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Well. Shit. The few months that precedes FPSF have arrived 

and things have gone haywire. FPH staff hygiene has gone to 

the shitter ( literally ). That is all because we are working around 

the clock to give you something extra crunk. Hope you enjoy.

Also, SXSW is around the corner. For some reason, the car ride 

to Austin always seems to be the most fun part. Maybe I will 

just keep driving and go to Chicago. 

For the last 8-9 years, everyday I have sat 3-4 feet away from 

graphic designer and animator Shelby Hohl inside the hallowed 

walls of the Free Press office. In that amount of time I have 

watched him grow from a 18 year old walking bag of human 

filth ( I kid, I kid ) to a talented young man who has the world at 

his fingertips. Despite those fingertips being soaked in various 

nefarious substances, I can't stress enough how proud we are 

of his growth having self-taught himself everything from design 

to animation to video editing. He is now moving to Los Angeles 

to sow his wild oats and expand his grasp of all things multi-

media. He will still be working and designing for FPH, coming 

back and forth to deal with FPSF matters, and haphazardly 

forming business relations over well drinks from a distance in 

LA. Either way he will be sorely missed. I would ask the gen-

eral scumfuckerry he hangs out with to stop by the office every 

now and then and make a mess in his honor. 

Stay cool, stay sweet.

FPH 03|12
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Performance art is a slippery eel, perceived as superfluous by outsiders and undefinable by its practitioners. From the earliest humans 

catharsis has been achieved through movement, ritualized social interaction, dance, transgression and questioning existence through societal 

norms. Tribal cultures, medieval clerics, organized religion, mob revolution, theater, street busking, opera and popular music have all exploited 

the inherent emotionality that was begat by the first performance art. When the artworld began to use the tools of performance in the 20th 

century as first DADA and the surrealists explored nonsensical public theater, film and everyday interventions they solicited horror and repul-

sion from the public. By the 1970s and the revival of performance in art, movement was a great boon to the anti-capitalist stance of American 

and European artists who recaptured the catharsis of early humans by foregoing or downgrading the salable object as inherent to art itself. 

DEBRIS:

By Buffalo Sean

I Lick My Brain in Silence

Though this impulse has waned in the artworld over the past decades that time held the seeds of the modern revival of performance 

art in Houston. With the Lawndale group and the innumerable art spaces and practices they spawned began a rich tradition of performance 

art that continues today. With help from visionaries like Elia Arce a new generation has discovered performance as a viable medium, exploit-

ing the internet landscape of videos, photographs, blogs and social media to magnify their reach. 

Performance artists from around the world will be in the city March 8-10 for the first Houston International Performance Art Biennale 2012. 

Tweet about it with the hashtag #HIPAB. Hosted at Diverse Works March 8, Avant Garden March 9 and notsuoH March 10th, the festival 

will feature internationals Myk Henry (Ireland), Elena Nestorova (Finland), Gim Gwang Cheol (South Korea), Orion Maxted (London), John 

Boehme and Natali Leduc (Canada), Marcus Vinicius (Brazil), Rodney Dickson (Northern Ireland), Non Grata (Estonia), Ville-Karel (Estonia) 

and 1KA (France). Other artists include Nyugen E. Smith (New Jersey), Jamie McMurry (Los Angeles), Jill Pangallo (New York), Patrick Lichty 

(Chicago) and local artists including The Art Guys, Jim Pirtle, Nestor Topchy, Julia Wallace, Jonatan Lopez, Rahul Mitra, Emily Sloan, Daniel 

Adame, Nancy Douthey, and Daniel-Kayne.

The Lone Star Explosion is being funded in part by The Mayor’s City Initiative through Houston Art Alliance, Box 13 ArtSpace, DiverseWorks 

ArtSpace, HIVE, Finnish Cultural Council, Looking at Art, Redbud Gallery, BCCKT Collaborative, AvantGarden, notsuoH, Free Press Houston 

and G Gallery. Individual sponsors include Candice Goodwin, Wayne Gilbert, Heidi Vaughan, Adrian Byrne and The Being Water. Visit lone-

starexplosion.org for more information.

Even after the exhibit these performances will live on through youtube, flickr, facebook and twitter. Viewers are encourages to post 

as much media as possible to the web and if you missed it, just google around- it was awesome. 





Near, far, 
wherever  
you are
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March is here and that can mean only one thing, you’re 

probably looking for somewhere to get away from the bizarre fix-

ation with brackets and basketball that sweeps across the nation 

every year at this time. Seriously, it’s enough to make you want to 

drink. So much so, that I tried to fill your calendar with as many awe-

some openings as possible this month. I almost succeeded.

Topping the list is Titanic: The Artifact Exhibition, at the Houston 

Museum of Natural Science. A century has passed since the trag-

edy and this exhibition attempts to tell the complete story of the 

Titanic, from her conception and construction to the icy encounter 

in April and her rediscovery ninety years later. Through the recov-

ered artifacts we are immersed in the stories of her passengers and 

crewmembers and no, Leonardo and Kate aren’t in here.

I talked to Theresa Nelson from Premier Exhibitions about what 

we can expect to find at the exhibition. She explained that you 

can expect to see over two hundred recovered artifacts such as a 

chandelier that would have been found in the First-class smoking 

room and china from the First, Second and Third class dining rooms. 

Nelson also revealed how items like these bowls give us a glimpse 

into life aboard the vessel – “Seeing these side by side gives you a 

real understanding of the class distinction that was so present not 

only onboard Titanic, but in 1912 as well.” “The iconic ‘Amy’ charm 

bracelet, other delicate pieces of jewelry and even a pair of eye-

glasses with the lenses still intact – these personal effects really 

put into perspective that these were real people traveling on board 

Titanic, just like you and me, with hopes and dreams that were either 

ended or forever altered as a result of the tragedy.”

She also assured me that there will be some interactive parts to the 

exhibition such as an iceberg (complete with real ice) and a replica 

boarding pass that you are given on entering the exhibit which has 

the name of an actual passenger printed on it. In an eerily moving 

moment, visitors will be able to search the ship’s manifold in the final 

gallery and determine what happened to their passenger and those 

they traveled with. 

Unfortunately after this exhibition, I ran into my own iceberg of 

apathy when I tried to interview someone from the Alley Theatre 

about the opening of the Tony-award-wining play, Red, and was 

promptly sent the same press release I had just read online. Though 

I did appreciate the speedy reply, it is probably for the best that I 

heard no more from them since I would have been forced to debate 

whether a play about an artist and his assistant really adds to my 

understanding or appreciation of their art (in a nutshell, no).

My next disappointment came from the Fotofest Biennial who 

didn’t even bother to reply, further marginalizing the Russian pho-

tographers they are showcasing this year at a time they are being 

celebrated. Like the Alley, perhaps they prefer to let people stumble 

around their website for information. 

Last but not least is Egyptomania at the MFA. Christine Gervais, 

associate curator of decorative arts and Rienzi, was kind enough to 

explain that Egyptomania “ is the term given to the revivals of inter-

est in the 18th, 19th and early 20th centuries in ancient Egyptian art 

and civilization.” The exhibition features about forty objects rang-

ing from garden sphinxes and “Aegyptian” furniture to Art Deco 

perfume bottles with pharaoh-head stoppers and the “evocative 

photographs by the 19th-century photographers Francis Frith and 

Francis Bedford” depicting “deeply romantic views of the monu-

ments and shifting sands of Egypt.”

When asked how this phenomenon impacted western culture, 

Gervais answered that, “The lasting legacy is seen in the objects 

created in this aesthetic. The furniture, silver and glass continue to 

captivate with their exoticism. And, of course, without it we wouldn’t 

have Steve Martin’s fantastic ‘King Tut’ song.” Speaking of songs, 

Gervais also told me nicely that the Egyptians didn’t walk any dif-

ferently than anyone else. Man, the Bangles have a lot to answer for. 

By Michael Pennywark

Titanic: The Artifact Exhibition, at the Houston Museum of Natural Science

Mar 16, 2012 - Sep 3, 2012

Egyptomania at the MFAH

Opens March 18 and runs through July 29

Red at the Alley Theatre

Runs March 2 – March 25

Fotofest opens March 16

Check their website for details
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C O N V E Y  S U S H I
F U J I M O T O  M I Y A Z A W A

You’re invited to: 

A visual / music art experience

Featuring art by:
Fletcher Stafford
Micheal Abramowitz
Cypress Golden
Musical guest:

Orents Stirner

Sat. April 28th, 2012

Location:

Performance @ 9pm

6 pm to 12 am

(rock/other/improv)

77003

One night only

more info @ fb.com/”Mindset” A visual/music art experience

2201 Preston St.
 Barnevelder

www.reverbnation.com/orents

LONE STAR PERFORMANCE EXPLOSION 

March 8-10, 2012  DiverseWorks | AvantGarden | notsuoH  

7-11pm   $30 All Event Pass   $12 Per Event 

http://lonestarexplosion.org 

C O M E  A N D  G E T  I T  !  

Houston International Performance Art Biennale  
1KA (France),  Daniel Adame (Houston), John Boehme (Canada), Rodney Dickson (Northern Ireland), Nancy Douthey  (Houston),  Gim Gwang-

Cheol (South Korea), Myk Henry (Ireland), Ville-Karel (Estonia), Daniel-Kayne (Houston),  Natali Leduc (Canada), Patrick Lichty (Chicago), Jonatan 
Lopez (Houston), Orion Maxted (London), Brian and Stevie McCord (Houston), Jamie McMurry (Los Angeles). Rahul Mitra (Houston), Elena Nes-

torova (Finland), Non Grata (Estonia), Jill Pangallo (New York), Jim Pirtle (Houston), Emily Sloan (Houston), Nyugen E. Smith (New Jersey),          
The Art Guys (Houston), The Goose A Prisoner (New York), Nestor Topchy (Houston), Marcus Vinicius (Brazil), Julia Wallace (Houston) 
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In contrast, I recently saw a couple of movies I was less than 

enthralled by, This Means War and Wanderlust, but it didn’t want to 

make me ban 20th Century Fox or Universal, nor embargo any exist-

ing DVDs in my collection that star Reese Witherspoon, Tom Hardy, 

or Paul Rudd. Wearing a bag over my head to the movies would just 

be silly because it wouldn’t allow the all important peripheral vision 

that gives widescreen entertainment its edge. To me a bad movie 

is just that, and a means to cleanse the palate before a good movie.

Obviously you’re not going to approach a movie like Journey 

2 The Mysterious Island with the same expectation as a new Wes 

Anderson film or the latest art film du jour, to use a couple of exam-

ples. So imagine my surprise when the opening cartoon to Journey 2 

instantly skyrocketed to the top of my animated short list of all time. 

Daffy Duck’s Rhapsody, a Warner Brothers cartoon, marked the first 

CGI and 3D use of animation for the WB stable of classic characters 

that includes Bugs Bunny, Daffy and Elmer Fudd. I’d only heard the 

audio recording and assumed it was from an existing cartoon but 

the song itself debuted on vinyl by Mel Blanc in 1950 and has only 

premiered as a cartoon this year.

Journey 2 The Mysterious Island itself has several things to rec-

ommend not the least of which it a penchant for classic literature. If 

all the kids who watch this film then on to read Jules Verne, Robert 

Louis Stevenson, H.G. Wells and Jonathan Swift, all specifically ref-

erenced in the movie, the world would be smarter place. Make no 

mistake, Journey 2 is a kid’s film with the kind of mentality seen in 

early ‘60s Disney films yet you won’t be bored at the scenery chew-

ing of Michael Caine or the ukulele strumming of Dwayne Johnson or 

the filmmakers vision of utopia. Yes, Captain Nemo was from India 

and the ideas of the previously mentioned classic authors contain 

more food for thought than contemporary literature; that’s my story 

and I’m sticking to it.

But now back to Daffy. The melody Daffy sings in the cartoon is 

from Franz Liszt’s Hungarian Rhapsody No. 2. Please note that as far 

as Liszt goes, No. 2 is his No. 1. Allow me to disclose the lyrics that 

Daffy sings as I feel it’s important in revealing the heaviosity of my 

new favorite cartoon.

“Greetings! My name is Daffy. There’s no other duck like me. 

Because I’m so daffy. And the reason I’m daffy. And so gosh-derned 

riff-raffy. And so screwy and laffy. Is because those hunters won’t 

leave me alone.

“Oh, why don’t they hunt some other animal for a change. So, 

that I won’t have to end up on a kitchen range. But no, duck hunt-

ing’s all the rage and they won’t let me be. And I’m so full of bullets, 

I’m lit up like a Christmas tree. There’s so much I’d like to do if I just 

had the chance. I’d like to play and romp and even sing and do a 

dance.  I would read the latest book. Go swimming in the babbling 

brook. I’d like to fly the seven seas. Play hide and seek among the 

trees. I’d play hop scotch and double dutch. And this and that and 

things and such. I know that isn’t asking much. But all these things I 

daresn’t touch.  It’s bang! bang! here, and bang! bang! There. Bullets 

flying everywhere. I can’t stand it any longer I get weak and they get 

stronger.  Hunters to the right of me. Hunters to the left I see. Over 

hill and over dale. Bullets whizzing past my tail.

“There’s no rest and there’s no peace. Won’t this shooting ever 

cease. Morning, noon, and through the night. That’s why I look such 

a fright.

“BANG! BANG! BANG! I ’m only sixteen yards ahead. BANG! 

BANG! BANG! They’re shooting straight at me.  HOO! HOO! HOO! 

They won’t let up until I’m dead. HOO! HOO! HOO! Why can’t they 

let me be? Why don’t they hunt big wild moose? Or chase a Ranger 

on the loose? There’s possums, chipmunks, caribou. Or rabbits 

for a rabbit stew. Rats and squirrels, porcupines. Monkeys swing-

ing on the vines. Leopards with or without spots. Wild cats with or 

without dots. Elephants, badgers, kangaroos. Lions, tigers, cows 

that moo. Wolf and mice and prairie ox. Red and grey and silver 

fox. DAFFY! They drive me daffy! Those hunters with their great 

by Michael Bergeron

Here’s the difference in sports fans and movie fans. A sports fan will become disenfranchised when their team loses or switches from the 

National League to the American League. The transformation usually ends with the fan banning mention of their former fave team, wearing 

a bag over their heads to any games they attend or swearing to never watch a game from said team again ever.

big guns. They’re all uncles, cousins, fathers, sons. Crazy! They got 

me hazy. With all that rootin’-flootin’-hootin’-tootin’-high-falootin’ 

noisy shootin.’ Closer! They’re gettin’ closer. With shot-guns, pistols, 

bows and arrows, riffles, knives, and other deadly trifles. Scram now! 

While I’m still able. You’re nutty to think that I’m gonna end up on 

somebody’s dinner table. Sooooo, Good-bye! So long now! Woo-

hoo, woo-hoo, woo-hoo, woo-hoo, woo-hoo, woo-hoo, woo-hoo, 

woo- hoo, woo-hoo.”

The totality of this song is sung by Daffy as he prances in a 

theater setting all the while being pursued by the nimrod Fudd. If 

you don’t think Daffy Duck’s Rhapsody transcends time and space 

you’re simply mistaken.

Here are some awesome film events taking place in Houston 

during March. 

At the MFAH on Wednesday March 14 (7:30 pm.) Eva Marie Saint 

will present On The Waterfront, as part of a Turner Classic Movies 

tour. TCM host Ben Mankiewicz will also moderate. 

The Aurora Picture Show offers a free workshop for children on 

March 17 at Ikea (7810 Katy Freeway). “Aurora Picture Show hosts a 

green screen workshop for youth that will utilize basic chroma-key 

compositing to create unique tabletop short films. Aurora’s green 

screen workshop teaches children a form of filmmaking in which 

small staged sets and objects are filmed and manipulated in front of 

a green screen that can make them appear in any imaginable back-

ground.” (Registration required at www.ikeahouston.com).

A Separati on
A Separation just wows its audience on so many levels that it would 

be unfair not to call it an instant classic. But is this Iranian film about 

taking care of old people, about the Iranian judicial system, about 

class divisions in Iranian society or about a couple applying for a 

divorce? It’s about all of the above and told with a dialogue heavy 

script that itself is nominated for Best Original Script at this year’s 

Oscars, in addition to its nom for Best Foreign Film.

A Separation starts out with the lead couple arguing about their 

impending divorce only the law states that they must both consent. 

Actress Leila Hatami immediately grabs your interest with her red 

hair but it’s her husband (Peyman Maadi) who posses a temper of 

fire. Maadi slightly resembles American actor Adam Scott. Maadi, 

upset that their maid (Sareh Bayat) has left his infirm Dad alone 

literally throws her out of his apartment. This leads to a charge of 

murder when she claims to have miscarried after that incident.

Watching A Separation it dawns on the viewer how much social 

inequality exists between the main couple and their domestic help; 

in fact the same story could be told with rich Anglos demeaning 

their Latino servants. Brought before a judge to determine the case 

Maadi pleads his case and in fact seems to be in the clear when the 

court reconvenes at his apartment and examines the distance and 

angle from his front door to the stairs.

Eventually A Separation becomes greater than the sum of 

its parts as we glide in sympathy from character to character. A 

Separation manages to encompass a wealth of human experience in 

the microcosm of one couple’s tribulation.

SXSW 2012
This year’s line-up for the SXSW Film Festival and Convention 

promises the usual suspects of studio films (Cabin in the Woods, 

21 Jumpstreet), music themed documentaries (everyone from Paul 

Williams to Ginger Baker), midnight movies like (Rec) 3: Genesis, 

and an astounding list of indie films. On a list of films I want to see 

are the documentary Wikileaks, and a short about robots called 

Machines of the Working Class made by identical twin brother film-

makers. The great thing about SXSW is how the majority of events 

are all walking distance from each other, and on every corner people 

are busking to the delight of all. 
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It has been a long month, and not because of leap year, but because I have been 
working a lot. But it is mainly that, working a lot, trying to make a living, suste-
nance. The babies got to eat, and the ends got to meet, everything is sour ‘cause 
ain’t shit sweet. March, the time of Spring Break, compromised morals in the name of 
fun. But, you know, whatever. Virginia, what the fuck is going on there? Civil rights 
are being reversed while we have a black president. What does that say? Election 
season, speeches, Obama is for the privatization of the school system, just saying, 
if you live in a fucked up neighborhood, they’re bussing the promising ones out, fir-
ing the teachers, and your child is about to learn to read from a Furby. Shit is real. 
So a friend of mine recently said something about divorce, it’s a popular thing now, 
giving up, in the future, we will be a nation of bastards, kids will be like, “What’s 
wrong with you, your parents are married?” If you wanna know where hip hop’s go-
ing, ask yourself, where am I going. SMART PHONES ARE THE MARK OF THE BEAST. And so…

SHOWS
3/12/12 DUSTIN WONG-Super Happy Fun Land- Ponytail released two amazing albums 
and it was a wrap. One of the major reasons for that amazing was Dustin Wong. 
Wong does not play guitar tunes; he creates pictures, moments, landscapes, colors, 
from layered guitar tones and melodies. It is the type of thing that is difficult to 
promote on the flippant “this will be cool man” vernacular of music writing. Wong 
understands, dissects, establishes the pace, deconstructs, rebuild, and takes the 
idea of performance to mean transforming a space through sound, you go to be en-
veloped and transported. Super Happy Fun Land is small and you will be there, but 
you will be THERE, this is not a talking to your friend, shoot the shit event, this a 3D 
movie, this is epic, this is happening, be there when it does.

3/13/12 GIRLS- Fitzgerald’s- Girls has gotten a lot of critical acclaim. Their music is 
what one might call, emotional, gripping, passionate, slow at times, etc. Their lat-
est album, Father, Sun, Holy Ghost, is a grand collection of songs that are reminis-
cent of the Lennon/Redding style R&B. There are moments like “Vomit” which are gut 
wrenching and heavy— all in all, it’s to be digested, mulled over, played in succes-
sion to recall or accentuate feelings, and this can work well live, because most 
likely their fans will go to the show, and be visibly affected, singing along, reliving 
those things, those feelings evoked from the songs. It should be good. I heard they 
recently covered Whitney Houston. I could see that.

PONTIAK-Echo Ono-Thrill Jockey
Pontiak are consistently good, their albums are statements of commitment and 
sound, you know what they do, they do that well, and you appreciate that. They 
don’t dabble in this, even if Pontiak were to do a house song (I am being facetious, 
that would sound atrocious), it would sound like Pontiak doing a house song. Their 
albums are like a caged serpent, there is fire, there is slithering, there is attack, and 
sometimes there is the mere majesty of presence. Some of you like rock music to re-
mind you of a time when the mountains roared and the seas rumbled, sometimes you 
like music to remind you of the magic of blasting your car stereo to a place that 
beckons you to ask: what do I really need my ears for? This is power, this molten 
lava; this is the elephant’s roar. 
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MOMMA 

TOLD ME 

ONE DAY 

IT WAS 

GONNA 

HAPPEN 

BUT SHE 

NEVER 

TOLD ME 

WHEN

by K wame M . 
Anderson
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Dada Moda is a metaphor symbolizing all the bands in Houston struggling to get started, get fans, 

and get laid. The trio have played music for a long time respectively but their latest project is just start-

ing and they’ve only played a handful of shows. Live, the band has a raw punk energy tempered with a 

post-punk attention to detail but with dealing with a dearth of demos and some bumps along the way 

they don’t have a whole lot of exposure yet. To their credit though, the band does have the boon of 

their name being emblazoned in black magic marker on two locations upstairs at Fitzgerald’s. I’ll let you 

search for yourselves.

Is it harder for you guys to get laid as a band when you don’t have any demos?

Definitely [laughter]. It doesn’t affect me. Ninety percent of the time I’m jerkin’ it anyway so it’s good 

either way. Either way, we don’t get laid. [laughter]

C’mon guys, this is your interview, make shit up! 

I talked to Lane about the Galveston show, I want you tell me about that one. I mean it’s not your fault.

We’re going to end up talking shit about Minerva and Cern. 

How do you spell Cern?

C-E-R-N. I think it’s the same way you spell chlamydia. The guy looked like he went across the border 

to get anabolic steroids. You should have seen him holding a guitar. I mean how much time could you 

spend on playing music and working out. Yet at the same time they were playing songs that were quite 

emotional. Talking about how the other sex won’t get with me. Once we started playing there was liter-

ally three people, not including the bartenders and some fat lady. By the third song we stop and I just 

start screaming, “this song’s called eat my shit” and I started hitting the drums and they started just 

playing and then I stop again and I was like, “this song’s called go fuck yourself”. They were trying to 

shut us down but then everyone got bored. [. . .] Brews Brothers is my favorite venue though, they hook 

you up with free beer.

So seriously, I know you don’t have any demos right now but have you gotten any further?

Actually yeah. We’ve actually worked on recording all of songs at this point. Because we’re only using 

one mic -woah let’s not tell people that! 

No there’s no shame in that. That’s cool.

And we’re doing it ourselves and we don’t have very much recording experience.

I don’t know how it happened but somehow DIY has turned into a thing with a name and it was a thing 

before it was a thing, I guess you could say. Some people make such a big deal about doing stuff them-

selves. They want a fucking gold star and cookie. 

Interview
By Jack Daniel Betz

Dada 
Moda
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Head Down to The Creeks  

& Have a Pinchin’ Slappin’ Good Time!!! 

Party Starts Midnight Friday 

Green Beer, Green Mary’s, DJ’s, Green 
Eggs & Ham, Drink Specials & More  

ALL DAY 

 
 

 

Saint Patrick’s Day  
At The Creeks 

 

 
 

Onion Creek 3106 White Oak > Cedar Creek 1034 W 20th > Canyon Creek 6603 Westcott > Dry Creek 544 Yale 
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Bassist Thomas Helton’s music has a certain explorative quality that suggests a musician con-

stantly reaching out to explore new ways to express and push himself as a musician. His work with The 

Core Trio and his solo work in particular sparkle with an almost youthful sense of joy and curiosity. Lately, 

Helton has incorporated video to accompany his releases and both his recent solo bass release (simply 

titled “I”) with Jonathan Jindra and the upcoming Core Trio’s release take advantage of the power of 

visuals in ways many Jazz players never consider. We spoke with Helton not long before he was about to 

leave for a tour of the East Coast. Here is some of what he shared with us.

I’d never heard Jazz in High school and then in the 90’s I got nose-deep / tunnel vision into Jazz. 

Anything between1930 and the maybe early 60’s before Coltrane started doing the free thing. I did that 

for years but, after I’d been playing for 10 years, I felt a little limited. With traditional Jazz there are rules 

and structures. You play a certain way because that’s what people want to hear and what the people 

you play with want you to do. That was fun but there was always that nagging feeling. Why do I have 

to play these notes? Haven’t these notes been played for fifty years? As I played all these restaurants, 

hotels and weddings - I became more disgruntled. You’ve got your tuxedo, you’re playing “Girl from 

Impanema” again, and in the back of your mind it’s gnawing at you, “This is not you. You’re not a robot.” 

You know, you’re playing the Jazz gig but you’re not playing JAZZ; you’re just regurgitating what the 

real guys did fifty years ago and playing for people who don’t care and aren’t listening. 

But as I started expanding, I started getting into that somewhat structured Free Jazzy thing and it kept 

evolving. The real pinnacle for me was when Peter Kowald, the great European Free Jazz bassist, came 

to town in 2001. He did a three-month tour of the United States where he flew to New York, bought a 

late 70’s station wagon, took his bass, and did solo concerts - one nighters along the South, up the West 

Coast, across the top, and back to New York to play Vision Fest. Dave Dove contacted me because they 

needed an amplifier and I said, “Sure.” He did a free bass solo set for an hour and twenty minutes with 

no break! At that time, I thought that I was pretty open-minded but I couldn’t believe this. I was like, 

“That’s what I want to do! I want to do THAT!” And more importantly, I really love playing solo. So after 

that, I found something that I felt very strongly about, it was like the crazier the better. 

When you hear my compositions, they don’t have any traditional structure. In 2000, I started writing 

these chamber pieces because I really like woodwinds and it almost sounds like two people practicing 

near each other. It’s hard to call it a composition but that’s how I hear it; that’s the way I write. I hear one 

guy doing this while another is doing that - and if it isn’t correct by the rules of composition, then maybe 

it’s not a “composition” by that standard but that’s how I write and I write what I want to hear.

So, after I saw Peter Kowald, I started cultivating my solo career and I took a note out of his page. I did a 

West Coast tour and it was great. It was exactly what I wanted but it was rough because I’m just a musi-

cian so I don’t have income if I’m not working and doing something like this you’re paying for hotels, 

your driving your car and no gig is going to play anything. So after that it was, “OK, whatever I have to 

do to keep that going I’ll do. If I have to keep whoring myself out, I’ll do that as long as, every once in a 

while, I can go and do my true thing.” 

Then, about a year ago, my fiancé and I started a business – it’s nothing creative - but it’s allowed me to 

not have to play gigs. I mean, I still do them because all my friends are musicians and I do love playing 

Jazz but now I’m very picky. If you see my name, it’s usually solo or with The Core Trio. If it’s not going 

to be beautiful and amazing, then I don’t want to do it just to wank-off so I’m a little bit particular about 

who I play with. The tendency is “let’s put that guy and that guy together and see what happens.” I’m 

OK with that but it’s not my ultimate goal. My ultimate goal is to have that amazing connection with the 

people I’m playing with and convey that and connect to the audience. That’s where the magic is for me.

About a year ago, I was on a West Coast tour with my fiancé and we were bouncing ideas off each other 

about how to connect to people so we came up with the idea of video because most people are visually 

oriented. I’d met Jonathan [Jindra] who’d booked me to play Binarium and we started doing this proj-

ect. I wanted a video of me playing in a weird space and we found a great space over in the East part of 

town and when he sent me his draft, he’d incorporated some shots that he had just taken around town 

of sewer pipes, construction sites, and things like that. That was a hell of a lot more interesting than just 

watching me. I liked it but Jonathan is a ridiculous perfectionist so he just kept tweaking it until I had to 

rip it out of his hands. Now The Core Trio has a CD/DVD coming out hopefully in March of a performance 

at Diverse Works that was recorded by another friend of mine.

But I like that I can do all this. I can to do a solo bass tour, put out a DVD, go play a musical, go play with 

the Baytown symphony, go play with a gypsy band, play with an R&B group…In reality, there are very 

few things I don’t want to do. 

The Core Trio perform Thursday 

march 1st with Tatsuya Nakatani and 

Astrogenic Hallucinauting at Super 

Happy Fun Land.

Thomas Helton performs Saturday 

March 24th with Jimmy Bennington 

and Seth Paynter at Cezanne. 

Thomas 
Helton
Interview by R amon Medina
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Most Houstonian’s are blind to the fact that their very own 

city was responsible for a resurgence in the medium of rock poster 

art. There was a ‘golden age’ in the late ‘80s and early ‘90s where 

Houston’s acid soaked psyche and garage rock scenes were pro-

pelled into the national consciousness with the help of such poster 

artists as Uncle Charlie, Frank Kozik, Jason Austin, and Jermaine 

Rogers. Rogers’ work has since become ubiquitous as he has been 

commissioned by everyone from David Bowie to Radiohead to Led 

Zeppelin to create original artwork for tour posters, albums, and just 

about anything else you can put a mind-bending image on. In 2008 

he moved to New York City but has since decided to again make 

Houston his part time home yet keep his residence in NYC and jump 

between. We were lucky enough to nail him down long enough for a 

few questions.

How much does your own personal worldview inform your artwork?

Quite a bit, naturally. That’s the magic of any art, really. When I 

began doing posters and flyers for bands back in the early to mid-

’90s, there was really no ‘plan’. There was no financially sound ‘street 

art’ or ‘gig poster’ market like the one that exists today. So I had no 

long-term agenda of any sort in the beginning. I just wanted to have 

a part in a scene I really enjoyed being part of. And lucky me: I could 

draw a bit. Those first few years were really about figuring out the 

craft. Learning ‘the rules’, and then figuring out which ones you want 

to break. You figure out who YOU are, and you learn to stop copying 

your idols. You learn to embrace some of your little imperfections on 

reality: these will become pivotal parts of your ‘style’.

Back in the late 1990’s, when I was getting my first big breaks, I 

received a lot of criticism for doing artwork that was too ‘self-cen-

tered’. I remember doing a poster for an ‘At The Drive In’ show 

where I indulged in some weird autobiographical imagery.  Soon 

after, another artist (who I won’t name) said, ‘Your artwork should 

be about the band and not yourself. You’re serving your ego.’ I never 

bought into that way of thinking.

I remember being so mystified by artists not willing to totally indulge 

their ego in their ARTWORK. You’re an artist! Say your thing. You 

know, I’ve always made sure that the artwork I create for shows fit 

the vibe of the band. The bands were always happy. They always 

hired me again. That At The Drive-In print? They loved it. I worked 

for them again. I worked for Sparta AND Volta. Always doing my 

own thing. When it comes to gig posters in particular, you CAN do 

both: tag the vibe of the band and the event as well as be very per-

sonal and egocentric in your artwork. Raymond Pettibon did it. Frank 

Kozik did it, and personally encouraged me to keep doing it early on. 

If the band/client gives you the freedom, take it. Trust that you have 

the sense to know how far to go and when to pull back. Sometime, 

your worst impediment is other artists’ opinions. Study the art you 

like. Study the artists who create it. Think and listen. Train your gut, 

and then trust it.

 Of course, when I’m doing art prints and paintings, I have total free-

dom. The same is true with my designer vinyl figures and sculptures. 

I indulge every aspect of my self in these projects. Your art should 

be the one place you plant your feet and hold your ground. It’s the 

one place you don’t turn and run from anyone.

An artist/musician/writer/film maker etc.  is kind of like the shaman 

of a tribe. He/she has access to certain talents, which are just beyond 

the reach of most members of the tribe. He doesn’t necessarily 

describe events: he interprets them. He helps the tribe understand 

and process their feelings, beliefs, loves and hatreds. He is a conduit. 

And every artist is like that. He has his own little ‘tribe’. Call them col-

lectors or fans...whatever. But there is a bond between the artist and 

his group. Degas called it a ‘trust’. The artist trusts his tribe. They 

provide for him. They indulge his calling. They give him the space to 

work it all out in his head and then they watch his journey carefully. 

They also pay his bills, give him food money, and finance his future 

explorations. In return, they trust that he will always be true in his 

work. He speaks for them.  They trust that he will always honestly 

represent the tribe. It’s a very symbiotic relationship.

Trust your views. Shout them out in your drawings and paintings. 

Sing them and write them. Your tribe is out there. You speak for 

them. You owe it to them.

Jermaine 
Rogers
By Omar Afra

Godfather of modern poster art and prodigal son 
returns to Houston … for now.

Interview

‘Stairway To Heaven’ for Official Led Zeppelin IV 40th Anniversary Show at 

Flood Gallery: London, England 2012



What have been the best/worst things you have discovered that 

have happened to the ‘old neighborhood’?

Well, my old stomping grounds (Montrose/Heights) have definitely 

changed. But, the writing’s been on the wall for a long time in the 

Montrose. I remember back in the late ‘90s, you could see things 

drastically changing. A lot of the artists, musicians and freaks that 

really made the neighborhood a center of creativity were already 

being priced out at that point. A lot of people I knew started relocat-

ing to the warehouses and old buildings behind the George Brown 

Convention Center, on the south side of the 59 overpass. A lot of 

folks moved out towards 5th ward, as well. When they cancelled the 

Westheimer Street Festival because of ‘neighborhood concerns’, 

that was a harbinger of things to come. It had never been a prob-

lem for the neighborhood before. But you know, things change. It 

happens. Artists, musicians, writers, and students flock to an area 

because it’s cheap. Typically these neighborhoods are run down, 

low-income places, and flavored with ethnicity, culture, and an 

abundance of truly open minds. In time, ‘young money’ discovers 

these hoods. ‘Wow!’ they think, ‘Just think how nice this neighbor-

hood COULD be! And it’s so funky and artsy! And it’s cheap!’ Then 

the inevitable occurs. ‘Young money’ starts buying cheap land, and 

the big cheap old houses. ‘Old money’ follows ‘young money’ (as it 

always does). Old houses are torn down and replaced by big pretty, 

state-of-the-art boxes. And it’s all done in the name of ‘progress’. 

Meanwhile, all of those ‘funky’ folks who made the neighborhood so 

interesting? They can’t afford the rents anymore. Sooo, they go to 

another ‘hood’. And guess what? The process starts all over again. It 

is what it is. Have fun while you can: it don’t last.

That said, I will admit that the Montrose is SO NICE, now! (Laughs) 

I mean, when we decided to get a place and live here for half of the 

year again, I was hoping that the old neighborhood hadn’t changed 

too much. That said, some of the changes are really refreshing.  I 

mean, it’s nice to see families and see people living and loving out on 

the streets. I’m torn about this neighborhood, and not ashamed to 

admit it. Back in the late ‘80s when I began haunting the Montrose, it 

was a really sketchy place. Part of that sketchiness gave the neigh-

borhood its energy. It was dangerous, depending on where you were 

and when you were there. The Kroger on Montrose was totally not 

a ‘nice’ place to shop on Friday and Saturday nights. We used to call 

it the ‘ghetto Kroger’. I went in there the other day, for the first time 

in years. They’ve got a sushi bar. Sushi. Now that I’ve got a little 8 

year old kid, I like the fact that the neighborhood is nicer. When I 

was 23 years old, I didn’t mind that the dude who lived next door to 

me was basically a low-budget pimp. I didn’t mind the kids upstairs 

who were always on acid and who would play Germs records really 

loud at 3AM. These days, things would be different. One big shock to 

me was discovering that the amazing Wilshire Village complex had 

been eaten by a big red and white thing called H.E.B. I had lots of old 

friends in that place over the years. A book could be written on the 

folks who moved in and out of that place over the years. Lots of tal-

ent. But things change. Strangely enough, the patrons of that H.E.B. 

remind me of the folks I see up in Williamsburg, Brooklyn. Very 

pretty. Very stylish. Very ‘together’. And they sell fresh praline cov-

ered pecans there. Accept it: things change. But, you don’t have to.

How much, if at all, does the city you are in influence your work? If 

so, how does Houston ‘sneak’ into your work?

There is a certain amount of influence, I suppose. The city you live 

in has it’s own energy, its own little pocket of zeitgeist. For instance, 

up in Brooklyn, NY there was a very palpable thing in the air last 

year when the Occupy folks started doing their thing down in Wall 

Street, and eventually around Grand Army Plaza (just a couple of 

blocks from my apartment). It was in the atmosphere, and every 

other artist I know up there felt it. I instinctively began doing all 

types of confrontational artwork to support the ideas of the move-

ment, even re-working older designs I had done to better coincide 

with an ‘Occupy’ theme. Even prints that I was doing for other unre-

lated events had a subversive air to them. With every piece I was 

sending to press, I was stripping these ‘Occupy’-type handbills and 

mini prints along the bottom and printing them out en masse. Those 

things got left on subway trains, in the parks, in bodegas, and on 

benches all over NYC. But, there is another point I’m trying to make 

here. What artists up in NYC were doing during the OCCUPY events 

was being done EVERYWHERE in the country. Everyone was being 

inspired by the same events. Geography was irrelevant. And that’s 

because we’re all connected, more so with each passing year. Due 

to global communication through the web and real-time informa-

tion at your fingertips every second, the old geographically based 

art scenes have really begun to blur into one another. I think it’s a 

very historic time right now. I know some artists in certain cities who 

rarely venture out into the local scene where they live. They rarely 

leave their studios. Their primary contact with the outside world 

comes via the internet. And that’s a big deal, because the ‘scene’ is 

actually happening, existing, in a virtual environment. ‘Local’ scenes 

are being replaced by Facebook friend ‘trees’ and online forum 

boards. Artists are talking and trading ideas and stealing influences 

from one another in these very controlled and evolving communities. 

And it’s all happening in real time. It’s a very new and different thing 

in the art world, relatively speaking, and it ’s happening globally 

every day.  Naturally, you can understand how in this environment, 

many artists are not finding their primary influences locally. That’s 

a real development. Of course, there is still some local interaction 

between an artist and his neighbors and in certain parts of the world, 

regional heritage is strong. Texas is one of those places. I’ve always 

kind of worn Texas on my sleeve, primarily ‘Houston’, and have insti-

tuted some of that socially taught culture into some of my artwork. 

RADIOHEAD 2008

Daniel Johnston 2007 (Collaboration with Daniel Johnston)
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Many times, some of the ideology that was present in certain circles 

here locally is what I would specifically attack in my artwork. I would 

make artwork meant to chastise and provoke certain mentalities 

brimming with ancient, right-wing conservative, intolerant, racist, 

woman-hating, gay-hating, self-entitled bullshit. In the last few years 

(thanks to the Rick Perry’s and G.W.’s around here), forward-think-

ing, rational Texans abroad have had to consistently explain to their 

friends and neighbors that Texans aren’t all ‘like that’. 

So, yes...there have been a few times when some vague ‘Houston’ 

aesthetic has entered into my artwork...but very sporadically. Of 

course, if there is ever a need or a situation that arises locally where 

my artwork can assist the greater good or help to educate, I’m all 

for it. I’ve done that type of thing many times. I am proud to be from 

here, and I’ll love this town until the day I die. But, I am a citizen of 

the world. I lived in various places all over the country, and I’ve lived 

in dozens of other places in my mind. My ‘view’ is so much wider 

than just ‘here’. And I think that’s how it should be. We’ve all got to 

start thinking like that. There is an insidious, tribal type of thinking 

that is crawling up from the mud again. It seemed to be retreating a 

while back, but panic and fear has brought it back from the depths 

of the sewage where it belongs. Fear always does that. Artists espe-

cially have to model behavior. It’s part of your job, artists. You’re a 

citizen of the massive outer world, and a timeless explorer of the infi-

nite inner world. So fucking act like it.

I am gonna guess that at one point people assumed the digital revo-

lution would have completely changed rock poster art. Nothing has 

changed. Am I right?

Well, it certainly has put the ‘gift of fire’ into the hands of many more 

people. Everybody’s a designer these days. And to answer your 

question, yes: things totally have changed. It’s easier now for certain 

folks to say their thing. And the new digital tools that many artists 

now include as part of their default palette have enabled them to 

focus more on the idea and basic crafting of their work rather than 

spending hours on the ‘mechanical’ work. In fact, I remember when I 

first started doing screen prints, having to create what were referred 

to in the industry as  ‘mechanicals’. You’d do your artwork by hand, 

take it to some service bureau to have them shoot it into a film 

positive, throw that onto a light-table and began cutting your sep-

arations out of rubylith. This was incredibly time consuming. Hours 

were spent doing things which software like Photoshop/Illustrator 

now does in a fraction of the time. Now, there are some luddites out 

there who will forever argue that the old way was better...and to 

some degree, I get their point. You certainly understood the ‘bones’ 

of print making on a more intimate level. There was an art to build-

ing the physical aspect of the skeleton of the print. But I’m sure there 

was quite an art to washing clothes on rocks in a stream, too.

 As one who was straddling that fence when things were switch-

ing over, I wholeheartedly embraced the digital tools. I remember in 

1999, working on a poster for RAGE AGAINST THE MACHINE, and I 

finally figured out a roundabout ghetto-style way to do color sepa-

rations digitally, which significantly reduced the time it took me to 

do that process. I do not miss the old ways at all. Years ago, artist 

Mark Arminski told me how the hand-cutting of color separations is 

what he really enjoys. I just laughed and told him I couldn’t believe it. 

He’s a better man than me. I hated it.

The answer is never in the ‘black’ nor the ‘white’: it’s in that shade 

of ‘gray’. True, the digital revolution in poster art has ushered in a 

glut of mediocre work. It can be a perfect recipe for disaster to a 

young artist’s development: a copy of Photoshop and the internet, 

with millions of images at your fingertips. If one is not careful, they 

can become lazy. The term ‘designer’ is thrown around really loosely 

these days, though I am pleased to see that there is a modern meld-

ing of design and illustration ethos that is in progress. I’m excited to 

see where it will go. Digital technology is another tool. Artists will 

always find a way to squeeze every conceivable use out of these 

‘extra hands’. They are gifts from the art gods, to help you hit your 

target...not to replace your ‘aim’.

You have the pleasure of dealing with some of the biggest bands of 

the planet. Has there ever been a time you wished you could choke 

one of them? If so please elaborate. If not, make some shit up.

I never kiss and tell. Sure, there have been some forgettable jobs. 

Sometimes, it was an issue with the band or a band member. Every 

now and then, you run into a performer who is so good at perform-

ing, he believes that he is just as good at ANY art. And, he/she has 

ideas. Tons of them. Many musicians believe they are incredible 

visual artists as well. Most of them are NOT.

Sometimes, the problem is with the bands management, or the mer-

chandise managers. For the majority of my career, I’ve been pretty 

reckless with imagery. I’ve always wanted to make the print that the 

suit-and-ties in the band’s marketing department would never make. 

For instance, when I was a kid, my friends and I would love to spend 

summer afternoons in the den drawing  these pictures of KISS. We’d 

make each band member a half-man/half-monster. I loved drawing 

Gene Simmons as an actual dragon-faced demon, with a tail and 

wings and breathing fire. The thing is, my friends and I never could 

understand why the folks at ‘KISS ARMY central’ didn’t get that this 

is what we wanted to see! I guess way back then, this battle between 

me and art-marketing departments began.

Fortunately, for the last half of my career (to date), I’ve been able to 

be very selective and work pretty exclusively with folks I’ve worked 

with many times before. The majority of these are people I consider 

to be friends outside of ‘business.’ So there is a comfort level there. 

I remember one time going to a show and taking a friend with me. 

I ended up backstage, and eventually ran into Josh Homme. I’ve 

known him for a while and have done a lot of work for him: Queens 

Of The Stone Age, Them Crooked Vultures, etc. going all the way 

back to Kyuss stuff. Around that time, I’d been having a problem 

with some folks in their merchandisers art department really slowing 

down the process, wanting to ‘approve’ everything. So after some 

small talk, I tell Homme, ‘Dude, what’s up? Why am I having to jump 

through these hoops all of a sudden? All this time, and now this?’. I 

was pretty aggressive, and my friend who was with me looked at 

me like ‘What the hell?’ Homme apparently had no idea about all 

of this. He gets on his phone right then, gives somebody the busi-

ness. Then he calls some manager guy in and basically tells them 

that ‘Jermaine needs no approval.’ And then we go to some party. 

And ‘poof’, all those cats who had been hemming me up magically 

disappear. Homme’s a stand up fella...always has been. And that’s 

how it is these days. Even if I would tell you a horror story, I haven’t 

had it happen in years. Besides, in recent years, much of my work 

has been art prints, paintings, designer vinyl figures and sculpture. 

So, there is no one to answer to but myself in those cases. And I’m 

such a delight to work with. 

WEEN at Central Park, NYC 2010







her report emotionally and monetarily harassed at the hands of the 

detective assigned to her case. Not only did the detective working 

her case behave unprofessionally, but in the end Jane was forced to 

pay for her own rape kit. 

Jane explained that she arrived at the special crimes unit 36 

hours after her attack and was told that she needed to go directly 

to Memorial Hermann or Ben Taub for her rape kit. She was reas-

sured that either hospital’s financial costs would be covered by the 

state and the city. She explained to HPD that she did not have insur-

ance, and they reaffirmed that she would incur no cost if she went to 

one of the city-run hospitals. So she immediately went to Memorial 

Hermann and endured the invasive process of evidence collec-

tion. She left the hospital that night like most women do after their 

clothes have been taken from them for evidence—in a hospital robe. 

The next few weeks turned into a terrible game of phone tag with the 

detective assigned to her case, Investigator Ruben Zermeno, who 

from the beginning was unprofessional, to say the least. He began 

their repeated conversations by telling Jane that she really should 

have gone to the police sooner than 36 hours after her attack, that 

her case was really not looking good since she had waited so long to 

come in. I am not sure what HPD sex crimes training handbook says 

but I am almost positive that is not in the manuscript. That would be 

something that a district attorney might explain before trial, not the 

detective on the case. 

Over a month after Jane was attacked she was walking down 

Mckinney Street after a job interview when a car pulled up next to 

her and its window went down to reveal Detective Zermeno, who 

announced right there, at a very busy public intersection, “Hey, 

sorry I’ve missed your calls, but I just wanted to tell you that he (the 

attacker) agreed to come in for questioning.” Jane looked around 

mortified and said, “Okay.” When the light turned green, Zermeno 

said goodbye and drove away. No matter how heavy Zermeno’s 

caseload, it is unacceptable for him to stop and speak openly to a 

victim walking down the street about her rape. 

The District Attorney refused to take on Jane’s case against her 

rapist, and the charges were dropped. No one notified Jane of this 

occurrence; she was informed only after she had inquired about it 

herself. She was told that she could go to the police station to pick 

up her clothes from the rape kit. When she went to get them, how-

ever, some key items were missing. She was given a sweater, pants 

and the piece of paper that she had undressed on in the hospital 

(WTF, why would you give her the paper she undressed on?). Her 

bra and underwear were not with her rape kit. This begs the obvious 

question: Where the fuck were they? 

The kicker came when Jane began to receive bills from Memorial 

Hermann for the rape kit they had administered, bills which totaled 

$1,670. She ignored the first few bills, thinking that maybe they 

had been sent to her by accident and that surely the bills must also 

have been sent to the city or the state and that the charges would 

work themselves out. However, when Jane soon began receiving 

final notices and threats of collection agency action, she realized 

that someone had decided she was responsible for paying for her 

own rape kit—a rape kit that was neither examined nor considered 

for use by HPD—a rape kit that was missing her bra and underwear. 

Jane ignored the bills. Detective Zermeno had proven he was of no 

help; she felt a wall between them against which she was helpless. 

It was not until Jane attempted to purchase a used car that she was 

alerted of the medical debt on her credit record—a horrible reminder 

of the traumatic rape from which she was just beginning to emotion-

ally recover. Jane contacted the collection agency and was told that 

they could offer her a discounted price of half the original charge, 

but she had to pay it that day. So she divided the $835 between two 

cards and took the hit in an attempt to make this awful ordeal go 

away once and for all. 

I know HPD wants us to believe that this back-logged rape kit 

fiasco is really not tied to them not properly doing their jobs, but 

accounts like Jane’s are not doing much for their argument. And 

while I also sympathize with and respect sex crime detectives who 

are properly doing their jobs and are doing the best they can with a 

broken system, Detective Ruben Zermeno is not one of those offi-

cers. I also urge anyone else who has experienced anything like the 

above story to file a complaint with HPD. I know that after being 

victimized by the system to which you went for help you under-

standably might give up and do what Jane was forced to do. But 

many HPD detectives and officers perform their jobs properly, and 

the only way unprofessional behavior will change is if citizens make 

injustices known. We have to protect each other, and reporting 

abuse is one of the only weapons we have. So let’s use it. 

23local FPH 03|12

Just in time for Women’s History Month, the Houston 

Police Department has released its burgeoning untested rape kit 

log—6,663 kits to be exact, with some kits reaching back as far as 

the 1980’s. When I first heard this number I thought surely it was 

inaccurate, that I was actually just watching an episode of Law and 

Order: SVU, not a local news channel. Such an outrageous number 

left me with nothing but stunned questions. 

Questions like: What the fuck HPD? How the hell did you end 

up with a back log of 6,600 untested rape kits? The excuses that 

were to follow were as vomit inducing as the numbers themselves. 

On February 16th, at a monthly HPD press conference, Assistant 

Chief Matt Slinkard explained, “There are many reasons why sexual 

assault kits may be untested in police property rooms; for exam-

ple, as the chief has mentioned before, possibly a suspect pled 

guilty during the course of an investigation prior to any testing 

being done. Possibly there was an issue of consent, meaning the 

sexual assault kits are possibly no longer probative in the investi-

gation. There might have been a situation during the investigation 

where the district attorney rejected charges. And also, once a kit 

is screened in the first phase of testing, which we call presumptive 

screening, many kits—about 40%-- will show that there is no biolog-

ical material to go on for DNA extraction and amplification. So that 

would end at that phase, and no DNA testing would be done. Now 

within that population of 6,663 untested sexual assault kits are there 

possibly open and active investigations in there that need to have 

a closer look so we can go forward and make sure we are creating 

a priority list to make sure those are being tested and done if need 

be? Absolutely.” So let me understand: While it is “possible” that 

some untested rape kits equate to the police not doing their jobs, 

Assistant Chief Slinkard makes it sound as if they do not constitute 

the bulk of the backlog. Anybody else notice the odious smell waft-

ing off that statement?

Next, I figured out how much money was spent to complete this 

most recent audit of untested rape kits sitting in storage—a whop-

ping $178,000 out of the nearly million dollars awarded Houston 

by The Department of Justice to audit, sort and create future plans 

to keep the numbers from getting out of hand again. Does anyone 

else see an issue with that? I tell you what, I will save us taxpayers 

the left- over $800,000 and clear this whole matter up right now. 

If a rape kit contains useable DNA and the alleged crime has not 

reached the statute of limitations, then test the fucking kit. Tada! 

Now we have $800,000 to begin testing rape kits. I understand 

that all institutional procedures in our society involve some level of 

bureaucratic madness, but wasting money to figure out how many 

untested rape kits are stored in the City of Houston should not be 

part of it—especially if almost $200,000 had already funded an 

incomplete audit that failed to classify the untested rape kits. That 

amount of money should have been sufficient to not only count the 

number of untested kits but also to determine in which column they 

should be recorded to avoid speculation regarding the need for fur-

ther testing of the kits. 

The most disheartening piece of this puzzle is the story of a 

woman who dealt personally with the HPD. She happened to con-

tact me to share her deeply personal account of an assault that 

began with her attacker but which was exacerbated by the HPD. The 

woman, whom we will call Jane for the sake of anonymity, went to 

the HPD after being raped only to spend many months following H
P
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This indignity—this act of cultural theft and de facto censor-

ship—was too much for Houston author, educator, and founder of 

the literary non-profit Nuestra Palabra, Tony Diaz to bear, so Diaz 

coined the term “Librotraficante” (i.e. “book smuggler”) and orga-

nized a caravan from Houston to Tucson to raise awareness about 

the issue. Perhaps more importantly, the caravan will rally a network 

of local activists along the way. The idea has caught fire, and Diaz, 

along with Liana Lopez and Bryan Parras of Nuestra Palabra, met 

with hundreds of Latino authors, academics, and student activists 

from across the country just last weekend at a conference in New 

York City. Arizona’s actions have awakened a sleeping giant. 

The caravan will leave Houston on March 12 and stop in San Antonio, 

El Paso, Mesilla (New Mexico), and Albuquerque before arriving in 

Tucson on March 16. At each of these stops, local libraries and com-

munity centers will host readings and “banned” book giveaways, 

and many of the “banned” authors will participate, including Sandra 

Cisneros, Luis Alberto Urrea, Dagoberto Gilb, and Rudolfo Anaya, 

among many others.

I think I might join the caravan, myself, but first, a little background. 

My name is Harbeer Sandhu and I am a proponent of hyphen-Amer-

ican literature.

Two years ago, the Arizona legislature passed House Bill 2281, which 

prohibits schools from offering courses or classes that “promote 

the overthrow of the United States government, promote resent-

WHO[MEVER] CONTROLS THE PAST CONTROLS THE FUTURE
WHO[MEVER] CONTROLS THE PRESENT CONTROLS THE PAST

-  George Orwell ,  1984

On January 10, 2012, employees of the Tucson Unified School District entered classrooms, snatched books by Latino- and Native-American 

authors from students’ hands, boxed them up, and sequestered them in a storage facility. Copies of the books are still available in school librar-

ies, officials say, but teachers are prohibited from including these voices in their curricula, so they are effectively banned from the classroom.

BOOKS ARE 
A GATEWAY DRUG
Librotraficante  caravan  to smuggle banned “ wet-books” back into occupied Arizona this spring 
break ,  leaving networks of Underground Libraries  in its wake .

By Harbeer ‘Superb Herb’  Sandhu

ment toward a race or class of people, are designed primarily for 

pupils of a particular ethnic group, or advocate ethnic solidarity 

instead of the treatment of pupils as individuals.” That sounds pretty 

reasonable, but I am here to tell anybody who alleges that “ethnic 

studies” and “ethnic literature” promotes societal fragmentation 

has got it all wrong, and their plan is going to backfire. Respecting 

our diverse backgrounds brings people together—it promotes inclu-

siveness through mutual respect—whereas consigning our dearest, 

most respected authors to collect dust in a warehouse in favor of 

an infantilizing, sanitized version of history does much more to pro-

mote ethnic/racial/class resentment than any boring, coming-of-age 

story about grandma’s mangoes. 

YEAH GEORGE WASHINGTON OWNED SLAVES, CHILDREN, BUT 

SO WHAT HE CHOPPED DOWN CHERRY TREES AND DIDN’T LIE 

ABOUT IT—ISN’T THAT AWESOME???

Tony Diaz says he was in college before he ever read a book by a 

Chicano author. It was Down These Mean Streets by Piri Thomas, 

and it changed his life. He has met scores of hyphen-American who 

had that same experience of that same book. I can’t speak to Diaz’s 

experience, but I can tell you about my own.

I was in college before I learned the meaning of the word “Eucharist.” 

I’ve always been a heavy reader, but my family is Sikh, so I only ever 

went to a Christian church a few times when I was growing up, and 

the ones I ended up at tended to refer to the sacrament as “commu-





nion,” in the vernacular, rather than the Latin “Eucharist.” So I didn’t 

know what “eucharist” meant, along with a lot of other stuff that 

white Christian authors routinely referred to in their writings. Shrug. 

That comes with the turf—“minorities” deal with this kind of stuff 

all the time. (And in my own fiction, I sometimes use Punjabi words 

without always defining them. I try to give my reader enough con-

text clues, but sometimes I feel like it’s OK if they don’t understand 

every word—and if they really want to know, they can look it up and 

learn about my culture in the same way that I learned stuff that is 

irrelevant to me, like “Eucharist.” That’s called mutual respect.)

So I read all kinds of boring crap that had nothing to do with “my” 

culture in high school—The Catcher in the Rye, A Separate Peace, 

The Awakening, The Scarlet Letter, Pride and Prejudice, Wuthering 

Heights...I mean, the list could go on and on. Oh, sure, it wasn’t just 

all long-dead white authors that we read—there was some African 

American stuff like Roll of Thunder, Hear My Cry thrown in there, but 

it wouldn’t be until I got to college that I got turned on to “ethnic” 

fiction in a way that really hit home.

I was an English major at New York University in the late 1990s, and 

my two most favorite classes were “American Fiction Since WWII,” 

taught by Professor Philip Brian Harper, and “The Literature of India,” 

by Professor Wendy Fairey. Dr. Harper is a gay black man most 

famous for his book about gay black masculinity, and Dr. Fairey 

is a Jewish woman from Brooklyn whose course covered English-

language (i.e. not translated) literature by South Asian authors both 

in the Subcontinent and the diaspora—imagine a Jewish woman 

from Brooklyn teaching a classroom full of South Asian kids about 

“their own” literature—it was beautiful—and it also included a few 

British authors like E.M. Forester, George Orwell, and Rudyard 

Kipling who were born in India or had spent time there. That’s how 

culture works, but more on that, later.

In Harper’s class, we read many of the books and authors who are 

now on Arizona’s de facto banned books list—Rudolfo Anaya, Leslie 

Marmon Silko, Sherman Alexie, James Baldwin. We also read books 

like John Okada’s No-No Boy, Philip Roth’s Jewish coming-of-age 

Portnoy’s Complaint, Ralph Ellison’s Invisible Man, Norman Mailer’s 

The Naked and the Dead, Leslie Marmon Silko’s Ceremony, Rudulfo 

Anaya’s Bless Me, Ultima, and too many other novels to list here. 

Many of them dealt with some of the same issues I had dealt with 

growing up with one foot in two cultures—stuff like not fully fitting in 

anywhere—not among Indians and not in the dominant white-Amer-

ican culture, either. And the more I learned about other ethnicities 

and the history of race-relations in the United States, the more I 

realized that I was not some isolated freak but the exact opposite 

was true—EVERYBODY goes through this. So, for example, John 

Okada’s novel about a young Japanese-American man who was 

interned by his own country during World War II did not make me 

feel more *excluded* from America, it showed me that there are 

other Americans who have felt the same way—that I was not alone, 

and my country may not be perfect but at least we can openly talk 

about this stuff so we can make it better in the long run. 

BORDERS LANGUAGE CULTURE

I have a neighbor, a “white” woman married to a Chicano Republican, 

who has a bumper sticker on her car that reads, “BORDERS 

LANGUAGE CULTURE.” Turns out this is one of right-wing talk radio 

jerk Michael Savage’s catch phrases. One of these days I’m going 

to make a sticker that reads “are fluid and porous” to append to 

her bumper sticker. I want to tell her that her word for her night 

clothes—pajamas—is an Indian word. I want to tell her that I AM THE 

JUGGERNAUT, BITCH, and even the word “juggernaut” comes to 

English via India. How’s that for your purity of language, idiot? Oh, 

and she’s an elementary school teacher.

What we are seeing here, in my opinion, is the last gasp (I hope) of 

white supremacy. By 2042, according to the US Census, there will no 

longer be a single ethnic/racial majority in the United States—we will 

all be minorities. This is leading to a cultural shift—led by advertis-

ers, mostly—where you’re going to see a lot more shit like the Cosby 

show and Asian reporters like Tricia Takanawa. This is freaking a lot 

of old white folks out. Why? I’m not sure.

Back when I was a professor, I used to teach an essay called 

“Models of Ethnic American Relations,” by George M. Fredrickson. 

Fredrickson describes four different models of race relations, which 

he calls, Ethnic Hierarchy, One-Way Assimilation, Cultural Pluralism, 

and Group Separatism. Ethnic Hierarchy is what we consider tradi-

tional racism—one group is superior, another group is inferior, other 

groups are somewhere in between, and nothing can be done to 

change this. Nobody in the contemporary openly espouses Ethnic 

Hierarchy any more—not publicly, at least. The second model he 

examines is One-Way Assimilation—in this model, one culture is held 

up as superior, but people of other cultures can “rise up” to that 

level of superiority if only they abandon their own culture in favor 

of the dominant culture—that is what the patriarchs of Arizona want 

all us brown people to do—to abandon pride in our own history and 

accomplishments, including our contributions to America’s great-

ness—in favor of some watered down soupy white bread cockamamie 

bullshit. They feel threatened by what Fredrickson calls Cultural 

Pluralism but is more commonly called “multiculturalism”—the idea 

that culture is fluid, that human beings have been exchanging ideas 

and practices since the dawn of human beings, that we have much to 

learn from one another, and that as long as we’re not doing fucked 

up shit that infringes on the rights of others (like female circumci-

sion or tossing widows on their husbands’ funeral pyres) we ought 

to afford each other a minimum of respect. (Group Separatism, the 

fourth model, is where we all splinter into our own ethnic ghettoes, 

like turning the southwest US over to Latin@s, the Pacific Northwest 

to rednecks, the South to African Americans, etc. Nobody except 

the most extreme racists take that idea seriously.)

To kick off these lessons, I would put a few lists on the board of 

things like horses, tomatoes, potatoes, Taco Bell, hamburgers, 

hot dogs, rock and roll, hip hop, apple pie and ask them to asso-

ciate these things with particular cultures. The Mexican students 

would immediately put Taco Bell in the “American” category, but 

they didn’t always get that “hamburgers” come from Hamburg and 

“frankfurters” allegedly come from Frankfurt. Since we would have 

recently have read a story by Sherman Alexie, they might be inclined 

to associate horses with Native Americans, but then I would tell 

them that there were no horses in the “New World” until Spaniards 

brought them over—and that the Spaniards, in turn, got horses from 

the Arabs. Rock and roll is “white” music, right? Maybe...but it comes 

out of the blues, which goes back to African-American slave culture, 

which then reaches back to Africa—and guitars have their roots in 

Arabia, too. And hip hop? Well, OK, it was invented by black peo-

ple in the Bronx, but they were sampling stuff like the Kinks and 

Aerosmith and playing it on turntables and mixers made in Japan. 

And can you think of Italian food without tomatoes or Irish people 

without potatoes—both come from the “New World”—potatoes and 

tomatoes have been in Europe for a relatively short blink of the eye 

in human history.

Anyway, a fellow Free Press-er recently posted on Facebook that 

he hates Sandra Cisneros’s The House on Mango Street. I haven’t 

read the book, but I have a feeling I might hate it, too. I’m inclined 

to believe that it’s a little dated—it’s from an earlier generation of 

hyphen-American literature, which I believe we’re past. My analog 

to this would be stuff like Chitra Divakurani’s Arranged Marriage or 

The Mistress of Spices, which exoticize Indian culture, or Jhumpa 

Lahiri’s fiction, which is about boring characters who are constantly 

gazing at their navels and wondering if they are Indian or if they 

are American. I haven’t read Amy Tan’s The Joy Luck Club, but that 

another familiar example of what I’m talking about here.

I think we’re past all that. I favor polyphonic fiction which features 

a cast of characters from diverse backgrounds—getting into trou-

ble together and celebrating their differences but not dwelling on 

them in a boring, exotic, fetishizing way. I think the Brits have a head 

start on this—Hanif Kureishi’s The Buddha of Suburbia, which fea-

tures British-Indian punk rock kids and queers and anti-capitalists 

really changed my world, and Zadie Smith’s White Teeth brings 

together a hilarious cast of colorful characters ranging background 

from Brittain to Jamaica to Bangladesh.

Norman Mailer’s The Naked and the Dead, which tells the story of 

an integrated platoon in the South Pacific during World War II did 

that in 1948. Most recently, New Jersey’s own Junot Diaz’s novel 

The Brief Wondrous Life of Oscar Wao wove together stories about 

a Chinese man living in the Dominican Republic, a Dominican kid 

growing up as a comic book nerd in New Jersey, and his nerdy 

Indian sidekick.

This is all to say that I felt *more* alienated and *less* American until 

I found this literature. This literature taught me many things, one of 

which is that there are many ways to be an American. Borders lan-

guage culture my ass. In the words of the great American songwriter 

Woody Guthrie, you fascists are bound to lose. 
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If you are an “Unlimited Data Plan” customer then you are 

probably subject to this evil act already. I am an unlimited data plan 

customer and it’s time I shed some light on this despicable practice.

There are countless articles on the internet and in print on the sub-

ject of “throttling”; so I ’m not going to rehash every detail but 

instead ask you to examine what the deeper consequences of 

“throttling” are to a customer. For instance, did you know that AT&T 

has a clause in your contract that prevents you from joining or filing 

a class action lawsuit against the (so typical) Dallas-based carrier? 

Yup. As AT&T customers, we are prevented by A SUPREME COURT 

ruling in April of 2011 from suing the ever-loving shit out of AT&T. It’s 

truly a surreal situation. Don’t think so? Ponder this: if AT&T started 

killing all of our mothers, we are legally prohibited from banding 

together to stop them in a court of law... (hyperbole is a fine liter-

ary device).

When Dial-Up Internet and the iPhone Collide

BY Mills McCoin

The AT&T Squeeze
By now most of you should be familiar with AT&T’s sinister practice of “throttling.” For those of you 

who are not familiar, “throttling” is when your cellphone provider (in my case AT&T) reduces your 

data speed to... beyond frustratingly slow (see SpeedTest image). 

NO Problem here .
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I don’t have a paying gig in Social Media but holy shit what if I did? 

Twitter, Facebook, FourSquare, Instagram, Tumblr, etc. - the perfor-

mance of all the social networks comes to a screeching suck point 

when the “throttling” begins. Connections time out. Uploading pic-

tures, sending emails, receiving emails... all of these routine vehicles 

are affected by “throttling.” These are the kinds of obstacles that 

could contribute to someone losing clients or get fired from their job.

I don’t download music from iTunes anymore on my iPhone because 

it would take 30 minutes or longer for one single song. What use is 

Apple’s new iCloud if I can’t download any of my documents, pic-

tures, movies, music, etc.? How is this affecting Apple’s profits?... not 

that Apple needs the money or anything.

Obviously, these are questions for AT&T customers to contemplate; 

but the software companies should also be asking themselves these 

questions as well. A company can invest a significant amount of 

money developing an app only to have the performance of said app 

to be determined by AT&T. And seeing as though Apple (for exam-

ple) has more money than AT&T and, well, Uhmerikah, how come 

Apple doesn’t throw it’s weight around and stop this nonsense?

What ’s the purpose of this “throttling” anyway? AT&T would 

have you believe that “throttling” the Top 5% of Unlimited Data 

Customers is necessary to maintain the stability of their network... 

but I’ll be honest- I never experienced a dip in performance prior to 

being “throttled.” This leads me to believe that AT&T is doing noth-

ing more than trying to squeeze me into purchasing one of their 

more expensive tiered data plans. How’s that for Customer Service? 

I first signed up for my Unlimited Data Plan more than a year before 

the iPhone was even introduced.

Is it foolish to assume that the executives at AT&T have Unlimited 

Data Plans? Is it foolish to assume that those executives are NOT 

being “throttled”?

Let’s look at a basic mathematic principle (a concept brought to my 

attention by a sinewy yet bulldogish attorney friend of mine). AT&T 

claims to only “throttle” the Top 5% of Unlimited Data Customers. 

Well guess what? There will always be a Top 5%. So at any point dur-

ing a billing cycle any of the Unlimited Data Customers can be in the 

Top 5%. For example, let’s say on the first day of your billing cycle 

you decide to launch the Twitter app and click on a link to a YouTube 

video. You stream the video and BOOM-- you’re in the Top 5%.

If the outrage of the entertainment community in Houston is not 

enough to overturn a Noise Ordinance by its own city government, 

then how on earth can we stop these cellphone providers from 

“throttling” their paying customers in the ass?

I encourage all cellphone customers to read and educate them-

selves further on this matter. 

Last month, a man in California won a battle against the (again 

Dallas-based) monster AT&T in small claims court. The judge 

awarded the plaintiff $850. Cool. Money. But let’s be honest here. 

$850 is nothing to AT&T and cellphones have a value far greater 

than that to most people.

Traditionally, I would end this piece with “Cheers” but I’m too angry 

to be that polite sooooo... SMASH! 

This  online speed measurement shows 
clearly why I  should poop on AT&T
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The team has no recognizable stars or athletic, highlight-

reel talent and has been neither good enough nor bad enough to 

be noticed by much of anyone. For my part, I haven’t minded fol-

lowing a thing that lives in such obscurity. Not having to share an 

interest with too many people makes it feel more personal, like I’m 

the only one who appreciates Kevin Martin’s left leaning jump shot, 

or Carl Landry’s I’m-about-to-cry-because-that-dunk-just-meant-

so-much-to-me passion, or Kyle Lowry’s check-my-I.D. cheeks and 

bowling-ball game. It ’s the same reason that people appreciate 

lesser known music or movies or authors or much of anything.

In the context of sports, this obscurity also affords the Rockets 

the status of perennial underdog, a useful distinction as a fan 

because it means your team can do no wrong. If they lose, they 

were expected to. A solid effort in this circumstance is often enough 

to satisfy most of us. And if they win, our favorite players become 

heroes, and we can shamelessly tattoo their jersey numbers on our 

faces or wherever else seems appropriate.

There’s an initial sort of indignation that happens when you 

feel wrongfully overlooked that can lead to a bit of pride and drive 

to disprove the doubters. For a group or team, especially in com-

petitive ventures like sports, this seems to bring about the famous 

nobody-believed(s)-in-us/all-we-have-is-each-other/win-one-for-

Kathy-Griffin rallying cries that can strengthen internal relationships 

and elevate the collective focus of the group leading to a greater 

overall result. See the 2011 Dallas Mavericks and every other World 

Series winner since vacuum tubes were invented.

But eventually in this situation, if you don’t succeed in convinc-

ing those who’ve ignored you that they were incorrect to do so, that 

their assumptions of your (in this sense collective) inferiority were 

unfounded, then what you’re doing is just proving them right. This 

stage would seem to have the opposite effect of the initial one, in 

that as success continues to be elusive, not only does your team slip 

further into a now much less-cool form of obscurity, but the group 

can also stop believing in its own ability, which would in turn be 

reflected in its performance. See every failed thing ever. 

Chemistry is delicate thing. Just ask the Celtics without 

Kendrick Perkins or the Knicks with Jeremy Lin or anyone who’s 

ever been on a date. The trade-that-wasn’t had to have been a blow 

to some egos and a reality check to some others. But so far this 

fast-forwarded season, the Rockets have held it together, though at 

times it feels like with Scotch tape and Elmer’s. With Scola forget-

ting how to rebound and Martin and Lowry each taking a turn at a 

shooting slump, Johnny Flynn and Thabeet looking like giant (and 

tiny) cardboard robots of NBA players, and the Bear and Budinger’s 

doppelganger appearing out of the ether to play defense, finishing 

January 10-3 after beginning it 0-4, the season has felt more like 

ride in a Model T through a gravel lot than a nap in a Cadillac on the 

interstate. They have, though, collected a few respectable wins and 

have fought themselves squarely into the playoff race.

The Rockets have now missed the playoffs two years in a row. 

No matter how many excuses we make about how Houston would 

have been the 6th seed in the East or how much better its second-

half record was last season than its first, Toyota Center still has not 

seen a playoff game since 2009. 

More than half of the NBA’s teams make the playoffs every year. 

If a team doesn’t make the playoffs, then it’s a bad team, at least 

worse than 53% of the league, which isn’t enough to get voted into 

most things (except President) or run a company or pass a class 

pretty much anywhere. You know this, as I do, as do all the players 

and those who run the organization.

It’s important to avoid putting too much stock in other people’s 

opinions, but when those opinions are loud enough or numerous 

enough, it’s hard not to internalize them. The distinction between 

bravery and self-delusion is subtle, and we can quickly and easily go 

from being respected as one to being shamed as the other.  

If the Rockets spend another summer watching basketball from 

the corner booths at the Galleria Cheesecake Factory, this might be 

the point at which the players, management, and the Rockets’ faith-

ful (at least those who still have religion) stop believing that this is a 

team with potential for growth, so while I, up to this point, haven’t so 

much minded following an invisible team, I certainly hope they don’t 

disappear altogether. 

by Eric Todd

Having clearly read the NBA standings for the first time this sea-

son (since football has now expired), my brother texted me this the 

other day: “The Rockets are actually doing pretty good!” 

For the last few years, I feel like this is a sentiment I’ve heard from 

my friends who don’t live in this city, as well as casual NBA fans 

who do, and it reflects exactly what the Rockets have been over 

that stretch: effectively invisible. 
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FotoFest
March 16-April 29
Various locations
fotofest.org
It’s that time again, every two years the biggest event in Houston’s 

visual art community rolls around and brings some of the top pho-

tographers to this concrete swamp to show off their work. This 

year sees photo exhibits from superstars like Man Ray and Robert 

Rauschenberg as well as masters like Alexander Rodchenko and 

Olga Tobreluts. It’s worth dragging that graphic designer/photogra-

pher friend of yours out to see it if only so you can watch their eyes 

bug out with inspiration. 

Lone Star Performance Explosion/
Houston International  
Performance Art Biennial 
March 08-10 
Diverseworks, 1117 East Freeway/ 
Avantgarden, 411 Westheimer/ 
Notsuohs, 314 Main
lonestarexplosion.org
This is one of those ideas that seems like it should have happened 

15 years ago: Nestor Topchy and Jim Pirtly round up some of their 

friends--like The Art Guys and Julia Wallace--and they get some of 

their friends from all over the country and around the world--like 

Myk Henry and Elena Nestorova--and everybody comes down to 

Houston and gets their performance art freak on. And if it involves 

performance art it’s going to get freaky. The mini-fest is in its first 

year and is already spread out over three nights at three venues. 

Hopefully the Independent Arts Collaborative will be finished by the 

time the Performance Explo rolls around again in 2014 so all the 

international guests will be able to get to Notsuoh for a night cap 

without having to worry about enjoying the hospitality of Houston’s 

finest or having a crackhead jump them for the single plum floating 

in perfume inside a man’s hat they’re carrying past the Grey Hound 

station at 11:30 on a Friday night. 

Red
March 02-25 
Alley Theatre, 615 Texas Ave
713.220.5700 | alleytheatre.org
No, this isn’t a stage adaptation of the 1981 Warren Beatty pseudo-

documentary on American Communists Reds or the 2010 Bruce 

Willis, Morgan Freeman, Helen Mirren action extravaganza. This is 

a Tony Award winning play about Mark Rothko being commissioned 

to paint Red a series of four multiforms that were commissioned 

for the Four Seasons Restaurant in New York. When it opened on 

Broadway in 2010 Red featured Alfred Molina as Mark Rothko and 

snagged seven Tony Nominations and six wins. Now the show has 

come to Houston, home of the world famous Rothko Chapel--a fact 

that the Houston Drama Critics Association requires be mentioned 

in every review written about the show. 

A Clockwork Orange
Feb 24 - March 03
San Jacinto College
8060 Spencer Hwy, Pasadena, TX 77505
281.476.1828 | sanjac.edu
There are these ingrained preconceived notions of what theatre 

is and where it ’s held that are hard to shake. Big, flashy compa-

nies--like the Alley--do “safe” shows that make money while small, 

struggling companies do risky shows that don’t make any money. 

And educational/community theatres? They’re stuck doing perfor-

mances of Noel Coward and Neil Simon plays; shows that were old 

In like a lion: March arts & theater preview

Lone Star Explosion to 

feature performance artists 

from around the world.

By Alex Wukman

March the annual segue between the cold wet of a Gulf Coast winter and the unbearable heat of a 

Houston summer. A month known more for dressing like a cowboy and eating chili , making a pilgrimage 

to Austin for the annual kick off of the festival season, eating crawfish and pretending to care about 

Duke losing than art. However, this is one of those years where it feels like art is just exploding all 

over the city in a screaming, painted mess. 

March brings some of the biggest names in the contemporary art world to Houston, but most of y’all 

won’t get to see them because you’ll be in Austin checking out Emperor X or seeing if Jack White’s hand-

picked next big thing The Black Belles are really worth the hype. So this is for the people who don’t 

want, or more likely can’t afford, to trek up to Austin for the annual kvetching about how popular 

South by has gotten.

before most of their students were born. In some places that might 

be true, but Pasadena seems to throw any conventional thinking 

out the window. Last year San Jacinto College did a performance 

of Evil Dead: The Musical that would have been standing room only 

if it had been staged inside the loop. In January a little know com-

pany called Stage Door did a performance of Avenue Q, a show that 

rarely gets seen this far south of the Mason-Dixon line. And now 

a stage version of A Clockwork Orange? True, these shows aren’t 

brand new, feature limited budgets and most of the actors may not 

be able to legally buy alcohol--but when the Alley is staging Toxic 

Avenger and Stages is bringing back Late Night Catechism, again, a 

small community college tackling A Clockwork Orange is damn near 

unbelievable. I wonder if HCC can lure the director over to Central 

Campus for a semester to breathe some life into their program?

Vox Feminina 3
Feb 17 - March 03
Frenetic Theatre
5102 Navigation
713.364.8541 | pandoratheatre.com
Another month, another theatre festival. The description for the 

third installment of Pandora Theatre’s successful Vox Feminina 

series sounds like a recipe for a great night out. Take a dose of tra-

ditional theatre--whatever that is--throw in a dash of singing and 

dance from ChinaCat Dance, add an arts market, season well with 

Craigslist personal adds and Toddlers in Tiaras, bake in an Eastside 

oven for three weekends and you’ve got yourself a festival. The press 

release promises that audience members will “learn the real story 

of some of history’s most misguided matrimonial matches, discover 

the secrets of motherhood in the fifties and now, explore questions 

of patrimony, experience the bond of sisterhood and delight in sul-

try torch songs.” 

Dead Man’s Cell Phone
March 22 - April 07
Mildred’s Umbrella Theatre Company 
Studio 101at Spring Street Studios, 1824 
Spring St. 
832.463.0409 | mildredsumbrella.com
The new residents of Spring Street are giving the space a work out. 

It will only be just over a week between the closing of Stark Naked 

Theatre’s revival of Dinner With Friends and Mildred Umbrella’s 

opening of Dead Man’s Cell Phone. Sarah Ruhl’s award winning 

script describes the bizarre interactions that occur after a woman 

answers a random person sitting next to her cell phone and finds out 

that he’s dead. Admittedly, that does sound like the premise of an 

Alfred Hitchcock, but here there is far less international intrigue and 

more clumsy attempts to comfort grieving relatives. 

Below the Belt
March 23 - April 07
Country Playhouse
12802 Queensbury
713.467.4497 | countryplayhouse.org
By all rights Below the Belt should be a cult classic. It ’s a black 

comedy about the dehumanizing effects of an over reaching cor-

porate bureaucracy; just the type of story that resonates in the post 

Occupy era. It should be the type of show that people talk about; 

that hip intellectuals ask each other if they’ve seen when they meet 

for coffee or drinks--but it isn’t, and they won’t. And that’s because, 

sadly, most inner loopers won’t bother making the drive out to I-10 

west and the Belt. So they’ll miss out on what the New Jersey Star 

Ledger described as a “mean, keen comedy about a snarling trio of 

corporate number-crunchers going for the groin.” 





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


