
“We have ways to make you talk.”
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Santa Visits Bloomington, December, 1980 | by Mike Cagle
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His Girl Friday
Nov 30-Dec 8 We’ve been revisiting some of the earliest films that we’ve programmed 
as part of our 40th Anniversary. His Girl Friday is the earliest - it’s the first film we ever 
showed. It was screened at what is now The Switchyard. In 1979 it was a popular night 
spot called Time Out (it was owned by former IU basketball player Archie Dees, hence, 
the name). We screened four films at Time Out and then, when the club was sold and 
closed for renovations, we moved to Bear’s Place. 
His Girl Friday was our first choice to launch our series for several reasons. It’s one 
of the funniest American comedies ever put on screen. Really, that’s all you need 
to know. Filmmaker Howard Hawks adapted Ben Hecht’s Broadway play about a 
fast-talking newspaper editor and his ace reporter covering a murder trial and came 
up with the brilliant idea of a gender swap, turning the Hildy Johnson investigative re-
porter from a man into a woman - anyone who still harbors reservations about gender 
reassignment surgery should see this film to understand how infinitely liberating it can 
be. It’s as sharp and funny today as it was when we screened it 40 years ago and for 
that matter, when it was released in 1940. 
His Girl Friday was also close to our hearts for another reason: it’s a stirring tribute 
to the relevance of print journalism. Hopefully, there’s a little bit of Cary Grant and 
Rosalind Russell in all of us.

Duet for Cannibals
Nov 30-Dec 1 Essayist, novelist, critic, cinephile, and all-around intellectual dynamo 
Susan Sontag was one of the most important writers and thinkers of the 20th century. 
She made her directorial debut with the dark comedy Duet For Cannibals.
An arrogant ex-revolutionist German intellectual exile, his elegant wife, their Swed-
ish student secretary, and the earnest secretary’s bride-to-be engage in a round of 
gamesmanship and partner-swapping.  50th anniversary 4K restoration / 105 min  

Give Me Liberty
Nov 30-Dec 1 Vic, a hapless young Russian-American,  reluctantly agrees to ferry his 
grandfather and a dozen elderly Russians to a funeral. Kirill Mikhanovsky’s hilarious, 
heartbreaking debut feature draws from personal experience to create—with writer 
Alice Austen—a raw, inventive “day in the life” story about marginalized characters 
encountering literal and figurative roadblocks, the American dream nowhere to be 
found. Give Me Liberty using a supremely light touch, unscripted moments, and sever-
al amazing performances from non-professional actors.  2019 / in English and Russian 
with subtitles / 111 min “BRILLLANT! Tenacious! Exuberant!” – Andrew Lapin, NPR

Downtown 81
Dec 6-15 As part of our 40th anniversary, we have revisited several films from the 
our early days. Downtown 81 is a film that we would have shown if it had ever been 
released. In 1981, writer and Warhol confederate and Interview magazine founder 
Glenn O’Brien, Swiss photographer Edo Bertoglio, and painter Jean-Michel Basquiat 
hit the streets of lower Manhattan to make a movie about the bombed out bohemia 
that they knew and loved. Downtown 81 was screened at Cannes but was not released 
until October of this year. A self described “fairy tale,” the film follows Basquiat trying 
to move a painting while hustling for a place to sleep. Forty years later, it’s a window 
on a lost world--a celebration of life on the margins in Manhattan in all its messy, ear-
ly-80s glory. Featuring John Lurie, Fab Five Freddy, and Debbie Harry and, with musical 
performances by DNA, James White and the Blacks, and Kid Creole and the Coconuts. 
1981; 2019 / 75 min

THERYDER
MOVIES FOR MODERNS

RYDERTHE

Movies for Moderns 

Movies for Moderns    812 339.2002    TheRYder.com

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

presented by The Ryder

Dec 6 . 7 . 8 . 13 . 14 . 15
TheRyder.com
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Synonyms
Dec 6- 15 A young Israeli, Yoav, flees to Paris 
intending to transform into a Frenchman. It 
starts out badly. While he is taking a bath, 
his clothes are stolen. But Yoav will not be 
dissuaded that easily. Desperate to erase 
his origins, Yoav sees becoming French as 
his only hope for salvation. Step one is to re-
place his language. From now on, he will not 
utter a single word of Hebrew and his French 
dictionary becomes his constant companion 
(hence the movie’s title).
Based on the real life experiences of writ-
er-director Nadav Lapid’s (The Kindergarten 
Teacher), Synonyms explores the challenges 
of putting down roots in a new place. 
2019 / in French and Hebrew with subtitles 
Synonyms is not rated but if male nudity 
makes you uncomfortable then you should 
think twice before purchasing your ticket. 

It Happened One Night
Dec 20-Jan 5 As the year comes to a close, 
we’ll revisit one more film from our first 
year.Frank Capra’s romantic comedy was 
the first film to accomplish the very rare feat 
of sweeping all five major Oscar categories 
(best picture, best actor, best actress, best 
director, and best screenplay). A runaway 
socialite (Claudette Colbert) drops out of 
sight and a roguish man-of-the-people re-
porter (Clark Gable) tries to get the scoop on 
her scandalous disappearance. It Happened 
One Night is among the most gracefully con-
structed and edited films of the early sound 
era, packed with clever situations and gags 
that have entered the Hollywood comedy 
pantheon.  and featuring two actors at the 
top of their game. 1934 / 105 min

The Disappearance of My Mother  
Dec 20-Jan 5 Benedetta Barzini wants to 
disappear. An iconic fashion model in the 
1960s, she became a muse to Andy Warhol, 
Salvador Dali and Richard Avedon. As a rad-
ical feminist in the 1970s, she fought for the 
rights and emancipation of women. But at 
the age of 75, she is fed up with all the roles 
that life has imposed upon her and decides 
to leave everything and everybody behind, 
to disappear to a place as far as possible 
from the gaze of the camera. Only her son 
Beniamino is permitted to witness her jour-
ney. Having filmed her since he was a child 
in spite of all her resistance, he now wants 
to make a film about her, to keep her close 
for as long as possible.The making of the 
film turns into a battle between mother and 
son, a stubborn fight to capture the ultimate 
image of Benedetta — that of her liberation.  
Italy / 94 min

See TheRYder.com for up-to-the-minute updates to our calendar
Friday Nov 29  
Duet for Cannibals - 6:15 - IU Fine Arts - downstairs 
His Girl Friday - 7pm - IU Fine Arts - upstairs 
Give Me Liberty - 7:45 - IU Fine Arts - downstairs

Saturday, Nov 30 
Duet for Cannibals - 6:15 - IU Fine Arts - downstairs 
His Girl Friday - 7pm - IU Fine Arts - upstairs 
Give Me Liberty - 7:45 - IU Fine Arts - downstairs 
 
Sunday, Dec 1 at Bear’s Place 
Give Me Liberty -  Last Chance! 
His Girl Friday - 7:30 
 
Friday Dec 6  
His Girl Friday 6:45 - IU Fine Arts Theater 
Synonyms - 7:30 - IU Global Theater 
Downtown 81 - 8:30 - IU Fine Arts Theater

Saturday, Dec 7 
His Girl Friday 6:45 - IU Fine Arts Theater 
Synonyms - 7:30 - IU Global Theater 
Downtown 81 - 8:30 - IU Fine Arts Theater 
 
Sunday, Dec 8 at Bear’s Place 
His Girl Friday - 3pm - Last Chance! 
Synonyms - 5pm 
Downtown 81 - 7:30 
 
Friday, Dec 13 
Synonyms - 7:00 - IU Fine Arts Theater 
Downtown 81 - 7:30 - IU Global Theater

Saturday, Dec 14 
Synonyms - 7:00 - IU Fine Arts Theater 
Downtown 81 - 7:30 - IU Global Theater 
 
Sunday, Dec 15 at Bear’s Place 
Downtown 81 - 5pm - Last Chance! 
Synonyms - 7pm - Last Chance! 
 
Friday, Dec 20  
It Happened One Night - 7:00 - IU Fine Arts Theater 
The Disappearance of My Mother - 7:30 - IU Global 
Theater

Saturday, Dec 21 
It Happened One Night - 7:00 - IU Fine Arts Theater 
The Disappearance of My Mother - 7:30 - IU Global 
Theater

Sunday, Dec 22 at Bear’s Place 
The Disappearance of My Mother - 4:30 
It Happened One Night - 7pm 
 
Friday and Saturday, Jan 3 and 4 
The Disappearance of My Mother - 7:00 - IU Fine 
Arts Theater 
It Happened One Night - 7:30 - IU Global Theater 
 
Sunday, Jan 5 at Bear’s Place 
It Happened One Night - 4:15  - Last Chance! 
The Disappearance of My Mother - 7:00

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

.
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FEATURES                                                                                                                                

COLUMNS                                                                        

CONTEST RULES: email your answer to FamousBuses@TheRyder.com. The subject line should read “Bus Contest.” 
Winners will receive a pair of tickets to The Ryder Film Series where, if they are lucky, they will see a movie featuring one 
or more buses in supporting roles. If they are especially lucky, winners may also get a Bloomington Transit coloring book 
and other cool stuff. Be sure to include a mailing address with your entry. Employees of BT, The Ryder and their families 
or facsimiles thereof may not enter. New Jersey residents add a 15% surcharge.

Remember…Movies wouldn’t be Movies without Buses.

In “Last Christmas” what 
gesture does Kate make 
from the back of the bus 
as it pulls away from Tom?

A. She sticks her tongue out at him 
B. She blows him a kiss
C. She moons him
D. She gives him the finger

ANSWER TO LAST WEEK’S QUESTION

In The Joker, Joaquin Phoenix hands a card to a 
woman on a bus that says “Pardon my illness.”

EVENT HORIZON
Ho ho ho. Thirty nights of merriment in December.

ON THE COVER: Mike Cagle’s 
depiction of Kirkwood at Christmas 
originally appeared on the cover of our 
December, 1980 issue. For this issue, 
Mike painstakingly restored the artwork, 

working from a scan of an aged, creased photocopy.   .............
Kirkwood looks a bit diff erent today. Nick’s is still there. Just east of 
Nick’s, you can see the display window of Hazel’s Camera Shop, and, if 
you look closely, Baskin-Robbins. Just west of Nick’s you can see Indiana 
Offi  ce Supply and, on the second fl oor, Rocky’s Rec Room, which featured 
beer, billiards and pinball. Cross the alley and you would fi nd yourself in 
front of the Guitar Gallery. One thing that has not changed: Santa, as we 
all know, still has a large upper-case S on the side of his sleigh.

THE ESKENAZI ART MUSEUM 
by Ethan Sandweiss

Out of commission for far too long, the upgraded Eskenazi Art Museum finally reopened 
its doors on November 7. Here, the author discusses the renovation with the man who just 

finished giving 45,000 pretty things a brand new home. 

ONCE UPON A TIME 
by Yael Ksander

Quentin Tarantino’s latest film is framed by a deceptive mise-
en-abyme-- the infinite regression of images you see when two 

mirrors try to stare each other down-- but it’s hard for the notion 
of a fun house to take hold with the Manson family hanging out in 

the background. 

AN EPIC FIRST YEAR IN BLOOMINGTON 
by Steve Volan

A typing stint for the national champs, a jubilant Kirkwood Red Sea that 
refused to part, vicious, Sandinista style comments on prehistoric message 

boards-- this is just a ‘Sample’ of everything that eternal city councilman 
Steve Volan experienced during his first year in Bloomington

NIBLACK’S GHOST 
by Jason Vest

Using the career of Indiana reporter-turned-segregationist-politician 
John Niblack as a lens, this essay traces Hoosier style discrimination 

from the Ku Klux Klan’s vicious heyday to the shameless lick spittle 
nodding of vice-whatever Mike Pence. 

KID HEROES
by Jordan Nel

The BCT will be staging Newsies: The Broadway Musical from December 12-29. This article 
explores the context that inspired the hit play and fleshes out the way it presages the Labor 

Movement writ a bit more large. 

20
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ENJOY FREE DIGITAL ACCESS TOO.

Home delivery subscribers receive free, unlimited 
access to NYTimes.com and NYTimes apps.

ENJOY YOUR 
COMPLIMENTARY 
COPY OF 
THE NEW YORK TIMES.
7-DAY DELIVERY OF THE TIMES 
NOW AVAILABLE IN YOUR AREA.
SUBSCRIBE AND SAVE 50%.
The nation’s premier newspaper brings you the finest 
in-depth coverage of national and international news, 
business, the arts, technology, style and so much more.

Subscribe now and save 50% for 12 weeks.*

CALL 1-855-698-3366  
OR VISIT NYTIMES.COM/MYPAPER

* All home delivery options are available at the introductory rate of 50% off the regular rate for the first 12 weeks when paying by credit card. This introductory offer for newspaper delivery is valid only in areas served by The New York Times 
Delivery Service to readers who have not had delivery in the past 90 days. Your credit card will be charged in advance for each 4-week billing period. At the end of your introductory period, delivery will continue at the regular rate unless you 
notify us. Prices are subject to change. State and local taxes will be added where applicable. Product availability and price may vary by region. Mobile apps are not supported on all devices. Does not include e-reader editions, Times Insider 
content or digital versions of The New York Times Crossword. Other restrictions apply. Offer expires 12/31/16. 
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STAGES
WHAT TO EXPECT WHEN YOU’RE EXPECTING...

by Anthony Scott Piatt   

...LIVE MUSIC                                                              
 

BORGORE
DECEMBER 5TH, 9PM - THE 
BLUEBIRD

 aka Yosef ,רגרוב ףסא ףסוי

Asaf Borger, aka Borgore, has 
as at least as many skills as he 
does names. Singer songwriter, 
DJ, producer, rapper, and label 
owner of Buygore Records. 
Borgore mixes triplet drum pat-
terns with heavy metal in what 
he calls Gorestep. Like listen-
ing to Leatherface and Carrie 
have sex, kinda. Probably draw 
your own better analogies at 
the show. I don’t know if I’m 
selling you on or scaring you 
away from this show. But, let’s 
confuse things yet further… Mi-
ley Cyrus is on backing vocals 
for his single Decisions.

AUSTIN LUCAS
DECEMBER 14TH, 7PM - THE BISHOP PRESENTED BY SPIRIT OF ‘68

Austin Lucas became a man 
in Bloomington. He returns 
physically and metaphorically 
with his 7th album, Immortal 
Americans. Producer Steve Al-
bini captured live band perfor-
mances. Austin played guitar 
as he sang. He’s been through 
addiction, divorce, and road 
life. He’s found some peace 
and it shows in his writing.
Country punk does have a hot 
spot around here. Rev Peyton 
and others. It’s a crossroads 
for music across the nation 
and spectrum. Always has 
been. Welcome home, Austin.
“I was watching the changes 
in Bloomington and refl ecting 
upon the changes in my own 
life, not all of this is happy 
stuff , but there’s hope. There’s 
light in the darkness. I really 
do believe in second and third 
chances, because I know how 
many chances I’ve received. 
You have to keep fi ghting, 
because that’s what makes life 
worth living.”
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...FILM                                                                     
ART AND A MOVIE: DINE AND PINOCCHIO IN FOCUS
DECEMBER 8TH, NOON, FREE - THE ESKENAZI MUSEUM OF ART

The Eskenazi Museum of Art just 
reopened this month (November). 
30 million dollars and a new way of 
presenting things, it is the talk of the 
town. “We have to rethink what we 
do and how we do it and we have to 
rethink the way that we shape our 
galleries, the experiences you can 
have in our gallery. We don’t really 
want anymore for you to feel like 
you are constrained but that you 
have choices.”
Art and a Movie is a great way to 
get acquainted with the new fl ow. 
Both a gallery talk and family 
friendly hands on art making will be 
available before the movie. Pinoc-
chio inspired art by Jim Dine is the 
connecting thread.

“Nan Brewer, the Eskenazi Museum of Art’s Lucienne M. Glaubinger Curator of Works 
on Paper, will lead a tour of the museum’s exhibition of work by Pop artist Jim Dine, 
focusing on his Pinocchio suite. A concurrent hands-on program for families will take 
place in the museum’s new Center for Education Art-making Studio.”

...COMEDY                                                                   
DANA GOULD
DECEMBER 19TH, 20TH, & 21ST - THE COMEDY ATTIC

I’ve written about Dana 
before. It’s because he’s 
damn good. He’s got 
work ethic. An ethic 
to craft jokes around a 
zeitgeist. He works to 
make you laugh. But, 
in a non laborious way. 
He doesn’t struggle in 
delivery, he does his 
homework. 
And he writes funny shit 
about the Voldemort of 
our executive branch.
“Why doesn’t Trump just 
say the wall is built? His 
base willfully believes 
other easily provable lies: 
climate change is fake, 
Isis in Syria is defeated, 
North Korea is no longer 
a threat... He should just 
say, “The wall is done!” 
and go play golf.”

[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, com-
ments, and hate mail at writer4ryder@gmail.com.]
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BY ANTHONY SCOTT PIATT

WHAT TO DIGEST 
WHEN YOU’RE 
EXPECTING...

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

…FUNDRAISERS                                                                                                 

TOYS FOR TASTINGS
November 15th - December 15th - Oliver Winery

New unwrapped toys in exchange for tasting new wines. ‘Tis the 
season, indeed. Make an eight year old happy and sample eight 
wines. Toys for children aged one to 12 are requested.  
The Oliver campus is an oasis year round and the holidays are 
no exception. The great room has a ski lodge feel. Warm up, 
drink wine, enjoy the view of the full window wall overseeing a 
picturesque pond. We were treated like royalty on our last trip. 

Including nice conversation about the winery and the wines, 
and they surprised us by accommodating a gluten allergy with 
snacks at hand.
You’ll have a whole month to donate toys and enjoy Oliver’s 
gratitude with a wine tasting. And, 30 toys sure would make for 
many happy kids.

HOLIDAY WINE TASTING BENEFIT FOR COM-
MUNITY KITCHEN
December 4th, 5PM to 3PM - C3
During your month long charitable wine tastings, save 
the date of December 4th to help the Community Kitch-
en. C3 presents their Holiday Wine Tasting and will have 
stock on hand to add to your cellar. Be ready for any 
holiday pairing and help feed those in need. 
It’s a win win already. And we’re gonna make matching 
donations if you mention The Ryder. A win win win...
Plan ahead with reservations by calling 812-287-8027. 
Tell Allison thanks and hello from the A Team (Anthony 
and Ashley). Since this is a great cause, for everyone 
that mentions the A Team or The Ryder to Allison when 
making reservations, we’ll donate another canned item 
for the Community Kitchen.

…TASTINGS                                                                                                          

COGNAC AND BRANDY SCHOOL
December 11th, 6:30PM - C3

The little lounge at C3 could be called the Jay Fields room. The var- ious tastings he’s headed up have been thorough, entertaining, and 
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educational (in a spirited fashion). Focusing 
on Cognac and Brandy this time, the tasting 
includes the following;
Bailoni Apricot Brandy, Vinas de Oro Pisco, 
Rujero Singani, Copper and Kings Craft Apple 
Brandy, Copper and Kings Craft Brandy, Cop-
per and Kings Butchertown Brandy, Copper 
and, Kings Floodwall Apple Brandy, Pierre 

Ferrand 1840, Pierre Ferrand Ambre, Pierre Fer-
rand, Reserve Double Cask, and Pierre Ferrand 
10 Generations.

Appetizers are included and, as mentioned, 
space in the Jay Fields room is limited. Allison 
will reserve your spot at 812-287-8027 or by 
email asmith@c3bloomington. 

…SPECIAL EVENTS                                                          

WINTER DESSERTS AT FARM
December 10th, 6PM - FARM Bloomington
Chef Orr uses what fresh regional foods are available, he also 
matches seasons and moods well. It’s dessert time. And the off er-
ings are comforting and sweet. Where even the cold desserts warm 
your heart with fl avors and memories. 
The twist on some are gluten free off erings, such as the Banoff ee 
Pie Parfait which has an unnoticeable use of gf graham crackers. 
There are also some vegan options. They are all down home, 
holiday comfort foods. Including Pumpkin Biscuit Bread Pudding, 
Caramel Apple Strudel, Chocolate Espresso Cake, Vanilla Creme 
Brulee, Vegan Pecan Pie, Chocolate Pave, Persimmon Cheesecake 
(welcomingly gluten free), and Chia Seed and Coconut Parfait.

HOLIDAYS AT FEAST MARKET & CELLAR
December 10th, 6PM - Feast Holiday Wine Tasting

Feast’s last wine tasting of the year. What is now a seasonal tradition will feature “hol-
iday superstars” early enough in the month to stock of for family dinner with “that” 
Uncle. We all know the one. 

December 24th, 9AM to 2:30PM - Feast Christmas Eve Brunch
Feast has stepped up their brunch game 
this year. Craft and care from solid staff  like 
Eli makes for a “best of” contender. Add 
the seasonal fl air and bells they bring to the 
Christmas Eve brunch and Feast sounds 

like a nice break from our own kitchen and 
shopping before the big day. Make your 
reservations and sit back for a break from 
the holiday marathon.

December 31st - Feast NYE Dinner
Reservations are needed for this New 
Year’s Eve dinner. Starting at 5pm, seating 
continues throughout the night.For an inti-

mate start before you kick out the old year, 
this is a reasonably priced dining experi-
ence at $75 per person. 

NYE COCKTAIL DINNER
December 31st, 7PM - Cardinal Spirits

Located on the B-Line not far from Feast, Car-
dinal Spirits off ers one dinner seating and a 
party. You can attend one or both, so mix and 
match your options within walking distance 
for a carefree night. Cardinal may hold you 
captive all night and that would be under-
standable with a cocktail pairing dinner at 7 
and a full on NYE party from 9:30 til 1.
“Join us for dinner at 7pm and then roll right 
into our party — or join us for dinner only, or 

the party only. Limited tickets available for 
both the dinner and the party. Last year we 
SOLD OUT a week before NYE, so round up 
your friends and book early!”

Dinner is three courses paired with cock-
tails. The NYE party is $10 and includes a 
midnight toast and party favors. A DJ and 
special cocktails will fuel the evening. Happy 
New Year.

“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, com-
ments, and hate mail at writer4ryder@gmail.com.]
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half page text guideline

newspapers each day to customers on the streets. Newsies could 
purchase one hundred newspapers for fifty cents and then 
sell each paper for a penny, giving them the earning potential 
of a dollar per hundred newspapers sold; however, when the 
Spanish-American War fought between April and August in 
1898 drummed up more demand for news, publishers raised 
the wholesale price from fifty to sixty cents per hundred papers. 
Customers were so eager for information during the war 
that newsies could sell enough papers to continue making a 
profit.  Following the end of the war, however, newspaper sales 
returned to normal. When the publishers refused to lower the 
price per paper, the newsies struggled to make a living wage. 

By mid-July 1899, the newsies had gained the support and 
courage to declare a strike against the New York Journal and New 
York World, two of the most powerful newspaper brands in the 
country. Led by the notorious Kid Blink, a rough-and-tumble 
newsboy with a thick New York accent and a patch over one 
eye, the newsies refused to purchase papers from Pulitzer or 
Hearst unless the publishers agreed to return the wholesale 
price of newspapers to fifty cents. By July 20, the first official 
day of the strike, newsies from Jersey City, NJ had also joined 
the cause, making the movement one of the largest and most 
influential kid-led strikes to date. 

The publishers had no choice but to listen. “The newsboys’ 
strike has grown into a menacing affair,” wrote Joseph Pulitzer 
to his boss. “Practically all the boys in New York and the 
adjacent towns have quit selling… It is really an extraordinary 
demonstration.” 

On Thursday, July 20, 1899, readers of the New York 
Journal would not have been surprised to find headlines 
about the city’s ongoing trolley strike on the newspaper’s 
front page—that is, if they were able to obtain a copy of 
the newspaper at all. While news of mobs controlling 
more than four miles of New York City streets provided 
fodder for several above-the-fold stories in this particular 
issue of William Randolph Hearst’s celebrated Journal, 
the newspaper mogul would soon find himself in a pinch 
as the newsboys and girls he relied on to circulate copies 
of his newspaper had just that day announced a strike 
of their own. Lasting from July 20 to August 2, 1899, the 
“newsies” strike of 1899 would make history as one of 
the first successful rallies led by children, ringing in the 
new century as one shaped by unlikely voices as agents 
for change and eventually inspiring the hit musical of 
movie and stage renown. Newsies: The Broadway Musical 
is Cardinal Stage’s holiday production for the 2019-2020 
season. 

Without the advent of broadcast radio and television, 
newspapers were enjoying something of a heyday at the 
end of the nineteenth century. Publishing magnates like 
Hearst and Joseph Pulitzer heavily influenced public 
opinion on everything from politics to consumerism, 
often sensationalizing stories in an effort to outdo their 
competitors. There to sell these sensational headlines were 
“newsies,” boys and girls typically ranging from eleven- 
to fifteen-years-old who made a living by hawking the 
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The David-and-Goliath 
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[editor’s note: Newsies will run December 12-29, 2019 at the Buskirk-Chumley Theatre. Please visit cardinalstage.org for tickets.] 
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Just two days after the strike began, Kid Blink met with William 
Randolph Hearst outside his office to share the newsies’ demands. 
In response, Hearst invited Kid, David Simons, and two other boys 
inside for further discussion, promising to give them an answer to their 
requests by the following Monday. The answer was not in the newsies’ 
favor. Rather than meet the kids’ demands and lower the price, the 
publishers had balked and decided to hire their own men for two dollars 
a day to sell the newspapers in place of the newsies. That evening, on 
Monday, July 24, more than five thousand newsies gathered inside and 
outside New Irving Hall in a rally that prompted Pulitzer and Hearst to 
lower the price down to fifty-five cents, but—inspired by the tremendous 
rally behind their cause—the newsies did not accept, deciding hold out 
for something better. More than a week later with sales remaining at a 
standstill, the publishers decided to compromise by keeping the price at 
sixty cents per hundred but offering to buy back any unsold papers from 
the newsies. The kids accepted, making the strike the longest and most 
successful the newsboys and girls of New York City had ever seen. 

The newsies’ landmark battle with Pulitzer and Hearst was one 
of ten newsies’ strikes in New York between 1886 and 1948. By the 
mid-twentieth century, the Fair Labor Standards Act had largely ended 
child labor exploitation in the United States, a decision many decades 
in the making due to increased awareness brought about by child-led 
movements like the newsies’ strike. Though groundbreaking in its size 
and outcome, the strike of 1899 may have been lost in the annals of 
history had it not found new scholarly reputation with the publication in 
1985 of Children of the City: At Work and at Play, a book by David Nasaw 
about the lives of urban children at the turn of the twentieth century. 
Nasaw’s book gave new life to the largely forgotten newsies’ strike in the 
summer of 1899. The text’s quotes dramatized accents of the newsboys, 
personalizing the boys and girls and their stories and catching the 
attention of scholars and other interested readers. 

Publishing magnates like William Randolph Hearst influenced public 
opinion on everything from politics to consumerism.
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newspapers each day to customers on the streets. Newsies could 
purchase one hundred newspapers for fifty cents and then 
sell each paper for a penny, giving them the earning potential 
of a dollar per hundred newspapers sold; however, when the 
Spanish-American War fought between April and August in 
1898 drummed up more demand for news, publishers raised 
the wholesale price from fifty to sixty cents per hundred papers. 
Customers were so eager for information during the war 
that newsies could sell enough papers to continue making a 
profit.  Following the end of the war, however, newspaper sales 
returned to normal. When the publishers refused to lower the 
price per paper, the newsies struggled to make a living wage. 
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country. Led by the notorious Kid Blink, a rough-and-tumble 
newsboy with a thick New York accent and a patch over one 
eye, the newsies refused to purchase papers from Pulitzer or 
Hearst unless the publishers agreed to return the wholesale 
price of newspapers to fifty cents. By July 20, the first official 
day of the strike, newsies from Jersey City, NJ had also joined 
the cause, making the movement one of the largest and most 
influential kid-led strikes to date. 

The publishers had no choice but to listen. “The newsboys’ 
strike has grown into a menacing affair,” wrote Joseph Pulitzer 
to his boss. “Practically all the boys in New York and the 
adjacent towns have quit selling… It is really an extraordinary 
demonstration.” 

On Thursday, July 20, 1899, readers of the New York 
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the first successful rallies led by children, ringing in the 
new century as one shaped by unlikely voices as agents 
for change and eventually inspiring the hit musical of 
movie and stage renown. Newsies: The Broadway Musical 
is Cardinal Stage’s holiday production for the 2019-2020 
season. 
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Just two days after the strike began, Kid Blink met with William 
Randolph Hearst outside his office to share the newsies’ demands. 
In response, Hearst invited Kid, David Simons, and two other boys 
inside for further discussion, promising to give them an answer to their 
requests by the following Monday. The answer was not in the newsies’ 
favor. Rather than meet the kids’ demands and lower the price, the 
publishers had balked and decided to hire their own men for two dollars 
a day to sell the newspapers in place of the newsies. That evening, on 
Monday, July 24, more than five thousand newsies gathered inside and 
outside New Irving Hall in a rally that prompted Pulitzer and Hearst to 
lower the price down to fifty-five cents, but—inspired by the tremendous 
rally behind their cause—the newsies did not accept, deciding hold out 
for something better. More than a week later with sales remaining at a 
standstill, the publishers decided to compromise by keeping the price at 
sixty cents per hundred but offering to buy back any unsold papers from 
the newsies. The kids accepted, making the strike the longest and most 
successful the newsboys and girls of New York City had ever seen. 

The newsies’ landmark battle with Pulitzer and Hearst was one 
of ten newsies’ strikes in New York between 1886 and 1948. By the 
mid-twentieth century, the Fair Labor Standards Act had largely ended 
child labor exploitation in the United States, a decision many decades 
in the making due to increased awareness brought about by child-led 
movements like the newsies’ strike. Though groundbreaking in its size 
and outcome, the strike of 1899 may have been lost in the annals of 
history had it not found new scholarly reputation with the publication in 
1985 of Children of the City: At Work and at Play, a book by David Nasaw 
about the lives of urban children at the turn of the twentieth century. 
Nasaw’s book gave new life to the largely forgotten newsies’ strike in the 
summer of 1899. The text’s quotes dramatized accents of the newsboys, 
personalizing the boys and girls and their stories and catching the 
attention of scholars and other interested readers. 

Publishing magnates like William Randolph Hearst influenced public 
opinion on everything from politics to consumerism.
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In 1985, just after 
the book’s release, 
actor and writer Bob 
Tzudiker happened 
upon a review of 
Children of the City in 
the New York Times 
which mentioned 
that Nasaw had 
“unearthed a film-
worthy tale.” Struck 
by the untold story 
from the summer of 
1899, he turned to 
his wife and fellow 
writer-collaborator, 
Noni White, who 
responded that it was 
the “quintessential 
David-and-Goliath 
tale,” a story in 
which children 
are the champions 
against a seemingly 
unconquerable foe. It 
wasn’t until five years 
later that Tzudiker 
and White had the opportunity to pitch the story to 
executives at Disney Studios. Disney agreed to produce 
a film about the story the very next day but decided 
that the film would be a movie-musical. They hired 
Alan Menken who was finishing work on Beauty and 
the Beast at the time to write the score alongside lyricist 

Jack Feldman and decided on choreographer Kenny Ortega 
(who would go onto High School Musical acclaim) to direct. A 
young Christian Bale was hired to play the charismatic Kid 
Blink-character, and newcomer David Moscow was brought 
on to play the role of Davey based on real-life newsboy David 
Simons. 

Disney released the movie in theatres in April 1992, with 
little box-office success. “There was a certain stigma attached 
to musicals and so, if you were a teenager it wasn’t cool to 
go to the movie theatre to see one,” recalls Chris Montan, the 
film’s executive music producer. “But it was fine to watch it 
at home!” Despite its initial flop, Newsies found significant 
success in home-theatre sales, becoming something of a cult-
classic for the next decade. Newsies continued to pop up on 
lists of musicals to be adapted for the stage year after year, 
and, in the mid-2000s, Disney finally began the process of 
adapting the film for the stage. Moving to a different medium 
required a few changes in characters—Bill Pullman’s character 
Bryan Denton and the leading female love-interest Sarah 
were combined to create the stage-character of Katherine, for 
example—but the stage production maintained its charm of 
winsome music and stunning choreography that had earned 
the film its success in the early nineties. The stage production 
achieved such success off-Broadway at Paper Mill Theatre that 
it quickly moved to Broadway. Since then, it has been licensed 
for production for high schools and professional theatres 
across the world. 

Through its many adaptations, Newsies has remained a 
classic in its portrayal of the unlikely underdog rising to fame 
and influence against a far more powerful opponent. It is a 
story rooted in the truth of the past, but perhaps its lasting 
resonance is that it is, at the end of the day, a story about kids, 
the power of youth, and the inspiration to make a lasting 
change in the face of injustice. 

Alan Menken wrote the score to Newsies.

Kid Blink 
and other 
“newsies” 
made a living 
by hawking 
newspapers 
to customers 
on the streets
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fallen victim to the “starchitect” phenomenon – that is, the prestige of 
the facility’s designer had eclipsed its function as a museum.  Having 
recently served as Chief Curator for the High Museum, Brenneman 
had presided over Italian architect Renzo Piano’s expansion of 
the original Richard Meier building.  “Renzo Piano once said this 
beautiful thing to me, that museums should be beautiful containers 
for art,” explains Brenneman.  “And I think that some museums lose 
track of that, particularly these buildings that are of themselves works 
of art.”

David Brenneman, an affable man who can frequently be seen 
mingling with his staff and escorting guests around the galleries, 
does not fit the popular image of the prickly museum director.  After 
he invites me into his office, he asks about my own recent graduation, 
tells me about his daughter who is receiving her MFA in printmaking 
at IU, and shows me a book of IU Senior Lecturer Andrei Molotiu’s 
illustrations that he says I would enjoy.  

Brenneman’s three goals for the restoration fit well with his 
open and approachable manner: he plans to make the museum 
more accessible, to refresh its facilities, and to return attention to its 
collection.  The Eskenazi gift, which IU matched dollar for dollar, 
enabled his team to undertake what he considered to be essential 
projects.  At more than thirty years, the museum’s climate control 
systems were beginning to fail.  Aside from that, campus was 
changing and increasing development on the north side meant that 
students were no longer walking through the building on their way 
to class.  “Buildings change over time,” says Brenneman, “They’re 
like human beings.  Sometimes they start to fall apart. Sometimes the 
world changes around them and they need to change in response to 
that.  Or if they don’t, they become less and less useful and relevant.”  
Brenneman considers the timing of the Eskenazis’s gift serendipitous: 

In May 2016, Indiana University’s Sidney and Lois 
Eskenazi Museum of Art shut its front doors, not to reopen 
them for over two years.  Under the directorship of David 
Brenneman, recently recruited from the High Museum in 
Atlanta, and with the help of a fifteen-million-dollar gift from 
IU alumni Sidney and Lois Eskenazi, the museum was about 
to undergo its  most significant changes since moving into its 
current building in 1982.  On November 7, the museum finally 
allowed visitors to return and discover the changes within.

The IU Art Museum has had a presence on campus since 
1941, when it was founded under the presidency of Herman 
B Wells.  Originally, the humble gallery displayed the private 
collections of Wells and Art Department head Henry Radford 
Hope.  As the years passed, private donors offered up their 
own collections and coffers to the museum.  In 1973, Indiana 
University commissioned I. M. Pei, designer of the Louvre 
Pyramid, to create a new a new facility in the heart of campus, 
across from the Lilly Library and Showalter Fountain.  By 2015, 
with one of the largest collections of any American university 
museum—including works by Claude Monet and Pablo 
Picasso—the museum had expanded from a gallery nestled in 
the art department to an institution on par with the country’s 
major art museums.  

When Brenneman arrived in 2015, he was struck by the 
IU Art Museum’s impressive collection and monumental 
architecture, but he felt that these two assets failed to 
complement each other.  “One of the things I felt when I got 
here was that the university’s attention was on the exterior 
of the building,” Brenneman recalls.  Despite the building’s 
striking presence on campus, he felt that the museum had 

By Ethan Sandweiss
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“I felt we were fortunate, and the time was really now to 
undertake this major, major renovation of the museum.”

The process of gutting and restoring the museum was 
both arduous and expensive, costing a total of $30 million, half 
of it supplied by the university itself.  Eskenazi staff spent an 
entire year packing, transporting, and unpacking its collection 
of 45,000 objects before and after the renovation.  Many 
works of art were digitized while in storage, a step which 
administrators hope will increase accessibility.  

A casual visitor entering the Eskenazi’s cavernous lobby 
after a two-year hiatus might not notice any immediate 
differences.  The first-floor entrance remains sparsely 
decorated, flooded with natural light from overhead that 
reflects off bright concrete surfaces.  On closer inspection, 
though, intriguing changes 
make themselves clear. If she 
enters from the gift shop, the 
visitor will notice British artist 
Paul Cocksedge’s overhead 
installation, appropriately 
titled Gust of Wind, which 
resembles a stack of papers 
blowing into the museum.  

Still more changes to the 
museum appear within its 
galleries—where walls have 
been erected and taken down 
and new lighting installations 
installed—and in the east 
wing, formerly home to IU’s Fine Arts Library, which has been 
converted into new gallery spaces, conference rooms, and 
offices.  Furthermore, many back-of-house functions have been 
brought to the front; outside of some galleries, guests will be 
able to observe museum staff in the process of restoring and 
preparing works of art for display.

After our interview, Brenneman offers to give me a tour of 
a third-floor gallery dedicated to African, Oceanic, and Native 
American art.  Many of the artifacts are sitting in the open 
beside the uninstalled vitrines under which they will soon 
be displayed.  His face brightens as he gestures toward the 
new lighting installations (spotlights and washers, I am told) 

which he tells me will showcase the items as they have never been 
seen before.  As an example, he shows me a brightly lit wall sconce 
filled with Incan relics, dyed with vibrant red and green pigments 
and accented by teal oxidation.  Beside it is an open case with several 
unlit artifacts that appear dingey and aged by comparison.  Prior 
financial constraints, Brenneman explains, kept gallery lighting from 
doing justice to the collection.  Lighting alone has the capability to 
dramatically augment artwork’s appearance.  “Look at this,” he 
exclaims, indicating the art in the lighted case, “It’s not just brown!”

While the Eskenazi’s new facilities are designed to enhance 
the existing collection, the reopened Eskenazi also 
displays new works from some of the art world’s most 
famous contemporary illustrators and photographers.  
Works by Kara Walker, Kerry James Marshall, Sue 
Coe, and Ai Weiwei hang side by side in a first-floor 
gallery.  A temporary exhibition of Jim Dine’s cheeky 
and twisted Pinocchio series hangs in the new third-
floor Prints, Drawings, and Photographs gallery, and a 
new time-based gallery displays a seven-minute video 
of two eyes slowly blinking at one another.  Still, not 
all the new art on display is entirely new.  The vast 
majority of the museum’s collection has never been 
on display, especially its fragile collection of works 
on paper.  While curators have taken the hiatus 
as an opportunity to chance to shake up existing 
galleries (Curator of Art of the Ancient World Juliet 
Graver Istrabadi, for example, plans to incorporate 
augmented reality into her collection), the addition of 
a works on paper study room allows the museum a 
chance to provide visitors with a place to study fragile 
artworks while continuing to preserve them according 
to museum standards.  The museum is also expanding 
its programming beyond the galleries in an attempt to 
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“Buildings change over time,” says David 

Brenneman, “They’re like human beings.  

Sometimes they start to fall apart. 

Sometimes the world changes around 

them and they need to change in response 

to that.  Or if they don’t, they become less 

and less useful and relevant.”  
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remain a relevant fixture in the community.  
Its staff now boasts a full-time art therapist 
and anticipates hosting free yoga sessions in 
collaboration with Vibe Yoga Studio.

The museum renovation has not been 
without controversy.  The Fine Arts Library 
was closed in 2017 and its books rehoused 
on the ninth floor of the Herman B Wells 
Library to make way for new galleries 
and meeting spaces.  This announcement 
came as a shock for students and faculty 
in Studio Arts and Art History.  Not only 
would many art books be moved to storage 
in IU’s Auxiliary Library Facilities, but these 
departments were also losing a communal 
space where students could socialize and 
study.  

Art History chair Diane Reilly is 
generally excited for the museum’s 
reopening, but she shared with me some 
of the concerns of her colleagues and 
students.  While the ninth floor of Wells 
has been greatly improved as a study 
environment, she relates, it lacks windows 
and shelf space.  Since its renovation, it 
has also become a popular undergraduate 
hangout where Reilly has seen students 
vaping.  Still, she acknowledges the broader 
circumstances surrounding the library’s 
closure.  “This series of events was very 
top-down,” says Reilly.  “The art museum 
received an unexpected gift and had the 
laudable goal of increasing spaces, but they 
weren’t able to expand the building.”  

Because the announcement was 
so sudden, the art departments had to 
scramble to create new accommodations for 
their library.  Yet Reilly and other professors 
are taking advantage of the museum’s 
new educational facilities—spaces whose 
usefulness, she believes, more than 
makes up for the costs.  “I think it’s really 
beautiful,” says Reilly, who plans on holding 
some classes in the Eskenazi.  “We’re really 
happy with the way the spaces have been 
reconceived.”

The renovation of the Eskenazi Art 
Museum coincides with IU’s sweeping 
bicentennial celebration, and renovation 
and construction projects are visible across 
campus as the museum concludes its 
own.  But for Brenneman, the renovation’s 
significance extends beyond the university 
to affect the entire state.  “Our museum 
is amazing because our collections are 
so wide-ranging, both historically and 
geographically,” Brenneman reminds me.  
“There are very few art museums in the 
U.S. that have collections like it…. We are in 
effect the state art museum, although no one 
calls us that.”  The museum’s staff hopes 
that the Eskenazi’s reopening will redefine 
its role not only on campus, but in the lives 
of the people of Indiana, as well.
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“I felt we were fortunate, and the time was really now to 
undertake this major, major renovation of the museum.”

The process of gutting and restoring the museum was 
both arduous and expensive, costing a total of $30 million, half 
of it supplied by the university itself.  Eskenazi staff spent an 
entire year packing, transporting, and unpacking its collection 
of 45,000 objects before and after the renovation.  Many 
works of art were digitized while in storage, a step which 
administrators hope will increase accessibility.  

A casual visitor entering the Eskenazi’s cavernous lobby 
after a two-year hiatus might not notice any immediate 
differences.  The first-floor entrance remains sparsely 
decorated, flooded with natural light from overhead that 
reflects off bright concrete surfaces.  On closer inspection, 
though, intriguing changes 
make themselves clear. If she 
enters from the gift shop, the 
visitor will notice British artist 
Paul Cocksedge’s overhead 
installation, appropriately 
titled Gust of Wind, which 
resembles a stack of papers 
blowing into the museum.  

Still more changes to the 
museum appear within its 
galleries—where walls have 
been erected and taken down 
and new lighting installations 
installed—and in the east 
wing, formerly home to IU’s Fine Arts Library, which has been 
converted into new gallery spaces, conference rooms, and 
offices.  Furthermore, many back-of-house functions have been 
brought to the front; outside of some galleries, guests will be 
able to observe museum staff in the process of restoring and 
preparing works of art for display.

After our interview, Brenneman offers to give me a tour of 
a third-floor gallery dedicated to African, Oceanic, and Native 
American art.  Many of the artifacts are sitting in the open 
beside the uninstalled vitrines under which they will soon 
be displayed.  His face brightens as he gestures toward the 
new lighting installations (spotlights and washers, I am told) 

which he tells me will showcase the items as they have never been 
seen before.  As an example, he shows me a brightly lit wall sconce 
filled with Incan relics, dyed with vibrant red and green pigments 
and accented by teal oxidation.  Beside it is an open case with several 
unlit artifacts that appear dingey and aged by comparison.  Prior 
financial constraints, Brenneman explains, kept gallery lighting from 
doing justice to the collection.  Lighting alone has the capability to 
dramatically augment artwork’s appearance.  “Look at this,” he 
exclaims, indicating the art in the lighted case, “It’s not just brown!”

While the Eskenazi’s new facilities are designed to enhance 
the existing collection, the reopened Eskenazi also 
displays new works from some of the art world’s most 
famous contemporary illustrators and photographers.  
Works by Kara Walker, Kerry James Marshall, Sue 
Coe, and Ai Weiwei hang side by side in a first-floor 
gallery.  A temporary exhibition of Jim Dine’s cheeky 
and twisted Pinocchio series hangs in the new third-
floor Prints, Drawings, and Photographs gallery, and a 
new time-based gallery displays a seven-minute video 
of two eyes slowly blinking at one another.  Still, not 
all the new art on display is entirely new.  The vast 
majority of the museum’s collection has never been 
on display, especially its fragile collection of works 
on paper.  While curators have taken the hiatus 
as an opportunity to chance to shake up existing 
galleries (Curator of Art of the Ancient World Juliet 
Graver Istrabadi, for example, plans to incorporate 
augmented reality into her collection), the addition of 
a works on paper study room allows the museum a 
chance to provide visitors with a place to study fragile 
artworks while continuing to preserve them according 
to museum standards.  The museum is also expanding 
its programming beyond the galleries in an attempt to 
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Paul Cocksedge’s overhead installation, Gust of Wind.
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“Buildings change over time,” says David 

Brenneman, “They’re like human beings.  

Sometimes they start to fall apart. 

Sometimes the world changes around 

them and they need to change in response 

to that.  Or if they don’t, they become less 

and less useful and relevant.”  
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remain a relevant fixture in the community.  
Its staff now boasts a full-time art therapist 
and anticipates hosting free yoga sessions in 
collaboration with Vibe Yoga Studio.

The museum renovation has not been 
without controversy.  The Fine Arts Library 
was closed in 2017 and its books rehoused 
on the ninth floor of the Herman B Wells 
Library to make way for new galleries 
and meeting spaces.  This announcement 
came as a shock for students and faculty 
in Studio Arts and Art History.  Not only 
would many art books be moved to storage 
in IU’s Auxiliary Library Facilities, but these 
departments were also losing a communal 
space where students could socialize and 
study.  

Art History chair Diane Reilly is 
generally excited for the museum’s 
reopening, but she shared with me some 
of the concerns of her colleagues and 
students.  While the ninth floor of Wells 
has been greatly improved as a study 
environment, she relates, it lacks windows 
and shelf space.  Since its renovation, it 
has also become a popular undergraduate 
hangout where Reilly has seen students 
vaping.  Still, she acknowledges the broader 
circumstances surrounding the library’s 
closure.  “This series of events was very 
top-down,” says Reilly.  “The art museum 
received an unexpected gift and had the 
laudable goal of increasing spaces, but they 
weren’t able to expand the building.”  

Because the announcement was 
so sudden, the art departments had to 
scramble to create new accommodations for 
their library.  Yet Reilly and other professors 
are taking advantage of the museum’s 
new educational facilities—spaces whose 
usefulness, she believes, more than 
makes up for the costs.  “I think it’s really 
beautiful,” says Reilly, who plans on holding 
some classes in the Eskenazi.  “We’re really 
happy with the way the spaces have been 
reconceived.”

The renovation of the Eskenazi Art 
Museum coincides with IU’s sweeping 
bicentennial celebration, and renovation 
and construction projects are visible across 
campus as the museum concludes its 
own.  But for Brenneman, the renovation’s 
significance extends beyond the university 
to affect the entire state.  “Our museum 
is amazing because our collections are 
so wide-ranging, both historically and 
geographically,” Brenneman reminds me.  
“There are very few art museums in the 
U.S. that have collections like it…. We are in 
effect the state art museum, although no one 
calls us that.”  The museum’s staff hopes 
that the Eskenazi’s reopening will redefine 
its role not only on campus, but in the lives 
of the people of Indiana, as well.
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was paired with an actor with a history of racism and misogyny. His 
dislike for the actor is misinterpreted by the media as Bojack taking 
a stand against toxic celebrities. In the episode, there is a celebrity 
forgiveness awards ceremony to highlight the current response to 
celebrities’ deplorable behavior. This episode is matter-of-fact about 
what often happens to problematic celebrities. They are forgiven in a 
few years, and their comebacks are lauded. 

Louis C.K. and Aziz Ansari are trying to find a way back, 
and their returns have been divisive and received far differently, 
with C.K.’s return mostly derided and Ansari getting a stripped-
down, confident-but-not arrogant Netflix special. Their responses 
to the accusations are likely a factor. Ansari has been humbler in 
his response, while C.K. seems to have skipped over addressing 
allegations for the most part and focused on defending his right 
to make a living, and several famous friends, including Sarah 
Silverman, have come to his defense. 

Full disclosure: The only answer I have, particularly 
for people who share my demography, is to listen. To take 
conversations seriously. Practice empathy. And be an active 
listener and viewer of entertainment. 

Beyond that, I have no answers and I wouldn’t blame you 
for just skipping this altogether. I wondered whether I should 
write it or not, honestly. I definitely don’t want to make what’s 
happening about me or my choices, and inevitably I did, to 
some degree. 

At the end of the day, as much as I love music, movies, 
and television, they are only entertainment. It should be easy 
to let go of any of it. And it is. I am always able to delete files 
or turn off the television. 

But the question of how to handle artists whose personal 
lives influence how I view their work, especially when that 
work has meant something to me, has weighed heavily on me. 

I spent the nineties devouring music and movies 
without thinking much about what they had to say about 
people who aren’t like me. In the past twenty years, I have 
become increasingly wary of the white man’s blues in 
popular culture. The navel-gazing. The self-absorption. The 
lack of recognition of entitlement. As my life changed and 
I added people to my life who aren’t like me, it evolved 
further. But I’m not fully evolved and I may never be, 
honestly. And that’s the opportunity to do better. Leave it to 
an animated talking horse to deliver a thought-provoking 
assessment of toxic celebrity.

Netflix’s Bojack Horseman had one of the more nuanced 
assessments of the complexities of addressing problematic 
celebrities. In “Bojack the Feminist,” from season five, Bojack 

I have become increasingly wary of the 

white man’s blues in popular culture. The 

navel-gazing. The self-absorption. The lack 

of recognition of entitlement.

I deleted nearly 20 years 
of Ryan Adams albums 

from my hard drive.

J U S T  W H A T  T H E  W O R L D  N E E D S —

A Middle-aged 
White Man’s Take 
on  Cancel Culture
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The world of popular culture, while providing straight 
white males with some meaningful opportunities to learn 
about other people, is still largely a “for us, by us” proposition. 
I can’t escape that. Perhaps most importantly, I can choose 
from any number of representations of people like me in films 
and songs and on television. People like me are everywhere. 
One bad white man or dumb white man on TV is never taken 
as representative of an entire group, but what happens when 
there aren’t many representations of a group on TV? Honestly, 
I should have considered these things all along. It shouldn’t 
have taken my home changing to change me, but it did. It’s 
not something I’m proud of. 

In many cases, it was easy for me to stop. Upon reading 
accusations directed at Ryan Adams, I deleted nearly 20 years 
of albums I loved from my hard drive immediately, and 
“Motion Sickness” by Phoebe Bridgers was never the same 
after learning the catalyst. I never was invested in Brand 
New, so it wasn’t hard for me to stop exploring their work. 
Louis C.K. was always somewhat problematic to me, despite 
my love for his FX show. I stopped watching a Tom Segura 
show on Netflix when he bemoaned that he can’t use the 
word “retarded” with impunity and made a joke about Down 
Syndrome. 

However, it was less easy to cancel artists I connected 
with while I was still learning to develop strong empathy for 
others. What about Woody Allen? These had higher stakes for 

me personally. Some of his works were canonical in my mind. And 
their situations have a higher degree of complexity. Some people 
close to Allen contend that he did nothing wrong, while others accuse 
him of horrific actions. For some reason, Roman Polanski had a pass 
for decades.  

Harvey Weinstein gave Quentin Tarantino his big break. I spent 
most of the 1990s assuming a certain level of quality when I saw the 
Miramax logo at the start of a movie trailer. I didn’t worry much 
about Woody Allen’s personal life because it just seemed different 
from choices I would make. For a guy who was also a little out of step 
with the world, Annie Hall was a revelation. I just turned a blind eye 
to his personal travails because I found a kindred spirit otherwise. I 
could separate the art from the person, right? 

Similarly, I disregarded the misogyny in some hip hop because 
of the vitality of the creativity and the empowering messages. I 
gravitated to “Fuck the Police,” and “100 Miles and Runnin’” and 
tolerated or skipped over the other tracks with ugly images of 
violence against women and homophobia. I grew up listening to hair 
metal and watching scantily-clad women in videos on MTV, so the 
misogyny in hip hop wasn’t too far removed from what I had been 
listening to. 

I continued to love Woody Allen’s movies for years, but at some 
point, I grew less and less fond of them. At 18, I thought I found 
someone else to fight against the world with me; by my thirties, I was 
over his antics and shocked at how he can write such complicated 
women characters and also such startlingly offensive ones. I can’t 
stomach some of his most highly regarded work like Manhattan and 
Mighty Aphrodite for these reasons. Today, I wouldn’t even watch any 
of his new films, partially due to personal discomfort and partially 
due to diminishing returns. 

At this point, I take what I want from hip hop and still struggle 
with how to reconcile the more problematic themes and language 
choices. Pop culture has a huge place in my life and I have become 
more active in deciding to take the valuable and discard the rest. But 
I am still conflicted. By skipping a song, am I really taking a stand, 
especially if I still like the other songs? It feels quite privileged to be 
able to pick and choose. And should we be so sensitive to everything? 
I think yes, overall. Context and purpose matter. Punching down is 
not ok. That seems to be the only certainty I can commit to as I decide 
what I can tolerate and what I cannot. 

I disregarded the 

misogyny in some hip hop 

because of its vitality.
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was paired with an actor with a history of racism and misogyny. His 
dislike for the actor is misinterpreted by the media as Bojack taking 
a stand against toxic celebrities. In the episode, there is a celebrity 
forgiveness awards ceremony to highlight the current response to 
celebrities’ deplorable behavior. This episode is matter-of-fact about 
what often happens to problematic celebrities. They are forgiven in a 
few years, and their comebacks are lauded. 

Louis C.K. and Aziz Ansari are trying to find a way back, 
and their returns have been divisive and received far differently, 
with C.K.’s return mostly derided and Ansari getting a stripped-
down, confident-but-not arrogant Netflix special. Their responses 
to the accusations are likely a factor. Ansari has been humbler in 
his response, while C.K. seems to have skipped over addressing 
allegations for the most part and focused on defending his right 
to make a living, and several famous friends, including Sarah 
Silverman, have come to his defense. 

Full disclosure: The only answer I have, particularly 
for people who share my demography, is to listen. To take 
conversations seriously. Practice empathy. And be an active 
listener and viewer of entertainment. 

Beyond that, I have no answers and I wouldn’t blame you 
for just skipping this altogether. I wondered whether I should 
write it or not, honestly. I definitely don’t want to make what’s 
happening about me or my choices, and inevitably I did, to 
some degree. 

At the end of the day, as much as I love music, movies, 
and television, they are only entertainment. It should be easy 
to let go of any of it. And it is. I am always able to delete files 
or turn off the television. 

But the question of how to handle artists whose personal 
lives influence how I view their work, especially when that 
work has meant something to me, has weighed heavily on me. 

I spent the nineties devouring music and movies 
without thinking much about what they had to say about 
people who aren’t like me. In the past twenty years, I have 
become increasingly wary of the white man’s blues in 
popular culture. The navel-gazing. The self-absorption. The 
lack of recognition of entitlement. As my life changed and 
I added people to my life who aren’t like me, it evolved 
further. But I’m not fully evolved and I may never be, 
honestly. And that’s the opportunity to do better. Leave it to 
an animated talking horse to deliver a thought-provoking 
assessment of toxic celebrity.

Netflix’s Bojack Horseman had one of the more nuanced 
assessments of the complexities of addressing problematic 
celebrities. In “Bojack the Feminist,” from season five, Bojack 
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The world of popular culture, while providing straight 
white males with some meaningful opportunities to learn 
about other people, is still largely a “for us, by us” proposition. 
I can’t escape that. Perhaps most importantly, I can choose 
from any number of representations of people like me in films 
and songs and on television. People like me are everywhere. 
One bad white man or dumb white man on TV is never taken 
as representative of an entire group, but what happens when 
there aren’t many representations of a group on TV? Honestly, 
I should have considered these things all along. It shouldn’t 
have taken my home changing to change me, but it did. It’s 
not something I’m proud of. 

In many cases, it was easy for me to stop. Upon reading 
accusations directed at Ryan Adams, I deleted nearly 20 years 
of albums I loved from my hard drive immediately, and 
“Motion Sickness” by Phoebe Bridgers was never the same 
after learning the catalyst. I never was invested in Brand 
New, so it wasn’t hard for me to stop exploring their work. 
Louis C.K. was always somewhat problematic to me, despite 
my love for his FX show. I stopped watching a Tom Segura 
show on Netflix when he bemoaned that he can’t use the 
word “retarded” with impunity and made a joke about Down 
Syndrome. 

However, it was less easy to cancel artists I connected 
with while I was still learning to develop strong empathy for 
others. What about Woody Allen? These had higher stakes for 

me personally. Some of his works were canonical in my mind. And 
their situations have a higher degree of complexity. Some people 
close to Allen contend that he did nothing wrong, while others accuse 
him of horrific actions. For some reason, Roman Polanski had a pass 
for decades.  

Harvey Weinstein gave Quentin Tarantino his big break. I spent 
most of the 1990s assuming a certain level of quality when I saw the 
Miramax logo at the start of a movie trailer. I didn’t worry much 
about Woody Allen’s personal life because it just seemed different 
from choices I would make. For a guy who was also a little out of step 
with the world, Annie Hall was a revelation. I just turned a blind eye 
to his personal travails because I found a kindred spirit otherwise. I 
could separate the art from the person, right? 

Similarly, I disregarded the misogyny in some hip hop because 
of the vitality of the creativity and the empowering messages. I 
gravitated to “Fuck the Police,” and “100 Miles and Runnin’” and 
tolerated or skipped over the other tracks with ugly images of 
violence against women and homophobia. I grew up listening to hair 
metal and watching scantily-clad women in videos on MTV, so the 
misogyny in hip hop wasn’t too far removed from what I had been 
listening to. 

I continued to love Woody Allen’s movies for years, but at some 
point, I grew less and less fond of them. At 18, I thought I found 
someone else to fight against the world with me; by my thirties, I was 
over his antics and shocked at how he can write such complicated 
women characters and also such startlingly offensive ones. I can’t 
stomach some of his most highly regarded work like Manhattan and 
Mighty Aphrodite for these reasons. Today, I wouldn’t even watch any 
of his new films, partially due to personal discomfort and partially 
due to diminishing returns. 

At this point, I take what I want from hip hop and still struggle 
with how to reconcile the more problematic themes and language 
choices. Pop culture has a huge place in my life and I have become 
more active in deciding to take the valuable and discard the rest. But 
I am still conflicted. By skipping a song, am I really taking a stand, 
especially if I still like the other songs? It feels quite privileged to be 
able to pick and choose. And should we be so sensitive to everything? 
I think yes, overall. Context and purpose matter. Punching down is 
not ok. That seems to be the only certainty I can commit to as I decide 
what I can tolerate and what I cannot. 

I disregarded the 

misogyny in some hip hop 

because of its vitality.
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But the film is just a bit more 
complex than that. It’s not a fairy tale 
about Muncie, after all, or Akron, it’s a 
fairy tale about the land of fairy tales -- 
Hollywood.  Is it possible that a fictional 
representation of the land of make-
believe might, somehow, work like a 
double negative?  In holding a funhouse 
mirror up to the funhouse mirror that 
is Hollywood, Tarantino makes use of a 
narrative structure known as mise-en-
abyme, a seemingly endless progression 
of reflections that destabilizes the 
authority of a master image, or narrative.  
It is in this artful positioning of mirrors 
-- and neither through reminiscing nor 
revising -- that the film yields glimpses of 
an alternate reality redolent with warmth, 
authenticity, and humanism.

Without spoiling the ending, I will 
mention that the film’s humanism has 
in fact gotten the ultimate imprimatur:  
the approval of Sharon Tate’s sister, 
Debra.  At the same time, I realize that 
characterizing as humanistic a movie 
wherein hippies are creatively and 
cartoonishly brutalized might be a 
tough sell, even abhorrent to some.  And 
certainly there are those viewers who 
will condemn any instance of cinematic 
violence as contributing to the downfall 
of humanity.  Still others might not be 
faulted for thinking that “Tarantino” 
is the word for gratuitous violence in 
Italian.  

Respectfully, I remind you, this is a 
fairy tale.  The Grimm Brothers’ original 
collection included such stories as “How 
the Children Played at Slaughtering.” 
Most of the violence we see in the film 
is meta-violence, acted out in one of 
many films or TV shows being made 
over the course of the picture.  In an early 
scene, we observe agent Marvin Schwarz 
(Al Pacino) lovingly loading The 14 Fists 
of McCluskey onto the projector, while 
pouring himself a cognac.  Basking in 
the hygge of his home theater, Schwarz 
chuckles and cheers to a scene in which 
leading man Rick Dalton (Leonardo 
DiCaprio) incinerates a group of Nazis 
with a flamethrower, not before inquiring, 
“Anybody order fried sauerkraut?”  “I 
love that stuff, you know, the killing,” 
Schwarz coos to Dalton when they first 
meet.

But Dalton’s badassery is on the 
wane, which is why he’s taking a meeting 
with Schwarz.  Now in his 30s, Dalton 
is increasingly playing characters on the 
receiving end of the asskicking, not so 
much meting it out.  Dalton is getting to 
be a “punching bag to every swinging 
dick,” as Schwarz levels with him at the 
bar, encouraging the fading cowboy to 
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Models.  Knowing the degree to which Tarantino shares Waters’ sweet 
tooth for bad taste, I figured maybe the time had come for a feel-good 
movie about the Manson murders. 

But Waters has been emphatic that the topic is “out of bounds for 
fun,” and Tarantino’s ninth neither finesses nor glamorizes the events 
of August 8-9, 1969.  Far from languishing in sentiment about late 
sixties L.A., the film replicates its zeitgeist down to the last jingle for 
dimestore cologne drifting out of an AM radio only to run it through 
a different program.  No matter how faithful the replica, no matter 
how alluring the illusion, a representation should not be mistaken for 
the real thing.  “This isn’t a pipe” (“Ceci n’est pas une pipe”), René 

Magritte insisted in the caption for his 
trompe l’oeil painting of a pipe.  It’s not a 
pipe, people, it’s a painting.  Magritte gave 
viewers fair warning by titling that droll 
painting The Treachery of Images.  Tarantino 
issues his own caveat with his title: isn’t 
“Once upon a time” the way all fairy tales 
begin?  If we choose to approach this film 
as realism, we’re rejecting the contract 
issued by the work of art itself.  It’s not a 
documentary and it’s not a biopic; it’s a 
[insert compound expletive here] Quentin 
Tarantino movie.

[editor’s note: Once Upon a Time … in Hollywood will be 
released on DVD on December 10th.]

I’ve heard Quentin Tarantino’s latest described as 
everything from “a love letter to 1960s Hollywood” (The 
Guardian) to “an obscenely regressive vision of the 60s” (The 
New Yorker).  From its obsessive recreation of period ephemera 
to its parade of bitchin’ cars, you might be excused for 
mistaking Once Upon a Time in Hollywood for a nostalgia fest 
-- granted, an alarming proposition, considering the historical 
events to which it refers.  I for one was apprehensive after first 
seeing the trailer that this might just be 
a biopic romanticizing Manson and his 
gang.  Who knows, 50 years later, and that 
creep having finally croaked, maybe we 
can at last take a camp approach to all that 
unpleasantness?

There have been indications of 
just such a trend.  Having long since 
engineered Patty Hearst’s comeback as 
a movie star, director John Waters has in 
recent years befriended Manson devotée 
Leslie van Houten, reserving a chapter for 
the long-incarcerated killer in his book Role 
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But the film is just a bit more 
complex than that. It’s not a fairy tale 
about Muncie, after all, or Akron, it’s a 
fairy tale about the land of fairy tales -- 
Hollywood.  Is it possible that a fictional 
representation of the land of make-
believe might, somehow, work like a 
double negative?  In holding a funhouse 
mirror up to the funhouse mirror that 
is Hollywood, Tarantino makes use of a 
narrative structure known as mise-en-
abyme, a seemingly endless progression 
of reflections that destabilizes the 
authority of a master image, or narrative.  
It is in this artful positioning of mirrors 
-- and neither through reminiscing nor 
revising -- that the film yields glimpses of 
an alternate reality redolent with warmth, 
authenticity, and humanism.

Without spoiling the ending, I will 
mention that the film’s humanism has 
in fact gotten the ultimate imprimatur:  
the approval of Sharon Tate’s sister, 
Debra.  At the same time, I realize that 
characterizing as humanistic a movie 
wherein hippies are creatively and 
cartoonishly brutalized might be a 
tough sell, even abhorrent to some.  And 
certainly there are those viewers who 
will condemn any instance of cinematic 
violence as contributing to the downfall 
of humanity.  Still others might not be 
faulted for thinking that “Tarantino” 
is the word for gratuitous violence in 
Italian.  

Respectfully, I remind you, this is a 
fairy tale.  The Grimm Brothers’ original 
collection included such stories as “How 
the Children Played at Slaughtering.” 
Most of the violence we see in the film 
is meta-violence, acted out in one of 
many films or TV shows being made 
over the course of the picture.  In an early 
scene, we observe agent Marvin Schwarz 
(Al Pacino) lovingly loading The 14 Fists 
of McCluskey onto the projector, while 
pouring himself a cognac.  Basking in 
the hygge of his home theater, Schwarz 
chuckles and cheers to a scene in which 
leading man Rick Dalton (Leonardo 
DiCaprio) incinerates a group of Nazis 
with a flamethrower, not before inquiring, 
“Anybody order fried sauerkraut?”  “I 
love that stuff, you know, the killing,” 
Schwarz coos to Dalton when they first 
meet.

But Dalton’s badassery is on the 
wane, which is why he’s taking a meeting 
with Schwarz.  Now in his 30s, Dalton 
is increasingly playing characters on the 
receiving end of the asskicking, not so 
much meting it out.  Dalton is getting to 
be a “punching bag to every swinging 
dick,” as Schwarz levels with him at the 
bar, encouraging the fading cowboy to 
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Models.  Knowing the degree to which Tarantino shares Waters’ sweet 
tooth for bad taste, I figured maybe the time had come for a feel-good 
movie about the Manson murders. 

But Waters has been emphatic that the topic is “out of bounds for 
fun,” and Tarantino’s ninth neither finesses nor glamorizes the events 
of August 8-9, 1969.  Far from languishing in sentiment about late 
sixties L.A., the film replicates its zeitgeist down to the last jingle for 
dimestore cologne drifting out of an AM radio only to run it through 
a different program.  No matter how faithful the replica, no matter 
how alluring the illusion, a representation should not be mistaken for 
the real thing.  “This isn’t a pipe” (“Ceci n’est pas une pipe”), René 

Magritte insisted in the caption for his 
trompe l’oeil painting of a pipe.  It’s not a 
pipe, people, it’s a painting.  Magritte gave 
viewers fair warning by titling that droll 
painting The Treachery of Images.  Tarantino 
issues his own caveat with his title: isn’t 
“Once upon a time” the way all fairy tales 
begin?  If we choose to approach this film 
as realism, we’re rejecting the contract 
issued by the work of art itself.  It’s not a 
documentary and it’s not a biopic; it’s a 
[insert compound expletive here] Quentin 
Tarantino movie.

[editor’s note: Once Upon a Time … in Hollywood will be 
released on DVD on December 10th.]

I’ve heard Quentin Tarantino’s latest described as 
everything from “a love letter to 1960s Hollywood” (The 
Guardian) to “an obscenely regressive vision of the 60s” (The 
New Yorker).  From its obsessive recreation of period ephemera 
to its parade of bitchin’ cars, you might be excused for 
mistaking Once Upon a Time in Hollywood for a nostalgia fest 
-- granted, an alarming proposition, considering the historical 
events to which it refers.  I for one was apprehensive after first 
seeing the trailer that this might just be 
a biopic romanticizing Manson and his 
gang.  Who knows, 50 years later, and that 
creep having finally croaked, maybe we 
can at last take a camp approach to all that 
unpleasantness?

There have been indications of 
just such a trend.  Having long since 
engineered Patty Hearst’s comeback as 
a movie star, director John Waters has in 
recent years befriended Manson devotée 
Leslie van Houten, reserving a chapter for 
the long-incarcerated killer in his book Role 
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T U E S D AY,  N O V  2 6 T H
• Bloomington Pub Quiz; Bear’s 

Place; 5:30pm
• Blue’s Jam; Bear’s Place; 8pm
• W E D N E S D AY,  N O V  2 7 T H
• Jake Dodds; The Bluebird; 9pm
• The Lion King; Brown County 

Playhouse; 4 and 7pm
• Envy’s Open Stage; The Back 

Door; 10pm
• T H U R S D AY,  N O V  2 8 T H
• Jazz Fables; Bear’s Place; 5:30pm
• Karaoke; Bear’s Place; 9pm
• Turkey-Oke Liquid Dinner and 

Karaoke!; The Back Door; 9pm
• F R I D AY,  N O V  2 9 T H
•  Stand By Your Band; The 

 Comedy Attic; 8pm
• Cody Ikerd and the Sidewinders; 

The Bluebird; 8pm
• Celebrate the Season; Buskirk-

Chumley Theater; 5:30 & 8pm
• The Lion King; Brown County 

Playhouse; 4 and 7pm
• Open Stage Revue Show!; The 

Back Door; 11pm
• S AT U R D AY,  N O V  3 0 T H
• Tom Thakkar; The Comedy 

Attic; 8pm

• Hairbangers Ball and Derailed; 
The Bluebird; 9pm

• Donnie Baker; Buskirk-Chumley 
Theater; 8pm

• The Lion King; Brown County 
Playhouse; 7pm

• Diff erent Drummber Belly 
Dancers; The Back Door; 10pm

• S U N D AY,  D E C  1 S T
• 5B: World AIDS Day 

Rememberance; Buskirk-
Chumley Theater; 3pm

• M O N D AY,  D E C  2 N D
• Open Mic Comedy; Bear’s 

Place; 8pm
• T U E S D AY,  D E C  3 R D
• Bloomington Pub Quiz; Bear’s 

Place; 5:30pm
• Bloomington Songwriters 

Showcase; Bear’s Place; 8pm
• W E D N E S D AY,  D E C  4 T H
• T H U R S D AY,  D E C  5 T H
•  Beth Stelling; The Comedy 

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

Chlamydia Testing; The Back 
Door; 7pm

• F R I D AY,  D E C  6 T H
• Beth Stelling; The Comedy Attic; 

8 & 10:30pm
• Poetry Slam; The Bishop; 8:30pm
• Rod Tuff curls; The Bluebird; 9pm
• Believe the Magic of 

Christmas; Brown County 
Playhouse; 7:30pm

• Shades of Melanin!; The Back 
Door; 11pm

• S AT U R D AY,  D E C  7 T H
•  Beth Stelling; The Comedy Attic; 

8 & 10:30pm
• ‘Etude 2a: Overtones (I)- a fi lm 

by local fi lmmaker Laura Ivans; 
The Bishop; 11pm

• Dept. of Folklore; Bear ’s 
Place; 1pm

• UkeTones; Bear’s Place; 7pm
• Sabbath-Black Sabbath Tribute; 

The Bluebird; 9pm
• Chimes of Christmas; IU 

Auditorium; 2 & 7:30pm
• Believe the Magic of Christmas; 

Brown County Playhouse; 2 & 
7:30pm

• Singed The Holiday Escapade 
IV! A Burlesque and Variety 
Show; The Back Door; 9pm

• Maja & Beth Monroe; The 
Blockhouse; 6pm

• Sammi Lanzetta; The 
Blockhouse; 9pm

•    S U N D AY,  D E C  8 T H
• Believe the Magic of Christmas; 

Brown County Playhouse; 2pm
• Party Rock with Don’t Call Me 

Betty; The Back Door; 7pm
• M O N D AY,  D E C  9 T H
• Open Mic Comedy; Bear’s 

Place; 8pm
• T U E S D AY,  D E C  1 0 T H
• Bloomington Pub Quiz; Bear’s 

Place; 5:30pm
• Blues Jam; Bear’s Place; 8pm
• W E D N E S D AY,  D E C  1 1 T H
• T H U R S D AY,  D E C  1 2 T H
• BHSN Symphonic Band; BHSN 

Auditorium; 7pm
• Moses Storm; The Comedy 

Attic; 8pm
• Laura Stevenson w/Adult Mom; 

The Bishop; 9pm
• Jazz Fables; Bear’s Place; 5:30pm
• Karaoke; Bear’s Place; 9pm
• Disney’s Newsies; Buskirk-

Chumley Theater; 7pm
• A Christmas Story; Brown 

County Playhouse; 7pm
• Fabuloso Improv Comedy; The 

Blockhouse; 8:30pm
• F R I D AY,  D E C  1 3 T H
•  Moses Storm; The Comedy Attic; 

8 & 10:30pm
• Disney’s Newsies; Buskirk-

Chumley Theater; 7pm
• Straight No Chaser: The Open 

Bar Tour; IU Auditorium; 8pm
• Believe the Magic of Christmas; 

Brown County Playhouse; 
7:30pm

• S AT U R D AY,  D E C  1 4 T H
• Moses Storm; The Comedy Attic; 

8 & 10:30pm
• Austin Lucas; The Bishop; 8pm
• Scott Lackey Memorial; Bear’s 

Place; 8pm
• Disney’s Newsies; Buskirk-

Chumley Theater; 2 & 7pm
• Believe the Magic of Christmas; 

Brown County Playhouse; 
7:30pm

• Wylie House Candlelight; Wylie 
House Museum; 7pm

• Vuko, Brandon Wadley & tri 
patterns; The Blockhouse; 10pm

• S U N D AY,  D E C  1 5 T H
• Disney’s Newsies; Buskirk-

Chumley Theater; 2 & 7pm
• Believe the Magic of 

Christmas; Brown County 
Playhouse; 2 & 7:30pm

• M O N D AY,  D E C  1 6 T H

event horizon

Beth Stelling; � e Comedy Attic; 12/5-12/7 
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• Open Mic Comedy; Bear’s 
Place; 8pm

• T U E S D AY,  D E C  1 7 T H
• Bloomington Pub Quiz; Bear’s 

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

Place; 8pm
• W E D N E S D AY,  D E C  1 8 T H
• T H U R S D AY,  D E C  1 9 T H
• Dana Gould; The Comedy 

Atticl 8pm
• Jazz Fables; Bear’s Place; 5:30pm
• Karaoke; Bear’s Place; 9pm
• Disney’s Newsies; Buskirk-

Chumley Theater; 7pm
• National Lampoon’s Christmas 

Vacation; Brown County 
Playhouse; 7pm

• F R I D AY,  D E C  2 0 T H
•  Dana Gould; The Comedy Attic; 

8 & 10:30pm
• Disney’s Newsies; Buskirk-

Chumley Theater; 7pm
• Believe the Magic of Christmas; 

Brown County Playhouse; 
7:30pm

• S AT U R D AY,  D E C  2 1 S T
• Dana Gould; The Comedy Attic; 

8 & 10:30pm
• Disney’s Newsies; Buskirk-

Chumley Theater; 2 & 7pm
• Believe the Magic of Christmas; 

Brown County Playhouse; 2 & 
7:30pm

• S U N D AY,  D E C  2 2 N D
• Disney’s Newsies; Buskirk-

Chumley Theater; 2 & 7pm
• Believe the Magic of Christmas; 

Brown County Playhouse; 2pm
• National Lampoon’s Christmas 

Vacation; Brown County 
Playhouse; 7pm

• M O N D AY,  D E C  2 3 R D
• Open Mic Comedy; Bear’s 

Place; 8pm

• Wayland 4th Annual Acoustic 
Christmas; The Bluebird; 8pm

• Disney’s Newsies; Buskirk-
Chumley Theater; 2pm

• 
T U E S D AY,  D E C  2 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,  D E C  2 5 T H
• T H U R S D AY,  D E C  2 6 T H
•  Jazz Fables; Bear’s Place; 5:30pm
• Karaoke; Bear’s Place; 9pm
• Disney’s Newsies; Buskirk-

Chumley Theater; 2 & 7pm
• Harriet; Brown County 

Playhouse; 7pm
• F R I D AY,  D E C  2 7 T H
• Disney’s Newsies; Buskirk-

Chumley Theater; 2 & 7pm
• Harriet; Brown County 

Playhouse; 7pm
• S AT U R D AY,  D E C  2 8 T H
• Myspace Emo Prom; The 

Bluebird; 8pm
• Disney’s Newsies; Buskirk-

Chumley Theater; 2 & 7pm
• Harriet; Brown County 

Playhouse; 7pm
• S U N D AY,  D E C  2 9 T H
• Disney’s Newsies; Buskirk-

Chumley Theater; 2pm

• Harriet; Brown County 
Playhouse; 4pm

• M O N D AY,  D E C  3 0 T H
• Open Mic Comedy; Bear’s 

Place; 8pm
• T U E S D AY,  D E C  3 1 S T
• Brent Terhune; The Comedy 

Attic; 8 & 10:30pm
• Bloomington Pub Quiz; Bear’s 

Place; 5:30pm
• W E D N E S D AY,  J A N  1 S T
• T H U R S D AY,  J A N  2 N D
• Jazz Fables; Bear’s Place; 5:30pm
• Karaoke; Bear’s Place; 9pm
• F R I D AY,  J A N  3 R D
• S AT U R D AY,  J A N  4 T H
• The Prince Experience; The 

Bluebird; 9pm
• S U N D AY,  J A N  5 T H
• M O N D AY,  J A N  6 T H
• Open Mic Comedy; Bear’s 

Place; 8pm
• T U E S D AY,  J A N  7 T H
• Bloomington Pub Quiz; Bear’s 

Place; 5:30pm
• Bloomington Songwriter 

Showcase; Bear’s Place; 8pm

event horizon

Donnie Baker; Buskirk-Chumley � eater; 11/30

Jake Dodds; � e Bluebird; 11/27
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see why the late Burt 
Reynolds was originally 
cast in the Spahn role:  
his intergenerational 
preeminence as a macho 
man balanced against 
his frail appearance in 
his waning years was 
an object lesson in the 
precarity of masculinity.)      

Rick Dalton never 
has to meet George 

Spahn to know just how fragile a cowboy can be.  As he explains to 
an interviewer in the first scene, sure, he can fall off a horse, but it’s 
just not convenient to the whole production if he gets hurt doing 
it.  A leading man needs to be protected.  Enter Cliff Booth (Brad 
Pitt), Rick’s stunt double, a character custom made to hold up one of 
those mirrors in the funhouse. As Rick becomes progressively more 
desperate about holding up his end, Cliff emerges as the movies’ 
coolest accidental icon since The Dude.  Here is a guy who’s made a 
living being invisible, by passing as someone else.  

With Rick’s career on the skids, Cliff isn’t working as much 
either, mostly serving to drive his boss around and watch his house in 
the Hollywood hills, a job he admits enjoying.  Oh, and to prop up his 
boss’s ego:  “You’re Rick Fucking Dalton,” Cliff reminds Rick, when 
dropping him off at the set. “Don’t forget it.”  Whether helpmeet or 
enabler, the descriptions that fit Cliff’s role are invariably feminine.  
That the character who ultimately emerges as the toughest guy out 
there possesses traits traditionally ascribed to female characters might 
be one of the most transgressive aspects of Tarantino’s film. 

Meantime, it only takes a single scene for the filmmaker to 
remind us that Cliff is, after all, a man.  When Rick doesn’t have any 
stunt work on the set for his body double one day, he sends Cliff back 
to his house to fix his rooftop antenna. Climbing up to fix the aerial 
requires Cliff to strap on a toolbelt and lose the shirt.  In contrast to 

make westerns in Italy to 
burnish his reputation. 
Hollywood’s version of 
masculinity is at once 
presented as violent and 
vulnerable.  A leading 
man has to fight and 
win.  It’s a role that’s 
just as precarious a half-
century later.  According 
to recent reports, several 
of the industry’s leading 
tough guys have negotiated contracts limiting the number of 
onscreen beatdowns their character may receive.  

Machismo is a fragile thing, it seems, as collapsible as 
the cardboard cutout of himself Dalton destroys even as the 
final credits are rolling.  That scene winds up this nearly three-
hour scroll of two-dimensional masculinity -- projections 
and representations that sustain the illusion while Dalton 
the actual man becomes increasingly drunk, paunchy, and 
pathetic.  (And when he looks into an actual mirror – back in 
his on-set trailer, for example, after flubbing a scene -- Rick 
doesn’t much like what he sees.)  This world seems to be 
propped up and guarded by tough guy iconography: from the 
ubiquitous posters for Westerns to the mural of James Dean 
in Giant behind the dumpster where we’re first introduced to 
the foraging Manson girls to the cowboy-patterned wallpaper 
peeling off the walls of George Spahn’s (Bruce Dern’s) 
bedroom, where the sometime movie ranch impresario is held 
hostage by the Manson family.  The once powerful purveyor 
of cowboy mythology is now the picture of vulnerability, blind 
and routinely raped by the gang’s matriarch, Squeaky.  His 
home has been invaded by hippies and he can no longer see, 
but he’s still in the thrall of machismo, tuning in to for some 
hard-boiled crime drama every Sunday night on the TV.  (I can 

Margot Robbie as Sharon Tate: the film revels in her private, quotidian life.

It’s not a fairy tale about Muncie, after 
all. Tarantino’s movie is a fairy tale about 
the land of fairy tales — Hollywood.  Is it 
possible that a fictional representation of 
the land of make-believe might, somehow, 

work like a double negative?  

continued from page 19
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the pageant of cartoon cowboys we’ve seen 
so far, the three-dimensionality is fairly 
staggering.  

The guy takes off his shirt because it’s 
hot out and he’s doing a job. Doing, not 
showing. Sure, we’re watching, but no one 
in the fictive space seems to be.  And it’s no 
accident that Cliff earns his pay that day 
doing real labor so that his boss can watch 
tough guys on TV that night.  Cliff lives the 
rest of his life unselfconsciously too.  A pair 
of pendant scenes of the men’s respective 
evenings points up their contrasts -- Rick 
floats in his hilltop pool rehearsing lines 
while Cliff descends the hills in his Karmann 
Ghia, cruising the strip before winding up 
at his trailer behind the drive-in, where 
he settles into a cosy evening watching 
TV with his pit bull Brandy.  The scene’s 
contentedness may have single-handedly 
increased the price of mobile home stock in 
late July.  

Meantime, Rick’s stock is tanking.  
Attempting to revive his career, he’s “coming 
to terms with what it’s like to be slightly 
more useless each day,” as he tells his 
juvenile co-star.  Rick has finally risen to the 
level of his incompetence in his newest role, 
when the director admonishes him to be “an 
actor, not a TV cowboy.”  The task proves to 
be beyond him.  Ultimately taking Schwarz’s 
advice, Rick heads for Italy to crank out a 
few spaghetti westerns to raise his box office 
cachet.  Skipping Hollywood for Italy to 
make movies about cowboys and Indians in 
the Old West: yet another progression into 
the illusory hall of mirrors required to prop 
up the mythical hero.  

The film’s main female character, on 
the other hand, gets the kind of treatment 
normally reserved for the leading man:  a 
well-rounded portrait.  A name forever 
linked to her ghastly fate and the men who 
led her to it, Sharon Tate (Margot Robbie) 
gets another chance in Tarantino’s rendering, 
in more ways than one. As if to ensure 
that we don’t mistake the punchline for 
the person, Tarantino introduces us to her 
by engineering a protracted face-off in the 
cinema, where Sharon the woman spends the 
day watching her daffy on-screen double-
-another mise-en-abyme that manages to 
yield a glimpse of a solid person amidst a 
flurry of impressions.  Sure, we get plenty of 
scenes of Sharon out making the scene with 
Polanski, but the film revels in her private, 
quotidian life:  joyful togetherness with 
friends at a party, visiting with a girlfriend 
and her new baby (Bechdel test: check), time 
spent comfortably alone, and her socially 
progressive milieu--a group of friends whose 
easy communal existence at their Cielo Drive 
home stands in stark contrast to the so-called 
community at Spahn Ranch.  

G r a p h i c  D e s i g n

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

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

L O G O S  |  B R A N D I N G  |  P R I N T  |  M A R K E T I N G  M A T E R I A L S  |  W E B  |  A N N U A L  R E P O R T S
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see why the late Burt 
Reynolds was originally 
cast in the Spahn role:  
his intergenerational 
preeminence as a macho 
man balanced against 
his frail appearance in 
his waning years was 
an object lesson in the 
precarity of masculinity.)      

Rick Dalton never 
has to meet George 

Spahn to know just how fragile a cowboy can be.  As he explains to 
an interviewer in the first scene, sure, he can fall off a horse, but it’s 
just not convenient to the whole production if he gets hurt doing 
it.  A leading man needs to be protected.  Enter Cliff Booth (Brad 
Pitt), Rick’s stunt double, a character custom made to hold up one of 
those mirrors in the funhouse. As Rick becomes progressively more 
desperate about holding up his end, Cliff emerges as the movies’ 
coolest accidental icon since The Dude.  Here is a guy who’s made a 
living being invisible, by passing as someone else.  

With Rick’s career on the skids, Cliff isn’t working as much 
either, mostly serving to drive his boss around and watch his house in 
the Hollywood hills, a job he admits enjoying.  Oh, and to prop up his 
boss’s ego:  “You’re Rick Fucking Dalton,” Cliff reminds Rick, when 
dropping him off at the set. “Don’t forget it.”  Whether helpmeet or 
enabler, the descriptions that fit Cliff’s role are invariably feminine.  
That the character who ultimately emerges as the toughest guy out 
there possesses traits traditionally ascribed to female characters might 
be one of the most transgressive aspects of Tarantino’s film. 

Meantime, it only takes a single scene for the filmmaker to 
remind us that Cliff is, after all, a man.  When Rick doesn’t have any 
stunt work on the set for his body double one day, he sends Cliff back 
to his house to fix his rooftop antenna. Climbing up to fix the aerial 
requires Cliff to strap on a toolbelt and lose the shirt.  In contrast to 

make westerns in Italy to 
burnish his reputation. 
Hollywood’s version of 
masculinity is at once 
presented as violent and 
vulnerable.  A leading 
man has to fight and 
win.  It’s a role that’s 
just as precarious a half-
century later.  According 
to recent reports, several 
of the industry’s leading 
tough guys have negotiated contracts limiting the number of 
onscreen beatdowns their character may receive.  

Machismo is a fragile thing, it seems, as collapsible as 
the cardboard cutout of himself Dalton destroys even as the 
final credits are rolling.  That scene winds up this nearly three-
hour scroll of two-dimensional masculinity -- projections 
and representations that sustain the illusion while Dalton 
the actual man becomes increasingly drunk, paunchy, and 
pathetic.  (And when he looks into an actual mirror – back in 
his on-set trailer, for example, after flubbing a scene -- Rick 
doesn’t much like what he sees.)  This world seems to be 
propped up and guarded by tough guy iconography: from the 
ubiquitous posters for Westerns to the mural of James Dean 
in Giant behind the dumpster where we’re first introduced to 
the foraging Manson girls to the cowboy-patterned wallpaper 
peeling off the walls of George Spahn’s (Bruce Dern’s) 
bedroom, where the sometime movie ranch impresario is held 
hostage by the Manson family.  The once powerful purveyor 
of cowboy mythology is now the picture of vulnerability, blind 
and routinely raped by the gang’s matriarch, Squeaky.  His 
home has been invaded by hippies and he can no longer see, 
but he’s still in the thrall of machismo, tuning in to for some 
hard-boiled crime drama every Sunday night on the TV.  (I can 

Margot Robbie as Sharon Tate: the film revels in her private, quotidian life.

It’s not a fairy tale about Muncie, after 
all. Tarantino’s movie is a fairy tale about 
the land of fairy tales — Hollywood.  Is it 
possible that a fictional representation of 
the land of make-believe might, somehow, 

work like a double negative?  

continued from page 19
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the pageant of cartoon cowboys we’ve seen 
so far, the three-dimensionality is fairly 
staggering.  

The guy takes off his shirt because it’s 
hot out and he’s doing a job. Doing, not 
showing. Sure, we’re watching, but no one 
in the fictive space seems to be.  And it’s no 
accident that Cliff earns his pay that day 
doing real labor so that his boss can watch 
tough guys on TV that night.  Cliff lives the 
rest of his life unselfconsciously too.  A pair 
of pendant scenes of the men’s respective 
evenings points up their contrasts -- Rick 
floats in his hilltop pool rehearsing lines 
while Cliff descends the hills in his Karmann 
Ghia, cruising the strip before winding up 
at his trailer behind the drive-in, where 
he settles into a cosy evening watching 
TV with his pit bull Brandy.  The scene’s 
contentedness may have single-handedly 
increased the price of mobile home stock in 
late July.  

Meantime, Rick’s stock is tanking.  
Attempting to revive his career, he’s “coming 
to terms with what it’s like to be slightly 
more useless each day,” as he tells his 
juvenile co-star.  Rick has finally risen to the 
level of his incompetence in his newest role, 
when the director admonishes him to be “an 
actor, not a TV cowboy.”  The task proves to 
be beyond him.  Ultimately taking Schwarz’s 
advice, Rick heads for Italy to crank out a 
few spaghetti westerns to raise his box office 
cachet.  Skipping Hollywood for Italy to 
make movies about cowboys and Indians in 
the Old West: yet another progression into 
the illusory hall of mirrors required to prop 
up the mythical hero.  

The film’s main female character, on 
the other hand, gets the kind of treatment 
normally reserved for the leading man:  a 
well-rounded portrait.  A name forever 
linked to her ghastly fate and the men who 
led her to it, Sharon Tate (Margot Robbie) 
gets another chance in Tarantino’s rendering, 
in more ways than one. As if to ensure 
that we don’t mistake the punchline for 
the person, Tarantino introduces us to her 
by engineering a protracted face-off in the 
cinema, where Sharon the woman spends the 
day watching her daffy on-screen double-
-another mise-en-abyme that manages to 
yield a glimpse of a solid person amidst a 
flurry of impressions.  Sure, we get plenty of 
scenes of Sharon out making the scene with 
Polanski, but the film revels in her private, 
quotidian life:  joyful togetherness with 
friends at a party, visiting with a girlfriend 
and her new baby (Bechdel test: check), time 
spent comfortably alone, and her socially 
progressive milieu--a group of friends whose 
easy communal existence at their Cielo Drive 
home stands in stark contrast to the so-called 
community at Spahn Ranch.  

G r a p h i c  D e s i g n
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quandary.  As the miscreants prepare to do Charlie’s bidding, they 
need to gin up some nerve and an excuse.  Let’s stick it to the movie 
makers who live up here, one suggests, because they weaned us 
on violence -- essentially voicing Anthony Lane’s suggestion that 
cinematic violence has anesthetized us to real violence.  “TV/video 
games/manga/gangsta rap made me do it,” goes the tired legal 
defense, disingenuously throwing art under the bus.  

Having been the object of plenty a screed against cinematic 
amorality, Tarantino delivers the boob tube excuse cannily and 
with tongue planted firmly in cheek.  By assigning it to a wayward 
teenager bewitched by a low-rent Svengali whose real beef with the 
entertainment industry was that it didn’t embrace him, the argument 
sounds more shopworn than ever.  It’s sour grapes wrapped in 
bad faith once removed, and its pronouncement should inoculate 
the viewer against perceiving the mayhem that ensues as reality 

or anything 
remotely like 
it.  The Manson 
kids are well 
aware of the 
treachery of 
images, and 
you should be 
too.  Ceci n’est 
pas une pipe.  The 
scene that comes 
next is a live 
action version of 
the Roadrunner 
and Wile E. 
Coyote cartoons 
-- slapstick 
to enjoy on 
a Saturday 
morning with a 
bowl of crunchy-
o’s.  (It has been 
argued that junk 
food erodes our 
moral fiber, too.)  

And enjoy 
we do. Watching 
has never looked 
so good.  Cliff 
Booth back 
home in his 
trailer at the 
end of the day, 

cracking open a cold one. Marvin Schwarz in his sumptuous home 
theatre, with his cognac. The Manson kids draped over George 
Spahn’s living room, eyes trained on a functional TV parked on top 
of a dead one.  Whence their bad faith:  it would have been one thing 
if the moral avengers in the Ford Galaxie spent their days reading 
Marx, Veblen, and Nietzsche; rather, they were fond as heck of 
Bonanza.  

But, honestly, who among us is immune to a good show? If over 
the course of this film Tarantino steals us away to a fantasy while 
convincing us we’re still in the historical past, he does so because we 
are willing captives.  So maybe we didn’t drive out Route 66 to the 
Golden State, fueled by dreams that turn us into prey for a twisted 
con man.  But really, who hasn’t longed to escape, if only for a few 
hours, seduced by the illusion of a better outcome?  “Art is the only 
way to run away without leaving home,” said Twyla Tharp.  Once 
acknowledging that shared longing, how could we in good faith 
blame the illusionist? 

There always tends to be something salacious in the 
descriptions of Sharon’s last summer, while Polanski was 
abroad, as if mixed company were tantamount to an orgy.  
In Tarantino’s reimagining, the scene is like summer camp:  
Sharon and Jay Sebring play pop records while Abigail Folger 
spends her evenings reading Madame Bovary.  There’s a nascent 
feminism around the joint, it seems:  Sharon too favors nineteenth-
century novels with a female protagonist doomed by the patriarchal 
world she inhabits.  With a brief scene at the bookseller’s, the 
film suggests that Sharon may in fact be credited with Polanski’s 
adaptation of Tess of the D’Urbervilles more than a decade later.  
It is clarifying and is also heartbreaking to consider that long 
before the magnifications that turned Hardy’s novel into 
Polanski’s multi-award-winning film -- its glamour only 
amplified by the scandals that surrounded both director and 
star (Nastassja 
Kinski) -- Hardy 
originally 
subtitled the 
novel, “A 
Pure Woman 
Faithfully 
Presented.”  In 
taking us back 
to the bookstore 
where Sharon 
purchased a 
first edition 
of that novel, 
Tarantino forces 
the comparison 
between the 
heroines, 
suggesting that 
after 50 years 
of projections 
into the endless 
hall of mirrors, 
Sharon too 
deserves a fair 
shake, a “faithful 
presentation.”   

For some 
viewers, 
it seems, 
this loving 
resuscitation 
can’t stand up 
to the film’s penultimate scene -- though not the bloodbath 
you were expecting, a bloodbath notwithstanding.  Even after 
we’ve been down the rabbit hole for some time, the violence 
of that scene is enough to make some viewers forget we’re in 
Wonderland.  Describing the scene in The New Yorker, Anthony 
Lane alludes to “...the sudden, insane burst of brutality that 
is inflicted by men upon women... [a]nd … the reaction of 
the people ... in the auditorium to that monstrosity.  They 
laughed and clapped...” Lane bemoans a general cultural 
anesthetization about brutality to the extent that “the jitters 
have become a joke.”

There was laughter in the audience both times I watched 
the movie too.  Is it a function of our anesthetization to 
violence?  Or is it because the film had transported us so far 
from real life that the violence was cartoonish?  The scene 
that opens with the Manson crew’s Ford Galaxie rising up 
over the crest of Cielo Drive poses -- and resolves -- that very 

According to recent reports, 
several of Hollywood’s leading 

tough guys have negotiated 
contracts limiting the number 
of onscreen beatdowns their 

character may receive.  

Machismo is a fragile thing.
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biggest strike zone in the Merrillville Little League.) My old college 
had little interest in sports. That school year, the IU men’s basketball 
team would win a national championship, and I had unwittingly 
transferred onto the dorm floor that housed most of the starting 
lineup.

It was no ordinary time. John Feinstein had just published A Season 
on the Brink, his famous, path-breaking biography following a year in 
the life of a team, which was about IU’s previous season. Everyone 
around me was very knowledgeable about IU basketball. And 
everyone was saying this was our year. You could cut the expectation 
in the air with a knife. 

Daryl was a great guy, although not the greatest student. One 
day in September, he was benched for doing poorly in a class in the 
then-new department of Folklore. With expectations so high, this was 
national news; reporters wanted to talk with him. The first showed 
up on our floor in mid-afternoon. (Security was lax in those days, 
doors often left propped open.) Whoever intercepted the reporter 
misdirected him, then set to work. 

I came back from class to find every door in Daryl’s wing of 
Johnston with an index card covering the door number, with DARYL 
THOMAS written on it in Sharpie. When a reporter would come 

asking for the man of the moment, whoever met them in the hallway 
would insist that they were Daryl Thomas. Guys would shove each 
other. “I’m Daryl Thomas.” “Get the f**k outta here, I’M Daryl 
Thomas.” Daryl, a shit-eating grin on his face, stayed in his room the 
whole time, and no one got an interview with him that evening. 

An early adopter of technology, I moved into the dorm with one 
of the first-ever Apple Macintoshes, complete with its high-end 
ImageWriter dot-matrix printer. Many people came to examine and 
admire the exotic devices. Because I had also been for a hot minute 
a professional typesetter, guys began asking me to type papers for 

[editor’s note: Steve missed his chance to be part of our 40th 
anniversary issue last month when his email with this memoir 
wound up in our spam folder. He has used the extra time well, 
writing an additional 800 words, and we are happy to report that this 
newer version is even livelier and more informative than the first.]  

The lady on the phone said that because I had just turned 21, 
they didn’t think I’d be happy in McNutt. 

It was 1986 and I had just transferred to IU from a school 
ten times smaller. My initial reaction was one of indignation; 
I had chosen to live in McNutt Quad because it appeared 
from the primitive residence-halls brochure to boast the 
most amenities. Now it seemed I would be unceremoniously 
assigned to Johnston Hall, a four-story, T-shaped building in 
Ashton Center, where there were plenty of older undergrads. 
(As it turned out, I had dodged a bullet. The lady on the 
phone was right about McNutt, and still is. Because so many 
Ashton residents were 21, an orientation assistant took some 
of us down to Kirkwood bars, where I sampled my first legal 
drink… but that’s a story for another day.)

When I showed up to Johnston on move-in day, I was in 
for another reassignment. Some IU track star, who decided he 
wanted to live on the same floor as his 
teammates, somehow managed to swap 
my room on Three with his, putting me 
on Two. 

So I was walking onto Two ahead of 
my mom, who remembers the scene 
vividly: a guy sees us from the other 
end of the hallway, cocks his head, comes toward us, sticks his 
hand out with a big grin and says to me, “How tall are you?” 
Not that I don’t get this a lot, but usually it’s not from someone 
my height and more than my size. I say, I’m Steve Volan and 
I’m 6’8” and it’s nice to meet you. 

He says, “I’m Daryl Thomas and I’m 6’7”…nice to meet 
you!”

Daryl lived on Two that year. So did Dean Garrett and 
Keith Smart. Tony Freeman lived on One. I was taller than 
all of them except Dean, but I was no athlete. (My CV: one 
abysmal season of basketball in fifth grade; seven years as the 

The IU men’s basketball team would win a national 
championship in 1987, and I had unwittingly transferred onto 

the dorm floor that housed most of the starting lineup.

By Steve 
Volan

AN EPIC FIRST YEAR IN 
BLOOMINGTON 
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quandary.  As the miscreants prepare to do Charlie’s bidding, they 
need to gin up some nerve and an excuse.  Let’s stick it to the movie 
makers who live up here, one suggests, because they weaned us 
on violence -- essentially voicing Anthony Lane’s suggestion that 
cinematic violence has anesthetized us to real violence.  “TV/video 
games/manga/gangsta rap made me do it,” goes the tired legal 
defense, disingenuously throwing art under the bus.  

Having been the object of plenty a screed against cinematic 
amorality, Tarantino delivers the boob tube excuse cannily and 
with tongue planted firmly in cheek.  By assigning it to a wayward 
teenager bewitched by a low-rent Svengali whose real beef with the 
entertainment industry was that it didn’t embrace him, the argument 
sounds more shopworn than ever.  It’s sour grapes wrapped in 
bad faith once removed, and its pronouncement should inoculate 
the viewer against perceiving the mayhem that ensues as reality 

or anything 
remotely like 
it.  The Manson 
kids are well 
aware of the 
treachery of 
images, and 
you should be 
too.  Ceci n’est 
pas une pipe.  The 
scene that comes 
next is a live 
action version of 
the Roadrunner 
and Wile E. 
Coyote cartoons 
-- slapstick 
to enjoy on 
a Saturday 
morning with a 
bowl of crunchy-
o’s.  (It has been 
argued that junk 
food erodes our 
moral fiber, too.)  

And enjoy 
we do. Watching 
has never looked 
so good.  Cliff 
Booth back 
home in his 
trailer at the 
end of the day, 

cracking open a cold one. Marvin Schwarz in his sumptuous home 
theatre, with his cognac. The Manson kids draped over George 
Spahn’s living room, eyes trained on a functional TV parked on top 
of a dead one.  Whence their bad faith:  it would have been one thing 
if the moral avengers in the Ford Galaxie spent their days reading 
Marx, Veblen, and Nietzsche; rather, they were fond as heck of 
Bonanza.  

But, honestly, who among us is immune to a good show? If over 
the course of this film Tarantino steals us away to a fantasy while 
convincing us we’re still in the historical past, he does so because we 
are willing captives.  So maybe we didn’t drive out Route 66 to the 
Golden State, fueled by dreams that turn us into prey for a twisted 
con man.  But really, who hasn’t longed to escape, if only for a few 
hours, seduced by the illusion of a better outcome?  “Art is the only 
way to run away without leaving home,” said Twyla Tharp.  Once 
acknowledging that shared longing, how could we in good faith 
blame the illusionist? 

There always tends to be something salacious in the 
descriptions of Sharon’s last summer, while Polanski was 
abroad, as if mixed company were tantamount to an orgy.  
In Tarantino’s reimagining, the scene is like summer camp:  
Sharon and Jay Sebring play pop records while Abigail Folger 
spends her evenings reading Madame Bovary.  There’s a nascent 
feminism around the joint, it seems:  Sharon too favors nineteenth-
century novels with a female protagonist doomed by the patriarchal 
world she inhabits.  With a brief scene at the bookseller’s, the 
film suggests that Sharon may in fact be credited with Polanski’s 
adaptation of Tess of the D’Urbervilles more than a decade later.  
It is clarifying and is also heartbreaking to consider that long 
before the magnifications that turned Hardy’s novel into 
Polanski’s multi-award-winning film -- its glamour only 
amplified by the scandals that surrounded both director and 
star (Nastassja 
Kinski) -- Hardy 
originally 
subtitled the 
novel, “A 
Pure Woman 
Faithfully 
Presented.”  In 
taking us back 
to the bookstore 
where Sharon 
purchased a 
first edition 
of that novel, 
Tarantino forces 
the comparison 
between the 
heroines, 
suggesting that 
after 50 years 
of projections 
into the endless 
hall of mirrors, 
Sharon too 
deserves a fair 
shake, a “faithful 
presentation.”   

For some 
viewers, 
it seems, 
this loving 
resuscitation 
can’t stand up 
to the film’s penultimate scene -- though not the bloodbath 
you were expecting, a bloodbath notwithstanding.  Even after 
we’ve been down the rabbit hole for some time, the violence 
of that scene is enough to make some viewers forget we’re in 
Wonderland.  Describing the scene in The New Yorker, Anthony 
Lane alludes to “...the sudden, insane burst of brutality that 
is inflicted by men upon women... [a]nd … the reaction of 
the people ... in the auditorium to that monstrosity.  They 
laughed and clapped...” Lane bemoans a general cultural 
anesthetization about brutality to the extent that “the jitters 
have become a joke.”

There was laughter in the audience both times I watched 
the movie too.  Is it a function of our anesthetization to 
violence?  Or is it because the film had transported us so far 
from real life that the violence was cartoonish?  The scene 
that opens with the Manson crew’s Ford Galaxie rising up 
over the crest of Cielo Drive poses -- and resolves -- that very 

According to recent reports, 
several of Hollywood’s leading 

tough guys have negotiated 
contracts limiting the number 
of onscreen beatdowns their 

character may receive.  

Machismo is a fragile thing.
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them. Daryl, for example, had handwritten a three-pager 
called “Caffeine.” It was about caffeine. 

One of his teammates once asked me to type a paper that 
wasn’t very good. He came to me a second time a month later, 
wielding an encyclopedia. He said, “I want you to start here...
and type until…here.” This was a real tome, with dense text 
that made my eyes glaze over. I sat there for a minute after he 
left. I didn’t want to get in trouble, and I didn’t want to get 
him in trouble. I went to Keith, saying I didn’t know what to 
do. Keith thanked me profusely and assured me that he would 
take care of it. I’m not sure what happened to that dude, but I 
think he graduated from someplace else.

Everybody knows the athletic history. When IU beat UNLV 
that Saturday night in late March, the temperature was 70 
degrees at Showalter Fountain, where a thousand or more 
gathered to celebrate. Two nights later I was sitting in my 
friend Rob’s room across the hall, with his now-wife Renee 
and a friend of hers, the three of us rocking nervously with 28 
seconds to go in the game against Syracuse. When they won it 
all on Keith’s shot with five seconds left from a dish by Daryl, 
a roar came up from the bowels of Johnston — and Moffat, 
and Vos, and all of Teter across the street. The only word 
anyone could understand anyone else saying through the F5 
tornado of noise was “FOUNTAIN.” Despite the fact that the 
temperature had dropped 40 degrees from Saturday, people 
poured out of every dorm door: capillaries, arteries, a vena 
cava of students flowing toward the statue of Venus at the 
crimson-clad heart of campus. 

Five thousand people must have crowded into the plaza 
that night. For three hours we shouted at the top of our lungs, 
giving complete strangers hugs and high tens. A hundred 
people or so fought each other to clamber to be the topmost 
on the statue of Venus; several of the dolphins disappeared. 
A few people managed to get onto the roof of the Fine Arts 
Building to look down on the chaos. There used to be a green 
awning that led from the curb to the leftmost front door of the 
IU Auditorium; some enterprising celebrant found a way to 
climb up it to get to the second-floor balcony overlooking the 
plaza. Dozens soon followed, until finally the awning began to 
give way. We watched some drunken schmuck flail, his dream 
of ascending to great heights dashed. The dolphins were 
eventually replaced, but the awning never returned.

I would not experience such a catharsis again in 
Bloomington until at Nick’s I watched my beloved Cubs 
break their lifelong drought in 2016. But that celebration on 
Kirkwood paled in comparison to the unpartable red sea of 
jubilation in 1987.

Soccer has won championships galore; IU baseball and 
women’s basketball have made some great runs in recent 
years. But they don’t draw the attention of the whole campus 
like the revenue sports do. I’m sure basketball players don’t 
live in dorms any more, either. My first-year experience is now 
all but irreproducible. 

Daryl died a year and a half ago of a heart attack at the age 

of 52. He was six days older than me. He was already famous when I 
met him, and he didn’t have to be cool, but he was. I learned spades 
from him and Dean in the fall of 1986, and double-deck bid euchre 
from guys on the Ground floor who I’m still in touch with. I met girls, 
didn’t study, played lots of volleyball after dining in the cafeteria, ran 
for Ashton student government (foreshadowing!), made fast friends. 

Nowadays I study the geography of college campuses. Ironically, 
I have little good to say about dormitories; they’re inherently 
infantilizing. But, because I got to see, up close and personal, the 
season after the Season on the Brink, I have to admit that, thanks to 
the luck of the housing draw, my first academic year in Bloomington 
was epic.

But my year wasn’t over. I stayed in town.There are only three 
seasons in Bloomington: fall semester, spring semester, and summer. 
(It’s a neat rhetorical trick we’ve managed, to get through winter by 
eliminating it from our vocabulary.) Before 2012, IU’s academic year 
was quite cramped. There was no Labor Day off, no Fall Holiday, no 
week off for Thanksgiving. But that meant a nice, long summer. In 
1987, finals began May 4, and fall classes began August 31. Summer 
meant almost four months in which the town relaxed and the 
pressure eased, just as the weather became spectacular (still the best 
in the Big Ten — suck it, Terps). You may come to Bloomington to be 
a student; it only takes one summer to make you a Bloomingtonian.

My Apple Macintosh led to a part-time job in May 1987, working at 
the ACCESS MicroCenter in the Union, where the Dean of Students’ 
offices are now. ACCESS was both a store and a tech-support center, a 
modest precursor to Best Buy: a one-stop shop for buying a computer 
at an academic discount, or getting a sick computer diagnosed. I 

recall selling a certain then-student, 
now-famous violinist his first 
Macintosh. I also rescued term papers 
and end-of-semester art projects from 
almost certain oblivion. 

ACCESS was a branch of 
Bloomington Academic Computing 
Services (BACS), which during my 

tenure rebranded as University Computing Services, then eventually 
rebranded as University Information Technology Services. The esprit 
de corps under then-director Mark Lynch, an IU computing lifer, was 
what still makes ACCESS the best job I ever held. We were a remote 
satellite operation of BACS, staffing the front lines in the early days 
of the PC revolution, on the ground helping users in person. We 
sneered at our overlords who worked way out beyond the Bypass 
— back when that was still way out — in the Wrubel Computing 
Center, which we dismissively called “Carpetland.” The people of 
Carpetland were a mystery to us. They existed only in theory. They 
never got their hands dirty, like we did, with the hoi polloi.

It was one day at ACCESS that I engaged in one of several 
milestone experiences of what we now call the Internet. At the school 
I attended previously, I sent my first email in October 1983, the year 
the TCP/IP standard was implemented. A week later, I discovered 
mailing lists and bulletin boards, and got into my first flame war. 
(It’s always been the nature of the medium to get shouty at others, 
with no ability to see moderating social cues.) In 1985 I took part in 
the first-ever chat room, on a new program called BITnet Relay Chat, 
which we just called Relay. It was in one such Relay room that I met a 
girl. I stake the claim that I went out on the first-ever Internet date in 
March 1986. (For the record, a fiasco; another story for another time.)

And so it was that by the time I got to IU, I was already familiar 
with the Internet. It wasn’t even called that then; they had barely 
implemented domain names like .com, .net and .org. One was just 
“online”. 

For a public school, IU was electronically quite advanced. In 1987, I 

You may come to Bloomington to be a student; it only 
takes one summer to make you a Bloomingtonian.
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found myself at work at ACCESS engaging in my first international 
instant-messaging session, with a friend in Switzerland. I was 
amazed that I could type a line and hear right back from him. There 
was no technology fee yet, but IU offered pools of modems one 
could dial into, and was quite lax about expiring student accounts. 
Online access through IU was free for me until about 1993, when 
they started phasing out the accounts of alumni. I solved the 
looming loss of free access by starting the city’s first Internet 
services provider in fall of 1994 (another addition to the list of 
another-day stories).

For summer 1987, I moved from Ashton into Eigenmann 
Hall, to this day Bloomington’s tallest building, where I would 
live for fifteen months. Thanks to it not being the most popular 
housing for grad students back then, I snagged a triple-single 
with a magnificent view of campus from my window: the Main 
Library, Tenth Street, and far off in the distance part of the inside of 
Memorial Stadium (which did not include the field). Because one 
had to be 21 to live there at the time, it was a fun place to throw 
parties. I liked living high up.

One day in late June, I was sitting at my desk on the eleventh 
floor, a rare case of me actually doing homework. It was a warm 
evening, the sunset shining in. Suddenly I felt a rumble from the 
base of the building, like someone had turned on the world’s 
biggest boiler. I thought to myself: why would anyone be turning 
on the heat in the summer? I turned and looked out the window. 
Eigenmann is a cruciform building; I lived in the corner between 
the north and west wings. I was shocked to see, against the setting 
sun, the entire west wing of Eigenmann wobbling about two feet to 
each side. 

I ran, shocked, into the hallway. All the other students on 
Eleven were from other countries, mostly from China. We had 
trouble exchanging information in the heat of the moment, but we 
eventually realized that we had just experienced an earthquake. 
One of our floormates had the worst experience of all of us, though. 
He was from Mexico City, which in 1985 experienced an 8.0 that 
killed thousands of people. When the earthquake struck, he was in 
the bathroom, standing at a urinal. 

That day’s earthquake, a 5.0, was when I learned the hard way 
about the New Madrid fault, named after the town in southeast 
Missouri. Anyone who thinks California is the only place in the 
US that has to worry about earthquakes has another thing coming. 
There have been several major earthquakes since the European 
settling of the state: a 5.5, 6.6, and back in 1811, a 7.5. We’re due 
for another in the next few decades if that record is any indication. 
Ever since, I’ve wondered about the structural integrity of 
Bloomington’s buildings, and which would survive the next Big 
One. (Hint: I would hate to be in Eigenmann again.)

In my first 12 months in Bloomington, I watched them build the 
Sample Gates. It wouldn’t be until after my first year that I would 
begin to realize the mistake IU made by closing Kirkwood through 
campus, a mistake they would compound decades later when they 
blocked 7th St. with a statue of Hoagy Carmichael. (If you have 
complaints about traffic jams near the Kelley School, it’s not just 
the pedestrian crosswalk that’s to blame. Campuses can control 
car traffic through shrewd road design rather than just cutting off 
the city grid, the difference between a scalpel and a …okay, okay, 
another day.)

By the time the Gates went up, though, it was too late to keep 
me in. I had already experienced, up close and personal, a national 
championship, the flowering of the Internet, and a legit earthquake. 
Little did I know that those, and just one summer in Bloomington, 
would make me a local for good.
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them. Daryl, for example, had handwritten a three-pager 
called “Caffeine.” It was about caffeine. 

One of his teammates once asked me to type a paper that 
wasn’t very good. He came to me a second time a month later, 
wielding an encyclopedia. He said, “I want you to start here...
and type until…here.” This was a real tome, with dense text 
that made my eyes glaze over. I sat there for a minute after he 
left. I didn’t want to get in trouble, and I didn’t want to get 
him in trouble. I went to Keith, saying I didn’t know what to 
do. Keith thanked me profusely and assured me that he would 
take care of it. I’m not sure what happened to that dude, but I 
think he graduated from someplace else.

Everybody knows the athletic history. When IU beat UNLV 
that Saturday night in late March, the temperature was 70 
degrees at Showalter Fountain, where a thousand or more 
gathered to celebrate. Two nights later I was sitting in my 
friend Rob’s room across the hall, with his now-wife Renee 
and a friend of hers, the three of us rocking nervously with 28 
seconds to go in the game against Syracuse. When they won it 
all on Keith’s shot with five seconds left from a dish by Daryl, 
a roar came up from the bowels of Johnston — and Moffat, 
and Vos, and all of Teter across the street. The only word 
anyone could understand anyone else saying through the F5 
tornado of noise was “FOUNTAIN.” Despite the fact that the 
temperature had dropped 40 degrees from Saturday, people 
poured out of every dorm door: capillaries, arteries, a vena 
cava of students flowing toward the statue of Venus at the 
crimson-clad heart of campus. 

Five thousand people must have crowded into the plaza 
that night. For three hours we shouted at the top of our lungs, 
giving complete strangers hugs and high tens. A hundred 
people or so fought each other to clamber to be the topmost 
on the statue of Venus; several of the dolphins disappeared. 
A few people managed to get onto the roof of the Fine Arts 
Building to look down on the chaos. There used to be a green 
awning that led from the curb to the leftmost front door of the 
IU Auditorium; some enterprising celebrant found a way to 
climb up it to get to the second-floor balcony overlooking the 
plaza. Dozens soon followed, until finally the awning began to 
give way. We watched some drunken schmuck flail, his dream 
of ascending to great heights dashed. The dolphins were 
eventually replaced, but the awning never returned.

I would not experience such a catharsis again in 
Bloomington until at Nick’s I watched my beloved Cubs 
break their lifelong drought in 2016. But that celebration on 
Kirkwood paled in comparison to the unpartable red sea of 
jubilation in 1987.

Soccer has won championships galore; IU baseball and 
women’s basketball have made some great runs in recent 
years. But they don’t draw the attention of the whole campus 
like the revenue sports do. I’m sure basketball players don’t 
live in dorms any more, either. My first-year experience is now 
all but irreproducible. 

Daryl died a year and a half ago of a heart attack at the age 

of 52. He was six days older than me. He was already famous when I 
met him, and he didn’t have to be cool, but he was. I learned spades 
from him and Dean in the fall of 1986, and double-deck bid euchre 
from guys on the Ground floor who I’m still in touch with. I met girls, 
didn’t study, played lots of volleyball after dining in the cafeteria, ran 
for Ashton student government (foreshadowing!), made fast friends. 

Nowadays I study the geography of college campuses. Ironically, 
I have little good to say about dormitories; they’re inherently 
infantilizing. But, because I got to see, up close and personal, the 
season after the Season on the Brink, I have to admit that, thanks to 
the luck of the housing draw, my first academic year in Bloomington 
was epic.

But my year wasn’t over. I stayed in town.There are only three 
seasons in Bloomington: fall semester, spring semester, and summer. 
(It’s a neat rhetorical trick we’ve managed, to get through winter by 
eliminating it from our vocabulary.) Before 2012, IU’s academic year 
was quite cramped. There was no Labor Day off, no Fall Holiday, no 
week off for Thanksgiving. But that meant a nice, long summer. In 
1987, finals began May 4, and fall classes began August 31. Summer 
meant almost four months in which the town relaxed and the 
pressure eased, just as the weather became spectacular (still the best 
in the Big Ten — suck it, Terps). You may come to Bloomington to be 
a student; it only takes one summer to make you a Bloomingtonian.

My Apple Macintosh led to a part-time job in May 1987, working at 
the ACCESS MicroCenter in the Union, where the Dean of Students’ 
offices are now. ACCESS was both a store and a tech-support center, a 
modest precursor to Best Buy: a one-stop shop for buying a computer 
at an academic discount, or getting a sick computer diagnosed. I 

recall selling a certain then-student, 
now-famous violinist his first 
Macintosh. I also rescued term papers 
and end-of-semester art projects from 
almost certain oblivion. 

ACCESS was a branch of 
Bloomington Academic Computing 
Services (BACS), which during my 

tenure rebranded as University Computing Services, then eventually 
rebranded as University Information Technology Services. The esprit 
de corps under then-director Mark Lynch, an IU computing lifer, was 
what still makes ACCESS the best job I ever held. We were a remote 
satellite operation of BACS, staffing the front lines in the early days 
of the PC revolution, on the ground helping users in person. We 
sneered at our overlords who worked way out beyond the Bypass 
— back when that was still way out — in the Wrubel Computing 
Center, which we dismissively called “Carpetland.” The people of 
Carpetland were a mystery to us. They existed only in theory. They 
never got their hands dirty, like we did, with the hoi polloi.

It was one day at ACCESS that I engaged in one of several 
milestone experiences of what we now call the Internet. At the school 
I attended previously, I sent my first email in October 1983, the year 
the TCP/IP standard was implemented. A week later, I discovered 
mailing lists and bulletin boards, and got into my first flame war. 
(It’s always been the nature of the medium to get shouty at others, 
with no ability to see moderating social cues.) In 1985 I took part in 
the first-ever chat room, on a new program called BITnet Relay Chat, 
which we just called Relay. It was in one such Relay room that I met a 
girl. I stake the claim that I went out on the first-ever Internet date in 
March 1986. (For the record, a fiasco; another story for another time.)

And so it was that by the time I got to IU, I was already familiar 
with the Internet. It wasn’t even called that then; they had barely 
implemented domain names like .com, .net and .org. One was just 
“online”. 

For a public school, IU was electronically quite advanced. In 1987, I 

You may come to Bloomington to be a student; it only 
takes one summer to make you a Bloomingtonian.
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found myself at work at ACCESS engaging in my first international 
instant-messaging session, with a friend in Switzerland. I was 
amazed that I could type a line and hear right back from him. There 
was no technology fee yet, but IU offered pools of modems one 
could dial into, and was quite lax about expiring student accounts. 
Online access through IU was free for me until about 1993, when 
they started phasing out the accounts of alumni. I solved the 
looming loss of free access by starting the city’s first Internet 
services provider in fall of 1994 (another addition to the list of 
another-day stories).

For summer 1987, I moved from Ashton into Eigenmann 
Hall, to this day Bloomington’s tallest building, where I would 
live for fifteen months. Thanks to it not being the most popular 
housing for grad students back then, I snagged a triple-single 
with a magnificent view of campus from my window: the Main 
Library, Tenth Street, and far off in the distance part of the inside of 
Memorial Stadium (which did not include the field). Because one 
had to be 21 to live there at the time, it was a fun place to throw 
parties. I liked living high up.

One day in late June, I was sitting at my desk on the eleventh 
floor, a rare case of me actually doing homework. It was a warm 
evening, the sunset shining in. Suddenly I felt a rumble from the 
base of the building, like someone had turned on the world’s 
biggest boiler. I thought to myself: why would anyone be turning 
on the heat in the summer? I turned and looked out the window. 
Eigenmann is a cruciform building; I lived in the corner between 
the north and west wings. I was shocked to see, against the setting 
sun, the entire west wing of Eigenmann wobbling about two feet to 
each side. 

I ran, shocked, into the hallway. All the other students on 
Eleven were from other countries, mostly from China. We had 
trouble exchanging information in the heat of the moment, but we 
eventually realized that we had just experienced an earthquake. 
One of our floormates had the worst experience of all of us, though. 
He was from Mexico City, which in 1985 experienced an 8.0 that 
killed thousands of people. When the earthquake struck, he was in 
the bathroom, standing at a urinal. 

That day’s earthquake, a 5.0, was when I learned the hard way 
about the New Madrid fault, named after the town in southeast 
Missouri. Anyone who thinks California is the only place in the 
US that has to worry about earthquakes has another thing coming. 
There have been several major earthquakes since the European 
settling of the state: a 5.5, 6.6, and back in 1811, a 7.5. We’re due 
for another in the next few decades if that record is any indication. 
Ever since, I’ve wondered about the structural integrity of 
Bloomington’s buildings, and which would survive the next Big 
One. (Hint: I would hate to be in Eigenmann again.)

In my first 12 months in Bloomington, I watched them build the 
Sample Gates. It wouldn’t be until after my first year that I would 
begin to realize the mistake IU made by closing Kirkwood through 
campus, a mistake they would compound decades later when they 
blocked 7th St. with a statue of Hoagy Carmichael. (If you have 
complaints about traffic jams near the Kelley School, it’s not just 
the pedestrian crosswalk that’s to blame. Campuses can control 
car traffic through shrewd road design rather than just cutting off 
the city grid, the difference between a scalpel and a …okay, okay, 
another day.)

By the time the Gates went up, though, it was too late to keep 
me in. I had already experienced, up close and personal, a national 
championship, the flowering of the Internet, and a legit earthquake. 
Little did I know that those, and just one summer in Bloomington, 
would make me a local for good.
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lmost two decades into the 21st Century, it seems 
nigh-impossible to escape the darker shadows of the 
20th. Every November, my thoughts invariably turn to 
1991, when I spent my Thanksgiving holiday in Bick-

nell, Indiana, covering a Ku Klux Klan cross-burning – something 
I couldn’t imagine as anything but an echo-across-time death 
rattle of a deservedly archaic movement. Had you told me then 
that, nearly three decades later, we would be living under the 
administration of a president and vice president who, while cam-
paigning for the offi  ces they now hold, demurred from multiple 
opportunities to at least distance themselves from, if not strident-
ly condemn, KKK icon David Duke, I wouldn’t have believed it. 
But here we are. 
Considering the political returns Donald Trump’s investment in 

racist rhetoric have yielded over the arc of his life, there should 
be little expectation that Trump will ever distance himself from 
white nationalism. But as impeachment and trial loom ever larg-

er, it’s worth remembering that the bar shouldn’t be set terribly 
high for Mike Pence, either. His plucks of the political harp are 
pleasing to white nationalist ears, whatever the era. Be it attempt-
ing to legislate bigotry against sexual minorities and refugees 
during his gubernatorial interregnum and, more recently, backing 
up Trump’s Touretteish outbursts and double-downs in public 
while he quietly but eff ectively solicits alms in the salons of more 
refi ned Republican donors, the only thing that really separates 
Trump and Pence is the latter’s accrual of polish and politeness 
since the days of his crude 1990 House campaign, which included 
an ultimately unsuccessful appeal to anti-Arab sentiment.
As such, it came as no surprise when, given the opportunity to 

explicitly characterize David Duke as a bona fi de deplorable in 
2015 and again in 2018, Pence ducked, demurred and deceived. 
How Pence thinks these dodges do anything but add insult to in-
jury to a majority of African-American voters--those same voters 
Trump asserted would vote on the order of “95%” for Trump-

Pence--boggles the mind, espe-
cially given the Indiana GOP’s 
self-sabotaging history with 
black voters. But that history is 
instructive in more ways than 
one, especially as illustrated by 
a principled Hoosier Repub-
lican who, between fi ghting 
to oust Ku Kluxery from the 
Indiana GOP in one era and 
working to preserve a part of 
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NIBLACK’S GHOST
What Does a Forgotten Memoir By A Veteran Hoosier Newspaperman-cum-Jurist Have To Teach Us About 

Republicans On The Right And Wrong Sides of History And How They Get There?
 By Jason Vest

A

In the 1920’s, Mike Pence’s Indiana Republican 
party capitulated to the Ku Klux Klan, becoming 
its handmaiden in fashioning a brief fascist state 
where party loyalty was equivalent to nativist, 
racist notions of “Americanism.” 
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its legacy in another, shows the perils of the back-to-the-futurism 
that’s coin of the Republican realm today.

I AM THE LAW                      

Back in the 1920’s, as we know, the Indiana Republican party 
capitulated to the ministrations of the Klan, becoming its hand-
maiden in fashioning a brief fascist state where party loyalty was 
equivalent to retrograde notions of “Americanism.” But some 
Republicans assertively passed on the Klan-Kool-Aid. Among 
them was John Niblack, at the time a young Indianapolis Times 
reporter. Starting as most young reporters do on the cops-and-
courts beat, decades later in his 1973 memoir The Life and Times of 
A Hoosier Judge, Niblack recalled making the reportorial rounds in 
the Marion County Clerk’s offi  ce one morning and being asked 
by a deputy clerk if he wanted to be “naturalized”. 
Niblack had some notion of where the clerk was going with 

this. Klan leaders such as Indiana Grand Dragon and Republican 
kingmaker D.C. Stephenson were making money hand-over-
fi st in membership initiation fees and hood-and-robe sales to 
hundreds of thousands of “real” Americans--rich, poor, middle 
class; urban and rural; male and female; 
Baptist and Quaker (yes, Quaker)--on 
appeals to, well, making American great 
again, through unabashedly racist and 
nativist words and deeds, all in the 
name of preserving nostalgia for simpler, 
better times via unsparing Protestantism 
and Prohibition.
Niblack’s instincts were quickly vali-

dated when he asked just what the clerk 
meant by being “naturalized”--a process, 
he was told, that meant forking over 
$10.00 and attending a secret meeting in 
a grove. 
“Well,” Niblack responded, “I don’t have 

to be naturalized as I was born down by 
Vincennes, Indiana, and I am an American 
citizen and I have no reason for being nat-
uralized, let alone paying $10. I suppose 
you are talking about the Ku Klux Klan?’
“Yeah, that is about it,” confi rmed the 

clerk. “You ought to join, everybody else 
is joining.”
“Well, tell me, friend, what is it with 

you fellows in the Klan, what do you 
stand for?”
“We are against the Negroes, the 

Catholics, the Jews and the foreigners,” 
he said.
No ambiguity there. Noting the range 

of possible options to govern interac-
tions with the tens of millions of fellow 
human beings and American citizens 
covered in the Kluxer’s enumeration, 
Niblack replied that, rather than have 
anyone run out of the country or more 
ominously disposed of, he saw only one 
other possibility: Why not, he asked, opt 
for everyone trying to live together in 
“peace, quiet and harmony?” 
“Niblack,” the Kluxer clerk responded, 

“you talk silly.”
“Maybe I am silly,” Niblack responded, 

“but I am not going to join because I don’t believe in it. I think it 
is Un-American.”
Not long after this exchange, Niblack was dispatched from India-

napolis to Kokomo to cover Stephenson’s appearance at a massive 
Klan rally. Perhaps presaging fascism’s hallmark of anti-modernist 
rhetoric fused with mechanical modernism as signs and signifi ers of 
power and purpose, Stephenson literally descended from the heav-
ens via aircraft; throngs of gowned Klansmen and women threw 
rings, money and fl owers before him as he alighted the stage. Rather 
than relegate Niblack to the margins of the aff air, the Klan chose to 
communicate its power by placing him at a special table for one, 
adorned with a “Press” placard--on the stage, behind Stephenson. 
With “10,000 men in white sheets and masked pointed hoods 

staring up at me,” it was, Niblack refl ected, “sort of like a mild 
nightmare.”  
Despite the spectacle (or perhaps because of it), Niblack found 

Stephenson’s demagoguery shallow and unenlightening (he 
“gave a speech about the Little Red School House, and this 
that and the other, which didn’t amount to two whoops, as far 
as I could see, but everybody cheered again”), and, as intrepid 
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reporters are wont to do, sought Stephenson out for a one-on-one 
interview. Thus began a process of negotiation that, after “pass-
ing quite a few guards,” fi nally ended in an audience with the 
Grand Dragon. 
It was over almost as soon as it began. What did Stephenson 

intend to do with the Catholics, Negroes and Jews, the reporter 
asked. What was the ultimate objective of the Klan? And just how 
much money was Stephenson making off  the Klan, anyway? One 
might hear echoes across time in Stephenson’s response: 

Just a minute, young man, you stop right there. You are part of a na-
tional conspiracy to upset the Klan. I have been propounded this very 
same set of questions at least thirty times in thirty diff erent states…I 
can see you are a bigot, you are not for us, you are against us. So just 
get out of here.

Like any number of working reporters of recent vintage 
manhandled or otherwise menaced by Trump or his minions, 
Niblack did get out of there. But he did not go away, and kept 
at the Klan. Despite Stephenson’s infamous boast that “I am 
the law” in Indiana, the law--at least, in the form of the Mar-
ion County Prosecutor’s Offi  ce, one of the few Indianapolis 
governmental agencies not tainted or cowed by the Klan--
disagreed, and in 1925 presided over the investigation, arrest, 
trial and conviction of Stephenson on rape, kidnapping and 
murder charges. The lurid trial laid bare the booze-swilling, 
orgiastic hypocrisy of Stephenson and his high command.  
(Covering the trial for the Times, Niblack once again incited 
Stephenson’s ire, this time to the point of the no-longer-quite-
so Grand Dragon taking a swing at the newspaperman.) 
Not long after Stephenson’s conviction, Niblack fi nished night 

school law studies and joined the Marion County Prosecutors’ 
Offi  ce. He would spend the next two years as part of the legal 
team investigating, and ultimately convicting, Stephenson’s 
Klan kronies in state Republican offi  cialdom. Despite his original 
antipathy for the Indianapolis Prosecutor’s offi  ce, the now-bro-

ken Stephenson happily aided 
the lawyers, eventually sending 
Niblack and a colleague to rural 
Indiana barnyard where, on 
the jailed Stephenson’s orders, 
a Klan konsigiliere dug up two 
strongboxes containing Stephen-
son’s “bribe books.”  About the 
same time Donald Trump’s fa-
ther was getting arrested as part 
of a Klan riot in New York City, 
Niblack was helping prepare for 
the trial that saw Klan Republi-
can Governor Ed Jackson, India-
napolis Mayor John Duvall and 
others ultimately convicted.
In 1928, Niblack’s former col-

leagues at the Times would win 
the Pulitzer Prize for defi nitively 
documenting a near-decade of 
the Klan’s control of Indiana. 

That same year Niblack was elected to the Indiana state senate as 
a good government Republican. In 1941 he was appointed as an 
Indianapolis police court judge; in 1946 was elected as a Supe-
rior Court judge; and, fi nally, in 1956, a Circuit Court judge. He 
was also a major force in building a formidable and diverse new 
Republican party machine. Though the Trump-Pence ticket has 
eff ectively succeeded in making the Republican party the Party 
of Trump – and one very much at odds with that of the authors of 
the so-called Republican Autopsy, who they hold in contempt – 
they might do well to consider Niblack’s 
post-mortem on the long-term eff ect the Klan years had on 

Indiana Republicanism:

One lasting result [of the Klan] was the alienation of 90% of the Negro 
vote from the Republican Party. After 1865 in Indiana every Negro 
man could and did vote without any poll tax or literacy test to disen-
franchise him, and each voted 100% Republican in memory of Lincoln 
the Great Emancipator. When Stephenson used the Republican Party 
to nominate and elect Klan Governors, Legislators, Judges, Mayors and 
other offi  cials, word got around. In 1924, when Ed Jackson, Stephen-
son’s candidate for Governor, was elected, the 5th and 6th Wards in 
Indianapolis, Negro wards along Indiana Avenue, went Democratic for 
the fi rst time. 
In 1928, when I was a candidate for State Senator on the Republican 
ticket, I saw an aged Negro at a voting place in the colored precinct 
on Boulevard Place wearing an Al Smith button. I said, “Uncle, how 
can you be a Democrat, after all these years?” Tears came in the good 
old man’s eyes, and he thumped his cane on the ground and replied, “I 
ain’t no Democrat. I was seventeen years old when Mr Lincoln’s boys 
in blue come down to Carolina and set me free, and I always been a Re-
publican ever since. But let me tell you, young man, I’m going to vote 
for Mr Al Smith. He’s agin’ that Klan. The Klux Klan was the skunk 
that pissed on the Republican Party in this State, and it’s going to be a 
long year before that stink wears off !”

No truer words were ever spoken. That was the main legacy left 
Indiana by D.C. Stephenson and the Ku Klux Klan.

With “10,000 men in white sheets and masked pointed 
hoods staring up at me,” it was, Niblack refl ected, “sort 
of like a mild nightmare.”
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A LIGHT COFFEE COLOR, FLAVORED WITH CREAM    

It might be nice to end the story there, leaving one with a 
sense of comfort in both the fundamental decency and astute 
political prescience of maverick Cassandras like Niblack. But 
delightful a read about early-mid 20th Century Indiana as it is, 
like most memoirs, The Life and Times of Hoosier Judge is often 
self-serving, usually sleight-of-handing history more through 
what’s not shared than what is. Niblack’s anti-Klan bona fi des 
are, of course, well-established. And, in his memoir’s waning 
pages, his vision for a future that sees issues of race solved by 
transcendence of love over color with the result that “all our 
descendants will be of one hue—a light coff ee color, fl avored 
with cream”—would seem to put him well this side of the 
white nationalists Trump-Pence winks at.

But there are a number of less lofty moments in his life that 
the judge chose not to revisit that, perhaps in their purposeful 
absence, reveal a concern for history’s possible future consider-
ations - and hopes for a Republican future not so far removed 
from its past. No mention of the time in 1961, when Niblack cast 
welfare as “a grievous tax burden which will grow larger,” and, 
as Jet magazine reported, “sternly recommended that mothers 
who have more than two or three illegitimate children on welfare 
be sterilized at public expense.” (This actually would have consti-
tuted an expansion of the Indiana law that had allowed for forcible 

sterilization of certain “undesirables” since 1907, and would 
continue until 1974.) Or his assertion that the Indiana Civil Liber-
ties Union was “trailing with Commies and other traitors to our 
American way of life”--an interesting thing for an old anti-Klan 
crusader who considered the Klan “un-American” to say, given 
the ACLU’s work in the 1920’s protecting the many Catholics, 
Jews, immigrants and blacks who made up the labor, anti-prohi-
bition and civil rights groups the Klan existed to hate. (A pause: 
Perhaps it wasn’t so much all of what the Klan was about, but the 
way it was going about it?)
And then there are things that hang a bit uneasily about the prose, 

whether eyes are reading them in 1973 or 2019. An account of trip to 
Okinawa well after the war includes references to “the Japs,” and not 
in the possibly-forgivable-heat-of-war WWII context. “Negro” was 
still semi-acceptable in 1973, but setting aside the exception that uses 
history as a reminder in “NAACP,” to use “colored” interchangeably 
seems a bit, well, quaint, by then.  And then there’s that one word, 
in recalling the 1928 election that reverberates off  the page: “Uncle.” 
Tom, Remus, Ben, Rastus, Obadiah…not exactly surprising that, in 
the context of 1928, even the most stolid anti-Klan type would greet 
an elderly African-American man with a title that had long been 
shorthand for one kind of black stereotype: the loyal, submissive 
slave. Niblack wouldn’t be the fi rst politician to see a bloc of ethnic 
voters of any stripe as something to be managed, as opposed to 
respected and understood. But still….

WE PICKED OUT SOME MIGHT FINE CITIZENS                  

Towards the end of his memoir, Niblack takes a paragraph to 
vaguely inveigh against the Federal judiciary, holding that “the 
United States is in the grip of three hundred federal judges who 
believe in a government of men and not of written laws, and are 
doing away with elected grassroots self-government.” Though 
music to the ears of any modern-day Tea Partying Forever 
Trumper sans details, what had Niblack so exorcised about his 
fellow jurists? He devotes seven paragraphs giving some idea--
but only some idea--of what this is about.
He notes how, in 1929, he became executive secretary of a ven-

erable multi-faith, multi-racial, non-partisan organization, the Cit-
izens Schools Committee (CSC), and set out to purge residual Ku 
Kluxery from the school board, and did a fi ne job of vetting and 
endorsing qualifi ed school board candidates for decades, thank 
you very much, until the late 1950s when, horror of horrors in a 
pluralistic society, a competing committee--nay, a catspaw of the 

As Pat Buchanan delivered 
his infamous “culture 
war” speech at the 1992 
Republican National 
Convention, I watched 
Richard Lugar shake his 
head sadly back and forth, 
mouthing “No, No, No.”
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sinister Indiana Civil Liberties Union and unnamed “proponents 
of Federal control of our children’s minds”!--organized as the 
“Better Schools Committee” (BSC) to challenge the CSC’s prerog-
atives. Savoring the BSC’s failure to elect one candidate in 1959 
but grudgingly reporting their election of one in 1964 and one in 
1968 (“the latter a Negro”), Niblack exalts his committee’s “eff ort 
to be fair to the black population of Indianapolis” by endorsing 
“two Negroes” in 1968.
And, he notes in rueful passing, it was that year, 1968, that 

“two to three people who belonged in the Indiana Civil Lib-
erties Union Camp” somehow snuck past the CSC’s rigorous 
vetting. By 1972, he writes, “the backbone of the good gov-
ernment group…dead of old age, their good works fallen on 
changing times” seemed powerless before “some people” who 
“wanted to bus children to schools across the country to pro-
vide forcible mixing of races.” Uh-oh. Like Cincinnatus called 
hence from the plow, once more unto the breach Niblack 
related he went, cobbling together another coalition that, he 
implies, should satisfy everyone into shutting up. The end.
In 2005, the historian Richard B. Pierce published Polite Protest: 

The Political Economy of Race in Indianapolis, 1920-1970. Pierce 
honed in on the unique qualities of Indiana’s black community 
that shaped decades of choices to work incrementally in sub-
stance and deferentially in tone for change in the existing political 
system--in some cases, in Pierce’s nuanced observations, too 
much so.  Among the sources Pierce drew on is a remarkable 
453-page unpublished manuscript on Indianapolis’ decades-long 
process of school desegregation by the late dean of Indiana black 
history, Emma Lou Thornbrough. The Seuratish fi ne points of 
Pierce and Thornbrough’s historiography are far more illuminat-
ing than the broad strokes of Niblack’s brush.
Though not illegal, school segregation had not, in fact, for the 

most part existed in Indiana until the 1920s. But in 1921--critically, 
just before the Klan rose to power--Indianapolis’ school board in-
stituted segregation, authorizing the construction of a black-only 
high school. Not surprisingly, the Klan-controlled school board of 
the 1920s let this status quo stand. 
But when Niblack and his CSC asserted themselves in 1929, 

they made no move to end segregation. And by Niblack’s 
standard of CSC endorsement for school board, apparently no 
qualifi ed African-American was to be found. With fi fteen percent 
of Indianapolis being black by 1947, this seemed a bit much. And 
at a public 1947 CSC meeting, a black conservative Republican 
pointedly asked Niblack not only why the committee had no 
black candidates, but also wanted to know the endorsees stances 
on segregation.  
Niblack was visibly rattled. “I think we picked out some 

might fi ne citizens…as to their stand on segregation, you’ll 
have to ask them.” A black mother then asked why her son 
had to be bused to a segregated school and couldn’t take 
advantage, even on an ad hoc basis, of better courses at other 
white schools.  She pointedly added that Indianapolis’ other 
40,000 African Americans felt similarly. 
At that point Niblack had to turn the meeting over to some-

one else, who answered the African-Americans’ questions 
thusly: Having CSC candidates in favor of any specifi c policy, 
including desegregation (or, alternatively, a return to the pre-
1920s status quo) might cause the CSC to “lose its eff ectiveness 
to the community,” and that, in essence, African-Americans 
should appreciate the post 1920s status quo. Bottom line: 
“We’ve given you no extremists.”
The black conservative Republican voted “no” to endorse the 

CSC slate. From this moment on, Pierce notes, Niblack would use 
all of his political power and skills to fi ght eff orts at integration, 

even after mandated by the Indiana legislature. 
In a rare case of Indiana being ahead of the national curve, in 

1949 the state passed a school desegregation law. In practicali-
ty, it didn’t amount to much. It was so ineff ectual, in fact, that 
Thurgood Marshall wanted to make Indianapolis, not Topeka, 
the test-case for school desegregation. But the leadership of black 
Indianapolis demurred, putting its faith in the better angels of 
white political leadership’s nature. The white establishment clear-
ly signaled its lack of interest in reciprocation. 
By 1955 the CSC had allowed a few blacks to its board--but 

still no slating of black candidates. Perhaps displaying a fl air 
for “truthful hyperbole,” Niblack was still asserting that the 
Klan-backed school board of 1925--not the CSC-endorsed board 
of 1921--had segregated the schools, and that CSC was a civic 
organization above reproach. By 1959 even the League of Women 
Voters was having a hard time seeing Niblack’s CSC as anything 
but fl awed in its approach to democracy. When a LWV member 
gave voice to this sentiment and proposed changes at a CSC 
meeting, Niblack told her she was “out of order,” and that her 
suggestions wouldn’t be taken up.
The LVW then joined the Better Schools Committee (BSC). True 

to historic form, the conservative Indianapolis Star assailed the 
BSC and LWV part of a conspiracy--just like the Klan back in the 
1920s!--to take over the schools. (In the Star’s telling, the conspira-
cy involved a cunning plot by organized labor to unionize India-
napolis’ teachers.) 
The Fifties segued into the Sixties. In 1964, Niblack tried a new 
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gambit:  Asking Marion County party chairs to “keep party 
politics out of the schools” while grudgingly adding more black 
members to the CSC’s slating committee. 
At the same time, however, the city’s Republican leadership 

created, via the state legislature, the entity that earned a young 
Richard Lugar the sobriquet of “Richard Nixon’s favorite 
mayor”--Unigov, or a melding of most Indianapolis and Marion 
County functions and agencies, except the school districts. 
One could argue that on top of existing de facto school seg-

regation, Unigov also eff ectively engendered a state of de jure 
segregation. Suffi  ciently disabused of local politics as a vehicle 
for change, and, taking a page out of the Marshall playbook, 
Indianapolis’ black community turned to the Federal courts 
for remedy. 
Ultimately US District Judge S. Hugh Dillin concluded that 

Indianapolis was, in fact, guilty of de jure segregation. Con-
troversially, he ordered black students be bused to white 
schools. Rather than attack the ruling, Niblack and one of his 
protégés--philanderer and future melon-shooting conspiracist 
Dan Burton--decided to attack Dillin, organizing successive 
attempts to impeach the jurist for “unconstitutional, unlawful 
and dictatorial” conduct.  WRTV, the local ABC affi  liate, per-
haps captured Niblack’s eff ort best, calling it 

Absurd and totally irresponsible…[a call for impeachment] must be 
based on treason, bribery, and other high crimes and misdemeanors, 
nothing else…In many communities, civic leaders and government 
offi  cials have risen above the fear of political and other reprisals to point 
out that Federal Judges handling cases in accordance with the law and 
the canons of their profession deserve the support of all law-abiding 
people - even when their decisions are not popular. We’d like to see that 
happen in Indianapolis.

Indianapolis’ black newspaper, the Recorder, wasn’t buying 
Niblack and Burton’s buncome either, and, ironically for Niblack, 
harked back to the Klan era in considering Niblack and Burton:
Their tactics cast one’s mind back some 46 years ago when the 
city’s fi rst all-black high school Attucks, was opened. At that time, 
the School Board was Ku Klux Klan dominated and there was no 
fi ery rhetoric from the likes of Niblack and Burton condemning the 
busing of black students past white schools to 
Attucks. In later years, Niblack headed the all-
white Citizens’ Schools Committee responsible 
for electing board members. For some strange 
reason, and we hesitate to use the phrase 
racism, he refrained from blasting the then-
used busing to maintain segregation…Silence 
is golden only when it benefi ts those involved 
and it would prove wise to scrutinize Niblack’s 
up until now awesome silence on busing. 

It is, then, perhaps, not surprising that 
Niblack--along with Indianapolis’ entire Re-
publican ticket--went down to defeat in 1974. 
Though in Niblack’s case it wasn’t for lack 
of minority outreach: Right up until Election 
Day, Niblack continued to take out ads in the 
Indianapolis Recorder, prominently featuring 
his vintage anti-Klan credentials. 

A TREE WITH TWO BRANCHES                

One could certainly see  Niblack’s conserva-
tism manifest in more unhinged protégés like 

Burton, but other Niblack mentees--undeniably conservative, but 
of a more temperate cast, like Richard Lugar (mayor, later sena-
tor) and Presbyterian minister Bill Hudnut (congressman, later 
mayor)--thrived as well. But, in retrospect, with less certain stay-
ing-power than they might have perceived. My late friend Andy 
Jacobs, Jr,  once opined to me that Hoosier Republicanism had to 
be understood, if roughly, as a tree with two distinct branches of 
descent: one from the Klan, the other from Wendell Willkie, the 
Hoosier Wall Street lawyer whose 1940 Presidential campaign 
saw Willkie run on the one hand as a unabashed opponent of 
government regulation but on the other hand as an unabashed 
liberal on just about everything else. Though one could argue the 
distinction was more stylistic than substantive--Lugar and lesser 
GOP lights weren’t going to be draping, let alone thinly gauzing, 
themselves in anything too “liberal”--those Republicans were in-
terested in bipartisan governance, internationalist in outlook and 
did not consider “pro-choice” and “Republican” to be at odds.  
This changed at the 1992 Republican National Convention. As 

Pat Buchanan delivered his infamous “culture war” speech--rhe-
torically restrained by today’s standards, but politically bound-
less in both capturing the moment and charting the trajectory 
for the Republican party’s eventual embrace of Trumpism--I 
watched pro-choice and ecumenical Hudnut begin a slow burn  
and watched Lugar shake his head sadly back and forth, mouth-
ing “No, No, No.” 
Over the past several years, the East Coast think-tank 

establishment has wrung it hands over Trump, seeing Hitler 
or Mussolini and a coming potential American fascism that 
they seem to believe can only be explained or contextualized 
in Continental terms. But if one wants to understand the 
politically malleable cognitive dissonance that has informed 
Americans fl irtations and dances with fascism--particularly 
vis a vis the uniquely American-fl avored issues of race and 
obsession with an unfettered free market as a means of class 
and race control--one need not look to Hitler’s Weimar incuba-
tor of the 1920s or the current French hothouse of the LePens. 
All one need do is look back, and inwards. Judge Niblack and 
D.C. Stephenson may long be six feet under, but their ghosts 
defi nitely walk among us.  

Mike Pence plucks the political harp
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