
Gray and Bryant Matter
Movies Flickering By and Being Re-examined

B Y  W A N D A  P H I P P S
Heart Stoner Bingo
Stephanie Gray
Straw Gate Books

Stephanie Gray is an experimental filmmaker and poet, 
and her new book Heart Stoner Bingo embodies the 
Adrienne Rich quote which opens it: “dreaming the film-

maker’s dream but differently…” Her prosy poems read like 
movies flashing by, flickering or dancing in slow motion.

She notes the raw materials of film, “people are waiting to 
see this film—she says/ they know where every splice is—one 
piece/ of tape holding these two scenes,“ and writes of the 
alternate storylines film can open up to the viewers, ”after the 
splice, who would have really stepped/ into a warm blue 
ocean, after the sticky hot streets/ of skyscrapered new york? 
where did the girl walk/ beyond the frame?”

An easy roll starts the seventh poem in with, “So You Think 
This House Is Burning?” You sink into Gray’s rhythms and style 
whether she’s writing about Buffalo, bicycles, or watching some 

fast talking woman’s lips moving while fingers fumble rolling a 
”soggy bumpy cigarette.”

The poems jump from Erie, Penn. to Buffalo to New York City 
and its outer boroughs with titles that flow into first lines. A title 
spouts: “Instead of this going into this outer space screen saver, 
could I” and the first line of the poem continues: “go into Eileen 
Myles’ head instead?”

I love lists and list poems. “This is The Bike Ride to Work, 
The Bike Ride Home from Work Loop,” is a fantastic huge, rich, 
detail stuffed list poem. It’s full of a city I don’t know or at least 
streets I’ve never ridden a bike through (I almost never ride a 
bike), but reminds me of every city I’ve ever lived in and all the 
streets I’ve ever traveled to and from work on and gotten to 
know inside out.

Gray’s inspirations are as disparate as Myles, Sylvia Plath, 
Diane di Prima, Dorianne Laux, Dorothy Parker, and Lily Tomlin. 
She also references an amazing array of music, including 
Metallica, The Human League, Van Halen, Journey, Madonna, 
Cher, ’70s folksinger Melanie, The Jackson 5’s “ABC,” Prince, 

Bette Midler, Stryper, Perry Como, Marilyn Manson, and The 
Breeders. 

Her work reminds me of Michael Lally’s working class rants and 
rhapsodies. There are poems about gentrification, demolition of 
historic buildings, and rent controlled apartments disappearing, and 
the emotional connections to these places described in loving detail. 
More to season the mix: Norma Rae, unions, factory strikes, glass 
ceilings, class conflicts, Lucy Lippard, and even Chastity Bono.

Politics strut into her poem to Emma Goldman about 
stealing electricity and shutting down all the electrical devices, 
her frustrated letter to Red Hook hipsters, and the hilarious, 
“Dysfunctional Haiku.” She writes about the closing of a Balkan 
bakery, and is “heart broken and cursing capitalism,” as she 
says, “at the end of all my working class sentences.”

Heart Stoner Bingo is filled with great lines I can identify with 
on almost any given day: one cascading mutating refrain, “I think 
I made it up inside my head” or, “you’ve landed in the diner of 
inconsistent delights,” and the next to last poem’s lyric lullaby of 
phrases resonate, “love the sound of one page breaking…hymn 
of the one page breaking.”

Wanda Phipps is a poet/performer and the author of Field of 
Wanting: Poems of Desire (BlazeVOX[books]). Visit her websites 
www.myspace.com/wandaphippsband and www.mindhoney.com.

B Y  T I M  P E T E R S O N
Unexplained Presence
Tisa Bryant
Leon Works

In Unexplained Presence, Tisa Bryant uses ekphrasis to radically 
re-interpret classic films in which black characters are allowed 
only two-dimensional or supporting roles. The films she examines—

Darling, 8 Femmes, L’Eclisse, Le Samourai, Mansfield Park, Sammy 
and Rosie Get Laid, and a theater production of Compleat Female 
Stage Beauty—cover a period from 1965 to 2005, demonstrating 
how subjectivity continues to be a contested area in the depiction 
of black characters. Bryant’s address to Violet in Sammy and Rosie 
Get Laid highlights this dilemma: “Underdeveloped or cut out?” 
Descriptions of older artifacts from art history, from a Hogarth 
etching to a Francis Williams painting, offer a historical burden of 
evidence that contributes ominous overtones to that question.

Part film criticism, part nonfiction essay, and part memoir, the 
disjunctive prose in Unexplained Presence discovers, documents, 
jokes, and reflects. Bryant explores a rich range of affect—arch, 
sarcastic, campy, and defiant, but most often gently teasing in 
her barbed observations. Inhabiting the subjective, complexly 
disembodied position of the gaze allows her to stare down the 
chosen texts, sharply and gracefully noting absences, presences, 
and implications. In the reading of Mansfield Park, Bryant observes 
how the wailing of slaves from a distant ship “grows over the water, 
reaches toward the child, a voice shaped like a pointing black 
finger gloved in a white feminist hand.” Bryant’s viewer/respondent 
is not always so disembodied; the 8 Femmes’ chapter is framed 
as a play-within-a-play that includes the author and her sister as 
characters that are in turn observing the characters on the screen.

Through these savvy moments of framing and reframing, Bryant 
shows the act of description is never neutral but  always informed by 
the ideological desire of the viewer and the presence of historical 
and cultural violence. The maneuver of supplying these films as 
documents of cultural evidence is only the first step. The emphasis of 
the book lies in the courageous public psychomachia that Bryant-
as-viewer undergoes, how she is able to personally face these ugly 
spots in film history as symptoms of problems in our cultural history,

acknowledge them, and then subvert their meaning through acts of 
recontextualization. This is simultaneously the bravest kind of cultural 
activism and the most essential act of psychic survival; everything 
from the viewer’s worldview to her sense of self is at stake. 

Swerving aside from an evidentiary view of history by employing 
its techniques in a subversive way, Bryant raises the question: to what 
extent can we talk back to the screen? How do we find the agency 
to transform its stories into our own? In the process, she reveals that 
identification is a historically situated act of struggle rather than a 
passive process of empathizing with celebrity. Finally, Unexplained 
Presence asks, how can the viewer be empowered to break free of 
that marginalized state of gazing in which “so as not to be alone, 
one loves a souvenir, a shadow, anything.”

Tim Peterson is the author of Since I Moved In, recipient of 
the first Gil Ott Award from Chax Press. He edits EOAGH: A 
Journal of the Arts and curates a portion of the Segue Reading 
Series in New York City.
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The emphasis lies in the courageous 
public psychomachia that Bryant-as-
viewer undergoes, how she is able to 
personally face these ugly spots in film 
history as symptoms of problems in our 
cultural history, acknowledge them, and 
then subvert their meaning through acts of 
recontextualization. 

Gray’s inspirations are as disparate 
as Eileen Myles, Sylvia Plath, Diane 
di Prima, Dorianne Laux, Dorothy 
Parker, and Lily Tomlin. 

Heather Green
Boston

Feathers, Quiet, Light

I wish babies still came from 
storks. I’d find a stork, and have my baby.  
Tenderly and proud, I’d march from the 
marsh, past the birdwatchers in their navy 
puffer jackets.
 Oh, I know where babies come from. 
We’d made love, and by other names, for 
years. But it never worked right. No plus, 
no bellwether, no soft-emerging line.
 Envision a totally white room. Now, 
quick, list three adjectives that describe 
that room. That’s supposed to show how 
you feel about death. For me, it’s more like 
living alone, which I mostly enjoy.

Walking in my shiny shoes, first 
one foot, then the other, all my worry 
counteracts my hope.
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Steven Karl 
Chinatown

Easter Sunday or Some Such Songing As
ashed ashing ashen          white whatever where

                                                    water whistle for wouldn’t

this stretched sand sight

                                     cliffed trees
                                     of few leaves

                                                                   wood wind-washed

skin sun-soaked

                                 oak & other over elsewhere

                                                                   people print wet & red drip

 

                                     rope rope

                                                                              wrestle wren wrenched
shallowed

            sea swallowed

                                     foot crush shell crunch bone snap

             a murmur still

                    mmmmmmmmmmm killer killer mmmmmmmmmmm

Ken Rumble
Raleigh, N.C.

Listen to All
A list of love or groceries
cardamom, Cap’n Crunch, candles,
Dramamine, dental floss, frozen
spinach, King Norway sardines,
vitamin C (with rose hips) — 
set as Neptune in a coquette pose
by a pool of Versailles.  
A salesman takes a part in a docudrama —
action — make-up and knees left 
weak at the sight of the ingénue.  
The reviewer says things like
Give me a torpedo and airy
as a French poodle and smash
the ice with this handy gadget.
Takes a long time to see this dusty chop shop.
Put in poplar shelving, leave particle
board behind.  His friend doesn’t know
the way the lie shears left.  Dear,
dear guide, the map?  the directions?  who sold
the chaise lounge?  While the goddess whispers
ask for paper. 

POETRY

About the Poets
Emily Kendal Frey teaches at Portland Community College. Heather 
Green’s (cover) chapbook, The Match Array, is available from 
Dancing Girl Press. Steven Karl’s poems have appeared in, or 
are forthcoming from, Vanitas, Taiga, Barrow Street, Eleven Eleven, 
Sink Review, and Zoland Poetry, among others. Ken Rumble is the 
author of President Letters (Scantily Clad Press), and the drummer for 
experimental garage-rock phenom Tecate Noir and Viking heavy-
metal rock-opera High Master. 

Emily Kendal Frey
Portland, Ore.

Gods
I make a new planet out of rice.
No one wants to live on it.
No one even seems interested.
After a while, I sit down on my planet and eat what I’ve made.
Then I go across the road and hang out with the gods for a while.

Friend
I’m preaching into a bullhorn.
R is there, taking notes and moving a headband around on his forehead.
He’ll tell me later that the sound was off.
I know the sound is off.
I know the sound is off.
I know the sound is off.
I know the sound is off.
I know the sound is off.
I know the sound is off.
I know the sound is off.
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editor, Boog City, 330 W. 28th St., Suite 6H, N.Y., N.Y. 10001-4754.
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First and 57th: She Has to Play
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Live At Sidewalk 
Debe Dalton

B Y  J U S T I N  R E M E R

If you go to see a show, or attend 
the weekly open mic at the Sidewalk 
Cafe, you’re likely to see Debe Dalton. 

Many casual Sidewalk patrons know her 
as one of three things: the lady with the 
multi-colored hair; the lady who plays the 
banjo; or the lady with multi-colored hair 
who plays that song on the banjo about 
waiting to play at an open mic. There’s 
more to Debe Dalton than just that, but if 
not for the new CD Live At Sidewalk your 
casual listener might never have known it.
     >>>

SCHWERVON’S
new CD low blow
out NOW on olive juice music!

www.schwervon.com
www.olivejuicemusic.com



Debe Dalton is notorious for being reticent 
about, or just uninterested in, recording her 
music. Before this release, there had only been 
a single recording of that “open mic” song of 
hers, on the Anticomp Folkilation two-disc set 
from 2007 (the title of that tune is actually “Ed’s 
Song”). Luckily, four of her friends decided to 
take matters into their own hands. She agreed 
to have her shows recorded from Sidewalk’s 
soundboard, and then Rachel Devlin, Brian 
Speaker, Frank Hoier, and 
Dan Costello clandestinely 
compiled and tweaked a 
CD’s worth of highlights from 
two years’ worth of shows. At 
a Sidewalk show celebrating 
her 56th birthday, she was 
presented with her first CD. 

That compilation, Live 
At Sidewalk, is a revelation. 
Not only does the album 
miraculously hold together as 
70-plus filler-free minutes of 
enjoyable music, it highlights 
Dalton as a soulful interpreter of 
folk classics and an, until-now, 
underappreciated songwriter. 

Structured like a super-sized set, the disc 
opens and closes with a few beloved numbers, 
while lesser known but startlingly beautiful gems 
occupy the middle. Known as a fan of the 
classic American songbook, Dalton is featured 
here doing versions of “Oh! Susanna” and “The 
Crawdad Song,” the latter with help from Hoier, 
who contributes guitar, harmonica, and some 
singing to four tracks on the album. When she 
tackles these tunes, she does it with a passion 
that really knocks the dust off these old numbers 
without adding any unnecessary bells and 
whistles in the process. 

As reverent as she is with other people’s 
material, she sometimes shows irreverence for 
her own. The version of “Ed’s Song” included 
here begins with the aside, “This one, I can play 
in my sleep.” The rest of her show is full of similar 
little asides and mini-digressions (she even loses 
her place in the lyrics at one point) that might 
not benefit the song but shows her charming 
rapport with the audience. In a similar way, 
she quickly throws explanatory asides into her 
performance of a song she wrote in the ‘70s, 
“Sorry Joan,” about how she punched out a 
potential attacker. She sings the title line, and 
then quickly adds, “It’s Joan Baez, by the way.” 
It’s a Pete Seeger-type of move, to guarantee 
everyone in the audience fully appreciates the 
song, and it’s a move that works. 

The bulk of her original material occupies an 
introspective, sometimes dark, often bittersweet 
comic territory, like when she sorts out past 
relationships in the songs “Blue Backpack” and 
“Pain Medication” (“You ask me if I’m mad at 
you/ Well, ‘mad’ is something I don’t do/ I 
hate you now”). While there aren’t any love 
songs in this collection, there are a handful of 
songs about missed connections like “Another 
Glass” (“The first time we sat next to each 
other/ I thought, I could stay here forever/ 
I didn’t know you from Adam/ I didn’t know 
you from Eve/ But my heart kept sighing,/ ‘Oh 
please please don’t leave’”) and “Anything” 
(“I said, ‘Give me a call’/ But you don’t/ I 
said, ‘Anytime at all’/ But you don’t”). 

The album ends with a one-two punch 
of emotional uplift, with a rousing cover 
of “Pack Up Your Sorrows,” a tune which 
frequently highlights Dalton’s shows, and the 
quiet, thoughtful original song “And You Ask 
Me,” where she is accompanied by Magali 
Charron on violin. “And You Ask Me” is 
simple advice for a lost soul: “At the end 
of the day/ You still cry, ‘What am I doing 
here?’… And you ask me, how do I keep on 
doing it?/ Well, I sidestep the end of the day.” 
The recordings sound surprisingly good, 
considering the offhanded way they were 
recorded (I’ve had several shows recorded at 
Sidewalk, and only a few songs compare to 
the sound quality of this entire album), allowing 
this collection to not just be a document or a 
compilation, but a real start-to-finish experience, 
and one of the best albums I’ve heard in some 
time. 

www.myspace.com/debedalton
Justin Remer is a filmmaker and leader of 

The Elastic No-No Band. Find out more at 
www.elasticnonoband.com.

Truth Necessary to Tell 
Truths Put Into Rhyme
Barry Bliss 
By Brook Pridemore

A grandiose title like Truths Put Into Rhyme 
would make any other artist look like 
 a pretentious asshole, talking down 

to his audience (more likely, talking down to 
an audience that’s only in the artist’s head) as 
though they lacked the capacity to think for 
themselves. Barry Bliss, however, has always told 
nothing but the truth. A former cab driver and self-
professed dumpster diver (also former), Bliss left 

New York earlier this year for the greener pastures 
of rural Georgia. In the five years Barry and I were 
regulars on the East Village music scene, I don’t 
believe I ever heard him tell a lie. Of course, not 
all of the things he sings about are things you want 
to hear, but therein lies the importance of his art: it’s 
truth the man finds necessary to tell.

Bliss has long been known as a ferocious 
live performer: I once saw him break two strings 
in the same song, then have them changed and 

ready to go in under a minute. Perhaps the most 
instantly unsettling thing about Truths Put Into Rhyme 
is that he performs the songs entirely on an electric 
piano. The keyboard, built-in drum programs and 
all, lend the heavy subject matter an element of 
first-listen levity: my guess is that the keyboard is 
set to “Electric Piano 1,” which is roughly the same 
sound you’d find on mid-’80s adult contemporary 
pablum like “That’s What Friends are For.” It’s an 
interesting schism, and one that, on repeat listens, 
suits the songs very well: Barry has always seemed 
like, if not a preacher, then at least someone 
who knows from experience who you should be 
paying attention to. The keyboard adds a fitting 
evangelical element to his songs.

And the subject matter? This time out, Bliss seems 
more observational than in the past, as though 
stepping away from the city has given him a new 
perspective on the world. In “You’re Anorexic,” 
the narrator urges a (male) friend to start eating 
enough, trumpeting the benefits a full belly would 
have on that friend’s singing voice and lifestyle.  In 
“Lord Knows I Try,” he acknowledges that he can’t 
turn a blind eye to the juxtaposition of rich and 

poor America: “Lord knows I try to pretend that 
I don’t see, how some children in America starve 
while others slurp their way into obesity.”  

“It’s Nice” expresses concern and well-
wishes for rocker/perennial tabloid headliner 
Pete Doherty who, though horribly misguided, 
is still a normal person with normal concerns.  
On “I Love Her,” Bliss claims you cannot love 
and lust after the same person at the same 
time. I didn’t believe that one on first listen, 

but when I thought about it 
on a moment-to-moment basis, 
I realized that even Barry’s 
more absurd statements are 
probably true. Truths Put Into 
Rhyme is certainly the best 
recording Bliss has made 
since 2004’s #5, and has 
moments that rival my personal 
favorite, #2. If you’re already 
familiar with his songs, get in 
on this one. If you haven’t yet 
been exposed, Truths Put Into 
Rhyme is as good a place as 
any to start.  My suggestion 
is you offer to send money 
in exchange for music, or do 

whatever it takes to be there when and if Barry 
comes back to New York for a show. 

www.myspace.com/barrynowbliss
Brook Pridemore’s A Brighter Light is out now. 

He tours a lot, and writes about it, sometimes at 
www.myspace.com/brookpridemore. He doesn’t 
drink (despite how he acts).

Angels and Aliens 
Four Cold Angels
Lorraine Leckie and Her Demons
By Jonathan Berger

Canadian born Lorraine Leckie has been 
playing in East Village watering holes 
for some time now. Recently she’s been 

filling up Mercury Lounge and Webster Hall 
(well, the Studio room) and making a name for 
herself. The latest incarnation of her sporadic 
band has released an EP—Leckie’s third, and by 
far her most assured. With the able production of 
co-writer and guitarist Hugh Pool, the nine tracks 
on Four Cold Angels show a variety of styles 
and atmospheres that generally present Leckie’s 
songs and voice in a damned good light. 

It’s a bigger album than those that preceded 
it, thanks primarily to tragedy. When Leckie’s 
brother Paul died unexpectedly, she inherited 
a budget that could do justice to the vision she 
had for her music. “He was always the biggest 
supporter of my music, so rather than let the money 
just sit somewhere…” She invested in a way she 
thought would have satisfied her late brother. “The 
recording process was really leisurely.” 

The album begins with the minimal 
“Getaway Car,” a track that features Leckie 
alone on piano, in an excellent, microcosmic 
Springsteen-like story. “All you gotta do is get 
over your fear,” she sings, “we live in prison 
anyway, my dear.” With a careful pause, 
then, she asks the listener to “Think about it,” 
further encouraging entry into a life of crime. 
It’s tempting… and evidence of some of the 
talents she brings to her latest release. Small 
stories about desperate folk inhabit the album, 
amongst them “Four Cold Angels.”

The title track follows the infinitesimal 
introductory song, showing the band’s power 
in full effect. Not only does Pool’s electric guitar 
work prominently present itself, but so too do the 
skills of crack rhythm section George Jackson 
and Paulie Triff.

“Ontario,” with its over four minutes of raging 
rock, speaks of Leckie’s Canadian upbringing. 
It’s an older song than most on the album; why 
didn’t it appear on either of the earlier 8 Pretty 
Songs or Lorraine Leckie and Her Demons? 

“I always heard that big guitar on it. I think it 
could be done solo, but I always had a certain 
guitar in mind on it, and I never had the guy until 
I met Hugh.” 

Leckie and Pool met soon after she’d heard 
the guitarist open for Patti Smith at Warsaw. “I 
never saw anybody play guitar like that,” Leckie 
explains, “I was amazed, and I was thinking, 
‘How could I get someone like this in my band?’ 
Then I saw him at a diner.” 

At the diner, he was arguing with a waitress. 
“He wanted to pay more,” Leckie describes, 
“He gave me a guitar pick with his number 
and we became friends.” Membership in the 
band soon followed.

“Ontario,” an ode to Leckie’s home province, 
proved to be a difficult song to record even with 
a reasonable expense account. “The tracking of 
the song was terrible, so we canned it.” Written  

in 2004 on her late brother’s farm, the song 
haunted the singer, and insisted on appearing on 
the album. “I was arranging the rest of the album, 
and I felt my brother; he came back to me. He 
said, ‘Hey, that’s my song, I want you to do it.’

“We rearranged it: slower, sexier.”

The final result is probably the strongest 
track on the album, with memorable lines like, 
“You learn to be humble in Ontario; yeah, you 
learn not to stumble in Ontario.” It represents 
much of Leckie’s songwriting, presenting familiar 
tropes in new light. “That’s the song people are 
responding to.”

“You’re So Cool” sounds like a ’60s sort 

of raver, especially with its simplistic chorus of 
“You’re so cool, ya blow me away!” The tale of 
an international goodtime guy (“London in your 
music, Rome in your driving”) is fun and a little 
goofy—the guitar leads between verses sounds 
like some straight edge Mersey Beat group. It 
ends with a fade-out followed by a fade-back-
in, reflecting a party that perhaps has gone on 
just a little too long. 

The final track, “Dirty Old Town,” 
features Leckie and Her Demons playing 
an infinitesimal role on their own album. 
Ewan MacColl’s historic “Dirty Old Town” is 
interpreted by DiG!’s star Anton Newcombe 
on a variety of instruments, featuring backing 
vocals by Leckie and some instrumental work 
by Pool. Newcombe’s phrasing is haunting 
and drunken, much like Shane MacGowan’s 
(the track even includes The Pogues’ Spider 
Stacy on tin whistle). The familiar casting of 
the song calls into question the reason for the 
song’s recording, let alone inclusion on Four 
Cold Angels. How did The Brian Jonestown 
Massacre’s mastermind get involved? 

“I had the basic track, very plain and just spare 
and beautiful,” Leckie explains, “And Anton came 
in and I thought he was just going to produce the 
song, but he came in with all his guitars and he 
totally took over. I let it go because I heard what 
he was doing and I was really excited. Then 
he recorded a vocal at the end and so did I. I 
used his vocal because I thought it was better. 
Working with him was a really unbelievable 
experience. When you work with somebody 
like Anton—he worked himself into the ground for 
hours and hours and hours—I just decided it was 
better to have his as a guest.

“When you’re working with a strong 
personality like Anton, you just,” she pauses, 
“you gotta go with it. I’m such a fan of his, 
and I was fascinated to watch him work. 
And we had a really good time. It was wild. 
You can’t fight somebody like Anton; there’s 
no negotiation.” 

The song sounds great, and though the last 
words on the album are a brief “Hail Satan,” it’s 
clear that Four Cold Angels truly belongs to the 
spirit of Leckie’s past and present.

www.lorraineleckie.com
Jonathan Berger ate a really big steak once 

and can’t stop talking about it.
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Ba
rr

y 
Bl

is
s 

ph
ot

o

‘You’re So Cool’ sounds 
like a ’60s sort of raver, 
ending with a fade-out 
followed by a fade-back-
in, reflecting a party that 
has perhaps gone on just 
a little too long. 

Lorraine Leckie

Ri
ck

 C
ra

ne
 p

ho
to

I was playing pretty much the same 

set every night, and by the time it came 

to covering Barry Bliss’ song ‘Lick,’ my 

dynamic range had degenerated to 

screaming everything at top volume.

By Brook Pridemore

I have never heard of anyone on the DIY circuit getting a good gig in Nashville. 
My first two experiences with Music City in 2004 were too underwhelming 
to be disastrous; both were at this place called Spring Water Supper Club, 

a shack of a building that looked like it would fall down in a strong wind. Three 
free pitchers of Budweiser per band (which, for solo acts, spelled more than 
enough action), no audience except for a couple of uninterested drunks at the 
bar, some potent weed being passed around, and a couple of cute girls who 
work for the industry but are not impressed that you’re from New York. It was kind 
of endearing, in a way. This was the ultimate test of the DIY ethos: how to break 
through the haze of cheap beer and the thick fog of indifference to get paid, fed, 
and find a place to stay. Endearing, sure, but hardly someplace you’re motivated 
to scurry back to on pilgrimage every time you’re in the South.

Pat the Bunny and I finally went back to Nashville in May ‘08, on the 
National Meltdown Tour. I was pretty excited, thinking that a house show 
in Music City would be a lot more fun. The bourgeois snobbery of the seen-
everything music industry would disappear, and we’d play for attentive kids 
looking for interesting new songs. 

We showed up at about 4:00 p.m. to find a 
locked house, and four or five 16-year-olds milling 
around on the porch waiting for the show to start. 
Passing around a space bag (the plastic bag 
that comes inside a box of wine), pre-gaming for 
the big show, the kids were decently friendly but 
already pretty obviously drunk. As the afternoon 
progressed, everyone got more and more 
tanked and started hollering: at each other, into 
phones, and to the air. One girl kept screaming 
into her cellphone at (I’m guessing) another girl 
who’d tried to steal her boyfriend. I only heard 
one end of the conversation, which involved the 
girl repeatedly saying, “Don’t talk shit about my 
pussy.” I can only imagine that it turned out badly. 
Once inside, no one wanted to play first, so I 
agreed to open. We were on a bill with two local 
math-rock/metal bands (math-rock I can handle, 
metal I can’t), and they were taking their sweet time 
setting up, so I started to play in the corner, in front 
of a number of maps of different states. Looking at a 
map of South Carolina, I tried to find my surrogate 
home, Florence, and treat it like my power animal. 
Within 30 seconds, I could tell that the majority of 
the crowd in the room couldn’t give a fuck less that 
I was there, and would not be swayed. 

Here’s the deal: 40 or so kids were in the room, 
all of them between the ages of 16 and 20, all of 
them wasted (at 7:00 p.m.). About 10 of the kids were listening, gathered close 
to me in the corner. The other 30 kids weren’t far behind, but were completely 
oblivious to the music. Not in a mean-spirited way, these kids just weren’t aware, 

and weren’t about to listen. The girl who had been yelling about her pussy was in 
the middle of the group, still yelling about her pussy.

I was playing pretty much the same set every night, and by the time it came 
to covering Barry Bliss’ song “Lick,” my dynamic range had degenerated to 
screaming everything at top volume. I can imagine that the veins on my neck 
were standing out. As clichéd as this may sound, I felt like I was channeling Barry, 
and he was in a bad mood. 

Then a string broke. I screamed, “Fuck.” Put down the guitar and left the room. 
The 10 kids paying attention were great, but the others were intolerable. I wanted 
to watch them slowly grow into the mediocre people they were gearing up to 
become. I wanted to watch the alcohol and trailer park drugs transform these 
young promising kids into disappointing swollen trash. I sat down, alone, against a 
fence in the backyard, and tried to think of somebody I could call. I realized then 
that I knew a lot of people, but I couldn’t think of anyone to talk to.

The rest of the show went on. A couple of the cool kids apologized for the 
“Nashville mentality”—their words, not mine. Pat was barely able to play his own 
set, despite being the main draw for the kids in attendance. 

Those who organized the show turned out to 
be pretty cool. They were schoolteachers, which 
often sets people up to be pretty watery and 
vapid among other adults; but these teachers 
were really proactive, community-minded folks. 
And they had really good weed. I once heard a 
college professor joke: “If you want to go through 
life without having to take a drug test, get a job 
in academia.” Apparently, it’s true. We stayed up 
super late, talking shit and kicking back.

Next morning, Dan Treiber (our Crafty Records 
exec and traveling companion) and Pat came 
to a majority consensus that we wouldn’t go to 
Columbia, Mo. (our next tour stop). It was too far 
to drive, and we were too tired. I didn’t disagree 
with their decision to skip Columbia, but wanted 
to know why the fuck we had to stay in Nashville. 
Pat monopolized my guitar, Dan my computer. 
People need to carry their own shit on tour. Pat 
back-handedly accused me of being flaky and 
unassertive about the tour booking process, 
resulting in a couple of unexciting gigs looming on 
the horizon. It all seems so silly now, but I remember 
being ready to pack it in and go home.

Nashville redeemed herself, in a way. The 
kids we were staying were cooking Food Not 
Bombs for a local homeless outreach group 
called the Nashville Homeless Power Project. This 
was apparently a special day: the project had 

occupied several empty houses in well-to-do areas, in hopes of inciting arrests 
and drawing media attention. Then they will go public with a dozen or so houses 
they’ve already legally squatted and turned into proper living spaces for any 

number of Nashville’s homeless contingent. I never got an exact explanation 
as to why this worked. The other houses had apparently been occupied for so 
long that the local government couldn’t legally remove the occupants, rendering 
numerous homeless people homed. It seems like the first law I’d be trying to tear 
down if I were a rich, money-hungry politician.

We showed up with the Food Not Bombs squad for what seemed to be 
the aftermath of the afternoon: Most of the crowd had dissipated, leaving just 
a few of the stalwart squatters sitting on lawn chairs on the front porch. I met a 

lot of amazing people that day, but angry as I was about the previous night, my 
journal says only, “B-You have to think about this day to remember it,” and I can’t 
remember much.

After not very long, the police showed up, made some citations, and escorted us 
all out of the house. We stood on the front lawn, with different sloganeering signs that 
said things like, “Housing is a right, not a privilege.” The cops, all of them heavy, made 
dumb jokes: “I’ll help you with that food;” stupid stuff. The chief of Nashville Police, or 
at least the big dog of the crew sent down to take care of the situation, came up to 
us, all Good Cop: “You guys can go ahead and take off now, we’re all done here.” 
Dan responded, saying that we were going to stay right where we were, and 
leave when our friends (those being cited) left. Good Cop said, “You’ll get plenty 
more exposure if you take those signs to the highway,” to which Dan and a couple 
others replied, “We’re not moving.” I was like a pig in shit, because I have had a 
pathological fear of cops since as long as I can remember, but even I knew these 
couldn’t do anything to us.

About five minutes later, media choppers and vans from all the local affiliates 
appeared above and around us, and the real point of the squat was made 
evident: publicity. Two representatives from the HPP (again, those cited) made 
official statements for the cameras. They reiterated what the picket signs said, 
that shelter was an inalienable right. That it was criminal to put profit over basic 
human needs. Ultimately, we all left for home base.

Even though the previous evening had me wanting to give up on touring, and 
the events of the morning briefly made me want to give up on music entirely, I’m 
glad we stayed in Nashville that extra day. It’s empowering to see that strong-
minded people can actually buck the system when they put their heads together, 
and put aside petty things. Now if only they had put the petty things aside when 
I was on stage... 

Get in the Minivan
What Happens in Nashville Goes to Boog City!

Brook Pridemore
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Want old issues? 
www.scribd.com has pdfs.

Want the ink on  
your fingers?

uf@welcometoboogcity.com 
has the copies. Two dollars each.

Want to be reviewed? 
Send discs to 

Jonathan Berger
1119 Longwood Ave.

Bronx, NY 10474

Want to review discs?
Write about shows? 

Artists? Scenes? 
Contact uf@welcometoboogcity.com 

Want to hear stuff?
myspace.com/urbanfolkzine

URBAN 
FOLK

An international 
anthology with 
passionate, 
enlightening 
voices that 
transform, 
change, transcend 
borders, be they 
personal, cultural, 
or national as 
if to say within 
literature there 
are no borders for 
the human spirit.
Featuring work by 
Grace Cavalieri, 
Rita Dove, Dana 
Gioia, Joy Harjo, 
Peter Klappert, 
Philip Levine, 
Naomi Shihab 
Nye, Gloria Vando, 
and nearly 150 
other fine poets in 
English, French, 
and Spanish.

POETIC VOICES WITHOUT BORDERS 2
2009 (ISBN 13: 978-1-928589-43-3)
$20.00 (pb 300 pgs)

Available at amazon.com or ask at your local bookstore
Ingram 419.281.1802 — BookMasters 800.937.8000 
Gival Press 703.351.0079 — www.givalpress.com

And Come the Day Before to See

Atticus/Finch editor

Michael Cross 
and David Buuck

Read Mon. March 30, 8:00 p.m.
The Poetry Project at St. Mark’s Church-in-the-Bowery

131 E. 10th St. (@2nd Ave.), $8, $7 students/seniors, $5 members

March 31, free

Atticus/Finch Chapbooks
( S e a t t l e )  •  w w w . a t t i c u s f i n c h . o r g
Featuring readings from Thom Donovan, Judith Goldman, David 

Larsen, and Kyle Schlesinger, with music from Julian T. Brolaski. 

Event will be hosted by Atticus/Finch editor Michael Cross.

Plus cheese and crackers, and wine and other beverages.

Events are Tuesdays at 6:00 p.m.

ACA Galleries 529 W. 20th St., 5th Flr. (bet. 10th & 11th aves)

d.a. levy lives
each month celebrating a renegade press

hosted by BOOG CITY editor David Kirschenbaum
For information call 212-842-BOOG (2664) • editor@boogcity.com
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published monthly. 

Boog always reads work for Boog City 
or other consideration. (Send SASE with 
no more than five poems or pages of any 
type of art or writing. For email subs,  
put Boog City sub in subject line and  
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BOOG CITY

letters to the editor

editor@boogcity.com

About the Artists
erica lewis’ work has appeared or is forthcoming in P-Queue, Ur Vox, Cricket Online Review, Try, With+Stand, Little Red Leaves, Shampoo, Word For/Word, Work, and alice blue, among others. 
She is a fine arts publicist and curator of the Canessa Gallery Reading Series. 
Mark Stephen Finein earned his B.F.A. from Buffalo State, specializing in surrealistic wood block printmaking, lithography, and 3-D constructions. After a short stint as a graphic artist, he began 
performing, writing, and recording music, playing in the streets of Prague and in rock, blues, and folk clubs in Buffalo, San Francisco, Germany, England, and Wales. Now that he’s shaken off the 
demon of representationalism, he’s proud to be showing his visual artwork publicly for the first time in two decades. Recent work has appeared or is forthcoming in P-Queue and Little Red Leaves.
Chapbooks with text by lewis and art by Finen are excerpts from camera obscura (Etherdome Press) and the precipice of jupiter (forthcoming from Queue Books).

Statements/ Mark: “Most of my work is now about trying to capture an immediate mood. Moving toward a more abstract expressionist form and process. Most recently the photographic work of Paul 
Sietsema has inspired me to begin seeing failed work as not hopeless. In that I mean tearing apart, recomposing, painting over, pasting, tearing down again, and starting all over, layer upon layer.”
erica: The poetic work that I am doing is an ongoing examination about how we relate to one another, how we see ourselves as individuals and collective beings, and how we view the world 
inside and outside of the comfortable box that we put it in. The idea of containing and being contained is what I’m trying to convey visually and textually.

Process/ The poems are inspired by artist Diana Cooper’s work and artist statement. To an extent, they are about wanting to get inside the artwork, to be absorbed into it, or the artwork as the 
door through which you enter to experience an unraveling of thought and time and experience. Mark is trying to experiment with each piece, trying new techniques with each one, keeping the 
text in mind, but also dealing with his own struggle on the page.

erica lewis
Mark Stephen Finein
San Francisco

thanks

editor@boogcity.com
212-842-BOOG (2664)

Advertise in BOOG CITY

www.welcometoboogcity.com/ad_rates.pdf

order slips past the present emerging 
as a tall net of external expectation 
the falling down supports the descending 
shape as a series of decay and dissolution 
for the individual parts to blend back 
the image must walk as the individual

sort of intertwined lines in the sense 
that i don’t sit down what just 
happens in a span tightens the breaks 
that pledge between things ourselves 
to bearings

O C H O  2 1
Guest edited by Nick Piombino, OCHO 
21 is just out! Cover painting by Toni 
Simon with work by Laynie Browne, 
Abigail Child, Joe Elliot, Laura Elrick, 
Elizabeth Fodaski, Joanna Fuhrman, 
Anthony Hawley, Drew Gardner, Jessica 
Grim, Michael Lally, Douglas Messerli, 
Bill Marsh, Christina Strong and Gregory  
Vincent St. Thomasino. OCHO 21 is a 
Menendez publication, www.mipoesias.com.
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