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John Adelman, Les Christensen, John Salvest and David Ubias 
Rudolph Projects I ArtScan Gallery 1836 Richmond
Through October 14. (713) 522-2701

Maxim Wakultschik 
Anya Tish Gallery 4411 Montrose
Through October 7. (713) 524-2299

Betsy Huete: Palimpsest
Lawndal Art Center 4912 Main St.
Through October 14. (713) 528-5858

Floyd Newsum: The Things I See 
Joan Wich & Co. Gallery  4411 Montrose
Through October 14. (713) 526-1551

DEBRIS: Spitting on Strangers
Buf fa lo  Sean

n the next ten years 
the surface of Houston 
will change dramati-

cally, as a large swath of earth 
is moved and stories begin 
rising. Watch as construction 
and sales continue whatever 
the housing market does. Get 
used to seeing cranes in the 
sky as you wait in traffi  c re-
duced to one lane. Th ree-story 
townhomes are rising now 
and (ugly as they are) they are 
one step away from dream-
ing larger. Higher occupancy 
brings greater property taxes, 
and the denser population 
will bring the city to shell out 
more to infrastructure than 
imaginable today. We all will 
spend more on it, as parking 
spaces become more scarce, 
skylines cultivate onlookers, 
and property values double in 
a wave around new develop-
ment. Growing at a similar rate to recent history (15 
years or so) the population will reach 7 or 8 million 
people with another million and a half in Sugar 
Land in just under thirty years. Construction of new 
housing will be a major project to have in place by 
that time. 

Houston is car culture, just search H-Town or 
Screwston on youtube, but don’t think nothing is 
changing. We’ll probably keep building freeways 
around here forever, which is good because their 
additional function as reservoirs during fl ooding 
can sure use continued funding. Meanwhile bikes, 
mopeds, and motorcycles continue to expand their 
population in the inner loop spurred on by gas pric-
es and parking in some areas. Car culture, scooter 
culture. I don’t think there’s a better way to split what 
will soon be Uptown and Downtown.

Free rags profess to know where “Uptown” is; 
a new term for what everyone knows is the Galleria. 
Uptown, potentially, from Wesleyan to the East, 
Braeswood and Bissonett to the South, Highway 6 
and George Bush Park on the West, and I-10 on the 
North with Westheimer as it’s spine. Already a major 
growth area of the city, Harwin, the Richmond Strip, 
and the Galleria are on the operating table for some 
major architectural surgery upon the arrival of the 
Richmond rail line. Connecting poorer residential 
areas of the city to major employment centers won’t 
stop that traffi  c jam on San Felipe, but it will allow 
many wage workers to cut their transportation 
budgets as well as allowing the upper middle class 
to shed the bulkiness of family travel overload and 
move closer to bourgeois hot spots.

Th e near pejorative “Downtown” now referring 
to the Energy District will give way to a Downtown 
extending from Kirby Street to the West, Washington 
Avenue on the North, Navigation, Cullen, McGregor, 
and Braeswood Parkway along the East and South. 
Bohemian Montrose, Hyde Park, and the Museum 
District will further be decimated by new housing 
for professionals- although one may hope that they 
avoid the uncomfortable topography of the tin-tone 
4th Ward. Forced south and east the Th ird Ward and 
Warehouse District, even the East End, Lockwood, 
and Wayside will all grow in poor, educated popula-
tions, potentially clustering around Texas Southern 
University and the University of Houston. Midtown 
will be razed and rise out of it’s parking lots to link 
the Med Center and the Energy District- already 
high rise residential space is slated and starting 
around picturesque Hermann Park. Allen Parkway is 
also attracting developer attention, with easy access 
to downtown and ample room for nature in the city 
Buff alo Bayou may become a canyon with concrete 
walls.

Advertisers should already know the score cul-
turally around here. Th e most desirable customers 
are those living and working in the city’s economic 
core, for all those who simply work, visit, or shop in 
Houston these are the trendmakers. Th ey promise a 
return on investment far greater than localized expo-
sure in Katy or Clear Lake and reinforce the leading 
trends of culture, high and low. As the upper middle 
class moves back into the city center the impact of 
this group grows in disposable income and popula-
tion. With a little time, who knows? Maybe we will 
have a real culture aft er all.
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For a trip down memory lane the DVD set Th e Dick Cavett 
Show: Hollywood Greats plays more like a walk through 
the halls of institutional memory of American pop culture 
during the years when said contribution could be called 
golden. Astaire, Brando, Capra, Hepburn, Hitchcock, Huston, 
Mitchum are a few but not all of the great names and mo-
ments to be found in this 4 DVD collection.

Of the names assembled only Kirk Douglas, Mel Brooks, 
Robert Altman, Peter Bogdanovich and Debbie Reynolds are 
still living. If the others were alive maybe Orson Welles would 
be directing fi lms with money he made selling wine and mak-
ing iPod commercials and Marlon Brando would certainly be 
swashbuckling alongside Johnny Depp. Th e cult of celebrity 
embraced these personalities thirty years ago (the interview 
shows were recorded in the early 1970s), but their appeal was 
based on their cumulative talent. So unlike the nipple slips 
that pass for entertainment news today.

 Consider that Cavett was the third rated talk host aft er 
Johnny Carson and Merv Griffi  n, although his cool factor 
boosted his karma quotient. Cavett was on ABC from 1969, 

and periodically throughout the 1970s, although the round 
robin style interview show would constantly shift  time slots. 
Sometimes in prime time for an hour, mostly ninety-minute 
shots aft er prime. When Katherine Hepburn did her fi rst ever 
television interview Cavett scored. Th at would be tantamount 
to Jack Nicholson going on Jimmy Kimmel to stump for Th e 
Departed (ain’t gonna happen).

Sure stars promoted their projects back then, but the 
emphasis was on conversation and where tangential ideas 
can lead. Brando’s appearance stands out due to his adamant 
refusal to talk about Th e Godfather while also co-hosting a 
handful of Native American speakers. Mitchum answers di-
rect Cavett questions like “Do you think you have a drinking 
problem?” with “It’s other people who have a problem with 
the amount I can drink.” Of course while sipping Scotch and 
smoking cigs. Bette Davis honestly parries to Cavett’s thrust: 

“Bette, how did you lose your virginity?” Some of these seg-
ments are also running in September on cable channel TCM.

Perhaps not so odd, in 1968 when Salvador Dali pro-
duced a TV Guide cover, and titled it Today, Tonight and 

Tomorrow, NBC did not yet have a Tomorrow show. Th at 
show premiered in 1973 with Tom Snyder. Snyder was a bit 
over the top and the imitation Dan Aykroyd did on Saturday 
Night Live actually was what Snyder could be like when he 
launched into guff aws of self-congratulatory commentary. 
Snyder never came off  as essential as Cavett but he had his 
moments, although those don’t include the interview with 
Charlie Manson. Th at ep will probably never be issued on 
DVD. But Tom Snyder’s Electric Kool-Aid Talk Show has 
been. A compendium of diff erent Tomorrow episodes, the 
single disc DVD includes Th e Grateful Dead with Ken Kesey 
for one entire show (the Dead play four songs – On the Road 
Again, Cassidy, Dire Wolf, Deep Elem Blues), and segments 
with Tom Wolfe and Timothy Leary. Th ese shows were 
originally broadcast in 1979 through 1981, and capture the 
ambiance of that transitional time. A quarter of a century later 
the dialogue still rings relevant. Snyder, at one point talking 
to Leary, makes a joke and looks like he’s imitating Aykroyd 
imitating him. Th at’s a strange brew.

SHORT TAKES

 I wouldn’t jerk your chain, steer 

you wrong, or send you on a 

proverbial goose chase. So you 

can believe the English import 

Lassie earns kudos not because 

it’s cute but because it’s profound. 

We’re not talking kid friendly My 

Dog Skip kind of family entertain-

ment. Rather a sprawling lavish 

period evocation of pre-WW II 

England complete with the divi-

sion between upper and lower 

classes. I can’t mention one actor 

without mentioning them all, and 

it’s star studded. Charles Sturridge 

(Brideshead Revisited) directs and 

takes time to paint characters in 

vivid strokes whether they are in 

one scene or many.

 Lassie, natch, kicks ass, runs 

away from his unhappy home 

and travels 500 miles through 

Scotland and England to be re-

united (ah, on Christmas Eve) with 

his preferred family. To give you 

an idea of the type of ground we 

are treading, Lassie meets up with 

Nessie, the Loch Ness Monster 

as well as becoming a perform-

er with traveling gypsy Peter 

Dinklage’s dog and pony show. 

Usually tony Brit fi lms like this 

play the downtown art houses, 

but Lassie is at a few theaters in 

the burbs. We’re not through with 

canines, stay tuned next month 

for the scoop on the Best in Show 

series at the MFA (art and fi lm 

about dogs).

The art houses are still stand-

ing, maybe the River Oaks was 

never going to be torn down. 

That doesn’t stop the Houston 

Chronicle, who broke the story, 

from spinning new articles on 

ways to save the River Oaks Three. 

 It’s fi tting that the R.O. and the 

downtown Angelika have exclu-

sive engagements of fi lms that 

speak to specifi c yet apprecia-

tive audiences. Half Nelson (Ryan 

Gosling) and Factotum (Matt 

Dillon) are the kind of movies 

where the character arc doesn’t 

really unfold. Things are pretty 

much the same at the end of the 

movie as at the beginning.

 In Half Nelson Gosling is a 

high school teacher who binges 

on cocaine. Factotum posits 

Dillon as a Bukowski type writer/

drinker who drifts from job to job, 

relation to relation.

 Both fi lms take care to present 

their protagonists lives in the 

context of their economic setting. 

In that sense alone these fi lms are 

totally diff erent than the movie 

du jour like Crank or Wicker Man 

or The Covenant. Factotum was 

somewhat more enjoyable due 

to the slight absurd nature of the 

action. Half Nelson feels extended 

since much of the plot happens 

again and again, yet Gosling can 

carry a fi lm and he has good mo-

ments playing the stark reality of 

a basehead with responsibilities.

Howard Hawks said a great fi lm 

had three good scenes and no 

bad scenes. The Black Dahlia has 

three really good scenes and the 

rest falls fl at. Those three scenes 

– the discovery of the body, a mid-

point dinner scene, and the lobby 

and staircase scene – are enough 

to recommend the latest Brian 

De Palma fi lm but not enough 

to make the fi lm a classic. Expect 

excess in the operatic sense of 

the word. Dahlia has a sharp look, 

and this year we have seen period 

L.A. in the 30s (Ask the Dust), the 

40s (Black Dahlia) and the 50s 

(Hollywoodland).

The MFA, Houston continues 

its Federico Fellini retrospective. 

Go to the museum website and 

click on fi lms on the top horizon-

tal navigation bar (http://www.

mfah.org). Films were selling 

out and repeat screenings were 

being added at press time. The 

prints seen so far were in pristine 

shape and the large audiences 

really get Fellini’s idiosyncratic 

twists and turns.

Strange Brew
by Michael Bergeron
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think it was Cyndi Lauper who once sang: “Money chang-
es everything”. Well, I guess that’s true. Yes, at one time, 
all I did was smoke bud and allow the world to pass me 

by. And why not, who wants to participate? I was free. No pay-
ments, no approval needed, no background checks, no need to 
prove my legitimacy to the employers/lenders/dealerships etc. 
Well now, I am in a new arena where credit rating and approval 
and what not are everything. In an interview with Spin, Dave 
Siket, of the band TV On Th e Radio, said he did not believe 
in “indie.” Which basically is idealistic thinking, indie that is. I 
used to believe I needed nothing more than money for a sack 
and a good CD. Well, now I have signed to the major, I’m try-
ing to get the big money, I’m trying to own instead of be loaned. 
I’ve changed it all, because I guess at some point you should 
want more, and paying the bills is much more of a necessity. So 
goodbye free time, goodbye little smoky club, goodbye sitting 
at the bar with the “real” people. I’m backstage, I’m not coming 
out until the show starts, I’m on the bus watching Boondocks 
on DVD, I get per diem, I have people that sell the merchan-
dise for me. I’m playing the arenas, I did the no-money thing, 
but now I want babies and backyards, and my lady is no longer 
impressed by my potential. So, if you haven’t heard from me 
in a while, don’t fret, I’ll return in nicer clothes with an insur-
ance plan and I’ll tell you how things are better now. I’ll talk 
of catered food and expense accounts because it’s time to be 
an adult.  To give up a life of hope and dreams, to focus on the 
black and white, not the shades of gray. Maybe I can’t change 
the world, maybe the world won’t change, but I can wear a 
tailored shirt, and smell nice. Yeah, my job REALLY sucks now, 
but I get paid a lot more to endure it. Yeah, I spend very little 
time staring into space, and I have more (gasp) responsibilities. 
But on the 1st and 15st and 15st th for about two days it’s worth it. 

  But I digress, let us return to the topic at hand, the shows 
and the CDs. Th ere’s a few of both to talk about, and I’ll be 
brief, because tomorrow a new beckons me, and I must sleep 
and awaken to my American dream.

PARA VER

XIU XIU
9/30/06
Walter’s On Washington

Xiu Xiu’s new album Th e Air Force (or maybe just Air 
Force) is a glimmer of light, though the album is very dark. 
But hey, life is about contrast, the yin and yang, etc. So, Xiu 
Xiu’s new album is fantasic, superb, and others adjectives I 
have used before, but do not let me limited vocabulary steer 
you away from what may be the best 50 minutes of your week, 
hell, maybe even an hour. Xiu Xiu’s music is emotional and 
colorful, and I expect their show to be as well. Th ey’ve added 
a drummer to the mix, and now Jamie Stewart’s songs of 
tainted love, corruption, and rape will have a groovy backbeat, 
and nothing accompanies awkwardness and terror like a good 
kick drum. But no really folks, this should be a great show, 
and if the songs on the album are translated well live, then I 
can’t think of anything better you could be doing that night, I 
might be there…NO! I will be there, and I will look for you, 
and we can talk and have beers, and then hold hands when 
the sad songs play and dance to the fast songs. Th en we’ll be 
friends forever…

YEAH YEAH YEAHS w/ The Ex Models
10/08/06
Warehouse Live

OK maybe some of you didn’t shit yourselves aft er hear-
ing the YYY’s last album Show Your Bones, but the band is 
ALWAYS good live. It’s not something you can say that oft en, 
but it’s true. Karen O’s voice and presence, Nick Zinner’s 
wall of sound guitar and cold metallic cool, Brian Chase’s 

plethora of rhythms accenting each mood, the band the never 
disappoints. Warehouse Live is a good place to see this type 
of show, because there really isn’t a bad spot, where ever you 
choose to stand will suffi  ce. As an added bonus, the noise-tas-
tic Ex Models open, and their latest album, Chrome Panthers 
(Troubleman), is a beautiful collision of sound and rhythm 
and an attack on the convention of the pop mantra while still 
acting as a celebration of freedom and rock n’ roll. Th e Ex 
Models will shake you, the Yeah Yeah Yeahs will break you, 
and hopefully that will make you spend the money and have 
a good time. Also, I’m sure there will be a lot of girls, which is 
always good, and yeah some of those girls will really be skinny 
guys in girl’s pants with eff eminate tendencies, but that’s at 
any rock show these days.

PARA ESCUCHAR

JOHN MAYER
Continuum
(Columbia)

I know what you’re saying, John Mayer? Yeah bitch, John 
Mayer. Look, I know it’s not possibly cool to admit liking 
the “body-is-a-wonderland” dude, but dude is an outstanding 
guitar player, and as far as songs go, I haven’t heard many that 
top Daughters, because daughters to become lovers that soon 
mothers, and we all knows some hoes. Anyhoo, I was into his 
last album, and I’m more into his latest one. Th e fi rst single 

“Waiting On Th e World To Change,” is a breath of fresh air in 
this musical landscape we all pop music. Th e lyric “When you 
trust in television what you get is what you got,” or “When 
they own the information they can bend it all they want,” and 
sure you might expect that from punk rock or conscious hip 
hop, but John Mayer? Yeah bitch, John Mayer. Th e rest of the 
album is just as good, it’s smooth wine drinking music, but 
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Oh I feel so much better now, 
but it feels so
by Kwame Anderson
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at the same time it’s sonically solid. Th ere 
is a smooth jazz thing, there is a soul music 
thing, and there is a Hendrix cover (Bold 
As Love). Now this might not be your bag 
if your taste in music is say Pitchork and 
everything that college radio says is cool, 
but a lot of that shit sucks ass. So to review, 
John Mayer’s new album is good, it’s called 
Continuum.

JUSTIN TIMBERLAKE
Future Sex/ Love Sounds
(Sony)

OK, I have a friend named Matt who 
thinks Justin Timberlake represents every-
thing wrong with music. So, Matt shouldn’t 
read this. First up, this album should 
be called, “Timbaland Presents: Justin 
Timerlake.” Really. Timbo did 10 of the 
12 songs on this album, the other two are 
forgettable, and JT is really second string to 
the beats. Th e fi rst listen is basically, listen-
ing to the beats, they are phenomenal. Space 
age, futuristic, Prince’s good records, and 
drum staccatos that shame most of what is 
being passed off  as pop music these days. 
Th ree Six Mafi a, T.I., and Th e Clipse are on 
the album, but no one outshines Timbaland, 
point blank. While Th e Neptunes kind 
of did this Michael Jackson knd of thing, 
Timbo  pushes the envelope, and music is 
better because of it. “Losing My Way” is mh 
more disturbing than you think JT can get, 
and “My Love” is more hood than JT should 
get but whatever. So go get this album, 
because yeah Timberlake is decent, but 
Timbaland is the attraction, he is the special 
eff ects, and your car stereo will thank you 
for bumping this CD.

TV ON THE RADIO
Return To Cookie Mountain
(Interscope)

I waited to write about this album 
because, while I heard it a while ago, it has 
fi nally been released. Best album of the 
year? Me thinks. A combination of rock, 
soul, afro beat, new wave, electronic, and 
anything else that infl uenced the band, even 
with all the bits, it’s still emphatically TV On 
Th e Radio. Sonically it’s bigger and badder, 
but to say it’s an attempt at accessibility is 
to give a lot of credit to the listening public. 
In some ways it is more avante garde than 
they’re Touch And Go releases, but it is also 
very much a pop album. It features David 
Bowie, Kazu of Blonde Rehead, and none 
of this you would know unless you read 
the liner notes. “Playhouses” is fl uorescent, 

“Dirtywhirl” is classic soul from space, “A 
Method,” is beyond beautiful. Th e band has 
outdone themselves, everything in music is 
second to this album.
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Kid Theodore
goodnight…goodnight

I’ve found my new guilty pleasure. An album satu-
rated with so much Indie-Pop goodness it makes 
your tummy hurt from the sweetness. Kid Th eodore’s 
debut 7-song EP goodnight…goodnight is a Pop lovers goodnight…goodnight is a Pop lovers goodnight…goodnight
dream; especially if that Pop lover is surreptitiously 
recovering from a bout of boy band lovin’. 

No. I’m not a closet boy band fan. I’m not even 
an out of the closet boy band fan. But – I know 
when I hear a solid Pop record and that is more or 
less what Kid Th eodore (KT) is dishing out. Sure 
some of their songs (well, like two of them) could 
convincingly be belted out by the likes of N’ Sync, 
but the album is so likeable that you can’t help but 
love them anyway. 

Th e beginning of goodnight…goodnight started goodnight…goodnight started goodnight…goodnight
off  a bit weak. “Fashion-Able” began strong, but the 
off -key attempt at harmonizing became off -putting 
for me. I’m not sure if the unevenness of the vocal-
ists was purposeful, but I feel like it took a great deal 
away from the potential of the song. Perhaps I’m get-
ting older and don’t get Indie-Pop kids these days? 

“Lonely Angel” is super cheesy, Velveeta-like, but 
it’s got a good melody and the lyrics aren’t so tragic 
that it prevents you from getting the gist of the song’s 
overall intent; this guy is “digging you like a grave.” 

“Diagnosis: You’re in Love.” Th e song title pretty 
much gives away the mystery behind this song. You 
know it’s going to be one of those tunes you hate 
yourself a little for loving so much. Th e lyrics are sung 
in such a heartfelt manner that I almost (note I said 
almost) feel bad for laughing as I listen. I love it, but 
laughing at it makes me feel a little less like a preteen. 

Th ankfully, TK’s musical merit completely off -
sets the album’s earlier lack of lyrical integrity. Th e 
music and the genuineness of the lead vocalist gently 
nudge the listener to move onward with the rest of 
the record. 

Th e progression of the album is fantastic. “Th e 
End Is Near” is one of the best songs I’ve heard in 
quite some time. It has the perfect combination for a 
truly memorable Indie-Pop song. Subtle lyrics, shoe-
gazing music complete with just a hint of trumpet, 
and the beautifully melodic accompaniment of a 
mystery songstress is exactly what Kid Th eodore 
needed to seal the deal. 

While goodnight…goodnight falters lyrically, it goodnight…goodnight falters lyrically, it goodnight…goodnight
makes up for it with musical integrity, passion, and 
good times. Th e band sounds like they know what 
their doing and seem to be having a freaking great 
time executing their collective vision. 

Diagnosis: I’m hooked. (Come on; don’t pretend 
like you didn’t see that coming!)

The Sammies
The Sammies

You know how sometimes bands produce al-
bums that meander down various paths randomly 
picking at genres of music and making it work?  Do 
you have an album in mind? It’s usually a refreshing 
change of pace, isn’t it? To be able to hear an album 
that successfully and modernly weaves sounds from 
Rock, Motown, Country, or Pop is a economical way 
to get a little bit of everything you might like all in 
one musical voyage. 

Take Rilo Kiley’s 2004 More Adventurous for 
example. From beginning to end, More Adventurous
took you on a contemporary trip through an array of 
diverse musical musings.  While the songs didn’t fol-
low a formulaic indie-pop sound, the record pushed 
the bounds of indie music and off ered its listeners 
a light-hearted journey into other types of music 
they maybe hadn’t been exposed to before. More 
Adventurous is kind of like Cliff s Notes for hipsters. 

Why am I talking about Rilo Kiley when I’m 
supposed to be reviewing the Sammies self-titled 
debut album? It’s to help you gain a frame of refer-
ence for how on-the-other-end-of-the-spectrum the 
Sammies album is. 

Th ere is no meaningful progression through this 
album. Th e songs, for the most part, are actually pret-
ty good. Th e music is catchy, well played and makes 
for an overall enjoyable listening experience. 

However, are they new and unlike anything you 
have ever heard before? Um, no. Th e fi rst 5 songs on 
the CD comprise the Indie portion of your listening 
experience. “Caretaker” is so painfully close to Th e 
Dandy Warhols “Shakin’ “ off  of Th irteen Tales from 
Urban Bohemia it’s laughable.One of their singers 
(no idea which one) has a voice so yearning to be 
Courtney Taylor only nowhere near as beautifully 
arrogant and blasé.

Th e rest of the CD sounds like a garage band 
version of Jet with a little of something else mixed in. 
I can’t quite put my fi nger on exactly what that is just 
yet. I want to say Th e Rolling Stones, but I think that 
would be giving the album too much credibility. 

Th ere are two, maybe three, distinct album pos-
sibilities lurking in the depths of Th e Sammies. I’d 
even venture to say that had they developed three 
distinctly diff erent albums all at once, it would have 
been more convincing than the muddled, hurried 
feel of their debut attempt. Th ey would have had 
time to nurture their obvious musical ability to play 
lots of diff erent kinds of music. 

Th ey tried so hard to be diff erent that they ended diff erent that they ended diff erent
up sounding just like everyone else. Perhaps what 
sets them apart is that they sound like everyone else 
across a couple of diff erent genres of music all on the 
same album. So, technically, that does make them dif-
ferent. Right? 

Despite the haphazard and somewhat trite air 
to Th e Sammies, their ability to play good music and 
keep the listener’s interest throughout the album 
leads me to believe that with a little more experience, 
Th e Sammies have the potential to produce some-
thing really worthwhile in the years to come.
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Windy City Heat comes out on DVD on 
September 26th. So why am I writing about I writing about I
it? Th at’s a good question. I don’t write about 
fi lms. With good reason. I’d probably really 
suck at it. But this fi lm needs a boost. It was 
aired only once—on October 12, 2003—and, 
for dead odd reasons, pretty well shelved 
aft er that. It was never rebroadcast, never 
screened in any theater and only bootleg 
DVDs of it have existed until now.

I only even know about it myself 
because I went out to LA last year to write 
about a group of standup comics known as 
Th e Ding Dong Show, whose pole position 
is held by a comic named Don Barris. Barris 
is a bossy, domineering bulldog of a man 
whose interest in handling the everyday ins 

and outs of the lives of his comics suggests 
a mother complex of sorts. His relationship 
with Perry Caravello, the main subject of 
Windy City Heat, is diff erent, but equally as 
dysfunctional.

Windy City Heat is the culmination 
of a decade-long prank by Barris and LA 
comic Tony Barbieri. In true Clark Kent 
fashion, Caravello knows Barbieri only as a 
starry-eyed, excitable former stoner named 

“Mole,” who wears a very obvious wig and has 

painted-on facial hair. Barris and Mole have 
been convincing Caravello for the better 
part of a decade that they’re going to get him 
a starring role in a movie, telling him he’s 
destined to be the next big thing. When they 
fi nally do have “the part” on tap, it’s for a 
feature called “Windy City Heat,” a detective 
story featuring a Chicago detective named 
Stone Fury. Stone wears a black pleather 
jacket, wide-brimmed black hat and a fanny 
pack—not so coincidentally exactly what exactly what exactly
Caravello wears every day.

Barris and Mole set it up to where 
Caravello fl unks his fi rst audition, at which 
point they demand that director Bobcat 
Goldthwait and “Roman Polanski” (Dane 
Cook) give him another shot—his way. 

Caravello wins the part, and Barris tells him 
that, during the 8 days it will take to fi lm the 
entire feature fi lm, they’ll be doing a “making 
of,” so cameras will likely be documenting 
Caravello’s every move. 

What results is basically a brilliantly 
puppeteered practical joke for the duration 
of the fi lm. Barris and Mole have known 
Caravello for a long, long time, and they 
know how he’ll react in basically any situa-
tion, so they set up a series of events to play 

on his temper, his homophobia, sexism and 
all-around obliviousness. 

Everyone in the fi lm is in on the joke ex-
cept Caravello, and the accuracy with which 
they all execute every setup is uncanny. Th ey 
set the trap, act appropriately, and watch the 
fi reworks as Caravello continuously carries 
himself with absolutely zero social grace and 
the delusion that, not only is he God’s gift  to 
women, acting and comedy, but that Windy 
City Heat will hit the top ten upon its release.

Is it mean, you ask? Does it exploit 
Caravello’s unparalleled ignorance? I’ll say 
this: at no point during the entire fi lm  (and 
I’ve watched it a dozen times) does a feeling 
of sympathy sweep over the viewer. Caravello 
is a sexist, homophobic megalomaniac whose 
delusional nature is outdone only by his tem-
per—that of a fourth grader in the throws of 
an aft ernoon sugar rush. Any time you think 
a setup might be too mean (such as repeat-
edly tossing Caravello into a dumpster until 
he asks for a stunt double, then excusing 
him from every stunt thereaft er—the next 
of which, of course, is a sex scene), he does 
something to remind you of what an ass he 
is, and you’re right back on the side of the 
pranksters. Even if one were to somehow 
happen to sympathize with Caravello, it can 
still be appreciated as being easily one of the 
funniest movies ever made. Quite possibly 
the funniest I have ever seen.

So how did they actually “break” the 
news to Caravello? It doesn’t appear in 
the fi lm or in the extras, but all Barris and 
Barbieri had to do was to claim that the en-
tire movie was a prank on each of them. First 
Barris claimed it. Th en Barbieri disputed that, 
claiming it was a prank on him, at which 
point Caravello took the bait and claimed 
that since he was the star of the fi lm, it had to 
be a prank on him.

Which was the fi rst time he’d been in the 
know about anything.

B y  L a n c e  S c o t t  W a l k e r

Many rumors have been circulat-
ed in recent weeks concerning the fate 
of Montrose’s beloved haunt Helios. 
Having just recently celebrated their 
10-year anniversary, the arts venue has 
been the cornerstone of Houston’s fl edg-
ling music and performing arts scene. 
Strategically placed at 411 Westheimer, 
Helios’ location has been both a bless-
ing and a curse. Montrose simply is not 
the not the same neighborhood it was 
10 years ago. Now, don’t get me wrong. 
Montrose is still bustling with tattoo 
parlors, bars, gay-friendly businesses, 
and eclectic retail shops. Nonetheless, 
gone are the arts and underground 
music venues. Helios has been the only 
place to fi ll this void and has been the 

launching pad for countless perform-
ing arts, bands, and the like of the last 
several years. Nowhere else can you go 
see jazz and bluegrass on a Monday 
night. Helios has launched such no-
table acts as the Trade, Medicine Show, 
Million Year Dance, and a slew of 
other performers. However, with the 
changes in the hood have come city 
ordinances against street parking in 
the vicinity and an eff ort by some lo-
cal residents to have the renewal of the 
TABC license denied. Th ough Helios 
does not fi t into their perception of 

‘the new Montrose’, the loss of such an 
establishment would be an irreparable 
loss to the local arts scene. On October 
6th, Helios will be hosting an evening 
of ‘Helios Appreciation’ where patrons 
will be urged to voice their concern 
by signing a petition that will demon-
strate the scope of their local support. 
Local favorites Th e Generic Tribe will 
be bring their varying forms of musi-
cal pleasure for your ears. We implore 
you to show up, sign the petition, and 
let owner Marianna know the commu-
nity stands behind Helios during these 
trying times. 

By Omar Afra

Cornerstone of  Montrose  
ar ts  and music  faces  
tough chal lenges

On October 6th, Helios will 

be hosting an evening of ‘Helios 

Appreciation’ where patrons will 

be urged to voice their concern 

by signing a petition that will 

demonstrate the scope of their 

local support
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Lately, Sony has been under fi re for 
compromising the integrity of their own 
company several times this year. It started 
with graffi  ti-ing walls in major cities for 
their PSP campaign, and has reached its 
climax this month. At E3 2006 Sony prom-
ised a world-wide launch of Playstation 
3 on November 17th with four-million 
units shipped by late January (Que Wayne’s 
World sample: “NOT!”). Turns out that the 
Blu-Ray diodes was harder to manufac-
ture than planned so Sony axed the “PAL” 
region launch (Europe, Russia, Middle 
East, Africa and Australia). Delayed until 
March 07, the late launch of consoles in the 
PAL region is nothing new. Almost every 
console made launched late in this region, 
but what are the implications of pulling a 
huge “psyche!” on gamers from this chunk 
of the globe? To further their woes, Sony 
announced that they would be short on 
their estimates of consoles at launch. Sony’s 

Chief Ken Kutaragi says that “far fewer” 
units will be available at launch for both the 
U.S. and Japan. How fewer? Try half! Japan 
will receive 100,000 units on November 
11th, and the U.S. will get 400,000 units on 
November 17th.

With many gamers up-in-arms over 
numerous let downs from Sony in the past 
three months, I’ve compiled a list for your 
enjoyment, or angst, whatever’s applicable.

• $600 PS3... 
• with no HDMI cable included!
• price mark-up for European coun-
tries as high as $934
• borderline-racist PSP ads in Europe 
• takced-on motion sensing controls
• no rumble function in controllers
• encouraging developers to announce 
their games PS3 exclusive when they’re 
not

On September 14th Nintendo hosted 
a celebration of games in Tokyo, London, 
and New York to divulge details about the 
Wii. Starting November 19th, you can get 
Nintendo’s new console for $250. Th e sleek-
white-system will come with Wii sports —a 
compilation of simple sports games to 
display the intuitive nature of their new 
controller—a controller, the nun-chuck 
add-on and Wii channels. Th e Wii chan-
nels are akin to web sites that display news, 
weather, and off ers an avatar creator that 
allows you to create lego-style people that 
represent your gamer profi le. Th e control-
ler, or Wiimote, is completely motion-cen-
sored allowing the console to detect arm 
movement, speed, and relative distance, 
and comes with a built-in speaker, memory 
(for data storage) and rumble feedback. In 
Wiisports: Tennis, for example, you can 
hear the sound of the ball being hit through 
your controller as well as feel the vibration. 

Notable games available on day-one include 
Th e Legend of Zelda: Twilight Princess, 
Rayman Raving Rabbids, Excite Truck, and 
Trauma Center: Second Opinion.

 All good news? Not really, though 
promised, the Wii will not include DVD 
playback, or free internet browsing soft -
ware. Also, the controllers that are pioneer-
ing Nintendo into new territory come at 
a heft y fee: $40 for an extra Wiimote, and 
$20 for an extra nun-chuck. Price of the 
games are around $50, barely cheaper than 
PS3 and Xbox 360 games. Also, NES, Super 
NES, and Nintendo 64 downloadable games 
are going to cost $5, $8 and $10 respective-
ly; a little expensive considering you could 
easily fi nd their entire catalogs free (albeit 
illegal) on the net.

 Th e Wii is the trojan horse of 
next-gen gaming. Sony and Microsoft  could 
be blind-sided by the people who they don’t 
consider “competition.” 

Europe
who?

Europe
who?

Europe
Sony’s bombshell PS3 disappointment

The

Un-console
Nintendo drops Wii price, date and more

Tech-knowledge
By Tyler Barber

20GB HDD 60GB HDD

Nun-chuck & Wiimote
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I took my Harry Choates CD off  the 
player even though that Cajun violin he 
plays had a lot to say a year aft er Katrina 
hit. Th e new Bob Dylan album was in my 
hand and it was time to put the little disc 
on. Modern Times is what he’s calling it. Th e 
cover has one of those time-lapse photo-
graphs with the car lights a blurry line. In 
fact, the whole freakin’ car is a blurry col-
lection of lines. Other than that, it’s kind of 
plain. Picture of Bob on the back. Th e song 
titles and a production credit belonging to 
Jack Frost--just another one of Dylan’s char-
acters from the man called Alias in the fi lm 
Pat Garret and Billy the Kid. Th e man born 
under the sign of Gemini--the sons of Leda 
and that swan. ONe who dies and is reborn 
on the condition that one lives in night and 
the other in day. Th e shadows of the under-
world and the ecstasy of the heavens.

Put it on. Th underous guitar licks open 
th e song “Th under On the Mountain.” Th e 
music surpasses the lyrics at times. Mellow 
blues grooves slashed in two by sterling toned 
electric guitar. Th e opener “Th under on the 
Mountain” and the fi nale “Ain’t Talkin’” repre-
sent the lyrical highlights of this recording. In 
between lie a number of new and reworked 
blues tunes, a rocker or two and even a 
Forties crooner piece all enhanced by Dylan’s 
lyrical cleverness. 

Owlman Watching From the Pressbox

As part of my purchase package, I received 
a one hour sample of the radio show that 
Dylan is currently deejaying on XM Radio. 
Fortunately for me, the theme of the show is 
baseball. Dylan the deejay playing the role 
of the play-by-play and color commentator 
roiled into one. To borrow Marianne Moore’s 
phrase from her poem “Baseball and Writing,” 
Bob’s the owlman in the pressbox. Mel Allen 
and Gurt Gowdy, Joe Buck, Harry Karry, Joe 

Morgan, Jerry Remy, even Tim McCarver 
to the tune of America’s jukebox. Th e disc is 
worth it just for the sound of Dylan singing 

“Take Me Out to the Ballgame.”
Anyhow, strike three. Back to the 

disc in question. Th ere’s a song here called 
“Workingman’s Blues #2,” which seems to be 
a nod to Merle Haggard’s song of a similar 
name. Like everything else on this disc (and 
on every disc since his 1962 “Freewheelin’”), 
the song is not overtly political in the sense 
politicos think of politics. You know, left /
right, either/or or compromise and so on. No, 
he mentions the proletariat by name in the 
fi rst line or two, but lyrics are more of a la-
ment for the days when the classic US union 
tool-and-die man could make a real living 
from his work instead of wondering where 
and when it all went to hell. Th e music is 
gentle--even lilting--but it’s not comforting. 
Hell, they burned his barn and took his horse. 
He’s black and blue, but this song he’s singing 
is to a former lover who he hopes can make 
that all go away. Haggard found his solace in 
the barroom and Dylan hopes to fi nd his in 
love. Like Haggard’s workingman, Dylan’s is 
gonna’ make the best of a bad situation, cajol-
ing his lover and comrades to “Meet (him) at 
the bottom,” since that’s where global capital-
ism is putting him, to hang back or fi ght all 
the while singing those workingman blues. 
As the song ends, a sad fi ddle plays...
 It’s a collection full of memories of things 
that could have been or might yet come. Yet, 
there is no lasting sadness. Even though the 

“world has gone berserk,” it’s time to travel the 
world. Th e man won’t lie down to accept his 
fate. Or get kicked around. It’s been a while 
since Dylan held out much hope for human 
salvation through politics or religion. For 
those expecting either of those forms, they 
won’t fi nd it here. It’s okay to believe, he seems 
to be saying, but trust only yourself. If there 
was a message in the aforementioned fi lm 

Masked and Anonymous, it was the same as 
the one I hear now on Modern Times.

Th ere are old blues numbers here slightly 
reworked. “Rollin’ and Tumblin’” not only 
borrows the title of this tune attributed to 
Hambone Willie, it takes the essential riff s 
and turns them into serious guitar lickin’. 
Th e last time I heard these leads live was at a 
concert by the Grateful Dead in what turned 
out to be one of their last shows under that 
name. Th eir take was a lazy, hot summer 
aft ernoon-aft er-a-couple-of-beers sound. 
Garcia spinning out a slow lick here and 
there while Weir pushed the rhythm section 
through the humid sounds of the lead. Dylan 
and his band do something a little diff erent. 
It’s not as heavy as the version made famous 
by Muddy Waters, but it shares the tempo. 
Denny Freeman’s lead guitar has a clarity that 
cuts through the gravel in Dylan’s throat. Like 
many a blues song, it’s the woman who’s at 
fault here, but only in the mind of the singer. 
Th inking deeper, Dylan acknowledges that 
the real blame here lies in the doom and 
gloom of these modern times. Indeed, once 
the blame is given, the singer takes it back by 
asking for a mutual forgiveness, since it’s re-
ally the times that are at fault.
 Th e song that fascinates me the most 
is the last one to come on the player. Titled 

“Ain’t Talkin’”, it is anything but that. A paean 
to the mother earth and a song to a woman 
the singer left  behind, this lengthy chanson is 
a mixture of hope and weeping for the state 
of humanity and the planet us folks inhabit. 

“Still burnin (yet) still yearnin,” there’s no 
intention of defeat inside this journey, even 
though we may be on the “last outback at the 
world’s end.” Th is man, this mystic, this old 
crank with a clever sense of irony and wit to 
boot, points out the neverending injury to 
this mother earth and even points out who 
should take a good deal of the blame--the 
rich and powerful; those same masters of 

war that he called out so many moons ago 
when he was young and had almost bound-
less hope. It’s desperate for a lot of us--the 
line from Dylan’s version of “Rollin’ and 
Tumblin’” -- “Some people barely got enough 
skin to cover their bones”--says that as clear 
as a freakin’ bell. Th ere’s doom here, just like 
there is throughout this album and much of 
Dylan’s work. “Th under On the Mountain” 
is more than just a noise aft er all. In the 
hills where I live it oft en means heavy rains 
and fl ash fl oods. Disasters great and small. 
Bridges washed out and cattle pulled down-
stream. People moving in to their negihbor’s 
home while the homestead gets rebuilt.

Back to Marianne Moore’s line about the 
owlmen in the pressbox. Bob Dylan has oft en 
been one of those owlmen. Like a sports-
writer, he tells the story of the game as he sees 
it, yet painted with prejudices derived from 
his participation in it. Th e game he’s calling, 
though, is the game of life. As anyone who 
has ever listened to or watched a hometown 
sports broadcast knows, objectivity on the 
part of the announcers is not even a pretense. 
Th e announcer, the writer, the commentator 
all want the home team to win just like the 
visitor’s press box wants their team to succeed. 
Th e owlman Bob Dylan is like the best of 
those sports announcers. When he calls the 
game of life, you know that he’s doing more 
than just watching. He’s in there just like the 
rest of us. He cares what happens. His ability 
lies in his skill to not only call the game as 
he sees and feels it, but to call it in a way that 
puts it ina perspective the rest of us relate to. 
It ain’t always pretty and we oft en lose. But at 
least we play. And so does Dylan.

Ron Jacobs is author of Th e Way the Wind 

Blew: a history of the Weather Underground, which 

is just republished by Verso. Jacobs’ essay on Big Bill 

Broonzy is featured in CounterPunch’s new collection 

on music, art and sex, Serpents in the Garden. He can 

be reached at: rjacobs3625@charter.net

DYLAN FACES THE APOCALYPSE, AGAIN
By RON JACOBS
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Prologue: Reckless Recruiting

Last year the big scandal in 
the Houston-area recruit-
ing racket was Sergeant 
Th omas Kelt, who threat-
ened those he was recruit-

ing with arrest if they didn’t enlist 
into the Army, thereby giving a new 
meaning to “impressing potential 
recruits.”
 This year the scandal has 
come back with a vengeance, with 
reports that the same recruiter 
who coerced the clueless last year, 
far from being removed from 
recruiting, has been promoted—to 
be in charge of other recruiters.
 Top generals are urging the 
Bush League to pull out of an ill-
conceived war in Iraq, which has 
worn out equipment and burned out 
personnel to the point that we no 
longer have a viable back-up 
military force. Still, no argument 
seems able to sway the man who 
urged the Iraqi Resistance to “bring 
it on” three years ago, when he 
boasted of victory in the war we 
have clearly lost. 
 Like gambling addicts, the 
inexperienced civilian leadership of 
the Armed Forces are resolved to 
chase each loss with more bets—of 
other peoples’ lives. In the rush to 
replace discouraged or debilitated 
GI’s, they have lowered all stan-
dards in the last three years—except 
the age limit, which is steadily 
rising—for new enlistees. Th ey have 
no apparent strategy in mind except 
making things so bad that there is 
no way out, and the only choice left  
is national conscription—legisla-

tion for which is already drawn up, 
and draft  boards for which are 
already manned. 

It’s worth an anecdotal antiwar 
essay to fi gure out just how deeply 
our educators are involved in the de 

facto draft  now being used—until 
the factual draft  can take its place. 
Anyone looking for an example need 
go no further than the local high 
school, chances are, which is exactly 
what I did.

Klein High, Spring, Texas: 
an Overview 

 It’s never hard to fi nd a recruit-
er at Klein High School. Every day 
at lunch they prowl the cafeteria 

like the Marine tandem in Michale 
Moore’s Fahrenheit 911, buddying 
up to the marginal students who 
are their focus, giving noogies and 
bandying nicknames. Impressive 
to to the impressionable, they are 

approved and applauded by coaches 
and counselors, academics and 
administrators in a Texas school 
district where, even in ‘06, employ-
ees still proudly display “W ‘04” 
bumper stickers. 

Indeed, the whole campus has 
the air of a basic training reception 
center at times. A year ago the stu-
dents were rounded up for a back-
to-school pep-talk by an Army 

Ranger, exhorting them to join the 
front lines of the patriotic eff ort to 
subdue the Middle East by joining 
the infantry—or all would be lost in 
the homeland. History teachers pro-
pound the virtues of nuking Iran in 
the classrooms. Th e Air Force major 
who runs the Junior ROTC depart-
ment promises to kick ass on peace-
nik parents if they bitched about his 
Reich-wing approach to things, and 
launches tough-guy tirades about 
how protesters should be caged. 
An assistant principal—a weekend 
warrior Air Force offi  cer—serves 
as the “vital administrative link” to 
the ROTC program, where military 
recruiters are even more common 
than in the school mess hall, a nice 
touch for a militarized school. 
 All told, it’s a perfect Bush 
League campus, no doubt about it, 
run by the middle-class Republicans 
who voted by a huge margin for 
Dubya the last two times he ran. 
Most are utterly in favor of Th e 
Global War on Terror—and not at all 
put off  by the emerging reality that 
when the Bush League named it 

“global war” they meant “world war.” 
History calls them to save the 
homeland, they are programmed to 
believe, and they are eager to fi ght 
forward—to the last drop of 
everyone else’s blood. Th ey are 
perfect clones of the cheerleader-in-
chief, who used daddy’s money and 
connections to wage his war, too—
from am undeployable country club 
Air Force Guard unit down the road 
a way in Ellington Field. 
 Lest I be labeled one of the 
peacenik parents in need of “attitude 
adjustment” by Klein High’s ROTC-

Th e

Hidden
— Draft —

in Our Schools
— 

 Our Schools
— Draft 

 Our Schools
Draft 

in Our Schoolsin
A  C a s e  S t u d y :  K l e i n  H i g h  

With a vast majority of the US public disapproving of the quicksand war in Iraq, how can American 

educators continue to allow unchecked and unscrupulous recruiting in our high schools? A former Army 

offi  cer takes a look at the problem of gutless school leaders who let their students be turned into Bush 

League cannon fodder—then off ers some suggestions on how to change things.

By Captain Eric H. May
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Nazi major, I should note that I 
served in three diff erent decades 
with the Army, Army Reserve and 
National Guard, at ranks from buck 
private to buck sergeant. Aft er I 
received my commission in 1983, I 
served in capacities from military 
intelligence offi  cer to general staff  
offi  cer. I’ve been in and out of 
cavalry and light infantry; opposing 
forces and public aff airs. Making an 
art form of aggression and athleti-
cism, I’m a tae kwon do instructor. 
 Still, I don’t like it when a 
whole school district lines up to 
impress the impressionable 
students—into the Army and 
Marines, all the way to war. 

My Introduction to Klein High 

 I moved my family to Klein 
Independent School District, 
appropriately, on April Fools Day, 
2004, and before the month was out 
I was pulled into the local infowar. A 
former teacher-of-the-year myself, 
within a week of coming to the new 
neighborhood, I had dropped in on 
the main offi  ce at Klein High, where 
offi  cials, impressed by my main-
stream media credentials, intro-
duced me to the campus journalism 
teacher. She was a Left y, I was told, 
but a team player just the same. 
 We met and chatted as we stood 
in the hallway during her morning 
off -period. I gave her copies of my 
Houston Chronicle op-ed war 
analyses predicting an unwinnable 
quicksand war in Iraq. Th e fi rst of 
these came from the summer of 
1992 (less than a year aft er the end of 
Desert Storm), and earned me praise 
for support of President Bush (41); 
the last of them came from the 
summer of 2003 (less than a year 
aft er the beginning of Iraqi 
Freedom), and got me blackballed 
from the mainstream media for lack 
of support of President Bush (43). 
 I had only published fi ve war 
analyses/predictions in my long 
career with the Chronicle, I 
explained, each of them lambasted at 
the time as too radical. Time, 
though, had borne me out. Four of 
the fi ve had already been proved 
true, and the last (a prediction of a 
petrochemical terror attack in the 
Houston area) was being rehearsed 
at the time by the FBI, one of the 
agencies with whom I was in contact 
as an expert, along with a slew of 
lesser-known police entities. All fi ve 
are published in a cyber-collection 
as “Published Essays by Captain 
May” at http://www.geocities.com/
onlythecaptain/pub.htm
 She was pleased to fi nd a 
thinking offi  cer who was also a 
former teacher, she told me, and 
would eagerly read the op-eds. As 
we spoke I noticed that, while all the 
students were in their classrooms, all 
the teenagers were not. Freshly-
minted soldiers, pimple-faced in 
new uniforms, just returned form 
Basic Training, were roving about, 
walking billboards for the Army. She 
grimaced along with me, and said 
she needed to return to teaching 

classes. As I turned to leave she 
urged me to consider getting back 
into the classroom myself, since 
enthusiastic critics of the war were 
few and far between. 

The Conscription of Chris Black 

 A week later, as I waited to or-
der at the local coff ee shop, a young 
man approached me anxiously and 
asked me if I’d been in the Army. 
Given my shaved head and military 
bearing—products of decades of 
soldiering—I’d heard the question a 
zillion times, and told him yes. Chris 
Black was a Klein High student cut-
ting morning classes to be with his 
girlfriend, who sat anxiously waiting 
for him at a nearby table, and he told 
me that he was about to go to the 
Army, too. 
 I joined the pair, and found 
that Chris was oblivious to what 
he was getting into—and showed 
it with his replies to every ques-
tion I asked him. He didn’t know 
what it meant when I asked him 
what his specialty would be—until 
I assumed the worst and asked if it 
would be infantry, to which he nod-
ded yes. I asked him if he had heard 
of Fallujah, the then-new battle 
beginning in the Sunni Triangle of 
Death, where GI’s were engaged in 
heavy action. He shook his head no, 
but replied that his Army recruiter 
had assured him that the only folks 
fi ghting in Iraq now and for the 
future were the Marines, so he’d be 
safe. He didn’t want to get shot at. 
 Something in my looks, shift ing 
from amazement at his misinfor-
mation to anxiety for his choices, 
caught on with the two teens, his 
girlfriend fi rstt. She never let go of 
his hand, which she held between 
the two of hers, clutching it tightly as 
if she could thereby hold him back 
from the quicksand war to which he 
was being led. ΩDespairing of any 

reassurance from me, he stated his 
motives for enlisting: a single-par-
ent home with family debts, and no 
money for college. Th e Army prom-
ised to solve these problems, and to 
cause no new ones. 
 He didn’t know whether he had 
actually enlisted yet (a bit of 
vagueness in keeping with the rest of 
the misinformation his recruiter had 
fed him), and I urged him to fi nd 
out, and to reconsider the whole 
thing if he didn’t want to fi ght in a 
war. I explained to him, in old 
soldier style, that what he had heard 
from his recruiter was a case of 

mind over matter. Any story to get 
him into service was fi ne, since they 
didn’t mind—and he didn’t matter. 
 With that grim bon mot, I 
walked across the street to Klein 
High, from which he would be 
graduating the next month, into the 
offi  ce, and asked the same reception-
ist I’d met a week before for a pass to 
see the journalism teacher. Since his 
girlfriend was one of her journalism 
students, I fi gured she’d know Chris, 
and could make sure that he had 
serious advice on his predicament. 

An Administrative Ambush,
and a Police Posse

 Th e same receptionist who had 
happily pointed me to the journal-
ism teacher a week before didn’t 
smile this time as she asked me to 
have a seat and picked up the phone. 
Two minutes later I didn’t have 
a pass in my hand, I had a posse 
of three administrators and three 
campus cops. In the Republican 
Reich, dissenters—even expert 
dissenters like me—were political 
enemies, and I was treated like one. 
Th e “team player” Left y journalism 
teacher who had begged me to teach 
again had denounced me aft er she 
read my work. 
 Principal Patrick Huff  (“Huff -
n-Puff ” to campus wags) was fl ush 
with indignation as he stood behind 
his police team and exclaimed that 
he didn’t want to be mixed up in any 
politics, and only became redder 
when I told him that the recruiters 
were using his school to con kids 
like Chris Black into enlistments. 
Th e cops held back, one noting 
aloud that I was a martial arts expert, 
hand on gun, threatening to write 
me a criminal trespass citation. I 
requested that he do so, as I would 
use it in my story, then he demurred, 
simply asking if I’d leave the campus 
or not. I left  under escort, police 

hands on me, though thankfully not 
in handcuff s. 
 In infowar as in any kind of war, 
you have to be able to look forward, 
and half the secret of that trick is 
not looking back. For two years I’ve 
tried to avoid thinking about Chris 
Black. For better or worse—almost 
certainly for worse—he has stum-
bled into mind-over-matter reality. 
Th e worst part of thinking of Chris, 
though, is that it makes me think 
of Wendy, his girlfriend, clutching 
his hand between her two shaking 
hands, looking at me in the coff ee 
shop as if I could bring him back be-

fore he went to war. I tried hard, but 
I couldn’t. 
 God knows how much depleted 
uranium—the Agent Orange of 
this new Vietnam—he has sucked 
up, how many bullets he has heard 
whistle, or how many corpses he 
has seen and smelled. All of this has 
likely happened in some degree, in 
the name of a war that was supposed 
to be about disarming Saddam of 
WMD’s (which weren’t there); then 
about bringing democracy to Iraq 
(while we kill tens of thousands); 
then about stabilizing a nation on 
the way to civil war (thanks to our 
invasion). All of this for a war that’s 
really about about US oil ambitions 
and Israeli geopolitical problems—as 
those, like me, who called it that 
were treated as traitors. 

A Principled Teacher vs. an 
Unscrupulous Principal 

 While the American education 
system hunkers down until the coast 
is clear to ask questions—any ques-
tions—about a quicksand war that 
is sucking up its students, there are 
still individual educators who have 
taken a brave stand. One such was 
a Klein English teacher whose son, 
an Iraq War vet, had brought back 
enough reality to make willful igno-
rance impossible for her, and whose 
husband, a Vietnam veteran, sup-
plied enough historic perspective to 
make it impossible for her to ignore 
the historic mistake of this war. She 
was exactly the kind of enemy of or-
thodoxy that the Principal Huff s of 
the Klein school district try to sup-
press, the kind whose concerns for 
her students outweigh her concern 
for her career. 
 Aft er the last national elec-
tions, her students were having a 
lively discussion about just when 
US forces would achieve the victory 
proclaimed in 2003—and promised 
every year since. Her answer to them 
was stark: 
 “You haven’t listened to what 
they’ve been saying out of the White 
House. Th ey are telling you that it’s 
a generational war, and that means 
your generation is next. When the 
soldiers fi ghting now are used up, 
they’ll need new soldiers, and that 
means you. If you want to know 
what this war is really all about, ask 
me, my son or my husband—or read 
Captain May’s report on it.” 
 She went to the blackboard and 
wrote down the link address to what 
I wrote about the Battle of Baghdad 
Cover-Up (BOBCUP), which is what 
happened when military/media 
propaganda replaced the real blood 
and guts of the action that took the 
Iraqi capital in 2003—while clueless 
citizens thought that Private Jessica 
Lynch was the real story: http://www.
geocities.com/onlythecaptain/
 “I’ll probably get in trouble for 
writing this down,” she said as she 
wrote, “but you can’t say I didn’t 
warn you.” 

A Practical Postscript 

 It’s up to parents and teachers 
to agitate for schools that teach crit-
ical thinking and the Constitution, 
not a follow-the-leader mindset 
that supports a military-industrial 
con-job. Th e place to start, in my 
mind, is with the idea that reality 
has been systematically withheld 
from the public since 911, the bet-
ter to lead the public to a war that 
was a cherished dream of Bush 
League Neocons long before 911 
ever happened. With two-thirds of 
the American People loathing the 
current president, and fully a third 
suspecting that the 911 matter was 
either set up or allowed to happen 
to bring us into what is now being 
called World War Th ree by conser-
vative commentators, the winds 
are fi nally shift ing back toward 
national sanity. 
 Military recruiters should be 
kept out of our school by school 
boards, not invited in. If full-grown 
men with impressive uniforms and 
glittering medals were to come into 
our lunch halls, class rooms, audito-
riums and functions to try to hustle 
our daughters into bed, we’d call for 
cops. Yet we invite the same alluring 
fi gures to come and try to hustle our 
sons—and daughters—into war, and 
call ourselves patriots. 
 Principled school offi  cials 
should tell students—and their 
parents—that they can “opt out” of 
being contacted by recruiters, who 
nowadays have access to school dis-
trict student records, thanks to the 

“No Child Left  Behind” rules that 
relaxed protections our youngsters 
used to enjoy against being catego-
rized and targeted for recruiter con-
tact. Th at most parents don’t even 
know about the “Opt Out” clause 
is a testament to how complicit our 
school administrators are in the de 
facto draft  scam. 
 In the current context, the 
well-off  folks of Klein, few of whom 
ever wore a military uniform, are 
happy to vicariously express their 
willingness to die for their country—
through less fortunate folks’ kids. It’s 
the ones without college funds and 
summer camps who form the “target 
rich environment” among whom 
recruiters fi nd their recruits. It’s all a 
case of mind over matter. 

Captain Eric H. May, MI/PAO, USA 
CO, Ghost Troop, 3/7 Cybercav+ 
Mission of Conscience / Patriots in Action

Captain May announced a mission of con-
science and formed Ghost Troop aft er the 
Battle of Baghdad cover-up, fi ling Inspector 
General complaints with the Dept. of the 
Army and subordinate commands involved in 
the cover-up. For more about this unique unit 
of active and former soldiers, journalists and 
activists, refer to the story published about 
them by this week’s Lone Star Iconoclast: 
http://www.lonestaricon.com/absolutenm/an-
mviewer.asp?a=402&z=52

***Postscript: Th e captain’s remark about 
what the public would do with recruiters 
if they were attempting to sexually prey on 
American youth was prescient, as an AP story, 
released shortly aft er this essay’s completion, 
reveals: http://www.truthout.org/docs_
2006/082006A.shtml

When the soldiers 
fi ghting now are used 
up, they’ll need new 
soldiers, and that 
means you.means you.means you.
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“The Surfer’s Guide 
to Stock Investing”

The ultimate momentum trading course
surf the waves of the stock market’s 

biggest winners.

Can your stock trading system do this?

IIIN  +96% 30 days
NVAX +253% 18 days
ENY  +171%  5 days

HOM  +144%  31 days
 BCON  +269% 18 days

And many, many more….

For more info and free report, log on to:

Bottomspringers.com
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Ask The Bankers Pen
The Bankers Pen holds 30 stodgy bankers who generally oppose the beliefs of Washington Mutual, especially WaMu Free Checking™.
Their advice column runs nationwide. Find out more about the pen at trappedbanker.com. 

Dear Bankers Pen:
   I’ve heard a lot of banks offering “free checking.” 
But then, they all have different ideas of what 
“free” means. For example, WaMu offers free checks 
for life, but other banks don’t. What do you think a 
bank really means when they say “free”?   

- Dumbfounded in Dallas

Dear Dumbfounded:
   It means they want to go out of business. 
Actually, I have no idea. Are you sure it was a 
bank? Maybe you only thought it was a bank, 

but it was really your next-door neighbor’s 
garage sale. I can’t imagine any God-fearing 
bank manager offering services for no cost 
and actually meaning it. Hogwash!

Dear Bankers Pen:
   I’m in a real pickle here! I’m a bona fide cat lover, 
but my husband has severe cat allergies. He starts 
to sneeze and his throat closes up if he’s within 200 
yards of a cat, bless his heart, so I’ve learned to live 
without felines in the house. But my sister, who 
lives across town, just adopted the most adorable 

pair of kittens ever. After antiquing on weekends, 
I’ll follow her to her house and play with her 
kitties. Then, as soon as I walk through the 
door at home, my husband goes into a sneezing 
fit and accuses me of bringing cat hair into 
the house. I don’t want to hurt him, but I can’t 
help my love for these adorable little creatures. 
Is there any help for me?

- Hopeless in Houston

Dear Hopeless:
   Shut up. Just shut up.
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Why die for a cause when you can 
watch 

Why die for a cause when you can 
watch 

Why die for a cause when you can 
American Idol?

submit to satan President Bush
editors@freepresshouston.com
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