“We have ways to make you talk.”
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Taking charge in the
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Movies for Moderns
MOVIES FOR MODERNS
A Pigeon Sat On A Branch
Reflecting On Existence

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

May 24-June 2 In 1969 the
police
raided the
Stonewall
Inn,
a gay bar in Greenwich VilMovies
for Moderns
812 339.2002
TheR
Yder.com
lage, leading to three nights of rioting by the city’s gay community. With this outpouring of courage and unity the gay liberation movement had begun.
Before Stonewall pries open the closet door, setting free the dramatic story of the
sometimes horrifying public and private existences experienced by LGBT Americans
since the early 1900’s. Revealing and often humorous, this widely acclaimed film
relives the emotionally-charged sparking of today’s gay rights movement, from the
events that led to the fevered 1969 riots to many other milestones in the brave fight
for acceptance. (87 min)

Wedding in Galilee
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May 31-June 2 Wedding in Galilee is the first major Palestinian fiction film to be made
by an “insider,” an Israeli Palestinian. It was awarded the International Critics Prize
at Cannes in 1987. The elder of a Palestinian village under Israeli military rule wants
permission to hold a traditional wedding for his son that will go past the imposed curfew. The Army commander agrees on the condition that he and his officers be invited
as guests of honor at the ceremony. Filmmaker Michel Khleifi’s extraordinary first
feature is an erotic and often compelling meditation on two conflicting cultures who
attempt to put aside their differences for one long day of celebration. in Arabic and
Hebrew | 113 minutes | Q&As will follow some screenings; visit TheRyder.com

RYDER

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

May 31-June 17 Iranian filmmaker Jafar Panahi
blurs the line between fiction and non-fiction,
sometimes playing himself in his films. In 3
Faces he plays a dissident filmmaker. In real
life, Panahi was arrested in Iran in 2009 and
again in 2010. Accused of making anti-regime
propaganda, he was forbidden to leave and
barred from making movies for 20 years; this
is the fourth feature he’s made since. (Some
of you saw his 2015 film, Taxi.)

Non-Fiction

June 7-24 A witty, seductive tale of sex, lies,
and literature. Set amidst the bohemian
intelligentsia of the Parisian publishing world,
Non-Fiction traces the romantic and emotional fallout that results when a controversial
writer blurs the line between fact and fiction,
using his real-life love affairs—including a
passionate fling with an actress (Juliette
Binoche) who happens to be married to his
editor—as fodder for his explosive new novel. France | 108 min | subtitles

Meeting Gorbachev

June 14-30 Werner Herzog and André Singer’s
riveting documentary, filled with unforgettable archive materials and based on three
long interviews, provides incredible access
to, arguably, the world’s greatest living
politician. Now 87 and battling illness, the
visionary Mikhail Gorbachev, former General
Secretary of the U.S.S.R, has mellowed and
slowed down. Still, gently but resolutely, he is
pushing towards his goals. (92 min)

Aretha Franklin: Amazing Grace

Coming Soon In 1972, having topped the pop
charts with a series of hits, Aretha Franklin
returned to her family’s gospel roots. She
held two concerts of the most deeply moving
spirituals at a Baptist church in Watts, a Los
Angeles neighborhood still recovering from
the riots six years earlier. Director Sydney Pollack was hired to document the shows, but
he neglected to bring the clappers to mark
the sound. As a result, the footage sat unused
for more than 40 years. Just months after
Franklin’s death, this film is finally being seen,
and it’s a thrilling, unforgettable testament
to her musical influences and legacy. Aretha’s
soaring vocals make for a raw, exalted performance, buoyed by the Southern California
Community Choir and jubilant attendees taken over by the spirit. Amazing Grace captures
a remarkable performer near the peak of her
prodigious power. (87 min)
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Friday May 10
Ask Dr. Ruth – 7:30 IU Fine Arts Theater
Styx – 8pm IU Global & International Theater
Saturday, May 11
Ask Dr. Ruth – 7:30 IU Fine Arts Theater
Styx – 8pm IU Global & International Theater
Sunday, May 12 at Bear’s Place
Styx – 5:15
Ask Dr Ruth – 7:30 – Last Chance!
Friday and Saturday, May 17 and 18
Styx – 6:15 IU Fine Arts Theater
Suburban Birds 7:30 IU Global & International
Ask Dr Ruth – 8pm IU Fine Arts – Last Chance!
Sunday, May 19 at Bear’s Place
Suburban Birds – 5:15
Styx – 7:45
Friday May 24
Firesign Theater Festival – 7:15 IU Fine Arts Theater
Before Stonewall – 8pm IU Global & International
Saturday, May 25
Before Stonewall – 5pm IU Fine Arts Theater
Styx – 6pm IU Global & International Theater
Firesign Theater – 7pm IU Fine Arts Theater
Suburban Birds - 8pm IU Global & International
Sunday, May 26 at Bear’s Place
Firesign Theater Festival – 5pm
Before Stonewall – 7pm – Last Chance!
Friday and Saturday, May 31 and June 1
Suburban Birds – 5:30 IU Fine Arts Theater
3 Faces – 7pm IU Global & International
Wedding in Galilee – 8pm IU Fine Arts Theater
Sunday, June 2 at Bear’s Place
Suburban Birds – 5:15 – Last Chance!
Wedding in Galilee – 7:45 – Last Chance!
Friday and Saturday, June 7 and 8
Before Stonewall – 6:15 – IU Fine Arts Theater
Non-Fiction – 7pm IU Global & International
3 Faces – 8pm IU Fine Arts Theater
Sunday, June 9 at Bear’s Place
Non-Fiction – 5:15
Before Stonewall – 7:30 - Last Chance!
Friday June 14
Non-Fiction – 7pm IU Global & International
Meeting Gorbachev – 8pm IU Fine Arts Theater
Saturday, June 15
Non-Fiction – 6pm – IU Fine Arts Theater
3 Faces – 7pm IU Global
Meeting Gorbachev – 8pm IU Fine Arts Theater

We continue to add films to our
calendar after we have gone to press.
Visit TheRyder.com
for up-to-the-minute listings
3
.

FEATURES

WAHOO: AN ALASKAN FISHING
BOAT

FIRESIGN THEATER

By James Bryan

By Richard Fish

Halibut, a young man’s innocence, and cod both real and
imagined-- a light touch grows heavier as one unfathomable sea
creature after another laments its turn on the gangion.

It’s clearly personal as WFHB’s founder tell us what to expect
when the remaining members of a seminal radio theater troupe
perform in Bloomington and Brown County. Yep, radio theater. It
was and is and always should be a thing.

ETERNAL TRUMPET
By Beau Vallance

WHILE YOU’RE YOUNG

Mahler’s 2nd Symphony serves as a frame for this touching story
of loss, rebirth, and a trumpet that just won’t go away.

By Brian Stout
More father now than film lover, a man traces the arc of his
maturation through evolving tastes and suggests a handful
of movies that remain charming up to and including their
expiration date.

DEPARTMENTS

06
16
08

DIGGING A RARE LADY NUGGET
By John Bob Slone
From her seat in the boys-only director’s chair, Golden Age legend Dorothy Arzner cured
Clara Bow’s microphonebia and carved out a Hollywood career by transmuting locked doors
into radical assets.

STAGES

By Anthony-Scott Piatt
Stephen Marley, a Prince
tribute and Cherry Docs
EVENT HORIZON

Students are have left for
the summer but music and
mayhem are still here – lots of
cool stuﬀ to do in May.
TABLES

By Anthony-Scott Piatt
Philanthropy, rose wines, and
a bike ride to Lennie’s should
make for a perfect spring
pairing on Bloomington’s
dining scene this month. A
perfect tripling, rather, but
who’s counting?

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 Wonder Boys, currently streaming on Amazon Prime (and
worth re-watching, even if you saw it when The Ryder showed
it back in 2000) what is the name of the Chancellor’s dog?
A. Longfellow
B. Poe

C. Ralph Waldo
D. Melville

ANSWER TO LAST WEEK’S QUESTION
Our four-legged friend in Harry Potter and the
Prisoner of Azkaban is actually Sirius Black.

Remember…Movies wouldn’t be Movies without Buses.
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Pizza | Pasta | Salads | Calzones | Sandwiches
Italian Chicken & Gluten-Free Dinners | Beer & Wine

We’re #1...again!
Best Pizza. Best Italian. Best Lunch.
Best Catering. Best Vegetarian.
Says the Herald Times Readers’ Choice

Over 50
Gluten-Free
Menu Items

Now Available @ Bucce

Wines!

to’s

Crafts!
Beer

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

Dine In | Carryout | Delivery | Catering
East 3rd & 45-46 Bypass by Starbucks 812-331-1234
West 3rd & Liberty in front of Kroger 812-323-0123
Columbus in the Commons 812-348-7600
MAY 2019

Buccetos.com
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STAGES

WHAT TO EXPECT WHEN YOU’RE EXPECTING...
by Anthony Scott Piatt

...LIVE MUSIC

SUMMER LIVE MUSIC SATURDAYS

STARTS MAY 25TH, 4PM - 7PM - OLIVER
WINERY
Oliver Winery continues to draw locals to their
campus just north of Bloomington. Art, landscape, grape crushing, and other events keep
us coming back.

alpha
Peter LoPilato
contributing editors
Pennﬁeld Jensen
Tom Prasch
Tom Roznowski
Paul Sturm
KD Self
Anthony Scott Piatt

Live music begins May 25th with Fat Pockets.
In June, you can catch Cari Ray & The Shaky
Legs, Straight Davis, The Fanatics, and The
Hammer & The Hatchet.

Taking place on the Oliver patio every Saturday through Labor Day, the intimate setting
is a nice way see some regional favorites in a
relaxed setting… while drinking wine. You can
make a day of it and reserve a picnic, wine,
food, music, and friends. Sounds like a well
spent Saturday.
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art direction
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MANK AND SASS

MAY 31ST, 7PM - 10PM - SCHOLAR’S KEEP
Researching our Tables section gave us two crossover events with music, food, and drink. The
KEEP have booked Mank and Sass, a duo out of Champaign/Urbana for live music on the back
deck. Mank is Jared Manker and Sass comes from Sara Siders. The two play acoustic funk and
blues, which should be a great soundtrack for the tucked away in the trees feel of the KEEP.
Ewoks likely designed the deck and the outdoor couches make for an elevated experience.

THE PRINCE EXPERIENCE

JUNE 21ST @ 9PM - THE BLUEBIRD
Prince Forever. The appreciation of a well done tribute
is even greater with Prince Rogers Nelson gone. The
Church of Purple heals the soul. The community is strong
and gathering to celebrate the life and music is a loving,
funky experience. Groups like Prince Army Indiana, and
fans like Michelle Diane are purple powered ambassadors for the legacy and music of Prince. A night with The
Prince Experience is a chance to celebrate that legacy and
community.

STEPHEN MARLEY; ACOUSTIC JAMS TOUR

JUNE 4TH, 8PM - BUSKIRK-CHUMLEY THEATER
Local reggae fans are in for a treat. Stephen is indeed the son
of Bob and Rita. He has elements of his dad’s sound, but
also bridges the gap to modern audiences. He has won eight
Grammy awards, writes for his brothers, produces, plays
instruments, and reaches out to spread his message of love
and justice.

Stephen was Grammy awards as a teenager with The Melody Makers. Formed Ghetto Youths International with Ziggy.
Produced and wrote most of Damian’s ﬁrst release, Mr. Marley. His crossover and diplomatic breakthrough was Chant
Down Babylon in which he made duets with recordings of
his dad set to soul, rock, and hip-hop beats and vocals with

RYDER

a stellar cast of modern musicians like Lauren Hill, Aerosmith, The Roots, and more.

The show at the BCT will be opened by another generation of Marley, Stephen’s daughter,
Mystic. Oﬀering an acoustic performance on this tour, it may evoke Bob more than ever.

...THEATER
CHERRY DOCS

MAY 9TH - 19TH - WALDRON ROSE FIREBAY PRESENTED BY JEWISH THEATER
BLOOMINGTON
Let’s be honest. With the racist-in-chief enjoying the support of alt-right (Nazis) and the
KKK, it’s a good time to remind ourselves the struggle for freedom continues. Cherry
Docs is the story of a neo-Nazi charged with murder who is assigned a Jewish lawyer.
Each character grapples with their deeply held beliefs.
Presented by Jewish Theater Bloomington, Cherry Docs is directed by Liam Castellan
and written by David Gow. JTB alumn Jonathan Golembiecki play the lawyer with
Christoper Crider-Plonka playing the skinhead.

“William Faulker once said that the only worthwhile writing is about the human heart
in conﬂict with itself. I think that sums up good theatre, including JTB.” - Paula Sunderman

IT’S A BEAUTIFUL WOUND

MAY 16TH & 17TH, 7PM - LOTUS FIRE BAY
A beneﬁt for MAPS (Multidisiciplinary Association for Psychedelic Studies), It’s a Beautiful Wound will have a two night run at the Lotus Fire Bay on Rogers. This is a true
story of therapy with psychedelics both written & performed by Rich Orloﬀ.
I remember author John Robbins had been doing therapy with MDMA at one point.
Cary Grant famously pointed out those trying to escape life abuse drugs, those looking
into life use psychedelics. But, laws and dogma have prevented widespread research.
Hopefully, this show helps destigmatize this treatment and we can use all the tools
available to heal people and society.
“Honest, vulnerable and humorous. This is the essence of theater.”
Robert Kolby Harper, New Works Director, Phoenix Theatre Company

...COMEDY

KATE WILLETT

JUNE 1ST @ 7:30PM - THE BISHOP PRESENTED BY LIMESTONE COMEDY FESTIVAL
Facebook event

Kate has featured at the Limestone Comedy Festival before. This headlining set is part
of a trend The Bishop has for bringing back a break out star as they are still rising. If you
saw Kate in Bloomington before, you may have recognized her since on shows like The
Comedy Lineup on Netﬂix, Jim Jeﬀries Show, Viceland, or Comedy Central.
The LCF is a great event. Add bringing back folks as they continue to be proliﬁc is a
great bonus. Maybe we’ll see the next prodigy in the process of following up on Kate’s
rise.

“It sucks that Democrats won’t impeach Trump, but really, who among us hasn’t vowed
not to accept some guy’s bullshit and then gone on to tolerate it for several years?”

LANGSTON KERMAN

JUNE 13TH - 15TH - THE COMEDY ATTIC
Langston Kerman makes his Bloomington debut after failing at being a ball-boy in the
NBA. Well, he’s done a few things inbetween. Comedy Central shows, writing for Chris
Rock, appearing on HBO’s Insecure have kept him busy in the comedy world.
“Trump turns 71 today, which is just 45 in white devil years.”

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

MAY 2019
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WHAT TO DIGEST
WHEN YOU’RE
EXPECTING...

BY ANTHONY SCOTT PIATT

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.
…FUNDR AISERS

FRANKIE’S CLOSET FIRST ANNUAL “FROM 5-500K PARTY”
May 10th, 5PM - Scholar’s KEEP

Molly and The KEEP are passionately involved with “our
biggest event May 10th - we are incepting Frankie’s Closet, a
second hand boutique with proceeds going to help foster (kids)
and needy kids - we’re hoping to make it a big one!”

The fundraisers and special events at KEEP have been engaging and bold. Drag queen brunches, women’s empowerment
nights, and more. That community building kicks up a notch as
they help launch Frankie’s Closet.
“Frankie’s Closet empowers kids to ﬁt in and feel good by
providing clothing and other necessities. Frankie’s Closet is
currently looking for a home and will be taking clothing donations as soon as that location is found.”

SPRING BRUNCH FUNDRAISER

May 19th, 11AM & 1PM - Community Kitchen

Help feed others by enjoying local chefs oﬀerings. The annual
Spring Brunch fundraiser is back. The Community Kitchen feeds
our community daily for free. If we come together for a $50 celebration with a three course brunch, we help continue that mission.

“Tables” encourages you to remember John Robbins as you enjoy the ride…
“It may be healthier to eat beer and franks with cheer and thanks, than to eat
sprouts and bread with doubts and dread.”
[editor’s note: ANTHONY SCOTT PIATT has volunteered at WFHB for 21
years so far and publicized David Grisman, The Skatalites, Cubanismo and
more. He accepts comments and hate mail at writer4ryder@gmail.com.]
Photo by Brooke Lark
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The brunch includes paired cocktails from Cardinal Spirits.
Chefs and local business leaders pitch in to oﬀer choices in
each of three courses. Aidan Boruﬀ-Young and Veronica Fazio
of Cardinal Spirits, Veteran Community Kitchen supporter and
local celebrity chef Seth Elgar, Abel Garcia (who has worked
with Seth), Andrea Pawlik-Armstrong of IU Health, and Dan
Williamson (my insurance agent, thanks Dan) bring their talents to at least on dish on the menu.

Expect Tater Tot Poutine, crepes, pastries, savory pudding, berry sponge cake, and chocolate cake. Celebrate good food and
great community.

RYDER

…TAST INGS
SPRING ROSE TASTING: WORLDWIDE ROSE
May 15th, 5PM to 8PM - C3

Spring Rosè series at C3 continues with the World Rose night. This the atmosphere of C3 itself, do a great job with their special events.
stand alone event is technically Part 3 of 3. Allison and crew, and
This is the third in a well curated spring series.

ANNUAL ROSE TASTING

May 15th, 5:30PM to 8:30PM - Feast Market & Cellar

Rose is a great spring wine. May 15th is apparently the unoﬃcial
world rose day in Bloomington. Feast Market & Cellar oﬀers their
yearly tasting of roses from around the globe.

Jennifer gave us these details. “Five dollars per person to taste.
Reservations not required but happily taken. 812-287-8615. We
will have a lineup of 10 diﬀerent amazing roses from all over the
world.”

…PAIRING DINNERS

MAY GOURMET CLUB - CRAWFISH BOIL
May 16th, 6:30PM - FARMbloomington

The Louisiana Crawﬁsh Boil is back as the May Gourmet Club at
FARM. We got a preview of the food and cocktail menu and here
are some examples; Doug’s Classic New Orleans Cocktails include
Sazerac and the Hurricane. Starts include Spicy Cajun Peanuts and
Creole Hush Puppies. Chicken Gumbo leads the transition from

apps to entree which is an old fashioned boil with crawﬁsh, sausage, ﬁngerling potatoes, corn on the cob, greens and don’t forget
the red beans and dirty rice. Beignets and bananas foster cap it all
oﬀ. Ça c’est bon.

…SPECIAL EVENTS

9TH ANNUAL BIKE TO LENNIE’S MONTH
May - Lennie’s and BBC Brewpub

Lennie’s and the Bloomington Brewing Co. Brewpub celebrate
National Bike Month by hosting the 9th Annual Bike to Lennie’s
Month. When you ride to Lennie’s you can get a punch card, ﬁll it
up for various levels of rewards. Gift cards, shirts, pint glasses, and
more. Every rider is entered to win a $100 gift card. While the 2019
Bicycle Wizard will have rode to Lennie’s more than anyone else in
May. The Wizard is promised a “magical prize”.
]= “Bike to Lennie’s” celebrates the thriving Bloomington cycling
community and cycling’s beneﬁts to the rider and the environment. Each time you ride your bike to Lennie’s during the month

of May, you get your “Bike to Lennie’s” card punched—and the
more you ride, the bigger the prizes!

Prized include Lennie’s gift cards, BBC pint glasses and tee shirts.
Every participant will be entered into a drawing for a $100 Lennie’s gift card and a special, magical prize awaits the 2019 Bicycle
Wizard, the intrepid soul who bikes to Lennie’s more than anyone
else in May.

“Lennie’s is a 3-star certiﬁed green restaurant by the Green Restaurant Association, the highest rated in Indiana and is proud to oﬀer
a year-round bike to work program for staﬀ.”

TIKI TUESDAY ROLLS ON

Tuesdays @ 4PM - Cardinal Spirits

We covered this newly resurrected weekly event last month. How- and presented in fun drinkware. Because the drinks are syrupy
sweet, you can enjoy several and watch all of Beach Blanket Bingo.
ever, we failed to mention that surf movies and sometimes a DJ
add to the vibe. Great drinks that are not too sweet are handcrafted

MAY 2019
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By
Richard Fish

The legendary
satirical radio
theater troupe
will catch fire in
Brown County and
Bloomington on
May 31st and June 2nd

If you don’t know The Firesign Theatre – congratulations!
You have a wonderful discovery ahead. If you do, you’ll be
excited by our news; read on and don’t forget to inflate your
shoes. And whether you do or not, you can look forward to
a great experience: as May turns into June, David Ossman
and Phil Proctor, AKA “What’s Left Of The Firesign Theatre,”
are coming to Bloomington for two shows. They are the
surviving members of a group that’s been called “The Beatles
Of Comedy,” a brilliant quartet of actors, comedians, writers,
sometime musicians and legendary performers and recording
artists.
Philip Austin, Peter Bergman, Philip Proctor and
David Ossman coalesced around the microphones of KPFK,
Los Angeles’ community radio, in the 1960s. Their wild,
headlong, headstrong surrealist improvisations, live on the
air, won them a fervent audience which became national, and
international, when they began making comedy records for
Columbia – which sold millions of copies. They’ve also been
called “America’s Monty Python,” and there’s more truth
than comedy in that: according to John Cleese and Eric Idle,
it was hearing Firesign’s first LP that
moved the Pythons to record their first
album. But even though they share some
seminal influences (notably the BBC’s
legendary “Goon Show”), the two groups
developed very different styles.
The Firesign Theatre made two
pioneering leaps into the unknown:
technically, they were the first people
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to use multi-track recording (then brand new) to create radiotheatre-type stories and sketches. But even more importantly to
their listeners, they made a conceptual leap: they realized they were
making a performance people could listen to over and over – and
that’s what they wanted. Their albums are packed with layer after
layer of jokes, puns, story-arcs, cultural cross-references and triple
meanings; you can listen to their material dozens – even scores of
times, and still find new things to laugh at. Even more amazingly,
their comedy remains fresh, and seems timeless.
Firesign’s 28 group albums, 9 solo releases, 17 films and 14 books
(so far) are a body of work that is prized by the Library of Congress,
and many of the most famous and influential names of our time. Fans
include John Goodman, George Carlin, John Lennon, and “Weird
Al” Yankovic; an admiring Robin Williams said their work is “the
audio equivalent of a Hieronymous Bosch painting.” Steve Jobs was
so blown away by their imagining of voice-programmed computers
and computer hacking (in 1970!) that he actually built some of their
material into Apple programming.
Sadly, Peter Bergman and Phil Austin have passed on in recent
years, but Ossman and Proctor are still going strong and have been
adding new material on top of the old in
their live show. And along the way, they
have built highly successful individual
careers. David Ossman and his wife
Judith Walcutt have produced a string of
brilliant audio theatre works, including
the 50th Anniversary production of The
War Of The Worlds, a fabulous production
of The Wizard of Oz for it’s 100th birthday,

They inspired Monty
Python; their fans
included John Lennon
and Robin Williams.
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and an awardwinning, all-star
celebration
of the 200th
anniversary of
the Bill of Rights.
Phil Proctor
has created
many characters
for Disney’s
animation,
plays Harold
in the RugRats
TV show, and
voices a number
of creatures in
the “Assassin’s
Creed” video
game – just for
starters. He and
his brilliantly
talented wife, Melinda Peterson, are frequently found taking well-earned bows on
stage.
Moreover, the guys have longstanding connections with us. Phil Proctor is a
native Hoosier – born in Goshen, raised in Elkhart. Both have visited Bloomington
before. David Ossman post-produced a classic Raymond Chandler mystery story
here. In 2000, the Four Or Five Crazee Guys (as they often called themselves)
released a new album on Rhino Records called Boom Dot Bust – set in a small
town in the midwest called Billville (and “B-Town”) which bears a remarkable
resemblance to Bloomington, Indiana.
Another longstanding Firesign connection with Bloomington is people,
including the Writers’ Guild’s Tony Brewer and...well, me. I’ve been a fan since
hearing their first
album, and am lucky
enough to have met
and worked with
them for nearly 40
years. But it’s not
about me, folks. It’s
about two terrific
upcoming shows:
Friday May 31st at
The Brown County
Playhouse, and live
on WFHB-FM radio
in the Firehouse
Follies, on Sunday
June 2nd. That edition
of the long-running
live radio variety
show also features
other longtime
friends – Gary
Sandy (of WKRP In
Cincinnati fame) and
the amazing Amy
Walker.
Reading it over, I’ve noticed this article isn’t funny. That’s OK – THEY are!
Don’t miss What’s Left of The Firesign Theatre and all our Dear Friends. We’re
going to have a lot of fun!
[Richard Fish is a local Bozo who was inoculated by The Firesigns and devotes
what’s left of his life to radio theatre in any medium. He helped found WFHB so
he could broadcast it every Sunday evening at 8 p.m.]
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While
You’re
Young
Twenty years ago, my top three film touchstones were Taxi
Driver, Fight Club, and Annie Hall. I fell in love with the 1970s
and that decade’s love affair with (mostly) white (mostly) men
fighting against the system their parents reinforced. The premillennial tension and the onset of the end of college created
the perfect storm.
Twenty years later, movies look different to me than they
did when I was an Angry Young Man. Being a father to a
little girl and a boy with a disability, my world is much wider
than the insularity of journaling about romantic rejection and
the Big Decisions of life and the unfairness experienced by a

Five Movies to See
Before You Graduate
By Brian Stout

college educated white male. Riveting stuff indeed.
All of them hold up for me to varying degrees today, but it’s hard
to see them with my young eyes anymore. I still connect to the bigger
issues Fight Club touches, and wow, I feel awful for Marla when I
watch it. I admire Taxi Driver more for its audacity than its worldview
now, and Woody’s problematic personal life casts a shadow over
Annie Hall that is hard to ignore, in spite of its far-reaching influence
and keen observations about coupling and uncoupling.
With that in mind, here are five that once meant the world to me,
that haven’t aged as well. See them before you graduate, or risk being
alienated, irritated, or unmoved later in life.

young enough to make a decision like changing the direction of your
life for someone you met three days ago or if you’re pumping up to
have it out with your folks. Either way, listen to The Shins. The first
three records just might change your life.

Garden State
Leaping from Scrubs to the Voice of a Generation
annointments, Zach Braff’s auteur days began and ended
here, an Independent Spirit award-winner and minor
mainstream success. The references plant it firmly in its time
(that soundtrack featuring Iron & Wine and countless other
indie heavy hitters). The forced quirk (silent Velcro, the wall
shirt, guarding garbage, a.k.a. exploring the infinite abyss),
and a textbook Manic Pixie Dream Girl taking a break from
a galaxy far, far away practically customized it for the mid00s graduate. I fell hard when it came out, harboring some
frustrations with my parents, loneliness, and the job market.
A few years down the road, it seems precious and deliberately
constructed, filled with overly earnest dialogue and borderline
cutesy acting from Braff and Portman. See it while you’re still
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All the Real Girls
Before David Gordon Green hit it big with Pineapple Express
and Eastbound and Down, and way before Halloween, he was
once considered the second coming of Terrence Malick, making
quietly stirring art films. Green apparently went to his friends and
collaborators and said this needs to be made while we’re young,

RYDER

before we lose the ability to feel like this, and he was right. Featuring barelyknown Zooey Deschanel, Danny McBride, Shea Whigham, and Paul Schneider,
the film is a beautifully painful exploration of first love, too real to be made by
someone who hadn’t lived through it. It ages beautifully in many ways, but is most
fully appreciated fresh off a broken heart.

Fight Club
Attacked and adored in equal measure upon release, David Fincher’s dark
comedy explored what was lurking under the prosperity of the 1990s in a far less
creepy way than American Beauty. Nevertheless, its nihilism and sloganeering were
not well received in the shadow of Columbine. While Beauty won the Oscars, no
one’s quoting Kevin Spacey’s one-liners anymore for a multitude of reasons. Fight
Club brought up a lot—masculinity, mental health, relationships, class inequities,
and what constitutes a meaningful existence, but offered few answers. It’s also
packed with contradictions, as companies lined up to have their logos defaced and
their ads critiqued throughout the film. Fight Club is far more valuable for what it
dares the viewer to wrestle with at the end, and it’s better for it. What better way
to launch your career than thinking about what you want your life to look like?
Hilarious, dangerous, and thought-provoking, it has evolved from a lightning rod
for controversy to a film many have mined for life lessons further reaching than
the basic eight rules.

Lost in Translation
Fall 2003, everyone was in love with Bill Murray and ScarJo, wondering
what The Whisper was at the end of the film, and Sofia Coppola won an Oscar for
her script, which is actually the most problematic aspect of Lost in Translation. A
spoiled and bored young woman finds a spoiled and bored older man and they
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TALBOT ST

ART FAIR

SATURDAY

JUNE 15TH
10 AM - 6 PM

SUNDAY

JUNE 16th
10 AM - 5 PM

On Talbott Street between 16th & 21st Streets
INDIANAPOLIS, INDIANA

Over 250 Regional & National
Juried Artists

develop an unlikely friendship, bonding
through their mutual dissatisfaction
with their charmed lives. Given what we
learn about their spouses, we can’t be
surprised that they’re unhappy. It is just
quirky enough to mostly work, saved by
phenomenal acting by the leads, some
memorable Elvis Costello and Pretenders
karaoke, and a perfectly-placed Jesus
and Mary Chain classic over the final
scene. All the Japanese people in the
film, however, seem to exist only for the
leads’ frustration or amusement, and that
privilege element weighs heavily again.
It ends as a reminder that figuring it all
out is a lifelong journey.

FREE ADMISSION
www.talbotstreet.org

High Fidelity

hivebloomington.com

Now Serving Sunday Brunch!
9 AM - 2 PM

The Top Five list is ubiquitous in
2019, but watching a group of record
store geeks generate them endlessly
was somewhat novel when High Fidelity
first hit screens. John Cusack added to
his legacy and Jack Black became a star.
But what’s interesting in High Fidelity is
not the standard issue romantic troubles
or the clever banter between Cusack,
Black, and Todd Louiso, but the crises
that emerge from professional boredom
work and unfulfilled potential. Running
a record store seems like a great job until
reality hits -- Cusack wanted more for
himself. While the movie puts a bow on
all the conflicts, High Fidelity’s true value
is in recognizing when it’s time for a
change. That’s good advice for everyone.

Breakfast • Lunch • Dinner | Mon - Sat • 7 AM - 9 PM | 10th & the Bypass
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event h
•

S AT U R D AY, M AY 1 1 T H

• The Sklar Brothers; The
Comedy Attic; 8 & 10:30pm
• Jukebox Luke; The Bluebird;
9pm
• MotionArts Dance Academy
Spring Gala; Buskirk-Chumley
Theater; 6:30pm
• Dumbo; Brown County
Playhouse; 4 & 7pm
• The Queer Cabaret: Marissa
Nichole’s Birthday Party; The
Back Door; 11pm
•

S U N D AY, M AY 1 2 T H

• The Dance Center 49th Annual
Spring Recital; BuskirkChumley Theater; 3pm
• Dumbo; Brown County
Playhouse; 4pm
• Game of Thrones Viewing
Party; The Back Door; 9pm
•

M O N D AY, M AY 1 3 T H

• The Mountain Goats; BuskirkChumley Theater; 8pm
• Open Mic Comedy; Bear’s
Place; 8pm
•

T U E S D AY, M AY 1 4 T H

• Bloomington Pub Quiz; Bear’s
Place; 5:30pm
• Blues Jam; Bear’s Place; 8pm
•

W E D N E S D AY, M AY 1 5 T H

• Side Hustle; The Bluebird; 9pm
• Envy’s Open Stage; The Back
Door; 11pm
•

T H U R S D AY, M AY 1 6 T H

Stephen Marley; 6/4; Buskirk-Chumley Theater; 8pm

M O N D AY, M AY 6 T H

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

T U E S D AY, M AY 7 T H

• The Tallest Man on Earth;
Buskirk-Chumley Theater; 9pm
• Bloomington Pub Quiz; Bear’s
Place; 5:30pm
• Songwriter Showcase; Bear’s
Place; 8pm
•

W E D N E S D AY, M AY 8 T H

• Boy Band Review; The
Bluebird; 10pm
• Envy’s Open Stage; The Back
Door; 11pm
•

T H U R S D AY, M AY 9 T H

• The Sklar Brothers; The
Comedy Attic; 8pm
• Battle of the Bands Finals; The
Bluebird; 7:30pm

16

• Dumbo; Brown County
Playhouse; 7pm
• Jazz Fables; Bear’s Place;
5:30pm
• Karaoke; Bear’s Place; 9pm
•

F R I D AY, M AY 1 0 T H

• The Sklar Brothers; The
Comedy Attic; 7:30 & 10pm
• Chrome Sparks w/Barrie and
Austin White; The Bishop;
10pm
• Khruangbin w/Sudan Archives
and Huckleberry Funk; The
Bluebird; 7pm
• Dave Eggars; Buskirk-Chumley
Theater; 7pm
• SUPERSTAR: The Songs, The
Stories of The Carpenters;
Brown County Playhouse;
7:30pm
• Mom Prom!; The Back Door;
7pm

• Emma Willmann; The Comedy
Attic; 8pm
• Throne of Iron, Paladin, Kights
of the Forge; The Bishop;
9:30pm
• Colter Wall; The Bluebird; 8pm
• Dumbo; Brown County
Playhouse; 7pm
• Jazz Fables; Bear’s Place;
5:30pm
• Karaoke; Bear’s Place; 9pm
•

F R I D AY, M AY 1 7 T H

• Emma Willmann; The Comedy
Attic; 8 & 10:30pm
• Jo Dee Messina; The Bluebird;
8pm
• Belt Out Loud!; BuskirkChumley Theater; 8pm
• Top Gun Screening for Armed
Forces Weekend; Brown
County Playhouse; 7pm
• Envy’s Fame Funhouse; The
Back Door; 11pm
•

S AT U R D AY, M AY 1 8 T H

• Emma Willmann; The Comedy
Attic; 8 & 10:30pm
• Myspace Emo Prom; The
Bluebird; 9pm
• Afro-Latin Dance Party; The
Bluebird; 9pm

• Back in the Day: Classic
Rock Concert; Brown County
Playhouse; 7:30pm
• Glam Royale w/Richard
Cranium; The Back Door; 11pm
• Karaoke League; Bear’s Place;
8pm
•

S U N D AY, M AY 1 9 T H

• A Thousand Words; BuskirkChumley Theater; 7pm
• Game of Thrones Viewing
Party; The Back Door; 9pm
•

M O N D AY, M AY 2 0 T H

• Sam Quinones; BuskirkChumley Theater; 6:30pm
• Open Mic Comedy; Bear’s
Place; 8pm
•

T U E S D AY, M AY 2 1 S T

• Bloomington Pub Quiz; Bear’s
Place; 5:30pm
• Songwriter Open Mic; Bear’s
Place; 8pm
•

W E D N E S D AY, M AY 2 2 N D
• Envy’s Open Stage; The Back
Door; 11pm
•

T H U R S D AY, M AY 2 3 R D
• David Britton; The Comedy
Attic; 8pm
• Jazz Fables; Bear’s Place;
5:30pm
• Karaoke; Bear’s Place; 9pm
•

F R I D AY, M AY 2 4 T H

• David Britton; The Comedy
Attic; 8 & 10:30pm
• Jake Simmons, Bike Wreck,
Step Twins; The Bishop;
11:30pm
• Flannel 90s and Hole in the Sky
(Black Sabbath Tribute); The
Bluebird; 9pm
• BKS Dance Night + Bachata
Lesson; The Bluebird; 9pm
• Rock and Roll Will Never Die;
Brown County Playhouse;
7:30pm
•

S AT U R D AY, M AY 2 5 T H

• David Britton; The Comedy
Attic; 8 & 10:30pm
• Fat Pockets; The Bluebird; 9pm
• Westward Bound; BuskirkChumley Theater; 2 & 6:30pm
• Baila Conmigo Latin Night;
The Bluebird; 10pm
• The King; Brown County
Playhouse; 7:30pm
•

S U N D AY, M AY 2 6 T H

• Westward Bound; BuskirkChumley Theater; 3pm
•

M O N D AY, M AY 2 7 T H

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

T U E S D AY, M AY 2 8 T H
• Bloomington Pub Quiz;
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horizon
• Free HIV, Gonorrhea and
Chlamydia Testing; The Back
Door; 7pm
• Jazz Fables; Bear’s Place;
5:30pm
• Karaoke; Bear’s Place; 9pm
•

F R I D AY, J U N E 7 T H

• Tyler Farr; The Bluebird; 8pm
• I’ve Got the Music In Me 2019;
Brown County Playhouse;
7:30pm
•

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

• Ward Davis; The Bluebird; 8pm
• Over the Rhine & Carrie
Newcomer; Buskirk-Chumley
Theater; 8pm
• ICE-Indiana Clarinet
Experience Finale Concert;
Brown County Playhouse;
11:30am
• I’ve Got The Music In Me 2019;
Brown County Playhouse;
7:30pm
•
TH

S U N D AY, J U N E 9

Eva A-7063 Screening; 6/2; Buskirk-Chumley Theater; 3:30pm; free
5:30pm; Bear’s Place;
• Blues Jam; Bear’s Place; 8pm
•

W E D N E S D AY, M AY 2 9 T H
• 9DZ Live Band Karaoke; The
Bishop; 9:30pm
• Envy’s Open Stage; The Back
Door; 11pm
•

T H U R S D AY, M AY 3 0 T H
• Fahim Anwar; The Bishop;
10pm
• Maria Bamford; BuskirkChumley Theater; 7:30pm
• Jazz Fables; Bear’s Place;
5:30pm
• Karaoke; Bear’s Place; 9pm
•

F R I D AY, M AY 3 1 S T

• Sabrina Jalees; The Bishop;
7:30pm
• Soulstricken; The Bluebird;
9pm
• Stewart Huﬀ’s Obsessive
Curiosities x Kinsey; BuskirkChumley Theater; 4pm
• The Buddy Cole Monologues;
Buskirk-Chumley Theater; 7:30
& 10pm
• The Art of Radio; Brown
County Playhouse; 7:30pm
• The Colonel; Bear’s Place;
5:30pm
•

S AT U R D AY, J U N E 1 S T

• Kate Willett; The Bishop;
7:30pm
• DeAnne Smith; The Bishop;
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10pm
• The Blooming10; BuskirkChumley Theater; 4pm
• Stewart Huﬀ; Buskirk-Chumley
Theater; 7:30 & 10pm
• Kizomba Underground; The
Bluebird; 9pm
• George Jones & Tammy
Wynette Tribute; Brown
County Playhouse; 7:30pm
•

• Elite Revue 2019; BuskirkChumley Theater; 2pm
• I’ve Got the Music In Me 2019;
Brown County Playhouse; 2pm
•

M O N D AY, J U N E 1 0 T H
• Open Mic Comedy; Bear’s
Place; 8pm
•

T U E S D AY, J U N E 1 1 T H

• Bloomington Pub Quiz; Bear’s
Place; 5:30pm
• Blues Jam; Bear’s Place; 8pm
•

W E D N E S D AY, J U N E 1 2 T H

• Brown County Redevelopment
Meeting; Brown County
Playhouse; 6pm
•

T H U R S D AY, J U N E 1 3 T H

• Langston Kerman; The
Comedy Attic; 8pm
• Country Queens-Lexi Len &
Rikki Jean; The Bluebird; 9pm
• Jazz Fables; Bear’s Place;
5:30pm
• Karaoke; Bear’s Place; 9pm
•

F R I D AY, J U N E 1 4 T H

• Langston Kerman; The
Comedy Attic; 8 & 10:30pm
• Flatland Harmony Experiment;
Brown County Playhouse;
7:30pm
• Harum Scarum; Bear’s Place;
8pm
•

S AT U R D AY, J U N E 1 5 T H

• Langston Kerman; The
Comedy Attic; 8 & 10:30pm
• Joe Diﬃe; The Bluebird; 8pm
• Hopkins and Miller’s Sunset
Stomp Dixieland Band; Brown
County Playhouse; 7:30pm
• The UkeTones; Bear’s Place;
6pm
•

S U N D AY, J U N E 1 6 T H
•
M O N D AY, J U N E 1 7 T H

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

T U E S D AY, J U N E 1 8 T H

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

The Project School Documentary Showcase; 6/3; Buskirk-Chumley Theater; 6pm; free

S U N D AY, J U N E 2 N D

• Eva A-7063 Screening; BuskirkChumley Theater; 3:30pm; free
•

M O N D AY, J U N E 3 R D

• The Project School
Documentary Showcase;
Buskirk-Chumley Theater;
6pm; free
• Open Mic Comedy; Bear’s
Place; 8pm
•

T U E S D AY, J U N E 4 T H

• Stephen Marley; BuskirkChumley Theater; 8pm
• Bloomington Pub Quiz; Bear’s
Place; 5:30pm
• Songwriter Showcase; Bear’s
Place; 8pm
•

W E D N E S D AY, J U N E 5 T H
• Writer’s Guild Spoken Word
Series; Bear’s Place; 6pm
•

T H U R S D AY, J U N E 6 T H
• The Brother Brothers; The
Bishop; 9pm
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Digging a Rare
Lady Nugget:
THE ONE AND ONLY

by JOHN BOB SLONE

DOROTHY ARZNER

WHEN I WENT TO WORK IN A STUDIO, I TOOK
MY PRIDE AND MADE A NICE LITTLE BALL OF
IT AND THREW IT RIGHT OUT THE WINDOW.

Dorothy Arzner

Such words, though tinged with sadness, were
undoubtedly an essential element of Dorothy Arzner’s survival
kit in Hollywood’s Golden Age of film, an era when cigarchomping tycoons virtually locked women out of movie
production jobs. Miraculously, in this anti-female milieu she
managed to carve out a successful movie career, first as a topflight film editor and then as a director of twenty “A” feature
films. And remarkably, during her entire fifteen-year directing
career (1927-1943), Arzner was the one and only female director
working in Hollywood’s major studios.
Hers was a career of firsts. Arzner was the first film
editor of either gender to receive an on-screen credit. She was
the first female member of the Directors Guild of America (and
for many years the only female member) and the first woman
to direct a sound film (Manhattan Cocktail, 1928).
She also devised the first boom microphone, born out of
necessity while directing the great Clara Bow in her first talkie
(The Wild Party 1929). Bow, Paramount Picture’s biggest silentfilm star, was sure that audiences would be put off by her thick

18

Brooklyn accent. She came to view the microphone
as her nemesis, and by the time The Wild Party went
into production, she was terrified by the mere sight
of one. Arzner countered this fear by mounting the
mic on a fishing pole and dangling it overhead and
beyond Bow’s line of vision. Dorothy’s rudimentary
boom mic actually solved two major problems. It not
only alleviated Bow’s phobia, but also freed the set
from the awkward limitations of the stationary microphone. As for
the accent, Arzner managed to make it an asset. By setting Bow at
ease on the set, Arzner was able to elicit the actress’s innate sauciness,
a quality that was only enlivened by her not-so-dulcet tones. Under
Arzner’s direction, Bow came off on screen as beautiful, lively, fun
and ever-so sexy--just as she was in real life. After The Wild Party,
pretty actresses like Barbra Streisand would use Brooklyn accents to
enhance their sexiness for many years to come. For this feat, Arzner
is credited with enabling Bow’s successful transition to the talkie
era. And it was just such improvisational genius that made Dorothy
indispensable at Paramount.
Along the line of firsts, Arzner also had a knack for launching
huge acting careers. Those successes included Frederic March (The
Wild Party, 1929), Katherine Hepburn (Christopher Strong, 1933),
Rosalind Russell (Craig’s Wife, 1936), and Lucille Ball/Maureen
O’Hara in 1940’s Dance, Girl, Dance.
The story of Arzner’s unlikely rise in Hollywood is purely
inspirational. It can be said that she started from below the bottom, an
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openly gay
woman in
the uptight
Hays Act
era with no
theatrical
background
whatsoever.
Her ascent
began just
two years
out of high
school when
she dropped
out of
college and
volunteered
to boldly
serve on
Lucille Ball, Maureen O’Hara and Mary Carlisle in Dance, Girl, Dance
the front
lines as a
WWI ambulance driver. After the war ended, while on a Hollywood studio tour,
she determined to make film editing her life’s work. She had to throw her pride
out the window just to get her foot in the door. With the aid of the director of her
ambulance unit, she wrangled an introduction to William C. DeMille, the head
of Famous Players-Lasky (later to become Paramount Pictures). She managed to
talk her way into a job as a stenographer--the one studio job where men willingly
conceded their inferiority to women. Fittingly, Dorothy was as lousy at typing
as any man. She did, however, prove to be a very good writer, and that, coupled
with her profound ambition, sent her on her way. Within three years she worked
her way up to become a Paramount screenwriter and film editor. She excelled
in cutting 52 films, starting with Bebe Daniels comedies and working her way
up to the “A” pictures within a couple years. Her work on Rudolph Valentino’s
toreador movie, Blood and Sand (1922) brought her to prominence as a film editor.
Her editing of the bullfighting scenes in particular drew high praise. With some
nifty use of stock footage, she brought real-life action to the scenes and saved the
studio a ton of cash. The film also provided Arzner with her first taste of directing,
guiding the second-unit crew in shooting some of the bullfight sequences.
Arzner’s work on Blood and Sand so impressed director James Cruze that
he brought her onto his team to edit four films. Cruze, Arzner’s acknowledged
mentor and role model, was the first director to fully realize Dorothy’s brilliance.
It was Cruze who, in recognition of Dorothy’s enormous talent, added her historic
film-editing credit for his 1926 action epic Old Ironsides. Under his tutelage
Arzner’s role at Paramount expanded to assistant director.
Arzner’s success as a film editor only left her wanting more, and she set
her sights on directing. She quickly grew frustrated with Paramount, which,
despite her obvious qualifications, showed no inclination to promote her. She put
out feelers to other studios, and in 1927 she got an offer to direct for Columbia
Pictures. She put the offer before the Paramount brass and gave them two weeks
notice—unless they allowed her to direct an “A” film. Reluctant to lose such a
talented filmmaker, they gave her Fashions for Women (1927), and she gave them
back a big hit movie.
Dorothy went on to make eleven finely-crafted feature films at Paramount,
carefully selecting screenplays that would appeal to women. Arzner said that
Paramount provided her with the best equipment, let her choose her own crew,
and did little to interfere with her work. She later recalled that her family’s wealth
helped to keep things comfortable, even when the studio brass got cumbersome. In
an interview with Gerald Peary and Karyn Kay she said: “I was not dependent on the
movies for my living, so I was always ready to give the picture over to some other director
if I couldn’t make it the way I saw it. Right or wrong, I believe this was why I sustained so
long--twenty years.”
The films she chose had a decidedly feminist bent that would make Arzner
forever a hero to liberated women. Feminist film critic Alicia Fletcher, in describing
Arzner’s oeuvre wrote:
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“Fun, stylish, and sometimes scathing,
her films offered showcases for a host of the
era’s top female stars--including Clara Bow,
Claudette Colbert, Joan Crawford, Sylvia
Sidney, Katharine Hepburn, Rosalind Russell,
Lucille Ball and Maureen O’Hara--and, unlike
so many films then (and now), allowed them to
play women who were vibrant, independent,
and unfailingly complex (especially in contrast
to her male characters, which Andrew Sarris
characterized as “spectacularly spineless”).
Whether they be socialites, secretaries, coeds,
showgirls, burlesque queens, or prostitutes,
Arzner’s heroines invariably take aim at the
oppressively patriarchal systems in which they
are enmeshed, exposing and challenging the
unjust and inequitable expectations imposed
upon women in American society.”
In 1932, with Paramount suffering Great
Depression-related financial woes, Arzner
decided to go off on her own. During her time freelancing,
Arzner made some of her best-known films, including
Christopher Strong (1933) with Katharine Hepburn, Craig’s
Wife (1936) starring Rosalind Russell, and Dance, Girl, Dance
(1940). Producer David O. Selznick hired her to shoot RKO’s
Christopher Strong, aka Katherine Hepburn’s coming-out party.
Though Arzner seemed a perfect choice to direct the highstrung Hepburn as the elegant, free-spirited aviatrix, Lady
Cynthia Darrington, the two butted heads during production.
One bone of contention was the racy moth costume Hepburn
donned for a masquerade ball scene and an ensuing evening
boat ride with her beau. Though the outfit covered nearly
every inch of Hepburn’s skin, its gossamer fabric left every
contour of her body on display. Inappropriate as it may have
been, the dazzling costume turned heads, and the visually
spectacular movie, as was often the case with Arzner, drew
critical acclaim while turning a profit. It also turned out well
for Hepburn. New York Times film critic Mordaunt Hall wrote:
“In this her first stellar rôle, Miss Hepburn is
far more fortunate than several other stage actresses
have been in their initial Hollywood ventures, for aside
from giving her excellent opportunities to display her
talent, the story is engrossing, and, furthermore, she is
supported by a highly capable cast.”
Arzner’s next picture, Craig’s Wife, was a smash hit for
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Katharine Hepburn in Christopher Strong

Arzner saw eye to eye with Clara Bow while directing her in two movies.
Columbia and neophyte Rosalind Russell, and that success caught
Louis B. Mayer’s attention at MGM. Hollywood’s most prestigious
studio hired her to make The Bride Wore Red with Joan Crawford. The
movie turned only a disappointing $300,000 profit, but Arzner and
Crawford both gave credible efforts. Howard Barnes of the New York
Herald Tribune wrote:
“Joan Crawford has a glamorous field day in The Bride
Wore Red....With a new hair-do and more wide-eyed than ever,
she plays at being a slattern, a fine lady, and a peasant with all
of the well-known Crawford sorcery. It is not entirely her fault
that she always remains herself. [The film] has no dramatic
conviction and little of the comic flavor that might have made
it amusing though slight. Your enjoyment of it will depend on
how much
of Miss Crawford you can take at one stretch....The direction
of Dorothy Arzner is always interesting and sometimes...is
extraordinarily imaginative, but here she has not been able
to give a vapid Cinderella pipe dream more than a handsome
pictorial front.”
On the plus side, Arzner made two key connections through
this film. She and Crawford got along famously and became lifelong
friends. Dorothy would later make huge bank while directing a series
of fifty commercials for Crawford’s husband, Pepsi-Cola Chairman of
the Board Alfred Steele.
Even more importantly, she found a valuable collaborator in
screenwriter Tess Slesinger. They teamed up for
Arzner’s piece d’ resistance, Dance, Girl, Dance,
her best-known and most-studied movie. This
film, which addresses societal issues of female
performance, female relationships, and women’s
social mobility, was absolutely revolutionary for
1940.
It was described by Variety as “an unlikelyfemale-buddy burlesque movie that conceals a
withering attack on the male gaze under its showgirl
wardrobe of sequins and feathers.” Unfortunately
and perhaps predictably, the film was a critical
and commercial failure. It cost RKO Studios
roughly $400,000 in losses. Nonetheless, it proved
in time to be Arzner’s greatest success, both
for its historical importance to women and for
blasting off the long, brilliant careers of Lucille
Ball and Maureen O’Hara. Ball’s performance
was in particular noteworthy, an absolute
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must-see for film buffs, Lucy fans, or just
plain old admirers of incredibly beautiful
women. Lovely Lucy lights up the screen
as Bubbles, a vivacious burlesque queen
with a—yep!--sexy Brooklyn accent.
After Arzner fell ill while making
First Comes Courage (1943), she decided
she’d had enough of Hollywood. But
she wasn’t by any means done working.
She made Women’s Army Corps training
films during World War II, and in 1950
she began a long association with the
Pasadena Playhouse. In 1961 she hired
on to teach at the legendary UCLA film
department. Her most successful student,
Francis Ford Coppola, offered this
description of Dorothy: “She was salty and
sort of tough, but she had a heart as big as the
world.”
Arzner was openly gay, dressed
mannishly in suits or straight dresses,
and kept her hair short-cropped. But
her sexual orientation was never much
of a problem for her in Hollywood,
because, frankly, she had a lot of company
throughout he industry. She had a fortyyear-long relationship with dancer/
choreographer Marion Morgan, who
choreographed several of Arzner’s movies
including Dance, Girl, Dance. She was
known to be romantically linked to several
actresses including Alla Nazimova and
Billie Burke (Oz’s Glinda the good witch).
It was rumored, though never confirmed,
that Arzner also had relationships with
Crawford and Hepburn.
In 1975 the Director’s Guild of
America honored her with “A Tribute to
Dorothy Arzner.” During the tribute, a
telegram was read from Hepburn: “Isn’t it
wonderful that you’ve had such a great career,
when you had no right to have a career at all?”
These days, a film industry with
but a single female director seems
inconceivable. My thought is simply, Why
the heck would you ever want to do anything
as stupid as that? It boggles the mind to
think of the many great films women
would have made in Hollywood’s Golden
Age had they been given a chance. Thanks
to people like Dorothy Arzner, women
are far less marginalized these days, but
it’s also obvious that women still have a
long way to go to attain true equality. In
my opinion Dorothy Arzner showed us
how best to do it. Ladies, just roll up your
sleeves, take your pride and make a nice
little ball of it, toss it right out the window,
and go make some herstory.
The Ryder and John Bob Slone thank
Alicia Fletcher, Jon C. Hopwood and
Allyson Nadia Field for some material
referenced in this article.
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WAHOO
One Season Aboard An
Alaskan Fishing Boat

The following is the first of two excerpts from WAHOO by
James Bryan. It is his true-life account of a season fishing for Alaskan
halibut aboard the Wahoo, a commercial fishing boat based in Oregon.
The language and descriptions, although rendered as true-to-life as
possible, may offend some readers. The book is slated for publication
in the Fall of 2020. –Eds.
: : Part One : :
On the same day that I finished my last freshman final my
pops drove down from Indianapolis to pick me up. We stuffed
dorm things into my jalopy and headed back home, where I
had only time enough to pack my things. After countless “be
carefuls!” from my mom, the next morning I was on a plane,
destined for Brookings, Oregon where a man known only
to me in legend, picked me up—Nareus. His gait and raspy
greeting reeked of true grit.
Nareus and my pops go way back. Like middle
school friends-forever with the same tattoo bearing their
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BY JAMES BRYAN

initials, J.S.Z.: Joe, Nareus and Zane. My dad prefaced Nareus’s
toughness with stories of his resilience, having beaten cancer and
recovered from a motorcycle accident where he was t-boned by a
semi…later continuing as a commercial fisherman still laden by
his injury-ridden years playing college football. I attempted to
propel the conversation, at times having lulls of wonder, staring
out the window in thought of the strangeness of my circumstance
and the reality of separation. We took his truck through winding
Oregon Mountains, as I wished the sun were up to shine on this
northwestern country. We kept the conversation going for the
entire 40-minute ride. To where? At this point—I didn’t know.
I told Nareus of my interests and he gave me a short lecture
on the uselessness of most everything we study in college
and how the real world is a whole different thing, filled with
opportunities that my little mind could never dream up. But all
that seemed to be his way of telling me there’s a lot of ways to
make it in the world and everything would be all right as long as
I tried. The more I got to know Nareus, the more I liked him.
He finally parked and I could see boats docked below
the dirt and gravel lot we now stood in. I wondered if he’d
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sardined into a space the size of a modest master bathroom. Standing
taken me here to simply show me the boat.
at the sink, one could stretch to touch everything in the space. The
“Do I need anything?” I asked him.
diner-style table with booths was flush against the right wall, which
“Well,…yyyeahh, if you want any of your shit.”
would be the greatest stretch for your arm if trying to prove the
Breaking into an “are you an idiot?” falsetto when
above statement. Everything inside the cabin was close; a few steps
holding the word “yeah,” which was a common
would get you from the Dutch door and through the galley. From
technique used by our Skipper, making the feeling of
there, another step down the hallway would bring you to the head on
dumb somewhat numbed by the funny sound that
the right, and Skipper’s room on the left. The head was the size of a
comes with such a change in conversational tone.
standup shower with a lower ceiling and a mini-toilet at your knees.
As we walked down a small ramp that led to the dock,
My bunk was curved to fit the shape of the hull. That first night
the first vessel I saw must have been close to 75 feet long
I slept with the vulnerable feeling of knowing I would be gone from
but rusted and untidy. I grew worried looking around at the
the comfort of friends and family. But, like a pioneer baby exhausted
rust covered ships, chipped paint and the disorderly decks
from a long day of travel, I was rocked gently to sleep in the harbor’s
crammed with gear. Then, in the soft moonlit spring night,
gentle arms.
I saw clearly what would be my home for the summer, the
Wahoo. I breathed a sigh of relief. It was the prettiest ship
The next morning, Paricio woke me up early to start my first day
docked. Blue and white, fresh paint and a wooden Dutch door
of work, prepping what was left on the boat’s “to do” list. The tasks
to the cabin.
were not hard. I had just finished putting electrical tape around the
tubes of the deck’s hydraulic control
Nareus hopped on the ship and
pad, when Paricio grabbed some
I clumsily followed, bags in hands.
spare rope and emphatically stepped
The whole time he had been talking
Tying gangions,
toward me, putting the rope within
to me, when he suddenly cut himself
inches of my eyes.
off, mid-sentence, to listen to what
preparing snaps,
were surely a woman’s erotic moans.
“This is line. Not rope—got it?
and hooks would be
Line. Not. Rope. I don’t ever want to
“Well that can’t be right…hold
hear you ask for a rope, it’s always
on a second.”
my main occupation
line.”
I stood on the deck of the fiftySlave forever to an inquisitive
five foot fishing vessel, awed by its
for the next week.
mind, I had to ask, “Is there a
construction; the wooden deck of
Their sinister snares
particular reason behind it being
battered two-by-fours; a central steel
called line instead of rope?”
table; hooks on three-foot strings,
stared at me, as I
rings, jackets, ropes and totes.
“Nope, call it line.”
“Yeaaah well ahg…he’s coming
And with a nod he began to
contemplated the
up.”
show me some basic knots, the four
murderous nature
I would use most often: a bowline
I took a few steps through
knot; trucker’s hitch; half hitch; and
the Dutch door and was abruptly
of man. Little did I
a love knot. I remained outside in
greeted by a short, stout, darkthe Nareusreal sun serious about
haired sweaty man. He was nude
know at the time how
showing my ability to learn quickly,
besides beads of perspiration and
repeating the knots again and
black underwear. Panting, he stuck
familiar they would
again until I had them down to his
his hand out to shake mine. Smiling
become. I would taste
approval. “Not bad,” he said. “Keep
at his uncouth appearance and the
practicing.”
overall circumstance, I shook his
death in the months to
hand.
The following day, Hiroku
arrived.
The dim glimmer of orangecome. The remainder of
yellow light flickered to call notice to
Paricio described Hiroku as a
the summer would turn
the man’s eccentric singular nipple
hippie. The first time he met him,
ring. I noticed it warmly as I shook
he had shoulder-length dirty blond
me into an efficient
his hand of nearly perfectly round
dreads, loose fitting clothes, and
human meat muscle—quite a grip.
wore flip-flops. When I met him, he
fish-killing machine.
had short hair and still dressed like
Heavy breathing: “Hahh, hey I’m
a hippie.
Paricio”
“See what’d I tell you. Looks
“Hey Paricio, I’m James. It’s…
like the damn stoner hippie he is. Barely got meat on his bones.”
ah…nice to meet you.”
Paricio gestured as Hiroku approached.
He moved through the little Dutch door, leaving me to
“Yeah yeah, and don’t forget my big African lips!” laughing as
wonder at the newness. The source of the moaning we had
he swung his legs over the side of the boat, landing on his flip flops
heard brushed past us, mumbling her embarrassment. Nareus
and meeting the open arms of Paricio. After the introductions, and
departed shortly thereafter as well leaving the ship to Paricio
not a few stories, virtually all based on heroics involving sexual
and me.
encounters, alcohol and cocaine, Hiroku and I set about finishing
Still on the post-sex happy jitters, Paricio opened a pack
tying gangions. These were simple three-foot lines; thin but strong.
of Marlboro Reds, offering me one. We talked and smoked a
We sat atop five-gallon buckets repeating the same knot on either side
while longer and then I stepped away to acquaint myself with
of the line. These knots produced small three-inch loops at either end,
where I would be living for the next two months. My first
allowing us to attach snaps and hooks and bestowing joyous blisters
stop was the galley. All regular kitchen items were shockingly
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on my fingers. Snaps are used to connect gangions to larger
lines. Tying gangions, preparing snaps, and hooks would be
my main occupation for the next week. Their sinister snares
stared at me, as I contemplated the murderous nature of man.
Little did I know at the time how familiar they would become.
I would taste death in the months to come. The remainder
of the summer would turn me into an efficient fish-killing
machine.
The next morning, as we headed out to sea, my insides
turned. I kept thinking, “mind over matter.” In this case,
matter won out. The waves were producing swells between
eight and ten feet, which had even the other crewmembers
feeling uneasy. Their sickness passed with relative ease as I
continued, sweat on brow, staring in thoughtless damnation
out the window from the galley.
Unbelievably, Hiroku thought it was a good time to make
burritos. As the meat began to cook, the smell forced my eyes
wider and me sweat colder!
I could no longer fight it. Rushing to the deck I “ralphed,”
two times, took a breath of fresh sea air and slunk back inside.
I was met with a string of excitement, having accomplished
one of the many rites of passage.
“Aye good for you!”
“Way to be greenie!”
“You did it!”
The next day we arrived in Petersburg…Alaska! We had
made it to The Great Northern American Investment! As we
pulled in, I continued to stare glossy-eyed at the beauty of
the surrounding mountains. The Inland Passage was fairly
narrow at this point and snowcapped mountains dominated
the portside view. What I always envisioned as a classic fishing
town was in perfect grey gloom—painted by thick fog, crooked
boat masts, crude multicolored steel roofing, and gravel streets.
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I don’t remember exactly how long we ported in Petersburg. But
before departing, we “shot ice.” The boat’s deck has the ability within
an eight by eight feet square to lift up like a door to the belly of the
ship. The belly was big and lined with stainless steel, separated into
sections by two-by-twelves stacked edgewise six feet high. I watched
as Hiroku jumped down and prepared to receive something.
Soon a crane lowered a big plastic tube. When Hiroku had
it in his grasp, he hollered and out shot snow-like ice flakes. He
methodically filled the whole belly of the ship, leaving untouched the
central compartment. We closed up the belly, untied and set off. The
following morning started at 4 AM.
We all know that disoriented feeling when someone wakes you
from a deep sleep. Lights. Clanking on steel and squealing door joints.
Nareus was checking out the engine room.
“Time to get up.” No instructions were given; I simply had to
follow along. We went straight to the deck and put on our rain-gear.
I was yet to master the overall garment; clumsily sliding my boots
through the rubbery leg-holes. Both Paricio and Hiroku were already
dressed and working.
“Come on Pedro!” I hurried. They called me any Hispanic
sounding name they could,…shout out here to mi Panamanian Abuela.
My first job was to grease the zerks. These strategically placed
small metal nipples kept the equipment running smoothly and were
a daily chore. I was then tasked with setting up the central steel table
with the proper tools for gutting halibut. I placed cocoa mats, butcher
knives, sharpeners, gaffs and children’s baseball bats on the table. I
wasn’t sure about the baseball bats.
Hiroku and Paricio stood at the stern facing one another with
a small steel table separating them. Lying on the table were the
gangions we earlier fitted with snaps and hooks. They rested one leg
on the stern’s lower railing and feverishly worked with both hands,
evenly distributing baited hooks along the “long-line” drawn out taut
behind the boat.
The main reel held the many hundreds of fathoms of line being
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released to the depths. I stood next to it as it spun. Its rotating
wheel stood as tall as me. Big grey trashcans around deck held
pre-baited gangions, fitted with snaps and zip-tied together in
groups of forty. Their crimped ends drooped outward like lazy
flowers. My only jobs while Paricio and Hiroku snapped the
gangions on the line were refilling their short and wide plastic
bait buckets and minding the break-lever in case the line went
limp. An anchor and buoy were the first to drop, marking
location and keeping the baited section of line on the bottom of
the ocean. Once the line had reached its length, I would tightly
secure the brake lever on the side of the reel as to allow either
man to attach a second anchor and buoy, leaving what one can
imagine from a side view as looking something like this:

Setting continued for around two hours until we removed
our rain gear, ate breakfast and returned to our bunks for a
short nap.
When I came back on deck I found Skipper sitting in his
chair.
“Well,” he declared, “ready or not.”
Truth is, I wasn’t ready. Little to nothing in life prepares
you for what happens on the deck of an Alaskan fishing boat.
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In the galley, Hiroku and Paricio were already eating. “Best get
you something.”
So I ate something microwavable and walked through the Dutch
door into the sunlight. It was a beautiful day, partly cloudy skies, sun
blazing but a cool sixty degrees. I began reassembling my rain-gear:
first the rubbery orange and yellow overalls, next the two sets of
gloves, a pair of tight fitting cloth liners and a thick blue rubbery pair,
then the neon-green waterproof hoodie, and lastly the elastic knife
belt housing a four inch serrated blade strapped horizontal along my
waist—my heroic garb complete.
We were now all on the deck wearing the same colorful uniform.
The three convened on the starboard side near the rail as we closed
in upon our first buoy. I went to the stern to “engage the reel” which
simply allowed it to spin the opposite direction it had when setting
earlier that morning. Now, with many hundreds of fathoms resting
in the depths, the reel looked like a seamstress’s forgotten thread.
At the thread’s end was a carabineer, which I pulled towards the
bow, threading it through two pulley-blocks: one welded to the back
overhang of the flying bridge, and the other welded to the starboardbow corner of the central steel table. Skipper, by way of small footpedal, controlled the hydraulics that spun the main reel; at his waist
were the boat controls. Once hooked up…it began.
Paricio and Hiroku were now on the port side of the
table, sharpening their butcher knives. They faced me,
and I faced the stern. Of the many hundreds of fathoms
of line, only five feet remained constantly accessible,
drawn taut between me and Nareus, who looked
on—into the distance—pondering some unfathomable
strategy. The small pulley-block at the corner of the table
sat near my ribs and the railing near my waist. Mounted
to the railing was a cylindrical metal roller, about two-and-a-half feet
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long and ten inches in diameter. This maintained the line in
seamless transition from ocean to boat. I waited in anticipation.
On the table to my right sat a small knife—the blade about the
size of a grownup’s index finger, but dulled and rusted, called
a “bleeding knife,” and named accordingly. All around the
table, near the top of its legs were small 45° skyward pointing
hooks, used for housing metal rings, which would quickly be
filled with hooks for later baiting. The speed of the line shook
the pulley’s wheel to an aggressive rattle…as if getting louder
as time closed in. The rattle became white noise…all became
still, silent, waiting.
The anchor was the first thing to surface. I leaned over,
looking at it. Skipper stopped the line once the rusty eye at the
top of the anchor took a breath.
“Well it’s not gonna move itself! Come on!”
What followed was like one big burst of hell.
I unsnapped every metal clamp. Some revealed empty
hooks, others kept their bait, while the rest caught Poseidon’s
kin. As is typical, things alive aren’t too keen on dying. So

For most of the modern era, halibut fishery
operated as a derby. The approach led to
unsafe fishing, as openings were necessarily
set before the weather was known, forcing
fisherman to leave port regardless of the
weather. In 1995, US regulators allocated
individual fishing quotas (IFQs) to existing
fishery participants based on each vessel’s
documented historical catch. IFQs grant to
holders a specific proportion of each year’s
total allowable catch (TAC). The fishing
season is nine months long.
The North Pacific Halibut commercial fishery
employs over 500 boats and 2,000 crew.
In 2018, the total commercial halibut catch
was estimated to be 22.33 million pounds,
of which 35% went to the U.S. Most of the
rest went to Europe and Japan. The average
price at the docks was $5.74 per pound,
compared to $6.53 in 2017. Retail prices
run anywhere from $24 to $30 per pound.
Commercial Halibut fishing is governed by
the International Pacific Halibut Commission,
and although it is considered a sustainable
industry, global warming and long-line
trawling pose existential threats, as they do
for fisheries all around the world.
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naturally everything we caught was royally pissed off.
A halibut was pulled in. A big fish: about three feet long and
30 pounds. It flapped and struggled as I held white-knuckled to
the gangion with my left hand, while grabbing for the bleeding
knife with my right. I hesitated as the fish continued to shift, move,
and flail—fearing that I would miss the gills and impale its valued
meat. “Come on!” Skipper yelled as my brows lowered and focus
thickened.
I made a quick jab into its gill-plate, squirting crimson blood up
my sleeve, sealing the fish’s fate. Still holding high on the gangion
with my left hand, I grabbed low with my right and slung the beast
onto the table so the boys could get to work on him.
A high-pitched metallic ting rang out seconds after as I saw
Paricio bash the beast’s head with the little league bat. With this swift
wack the fish was stiff as a board, ready for internal extraction. There
was no time for spectatorship. Within seconds another fish was over
the rail, flailing madly in its final fatal dance with me, the executioner.
It’s both a marathon and a sprint—it’s a sprinting marathon from
hell.
Every halibut that came over the rail needed bleeding. And their
constant flailing made precision hard to master. Many times I missed
the gill-plate and would have to make two attempts to complete the
action.
I quickly learned ways to conserve energy.
The first set took nearly three hours to complete.
Everything the first day was clumsy.
I struggled to balance as the deck constantly shifted beneath me.
It’s both a marathon and a sprint—it’s a sprinting marathon from
hell.
We caught other fish—strange foreign creatures of the North
Pacific depths. Halibut alone are strange enough.
Cod, there would be cod. Cod everywhere, even in my dreams,
their wide eyes and gaping stare. But not on day one. They were
simply new and interesting, a pretty basic fish. Later they would be
fileted for bait. And later, cod is everywhere.
Other beasts would find themselves ensnared. Many dogfish,
who I pitied. They looked like little sharks, but averaged no more
than two feet long. They had no value to our lucrative operation, so
were disposed of in a manner most foul.
As the first dogfish was pulled aboard, I unsnapped it,
examining the grey of its sandpaper flesh and the white of its belly,
the unrelenting attempt at motion, as the thin air wisped past the fins
in a cooling indifference to its escape. It simply dangled as I stared,
quickly looking to the others for advice on how to handle the little
guy.
“Just fling him over the edge, like this.” Paricio did a motion like
an axman cutting wood. The gangion—my ax; the railing—my wood.
I swiftly swung the thing over my shoulder and landed the end
of the gangion on the railing of the boat. The force of the blow works
to tear the hook from its mouth, while tragedy sounds with a deep
thud as it impacts the side of the boat. The poor thing has no hope
after that.
But in my novelty I swung too weak and had to twice smash
the brute on the side of the vessel. A shameful timidity I would soon
trade in for calloused and calculated precision.
The pace continued in what seemed like an endless battle. In my
ignorance I exhausted all energy, flailing like my victims. It would be
many more sets before I mastered anything, and even then, mastery is
an undeserved title. But I learned how to keep up, how to get the job
done, and how to do it well.
The marathon continued.
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Every one hundred fathoms was a twenty-pound weight
connected using snaps. One was even a twenty-pound
dumbbell. There was seven or more of these bastards. They
kept time. I threw them on the steel table next to me and
counted. At times I would only count. I would say the same
number endlessly. Five, five, five, five, six, seven, then you’re
done. Five, six, seven and your done. Mindlessly making
melodies of numbers as numbness set into my joints.
By the end I thought of nothing.

Other small but important aspects to working the line was
organization. If a hook were empty, it would be unsnapped
and hung around the metal ring that hung from the hook on
the side of the central steel table. This could sometimes fill up
fast, in which case it would have to be moved and replaced
with a fresh ring. Behind me was the cabin. A window to the
galley had next to it a series of hooks to which I hung fresh
rings, hanging on the others, full rings of bloodstained hooks.
Also, those hooks that remained baited had to be stripped
of their bait and then dealt with accordingly. This was one of
the most frustrating aspects of the gig. It’s not easy taking off
bait, especially since hooks are designed to prevent that exact
thing.
I often got caught up trying to remove bait.
“Forget the god damn bait! Worry about the fish!” Skipper
would say.
Beneath the galley window was a large bucket used to
house any baited hooks I was unable to strip before the arrival
of the next victim. The bucket was full after the first day, giving
me work to do the next morning, stripping each piece.
After two hours of hauling I understood my jobs enough
to give my mind some degree of freedom to wander rather
than just react and orient. So, I began to question myself.
What the motherfuck did you get yourself into you crazy
son-of-a-bitch?
Is my dad trying to kill me?
And this is only the first set?
There is going to be another one after this.
Plus whatever the hell else they have planned.
I just want this to stop.
Is this really…
(mind silence as the blunt knife swiftly jabs another gillplate, and deep red geysers from the white side of the halibut.)
Am I sick for doing this?
There’s really no other choice.
You will all die.
I will die.
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I leered at Nareus who looked on. Tobacco sat on his chin of
stubbly greys as a badge of relentless indifference. He remained
silent, save a few words of advice or criticism. The occasional grunt
or sigh cut deepest when I felt myself slipping sometimes literally,
slipping and falling to my knees on the deck as a halibut slapped, his
minor tone signaled some primal madness that sharpened my gaze
and defined my progress as I only wanted to hear his silence, see his
gaze.
By the end of the set I was completely spent…or so I thought…
the most spent I ever felt in my life. The vignette of focus released its
hold on the tunnel of concentration, slowly dissolving outward to
open my eyes to see wide and breathe. Blood rushed up the back of
my neck and ached my muscle fibers to pulsing awareness. My hands
curled themselves weakly like the legs of a dying spider.
Paricio and Hiroku continued to feverishly dress the fish. They
would hit a little league homerun, remove the hook, grab tight the
gill-plate and go to work on intestine removal. I didn’t dress any
fish the first day. They were incredibly fast at cleaning these beasts.
I once timed them racing one another; it took a mere thirty seconds
to complete the whole dressing process. At the end they had me look
into the bellies and ensure a clean extraction. Both were impeccable.
On this day I simply kept new fish ready for them, placing
halibut on
the steel
table and
taking
out their
hooks.
This
actually
kept me
very busy,
partially
because
I was no
good at
getting the
hooks out
of their
mouths.
You
would
have to
strike
down on
the hook
where it
connected
to the
gangion
and while
keeping
pressure,
rotate the hook counterclockwise out of the jaws of the slowly dying
creature. Sometimes I would try this five times before I got the hook
out. I tried other methods, thinking I could invent a different way, but
soon realized any other method was slow and potentially dangerous.
I continued to replenish the table until all the fish were “taken
care of,” sent limply down the shoot into the frozen belly of the
insatiable Wahoo.

I leered at
Nareus who
looked on.
Tobacco sat
on his chin of
stubbly greys
as a badge
of relentless
indifference.
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A Trumpet’s Resurrection
By Beau Vallance

On the day my father’s trumpet was resurrected, the
Cleveland Orchestra celebrated it. Here in town.
My dad loved music. In some of my fondest memories
of him, he is lying on the living-room floor in his green and
black plaid flannel shirt, eyes closed, listening to music on the
stereo. It was probably Brahms’ 2nd piano concerto, or perhaps
Carmina Burana. Or maybe Beethoven or Mahler – big works.
Many decades later, we opened his memorial service
with “O Fortuna” from Carmina Burana at full blast. We
had begun Mom’s service, eight years before, with the first
movement of Brahms’ 2nd . Those favorites and most other
music experiences were mostly not through live performance.
My parents had lots of LPs of classical music (also Tom Lehrer
– though we all loved his outrageous lyrics, we kids were
forbidden to play Tom Lehrer for our friends), but our contact
Kalamazoo, and on Christmas Eve, I drove through a blizzard to meet
with music was mostly through recordings.
him there, bringing with me the trumpet.
Though my dad loved to listen to music, by the time
By then, he was trying everything for back pain; I met him
I met him he couldn’t play an instrument. He re-started
at an acupuncturist’s clinic my brother had found. That night, we
piano lessons many times, the last time in his 80s. He took
persuaded him to play--“Just one song! Please?”--on the trumpet. He
great pleasure in singing in a barbershop chorus when I was
did; I wish I could remember which carol. The last time I saw him on
in high school, and I remember attending a convention of
his own two feet was the next morning, as he waved goodbye from
barbershop choristers, mobs of matching men singing on the
my brother’s front steps, smiling, in a plaid wool shirt. My brother
stage, quartets gathered on street corners, somewhere deep
later said he had a good day that day. He died of pancreatic cancer
in Virginia. He sang Carmina Burana in a choir late in his life,
less than a month later, all of us with him, my sister’s head on his
and he conducted Mozart’s 41st symphony with his town’s
chest, in the Meadowood-like retirement community he had so briefly
community orchestra, a major event for him since he had only
enjoyed. The trumpet wasn’t with us, but it was on the beach when
ever conducted at home, to recordings (how did he qualify for
we scattered his ashes in a Michigan lake that summer, with the photo
that gig?).
of the last time he’d played it.
Earlier in life, though, my dad had a trumpet. In the
1930s he’d played in the band at the country’s first junior high
When I moved to Bloomington not long after, the trumpet moved
school, Indianola Junior High in Columbus, Ohio. The trumpet to another closet shelf, still in its original case, the handle long ago
was a used band instrument, a King, from Gaetz Music House
fashioned from a piece of rope. Finally, recently, I decided to donate
according to the label on the case. In my lifetime he kept it in a it to a worthy cause -- no one in my family could use it. I discovered
closet, dragging it out on Christmas Eve to bleat some carols,
the Mr. Holland’s Opus Foundation, which gives instruments to lowan always-uproarious event with the family trying to sing
income schools’ band programs for kids to use as their very own; it
along. Later, he played only if one of us three kids was home.
seemed a good organization, with a fine mission, strict criteria for
At most the trumpet was played once a year, badly. But it was
donating, and a high score on Charity Navigator. I liked the idea of
important in family lore.
the trumpet going out into the world to a school and children I would
Some years after Mom died, my dad finally made the
never know, and maybe even home to Ohio. It felt sort of eternal. My
move to the retirement community he’d long considered.
siblings agreed with the plan.
When we cleared out his house, we left his conducting baton
I decided to add my dad to his trumpet before it left, with his
hidden high on a ledge and I was given
initials engraved somewhere. That meant
custody of the trumpet. I too kept it in a
a visit to a jeweler. I took the trumpet in
closet, in my house in Dekalb, Illinois, until
I liked the idea of the
its battered case to Victor Settle Jewelry.
one December fourteen years ago when my
The instrument was tarnished and forlorntrumpet going out into
dad was visiting my brother in Michigan.
looking but undented, and complete even
the world to children I
By then Daddy was sicker than we knew,
with a “marching lyre” to hold small sheets
with mystery back pains and nausea,
would never know. It felt
of music. The tall bearded man named
but he’d managed to board a plane to
John said “That’s a beautiful trumpet!”
sort of eternal.
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Could they polish it and add my dad’s
initials somewhere, perhaps among the
ornate engraved design on the outside of the
bell?, I asked.
Turns out the engraving machine can’t
hold it for that configuration, but we found
a removable part that would do just fine.
I chose a font (Helvetica filled). John did
a trial polish job in the back room, came
out a few minutes later to announce that
the trumpet was silver plate. The polished
section was stunning. John had recently
engraved a box holding a family member’s
ashes, and he understood the value of all
this ritual. He was into it. I left the trumpet
with him.
Less than a week later, just before
dinner, John called and said, all lively, “I
have your trumpet for you. You’ll be amazed
at how it looks!”
But here’s the clincher. That evening
my husband and I went to campus for
the Cleveland Orchestra’s performance in
the IU Auditorium. The only work on the
program was Mahler’s 2nd symphony,
the “Resurrection” symphony. Mahler,
raised Jewish, converted to Catholic at
37, was fascinated by Buddhist ideas of
reincarnation, and the symphony’s last
moment is built around a hymn he had
heard at a friend’s funeral, featuring rebirth,
new life, all that. The movement includes
a dramatic moment for trumpets: two
trumpets and two French horns walk off
stage and call in from behind, answered by
piccolos.
And then the orchestra and a vast
150-person choir begin a mighty bit about
new life: “Rise again, yes, you will rise
again, my dust, after a brief rest!” and “O
believe! You were not born in vain! You have
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June 10-28
Game Development Camp is a
rewarding experience for
students ages 13+ interested in
all genres of games and the
technology that powers them.
Register now:

gamecamp.mediaschool.indiana.edu
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not lived in vain, nor suffered!” and “What has
come into being must persist!” (in German; the
program notes were excellent).
I decided this was all about the trumpet’s
resurrection. It had not spent years on
darkened shelves in vain! It had not really
suffered, but instead only had a brief rest!
Though tarnished and confined to closets,
it was rising, shiny new, soon to be played
again -- it would persist! And my dad would
accompany it in its new life among makers of
music, in the form of his initials.
I picked up the trumpet the next day.
It was beautiful. And my dad is there, TRV,
small, you’d have to look to find him, three
letters that young players, if they even notice,
will never decode. I found a box at Vance
Music Center and packed up the trumpet
with a version of this story, adding a cover
letter requesting that the initials not be erased
and that the trumpet go to a public school,
preferably in Ohio. I sent it to California via
USPS Ground for a farewell road trip, and
tracked it through stops including Iowa, where
my dad had started his graduate work long
ago. Tracking notes eventually said it was
due for delivery on a Saturday, so I called
the Foundation in a panic, envisioning the
trumpet left on a doorstep: would the package
be safe on a weekend delivery?, I asked. The
receptionist said the post office holds packages
until the offices are open. The trumpet was in
good hands.
Days later the CEO of the Foundation
wrote to me. She loved the trumpet and
especially its story. And she understood
completely: her father was a musician, he had
once conducted the Cleveland Orchestra, he
had also died of pancreatic cancer, and she has
kept his flutes. (I’ve tracked him down: her
father was Henry Mancini.) She assured me
that the initials would remain and the trumpet
would indeed go – in a new case – to a public
school, maybe even in Ohio.
So, sometime soon, the trumpet’s brief
rest will really come to an end and it can get
back to work, in a school that needs it, for
children who will keep it alive, maybe even
in Ohio where it started out. It came back to
life in Bloomington, and its resurrection will
be complete when young hands, somewhere,
touch it again.
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Ivy Arts for Kids

Ages 4-11 ~ AM & PM
Each session is 2 weeks ~ Monday-Friday ~ June 3 – July 26
Fill this summer with fun and creative arts activities! Each two-week session features new themes, mediums, and projects
that make for a full and fun summer for your child. All participants receive a camp t-shirt, their own work apron, and an art
kit, which are theirs to keep. And each session culminates with an art show and reception at the Ivy Tech Waldron. Make it
a full-day experience by spending half the day with Ivy Arts for Kids and half the day with Bloomington’s Kid City.

College for Kids & Teens

Ages 11-14 & 14-18 ~ 8:30-11:45 AM
Each session is 1 week ~ Monday-Friday ~ June 10 – July 12
Get creative and discover new skills in classes like cooking, baking, rockets, photography, 3D design, animation, audio
editing, character design, and many others! Classes are led by professionals and take place on Ivy Tech’s college campus.

Bloomington Playwrights Project (BPP) Theatre
Ages 5-16 ~ 9 AM-4 PM
Monday-Friday ~ May 27 – July 27

Broadway Kids ~ DramatiKIDS ~ Laugh Factory ~ Musical Theatre Camp

Granfalloon Writing Workshop

Ages 14-18 ~ 9 AM-4 PM ~ May 6-11 ~ FREE ~ Registration Required

Girls Rock Bloomington

Ages 8-18 ~ 9 AM-4 PM ~ July 22-26

IVYTECH.EDU/YOUTH

Make Ivy Arts for Kids or College for Kids a full-day
experience by adding Kid City programming.

