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The Free Press is an open forum. Public submissions 
are encouraged. The Free Press will never refer to 
itself in third person. We do not endorse any of 
the ideas, products, or candidates included in this 
publication. The Free Press does not knowingly 
accept false advertising or editorial nor does 
the publisher assume responsibility should such 
advertising or editorial appear. The Free Press is not 
liable for anything, anywhere, ever.

Publishers

Associate Editors
Arts
Film

Local
Music

Managing Editor

Contributors & Staff
Writers

Photographers

Art Director
Designers/Illustrations

Delivery

Andrea Afra
Omar Afra
Omar Al-Bochi

Sean Carroll
Michael Bergeron
Alex Wukman
Kwame M. Anderson
Omar Afra

Lance Walker
Brandon Montes
Tyler Barber
Devin McNulty
Jeff Storm
Alex “Asshole” Wukman
John Fergusin
Timothy O’Brien
Brittany Bly
Shelby Kelly
Nick Cooper
Eric Anthamatten
Anthony Rathbun
Mark Armes
Tyler Barber
Jody Worthington
Lyndia Haryanto
Omar Al-Bochi
Ryan Ottea
Shelby Kelly
Tim Dorsey
Tyler Barber
Jeff Storm
Mark Galveston
Tony Kaelin
Jerri Huston
Evan Dunivan
Ozcan Ozcelik

cover art | Jermaine Rogers

ThisIssue December 2006 what you’ll find

Film, pg 10

Big Screen Little Screen

Tech-knowledge, pg 16

Holiday Gift Guide for Gamers

World, pg 20

Houston Food Not Bombs

World, pg 30

Alice in Erez

Also:
• Editors, pg 4: My Dog Died, No Joke
• Art, pg 6: Floating
• Art, pg 8: The Decemberists

• Music, pg: 12 They Sit Talking
• World, pg 24: How Multinational 

Corporations Aviod Taxes
• World, pg 26: The Last Dispatch



Free Press Houston
Issue 74 | 12/06

www.FreePressHouston.com�

—
Co

nt
en

t

—
Ed

ito
r

� —
Ar

t

—
Fi

lm

—
M

us
ic

—
Te

ch

—
W

or
ld

deceased one-eyed feline. We were so very 
close when he was an indoor dog and we often 
shared the couch. Once our second child came 
along, we were forced to find a larger home. We 
thought Wilcrest would be ecstatic to have a 
huge backyard to roam. We were wrong. He 
just wanted to be next to us. Yeah, he enjoyed 
chasing the squirrels but he really missed the 
wrestling matches we had when I would bite 

his ears.  ‘Willie’ as we called him was brave 
and loyal as so aptly demonstrated the time he 
bucked up to our neighbors pit bull when he 
walked in our apartment once.  Nonetheless, his 
loyalties would sometimes waver. A gas meter 
guy jumped our fence recently and Willie de-
fended him and barked at me as he sensed I was 
angry and prone to violence. He was a pacifist 
deep down. Willie has been with the Free Press 

Feel free to take us seriously 

My dog died. 
No joke.

This will be a sad Christmas without him. 
We found him 5 years ago peeing in the bushes 
and kicking up grass on Wilcrest road.  He was 
a dirty, street dog. That’s why we loved him. No 
pedigree, no class. He was just a dog that loved 
us and loved to lick his own butt. Wilcrest, 
named after the street we found him on, was 
a loyal dog that enjoyed eating carrots, racing 
remote controlled cars, and battling our now 

since the beginning and often accompanied 
me on delivery runs back then. You may 
have seen him. He would always make sure 
noone jacked our car as I ran in to drop off 
papers while the car was running. 

Willie never asked for anything in 
return. He just enjoyed helping out. He was 
a good dog like that. He was a good friend 
like that.  

We will miss you Willie.
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Coming from Switzerland and hopefully leaving a 
big footprint, Pipilotti Rist should hold a dear place in 
the heart of anarchists and revolutionaries of Texas. The 
Contemporary Arts Museum has pulled out all the stops 
to curate an exhibit of video work bred on the exported 

‘freedom’ of American first felt in the summer of ’68 in Paris, 
Berlin, and Tokyo. The mistaken representation of Jackson 
Pollock to the Japanese Gutai group of the sixties is updated 
with a concurrent development of MTV imagery by Rist; 
even though she professes to be ignorant of the American 
pop culture of the 80s when she made her first film, I’m 
Not the Girl Who Misses Much. She speeds up and screws 
down her performance of a John Lennon tune in this bold 
first film. She even has her boobs out! Since then she has 
developed half a dozen formats for her videos, all backing 
her insatiable will to enlighten and destroy.

For all the Peter Marzio fetishists and anyone needing 
to see all the famous paintings the MFAH owns (#2 in US 
monies among museums), The Past Made Present at the 
Museum of Fine Arts requires a dry sickly perspective usu-
ally acquired during the pursuit of an Art History degree. 
For all its historical weight the show is well held together 
by the suggestion of how artists struggle with memory, an 
impossible task mostly involving reassembling debris or 
creating fractured objects. It is very nice to see the Johns 
in the show, to notice Neil Jenny and Susan Rothenberg 
bridging gaps, and to watch Darryl Lauster make his way 
into museum collections- even if his sandblasted sculpture 
holds little water in the context.

Apparently there is a growing need to make people 
who hate art museums walk in the doors. After blazing 
past three thousand years led by small white signs Best in 
Show: The Dog in Art from the Renaissance to Today sits in 
the MFAH, opening with Jeff Koonz’s Poodle. The no-brow 
introduction should be seen as a dig at all those who came 
to see dogs specifically. Emblazoned on the wall is the 
quote from Samuel Johnson “I would rather have a painting 
of a dog I have known than all the allegorical paintings you 
could ever show me.”

We are walking down a blind alley with the explosion 
of globalization and cross cultural acceptance. With the 
recent explosion of the net worth of Chinese contemporary 
art the assumption of the mannerist role is complete. A 
reevaluation of the means and goals of art is necessary. We 
were supposed to be moving faster. We were supposed to 
be past this sort of thing. Guess not. Much as the Mannerist 
painters in the 16th century relied upon the imitation and 
re-configuration of Renaissance masters, postmodern art 
has garnered the valued attributes of appropriation and 
pastiche to fill the space since a truly original individual 
has labored in the name of art. I thought remix culture was 
great, the explosion of images and symbols and diver-
sity democratized content and gave everyone a voice. As 
it has evolved now through Myspace and Youtube and 
Chamillionaire there is a huge hole where the heart once 
was in culture. There must be something else, but I have no 
idea what it is.

DEBRIS: Floating
by Buffalo Sean

remix culture... de-
mocratized con-
tent and gave ev-
eryone a voice. As 
it has evolved now 
through Myspace, 
Youtube and 
Chamillionaire there 
is a huge hole where 
the heart once was 
in culture.

Nina Bovasso: Pure Plastic 
Plastic par mano a mano 
Inman Gallery (Main Gallery) 3901 
Main Street 

Roman Loranc: Remnant Beauty 
DeSantos Gallery  1724-A Richmond Ave. 
Through December 31. (713) 520-1200

2006 BBAP XMAS TREE SHOW  
Buffalo Bayou Art Park   
Through January 13, 2007. (713) 502-9454

A Touch of Red  
McMurtrey Gallery  3508 Lake Street 
Through December 23. (713) 523-8238
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The Decemberists 
by Michael Bergeron

Much of the art on display are works that were 
the first to be seen by the public at large, and thus 
enforced a romantic view of the unsettled West as 
both holy and forlorn. The exhibit boldly places two 
works as centerpieces. In fact one has to walk around 
both paintings as they dominate the entrance of 
their respective galleries. The first is Thomas Moran’s 
Mountain of the Holy Cross (1875). Long since 
dried up, the top of this particular mountain had 
crevices that allowed the snow to form in the shape 
of a cross. Moran’s painting is huge and composites 
many elements (stream in the foreground, fog rolling 
over the peaks) much like a modern day CGI movie 
landscape. Also dominant is Georgia O’Keefe’s Black 
Cross with Stars and Blue (1929). O’Keefe is heavily 
represented in this exhibit and her minimal take on 
the ubiquitous crosses that mark the New Mexico 
landscape add the right note of poetic melancholy.

There is the requisite Remington, an artist surely 
well known to Texans, as well as a couple of wall-
sized works from Gottardo Piazzoni whose paintings 
epitomized the California ideal of spacious sea and 
landscapes. One painting, Thomas Hart Benton’s The 
Hailstorm (1940), is hermetically sealed because the 
brilliant color comes from oil and egg tempura that 
cannot be exposed to normal air without losing its 
vibrancy. 
	 The final gallery contains several Ansel Adams 
photos and Jackson Pollock’s No. 13A Arabesque. A 
film showing Pollack painting at his outdoors studio, 
as seen from the point-of-view of the canvas (made 
in the early 50s), as well as Indians creating a sand 
painting projects in a corner of the room. (Not oddly 
Henri-Georges Clouzot made a docu, The Mystery of 
Picasso, in the mid-50s with the same trick of Picasso 
painting a glass panel placed in front of the lens.) 

	 An accompanying book by curator Emily Ballew 
Neff completes the experience by offering a compre-
hensive list of major art colonies in California and 
New Mexico and the talent that migrated West in 
search of new artistic expression. The Modern West 
remains on display through the end of January. In 
addition to the show, the film department will screen 
complimentary movies that tie-in to the themes 
found in American Landscapes. Films playing in 
December include Bonnie and Clyde, Little Big Man, 
Red River, The Unforgiven and The Searchers. 
 
	 The Houston Museum of Natural Science 
presents Ben Franklin: In Search of a Better World, 
currently on display and running until January 21 of 
next year. The show has a simple way of portraying a 
very complex man. Notably much of the exhibit has 
an ergonomic hands-on feeling. For instance, the at-
tendee constantly comes across do-it yourself puzzles 
and mind twisters that were among Franklin’s many 
trademarks. A lighted map shows how far and scat-
tered Franklin’s postal stores extended across the new 
world. 
	 Spread throughout are inviting colonial style 
chairs with foot pedals that activate a rotating fan, 
or audiovisual recreations of Franklin stories based 
on diaries and letters. One such scenario recounts 
Franklin and John Adams (taken from Adam’s jour-
nal) sharing a bed while traveling in France. Franklin 
keeps opening the window for fresh air, and Adams 
keeps getting out of bed to close it. This goes on for 
a while until Franklin starts lecturing Adams on the 
benefits of fresh air. Adams falls asleep listening to 
Franklin’s long-winded diatribe, so you could say 
that Franklin won that disagreement.

Edw
ard S.Curtis, Canyon de Chelly (gelatin silver photo, 1904)

Erosions N
o. 2, M

other Earth Laid Bare (1938)
The Museum of Fine Arts, Houston 

has a penchant for one-of-a-kind ground 
breaking exhibits. And frankly that’s just the 
way we like it. The Modern West: American 
Landscapes 1890 – 1950 displays photog-
raphy and paintings showing how they 
progressed over time mirroring the shifting 
cultural conditions in America. 
Gallery after gallery of art evolves through 
different movements. It seems like the natu-
ral state of things for the sheer chasms of the 
Canyon de Chelly to transform to the sur-
real swirling boundaries of Jackson Pollock. 
The Navaho traveling across the canyon 
floor by horseback depicted in the Edward 
Curtis 1904 photograph had at that time 
only been recently allowed back (six years) 
onto what was their homeland. The toned 
gelatin silver print shows the Navajo isolated 
and surrounded by towering rock, almost 
strangers in their own land.  
	 Emphasis is placed on the contribution 
of the American Indian to color and pattern 
and theme and to a subsequent genera-
tion of Americans who were displaced by 
poverty and misfortune. Just as noted art-
ists rejected the popular notion of Indians 
abandoning their traditions so too they 
depicted Dust Bowl refugees with compas-
sion instead of neglect. Dorothea Lange 
photos of a Depression-era migrant mother 
in makeshift surroundings speak the prover-
bial thousand words.

Alexandre Hogue, 
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Hugh Jackman and Amanda Weisz are soul mates that 
cross paths during the Spanish Inquisition, at a modern 
cancer ward, and in a resplendent cosmic future. Filmmaker 
Darren Aronofsky mixes time back and forth and the entire 
meaning doesn’t become quite clear until nearly the end if 
not well after the voyage through space in a bubble. Perhaps 
not the ideal entertainment for the couch, but on the big 
screen of the cinema the meaning is quite clear. The Spanish 
explorer finds the Garden of Youth, partakes from the tree 
and is assimilated by the tree. In the present day the bark of 
the tree suggests a cure for cancer. The last segment consists 
of a shaved Jackman in a yoga position voyaging through 
the galaxy with the tree in a clear round space vehicle. 
Could anything make more perfect sense?

DVDs do have their absolute pleasures, and much 
of that consists of extras and an awareness of nostalgia. If 
you’re confined to your TV with an ankle bracelet then 
Essential Arthouse: 50 Years of Janus Films would be your 
cup of java. Janus was a foreign film distributor back in the 
day and this 50-disc set consists of most of the sound titles 
that constituted world cinema before the arrival of today’s 
Miramaxs and Sony Pictures Classics. That should keep you 
busy for a half a year. 
	 Recent releases that deserve scrutiny for worthy com-
mentaries include Michael Moore The Best of Awful Truth 
(gone but not forgotten), That Girl Season 2, and SCTV Best 
of the Early Years. The latter, a 3 disc set, showcases a fea-
turette on the McKenzie Brothers that slays. That Girl has 30 
episodes from the 1967-68 season, many with commentary 
from Marlo Thomas. To paraphrase Marlo, it was the sexual 
revolution on the streets but on the show you couldn’t be 
seen in a slip. A generation later when she appeared as the 
Mom on Friends, Marlo says that then they were talking 

about not sleeping on the wet spot on the mattress. 
	 In the ultimate cross-promotion with the current 
Casino Royale MGM Home Entertainment releases all 
20 James Bond films (produced by Eon Productions, so 
that’s counting the late-6os Casino Royale and the Warner 
Brothers Never Say Never Again) in re-mastered editions. 
The Ultimate James Bond contains 4 volumes each with 
5 films. Each movie has 2 DVDs, one with the movie and 
commentary, the other loaded with new (and old) extras 
that range from location docus to press conferences. Roger 
Moore completely newly recorded commentaries for this 
edition, and his rap includes plenty of stories about all the 
films he’s made, not just his 7 Bonds. 
	 Most intriguing are the 60s-era featurettes that deal 
with James Bond marketing. The Gilbert Company, popu-
lar for making 007 toy figures, went bankrupt when their 
James Bond Race Track, sold through Sear in Christmas 
of 1965, had so many returns due to faulty track connec-
tors. (I tracked one on eBay, in original box, that sold for 
over $300.) Another TV segment compares Sean Connery’s 
Bond to the Scarlet Pimpernel (a spy during the days of the 
French Revolution). Haven’t heard from the old SP lately. 
	 Interesting how a successful franchise has to keep re-in-
venting itself, as 007 has very well accomplished with Daniel 
Craig’s borderline sadistic turn as Bond. How much longer 
will our culture escape in the adventures of espionage? After 
all, films about sheriffs of the 1900s and bounty hunters, a 
staple in the 50s and 60s, have all but vanished. Domino was 
hardly Wanted Dead or Alive. Every decade of filmmaking 
since the 1920s has revived Tarzan, who most recently ap-
peared as a Disney cartoon and as a stage play. That’s a DVD 
volume that would fill a shelf.

Big Screen Little Screen 
by Michael Bergeron

Come Present Day a likely stocking stuffer will be the readily available DVD. There are more DVDs released than 
theatrical events (most of them were theatrical to begin with) and VHS is officially dead. Yeah, and vinyl is dead too only 
nobody told my record player. DVD has but a short time in this world as the new competing formats High Def DVD and 
Blu-Ray DVD will eventually rock-em sock-em out at the counter. 
	 A person can’t really want to watch a movie like Apocalypto or The Fountain on DVD but it isn’t always about what 
you like. Actually films like Apocalypto and The Fountain are the kind that best unreel on a big screen playground. They 
are also films that offer delight to the cineaste while not really playing to the popcorn crowd. Apocalypto offers the kind of 
primitive cinema found in Werner Herzog’s Aguirre Wrath 
of God or Terence Malick’s The New World, yet all three of 
those films, other than evoking protagonists who live in a 
kind of harmony with nature, also exist diametrically apart.  
	 Mel Gibson’s film takes us from an idyllic, a virtual uto-
pian, Mayan life in the forest that goes horribly wrong when 
the village is pillaged by Mayans from the big pyramid. 
When the remaining captives are brought before the king, 
the best thing they can hope for is to be sold as slaves. In 
Indiana Jones and the Temple of Doom we got the PG-13 
version of a beating heart being ripped from a sacrificant’s 
body, in Apocalypto we get the R rated version. 
	 Truth be told, utopian societies are by function more 
barbaric than our present dystopian society. In a manner 
similar to films as diverse as V For Vendetta or Children of 
Men, Apocalypto offers a less than rosy critique of present 
society while portraying the same as a version of the past 
or future. Emerging the lone survivor of all the prison-
ers, Jaguar Paw escapes and the ensuing chase through the 
dense woods provides movie action with hardly a chance 
for the viewer to catch a breath. If you’ve ever wondered 
how to make a lethal weapon from any three objects in a 
jungle this film provides the template. 
	 Apocalypto never states as much but there were Mayan 
metropolises at locations as central to North America as 
St. Louis (Cahokia, 800-1400 A.D.) Likewise The Fountain 
never mentions once what the date of its various segments 
are, although all The Fountain’s ads and reviews designate a 
1000-year span.
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MUSIC IN PERSON

12/10/06
THE BLACK KEYS
Numbers

The Black Keys play that 
raucous down home rock n’ roll 
based in vintage guitars amplified 
through vintage amps which de-
rives a feeling of the “real” music 
of yesteryear. Still, the band does 
a fine job executing this feat live. 
When you go to a show, are you 
there to rock, or are you there to 
intellectualize? Well I’m fuckin’ 
there to rock dude. This is a good 
band to see for that reason. Tasty 
licks, no bass to get in the way, it’s 
simple, it’s primal, it fills a void 

that is left by all that hip hop and 
synchronized dancing  Numbers 
is a good live venue to see a band, 
and being as it is also a dance 
club, the lighting can be mildly 
exciting as you drink cheap beer 
and ponder the Gibson versus the 
Stratocaster, while Hendrix played 
through a Strat, I tend to enjoy 
the thicker Humbucker sound of a 
Gibson, though I guess you could 
just change the pickups, and then 
you could use a different gauged 
set of strings, or maybe adjust the 
amp…etc., etc.

12/12/06
BILL CALLAHAN, JOANA 
NEWSOM
The Orange Show

Bill Callahan, sometimes 
referred to as (Smog), released 
an album called A River Isn’t Too 
Much To Love (Drag City) which 
was a fantastic collection of tunes 
that ranged in topic from family 
to love to actual rivers (which may 
have been a metaphor), but he 
never came to town in promotion 
of that wonderful album, until 
now. Weather permitting, nothing 
would assist these songs better 
than a cool breeze accenting the 
strums of a guitar and the har-
monies of these lovelorn ditties. 
Imagine standing or sitting on a 

slightly dirty chair drinking keg 
beer, and looking at indie rock fan 
boys, free spirited women, and 
liberal arts majors. What could 
make this moment any more per-
fect? Joana Newsom, whose latest 

One Man Machine
12/9 @ Super Happy Fun Land

The Black Keys
12/9 @ Numbers

Napalm Death
12/13 @ Meridian

Penny Royal
12/15 @ Warehouse Live

Jabarvy
12/16 @ Last Concert

Patrice Pike
12/9 @ Engine Room

THEY SIT AROUND THE TABLE TALKING 
SENTENCES SO INCOMPLETE
by Kwame M. Anderson (ruining the craft since 1990 something)

It’s almost over now folks, one more month and we can put 2006 behind us; who’s excited? Christmas 
time is upon us and now the employees at Wal Mart, and perhaps other places, can say, “Merry Christmas,” 
as opposed to “Happy Holidays,” which they were forced to use after the small uproar about taking the Christ 
out of the mass, but this year after protests, the Christians have returned the savior to his rightful place as a 
catchphrase in line with sales and customer service. And why not, when those people were camped outside 
of the stores after Thanksgiving, and when those 7 dollar an hour wage workers at Circuit City or Mall of 
America looked at their schedule and saw they had to work from midnight to 7 AM, or 5AM until 4:30, they 
were thinking about Christ our savior. The store managers, the sale 
trolling mothers, the nerds trying to get a deal on the PS3, the dude 
trying to get that 800 dollar flat screen for his girlfriend, the lady trying 
to get her man that thing that lights up and plays DVDs; they were all 
thinking of Christ, Jesus, birth, and what that means to the world. Oh 
yes, when I’m hanging those lights outside to illuminate the streets I am 
waiting for the return of the King (wouldn’t want him to walk down a 
dark street). Yes, Christ has returned to the mass, now we can shop and 
spend with a goal in mind…celebrating Christ! I love it. 

  So in line with this new inspiration, I will tell you of other things 
to do other than spend in the name of the Lord, you can…spend 
money on CDs and shows (in the name of the Lord ofcourse). It is 
what they call the fourth quarter in marketing speak, which means 
it’s the last time (this year) to get you to part with your precious cur-
rency, don’t be greedy, give and give graciously. The college students 
are returning, the teachers are close to vacation, the sound of those 
same five Christmas songs, sung by 50 different people, will ring in our 
heads for ‘tis the season. I thought about listing my favorite songs of 
the season, but then I thought why mislead an already misled flock. So 
let’s get down to it, shall we? I need to finish my NBA Live’ 07 season, 
the X Box won’t play itself. So in the words of Michael Richardson, “I 
am not a racist, look a nigger.”

Christ has returned to 
the mass, now we can 
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album YS, has frothed the mouths of music critics 
across the land. An expansive work that while orches-
trated and beautifully recorded, will be reconstructed, 
but without the orchestra but with some of the string 
arrangements. While the last time she performed solo 
with harp, this time she’ll have a band, which I’m sure 
will enhance the mysticism of the songs. As Newsom’s 
voice is a special effect in itself, this will be an event 
to remember, unless you smoke too much pot, which 
means you will remember parts of the day, but the 
meal afterward will be exquisite. 

MUSIC TO PLAY ON DEVICES

THE CLIPSE
Hell Hath No Fury
(Jive)

So this is going to be the album of the year. Five 
years ago, The Clipse released Lord Willin’, an album 

full on crack slinging odes which had one of the hard-
est rap beats and songs of the last ten years (Grindin’) 
which boasted the line, “I push cane like a cripple.” 
This is years before the crack rap explosion that cur-
rently dominates the rap scene. In fact, many rap critics 
faulted the rappers dependency of cooked coke and 
baking soda. Still, it was a fine album that took drug 
rap to Langston Hughes proportions, it was visual and 
aural, it made each line exciting, each moment more 
vivid, it was poetry. It also managed something that 
few rap albums have, it managed to get better with 
time, I still bump it as if it came out last month. 

Well, after disputes with their label, their produc-
ers, and a lack of appreciation from their peers, fresh 
off their We Got It For Cheap mixtape opuses, they fi-
nally (5 years later) release the follow to their smashing 
debut, Hell Hath No Fury, and boy are they pissed. The 
duo recently commented that the beats the Neptunes 
are known for these days, have no place on their album, 
so while entirely produced by Chad and Pharrel, this 
is some of the darkest music the duo have ever con-
cocted. Malice and Pusha T have returned full of vile 
and disgust, the crack hasn’t disappeared, but while 
they were flossy and arrogant, this time their mad as 
hell, and you get song after song of menace and venom. 
Beautiful it is, unlike the party and bullshit, fake thug, 
Robert Goulet shit they’re passing off as rap these days, 
this is the realio dealio. It’s wicked, it’s hardcore, it head 
nod-ish, but in no way meant for clubs or metrosexuals. 
Get ready people, put this in your pipe and smoke it.

shop and spend 
with a goal in mind
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Official “hip” Nintendo Clothing site
the-king-of-games.com/english
The King of Games website hosts some of the best video-game t-shirt de-
signs on the net sporting Nintendo’s officially licensed merchandise. The 
20th Anniversary Zelda shirt design is so slick, you could easily picture 
this shirt on any of Brazil’s hippster-inclined patrons. I want one of these 
shirts more than I want to live a long, healthy life. The King of Games 
English site launched December 4th, so hurry before the world buys all 
their goods.

a. 20th Anniversary Zelda T-shirt: $42
b. Fantastic Adventure (the original Mario 		
	 Bros. in Japan): $48
c. Hoodie: $80
	 Shipping: (approx.) $12

Old School Scarves
b2d4.com (bits to die for)
These scarves sport the pixelated landscapes that populated our 
Atari 2600 games. Though they are based in Germany, they ship to 
the US for a flat $9 rate, so gather friends, order together and save 
on shipping.

d. scarf: $51
	 shipping: $9 (flat rate)

King Hippo Tee 
durkl.com
Not even the most elite hipster site can deny the power of videogames 
with their t-shirt-rendition of gaming fav King Hippo. I wonder if you 
punch that guy, (right) in the stomach his pants will drop?

e. Shirt: $18.99

Tech- knowledge
Holiday gift guide for gamers by Tyler Barber

First off, I’ve got a Wii, and The Legend of Zelda: Twilight Princess. 
However, given that Zelda takes about 70 hours to finish, you’ll have to 
wait until the next issue for a review. Instead, I’m giving you a gamer’s 
gift guide that features unique gaming merchandise found in the hippest 
corners of the internet. Forget those cheesy, played out Hot-Topic video-
game shirts; I’ve compiled a list of items that won’t embarrass that special 
gamer in your life. Quality doesn’t come cheap though, so dig deep, go 
online, and show a gamer how much you care. All featured sites ship to 
the US.

d. 

c. 
a. 

b. back

b. front

e. 

Mini Review:
Wii Sports
Wii
1-4 players

	 Packed-in with the Nintendo 
Wii is Wii Sports—showcasing 
the simple and intuitive controls 
of Nintendo’s new console. On the 
surface, its easy to write off Wii 
Sports as a watered-down sports 
compilation, but when you dig deep, 
you’ll uncover a surprising amount 
of complexity.
	 Wii Sports includes Tennis, 
Baseball, Bowling, Golf and Boxing. 
Of the five games Bowling, and Golf 
are my favorite. Grab a few beers 
and some buds and hit the virtual 
lanes. The wand-like Wiimote 
detects your bowling swing, as 
well as any spin you put on the ball. 
Bowling is the most solid game in 
Wii sports, as the ball will behave 
just how you think it will when you 
release it. 
	 The nine holes included in Golf 
offer plenty of variation for your 
swings. Wind and the power of your 
swing are the important factors in 
getting close to the green. Once you 
do, you’ll notice the inconsistencies 
that trickle down into each 
subsequent sports game. For 
example, the putting game suffers 
from detection issues, as sometimes 
your character will swing when you 
are rearing back for your stroke.
	 Tennis is the simplest sports 
game of the pack, as you don’t 
control where you player runs on 
the field, rather you simply swing 
your arm forehand and backhand to 
return volleys.
	 Both Boxing and Baseball come 
off gimmicky. In Boxing you can jab, 
hook and upper-cut, but getting the 
game to recognize the moves is a bit 
of luck. You’ll find yourself thrusting 

+B

continued on page 18
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Million Year Dance. Bo Jones. Generic Tribe. 
The Riff Tiffs. DJ Wes Wallace.

Come sit on Santa's lap! Free Giveaways! Dollar Drafts! Mistletoe! Free Bathrooms!

Wednesday December 20th @ Numbers (300 Westheimer)
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For the Art-nerds
iam8bit.net
I am 8-bit is a L.A. based annual art show dedicated to re-envisioning 
the 8-bit era into modern art forms. Visit the site’s store to purchase their 
coffee-table book I am 8-bit, an assortment of limited print buttons, as 
well as prints from the art show.

f. Book: $30
g. Button set: $20
h. Prints: $20-$150 

iPod GelaSkins
urbanretro.co.uk
This Mario & Luigi skin will keep your nerd-jams in style. The GelaSkins 
are made of a thin vinyl material that not only decorates, but protects 
your iPod. You can get any design on the site for the iPod Video, Nano, 
and Mini.

i. iPod GelaSkin: $20 i. 

f. 

h. 

g. 

your arms back-and-forth trying to 
get some jabs in. In Baseball, you 
can bat, and pitch, and as in Tennis, 
how early, or late you hit the ball will 
determine where it goes. Once its air 
born, the game will automatically 
play the outfield, sometimes resulting 
in cheap outs.
	 While its not perfect, the fact 
that this game a) comes free with the 
system, b) is a game you can get your 
girlfriend, mom, grandpa, and maybe 
your cat to play, and c) is the only 
game thus far that uses your custom 
Mii characters, (little characters you 
can create to resemble you, your 
friends, and even Jesus and Gandhi 
on the Wii) makes it worth your 
time. Play Wii Sports with a bunch of 
friends and the inconsistencies will 
be minor gripes. 



www.FreePressHouston.com 19

Free Press Houston
Issue 74 | 12/06

—
Co

nt
en

t

—
Ed

ito
r

—
Ar

t

—
Fi

lm

—
M

us
ic

—
Te

ch
 

19 —
W

or
ld



Free Press Houston
Issue 74 | 12/06

www.FreePressHouston.com20

—
Co

nt
en

t

—
Ed

ito
r

—
Ar

t

—
Fi

lm

—
M

us
ic

—
Te

ch

—
W

or
ld

20

Food Not Bombs is an international organization 
that asserts “If we were to spend the amount of money 
we spend on weaponry on feeding the homeless, we 
could eliminate the homeless problem the world over. 
Poverty is a form of violence. We often assume that 
poverty is inevitable for some people, but with the 
surplus of food in this country alone, no one should 
have to go hungry. Poverty is, instead, a way of main-
taining the status quo in a society. If everyone had 
equal access to the necessities of life, as well as equal 
opportunity to education, work, etc., some very pow-
erful people would suddenly find themselves with a 
little bit less due to the fact that they no longer control 
such a large piece of the economic pie. As an organi-
zation, Food Not Bombs simply tries to redistribute a 
tiny portion of the wealth (in this case, food) that so 
many seem to not want to give up. The name “Food 
Not Bombs” means just that. With so many people at 
home and abroad going hungry, and so much of our 
wealth controlled by so few, and going towards such 
terrible things as weaponry, it’s insane to assume that 
we can’t redistribute some of that wealth to those who 
need it.” 
 
The day to day reality of the group in Houston is 
that people help each other by doing whatever they 
can, whether it be to donate food, prepare food, wash 
dishes, drive stuff around, etc.  It is a simple thing, it 
would seem, to share food with hungry people, but 
authorities like to intervene occasionally.  It is fasci-
nating to hear the logic of the cops who believe that 
their intervention is going to make things better or 
simpler when nothing could be simpler than the way 
it already is.  What the true motivation is, who knows?  
The reader might hope that the intention is to protect 

or better serve the homeless, but given what I have 
seen, that is just naive.  To me, it seems to boil down 
to telling homeless to become less visible.  The city’s 
policies against the homeless are oppressive.  The ci-
vility ordinance is ridiculous.  You can’t sit, lie, or even 
put belongings down on the sidewalk between the 
hours of 7am and 11pm?  Come  on, how could an or-
dinance like that possibly be enforced equally for  all 
potential violators?  It seems  to be based on the idea 
that you can solve homeless problems by banishing 
them.  Groups like the Midtown Management District 
(houstonmidtown.com) have gone to City Hall to ask 
City Council to enact the civility ordinance to protect 
the interestsof some of their residents.  Ostensibly the 
wealthier residents. 
 
So we move often.  Around Christmas of 2004 the 
cops started telling everyone they were going to be 
kicked out of Main and Pierce where FNB had shared 
food for five years. The location was a central hub 
wherepeople could bring aid to the downtown home-
less.  At first, the cops told the homeless that they 
would be evicted by force, so FNB members invited 
the press.  That day was crazy, mostly because one of 
the members of the press, a KTRK ABC Channel 13 
camera man named Marshall decided to make his 
own news.  Apparently worried that there would not 
be enough of a story to shoot, he called HPD with a 
charge of public urination against a homeless man. 
Two police officers at the site confirmed the ABC 
reporter was in fact the complainant. During and after 
the arrest, activists taunted and chased the camera-
man away.

 
 

Houston Food Not Bombs: Getting Moved Across the Street Often 

by Nick Cooper (nickcooper.com)

Houston Food Not Bombs had been 
serving food to the hungry in Houston 
for 13 years.  We’ve been in front of 
City Hall for many months.  But now 
for the fourth time in three years, we 
have responded to police pressure by 
agreeing to move, this time across the 
street.  The city wastes of resources 
on harassing homeless and (to a far 
lesser extent) Food Not Bombs.  This 
policy decision necessarily takes away 
resources from other agendas, such as 
actually helping people.

continued on page 22
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But aside from that, with all the cameras there, the 
day ended without use of force.  The cops backed off 
and tried a different technique. They worked out a 
plan with member groups of Houston’s Coalition for 
the Homeless.  I assume members of the Coalition do 
much good work, but in this case I was alarmed by 
their complicity in enacting an eviction on behalf of 
the city.  They cleared the homeless out with the carrot 
instead of the stick.  The city and private donors had 
raised money for 170 or so homeless to enter 30 days 
of various programs and hotels if they would leave 
immediately.  If they didn’t, there was still the threat of 
forceful eviction looming.  So off they went, some into 
useful programs, others to hotels in the middle of no-

where with no food or bus fare.  And within minutes of 
the homeless leaving, the city fenced it off for perma-
nent Metro vehicle parking. 
 

FNB needed a new location and moved to the 
library in April 2005. Immediately a security guard 
started telling us we couldn’t share food there.  The 
cops came and somehow we negotiated to serve on the 
sidewalk near the library.  Then with the library reno-
vations, they fenced off the whole library, so we moved 
across the street to the park in front of City Hall.  It 
was beginning to seem that anywhere we served food 
soon became fenced off. 
 
In the last week of September, 2006, park rangers came 
to tell us that we would get in some kinda trouble 
for breaking some unspecified law if we didn’t leave 
the park in front of City Hall.  As of the beginning 
of October, Food Not Bombs moved back across the 
street to our new permanent location: the corner of 
Smith and McKinney on the sidewalk in front of the 
library.  Our first day after leaving the City Hall park, 
the Mayor attended an event there to celebrate Gandhi 
and call for peace.  If the Mayor is pro-peace, then 
he should know, there are many types of wars.  Wars 
against the people of other countries, a war against 
our own homeless, a war against immigrants. Peace is 
more than holding a candle. 
 
Come share: Monday, Wednesday, Friday 8pm, Sunday 
7pm, on the ledge on the corner of the sidewalk in 
front of the Library at Smith and McKinney.

Our first day after leaving the City Hall park, the 
Mayor attended an event there to celebrate Gandhi 
and call for peace
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one more time 
to know pow-

er and its ugly 
head – one 

more bul-
let cracks the 

night – one 
more night at 

the barricades 
– some keep 

the fires – oth-
ers curl up and 

 

 

yesterday i went for a walk with the good people of oaxaca – was 

walking all day really – in the afternoon they showed me where the 

bullets hit the wall – they numbered the ones they could reach – it 

reminded me of the doorway of amadou diallos home – but here the 

grafitti was there before the shooting began – one bullet they didnt 

number was still in his head – he was 41 years old – alejandro garcia 

hernandez – at the neighborhood barricade every night – that night he 

came out to join his wife and sons to let an ambulance through – then 

a pickup tried to follow – he took their bullet when he told them they 

could not pass – they never did – these military men in civilian dress 

shot their way out of there 

 

a young man who wanted to only be called marco was with them when the 

shooting happened – a bullet passed through his shoulder – he was 

clearly in shock when we met – 19 years old – said he hadnt told his 

parents yet – said he had been at the barricade every night – said he 

was going back as soon as the wound closed – absolutely 

 

just days before there was a delegation of senators visiting to 

determine the ungovernability of the state – they got a taste – the 

call went out to shut down the rest of the government – dozens went 

walking out of the zocalo city center with big sticks and a box full 

of spray paint – they took control of 3 city buses and went around the 

city all morning visiting local government buildings and informing 

them that that they were closed – and we appreciate your voluntary 

cooperation – and they filed out preturbed but still getting paid – 

shut – as they pulled away from the last stop 3 gunmen came out and 

started shooting – 2 buses had already pulled away – mayhem – 10 

minute battle with stones and slingshots and screaming – one headwound 

– another through the leg – made their way to the hospital while the 

fighting continued – shout out on the radio and people came from all 

parts – the gunmen were around the side of the building – they got 

away – they were inside – no one sure – watchful – undercover police 

were reported lurking around the hospital and folks went running to 

stand watch over the wounded 

 

what can you say about this movement – this revolutionary moment – you 

know it is building, growing, shaping – you can feel it – trying 

desperately for a direct democracy – in november appo will have a 

state wide conference for the formation of a state wide assemblea 

estatal del pueblo de oaxaca (aepo) – now there are 11 of 33 states in 

mexico that have declared formation of assemblea populares like appo – 

and on la otra lado in the usa a few – the marines have returned to 

sea even though the federal police who ravaged atenco remain close by 

– the new encampment in mexico has begun a hunger strike – the senate 

can expel URO – whats next nobodies sure – it is a point of light 

pressed through glass – ready to burn or show the way – it is clear 

that this is more than a strike, more than expulsion of a governor, 

The Last Dispatch...

Brad Will was killed on October 27, 2006, in Oaxaca, Mexico, 

while working as a journalist for the global Indymedia network.  He 

was shot in the chest by government-backed right-wing paramilitar-

ies as they attacked one of the blockades (plantones) set up in the 

streets by striking teachers and civilians, who are demanding that 

the corrupt governor, Ulises Ruiz, resign. 

“One more martyr in a dirty war–One more 
time to cry and hurt.” bradwithcameraEarly 

Dawn, OCT16

continued on page 28
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Ask The Bankers Pen
The Bankers Pen holds 30 stodgy bankers who generally oppose the beliefs of Washington Mutual, especially WaMu Free Checking™.
Their advice column runs nationwide. Find out more about the pen at trappedbanker.com. 

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

- Dumbfounded in Dallas

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

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

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

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

- Hopeless in Houston

Dear Hopeless:
   Shut up. Just shut up.
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sleep – but all 
of them are 

with him as he 
rests one last 

night at his 
watch.

more than a blockade, more than a coalition of fragments – it is a 

genuine peoples revolt – and after decades of pri rule by bribe, 

fraud, and bullet the people are tired – they call him the tyrant – 

they talk of destroying this authoritarianism – you cannot mistake the 

whisper of the lancandon jungle in the streets – in every street 

corner deciding together to hold – you see it their faces – 

indigenous, women, children – so brave – watchful at night – proud and 

resolute 

 

went walking back from alejandros barricade with a group of supporters 

who came from an outlying district a half hour away – went walking 

with angry folk on their way to the morgue – went inside and saw him – 

havent seen too many bodies in my life – eats you up – a stack of 

nameless corpses in the corner – about the number who had died – no 

refrigeration – the smell – they had to open his skull to pull the 

bullet out – walked back with him and his people 

 

and now alejandro waits in the zocalo – like the others at their 

plantones – hes waiting for an impasse, a change, an exit, a way 

forward, a way out, a solution – waiting for the earth to shift and 

open – waiting for november when he can sit with his loved ones on the 

day of the dead and share food and drink and a song – waiting for the pl
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A clear and warm November evening; sun sets in 
a violence of color to the west over the sea and a full 
luminescent moon on the rise over Beit Hanoun in 
the northern Gaza Strip. As if on cue, the buzz of the 
pilot-less drones overhead begins as their nightly cir-
cling ritual gets underway. The taxi driver’s hands grip 
the wheel of the car more intently as we speed along 
the winding road to Erez past the village huddled in 
the shadows a few hundred meters away to our right. 
At the Palestinian side, the driver gets out of the taxi, 
my passport in hand, and takes it into the shack of an 
office where a handful of scruffy, uniformed security 
figures are sitting. Darkness is creeping in from the 
East. 
	 There is a problem, the driver explains to me in 
broken English. They won’t let you through. On the 
other side of Erez where the gatekeepers sit in their 
park-rangers’ office with the neon lights and the cof-
fee-machine, my number isn’t blinking approval on 
the computer. Or something like that. A furious volley 
of phone calls on my behalf commences  between the 
driver, friends in Gaza, PA security and the masters in 
Israel. Sorry, not coordinated. Sorry, it will take a while; 
sorry, you can’t leave. Sorry, no. An American citizen 
in the Gaza Strip will stay with the prisoners for now 
because the keepers are not ready to let her out of the 
cage. Revenge for your audacity, I think. Live with the 
others since you like it so well; eat their dust and shower 

in their sewers. You wanted to go to Gaza, no? 
	 Darkness covers half the sky and the drones 
sound hungry. The driver shouts into the phone to 
my friend, Khamsa Daqa’iq! Khamsa Daqa’iq! (Five 
minutes! Five minutes!) He’ll wait only 5 more min-
utes, he says, before returning me to Gaza City  but I 
know better. He’ll wait until his life is in danger trying 
to help me get out. And sure enough, it is 45 minutes 
later when he looks at me beseechingly and says we 
must return. The wardens are not cooperating. My 
number is not approved. Now it is night. 
	 Drones can’t tell a taxi from a car full of ‘mili-
tants.’ In the darkness on the road they won’t know 
who we are-or at least it will make matters easier 
when the explanations for two dead civilians come 
in the next day, one of them an ‘international’. It was 
dark, you see, and they were ‘suspicious.’ The suitcase 
might have been full of explosives. Therefore no 
investigation will be necessary. Therefore it was OK. 
Therefore it was our fault for being out. Therefore you 
should not go to Gaza. Is the message clear? 
	 The trip back is a roller coaster ride with the 
wrong kind of thrills. Friends meet us on the curbside 
outside their home and we all tip the driver better 
than he’ll ever get again in his lifetime. He is breathing 
again; an old man with white hair, looking apologeti-
cally into my eyes.

 

Alice in Erez
The Gaza Crossing
By Jennifer Loewenstien

	 In the tall apartment building 
teeming with prisoner families of 
Gaza, friends call back and forth 
to Israel for me  in their Hebrew 
and English. The ghosts of Kafka 
and Lewis Carroll are hovering 
about us bemused and mocking: 
prisoners of the Gaza Strip try-
ing to arrange the release of an 
American citizen. They all have 
to give the Israeli authorities their 
names. I finally take the phone to 
speak to the boss and, for the first 
time in the history of my excur-
sions to this god-forsaken land, an 
Israeli apologizes. 
	 Sorry. Forgot to give your 
number to Security at Erez. You 
can leave in the morning. 
	 What a blessing: Six-thirty 
in the morning I am ready again, 
suitcases in tow, just in time for 
the explosion down the street; just 
in time to view the melted mess of 
a once-automobile and four once-
human beings smoldering in the 
middle of Gaza City, boys picking 
at the wreckage and ambulance 
sirens closing in. State-of-the-art 
incineration tactics: a gleaming 
helicopter gunship straight off 
the defense industry’s spankingly 
efficient assembly line and loaded 
with glimmering precision-guided 
missiles. Tourist attractions are 
never-ending. If they’d only let 
more people in who would need 
Hollywood? 
	 This time on the Gaza side of 
Erez I am free to go, pulling my 
wheeled suitcase behind, concrete 
walls on either side of a cavernous 
tunnel covered by a canvas roof. 
My steps echo, there is nothing in 
sight but the tunnel and the first 
row of steel bars that segment the 
crossing into sections. Security 
cameras hide in the corners and a 
Voice from nowhere directs: 
 
Please push open the gate. 
 
	 I’m past the first jail doors 
and clacking on toward the sec-
ond set. Here, a steel-barred re-

volving door interrupts the even, 
steel-barred gates. The Voice 
sounds again. 
 
Go through the turnstile. 
 
Monotone, passionless Voice. 
 
Put your bags on the belt. 
 
Don’t even think about disobeying. 
 
	 Step into the glass x-ray ma-
chine with your arms outstretched 
and your legs apart. 
	 The glass doors spin closed, 
high-tech sound like the elevators 
in the Mall of America. I am x-
rayed along with my bags as they 
inch through the baggage tunnel. 
 
Please step back. 
 
Please step in again. 
 
Please step forward. 
 
Please take your bags. 
 
Please walk forward. 
 
What a polite Voice. It says 

“please”. 
 
Don’t touch the glass. 
 
	 The Voice sees everything I’m 
doing. It sees through my clothing 
and my leather back-pack. 
	 You dropped something, the 
Voice tells me. Hint of humanoid 
at the other end. I pick it up. 
 
Go on. 
 
	 The next set of steel bars ap-
pears. The final tunnel chamber 
is divided into three corrals: one 
for the sub-humans from Gaza 
currently not allowed out at all; 
one for the pain-in-the-ass-visi-
tors they haven’t figured out how 
to dispense with altogether like 
me; one wider than the other 
two- for the VIPs with diplomatic 
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status who still have to be treated like guests. 
Anyone who has passed through Erez will 
find no hint of exaggeration in this descrip-
tion. Anyone who has ever raised a question 
about this sprawling, grotesque steel and 
concrete military-industrial guards’ complex 
will have been told it is for their security that 
this must exist. Anyone who has set foot in 
the Gaza Strip will know at once what a re-
volting load of crap that is. 
	 This monstrosity is not for your security. 
This neo-fascist, Stalinist, gulag Guantanamo 
is there to keep you out, to keep you from 
even trying, from even wanting, to go in. It is 
there so you will not see the torn up streets, 
and ruined land; the bombed-out buildings 
and poisoned soil; the bull-dozed houses 
and bullet-holed refugee camps; the back-up 
generators chugging away; the destroyed 
central power transformer, the wrecked fac-
tories and shops; the caved-in mosques and 
unfinished clinics; the pressure-less water 
pumps; the lots full of rubble and trash; the 
wretched horse and donkey-carts and beggar-
children; the worn out mothers, the humili-
ated fathers, the unemployed young men; the 
young girls holding whole families together; 
the exhausted teachers, the pay-less civil 
servants, the street vendo rs with last week’s 
produce; the heaps of rust and stench of rot, 
the overcrowded book-and-desk-deprived 
schools full of troubled youth, bed-wetters, 
ptsd children; the travesties-of-hospitals; the 
wards of the sick and wounded; the morgues 
full of the dead; the merciful, silver-trayed 
freezers in the morgues where rest finally 
takes you unaware. 
	 The prison compound of Gaza was built 
to push half a nation to the brink of death, 
to suck out its resistance, to squeeze out its 
breath. They want us to suffer, not to die. The 
words of the mayor of Rafah sound like a 
broken record in my head. And they are suc-
ceeding, he said without emotion. 
	 Why? Because this blockade on human 
traffic into Gaza, this travesty of an experi-
ment in collective human torture, is sanc-
tioned, supported, condoned and blessed by 
the United States, the European Union, the 
United Nations, the Arab League, the G-8, 
the corporate masters, the “international 
community”; by heads of states, presidents, 
prime ministers, chancellors, kings; by for-
eign ministers and their trusty delegations; 
by politicians and diplomats, executives 

and organizations, academies and institutes, 
think tanks and centers for the study ofs; by 
departments of foreign affairs, interior, edu-
cation and finance; by media lords, newspa-
pers, radios, television stations, journalists, 
analysts, commentators and publics who 
don’t dare open their mouths, write out their 
shock, register their objections, express their 
disgust, squeak out their “no’s” lest they sug-
gest that Israel’s apparatus of inhumanity is 
an abomination on the face of the earth. 
	 Servility to power, obsequiousness, righ-
teous barbarism, elitist racism, cowardice, 
complicity and denial fuel the engine of this 
dreadful machine, and those with the power 
to stop it at once refuse to utter a sound. 
	 So outside at the end of the tunnel the 
soldiers greet me. Standard procedure. All 
in day’s work. Normalcy. Take your bags over 
there. Yet another series of x-ray machines 
and tables. Every item from toothpaste tubes 
and contact lens cases to dirty socks and tee-
shirts, from blue jeans and turtlenecks to em-
broidered shawls and purses, is dumped onto 
the table and sifted through with meticulous 
care as the backpack and suitcase, the hand-
bag and plastic sacks are sent through x-ray 
machines again. Three and a half hours after 
my journey began, I am dismissed to the 
Erez rangers’ terminal where my passport is 
examined for the 5th time. I have two hours 
to get to the Allenby Bridge before it closes at 
! noon. Good thing I didn’t leave Gaza at 8. 
	 The beauty of the Jordan valley is stun-
ning. The desert hills are white and yellow 
and amber, swept by winds, patterned and 
dancing, palm trees at the bottom near the 
Jordan River. The warm autumn sun bakes 
out sorrow. Finally, the last security check 
of the day my presence delays a van-load of 
VIPs hoping to return to Jordan on the early 
side. Here we go again. I guess it’s because 
I was at Erez, I say to the Israeli attendant 
looking at me quizzically when they take my 
passport away. 
 

Where? She asks. 
 
Erez. 
 

A blank stare. 
 
EREZ. The entrance of Gaza, I say. 
 
She doesn’t know what I’m talking about.




