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Anyone else sick
of hearing about Basquiat?

emember the theme song to Mr. Belvedere? Sacred 
knowledge is contained in the lines, “Life is more 
than mere survival.” Chant that at 250 beats per min-

ute in the key of B and the universe will be revealed. So be concious: 
Where does your heart lie? Do you have a vision or are you just try-
ing to get further desensitized day to day?

Are there enough DVDs, Drugs, Video Games, Endless Basquiat 
Exhibits, and 15 minute rock bands to keep us all permanently 

asleep? Sometimes our ideals take a fat dump on any sense of prag-

matism we once had. But fear not. There is a way to keep score! 

Money. Money? Money! In the end, every bohemian and hippie 

would sell their mother up the river for a 10 spot and some decent 

grass. We surely can’t blame the superficial for for their tacky an-

tics. Well, maybe we can blame them but we can’t shoot them. At 

least not yet.
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Two other schools present amazing shows 
this month—Rice and University of Houston  
have really been putting pen to paper; their 
dividends will pay off when their students 
start visiting their own schools’ galleries. 

Rice brings us an acid trip only slightly dis-
guised as artwork with David Ellis: Conversation. 
Mr. Ellis’ installations vary from painted barns in 
the tobacco country of North Carolina, to Brook-
lyn where he works with his cap permanently 
askew. An amazing piece for the straight and the 
wasted, Conversation only loses its grip when its 
creator starts talking like a country kid who moved 
to Brooklyn to be inspired by hip-hop—which he 
is. This unfortunate starting point/navel-gazing/
pretentious-ape-of-a-culture-you-have-nothing-
to-do-with should be completely ignored, other-
wise you might start to look beyond the amazing 
visual atmosphere David has created. 

The University of Houston Blaffer Gallery 
and Girl’s Night Out is an impressively profes-
sional duo. Terri Sultan’s mission to blow up is 
working out like a devious master plan. Kudos!

From her letter from the editor: “The arts 
also enhance the University’s reputation nation-
wide by exporting the high-quality UH programs 
to regional and national audiences. Blaffer’s exhi-
bition C is two years into a five-year tour to ma-
jor museums throughout the United States, and 
at just one venue—the Metropolitan Museum of 
Art in New York—it was seen by 199,000 visitors, 
a record at the Met for attendance at a contem-
porary art exhibition. Each one of those visitors 
saw at the entrance to the show: “This exhibition 
was organized by Blaffer Gallery, the Art Museum 
of the University of Houston.” Think back to last 
year’s Super Bowl—more than 140 million people 
saw the Cougar Marching Band perform, most-
ly as part of a worldwide television broadcast. Or 
how the School of Theatre’s Shakespeare Festival 
entertains some 50,000 residents and tourists 
at the Miller Outdoor Theater each year. These 
kinds of artistic exports bring enormous prestige 
to the University and are reinforced by the many 
other fine programs that extend the reach of the 
University’s creative identity: the Center for Cho-
reography, the Creative Writing Program’s Inprint 
partnership and the literary journal Gulf Coast, 
and Arte Público Press, among others.”

Mel Chin at the Station (LaBranch at Alabama) 
should light up this Art Car Museum side project. 
The depressing and hopeful are impossible to sepa-
rate as a Houston kid terrorizes the formalists with 
a look at contemporary politics strong enough to 
shatter any rose-colored glasses.

Opening February 3 at the Lawndale (Main 
at Wichita), four of the MFA’s CORE residents (not 
the ones who hang themselves from hooks) storm 
the stage with heady sculpture and conceptual work 

in Leg. With Gilad Efrat, Carl Z. Suddath, Deme-
trius Oliver, and Michael Jones McKean working 
together, I’d imagine they’ll jam too many thoughts 
into a single space; of course a tranquil dearth may 
happen too. I’ll be there. Look for Joe Wooten’s cra-
zy shit in the next gallery too!

Crazy shufflings in gallery spaces lately as Jen-
ny Schlief leaves Deborah Colton, Mike Ho leaves 
Barbara Davis for the space across the hall (Barbara 
got jealous) and Barbara’s old assistant went to Deb-
orah Colton’s. What’s with gallerists being stranger 
that the rest of us? Oh, yeah, that’s how everyone 
acts. Over at Deborah Colton is a great show cu-
rated by Graham Guerra of representational Hedo-
nistic Imperatives, all New York, all too cool. Jenny 
opens her own show up in the Heights this Feb-
ruary 4 with jennybunny bunnyjenny, an art show 
dance party surrounded by rabbits, rabbits, and 
rabbits. Redbud Gallery, 303 11th Street.

Down in the warehouse district Bootleg 
(Commerce at Bastrop) is holding the after party 
for the last Basquiat bash Saturday, Friday, Feb-
ruary 11. Better that the rest! Grandmaster Flash 
holds court in the MFAH, hope he brings out the 
best breakdancers in the city, just to show we’ve 
got it. The same day opens the first of three Sev-
en Inch Split shows, this one is Adrian Brooks/ 
Rob Schuster with Lollipaupers. An installation 
designed to suck you in and waste time… come 
sit on the couch and watch 1989 channel-flipper 
videos with the American Wandering Club! Next 
door at Commerce Street Artist Warehouse Paul 
Horn and Laura Lark hold court (and maybe 
make out) in their perversely wedding inspired 
show, I hope there’s a sick performance to go 
along with the saccrine! February 11, 6-9 p.m.

Like planets aligning the Contemporary 
Arts Museum is all black and white work again 
these days. Robyn O’Neill’s show rehashes the 
death of her “men” presented at Inman a few 
months ago but the inclusion of earlier, more an-
imal oriented pieces buoys the show, as Robyn’s 
tiny, tiny line work comes to full fruition in the 
folds and furs of nearly psychadelic buffalos and 
owls. Say that three times fast.

David Ellis: Conversation
Rice Gallery 
Through March 5. (713) 348-6169

I ’ve finally heard an acronym for St. Thomas: UST. Makes it easier 
to say but they still need to work on their art program. Imagine a 
performance piece involving forty or so Vietnamese nuns. Or the 
conceptualization of a Catholic avant-garde.

Sebastiao Salgado
De Santos Gallery — 1724-A Richmond Ave
Through February 25. (713) 520-1200

Kelly Moran: Catastrophic Survival
Texas Print Collaborative — 303 E. 11th Street
  Through February 26. (713) 412-5120

Jenny Schlief: “jennybunny-jennybunny”
Hooks-Epstein Galleries — 2631 Colquitt
Through February 4. (713) 523-8238

DEBRIS:

FANCY FREE
by Buffalo Sean
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Three months ago, when I first conceptualized this ar-
ticle, I was too busy playing on myspace.com to ever 
finish it.  But, now that myspace is dead, killed from a 

dizzying blend of teenage murder, the stabbing of a jr. high 
school girl, rampant overuse and cyber-drama, it’s time 
for us historians to start poking at it with a stick.  It’s star-
tling to realize how much information is at our fingertips, 
and the potential outcome of this information. Everything 
about you is there simultaneously distributed to everyone 
who knows your e-mail, your first and last name or even 
just happens to stumble across your page.  If I was so in-
clined, I could find out what you are doing or where you 
like to hang out; I could find out about your exes or mine.  
I know this fetish may seem (how do I say it?) fucking 
psychotic to people who aren’t on myspace, but in actual 
practice it’s quite normal.  In fact, there’s really only room 
for two social types on myspace: the voyeur and the narcis-
sist, and these two character types play off of the other in 
a twisted romance.

In the past, we’ve had a fascination with googling both 
ourselves and others, chat rooms, or reading our friends’ 
blogs.  However, myspace allows you even more informa-
tion.  You can see where your fellow myspacers work, where 
they go to school and you can view photos them.  There’s 
no denying that she’s your old best friend or he’s your ex-
boyfriend.  Its use of sound-bites and blurbs make it quick 
and easy to sum yourself up in only a couple of words and 
clever catch-phrases, or sum someone else up in just as 
many. This virtual world encourages users to become ad-

dicted to the feeling 
of friendships with 
people that we bare-
ly know or wouldn’t 
correspond with in 
any other capacity.   
And going beyond 
that, it’s colored 
numbers in bold 
fonts illustrate how 
many friends we 
have, while a long 
thread full of com-
ments left by these 

“friends” encourage 
us to make private information public and to make judg-
ments about one’s character based on this information.  It 
encourages us to criticize people who have less friends 
than the next person by saying “oh, nobody likes them,” or 
considerably more friends than everyone else by stating 

“they would be friends with anybody”.  
Of course, I am much more narcissistic about my per-

sonal myspace use.  I check my page as much as I check my 
e-mail (even in this post apocalyptic period).  I update my 
page, oh I’d say, three times a week.  Through myspace I 
feel permanent, like I am a part of history.  When I view my 
page and see myself in the third person I feel like I really 
exist out there in the world.  However, my myspace page is 
merely a fictitious character.  It’s impossible to not omit all 

the things that embarrass 
you and all the things that 
you want to deny about 
yourself, you can’t help but 
create your perfect version 
of you; embodying what-
ever self-fulfilling fantasy 
version of yourself you 
have created.  But, I can’t 
help but wonder, I am real-
ly just setting myself up to 
be the object of a voyeur’s 
curiosity?  I’d like to believe 
that I’m smarter than that, 
but looking at Taylor Behl’s 
page (if you don’t know, 

that’s the girl that was murdered by one of her myspace 
friends) nothing strikes me as particularly dim-witted . . . 
just slightly too trusting and perhaps a little youthful.

I’m not saying that myspace doesn’t fulfill some 
needed functions.  But, as this type of human interaction 
becomes the cultural norm, it’s clear that our community 
has no interest in privacy and everything to do with the 
eternal bonds of friendship.  We all want to be in touch 
with all the people we’ve known and loved.  We all want to 
be remembered and be regarded as great or unique.  This 
is not new to human desire, but this is the first time in 
history that we have the means to do so.  But I do believe 
that this tool must be used with extreme caution and with 
a critical mind.

According to Miss Brittany Bly
Where the Narcissists and the Voyeurs Collide in Cyber Perfection



Issue 58   02/06Free Press HoustonFilm8

www.FreePressHouston.com8

 Becoming aware of a child he fathered 
long ago, Bree’s must confront his offspring 
and the resulting responsibility before his 
psychiatric counselor will sign off on the 
transgender operation.

 “We got the most we could and we just 
went for it,” Taylor tells Free Press Houston 
in a phone interview. Among other sacrific-
es Taylor’s mother and brother mortgaged 
their house while a good deal of the rest was 
put on credit cards. Subsequent film festival 
screenings in Berlin (“We had an uncorrect-
ed color print.”) and the 2005 Tribeca Film 
Festival garnered the film a distributor.

 “Harvey was very persuasive,” noted 
Taylor and indeed his film Transamerica 
is one of the first volley of releases of the 
Weinstein Film Company.

 Taylor elicited a remarkable perfor-
mance from Felicity Huffman as Bree. In a 
season where so many actors are getting ac-
claim for what are basically very good imi-
tations of famous dead people Huffman has 
raised the bar on what acting is all about.

 “There is nothing exploitive about the 
part or her performance,” remarked Taylor. 
Commenting on Huffman’s amazing ability 
to play the physicality of both a male and a 

woman Taylor simply said “Huffman disap-
pears into the life of Bree. I look at other ac-
tors in other films and I just see technique.”

 The film’s low budget forced Taylor to 
innovate. For a scene where we see Bree pull 
the car off the highway and micturate the 
filmmakers needed a working albeit fake 
penis. One company actually gave Taylor a 
quote of over $12,000 to manufacture the 
movie prop prosthesis.

 Since necessity is the mother of inven-
tion, and the budget would not allow for 
such an expenditure the film’s prop depart-
ment came up with a $12 solution. They 
drilled a hole in “Andy,” which was the name 
of the fake penis Huffman wore to get into 
character. A few hoses were attached, the 
liquid was pumped through, and the effect 
is priceless. Transamerica is playing down-
town at the Angelika Film Center.

SHORT TAKES
 It’s been a great year in movies. I 

mean 2006.
 Usually January is the month studios 

dump rejects but the entertainment ra-
tio on current films is high from Hostel to 
Nanny McPhee.

 Hostel is an instant classic albeit a 
film deserving its R rating. It’s the kind of 
film Hitchcock would make were he alive 
today. Like another horror thriller Wolf 
Creek, the film starts idyllic and halfway 
through becomes a different animal.

 The narrative then follows the differ-
ent viewpoint of successive characters un-
til the macabre and revenge fueled end. 

 Hostel doesn’t dwell in mock situa-
tions such as horror rips-offs like Saw 2. 
There is palpable tension throughout and 
an edge-of-your-seat finale.

 Tristan + Isolde (or Annapolis) won’t 
make James Franco a star, but the me-
dieval story intrigues one’s notion of ro-
mance and the director (Kevin Reynolds) 
emphasizes lifestyles of time long past 
without indulging in anachronisms.

 Grandma’s Boy lends far more laughs 
than it deserves – but sex gags (Shirley 
Jones sixty-nining Don Knotts) and pot 
jokes get plenty of mileage in this vehicle 
for Allen Covert (seen playing second ba-
nana in Adam Sandler films like Wedding 
Singer).

 Looking for Comedy in the Muslim 
World from Albert Brooks mines humor in 
cultural diversity while his wife goes ape 
on eBay. Very funny, not loud laughter 
funny, rather smiling funny.

 Emma Thompson stars in and wrote 
Nanny McPhee (based on the Nurse Matil-
da series of children’s books). Less bizarre 
than Lemony Snicket but with the same 
wry satiric edge (At one point the kids are 
going to cook the baby – wwwwaaahhh.) 
this British family comedy was already a 
hit in Blighty.

 February holds some gems too. The 
Oscar Wilde penned Lady Windermere’s 
Fan possibly has the greatest number of 
one-liners of any play in the English lan-

guage. I say probably because someone 
could will argue that Hamlet has an equal 
amount of dialogue snippets that remain 
even today in regular vernacular.

 Shakespeare based films in the last 
decade are numerous including Titus 
Andronicus (2000) and The Merchant of 
Venice (2004), 10 Things I Hate About You 
(Heath Ledger’s 1999 American film de-
but) and the fictionalized Shakespeare in 
Love. As for Wilde at least nobody theo-
rizes that he didn’t write his plays.

 Oscar himself was biopicted in 1997 
and the interim has seen mainstream re-
makes of An Ideal Husband, The Impor-
tance of Being Earnest, The Portrait of 
Dorian Gray and now, based on Winder-
mere, A Good Woman.

 A Good Woman actually was shot 
a couple of years ago, and lead Scarlett 
Johansson has made half a dozen films 
since. A natural scene-stealer Johansson 
competes hard when Tom Wilkinson or 
Helen Hunt are also on screen. The setting 
has been switched from Victorian England 
to 1930s Italy and the locales themselves 
are as overwhelming as the witty banter.

 In The Three Burials of Melquiades 
Estrada it’s harder to tell who is truly in-
sane – Tommy Lee Jones who’s clearly off 
his rocker, or Barry Pepper whose brand of 
lunacy is labeled by racist work ethics and 
marital blandness. The title character ap-
pears throughout the film as a dead body. 
The writer, Guillermo Arriaga also wrote 
21 Grams and Amores Perros and his dis-
tortion of the space time continuum is his 
narrative signature. Jones adds a touch of 
ambiguous serenity with his direction. By 
the conclusion there are plenty of loose 
ends that make sense despite some un-
resolved tribulations of the various char-
acters.

Transformation
By Michael Bergeron

When Duncan Taylor was trying to get his Ameri-
can road movie financed he had doors slammed 
in his face for three years. Although Transamerica 
revolves around a character on the verge of a sex 
change operation the film is not camp. Yet while the 
hero, Bree, has a task she must perform it’s not Lord 
of the Rings.

| A Good Woman |

| Transamerica |
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Shows

for info on venues, visit freepresshouston.com

NO DESPERATION, NO SHADOW OF HOPE
Kwame M. Anderson

“Party people your dreams have now been fulfilled, so get out your seat and let’s get ill…”

H ello all and others it is one of the 
brothers who doesn’t want his girl-
friends to be his mothers, and all that 

that Freudian shit . January was a month 
that many of my friends and I were given 
birth to. Because of this fact, the party 
did not stop, with the exception of work 
breaks, but the weekend was off the hizzle 
for shizzle on a regular basis, I saw things, 
that would make a sane man crack, but I do 
not have the problem of sanity, therefore I 
continue the pimpin’ feel me pimpin’? Here 
are some thoughts that crossed my mind:

1. Satin Hooks is a fantastic band! I saw 
them after a while of not seeing them, it’s 
a really free thing they do, sort of an aban-
don, but with attempts to play a “song.” But 
hey that’s overrated but noise rock jazz-ish 
electronic gospel, who’s playing that right 
now? You guessed it, Satin Hooks. But this 
whole playing for people anywhere thing, 
they’re getting too good for that. “Hey, did 
you see Satin Hooks at the “Help Jimmy Get 
a Dog Benefit? That shit was awesome!!!!”

2. People are funny if you are drunk, 
but scary if you are stoned, it’s weird. If 
you’ve ever heard someone who is usually 
drunk try to express something while so-
ber, you realize, some people have never 
spoken to another person in a sober state, 
they just bottle this shit up. Then, when 
they go to a party they just vent to you, it’s 
not as much conversation as it is therapy. 
But what if I’m not concerned with your 
personal life like that, I don’t know what to 

tell you, let’s talk abut something that has 
nothing to with both of us, like the Rockets, 
man that Tracy McGrady is the team, 13-0 
without him? Did you see Kobe score 81?

3. When someone has a child, is it so 
they will have authority over something, 
whose lives depend on them? I feel a great 
deal of pity for children all over the world, 
and not just poor children, but children in 
general. Part of their existence is a substan-
tiation of a bond between two people, who, 
sometimes, break that bond at the child’s 
birth. Then, that child has to live a life at 
the subject or bartering tool between two 
adults, and they had no choice in the life 
that was foisted upon them. The selfishness 
of two individuals led to their existence, 
it’s a heavy thing. It’s the gift you didn’t 
even know you wanted. I always wonder 
if people really think about the child’s life, 
not the vision of the what you think the 
child should be, but what the child thinks 
about their life, and if they have their own 
thoughts, or a moral standard, or sense of 
pride or shame. I wonder? Like all the pho-
tos of Katrina victims that show the chil-
dren, yet no one ‘s gonna hire the parents of 
some of those children. As a still image, we 
can sell the sympathy, but once the picture 
is taken, the child’s life continues….

See, those are the types of things that 
cross my mind. I read some where “thank 
God emotional scars are invisible, other-
wise porn would be horrifying ,“ I kind of 
feel that way about all things, there’s a cer-

tain amount of terror involved, the news 
should be delivered by people in monster 
costumes with funny voices, “58 people 
killed in a road side bombing, Paris Hilton, 
5 men shot in a drive thru, Paris Hilton, 12 
year old molested by teacher during tutori-
als, Brad Pitt and Angelina Jolie, President 
Bush speaks, Paris Hilton…” Imagine that 
in like a raspy Hellraiser voice, I think it 
would be cool. Moving on…

Records are coming, and shows are 
places where people play their songs, and 
sometimes those people are in the band, 
and sometimes it’s the other dudes that 
were brought in to disguise the shitty core 
members. Whatever, the case, what is an 
economy where people save money and 
live a life not driven by pointless social 
interaction and fashion display, we are 
all art, we all are artists, it’s just some us 
get paid for it, and a lot of other things as 
well, So hey, you’re at your house waiting to 
find out what’s going on, and I’m thinking 
I should care more about what you want, 
but I’m like ever other writer guy, my taste 
is taste homey!!!

Shows 
 

EARLY MAN
2/10/06 - Walter’s On Washington

I think I wrote about this band before, 
I’m not sure if I mentioned the “good” Me-
tallica moments angle, but that’s just one 
thing I could say to arouse curiosity, be-

cause if I was more in the know, I’d refer-
ence something far more obscure, that only 
true heads would know, but really, it’s not 
that serious. Early Man out an album out 
Matador last year called “Closing In” which 
pretty much is appropriate for their brand 
of guitar music. I think that this show wil 
be loud, and it will most likely be rocking, 
loud, Loud rockin’ rock n’ roll to rock you 
no matter what your age a rock for ages or 
of ages as it may be. A shining beacon of 
rock to rock you rockers, but more in the 
rock sense than the reggae sense, if you 
catch my drift.

BEATS OF BASQUIAT presents 
GRANDMASTER FLASH 
2/11/06 - The Museum Of fine Arts 

If you have not had the pleasure of go-
ing to any of the Beats Of Basquiat events 
throw at the MFA these lover the last three 
months, then you have missed a pretty 
unique event. Starbucks’ sponsored this 
event, and contrary to what some may 
think, I will not rag on Starbuck’s because 
they paid for a lot of CDs, records, and 
both of my guitars, sure I thought some of 
the customers were crack-ish, but a lot of 
money was made off crack. Anyhow, this 
is the last and final night of this event, and 
it features none other than Grandmas-
ter Flash. Yes, of the Furious Five, yes he 
was in Wild Style, yes he’s a grandmaster 
of hip hop, a pioneer but he’s a also a hell 
of a party rocking deejay, and that he will 
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do. There will be people there dressed all 
types of ways, but mostly looking nice, hell 
I wore a tie, and there will be ladies and 
ladies I’m sure the men will probably talk 
to or about you, so there. I’m going, and I 
I’m going to be happy, because very rarely 
have I seen events like these n Houston, and 
I’m in no hurry to go back to the kegger at 
Juan Carlos’s house where the Satin Hooks 
are going to play, and there going to serve 
vegan hot dogs.
VIC CHESNUTT 
2/25/06 - Walter’s On Washington 

Some people write songs and then 
some people are songwriters, see when 
you say shit like that, it shows the flaw in 
language, it is decorated to sound more ap-
pealing yet, very easily could mean nothing 
at all. Vic Chesnutt plays with the language 
toys wit it’s interpretations and whatnot, he 
sings song that as literature or poetry would 
work not because of romantic notions or 
melody in prose, not that those things are 
not present, but it reads like lessons, effect 
is real unlike a light but more like a pain, 
some pain in its intensity is beautiful, a mo-
ment of the reality of cause and effect. Yes, 
I’m still talking about the same dude, Vic 
Chessnutt I chased around last year’s SXSW, 
and each portion of his show , that I caught 
was pretty great, but don’t believe me, be-
lieve the famous peope who endorse him, 
as his songs have been covered from every-
one Calexico, to REM, to Houston’s own 
Thane Matcek, or Judas Bear, as I guess he’s 
called now. So there you have, a confusing 
rant at the beginning, something about po-
etry, and name checking, that’s good writ-
ing people.

A Moment with a Person 
Releasong an Album

The Howling Hex is a band that feature 
Neil Hagerty. They released two albums last 
year (both stellar), but previous to that, in 
2003 and 2004, Drag city released three vi-
nyl only limited edition albums (the Return 
of the Third Tower, Section 2, and Introduc-
ing the Howling Hex). Well, if you were like 
me, all of those albums sold out before you 
heard any of them, and you felt that you had 
missed an opportunity that would never ar-
rive again. Fast Forward two or three years, 
and you have 1-2-3 (Drag city) a compila-
tion off the greatest hits(?) as seen by Mr. 
Hagerty. The album is gumbo pot of sounds 
that could be rock, country, avant garde, 
soul, world music, and even a few songs I 
could see Neil Diamond covering.

In addition it was the first look at the 
band that would later release the You Can’t 
Beat Tomorrow and the super fantastic stel-
lar release All night fox which is like a soul 
and gospel album with guitar solos . There 
is this thing called the Internet and there’s 
this thing called e mail. Well, I know this 
dude Zach, who works at the label where 
The Howling Hex releases their albums. So, 
I was like “What if I sent you some ques-
tions for him?” and he was like “Sure, dude!” 

and so this is what happened next:

1. Could you explain the new border 
sound?

I think a lot of music that comes from 
exotic regions wraps a complacent agenda 
in radical ribbons. I don’t hate tourism 
musicians individually but I hate what the 
re-sale of the exotic (even if it is only some-
thing like “Girls Gone Wild”) contributes 
to the relative level of magical thinking in 
this country. So when I left the Appalachian 
mountains and came West I wanted to try 
and stay honest and humble about being 
new to the region and try to pick up things 
as I heard and saw them not clamp down 
on some image I expected to find. The 
sound comes from the life and the music 
in the border area but played in a straight 
forward way using instruments that I’m fa-
miliar with from other places I have been. 
That way I hope it brings out the common 
things in it and I’m not just pirating musical 
images. More satisfying to me. 

2. Do you see The howling hex as a 
continuation of the NMH solo efforts, or 
do you view it as it’s own thing, and if so, 
are there a plan to do more NMH solo al-
bums?

I wanted to start off just using my name 
since I got out of a band in 2000. To undo 
things that were built up. Gradually I played 
with other people more and more and so a 
new band came together. It’s all part of one 
thing where you could set out the records, if 
you were so inclined, lay them out in a row 
to hear another primary source as to when 
and where and why in certain times and 
places. I don’t think of doing solo records 
again because none of this is about my own 
life so it wouldn’t really make sense unless 
it was a prank but that is exhausting.

3. Do you view 1-2-3 as works in 
progress or sort of the sketches that 
shaped the two Howling Hex albums, or 
are the running themes or alteast some of 
the duplcate lyrics just sort of something 
coincedental.

On the 3 LPs I just tried to put differ-
ent cliches of pop musical styles through 
the meat grinder of what was going on, the 
general tone of public things, during the 
last few years. So 1-2-3 comes at the end of 
it and I tried to edit out bad reactions and 
get the crystallized stuff that resulted from 
the mix. Where the vinyl LPs sound almost 
unbearably personal and can be viewed 
like you’re looking at a monkey in the zoo 
I think the CD version shows what good 
might come out of approaching and con-
fronting situations that you think are not 
welcoming to you. And from out of all that 
anyway we have a set of ideas about the way 
music might best give us an advantage in 
the day-to-day and so we’ll keep looking at 
those things like they were things we found 
that someone else made, since they feel like 
that to me, at any rate.

4. When releasing or conceptualizing 
albums, is the idea of the sound of the al-
bum, sort of the catalyst for releasing an 
album to document, or record a specific 
period...Like, the first album (NMH) has a 
specific sound that is different from Plays 
That Ol Rock N Roll,” and The Howling 
Hex etc...so is there an idea of each record 
representing a different musical progres-
sion (this is a hard question to word)...

Like I said above it is true and it goes 
to the sound of the record, making deci-
sions about what is like the right thing to 
do and how things should be recorded. Just 
to try and set up a few limitations to ground 
things in futility while at the same time try-
ing everything to bust out of that. Then also, 
the more people involved the more confu-
sion there is and more chances to keep try-
ing to hold things inside some acceptable 
presentation. And in the end, just to wrap it 
all up nicely and try make it clear that there 
is work involved more than a dream.

5. How would you (not that you 
would, but if you did) explain the live 
presentation of The Howling Hex vs. the 

“normal” rock show?
The only thing I’ve been trying to do 

is have everything that happens be part of 
playing The All-Night Fox more than here 
are some real people please look at us but 
we’re more than real people etc. Hopeful-
ly, gestures and sounds etc sort of end up 
canceling each other out just right so that 
time passes in a pleasing way, rather than 
a certain statement by one group of people 
is made just so to another group of people 
(where one group gets paid while the other 
pays.)

6. At this point are you concerned 
with your perceived place in music his-
tory, not in the idol way or something, 
but as far as the appreciation as artist, or 
at least the recognition. I believe that you 
are more than name checked albums and 
past projects, but I wonder if any of that 
concerns you (I mean people are going to 
think what they think)

No but I do think about other people, 
music and groups I like and I wonder that 
about them.

So The Howling Hex album 1-2-3 
comes out February 21st 2006.

Another album you might like
CAT POWER - THE GREATEST 
(Matador)

Dudes from soul bands that played be-
hind Al Green an others play the music for 
indie darling rock chanteuse. I can just hear 
the Volkswagen commercial.

One more thing: God hates when his 
name is invoked to influence agenda, I don’t 
know if he told everybody this, but I know 
that’s what I heard, and something about a 
chocolate city, but then I remembered that 
was a Rick James album.
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Wed.Feb. 1 
The SexPistols Experience, The 
Living Dolls

Fri. Feb. 3rd
The Yonder Mountain Band

Sat. Feb. 4th
Pinebox FetishShow  w/ Axis
Mistress Deja

Tues. Feb. 7th
In Flames w/ Trivium, Devil 
Driver, Zao

Thur. Feb. 9 
Big Head Todd & The Monsters 
w/Jackie Greene

Sat. Feb. 11th
Pimpadelic, South

Tues. Feb. 14th
The Fray

Wed.Feb. 15th
SKA 2006 TOUR
Featuring The Toasters
w/ Satori, WestboundTrain

Mon.Feb. 20nd
Brandon Stanley Acoustic Duo / 
Benjy Davis Project 

Tues. Feb. 21st
45 Grave , The Dead End Guys
Phantom Pains, Heist At Hand

Fri.  Feb. 24th -
Galactic w/ The Hot 8 Brass Band

Sat. Feb. 25th : RENT

Sun. Feb. 26th 
The Click Five 

Wed. Mar. 1st
The Subdudes , Grand Texas 

Fri.  Mar. 3rd
John Evans Band CD Release 

Sat.  Mar. 4 
Texas MetalFest 2006 
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The regulars are apparent every other Thursday night at 
Brasils on Westheimer at Dunlavy.  You can pick them 
out, mouthing the lyrics of the songs they’ve re-lis-

tened and re-played since 2003 when The Scattered Pages 
released their first album.  There is a palpable excitement 
in the air as the lead singer, Brandon Hancock, announces 
that within the next 2 months or so, a new CD is being 
released.  The majority of the music is written by Bran-
don, with some help from the back up vocalist and bassist, 
Kurt Coburn.  Coburn’s voice rivals the former, so that 
the complicated harmonies are belted out in two pleasing 
tenors. This is an intellectual band—with songs brimming 
over with allusions to everything from the Union Jack to 
the book of Revelation and even a song entitled “Virginia 
Woolf”.  The fans include any number of college literary 
society members, and the post-college crowd who yearn 
for lyrics with some degree of complexity and probably 
have their Scattered Pages CD “Meet the Americant” pro-

grammed into their I-Pod along with  Belle and Sebastian, 
The Redhouse Painters, and Franz Ferdinand.

Highlights of the show included a cover of “Please, 
Please, Please, Let Me Get What I Want” by the Smiths, and 
a twang-y, country ballad which was pure parody. Surpris-

ingly, Brandon has the ability to semi-yodel, and the ditty 
was a crowd pleaser, conjuring images of the small-town 
Texas teen who ended up in the “big city”.   

Also of note, the drummer, Andy McWilliams is an 
animated and talented percussionist.  The amount of mu-
sic that emanates from this three person outlet--formerly 
there were four and were called The Good People; think 
shows at Instant Karma five years ago--is frankly amazing.  

They have a particular knack for writing music that layers, 
mounts, intensifies into an almost overwhelming din and 
then instantaneously drops to one solo guitar line.  The 
naughty “I’m Glad You Came” is a double-entendre with 
poetry-worthy subtleties. This coveted every other Thurs-
day spot was once filled by DJ Sun but The Scattered Pages 
easily fill Brasils every time they play, from 10-12, with 
requests for encores from the patrons.  They play other 
venues; most notably the hip Montrose bar, the Proletariat.  
You can check their website for other upcoming shows at 
www.scatteredpages.com. 

Definitely check out this local band, just recently 
signed to the San Francisco-based label, Three Ring Re-
cords.  They will certainly be huge and I’m betting that 
when they tour and return to Houston, they will be play-
ing much less intimate venues.  It would behoove you to 
hear them while they’re still the accessible and personable 
coffee house band.

By Sarah Gajkowski-Hill

the small-town Texas teen who 
ended up in the “big city”
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K-Rino
Worst Rapper Alive
(Black Book International)

One of Houston’s oldest rappers, 
whether or not he gets all the run as the cur-
rent lot of superstars, is still entirely able to 
prove that he’s consistently one of the best. 
That said, this is not his best work. By his 
own contention, Worst Rapper Alive didn’t 
exactly turn out in as progressive a manner 
as he would have hoped. But even though it 
might pale in comparison to 1995’s Stories 
from the Black Book (widely acknowledged 
by many as his masterpiece) as an overall 
body of work, that doesn’t mean that it 
doesn’t feature, on certain tracks, some of 
his stronger material in years. In fact, per-
haps the reason that some of the tracks on 
this record don’t exactly gel as he would 
have wanted is because, in a lot of ways, he’s 
broken the mold -- and you can only blame 
trial and error for that. One step out is  “Ups 
and Downs,” which features a recently-re-
leased Bang, who interrupts the almost old 
school rap midway to tell his story, bounc-
ing back and forth with Rino, who even be-
gins singing near the end. Where he further 
breaks that mold, though, is in his dialogue 
with guests on the record. On “Don’t know 
why,” from 2000’s Fear No Evil, Rino goes at 
it fighting with his lady through the entire 
track -- something that was largely miss-
ing from earlier releases. On this record, 
he does it twice, in what ends up sound-

ing like a skit each time. It’s different, to be 
sure -- and others have done it, but it feels 
a little out of place on a record from such 
a dark, introspective character such as he. 
But while that experimentation and the 
beats behind some of the tracks might be 
the weak link here, the concepting on this 
record is stronger than anything he’s ever 
done, coming together most notably in the 
epic “Three Gods,” where he breaks down 
the evils of money, drugs and sex into basic 
idol worship and the interlaced weaknesses 
that make each of the three vulnerable to 
the others. The contemplative “What if,” 
and the companion tracks of “Who am I” 
and “Who are you,” the latter of which fea-
tures a brilliant, dramatic interlude from 
the Min. Robert Muhammad, and is some 
of the best production on this record -- are 
only further evidence of that. 

- www.southparkcoalition.com -

Windy and Carl
The Dream House/Dedications to Flea
(Kranky)

Windy and Carl is utilitarian music. 
Their music is you turning off the phone, 
locking the door, burning incense... what-
ever it is you have to do to get out of ev-
eryone else’s world and steep yourself in 
yours. This is more of the massive sound-
scaping for which they’ve become known 
over the years -- layers and layers of guitars 
and dense, quietly vibrating instrumenta-

tion behind it to create a wall of sound that 
you never want to end. This collection -- a 
two-CD set, is a musical dedication both 
to Windy’s mother and to the couple’s dog 
Flea, both of whom have passed away in 
recent years. The second (and last) track 
on the second disc, a track named “Sketch 
for Flea,” is about the only thing the duo 
has ever done that one could consider 
even mildly distracting, and that’s because 
it’s rife with the recorded sounds of Flea 
presumably rooting around in the yard, 
the house and anywhere else he shouldn’t. 
Distracting, perhaps, but perfectly orches-
trated as always -- Windy and Carl do not 
make bad records.

- www.brainwashed.com/wc - 

Pearls and Brass w/ Golden Axe & 
Bowel
Sunday, February 5th @ Rudyard’s (2010 
Waugh)

Not a review of the record, but instead 
a preview of the show. Golden Axe are good 
local boys with sick chops and a keen ear for 
creating soundtracks for vikings and lonely 
barbarians. Pearls and Brass have some of 
the biggest balls in rock’n roll -- with a hefty 
nod to Sabbath and a drummer that could 
drive a brick through the engine block of a 
57 Chevy just on the backbeat. The record is 
fantastic. The show should blow minds.

- www.pearlsandbrass.com - 

Back is just... back
by Lance Scott Walker

They say you’re supposed to come back with a bang. Fire. Explosions. At least some smoke, yeah? But after a nearly 
six-month hiatus from contributing to this publication, my first article back will be none of that. No, I have instead 
elected just to tell you about a few records that have have gotten the attention of my ears over the past month or 
two. So here we go.
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Hot Rod  Tatto 
713.533.1239
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A
fter the long, 
boring drive 
to College Sta-
tion, I finally 
arrived with 

three others for a graduation 
party on a Saturday night. 
We have a few drinks, and as 
the party dies down we head 
over to the local Denny’s for 
a 4 a.m. breakfast. As usual, I 
order the “Meat Lover’s Skil-

let”—which is compiled of various grease-soaked carcass parts with a few 
chunks of potato thrown in for pseudo-nutrition. You don’t have to be a sci-
entist to know that this combination will eventually churn your intestinal tract 
into an oil pipeline, but sometimes taste buds override common sense. So we 
all eat and pass out in a stranger’s apartment shortly after. We wake up at the 
crack of noon and pack our stuff to head home. Driving from College Station 
back to the east side of  Houston can easily become a two-hour drive on any 
given day of the week, but this time the trip felt much longer...

Before we leave the apartment, almost everyone hits the bathroom and 
we head out. We are well on our way heading down highway 6 when I felt 
the instantaneous rumble in my abdomen. That’s right, Denny’s induced 
Bubble Guts. From prior experience I know what’s in store for me, but I’m 

driving with three cranky 
passengers that I don’t want 
ridiculing me. So I tell them, 
“I’m going to have to make a 
pit stop soon.” They immedi-
ately harass me about not go-
ing before we left but it’s too 
late now. Round two hits as a 
second wave of pain hits and 
the sweating begins. My skin 
gets cold and clammy and it’s 
taking every bit of strength 

· a true story ·
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and coordination I have in me to drive a stick while the rest of my voluntary muscle control is 
focused on keeping my anus closed. I speed up in a desperate hope to find a service station, res-
taurant, or even a roll of toilet paper on the side of the road. I’m on the longest stretch of highway 
6 at this point, and unfortunately there is nothing but asphalt loaded with slow moving traffic. 
Suddenly round three hits and the pressure is building. It feels like I’m about to give birth when 
I spot a gas station about a mile up the road. I instantly start thanking God for creating Exxon. 
I pull into the parking lot and suddenly all pain is lifted. The pressure completely dissipates, and 
through another stroke of ignorance I decide I’m fine and continue driving home. 

Everything is fine for the next five miles until I see a cop hiding in the median and the 
anxiety switches the boilers back on. Round four begins and the self-inflating razor blades 
in my bowels are going in for the kill. This pain continues to the point where I’m about to 
black out. Luckily the cop doesn’t go after us and my subconscious is able to drive the vehicle. 
My internal organs are either an internally conjoined twin or a feral baby and I would gladly 
accept a cesarean section at this point. As the pressure increases I realize we are on the ramp 
entering highway 290.

Praying for some form of mercy, I spot a barbecue/truck stop combination and I pull in. 
I’m sweating profusely and the tunnel vision isn’t helping me locate the bathroom any easier. 
I’m starting to lose color vision when I spot the men’s room. At the height of my delirium, my 
body is shutting down and I dive into the bathroom door hoping for salvation. As I enter the 
room there’s an indescribable smell that I quickly try to ignore as my attention shifts to the line 
of Mariachis waiting to use the only toilet in this bathroom. No, this isn’t a derogatory term 
to describe these guys—it’s an actual band all moaning and doubled over in pain as well. I’m 
either hallucinating or I died and went to hell, but either way I have to wait for each of them to 
do their worst to the defenseless hunk of porcelain on the other side of the stall door.

I’m thinking: “only 2 more band members to go and I’m free.” 
I’m so focused I don’t realize the bell for round 5 just rang. The rabid midget in my 

rectum decides he’s clawing his way out with only one guy left to go. I head to the sink and 

I’m about dissolve the enamel on it when the creak of the stall door is heard. I turn around, 
snatch a handful of paper towels and try to grab the stall door to enter when another guy 
attempts to beat me to the punch. I shove the guy out of my way and with an unintelligible 
slur I tell him, “I’m sorry man, but you’ll understand in a second.” Whatever I really say 
might not even be English.

Hoping for the best but expecting the worst I finally see what I’m up against. It looked 
like someone dumped a year’s worth of “gray water” into the bowl from the Mariachis’ tour 
bus. It was densely packed all the way to seat level. The worst toilet in Scotland from the movie 
Trainspotting looked cleaner than this place. As I fumble with my belt and try to make an ass-
gasket with the paper towels, there is no more stopping the force. In a split-second decision I 
find it’s best to just hover over the toilet rather than having my balls bathe in the cesspool. 

My legs are weak from the constant muscle contraction I had been maintaining for 
the duration of the trip and then everything goes white as my hearing becomes nothing 
more than the tinnitus ring. I’m sure it’s a glorious explosion rivaling a July 4th Fire-
works display, but all of my senses are gone. My vision and hearing soon fade back in as 
I feel the warmth return to my body. I find myself in a break dancing position with my 
legs outstretched and one arm behind me on a hand rail while my other arm is raised in 
the air for some reason. The guy outside the stall is banging on the door begging me to 
hurry up as I ration what’s left of the paper towels for clean up procedures. 

I’m certain the putrid aroma followed me out into the truck stop as everyone tried their 
best to avoid me, but I didn’t care since I was pain free. I quickly scan the area to confirm 
or deny the Mariachi hallucination and it turns out that was real. They were boarding their 
tour bus right as I walked outside to get back into my car.

No one said much the rest of the way home but I think the tears in their eyes were 
caused by the smell of death that followed me into the car. There might be a lesson to 
learn from all of this, but saying, “shit happens,” might be the cliché way to say it.

"As I enter the room there’s an indescribable smell that I quickly try to ignore as my 

attention shifts to the line of Mariachis waiting to use the only toilet in this bathroom."
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You know of course that any time a news 
gathering organization veers into char-
acter assassination of rivals, that’s a sure 

sign of someone deliberately providing dis-
information, right? And then you observe 
that virtually all the news gathering orga-
nizations you know do exactly that! They 
scorch everyone who doesn’t share their 
exact view of things. So what can you do but 
scratch your head and wonder what’s really 
going on?

I have a rule about these spitting con-
tests that I try to follow scrupulously. If you 
respond to unjust slander, you’re conceding 
that the disinformation attempt has been 
a success. Of course you have to respond 
to legitimate criticism in a forthright way. 
That’s how you grow.

But lately on prominent cybervenues 
I have been accused of being Naval Intel-
ligence (apparently because I once served 
very inauspiciously as a clerk on a ship in 
the Navy), being anti-Semitic (because I 
don’t accept preposterous media lies just 
because they have been codified into unjust 
laws prohibiting free speech), and espe-
cially of being “racist and xenophobic” by 
a shallow European radio host who fawned 
over me for months before turning on me, 
and now fancies himself the world leader of 
the 9/11 skeptics movement.

This last guy was a real piece of work. 
After I furnished him with numerous 
sources, other guests for his show, and I 
personally spent hours on his show repeat-
ing my one-trick pony routine (9/11 was a 
colossal deception engineered by the high-
est levels of the U.S. government and is the 
key to all the other murderous hoaxes that 
have followed), he suddenly turns on me 
and calls me “racist and xenophobic” for 
my constant pinpointing of Israel and the 
Jewish community as the prime reasons for 
the systematic eradication of genuine free-
dom in America and the world.

I meant to mention that to Cinque on 
WHCR The Voice of Harlem last Sunday. 
I’m a regular guest there, and also on Digi-
tal Underground, another all-black radio 

show based in New York City. Black politi-
cal consciousness is so far advanced past 
white political consciousness in America, 
perhaps because African-Americans have 
had two centuries to analyze the hypocrisy 
and oppression that America spews out in 
real terms to those who don’t share the in-
side track to an easy life.

As far as being xenophobic, he also 
could have caught my basic message 
— which I repeated on his show so many 
times — on Sahar TV in Teheran, twice 
recently. In both Harlem and Iran I bel-
lowed the same consistent message as both 
reporters tried to inveigle me into the intri-
cacies of U.S. Congressional politics and its 
endlessly convoluted scandals.

It doesn’t matter who gets elected pres-
ident or to Congress, I told them. Whom-
ever that might be, America’s foreign and 
domestic policies will not change one iota. 
We will not stop making wars out of noth-
ing, because that’s what we’ve always done.

Politics in America has become a cess-
pool of fiat currency fueling blackmail and 
bribery, and that’s how the world runs, and 
that’s how it has always run — but now, it’s 
out of control, and threatening everything 
that lives.

In our desire for the good life, we have 
forfeited our right to any life at all. How’s 
that for the shrewd trade recently made by 
the vaunted beacon of liberty American 
people.

You won’t get back even part of what 
you thought you had without a serious rev-
olution. And yet an appalling silence con-
tinues to grip America. Even as their patho-
logical leaders in Washington, Tel Aviv and 
London set the sights of their nuclear war-
heads toward anyone who won’t knuckle 
under to their bullying threats, Americans 
race on toward their self-deluded appoint-
ment with trying to ignore the complete 
destruction of the planet.

Which is just what I got from this Eu-
ropean radio host: He threatened me. He 
said, “You have to get your stuff off Rense 
(the popular radio show and website) 

OR I’M GON-
NA TAKE YOU 
DOWN! We have 
to get these UFO 
nuts OUT of MY 9/11 movement!”

I respond to threats with permanent 
silence. 

Several other radio wannabes have 
done basically the same thing to me. It re-
ally makes me mistrust all of them.

But sticking to my spitting contest 
rule, I let all these curiosities fly past me, 
because if you try to field them, you end up 
in an endless distraction, and accomplish 
nothing (as I learned in the past from both 
the peace movement and the 9/11 no-plane 
movement). And I believe in sticking to the 
more important things. I prefer tangible is-
sues to flaky personalities.

And number one out of all this, in this 
staticky barrage of conspiracy shrillness, is 
to see the disconnect between people and 
the truth. The facts are there — why isn’t 
the public responding to them?

Veteran 9/11 researcher Jake Stans-
bury offered one theory on the problem. 
His experience of burning 9/11 videos and 
handing them out to his friends resulted 
in people telling him they didn’t believe 
the information he provided because they 
hadn’t seen it confirmed on television. Jake 
wrote:

This phenomenon seems to reflect a 
disturbing reality that most people refuse 
to believe anything not “officially” report-
ed! “Denial” really doesn’t seem powerful 
enough in and of itself to be causing this, 
given that such a multitude of seemingly 
obvious facts belie the official stories.

Frustrated and a bit angry, I remem-
bered a term that seems to explain this 
suicidal phenomenon. I also remembered 
your essay, “A Night At The Opera” where 
you say “We’re lost in the music, and can-
not hear the words”.

Our greatest enemy at this point in 
time and history seems to be a psycho-
logical phenomenon known as “cognitive 
dissonance”. Recognizing this, I now strug-

gle to see some means 
of overcoming it, with 
great frustration and 

no real answers. Al-
though I’m sure you are familiar with it, I 
offer you some information on this disease 
below.

The link Jake forwarded to me ex-
plained:

Cognitive dissonance is a psycholog-
ical phenomenon which refers to the dis-
comfort felt at a discrepancy between what 
you already know or believe, and new in-
formation or interpretation. It therefore 
occurs when there is a need to accommo-
date new ideas, and it may be necessary for 
it to develop so that we become “open” to 
them. Neighbour (1992) makes the genera-
tion of appropriate dissonance into a major 
feature of tutorial (and other) teaching: he 
shows how to drive this kind of intellectu-
al wedge between learners’ current beliefs 
and “reality”.

Beyond this benign if uncomfortable 
aspect, however, dissonance can go “over 
the top”, leading to two interesting side-ef-
fects for learning:

1. If someone is called upon to learn 
something which contradicts what they al-
ready think they know particularly if they 
are committed to that prior knowledge they 
are likely to resist the new learning. Even 
Carl Rogers recognized this. Accommoda-
tion is more difficult than Assimilation, in 
Piaget’s terms.            

2. Counter-intuitively, perhaps if 
learning something has been difficult, un-
comfortable, or even humiliating enough, 
people are less likely to concede that the 
content of what has been learned is useless, 
pointless or valueless. To do so would be to 
admit that one has been “had”, or “conned”.

http://www.learningandteaching.
info/learning/dissonance.htm

So there is the reason the people of 
America won’t see what is staring them in 
the face. They’re simply too stupid to admit 

Sickness in the static 
You know they lied to you, but you’re too scared to admit it
By John Kaminski
skylax@comcast.net 
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they’ve been duped, even though their sur-
vival depends on it.

I was reminded of the real cost — and 
the real danger — of this disease in conversa-
tions recently with two of the best reporters 
on the still-free Internet: Kurt Nimmo and 
Greg Szymanski.

Both expressed to me a deep frustration 
that so much valid information has been put 
forth into the public arena, and still no in-
roads toward justice have been made at all in 
the mainstream political sphere.

Each (Google them) spoke of threats 
they’d received from anonymous voices in 
the night, and of coercive attempts to fright-
en them into silence.

As David Ray Griffin noted last summer 
about 9/11, “Controlled demolition can be 
proved beyond a reasonable doubt.”

The lies that followed — anthrax, Af-
ghanistan, Iraq, the levees — are all predi-
cated on the government telling the truth 
about 9/11, which has not, so all those other 
explanations are necessarily also lies.

Yet the American public, surely 
shamed by its sick support for colossal 
crimes against humanity, remains silently 
glued to poisoned airwaves that offer only 
tempestuous titillation that cover up the 
sound we all try to ignore — the sound of 
people dying over lies we fail to challenge. 
	 And that is the real sickness in the stat-
ic.
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Who are the drug lords?  The administrators of the 
smuggling cartels live lives of luxury in Bogotá, 
Kabul and Mexico City.  The upper echelons, the 

enablers, live in D.C., New York, London and Houston.   
Who are the drug lords, the REAL kingpins?  They are 
bankers, pharmaceutical houses, oil companies, construc-
tion companies, weapons manufacturers and a thousand 
other corporate interests whose very existence depends on 
violence, hatred, distrust and deception.  The prohibition 
of drugs is the ideal means to continuously ratchet up the 
rhetoric. 

 The drug lords make untold billions each year from 
the drug war.   Make no mistake about that.  The farm gate 
price of these “illegal drugs” is less than $5 billion per year.  
In the US alone, we spend well in excess of $50 billion per 
year, attempting to squelch the flow of drugs and in hous-
ing 2.2 million prisoners and in arresting 1.6 million more 
US citizens each year for baggies of plant products.

 The UN estimates the worldwide commerce in these 
illegal drugs to be $500 billion per year.

 Chickenfeed, compared to the amounts made by the 
upper echelon, whose gravy is ladled with steam shov-
els.  The bankers take up to 80% of the drug “take” when 
they launder the money for cocaine cartels and marijuana 
magnates.  The oil companies are able to easily usurp lands 
once the peasant farmers use them for coca production.  
Prior to 1914 and the passage of the Harrison Narcotics 

Act, Bayer Heroin was on the grocer’s shelf next to Bayer 
Aspirin at the same price.   The pharmaceutical houses and 
the medical associations decided in the early 20th century 
that the American people could be forced to give up the 
right to decide for themselves what to put into their own 
bodies.  If its not made by a Fortune 500 company, it’s a 
crime on planet Earth!

 Before 911, we were already spending in excess of 
$400 billion per year to provide additional security for our 
nation.  Following our crusades to Afghanistan and Iraq 
II, (not to mention our presence in about 140 of the 170 
nations on planet Earth,) we are now spending approxi-

mately $800 billion per year to “feel secure”.  President 
Eisenhower warned us as he was leaving office, to beware 
of the military industrial complex. 

 Who are the drug lords?  They are every politician 
who lives and breathes war, drugs, terror or otherwise.   
They are the corrupt, lying corporate heads, malicious 
media barons, venomous judges and cretinous cops, who 
knowing full well the truth, choose to follow their nose to 
riches, to embrace a lie, to feed their evil cornucopia with 
the lives of their fellow man.

 Who are the drug lords?  Knowing what you do about 
this policy of prohibition, if you don’t work to bring this 
tower of drug war madness crashing to the ground, your 
silence is far from golden.

 We gave up our liberty to choose our own medicines, 
in 1914, in exchange for supposed security regarding 
drugs. In 2006, we are being forced to give up additional, 
even unknown, liberties in exchange for supposed protec-
tion.  Our slide into this abyss is facilitated by the fear en-
gendered by 92 years of prohibition and the mechanism of 
deceit that allows the drug war to flourish despite decades 
of miserable failure.

 America, land of the free, home of the brave?  My 
observations indicate we are at a cusp, a junction where we 
can choose liberty, truth and justice or we can slide into 
the arms of big brother, admitting we are powerless over 
our own lives and are willing to take whatever the drug 
lords are offering.

 … We currently produce 9 radio programs per week 
for KPFT, 90.1 FM in Houston and for our 50 affiliate sta-
tions in the US and Canada.  We interview congressmen, 
scientists, doctors and many others whose time spent in 
the trenches of the drug war compels them to now pro-
claim it a hopeless failure.  If you would like to learn more 
please visit our website www.drugtruth.net.   Your silence 
in regards to the drug war mechanism will ensure that it 
continues.

Drug Lords Rule!

we can choose liberty, truth and 
justice or we can slide into the 
arms of big brother
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Editor’s Note:  The information in this column is 
not legal advice.  It is merely intended to illustrate 
general information about the law by using hypotheti-
cal examples.  If you have a legal issue, including one 
that resembles the hypotheticals below, you should 
consult with an attorney regarding the circumstances 
of your particular problem.  

So you’re strolling down the street in Mon-
trose minding your own business.  No crimes 
have been reported in the area and 

you don’t match the description of any 
wanted criminal suspects.  A police of-
ficer comes up to you and demands to 
know your name and to see your iden-
tification.  Do you have to give either to 
the police officer?

No.  But you’ll probably be sorry if 
you don’t.  

Texas does not currently have a “stop 
and identify yourself ” law.  A citizen can 
ignore an officer’s request for information 
as long as he or she is not under arrest.  In 
those circumstances, a person is legally 
permitted to walk away from a police of-
ficer without answering any questions or 
showing any identification.

Once under arrest, it is a violation 
of Texas Penal Code § 38.02 and Class C 
misdemeanor (like a traffic ticket) to re-
fuse to divulge one’s identity.  That means 
the police can charge you with another 
crime (in addition to whatever you have 
been arrested for) if you do not give them your 
name.

And, just like your mom told you, it is always 
worse to lie.  If you give a false name to an officer 
and you’re suspected of committing, or witness-
ing a crime, the penalty jumps to a Class B mis-
demeanor.  If you’re a fugitive from justice (i.e. 
you have warrants) and you give a false name, 
then you will be charged with a Class A misde-

meanor (the level just below a felony). 
 Although Texas does not, about half of the 

States have “stop and identify yourself ” laws.   These 
laws date back from when there was no electricity 
and everyone went to bed when the sun went down.  
It was assumed that if people were out and about at 
nighttime they were up to no good and the police 
could stop and make them “give a good account of 
themselves.”    

The U.S. Supreme Court recently upheld the 

Constitutionality of those “stop and identify your-
self ” laws in a closely watched decision last summer.  
In a Bush v. Gore split, the Supremes held it is not 
a violation of the Fourth Amendment (the amend-
ment against “unreasonable searches and seizures”) 
to require a citizen to identify themselves to police if 
there is a “reasonable suspicion” for the officers to be 
questioning the individual in the first place.  In those 
states with the “stop and ID” laws (Alabama, Arkan-

sas, Colorado, Delaware, Florida, Georgia, Illinois, 
Kansas, Louisiana, Missouri, Montana, Nebraska, 
New Hampshire, New Mexico, New York, Nevada, 
North Dakota, Rhode Island, Utah, Vermont, and 
Wisconsin), a citizen can be jailed on the basis of 
their failure alone to answer the officer’s questions.  

A citizen’s right to remain silent (the Fifth 
Amendment), however, permits individuals 
not to “tell” on themselves if they’ve commit-
ted a crime.  So if you are on the lam and a 

fugitive from the law, and police offi-
cers asks for your name, disclosing it 
will result in you “telling” on yourself.   
The Supremes recognized this inherent 
tension between the law enforcement 
function of the Fourth Amendment and 
the citizen’s right to remain silent in the 
Fifth Amendment and the “stop and id” 
laws.  So what did our esteemed justices 
do?  Nothing.  They said that particular 
situation had not come up yet, so it did 
not need to be addressed.  

To recap:  As long as you are not un-
der arrest, you do NOT need to give your 
name to an officer who asks for it.  On 
a practical side, if you ignore the offi-
cer’s questions, it is exceedingly unlikely 
that the officer will say, “hmmm….this 
citizen obviously understands his or her 
Constitutional rights very well and rec-
ognizes the limits of my power to elicit 
information from him.” Instead, you will 
probably end up on the ground with a 

mouthful of asphalt and a knee if your back if 
you attempt to walk away.  It is better to just 
cooperate with the police, give your name and 
hopefully go about your way.  

Devin C. McNulty, a former prosecutor, is en-
gaged in the private practice of law in Houston, Texas.  
He can be reached at devin_mcnulty@hotmail.com 
with any questions.

Stop and I.D.

“A police officer comes up to you 

and demands to know your name 

and to see your identification.  

Do you have to give either to 

the police officer?

No.  But you’ll probably be 

sorry if you don’t.  “
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By Tyler Barber

A month since our last outing a little has been said about both the Playstation 3 and the 
Nintendo Revolution. However, the little that has been said holds heavy implications. 
On the Xbox 360 front, there’s still no killer app, and with Dan Hsu’s hard-hitting 

interview with Xbox 360’s head of marketing Peter Moore over the disappointment of the 
360, coupled with poor 360 sales in Japan, (worse than the original Xbox) Microsoft better 
start delivering the goods.

| Metal Gear Digital Comic |
- Bet on more Konami titles to get the Digital Comic treatment

| Nintendo’s re-designed DS Lite |
- Now Nintendo is sexy too | Microsoft’s Marketing Manager Peter Moore |

- Funny, gamers are making the same face at the 360

Nintendo Revolution Status:  
M.I.A.

	 While there is good news from the Nintendo camp, 
there is little news from Revolution. Sources scout that 
Nintendo’s Revolution will land with a price tag under 
$300. This, coupled with good sales for 2005 has sent 
Nintendo’s stock air born. 

	 For their reinforcements, Nintendo sends the new 
year off with a sleek re-design of the handheld the DS. 
Think Ipod meets PSP. Lastly, 2006 marks 20 years of 
Zelda (nerds: Link is twenty, this means no more Tingle 
cos-playing).

Microsoft Xbox 360 Status:  
Wounded

	 Yes, this mega corporation has been hit. Editor of 
Electronic Gaming Monthly, Dan Hsu, put Peter Moore 
through an interrogation that was heard around the 
gaming world. The interview was fair, but no punches 
were pulled. Hsu, cited frustration from gamers regard-
ing not–so–next-gen graphics by comparing various 360 
titles to their Xbox 1 counterparts. Namely, the line of 
2K sports titles on the 360 are barely better looking than 

the same game on the Xbox 1. Other grievances spanned 
issues from the noisy cooling fan in the 360, to launch 
shortages, to voice-chat echo problems, to hardware 
glitches. Though internet mercenaries flooded 1up.com 
with both praise and condemnation, Peter Moore sent 
Dan Hsu an email stating that he thought the interview 
was fair. This is the type of game journalism to welcome. 
Gamers talk shit, so should their journalists.

	 A more critical wound, however, was suffered in Ja-
pan. Though Microsoft acquired more Japanese devel-
opers for their 360, it actually sold less than the original 
Xbox. We need a medic on this one.

Sony Playstation 3 Status:  
Top Secret

Even Mr. Bush’s spies couldn’t get info on the PS3. But, 
they are leaving a trail of footsteps. Sony has been con-
ducting surveys regarding a centralized online plan for 
their PS3. The survey was equipped with questions ask-
ing gamers how they felt about features of the like found 
on Xbox Live, but the one that got this couch commando 
most excited was their question that probed the possibil-
ity of recording in-game footage to share with friends. Is 

there an answer bubble for “fuck yeah?”	
	 To further confidence that the PS3 will centralize 
its online experience, Sony has been talking to Official 
Playstation Magazine about meeting with developers 
to make sure their games conform to online standards. 
To expand the caliber of their online experience Sony 
has hinted that the PSP will also play an integral role 
possibly doubling as an alternate controller for the PS3 
and as a portable hub for individual accounts. With a 
definite advantage in hardware, Sony is quickly flanking 
Microsoft on all fronts.

Little Boy & Fat Man

	 Lastly, more great news from the Konami camp. 
With the re-release of Metal Gear Solid 3: Subsistence, 
gamers can not only look forward to online play, and 
a fully adjustable camera, but the pre-ordered games 
will come with Metal Gear Saga; a documentary over 
the franchises’ five titles done History Channel style. In 
addition, Hideo Kojima announced Metal Gear Digital 
Comic (working title) for the PSP. This will be an interac-
tive movie/comic book. The visuals are true shock and 
awe; truly something revolutionary.

Orders of Leave

	 Keeping my sight’s on the horizon, I’ll see you mag-
gots next issue.

Gamers talk shit, so should their journalists
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