sansa 
enjoyed are represented with House 
Greyjoy’s Garlic and Parsley Snail Flat-
bread. Sansa’s beloved Lemon Cakes also 
appear on the working menu. The menu 
has so much great food and is not short 
of coy references. Among them, this gem: 
Jaime Lannister’s Hand Pie.
Zach the Herald shared this wonderful 
description with us that we felt we must 
publish by royal decree.... “We expect 
the evening to be full of excitement and 
wonder. We are hosting this (April 18th) 
right after the fi rst episode of the last 
season (April 14th premiere). Folks right 
now are rewatching the entire series to 
be caught up and we plan to tap into 
that amazing fanbase. We will have folks 
dressed up, games to play, and prizes for 
the best dressed from each faction.  We 
will feature fl avors from the 7 kingdoms 

and beyond. We will do our best to have 
a taste from all the major factions and a 
few of the exotic off erings as well. Our 
mains will probably focus on the 4 major 
players left. The Targaryens, The Lannis-
ters, The Starks, and The Night King. All 
food items will be related to a character, 
and event, or a faction.
Last time we did something similar was 
3 years ago and we had over 100 peo-
ple attend. We will have replicas of the 
famous sword Ice and Robert Baratheon’s 
Hammer. 
We will have an award for the best 
dressed from each house or faction. Want 
to represent the Tully’s, Dorne, or the 
Summer Isles? You win automatically if 
you are the only one in that faction.  
Our perfect dinner would have a rivalry 
of the major houses all showcasing what 
they do best, each bite better than the last 
until the fi nale for in the end there can 
be only one person sitting on the Iron 
Throne.
(no dragons were harmed in the making 
of this meal)”
As the series is coming to an end, this 
Royal Dinner is a great way to kick off  
this fi nal season.

PEAK BLOOM AT OLIVER
April 19th - Oliver Winery
Flowers are art and life. Flora has their 
own communication between each other 
and we humans can feel the vitality espe-
cially during spring blooms. The folks at 
Oliver have events throughout the year, 
many inside… this one expands the us-
able, beautiful space allowing self-guided 
and peaceful strolling, drinking, and 
celebrating the beauty at hand and the 

promise of renewed opportunities for 
growth and abundance.
“This year, peak spring bloom at Oliver 
Winery will happen between late April 
and mid-May.
More than 2,100 tulips, fl owering trees 
such as our white-blooming redbud and 
kousa dogwood, and at least 3,000 annual 
plantings will come alive with color. 

Highlights for garden enthusiasts: Evol-
vulus, a rare “true blue” annual, stunning 
orange-yellow ‘Chardonnay’ Tulips, and 
72 containers—from full sun to shade.”
“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

demonstrating how to 
hunt for red ant eggs, 
from traditional morlam 
repartee poetry to current 
Northeastern Thai top-40 
hits. 

The residency 
is part of IU’s legacy 
of engagement with 
Thailand. From 1954 until 
1962 IU collaborated 
with education officials 
in Thailand to enhance 
the country’s system of 
educating and training 
teachers. Undergraduate 
and graduate students 
from Thailand have 
attended IU for over fifty 
years. President McRobbie 
just returned from a visit 
to Thailand to celebrate the university’s 70 years of engagement in 
the region, and to mark the opening of the newest IU Global Gateway 
Office in Bangkok. Currently, Wannasin Yaowalee teaches courses in 
Thai language and culture at IU -- she is a guest here in Bloomington 
through a partnership with Chulalongkorn University. 

IU PhD candidate in Folklore and Ethnomusicology, Kurt Baer, 
first proposed the idea for Sin-Isan’s visit last summer. He spent 
the past year in northeastern Thailand on a Fulbright Fellowship 
conducting dissertation research on how music expresses Isan 
culture. 

While in Bloomington, April 14-20, the group will visit area 
schools as part of Lotus Blossoms and visit classes at IU. Lotus has 
had many schools interested in hosting the group for a performance. 

There are two opportunities to hear this amazing music.  On 
Tuesday, April 16 at 7pm there will be a free concert at the FAR 
Center for Contemporary Art. On Friday, April 19 there is a day-long 
symposium about Southeast Asian traditional performance. Scholars 
are coming from around the United States to present papers and 
share musical performances. The entire schedule for these events will 
be posted on the SEAS Website - http://SEAS.Indiana.edu

When most people think of Thailand -- they might think 
about food (pad thai or curry?), exotic beaches, elephants, or 
the musical The King and I. But there is more to this diverse 
country. For example, do you know that Thailand was the 
only country in Southeast Asia to never be colonized? Or that 
Thailand is one of the most visited countries in the world?

This April, the Southeast Asian and ASEAN Studies 
Program (SEAS) of Indiana University is collaborating with 
Lotus Blossoms in order to bring a group of musicians to 
Bloomington. They are partnering with the College Arts and 
Humanities Program, the Pan-Asian Institute, and the FAR 
Center for Contemporary Arts.

The group, Sin-Isan, is one of Thailand’s premier 
performance ensembles for Northeastern Thai music and 
dance. The Isan region of Thailand lies in the country’s 
northeast and has its own distinct culture and language that 
give the region a unique identity. Considered the “rice bowl” 
of Thailand, Isan shares important heritage with neighbors 
Cambodia and Laos. Based in the Mahasarakham University’s 
College of Music and led by Dean Komkrich Karen, Sin-Isan 
combines Thai classical and folk performance and musicology 
programs into a performance ensemble specializing in a wide 
variety of Thai and Isan (northeastern Thai) music and dance 
performance. 

Sin-Isan is a frequent winner of national music 
competitions, including most recently the 2019  Thailand 
Championship for The King Bhumibol Adulyadej’s Prize 
and the Thailand Ministry of Tourism and Sports’ 2018 Folk 
Music Competition. Their performances emphasize the 
depth, breadth, and excitement of Thai and Isan culture. The 
ensemble has performed and educated audiences all around 
the globe, with recent performances in the United States, 
Singapore, Malaysia, China, and India. 

Sin Isan specializes in a wide variety of Isan folk 
performances, most notably a type of folk music known as 
pong lang, which features the pong lang xylophone and other 
Isan instruments such as the khaen mouth organ, the three-
stringed phin, and a wide variety of percussion instruments 
accompanying dancers and singers. Pong lang music is an 
exciting style of dance music meant to showcase the lifestyle, 
traditional beliefs, and humor of Isan people through a mix of 
performances ranging from regional Phu Tai dances to dances 

Pong lang music is an 
exciting style of dance 

music meant to showcase 
the lifestyle, traditional 

beliefs, and humor of 
Isan people through a 
mix of performances 

ranging from regional 
Phu Tai dances to dances 

demonstrating how to 
hunt for red ant eggs

Coming to Bloomington

Thai 
Musicians
Sin Isan specializes in a wide variety of Isan folk performances

By Jennifer Goodlander
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the “Dos Madres” whose contributions have made the press possible.
Friday night, I will also be cranking out Poetry on Demand 

outside the store (or inside, weather depending). I’ve been writing 
short-order poems on typewriters in coffeehouses, museums, 
cemeteries, churches, bars, and art and music festivals for about ten 
years. I ask if you want a poem. Hopefully you say yes. We talk about 
the poem you want and I take notes. You go listen to poetry in the 
Twain Room. I’ll have something typed up on a nice card when I next 
see you. Ta-da!

Poetry on Demand has become an important component of 
my art practice. Several poems in Homunculus began life as POD 
drafts, while other pieces came together using similar tactics with 
typewriters — noisy rattling incantatory rhythms of quick work and 
intention, with the finality of ink bashed violently into paper. A piece 
of you, a piece of me. The astonishing ease of engaging a personal, 
intimate, fleeting creative act. We share this tiny universe — light or 
dark, we make sometime of it and then part.

For a complete Poetpalooza 2019 schedule visit www.
VillageLightsBooks.com.

Tony Brewer is a poet, award-winning sound effects artist, and frequent 
collaborator with the experimental audio collective Urban Deer Recidivist 
Cvlt. He will be offering Poetry on Demand at the Harmony School Free to 
Create Festival at noon on Saturday April 6, and Sunday April 28 noon-
4pm at the Writers Guild table at the Bloomington Street Fair.

A homunculus is a bunch of things masquerading as a 
single entity. The little being inside your head watching the 
movie you are making of your life. Sensation and emotion 
distilled into a meta-narrative of consciousness.

In psychology, a homunculus is a model of the 
asymmetrical space body parts occupy in the brain. In alchemy, 
it’s the tiny fully formed human alive in the sperm that makes 
a person who they are. Mary Shelley’s Promethean creation 
in Frankenstein is also a homunculus, a constructed simulation 
with a soul, as is the misshapen golem of Jewish folklore. 
Shades of mandrake, Caliban, Grendel, orcs. Modern internet 
trolls.

But we are not post-truth. All truths are contingent. My 
new book, Homunculus, is a collection of voices angling for 
Truth: smug, optimistic, freaked out, dignified, wretched, cruel, 
bellowing, bitching, whispers of rumors of The Big T. I am here 
too, unreliably so, parsing the noise made by disparate souls.

Homunculus is my fourth book and I had a great 
experience putting it together with Robert and Elizabeth at 
Dos Madres Press. Dos Madres is the featured small press at 
Poetpalooza 2019: A Tri-State Poetry Summit, April 26-27 at 
Village Lights Bookstore (110 East Main Street) in Madison IN, 
where we’ll officially launch the book.

Poetpalooza is the 8th annual gathering organized by 
Nathan Montoya and Anne Vestuto, owners of Village Lights, 
a beautifully restored brick building packed two floors full 
of books. Featured artists will include current Indiana Poet 
Laureate Adrian Matejka, Indiana Poet Laureate emeritus 
Norbert Krapf, and Cincinnati Poet Laureate emeritus Pauletta 
Hansel. Other poets include Grace Curtis (OH), Susan 
Glassmeyer (OH), Karen George (KY), Megan Henson (OH/
KY), Jill Kelly Koren (IN), and Rhonda Pettit (KY/OH) from 
the Dos Madres stable, as well as Jack Ramey (IN) and Lisa 
Dordal (TN).

My poetry group Reservoir Dogwoods will also be there. 
We were four, then three, sometimes just two, and once when 
Jason’s son broke his arm jumping off the monkey bars at 
school, well I ended up playing all the parts that night. This 
year all three current Dogwoods (Jason Ammerman, Matthew 
Jackson, and myself) will perform Friday night in-store as well 
as after hours at Mad Paddle Brewery (301 West Street).

Village Lights has been a fantastic patron of my work 
and I am indebted to Nathan and Anne for their kindness and 
encouragement. Poetpalooza is one of the best poetry events 
in the state, all free and open to the public in one of the finest 
bookstores in the region, and it’s an honor to be invited to 
share the space with an illustrious and varied collection of 
poets.

I was thrilled to learn my publisher was selected to 
showcase their work this year too. Founded in 2004 by Robert 
and Elizabeth Murphy, Dos Madres Press is dedicated to 
the belief that the small press is essential to the vitality of 
contemporary literature as a carrier of the new voice and new 
works by established poets, as well as the older, sometimes 
forgotten voices of the past. And in an ever more virtual world, 
to the creation of fine books pleasing to the eye and hand. Dos 
Madres is named in honor of Vera Murphy and Libbie Hughes, 

homunculus
TONY BREWER

Homunculus 
A N D  T H E  P O E T I C S  O F  E D G E  A N D  C A R E

I  A M  H E R E ,  U N R E L I A B L Y  S O ,  P A R S I N G 
T H E  N O I S E  M A D E  B Y  D I S P A R A T E  S O U L S .
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demonstrating how to 
hunt for red ant eggs, 
from traditional morlam 
repartee poetry to current 
Northeastern Thai top-40 
hits. 

The residency 
is part of IU’s legacy 
of engagement with 
Thailand. From 1954 until 
1962 IU collaborated 
with education officials 
in Thailand to enhance 
the country’s system of 
educating and training 
teachers. Undergraduate 
and graduate students 
from Thailand have 
attended IU for over fifty 
years. President McRobbie 
just returned from a visit 
to Thailand to celebrate the university’s 70 years of engagement in 
the region, and to mark the opening of the newest IU Global Gateway 
Office in Bangkok. Currently, Wannasin Yaowalee teaches courses in 
Thai language and culture at IU -- she is a guest here in Bloomington 
through a partnership with Chulalongkorn University. 

IU PhD candidate in Folklore and Ethnomusicology, Kurt Baer, 
first proposed the idea for Sin-Isan’s visit last summer. He spent 
the past year in northeastern Thailand on a Fulbright Fellowship 
conducting dissertation research on how music expresses Isan 
culture. 

While in Bloomington, April 14-20, the group will visit area 
schools as part of Lotus Blossoms and visit classes at IU. Lotus has 
had many schools interested in hosting the group for a performance. 

There are two opportunities to hear this amazing music.  On 
Tuesday, April 16 at 7pm there will be a free concert at the FAR 
Center for Contemporary Art. On Friday, April 19 there is a day-long 
symposium about Southeast Asian traditional performance. Scholars 
are coming from around the United States to present papers and 
share musical performances. The entire schedule for these events will 
be posted on the SEAS Website - http://SEAS.Indiana.edu

When most people think of Thailand -- they might think 
about food (pad thai or curry?), exotic beaches, elephants, or 
the musical The King and I. But there is more to this diverse 
country. For example, do you know that Thailand was the 
only country in Southeast Asia to never be colonized? Or that 
Thailand is one of the most visited countries in the world?

This April, the Southeast Asian and ASEAN Studies 
Program (SEAS) of Indiana University is collaborating with 
Lotus Blossoms in order to bring a group of musicians to 
Bloomington. They are partnering with the College Arts and 
Humanities Program, the Pan-Asian Institute, and the FAR 
Center for Contemporary Arts.

The group, Sin-Isan, is one of Thailand’s premier 
performance ensembles for Northeastern Thai music and 
dance. The Isan region of Thailand lies in the country’s 
northeast and has its own distinct culture and language that 
give the region a unique identity. Considered the “rice bowl” 
of Thailand, Isan shares important heritage with neighbors 
Cambodia and Laos. Based in the Mahasarakham University’s 
College of Music and led by Dean Komkrich Karen, Sin-Isan 
combines Thai classical and folk performance and musicology 
programs into a performance ensemble specializing in a wide 
variety of Thai and Isan (northeastern Thai) music and dance 
performance. 

Sin-Isan is a frequent winner of national music 
competitions, including most recently the 2019  Thailand 
Championship for The King Bhumibol Adulyadej’s Prize 
and the Thailand Ministry of Tourism and Sports’ 2018 Folk 
Music Competition. Their performances emphasize the 
depth, breadth, and excitement of Thai and Isan culture. The 
ensemble has performed and educated audiences all around 
the globe, with recent performances in the United States, 
Singapore, Malaysia, China, and India. 

Sin Isan specializes in a wide variety of Isan folk 
performances, most notably a type of folk music known as 
pong lang, which features the pong lang xylophone and other 
Isan instruments such as the khaen mouth organ, the three-
stringed phin, and a wide variety of percussion instruments 
accompanying dancers and singers. Pong lang music is an 
exciting style of dance music meant to showcase the lifestyle, 
traditional beliefs, and humor of Isan people through a mix of 
performances ranging from regional Phu Tai dances to dances 

Pong lang music is an 
exciting style of dance 

music meant to showcase 
the lifestyle, traditional 

beliefs, and humor of 
Isan people through a 
mix of performances 

ranging from regional 
Phu Tai dances to dances 

demonstrating how to 
hunt for red ant eggs

Coming to Bloomington

Thai 
Musicians
Sin Isan specializes in a wide variety of Isan folk performances

By Jennifer Goodlander
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feature five players on as many as 10 gongs sending cross-vibrating 
soundwaves crashing into astonished audiences. It’s a humbling, 
surprisingly delicate acoustic experience. While his approach is 
modern free improvisation and his style leans into experimental, jazz, 
and thrashy noise, he retains sublime ambient elements that evoke 
traditional Japanese folk music.

A consummate industrious craftsman, Tatsuya has played 
countless house shows and clubs, as well as the Kennedy Center in 
Washington D.C., the Museum of Contemporary Art in Cleveland, 
SITE Santa Fe, and Music Gallery in Toronto. Many of his gigs 
also incorporate master classes, and he has been a visiting artist 
at University of Illinois, Smith College, Ohio State University, and 
Wesleyan. His teaching explores the concept of MA 間: space, or the 
emptiness of possibilities, or as violinist Isaac Stern expressed it, “that 
little bit between each note—silences which give the form.”

That’s the work, and he has been at it since he moved to the 
US in the mid-1990s. Now based in Truth or Consequences, New 
Mexico, Nakatani tours extensively every year, in a large, very nice 
van he customized himself, just like many of his instruments. Truth 
or Consequences (pop. 6,411) is a couple of hours north of El Paso, 
and Nakatani’s 2019 travels will take him from there across Texas into 
Florida and the Deep South, then northward through Appalachia, 
turning westward through the Rust Belt and Midwest till the Ozarks, 

and south back into Texas and home for a break 
before another spate of shows in the Pacific 
Northwest and on the West Coast. 

While he has released over 80 recordings on 
various labels and formats, his youtube channel 
is more likely to feature van-life cooking demos 
than performances. When he’s not on the road, he 

In his only book publication, The Free Musics, renowned 
experimental sax improviser Jack Wright writes authoritatively 
if somewhat derisively of the economic realities inherent in 
playing improvised music full time, saying in effect: No one in 
America is making a living doing this.

But there’s a footnote. Flip to the back of the book and 
in the copious notes section, you find the name of a person 
who is indeed carving a life out of this disparate art: Tatsuya 
Nakatani.

Born in Osaka, Japan in 1970, Tatsuya is an 
improvisational percussionist of extended technique, but the 
familiar drum kit is just the beginning. Zills, bells, Tibetan 
bowls, kitchen utensils, cymbals struck or bowed or blown 
through their holes like bugles, all provide an extraordinary 
sonic palette of swoops, bangs, and tones. With this simple, 
rough-hewn battery, Tatsuya produces an organic unfolding 
soundscape that pivots from relentless chaos to gently timed 
solitude and back to epic with equal measures of athleticism 
and grace. His performances are as transformative and 
meditative as they are aggressive and deconstructive.

And then there are the gongs.
Even solo, bowing or striking a 40-inch gong, Tatsuya 

generates frequencies you can feel in your chest, actually see 
in the air. As 
the Nakatani 
Gong 
Orchestra 
(NGO), 
performances 
might 

Cross-vibrating soundwaves 

crashing into astonished audiences. 

It’s a humbling, surprisingly delicate 

acoustic experience.

By Tony 

Brewer

And the 

Anatomy of 

That Space

Tatsuya Nakatani Plays Harmony Art Festival
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makes and sells his own bows beautifully 
designed specifically for the rigorous 
tension and angles involved in scraping 
metal and making it sing. Many years of 
long exposure to the wide open space of 
highways and unobstructed sky has shaped 
his life, filling it with play, performance, 
teaching, and movement, paring it down to 
these essential elements.

Tatsuya Nakatani will play a solo set 
on Friday, April 5, at 8pm in the Harmony 
School gymnasium (909 E 2nd Street) after 
the opening night of the festival Free to 
Create: A Celebration of the Arts.

The festival marks the culmination of 
a month of Harmony classes featuring a 
broad curriculum of visual, performance, 
and folk arts as well as creative writing, 
theatre, music, and audio‐video 
production, all taught by local artisans. 
Friday feature a concert including pianist 
and alumnus Gabriel Bruner; harpist 
and alumna Aubrey Shumway; student 
vocalists Alex Powell and Isaiah Willhoite; 
Windfall Dancers; and local ensemble 
ORTET with Chris Rall (turntables/laptop/
sax), Marty Belcher (sax/electronics), Tony 
Brewer (foley/field recordings), and Joe MF 
Stone (percussion/electronics).

The celebration continues Saturday, 
April 6, with a series of workshops 
allowing visitors to experience everything 
from stone carving and black-and-white 
graphic art to watercolors, DIY artist 
trading cards, and poetry on demand. 
There will also be a red carpet directing 
festivalgoers to award-winning films by 
Harmony students; exhibits of student 
and alumni art; a student-designed Escape 
Room; and theatrical performances from 
the Elementary Players.

 

The Free to Create festival is free and 
open to the public Friday, April 5 from 
5-7:30pm and Saturday, April 6 from 10am-
4pm. Tatsuya Nakatani’s appearance is 
sponsored by Urban Deer Record Co. 
(urban-deer.com) and Wounded Galaxies, 
and his Friday, April 5 performance will 
start at 8pm, admission $5.

For more information, contact Sallyann 
Murphey a smurph@harmonyschool.org, or 
call 812-720-4014.

Tony Brewer is a poet, award-
winning sound effects artist, and frequent 
collaborator with Urban Deer Recidivist 
Cvlt. His new book of poems Homunculus 
is out now and he will perform live sound 
effects later this month with Voicescapes 
Audio Theatre in NYC.
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surprisingly delicate acoustic experience. While his approach is 
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Mexico, Nakatani tours extensively every year, in a large, very nice 
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before another spate of shows in the Pacific 
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various labels and formats, his youtube channel 
is more likely to feature van-life cooking demos 
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experimental sax improviser Jack Wright writes authoritatively 
if somewhat derisively of the economic realities inherent in 
playing improvised music full time, saying in effect: No one in 
America is making a living doing this.

But there’s a footnote. Flip to the back of the book and 
in the copious notes section, you find the name of a person 
who is indeed carving a life out of this disparate art: Tatsuya 
Nakatani.

Born in Osaka, Japan in 1970, Tatsuya is an 
improvisational percussionist of extended technique, but the 
familiar drum kit is just the beginning. Zills, bells, Tibetan 
bowls, kitchen utensils, cymbals struck or bowed or blown 
through their holes like bugles, all provide an extraordinary 
sonic palette of swoops, bangs, and tones. With this simple, 
rough-hewn battery, Tatsuya produces an organic unfolding 
soundscape that pivots from relentless chaos to gently timed 
solitude and back to epic with equal measures of athleticism 
and grace. His performances are as transformative and 
meditative as they are aggressive and deconstructive.
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tension and angles involved in scraping 
metal and making it sing. Many years of 
long exposure to the wide open space of 
highways and unobstructed sky has shaped 
his life, filling it with play, performance, 
teaching, and movement, paring it down to 
these essential elements.

Tatsuya Nakatani will play a solo set 
on Friday, April 5, at 8pm in the Harmony 
School gymnasium (909 E 2nd Street) after 
the opening night of the festival Free to 
Create: A Celebration of the Arts.

The festival marks the culmination of 
a month of Harmony classes featuring a 
broad curriculum of visual, performance, 
and folk arts as well as creative writing, 
theatre, music, and audio‐video 
production, all taught by local artisans. 
Friday feature a concert including pianist 
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and alumna Aubrey Shumway; student 
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Windfall Dancers; and local ensemble 
ORTET with Chris Rall (turntables/laptop/
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Brewer (foley/field recordings), and Joe MF 
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The celebration continues Saturday, 
April 6, with a series of workshops 
allowing visitors to experience everything 
from stone carving and black-and-white 
graphic art to watercolors, DIY artist 
trading cards, and poetry on demand. 
There will also be a red carpet directing 
festivalgoers to award-winning films by 
Harmony students; exhibits of student 
and alumni art; a student-designed Escape 
Room; and theatrical performances from 
the Elementary Players.
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open to the public Friday, April 5 from 
5-7:30pm and Saturday, April 6 from 10am-
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sponsored by Urban Deer Record Co. 
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Living

Cruising

Sailboat

and

on a

By Jim Krause

Even when done poorly, sailing is transformative. Being on 
the water for weeks on end changes one’s perspective of what’s 
important. Politics and workplace struggles disappear when faced 
with a beautiful sunset, a broken engine, or oncoming storm. At 
one anchorage, I saw a man on holiday, staring down into the 
watery depths towards his anchor and chain, which lay thirty feet 
below on the bottom. Sadly, it was not attached to the boat he’d 
just purchased. I’m sure he wasn’t thinking about work. 

 
How do you live aboard a sailboat? 

Our boat is essentially a self-contained, floating tiny house. We 
carry provisions, fuel and water, and our solar panels and motor 
generate electricity, which is stored in our 12-volt battery bank. We 
can be out for weeks before having to stop and re-supply. Below 
decks, there’s a cabin with a dining table, comfy chairs to hang 
out on, a navigation station, two sleeping berths, and a head and 
a galley, which are nautical talk for bathroom and kitchen. We’ve 
got a refrigerator, a stove and oven to cook with, and a gas grill 
mounted off the stern rail. Our lockers and refrigerator are filled 
with the same drinks, snacks, and foodstuffs that we enjoy at 
home. Anne’s a great cook so all our meals are delicious. Freshly 
caught fish is a special treat, perhaps because it’s something we 
never get to have at home. We also carry emergency rations of food 
with a long shelf life and extra booze. It’s one thing to be broken 
down or stranded for weeks, but to be stuck without supplies for a 
martini is the making of a tragedy.

Every year my wife Anne, and I pull a disappearing 
act and go off adventuring on our sailboat for a few 
months. People often ask us what it’s like, so here’s the low 
down on what cruising and living aboard a sailboat is like.

Das Boot
Our sailboat is named Traumfänger, which is German 

for Dreamcatcher. She’s a 2001 Bavaria 37 sloop, which 
means she has a single mast with a mainsail and a foresail. 
(For those wanting specifics, she has a fractional rig, a 
roller furling genoa and main, and a displacement of 
12,000 lbs.) She moves gloriously under sail, but sometimes 
there’s no wind or it’s blowing the wrong direction. 
In these cases, we use our diesel engine, which is fuel-
efficient and could nearly circumnavigate Lake Michigan 
on a single tank.

Why go Sailing? 
Boats can take you to wonderful places (both 

figuratively and literally) that are otherwise impossible 
to get to. A few hundred miles north of Seattle, mile-high 
snowcapped mountains rise from the coastline of British 
Columbia, concealing a network of inland waterways 
inhabited by bears, whales, dolphins, and eagles. There 
are no roads to Desolation Sound Provincial Park, the only 
way there is by boat or floatplane.
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We have a shower in the head, but rarely 
use it. We must conserve water (our tanks 
can only hold 80 gallons) and it’s better and 
more invigorating to jump in- especially 
when the water is 57 degrees. 

We sleep in the forward cabin, which 
is called a V-berth. The shape of the bow of 
the boat is V-shaped, hence the name. This 
is my favorite place in the world to sleep. 
At anchor the waves transform the boat into 
a gently rocking cradle--unless it’s stormy, 
and then it becomes a washing machine.  
The forward hatch is just above our heads, 
just like a skylight. On clear nights, we’ll see 
satellites and shooting stars from our berth. 

Being on board and sailing are 
wonderful, but getting off the boat to explore 
and take in the surroundings is my favorite 
part of our journeys.

What do you do at a  
typical stop? 

Unless we’re undertaking a long 
passage, we usually don’t sail through the 
night. We’ll stop at a town dock or marina 
if we need supplies but usually choose 
to anchor somewhere for several days- 
hopefully in a beautiful and remote location. 
An ideal anchorage offers protection from 
the wind and provides scenery, hiking, and 
paddling opportunities. We find anchorages 
through nautical charts, cruising guides, on-
line communities (like ActiveCaptain.com), 
and word of mouth. Upon entering a new 
anchorage, we’ll motor through it checking 
for depths, underwater hazards, and other 
boaters. When we settle on a spot, we’ll stop 
the boat, lower the anchor (located at the 
bow of the boat), and let out an appropriate 
amount of line while backing up the boat. 
Once the desired length of line is reached 
we’ll tie off the line, and set the anchor firmly 
into the seabed by motoring backwards. 
While anchoring is one of the most basic and 

continued on page 18

YODEL
Workshop:from 7-7:45pm immediately 
followed by a performance.by Adilei.

TO RESERVE TICKETS FOR THE WORKSHOP, VISIT LOTUSFEST.ORG/EVENTS

YODELING WORKSHOP & PERFORMANCE WITH ADILEI

        LEARN HOW TO

        LIKE A GEORGIAN

Presented by The Raymond Foundation with support from IU Russian and East European Institute. 

Graphic Design

D A N I E L L E - K AY. C O M

D A N I E L L E  K AY  L U C A S

L O G O S  |  B R A N D I N G  |  P R I N T
M A R K E T I N G  M AT E R I A L S  |  W E B

A D V E R T I S I N G  |  A N N U A L  R E P O R T S

Traumfanger’s cabin 
(Photo by Jim Krause)
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event horizon
T U E S D AY,  M A R C H  2 6 T H
• Bloomington Pub Quiz; Bear’s 

Place; 5:30pm
• Songwriter Open Mic; Bear’s 

Place; 8pm
• 2019 Be More Awards; Buskirk-

Chumley Theater; 7pm; free
• WEDNESDAY, MARCH 27TH
• Just Like Me: Vietnam War 

Stories from All Sides; Buskirk-
Chumley Theater; 7pm; free

• Sex Trivia Benefi tting TASC; The 
Back Door; 8pm

• Envy’s Open Stage; The Back 
Door; 11pm

• T H U R S D AY,  M A R C H  2 8 T H
• Stella Donnelly w/Faye Webster; 

The Bishop; 9:30pm
• Jazz Fables; Bear’s Place; 5:30pm
• Karaoke; Bear’s Place; 9pm
• An Evening with Valeria 

Luiselli; Buskirk-Chumley 
Theater; 7:30pm

• Cold Pursuit: Movie Screening; 
Brown County Playhouse; 7pm

F R I D AY,  M A R C H  2 9 T H
•  James Acaster; The Comedy 

Attic; 8 & 10:30pm
• American Socialist: The Life and 

Times of Eugene Victor Debs-
Screening; The Bishop; 5:30pm

• Caamp; The Bluebird; 8pm
• Saving a Seat: Honoring Vietnam 

Veterans; Buskirk-Chumley 
Theater; 11:30am 

• Ladies First A Capella 20th 
Anniversary Show; Buskirk-
Chumley Theater; 8pm

• Cold Pursuit: Movie Screening; 
Brown County Playhouse; 4 & 
7pm

• S AT U R D AY,  M A R C H  3 0 T H
• James Acaster; The Comedy 

Attic; 8 & 10:30pm
• The Mad Hatters; The Bishop; 

7pm
• Southern Accents-Tom Petty 

Tribute; The Bluebird; 9pm
• Arts Start Up Seminar; Buskirk-

Chumley Theater; 10:30am
• The Banff  Mountain Film 

Festival; Buskirk-Chumley 
Theater; 7pm—Sold Out!

• Cold Pursuit: Movie Screening; 
Brown County Playhouse; 4 & 
7pm

• Trans’ Night of Audibility; The 
Back Door; 7pm

• The Queer Cabaret; The Back 
Door; 11pm

• S U N D AY,  M A R C H  3 1 S T
• Tyler Childers; The Bluebird; 

7pm

• The Banff  Mountain Film 
Festival; Buskirk-Chumley 
Theater; 5pm

• Cold Pursuit: Movie Screening; 
Brown County Playhouse; 4pm

• M O N D AY,  A P R I L  1 S T
• Open Mic Comedy; Bear’s Place; 

8pm
• T U E S D AY,  A P R I L  2 N D
• Bloomington Pub Quiz; Bear’s 

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

Place; 8pm
• Kero Kero Bonito; The Bluebird; 

9pm
• Elect Connect; Buskirk-Chumley 

Theater; 5pm
• Reversible; IU Auditorium; 

7:30pm
• W E D N E S D AY,  A P R I L  3 R D
• Mdou Moctar w/Guerilla Toss; 

The Bishop; 9:30pm
• Reversible; IU Auditorium; 

7:30pm
• Free Solo: Movie Screening; 

Brown County Playhouse; 7pm
• Luxotica Lounge Cabaret; The 

Back Door; 7pm
• T H U R S D AY,  A P R I L  4 T H
• Mary Lynn Rajskub; The 

Comedy Attic; 8pm
• 9dz Live Band Karaoke; The 

Bishop; 9:30pm
• Jazz Fables; Bear’s Place; 5:30pm
• Karaoke; Bear’s Place; 9pm
• Chris Lake; The Bluebird; 9pm
• Green Book: Movie Screening; 

Brown County Playhouse; 7pm
• Free HIV, Gonorrhea and 

Chlamydia Testing; The Back 
Door; 7pm

• F R I D AY,  A P R I L  5 T H
• Mary Lynn Rajskub; The 

Comedy Attic; 8 & 10:30pm
• Poetry Slam; The Bishop; 8:30pm
• Fat Pockets; The Bluebird; 9pm
• Whose Live Anyway?: Dave 

Foley, Joel Murray, Greg Proops, 
Jeff  B. Davis; IU Auditorium; 
8pm

• Green Book: Movie Screening; 
Brown County Playhouse; 4 & 
7pm

• •  S AT U R D AY,  A P R I L 6 T H 
•  Mary Lynn Rajskub; The 

Comedy Attic; 8 & 10:30pm
• Karaoke League; Bear’s Place; 

8pm
• Boy Band Review; The Bluebird; 9pm
• African American Dance 

Company Spring Concert; 
Buskirk-Chumley Theater; 
7:30pm

• Branford Marsalis; IU 
Auditorium; 8pm

• Ross E. Martinie Eiler & 

Martinie’s Boogie Three; Brown 
County Playhouse; 7:30pm

• S U N D AY,  A P R I L  7 T H
• The Dead Tongues; The Bishop; 

8pm 
• Writers Guild; Bear’s Place; 3pm
• 10th Annual Trashion Refashion 

Runway Show; Buskirk-
Chumley Theater; 7pm

• Green Book: Movie Screening; 
Brown County Playhouse; 4pm

• M O N D AY,  A P R I L  8 T H
• Open Mic Comedy; Bear’s Place; 

8pm
• T U E S D AY,  A P R I L  9 T H
• Sen Morimoto w/Kaina; The 

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

Place; 5:30pm
• Tuesday Night Blues Jam; Bear’s 

Place; 8pm
• An Evening with James Balog 

and The Human Element; 
Buskirk-Chumley Theater; 
5:30pm; free

• Year of October, Flower Mouth, 
Time With Jameson; The Back 
Door; 9pm

• W E D N E S D AY,  A P R I L  1 0 T H
•  Brown County Redevelopment 

Meeting; Brown County 
Playhouse; 7pm

• T H U R S D AY,  A P R I L  1 1 T H
• John Roy; The Comedy Attic; 

8pm
• Jazz Fables; Bear’s Place; 5:30pm
• Karaoke; Bear’s Place; 9pm
• Green Book: Movie Screening; 

Brown County Playhouse; 7pm
• F R I D AY,  A P R I L  1 2 T H
• John Roy; The Comedy Attic; 8 

& 10:30pm
• Hoosier Darling; Bear’s Place; 

8pm
• Asleep at the Wheel 2019; Brown 

County Playhouse; 7:30pm
• Parlor Concert; Wylie House 

Museum; 3pm
• S AT U R D AY,  A P R I L  1 3 T H
• John Roy; The Comedy Attic; 8 

& 10:30pm
• Remo Drive; The Bishop; 8:30pm
• DCMB; Bear’s Place; 8pm
• IU Soul Revue Spring Concert; 

Buskirk-Chumley Theater; 
7:30pm

• Sub.Terranean Entertainment 
Presents: Shanghai Doom; 
Serendipity; 9pm

• 3rd Annual Shimmy and Shake; 
Brown County Playhouse; 
7:30pm

• Lavender County; The Back 
Door; 8pm

• Parlor Concert; Wylie House 
Museum; 3pm

James Acaster; 3/29-3/30; � e Comedy Attic
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• S U N D AY,  A P R I L  1 4 T H
• Set it Off !; Buskirk-Chumley 

Theater; 6:30pm
• Green Book: Movie Screening; 

Brown County Playhouse; 4pm
• M O N D AY,  A P R I L  1 5 T H
• Open Mic Comedy; Bear’s Place; 

8pm
• T U E S D AY,  A P R I L  1 6 T H
• Tuesday Tuneup w/Ruth & The 

Stones; The Bishop; 8pm
• Bloomington Pub Quiz; 5:30pm; 

Bear’s Place;
• Songwriter Open Mic; Bear’s 

Place; 8pm
• BEAT Spring Show; Buskirk-

Chumley Theater; 7:30pm
• W E D N E S D AY,  A P R I L  1 7 T H
• The Unusual Suspects; Bear’s 

Place; 7pm
• BEAT Spring Show; Buskirk-

Chumley Theater; 7:30pm
• 

T H U R S D AY,  A P R I L  1 8 T H
• Kurt Braunohler; The Comedy 

Attic; 8pm
• Crumb w/Corridor; The Bishop; 

9:30pm
• Jazz Fables; Bear’s Place; 5:30pm
• Karaoke; Bear’s Place; 9pm
• JD McPherson; The Bluebird; 

8pm
• Hamiltunes: An American 

Sing-along; Buskirk-Chumley 
Theater; 7:30pm

• Papermaking Workshop w/
Laura Post; Wylie House 
Museum; 5pm

• F R I D AY,  A P R I L  1 9 T H
• Kurt Braunohler; The Comedy 

Attic; 8 & 10:30pm
• JW Francis, High Fiber, Nick 

Harley; The Bishop; 11:59pm
• Kade Puckett; Bear’s Place; 7pm
• Marc Broussard; The Bluebird; 

8pm
• ONIX Ensamble & IU New 

Music Ensemble; Buskirk-
Chumley Theater; 7:30pm

• S AT U R D AY,  A P R I L  2 0 T H
• Kurt Braunohler; The Comedy 

Attic; 8 & 10:30pm
• Bluelight Reading; The Bishop; 

8pm
• Karaoke League; Bear’s Place; 

8pm
• Flor de Toloache; Buskirk-

Chumley Theater; 7:30pm
• An Evening with Leo Kottke; 

Brown County Playhouse; 
7:30pm

• Paper Art Workshop with Laura 
Post; Wylie House Museum; 
1pm

• S U N D AY,  A P R I L  2 1 S T
• M O N D AY,  A P R I L  2 2 N D
• Open Mic Comedy; Bear’s Place; 

8pm
• T U E S D AY,  A P R I L  2 3 R D
• Bloomington Pub Quiz; Bear’s 

Place; 5:30pm
• Tuesday Night Blues Jam; Bear’s 

Place; 8pm
• Ballet at the BCT: The 

Choreography Project; Buskirk-
Chumley Theater; 7:30pm

• Finding Neverland; IU 
Auditorium; 7:30pm

• W E D N E S D AY,  A P R I L  24 T H
• Bite, Lower Species, Bcc; The 

Bishop; 9pm
• Ballet at the BCT: The 

Choreography Project; Buskirk-
Chumley Theater; 7:30pm

• Finding Neverland; IU 
Auditorium; 7:30pm

• T H U R S D AY,  A P R I L  2 5 T H
•  Pedestrian Deposit, 

Disconnector, Psychic Eminence; 
The I Fell Building; 9pm

• Diane Coff ee; The Bishop; 
9:30pm

• Jazz Fables; Bear’s Place; 5:30pm
• Karaoke; Bear’s Place; 9pm
• F R I D AY,  A P R I L  2 6 T H
• The UkeTones; Bear’s Place; 7pm
• Clayton Anderson; The Bluebird; 

9pm
• Barney Fife Fully Loaded; Brown 

County Playhouse; 7:30pm
• S AT U R D AY,  A P R I L  2 7 T H
• The Mound Builders, Civilized 

Worm, Potty Mouth; The Bishop; 
11:59pm

• Harum Scarum; Bear’s Place; 
8pm

• Hairbangers Ball; The Bluebird; 
9pm

• African American Chorale 
Ensemble Concert; Buskirk-
Chumley Theater; 7:30pm

• Barney Fife Fully Loaded; Brown 
County Playhouse; 7:30pm

• Super Hero Show-A Satirical 
Salute; The Back Door; 8pm

• S U N D AY,  A P R I L  2 8 T H
• M O N D AY,  A P R I L  2 9 T H
• Open Mic Comedy; Bear’s Place; 

8pm
• T U E S D AY,  A P R I L  3 0 T H
• Priests w/Gurr and Lung; The 

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

Place; 5:30pm
• W E D N E S D AY,  M AY  1 S T
• They Shall Not Grow Old: 

Movie Screening; Brown County 
Playhouse; 7pm

• •  T H U R S D AY,  M AY 2 N D
• Hari Kondabolu; 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,  M AY  3 R D
• Hari Kondabolu; The Comedy 

Attic; 8 & 10:30pm
• S AT U R D AY,  M AY  4 T H
• Hari Kondabolu; The Comedy 

Attic; 8 & 10:30pm
• Karaoke League; Bear’s Place; 

8pm
• S U N D AY,  M AY  5 T H
• Knife Knights w/Lando Chill; 

The Bishop; 9pm
• Writers Guild; Bear’s Place; 3pm
• M O N D AY,  M AY  6 T H
• Open Mic Comedy; Bear’s Place; 

8pm

Mary Lynn Rajskub ; 4/4-4/6; � e 
Comedy Attic

Tyler Childers; 3/31; � e Bluebird; 7pm
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much to do--hiking, paddling, 
swimming, fishing, looking at 
wildlife, or even swinging off a rope 
swing. 

I found it odd that a couple in 
a sailboat anchored at the back of 
the bay never got off their boat once 
in the three days we were there. I 
paddled by to make sure they were 
OK, but they were content doing 
chores and reading books snuggled 
in their cockpit. 

Counter to this are folks who 
have boats but never take them out 
of the marina. In Mackinaw City 
(where we’ve often launched our 
boat) there’s a fellow we call Speedo 
man (a large man who barely fits 

inside his tiny swimsuit). He’s content to use his boat as a floating 
vacation house. In the morning, he circumnavigates the marina on 
his paddle board making small talk with other boaters and in the 
evening, he entertains his lady friend. 

One woman in the Mackinaw City Marine laundry room 
declared to Anne excitedly that she had PTSD from sailing, sworn 
off boating, and was deathly afraid of bears. “Who knew bears could 
swim!” she said as she folded her laundry. Despite of being petrified 
by boats, water, and bears, she wasn’t about to give up the boating 
lifestyle.

Regardless of locale or personal idiosyncrasies, most of the 
people we’ve met will go out of their way to offer help, parts, 
tools, ice, or a dinghy ride to shore. Social or political differences 
are overshadowed by a shared love of place and adventure, and 
the overwhelming sense of awe and appreciation that comes with 
immersing oneself into a beautiful and remote wilderness location.

How do you know where to go? 
I started sailing before the days of GPS (global positioning 

system) technology. We’d take sights with a hand-bearing compass 
to triangulate position and use dead reckoning to estimate progress 
over time. Now with GPS on every smart phone and chart plotters 
that work like tablets, navigation is easy. These new tools are also 
dangerous because they can easily build false confidence and any 
tech-savvy idiot can use them. On our boat, we’ve got a touch screen 
chart plotter that shows all our vital information (wind speed, 
direction, speed over ground, depth, etc.) with an electronic map and 
an outline of our 
boat. All that’s 
missing is an 
arrow pointing 
to the boat icon 
saying “You are 
here, stupid”. 

Our 
autopilot, which 
can be engaged 
to control the 
steering wheel, 
talks to our 

important 
tasks for 
a mariner, 
we’re 
constantly 
surprised 
by the 
number 
of people 

who don’t know how to do it. This is usually because they 
don’t have enough scope, which is the ratio of the length of 
the anchor line and the depth of the water. (A boater using 5:1 
scope in 10 feet of water would let out 50 feet of anchor line.) 
In crowded anchorages, when the wind and currents pick up, 
we’ve frequently seen boats sliding backwards with no one at 
the helm. This is called dragging anchor and usually precedes 
yelling, people waving their arms, and strangers coming to 
assist the often-unmanned boat.

Once we’re sure our anchor is set, we use our dinghy to 
get to shore, fish or explore. We also carry a kayak and solo 
canoe, so we can go out paddling together or alone. We’ll stay 
at an anchorage until our whim or the ever-changing weather 
prompts us on to a safer, more suitable location. Some of our 
favorite activities include picking blueberries, playing music, 
enjoying happy hour, reading books, fixing things, avoiding 
people, and meeting people.

What kind of people do you meet? 
Humans are curious creatures and I’m constantly 

impressed by the variety we encounter out on the water. We’ve 
met truck drivers, artists, hippies, scientists, doctors, teachers, 
musicians, inventors, pet lovers, and a few living marginal 
existences, toting everything they own on their boat. We spent 
one delightful evening tossing back drinks with a pair of (off 
duty) Ontario Provincial Police officers. One couple we met 
in Canada were nature collectors, and had an entire berth 
stacked full of pine cones and deer antlers. We’ve seen people 
who never get off their boats in anchorages and folks who 
never take their boats out of the marina. The last anchorage 
we stayed in at the end of our last voyage was Harbor Island 
in Michigan’s UP. The weather was perfect and the bay offered 

continued from page 15

Boating is simply another mode of 

travel with its own rules, safety 

procedures, and sets of best 

practices. With time, effort, and 

dedication, anyone can learn maritime 

rules and how to operate a boat.

Covered Portage Cove, Ontario 
(Photo by Jim Krause)

Chart plotter showing us crossing into 
Canada (Photo by Jim Krause)
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chart plotter and makes corrections to our course if the wind, current, 
or tides throw us off our path. It’s a bit like a smart car but without 
obstacle detection. I confess that I’m writing this bit right now in my 
cockpit, while my electronic gadgets are guiding the boat towards 
Mackinac Island. Of course, one would be a fool to put too much 
trust in these things--so I routinely navigate to known waypoints (e.g. 
marked buoys) to make sure my electronic charts aren’t lying and have 
a full set of paper charts readily at hand.

How do you communicate?
We use a VHF radio to converse with other boaters, marinas, 

the coast guard, and to get the weather. The radio is a vital 
communications link as cell phone coverage is non-existent in many 
of the places we visit. The radio is also a source of entertainment. We’ll 
often hear boaters lobbing insults to others (Slow down, stupid- you’re 
in a no wake zone) but usually everyone is well behaved and quite 
helpful to each other.

Boaters are supposed to monitor VHF channel 16, which is limited 
to hailing and distress calls. The procedure is to hail a boat or marina 
by saying their name three times and identifying yourself. Once 
contact is established another channel is picked. So, you might hear 
“Beetlejuice, Beetlejuice, Beetlejuice this is Knotty Dawg.” Beetlejuice 
would respond with something like “Knotty Dawg, this is Beetlejuice, 
let’s go up one” (to channel 17). They would take their conversation 
off channel 16, to keep the channel open for others. If they forgot to 
do so, within a few seconds someone will pipe in, scolding them, and 
reminding them that Channel 16 is only for hailing and emergency 
communications.  The VHF radio is also used for summoning 
attendants at marinas, fuel docks, and pump-out stations- all of which 
ultimately require an outlay of cash.

What’s the Cost? 
Like traveling in a car or van, boating requires money. We pay 

for food, fuel, laundry, pump-outs, and overnight stays in marinas 
and municipal docks. While staying in a marina offers warm showers, 
access to washing machines, and other comforts of home, it comes with 
a price, usually based on the boat’s length. Our 37’ boat costs anywhere 
from $55-$90/day to keep it in a marina slip. This is why we try to 
keep overnights in marinas to a minimum, and spend most of our time 
in anchorages, which are free.

In anchorages, we see both million-dollar yachts and humble, 
small boats that anyone with a little initiative and know-how can 
acquire. A few times up in Lake Huron’s North Channel, we’ve 
spotted a small 16-foot Hobie Cat, (a small day sailor) outfitted with 
an outboard motor and a tent set up on the trampoline. Boats don’t 
need to be expensive or large, just well-constructed, and hopefully 
watertight on the bottom. Some of our favorite bays, coves, and inlets 
are ideal for paddling. We’ve frequently shared beaches and drinks 
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much to do--hiking, paddling, 
swimming, fishing, looking at 
wildlife, or even swinging off a rope 
swing. 

I found it odd that a couple in 
a sailboat anchored at the back of 
the bay never got off their boat once 
in the three days we were there. I 
paddled by to make sure they were 
OK, but they were content doing 
chores and reading books snuggled 
in their cockpit. 

Counter to this are folks who 
have boats but never take them out 
of the marina. In Mackinaw City 
(where we’ve often launched our 
boat) there’s a fellow we call Speedo 
man (a large man who barely fits 

inside his tiny swimsuit). He’s content to use his boat as a floating 
vacation house. In the morning, he circumnavigates the marina on 
his paddle board making small talk with other boaters and in the 
evening, he entertains his lady friend. 

One woman in the Mackinaw City Marine laundry room 
declared to Anne excitedly that she had PTSD from sailing, sworn 
off boating, and was deathly afraid of bears. “Who knew bears could 
swim!” she said as she folded her laundry. Despite of being petrified 
by boats, water, and bears, she wasn’t about to give up the boating 
lifestyle.

Regardless of locale or personal idiosyncrasies, most of the 
people we’ve met will go out of their way to offer help, parts, 
tools, ice, or a dinghy ride to shore. Social or political differences 
are overshadowed by a shared love of place and adventure, and 
the overwhelming sense of awe and appreciation that comes with 
immersing oneself into a beautiful and remote wilderness location.

How do you know where to go? 
I started sailing before the days of GPS (global positioning 

system) technology. We’d take sights with a hand-bearing compass 
to triangulate position and use dead reckoning to estimate progress 
over time. Now with GPS on every smart phone and chart plotters 
that work like tablets, navigation is easy. These new tools are also 
dangerous because they can easily build false confidence and any 
tech-savvy idiot can use them. On our boat, we’ve got a touch screen 
chart plotter that shows all our vital information (wind speed, 
direction, speed over ground, depth, etc.) with an electronic map and 
an outline of our 
boat. All that’s 
missing is an 
arrow pointing 
to the boat icon 
saying “You are 
here, stupid”. 

Our 
autopilot, which 
can be engaged 
to control the 
steering wheel, 
talks to our 

important 
tasks for 
a mariner, 
we’re 
constantly 
surprised 
by the 
number 
of people 

who don’t know how to do it. This is usually because they 
don’t have enough scope, which is the ratio of the length of 
the anchor line and the depth of the water. (A boater using 5:1 
scope in 10 feet of water would let out 50 feet of anchor line.) 
In crowded anchorages, when the wind and currents pick up, 
we’ve frequently seen boats sliding backwards with no one at 
the helm. This is called dragging anchor and usually precedes 
yelling, people waving their arms, and strangers coming to 
assist the often-unmanned boat.

Once we’re sure our anchor is set, we use our dinghy to 
get to shore, fish or explore. We also carry a kayak and solo 
canoe, so we can go out paddling together or alone. We’ll stay 
at an anchorage until our whim or the ever-changing weather 
prompts us on to a safer, more suitable location. Some of our 
favorite activities include picking blueberries, playing music, 
enjoying happy hour, reading books, fixing things, avoiding 
people, and meeting people.

What kind of people do you meet? 
Humans are curious creatures and I’m constantly 

impressed by the variety we encounter out on the water. We’ve 
met truck drivers, artists, hippies, scientists, doctors, teachers, 
musicians, inventors, pet lovers, and a few living marginal 
existences, toting everything they own on their boat. We spent 
one delightful evening tossing back drinks with a pair of (off 
duty) Ontario Provincial Police officers. One couple we met 
in Canada were nature collectors, and had an entire berth 
stacked full of pine cones and deer antlers. We’ve seen people 
who never get off their boats in anchorages and folks who 
never take their boats out of the marina. The last anchorage 
we stayed in at the end of our last voyage was Harbor Island 
in Michigan’s UP. The weather was perfect and the bay offered 
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chart plotter and makes corrections to our course if the wind, current, 
or tides throw us off our path. It’s a bit like a smart car but without 
obstacle detection. I confess that I’m writing this bit right now in my 
cockpit, while my electronic gadgets are guiding the boat towards 
Mackinac Island. Of course, one would be a fool to put too much 
trust in these things--so I routinely navigate to known waypoints (e.g. 
marked buoys) to make sure my electronic charts aren’t lying and have 
a full set of paper charts readily at hand.

How do you communicate?
We use a VHF radio to converse with other boaters, marinas, 

the coast guard, and to get the weather. The radio is a vital 
communications link as cell phone coverage is non-existent in many 
of the places we visit. The radio is also a source of entertainment. We’ll 
often hear boaters lobbing insults to others (Slow down, stupid- you’re 
in a no wake zone) but usually everyone is well behaved and quite 
helpful to each other.

Boaters are supposed to monitor VHF channel 16, which is limited 
to hailing and distress calls. The procedure is to hail a boat or marina 
by saying their name three times and identifying yourself. Once 
contact is established another channel is picked. So, you might hear 
“Beetlejuice, Beetlejuice, Beetlejuice this is Knotty Dawg.” Beetlejuice 
would respond with something like “Knotty Dawg, this is Beetlejuice, 
let’s go up one” (to channel 17). They would take their conversation 
off channel 16, to keep the channel open for others. If they forgot to 
do so, within a few seconds someone will pipe in, scolding them, and 
reminding them that Channel 16 is only for hailing and emergency 
communications.  The VHF radio is also used for summoning 
attendants at marinas, fuel docks, and pump-out stations- all of which 
ultimately require an outlay of cash.

What’s the Cost? 
Like traveling in a car or van, boating requires money. We pay 

for food, fuel, laundry, pump-outs, and overnight stays in marinas 
and municipal docks. While staying in a marina offers warm showers, 
access to washing machines, and other comforts of home, it comes with 
a price, usually based on the boat’s length. Our 37’ boat costs anywhere 
from $55-$90/day to keep it in a marina slip. This is why we try to 
keep overnights in marinas to a minimum, and spend most of our time 
in anchorages, which are free.

In anchorages, we see both million-dollar yachts and humble, 
small boats that anyone with a little initiative and know-how can 
acquire. A few times up in Lake Huron’s North Channel, we’ve 
spotted a small 16-foot Hobie Cat, (a small day sailor) outfitted with 
an outboard motor and a tent set up on the trampoline. Boats don’t 
need to be expensive or large, just well-constructed, and hopefully 
watertight on the bottom. Some of our favorite bays, coves, and inlets 
are ideal for paddling. We’ve frequently shared beaches and drinks 
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Just this past season, we were sailing down Baie Fine, a fjord 
up in Canada, with a couple of guests on board and a strong wind 
at our back. I turned on the engine so we could lower the sails and 
slowly motor through the tiny zig-zag opening at the end. I was 
surprised when the engine overheating alarm started screeching, but 
there was no time to panic, we needed a solution. I immediately shut 
down the engine and unrolled the headsail.  With the good fortune of 
wind at our back, I maneuvered through the rocky narrow opening 
and another five miles to our destination. While we and our guests 
were toasting to our safe arrival I set about replacing the fresh water 
impeller, which was the culprit. (This is the small circular rubber 
paddle wheel that pushes fresh water into the engine to cool it.) I had 
everything fixed by the time we finished our drinks.

Can I go sailing? 
Anyone can sign up for a crewed charter, where hired staff do 

the sailing, navigating and cooking for you. For those with no sailing 
or adventuring experience, this is the safest way to see what it’s all 
about but also expensive. Learning to sail is within reach of anyone 
with a can-do attitude. I suggest starting with small boats before 
moving up to larger ships. (I learned on Hobie Cats and Sunfish.) 
Small boats provide an intimate experience, where the effects of 
current, wind, and momentum can easily be felt and understood. 
Sailing a small boat is the quickest way to learn, as one immediately 
feels the effects of tiller adjustments and trimming sails. Locally, the 
Lake Monroe Sailing Association and IU both offer courses in sailing 
small boats. Once basic seamanship is understood, one can move up 
to larger vessels. For those wishing to charter and sail larger boats, it’s 
wise to hitch rides in friends’ boats or to take classes from reputable 
charter or sailing schools, such as the American Sailing Association 
or US Sailing. Both offer certification and have schools in great sailing 
locations.

Adventuring on a sailboat is one of the most challenging, scary, 
enjoyable, and fulfilling endeavors that I’ve ever undertaken. Anyone 
with an adventurous spirit and a lust for new horizons would enjoy it 
as much as my wife and I have.

I hope that this article has provided some useful information 
and would happily answer further questions. You can reach me at 
jkrause@ttop.com where I’m usually able to respond to your emails, 
unless it’s during the summer, when I’ll be out sailing.

with kayakers and canoers. They ended up at the same place 
as we did and at a fraction of the cost. However, a larger boat 
allows one to travel longer distances in more comfort. 

Is it dangerous?
Traveling by boat is risky. We sail miles away from 

towns and medical assistance, and do so with minimal 
communications and little human contact. Once out, a boat 
isn’t a ride that one can get off. Every year, boaters die from 
falling overboard, fires, collisions with other vessels, and 
drowning, which is the number one killer. This is why the US 
Coast Guard so adamantly promotes and enforces their rules 
about wearing PFDs (personal flotation devices). One doesn’t 
have to leave the dock to open oneself to danger. Last summer 
in Cheboygan Michigan, a boat exploded while in its slip due 
to a propane leak. A married couple was on board at the time. 
The man had been working on his boat and unknowingly 
drilled through a propane line. Tragically he died from his 
injuries.

However, it’s not much fun to stay home and lead a 
minimal risk life. It’s more fun to go places. We learn rules and 
procedures to venture from home, which grow in complexity 
in relation to how we travel. Children are taught to look both 
ways before crossing the street and then to obey the rules of 
traffic when riding a bicycle. Eventually most learn to (safely) 
drive a car. Boating is simply another mode of travel with its 
own rules, safety procedures, and sets of best practices. With 
time, effort, and dedication, anyone can learn maritime rules 
and how to operate a boat. But it’s also important to know how 
to fix things, since gear is constantly breaking. If you’re the 
kind of person who must call a tow truck for a flat tire, you’ve 
got no business being out on the water. But if you make quick 
work of such minor and predictable inconveniences and know 
a little bit about playing plumber, carpenter, and electrician, 
you just might be suited for sailing.

What happens when things break?
Every season the boat and its equipment are stressed. 

Sometimes it’s possible to see when something’s about to 
break, such as a brittle sail or a worn rope, but most pieces of 
gear like to surprise us when they give up the ghost. When 
these things break, it’s always while we’re underway out on 
the water, so we must be capable and quick to spring into 
action to either fix things or improvise a solution to delay our 
ultimate demise. We’ve experienced broken transmissions, 
overheated engines, dead radios, and unresponsive electronics 
on multiple occasions. 

Social or political differences are 

overshadowed by a shared love of place 

and adventure, and the overwhelming 

sense of awe and appreciation that comes 

with immersing oneself into a beautiful 

and remote wilderness location.

Toba Inlet, British Columbia, Canada 
(Photo by Jim Krause)
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Just this past season, we were sailing down Baie Fine, a fjord 
up in Canada, with a couple of guests on board and a strong wind 
at our back. I turned on the engine so we could lower the sails and 
slowly motor through the tiny zig-zag opening at the end. I was 
surprised when the engine overheating alarm started screeching, but 
there was no time to panic, we needed a solution. I immediately shut 
down the engine and unrolled the headsail.  With the good fortune of 
wind at our back, I maneuvered through the rocky narrow opening 
and another five miles to our destination. While we and our guests 
were toasting to our safe arrival I set about replacing the fresh water 
impeller, which was the culprit. (This is the small circular rubber 
paddle wheel that pushes fresh water into the engine to cool it.) I had 
everything fixed by the time we finished our drinks.

Can I go sailing? 
Anyone can sign up for a crewed charter, where hired staff do 
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with kayakers and canoers. They ended up at the same place 
as we did and at a fraction of the cost. However, a larger boat 
allows one to travel longer distances in more comfort. 

Is it dangerous?
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towns and medical assistance, and do so with minimal 
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isn’t a ride that one can get off. Every year, boaters die from 
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drowning, which is the number one killer. This is why the US 
Coast Guard so adamantly promotes and enforces their rules 
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What happens when things break?
Every season the boat and its equipment are stressed. 

Sometimes it’s possible to see when something’s about to 
break, such as a brittle sail or a worn rope, but most pieces of 
gear like to surprise us when they give up the ghost. When 
these things break, it’s always while we’re underway out on 
the water, so we must be capable and quick to spring into 
action to either fix things or improvise a solution to delay our 
ultimate demise. We’ve experienced broken transmissions, 
overheated engines, dead radios, and unresponsive electronics 
on multiple occasions. 

Social or political differences are 

overshadowed by a shared love of place 

and adventure, and the overwhelming 

sense of awe and appreciation that comes 

with immersing oneself into a beautiful 

and remote wilderness location.
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coat for the trek. As we traveled up the trail to a 16,000-foot saddle 
I’d chosen as our destination we heard many stories of the marvelous 
swami who lived in a hut near that lonely spot.  Some claimed he’d 
over-wintered in a deep trance beneath thirty feet of snow. 

The final morning of the trek pushed my limits, but my young 
companion (I wish I could remember his name) helped me up the 
steep slopes and across the ice-covered streams with gentle filial 
courtesy.  About noon we approached the ridge between two great 
snow-clad mountains, and sure enough spied a tiny wooden house 
with an inviting whiff of smoke trailing from the chimney nestled 
beside a stream in a small grassy meadow.  

The swami, looking every bit the part, with luxuriant brown 
locks and ample beard, emerged with a broad grin on his face.  There 
was a moment’s hesitation.  Then we both burst into laughter.  The 
swami was wearing my exact same jacket. 

Me and the Swami on  
the Mountain 

Several years ago, I was on a six-day trek (three up 
and three down) in the Himalayas north of Almora.  I’d 
taken a chance by coming to India in the throes of a nasty 
depression, but the bracing cold, the companionship of my 
good-natured guide/porter, and some of the most glorious 
scenery on planet Earth were coaxing me out of it.  I was 68 at 
the time and momentarily disappointed to hear that I was only the 
second oldest person my young guide had accompanied up here. I 
was quickly relieved when he went on to say that the 80-year-old had 
ridden a mule.   

The year before I’d purchased a bright orange no-brand 
fleece jacket in South Africa that was proving to be the perfect 

A Swami on a Mountain Top,  
a Girl with a Bomb Below the Floor

[editor’s note: these vignettes are published in John Linnemeier’s latest book, 
The Further Adventures of an Average Man: Still Crazy After All These Years]

True travel adventures  
by John Linnemeier

half page text guideline

What Were 
You Doing 
When 
You Were 

Fifteen?

As part of a book 
photographer Jeff Wolin 
hopes to have published 
called The War from All 
Sides, the two of us twice 
visited Vietnam to gather 
stories and take pictures 
of NVA and VC veterans. 
We interviewed a tiny little 
old lady named Nguyen 
Thi Tam, who’d smuggled 
arms into Saigon during 
the “American War.” She started when she was 15 years old. Usually she’d hide 
the grenades, disassembled rifles, and ammunition beneath vegetables in a straw 
basket she balanced on her head. She recounted several close calls. Often, she 
needed to outwit the lonely young ARVN soldiers guarding the city’s boundaries 
by coolly flirting her way out of being searched.

She lived in the midst of the teeming city in a small house with an elderly 
widow sympathetic to the VC. Beneath the wooden floor was an arms cache 
accessed by a trap door hidden beneath a carpet. Over the carpet rested a small 
table. 

Someone must have alerted the police. One afternoon they barged into the 
old lady’s house loudly demanding that she turn over the girl. Just beneath them, 
tiny Tam and a young male comrade silently listened to every word. The old 
lady tearfully protested that no one else was home. The cops didn’t believe it and 
threatened to shoot her, but she held tight to her story. Crouched directly beneath 
the trap door, Tam and her friend coiled their limbs and, ever so quietly, pulled 
pins from four hand grenades. 

A gun went off just above their heads. They heard the old lady’s body fall to 
the floor. Silently communicating with their eyes… One…Two …Three!!!! the two 
comrades sprang from the hole, dispensed deadly karma to the murderers, then, 
just as suddenly, dived back into their den, dodging the shrapnel. 

The police were killed instantly, and in what must have been a state of total 
shock, the two grabbed whatever weaponry they could carry, cleared out of the 
house, and high-tailed it through the back streets of the city.

Both were injured, but the young man’s wounds were much worse. He 
couldn’t run. He knew he was slowing them down, and both knew more police 
would soon be on them. Falling to the ground he told her to go on without him. 
His last act, lying there on the street, was to pull the pins from two more grenades. 
He clutched the handles to his breast. He knew the cops wouldn’t be far behind 
and he wanted to take a couple with him.

The Saigon police rapidly cordoned the area off, but Tam was fortunate 
enough to find a nearby cemetery where she could hide. She quickly fell to 
camouflaging herself with detritus, sticks and foliage. Late that night, this 
90-pound young woman, who in America might have been dreaming of what to 
wear to the prom, crawled through the police lines and made her escape. 

The Man Who Bombed the  

Presidential Palace

On our second trip to Vietnam, Jeff Wolin and I met with Nguyen Thanh 
Trung at his apartment in Hanoi. After the war, he’d flown passenger planes for 
Vietnamese Airlines and was now living in comfortable retirement. He was in his 
late sixties, well groomed, still good looking, with that courteous, self-assured 

Nguyen Thi Tam
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Gang War

A man will seriously consider nonviolence when a mosquito lands 
on his testicle.

-LAO TZU (IF HE EVER EXISTED, MAYBE HE SAID THIS.)

Here’s a story Rick Owens told me. He was working as an intern 
in New York City in the ER of a major hospital. Occasionally there’d 
be a rumble between two gangs in the neighborhood, and the EMT’s 
would bring the injured from both gangs to the same hospital. One 
day an associate of Rick’s was elbow deep into someone’s chest when 
a rival gang member busted his way into the operating room, put a 
gun to the patient’s head, and blew his brains out. The world-weary 
doc just looked up and said, “I guess that takes care of this one.” 

Think Twice Before Undergoing 
Brain Surgery

Into every life some rain must fall.
-THE INK SPOTS

I awoke on the operating table. My skull had been drilled (it’s 
called cabinet work) and two electrical probes were embedded an 
inch behind my eyeballs. Too late to turn back now. 

They’d brought me back into consciousness, halfway through the 
six-hour operation so I could give my doctors feedback that would 
allow them to fine-tune the electrical system designed to control my 
tremor. I’d been desperate to find a solution. My shaky hands had 
made simple tasks like writing with a pen or getting food from my 
plate to my mouth excruciatingly difficult.

manner that seems 
to come naturally to 
pilots the world over.

He had a 
remarkable story to 
tell, and Jeff and I 
were eager to hear 
it. It was a story of 
revenge that went 
all the way back to 
when he was sixteen 
and living with his 
family in a small 
village in the Mekong 
Delta. His father was 
killed by a South 
Vietnamese soldier 
on February 7, 1963. 
That day Trung made 
a vow someday to 
avenge his murder. It 
took a long time, but 

when it came, it was quick, sure, and devastating to the entire 
corrupt regime holed up in Saigon. 

After years of astealthily working his way up to the elite 
position of an F-5 pilot in the ARVN air force, Trang finally had 
his opportunity to strike. He knew hijacking an airplane from 
the ground would be impossible. It requires an entire crew to 
start the engine, remove the fuel line, unlock the safety pins for 
the bombs, and remove the chocks. Nor could he steal a plane 
in the air. They flew in a squadron of three planes, and if you 
reported a problem someone would always accompany you 
back to the airstrip. 

His only chance was during takeoff when all 
three planes were lined up for sequential takeoff at 
five-second intervals. One day Trang was in plane 
2, second in line. Just as the squadron leader was 
about to take off, rather than the usual thumbs up, 
he signaled thumbs down to both planes 1 and 3, 
indicating that he was encountering engine problems. 
He prayed they wouldn’t notify the tower and they 
didn’t. Then ten seconds after both planes were 
airborne Trang took off himself. Initially he headed 
off in the direction of the two other planes to fool the 
tower into believing he was attempting to catch up 
with his comrades. Once he was out of sight though 
he abruptly peeled off and shot straight for Saigon. 
Remembering that moment long ago, the old warrior 
smiled a great smile and said, “I was riding the 
tiger—no one could stop me!”

Ten minutes later he wreaked his terrible revenge 
by releasing his entire bomb load directly on top 
of the presidential palace. Then he hightailed it out 
of there to a pre-arranged secret runway, cleverly 
camouflaged and hidden deep in the jungles of North 
Vietnam. The strip was bumpy as hell and barely long 
enough to handle a powerful jet accustomed to long 
stretches of champagne asphalt. He ground to a halt a 
few feet from the end of the dirt strip. 

From that day forward it was obvious to 
everyone that the days of Ky and Thieu were 
numbered. It was a blow from which they never 
recovered.  

Nguyen Thanh Trung

The author’s brain, affectionately known as Bug Eyes
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The main surgeon, the god-like figure 
who’d pioneered this $125,000 procedure 
(VA was picking up the tab), asked me 
how I was feeling. When I told him I felt 
pain in the back of my head, he grew 
suddenly furious and pointed to the other 
doctor, “You see that guy? His name is….” 
Then he spelled out the man’s name. 
“Don’t Forget It!”

That night was a bitch. I spent twelve 
hours in intensive care, throwing up 
and hitting the call button begging for 
more pain medicine. They released me 
three days later, a day before our flight 
back to Indiana. On our final night at 
The Seal Rock Inn, a few blocks from the 
San Francisco VA Hospital, Gail and I 
watched an NCAA Final Four game with 
two young friends, Isaac Epp and Kerry 
Laws. It was a real barn burner! The Butler 
Bulldogs squeezed past Michigan State, 
52 to 50 to make it into the finals. For a 
couple of hours all else was forgotten. 

For the next few months I felt 
gimpy. My voice had gone from a well-
modulated baritone Sinatra to Gollum, 
but my tremor was substantially 
diminished.  That was good.  Buried in 
my chest, an inch beneath the skin was 
an elegant little neurotransmitter the size 
of a matchbox.  Two thin wires emerged 
from it that tunneled up through my 
pecs, traveled along the right side of my 
neck, got wadded-up beneath my scalp, 
then dipped through two quarter-sized 
bungholes in my skull and down through 
three inches of spongy brain tissue.  

Gail turned the device on every 
morning and off every night with 
a magnetic device called a patient 
programmer.  I won’t attempt to describe 
the nauseating jolt you experience when 
your wife “turns you on” first thing 
in the morning other than to say it’s 
@#$%^&**$#ing Weird!!! 

I stuck with the program for three 
years, but gradually the tremor returned, 
while I experienced all kinds of nasty 
side effects like difficulty swallowing, 
biting my tongue, and constantly tripping 
over my feet.  A couple of years later, 
when it looked as if we’d need to up the 
voltage once again to have any effect on 
my shakiness, I decided on my own to 
shut the damn thing off.  It’s been off ever 
since.  The operation aged me by ten years 
but two years after turning it off, I got five 
of them back.

I shouldn’t complain.  I knew it was a 
gamble, and I rolled the dice.  Would I do 
it again?  No f’ing way! 
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most overtly racist of the police, have been collared. 
Stallworth is toasting the success of his undercover work with 

that targeted leader, Patrice (Laura Harrier), who happens also to be 
the film’s romantic interest; and sure, they haven’t worked all their 
issues out--she’s still not happy about his being a cop (it’s the 1970s, 
after all, and black radicalism and policing don’t mix)--but we’re 
all hoping they’ll work it out. And then there’s a knock on the door. 
The two, wary, guns drawn, float (that dolly shot, remember) down 
the apartment hallway to the window, where, looking out, they see 
burning crosses. Their job not done yet after all. And Lee segues to 
the present: to footage from Charlottesville, the white nationalists 
marching with their tiki torches and Hitlerian chants, Klansman 
David Duke praising them, the car plowing into the peacefully 
marching counterdemonstrators, killing Heather Heyer, Trump 
babbling about “good people on both sides.” The job still not done.

The sequence works in tandem with another scene at the movie’s 
outset, when Klan leader Dr. Beauregard Kennebrew (Alec Baldwin; 
the character seems to be fictional, but the hate speech real enough) 
spouts a hate-filled speech about Klan ideology refitted for the secret 
order in the wake of the successes of the Civil Rights cause: “The 
Brown decision, forced upon us by the Jewish-controlled Supreme 
Court, compelling white children to go to school with an inferior race, 
is the final nail in a coffin, is the final nail in a black coffin towards 
America becoming a mongrel nation. We had a great way of life. We 
had a great way of life.” 

(Editor’s note: the opening paragraphs contain one or 
two huge spoilers; you might want to see BlacKKKlansman 
before reading the article. Spike Lee’s Oscar-nominated film is 
streaming on Amazon Prime and YouTube.)

At a critical point near the end BlacKKKlansman, Spike 
Lee breaks out one of his signature moves: the dolly shot 
(sometimes called a double dolly shot). If you’ve seen much 
of his work, you’ll recognize it; this is where the actor rides 
a dolly along with the camera, so it seems as if he or she is 
floating; think of the celebrated scene in Malcolm X (1992) 
where Malcolm drifts down the Harlem street, capturing a 
moment of personal/political crisis before he is gunned down. 
Lee has been playing variations on this bit of cameraplay 
ever since Mo’ Better Blues (1990); it’s so familiar a part of his 
repertoire that you can find montages of his dolly shots on 
Youtube.

But here, the dolly shot plays a particularly critical role, 
undermining the fixed perception not just of space but of 
time. The action of the film seems to have reached a satisfying 
conclusion: Ron Stallworth (John David Washington), the first 
black man to serve in the police force of Colorado Springs, has 
thwarted the Ku Klux Klan’s plan to bomb a Black Student 
Union rally. The Klan’s plan B, to take out a BSU leader, has 
both been foiled as well; not only the Klan leaders, but also the 
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And as he speaks, standing in front 
of a movie screen, images are projected 
over him: first of epic moments in that 
Civil Rights struggle (the desegregation of 
the University of Alabama, for example), 
and then backward, to D. W. Griffith’s 
racist classic Birth of a Nation (1915), the 
heroic epic about the rise of the KKK 
(and a cinematic monument to American 
racism that both Lee and co-screenwriter 
Kevin Willmott have played with in earlier 
films, Lee in Bamboozled, using in fact the 
same clip from Griffith, and Willmott in 
CSA). The projected images take us back 
to the roots of the evil that Stallworth 
still contends with, wrought in the white 
backlash to post-Civil War Reconstruction’s 
efforts to give the newly liberated enslaved 
blacks of the South voting rights and a 
share in the American dream.

Lee’s point in both scenes is the same. 
We might easily mistake BlacKKKlansman 
as a period piece. It is, after all, set in 1978 
and based on a true story (and Stallworth’s 
own same-titled 2014 memoir recounting 
it), and it has all the proper accoutrements 
of period filmmaking, from those carefully 
coifed afros (watch how Ron pauses before 
an entrance to check his do) to very disco-
era nightclubs to rotary-dial telephones. 
Lee captures both the rhetoric and style of 
the era’s Black Power movement, and Ron 
and Patrice riff on the era’s blaxploitation 
film heroes during one memorable stroll 
together. These two scenes, however, 
insist that we think otherwise: the opening 
asserting that then-contemporary racism 
has deep roots in American history, the 
close insisting that we recognize it is still 
with us today. 

The links both forward and backward 
echo through the film in other ways as 
well. Birth of a Nation will play again (and, 
according to Stallworth’s memoir, it really 
did) when the Klansmen, with David Duke 
himself in attendance, formally initiate Ron 
(or his white partner/double Flip (Adam 
Driver), since at the actual meetings it can’t 
be Ron who shows up; Stallworth may be 
able, as he assures his captain, to speak 
“both the King’s English and jive,” but that 
sort of code switching really only works 
on the phone). This time, it will be intercut 
with Jerome Turner’s (Harry Belafonte) 
eloquent recounting to the BSU students of 
the lynching of Jesse Washington in Waco, 
Texas in 1916, soon after the release of 
Griffith’s film, illustrated with posterboard 
reproductions of the brutal still images 
of the type that circulated widely in 
lynching’s’ wakes. We won’t be allowed to 
forget the deep roots of American racism. 
But listen as well to the ways in which, for 
example, David Duke (Topher Grace plays 
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most overtly racist of the police, have been collared. 
Stallworth is toasting the success of his undercover work with 

that targeted leader, Patrice (Laura Harrier), who happens also to be 
the film’s romantic interest; and sure, they haven’t worked all their 
issues out--she’s still not happy about his being a cop (it’s the 1970s, 
after all, and black radicalism and policing don’t mix)--but we’re 
all hoping they’ll work it out. And then there’s a knock on the door. 
The two, wary, guns drawn, float (that dolly shot, remember) down 
the apartment hallway to the window, where, looking out, they see 
burning crosses. Their job not done yet after all. And Lee segues to 
the present: to footage from Charlottesville, the white nationalists 
marching with their tiki torches and Hitlerian chants, Klansman 
David Duke praising them, the car plowing into the peacefully 
marching counterdemonstrators, killing Heather Heyer, Trump 
babbling about “good people on both sides.” The job still not done.

The sequence works in tandem with another scene at the movie’s 
outset, when Klan leader Dr. Beauregard Kennebrew (Alec Baldwin; 
the character seems to be fictional, but the hate speech real enough) 
spouts a hate-filled speech about Klan ideology refitted for the secret 
order in the wake of the successes of the Civil Rights cause: “The 
Brown decision, forced upon us by the Jewish-controlled Supreme 
Court, compelling white children to go to school with an inferior race, 
is the final nail in a coffin, is the final nail in a black coffin towards 
America becoming a mongrel nation. We had a great way of life. We 
had a great way of life.” 

(Editor’s note: the opening paragraphs contain one or 
two huge spoilers; you might want to see BlacKKKlansman 
before reading the article. Spike Lee’s Oscar-nominated film is 
streaming on Amazon Prime and YouTube.)

At a critical point near the end BlacKKKlansman, Spike 
Lee breaks out one of his signature moves: the dolly shot 
(sometimes called a double dolly shot). If you’ve seen much 
of his work, you’ll recognize it; this is where the actor rides 
a dolly along with the camera, so it seems as if he or she is 
floating; think of the celebrated scene in Malcolm X (1992) 
where Malcolm drifts down the Harlem street, capturing a 
moment of personal/political crisis before he is gunned down. 
Lee has been playing variations on this bit of cameraplay 
ever since Mo’ Better Blues (1990); it’s so familiar a part of his 
repertoire that you can find montages of his dolly shots on 
Youtube.

But here, the dolly shot plays a particularly critical role, 
undermining the fixed perception not just of space but of 
time. The action of the film seems to have reached a satisfying 
conclusion: Ron Stallworth (John David Washington), the first 
black man to serve in the police force of Colorado Springs, has 
thwarted the Ku Klux Klan’s plan to bomb a Black Student 
Union rally. The Klan’s plan B, to take out a BSU leader, has 
both been foiled as well; not only the Klan leaders, but also the 
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And as he speaks, standing in front 
of a movie screen, images are projected 
over him: first of epic moments in that 
Civil Rights struggle (the desegregation of 
the University of Alabama, for example), 
and then backward, to D. W. Griffith’s 
racist classic Birth of a Nation (1915), the 
heroic epic about the rise of the KKK 
(and a cinematic monument to American 
racism that both Lee and co-screenwriter 
Kevin Willmott have played with in earlier 
films, Lee in Bamboozled, using in fact the 
same clip from Griffith, and Willmott in 
CSA). The projected images take us back 
to the roots of the evil that Stallworth 
still contends with, wrought in the white 
backlash to post-Civil War Reconstruction’s 
efforts to give the newly liberated enslaved 
blacks of the South voting rights and a 
share in the American dream.

Lee’s point in both scenes is the same. 
We might easily mistake BlacKKKlansman 
as a period piece. It is, after all, set in 1978 
and based on a true story (and Stallworth’s 
own same-titled 2014 memoir recounting 
it), and it has all the proper accoutrements 
of period filmmaking, from those carefully 
coifed afros (watch how Ron pauses before 
an entrance to check his do) to very disco-
era nightclubs to rotary-dial telephones. 
Lee captures both the rhetoric and style of 
the era’s Black Power movement, and Ron 
and Patrice riff on the era’s blaxploitation 
film heroes during one memorable stroll 
together. These two scenes, however, 
insist that we think otherwise: the opening 
asserting that then-contemporary racism 
has deep roots in American history, the 
close insisting that we recognize it is still 
with us today. 

The links both forward and backward 
echo through the film in other ways as 
well. Birth of a Nation will play again (and, 
according to Stallworth’s memoir, it really 
did) when the Klansmen, with David Duke 
himself in attendance, formally initiate Ron 
(or his white partner/double Flip (Adam 
Driver), since at the actual meetings it can’t 
be Ron who shows up; Stallworth may be 
able, as he assures his captain, to speak 
“both the King’s English and jive,” but that 
sort of code switching really only works 
on the phone). This time, it will be intercut 
with Jerome Turner’s (Harry Belafonte) 
eloquent recounting to the BSU students of 
the lynching of Jesse Washington in Waco, 
Texas in 1916, soon after the release of 
Griffith’s film, illustrated with posterboard 
reproductions of the brutal still images 
of the type that circulated widely in 
lynching’s’ wakes. We won’t be allowed to 
forget the deep roots of American racism. 
But listen as well to the ways in which, for 
example, David Duke (Topher Grace plays 
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from the outset the internal tensions in Stallworth’s position, as 
both black man and police officer, since this was the era of intensive 
surveillance by both federal and local authorities of black activists 
(think of the number of Black Panthers gunned down and arrested 
in the era); if Patrice wants to make her case about the police being 
“pigs,” the fact that when she first met Stallworth he was engaged in 
an undercover surveillance operation tends to support her position. 
But at the rally, Kwame Ture offers up a rousing testimony to Black 

Power, centered in 
the idea that, against 
white culture’s 
insistence to the 
contrary, “black is 
beautiful.”

“I’m here tonight 
to tell you that it’s 
time for you to stop 
running from being black,” Kwame Ture says. “You must define 
beauty for black people. That’s Black Power…. Out lips are thick, our 
noses broad, our hair is nappy, we are black and we are beautiful!” 
As he speak, Lee offers up, intercut with shots of the speaker at the 
podium, a close-up montaged survey of the black faces in the crowd, 

the ‘70s Grand Wizard; Duke will get to play himself in that 
final montage) spouting his “America First” slogan echoes 
today’s political rhetoric; the persistence of racism beyond the 
movie’s period frame is also something Lee won’t let us forget.  

If time provides one axis for tension in the film, the 
question of audience provides another. Who is this “we” 
whose job isn’t done? The tension here is one deeply rooted 
in Lee’s work, going back to his breakthrough masterpiece Do 

the Right Thing (1989), crystallized there in the struggle over 
the pictures on the wall of the pizza joint and the dueling 
quotations at the film’s close. Lee is, after all, a black filmmaker 
working in (at least sometimes) the Hollywood system, and 
thus representing the black experience to black audiences is 
for him a central aim; he nevertheless also has to negotiate the 
mainstream, to find modes to address a broader, mostly white, 
audience, to engage them as well. Again, we can take two 
scenes in BlacKKKlansman as representative of the way he plays 
out this tension here.

The first is Stallworth’s first undercover gig: attending, 
and surveilling, the campus address by Black Power thinker 
Kwame Ture (nee Stokely Carmichael; played by Corey 
Hawkins). The assignment, it can be noticed, highlights right 

Combatting racism 
should not be just 
a black project; it 
depends on a wider 
conception of 
brotherhood. 
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a visual echo to the speech. And at 
the end, as the students stand with 
fists clenched in the Black Power 
salute, Stallworth, a little more 
slowly than the rest, closes his hand 
into a fist as well. And again, this 
emphasis on the black body as the 
target of racist belief and violence is 
re-echoed throughout the film: when 
Kwame Ture is stopped by the police 
(not Stallworth) and harassed on the 
way out of town; in the exchange 
between Patrice and Ron on black 
film heroes; in the lynching history.

The second scene is an 
argument between Ron and Flip, who is now playing Ron at Klan meetings (and 
thus placing himself in physical peril). When Ron questions Flip’s commitment 
to the case, Flip retorts, “Well, I’m not risking my life to prevent some rednecks 
from lighting a couple sticks on fire.” “This is the job,” Ron insists, “What’s your 
problem?” Flip replies: “That’s my problem. For you, it’s a crusade. For me, it’s a 
job. It’s not personal, nor should it be.” “Why haven’t you bought into this?” Ron 
demands. “Why should I?” Flip responds. And Stallworth gives him the why, in 
one of his longer speeches in the film: “Because you’re Jewish, brother. The so-called 
chosen people. You’ve been passing for a WASP, White Anglo-Saxon Protestant, 
cherry pie, hot dog, white boy. It’s what some light-skinned black folks do. They 
pass for white. Doesn’t that hatred you’ve been hearing the Klan say, doesn’t 
that piss you off?... Then why are you acting like you ain’t got skin in the game, 
brother?” That Flip’s Jewish identity brings him, too, under the umbrella of Klan 
hatreds is a convenient fiction in the film; Stallworth’s actual partner wasn’t Jewish. 
But it (and that crucial label so casually dropped in the end: that “brother”) works 
to assert a broader ground. Combatting racism should not be (and finally cannot be) 
just a black project; it depends, finally, on a wider conception of brotherhood. 

Again, that theme gets echoed over the course of the film, partly at a generic 
level (in the ways in which the film plays off the buddy cop genre), but also a range 
of growing realizations: Flip’s, that he had indeed been blind to his own Jewish 
roots; that of most of the white cops in the station, that indeed the Klan is more than 
a nuisance, posing a real threat. That common cause is given poignant urgency at 
the film’s close, where the tension over time frame and the issue of audience all 
come together. Heather Heyer, after all, the woman killed by the white nationalists 
in Charlottesville, was white. “Good people on both sides,” you say???

Spike Lee is, after all, 

a black filmmaker 

working in the 

Hollywood system, 

and thus representing 

the black experience 

to black audiences is 

for him a central aim; 

he nevertheless has 

to address a broader, 

mostly white, audience, 

to engage them as well.
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from the outset the internal tensions in Stallworth’s position, as 
both black man and police officer, since this was the era of intensive 
surveillance by both federal and local authorities of black activists 
(think of the number of Black Panthers gunned down and arrested 
in the era); if Patrice wants to make her case about the police being 
“pigs,” the fact that when she first met Stallworth he was engaged in 
an undercover surveillance operation tends to support her position. 
But at the rally, Kwame Ture offers up a rousing testimony to Black 

Power, centered in 
the idea that, against 
white culture’s 
insistence to the 
contrary, “black is 
beautiful.”

“I’m here tonight 
to tell you that it’s 
time for you to stop 
running from being black,” Kwame Ture says. “You must define 
beauty for black people. That’s Black Power…. Out lips are thick, our 
noses broad, our hair is nappy, we are black and we are beautiful!” 
As he speak, Lee offers up, intercut with shots of the speaker at the 
podium, a close-up montaged survey of the black faces in the crowd, 

the ‘70s Grand Wizard; Duke will get to play himself in that 
final montage) spouting his “America First” slogan echoes 
today’s political rhetoric; the persistence of racism beyond the 
movie’s period frame is also something Lee won’t let us forget.  

If time provides one axis for tension in the film, the 
question of audience provides another. Who is this “we” 
whose job isn’t done? The tension here is one deeply rooted 
in Lee’s work, going back to his breakthrough masterpiece Do 

the Right Thing (1989), crystallized there in the struggle over 
the pictures on the wall of the pizza joint and the dueling 
quotations at the film’s close. Lee is, after all, a black filmmaker 
working in (at least sometimes) the Hollywood system, and 
thus representing the black experience to black audiences is 
for him a central aim; he nevertheless also has to negotiate the 
mainstream, to find modes to address a broader, mostly white, 
audience, to engage them as well. Again, we can take two 
scenes in BlacKKKlansman as representative of the way he plays 
out this tension here.

The first is Stallworth’s first undercover gig: attending, 
and surveilling, the campus address by Black Power thinker 
Kwame Ture (nee Stokely Carmichael; played by Corey 
Hawkins). The assignment, it can be noticed, highlights right 
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a visual echo to the speech. And at 
the end, as the students stand with 
fists clenched in the Black Power 
salute, Stallworth, a little more 
slowly than the rest, closes his hand 
into a fist as well. And again, this 
emphasis on the black body as the 
target of racist belief and violence is 
re-echoed throughout the film: when 
Kwame Ture is stopped by the police 
(not Stallworth) and harassed on the 
way out of town; in the exchange 
between Patrice and Ron on black 
film heroes; in the lynching history.

The second scene is an 
argument between Ron and Flip, who is now playing Ron at Klan meetings (and 
thus placing himself in physical peril). When Ron questions Flip’s commitment 
to the case, Flip retorts, “Well, I’m not risking my life to prevent some rednecks 
from lighting a couple sticks on fire.” “This is the job,” Ron insists, “What’s your 
problem?” Flip replies: “That’s my problem. For you, it’s a crusade. For me, it’s a 
job. It’s not personal, nor should it be.” “Why haven’t you bought into this?” Ron 
demands. “Why should I?” Flip responds. And Stallworth gives him the why, in 
one of his longer speeches in the film: “Because you’re Jewish, brother. The so-called 
chosen people. You’ve been passing for a WASP, White Anglo-Saxon Protestant, 
cherry pie, hot dog, white boy. It’s what some light-skinned black folks do. They 
pass for white. Doesn’t that hatred you’ve been hearing the Klan say, doesn’t 
that piss you off?... Then why are you acting like you ain’t got skin in the game, 
brother?” That Flip’s Jewish identity brings him, too, under the umbrella of Klan 
hatreds is a convenient fiction in the film; Stallworth’s actual partner wasn’t Jewish. 
But it (and that crucial label so casually dropped in the end: that “brother”) works 
to assert a broader ground. Combatting racism should not be (and finally cannot be) 
just a black project; it depends, finally, on a wider conception of brotherhood. 

Again, that theme gets echoed over the course of the film, partly at a generic 
level (in the ways in which the film plays off the buddy cop genre), but also a range 
of growing realizations: Flip’s, that he had indeed been blind to his own Jewish 
roots; that of most of the white cops in the station, that indeed the Klan is more than 
a nuisance, posing a real threat. That common cause is given poignant urgency at 
the film’s close, where the tension over time frame and the issue of audience all 
come together. Heather Heyer, after all, the woman killed by the white nationalists 
in Charlottesville, was white. “Good people on both sides,” you say???

Spike Lee is, after all, 

a black filmmaker 

working in the 

Hollywood system, 

and thus representing 

the black experience 

to black audiences is 

for him a central aim; 

he nevertheless has 

to address a broader, 

mostly white, audience, 

to engage them as well.
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bias*
April 2 – Tuesday – 7 pm

Arclight: The Director/
Composer Relationship
Straw Dogs   
April 4 – Thursday – 7 pm

Jorgensen Guest Filmmaker Program:  
Rod Lurie and Larry Groupé
April 5 – Friday – 4 pm

The Contender 
April 5 – Friday – 7 pm

New Trends in Modern and 
Contemporary Italian Cinema:
The Films of Wilma Labate
La mia generazione (My Generation)   
April 17 – Wednesday – 7 pm

Domenica 
April 18 – Thursday – 7 pm

Signorina Effe 
April 19 – Friday – 7 pm

Arrivederci Saigon* 
April 20 – Saturday – 7 pm

Mirai (Future)*
April 7 – Sunday – 1 pm

Matangi / Maya / M.I.A.*
April 8 – Monday – 7 pm

Las niñas bien (The Good Girls)*
April 11 – Thursday – 7 pm
Writer/Director Alejandra Márquez Abella is scheduled to be present

Mon Voisin, Mon Tueur  
(My Neighbor, My Killer)
April 14 – Sunday – 4 pm
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Year of the Woman
April 22 – Monday – 7 pm

Farewell My Concubine
April 25 – Thursday – 7 pm

Waking Ned Devine
April 26 – Friday – 7 pm

Pressing On: 
The Letterpress Film 
April 28 – Sunday – 1 pm

Dogman* 
April 30 – Tuesday – 7 pm

May 1 – Wednesday – 7 pm

Pájaros de verano 
(Birds of Passage)*
April 26 – Friday – 10 pm

April 29 – Monday – 7 pm

Supa Modo*
April 27 – Saturday – 4 pm

Spring 2019 Student Films Showcase 

Montage: A Celebration 
of Moving Pictures
April 27 – Saturday – 7 pm

National Theatre Live:
Antony & Cleopatra
April 28 – Sunday – 4 pm

Cool Hand Luke
March 23 – Saturday – 4 pm

Join us for more great fi lms!
Many screenings are free, 

but most are ticketed. 
Call 812-855-1103 for ticket information.

www.cinema.indiana.edu

* The International 
Arthouse Film Series is 
co-sponsored by the 

Ryder Film Series 
and IU Cinema.




