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I want to take this moment to personally beg each and every 
one of you to attend Free Press Summer Fest August 8th an 
9th. This promises to be a huge event for our city and we have 
high hopes that it will change perceptions of Houston as a 
live music city. But besides those and the obvious reasons of 
the great bands and arts that will be on hand, I personally 
have a lot riding on this. I encourage all of you to eat and 
drink heavily, invite all of your friends, and maybe buy a t-
shirt or two. Please. If not, I am in trouble.

Please God, let this go well.



art Shows this month
Friends

Domy Books 1709 Westheimer 
Through 09/03 | 713.523.3669

The Big Show
Lawndale Art Center 4912 Main Street 

Through 08/08 | 713.528.5858

Detritus
Art League Houston 1953 Montrose

Through 08/28 | 713.523.2875

who delve into it are better for doing so. Thirty 
years into the velvet revolution sparked by 
James Surls at the Lawndale Annex in the East 
End the evolution of characteristic Houston 
artists is a mature subject replete with heroes, 
villains and muses. Characterized as Imagist 
by Walter Hopps, enraptured with the battle 
between outside inf luence and outsider art, 
populist and vulgar, kitschy yet ashamedly 
folk, Houston artists have built a conscien-
tious covenant with their environment, the 
wet, hot, green overgrowth punctured by steel 
and concrete. Ink has been spilled lauding 
and eviscerating individual merits- building a 
body of criticism that is sufficiently historical 
as to be said to exist. It won’t take long for it to 
be written into history books.

In figures like John Biggers, James Surls, 
Lucas Johnson, Sharon Kopriva, Mel Chin and 

DEBRIS: How Y’all Doin?
Buffalo Sean

Mark Flood a protagonist is present for trials 
and tribulations. In every good story there is 
an apropos foil. To wit, the ideals and sensibili-
ties of Jermayne MacAgy, Dominique deMenil, 
Alison de Lima Greene, Joe Havel and Linda 
Cathcart represent the other side of the city’s 
cultural coin, refined, intellectual and cun-
ning. Stories f lesh out a scene set to a rolling 
boil for decades. Transplants took sides in the 
local debate and Texans travelled and lived 
the world over. Surrealists, conceptualists, 
abstract expressionists and pop artists touched 
both sides of the debate in significant and real 
ways, a notion glazed over in petty territorial 
skirmishes. Modernism’s local distortion is 
manifest in confusion, terror and bliss in any 
and all media. The only thing that seems to fall 
flat here is smart commentary, the taste bends 
toward the sweet of emotion over the salt of 

Another molting is underway in town; I see the signs 
of desperation everywhere. They’re at the market on 

Airline, outside the Fire Museum in Midtown, at Lee High 
off Hillcroft, on 45 and 59, in every parking lot. 

thought. Visceral reality, tortured fantasy, it 
will all be part of a great story one day.

Naked Lunch 
The Wild Boys
Les Miserables
The Hobbit
Trainspotting
The Fuck-Up
A History of Paris
After the End of Art
The Magnetic Fields
Impossible Lightness of Being
Big Sur
Catcher in the Rye
Roots 
AD&D Dungeon Master’s Guide
Team of Rivals
The Emancipated Schoolteacher 

they say Kentucky, Michigan, Tennessee, 
California, Mississippi. There are thousands, 
but I can only profess to have seen a small 
sliver of their subtle symbols. Their reasons for 
being here are numerous, if not wide-ranging. 
There are jobs to be had. Like New York, except 
for the occasional Chihuahua state license 
plate. Houston as the air-conditioned city was 
a 20th century feat, but it remains to be seen 
what a doubling in the city’s size between 2000 
and 2030 will do. Poised to surpass Chicago in 
population in the 2010 census, Houston will 
soon be the third largest city in America.

Houston’s ar t world has a lways been 
driven by ex-pats from all places “lower 48” 
and across the world and it is richer for being 
so. While in this winding bayou, the binding 
force of Texas’ rich tradition of expression-
ism doesn’t touch all of its artists, but those 
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The effect is overwhelming in its snuff 
film intensity; the forceful death twitch of a 
tail, the screeching sounds of mayhem, and 
the aftermath shot of all the sea water in the 
cove so blood red it looks like a cranberry and 
tomato juice cocktail.

The story unfolds in a linear style. At 
the mid-point when the members of the team 
arrive and secretly rendezvous for their mis-
sion to hide the cameras in the middle of 
the night the act ion becomes oddly r ivet-
ing. While not quite on the top shelf with 
last year’s caper genre docu Man on Wire, 
The Cove provides plenty of food for thought 
not the least of which is the high-in-mercury-
level dolphin meat being sold around the 
world. Dolphins are hardly on an extinction 
list yet their physical state mirrors our own 
pollution of their watery atmosphere. Some 
areas I thought the documentary would go 
but that are not approached include John C. 
Lilly’s contribution to dolphin research. Lilly 
was the model for the George C. Scott role in 
Day of the Dolphin (1973) and O’Barry must 
surely have crossed his path at some point. 
Also the use of dolphins by the Navy or mil-
itary sonic sound experiments ki l l ing sea 
mammals. Although these are al l subjects 
worthy of their own documentaries. Stick 

around past the closing credit rol l for an 
extended sequence that shows how The Cove 
team got one camera past a police blockade 
because it was hidden inside a giant f loating 
whale balloon.

humpday directorlynn shelton

remember the double-dog dare 
from A Christmas Story? It’s not a money issue 
like a bet; we’re talking personal pride at stake. 
A drunken challenge gets jacked up to even 
higher levels in the movie Humpday.

Two former col lege buddies, one now 
married and the other a self-professed drifter, 
dare each other to participate in a porn film. 
Only because it’s an art project they will fuck 
each other in celebration of their irrepressible 
machismo. Naturally complications ensue.

“Someone said casting the right actors 
is 90-percent of the movie,” Humpday writer-
director Lynn Shelton tells Free Press Houston 
in a phone interview. “Try 99-percent.” Shelton 
speaks from experience, having worked both 
in front and behind the camera as an actress, 
an editor, and a director. Her approach to 
helming she describes as “a natural style, a 
method that is organic.”

Shelton shot Humpday over the period of 
a dozen days. “Actually we had the actors for a 

by sight to the locals, and thus are hounded, 
stalked and arrested whenever they show their 
face. One bizarre character calling himself 
Private Space follows them with a camcorder, 
occasionally yelling at them (all in Japanese). 
But a few townspeople (among them city coun-
cil members) are on their side, dishonored at 
the town’s participation in the cover-up.

O’Barry’s story will cement your choice 
of siding with the good guys. His story of how 
he became a cetacean activist will sink the 
listener who fondly remembers the 60s tele-
vision show Flipper. O’Barry was the dolphin 
trainer and Cathy was one of five dolphins who 
played Flipper on the show. O’Barry relates 
how Cathy, after the show’s over, commits sui-
cide in his arms. “She gave me a look that said 
she’d given up and just stopped breathing,” he 
gravely recalls to the camera. Since that time 
O’Barry gets arrested with frequency for free-
ing dolphins that are confined in tourist or 
research enclosures.

Flash forward to the present time and 
O’Barry’s in his senior years but more than 
athletic enough to head a covert team to Taiji 
recruited by himself and Psihoyos that includes 
seasoned swimmers, night vision photography, 
and digital cameras hidden in rocks designed by 
ILM as well as underwater sound equipment.

the cove

humans breathe unconsciously, 
for instance we breathe in our sleep. Dolphins 
are mammals that breathe on purpose. With 
every breath they take they make a conscious 
decision to inhale air.

The Cove is a provocative hard-hitting 
documentary about dolphin killing. The film 
provides momentum from footage that was 
obtained by stealth. An Ocean’s 11 style team, 
including a couple of paramilitary ringers 
and a Hollywood special effects company, are 
brought together to expose the illegal practices 
that exist in Taiji, Wakayama, Japan. Because 
of its remote geography and small population 
(a few thousand) certain city officials and local 
fisheries are able to get away with slaughter-
ing dolphins by herding them into a narrow 
cove with boats, sonic noise and nets. The few 
dolphins that are captured are sold upwards 
of $150,000 to theme parks worldwide. While 
dolphin drive hunting goes on everywhere 
around the globe the practice is especially 
egregious in Taiji.

Director Louis Psihoyos emphasizes the 
H. P. Lovecraft nature of the secluded area. 
Minus the supernatural element of course, the 
cove and its inhabitants exist apart from gen-
eral humanity. Psihoyos and Richard O’Barry, 
a major player in the film, are recognizable 

Mammalcide
by Michael Bergeron
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12 day window but shot with the leads for ten 
days and used a couple days to rest. We did a 
few pick-ups later on.” Shelton works out situa-
tions with the actors before shooting and talks 
about character but doesn’t actually rehearse. 

“I want the electric dynamic of the actors going 
through the scenes for the first time.”

Using two digital cameras Shelton lensed 
master shots of sequences that lasted “20 to 
30 minutes” in some cases. Her expertise as 
an editor allowed her to compose with atten-
tion to detail and continuity in the editing bay. 

“I always got what I needed in three or four 
takes,” Shelton added.

Playing the two friends are Puffy Chair 
and Baghead director Mark Duplass as Ben 
and Joshua Leonard (The Blair Witch Project) 
as Andrew. Ben believes there’s still a six-pack 
under his rapidly expanding gut and Andrew 
thinks he’s cool because he’s been to Machu 
Picchu. Both characters are flawed. Ben in par-
ticular has the inability to tell the truth to his 
wife (a strong debut performance by Alycia 
Delmore) while Andrew’s not nearly as boho 
as he thinks.

Humpday has a clever structure that 
leads to the two men’s verbal dissection of 
their desires and friendship in the finale in 
a hotel room that lasts an entire reel. There’s 

plenty of hilarity but also a dose of biting real-
ism especially from Delmore’s Anna.

Even though Shelton used a small crew, 
sometimes as little as six people, she would 
ask extra members to leave the set whi le 
shooting leaving only herself, the camera and 
sound crew and thesps. “The actors have the 
most difficult job on the set,” remarks Shelton. 
Something about her method must have valid-
ity because Humpday pays off both as an indie 
comedy and a compelling drama.

mfa italian retro

the museum of fine arts, houston 
has run retrospectives of Italian films for the 
last three years, each annual event showcasing 
archival quality prints from Cinecitta via the 
local Italian consulate. This year shines the 
light on Leading Ladies of Italian Cinema.

The series starts the weekend of August 
21 and runs for a solid month and includes 
15 films in addition to guest speakers before 
cer ta in screenings. I f names l ike Sophia 
Loren, Monica Vitti, Silvana Mangano, Gina 
Lollibrigida, et a l. spark your interest you 
know where your hearts are headed. Ful l 
details, tit les and times can be obtained at 
the museum website under the film category.  
www.mfah.org/film  
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due to things such as the internet, 
Facebook, and Twitter, we are everywhere all 
the time, and yet we are only in our bedrooms, 
offices, living rooms, or on our phones watch-
ing the world happen, updating the status. And 
yet, for the most part, not much is happening. 
One of the more memorable things about a 
vacation was the illusion of disappearance, the 
idea you were going away. But now, with all of 
this access, you never really go away... unless 
you don’t sign in. So, though I’m in Mexico, I 
can still communicate as if I am still t/here. 
(Sure, I can’t actually attend things over t/here, 
but if I wait long enough they may show up on 
YouTube and then I can see a badly recorded 
visually shaking version of it.) 

So, apparent ly Michael Jackson died, 
and The Free Press has some sort of festival. 
What is there to talk about this August? (Well 
there is that Free Press Festival...and what-
ever else I can concoct from the web and/or 
prior knowledge.) So, here, I will be brief, but 

Atmosphere
08/04/07 | Warehouse Live
Atmosphere’s name usually is synonymous 
with the term, or idea, of emotional rap. I think 
Tupac was the first emo rapper—shit maybe 
even Scarface—but Atmosphere was liked by 
an entirely different (read: Anglo) audience, so 
with every supposed phenomenon there comes 
a term.  Nonetheless, Atmosphere is a rapper 
who puts heart and soul and (gasp) emotion 
into his music all while displaying an acute 
verbal dexterity (read: flow). This may be one 
of the last times Atmosphere takes his show 
on the road, which makes it a must-see event, 
unless he reconsiders next year, which would 
still make this a should-see event. 

FREE PRESS SUMMER FEST
08/07 & 08/08/09 | Eleanor Tinsley Park
Yes, Broken Social Scene and Devin The Dude 
will be awesome, but the reason to go to Free 
Press Summer Fest is that it is a Houston festi-

val featuring (mainly) Houston bands. If there 
is a group in Houston that is not playing this 
two day festival, they should probably quit or 
fire the person who books their shows. From 
the Young Mammals to The Hates to Perseph 
One and all points in between, the ENTIRE 
Houston music scene will be covered at this 
festival, and unlike Lollapalooza or Austin 
City Limits (which you can attend as well), this 
is one of the few festivals nationwide which 
showcases the music of its city as well as the 
corporate sponsors and local vendors. As I’m 
sure this festival will be covered extensively 
in this issue, my selling point as to why you 
should go is simple: support the home team. 
There are a lot of great bands playing, and most 
of them are from here.

SPEAKERS AND HEADPHONES

MAXWELL
Blacksummer’s Night (Sony Music)
I rarely review huge CDs, unless they are wor-

let me assure you that when I return to the 
States it will be on (cough, Polvo interview). 
Oh, and though I never thought I would, I 
miss the Houston police. Shit, of all things, I 
never thought I would miss the HPD but the 
Mexican police, are…

AMPLIFIERS AND MICROPHONES

De La Soul
08/02/09 | House Of Blues
De La Soul has always been a great live hip 
hop act, even if you haven’t heard an entire 
album from them since Buhloone Mind State 
(I stand accused). Every time you see them 
makes you want to give the overlooked albums 
a chance. I remember seeing De La Soul, Souls 
Of Mischief, and Tribe Called Quest, and it 
was one of the greatest shows I have ever seen. 
I look forward to going to a show and seeing 
some 35 to 40 year olds rocking and know-
ing that, if only for a moment, hip hop will not 
stop…until about 2:15 AM.

Broken Social Scene
08/08 | Free Press Summer Fest

Of Montreal
08/09 | Free Press Summer Fest

The Lonely H
08/14 | Rudyard’s

The McKenzies
08/15 | Mango’s

…and so the summer comes to an end soon. Oh, what a summer 
it has been. We live in what is called a global community.

MAYBE SOMEWHERE I WOULDN’T 
NEED TO BE SATISFIED

by K .  Anderson

de la soul
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thy of my pithy barbs, but in the case of this 
CD, I will express my fondness. First of all, I 
loathe the term or idea of neo soul—the notion 
that by somehow aping black music’s “golden 
age” you are doing something authentic. Good 
music is good music , and a horn sect ion 
doesn’t signify a classic, but Maxwell ’s lat-
est Blacksummer’s Night may well be a classic 
soul record. The feelings are not the one-sided, 
contrived, love you forever or booty juice fare 
of recent R&B. Love is not perfect and some-
times it doesn’t work out, so it’s refreshing to 
hear songs such as “Pretty Wings” or “Cold” 
express this nuance vividly, but then “Stop The 
World” declaims a sentiment that anyone in 
love (or lust) could understand--let the crazi-
ness continue outside we’ll stay here and (love) 
each other. Soul music should be renamed sold 
music ( as in anything to make a dollar), but in 
the case of Blacksummer’s Night you feel the 
soul more than the targeted demographic.

SIX ORGANS OF ADMITTANCE
Luminous Night (Drag City)
Six Organs of Admittance’s Ben Chasny has 
always been in touch with all things psyche-
delic and spacious and moody (and all other 
words that describe music that is as much 
atmosphere and setting as it is rocking tunes.) 
While on vacation, I had to abbreviate the 
good times in order to come home for a day 
and handle something. During the few hours 
I was home, I heard the Luminous Night CD 
as an aural representation of all the things 
I had seen and felt while traveling and star-
ing at vacuous scapes of land and trees. The 
music takes you to a place that is beyond your 
body while keeping you present enough to feel 
it. It is not just spacey trip music—it is multi-
dimensional, it arouses many feelings and 
goes many places—and believe me, the ride is 
worth the price of admission. 

Galactic Cowboys
08/15 | Warehouse Live

Two Star Symphony
08/16 | Super Happy Fun Land
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however, despite his antics, he 
is not merely another scum-fuck prankster 
without any talents. Jackson sings for Black 
Congress and they are on the verge of releas-
ing a stellar 7-inch record loaded with grimy 
but calculated sludge. I managed to get him 
to answer a few questions and it has yielded a 
splendid bounty of venom, trash talk, and talk 
of defecating in pool tables. 

Who has arrived here today: The 

folksy, friendly Bryan Jackson or 

the infamous Sith-Lord? Is the Sith-

Lord merely a marketing platform 

for the nice guy or does he really 

exist? ¶ Man, it really all depends on how 
many beers I’ve drank... I’m on 13 right now; 
so needless to say I’m pretty shitfaced. What? 
Gotta problem? If you make me look stupid in 
this interview I will burn Mangos to the fuck-
ing ground and take a shit on the smoldering 
ashes. I can be a crabby drunk sometimes. 
Usually I’ll give you the shirt off my back or 
I’ l l just steal a shirt off someone else’s, but 
sometimes I can be a real motherfucker. I 
know, I know, some dickheads say, “Fuck that 
guy, he’s the worst dude.” All I can really say is, 

“YOU MAD!” If you know me, then you know 
that 60% of the time I’m just joking and the 
other 40% is just me taking it out on the world. 
Boredom is my worst enemy. When I get bored, 
I start to think like a criminal.

What is your favorite tune on the 

new 7” and what is it about? ¶ Well, 
“London’s Burning” was the first song I wrote 
with Black Congress and it’s about the f irst 
wave of bombing in London during the Second 
World War. I watched a documentary about the 
survivors and it made me sick how all the city 
cared about was their fucking stupid church. 
They saw it as a beam of hope during the 
bombing and many people were out on top of 
St. Paul’s cathedral during the attack putting 

out fires. I have issues with god, I couldn’t see 
myself risking my life trying to save a church... 
ever. I don’t care if Jesus or Allah or Buddha 
or Charlie Manson came down from the sky 
and told me so. And it really was interesting to 
me that the Nazis dropped incendiary devices 
first. They wanted everything to burn so that 
the waves of bombers to follow could see the 
city and bomb the fuck out of it. Evil. Pure 
fucking evil. The second song is “Davidians”. I 
wrote that song about drugs and David Koresh. 
He wanted to be close to god and sometimes 
when I get stoned I see shadows out of the cor-
ners of my eyes. I think its some higher power 
trying to get me to understand it, pull me to it, 
make me believe. Weed is a sacrament and I 
pray all fucking day. To answer your question, 

“Davidians” is my joint. 

Explain to me the Black Congress 

slogan of ‘War. Dub. War. Weed.’ ¶ 
Listen to our record and you’ll understand.

Did you REALLY take a shit in the 

pocket of a pool table? ¶ Yes. I shut 
the bar down for a week. I had a bad prob-
lem with Xanex 4 years ago. It was the worst 
time of my life. Anyway… some dumb fuck 
bartender yelled at me for sitting on the edge 
of the pool table. He was a real prick and was 
eye fucking me all night. Eventually his atten-
tion was on someone else, so I pulled my pants 
down and let the blackest bukowski shit drip 
out of my asshole into the pool table pocket, it 
was the kind where you gotta pay for games 
so my shit just poured into the innards of the 
table. Immediately you could smell it. People 
started to leave and the bartender started to 
get wise to my dookie game. So I grabbed a pile 
of bar napkins and ran out of the place wiping 
my ass. My friend Ryan was right behind me 
as we were running out and one of my shit nap-
kins hit him in the face.

List me some of your favorite local 

bands and then tell me which one 

of them would survive best in the 

post-civilization primal environ-

ment of nuclear fall-out? ¶ First of 
all, I wanna quote a friend of mine, “the girl 
from the Wild Moccasins is cute. I bet rain-
bows and unicorns fly out of her pussy... real 
mystical shit.” (Editors note: When con-
tacted in regard to this mention, Zahira 
from Wild Moccasins quipped, “Who the 
fuck is Bryan Jackson?”) The Wild Moccasins 
are a decent band if you have a vagina that still 
has it’s hymen, you live in the ‘burbs, and are 
so uptight you can’t squeeze a greasy B.B. up 
your ass. Psychedelic pop? Sure... out look on 
the surviving: they’d melt during the regular 
Houston heat. Those kids are made of sugar.

Young Mammals: Solid band, solid dudes, 
weirdo guitar player (not Carlos). I could 
see them doing something with themselves. 
Chance of survival: sorry bros, not a chance.

Beau Beasley bands: I happen to like 
Beaus’ bands. I like punk music. Not stinky 

“I don’t shower and live on the street” punk. 
Chance of survival: Beau would morph into a 
cockroach and survive the blast only if he were 
promised that there would only be a paradise 
of hairy, mustache heavy, dick ready men.

Guitars: Wait. I don’t give a fuck about J.D.’s 
drumming. Chances of survival: everyone in 
the band, yes, except J.D. He’s a li’l too ginger 
to be outside.

BALACLAVAS: These guys have a distinct 
sound, the sound like the guts of Houston. I 
would love to spend a day in Tyler Morris’ head. 
I can’t wait for “Roman Holiday” (phonographic 
arts) to come out (very soon). I truly think that 
they are the best band in Houston. Nobody is 
doing what they do and they carry themselves 

a lot differently than other bands in the city. 
They have smart music that makes you wanna 
move. Between Tyler’s gifted guitar playing and 
hypnotic voice, Bryans’ “dumb as fuck” bass 
lines and Charlie’s violent beats, I don’t know 
where you can go wrong. Chances of survival: 
optimal. I don’t think a nuclear bomb can stop 
these guys. Do not underestimate these guys; 
I’ve seen them give glorious beatings. 

B e s t Te x- M e x i n H o u s to n ,  han d 

down is: ¶ I fuckin’ hate Tex-Mex. Perfect 
example of a horrible idea. Some non-Hispanic 
motherfucker ruining what Mexican food 
really is. So I go to the Oaxaca taco truck near 
Soundwaves. Barbacoa tacos, please. I like 
face meat. 

If you could play a show tonight 

with any band, dead or alive, who 

would it be? ¶ Too many to say. The list 
goes on and on. I’m just happy to be in a band 
with my friends. I like the music I play and I 
like doing it live. I love the anxiety, the pres-
sure, and the release I get. It’s a high I can’t 
get from anyone or anything. It’s like cum-
ming for 30 minutes. And I don’t care as long 
as I get paid. 

Fill in the blanks ∏
Roy Mata: don’t fuck with an angry bear. 
I’ve done it once, just once.

Everyday: I want to start my own crime wave.

Guitars: Boooooorrrrrrriiiiinnnnnng.

Cadillac: I haven’t driven a car for 8 years now.

I took a Darvocet halfway through this inter-
view because of a broken hand. I typed it with 
one hand and now I want to die.  

I heard the name Bryan Jackson attached to controversy 1000 times before 
briefly meeting him a couple of weeks ago at Avant Garden. Whether it was 
stealing comedian Jacob Calle’s record collection and returning it, stealing 
B L A C K I E’s tour money and returning it, or stealing Jay Merrit’s bike and 
returning it, Jackson is always surrounded by some new, interesting shit-storm. 

Interview: Bryan Jackson
By Omar Afr a
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retaliated against a supposed whistleblower. 
According to Marguerite Matthews, a 

writer for Houston Pets Examiner, BARC 
volunteer Shelby Kibodeaux has been charged 
with allegedly falsifying a report. 

Matthews wrote that Kibodeaux had to 
post a $500 bond and appear before the Harris 
County Criminal Court on July 24.  

Harris continued to state that she was 
not interested in investigating previous alle-
gations of abuse. 

She said that she and the rest of the ICT 
are moving forward and are introducing many 
of the changes that BARC’s critics have been 
clamoring for.

“They just need to f ire ever yone over 
there and get a whole new staff,” said Bett 
Sundermeyer, President of No Kill Houston, an 
organization dedicated to making BARC into 
a no-kill shelter.

“They had volunteers over there who 
weren’t feeding dogs, or just feeding dogs a 
little bit because they didn’t want to pick up 
feces,” said Sundermeyer.

Ha r r is  stated t hat t he ICT is  i n t he 
midst of performing an “HR re-org” in order 

to, “make sure the right people are in the 
right place.”

Sundermeyer laid out a blistering indict-
ment of BARC that listed dozens of problems 
including animals that were being kept in 
buildings without air conditioning.

One of  t he cr it ic isms ment ioned by 
Sundermeyer was that BARC was storing 
small dogs and puppies in cages with four-
inch-wide drains.

Animal rights blogs throughout Houston 
were f i l led with accounts of dogs that had 
fallen into the drains.  

LeJeane Thompson, an animal control 
officer for BARC, stated that the city has spent 
$60,000 on new cages for the puppies and 
small dogs. 

 Ha rr is a lso stated t hat t he c it y has 
ordered new grates to cover the drains, which 
have yet to arrive. 

In response to Sundermeyer’s a l lega-
tions regarding the lack of air conditioning, 
Thompson sa id t hat a l l  anima ls are now 
housed in air conditioned areas, and that 
BARC has now added an area for cats. 

She points to what used to be an intake 

[t he] Texas Depar t ment of Publ ic Sa fet y 
Te x a s  Ad m i n i s t r at ive  C o de…a nd Tit le 
21 of the United States Code, Control led 
Substances Act.”

As the allegations continued and the pres-
sure mounted, the city was forced to take action. 
In early July, the city dismissed BARC Director 
Ray Sim just two months after hiring him. Sim’s 
dismissal meant that BARC had hired and fired 
four bureau chiefs in five years.

 A  t e m p o r a r y  I n c i d e n t  C o m m a n d 
Team (ICT) was brought in from the city’s 
Department of Health and Human Services 
(DHHS), BARC’s parent organization, to over-
see BARC while the mayor’s office conducted a 
search for what Mayor Bill White described as 

“a change agent.”   
When quest ioned about Costas’ inci-

dent report, the City of Houston’s Incident 
Commander for BARC Management, Judy 
Harris, stated that she was more interested in 
looking forward. 

“I’m not going to spend a lot time looking 
backward, except to learn from it,” said Harris. 
Her statement came despite the fact that alle-
gations have surfaced that BARC may have 

f o r m o s t  o f  t h e  l a s t  e i g h t 
m o n t h s ,  BA RC has been a f lashpoint 
between the animal rights community and the 
city government, and reports of problems at 
BARC have kept the local blogosphere buzzing. 

Allegations of abuse and neglect, coupled 
with photos of what appeared to be malnour-
ished dogs, shot around the internet for most 
of the spring and early summer. 

In June, the Texas Board of Veterinary 
Medical Examiners fined Eunice Ohashiegbula-
Iwunze, BARC’s chief veterinarian, $500 
for violating Rule 573.43 (b), Misuse of DEA 
Narcotics Registration.

T h e  v e t e r i n a r y  b o a r d  f o u n d  t h a t 
Ohashiegbula-Iwunze had a l lowed David 
Rundell, another veterinarian, to use DEA 
regulated substances without being prop-
erly licensed.

Later in June, a December 2008 memo 
to Ohashiegbula-Iwunze from Gil G. Costas, 
a veterinarian who formerly worked at BARC, 
was released by the city to the Examiner.com. 

T h e  m e m o  r e fe r e nc e d  a n  i nc i d e nt 
report f i led by Costas that “exposes issues 
o f  a n i m a l  c r u e l t y…  a n d  v i o l a t i o n s  o f 

BARC in the Dark
Infamous dog shelter attempts to clean up it’s act

by Alex Wukman |  Artwork by Nick Hoff

Off U.S. 59 Northbound, in a hardscrabble neighborhood where stray dogs 
cross streets with impunity walking past homes with blue FEMA tarps on their 
roofs and hurricane debris in the front yard, sits the domed front entrance 

of the City of Houston’s Bureau of Animal Regulation and Care (BARC). 
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area that is now filled with cats. 
“These animals would have all been killed 

because we didn’t have any place to keep them,” 
said Thompson. 

 The main crit icism has been BARC’s 
eut ha nasia rate.  The 20 05 Repor t of t he 
Mayor’s Animal Protection Task Force esti-
mated that BARC euthanized up to 80 percent 
of the animals brought in.  

Thompson said that in the three months 
that she has worked for BARC the euthanization 
rate has dropped from 56 percent to 40 percent. 

She went on to state that during her ten-
ure with the Montgomery County Animal 
Control Services Center they were able to 
reduce Montgomery County’s kill rate to zero 
percent. 

“It  took t h ree yea rs  i n  Montgomer y 
County. We can do it here but it’s not going to 
happen overnight,” said Thompson. 

T hompson stated t hat  Montgomer y 
County’s zero percent kill rate does not include 
injured, sick or feral animals. 

T he ma i n way Montgomer y Cou nt y 
reduced their kill rate, said Thompson, was 
by increasing the number of off-site adoption 
events. 

She points to the success of such efforts 
by BARC as proof that those results can be rep-
licated. Over the weekend of July 18 and 19, 71 
animals were adopted from BARC off-site.   

“If we could have 20 events on a week-
end,” she said, “we could empty out a room 
like this.”  

Still, despite changes, problems remain. 
She gestured to a grate in one of the kennels 
under the dome.

“All this moisture is where disease can 
breed,” said Thompson.

Along with the euthanasia rate, diseases 
have been one of the main concerns about 
BARC. Animal rights blogs and reports in the 
media are filled with stories about pet owners 
who adopted dogs from BARC, only to have 
them die from distemper days or weeks later.  

Harris said that BARC has begun encour-
aging people to keep newborn puppies at home 

until they can be vaccinated.  Additionally, 
animal control officers are vaccinating more 
animals in the field.   

However there has been concern about 
the amount of animals that are vaccinated in 
the field. 

At the beginning of June, DHHS’s Chief 
Public Information Of f icer Kathy Barton 
stated that up to 90 percent of animals coming 
into BARC were vaccinated. 

Within two weeks, news emerged that the 
number was far lower. A request for information 
regarding vaccination records for the animals 
brought in was not returned by press time. 

“Someone is work ing on it r ight now, 
but it will take some time,” said Harris, but 
Sundermeyer is not holding her breath.

Harris stated that BARC currently cannot 
test the animals that are brought in for distem-
per, and Thompson added that, despite all the 
concern and focus on distemper, many dogs 
are often misdiagnosed.

“A dog may have discharge coming out 
of its eyes and nose and it could be canine flu, 
upper respiratory [infections], or pneumonia,” 
Thompson said, “and will [get] diagnosed with 
distemper. Upper respiratory and pneumonia 
are really common in shelters.” 

Even with a l l the attempts at change, 
some in the animal rights community remain 
very skeptical of BARC.

“They don’t do a really good job,” said 
Sundermeyer. Sundermeyer is also asking why 
BARC is not moving faster towards transform-
ing itself into a no-kill shelter. 

Thompson said she understands the drive, 
and that the shelter is working on it. 

“If we can do it in Montgomery County,” 
said Thompson, “we can do it here.” 

Editor’s Note: On July 22 the City of Houston 
hired business consultant Gerry Fusco as the 

“change agent.”According to statement from 
DHHS spokesperson Kathy Barton Fusco, who 
has no experience operating an animal shelter, 
will receive $208,000 to study BARC’s problems, 
make recommendations and fix things.   
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as i walked into an apartment 
complex for an appointment I noticed the 
decomposing body of a man lying on the side 
of the road.

“How long as he been there?” I asked 
my host.

“Three, maybe four days,” he said.
“What happened to him?”
“Shot, maybe,” he shrugged. “Or maybe 

hit by a car.
Something.”
I didn’t bother to ask why no one had 

called the police. I knew.
Calling the Uzbek militsia amounts to a 

request to be beaten, robbed or worse. So des-
perate to avoid interaction with the police was 
another man I met that, when his mother died 
of old age at their home in Tashkent, he drove 
her body to the outskirts of town and depos-
ited her in a field.

With the exception of New Orleans after 
Katrina, it’s not that bad here in the United 
States. Consider Professor Henry Louis Gates 
Jr.: he shouldn’t have been arrested by that 
Cambridge, Mass., police officer, but he came 
out of the experience physically unscathed.

Nevertheless, the Gates incident has illu-
minated some basic, strange assumptions about 
our society. Cops think they have a constitu-
tional right to be treated deferentially. And black 
people think cops are nice to white people.

Yeah, well, take it from a white guy: we 
don’t like cops, either.

Miami Herald columnist Leonard Pitts 
Jr. references “the African immigrant killed 
while reaching for his wallet, the Maryland 
man beaten senseless as he lay in bed, the 
Miami man beaten to death for speeding, the 
dozens of men jailed on manufactured evi-
dence in Los Angeles and manufactured police 
testimony in Tulia, Texas, the man sodomized 
with a broomstick in New York. Are we sup-
posed to believe it coincidence that the men 
this happens to always happen to be black?”

Of course not. Blacks are 30 to 50 percent 
more likely to be arrested than whites for the 
same crime. Their prison sentences are longer. 
In the notorious “driving while black” New 
Jersey trooper case, blacks made up 70 per-
cent of those randomly pulled over on the New 
Jersey Turnpike — but fewer than 17 percent of 
motorists. Blacks are more likely to be stopped, 
frisked, arrested, beaten and murdered by 
the pol ice than members of a l l other eth-
nic groups. American racism against blacks 
remains systematic, pervasive, and murder-
ous. When there’s a policeman in the picture, 
it’s best to be white.

Still, whites and blacks have more in com-
mon than they think when it comes to their 
feelings about the fuzz. When those flashing 
lights appear in the rearview mirror, even the 
biggest right-winger’s day is ruined.

No one should be less scared of cops than 
me. I’m white, clean-cut, middle-aged, invari-
ably polite: “Hello, sir. Is there a problem, 

officer?” Yet I can’t point to a single positive 
experience I’ve ever had with a cop. Neutral 
ones, sure — basic, cold, bureaucratic interac-
tions. But no great ones.

And lots and lots of negative ones.
Where to begin?
I’ll never forget the New York traffic cop 

who stepped off the curb in front of my car 
on Madison Avenue and ordered me to turn 
right. He wrote me up for an illegal right turn. 

“But you told me to,” I protested. “Wrong place, 
wrong t ime,” he smirked. $165 plus three 
points on my license. I appealed. The cop lied 
under oath. The court believed him.

Or the Nevada highway patrolman who 
pulled me over. I was doing 80 in a 70. He 
wrote me up at 100 mph. My brother-in-law, 
never the suck-up, confirmed I was going 80. 
I was so furious — the fine would have been 
$400 — that I spent double that to fly back and 
challenge the ticket in court. I won.

When my 20-year-old self forgot to turn 
on my headlights as we pulled out of a park-
ing lot while on a road trip with my druggie 
roommate, a Massachusetts cop pulled us over. 
I couldn’t begrudge him probable cause; pot 
smoke billowed out the window, “Cheech and 
Chong”-style, when I opened it.

St i l l ,  what ca me nex t wa s u nforg iv-
able: he handcuffed my arms so tight that the 
metal cut to the wrist bone. (The scar lasted 
10 years.) When we got out of the town lock-
up the next morning, $400 was missing from 

my wallet. (A judge, examining my wrist a few 
months later, dropped the charges. My $400, 
of course, was gone forever.)

An LAPD cop — it bears mentioning 
that he was black — arrested me for jaywalk-
ing on Melrose Avenue. I wasn’t. I didn’t resist, 
but he roughed me up. Upon releasing me, he 
chucked my wallet into the sewer, laughed and 
zoomed off on his motorcycle. I filed a com-
plaint, which the LAPD ignored. And so on.

I admit it: I don’t like cops. I like the idea 
of cops. The specific people who actually are 
cops are the problem. My theory is that cops 
should be drafted, not recruited. After all, the 
kind of person who would want to become a 
police officer is precisely the kind of person 
who should not be allowed to work as one.

But I didn’t start out harboring this prej-
udice. It resulted from dozens of unpleasant 
interactions with law enforcement.

Race long has been a classic predictor of 
attitudes toward the police. But high-profile 
cases of police brutality, coupled with over-the-
top security measures taken since 9/11 that 
targeted whites as well as blacks, have helped 
bring the races together in their contempt for 
the police. In 1969, the Harris poll found that 
only 19 percent of whites thought cops dis-
criminated against blacks. Now, 54 percent of 
whites think so.

Don’t worry, Professor Gates. We don’t 
care what you said about the cop’s mama. A lot 
of white guys see this thing your way. 

Go On, Admit It
You Really Don’t Like The Police, Either

By Ted R all

The current national conversation about race and the police reminded 
me about an incident that occurred when I was in Uzbekistan. 
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corporations are sharing or leas-
ing jets instead of buying them outright; rich 
folks are abandoning their yachts because 
they can’t keep up their maintenance, and 
having to choose between keeping the nanny 
or the gardener because they can’t keep them 
both. The middle classes are cooking mac 
and cheese at home rather than going out 
to Applebee’s, and young singles are pack-
ing thermoses of home-brewed coffee rather 
than splurging on Starbucks. And the unem-
ployed? We’re having to attend job fairs in 
search of cheap entertainment.

I got the email about a week earlier. A for-
ward about the Behemoth.com job fair from 
a helpful friend of my mother’s. They touted 
it as some kind of rock concert—a local stop 
on the Roll Up Your Shirtsleeves Tour. Yeah, 
right. I laughed.

Not that I’m above that sort of thing, but 
the kind of people who f ind workers at job 
fairs are the kind of people who don’t cal l 
workers “workers”—they’re more likely to call 
them Senior ASSociates or Junior ANALysts or 
Customer Branding Administrators. The kind 
of people who, despite how “interesting” they 
might find us, don’t hire people like me. But I 
didn’t delete it, and every time I checked my 
email (which, as an unemployed procrastina-
tor, I am not ashamed to say is pretty often) it 
became more and more attractive. 

It’s not like I had anything better planned 
for Wednesday morning. It would be like that 
time I woke up early on a Sunday to check the 
mega-church in the former sports arena—I 

still tell stories about that. I pictured myself 
at a party, surrounded by a cluster of peo-
ple—them laughing and hanging on my every 
word, urging me on—as I regaled them with 
ta les of my epic hero’s journey across the 
toxic bog of new carpet smell, through the 
cubicle labyrinth of florescent light sameness 
with it’s minotaur of a manager, his blinding 
cardboard smile and firm handshake that’s 
rendered countless, once proud, warriors 
impotent. Plus, it’d get my mom and girlfriend 
off my back for at least a week.

So, I updated my resume to include my 
latest job. I posted it on Behemoth.com and 
registered for the job fair (I mean the “Roll 
Up Your Shirtsleeves Tour”). I considered 
what sort of answers to give i f somebody 
asked me about the gaps in my resume, why I 
move cross-country so often, and how much 
information to volunteer about that felony 
and that misdemeanor without appearing 
cagey or defensive. (They are both entirely 
unrelated to work!)

I tried on different outfits. Would a suit 
come off as trying too hard? I opted for slacks 
and a shirt, ironed them, flossed and brushed, 
and went to bed early. In the morning, not-
ing the importance of a balanced breakfast, 
I had coffee, cigarettes, and cereal instead of 
the usual (just coffee and cigarettes). Then I 
had a nice drive down to a fancy hotel near 
the Galleria.

*	 	 *	 	 *
at registration,  I’m handed a fancy, 
space-age, Velcro-clapsed folder bearing 

logos for Behemoth.com and the Roll Up Your 
Shirtsleeves Tour.

“A nd here’s  you r d r i n k t icket !”  T he 
enthusiastic young man at registration is all 
exclamation. He raises his eyebrows and main-
tains sincere eye contact as he beams a broad 
smile at me. “It’s good for one free drink at the 
Behemoth.com bar!”

This might not be so bad after all. I slip 
the drink ticket into my shirt pocket and tap it 
once as I stride towards the entrance. The first 
booth I notice is from Merrill Lynch. That’s 
right, Merrill Lynch, one of the main “Too 
Big to Fail” juggernauts that led us into this 
mess. They’re recruiting “Financial Advisers” 
at the Roll Up Your Shirtsleeves Tour. Makes 
me feel safer about the “recovery” already. I 
think about applying—I’m sure I could do bet-
ter than whoever was calling the shots there 
a year ago—but then the blonde woman in a 
headset delivering a PowerPoint presentation 
catches my eye. The four rows of chairs set up 
in front of her stage are all occupied, so I take 
my place at a standing-room table near the 
back (beside the “bar,” which, alas, is serving 
only tea and lemonade) to dig her message and 
check out the crowd.

She gest u res d ra mat ic a l ly  w it h her 
hands as she talks about streamlining the 
career search to integrate, optimize, and 
leverage your value-added customer-oriented 
solutions in this risk-averse environment. 
You have to be proactive and maintain an 
active network, she says. You have to check 
the right boxes to prove that you think out-

side the box. It’s a dog-eat-dog world out 
there, after all, and, at the end of the day, the 
only way to break through the clutter and 
get the your foot in the door, to get the face-
time needed to make your case in person, to 
take it to the next level, if you will, is to uti-
l ize the best-practices expressed through 
action-packed verbs, thereby convincing your 
prospective employer that hiring you would 
be a win-win situation. It’s just that simple.

There’s a ding y, faded sadness hang-
ing in the room, despite the f ine wallpaper 
and ostentatious chandeliers. Everybody’s 
sporting their Sunday best—starched shirts 
tucked in to pleated khakis and women in 
power suits—but a glance at their scruffy 
shoes brings everybody back down to earth. 
A thin, mullet and mustached young man in 
an ill-fitting, double-breasted suit is talking 
to his similarly attired buddy about Worlds 
of Warcraft. I look through the fancy folder, 
which is mostly empty, containing specially 
designed pockets for business cards, resumes, 
and these oversized index cards bearing help-
ful, bullet-point advice on how to hype up 
your boring old jobs for your resume. There’s 
even a blank “Thank You” note to serve as 
an example of a way to continue groveling 
to your Human Resources overlords even 
after the interview has ended. There’s list of 
employers represented at the fair—some big 
names, no doubt—but most of them seem to 
be seeking entry-level, telemarketing kind of 
sales jobs.

I spot my buddy Jack, a former coworker, 

TOO BIG TO FAIL
FPH visits a Job Fair

by Joe the Columnist

Recession porn—it’s everywhere. You’ve heard the stories about 
how everybody’s scaling back and getting by with less. It’s the 

hottest topic on TV, on the radio, in so many conversations. 

26 | world | FreePressHouston.com | Issue 106 | 08.09



08.09 | Issue 106 | FreePressHouston.com | world | 27

and we head over to the bar to catch up over 
lemonade. He’s been out of work since March, 
but he’s got the kind of “diverse skill set” that 
insures he won’t be jobless for long. I notice 
that the middle-aged lady serving lemonade—
a hotel employee—is sporting braces, and I’m 
jealous of her dental plan.

Jack and I swap resumes just for kicks 
and he tells me he left out one of his degrees, 
the Bachelor of Science, in favor of listing 
more work experience. I tell him I had to leave 
some BS off my resume, too. We’re having 
too much fun hanging out so we make plans 
to meet up later and part ways to do what we 
came here for.

I notice that the longest lines are for peo-
ple waiting to talk to temp agencies. Only half 
the booths are occupied, like the organizers 
had expected a lot more employers to show up. 
I talk to people in line.

I meet Debra, who lost her job of 16 years 
last January. She’s also lost her house and car, 
and had to move in with her parents. She’s 42 
and has three kids. She’s signed up with more 
than ten temp agencies already, goes on five to 
six interviews per week, but hasn’t got a call 
back. I wonder if she’s sending out the wrong 
kind of thank you card.

I talk to Wei, a seven months pregnant 
Chinese woman, whose husband’s company 
wants to transfer him back to China. They 
don’t mind going, but with her about to give 
birth to their first child, it’s not a good time. 
They’re here on his L-1 visa and hoping to 
find a new job that will let them stay here a 

little bit longer, until they can make the move 
more comfortably.

I meet many more people with similar sto-
ries—cooks, engineers, graphic designers, EEG 
techs—and a slew of hiring managers who are 
thrilled to shake my hand and assure me every-
thing’s going to be fine. The whole thing strikes 
me as a masturbatory exercise in cheap feel 
goodism, but then I take a look around at the 
hordes of people and all the literature they’re 
exchanging and realize what’s really going on. 
Think about it—the folders, the displays, the 
schwagge, the catering, the a/v installations, 
the promotion—this whole job fair must have 
put hundreds of copy writers, designers, print-
ers, collators, greeters and administrators to 
work. Even the recruiters and head-hunters on 
the other sides of the booths might have been 
sitting at their desks twiddling their thumbs 
and brainstorming ways to justify their con-
tinued employment if they didn’t have this fair 
to come to today. They are not here helping the 
unemployed find work, rather, the unemployed 
are here to give the recruiters something to put 
on their own timesheets!

O n t he  w ay  out  I ’m h a nd e d  a  bu s i -
ness card by a shor t Asia n ma n wear ing 
cargo shorts and Wayfarers who reminds 
me of Frank Chu or that mobster from The 
Hangover. I ask him what it’s for but he says 
he doesn’t know, he just gets paid to hand 
them out. It’s for a website called kookoo.ws, 
so I check it out when I get home. It’s for a 
pyramid direct-marketing scheme. His hon-
esty is refreshing. 



and smiled at me, which was very creepy at 
the time.

“HA! I’ve literally never heard that one 
before. So who the hell are you?” he asked as 
though he’d been a gentleman his entire life.

“Just a concerned citizen of Houston, TX,” 
I answered.

“Oh... well come on down.”
As I walked down to the shore, I saw sev-

eral of Ken Lay’s pint-sized manservants run 
to fetch me a beach chair and a drink. Oddly, 
the drink was not served in a coconut. It was 
served in a chalice covered in jewels.

“Sorry, we ran out of coconuts. Soooooo, 
how can I help you?”

“Mr. Lay, you can tell me everything I need 
to know about a Mayoral Race in Houston.”

“Oooooh yeah, that’s comin’ up, isn’t it? 
Probably in November.”

“Probably. But there’s a mayoral forum on 
the 18th of August that I’m preparing for.”

“Well, my strange visitor, you should def-
initely look into Ordinance #2006-1001. Also 
known as the Limited Use Banner Sign ordi-
nance. It requires businesses to obtain a 
permit to display any sign constructed of cloth, 
canvas, light fabric or other light material, not 
to exceed 40 square feet in size.”

“How much is the permit?”
“Altogether it’s $150. And that gets you 

seven consecutive days in any 30-day period 
to use the banner.”

“You’re kidding?”

“Hell no! I’m not kidding. It’s a trav-
esty; a horribly non-creative way of using 
small businesses as revenue capillaries. Not 
to mention it puts a shit load of red-tape out 
there making it harder for small businesses to 
advertise and generate revenue for themselves,” 
he exclaimed in a squirrelly voice.

I began writing frantically on my notepad.
“Okay, ok, ok... you got anymore?”
“Damn, son! Wake up. There’s probably 

hundreds of these knick knack permits and 
fees and ordinances that take money out of 
modest pockets,” he said as began to pick up 
the momentum of a crazy man. He picked an 
odd time to be honest, I thought.

Ken Lay ranted and raved, continuing to 
open my eyes about the red-tape injustice that 
comes out of City Hall. He detailed the levels of 
vanity in which these ordinances are founded; 
claiming they “help keep the city stay clean 
and maintain a proper metropolitan appear-
ance.”  He referenced innane bike ordinances, 
poor pay structure for city workers, ridiculous 
street closure prohibitions, etc... And by that 
point, Ken Lay was standing up, yelling and 
swatting the polynesians with the stick. I was 
forced to get him another drink and calm the 
crazy crook down.

He popped a pill out of the medicine bot-
tle and slowly explained to me the approach I 
needed to take.

“Listen, you’re a smart kid. Obviously. You 
found me. So channel that energy into find-

ing where the City’s money comes from and 
where it’s going. That applies to these Mayoral 
Candidates as well. They have donors. They 
have big name contributors. Peter Brown 
wants a giant fast train that stretches from 
Houston to Dallas and San Antonio. So, I’m 
betting there’s some contractors that contrib-
ute to his campaign... blah blah blah... Boy, 
this is basic politics.”

I could tel l he was getting tired from 
a lonely l ife on an island, exi led from the 
world for his wrongdoings. I felt sorry for him 
almost. Ken Lay made me realize that there are 
some silly evils that go unnoticed because we 
spend most of our time gawking at the giant 
ones. Like Enron.

His eyes were growing weary, as well. I 
think it must’ve been the pills because I didn’t 
taste any alcohol in the drinks. So, I gathered 
my things and got up to leave.

“Mr. Lay,  t ha n k you for your t i me. I 
really appreciate the lesson,” I said with the 
utmost sincerity.

“No problem, strange visitor. I’ ll be roo-
tin’ for ya. Come back anytime... Hey, I heard 
Mattress Mac torched his ware-...” his voice 
trailed off as I made my way through the jun-
gle, back to the plane. 

Don’t forget. Mayoral Forum, August 18th. 
713.782.8833 for more information.

they seem to be doing their part; 
so I should do my version of due diligence. 
There’s a mayoral forum on August 18th from 
noon to 1:30PM put on by the Houston Area 
Table, Houston Tomorrow and the FPH. For 
more information, please call 713-782-8833.

My odd and questionable preparations 
for this forum included a plane ride to visit a 
semi-forgotten Houstonian- Kenneth Lay.

If you rea l ly bel ieve he’s dead... wel l, 
that’s adorable. Ken Lay lives on a remote 
island in the south Pacific... because that’s 
how much money he stole.

Don’t forget, Ken Lay lived in Houston for 
a very long time; and is well-versed in how his 
city operates. Ken Lay was a baaaaaad man; 
there’s no doubt he shook the Devil’s hand a 
few times. So I figure he could probably shed 
some light on what exactly I should ask a can-
didate running for Mayor of Houston.

After I landed on the makeshift airstrip, 
I made a direct route to the beach which is 
where I was told I would find Ken Lay. Sure 
as shit , there he was- donned in tropica l 
attire and large and in charge... of some of 
the smallest polynesians I’ve ever seen. He 
was sitting in a beach chair, being fanned, 
with a drink in one hand and a stick in the 
other. There was a medicine bottle at rest on 
the table next to him.

I approached softly.
“Hey asshole! Get of f my property!” I 

yelled at the top of my lungs. He turned around 

Ken Lay, City Money, Small 
Polynesians, and Mayoral Forums

By Mills-McCoin |  Image By Shelby Hohl

I made the decision to attend one of the many Mayoral Forums 
that Gene Locke, Roy Morales, Annise Parker and Peter Brown 

have been attending since the start of the Mayoral Race. 
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was hardly a deviation from the script when 
Israeli Prime Minister Benjamin Netanyahu 
used a most shrewd term to depict his gov-
ernments’ refusal to respect international 
law regarding the dismantling of Jewish set-
t lements in the West Bank, a l l considered 
illegal under international law, specifically 
the Fourth Geneva Convention. He said dur-
ing his recent trip to Germany that the West 
Bank will never be “Judenrein” a Nazi term 
meaning “cleansed of Jews”.

And once again, Israel is resorting to 
its traditional propaganda (such as equating 
Palestinians with Nazis), drawing on people’s 
historical sympathies, guilt and ignorance of 
false analogies.

More, Israel’s National Security Advisor 
Uzi Arad is in fact reviving the discredited 
Israeli rhetoric that Israel has no partner in 
peace, in comments made to Israeli newspa-
per Haaretz on Friday, July 10. He questioned 
whether there is in fact a Palestinian leader-
ship that is capable of delivering peace with 
Israel. If such a Palestinian state would exist, 
say in 2015 – according to Arad – it would be 
a “fragile structure. A house of cards.” But he 
chose to omit that Israel purposely besieged 
and weakened the democratica l ly elected 
Palestinian leadership in Gaza, while pains-
takingly propping and legitimizing Abbas. 
using with astounding mastery, the carrot and 
the stick metaphor.

Only Israel can cleverly spawn a depen-
d e nt ,  we a k  le a d e r s h ip,  a nd  a c c u s e  t he 
Palestinians of not being a worthy peace part-
ner; only Israel can murder thousands of 

since then, Gaza continues to appear on 
the news once in a while, as a recurring sub-
ject of human misery.

The tireless efforts of British MP George 
Galloway, and the courageous endeavors of the 
Free Gaza movement have managed to push 
Gaza back into the spotlight, even if momen-
tari ly and with polit ica l context which is 
lacking at best.

Aside from that, the three-week Israeli 
onslaught in Gaza, starting December 27 – 
and the catastrophic conditions endured there 

– have served the purpose of a footnote in many 
news reports. The event is generally cited as 
such: “Israel moved against Hamas in Gaza to 
quell the firing of militants’ rockets, resulting 
in the death of such and such number.” Hamas, 
according to media conventional wisdom, is 
the “militant group that ousted Palestinian 
President Mahmoud Abbas’ forces in a bloody 
coup in mid 2007.”

Sadly, ones worse fears have actualized, 
where the post-Gaza massacre world and the 
one which existed prior are exactly the same. 
Israel is trying to prove that political and 
military might overpower all human rights 
reports combined, and that public opinion 

- which turned against Israel as it wantonly 
killed and wounded thousands – will even-
tually turn back in Israel ’s favor. One does 
not need to be an expert in the art of propa-
ganda to predict the public relations model 
that would allow Israel to deceive millions 
into believing that the belligerent state is in 
fact a victim in a sea of hosti le Arabs hell-
bent on subjugating the Jewish State. Thus it 

The Brute Logic 
of Big Guns

Gaza and the Language of Power
By RA MZ Y BAROUD

Nearly six months have passed since the Israeli army ceased 
pounding the tiny stretch of land that is the Gaza Strip. 

Palestinians and demand security from its 
very victims; only Israel can caution of a Nazi 
past, yet cage Palestinians in concentration 
camps, punish them for recklessly subscrib-
ing to the wrong God, or foolishly falling into 
the wrong race.

It has si x mont hs since t he unprece-
dented and savage war against Palestinians 
in Gaza, and here we are making the same 
argument, referencing the same deceit and 
quoting the same outrageous claims. During 
those same months, unsubstantiated Israeli 
accou nts were cou ntered w it h ca ref u l ly 
composed reports by highly regarded organi-
zations, such as the Red Cross, among others. 
Bombarded Gaza neighborhoods “look like 
the epicenter of a massive earthquake,” said 
a recent Red Cross report, entitled: “Gaza: 1.5 
million trapped in despair.”

UN human rights envoy, Richard Falk 
summed up Israeli behavior in more direct 
terms, on Thursday, July 9. “There will be no 
peace between these two peoples, until Israel 
shows respect for Palestinian rights under 
international law,” Professor Falk said.

Israeli leaders however pay no heed to 
international law. In fact there is litt le evi-
dence that Israel’s history was shaped, in any 
respect, by international standards, neither 
those pertaining to war nor peace. Israel 
only understands the language of politics 
and power. It is a state that has been con-
structed, and sustained upon Machiavellian 
wisdom. Advisor Arad is perhaps the most 
v i s i b le  m a n i fe s t a t ion  of  t he  lo g ic  t h at 
propels the Israeli state. In his recent inter-

view, he demanded that once a state deal is 
reached with the Palestinians, Israel should 
be granted a NATO membership as a “quid 
pro quo”. To counter nuclear threats by oth-
ers, he said, Israel must have “tremendously 
powerful weapons”. Considering that Israel 
already has nuclear arms, one has to wonder 
to what other “tremendously powerful weap-
ons” Arad is referring. Arad must’ve been 
encouraged by US Vice President Joe Biden 
who said in a recent interview with ABC’s 

“ T his Week ” t hat “I f  t he Neta nya hu gov-
ernment decides to take a course of action 
different than the one being pursed now (by 
the US and its allies), that is their sovereign 
right to do that.”

Once again, it is the brute logic that 
“might makes right” pursued by those with 
the bigger guns, that continues to menace the 
Middle East, with Gaza being the most devas-
tating example.

One must remember that Israel never 
heeds to statements, and is hardly moved by 
reports and random condemnations. Only 
pressure, constant and focused, will grab the 
attention of Israeli policymakers. Only the lan-
guage of an international campaign of boycott, 
divestment and sanctions will translate in Tel 
Aviv to a legible political language.

As for Gaza, civil society must not wait 
for President Obama or any other to save the 
slowly starving population, but must take 
every possible and urgent effort to help an 
oppressed yet proud community to redeem its 
basic rights and freedom. 
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Eco-librium enhance or alter the exist-
ing environment; binding, weaving, and 
clumping leaves, stems, branches, and grasses; 
regulating nature in quirky, unanticipated 
ways. Kathy Hall ’s I say Poaceae, You say 
Poaceae introduces non-native grasses into 
the park and forces us to confront the unpre-
dictable nature of complex systems.

Recessions depress but they can inspire 
i n novat ion a nd re i nvent ion,  e ver y tool 
becomes a weapon when held just right. Kathy 
Kelley’s The birth of destruction deconstructs 
automobile tires and fashions them into boul-
der-sized spheres that remind one of objects 
of play or meditation. Andis Applewhite’s 

Soul  dist i l ls man-made and natura l f rag-
ments to serve as objects for meditation. Jason 
Dean Moul’s Water, Seed, Pollen, Leaf hints 
at moving away from Christ ian sa lvation 
through salary and inserts customer designed 
stain glass windows in the intersections of 
the pecan tree branches. The trees etched on 
plexiglas in Keith Hollingworth’s Arboretum 
may serve as a memento mori for the park in 
anticipation of a coming environmental cri-
sis. Michael Crowder’s frozen birds will have 
melted before this exhibit even ends, but you 
could find yourself, decades from now, peering 
at the two glass ones-- wondering how quickly 
the next ice age will come. 

the vantage point of the forgotten poor and 
vulnerable; Cornell West accusing Obama of 
neglecting those most in need. Merging fan-
tasy with nightmare, Donnett constructed a 
tree house and foreclosed it, with a red sign 
and a foreclosure listing in the paper. June 
Woest’s Pharmacy Domesticus forms a field 
of bamboo-like columns out of plastic pre-
scription bottles, makes a visually stunning 
side-effect of our fascination with better living 
through pharmaceuticals. Lucinda Cobley’s 
tree+cipher proposes a vibrant new taxonomy 
for nature that makes one cry out for a new 
political discourse. Amie Adelman’s untitled, 
Mari Omari’s Gifts and Orna Feinstein’s

if the pundits won’t profess 
it, at least artists will paint the picture. The 
installation Human Nature Planted does 
not present itself as overtly political, but it 
plays out that way. Curated by June Woest and 
Claudio Franco of Urban Artists at the Nature 
Discovery Center of Bel laire, Planted is a 
group sculptural installation by twelve inno-
vative Texas artists. The official theme of the 
show is to “explore the human handprint in 
the natural world and how it positively and 
negatively inf luences the environment,” but 
the show resonates with current socio-polit-
ical-economic turmoil. Nathaniel Donnett’s 
Myke’s Clubhouse captures the crisis from 

Human Nature Political
by Dean Liscum

Whether or not the end is near, its close enough. 
Charity in the billions is doled out to the über-

rich by their own underlings. The poor live and die 
without air conditioning or basic medical care. 
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B-CLEAN PRODUCTS FOR INTERNAL
AND EXTERNAL TOXIN REDUCERS

B-CLEAN FORMULA
Works in one hour, effective up to five hours.
In Hawaiian Tropical and Orange

B-SUPER CLEAN
Works in one hour, effective up to five hours.

EFFERVESCENT TABLETS
Works in one hour, effective up to five hours.
Water soluble formula, tastes great.

HAIR CLEANSING SYSTEM
Effective up to eight hours, eliminates external 
barriers and lowers toxins within

DAILY CAPSULES
Supplements detox process 12 to 24 hours
prior to cleansing deadline.
Powerful companion to other toxin reduction 
products


