“We have ways to make you talk.”
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Movies for Moderns
MOVIES FOR MODERNS
Fri and Sat, Aug 21 & 22
A Pigeon Sat On A Branch
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A Pigeon Sat On A Branch
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GUEROS
over
traumatized
soldiers.
A
shocking
accident
brings
them
and also
A Pigeon Satcloser
On A Branch
Aug 28, 29, 30, Sept 4, 5, 6
fates.
The
28-year-old
Russian director Kantemir
won Un
Aseals
pair of their
university
students
attempt
to track
Reflecting Balagov
... 7:45 @ IU Woodburn
down
an unsung
folk hero.Best
Their simple
trip
Groundhog
DayFestival
8:30 @ Bryanfor
Park (Fri
only)
Certain
Regard’s
Director
prize
at
this
year’s
Cannes
Film
this
to find their childhood idol soon becomes
richly
burnished,
occasionally
harrowing
rendering
of
the
persistent
scars
of
a voyage of self-discovery across Mexico
Sun, Aug 30
City’s
frontiers.
“A gorgeous/ slice
war.invisible
Russia
/ subtitled
137ofmin / presented in part byA Pigeon
the Indiana
University
Sat On A Branch
deadbeat Mexico City slacker poetry…a work
Reflecting ... 7:00 @ Bear’s Place
Russian
anddelicate
Eastand
European
Institute
of
genius…witty,
often magical.
GUEROS is the foreign-language discovery of
2015 so far, and pretty close to the best film
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Fri and Sat, Sept 4 & 5
Gueros 7:00 @ IU Fine Arts
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Lemon Tree / March 6-7
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emotional intensity from the spectacular shore of Lake Constance, Bregenz

Once Were Brothers: Robbie Robertson & The Band / March 13-29
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Inspired by Robertson’s 2017 bestselling memoir Testimony, this film is a confessional, cautionary, and sometimes humorous tale of Robertson’s young
life and the creation of one of the most enduring groups in the history of
popular music. After backing Bob Dylan on his infamous electric tours, in 1968
The Band recorded its seminal debut album, Music From Big Pink, followed
a year later with their self-titled album which featured the legendary songs
“The Weight,” “The Night They Drove Old Dixie Down,” and “Up on Cripple
Creek.” Once Were Brothers features rare archival footage, photography,
iconic songs, and interviews with many of Robertson’s friends and collaborators, including Martin Scorsese, Bruce Springsteen, Eric Clapton, Van Morrison, Peter Gabriel, Taj Mahal, and Ronnie Hawkins. 2020 / 100 min
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See TheRYder.com for up-to-the-minute updates to our calendar
The Woman Who Loves Giraffes / Mar 14-29

In 1956, four years before Jane Goodall ventured into the world of chimpanzees and seven
years before Dian Fossey left to work with
mountain gorillas, 23-year-old biologist Anne
Innis Dagg made an unprecedented solo journey to South Africa to study giraffes in the wild.
Anne (now 86) retraces her steps, and with
letters and stunning, original 16mm footage offers an intimate window into her life as a young
woman, juxtaposed with a first hand look at
the life that giraffes are facing today. Both the
world’s first ‘giraffologist’, whose research
findings ultimately became the foundation for
many scientists following in her footsteps.

The Cave / March 14-22

Academy Award Nominee: Best Documentary
Feature Film The true story of an underground
Syrian hospital and the team of civilians and
medical professionals led by women who
risk their lives to provide medical care to the
besieged local population. The film follows
30-year-old Dr. Amani, an aspiring pediatrician
forced to end her studies and medical training
due to the war, as she becomes the appointed
leader of a team of 130 medical practitioners
(unthinkable in the oppressively patriarchal
culture that exists above) in the secret hospital
serving the 400,000 civilians of the besieged
cityFollowing the women as they contend with
daily bombardments, chronic supply shortages
and the ever-present threat of chemical attacks, The Cave is a stirring portrait of courage,
resilience and female solidarity. (107 min)

Corpus Christie / March 28-Apr 12

Academy Award Nominee: Best International
Feature Film After spending years in a Warsaw
prison, 20-year-old Daniel is released and sent
to a remote village to work as a manual laborer. The job is designed to keep the ex-con busy,
but Daniel has a higher calling. Over the course
of his incarceration he has found Christ, and aspires to join the clergy – but his criminal record
means no seminary will accept him. When Daniel arrives in town, one quick lie allows him to
be mistaken for the town’s new priest, and he
sets about leading his newfound flock. Though
he has no training, his passion and charisma
inspire the community. At the same time, his
unconventional sermons and unpriestly behavior raise suspicions among some of the townsfolk – even more so as he edges towards a dark
secret that the community hasn’t revealed in
the confessional booth. Poland / 115 min
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Saturday, Feb 29
Beanpole – 7:15 – IU Global Theater
Sunday, March 1 at Bear’s Place (Bear’s
is now All-Ages during Ryder films)
WHAT SHE SAID: Art of Pauline Kael – 5 pm
Beanpole – 7:15
Friday, March 6
Lemon Tree (with guest speaker) – 7:30
– IU Fine Arts Theater
Saturday, March 7
Rigoletto – 4pm – IU Fine Arts Theater
Beanpole – 6:45 – IU Global Theater
Lemon Tree – 7:30 IU Fine Arts Theater
Sunday, March 8
Rigoletto – 4pm – IU Fine Arts (Down)
Beanpole – 7:30 – at Bear’s – Last Chance!
Friday, March 13
Once Were Brothers: Robbie Robertson
and the Band – 7:30 – IU Fine Arts
Saturday, March 14
The Woman Who Loves Giraffes – 2
Shows! – 5pm and 6:45 – IU Global
Once Were Brothers: Robbie Robertson
and the Band – 7:30 – IU Fine Arts
The Cave – 2 Shows! – 5:45 at the IU
Fine Arts and 8:15 at IU Global
Sunday, March 15 at Bear’s Place (Bear’s
is now All-Ages during Ryder films)
The Cave – 3pm
The Woman Who Loves Giraffes – 5:15
Robbie Robertson and the Band – 7:30
Friday, March 20
The Woman Who Loves Giraffes – 6:45 –
IU Global Theater
Once Were Brothers: Robbie Robertson
and the Band – 7:30 – IU Fine Arts
The Cave – 8:15 – IU Global Theater
Saturday, March 21
The Woman Who Loves Giraffes – 2
Shows! – 5pm and 6:45 – IU Global
Once Were Brothers: Robbie Robertson
and the Band – 7:30 – IU Fine Arts
The Cave – 2 Shows! – 5:45 at the IU
Fine Arts and 8:15 at IU Global
Sunday, March 22 at Bear’s Place (Bear’s
is now All-Ages during Ryder films)
The Cave – 3pm – Last Chance!
The Woman Who Loves Giraffes – 5:15
Robbie Robertson and the Band – 7:30
Friday, March 27
Once Were Brothers: Robbie Robertson
and the Band – 7:30 – IU Fine Arts

3

FEATURES

HEROES AND BULLIES

HISTORICAL LOVE(LACE) LETTERS
By Jordan Nel

By Tom Prasch

The notorious Lord Who? In Lauren Gunderson’s play Ada and the
Engine, the daughter of a major poet and translator-tutor to some
Babbage character positions herself outside the male parameters that
couldn’t deﬁne her.

Edward Norton’s cinematic take on Motherless Brooklyn uses a time
shift to underscore the primacy of context, transforming author
Jonathan Lethem’s New York valentine into an investigation of the
city’s ugly racist history.

BURIED NUGGETS
NEITHER MEMORY NOR MAGIC
By Joan Hawkins
Hugo Perez’s lyrical documentary amounts to a visual rendering of
Hungarian poet Miklós Radnóti’s ﬁnal works. Along the way, Perez
stands aside to reveal a beauty that walked through the Shoah horror
instead of above it.

By John Bob Slone
From Rip Torn to the first Lo-li-ta, Sue Lyon, 2019 finished the
celluloid and earthbound careers of far too many lesser-known
acting giants.

COLUMNS

08
10

BOJACK HORSEMAN
By Brian Stout
“You didn’t know me and then you fell in love with me. And now, you
know me.” A look at one of the funniest and most fearless shows on
television in recent years.

TABLES

By Anthony Scott Piatt
To pi or not to pie – that is the question on your plate
this month
GUIDED BY VOICES

By Kirk Markey

20

Think of this as not just a column about some smart
spoken-word events, but rather as a vaccine against the
cruel vacuity that’s ﬁnally taking oﬀ its mask as it struts
mockingly across the world stage.
EVENT HORIZON

“The ﬁelds are strewn with the gold of the ﬂower of March,”
Oscar Wilde once wrote and if he were alive today and
living in Bloomington he would have added, “Man, there’s
so much to do in this town.”

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.
In the Joker, Juaquin
Phoenix hands a card
to another passenger
on the bus that
says ...

1. I have a gun. Give me all of your money. . . Just a joke.
2. When was the last time someone told you a good joke?
3. I have a condition causing sudden, frequent
and uncontrollable laughter
4. BoJack Horseman isn’t really that funny

Answer to Last Week’s Question:
In Jumanji The Next Level,
Spencer is looking at pictures
on the bus ride home.

Remember…Movies wouldn’t be Movies without Buses.
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Paul ﬂanked by his wife Chris and
Lee Williams at the 2015 Lotus Music
Festival / photo by Jim Krause

Memories of Paul Sturm

[editor’s note: In the late ‘70s and through the 1980s, Paul Sturm was the
soul of Bloomington’s downtown music/arts scene. He was also managing
editor of this magazine but that was just a small part of all that he brought
to the table. Paul was a composer, a performer, an activist, a provocateur,
a husband and a father. Family and professional responsibilities took him
away from Bloomington for years at a time but he always returned. He
never stopped composing music and he never stopped sharing the music that
he loved with the Bloomington community. His annual 7,000-word Lotus
Music Festival previews (we called them “manifestos”) with their seemingly
endless scope and boundless enthusiasm made your hair stand on end. He
was the only writer that I’ve ever read whose words could make the reader
throw down the magazine, mid-sentence, jump oﬀ the couch, and dance.
Paul’s gifts were enormous, his inﬂuence on the music and arts community
profound. His loss is deeply felt. He will be missed.]

P

aul was an extraordinary person. I know because I lived
with him for 35 years. Since he died, I have been receiving
messages in all forms with people’s memories and reﬂections about Paul and how his life aﬀected their own. When
I was ﬁrst getting to know him, I was amazed at how many
people he knew here in Bloomington. I was surprised by how many
of them asked him for help in one form or another. Then I was almost
shocked at how much eﬀort and energy Paul expended to solve
others’ problems or improve their lives in some way.
I soon learned to share Paul with his commitments to his friends and
community. With two young children and a full-time job, I kept a
regular schedule of mealtimes, bedtimes, and wake up times. Paul
managed to reconcile that with his sometimes chaotic schedules. We
worked it out because we wanted to be together. What I learned was
that Paul was generous to a fault. I never wanted to interfere with
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By Chris Lamar

that impulse toward generosity, and it never faltered in him.
I met Paul through a mutual friend, a faculty member in the modern
dance department, Mary Strow. She had a small grant to create a
video of one of her choreographed works. She asked me to create the
video and Paul to work on the audio. Before I had a chance to really
meet Paul, he came wandering into the TV studio one day while I
was working with the lighting designer. Paul was taken with the
design, which was a soft green cyc with a spiky white line pattern
like an EKG. Paul was chattering to me about the lighting designs
he’d just seen on a recent trip to NYC. I told him he had to leave
because I was working. I think the fact that I’d dismissed him so I
could concentrate resonated with him. He wasn’t hurt or angry; he
was impressed.
It wasn’t long before I began to like hanging out with Paul. He
played Meredith Monk and Laurie Anderson for me. I played X and
the Pretenders for him. But it wasn’t until I saw him perform one of
his compositions that I began to perceive the depths of his creativity.
It was Icon Music, a piece with some growling and angry utterances.
I understood the piece immediately and felt its eﬀect on me. I was
a bit stunned and deeply moved. I knew then that I wanted to be
involved in Paul’s life. He learned that I was a creative cowgirl from
Oklahoma with a strict no-bullshit outlook on life. I think he trusted
that he would get the truth from me, pretty much unvarnished. He
came to rely on that over the years.
My kids spent every summer in Oregon with their dad, so Paul and
I had an entire summer to get to know each other and fall in love.
The ﬁrst time Paul met my kids, they were in elementary school. We
were renting a house on the edge of Brown County, and it was a bit
rough. The kids were exploring in the unmowed back yard while
we were making dinner. Suddenly my son rushed in screaming. He
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THREE POEMS ABOUT ACCEPTANCE OF DEATH AND LOSS
grief meditation I
though I know I must
how can I cut the binding
cord of human love
in the morning sun
a drop of dew vanishing
let’s not fool ourselves
you know it’s coming
so it comes as no surprise
but still you feel it

grief meditation II
(remembering Paul Sturm)
bursting into tears
letting it rip right through me
that’s the human way
brown leaves still hanging
from a skeletal tree limb
quiver in the wind
contemplating mind
put away grief for the world
let go of sorrow

by David Ebbinghouse

poem to a dead friend
I was looking for
you in my dream - ﬂipped the switch
breaking the circuit
all the lights went out
alone in the dark the tears
welled up and fell down
I awakened and
knew without even looking
the bulb had burned out
sliding into sleep
gathering darkness a dream
I won’t remember
funny how I try
to remember some small thing
now long forgotten

had wasps stuck in his shirt and was struggling to get them oﬀ. I
put him in the bathtub and washed oﬀ the wasps. Paul headed into
the back yard to check on my daughter. She was huddled up in a
small shed, covered with wasps. Paul waded in and picked her up,
ignoring his own stings to get her to safety. He brought her into the
bathroom, where she got the same water treatment to get the wasps
oﬀ. I treated the kids’ stings and turned to check on Paul. He was
white as a ghost and shivering.

signed oﬀ overnight) and stay late to work on his own compositions. There was not much technology to his process; it was cutting
audio tape with a sharp blade and putting together slivers of sound
in a painstaking building of the music he sought. Often he would
work all night at this, sleep a few hours and go back to work. This
radical attention to detail and dismissive attitude to his own needs
(like sleep and food), became his pattern in both his musical life
and his professional life. In a way it was Paul’s secret to success.
We had to leave Bloomington so we could
both have jobs that allowed us to support
our kids and make the house payments.
Paul took his enormous intellect and creativity into the wider world. Paul worked
harder than anyone, longer hours than anyone, with more brilliant ideas and amazing
solutions than anyone.
Paul started a public radio station from scratch on a small budget in
the middle of Michigan in a full market of commercial stations. He
was strategic with the community interests and made the station a
darling of all the groups in the region. He had grandiose ideas for
fundraising events. It didn’t occur to him that he needed four people to build and execute such plans; he would just do it all himself
and work all night. His unimaginable hard work resulted in a success that no one saw coming. The station is still going strong by the
way, still maintaining his grandiose ideas, but with plenty of staﬀ.
Our lives took us to several other places and academic environments, where Paul was successful against long odds. He always
seemed to ﬁnd the innovative path that worked. He made devoted
friends in all his eﬀorts and bent a few noses along the way.
Paul’s happiest time in recent years was when he was let go from
Purdue. He enjoyed nearly eight months of unemployment, staying
home in Bloomington, composing every day and trading ﬁles with
Will Devitt. This was the most proliﬁc time for him. Composing
always made Paul happy and proud.
Paul lived his life driven by love and compassion. Those who
missed that fact made life diﬃcult and sometimes painful for Paul.
Well, it’s hard to love a genius. But we can reﬂect on our own paths
and learn to accept and respect the people we meet. So, work on
your bear hugs, y’all. Thanks, Paul

It wasn’t until I saw Paul perform one
of his compositions that I began to
perceive the depths of his creativity.
Namaste
Love you, Paul.
Love your brilliant mind,
Your passionate creativity,
Your edge-cutting music.
You, kind gentle spirit,
tirelessly supported
friends, family, art communities.
Now, you rest.
Your soulful laughter
Rings always and already,
Like a Buddha bell,
In my grateful heart:
by K. Deneise Self
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I put medicine on his stings
while he told me that he had
been terriﬁed of stinging
insects since he was a kid.
He’d been on a hike with
his boy scout troop when he
had gotten a wasp or hornet
trapped in his boot. He was
stung repeatedly until he
could remove the boot. His
foot swelled so that the boot
wouldn’t ﬁt. It was scary
and humiliating for him
and left him with a trauma
he couldn’t forget. But he
had rushed into a swarm of
stinging insects to save my
child. None of us ever forgot
that, and he had won my
kids’ trust.
In those early years Paul
worked at the public radio
station as an audio engineer.
He liked to work the closing
shift (back when the station
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Paul
Sturm
A life of
discovery
and creative
adventure
By Tim Noe

Photo by K. Deneise Self (Jaclyn Oddi
designed and made this garment to Paul’s
speciﬁcations for him to wear during a
“Picnic At The Great Wall” art show performance in Bloomington circa 1980.)

Looking back fondly, it’s clear that
Paul had a profound, enduring
impact on Bloomington’s music,
visual arts, radio and performance
scenes. He was vital to Bloomington and its denizens politically,
socially, and personally. His mark
as a composer and performer
was indelible and inﬂuential. He
touched so many lives.
My experience with Paul represents
a tiny fraction of a seemingly limitless
social and artistic fabric woven
lovingly through with his iconic yet
very real and personal self. His was
a connective generosity of spirit and
resources informed by intelligence,
compassion, and, always, a sense of
community made real. Though he
abounded in a keen humor frequently manifest in open-hearted playfulness, Paul wasn’t merely clever. He
was more an alchemist, fascinated
by the possibilities. He believed in
possibilities and was fueled by an
insatiable thirst, an endless curiosity,
and an intellectual and emotional enthusiasm for discovery and creative
adventure.

Many local music fans shared Paul’s
taste for celebratory abandon.
[editor’s note: Tim Noe was a founding member of the
Dancing Cigarettes, who helped deﬁne the cultural
scene in Bloomington in the late ‘70s and early ‘80s.]

T

he breadth and depth of Paul Sturm’s
impact on the Bloomington community
was nothing short of astonishing. He was
already vital to the city’s art scene when I ﬁrst
encountered him in the early 1980s. I recall the
evening of 12/10/82 at “Lee’s Last Stand” (a
celebration commemorating the departure of
Second Story’s legendary booking agent, Lee
Williams) like it was the day before yesterday.
Both his singularity and his sense of inclusiveness was on full display as he tore through
“Times Are Bad,” one of his signature pieces in
which he picks up a phone and decides to “call
myself up and see how things are.” In a riveting
performance ﬁlled with both pathos and hilarity,
the rangy, hyperkinetic Paul confronted his own
demons while reﬂecting those of a large swath of
the rapt audience members. He gesticulated ferociously and roared through the piece, bringing
the house down.
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Paul’s gleefully anarchic dancing at
Bullwinkle’s/Second Story, the Bluebird, and elsewhere is no doubt etched in the memories of many
local music fans who shared his taste for celebratory
abandon. Paul’s bravery and idealism were also
realistic and grounded in humanity. He could project
and reflect both boundless optimism and bitter truth.
Consider “Times Are Bad.” Many young artistic
bohemians, though often relatively comfortable in the
freedoms of youth in a college town, felt the pinch of
depressed economics and, shadow-like, an oppressive
national regime.
But also consider how Paul countered supportively with innumerable collaborations, championing
others’ eﬀorts, working to widen appreciation of
all manner of creative endeavor, challenging the
status quo, and even extending his talents for a
time to a role as managing editor of the magazine
you are reading right now! His accomplishments as
composer and performer span decades and genres,
staggering the imagination. But as macro as Paul
was, he could also be a sincere and honest friend,
oﬀering wise one-to-one counsel in diﬃcult times. I
cherished Paul. Many lucky people did.

Amidst the blur of wild times
and ER at Second Story nights,
some fond reminiscences . . .
A revealing quote shared by
Paul’s brother Nathan by Tom
Dewers from the band X-Hostages: “The ﬁrst time I encountered
Paul, I was a freshman at IU, maybe 1980. The U.S. had just reinstated selective service, if I remember.
I was on my way to class in front
of Ballantine Hall, and Paul was
staging a protest. Dead of winter,
Paul shirtless with ‘no war’ or
similar written across his chest in
red. I was late to class that day.”
I remember listening in awe to
Paul performing “Royal Wedding” as it echoed through the
vast IU Assembly Hall during the
Campus Community Art Fair in
late February 1982.
Like many others, I beneﬁted
from Paul’s generosity through
his Turnstyle Media, especially
enjoying his LP “Long Distance”
and his CD “The Diplomat’s
Shadow.” He sponsored and promoted many public performances
through Turnstyle. Most recently,
I spent endless hours sonically
bathing in his stunning collaborations with Will Devitt on CDs he
mailed to me.
Paul and I both moved from
Bloomington, but we kept in
touch. During my seasonal drives
from NYC to the Midwest for
family visits, I ritualistically
stopped at TA Truck Stop #68 in
Lamar, Pennsylvania and called
Paul. Once in NYC before a
concert at Lincoln Center I was
browsing at a table of CDs when
I heard a hair-raising glee scream
from across the lobby: “Timmy!”
Paul and Chris Lamar had come
to the same concert, which we
then enjoyed together, going
out for Mexican food afterward.
Amazingly, this was not our only
accidental NYC encounter.
Paul included me in his vast annual year-in-summary emails and
we occasionally collaborated. In
the 90s we reunited for a show at
Second Story. Now in 2020, I sit
here stunned, knowing but not
yet fully believing that we are
indeed never gonna do it again.
At least we once had the chance,
long ago and far away....
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WHAT TO DIGEST WHEN
YOU’RE EXPECTING...

BY ANTHONY SCOTT PIATT
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John Bob Slone
Brian Stout
Sally Rogers
Buddy Sorrell

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
PI(E) RUN 2020 FOR HOOSIER HILLS FOOD BANK
March 14th (3/14), 3PM to 5PM - Karst Farm Park
Public · Hosted by Pi(e) Run Bloomington and
Hoosier Hills Food Bank
If you walk or run 3.14 miles, you did pi- I
mean, you deserve pie, right? It adds up as far
as I can tell.
This fundraiser, in its 11th year, beneﬁts the
Hoosier Hills Food Bank. The event is free
with a suggested donation of food or cash for
HHFB. And there really is pie at the end of pi.
You can bring a pie.
You can pi and not pie. You can pie and pi. I
guess you could not pi and pie if you brought
a pie or donate to pi run. Better visit the website, my ideas could be pi in the sky.

3:00 Pre-run announcements
3:14 Run/Walk starts

4:30 (Unoﬃcial) Awards and Raﬄe

February 24th - March 8th - Anatolia, Bucceto’s, Da Vinci, DeAngelo’s, FARM, Function, Hive, Lennies, Le Petit,
Malibu, SmokeWorks, Social Cantina, Irish Lion, Tap,
Truﬄes, Upland, Village Pub, Yogi’s and more Sponsored
by Oliver Winery and Cardinal Spirits
With 20 restaurants as participants and partners,
it’s a challenge to make it to all the local eateries
involved with Devour Bloomington. But, it’s worth
the eﬀort. In fact, let’s lay down this challenge…
Submit receipts from the 18 restaurants listed above,
and this writer will personally get you a trophy.
Hell, let’s make it up to six trophies, ﬁrst six to email
me proof at writer4ryder@gmail.com. My gift to local chefs and an opportunity to have a little fun with
a “Cannonball Tables” style race.

publisher’s wardrobe
Tom Ford
Nicky Hilton
omega
Peter LoPilato
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2:00 to 3:00 Registration and pie drop-oﬀ

DEVOUR BLOOMINGTON

animal trainer
Dwayne Hardwick

Published in memory of Paul Sturm

Events Schedule:

…SPECIAL EVENTS

ethics and compliance
Alan Abel

Indiana University.
812 727.0775 editor@TheRyder.com

The course is 3.14 miles and will include
paved roads, gravel paths, and a section of the
Karst Farm Park Nature Trail. It will begin and
end at The Commons shelter at Karst Farm
Park.

Visit pirunbloomington.com to learn more and sign up.

snake charmer
Filiz Cicek
lunch room monitor
Wanda Feathers

The Ryder is published 10 times annually
by In-the-Dark Enterprises and is distributed
in Bloomington and on the campus of

Course:

CORKS & CUPCAKES

March 14th - 22nd (Weekends) - Oliver Winery
Oliver has held an impressive array of quirky
and collaborative tastings. This time teaming up
with the local pâtissiers at Underground Cupcake for a wine pairing of Wonka proportions.
“A special tasting experience featuring six Oliver

wines paired with three mini artisan cupcakes,
plus a souvenir wine tumbler to take home.”
Check hours and arrive early. Fresh cupcakes
will be made for each day, so the tastings last
until supplies run out daily.
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FARM GOURMET CLUB

March 19th, 6:30PM - FARMbloomington
This month’s Gourmet Club doesn’t have an extensive individualized menu available at press time. However, Louisiana
Crawﬁsh Boil is a ﬁgurative and literal mouthful. For only $44

the boil includes Doug’s classic New Orleans cocktails and traditional Cajun delights.

PI(E) DAY

March 14th (3/14) - Hive
Hive celebrates the irrational nature of Pi(e) Day.
And, yes, pie costs pi. Slices are $3.14159265359.

Free slice of pie for anyone who can recite the ﬁrst 20 digits of pi.

So, you can get pie for verbal pi or monetary pi. Irrational, indeed.

…HOLIDAY MENUS
ST. PATRICK’S DAY SPECIALS

March 16th and 17th, 4PM to 9PM - Lennie’s
Lennie’s has recently moved from its long-time 10th street home.
The new Kirkwood location is amazing and has many added beneﬁts. From the wood ﬁred pizza oven, to upstairs seating, and, back
to location, the proximity to downtown while remaining adjacent
to campus.
That said, parking downtown has put a damper on lunches for
many downtown eateries. The 4th street garage will soon be re-

built. But, keep our local places in mind in the meantime.

Holiday specials should give us reason to familiarize ourselves
with the new digs and start to build our mental maps.

Luck of the Irish aside, here’s another excuse to head to Lennie’s:

Chef Dustin’s St. Patrick’s Day specials March 16th and 17th, from
4-9 PM.

EASTER SUNDAY BRUNCH

April 12th, 9AM to 2:30PM - Feast
Feast Market & Cellar has truly delivered on brunch in the past year. Normally reservations aren’t absolutely needed, but Easter is
special and busy. A rare reservation only Sunday brunch on Easter Sunday is planned from 9 AM until 2:30 PM. Questions or to make
reservations, text Jennifer at 812-322-6665.

…RECENTLY OPENED
VILLAGE PUB

206 N. Walnut St
We want to wish local industry star, Molly Otto, best on
her coming adventures. Having been with some amazing
groups, there are customers, co-workers, and owners alike
that are grateful.

Here’s the ‘bio’ for the newest location she helped open,
“Village Pub is a high-end gastro pub with a regional twist.
We have taken the hospitality, tradition, and warmth of your
classic American pub and married it with the soul, vibrance,
and eclectic nature of the Bloomington community.
In our search for the next great cocktail experience, we strive
to provide the best ingredients with new creative techniques. We do what we love for you – and it is our greatest
pleasure to serve you the newest experience in Bloomington.”

“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 22 years
so far and publicized David Grisman, The Skatalites, Cubanismo and more. He
accepts submissions, comments, and hate mail at writer4ryder@gmail.com.]
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Although we could have ﬁt some of these events in tastings
or music sections of Tables or even Stages. We’re including
them under this “Recently Opened” proﬁle. Again, always
helpful Molly sent us these updates, “Village Pub has added
live music every Sunday through Tuesday night. 1/2 priced
wines by the glass and bottle on Mondays and Tuesdays,
$6 whiskey signature cocktails on Wednesdays, Thursday
is ladies night, we feature our signature drink “Lipstick
Switchblade” for $6 and free dessert for all ladies. Live music on Mondays is Charlie Jesseph and Tuesdays are Steve
Sobiech - Sundays rotate currently.”
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GUIDED BY VOICES

WOMEN & TECHNOLOGY, GOING VERTICAL, NEITHER MEMORY NOR MAGIC

If the recent kabuki-style impeachment proceedings of Emperor Trump
have told us anything-- we know, we know, they haven’t-- it’s that
there’s nothing but a gaggle of ﬂat-screen TVs where the American
cerebral cortex used to be. Where once there was the occasional scribble
of thinking, we now have a tabula rasa or an Etch A Sketch over which
credulity and the sleepy husk of a Chief Justice are just tickled to reign.
Fear not -- the sudden reappearance of our Guided By Voices column, just might be the cure for the buboes of this horrible disease.
So, without further understatement of this column’s unmatched
restorative power, let’s have us a quick look at what the local brainy
scene has to oﬀer both townies and gownies in the upcoming weeks.
Any one of these splendid events will deliver a life-heightening kick
and inoculate you against the cruel vacuity that’s ﬁnally taking oﬀ its
mask as it struts mockingly across the world stage.

THE IU CENTER OF EXCELLENCE FOR WOMEN
& TECHNOLOGY’S 7TH ANNUAL SUMMIT
March 6-7 at the Indiana Memorial Union
10:30 am-8 pm on Friday, 9:30-3:45 pm on Saturday
$10 Admission
The IU Center of Excellence for Women & Technology will hold
its 7th Annual Summit on March 6-7 at the Indiana Memorial
Union. The CEW&T works diligently all year long to advance the
presence of women in the various ﬁelds of technology, and their
Annual Summit is the ideal context to get an up-close look at the
crucial work its students and staﬀ members do every day.
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This two-day celebration/workshop promises to address a broad
cross-section of women’s experiences in this formerly male-dominated ﬁeld. It will feature ‘Breakout Sessions’ on both days.
These hour-long seminars, lectures, and workshops all focus on
an essential aspect of women’s work in the technology sector and
emphasize themes like empowerment, instruction, and boots-onthe-ground work experience.
Friday evening will oﬀer networking opportunities and a speech by
keynote speaker Lauren Hasson. Hasson founded the DevelopHer
program and is a leading engineer in mobile apps and cyber-security at a major Silicon Valley company. During her speech, Hasson
will share her personal story and discuss the importance of women
developing soft skills as well as technological expertise in pursuit of
their career goals. Oh, and did we mention there’d be food involved?
Probably not. Either way, a Tudor Room banquet will be a part of the
capstone to this marvelous, aﬃrming event.

BLOOMINGTON PARKS AND RECREATION’S
‘GOING VERTICAL IN YOUR GARDEN’
March 12 at Switchyard Park (1601 S. Rogers)
5:30-7:30 pm
$15 Admission for Bloomington Residents, $17 for out of
town visitors
If you’re like most of us, your life could use a little more green
space in it. Bloomington might not have the frenetic metropolitan
pace of a city like Terre Haute, but we did have a traﬃc jam once,
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and you can only
dodge a dozen or
so scooters before
the madness starts
to settle in.
The solution?
No, it’s not yoga,
thank god. Yoga
cures everything
else, but only gardening can deliver the high impact
agape you need
to restore your
herbal soul and
pump new life into your exhausted lavender
chakras. What? You say gardening sounds just
dandy, but you don’t have enough space? Well,
that’s because you’ve been trying to spread out
instead of growing up, and everyone knows
that only mature hearts can absorb the chlorophyll peace that comes when the Candide in
you starts tending his garden.
This is where ‘Going Vertical in Your Garden’
comes onstage to save the day. Pony up the 15
bucks and come to Switchyard Park on March 12
to learn how hanging pots and trellises can make
the most out of your tiny, artiﬁcial space and
transform whatever stands in for your yard into a
sky-bound piece of Walden Pond.

IU CINEMA’S ‘PORTRAIT OF THE ARTIST
AS A CUBAN FILMMAKER’
March 27 at the IU Cinema from 4-5:15 pm
(Note: This event is part of the ‘Hugo Perez:
All That Still Matters at All program, which
includes a presentation on March 26 and a
screening of Perez’s ‘Neither Memory Nor
Magic’ on March 27)
Hugo Perez is a ﬁlmmaker whose work includes
several award-winning short ﬁlms, as well as
documentaries that explore his Cuban heritage.
His ﬁlms inspect global experiences as well, as
evidenced by his 2007 work Neither Memory
Nor Magic. This acclaimed 2007 documentary
chronicles the life and work of Hungarian poet
Miklós Radnóti, whose last book of verse detailed
his time in a Nazi labor camp. IU Cinema will be
screening this ﬁlm on March 27 at 7 pm.
Prior to the screening, Perez himself will
discuss the details of his evolution as an artist,
including his experiences ﬁlming documentaries in Cuba and transitioning from non-ﬁction
pieces to feature ﬁlms. Lastly, the talk will
feature screenings of three of Perez’s most
noteworthy short ﬁlms. All in all, this event
should make for a provocative two evenings
and enhance even the most demanding cineaste’s understanding of international ﬁlmmaking.
Want to know more? See Joan Hawkins article
on page 14.
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Spring is Coming. Play Music!
Special Discounts
on all Taylor Guitars

Vance Music Center
812.339.0618 North Side of Downtown Square 112 West 6th Street
VanceMusicCenter.com M-F 9:30-5:30 SAT 9:30-5

MARCH 26 –
A PRIL 1 1
FIND TICKETS TODAY

cardinalstage.org
812.336.9300
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In a collection at the British
feels pressed by her mother
Library, housed amongst
Lady Annabella Byron to pour
original manuscripts written
herself into mathematics (a field
for the
by such scientific greats as
Lady Byron had studied herself
Copernicus, da Vinci, Newton,
and had hoped would distract
and Turing, is a letter dated July
young Ada from deliberately or
10, 1843 from Lady Augusta
inadvertently following in her
ADA AND T H E ENGI NE NEXT AT CARDI NAL
Ada Lovelace to Mr. Charles
father’s mislaid footsteps) and
Babbage.
to find a suitable husband, yet
“Dear Mr. Babbage,” wrote
she longs to find her own path
Lady Lovelace to her longas well as a connection to the
time friend and mathematical
“mad and bad” father she never
colleague, the man credited
knew. As the story unfolds, we
with conceptualizing the first
see Ada caught between the life
programmable computer. “I am working very hard for you;
her mother and society envision for her and the one that would allow
like the Devil in fact (which perhaps I am). I think you will be
her to merge the poetic spirit she inherited from her father with the
pleased. I have made what appears to me some very important analytical future of mathematics. A true product of both her parents—
exclusions and improvements.”
the scalawag poet and the level-headed amateur mathematician—
At the time, Lady Lovelace was hard at work translating
Ada hears music in numbers and sees beauty in machines.
a lecture Babbage had given in Turin, but, as the letter makes
Gunderson, lauded as the most-produced playwright in America
clear, Lady Lovelace’s contributions extended far beyond
for the 2017-2018 season, captures the vibrancy of Ada’s life and work
translation. Babbage’s lecture centered on his plans for an
with historical veracity by drawing on the letters Ada wrote over the
“analytical engine,” a machine that would far exceed his
span of two decades to Charles Babbage and to her eventual husband
previously commissioned plans for a “difference engine” with
William King, the Earl of Lovelace. In fact, Gunderson builds the
its capacity to store and compute many complex mathematical letters into the very fabric of the play, using Ada’s correspondence
processes at a time. And while the engine was Babbage’s
with other characters to show the passing of time and to literally aid
brainchild, it was Lady Lovelace who had the true vision
in the transitions between scenes. While letter-writing to modern ears
for the ways in which the analytical engine would become a
can seem a rather slow and staid form of communication, the letters
prelude to the modern digital world. Indeed, Lady Lovelace’s
within the play function in a flurry, often helping one scene “slam”
“improvements” to Babbage’s lecture were twice as long as
into the next (as noted by certain stage directions). The epistolary
the original transcript itself. This mathematical (and perhaps
nature of the script is, in fact, so integral to the momentum of the play
borderline romantic) friendship between Babbage and Lady
that Gunderson makes special mention of them in the production
Lovelace and the vision for an analytical engine is the fodder
notes: “Transitions should be fluid and fun… Let us see the life in
for Ada and the Engine, a 2016 play by Lauren Gunderson that
these letters, most of which were actually written by the historical
Cardinal Stage is set to produce at the end of this month.
figures themselves.”
The play begins with Lady Lovelace prior to her marriage,
The Ada Lovelace letters—always signed A.A.L. for Augusta
back when she was Ada Byron, the
Ada Lovelace after her marriage—
only legitimate child of the notorious
earned some notoriety in 2015 when
Romantic poet Lord Byron. As the
the Bodleian Library at the University
curtain rises, audiences meet Ada, an
of Oxford hosted a special exhibition to
eighteen-year-old with a keen proclivity
honor Ada’s life and celebrate her 200th
for mathematics. It is the mid-1830s, a
birthday. The exhibit opened on Ada
time when England was on the cusp of
Lovelace Day (celebrated each year on
ushering in a different eighteen-yearthe second Tuesday in October), and
old girl as its queen and the emotional
was the first time these documents that
sensibilities of the Romantics were
had found a home at the Bodleian due
soon-to-be replaced by the forwardto a generous donation of papers from
thinking rationality that would spark
both the Byron and Lovelace families in
the Industrial Revolution. Born into
the 1970s were on public display.
this tumultuous period of change, Ada
The letter Ada wrote on July 10,,

Historical Love (lace) Letters
Digital Age:

By Jordan Nel
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A true product of both her
parents—the scalawag
poet and the level-headed
amateur mathematician—
Ada Lovelace heard music
in numbers and saw
beauty in machines.
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This letter from Lovelace to Babbage proposes an example of a calculation
that “may be worked out by the engine without having been worked out by
human head and hands first.” It is the first time that the principle of the
computer program had been set out in writing.
1843 to Babbage on the topic of her translation work reveals a confidence in her
abilities (“It appears to me that I am working up the notes with much success,” she
writes in another passage from the missive), as well as a familiarity with Babbage
that is reflected in Gunderson’s play and in the manuscript of the translation
itself. “This magical document shows Lovelace and Babbage working at problems
together,” shared Ursula Martin, professor of computer science at Oxford, in an
interview with the BBC. “It’s as if you are in the room with them and could pick up
your pencil and join in.”
It is this fascinating historical reality that serves as the substance for
Gunderson’s play and that underscores the relevancy of Ada’s story today.
“Moments of scientific discovery are inherently dramatic,” Gunderson told Daniel
Pollack-Pelzner for the New Yorker in 2017, and Ada and the Engine imagines Ada
Lovelace’s scientific and mathematical vision in what is at once a poignant love story
and also a timely champion for the fact that women have always belonged in STEM.
In the play’s glittering denouement (Gunderson is all about a transcendental ending,
as she shares in a 2011 article she wrote for the Wall Street Journal), Ada reconnects
with the father who abandoned her and finds more closure for her life story than she
ever did in the lines she memorized from Canto III of Childe Harold’s Pilgrimage:
Is thy face like they mother’s, my fair child!
ADA! sole daughter of my house and heart?
When last I saw thy young blue eyes they smiled,
And then we parted, —not as now we part,
But with a hope.
In this imagined theatrical space, Ada the character finds that she can see math
in the iambs of Lord Byron’s poetry just as she could always hear the hopeful music
in numbers.
Ada and the Engine runs March 26 through April 11, 2020 at the Ivy Tech Waldron
Auditorium. Visit cardinalstage.org for more information.
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Now it’s for me to live out what there’s left to me,
And I will not look back now, for neither memory
Nor magic will protect me from these omens in the sky.
MIK LÓS RADN ÓTI, 1944

I

Neither
Memory
Nor Magic
Hugo Perez is bringing his
film to the IU Cinema
BY
14 JOAN HAWKINS

n the spring of 1946, Fanni Radnóti was desperate
for news of her husband, the famed poet Miklós
Radnóti. A Hungarian Jew, he had been taken during
the 1944 Nazi blitz occupation of his country. Blitz
because it was achieved during a 36 hour period while
the puppet Government was away, summoned by
Hitler to Schloss Klessheim in Salzburg. The Führer had
demanded to see the Hungarian officials so that he could
personally express his displeasure over their handling
of “the Jewish question.” Jews had been sheltered in
Hungary. They had been mistreated, removed to ghettos,
murdered and beaten, forced to wear the yellow star,
and-of course-removed from any position of influence or
authority. They barely had enough to eat. But they had not
been transported out of the country. And Hitler was furious
that “de-Jewification” had not taken place.
On April 16, 1944, the first day of Passover, while Hitler
berated Hungarian officials in Austria, Magyar police and
the Occupying German Army raided Hungarian synagogues
and put as many Jews as they could find in sealed train cars.
Some 437,000 Hungarian Jews were transported in these cars,
most of them to Auschwitz. An additional 36,000 Jews were
deported from the Nagyvárad ghetto. And that was only the
beginning. Fanni had heard that some Jewish men, possibly
her husband, had been sent to the notorious Bor forced labor
camp in Serbia, and had been subsequently sent on a march
that left thousands dead. She’d also heard that her husband’s
stepmother and sister had died in Auschwitz. She was frantic.
Like so many Fifi- as Fanni’s beloved husband called her-had hoped against hope that her husband would return to
Budapest after the liberation of the camps. In 1945 and 1946,
she and her friends looked for him everywhere, even Russian
Prisoner of War camps. Friends feared for her health and for
her sanity. But she was determined to find him, to save him if
she could and, if she couldn’t, to find the notebook she knew
he would have on his person. Then on August 1, 1946, an
announcement of a newly discovered mass grave, containing
the bodies of 22 Jewish labor servicemen apparently shot to
death on the Bor March, appeared in Budapest’s weekly Jewish
newspaper. It listed the names of most of the victims, calling on
surviving family members to claim the bodies. Twelfth on the
list: Miklós Radnóti. Fifi and Radnóti’s friends traveled to the

Joan Hawkins is an Associate Professor of Cinema and
Media Studies at IU and the Chair of the Writers Guild at
Bloomington. She learned of her own family’s Hungarian
heritage and the wartime arrest of her great-uncle on her 30th
birthday, when her mother thought she was finally old enough
to know. Her most recent publication is William S. Burroughs
Cutting Up the Century, co-edited with Alex Wermer-Colan (IU
Press 2019). She is currently co-editing two anthologies on 1968,
and is a frequent contributor to The Ryder.
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Filmmaker Hugo Perez
funeral in Györ, Hungary. Two weeks later, the remains of the poet were reburied
in Budapest, but not before his widow searched his body and found his notebook.
Now called The Bor Notebook, it offered some of the most powerful poetry of the
Holocaust, what the Jewish people call the Shoah, the Destruction. It also cemented
Radnóti’s legacy and reputation as one of Hungary’s greatest poets, and in fact one
of the greatest poets of the Western World.
Hugo Perez’s 2007 film, Neither Memory Nor Magic, is a cinematic treatment of
that notebook. Found in the front pocket of Radnóti’s overcoat, the notebook was
soaked in bodily fluids when Fifi pried it loose. Laid out to dry in the sunlight,
it later revealed poems, carefully handwritten on lined pages during the last six
months of Radnóti’s life. Poems about slave labor in the Bor camp, and of the
grueling three month forced march from Serbia to the Moroccan province of Abda,
where Radnóti was killed. But most amazingly, it also contained love poems
addressed to his wife, and lyric stanzas celebrating the natural beauty of the places
he moved through; revealingly a soaring spirit that even the Holocaust could not
completely obliterate.
Radnóti’s poems serve as the backbone of Perez’s film and in that sense
Neither Memory Nor Magic is not a conventional documentary of the events, so
much as a reading and lyrical transcription of the poems Radnóti wrote as an
act of defiance and humanity. The film is at once a love story, an examination
of Radnóti’s patriotism, and a sobering view of the Hungarian Holocaust. The
startlingly original poems are read in English translation and, movingly, in
Hungarian. There are documentary moments. Perez traveled to Hungary
and Serbia to visit the sites where Radnóti spent his final months, and some of
the narration is harrowing. But the film soars in its attempt to find a cinematic
language equivalent to the poetry. In one memorable section, still images are used
to create a spectral three-dimensional environment, while “The Seventh Eclogue,”
a poem addressed to Fifi is read. “I sit up awake with the lingering taste of a
cigarette butt/ in my mouth instead of your kiss, and I get no merciful sleep, for
neither can I live nor can I die without you, my love, any longer.”
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The Bor Notebook—found
on Miklós Radnóti’s body,
by his wife Fifi.

[editor’s note: Hugo Perez will be bringing Neither Memory
nor Magic to the IU Cinema in Bloomington for a special
screening on Friday, March 27 at 7p.m. There will also be
a reception at the Hillel Center. The events are part of a
creative collaboration between The IU Cinema, The Writers
Guild at Bloomington, the Center for Documentary Research
and Practice, Jewish Studies, English, The Media School,
the Hungarian Cultural Association, The Ryder and at least 7
academic units on campus.
When we spoke to Perez recently about the IU Cinema’s
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The remains
of the poet
were buried
in Budapest,
but not before
his widow
searched
his body and
found his
notebook.
Now called The
Bor Notebook,
it offered
some of the
most powerful
poetry of the
Holocaust.

screening of Neither Memory nor Magic, he said “It’s very important to
show the film now.” Citing the over 166 anti-Semitic attacks that took
place in New York last year, the filmmaker just sighed and said “we
have to remember.”
In addition to screening Neither Memory Nor Magic, Mr. Perez
will be presenting another award-winning documentary (title to
be announced closer to the screening date) on Thursday March 26,
and he will be speaking as part of the Jorgensen lecture series. For
more information see https://cinema.indiana.edu/upcoming-films/
screening/2020-spring-program-thursday-march-26-700pm]
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There’s Always
More Show
Until There Isn’t:

The End of

Bojack
Horseman
by Brian Stout

“Yeah, life’s a bitch and then you die.”
–Bojack Horseman

“Well, sometimes life’s a bitch and you keep living.”
—Diane Nguyen
When Bojack Horseman began its magnificent six-season
run in 2014, it received good-but-not-great reviews and
was an amiable, if mostly inconsequential, diversion. But
with every subsequent season, it became one of the most
fearless shows anywhere, deftly wrestling with depression,
sexuality, harassment, addiction and recovery, abortion, fame,
forgiveness, guns, and many other subjects no series would
even mention, let alone focus on. And it was bitingly funny,
with a seemingly endless stream of popular culture jokes,
sight gags, and wordplay, not to mention a murderers’ row of
guest voice talent. All this and I haven’t even mentioned that
in the show, humans and upright animals just coexist, have
relationships, and drive cars, without anyone batting an eye.
Interspecies dating and mating are just matters of fact.
Its final episodes were released in late January, so it is a
perfect time to sing its praises one last time. Warning: there are
some incidental spoilers that follow.

MARCH 2020

When we first meet Bojack, he is a washed-up actor best known
for a cheesy-but-highly-successful sitcom called Horsin’ Around.
His best roles and days are behind him, but he has years of abusing
alcohol, drugs, himself, and others ahead. He has a roommate, Todd,
who moved in months prior under initially vague circumstances, and
he is a constant headache for his agent, Princess Carolyn.
The first season focuses on the relationship between Bojack
and Diane Nguyen, who is assigned to ghostwrite his memoir.
Diane is in a relationship with Mr. Peanut Butter, a major television
star whose success was built on a sitcom with a premise that bears
a striking resemblance to the one that rocketed Bojack to the top.
Through the writing process, Bojack’s sins against his former friends
and colleagues are shared, and gradually his self-delusion wears
away. His book is a hit and he is back in the conversation, but he
has also alienated most of the people around him and all of his most
unpleasant episodes are in the book and now public knowledge.
Over the remainder of the episodes, Bojack and his friends share
the ups and downs of life as a washed up celebrity. Characters are
broken and they don’t always get fixed. The catharsis lies in them
being real about their feelings, in ways that are far more relatable
than most human characters on shows.
And all the while, the show retains a razor-sharp satire of
Hollywood culture, working in a steady stream of small and major
laughs skewering egocentric actors real and fictional, including
Jessica Biel, Zach Braff, Laura Linney, and Character Actress Margo
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Martindale, who enjoys a healthy run in a recurring role. The series’
light hand strikes a perfect balance in addressing the hypocrisy of
sharing “thoughts and prayers” while plotting the opening of a bloodsoaked action epic.
Throughout there are several show-stopping, innovatively
structured episodes, and the crowning achievement in this regard
is the episode that focuses on Bojack’s mother Beatrice’s funeral. In
it, he delivers the eulogy for 25 riveting, bitter, thought-provoking,
heartbreaking minutes. The episode offers a relatable cycle of grief
as Bojack shares his anger and sadness about losing his mother, but
losing the idea of a mother seems to hit him the hardest. Additionally,
a pair of heartrending
episodes explore Beatrice’s
childhood and her own
struggles with depression.
In another episode with
next to no dialogue, Bojack
attends an undersea film
festival to promote his
dream project, Secretariat.
His isolation is underscored
by his inability to
communicate, until he
makes a discovery at the
end of the episode.
One of the most
impressive and moving
aspects of the series is the
shifts in perspective. For a
show with a self-centered,
fairly unsympathetic lead
character, one of the wisest
choices was to dedicate
several episodes to the
complexities of the lives
of other characters. These
detours frequently provide
vivid, heartbreaking
personal details. When
Diane goes to Vietnam, her
adventure is interrupted
with several glimpses into
her new life as a divorcee
that prove heartbreaking
and real. Even the
relentlessly optimistic Mr.
Peanut Butter has some
chances to explore his own
sorrows and struggles.
Two of the most powerful
episodes feature the
heartbreaks in Princess
Carolyn’s life—one jumps into the future to explore her having a
miscarriage, and another flashes back to her early life. We learn about
Todd’s background in another episode, and visit Diane’s family when
her father dies. And in one of the most striking episodes, Bojack is
absent while we check in with the characters whose lives have been
affected by his self-absorption, including his sister Hollyhock. They
are allowed to speak for themselves for a change, rather than being
seen through the lens of how they benefit or hinder Bojack.
And to more fully develop our troubled lead, several episodes
are deep dives into Bojack’s anxiety-ridden upbringing. In these
episodes, the series takes numerous risks and dark turns, with vivid
reds and nightmarish images from the dementia-stricken Beatrice,

Bojack Horseman
was one of the
most fearless
shows anywhere,
deftly wrestling
with depression,
sexuality, addiction
and recovery. And it
was bitingly funny,
with a seemingly
endless stream
of pop culture
jokes, sight gags,
and wordplay,
not to mention a
murderers’ row of
guest voice talent.
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Good design
makes people
happy (I’ve heard).
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The mirror doesn’t lie.
Bojack’s mother. In one particularly inspired choice, characters
who Beatrice has forgotten have their heads scribbled over.
Sharing the sad childhood of the lead is not a new device, but
the juxtaposition of humor and heartbreak is perfect. Later,
there is a haunting episode with a surreal and disturbing neardeath experience and speculation on purgatory where several
of those we lost along the way come back. It descends into a
nightmare that brings Bojack to the brink at a time when it
appears that he may not be able to sink lower.
In addition, Bojack had the nerve to go places a typical
series could not. Perhaps being animated made engaging with
such taboo topics easier. In “Bojack the Feminist,” our lead is
paired with a Mel Gibson-esque troubled star who is notorious
for heinous, drunken behavior. Bojack accidentally ignites a
firestorm around his co-star by not clapping for him at The
Forgivies, an award show for shamed celebrities to reclaim
their status. Through barbed line after barbed line, the episode
is a takedown of the forgiveness extended to male celebrities,
even as Bojack co-opts slogans like “The Future is Female”
while he struggles to keep some of his own secrets buried.
Much ink has been spilled on how the show handles
depression and addiction, and rightfully so. The conversations
characters have are matter of fact, and they crumble before
our eyes sometimes. For a show whose catalyst was a dopey
sitcom, the real show is remarkably on-point in its portrayal
of depression and addiction, even as it pokes fun at 12-step
groups and makes Mr. Peanut Butter “The New Face of
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Depression.” Characters die, fall off the wagon, and get back on with
regularity. One of Bojack’s co-stars from Horsin’ Around becomes a
major drug-addled pop star who meets a tragic end. And of course,
Bojack guzzles, snorts, and pops his way through life with relative
impunity. Diane, Bojack, and others speak candidly about being
depressed, and also about the damage it does to them and to others
they care about. This also makes characters unlikable from time to
time, but ultimately the show takes a humanistic approach to them
and their struggles.
Sexual identity is also handled with humor and pathos, as Todd
confides in an old high school friend that he might not be straight,
but not gay, either. Later, he finds Yolanda, another person who is
asexual, and they have a brief relationship and a hilarious meet-theparents sequence. It’s refreshing to see this not work out, as other
series might be satisfied to just find Todd The One and have him live
happily ever after. Instead, his self-discovery leads him to develop a
dating app for people like him.
As it winds down, it becomes increasingly clear that Bojack has
to come to terms with his misdeeds, and the final episodes wring
serious drama from the shape that this atonement will ultimately
take. With allegations of misconduct and an apology tour in full
swing, he has a public reckoning, but still has to make amends with
people in his personal life. Does he find peace? Does everyone desert
him? You’ll need to watch it for yourself.
Through it all, Bojack Horseman was funny. Really, really funny.
It broke my heart and occasionally made me angry, but above all, it
made me laugh. I guess there’s always more show until there isn’t.
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event h
6pm
• Addict’s Wake Celebrator of
Hope; Brown County Playhouse;
7pm
• Envy’s Funhouse; The Back
Door; 11pm
• Saint Aubin; The Blockhouse;
9pm
•

S AT U R D AY, M A R C H 7 T H

• Kate Willett; The Comedy Attic;
8 & 10:30pm
• Sci-Fi Book Party; The Bishop;
8pm
• Fat Pockets; The Bluebird; 9pm
• Monika Herzig’s Sheroes;
Buskirk-Chumley Theater; 8pm
• 7th Annual Brown County Youth
Music Showcas3; Brown County
Playhouse; 7:30pm
• Mom Jeans: B*tch We in
Indiana!; The Back Door; 11pm
• Heirloom Seed Sale; Wylie
House Museum; 10am-4pm
• Post Modern Jazz Quartet; The
Blockhouse; 7pm
•

S U N D AY, M A R C H 8 T H
Guster: An Evening of Acoustic Music and Improv; Buskirk-Chumley Theater; 3/13; 8pm

WEDNESDAY, FEB 26TH

• Side Hustle; The Bluebird; 9pm
• Singe’s Burlesque Open Stage
Takeover; The Back Door; 11pm
• Ambient Improvisations; The
Blockhouse; 8pm
•

T H U R S D AY, F E B 2 7 T H

• Carmen Lynch; The Comedy
Attic; 8pm
• Turtlenecks & Tracksuits Vinyl
Dance Party; The Bishop; 10pm
• Jazz Fables; Bear’s Place; 5:30pm
• Karaoke; Bear’s Place; 9pm
• Durand Jones and the
Indications; The Bluebird; 8pm
• Ritmos Dance Night!;
Serendipity; 10pm
• Jumanji: The Next Level; Brown
County Playhouse; 7pm
• Chloe Jacobson, Bike Wreck,
R.I.Peter, Leverett Craig; The
Blockhouse; 8pm
•

F R I D AY, F E B 2 8 T H

• Carmen Lynch; The Comedy
Attic; 8 & 10:30pm
• This Might Be a Living-Live
Podcast; The Bishop; 10pm
• Vinyl Lounge; The Bishop; 10pm
• Schmang; Bear’s Place; 9pm
• Pride Film Festival; BuskirkChumley Theater; 7 & 9:30pm
• Jumanji: The Next Level; Brown
County Playhouse; 7pm
• Envy’s Funhouse; The Back
Door; 11pm
• Crossroads Comedy; The
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Blockhouse; 6pm
• Karaoke w/Austin White; The
Blockhouse; 10pm
•

S AT U R D AY, F E B 2 9 T H

• Carmen Lynch; The Comedy
Attic; 8 & 10:30pm
• Bike Wreck; Bear’s Place; 9pm
• Huckleberry Funk w/All Access;
The Bluebird; 9pm
• Pride Film Festival; BuskirkChumley Theater; 11am, 1:30pm,
7pm, 9:30pm
• Jumanji: The Next Level; Brown
County Playhouse; 4 & 7pm
• The Queer Cabaret; The Back
Door; 11pm
• Thanya Iyer; The Blockhouse;
9pm
•

S U N D AY, M A R C H 1 S T

• Writers Guild; Bear’s Place; 3pm
• Janis Ian and Livingston Taylor;
Buskirk-Chumley Theater; 8pm
• Jumanji: The Next Level; Brown
County Playhouse; 4 & 7pm
•

M O N D AY, M A R C H 2 N D

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

T U E S D AY, M A R C H 3 R D

• Bloomington Pub Quiz; Bear’s
Place; 5:30pm
• Short List Variety Show; Bear’s
Place; 8pm
• Open Mic; The Blockhouse;
6:15pm

• Honky Tonk Tuesday; The
Blockhouse; 9pm
•

WEDNESDAY, MARCH 4TH
• Spoken Word; Bear’s Place; 6pm
• Hello Weekend; The Bluebird;
10pm
•

T H U R S D AY, M A R C H 5 T H

• Kate Willett; The Comedy Attic;
8pm
• Jazz Fables; Bear’s Place; 5:30pm
• Karaoke; Bear’s Place; 9pm
• Bonnie “Prince” Billy w/Emmett
Kelly and Jonathan Rishman
w/Tommy Larkins; BuskirkChumley Theater; 8pm
• Free HIV, Chlamydia, Gonorrhea
Testing; The Back Door; 7pm
• Emma Peridot w/Gliiitches &
Turquoise Mansion; The Back
Door; 9pm
• Opening Reception for Call and
Response Exhibit; Wylie House
Museum; 7pm
• GRLwood w/gliiitches; The
Blockhouse; 8pm
•

F R I D AY, M A R C H 6 T H

• Kate Willett; The Comedy Attic;
8 & 10:30pm
• Poetry Slam; The Bishop; 8:30pm
• Vinyl Lounge; The Bishop; 10pm
• Marcel Lapine Variety Show;
Bear’s Place; 9pm
• Lanco; The Bluebird; 7pm
• TEDx Bloomington: Perspective
Shift; Buskirk-Chumley Theater;

• The Room Screening; BuskirkChumley Theater; 7pm
•

M O N D AY, M A R C H 9 T H

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

T U E S D AY, M A R C H 1 0 T H

• Bloomington Pub Quiz; Bear’s
Place; 5:30pm
• Blues Jam; Bear’s Place; 8pm
• Ladysmith Black Mambazo; IU
Auditorium; 7pm
• Open Mic; The Blockhouse;
6:15pm
• Honky Tonk Tuesday; The
Blockhouse; 9pm
•

WEDNESDAY, MARCH 11TH
•
T H U R S D AY, M A R C H 1 2 T H
• Jackie Kashian; The Comedy
Attic; 8pm
• Sip & Spell Adult Spelling Bee;
The Bishop; 10pm
• Jazz Fables; Bear’s Place; 5:30pm
• Karaoke; Bear’s Place; 9pm
• Lost Dog Street Band; The
Bluebird; 8pm
•

F R I D AY, M A R C H 1 3 T H

• Jackie Kashian; The Comedy
Attic; 8 & 10:30pm
• Vinyl Lounge; The Bishop; 10pm
• Colonel Angus Band; Bear’s
Place; 7pm
• Guster: An Evening of Acoustic
Music and Improv; BuskirkChumley Theater; 8pm
• The McCartney Years; Brown
County Playhouse; 7:30pm
• Shades of Melanin!; The Back
Door; 11pm
•

S AT U R D AY, M A R C H 1 4 T H
RYDER

horizon
• Jackie Kashian; The Comedy
Attic; 8 & 10:30pm
• Hey Hey Band; Bear’s Place;
8pm
• Hairbangers Ball; The Bluebird;
9pm
• Suﬀragette: 19th Amendment
Centennial Celebration; BuskirkChumley Theater; 7pm
• 40 Years of College; Brown
County Playhouse; 7:30pm
•

S U N D AY, M A R C H 1 5 T H
• Remembering Lil Bub: A
Celebration of Her Time on
Earth; Buskirk-Chumley
Theater; 4pm
•

M O N D AY, M A R C H 1 6 T H

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

T U E S D AY, M A R C H 1 7 T H

• Bloomington Pub Quiz; Bear’s
Place; 5:30pm
• Short List Variety Show; Bear’s
Place; 8pm
• Open Mic; The Blockhouse;
6:15pm
• Honky Tonk Tuesday; The
Blockhouse; 9pm
•

WEDNESDAY, MARCH 18TH
• Molly Tuttle; The Bluebird; 8pm
• Rachel Baiman; The Bluebird;
8pm
•

T H U R S D AY, M A R C H 1 9 T H
• Mike Birbiglia; The Comedy
Attic; 8pm
• Karaoke; Bear’s Place; 9pm
• Hoosier Films Fest Feature:
The Shade Shepherd; BuskirkChumley Theater; 7pm
Candlebox; The Bluebird; 3/28; 8pm

•

F R I D AY, M A R C H 2 0 T H

• Mike Birbiglia; The Comedy
Attic; 8 & 10:30pm
• Hoosier Films Festival; The
Bishop; 10pm
• Vinyl Lounge; The Bishop; 10pm
• Hoosier Films Fest Workshop:
Collaborating w/Local
Businesses & Organizations;
Buskirk-Chumley Theater;
9:30am
• Hoosier Films Fest Feature:
Worth the Wait; BuskirkChumley Theater; 7pm
•

S AT U R D AY, M A R C H 2 1 S T
• Mike Birbiglia; The Comedy
Attic; 8 & 10:30pm
• Hoosier Films Festival; The
Bishop; 10pm
• Ward Davis; The Bluebird; 8pm
• Hoosier Films Fest Workshop:
Grassroots Marketing &
Building Your Media Presence;
Buskirk-Chumley Theater;
9:30am
• Hoosier Films Fest Feature:
Cashing Out; Buskirk-Chumley
Theater; 7pm
•

S U N D AY, M A R C H 2 2 N D

• An Evening w/Josh Ritter: A
Book of Gold Thrown Open;
Buskirk-Chumley Theater; 8pm
• Salaam; The Blockhouse; 7pm
•

Carmen Lynch; The Comedy Attic; 2/27-2/29

M O N D AY, M A R C H 2 3 R D

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

T U E S D AY, M A R C H 24 T H
• Anna Burch w/Rosegirl; The
Bishop; 9pm

• Bloomington Pub Quiz; Bear’s
Place; 5:30pm
• Tony Brewer Ernie Pyle Live
Audio; Bear’s Place; 8pm
• Open Mic; The Blockhouse;
6:15pm
• Honky Tonk Tuesday; The
Blockhouse; 9pm
•

WEDNESDAY, MARCH 25TH
• Fusion 2020; Buskirk-Chumley
Theater; 7pm
•

THURSDAY, MARCH 26TH

• Jazz Fables; Bear’s Place; 5:30pm
• Karaoke; Bear’s Place; 9pm
• Ashley C. Ford; BuskirkChumley Theater; 7:30pm
• Rain: A Tribute To the Beatles; IU
Auditorium; 7:30pm
•

F R I D AY, M A R C H 2 7 T H

• Vinyl Lounge; The Bishop; 10pm
• Travis Puntarelli & Friends;
Bear’s Place; 8pm
• Jack Harlow; The Bluebird; 8pm
• Beethoven Birthday Bash;
Buskirk-Chumley Theater; 7pm
• Singing Hoosiers; Brown County
Playhouse; 7:30pm
• The Kink Show 9; The Back
Door; 9pm
•

MARCH 2020

S AT U R D AY, M A R C H 2 8 T H
• Candlebox; The Bluebird; 8pm
• The Banﬀ Mountain Film
Festival; Buskirk-Chumley
Theater; 7pm
• Back in the Day-Classic Rock
Concert; Brown County
Playhouse; 7:30pm
•

S U N D AY, M A R C H 2 9 T H
• The Banﬀ Mountain Film
Festival; Buskirk-Chumley
Theater; 5pm
•

M O N D AY, M A R C H 3 0 T H

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

T U E S D AY, M A R C H 3 1 S T

• Bloomington Pub Quiz; Bear’s
Place; 5:30pm
• 2020 Be More Awards; BuskirkChumley Theater; 7pm
• Waitress; IU Auditorium; 7:30pm
• Open Mic; The Blockhouse;
6:15pm
• Honky Tonk Tuesday; The
Blockhouse; 9pm
•

W E D N E S D AY, A P R I L 1 S T
• Hello Weekend; The Bluebird;
9pm
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THE JEWISH THEATER OF
BLOOMINGTON TURNS 15
By Ethan Sandweiss

For a town of its size in the Midwest, Bloomington has an exceptional variety of theatrical
oﬀerings. Private, community, and university-aﬃliated stage performances manage to ﬁll
seats consistently despite robust competition. But when Bakol Ruben-Gellar approached
Audrey Heller about founding a professional Jewish theater in Bloomington, Heller reacted
much like Abraham when he was promised a son. “I laughed,” says Heller, now Artistic
Director for ﬁfteen years. “I really didn’t know anything about Jewish theater.”
Nevertheless, the two persisted. Sharing a love for Jewish scholarship and theater backgrounds, Heller and Ruben-Gellar produced a staged reading of Chaim’s Love Song by
Marvin Chernoﬀ in the Beth Shalom synagogue. Encouraged by the overwhelmingly positive reception, Heller paid for a full production out of pocket, which subsequently sold out.
“That’s when I started to think this could actually work,” Heller says.
In spite of ﬁnancial hurdles, a crowded theater scene, and a small resident Jewish population, The Jewish Theater of Bloomington has managed to survive beyond Heller’s early
expectations. “One of the most common reactions I receive,” relates Heller, “Is people
saying, ‘It’s amazing how you’ve been able to pull this oﬀ in a community with so few
Jews.’” According to her own informal research, approximately 40% of the Jewish Theater’s
audience consists of gentiles. The company has produced at least two mainstage shows each
year since 2009 in addition to numerous staged readings. Heller pays actors and directors
Equity wages and has collaborated with other theaters in town, including The Bloomington
Playwrights Project, Cardinal Stage, and Stages Bloomington. While the theater focuses on
Jewish themes and works by Jewish playwrights, it produces shows tackling an array of
topics including homophobia, racism, music, and secularism through a Jewish lens. Each
show is accompanied by two talkbacks: one at the beginning and end of a run. Based on
her conversations with the audiences, Heller says, “They always learn something and come
away with things to think about.”
After a decade and a half at the helm, Heller looks toward the theater’s future with measured optimism. “We do have a fund that will at least sustain us a short time into the
future,” she explains, adding that, “We’re talking about a plan for succession for the artistic
director.” The Jewish Theater of Bloomington has managed to sustain itself on a steady
stream of donations, grants, and ticket sales, and Heller no longer needs to dive into her own
pockets to keep the dream aﬂoat. Its next mainstage show, The Wanderers by Anna Ziegler,
opens in May. Heller chuckles and says, “I guess you could say we’ve come of age.”
Movement: Asian/Paciﬁc America
The Asian Culture Center, the Asian American Studies Program, and the IU Cinema sponsor
the ﬁlm series Movement: Asian/Paciﬁc America each year as part of IU’s annual Asian
American and Paciﬁc Islander Heritage Month celebration. Nationally recognized in May,
AAPI Heritage Month is celebrated in April at IU to allow the campus and community
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Chinatown Rising
to take part in a variety of educational
initiatives that examine and explore the
histories, cultures, and challenges of peoples
of Asian/Paciﬁc descent in the United States
and throughout the world
Movement is unique in the state of Indiana
for its continuing role in introducing Asian
American/Paciﬁc Islander ﬁlm making to
the campus and general public. The series
grapples with themes of identity, belonging,
and power from the perspectives of Asian
American, Paciﬁc Islander, and Asian/Pacific diasporic directors, screenwriters, actors,
and subjects.
The series will open with Chinatown
Rising (2019). Shot over 45 years, glimpses
the astonishing energy of San Francisco’s
Chinese American activists who challenged
conservative elders and helped launch the
Asian American Movement in the 1960s
and 1970s. Emmy Award winner Jason Da
Silva’s autobiographical When We Walk
(2019) tracks his daily exertions balancing his multiple sclerosis and fatherhood
exposing inaccessibilities everywhere that
able bodied people take for granted. Lingua
Franca (2019) is a beguiling drama about
an undocumented Filipina immigrant who
works as a caregiver to a Russian-Jewish
grandmother in Brooklyn. Secretly paying
an American man for a green-card marriage, the threat of deportation constantly
shadows her. When he backs out, she begins
a relationship with a slaughterhouse worker
who is unaware that she is transgender.
On April 7th a series of short ﬁlms will
screen at the Buskirk-Chumley Theater followed by a conversation with ﬁlmmakers. A
reception will precede the screenings.
Learn more at: https://asianresource.indiana.
edu/programs-and-services/calendar.html

Audrey Heller
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Motherless Brooklyn
asks “what is our core
national character?”

[editor’s note: Motherless Brooklyn is streaming on
Amazon Prime.]
“Context is everything.” It’s the opening line of Jonathan
Lethem’s novel Motherless Brooklyn (1999), setting up a
preliminary discussion of narrator/hero Lionel Essrog’s
most defining trait, his Tourette’s: “I’m a carnival barker,
an auctioneer, a downtown performance artist, a speaker of
tongues, a senator drunk on filibuster. I’ve got Tourette’s. My
mouth won’t quit,” and neither does the narrative flow, the
tumbling words of thick description that give the novel its
distinctive texture.
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BY TOM PRASCH

The line is absent from Motherless Brooklyn, Edward Norton’s
long-gestated film adaptation (Norton had optioned the novel even
before publication, but it took twenty years to get the film made), but
then, that’s not all that’s changed. Lionel still works for Frank Minna,
one of the orphans (thus the title) taken in by him; solving Minna’s
murder still drives the plot. But Lionel himself is changed: with
Norton playing the part (besides writing and directing), he’s not the
kind of guy who can down six White Castles in a sitting. Much of the
details about Minna’s operation (car service fronting for a detective
agency fronting for a more mysterious and mobbish set of errands)
and all the orphanage background is stripped away, and the people
and forces that killed Minna have changed. Characters are added and
dropped; elements of the central plot change substantially; the role
race plays differs dramatically; the romantic subplot shifts in striking
ways; the ending moves toward Hollywood happy. And, perhaps
above all else, Norton shifts the time, from the late ‘90s to the mid1950s.
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Norton has justified the time shift—including to Lethem-as necessary for a cinematic treatment, so the characters would
not seem cartoonish or ironic. He told Katey Rich in Vanity
Fair that the book “was set in the late ‘90s but it had a quality
to it of an anachronistic bubble of acting like ‘50s gumshoes.
I made the case to Jonathan that film is very literal, and I
didn’t think I wanted to make something that felt like irony.”
As he told Kerry Lengel in the Arizona Republic: “Norton
says Lethem was fully on board for the rewrite. ‘I aired it
out with him, my reasons,’ he says. ‘The guys in the book,

coolest borough in NYC. The nascent gentrification of neighborhoods
like Boerum Hill and Cobble Hill is reflected” in Lionel’s back story,
and she adds: “Other details, like a lone pub that’s a clear stand-in for
the Brooklyn Inn, situate the book in the midst of the neighborhood’s
change, just as Smith Street was becoming a strip of bars but well
before Gowanus was a thing.” The tension between the Brooklyn
Lethem left and the one to which he returns, between nostalgia and
contemporary commentary, deeply marks the novel.
The nostalgia figures, first of all, in the central characters and
set-up (the storefront car service covering for other work); one
can see the logic of
Norton’s intervention
since it all does seem
like throwback,
forms of work
and occupation
of territory that
seems utterly
marginal, and
thus in times of
transformation
perilous, hanging
on by a thread.
This essentially
nostalgic vision
of Brooklyn, the
Brooklyn Lethem
left, is rendered
in the novel
as essentially
unchanging (but
also as concealing
deep secrets):
“Minna’s Court
Street was the
old Brooklyn, a placid ageless surface alive underneath with talk,
with deals and casual insults, a neighborhood political machine with
pizzeria and butcher shop bosses and unwritten rules everywhere.”
At the barber shop, “no one had to wonder why the price of a haircut
hadn’t gone up since 1966, nor why six old barbers were working,
mostly not working, out of the same ancient storefront, where the
Barbicide hadn’t been changed since the product’s invention (in
Brooklyn, the jar bragged) … the barbershop was a retirement home,
a social club, and front for a backroom poker game. The barbers were
taken care of because this was Brooklyn, where people looked out.
Why would princes go up, when nobody walked in who wasn’t part
of this conspiracy, this trust?” The parlor inside the brownstone on
Degraw Street where Lionel meets, twice in the course of the novel,
Matricardi and Rockeforte, the dark forces behind Minna, with its
“antique chairs” and “ancient carpet,” the “gold leaf on the ceiling’s
plaster scrollwork,” the “walls crowded with framed photographs,
none more recent than the invention of color film,” strikes Lionel as
“more like a museum diorama of Old Brooklyn than a contemporary
room.” When he returns to “this crypt, this mausoleum,” it is its
history Lionel channels: “I felt the presence of the past, of mothers
and sons, deals and understandings, one hand gripping another—
dead hands were nested here of Degraw Street like a series of Chinese
boxes.” Brooklyn seems at moments like this both changeless and
eternal, the secrets and unstated arrangements key to its caught-inamber permanence.
But it is not, in Lethem’s day, immutable. Lionel’s home turf,
St. Vincent’s Home for Boys, stands “in the part of downtown
Brooklyn no developer yet wishes to claim for some upscale,
renovated neighborhood; not quite Brooklyn Heights, nor Cobble

A new order was replacing the
old, and even if both orders entail
dark impersonal forces and shady
dealings, the change entailed new
rules, new ways of life.

they’re depicted as a pocket of Brooklyn that’s frozen in time.
It feels like the ‘50s, and it feels like the kind of postmodern
[Raymond] Chandler gumshoe thing. And I said to Jonathan,
I think if you do this on film, you end up with something
that feels somewhere between Reservoir Dogs and The Blues
Brothers, where you’ve got these self-consciously retro guys
operating in a modern world.’”
But still: context is everything. So what does the time shift
do to that context, exactly?
For Lethem—Brooklyn born and raised, but a decadelong California expat before returning to his home turf—
Motherless Brooklyn amounts to a homecoming, and it bears the
weight of that nostalgia for lost home. He told Nicole Davis (of
brooklynbased.com) the book “is a kind of a valentine. I was
falling back in love with New York City and the book is a little
bit aloft on that energy.” Even Lionel’s Tourette’s is something
of a symptom of the city in its explosive excessiveness, as
Lethem explained to Davis: “Cut to I’m suddenly back in my
home life of Brooklyn that I’d abandoned…. And I was having
all these responses to hearing the street language of the city
and realizing that my persona, my style was more like a New
Yorker and that was part of the kind of low level but standing
discomfort in my California life. I was like, ‘I’m a little too
loud, I’m a little too abrupt, I stand too close to people, I
gesticulate.’” A little like Lionel, lower cased.
But the city that Lethem left was, by the late ‘90s, already
gone, or at least rapidly going. Davis notes: “Lethem’s
book … is situated in the late 90s, on the cusp of Brooklyn’s
transformation from Manhattan’s striving sibling into the
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Hill, not even Boerum Hill.” But note the areas all around it that have already
been reclaimed. Minna’s Court Street constitutes another isolated outpost. There:
“The curb in front of the arcade was lined with Vespas … without anything more
than a bicycle lock for protection, a taunt to vandals.” But: “A block away, on
Smith, they would have been stripped.” Court Street “was the only Brooklyn,
really—north was Brooklyn Heights, secretly a part of Manhattan, south was the
harbor, and the rest, everything east of the Gowanus Canal … apart from small
outposts of civilization in Park Slope and Windsor Terrace, was an unspeakable
barbarian tumult.” Even Lionel, in the frustration of his investigation, chafes at
the changeless order of his home turf: “My home neighborhood never felt so like a
nightmare to me … a nightmare of repetition and enclosure. Ordinarily I savored
Brooklyn’s unchangeability, the bullying, Minna-like embrace of its long memory.
At the moment I yearned to see this neighborhood razed, replaced by skyscrapers
or multiplexes. I longed to disappear into Manhattan’s amnesiac dance of renewal.
Let Frank be dead, let the Men disperse.” But that solution, already in process, is
out of Lionel’s hands.
Indeed, the plot is propelled by the drive toward displacement, by the
undoing of unchanging Brooklyn. The murder plot, after all, points not to some
other storefront, or to Matricardi and Rockeforte’s haven, not to old-style made
men with Italian names. Rather, all roads lead to the Zendo, a Zen Buddhist retreat,
and its overseas funding source, the mysterious Fujisaki corporation, and never
mind that their Roshi (Zen teacher) has more down-home roots; when you follow
the money it leads to Fujisaki, the “management corporation,” a “serious money
operation” who “own half of New York if you start digging,” who have another
base on Park Avenue and whose “other house is an island.”
Lionel’s explorations will pull him well outside his usual terrain; by novel’s
end, he has sat through a zazen session (Zen sitting; that doesn’t work well for
Tourette-ticcing Lionel) and dined on sushi (he wishes for a sandwich version). But
he eventually learns: “The men of Fujisaki were highly spiritual, but had found
themselves in disrepute in their native country … where capitalist rapaciousness
and spiritual devotion are viewed as mutually exclusive.” Thus they came to “New
York City: land of opportunity for monks and crooks and mooks alike.” The Zendo
and the corporation stand in, then, for the forces of gentrifying transformation
that would remake Brooklyn. A new order was replacing the old, and even if both
orders entail dark impersonal forces and shady dealings, the change entailed new
rules, new ways of life.
Twenty years on, when the movie was finally being made, that remaking
ensured that a contemporary setting would have been impossible. As Lethem
told Nicole Davis: “It would be hard to find a similar, believable storefront for
the Minna Men today. ‘I mean, first of all,’ Lethem said, ‘New York has gotten too
expensive [for] spaces that are actually guys hanging out and not really working.’”
But given Norton’s intention of resituating the whole thing, circa 1957, the loss of
Lethem’s nostalgic but disappearing “contemporary” scarcely matters.
Norton, however, had another aim beyond avoiding irony in shifting the time,
another target. Norton set Motherless Brooklyn in the ‘50s in part to examine the
covert schemes of Robert Moses, New York City’s powerful city planner, and “the
shadow narrative of how modern New York really got built—the racism that was
sort of baked into the city,” Norton told NPR. As Katey Rich recounts: “Norton
calls this 1950s period ‘the secret history of modern New York, with all of its kind
of institutional racism and the devastation of the old city from neighborhoods
right up to Penn Station, perpetrated at the hands of an autocratic, almost imperial
force, who was intensely antagonistic to everything we think defines American
democratic principle.’” The secret machinations of power still figure here, but their
workings have been transformed.
In a sense, the incorporation of Moses (thinly disguised as Moses Randolph in
the film) means the movie simultaneously adapts two books: Lethem’s Motherless
Brooklyn and Robert Caro’s The Power Broker. Caro’s biography, Chris Klimek
writes in Smithsonian, laid out the mechanisms by which Moses “acquired vast
power over public funds in New York and massive influence over the city’s
infrastructure—at one point he held 12 public offices simultaneously, despite
having never won a single election,” and Caro detailed as well how “Moses was
known to be merciless in his zeal for urban renewal, and particularly for his
privileging of private motor vehicles over public transit, blasting away residential
neighborhoods to make way for highways, tunnels, and bridges that betrayed not
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the faintest echo of the structures and neighborhoods that they
replaced.” León Krauze in Slate notes: “Throughout his four
decades of mostly unhindered power … he displaced entire
communities to make way for his grandiose vision, often with
racist zeal.” Capturing—and countering—that “racist zeal”

Very little that I have achieved in my

life,” Moses Randolph tells Lionel, “has
relied on legality.” He doesn’t add that
he could shoot someone on 5th Avenue

and get away with it, but, looking over

his model city, he explains: “Law’s just
a rule book we make for the world we
find ourselves in.”

in the film adaptation shifts away as well from the novel’s
imaging of race.
The echoes of Caro’s work are clear in the film. Krauze
notes that Caro recalls meeting with Moses in Caro’s office:
“There, Moses would stand in front of a map of New York, a
‘gigantic’ canvas that he would contemplate while wielding
a pencil with which he made ‘big, sweeping gestures over
the map, or sharp, precise jabs toward it,’ imagining the
possibilities. ‘I saw the genius of the city-shaper,’ Caro writes.”
When Lionel finally meets Moses Randolph in his office,
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in the same Randall’s Island location where Robert Moses’s offices
were located, he stands before a gigantic 3-D model of the city, all
moveable parts. He tells Lionel: “When I was a boy you know how
many bridges there were on and off Manhattan Island? Two. A shitty
old train trestle here and... (he puts a finger on…) The Brooklyn
Bridge. And when
you walked across
that you were
stepping in horse
dung most of the
way. You mostly
scuttled into New
York off a dock...
like a rat. I built
that... (indicating
bridges roads and
parks) and that...
and that and
that...and now
you vault over
rivers on the spans
and parkways of
Olympus.” Lionel
concedes” “They’re
nice bridges, I’ll
give you that.”
When Lionel
asks, “Who are you
rebuilding it for?”
Randolph declares
grandly: “The
future. The people
to come. (gestures)
In 50, 100 years,
what do you think
will matter out of
what we do now?
What do you think
will help people
make the world
of science fiction
real? The laws from
today? Or roads
and bridges and tunnels for commerce to move swiftly on, parks
and beaches to let people escape the rat race and inspire the
mind, palaces of culture where hellish slums used to be.” Lionel
demurs: “Sounds great unless you’re a person who’s in the way
now.”
Again, the tenor matches Caro’s record. Krauze recounts:
“When Caro asked Moses about those afflicted, he was met with
a sneer. ‘I can still hear the scorn in his voice,’ he writes.” In the
film, such scorn is a recurrent theme: in Randolph’s reaction to
the protest meeting (“We are working on the most ambitious
slum clearance project in American history, Mrs. Horowitz, and
you are gumming it up with your molasses,” he declares), or even
meeting the mayor and his inner circle (“Bunch of fucking amateurs,”
he mutters on his way out).
Just as for Lethem his own memories of growing up in Brooklyn
inflect his novelistic nostalgia, so for Norton family history figures
in his portrait. Norton’s grandfather, James Rouse, was another
urban planner, who he describes to Klimek as “sort of the anti-Robert
Moses. He believed profoundly that communities and cities should
be designed and revitalized with a focus on uplifting people. He did
not prioritize what I would call an infrastructural vision over quality
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of life…. My grandfather met Robert Moses in the ‘60s…. he
came out of that meeting shaken, he said, ‘That’s one of the
most dangerous men in America.’”
Lethem even grew up in a planned community developed
by his grandfather, and he found it, he told Terry Gross on
Fresh Air, “very idyllic,” in part because housing for different
income levels “were woven together in ways that made people
of all socioeconomic and ethnic mixes [and] persuasions
share community resources.” In the film, local activist Gabby
Horowitz embodies his grandfather’s spirit, fused with that
of Jane Jacobs (whose Death and Life of Great American Cities
embodies a similar neighborhood-focused, communitarian
vision of urban life). Contesting Randolph’s redevelopment
plans, Gabby asserts: “A neighborhood is not a slum because
poor people and minorities live there.” At the rally, she
declares: “What is a city? Is it a place where people strive for
the Lords of steel and commerce?... No. The city is its people, it
is its communities.”
It is the counter-voice to Randolph’s declaration that
“Action, and enterprise … is the engine and
objective of life.” Notice, however, what
has changed in this vision: the dark forces
are not those of impersonal capital and
foreign investment, but the powers of the
government, centralized and locatable.
To play Randolph, Norton told Katey
Rich, “I needed someone who is equally
charming and alluring and a little bit
intimidating,” someone with “that great
seductive intellect and presence” but who
could also “be the most intimidating bully.”
And so he cast Alec Baldwin, because “Alec
has that old-world New York political boss
DNA that is not that common.” But casting
Baldwin brings us face to face with the
other time shift involved in the making of
the film Motherless Brooklyn, the era of its
making. It is, after all, no longer 1957, or
even 1999. Sure, Norton can claim that he
finished the script in 2012. With Baldwin
playing Randolph, a ruthlessly amoral
builder and bullying racist, however, we
will all be thinking of Baldwin’s other great
recent character, SNL’s Donald Trump.
Norton’s Randolph, after all, when
Lionel prods him about being “above
the law,” replies: “Very little that I have
achieved in my life has relied on legality.”
He doesn’t add that he could shoot
someone on 5th Avenue and get away with
it, but, looking over his model city, he
explains: “Law’s just a rule book we make
for the world we find ourselves in. You
rebuild a city, you have to push ahead into
a new world that most people can’t even
envision yet. Then the law follows along
and adapts to what you’ve done.” And,
when confronted about a rape in his past,
even more definitively, he tells Lionel: “I
moved on her.” Addressing that obvious
echo from the Access Hollywood tapes,
Norton told Kerry Lengel: “It’s not a quote
per se,” but it still points to “an incredible
vulgarity” that “gets used to rationalize
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or recontextualize what is assault.” Not a quote “per se,” but it still
firmly transports Randolph to our own Trump era (one Lethem
satirizes savagely in his own most recent novel, The Feral Detective).
And that final time shift leaves us searching for the connecting
threads, the interior logic that brings together Moses’s racist city
vision of the 1950s, Fujisaki’s (or whatever real corporations inhabit
Lethem’s fictive one) neighborhood-destroying late-90s gentrification,
and the banal vulgarity of the Trump era. Norton hints at an answer,
talking to Krauze: “’We can look back and use the clarity about the
past to raise a warning about the present,’ Norton told me. ‘You can
experience viscerally what we lost when we let corrupt people move
unchecked.’ This warning, Norton says, lies at the heart of the movie
and the current political debate. ‘What is our core national character?
Norton asked. ‘Are we going to make heroes out of bullies and
prioritize the achievements of power, or are we going to assert that
heroism means having empathy for people’s struggles?’” The film
Motherless Brooklyn thus offers a sort of archaeology of our present
crisis. And all we need to do is find our Lionel.

27

B U R I E D
G O L D
THE LOST NUGGETS OF 2019
BY JOHN BOB SLONE
Most journalists worth their salt, at some point
in their careers, have been collared with the editorial
department’s most lowly, lugubrious and loathsome
task--writin’ friggin’ obits. In the newspaper world obits
are usually the demesne of the fresh college grad, the
bright-eyed kid who comes on staff riding a boiling
wave of ambition, replete with recurring dreams of
Pulitzer Prizes and mad, unerring, 100/wpm typing
skills. The obits column stands against that repugnant
wave like a razor-sharp barrier reef that slices, dices
and even makes julienne-fries of the newbie, delivering
him in manageable bits to the too-soft sands of reallife journalism’s uninspired mediocrity. This all makes
perfect sense in the world of journalism, for the last thing
an ed staff needs is some googly-eyed go-getter making
them look like the lazy bums they truly are. A year or so
of writing obits and police beat is a sure-fire mechanism
for knocking the spunk out of the young-uns.
Because I entered journalism through the back
door, in the wee hours, with a skeleton key and a miniMag light, I never had to do any of the mind-numbing
editorial tasks mandated by a society that seems intent
upon eating its young. Consequently, I remain as fresh,
enthused and impoverished as I was on the day I
dropped out of college--a mere half-semester away from
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graduation. In all this time I, thankfully, have never once
been saddled with writing obits—that is, until now. When the
Ryder calls, it’s difficult to refuse.
And so what follows is a look back at the most significant
(IMHO) Nugget deaths of 2019. (For those unfamiliar
with this column, Nuggets is the term we’ve coined for
Hollywood’s unsung heroes, America’s great character actors
who hold claim to hundreds of screen credits and whose
faces are as familiar as the back of your hand, but whose
names you can never quite recall.)
It didn’t hit me at first that for this assignment I would
basically be writing obits. When I realized what I had signed
on for, I tried to force my mind to the euphemistic cliché,
thinking of these words not as depressing postmortem
goodbyes, but as jubilant celebrations of well-spent lives.
Such mind games rarely work on me, a journalist who sees
things in black and white print and leaves the gray tones for
the weirdos in the art department. But it did work this time,
and I think I know why. Because through the miracle of the
magic lantern and its many subsequent manifestations, our
Nuggets remain as alive as they ever were to us, and their
work is more accessible than ever via YouTube, late-night
TV, video tapes and what have you. So damn thee, drear
thoughts of mortality! Strike up the boob tube and let the
celebrations begin!
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Michael J.
Pollard in
Bonnie and
Clyde

MICHAEL J. POLLARD
Imagine it’s 1956, and you’re a high school student in
Passaic, New Jersey. Your friend, Michael Pollack, sitting
opposite you at a fold-up school cafeteria table with eyes
downcast and head twitching about oddly,
says, “I’m gonna be a movie star someday.”
You burst into laughter, just as you so
often do around this goofy, baby-faced
kid. You would never imagine that years
three years later your diminutive, nutball
buddy would be studying at Lee Strasburg’s
Actors Studio doing scenes from Breakfast
at Tiffany’s opposite Marilyn Monroe. It
was there, under Strasburg’s tutelage, that
he changed his name to Michael J. Pollard
and created his Nugget, a goofy man-child
who somehow managed to simultaneously
project innocence and menace. He rode that
character to a successful Hollywood career
that spanned sixty years and 116 TV and
movie credits.
Acting was never a great reach for
Pollard. In a 1969 interview he said,
“(Directors) say, ‘Just do your thing,
Michael, whatever it is’. Same thing I’ve
been doing for 10 years, man.” Seeing him
in interviews, I think it’s fair to say that he
wasn’t much different in real life from the
characters he played on screen.
Pollard’s career started out with small
roles on some of the sixties’ biggest TV
shows, including Gunsmoke, Alfred Hitchcock
Presents, and Andy of Mayberry. In 1966 he
had a memorable role on Star Trek as the
teen-aged leader (at age 27!) of planet Miri,
a world identical to Earth but populated by
only a small group of sinister, unsupervised
children.
1967 was a great year for American
cinema and for Michael J. Pollard as well.
That year’s bumper crop included In the
Heat of the Night, The Graduate, Cool Hand
Luke, Blowup, Wait Until Dark and Guess
Who’s Coming to Dinner. None were more
important to film history than Arthur
Penn’s masterpiece, Bonnie and Clyde,
noted as the seminal movie of Hollywood’s
New Wave Era. It was perfect vehicle for
Pollard, who exploded onto the big screen
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as the mechanically-inclined geek, CW Moss. Moss was in real life
a gas station attendant who was cajoled by the Barrows into joining
them as a getaway driver. Pollard’s portrayal charmed audiences
and earned him six award nominations including the Oscar for Best
Supporting Actor. It would be the biggest movie of his life.
Usually a sudden elevation in fame such as Pollard’s would
garner leading roles, but not so for this 5’ 6” wonder. It’s likely
his baby face and vertical challenge relegated him to permanent
Nugget status. But on the up side he had numerous offers for juicy
supporting roles, and often for the more lucrative movie gigs rather
than television. Pollard remained beloved to movie audiences
throughout his days, appearing on film up until 2013.
Among his many memorable movie credits are: Hannibal Brooks
(1969), Little Fauss and Big Halsy (1970), Melvin and Howard (1980), The
Patriot (1986), Roxanne (1987), Scrooged (1988), Dick Tracy (1990), and
House of 1000 Corpses (2003). He also had the lead role in Dirty Little
Billy (1976), a gritty retelling of the the early life of Billy the Kid (who
is, aptly enough, a distant relative of mine). Hoo-rah, Michael J!
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years. She won an Obie in 2016 for Distinguished Performance by an
Actress. She occasionally guest-starred on TV, notably on The Office
and Two and a Half Men. Then in 2012, 35 years after the close of The
Mary Tyler Moore Show, Engel reunited with Betty White in the third
season of Hot in Cleveland as Mamie Sue Johnson, who Elka’s (Betty
White), best friend. Her last lick was a nice big one. She appeared in
18 Hot episodes.
And one final item for “enquiring” minds: Yes, that was her real
voice! Viva Georgia!

Georgia Engel with
Ed Asner in a scene
from The Mary
Tyler Moore Show

GEORGIA ENGEL
Possessed with a voice that resembled an angel huffing
helium and uncanny, pinpoint comic timing, Georgia won our
hearts as a regular on The Mary Tyler Moore Show and Everybody
Loves Raymond.
Georgia grew up in Washington, DC, the daughter of a
Coast Guard admiral. After graduating from the Academy of
the Washington Ballet, she went on to earn a theater degree
at the University of Hawaii at Manoa. She started out her
acting career in New York City theatre, working off-Broadway
productions. In 1971 she played Los Angeles with an offBroadway production of The House of Blue Leaves. Mary Tyler
Moore and her husband and show producer Grant Tinker
happened to see her, and.... :)
Keep in mind that when she made her improbable
quantum leap to fame, she was only 24 years old.
In a 2007 interview with The Toronto Star, she said, “It was
only going to be one episode, and I was just supposed to have
a few lines in a party scene, but they kept giving me more and
more to do.” They gave her enough to do to earn her a pair of
Emmy nominations.
After MTM ended in 1977, Georgia stayed busy in
television and film. She had a recurring role on Coach,
appearing in 17 episodes. She was a regular on three shortlived series: The Betty White Show (1977-78), Goodtime Girls
(1980) and Jennifer Slept Here (1983-84). In film she mostly did
voice animations. Her biggest film acting role was in Taking Off
(1971), for which she won a BAFTA Award (the British Oscar)
nomination for best actress.
In 2003 she landed in comedy-writing utopia--Everybody
Loves Raymond. It was a match made in heaven. Playing the
recurring role of Raymond’s mother-in-law, Pat MacDougall,
she won Emmy nominations for each of her three seasons
with the show. She also won the 2006 Prism Award for Best
Performance in a Comedy Series. The show’s creator, Philip
Rosenthal, said of Georgia, “She could get a laugh on literally
every line you gave her. I’ve never seen anything like it.”
After Raymond she returned to her first love, the theater,
and that would be her primary focus for the remainder of her
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Peggy Lipton with
Mod Squad co-stars
Michael Cole and
Clarence Williams III

PEGGY LIPTON
Life could have been easy for Margaret Ann Lipton. She was
born into an upper-middle-class Jewish family in New York City,
her father a corporate lawyer and her mother an artist. As she
reached her teens on Long Island, NY, it was quite apparent that she
had the full package—beauty, talent and brains. With her family’s
encouragement, she signed with the Ford Modeling Agency at age
15 and enrolled in acting classes. Unfortunately, an uncle found all
this irresistible, and his sexual abuse left her shattered—nervous,
withdrawn and stuttering so badly that she sometimes couldn’t even
say her own name.
Lipton’s family decided she needed a change of scenery, and in
1964 they moved to Los Angeles where Lipton became, in her own
words, “a Topanga Canyon hippie.” She smoked pot, did yoga, tried
meditation, and started over with her career. And why not? Not only
was she as pretty as they come, but she was also a damn good actress
and a fine singer. Universal Pictures agreed. They signed her up, and
she made her screen debut at age 19 on The John Forsythe Show (1965).
Over the following three years, she stayed busy, making gueststarring appearances on several big TV shows. She did Bewitched.
The Alfred Hitchcock Hour. Mr. Novak. While writing this, I got curious
about seeing her work in the pre-Mod Squad days. I cast about
Youtube and hit paydirt with a 1966 episode of the The Virginian
entitled Wolves Up Front, the Jackals Behind. And would you believe?
Also guest-starring is none other than Michael J. Pollard at his best!
And another of my classic Nugget favorites, frickin’ Jay C. Flippen!
And another favorite, the superb James Farrentino, who shines as
Peggy’s remarkably creepy brother. The show is well done and full
of good actors. But in my opinion, Peggy outshines them all. And I
couldn’t help noticing that, poured into gingham in the part of an Old
West rancher’s daughter, she looks about seven kinds of gorgeous to
boot.
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Hollywood’s
unsung heroes,
the great
character actors
whose faces
are as familiar
as the back
of your hand,
but whose
names you can
never quite
recall, live on
through their
appearances on
late-night TV.

In 1968 Lipton soared to instant fame
with The Mod Squad. The damaged Topanga
Canyon hippie was perfectly cast as flower
child Julie Barnes, one of the three young and
very special social outcasts-turned-narcs that
comprised the Mod Squad.
It was a show with a goal, to bridge a
generation gap that was indeed abysmally
abysmal at the time. The show’s immense
popularity drew imitators, and soon all of
Hollywood was inviting a hippie to dinner.
This unofficial show biz campaign was key
to America’s eventual acceptance of the
sixties counterculture. Unfortunately, that
acceptance was the movement’s demise.
By the time The Mod Squad ended its fiveyear run, Lipton was a respected actress with
four Golden Globe nominations, four Emmy
nominations, and a Golden Globe Award for
Best Actress–Television Series Drama.
She was also a talented singer and could
easily have had a career as a pop star. She
released an album, Peggy Lipton, and made
the Billboard charts with three different
singles (Stoney End and Lu by Laura Nyro
and Donovan’s Wear Your Love Like Heaven).
Despite all this success, Peggy entered
1974 at a crossroads. She was a cultural icon,
the It Girl of the sixties. The world was her oyster, and that
was a problem--because, as it turned out, she hated oysters.
She spoke of her feelings in that time in a 1993 interview with
the LA Times: “I didn’t feel like a trendsetter. Fame really drove
me into my house. I was very paranoid. I didn’t like going out.
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I had no idea how to be comfortable with the
press. I was very young. It was really hard for
me.”
She needed a new direction in life, and she
found it with music producer extraordinaire
Quincy Jones. The couple married in ‘74, and
she walked away without regret from her
burgeoning acting and singing careers to devote
her life to motherhood. Not surprisingly, she was
as great at being mom as she was at everything
else she did, a fact made clearly evident in
Quincy, Netflix’s excellent Quincy Jones
documentary. After Peggy’s death, the couple’s
daughters, Rashida and Kidada Jones, had
nothing but the highest praise for their mother.
After Peggy and Quincy divorced in 1989,
she decided to return to acting. Her return came
with great trepidation. She told the LA Times: “It
was very scary. I had a push-pull thing inside me
that I wanted to do it. I had become so insulated
in my world as a mother, that I didn’t know how
to pick up the phone and call anybody to put
myself out there.” She landed the role of Norma
Jennings on Twin Peaks, and, despite her fears,
sparkled in the role, proving emphatically that
she still had It.
In her 2005 memoir, Breathing Out, Lipton
wrote eloquently of her struggles with fame and
with the racism she and Jones faced as an interracial couple. She also
revealed her diagnosis and treatment for colon cancer the previous
year. Sadly, it was the one life battle she didn’t win. And dammit, I
got tears on this one--but it’s my party and I’ll friggin’ cry if I want to.
Right on, Peggy! (sob)
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question: i.e., What’s the story with the nickname? It’s an old story.
By family tradition, all male-born Torns get it. Whip it, Rip!

Rip Torn on the set of
Tropic of Cancer

ELMORE RUAL
“RIP” TORN, JR.
Okay, it’s a stretch classifying one of the most celebrated
actors of his time with the Nuggets, but Rip Torn’s penchants
for self-marginalizing behavior and acting in obscure
productions earn him Nugget Emeritus status. As he confessed
to Studs Terkel in Working, “I have certain flaws in my makeup. Something called irascibility. I get angry easily. I get
saddened by things easily.” Torn’s true genius was to turn his
offstage woes into onstage assets.
A native Texan and another alumnus of Actors Studio,
Rip took method acting beyond the extreme in Norman
Mailer’s largely improvisational bomb, Maidstone (1970). In
the final scene he assaults Mailer, bonking him on the head
with a claw hammer hard enough to draw blood. A desperate
struggle ensues with Mailer’s wife and children screaming like
banshees in the background. Mailer, who had a few pounds on
our hero, gains the upper hand and nearly bites off Rip’s ear.
The entire fracas is available for free on YouTube.
Another weakness of Torn’s was substance abuse, a
problem that came to an ugly head in 2010 when he was
arrested for breaking into a Litchfield Bancorp branch office in
Lakeville, Connecticut. He thought it was his house.
Rip’s irascibility was also indirectly responsible for
launching Jack Nicholson’s career. Rip was originally cast to
play Nicholson’s sleazy lawyer role in Easy Rider, but that
went by the boards when he scuffled with his director, a
knife-wielding Dennis Hopper. Years later Hopper mouthed
off about the incident on Jay Leno’s show, and said it was Torn
who pulled the knife. Rip sued, and backed by eyewitness
testimony, won a $950,000 defamation settlement.
Despite the constant turmoil in his life, Rip was
consistently brilliant on screen. My favorites among his many
outstanding credits are: as Henry Miller in Tropic of Cancer
(1970); as Dr. Nathan Bryce, the untrustworthy, womanizing
chemistry professor who tries to get David Bowie back to his
home planet in Nicolas Roeg’s The Man Who Fell to Earth (1976);
as Marsh Tanner in Cross Creek (1983) that earned an Oscar
nomination; as Richard Nixon in the 1982 mini-series Blind
Ambition, an utterly convincing, dead-on portrayal that is truly
must-see TV; and finally as Artie, the foul-mouthed, dyspeptic
talk show producer in 89 episodes of The Larry Sanders Show
(HBO, 1992-1998).
Artie was likely Rip’s career-defining character. He got six
Emmy nominations for the role, but he never won--perhaps
because the producers feared what might happen if they
placed a heavy metal object in Rip’s hands.
I saved for last what is likely your most burning Rip Torn
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Sue Lyon starred
in Lolita

SUE LYON
Sue Lyon was pretty much a one-hit wonder, starring at age
14 as the lollipop-sucking teen temptress Dolores Haze in Stanley
Kubrick’s Lolita (1963). In typical OCD fashion, Kubrick auditioned
over 800 young women for the part before choosing Lyon--to whom
he referred as “the perfect nymphet”. Her overt underage sexuality
shocked sixties audiences and left her forever branded as “the
bad girl.” Her only other significant film appearance came in the
following year, cast once again as a nymphet opposite Richard Burton
in The Night of the Iguana. The coup de grâce to her acting career came
in the form of a brief marriage to convicted murderer Gary “Cotton”
Adamson in 1973. You bad, Sue!

DIAHANN CARROLL
This beautiful, talented and elegant actress became a television
pioneer in her starring role in the 1968 series Julia. As Julia, she was
the first non-stereotypical (aka domestic servant) African-American
woman to star on a network show. She would later continue that
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trend as the wealthy and cultured Dominique Deveraux in the
1980s prime-time soap opera Dynasty.
A native New Yorker, she attended the New York High
School of Music and Art and at age 16 won an audition for
Arthur Godfrey’s Talent Scouts TV show. That led to radio
appearances, a recording contract and finally, Broadway. There
she made her mark, becoming the first African-American
woman to win a Tony for best actress in the 1962 musical
No Strings. She also dabbled in film and earned an Oscar
nomination for Claudine (1974), starring opposite James Earl
Jones.
Carroll took particular delight in her Dynasty role
as Dominique Deveraux. The character was every bit as
venomous as her name promised, and Diahann was perfectly
fine with that. In a 1984 interview she said, “I wanted to be the
first black bitch on television. I’ve never played a role quite
this unlikeable, and I like that very much. I think very often,
particularly with minorities, it’s almost
required of them that they are nice people.”
My how times have changed! Groove on,
Diahann!

MASH (1970), as Clayton Runnymede Endicott III, the governor’s
chief of staff on the long-running TV series Benson (1980-86), and as
Odo of Star Trek: Deep Space Nine (1993-1999).
Another native New Yorker, Auberjonois was of genteel birth.
His Swiss-born father was a Pulitzer-Prize-nominated foreign
correspondent and his grandfather a post-Impressionist painter. His
mother, Princess Laure Louise Napoléone Eugénie Caroline Murat,
was the great-great-granddaughter of Joachim Murat, the King
of Naples during the First French Empire whose wife, Caroline
Bonaparte, was Napoleon’s youngest sister. Part of his youth was
spent at the South Mountain Road artists’ colony in Rockland
County, New York, whose residents included Burgess Meredith,
John Houseman, and Lotte Lenya. Must have been a trip. Live long
and prosper, René!

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

812 345.0342 HoosierWaterAway@gmail.com
WE PROUDLY RECOMMEND

RCV ROOFING AND SEAMLESS GUTTERS

COMPOSTING MADE CONVENIENT
René Auberjonois
as Odo Star Trek
Deep Space Nine

RENÉ
AUBERJONOIS
A true modern-day Nugget, René
amassed a whopping 228 screen credits in
relative anonymity. We know him best as
Father John Mulcahy of Robert Altman’s
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