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Be a part of history and celebrate 
our 2nd Anniversary with us!

LIVE MUSIC • FOOD • DRINKS • GREAT DEALS!

This product has intoxicating effects and may be habit-forming. Marijuana can impair concentration, coordination, and judgment. Do not operate 
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I’m writing this under protest.
The Stranger has a new editor, and she wanted to 

do a 25th anniversary issue—a look back at a quarter of 
a century of misses, near misses, and fails—and I’ve been 
ordered to write something for this issue. I don’t want to 
write anything for this issue. I don’t want this issue to ex-
ist. But I am not the boss of me anymore.

So here we go.
I don’t believe in anniversary issues—or “birthday is-

sues,” as they’re sometimes styled these days. (Old, married, 
and out-of-touch baby boomers have 25th anniversaries; 
young, single, and out-of-fucks millennials have 25th birth-
days.) So back when I was editor of The Stranger—during 
my reign of error—we didn’t do them.

A couple of anniversaries (10th, 15th) 
rolled around on my watch, and on both 
occasions the idea of an anniversary issue 
was kicked around. And on both occasions I 
stomped the idea to death. Because I don’t 
think readers care what was in the paper 
10 years ago or 20 years ago. We’re lucky if 
readers care what’s in the paper this week. 
And I don’t think readers feel sentimental 
about the publications they read. Editors 
feel sentimental about the papers they 
edit, writers feel sentimental about the pa-
pers they write for, and publishers feel sentimental about 
the papers they run into the ground (just kidding, Tim! 
You’re amazing!)—and they project their sentimental feel-
ings onto the readers and convince themselves that readers 
would enjoy an anniversary issue. But readers don’t care. 
(Full disclosure: We actually did a 10th anniversary issue. 
But it was bullshit—fake stories, things we hadn’t run, writ-
ers we didn’t publish. Because back then, back when I was 
in charge, we made fun of tropes like anniversary issues.)

At those editorial meetings long, long ago, back when 
people suggested we do anniversary issues, I dismissed them 
as exercises in auto-fellatio. No more. Our new millennial un-
derlords might take offense. Women and trans men cannot 
pleasure themselves orally—that’s why “auto-cunnilingus” 
isn’t a thing—so using “auto-fellatio” to mean “self-obsession” 
is sexist, transmisogynist, and ableist. (Yes, ableist: You’ve got 
to be bendy, hung, and slim to pull it off.) Perhaps it’s safer to 
describe an anniversary issue as exercise in auto-anilingus in-
stead, since we are all equally incapable of rimming ourselves.

Or it might be more accurate to describe an anniversary 
issue as the worst birthday party you’ve ever been to. Oth-
er people’s birthday parties are tedious—yours is too, just 
not to you—but imagine a birthday party where the guest 
of honor recounts the highlights of their long life, complete 
with slide shows, timelines, and thoughtful reflections. You 

would jump out the window to escape that “party.”
What you’re holding in your hands is the print equiv-

alent of a really terrible birthday party. Or the act of 
auto-anilingus. One or the other. Or both, maybe.

Oh, hey, look—Seattle Weekly just put out an anniver-
sary issue. (Happy 40th birthday to whoever works there 
now and whoever owns that publication these days.) Slate 
is celebrating its 20th anniversary, too, posting new arti-
cles reflecting on old articles.

And no one cares. Or I don’t care.
It’s possible I’m the one doing the projecting here. 

Because as a reader myself—of this and other publications—
I’ve never enjoyed anniversary issues. So perhaps I should 
stick to “I” statements: And I don’t think readers care. I cer-

tainly don’t. I mean, I read everything—I 
read all day long (I’m almost done reading 
Twitter)—but I couldn’t get through the 
Weekly’s 40th anniversary issue because, 
my God, who gives a fuck? And though I 
read Slate daily, and I frequently invite 
Slate writers on my podcast, I haven’t been 
clicking on their auto-anilingus pieces be-
cause, really, who gives a fuck?

So I fully expect that you, dear reader, 
don’t give a fuck about this issue. I tried 
to spare you—really, I did. I strongly 

argued against even doing this issue. But what’s done is 
done. Still, I don’t think anyone is going to actually read it. 
Which means no one will read the piece I’ve written for the 
anniversary issue—this piece, which was written under 
protest and duress. I could put my Social Security number 
and all of my passwords right here without fear.

But here it is anyway, despite my protests. Our anniver-
sary issue. Whatever.

Oh, don’t get me wrong: I’m proud of The Stranger, 
I’m proud of the work we’ve done, I’m proud of the im-
pact we’ve had on this city. I also love each and every 
person who works here now, has ever worked here, or will 
work here in the future. Pride and sentiment are human 
emotions that I can and do experience. I’m just not con-
vinced—I’m still not convinced—we should build an issue 
around these common “feels,” as the kids say. (I bet you’re 
proud of whatever it is you do—I bet you love the people 
you work with—but unless you work at a newspaper, you 
aren’t going to force anyone to read about it.)

Incidentally, dear readers, my birthday is coming up, and 
you’re all invited to the party. I’m going to tell you all about 
what I was doing, thinking, reading, and wearing when I 
was 5, 10, 15, 20, 25, 30, 35, 40, and 45. There will be timelines 
and slide shows and thoughtful reflections and anilingus.

And windows. n

Twenty-five years ago, the Keck family of newspapers 
expanded our “node of operation” to include Seattle, 

Washington, the jewel of the Pacific Northwest. I’m not quite 
sure who made the decision, but it certainly wasn’t a “Keck-
level decision,” as we call them.

I made it to the paper we have out here a few months after 
launch. The staff was a “strange” collection even for a news-
paper, especially in those days. We had a nice-looking hippie 
lady who could sing pretty good. A “theater-type person” who 
had, as I remember, a pretty bad temper. A funny fellow with 
red hair, and a lady from Persia. Anyway, I was not impressed 
and was going to sell the typewriters for scrap and call it a day.

But then I met with what passed in those days for 
the media families in that Northwest town and I was 
even less impressed. One outfit had a nice globe on 
their building but was letting another outfit sell 
their ads or some grab-ass nonsense like that. 
The outfit that was selling the ads was all in-
bred, from sister Sarah to brother Mark! There 

was a rocky-roll sock-hop magazine that looked like a proj-
ect from a decoupage class in a laughing academy. And the 
once-a-weeker was run by a fellow who looked like a tweedy 
academic and was a big talker who affected an Eastern Sea-
board air that fooled the rubes, but I could tell he never went 
farther east than Tacoma.

Now is a different time. Most of those outfits are distribut-
ing their papers in God’s acre. The Kecks, on the other hand, 
don’t suffer “future shock” kindly. I visualize a time when we 
will write every word on robots and every paper will be deliv-
ered by the contraptions! And I embrace it!

Finally. And this is the last time I will say this: THE KECK 
FAMILY OF NEWSPAPERS DOES NOT PAY RAN-

SOMS. Go ahead and kill him. After 25 years, we 
don’t even remember what the lad looked like. 
Anyway, I can get a hot-typesetter anywhere.

A very warm congratulations to the Seattle, 
Washington, Stranger newspaper! And Shoo 
Ga Loo! n

Letter from the Publisher
BY T IM KECK

I first encountered The Stranger when I was in college and 
thinking of switching mid-stride to the University of Wash-

ington from the University of Nevada Las Vegas. I hated the 
desert, Nirvana and Pearl Jam were cresting, and I wanted to be 
somewhere with cooler cultural offerings than Rita Rudner and 
Siegfried and Roy. I visited Seattle during a dismal, rainy Christ-
mas week with a friend, not knowing anyone or anything. It was 
the winter of ’92, and The Stranger was just a year old. I held its 
weird pages in my hand and thought that when I moved here, I 
would want to write for it.

I soon did. Daniel Housman, the paper’s first music editor, 
commissioned me to write about techno at a time when tech-
no was sneered at (even more than it is now). It was my first 
professional writing gig, and I’ve been writing for a living ever 
since.

Though I spent the bulk of my career at the Village Voice in 
New York, it was The Stranger that had the greatest influence 
on me. Reading it was a necessity to my ’90s Seattle life—a life 
once marked by new tattoos, piercings, ecstasy, underground 
raves, the Re-bar, DJ Riz, forever DJ Riz. As a reader, I would 
turn to Savage Love first and the music section second, and ab-
sorb the rest in a hurry, wishing it was next Thursday (the day 
the paper used to come out) already. I have probably read more 
of Dan Savage’s words than any writer on earth.

Soon after I got the job as the editor in chief in July, I learned 
that this year was our 25th anniversary. I knew immediately we 
should do a special issue.

“They’ll never let you,” arts editor Sean Nelson warned 
ominously. Dan and Tim muttered something about being Mid-
western and Catholic and started twitching, but after a heated 
debate, pleas from coworkers, and promises of stale cupcakes 
for Savage, they relented. Despite their various protestations, I 
think they both knew (maybe deep, deep down) that it’s special to 
have made it this far. The Stranger is now a multipronged media 
company—selling tickets, publishing daily online, and producing 
a porn festival. We have even won a Pulitzer. 

So now it’s here, in your hands, an homage to the paper that 
has published incredible features, news stories, reviews, and per-
sonal essays for 25 years. It is also a paper that has published 
ridiculously silly and stupid shit, as well as shit that we end up 
regretting (recounted in our Regrets Issue) every year.

I wouldn’t change any of it. All of this—the high, the low, 
the lower—makes The Stranger what it is. I apologize that we 
couldn’t cover every writer, every memorable piece, and I’m sure 
we missed some people. It’s not intentional, I promise.

Also, thank you. With the help of everyone in these pages, ev-
eryone we forgot or couldn’t fit in these pages, and every one 
of our readers ever (even the internet trolls), The Stranger has 
done the most punk rock thing a so-called underground publi-
cation (or any publication) could do in 2016. It has continued to 
exist. n

ANNIVERSARY

th

Letter from the Editor: 
Yup, We’re Still Here

BY TRIC IA ROMANO

Why I’d Rather Jump Out the Window 
Than Celebrate with an Anniversary Issue 

BY DAN SAVAGE

What you’re 
holding in your 

hands is the print 
equivalent of a 
really terrible 
birthday party. 
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I n July of 1991, Tim Keck moved to Seat-
tle from Madison, Wisconsin, to launch 
a newspaper. He’d recruited a handful 

of friends and colleagues from the Onion, the 
satirical weekly he’d cofounded and recently 
sold (yes, that Onion), to help him conceive 
a new, irreverent publication—one which 
sent-up the weekly newpaper format and had 
equal doses of reporting and criticism as it did 
satire. 

Among those who joined him were James 
Sturm, Peri Pakroo, Nancy Hartunian, 
Wm. Steven Humphrey, Christine Wenc, 
Johanna “Jonnie” Wilder, Matt Cook, Andy 
Spletzer, and, later, Dan Savage.

Armed mostly with hubris, a few thou-
sand dollars, and three slow-as-fuck 
computers, they initially set their sights on 
appealing to University of Washington stu-
dents, but quickly found their real audience 

among the queers and weirdos who (used 
to) populate Capitol Hill. Their coverage of 
Seattle was necessarily informed by their 
perspective as outsiders, transplants… 
(are you really going to make me say it?) 
strangers.

You could make the case that The Strang-
er’s relationship with its adoptive hometown 
has not always been frictionless. That’s not 
entirely accidental. Making people uncom-
fortable—while entertaining and serving 
them—is an important part of the job.

“The only way I see myself becoming one 
of the cherished traditions of the Village,” 
Norman Mailer wrote of his column in the 
Village Voice in 1956, “is to be actively dis-
liked each week.”

Mailer only lasted 17 columns in the Voice. 
The Stranger just turned 25. Here’s how it 
got started.

ASSEMBLE YOUR CREW

Tim Keck, cofounder and publisher of 
The Stranger: Both of my folks were news-
paper people. My dad was the editor of the 
Hammond Times, and my mom was an inves-
tigative reporter, and so newspapers were my 
whole childhood.

After my Dad died, my mom took a teach-
ing gig at the University of Wisconsin, and we 
moved to a very rural area about a half hour 
away from her work. I was in high school. At 
first, the only daily paper available out there 
was the Oshkosh Northwestern, which was 
unintentionally hilarious. And then, later, the 
soulless USA Today came on the scene. My 
mom and I would read the papers, and she 
would read headlines aloud and laugh. I think 
the Onion was a combination of a parody of 
USA Today and Oshkosh Northwestern.

My partner Chris Johnson and I sold the 
Onion to our staff about two years after we 

started it. At the time, I just wanted to do 
something fun and pay my rent. And I also 
had lived in Wisconsin for a while, and I was 
ready to not be in Madison, Wisconsin. 

We were ready to move on. We hitched 
to Brazil and lived in a small town outside 
of Rio. He stayed. I really wanted to start 
another paper. I got together with my old 
girlfriend, Peri Pakroo, who later became our 
editor. She wanted to move out to the North-
west and that’s what we did.

Dan Savage, cofounder and Savage Love 
columnist: Maybe Tim remembers how we 
first met. It was love at first sight. I worked 
at a video store in Madison, Wisconsin, called 
Four Star Fiction and Video. There was some-
body I worked there with who was in the orbit 
of the Madison Mafia—the people who came 
here to start the paper. We were introduced 
and Tim and I began to talk about what an 
advice column written by a gay guy giving sex 
advice to straight people would look like, and 

how that would work.

Tim: I just wanted to do something that was a 
little more real, but I wanted to fuck around 
with the form, and Dan was that. He was do-
ing real advice, but sort of a parody of Ann 
Landers. It was perfect.

Dan: Tim picked Seattle. His girlfriend at the 
time wanted to move here, and he was ready 
to leave Madison. And so he looked around 
at various cities and their alt weeklies and 
thought the Seattle Weekly was a particularly 
crap one. So I moved here for The Stranger 
and I stayed for the dick. Also known as my 
husband.

Johanna “Jonnie” Wilder, cofounder and first 
production director: So the first few months 
was setting up, getting everything ready. 
And everyone kind of coming out. Matt Cook 
came out and started writing almost immedi-
ately. And then later on that year, Dan Savage 
moved out from Madison. James Sturm came 
out later on, after a few weeks.

Matt Cook, first editor in chief: I remember 
sitting in the student union [at the Univer-
sity of Wisconsin] with Tim talking about the 
future, and he was telling me how they were 
planning on selling the Onion and going on 
with their lives. So the two of us just started, 
I don’t know, what do they call it? Spitballing, 
just talking about if we were to do another 
paper, what we would do. And in my head I’m 
picturing it along the lines of Chicago Read-
er, or the Village Voice… but with our own 
sardonic spin. Maybe several months later 
I got a call from him, and he said, “Peri and 

Filthy and Gorgeous
An Oral History of the First Year of The Stranger

BY AMBER CORTES

YEARSOF

DANIEL HOUSMAN

JOHANNA WILDER

EARLY DAYS (Left to right) Nancy Hartunian, Tim Keck, Dan Savage, Sean Hurley, James Sturm.

THE OFFICE Looks nice from the outside.

“The first issue of  
The Stranger was so bad.” 

—Tim Keck
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I are heading out to Seattle to start a paper, 
you coming?” And I said, “Yeah, I’ll be there. 
Gimme a few weeks to get my shit together.”

James Sturm, fi rst art director: I was fi nish-
ing graduate school in New York City and Tim 
was like, “Why don’t you come out to Seattle 
and be my fi rst art director and get involved 
in The Stranger? I’m starting this newspaper.” 
Fantagraphics was just starting to publish me, 
and so I drove out to Seattle in the fall of 1991 
and helped launched the paper.

Wm. Steven Humphrey, “distribution mon-
key,” now editor in chief of the Portland 
Mercury: I was not put off in the least by it. I 
mean, I knew really what I was getting into. 
I knew it was going to be an adventure, and 
it was a shoestring sort of operation. I got 
there maybe just two or three weeks after 
Tim, and it was just already buzzing, and I 
walked in, and Tim said, “Oh, hey. It’s great 
to meet you.” And, he just said, “Let’s get 
to work.”

A STRANGER COMES TO TOWN

Nancy Hartunian, co-owner, fi rst sales di-
rector: By the time we got there, Seattle was 
being inundated with outsiders. And so we 
were a part of that. But Seattle was also sort 
of still a sleepy, small city. And I think that we 
thought we were bringing a little bit more of 
an urban feel to it.

James: There was just a little bit of a wild and 
woolly feeling to the place. The Stranger was 
pretty appropriately named because every-
body seemed to be pretty new to town.

Tim: It’s my name. I really like “The Strang-
er, America’s hometown newspaper,” because 
it has this really uncomfortable and non-
wholesome and creepy sort of aspect of it. 
And I really like the anonymity of a city. That 
you’re a stranger in a city. We were all from 
out of town, and I liked it that it has this ten-
sion, right?

James: I think with Seattle there was a sense 
that anything was possible. English majors 
getting jobs at Microsoft and hoping to be-
come millionaires and this sense that the 

internet was going to unite the world, and 
we were all going to hold hands and sing 
“Kumbaya.”

Matt: “Smells Like Teen Spirit” broke around 
the same time that we started the paper, so 
that was Nirvana, Mudhoney, and Screaming 

Trees, everything was going on. Soundgar-
den. The whole world was moving to Seattle 
at the time.

James: That was the thing, right? I remem-
ber Michael Kinsley on the cover of Time or 
Newsweek saying everyone’s moving to Se-
attle. There was defi nitely at that moment in 
time in Seattle, it was like this frontier town, 
and people were just going there. There were 
riches in that Northwest corner. [Laughs]

Steve: I mean, we were able to look at it 
with fresh eyes, and see things that other 
people—people that might be more estab-
lished—might not see. We were defi nitely 
on the lower end of the income spectrum. 
We would go to free basement shows, cheap 
movies, eat free pizza. That was our life there. 
That’s what we knew.

THE HOUSE ON LATONA

Nancy: It was the top fl oor of a duplex in Wall-
ingford. A big brown house with super ugly, 
nasty carpets and ugly walls and a bunch of 
people living in there, sleeping on the fl oor, 
working all night, smoking cigarettes.

Steve: And it was the most unmemorable 
apartment you ever saw—it was like gray 

carpeting, a couple of bedrooms, a little porch 
out the back where everybody would go to 
smoke and think of ideas.

Matt: None of us had anywhere else to live 
and none of us had any money, so we all lived 
there. I slept in a hallway that you could block 
off. There was a way to go through the din-
ing room into what was supposedly the living 
room, although the living room was also the 
publishing room, plus somebody’s bedroom.

Tim: Everybody who came out crashed for 
months. We all slept in the offi ce [chuckles]. 
There were a couple of tables that had Macs 
on them and piles of newspapers and toner 
paper and a printer, and people’s duffel bags 
and sleeping bags. Everything was breaking 
down, and the place was infested with rats. 
And nothing would work. It was a fl ophouse 
and a newspaper all in one.

Steve: I wouldn’t say it was like an opium 
den. It didn’t look exactly like an opium den. 
But only because there was no opium. It was 
gross enough. It looked like a college two-
bedroom apartment that eight people were 
living in.

Matt: It was a relatively controlled chaos.

Johanna: We were living like hippies, we were 
living like monks, and our lives were just… 
thrown into this project.

Dan: The whole apartment was basically just 
a pile of futons on the fl oor where people slept 
at night, and rats, and a handful of comput-
ers that the entire paper was sort of churned 
through. And it was a labor of love. No one 
was getting paid. And that’s how we put out 
the paper.

HOT LIPS

Dan: Not getting paid sucked. [Laughs]

Tim: I sold most of the ads, and Nancy started 
selling some ads. And I would pay the print 
bill, and then everybody would get whatever 
money was left.

Steve: We would get a small stipend. I can’t 
remember how much it was. It was really 
small. Certainly nothing you could live on. 
But it wasn’t the worst, either.

Matt: I remember there was a lot of oatmeal 

THE GANG’S ALL HERE “Seattle was being inundated with outsiders. And so we were a part of that.”

The fi rst Christmas issue.

“There was stuff that was 
just filthy and profane 

and then there was stuff 
that was beautiful and 
gorgeous, and actually 

sometimes the beautiful 
and gorgeous stuff was 

profane.” —James Sturm

DANIEL HOUSMAN
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eaten, because we didn’t have a lot of mon-
ey. And so we had this wok, and you’d just 
take some quick oats and some water, and 
throw it in the wok, and hope you got the 
amounts correct.

Tim: And we had Hot Lips Pizza, which was one 
of our early advertisers that gave us trade for 
ads for pizza. So everybody went to Hot Lips 
Pizza, which was great—delicious pizza.

Dan: We’d get like these—I still have one at 
home—Hot Lips Bucks. And we would get 
those and go trade them for pizzas.

Steve: That’s how I ate three times a week. 
I fucking loved it. I thought it was so good.

Matt: Sometimes, that was the only thing we 
had to eat. ’Cause money was pretty scarce! 
So we would often traipse over there to get 
some slices because there was no food in 
the house. But we were totally over-taking 
advantage of it! And eventually they had to 
crack down.

THE FIRST ISSUE

Dan: I think the first issue was locked in the 
vault so that no one could ever see it.

Tim: The first issue of 
The Stranger was so 
bad. But they deliv-
ered it to the house, 
on the deck. Whoever 
was helping out was 
sleeping upstairs. It 
was like three in the 
afternoon, and the 
truck pulled up. And I 
helped the guy unload 
the truck, and I was 
pretty excited. And 
then I opened up the 
paper, and I just—I 
burst into tears. “Oh, my God. This thing, 
this is so…”

Matt: I remember the cover looked awfully 
muddy. We were all sort of trying to be super 
proud of how it looked, and all slightly feeling 
like it didn’t look as good as we thought it was 
gonna. [Laughs]

Johanna: No, it was horrible. Nothing was 
right [chuckle]. I know that for sure, noth-
ing was—it was horrible [chuckle]. We never 
had enough time to do everything because 

everything has to come together at the end.

Tim: And I just thought, “Oh, we’re fucking 
finished.” It was hard for me to even look at it.

Johanna: But I think Tim helped me realize 
that the nice thing about a weekly newspaper 
is that once it gets printed, it’s done, and you 
get to start brand-new every week. So that’s 
kind of a blessing and a curse.

EVERYONE HAD THREE JOBS

Johanna: We had almost no money and not 
really all that many people, as well. You know, 
there was just me doing layout and design. 
And everybody pitching in to do a lot of 
different jobs. Nobody did one thing. Every-
body did a lot of things.

James: Besides doing a lot of illustration and 
drawing, I remember distributing papers, I 
wrote theater reviews, I wrote articles. There 
was a little bit of everything that everybody 
did. That was really fun.

Tim: Oh, yeah. I delivered it. I wrote… I laid 
out. I sold ads. Everybody did. James sold ads.

Steve: I was a writer and the distribution 
department. Along 
with Andy, we did it out 
of his—I think it was 
like a 1984 Chevelle 
or something like that. 
Or we would go on the 
back porch and smoke 
cigarettes and decide 
what we’re going to 
write for the Gordy 
the Little Scrap of Pa-
per comic that went in 
there every week. We 
would sincerely con-
tribute to everything.

James: I was also in charge of editing all the 
comics and getting all the cartoons in there. 
And yeah, anything went. There was stuff 
that was just filthy and profane and then 
there was stuff that was beautiful and gor-
geous, and actually sometimes the beautiful 
and gorgeous stuff was profane. So there was 
a very experimental kind of, let’s test some 
boundaries here and see what we can do.

Nancy: I started by writing, but then one 
day, before The Stranger was due to be pub-
lished, I remember Tim walking out into 

“Seattle was very 
quirky, it was very 

weird. Everyone was 
really busy trying to be 
weird. And so we tried 
really hard to outweird 
the weird and kind of 

shake things up a little 
bit.” —Johanna Wilder

BROTHERS-IN-INK: Clark Humphrey and Wm. Steven Humphrey.
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the living room saying, “We haven’t sold 
any ads. Can anybody help?” And so I said 
I’d try—what the heck.

Johanna: We were working 80-hour weeks, 
easy, where we would work all day during the 
week, and then well into the evening.

Matt: There was a total Henrietta Pussycat 
slang that was in the office a lot. I remem-
ber one little phrase that Tim came out with 
one day and I’ve used in my daily life ever 
since. I came in and I said, “Hey, Tim how’s 
it going?” And he said, “Meow hungry. Meow 
tired, meow.”

Johanna: And there was a very small room 
that we did layout in, and Matt and Andy and 
Tim would be playing professional wrestler 
moves in the middle of the room while I’m 
trying to do paste-up, and it was tremendous-
ly stressful for me. I was terribly unhappy; I 
think I quit many different times.

James: What was the name of that video 
game that we sure played a lot of? Maelstrom. 
We’d have little Maelstrom tournaments, and 
I remember every now and then one of us 
would call a press conference.

Matt: There was an old Centris in the dining 
room. I remember that computer; it wouldn’t 
boot up right but you could Fonzie it. If you 
waited until you heard it make a certain tone, 
and hit it with the heel of your hand in one 
spot, you could get the hard drive to grab.

Dan: I just remember the vibe in the office 
was we were inventing this paper. We were 
inventing ourselves. We were finding our 
voices as writers. We didn’t have the money 
but we had a weekly deadline. It didn’t take 
me long to realize after getting here that it 
was a small enough city that if a little group 
of people came here and wanted to do some-
thing, they could make it happen—and a big 
enough city that it mattered for that group 
of people to do that.

THE VOICE OF THE STRANGER

Dan: But we all had nothing better to do, and 
we just hung in there and did it. We wrote, 
we put together a paper that we said and 
I thought of as the paper that we would all 
want to read.

Johanna: One of the things that we noticed 
about Seattle was that Seattle’s very quirky, 
or Seattle was back then. Was very quirky, 
it was very weird. Everyone was really busy 
trying to be weird. And so we tried really 
hard to outweird the weird [chuckles] and 
kind of shake things up a little bit. I think 
we succeeded in some ways and didn’t in 
others.

Nancy: Well, there was the wacky “Kill Bill 
Gates” game. They spent so much time put-
ting that game together.

Johanna: And we wanted to make sure the 
game actually worked. So we did the layout 
so that if you spread out the newspaper, all 
the game pieces were there, and you could 
play the game on the newspaper. I think peo-
ple were a little upset because the game was 
about killing Bill Gates.

James: It wasn’t a cynical paper. It wasn’t 
a mean-spirited paper. It was smart and fun 
and playful.

Nancy: It was brash and funny and irrever-
ent. And so it was fun to put out something so 
effervescent and naughty.

Johanna: We were kind of mean sometimes. 

For sure, we were very mean sometimes. But 
we tried to be mean and funny at the same 
time.

Dan: We were Midwesterners and assholes, 
and there wasn’t a Midwestern sensibility 
in this town in publishing, and it was easy 
to accidentally make a splash without inten-
tionally trying to stir shit up, just by saying 
exactly what we thought in print.

Johanna: So Savage Love… when Dan 
first started writing it, he addressed every 
letter with “Hey, Faggot,” whether it was 
addressed to him that way or not. Every let-
ter would start off with that. People freaked 
out at that.

Nancy: Nobody was doing that. Nobody 
was that… vulgar. It was really unusual for 
a weekly paper. You know, at the time, alt-
weekly journalism was liberal, but it was sort 
of wholesome and kind of prudish.

Dan: The Weekly, I think, in the first two 
years, they dismissed us, patronized us, acted 
as if we didn’t matter and we would fail and 
go away sometime soon. They were confident 
that our paper would last six months tops, 
that it was just a big flash in the pan.

Matt: We were all sarcastic and we all had a 
certain disdain for authority, and I think that 
tone sort of infiltrated everything we did. 
And I think that was what was appealing to 
people who picked the paper up. It was a little 
sense of absurdity and a large sense of who 
gives a fuck.

Tim: I just think people thought, “Oh, this is 
kind of refreshing. It’s a total train wreck, 
but I kind of like it [chuckles].”

Steve: It was subverting whatever newspa-
pers and alternative weeklies were around at 
the time, because even alternative weeklies 
were not very far away from just the main-
stream dailies. They were very reliant on 
money and commerce and never really step-
ping out and stretching the boundaries.

Tim: I like a snow day, or I like when—if I 
could freeze the whole city and make every-
body have to get out of their cars and not go 
to school, I would. I love that feeling [chuck-
les]. The paper can do that, stop things for 
a little bit, or mess shit up a little bit. It’s 
exhilarating.

LEAVING A LEGACY

Dan: Our motto was always “Let’s suck this 
week less than we did last week”—not we’re 
great, we’re awesome, we’re perfect. I’ve 
been hearing The Stranger wasn’t what it 
was every year for the past 25 years. Con-
stantly, the paper is not what it used to be.

Tim: It’s been fucking here for 25 years. 
Anything that sticks around long enough is 
bound to be part of the fabric of the city. It’s 
like we’re the couch in the little traffic circle 
that’s been there for six weeks. It’s just like, 
“Okay, I guess that fucking couch is here 
[laughs].”

Dan: I hope in the next 25 years, The Strang-
er either has been completely taken over by 
new people who completely reinvigorate it, or 
it’s dead. My money is on the former.

Johanna: If we leave any legacy at all, it 
should be a legacy of: Someone else start a 
newspaper to put The Stranger out of busi-
ness, damn it! n

Find more navel gazing at
THESTRANGER.COM

FANTAGRAPHICS BOOKSTORE & GALLERY 
1201 S. VALE STREET |  GEORGETOWN

OPEN EVERY DAY |  206-658-0110

Congratulations 
to The Stranger!

SATURDAY, DECEMBER 10,  6:00 PM

Celebrate 40 Years of 

Fantagraphics Books!

http://thestranger.com/
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CELEBRATING OUR 80TH 
YEAR IN BUSINESS!

New items arriving daily! 
Shop early for best selection!

Halloween
Champion’s is fully stocked for

CHAMPION PARTY SUPPLY
NOW OPEN 7 DAYS A WEEK IN OUR NEW LOCATION:

1461 ELLIOTT AVE W • 206-284-1980
JUST SOUTH OF THE WHOLE FOODS & STAPLES IN INTERBAY!

TONS OF FREE PARKING FOR CUSTOMERS!

WWW.CHAMPIONPARTY.COM

EXTENDED HOURS FOR HALLOWEEN! NOW OPEN 
M-F 9AM - 8PM, SAT 9AM - 7PM, SUN 11AM - 7PM!

Wigs, makeup, and 
theatrical contacts to tie 
your whole look together!

Huge selection of 
decor and props! 

Costumes and accessories 
from your favorite movies! 

I sat in the dark and watched Melissa 

in the spotlight tell her story and I 

marveled at the sheer guts and immense 

talent it took to do this right. When 

it was over I felt changed. Opened up. 

Exhilarated and exhausted. What I felt 

was nothing short of awe. 

– Elke Govertsen, 

Editor, Mamalode

And Other True Stories

Melissa Bangs makes her way to the stage for two nights of hilarious 

& heart-wrenching nonfiction storytelling.

October 26th & 27th - Town Hall, Seattle
Doors 6PM & Show 7PM    $21 Adv \ $24 At Door
TICKET ON SALE NOW www.playingmonopolywithgod.com

http://www.playingmonopolywithgod.com/
http://www.championparty.com/


THE STRANGER    October 12, 2016    15

I was hired as a proofreader, The Strang-
er’s first, in September of 1993. The 
paper had recently taken offices at 911 

East Pike Street, above the loading dock that 
later became Via Tribunali, the next building 
over from the Salvation Army that was about 
to become Moe’s Mo’Roc’N Cafe, which is now 
Neumos. The offices were a suite of partitioned 
spaces with big windows overlooking Pike, a 
huge improvement from 
the previous digs, a 
mythical house on Lato-
na where the production 
manager slept under the 
printer table.

I started part-time, 
arriving with a couple of 
pens and my American 
Heritage, third edition.  
I was allowed to share 
the easy chair and 
TV-dinner tray by 
the reception desk where film editor Andy 
Spletzer came in a few days a week to work, 
as my tasks followed his in the production 
sequence. A (wired, of course) phone next to 
me had two lines, one for editorial and one for 
advertising. Despite the front desk, there was 
no receptionist, so we were all supposed to an-
swer the phone in rough rotation.

I was given a sheaf of printouts to mark up, 

and I got to work. A curious editor ambled out 
to see the new guy, looked me in the eye, and 
asked, “Are you gay?” I politely demurred, 
and he yelled to the back of the suite, “Tim! 
You told me you would hire a fag!” Then he 
smiled and introduced himself as Dan Savage 
and let me know that calls for Ed Schneider 
(performance editor) and Keenan Hollahan 
(theater director) also went to him.

Many of the con-
tributing writers used 
pseudonyms as well, 
more out of self-pro-
tection than to hide 
anything sinister. It 
was sort of easy to feel 
threatened in 1990s Se-
attle; the city felt more 
violent then. I saw a fight 
break out at a Sebadoh 
show, if you can imagine. 
So there were protective 

measures—Dan made public appearances only 
in drag, and the paper’s address was a post-
office box up the street, in the same building 
as our stalwart advertisers Exotic Tan. We had 
a real-life security guy for a couple of weeks, 
borrowed from Re-bar after Matt Richter ex-
posed the white supremacists who had taken 
over the Capitol Hill Odd Fellows Temple.

The paper added a proper copy editor. I 

became Highbrow Guy, bringing in my re-
cently purchased PowerBook 145B, and wrote 
about books and art. The paper also added a 
proper receptionist (hi, Nipper!) and a news 
department, started running feature articles, 
hired a theater editor to give Dan a break, 
moved to 11th Avenue, 
and began printing our 
address in the paper. 
The writing got better, 
we broke a few great 
stories, and we started 
publishing political en-
dorsements. We were 
kind of growing up.

Occasionally, some-
one out in the city 
would complain to me 
that the paper had lost 
its freewheeling spir-
it, a complaint every 
staffer in every era has 
heard (and sometimes 
thought) in the suc-
ceeding years. But in some ways, they were 
right. We hadn’t published an uncensored 
naked photo since the performance issue 
with topless wrestling girls on the cover 
had a chunk of its print run unceremoni-
ously dumpstered by Tower Records. Also, 
the time when Tim Keck, Dan Savage, and 

Rachel Gross got hold of the boards as they 
were leaving for the printer and graffitied 
most of the paper hadn’t gone over well 
with half of the staff. The fallout over those 
two issues during staff meetings had led to 
a new policy of not having staff meetings—

except for one held not 
long after the move to 
11th Avenue.

Tim decided we 
needed to have actual 
HR policies at the com-
pany, and he had us all 
head over to the Odd 
Fellows ballroom so 
we could learn about 
sexual harassment 
and other legal novel-
ties. At the end of the 
meeting, Tim asked 
if we had any ques-
tions. It still being the 
1990s, and these still 
being a thing, I asked 

if we were going to institute drug testing. 
Tim said, “Well, we considered it, but we 
thought it would get too competitive.”

Eric Fredericksen was a Stranger staff-
er from 1993 to 2000. Now he thinks he’s  
all fancy. n �

1991–1998: “Are You Gay?” 
Notes on Working at The Stranger During the Early Years

BY ERIC FREDERICKSEN

It was sort of easy to 
feel threatened in 1990s 

Seattle; the city felt 
more violent then. I saw 

a fight break out at a 
Sebadoh show, if you 

can imagine.
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$1 MILLION FOR WATERFRONT 
PROPERTY SOUNDS PRETTY 
GOOD RIGHT ABOUT NOW

The Pacific Northwest is not, nor has it 
ever been, Paradise. It’s a real place with real 
people and real problems. It did not suddenly 
come into existence when you moved here, 
nor even when the first white people moved 
here. I’m from here, so I have no illusions 
about the so-called “Northwest lifestyle” that 
was invented in the mid-’70s.

Seattle is a major American city, damn it, 
and ought to start acting like one. We need 
people who are willing to make it a better city—
creative people, people willing to work in the 
arts and community service. We don’t need any 
more people who just want to go to the moun-
tains for the weekend or who just want to buy 
a million-dollar waterfront “cabin.” I’m a leftist 
but I’m not a hippie. I want a better world, a 
more compassionate and just world. (“Misc.,” 
by Clark Humphrey, November 18, 1991)

THE SPIRIT OF BIPARTISANSHIP
I never said that human beings deserve to 

die because of their political party. I said that 
Republicans do. (“Savage Love,” by Dan Sav-
age, March 23, 1992)

WASHINGTON VOTERS: DUMB 
THEN, DUMB NOW

In the most recent poll of the presiden-
tial preferences of Washington State voters 
Ross Perot won King County and Western 
Washington. Statewide he was running neck 
and neck with George Bush (Bush 10%,  
Perot 29%). (“Perot for President?” by George 
Howland Jr., June 15, 1992)

I BEG YOUR PARDON. A VAGINA 
LOOKS LIKE A WHAT DROPPED 
FROM WHERE, NOW?

Hey, Faggot: You wrote in your column of 
Feb. 15–21 the following: “Some women are 
able to have two types of orgasm, a vaginal 
orgasm from stimulation inside the vaginal 
canal… or a clitoral orgasm from stimula-
tion of the clitoris”… It is disappointing to 
see this false idea continues to be advocat-
ed, especially by your usually informative 
column. The next time you’re asked about 
something you don’t know, you should follow 
your own advice and read a book.

Unsigned

Hey, U: I don’t know that much about va-
ginas, it’s true. I’m one of those gynophobic 
little cocksuckers who go all woozy when I see 
a vagina. They look like something fallen from 
a great height. A canned ham dropped from 
the 23rd floor of the Washington Mutual build-
ing, I don’t know. Because of my aversion, I 
turn to my gyrls-only crack vaginal-issues ad-
visory squad whenever matters vaginal arise. 
(“More Orgasms,” Savage Love, by Dan  
Savage, March 8, 1993)

ANGRY MAN YELLS AT CROWD
After the third unfamiliar song, a few 

members of the crowd—not more than a 
handful—began to loudly call out requests, 
like “Sugar Mountain,” and “Cinnamon Girl,” 
staples of past tours and live albums… To 
Young up on stage, however, the noise must 

have seemed like a rejection, or a coarse prov-
ocation. He suddenly stopped and said, “Shut 
up, asshole,” and attempted to continue.

After a moment of shocked silence, the 
crowd began buzzing—each to his neighbor, 
“Did you hear what he just said?”—so noisily 
that Young had to stop altogether… “I know 
it’s my last night,” he snapped angrily. “I’ve 
been here for six nights, here in New York 
City. Maybe a little too long. I’m from Can-
ada myself.” His intended slight was clear. 
“The songs that you’re asking me to play—
they were new once too, and the people who 
came out to hear them didn’t know them.” He 
sounded almost pleading. “But they listened, 
’cause they liked what I was doing. Every 
song was new once. They all had a first time. 
I’ve been out a lot of times since then, but it’s 
been a long time since I’ve been out here like 
this [solo, acoustic]. And you people want me 
to play the same old shit!” His tone was dis-
belief. “Can’t you understand? You’re holding 
me back. You can’t hold me back!”

More than simply angry with the crowd, 
Young seemed to be baring a deep, and long 
festering wound; it was harrowing. I instantly 
worried that he would cut us short, that we 
would not get the full show because of the 
interruption. Still, Young played almost two 
hours, starting again with the aborted song, 
to a markedly better-behaved crowd. (“Neil 
Young Chasing the Moonlight,” by Danny 
Housman, February 1992)

PARSING “CUNT”
So let me ask you a question. What hap-

pens to your pupils when someone calls you a 
cunt? Do they dilate with rage? I know mine 
have in the past. Now, why should a word so 
obviously related to cunning cause a twenti-
eth-century woman such as myself to set off 
possibly violent repercussions unto the indi-
vidual from whose mouth it came?

Well, I’ll tell ya. I have been seeing that 
words like cunt (see also bitch, hag, crone) 
are prime examples of how gentlemen who 
wear phallic nooses around their necks (and 
their ancestors) have completely infiltrated 
the ways of the mother religion to the point 
where a sacred title of a priestess/saga/seer 
has evolved into an image of vaginal vileness 
so horrid that it isn’t to be found in practically 
any dictionaries of our language.

Before the aforementioned gentlemen 
seized the books, a cunt was the title of a 
woman with the powers to call down the moon, 
perform the most religious of rituals and take 
no shit from no one unless the one happened 
to be God. Cunt is related to the words cunc-
tipotent (all-powerful), cunicle (a hole or 
passage), and cuniculate (penetrate by a pas-
sage). Also in this family are the words cleft 
and crevice. Are you beginning to see the cor-
relation between the sacred cunt and the Holy 
Grail? Both are vessels. Vessels were revered 
in the form of lakes, pools, wells, cauldrons, 
oceans and caves. Throughout the world, ves-
sels of blood (primordial ocean fluid) account 
for the myths of creation. Vessels were always 
considered the holiest of the holy and intrinsi-
cally divine. Places like cunts are where life 
is nourished from within. (“Eat This Word: A 
Naughty Name for the Holy Grail,” by Inga 
Muscio, October 12, 1992)

1991–1998: The Canned Ham Dropped 
from the 23rd Floor of the Washington 

Mutual Building of Newspapers

YEARSOF EARLY YEARS



THE STRANGER    October 12, 2016    17

DAMAGE CONTROL IN THE BOX
I called the Capitol Hill Jack in the Box to 

see how the manager felt about the feces-in-
the-beef situation. The well-trained Jack in 
the Box employee referred me to a spokes-
person at an 800 number in San Diego. So did 
the employee at the U-District store, and the 
person who answered the phone at the Seattle 
corporate office. I called the San Diego num-
ber. Three and a half hours later, a very nice 
woman called me back, Mary Hancock. She 
gave her title as “Spokesperson for Jack in 
the Box.” We talked, briefly.
Have you ever been a vegetarian?

I can’t answer that.
Do you know any vegetarians?

Yes I do. Are you asking me personally? I 
just really can’t talk about that.
How have sales been?

That’s a question I’ve been asked a lot. We’re 
not focusing on our sales right now. We’re fo-
cusing on safety and on moving forward; on 
correcting everything, making sure it’s safe.
Have you had any interesting dreams lately?

[Pause] No.
What would you say to someone who’s 
about to take over the management of a 
Jack in the Box?

I can’t respond to that.
Have you heard any good jokes about this 
incident?

[Laughs] I just don’t think that’s appropri-
ate right now.
Are you getting sick of talking to the media?

I think it really important, in my posi-
tion… My job is to communicate what Jack in 
the Box is trying to do. We’re very sorry and 
we’re trying to do everything we can. We’re 
just trying to get the word out.
When’s the last time you ate at Jack in the 
Box?

I can’t comment on that. We’re at the cor-
porate headquarters. We eat the food all the 
time. (“No Good Jokes,” by Christine Wenc, 
February 1, 1993)

GOOD OL’ SEATTLE RUDENESS
As entrepreneurial types pour into Seattle 

over the next decade from Hong Kong and 
other fading world capitals, what will be their 
vision of Seattle? Certainly, they will have 
an impact, whether for good or evil. Already, 
motor cars stacked miles on end sit intermi-
nably on the highways long past rush hour. 
In some insomniac future, will commuters 
try earnestly to get home to their bedroom 
communities simply in time to get up in the 
morning? What makes a city “great?” Is it its 
population density? The massive immigration 

the city has experienced in recent years has 
doubled rents, filled the last parking space, and 
packed the city with espresso carts, as souls 
need the refreshing cup to make it through the 
busy work-a-day world Seattle has become.  
(“Seattle, City of Ill-Fitting Trousers,” by Kir-
by Olson, May 10, 1993)

I THOUGHT THE POSIES BROKE 
UP, VOLUME XIV

It’s easy to be con-
fused by the Posies, 
especially in the last 
two years as they’ve 
searched for their own 
identifies. After a lush, 
psychedelic pop-rock 
debut, they seemed 
to yearn for a harder 
edge. Their summer 
shows at the Moore 
and the outdoor End-
fest last year had me 
convinced that evil 
forces at Geffen had 
encouraged them to 
“Seattle-ize” their sound, turn up the noise 
and cash in. Lo and behold, an unannounced 
January gig at the Colourbox (filmed for a 
documentary) was a revelation. Battling fly-
ing beer cups and monitors that had been 
wrecked by previous acts Gnome, Flop and 
the Fastbacks, the Posies went with the mood 
and kicked out an hour of their shiniest in-
jured melodiousness. The wonders continue 

on Frosting on the Beater (DGC), their long-
awaited sophomore effort. (“New Grooves,” 
by Danny Housman, May 10, 1993)

COSBY-FORE THE FALL
There is a right way and a wrong way to do 

a Fat Albert insult. The wrong way: “Fat Al-
bert, you’re like school on Sunday… no class!” 
That’s incorrect usage because Fat Albert jokes 

depend upon a specific 
“call and response” se-
quence. For example, 
Person A says, “Hey, 
Fat Albert, I’m gonna 
call you butcher!” Per-
son B: “Butcher? Why 
you call me butcher?” 
Person A: “Because you 
got too much tongue.” 
This exchange would 
be improved upon again 
if, following the insult, 
your friends throw their 
hands in the air and 
yell, “Yeah Yeah Yeah! 
That’s the funniest 

thing I ever heard! Haw haw. Right on. That’s 
the coolest.” (“I Love Television™: Spotlight 
on… Fat Albert,” by Wm. Steven Humphrey, 
March 29, 1995)

THE READERS CRACK THE CODE
There seems to be a desperate need 

amongst Stranger writers of late to be taken 
as CHARACTERS, hence the incessant air 

of strained whimsy that seems to permeate 
much of the paper. (Letter to the Editor from 
P.C. Baumgartner, April 12, 1995)

LIZ PHAIR AND THE GIRLS
Brandy: Are you a feminist and could you 
tell us what a feminist is?

Liz: I think I probably am a feminist, but 
the definition is an ever-changing one. It 
means basically that you promote the rights 
of women. I couldn’t say that I’m, like, a per-
fect feminist. It’s sort of like I am a feminist, 
but I don’t do it all right. Of course, I was 
never an A-plus feminist.
Brandy: What kind of feminist are you? 

Liz: A trying… a B feminist. A B-plus 
feminist. I think of feminism as working to 
be certain that women are being treated fair-
ly and are given equal freedom in the eyes of 
the law. Does that make sense?
Brandy: Uhhh…

Liz: Girls get to do everything boys get to 
do and no one can treat you differently be-
cause you are girls.

Girls: Yeah! Yeah! Yeah! (“Class As-
signment,” an interview with Liz Phair 
conducted by six girls who were fourth and 
fifth graders at Valley School, April 12, 1995)

ON THE DEATH OF ERIC “EAZY E” 
WRIGHT

In Blackworld, where I’m sometimes 
from, success belongs to the loudest voices… 
His feels like a simple, almost silent death, 
unable to connect to any trend or family or 
community. Totally exiled from each by his 
own anomalies—dishonored, even among 
thieves. A death attended by no public dis-
cussion or speculation. Maybe it’s a good 
thing these days that the speculation/stigma 
thing that usually goes with the news that 
somebody famous is suffering with AIDS 
has finally waned. But it seems to me that if 
any public figure’s suffering oughtta be up 
against the rigors of metaphor and examina-
tion, Eazy E’s would be the one…

Behind the success of even our most in-
famous spokespersons stand thousands of 
our children, blind and inarticulate, perhaps 
even unto their deaths. As we daily ignore 
the voices of those personages we value least 
in Blackworld, we also ignore their sons and 
daughters. That fatal ignorance shall surely 
spread.” (“Easy,” Paradise Found, by Riz 
Rollins, April 5, 1995)

DOES THIS BRUISE MAKE ME 
LOOK GAY?

The place was dark and very quiet. A few 
guys were milling around the lockers. In a 
lounge area, a shirtless guy was watching 
Jeff Stryker whoop it up in a prison movie. I 
walked around quickly with my hands in my 
pockets, like a novice shoplifter. I saw a couple 
of guys making out. Did some laps through 
the hallways, one time running smack into a 
mirror. Very suave. (“Straight Boy Under-
cover,” by Ike Alberts, May 17, 1995)

WHEN A MUPPET CALLS
“Andy Spleeetzor, or whatever your name 

is, my name is Frank Oz. I’m just reading 
your review in The Stranger of The Indian 
in the Cupboard. I’ve been in the business for 
a long time, and I don’t mind a critique, and 
I don’t mind one that is critical of my work, 
but you know… YOU ARE A FUCKING 
HORSE’S ASS. You don’t have a CLUE as 
to what you are talking about. The thing that 
just GNAWS at me is when I see little people, 
working at these little horse-shit rag papers, 
suddenly think they’re experts on CINEMA 
and FILM, and they understand the story. 
You’re a fucking dickhead, and I hope… I’m 
going to be in Seattle in about two weeks. I 
hope I get a chance to meet you. [Click]” (Mes-
sage on film editor Andy Spletzer’s voicemail 
from film director/muppeteer Frank Oz, in 

As entrepreneurial types 
pour into Seattle over the 
next decade from Hong 
Kong and other fading 

world capitals, what will 
be their vision of Seattle? 
Certainly, they will have 
an impact, whether for 

good or evil. 
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response to Spletzer’s review of Oz’s film 
The Indian in the Cupboard, which Spletzer 
posited as the story of a young man’s gay 
awakening with the help of “a half-naked, 
anatomically correct American Indian” that 
comes to life in his hands. Note: Please bear 
in mind the words were spoken by the same 
voice that gave life to Fozzie Bear, Bert, and 
Miss Piggy, July 12, 1995)

THE CASE AGAINST RAPE 
SCENES

A friend of mine worked with Jennifer 
Jason Leigh during a film shoot in Seattle. 
He described her as “intelligent.” Though 
she seemed like “she might have been on 
something,” he wasn’t sure if that was just 
because she was “living her film role of a 
junkie-type.” If that’s the case, I wonder if 
she walked around the set of Last Exit to 
Brooklyn with a metal studded, four-inch-
diameter dildo strapped up her snatch 24-7 
to “live the role” of a prostitute who pays 
vengeance on her own broken heart by al-
lowing every dude in the bar to fuck her in 
a dock yard.

 Yo, Jen: Do you have any idea how much 
that scene hurt me? Do you know I cried for 
two hours straight afterward? How do you 
think women who’ve been gang raped out 
here in “real life” felt to see you lay your-
self down for all those men to blow their 
wad inside your body? Was it money? Was 
it a “career move”? Did it lead to “better 
roles”? Was it the price you had to pay for 
the Oliver Stones to consider you a serious 
actress? Rape scenes serve no other pur-
pose than to confuse the shit out of men 
and keep women in a perpetual state of 
fear, where we won’t be doing nasty things 
like believing in ourselves and fighting for 
a chance to exert our power in this world 
in a good fucking way. In our masochistic 
society this formula translates into profits. 
(“Why Rape Scenes Shouldn’t Exist,” by 
Inga Muscio, August 8, 1995)

THE KEANU AFFAIR
Glancing at the audience, my date said 

something about the relationship between 
fandom and unrealized orgasms, which really 
kind of explained the ambience in a nutshell. 
There was a rabid glint in the eyes of those 
working women and teenage girls, and the 
occasional gay boy. One oozing fellow told me 
that he went all the way to Winnipeg to see 
Keanu in Hamlet, to which I said, “Really!” 
only it came out like a holler, sounding more 
shocked and appalled than I’d intended… 
Let’s review the facts: Keanu was wearing 
a stocking cap in August, and he flipped off 
the audience. He was given a goofy bass solo, 
which aroused the audience to an ear-shat-
tering squeal. Between songs he sometimes 
stepped to the front-man microphone and 
flashed a disarming grin, causing several thir-
tysomething women to burst into flames… 
My date was given business cards by an at-
torney and a marketing consultant having a 
girls’ night out. If I had rolled up the cards 
and put them in my ears it might have helped 
block out the screaming, and I’m disappoint-
ed I didn’t think of it. An excited woman told 
me how she’d just turned 40, but she felt like 
15 inside, which for some reason make me 
think of the TV commercial for OB tampons. 
She also told me she wanted to show Reeves 
her bellybutton piercing. (“Teen Beat,” a live 
review of Dogstar at DV8, by Anna Woolver-
ton, August 23, 1995)

BACKING BUCHANAN
Bob Dole, Arlen Specter, Pete Wilson, 

Lamar Alexander, Richard Lugar, Phil 

Gramm: the frowning white guys with a 
shot at turning Bill Clinton out of the White 
House—this making him the youngest re-
tired president in American history—are 
jostling for cash and media attention, and 
lining up to kiss the slimy ass of Pat Robert-
son’s Christian Coalition, the National Rifle 
Association, and those elusive Angry White 
Male voters… Let’s face it: Clinton’s goose 
is pretty much cooked. Barring the emer-
gence of a viable third party or independent 
candidate (for “viable,” read: “not Ross 
Perot”), thus splitting the vote three ways 
and landing Clinton in the White House 
for another maddening, mandateless four 
years, we’re looking at a Republican White 
House, Senate, and House after 1996… Pat 
Buchanan doesn’t stand a homo’s chance in 
Idaho of winning his party’s nomination, but 
his mouth and his glorious ugly words can, 
hopefully, damage the Republican party and 
the Republican nominee… As Phil Gramm 
says, “Money is the oxygen that makes cam-
paigns go.” So I’m sending Pat a $10 check. 
(“Welcome Back, Pat,” by Dan Savage, 
April 5, 1996)

WE COULDA HAD A COMMONS
Development is coming to South Lake 

Union, proposed site of the Seattle Com-
mons. The question we need to ask ourselves 
as we prepare to vote on a new, cheaper 

YEARSOF EARLY YEARS
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ankle-deep in used pull-tabs, all of them los-
ers. Winning tabs get handed to Rick, who 
pays them off with cash from the till. “Ev-
eryone wins a lot here,” Rick says.

The more I lose, the more welcome I feel. 
I spend $30, losing all but three—enough 
to cover my two beers. It’s five o’clock, and 
dark outside. I go to Chubby and Tubby, cash 
a check for $40, then lose it all on tabs. Pull-
tabs are thumb-sized slats of cardboard with 
a trio of figures printed inside a serrated 
tab. A dollar buys you two. Pulling the tab 
reveals the figures; the right combo pays off 
anywhere from one to five hundred dollars.

The tabs come in bins, five to six thousand 
in a bin, with four or five hundred winners 
among them. The winners are listed on a big 
sign, called a flare. Each time a winner gets 
pulled, the bartender crosses it off the flare.

Over 6 billion tabs are sold each year in 
Washington, the biggest market in the coun-
try. Every tavern, bowling alley, and bingo 

hall I’ve ever been to has them… The biggest 
pull-tab factory in the world is in Lynnwood. 
I drive there on a Saturday morning… Trade 
Products makes over 3 billion pull-tabs a year. 
The tabs are legal tender, so the factory keeps 
its garbage sealed. Because it’s Saturday, no 
one answers when I knock. The building is 
enormous, faceless. It’s a glorified shed, big 
as a football field. The windows are glazed, 
reflecting mountains, which are very beautiful 
this morning, white with fresh snow. I crawl 
under the dumpster. It’s huge, sealed like a 
space capsule, but garbage has spilled from 
its mouth. The ground is filthy and stinks like 
vinegar—print chemicals—and I get dizzy. Ink 
capsules print sheets, shrink-wrap, beer cans, 
spilled crystals… I have to lie on my belly 
because the dumpster sits low to the ground. 
Neighbors packing their car with fishing gear 
yell at me. I crawl further under the dumpster. 
In a pile of broken glass I find a Red Hot 7, 
a pull-tab, a one-dollar winner. (“Let’s Get 
Lost: Stumbling Through the Biggest Pull-
Tab Market in America,” by Matthew Stadler, 
January 1, 1998) n
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Commons levy is: What kind of develop-
ment do we want?

Seattle has less green space than any 
major city in the country. Only four percent 
of our four-square-mile “greater down-
town” area—Lower Queen Anne, South 
Lake Union, Downtown/Pioneer Square/
International District, First Hill and Capi-
tol Hill—is green or open space. (Portland 
checks in at 18 percent.) Most of Seattle’s 
ballyhooed “natural beauty” comes from the 
water and mountains that surround us. Pret-
ty to look at, but without the luxury of a car 
or boat, impossible to enjoy. Creating a large 
urban park in a desolate, empty “neigh-
borhood”—bringing a little of that natural 
beauty to the center of the city—seems to 
me the progressive thing to do.

Yet the Seattle Commons has been pegged 
as elitist, a “front lawn for the rich”… Don’t 
be fooled: A vote against the Commons is not 
a vote against “development,” “elites,” or 
condos. Park or no park, developers are go-
ing to build their ugly condos in South Lake 
Union. A vote against the Commons is a vote 
for unplanned, unrestricted development: 
lots of condos, no green space. Without the 
Commons, in 30 years all of South Lake 
Union will look like Second Avenue in Bell-
town is starting to look: condo canyons. (“I 
[[HEART SYMBOL]] Seattle Commons,” 
by Dan Savage, May 11, 1996)

IGNORING THE HOMELESS
The streets are teeming with beggars. You 

cannot possibly help most of them. Lately you’ve 
stopped helping any of them. Clutching your 
hard-earned coins like a child with an allowance, 
you’ve started stepping over them, giving less 
and less. You’ve seen some of them so regularly 
that you’ve actually begun to resent them as 
much as you resent other people you’ve never 
met—like politicians and child molesters…

Eventually you found yourself irritated by 
the sound of their voices. You’d be preoccupied 
with your own concerns and they would be 
interrupting you asking for a handout. Then 
one day money started getting tight for you 
too and all you could think about was how you 

hardly could get and hold onto a piece of mon-
ey and here people were stopping you in your 
almost-broke thoughts asking for money. Be-
fore long you hated having to stop and talk to 
them, particularly in the morning when you’d 
run into them on the way to that job you hate 
going to. And you began to resent them for 
getting in your way on your way home. Which 
is how it started; first you resented them tak-
ing up your time and then you hated them 
taking up your benevolence.

You were not raised this way, with this kind 
of resentment, but now these so many years 
and disappointments later you 
just want to be left alone. You 
do not want to be so bothered. 
You see them so often you’ve 
taken to aggressively ignoring 
them. You’ve convinced yourself 
that you no longer see them. You 
no longer see them because they 
don’t look like you. When you was 
po’, you didn’t look like this, nor 
did you act like they act. You didn’t 
take to asking total strangers for 
food, for smoke, for money…

 So where you used to smile 
and stop and chat, now you leave 
home prepared to ignore them. 
You have your sunglasses on 
and your cheap personal stereo 
is turned up so loud that you almost wander 
into traffic. You are broke blind, never see-
ing or encountering the growing nation of 
the nouveau always-poor. Yet you can’t help 
colliding with all the other broke blind people 
on the same road, all with the same hands 
stuffed into their pockets with the money that 
they’ll always keep hidden in the stingy small 
of their fists. (“Sign of the Times,” Paradise 
column, by Riz Rollins, August 15, 1996)

PULL-TABS FOR EVERYONE
There are 14 taverns in White Cen-

ter. They’ve all got pull-tabs, but only the 
Locker Room lets you dump the spent tabs 
on the floor. A dozen men sit at the Locker 
Room’s horseshoe bar drinking canned beer 
and talking to Rick, the owner. The floor is 



24    October 12, 2016    THE STRANGER 

Originally published on September 8, 1996

One of the more depressing Tues-
days in recent women’s history was 
August 27, 1996. That was the day 

Hillary Clinton appeared on stage at the Dem-
ocratic National Convention, wearing a Jackie 
O. suit, uttering the mantra: Husband-Family- 
Children-Husband-Family-Children. It 
seemed all the vestiges of the original Hillary 
had disappeared: her former provoked, impa-
tient expression had been replaced by a look of 
warm, benign motherliness. “All over the coun-
try little girls and little boys are being tucked 
into their beds,” she murmured, like she was 
telling a bedtime story. It was as if she’d been 
hypnotized, or lobotomized.

Like many women I know, I voted for 
Clinton in ’88* because he was pro-choice 
and because he was married to Hillary. She 
was the most intelligent and ambitious wom-
an I had ever been alive to see in the realm 
of national politics. After 12 years of Nancy 
and Barbara, here finally was a powerful 
female role model, and a lot of women—me 
included—immediately idolized her. A girl-
friend of mine who worked in DC sometimes 
had sightings of her, and she would call 
me breathlessly, describing her to me: her 
clothes, her attitude, her voice. I think part 
of Hillary’s fascination for us, besides the 
fact that she was openly feminist in the so-
called “post-feminist” age, was the fact that 
she was consigned to the role of the wife, the 

first lady, no less, when it was so clear to us 
that the whole business made her cringe. 
She was smarter than him, and he knew it. 
When she became involved in health care 
policy issues, many voters griped: Hey, we 
didn’t elect her! But as far as my friend and 
me were concerned, we’d intended to elect 
her. We’d taken Clinton seriously when he’d 
promised, “Two for the price of one.”

My friend and I identified with Hillary 
Clinton like fans identify with rock stars. 
We turned her into a fantasy of Empower-
ment: She was stronger than all of those men 
she was surrounded by. She would crush all 
of them with her brilliance. Of course like 
all fantasies, ours did not account for her 
human failings. We also didn’t anticipate 
the powerful, unflagging hatred she would 
encounter almost immediately, a hatred 
so intense it could make anyone, even the 
strongest woman in the universe, run for 
cover. And run for cover she did—in order 
to escape America’s hatred she underwent a 
series of transformations, which culminated 
in the Good Mother version of Hillary we 
saw last Tuesday.

The Hillary of our first, early-Clinton-
era fantasies was angry and arrogant 

and fearless. No one knew how to approach 
her or talk about her. Like Stephanopoulos, 
she irritated the public and the media with 
her self-important attitude, particularly 
when she declared that she was “not the 
type” to hang around making cookies. This 
early Hillary was soon recognized by the 
Clinton camp as a P.R. disaster, so she soft-
ened her image, cut her hair in a series of 
’50s styles. One afternoon early in the 
Whitewater scandal, she held a press con-
ference dressed in a pink sweater, sitting 
demurely in an arm chair. This new, quieter 
Hillary didn’t intimidate the reporters; they 
played softball with her, asked her easy 
questions prefaced by compliments. When 
they talked about it afterward the pundits 
all agreed that she was a real smart cookie. 
They seemed relieved. Here was a Hillary 
they could condescend to.

But if she found ways to make the media 
stop hating her, it was harder for her to make 

the popular, collective mind stop hating her: 
Their contempt persisted in the form of Rush 
Limbaugh FemiNazi parodies, Impeach Hill-
ary and Ditch the Bitch bumper stickers. She 
makes me sick! I heard innumerable callers 
declare on right wing radio. For a while Hill-
ary did what a lot of women do when faced 
with this kind of irrational, atavistic misogy-
ny: she disappeared. We would occasionally 
see her waving from planes, or going on trips 
to obscure places with Chelsea. She was out of 
the limelight, where the wife belongs. In the 
background.

Then last Tuesday she re-emerged, sound-
ing like Barbara Bush, placing the family and 
the husband before herself; not angry, not 
angry at all, not really even a feminist any 
longer. She declared to great applause that 
children are the number-one-most-impor-
tant-thing-in-life. Her speech successfully 
co-opted Family Values for the Democratic 
party. Family is a destiny we are all headed 
for, she seemed to be saying. And it’s won-
derful! But the main reason I don’t believe 
she meant it is the same reason I’ll vote for 
her husband, no matter how mediocre he is: 
she’s part of a pro-choice administration. No 
matter how convincingly the Democrats try 

to turn themselves into the party of Family 
Values, what being pro choice is all about is 
the fact that families aren’t destiny, you don’t 
have to have children if you don’t want them 
or like them, and giving birth isn’t the defin-
ing experience of every woman’s life—even 
if Hillary would’ve had us believe otherwise 
when she sentimentally described giving 
birth to “our daughter.” (At this point in the 
speech Chelsea squirmed and sweated, in 
her endearing way.)

I hope she is lying, and with the lies she 
will be able to free herself. If she is lying, it 
means she has learned a lesson that most am-
bitious, career-oriented women learn sooner 
or later: If you want to succeed, you have to 
dish out a certain amount of lies, so people 
(men or women) won’t be threatened by you. 
Because if they’re threatened by you, you’ll 
be cast out as a Witch, a Monster. For a while 
Hillary was perceived as a monstrous, un-
natural woman, but she put on pink sweaters, 
learned the script, stopped asking questions, 
and tamed herself. Now that she’s tamed and 
domesticated, maybe America will finally 
leave her alone. n

*Editor’s note: We’re pretty sure she meant ’92.

The Good Mother
Family Values, Hillary Clinton Style

BY EMILY WHITE
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BILL AND HILLARY CLINTON Two for the price of one.
REUTERS/GARY HERSHORN
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Woody’s bar, originally Echo Lake Tavern, was built in 1927 during prohibition 

days and today we pride ourselves on being a 5 star dive bar! Our awesome 

bartenders pour a strong drink and we have clean crisp craft beers on tap 

so come on in for some pool, darts and a good time! We look forward to 
seeing you soon! (Parking now available on Echo lake road)
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The ONLY Five Star dive bar.
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To know who we are now, it helps to know who we were 
before. So I scoured the internet (and current arts 
editor Sean Nelson’s e-mail contact list) to find some 

of our forebears. Most former employees have been able to 
find gainful employment after their tenure here, and some of 
them seem to have dissolved into the air. As a current writer 
for this paper, I’m encouraged by both outcomes. These writ-
ers helped to establish The Stranger’s distinctive verbal and 
editorial style, which, so far as I can tell, hits all the points on 
the spectrum between thoughtful narrative journalism and a 
smart baby throwing a fit. They are the horses who ran before 
us. Here’s where they are now.

CLARK HUMPHREY, MISC. COLUMNIST, 
CROSSWORD CREATOR, GENERALIST: 
1991–98

Did The Stranger prepare you to become an author and 
daily newsletter writer for 
miscmedia.com?

My Stranger work made me 
well-known among people who 
want me to work for big-money 
dot-coms for free.

Do you still like anything you 
wrote for us?

I still like the pieces I did 
about the fire that destroyed the 

Speakeasy Cafe, and about the love/hate relationship of Ta-
coma to Seattle, “City of Destiny.”

ERIC FREDERICKSEN, PROOFREADER,  
THEN “HIGHBROW LIBERAL GUY,”  
THEN BOOKS AND VISUAL ART EDITOR, 
THEN ARTS EDITOR: 1993–2000

Did all those jobs at The Stranger prepare you to be-
come the curator and art consultant you are now?

Yes! I looked at a ton of art, read a lot, and talked with loads 
of artists and curators—learning on the job. Now most of what 
I do is working with artists to make new work happen.

Do you have a favorite article you wrote for the paper?
My favorite article is my Sesame Street personal essay.

GEORGE HOWLAND JR.,  
NEWS EDITOR: 1994–99

Where do you work now?
Currently, I am a reporter and columnist at OutsideCity-

Hall.wordpress.com. The Stranger focused me on local news 
reporting, which has been the basis of my journalism career.

Do you have a favorite piece?
My first big piece of investigative reporting occurred at 

The Stranger: “Steamed Alive!” looked into the death of a 
Seattle University student who was found at the bottom of a 
manhole dead from heat exposure. Sadly, this was before The 
Stranger had a website.

Any sweet memories?
Wm. Steven Humphrey’s proposed first line of his memoir 

about The Stranger: “He entered me, roughly.”

MATTHEW RICHTER, PERFORMANCE  
EDITOR: 1994–98

What do you do now?
In 1995, I was supposed to write a puff-piece feature about 

the many arts, cultural, and lefty political groups working 
out of the Oddfellows Building at 10th and Pine. As I started 
researching the piece, it became obvious that there was some-
thing actually odd about the new generation of younger Odd 
Fellows who had taken over the building, and after a multi-
month-long undercover experiment we exposed it as a front for 
a right-wing neo-Nazi separatist movement called the Populist 
Party. We published a series exposing the group (the first was 
called “The He-Man Jew-Haters Club,” the second was called 
“Little White Liars,” I forget the headlines for the others). 
There were death threats (this was pre-internet, when you 
had to take death threats seriously), and Tim [Keck, publisher 
of The Stranger], feeling very protective of his people, hired 
a guy named Floyd, a local bouncer, to walk around with me.

Anyway the local Odd Fellows got kicked out by an apolo-
getic national Odd Fellows organization, which then sold the 
building to a local real estate investor. He maintained the sta-
tus quo with the building’s artsy cultural tenants for a decade. 
Then in 2007 the building sold to another investor/developer 
who tripled the rents and emptied out the building, making 
way for higher-rent tenants like the nice restaurants, NUBE 
Green, Molly Moon, etc.

I asked you a question.
Please stick with me, we’re almost there.
The displacement of the arts organizations and cultural 

spaces from the Oddfellows Building was the event that finally 
brought together the city council, real estate developers, and 
the cultural community to address the gentrification and dis-
placement that was threatening Pike/Pine—threatening all 
our neighborhoods. That group, the CODAC (Cultural Over-
lay District Advisory Council), issued a report the following 
year that made several recommendations, and chief among 
them was for the city to create a new full-time staff position, 
a sort of cultural space liaison, and back that person up with 
the resources to address the challenges and opportunities that 
growth brings to culturally rich neighborhoods. Five years 
later the city acted on that recommendation, and I was 

Where Are They Now?
Former Stranger Staffers Reminisce About Confronting  

Neo-Nazis, Death Threats, and the Time Before the Internet
BY RICH SMITH
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offered the best job I’ve ever had.
It’s pretty literally the exact same as trav-

eling back in time and becoming your own 
great-grandfather.

EMILY HALL, ART CRITIC,  
THEN ARTS EDITOR: 1999–2004

Did your job at The Stranger prepare 
you for your current job?

I still write about art, but my main day job 
is editing exhibition catalogues for the Mu-
seum of Modern Art, in New York, so after 
five years of criticizing/questioning/bashing 
institutions I then went to work for one. I’ve 
been at MoMA for 11 years, and it still feels 
strange in that regard. It’s a good reminder, 
though, to resist the banalization of top-down 
culture.

Do you have any good memories?
The very first time we gave out Genius 

awards—the only one I was there for—re-
mains an excellent memory. I still think Susan 
Robb is one of the city’s best and most unusual 
artists, idiosyncratic in her thinking about what 
art is and does. (Cue a thousand angry letters.)

EMILY WHITE, EDITOR IN CHIEF: 
1995–99

How’d you get the job at The Stranger?
Tim Keck asked me if I had ever been a 

manager. I said, “No, but I am very bossy.” 
It is, to this day, the best environment I have 
ever worked in. When I left the paper to 
write a book, Savage said, “You are going to 
miss us.” He was right.

Do you have a favorite memory or story 
you worked on?

My favorite cover I spearheaded was 
called “The 37 Least Powerful People in 
Seattle.” Reporters went into the field and 
found people who were fine with admitting 
they were powerless. They signed a release. 
They talked about what they would do if they 
were mayor. The cover mimicked the design 
of glossy magazine “Powerful People” covers.

What do you do now?
I am now a writer and teacher. The Strang-

er definitely prepared me for everything I’ve 
dealt with in the writing and teaching world.

KATHLEEN WILSON, MUSIC 
EDITOR, STAFF WRITER, IT’S MY 
PARTY COLUMNIST: 1995–2004

Did your time at The Stranger prepare 
you for the job you have now?

Yes and no.
When I was out at shows every night and 

failing to meet deadlines every day, not even 
by the most extravagant reach of my imagina-
tion could I have pictured myself to be where 

I am today, living a “sell-out” suburban life-
style on Mercer Island as the stay-at-home 
mom of 7-year-old twins. (Who happen to play 
soccer, thus completing the tableau.)

But the similarities are obvious. I stay up 
late and get up early. I get the kids out the 
door, then chase them to the bus stop with 
something I forgot to put in their backpacks. 
I feel the same way about driving the four 
miles it takes to get to the opposite end of 
the island as I did whenever I had to leave 
Capitol Hill/downtown to go see a band at the 
Sunset in Ballard: pissed off, because Jesus 
God that’s all the way over there. Also—and 
I say this because the genre basically lasted 
only a year—dealing with Seattle’s sorehead 
industrial bands was just like dealing with a 
couple of babies. Only, my kids shit their ac-
tual pants, while an enraged fan of industrial 
sent me actual shit in the actual mail.

Can you think of a favorite article of yours? 
Or a favorite Stranger-related memory?

I’d always get the shudders over anything 
I’d written the moment the paper hit the 
streets, so no favorite article and excuse me 
while I go take a sedative. A favorite Strang-
er-related memory was the handwritten Y2K 
issue, when we had to go out on New Year’s 
Eve, have a blowout, and then write about 
it. Everyone had commemorative ecstasy 
stamped Y2K, and all of it was bunk. Without 
mood enhancement the clubs were unbearable, 
but the night did turn around about the same 
time four bottles of champagne disappeared 
from the unguarded kitchen of some yuppie’s 
house party. I know, for shame. The next morn-
ing my penmanship must have been atrocious 
because the published account had been tran-
scribed by someone else. I have since revisited 
the Palmer Method, and my penmanship now 
is as neat as that of any third-grader.  n
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(L-R) MELODY MOSS AND EMILY HALL Hall is one of four staffers with her own 
bobblehead.

PHOTO PROVIDED

KATHLEEN WILSON She’d always be 
pissed if the bowl of Chiclets was empty.

EVERYTHING YOU 
ALWAYS WANTED 
TO KNOW ABOUT 
WEED BUT DIDN’T 
EVEN THINK TO ASK
Book Reading + Discussion 

Join former editor-in-chief of 
Details and Star, author Joe Dolce 
for the release of his book ‘Brave 
New Weed: Adventures into the 

Uncharted World of Cannabis’

�ursday 10/20, 7pm
Mama’s Cantina 

2234 2nd Ave Seattle, WA 98121

Tickets available on  
www.strangertickets.com 

LIMITED 
AVAILABILITY 
Must purchase 
tickets before  
Oct 14th.
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1 Asian Art Museum
1400 E. Prospect St. 206-654-3100
seattleartmuseum.org
TERRATOPIA: THE CHINESE LANDSCAPE IN PAINT-
ING AND FILM juxtaposes classical Chinese works with 
a modern classic by filmmaker ang Fudong to demon-
strate landscape as an enduring subject of artistic, 
philosophical, and environmental reflection from the 3rd 
to the 2 st century. Free admission during art walk.

2 Joe Bar
810 E. Roy St. 206-324-0407
joebar.org
The 3rd annual collaboration between Joe Bar and 
Short Run Festival featuring 0 different artists.

3 Kismet Salon and Spa
512 Broadway E. 206-860-0323
salonkismet.com
Featuring Paris-themed photography by Skip Kerr.

4 Lifelong Thrift Shop
312 Broadway E. 206-329-5792
lifelongaidsalliance.org
Featuring David Johansson’s Letter Series paintings 
and his Famous Trucker Hats. A large portion of sales 
to be donated to Lifelong.

5 Americana
219 Broadway E. 206-328-4604
americanaseattle.com
Featuring “Blur Figure,” new work by Indonesian artist 
Patrick Wower.

6 Dendroica Gallery
1718 East Olive Way, Suite A
dendroicagallery.com
Drawings and paintings by William Vaegemast. Opening 
reception 5–9pm

7 Artful Dodger Tattoo & Comics
1715 East Olive Way  206-323-4657
adtcseattle.com
Featuring Woodcut prints by Daniel Stender. Daniel 
carves single layer woodcuts of a dystopian future.

8 Fred Wildlife Refuge
128 Belmont Ave. E. 206-588-6959
fredwildliferefuge.com
KOOK TEFLON PRESENTS “BAB LON DEATH PART  

5” - Kook Teflon produces occult, hoodoo, psyche-
delic art parties in Seattle & New Orleans These are 
evenings filled with pushing the limits, comfort levels 
and dreamscapes of Babylon nderbellies in all art 
forms and mediums, Free, 2 , 6- 0PM.

9 Ghost Gallery
504 E. Denny Way  206-832-6063
ghostgalleryart.com
Arts  Sciences: New collage and mixed media 
work by Anne La Fever. Anne’s recent work combine 
archival scientific  Renaissance images to celebrate 
the continuing conversation between art and science 
as viewed from a modern perspective. Opens 0 3 
5–9PM, on view thru Nov. 6th.

10 Chroma Cloud Gallery at Beyond Vape
1550 E Olive Way  206-859-2757
beyondvape.com
Junk Food! Group Art Show featuring local Seattle 
artists such as Eli Wolff, 79, Rich Sevens and more. 
Come stuff your eyeballs with art inspired by your 
favorite tasty guilty pleasures.

11 Broa cast o ee
1623 Bellevue Ave. 206-467-4717

roa castco ee.com
Arterials: A show of transportation regarding bicycles, 
humans, and geographic locations by artist Reed 
Olsen.

12a Raygun Lounge/Gamma Ray Games
501 E Pine St  206-838-9445
gammaraygamestore.com
A Night of Pop Art from the popular show, Stranger 
Things. Celebrating the spirit of All Hallows’ Eve with 
Art from the depths of the dark side. Discover what 
lurks in the other dimensions as local artists fabricate 
the world from below! Interactive art activities for all 
ages, food  drinks served at the bar. We will also be 
encouraging DND for the event!

12b Art Primo
415 E Pine St  206-365-4083
artprimoseattle.com
Dirty Politics group art show. Opens Oct. 3th, 6-9pm, 
runs until Election Day. Featuring a video installation 
and Trump statue by Indecline.

13 True Love Art Gallery
1525 Summit Ave. E. 206-227-3572
trueloveart.com
None More Dark: Featuring Brad Wooten, Jp Farquar, 
Alexander Riding and Larkin. 6- 0PM, Music by Maxx 
Destrukt, refreshments served. On view thru Nov 6th.

14 Summit Arts at First Covenant
420 E Pike St  206-322-7411
firstcovenantseattle.org
Love Circus: An Art Show Experience! 2  Seattle artists 
w art for 69 p piece, free food  drinks, interactive 
experiences - Carnival or ballet attire encouraged to 
go with the theme. Ra e with door prizes inc. tix to a 
show at 5th Ave Theatre! ! 6–9PM

15 Edie’s Shoes
500 E. Pike St.
ediesshoes.com
Los Angeles artist Marty Knop. “Mathematica” features 
highly detailed, pattern-based originals and giclee 
prints. On view through early December.

16 Creative Blueprint
1617 Boylston Ave. 206-981-7202
www.creativeblueprint.ca
Creative Blueprint is proud to present a collaborative 
exhibit by 2 of our favorite CB artists - Soyoung Kim 
and Noah Neighbor. Visit the Gallery and Studios during 
Art Walk from 5–9pm or drop by weekdays between 
9-6pm to explore the exhibition!

17 Standard Goods
701 E Pike St. 206-323-0207
thestandardgoods.com
“Into The Wild” 7– PM. Featuring 7 Seattle artists: 
Baso Fibonacci, Elijah Failla, Kathreen Absuelo, Maggie 
Clarke, Mary Atwood, Peter Hopkins  Sharon Susie. 
This month will showcase pieces that feature the 
creatures in the wild or thoughts and imagination. The 
various styles will give guests a perspective into our 
artists’ creative minds.

18 Saint John’s Bar and Eatery
719 E. Pike St. 206-245-1390
saintjohnsseattle.com
New  Recent Work by Megan K. Harris. An artist, 
explorer and designer, Megan’s work is profoundly 
steeped in Pacific Northwest culture and embodies 
simple creatures surrounded by obscure foundations. 
On view thru early November. DJ Pavone spinning 
tunes during Art Walk, 7pm on!

19 Capitol Cider
818 E. Pike St. 206-397-3564
capitolcider.com
Drink and Draw: se free drawing supplies to sketch 
live models, 7–8:30p. A live model will be onstage 
along with a Gage drawing instructor. We provide 
materials; watch the artists at work or try your hand 
at creating your very own masterpiece! Live music to 
follow.

20 Cloud Gallery at Frame Central
901 E. Pike St. 206-720-2054 
framecentral.com
Malcolm Christhilf: Color Studies. Malcolm’s paintings 
originate in observation, focusing on accessible, human 
scale objects. Christhilf used to believe that these 
particular objects were symbols of internal content 
brought to consciousness through image making. While 
there continues to be an element of this at work, lately 
the attraction seems more existential. 5–9PM. On view 
thru Nov. 30th.

21 Retail Therapy
905 E. Pike St. 206-324-4092
ineedretailtherapy.com
Photography by Nate Gowdy, fresh off the campaign 
trail!

22 Steve Gilbert Photo Studio
1418 Broadway 206-734-7330
gilbertphoto.com
Little Birds, Tiny Tool Sheds, and Other Curiosities. 
Recent and new works by John Hawkley. Exploring 
themes of ritual, mystery, obsession, shrines, bones 
and reuse of tools and everyday objects in a different 
context. 5– 0PM

23 a e ita
1005 E. Pike St. 206-709-4440
www.ca evita.com
I WANT O  TO SWEAT IN M  ART : Hand-painted 
leather jackets by Colleen Louise Barry. Taking inspi-
ration from mystical visionaries Paul Laffoley and Ale-
jandro Jodorowsky as well as punks, rebels, and rock n 
roll legends, Colleen’s hand-painted leather jackets are 
works of art that are meant to be worn and exhibited on 
the body, although they also make great fine art pieces 
for hanging. The jackets pledge allegiance to aesthetic 
adventurism, playful mysticism, and fierce individual 
style.

24 Art Walk Awards at Sole Repair Shop
1001 E. Pike St.
cityartsonline.com
Fall Art Walk Awards, from City Arts Magazine. RSVP 
required: http: www.cityartsonline.com artwalk. Nine 
artworks previously exhibited are selected by guest 
judges  are on view at the party. Attendees celebrate 
the finalists and choose the winners. Top three artworks 
receive cash prizes and the first-place artwork is 
featured in City Arts Magazine. DJ and Free Blue Moon 
beer 2 .

25 The Factory
1216 10th Ave.
facebook.com/TheFactorySeattle
Art is magic. Magic is art. ap. Mixed media paintings 
of another, warmer  more inviting world by Jamie 
Christene Peterson.

26 Photo Center NW
900 12th Ave 206-720-7222
pcnw.org 
Master Photographer Eugene Richards’ st solo exhibit 
in the NW: “Enduring Freedom” marks the 5th anni-
versary of 9 . Featuring two distinct bodies of work, 
both focused on the personal within incomprehensible 
situations of violence.

27 Pony
1221 E Madison St  206-324-2854
ponyseattle.com
Pony Mart: It’s time for another ART SHOW at Pony, 
serving you up the highest of FASHION! Some of Seat-
tle’s most talented artist-created wearables.

28 The Growl Store
1222 E Madison St  206-726-1000
thegrowlstore.com
Katy Brown is a mixed media artist whose current body 
of work, characterized by vivid colors and strong lines, 
is inspired by the increasing rigidity of systems and 
how chaos can inform order. Enjoy local beers while 
supporting a local artist. Open until 9.

29 Bluebird Microcreamery & Brewery
1205 E. Pike St. 206-588-1079
bluebirdseattle.com
Celebrate Halloween Art Walk with Bluebird Ice Cream! 
We’ll be showcasing the dark, the spooky, the gothic, 
and the macabre - featuring Jason Middleton of True 
Love Tattoo, photographer Edwin Ross III, Stacy 
Schonhardt, street artists Ms. Elmar and Jazz Mom  
more! Serving beer, soda, espresso, and ice cream until 

0pm.

31a Chophouse Row
1424 11th Ave. 206-324-0637
Featuring local artists!

31b Amandine Bake Shop
1424 11th Ave  206-948-2097
amandineseattle.com
Amandine is excited to announce a new collabora-
tion with studio e, who will be presenting a monthly 
capsule collection from their Georgetown gallery. Our 
opening show features site-specific sculpture by artist 
Brian A. Beck and a live DJ set by BeanOne.

32 Cafe Pettirosso
1101 E Pike St. 206-324-2233
pettirossoseattle.com
KIRK AMAHIRA “BLACK PAINTINGS” Featuring un-
weaved, deconstructed painting and archival pigment 
print collage on canvas by Kirk amahira. Opening 
reception Thur, Oct. 3th 5–9pm.

33 Retrofit Home
1103 E. Pike St. 206-568-4663
retrofithome.com
Featuring mixed media work from Theydrift and Joseph 
Brooks! Carlos Aguilar and Ksra have been collaborat-
ing as Theydrift for many years through mural painting 

 public art activities nationwide. They create vibrant, 
charming characters and landscapes that touch on the 
feeling of impermanence and our need for soulful ca-
maraderie. Joseph Brooks’ sweet, colorful work is his 
response to this new connected world we live in that is 
“social media.” His brilliantly emotional work explores 
the disconnect that it has created between people. 
Champagne reception 5– 0pm.

34 Cupcake Royale
1111 E. Pike St. 206-784-2990
cupcakeroyale.com
“ ndeveloped” is a group photo show in which we 
unearth forgotten about, expired, and warped film and 
bring them into the light of day to be seen before they 
are once again are lost to the sands of time.

36 Vermillion
1508 11th Ave. 206-709-9797
vermillionseattle.com
Featuring art by local and regional artists.

37 Blue Cone Studios
1520 11th Ave, Door B
Blue Cone proudly celebrates our One ear Anniver-
sary! Join us for music, refreshments, giveaways, and 

the opportunity to get involved in some of our current 
community projects. Featuring works by Carolyn Hitt, 
Meagan Hall, Annalise Olson, Natalie Dupille, Steph-
anie Jamieson, Battershell, and Aorta Gallery Ashley 
Nicholas  Jeremy Decory . Guest artists Mike Canty 
and Noah Lubin. 5-9pm

38 V2
1525 11th Ave  
Artist Trust turns 30 this year! To celebrate, they’re pre-
senting a group exhibit at V2 featuring artwork by grant 
awardees, past and present. The exhibit runs October 
5-3 st with a reception on Thursday, Oct 3, 5–8PM

39 Northwest Film Forum
1515 12th Ave. 206-329-2629
nwfilmforum.org
Cinememe: A live video mashup of the best of internet 
ephemera and avant-garde cinema. outube lolcats 
meet high art films in a durational, live video mashup of 
the best of internet ephemera and avant-garde cinema. 
Wander around, check out the magic in Cinema ,grab 
a drink, and hang out in the lobby. Curated by Edward 
Wolcher and Amber Cortes.

40 Gnocchi Bar
1542 12th Ave  206-328-4285
gnocchibarseattle.com
Featuring work on the subject of Absurdity by Jesse 
Rosenthal, who hopes that “these pictures might make 
you scoff, furrow your brow, laugh a bit- make you feel 
something deeply or connect you deeply to something. 
Whatever it is, I hope they have you thinking and may-
be even enjoying yourself.”

41 John Criscitello Studio
1202 E. Pine St
jcriscitellostudio.bigcartel.com
Open studio hours during art walk.

42 12th Ave Arts
1620 12th Ave. 
TWIST: Reflections is an intimate look at the faces 
and lives of local queer culture, as seen through the 
candid portraits, illustration, and photography of three 
Seattle-based artists: Rio Abundez, Curtis Bathurst, 
and Adrien Levitt. Donald Vanhook and Cody Shipman, 
co-curators.

43 Michelle Dirkse Interior Design

october 13
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Check out StrangerThingsToDo.com  
for up to the minute details!

CapitolHillArtWalk.com

CAPITOL HILL ART WALK  
IS SPONSORED BY:

1321 E Pine Street 206-538-0737
Featuring work from Joey Bates, Mya Kerner, Zak 
Helenske, Jeff Gerber, Greg Boudreau, Dale Lindman 
and Troy Gua! Open 5–8PM during Art Walk.

44 Aria Salon
1318 B E. Pine St. 206-568-3545
www.ariasalon.com
Billy Kincaid. Abstract works using paint H20 gypsum 
glue and varnish

45 It Won’t Match Your Couch Gallery
1125 E Olive Street, suite 102  
Ashley Bell’s mosaics are created from recycled glass, 
upcycled bits, found objects, old parts, or other 
broken, beautiful things. Substrates include vintage 
window panes, random glass objects and more. Each 
piece has been placed with intention on grey Seattle 
days, sunny Sunday mornings, in between sailboat 
races, and late into obsessed, restless nights.

46 Calypte Gallery 
1107 E Denny Way #A2  
calyptesings.tumblr.com
“In Focus”, a collection of oil paintings and drawings 
in the classical and modern realist style by Erin 
Schulz and Bev Byrnes. The show invites viewers to 
appreciate the particular beauty of subjects ranging 
from still life, landscape and figure, all from the unique 
perspective of selected focus. 5:30–8:30pm.

47 Drizzle & Shine
102 15th Ave East 

drizzleandshine.com
Featuring Seattle-based photographer Jonathan 
Rosenberry. His inspiration comes from beautiful trav-
el destinations around North America and internation-
ally. Local backpacking trips, Mt. Rainier NP, Crater 
Lake NP, and his 2300-mile biking trip from Seattle 
to San Diego. Jonathan is compelled to take photos 
during the magical hours of sunrise and sunset, and 
he never misses an opportunity to capture a starry 
night in a beautiful landscape.

48 The Polish Home
1714 18th Avenue  206-322-3020
polishhome.org
Seattle Polish Film Festival hosts a special kick-off 
party, art exhibition, and vodka tasting at the Polish 
Hall. Vodka and a Drop of Art is a showcase of classic 
Polish poster art with over 30 original pieces on dis-
play - as well as music, food, red carpet photos and 
vodka tasting. Free! 6–9p

49 By Others
BoardandVellum.com
Photography by Tina Witherspoon. By Others is the 
name of the gallery space within Board and Vellum.

50 Nuflours Bakery
518 15th Ave E  206-395-4623
nuflours.com
Artist Angie McCullagh graces Nuflours’ walls with her 
urban, beach and Seattle landscape photographs that 
perfectly complement the bakery’s natural aesthetic. 
Open until 7pm.

Susie. This month will showcase pieces that feature 
the creatures in the wild or thoughts and imagination. 
The various styles will give guests a perspective into 
our artists' creative minds.
18 Saint John’s Bar and Eatery
719 E. Pike St. 206-245-1390
saintjohnsseattle.com
New & Recent Work by Megan K. Harris. An artist, 
explorer and designer, Megan's work is profoundly 
steeped in Pacific Northwest culture and embodies 
simple creatures surrounded by obscure foundations. 
On view thru early November. DJ Pavone spinning 
tunes during Art Walk, 7pm on!
19 Capitol Cider
818 E. Pike St. 206-397-3564
capitolcider.com
Drink and Draw: Use free drawing supplies to sketch 
live models, 7–8:30p. A live model will be onstage 
along with a Gage drawing instructor. We provide 
materials; watch the artists at work or try your hand 
at creating your very own masterpiece! Live music to 
follow.
20 Cloud Gallery at Frame Central
901 E. Pike St. 206-720-2054   
framecentral.com
Malcolm Christhilf: Color Studies. Malcolm's paintings 
originate in observation, focusing on accessible, 
human scale objects. Christhilf used to believe that 
these particular objects were symbols of internal 
content brought to consciousness through image 
making. While there continues to be an element of this 
at work, lately the attraction seems more existential. 
5–9PM. On view thru Nov. 30th.
21 Retail Therapy
905 E. Pike St. 206-324-4092  
ineedretailtherapy.com
Photography by Nate Gowdy, fresh off the campaign 
trail!
22 Steve Gilbert Photo Studio
1418 Broadway 206-734-7330
gilbertphoto.com
Little Birds, Tiny Tool Sheds, and Other Curiosities. 
Recent and new works by John Hawkley. Exploring 
themes of ritual, mystery, obsession, shrines, bones 
and reuse of tools and everyday objects in a different 
context. 5–10PM
23 Caffe Vita
1005 E. Pike St. 206-709-4440
www.caffevita.com
I WANT YOU TO SWEAT IN MY ART : Hand-painted 
leather jackets by Colleen Louise Barry. Taking 
inspiration from mystical visionaries Paul Laffoley 
and Alejandro Jodorowsky as well as punks, rebels, 
and rock n roll legends, Colleen's hand-painted 
leather jackets are works of art that are meant to be 
worn and exhibited on the body, although they also 
make great fine art pieces for hanging. The jackets 
pledge allegiance to aesthetic adventurism, playful 
mysticism, and fierce individual style.
24 Art Walk Awards at Sole Repair Shop
1001 E. Pike St.
cityartsonline.com
Fall Art Walk Awards, from City Arts Magazine. RSVP 
required: http://www.cityartsonline.com/artwalk. 
Nine artworks previously exhibited are selected by 
guest judges & are on view at the party. Attendees 
celebrate the finalists and choose the winners. Top 
three artworks receive cash prizes and the first-place 
artwork is featured in City Arts Magazine. DJ and 
Free Blue Moon beer (21+).
25 The Factory
1216 10th Ave.
facebook.com/TheFactorySeattle
Art is magic. Magic is art. Zap. Mixed media paintings 
of another, warmer & more inviting world by Jamie 
Christene Peterson.
26 Photo Center NW
900 12th Ave 206-720-7222
pcnw.org 
Master Photographer Eugene Richards' 1st solo 
exhibit in the NW: "Enduring Freedom" marks the 
15th anniversary of 9/11. Featuring two distinct 
bodies of work, both focused on the personal within 
incomprehensible situations of violence.
27 Pony
1221 E Madison St  206-324-2854
ponyseattle.com
Pony Mart: It's time for another ART SHOW at Pony, 
serving you up the highest of FASHION! Some of 
Seattle's most talented artist-created wearables.
28 The Growl Store
1222 E Madison St  206-726-1000
thegrowlstore.com
Katy Brown is a mixed media artist whose current body 
of work, characterized by vivid colors and strong lines, 
is inspired by the increasing rigidity of systems and 
how chaos can inform order. Enjoy local beers while 
supporting a local artist. Open until 9.
29 Bluebird Microcreamery & Brewery
1205 E. Pike St. 206-588-1079
bluebirdseattle.com
Celebrate Halloween Art Walk with Bluebird Ice 
Cream! We'll be showcasing the dark, the spooky, the 
gothic, and the macabre - featuring Jason Middleton 
of True Love Tattoo, photographer Edwin Ross III, 
Stacy Schonhardt, street artists Ms. Elmar and Jazz 
Mom & more! Serving beer, soda, espresso, and ice 
cream until 10pm.
31a Chophouse Row
1424 11th Ave. 206-324-0637
Featuring local artists!
31b Amandine Bake Shop
1424 11th Ave  206-948-2097
amandineseattle.com
Amandine is excited to announce a new collaboration 
with studio e, who will be presenting a monthly capsule 
collection from their Georgetown gallery. Our opening 
show features site-specific sculpture byartist Brian A. 
Beck and a live DJ set by BeanOne.

32 Cafe Pettirosso
1101 E Pike St. 206-324-2233
pettirossoseattle.com
KIRK YAMAHIRA "BLACK PAINTINGS" Featuring 
un-weaved, deconstructed painting and archival 
pigment print collage on canvas by Kirk Yamahira. 
Opening reception Thur, Oct. 13th 5–9pm.
33 Retrofit Home
1103 E. Pike St. 206-568-4663
retrofithome.com
Featuring mixed media work from Theydrift and 
Joseph Brooks! Carlos Aguilar and Ksra have been 
collaborating as Theydrift for many years through 
mural painting & public art activities nationwide. They 
create vibrant, charming characters and landscapes 
that touch on the feeling of impermanence and our 
need for soulful camaraderie. Joseph Brooks' sweet, 
colorful work is his response to this new connected 
world we live in that is "social media." His brilliantly 
emotional work explores the disconnect that it has 
created between people. Champagne reception 
5–10pm.
34 Cupcake Royale
1111 E. Pike St. 206-784-2990
cupcakeroyale.com
"Undeveloped" is a group photo show in which we 
unearth forgotten about, expired, and warped film and 
bring them into the light of day to be seen before they 
are once again are lost to the sands of time.
36 Vermillion
1508 11th Ave. 206-709-9797
vermillionseattle.com
Featuring art by local and regional artists.
37 Blue Cone Studios
1520 11th Ave, Door B
Blue Cone proudly celebrates our One Year 
Anniversary! Join us for music, refreshments, 
giveaways, and the opportunity to get involved in 
some of our current community projects. Featuring 
works by Carolyn Hitt, Meagan Hall, Annalise Olson, 
Natalie Dupille, Stephanie Jamieson, Battershell, and 
Aorta Gallery (Ashley Nicholas & Jeremy Decory). 
Guest artists Mike Canty and Noah Lubin. 5-9pm
38 V2
1525 11th Ave  
Artist Trust turns 30 this year! To celebrate, they're 
presenting a group exhibit at V2 featuring artwork by 
grant awardees, past and present. The exhibit runs 
October 5-31st with a reception on Thursday, Oct 13, 
5–8PM
39 Northwest Film Forum
1515 12th Ave. 206-329-2629
nwfilmforum.org
Cinememe: A live video mashup of the best of internet 
ephemera and avant-garde cinema. Youtube lolcats 
meet high art films in a durational, live video mashup of 
the best of internet ephemera and avant-garde cinema. 
Wander around, check out the magic in Cinema 1,grab 
a drink, and hang out in the lobby. Curated by Edward 
Wolcher and Amber Cortes.
40 Gnocchi Bar
1542 12th Ave  206-328-4285
gnocchibarseattle.com
Featuring work on the subject of Absurdity by Jesse 
Rosenthal, who hopes that "these pictures might make 
you scoff, furrow your brow, laugh a bit- make you feel 
something deeply or connect you deeply to something. 
Whatever it is, I hope they have you thinking and maybe 
even enjoying yourself."
41 John Criscitello Studio
1202 E. Pine St
jcriscitellostudio.bigcartel.com
Open studio hours during art walk.

1 Asian Art Museum
1400 E. Prospect St. 206-654-3100
seattleartmuseum.org
TERRATOPIA: THE CHINESE LANDSCAPE IN 
PAINTING AND FILM juxtaposes classical Chinese 
works with a modern classic by filmmaker Yang 
Fudong to demonstrate landscape as an enduring 
subject of artistic, philosophical, and environmental 
reflection from the 3rd to the 21st century. Free 
admission during art walk.
2 Joe Bar
810 E. Roy St. 206-324-0407
joebar.org
The 3rd annual collaboration between Joe Bar and 
Short Run Festival featuring 10 different artists.
3 Kismet Salon and Spa
512 Broadway E. 206-860-0323
salonkismet.com
Featuring Paris-themed photography by Skip Kerr.
4 Lifelong Thrift Shop
312 Broadway E. 206-329-5792
lifelongaidsalliance.org
Featuring David Johansson's Letter Series paintings 
and his Famous Trucker Hats. A large portion of sales 
to be donated to Lifelong.
5 Americana
219 Broadway E. 206-328-4604
americanaseattle.com
Featuring "Blur Figure," new work by Indonesian artist 
Patrick Wower.
6 Dendroica Gallery
1718 East Olive Way, Suite A
dendroicagallery.com
Drawings and paintings by William Vaegemast. 
Opening reception 5–9pm
7 Artful Dodger Tattoo & Comics
1715 East Olive Way  206-323-4657
adtcseattle.com
Featuring Woodcut prints by Daniel Stender. Daniel 
carves single layer woodcuts of a dystopian future.
8 Fred Wildlife Refuge
128 Belmont Ave. E. 206-588-6959 
fredwildliferefuge.com
KOOK TEFLON PRESENTS "BABYLON DEATH 
PARTY 15" - Kook Teflon produces occult, hoodoo, 
psychedelic art parties in Seattle & New Orleans These 
are evenings filled with pushing the limits, comfort 
levels and dreamscapes of Babylon Underbellies in all 
art forms and mediums, Free, 21+, 6-10PM.
9 Ghost Gallery
504 E. Denny Way  206-832-6063 
ghostgalleryart.com
Arts & Sciences: New collage and mixed media 
work by Anne La Fever. Anne's recent work combine 
archival scientific & Renaissance images to celebrate 
the continuing conversation between art and science 
as viewed from a modern perspective. Opens 10/13 
5–9PM, on view thru Nov. 6th.
10 Chroma Cloud Gallery at Beyond Vape
1550 E Olive Way  206-859-2757
beyondvape.com
Junk Food! Group Art Show featuring local Seattle 
artists such as Eli Wolff, 179, Rich Sevens and more. 
Come stuff your eyeballs with art inspired by your 
favorite tasty guilty pleasures.
11 Broadcast Coffee
1623 Bellevue Ave. 206-467-4717
broadcastcoffee.com
Arterials: A show of transportation regarding bicycles, 
humans, and geographic locations by artist Reed 
Olsen.
12a Raygun Lounge/Gamma Ray Games
501 E Pine St  206-838-9445 
gammaraygamestore.com
A Night of Pop Art from the popular show, Stranger 
Things. Celebrating the spirit of All Hallows' Eve with 
Art from the depths of the dark side. Discover what 
lurks in the other dimensions as local artists fabricate 
the world from below! Interactive art activities for all 
ages, food & drinks served at the bar. We will also be 
encouraging DND for the event!
12b Art Primo
415 E Pine St  206-365-4083
artprimoseattle.com
Dirty Politics group art show. Opens Oct. 13th, 6-9pm, 
runs until Election Day. Featuring a video installation 
and Trump statue by Indecline.
13 True Love Art Gallery
1525 Summit Ave. E. 206-227-3572
trueloveart.com
None More Dark: Featuring Brad Wooten, Jp Farquar, 
Alexander Riding and Larkin. 6-10PM, Music by Maxx 
Destrukt, refreshments served. On view thru Nov 6th.
14 Summit Arts at First Covenant 
420 E Pike St  206-322-7411
firstcovenantseattle.org
Love Circus: An Art Show Experience! 24 Seattle 
artists w/art for $69 p/piece, free food & drinks, 
interactive experiences - Carnival or ballet attire 
encouraged to go with the theme. Raffle with door 
prizes (inc. tix to a show at 5th Ave Theatre!)! 6–9PM
15 Edie’s Shoes
500 E. Pike St.
ediesshoes.com
Los Angeles artist Marty Knop. "Mathematica" features 
highly detailed, pattern-based originals and giclee 
prints. On view through early December.
16 Creative Blueprint
1617 Boylston Ave. 206-981-7202
www.creativeblueprint.ca
Creative Blueprint is proud to present a collaborative 
exhibit by 2 of our favorite CB artists - Soyoung Kim 
and Noah Neighbor. Visit the Gallery and Studios 
during Art Walk from 5–9pm or drop by weekdays 
between 9-6pm to explore the exhibition!
17 Standard Goods
701 E Pike St. 206-323-0207
thestandardgoods.com
"Into The Wild" 7–11PM. Featuring 7 Seattle artists: 
Baso Fibonacci, Elijah Failla, Kathreen Absuelo, 
Maggie Clarke, Mary Atwood, Peter Hopkins & Sharon 

42 12th Ave Arts
1620 12th Ave. 
TWIST: Reflections is an intimate look at the faces 
and lives of local queer culture, as seen through 
the candid portraits, illustration, and photography 
of three Seattle-based artists: Rio Abundez, Curtis 
Bathurst, and Adrien Levitt. — Donald Vanhook and 
Cody Shipman, co-curators.
43 Michelle Dirkse Interior Design
1321 E Pine Street 206-538-0737
Featuring work from Joey Bates, Mya Kerner, Zak 
Helenske, Jeff Gerber, Greg Boudreau, Dale Lindman 
and Troy Gua! Open 5–8PM during Art Walk.
44 Aria Salon
1318 B E. Pine St. 206-568-3545
www.ariasalon.com
Billy Kincaid. Abstract works using paint H20 gypsum 
glue and varnish
45 It Won’t Match Your Couch Gallery
1125 E Olive Street, suite 102  
Ashley Bell's mosaics are created from recycled 
glass, upcycled bits, found objects, old parts, or other 
broken, beautiful things. Substrates include vintage 
window panes, random glass objects and more. Each 
piece has been placed with intention on grey Seattle 
days, sunny Sunday mornings, in between sailboat 
races, and late into obsessed, restless nights.
46 Calypte Gallery 
1107 E Denny Way #A2  
calyptesings.tumblr.com
“In Focus”, a collection of oil paintings and drawings 
in the classical and modern realist style by Erin 
Schulz and Bev Byrnes. The show invites viewers to 
appreciate the particular beauty of subjects ranging 
from still life, landscape and figure, all from the unique 
perspective of selected focus. 5:30–8:30pm.
47 Drizzle & Shine
102 15th Ave East 
drizzleandshine.com
Featuring Seattle-based photographer Jonathan 
Rosenberry. His inspiration comes from beautiful travel 
destinations around North America and internationally. 
Local backpacking trips, Mt. Rainier NP, Crater Lake 
NP, and his 2300-mile biking trip from Seattle to San 
Diego. Jonathan is compelled to take photos during 
the magical hours of sunrise and sunset, and he never 
misses an opportunity to capture a starry night in a 
beautiful landscape.
48 The Polish Home
1714 18th Avenue  206-322-3020
polishhome.org
Seattle Polish Film Festival hosts a special kick-off 
party, art exhibition, and vodka tasting at the Polish 
Hall. Vodka and a Drop of Art is a showcase of classic 
Polish poster art with over 30 original pieces on display 
- as well as music, food, red carpet photos and vodka 
tasting. Free! 6–9p
49 By Others
BoardandVellum.com
Photography by Tina Witherspoon. By Others is the 
name of the gallery space within Board and Vellum.
50 Nuflours Bakery
518 15th Ave E  206-395-4623
nuflours.com
Artist Angie McCullagh graces Nuflours' walls with her 
urban, beach and Seattle landscape photographs that 
perfectly complement the bakery's natural aesthetic. 
Open until 7pm.
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I n many ways, The Stranger and I share 
a history. I started writing for the pa-
per in 1992, when I was still a senior 

at Seattle’s O’Dea High School, and joined 
the staff a few years later as the paper’s 
first receptionist. As the years blurred by 
and The Stranger grew, I moved from the 
front desk to distribution and marketing, to 
calendar editor and film editor, and, eventu-
ally, to managing editor.

All told, I spent 16 years involved with 
The Stranger. It was my college and, for 
many years, my entire life. And if I have 
one piece of advice for those aspiring jour-
nalists out there, it’s this: Do not work for 
the fucking Stranger.

Seriously, don’t do it. Find some other out-
let—any outlet—to pitch your talents. Start 
a blog or your own publication on Medium. 
Bring back zines or write a goddamn 
pamphlet to hand out to passing tourists 
downtown. Not only will your words carry 
more impact than they would in The Strang-
er, your future prospects in journalism (if 
there are indeed still prospects in journal-
ism) will be much, much brighter.

Don’t believe me? Think these are just 
the words of a disgruntled former employ-
ee? Scoffing at the moment and thinking, 
C’mon, it can’t have been that bad? Con-
sider the following:

• My last day at The Stranger was in Au-
gust of 2008. Even my hatred for George W. 
Bush—who was still fucking president at the 
time—has dimmed more than my hatred for 
this paper since then.

• My résumé since I left has basically been 
the jungle at the beginning of Apocalypse Now.

• Charles Mudede.

• When I started working at the paper, I 
looked like a polite high school gradu-
ate entering the prime of his life 
(see fi rst photo).

• When I left, I looked like a 
meth-head arrested outside of 
Reno, Nevada, after trying to 
eat the face of a bingo player 
(see second photo).

And then there’s the owner-
ship of the paper. Names like Tim 
Keck and Dan Savage and Robert McNama-
ra. Old white men who have done some good 
(founding the Onion), some bad (destroying 
the good name of Rick Santorum), and some 
pure, pure evil (Vietnam War). Good friends 
who recognized a ripe market in Seattle in 
the early 1990s and pounced, only to give the 
city a golden shower of vinegar for decades.

Is this really a publication we should be 
celebrating?

Tim Keck lives in a billionaire’s bio-
dome. Dan Savage, when he’s not playing 
Commander of All Gay People, only fl ies pri-
vate—even to Spokane. Robert McNamara 
was Robert McNamara. And meanwhile, 
there are scores of survivors like me. Men 
and women who joined The Stranger after 
being told what we did would matter. That 
we would help change the world.

The paper has fallen well short of that 
goal—unless you feel coining the word “peg-
ging” was a world-changing event. As for how 
The Stranger changed Seattle, you don’t need 
to see a pile of smoldering rubble to know it’s 
been a disaster.

Exhibit A: the Seattle monorail, which 
The Stranger fl ogged so hard the diseased 
horse of an idea nearly made it to the fi nish 

line. Exhibit B: the Iraq War, which even 
without McNamara’s editorial med-

dling was still encouraged by the 
paper. Exhibit C: the hundreds 

of political endorsements the 
paper has made locally over 
the years, which encouraged 
Seattleites to vote for every 

tax increase, every civic boon-
doggle (see again the monorail), 

and every local candidate Robert 
McNamara had in his extensive 

pocket (see Mike McGinn).
And when all else fails? When you finally 

realize your publication is nearing the end 
of its noteworthy cycle and holy shit, the 
internet has arrived? What do you do then?

You start an amateur porn festival.
Look, I freely admit my hands are not 

clean in all this. I wrote an article claiming 
I would leave Seattle if the monorail was not 
built, after all. (I’m still here.) I sat three feet 
away when Savage corresponded with Chris-
topher Hitchens asking him for 1,000 words 
in praise of invading Baghdad. I even helped 
create Hump!, although I have yet to see a 
penny from it.

I am a very real product of The Stranger, 
which means my soul is a tattered piece of pa-
per where intelligence has been replaced by 
bullet holes, but weed and escort ads remain 
intact. As close to a cautionary tale as you’re 
likely to encounter.

It’s too late for me. But on this, the 25th 
anniversary of The Stranger, you can help 
stop the cycle of destruction. All you have 
to do is stop reading. Or you can start up 
your own paper. Call it Tablet. Or, if you’re 
feeling adventurous, the Urban Spelunker. 
Just publish something worth reading. n
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The Stranger Ruined My Life
Seriously, I Hate You, Just Die Already

BY BRADLEY STE INBACHER
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mailto:lweir@larryweir.com
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(10/12) Peter Marra 
and Chris Santella

‘Cat Wars’

(10/13) Building Tour of Town Hall 

(10/13) Annie Marie Musselman 
& Brenda Peterson

Communing with Wolves

(10/13) Panoply presents 
‘Happier Live’ Podcast

Hosted by Gretchen Rubin 
and Elizabeth Craft

(10/14) Alexander McCall Smith
‘Precious and Grace’

(10/14) Colin Dickey
‘An American History in 

Haunted Places’

(10/15) U.S. Food Sovereignty 
Alliance presents 

The 8th Annual Food Sovereignty 
Prize Award Ceremony 

(10/17) Sara Goldrick-Rab 
with Drew Hansen

‘College Costs, Financial Aid, 
and the Betrayal of 

the American Dream’

(10/17) Geraldine Brooks
‘The Secret Chord’

(10/18) The Arbor Group 
at UBS presents 

Seattle Climate Change Symposium

(10/18) Nangten Menlang 
Buddhist Medical Center presents 

Beyond Mindfulness 
with Tulku Lobsang

(10/19) MIT Enterprise Forum NW 
presents 

Augmented Humans: 
Stronger, Faster, Smarter

(10/19) J Street and the PLO 
Delegation to the U.S. present 

The Israeli-Palestinian Conflict:
Bridging the Gap

(10/20) H. W. Brands
The General vs. the President

(10/20) Cornish College of the Arts 
and Town Hall present 
Stephen Tobolowsky 

with David Chen
A Live Episode of 

‘The Tobolowsky Files’

(10/21) Caroline Webb
‘How to Have a Good Day’

(10/21) Ralph Nader
‘Breaking Through Power’

(10/22) Saturday Family Concerts 
Teacher Brandon

(10/22) Jane Alexander 
with Katy Sewall

‘Wild Things, Wild Places’

http://www.townhallseattle.org/
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The first decade had only seemed hard.
By the turn of the century, The 

Stranger had become part of Seattle’s 
cultural landscape—less a beloved companion 
than a party guest no one could remember in-
viting but who refused to leave for so long that 
they eventually got added to the lease. I confess 
to a sentimental and romantic attachment to 
this era that isn’t shared by all my colleagues, 
because I am basically a big soft cotton towel, 
but any way you look at The Stranger in the 
’90s, things were going well. Then history and 
technology started fucking up the program.

Internally, the biggest change was the ad-
vent of Slog, The Stranger’s group blog, which 
arrived with the redesigned, relaunched web-
site in 2005, instantly doubling everyone’s 
workload and fundamentally altering the 
staff ’s consciousness, especially after com-
ments were enabled.

The first big shock of this period was the 
catastrophic land grab of the 2000 presiden-
tial non-election. Then came 9/11. Putting 
out a newspaper in the days and weeks that 
followed at first felt like the purest form of fu-
tility, but ended up feeling like a gift. Against 
the global backdrop of people insisting that 
irony was officially dead, a paper whose mar-
row was irony had to determine what was 
worth saying and what wasn’t.

The attacks fell on a Tuesday, the day the pa-
per goes to press. In a mad scramble to make the 

cover reflect the only thing anyone was thinking 
or talking about, art director Joe Newton and 
the brilliant graphic artist Sean Tejaratchi came 
up with a startling image of absence, oblong col-
umns of white in a 
blue sky, as if the 
towers had been 
literally torn off the 
page.

Of all the mil-
lions of words 
written in the sub-
sequent 15 years, 
I can’t think of 
any as resonant or 
eloquent as that 
Stranger cover. 

For the follow-
ing week’s issue, we 
ran a close-up pho-
to of a box cutter, 
the weapon used 
by the hijackers to 
take control of the 
planes. The trade-
mark engraved on 
the handle inspired 
the headline “Un-
made in the USA.” 

The worldwide economic free-fall that fol-
lowed the attacks, coupled with the rise of 
Craigslist, represented a brutal one-two punch 

to the entire newspaper industry. Around 2004, 
I coined the slogan “Seattle’s Only Newspaper.” 
It was kind of a joke.

The reelection of George W. Bush in 2004 
was surely the 
darkest day of that 
decade. The morn-
ing after election 
night, many of us 
started drinking 
at breakfast, if we 
had even stopped 
the night before. 
We stumbled 
around the office, 
bleary and shat-
tered. We took the 
loss personally, 
as though it had 
been a referen-
dum on the values 
we embodied and 
attempted to give 
voice to week af-
ter week. Which it 
had. The city felt 
leveled by grief.

Then someone 
had the excellent 

idea of blowing off the rest of the day and 
going to the movies. So we bundled up and 
trundled down Pine Street en masse, the least 

threatening gang Seattle has ever known. 
Several of us got high, others drunk(er), 
and we laughed ourselves silly at Shaun of 
the Dead, an absurd British comedy about a 
semi-bohemian life being invaded by brain-
eating zombies.

When we reconvened at the office, the grief 
had turned back to righteous anger, and talk 
turned once again to what there even was to say.

The answer was “The Urban Archipela-
go,” an ungainly, impassioned, 6,000-word 
group feature, accompanied by one of the 
most iconic covers the paper has ever pub-
lished. It was the biggest gob of spit we 
could hock up, a celebration of urbanism, 
a refutation of the know-nothing, exurban 
isolationism that embraced Bush (and now 
threatens to elect Trump).

Its conception was contentious and bitter-
ly argued. It was loved. It was hated. It had 
multiple authors and contained multiple logi-
cal flaws, but it was also fundamentally true, 
and still is. More to the point, “The Urban Ar-
chipelago” contained a powerful rejoinder to 
the idea that the country had been reclaimed 
by bastards, bigots, and believers.

Though we continued to argue over the 
finer points, it felt good to know what we were 
for and against. By the time the whole of Cap-
itol Hill erupted in orgiastic celebration the 
night Barack Obama was elected president in 
2008, it felt even better. n

1999–2008: The Bush Years
What It Was Like to Work at The Stranger During the Early 21st Century

BY SEAN NELSON

YEARSOF ADOLESCENCE
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OUR CRUSH WITH EYELINER…
As Bumbershoot approaches, The Strang-

er extends a warm welcome to very special 
fake guest columnist Michael Stipe in “New 
Column! What’s My Gripe?” (August 26, Sep-
tember 2, and September 9, 1999)

…IS OVER
Dear Stranger:
What’s my gripe? My gripe is how lame 

your “What’s My Gripe by Michael Stipe” 
column is. It was marginally funny when you 
did it two years ago. Now it’s just painfully 
stupid. Can’t you guys come up with anything 
new? If you find it a laugh riot to use my name 
and photo, then by all means, be my guest. 
But it just seems like it’s a big waste of paper. 
There are major things going on in this world 
and in Seattle, and you have a big readership 
of young people with a lot of energy, so why 
don’t you do something positive instead of 
trying so hard to be “funny?” Oh yeah, I al-
most forgot: I call bullshit on that.

Sincerely,
Michael Stipe (“What’s My Gripe?” by 

Michael Stipe, September 9, 1999)

HAUNTED BY THE TOWERS
They were never the beautiful part of the 

Manhattan skyline. In fact, filmmakers some-
times went out of their way not to feature the 
World Trade Center’s twin skyscrapers… 
Now, of course, they mean everything… 
Much as actors who die too young retroac-
tively overwhelm the pictures they acted 
in, those buildings will now become the star 
of every film in which they appear. Further-
more, their appearance will transform the 
film, no matter how inane or innocuous, into 
an unshakable reminder of the day that the 
first great cataclysm of the 21st century final-
ly pulled America into the harsh reality of the 
20th. (“Ghosts of Steel and Glass: The World 
Trade Center on Film,” by Sean Nelson, Sep-
tember 20, 2001)

OUR ART CRITIC’S PROTRACTED 
WAR WITH PIGS ON PARADE 

But the gloss of self-congratulation had 
hardened like a coat of epoxy over everything. 
I knew there would be no fellow dissenters 
in the crowd, so I traveled incognito. (Geoff 
Garza, an artist buddy of mine and creator of 
“Charlie Porker” and “Piggy Gillespie,” re-
spected my anonymity by calling me “Stacey” 
throughout dinner, much to the bewilderment 
of my table mates.) I had hoped to hear more 
about the widespread pig vandalism—John 
Curley’s entry, “Ham on Rye to Go,” was 
damaged beyond repair and was not auc-
tioned at all. This didn’t prevent Curley from 
attending the dinner, with his tiny infant next 
to him and the twin glows of fatherhood and 
celebrity like a nimbus around him. Most 
conversation, however, centered on what a 
“lovely project”; what a “fun thing” for the 
city; how we should “do it again.” There were 
rumors of a pig signed by Ichiro that someone 
was going to pay $1 million for. I drank scotch 
and soda, light on the soda.

There is a little-talked-about side to being 
the naysayer, which is the perverse desire to 
see yourself proved wrong—but my comeup-
pance was a little lukewarm. The auctioneer 
(a lady from Oklahoma) was not very effec-
tive. In the hands of a talented auctioneer, 
such a sale is an amazing thing to see: Money 
ceases to be the stuff of bills and overdrafts, 
but becomes an abstract concept, something 

to be raised, topped, pushed over the edge. 
The value of the object under the hammer 
becomes almost moral; bidding becomes a 
courageous act. In this case, the crowd was 
not in the palm of the auctioneer’s hand. 
Certain pigs stalled at $2,500 and $3,000, 
when she should have been able to talk the 
price up much higher. The Ichiro pig failed 
to raise the minimum bid. I drank some red 
wine. (“Pigs Hit the Block,” by Emily Hall, 
October 18, 2001)

THE ONLY PERSON I KNEW WHO 
HAD SUCCESSFULLY QUIT DRINK-
ING WAS MY GRANDMA

I’d been a blackout drunk since age 14, and 
by 36, only twice I had come close to dying as 
a result of binge drinking. The third time, the 
last time, was the closest. I knew when I woke 
up that I’d lived through the night only be-
cause it was time to begin living all over again. 
As I walked to work, reeking of booze and 
wobbly from the huge amount of painkillers 
still in my system, I realized that the only dif-
ference between me and the drunks I stepped 
over on the street was my ability to go on as 
normal when my life had fallen apart…

Within a day I had gone through assess-
ment and been told I could check into [an] 
inpatient facility either immediately or a week 
from now (if I needed to make arrangements). 
I chose a week from now, but not because I 
wanted to have a final binge, as most alcohol-
ics do… I was worried about appearances. I 
was afraid of what people would say if I just 
up and disappeared for a few weeks and then 
came back all shiny and sober. Asshole. (“Now 
You Don’t ’Cause You Can’t,” by Kathleen 
Wilson, January 3, 2002)

THE CASE AGAINST PUBLIC ARTS 
FUNDING, BY AN ART CRITIC

Arts funding as currently practiced by our 
federal and state governments is lukewarm, 
indirect, and cowardly. The good cause has 
won out over the good work. In the NEA’s 
current, glossy brochure, you can read about 
recent triumphs: grants to Appalachian 

fiddlers, an exhibition of Hmong culture, 
and increased access for deaf people. None 
of these projects is unworthy. But civiliza-
tion advances by debate—and these kinds of 
projects don’t inspire debate, but only warm, 
fuzzy feelings. The funding of these sorts of 
projects to the exclusion of other, more chal-
lenging work tells us that the government is 
only interested in consoling visions of who we 
are. (“The ‘WOW’ Factor,” by Emily Hall, 
March 28, 2002)

SAME AS IT EVER WAS
Protesters started out the evening de-

nouncing King County Prosecutor Norm 
Maleng’s decision not to charge King County 
Deputy Mel Miller in the April 7 death of Rob-
ert Thomas Sr. But by the end of the evening, 
in front of the Seattle Police Department’s 
West Precinct—where the crowd waited for 
one of its leaders to be released after he was 
arrested at the beginning of the march—a 
few protesters started shouting racial epi-
thets at black police officers, like “Oreo” and 
“house nigger.”  

One particularly loud man kept shouting 
“Ku Klux Klan” at black and white officers. 
Some officers seemed to ignore the com-
ments, while one black officer cupped his 
hand around his face, and sidled away from 
a protester’s shouts. (“Policing While Black,” 
by Amy Jenniges, October 24, 2002)

WHY DOESN’T ANYBODY RE-
MEMBER THE 1995 SHOOTING AT 
GARFIELD?

The guy who shot two people inside my 
high school is on the phone.

I have tracked him down because I want 
to hear his story. I want him to explain what 
happened that day. I want to know what has 
become of him since he got out of juvie. The 
day was January 12, 1995. He was 15, a fresh-
man at Seattle’s Garfield High School: short, 
smooth-cheeked, black, and on that particular 
morning selling weed in the school gym as 
students gathered there for the Martin Lu-
ther King Day assembly…

I’ve always assumed the shooting at Gar-
field failed to cause any great gnashing of 
the national teeth because it happened at an 
inner-city (read: black) school. It stemmed 
from an argument between two black stu-
dents, and was therefore seen by many as not 
surprising—just a typical example of urban 
black-on-black violence.

But strip away the racial and urban compo-
nents of what happened that day at Garfield 
and what you find is a script identical to those 
of the later, better-known school shootings: A 
young, troubled boy, small in stature, victim 
of humiliation at the hands of bigger boys, 
gets hold of a family gun and comes to school 
to teach everyone a lesson…

The distance between suburban Columbine 
and inner-city Garfield suddenly seems a lot 
shorter… Is there much difference between 
the basic social dynamic of an urban high-school 
gang and a suburban high-school clique? Be-
tween a street thug and a school bully? Between 
the traditional high-school imperative “Be pop-
ular or be picked on,” and the urban imperative 
“Be tough or be a victim”? (“The Shooter,” by 
Eli Sanders, February 27, 2003)

THE MILLIONAIRE KILLER OF 
PIGGY’S PALACE AND HIS TOWN 
FULL OF PARTY GUESTS

“There are no whole bodies at the pig farm,” 
says Elaine Allan, a former coordinator for a 
DES drop-in center for sex workers. While 
employed there in the late ’90s, she worked 
with almost 20 of the women who are believed 
to have been murdered by Robert Pickton, 
dismembered, and fed to his pigs. In her late 
30s with medium-length hair, an intelligent air, 
and attentive eyes, Allan’s voice expresses an 
almost aching sensitivity for the victims…

What detail could Allan possibly tell me 
that wasn’t already known? Was there more 
than dismembered women in the meat freezer, 
in the teeth of the wood chipper, or the guts of 
the pigs? Were there worse details, more hor-
rifying details?

“Yes,” she says. “It’s worse than you can 
imagine”…

1999–2008: Seattle’s Only Newspaper
YEARSOF ADOLESCENCE
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The entire city of Port Coquitlam (pop. 
53,000), it seemed, was feeding on pigs that 
had been fed by the suspected serial killer 
Robert Pickton…

Construction presses in along the bor-
der of the pig farm… The developers want 
Pickton’s land, and a memorial to sex-trade 
workers and drug addicts who were mur-
dered in the heart of this thriving suburban 
area just won’t do. (“Death Farm: The Ge-
ography of Pig Farmer Robert Pickton, the 
Man Suspected of Having Killed Over 60 
Vancouver, BC, Sex Workers,” by Charles 
Mudede, October 30, 2003)

DOWN WITH THE VIADUCT
The solution proposed by the new orga-

nization (known as the People’s Waterfront 
Coalition) isn’t the surface freeway advocat-
ed by folks like city council member Richard 
Conlin. Nor is it the $4.1 billion, six-lane 
waterfront tunnel backed by Seattle’s ur-
ban-design aristocracy. Instead of replacing 
the viaduct, the new plan proposes tearing 
it down and replacing it with… absolutely 
nothing.

The idea is the brainchild of [Grant]  
Cogswell, a current Allied Arts board mem-
ber, and Cary Moon, a former member. The 
two split from the urban-design and arts 
advocacy organization out of frustration 
that, in Cogswell’s words, the group was 
“just not ready to do something political… 
They’re a salon, and a salon is great, but 
we’re a political campaign.” Former Allied 
Arts president Philip Wohlstetter, whose 
home in Madrona provided the backdrop 
for many of those very discussions, holds no 
ill will toward the splinter organization. He 
calls the new proposal “a bold choice. Politi-
cally, it’s very interesting.” (“Nothing Goes 
Here,” by Erica C. Barnett, April 15, 2004) 

AN INTERVIEW WITH THE HONEY-
CRISP APPLE
Who are you?

A crisp, juicy, and frankly enormous 
breed of nature’s perfect food that com-
bines the best elements of the Macoun and 
Honeygold strains…
Where did you come from?

My parents were a team of scien-
tists at the University of Minnesota’s 
apple-breeding program, who performed 
the hybridization in 1960.
Why are you so motherfucking delicious?

That’s an excellent question. I wish I 
could answer it with any authority, but 
guess what: I’m just an apple. What I can 
say is that my average weight is close to a 
pound, my flesh is white and insanely crispy, 
and my juice—well, you know how good my 
juice tastes. It’s apple juice. If I had to name 
my best quality… I’d have to cite my consis-
tency. Seriously, since you first noticed me 
at the Whole Foods and QFC stores, have 
you ever had a bad Honeycrisp? I thought 
not. You pay a little more, you get a little 
more. Simple as that. (“Chow Bio: An Inter-
view with the Honeycrisp Apple,” by Sean 
Nelson, October 14, 2004)

UNDERCOVER WITH THE TRUE BE-
LIEVERS AT MICHAEL JACKSON’S 
TRIAL

As a connoisseur of pop culture, celebrity jus-
tice, and horribly fascinating scandal, I couldn’t 
be more riveted by the questions raised by the 
new Jackson trial. Does excessive success lead 
to criminal insanity? Can a person embody both 
great humanitarian love and criminal sexual 
urges? Do a great artist’s crimes invalidate 
his art? Will Michael fucking Jackson actually 
go to jail? These questions could be answered 
by following the trial in the media. But my 
most nagging question could only be answered 
through active investigation: Despite all the 
allegations, settlements, and creepy documen-
tary footage, is it possible that Michael Jackson 
is actually innocent? …

My plan was simple: I would go to California 
for the beginning of the trial and mix with the 
true believers in their natural habitat—support 
rallies, courthouse vigils—in hopes of acquir-
ing, or at least better understanding, their 
unshakable faith in Jackson. However, to true 
believers, there is no enemy more insidious than 
the Media. To “pass” as a true believer, I needed 
a strategy: Walk softly and wear an expressive 
T-shirt. Local custom-made T-shirt shop B-
Bam! put together a collection of pro-Michael 
T-shirts for me. “Innocence Is Beautiful” read 
one, the letters framing an airbrushed image 
of Michael surrounded by the Children of the 
World. “Tom Sneddon Is a Cold Man” read 
another shirt, its anti-prosecution slogan ren-
dered in an icy wintery blast. Finally, my most 
confrontational shirt, which dissed Jackson’s ac-
cuser with the creepy nickname allegedly given 
to the boy by Jackson himself: “BLOWHOLE 
IS A LIAR.” (“Among the Faithful,” by David 
Schmader, February 17, 2005)

ANNIE WAGNER’S BRILLIANT 
BRAIN

But casting according to type has its 
risks, and one is compounding negative char-
acter traits. I’m not fond of the character of 
Hannah—her supposed wisdom is so bound 
up with her chastity and class that it’s hard 
not to see her as an example of Williams’s 
preference for spayed, unthreatening female 
characters. She’s the most annoying charac-
ter in the show and she’s played by Suzanne 

Bouchard, one of the most annoying actors 
in Seattle. Filling the role of a shabby-gen-
teel artiste with a husky-voiced actor who 
projects the same brand of beatific sludge 
no matter what role she’s playing may have 
seemed appropriate, but it’s intensely dull to 
watch. Tennessee Williams has the Rever-
end Shannon address Hannah as “Miss Thin, 
Standing-Up Female Buddha,” and if the 
words make you wince, Bouchard’s perfor-
mance will make you shudder. (“On Stage,” 
by Annie Wagner, August 11, 2005)

MAYOR GRIDLOCK
Mayor Nickels claimed he wanted to push 

an urban agenda: He was for density, develop-
ment, and smart growth. He said he wanted to 
challenge a city that favors car-centric, quasi-
suburban neighborhoods like Laurelhurst, 
Magnolia, and Green Lake with their single-
family zoning and inaccessible grocery stores. 
But Nickels’s claims were empty. This fall, 
Nickels decided to throw out elevated transit 
with the trash, revealing that, despite the big-
city posturing, he’s just a suburbanite at heart. 
Without keeping speedy, elevated transit in his 
equation for change, Nickels has negated any 
sense of an urbanist agenda…

Last September, on the afternoon that Nick-
els came out against the monorail, I reached 
Deputy Mayor [Tim] Ceis on the phone. Run-
ning through a list of questions—why was 
Nickels demanding a 30-year bond schedule 
for the monorail when the city’s own debt-man-
agement policy allows for longer amortization 
schedules? Why all the Sound Transit double 
standards? Where was the finance plan for 
Nickels’s viaduct project? And most important, 
what was Nickels’s mass transit alternative?—
Ceis just cut me off and dismissed my questions 
by attacking my bias. “But Josh, you support 
the monorail,” Ceis said.

That’s funny Tim, I was led to believe the 
mayor did too.

But that was then. That was when I thought 
Mayor Nickels was running Seattle. Now I know 
better. Mayor Gridlock is in charge now. (“Mayor 
Gridlock,” by Josh Feit, November 17, 2005)

LOL INDOOR SMOKING
Last Wednesday, the night before the ban 

took effect, I went to the half-full Sunset Tavern 

to see Will Johnson’s first Seattle show since 
2004. The air was thicker than usual because 
everyone was smoking double-time to beat the 
clock. Four different people loudly asked me 
why I wasn’t smoking. Each one helped ruin 
Will’s set. He was drowned out by smokers yell-
ing about smoking. It was a typically Seattle 
form of protest against the new law that’s sup-
posed to be so detrimental to local nightlife.

The following night, I played a sold-out, all-
ages show at the Showbox. The crowd was a mix 
of kids, grown-ups, drunks, abstainers, rowdies, 
arm-folders, reluctant hipsters, and eager 
squares. Though it was crowded, loud, and hot, 
everyone could breathe. You could stand in the 
back and see the stage without peering through 
a smoggy haze—and vice-versa. No one got 
ashed on or exhaled at, no clothes got singed, 
no one had to hold his breath to walk to the bar.

And for once, only the smokers had to go 
outside. (“A View from the Stage: Notes on 
the Smoking Ban,” by Sean Nelson, Decem-
ber 15, 2005)

WHEN THE STATE CHANGED ITS 
MIND ABOUT HORSE-FUCKING

Zoo (2007) was the film Charles Mudede 
wrote about the fatal horse-fucking incident in 
Enumclaw that captured the world’s attention, 
but first he wrote a Stranger story.

None of the other accused took any notice of 
him. But the boredom of those minor offenders 
would have been dashed in an instant had they 
known what was really going on between James 
Michael Tait and Judge David Christie, a man 
who bears a striking resemblance to Sam the 
Eagle on The Muppet Show. The state wanted 
to punish this man for horse fucking but because 
there was no law against it at the time the horse 
fucking occurred, the state could only charge 
him with a crime as boring as drunken driving, 
serving booze to minors, a failed attempt to turn 
a trick. Tait’s trial was very short: Tait, flanked 
by two glamorous lawyers, pleaded guilty to the 
charge; the judge, without giving the case much 
thought, suspended sentencing for one year, 
fined Tait $300, and ordered him to complete 
one day’s worth of community service.

“I want to make myself clear,” said Judge 
Christie in conclusion, “If you ever cross into 
that property again, I will not be so lenient. 
Is that understood?” Tait nodded his head, 

NO HORSING AROUND We’re serious. CHARLES MUDEDE
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promised never to visit that particular barn 
again, and left the courtroom in a hurry.

And that was the worst punishment our state 
could mete out to a horse fucker—until now…

Perhaps the equestrians of Enumclaw—
sometimes called “horse people”—were upset 
about the horse fucking because it made their 
own closeness to horses seem somehow sus-
pect. True, it’s a socially accepted closeness, but 
it nevertheless involves touching the animals, 
brushing them, caressing their wavy manes, 
cleaning their hooves, breeding them, riding 
atop them… So what truly differentiates an 
average equestrian from an extraordinary 
equestrian? One way or the other, both derive 
pleasure from horses.

And pleasure is the only function horses 
serve in our modern society. (“The Animal in 
You,” by Charles Mudede, February 23, 2006)

THE END OF P.L.U.R.
Anthony was in the basement with three 

others, smoking pot, when he heard the first 
gunshots. Jesiah was in the kitchen on his 
computer. It was exactly 7:00 a.m.

Jesiah saw flashes from the gun barrel 
through the blinds. He and his housemate 
Ian Gill, along with other partygoers, ran out 
the backdoor.

Anthony dashed upstairs and peeked 
around a corner toward the front door. One 

of the partiers was walking through the door, 
his face strangely calm, but his torso bloodied. 
He said, “I’ve been shot” and he collapsed. 
Briefly, Anthony saw Jeremy, who was also on 
the porch. Then Anthony saw a muzzle flash, 
which might have been the shot that killed his 
best friend. He dashed back down the base-
ment steps with three other partygoers.

The front door had been open, and the 
people in the living room jumped up to slam 
it shut. But a fallen body—someone’s legs—
were in the doorway, and it wouldn’t shut. 
Kyle pushed his way in. He was firing with a 
pistol-grip 12-gauge shotgun. He killed three 
in the living room. People in the basement 
searched desperately for hiding places. Others 
squeezed through windows to escape. (“Satur-
day Mourning: Survivors of the Capitol Hill 
Massacre on the Rave, the Afterparty, and the 
Hell that Kyle Huff Unleashed,” by by Megan 
Seling and Thomas Francis, March 23, 2006) 

THE BEAUTIFUL STORY ABOUT 
THE UGLIEST PLACE IN SEATTLE

This is a history of a hostile building, and 
it ends in the dark. A man in a small room is 
moaning. His door is open. His light is out. 
The door that faces his door is also open, the 
walls inside that room swimming in blue light, 
the guy on the bed riveted to the TV or asleep 
with his eyes open. Down the hall, in a bigger 
room, a black guy pushes a dildo into a white 
guy’s spread-open butt, holds it at crotch level 
and pretend-fucks with it, loses interest in what 
he’s doing, removes the dildo, hops off the bed, 
and walks out… The members of Club Z spend 
their time standing in the dark, masturbating, 
having sex with one another, fisting one anoth-
er, walking the hallways, walking up and down 
stairs, looking through holes in plywood, star-
ing at TVs, staring at nothing. Many appear to 
have, in one way or another, checked out…

The building is at 1117 Pike Street, between 
Boren and Melrose Avenues, one of the most 
trafficked blocks in the city, but you’ve likely 
never noticed it. History has barely noticed it. 
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It’s a void. My obsession with it is personal. 
It haunts me. If all goes to plan, it will be de-
stroyed this year, the year it turns 100, which 
feels right. It is a building that has destroyed 
people. This is a story of many kinds of death, 
and of misery’s association with a building 
whose past is a tangled mess of war, disease, 
drugs, wrecked loves, and real estate. (“Bleak 
House,” by Christopher Frizzelle, April 6, 2006) 

LET THE CHILDREN DANCE
Far from endangering kids, teen dances 

keep kids safe. If the young people hadn’t been 
at a crowded public dance overseen by exten-
sive security (19 guards were at CHAC on 
Saturday night) where no one got hurt, the kids 
would likely have been out at unchaperoned 
and completely unregulated house parties—
not after the dance, but all night. And, without 
a fat calendar of all-ages events, that’s where 
they would be every weekend. Because with-
out organized all-ages dances and live-music 
events, house parties and parking lots are 
all kids have… If we want to prevent horrific 
shootings, our society has to rethink our gun 
laws—not teen dance rules or our house par-
ties or our meals at Denny’s or the advisability 
of walking into any of the workplaces across 
this country that have been the site of random 
acts of shocking gun violence. (“Raving Mad,” 
by Josh Feit and Dan Savage, March 30, 2006)

WATCHING ANNA NICOLE SMITH 
TO DEATH

I take no pleasure in writing this, but it 
feels like I’ve been watching Anna Nicole 
Smith die my whole life…

In a final bit of Marilyn Monroe emula-
tion, Anna Nicole Smith apparently died 
after choking on her own vomit. In a fitting 
testament to the world of difference between 
their legacies, Marilyn Monroe died in her 
home Hollywood, California, while Anna 
Nicole Smith died in a Hard Rock Hotel in 

Hollywood, Florida. (“Goodbye, TrimSpa’s 
Rose,” by David Schmader, February 8, 2007)

NO TUNNEL, NO VIADUCT
Seattle voters are being asked to vote “yes” 

or “no” on two new freeways on the city’s wa-
terfront—a larger elevated viaduct (the option 
preferred by Governor Christine Gregoire, 
key members of the state legislature, and the 
Seattle public, if opinion polls can be believed) 
and a scaled-down, four-lane, cut-and-cover 
tunnel (the option that’s still preferred by 
Seattle Mayor Greg Nickels, despite being 
declared dead by the governor earlier this 
month). A third option, tearing down the Alas-
kan Way Viaduct and investing in transit and 
improvements to surface streets instead of a 
new waterfront freeway, isn’t on the ballot de-
spite being (a) cheaper, (b) less disruptive, and 
(c) the most environmentally responsible op-
tion… The debate has boiled down to dueling 
sound bites—“Big Ugly” versus “Big Dig”—
and voters are understandably confused.

Our endorsement: no to the moribund tun-
nel and hell no to the rebuild. By voting down 
both waterfront freeway options, Seattle vot-
ers can send a message that they want another 
choice: a smart, affordable, environmentally 
responsible solution that takes an optimistic 
view of Seattle’s future. (“No and Hell No,” by 
Erica C. Barnett, February 22, 2007)

JEN GRAVES TRIES TO GET A 
MAN PREGNANT

I took the miscarriage hard… For weeks 
my mind raced. What had I been doing at 
the time of death? What was wrong with me? 
Why had I wanted to do this, anyway? I had 
entered into pregnancy lightly, I realized. 
How could I not have seen that there was no 
light way out of it, baby or not?

Less than three months later, [my best 
friend] Linda’s son, Phoenix Lind Anderson, 
my godson, was born.

YEAR 1 
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At first, I couldn’t be around him, which 
was awful. Then I didn’t want to be away from 
him. He was so happy, I almost took it person-
ally. He coaxed me out of mourning.

Eight months after the miscarriage, we 
were ready to try again. My desire to have 
Patrick’s child remained uncomplicated. 
Then, on July 7, 2005, I got two calls from 
Swedish Hospital instructing me to come im-
mediately. When I got there, I took Phoenix 
and held him. He was 7 months old. He’d just 
died, suddenly, of bacterial meningitis…

I have plenty of respect for nature: the 
usual mix of fear and awe. It’s when nature 
gets involved that miscarriages happen and 
babies die suddenly. I think of nature simply 
as the universal condition of not being in con-
trol. When everything is up in the air anyway, 
well, why not throw a uterus into Patrick’s 
belly and see what happens? (“Getting Pat-
rick Pregnant,” by Jen Graves, July 12, 2007)

BUSH DAMAGE
George W. Bush’s very first lie as president 

took place at his inauguration when he pledged 
to “preserve, protect, and defend the Constitu-
tion of the United States.” The Republicans 
under George Bush have trashed the Fourth 
Amendment (warrantless wiretaps); whittled 
away at habeas corpus (the Military Commis-
sions Act); Tasered the First Amendment (gag 
orders); and leveled the Constitution’s cor-
nerstone formula of checks and balances (why 
should Harriet Miers or Karl Rove have to 
testify before Congress?). All of this is scary in 
its own right, but something scarier has hap-
pened, something that’s going to make the task 
of reclaiming the country trickier than simply 
tossing Bush out next November.

The Bush administration has gotten the pub-
lic so accustomed to a neutered Constitution 
that we’re facing a growing constitutional crisis 
at the state and local level.

How about right here in liberal Seattle, 
where our own mayor, Democrat Greg Nickels, 
has made a habit, like President Bush, of ignor-
ing directives from the legislative branch? When 
the council passed guidelines governing how the 
city awards its public defender contracts (a way 
of ensuring that the city wasn’t discriminating 
against certain public defense firms), Mayor 
Nickels ignored the legislation. When the city 
council passed a budget item for more communi-
ty service officers (police officers who deal with 
civil disputes like those between a landlord and 
tenant), Mayor Nickels ignored the legislation. 
And when the council tried to head off Nick-
els’s heavy-handed nightlife licensing scheme 
by passing more reasonable legislation, Nickels 
didn’t sign it. (“Trickle-Down Crackdown,” by 
Josh Feit, November 1, 2007)

OUR FOOD CRITIC’S WRITING IS 
ANTHOLOGIZED (AND NOT FOR 
THE LAST TIME) IN THE NATION-
AL BEST FOOD WRITING BOOK

Baking is said to be a science, a simple 
exercise in following directions exactly that 

any fool—any patient, painstaking fool—can 
carry out. It’s not true. Baking is rife with 
mystery, fraught with hazard. I failed right 
out of the gate at age 8 with a complicated, 
many-egged Mad Hatter tea cake from a 
misleadingly cheerful Alice in Wonderland 
cookbook. The cake emerged from the oven 
an unholy, inch-high, inedible sludge; I was 
crushed. The same people who say baking is 
a science say to persevere, which I have, with 
mixed results (that mix being of middling to 
very poor). Fairly recently, I baked a cake so 
objectively terrible that I threw it out a win-
dow. I did all right with pie crust for quite a 
while. Crust is notoriously difficult: touchy 
about being handled too much, involves a roll-
ing pin. One bad crust, and I lost my nerve. 
Crust can sense fear. There’s no going back. 
(“Pie Time,” by Bethany Jean Clement, No-
vember 15, 2007)

A STORY ABOUT DEPRESSION 
THAT DOESN’T TRY TO MAKE 
YOU FEEL BETTER

With crumbs stuck to his lips, my dad told 
me I should write a book about my adventure 
or, better yet, open a bakery. My sister told me 
I should be a guest on Martha Stewart’s talk 
show—or at the very least The Ellen DeGe-
neres Show. But mostly people laughed, then 
shoved another cookie in their mouth, then said 
I was crazy. And you know, they were right, I 

was crazy, but not for attempting to bake 106 
different kinds of Martha Stewart holiday cook-
ies in two months. Between the crying fits, 2:00 
a.m. telephone calls that ended in screaming 
matches, the constant rearrangement of the 
furniture in my apartment, and the very quiet 
wish that I would just die, baking those cook-
ies was the sanest thing I did that entire winter. 
Those cookies saved my life. (“The Long Win-
ter,” by Megan Seling, November 22, 2007)

ERIC GRANDY MEETS HIS MUSIC 
IDOL PHIL ELVERUM

The canopied bed of Elverum’s pickup 
truck is packed with blankets—this is where 
he’ll sleep en route—and the cab is stuffed to 
the roof with bags and his guitar.

Elverum is wearing sandals, even though 
it’s maybe 50 degrees outside, along with 
plain khaki pants and a coarse gray and 
brown sweater. He has short brown hair and 
piercing eyes; he speaks softly, but he’s not 
awkward or shy. Even though I’ve met him 
before, and even though he doesn’t look the 
least bit mystifying in person, I’m still kind of 
stupidly starstruck. Listening to his albums, 
it’s easy to build up an impossible vision of El-
verum. For instance, I’m irrationally shocked 
that Elverum drives an automobile—he 
should be walking barefoot to Texas or just 
floating on the wind or something. Of course, 
I know Elverum is a person, if a uniquely 

gifted one, and not some Olympian deity. He’s 
used to such misconceptions, though.

“It’s kind of been an issue for a long time,” 
he says. “I’m not always camping and riding a 
horse around nude with a sword, you know. It 
kind of feels out of my control, even though I 
realize that the mythology is maybe because 
of my songs.” (“After the Glow,” By Eric 
Grandy, April 10, 2008)

DAVE SEGAL LOSES MOST OF HIS 
MUSIC COLLECTION, AND NEARLY 
HIS MIND

As the weeks passed with no sighting of my 
precious cargo, I became increasingly ill with 
anger and toxic vengefulness every time I pon-
dered Eagle Express’s botched job. For a while, 
I was phoning Gomez every day, furious over 
my enormous loss (fuck a 401[k]; those records 
were my pension!). When he did pick up, Gomez 
would profusely apologize in heavily accented 
English and vow to try to find out what hap-
pened to my stuff. Rinse, repeat, rage…

You should have seen my friends’—especially 
fellow collectors’—responses to my situation…

After I told Jason Pettigrew, an ex–Alter-
native Press magazine coworker and fellow 
music obsessive, about my travails, he said, “I 
would be getting background checks on the in-
dividual movers and start brutally murdering 
their family members at random.” (“Dispos-
sessed,” by Dave Segal, December 23, 2008) n
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BOYS DO CRY When their record collection disappears. 

PIE TIME Is the right time. 
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Originally published on January  27, 2000 

Bauer 2000 headquarters is a $12 
cab ride from downtown Des 
Moines—or was a $12 cab ride 

from downtown Des Moines. By the time 
you read this, Gary Bauer’s campaign head-
quarters in Iowa will probably be deserted, 
its computers, staffers, and fax machines 
broken up and redistributed among more 
viable Republican candidates, like, oh, Alan 
Keyes. But when I arrive three days before 
the Iowa Caucuses, the offices of former 
Reagan domestic policy adviser and future 
presidential-election footnote Gary Bauer 
are humming. I’m the only new volunteer to 
walk through the door in quite some time, 
apparently, so campaign staffers don’t quite 
know what to do with me. Only after 10 or 15 
minutes of asking around does Andy, a young 
Bauer staffer, direct me to the phones.

The headquarters are a mess, with paper 
strewn all over the floor, posters and flyers 
falling off tables, and empty cans of diet soft 
drinks on every surface. 
Andy, looking every inch 
the capable campaigner 
in blue suspenders and 
a tie, shows me a cubicle, 
hands me a list of phone 
numbers, and gives me a script. I’m sup-
posed to call everyone on the list, and ask 
if they’re going to their caucus on Monday 
night. If they are, I’m supposed to ask them 
if they’re going to support Gary Bauer. If 
they’re not supporting Gary, I’m supposed 
to talk them into supporting Gary.

Pretending you feel fine when you’ve got 
the flu is exhausting—and I have the flu in a 
big way. On my flight to Minneapolis, I felt 
this itch in the back of my throat. By the 
time I got to my hotel in Des Moines, all I 
could do was get undressed, crawl under the 
covers, and stay in bed for two days. On day 
three, still sick as a dog, I decide to get up 
and do my job. I’m relieved when the Bauer 
folks stick me in an out-of-the-way cubicle, 
where unobserved I can allow myself to look 
as miserable as I feel.

Like the rest of the media elite, I am 
in Des Moines to cover the caucuses. My 
original plan was to follow one of the loopy 
conservative Christian candidates around—
Bauer or Alan Keyes—and write something 
insightful and humanizing about him, his 
campaign, and his supporters. But then, 
from my deathbed, I catch Gary Bauer on 
MSNBC. “Our society will be destroyed if 
we say it’s okay for a man to marry a man or 
a woman to marry a woman,” he says. Seeing 
Bauer go off about gay marriage reminds 
me of something he said back in December, 
when the Vermont Supreme Court came out 

for same-sex marriage: “I think what the 
Vermont Supreme Court did last week was 
in some ways worse than terrorism.”

In my Sudafed-induced delirium, I de-
cide that if it’s terrorism Bauer wants, it’s 
terrorism Bauer is going to get. Naked, 
feverish, and higher than a kite on codeine 
aspirin, I call the Bauer campaign and vol-
unteer. My plan? Get close enough to Bauer 
to give him the flu, 
which, if I am suc-
cessful, will lay him 
flat just before the 
New Hampshire 
primary. I’ll go to 
Bauer’s campaign 
office and cough 
on everything. 
Phones and pens. 
Staplers and staff-
ers. I even hatch a 
plan to infect the 
candidate himself; 
I’ll keep a pen in my mouth until 
Bauer drops by his offices to rally 
the troops. And when he does, I’ll ap-

proach him and ask for his autograph, 
handing him the pen from my flu-virus-
incubating mouth.
While I make calls, I overhear Bauer’s 

press secretary calling reporters and let-
ting them know that Gary will be having 
a press conference at a cemetery at 
3:30 p.m., at the grave of a fetus found 
in a ditch. Gary will give his usual complaint 
about the coarsening of our culture—stand-
ing on a child’s grave for emphasis. While I 
dial, my eyes drift over the pieces of paper 
pinned to the wall of my cubicle. A photo-
copied “thought for the day” catches my 
attention. “Remember, when someone an-
noys you,” the thought reads, “it takes 42 
muscles in your face to frown. But it only 
takes 4 muscles to extend your arm and 
SMACK THE ASSHOLE UP-
SIDE THE HEAD.” Hmmm. 
A little coarse, I think to my-
self, chewing my pen.

The list I’ve been given is of 
voters who’ve indicated that Gary 
is their second choice. Of the 50 
or so people I manage to get on the phone, 
most are voting for Forbes, a few for Keyes, 
and only one for Bush. Despite ample oppor-
tunity, I’m not engaging in dirty tricks. I’m 
doing as told, reading from my script. Andy 
gives me a list of Republican and Democratic 
caucus sites, so I can tell people where to go 
on Monday night. It’s tempting to send the 
Bauer supporters to Democratic caucuses in 
their neighborhoods, delivering them to the 
living rooms of Bradley and Gore supporters. 
I could cost Bauer a few hundred votes—and 

every vote counts, as Andy tells me.
But I don’t do it—I can’t. My work 

ethic won’t allow it. The folks on the 
phone are so pleasant, and Andy is 
so nice to me, that I don’t have it in 
my heart to fuck with them. I tell ev-
eryone the truth about their caucus 
locations. Well, almost everyone.

James in Des Moines is just itching to vote 
for Bauer. “Gary’s 
the only one who 
can stop the ho-
mos,” he tells me. 
“The Democrats 
are a bunch of god-
dam homo lovers, 
you know?” Yes, I 
know it well. “You 
know what we need 
to do?” James asks. 
Yes, I tell him, we 
need to go to the 
caucus on Mon-

day night, bring all our friends, and 
vote for Gary. Andy leans into my 

cubicle and gives me a thumbs up. 
James continues: “We need to enforce God’s 
law when it comes to homosexuals; that’s what 
we need to do. God said that homosexuals have 
to die. We can shoot ’em, stone ’em, gas ’em, 

or whatever. It’s God’s word.” I send 
James to a Democratic caucus site.

Toward the end of my shift, 
with my head splitting, I blow up at 

a Forbes supporter. She tells me she’s for 
Forbes because he’s so strongly pro-life. Ex-
asperated, I inform her that four years ago 
Forbes was a moderate on abortion, practi-
cally pro-choice! “But he’s had a change of 
heart,” she says. “No,” I say, “he flip-flopped. 
What if he gets into office and has another 
‘change of heart’? Gary’s been pro-life all his 
public life. He’s never changed his position; 
you can trust him. If you’re a pro-life voter, 
ma’am, then Gary is your candidate.”

There is a long pause. “You’re right; 
you’re right,” she says. “You can put me 
down for Gary.”

Wow. This is the kind of retail politics 
I’ve read about in the New York Times. 
Volunteers and candidates reaching out to 
voters, making their case, arguing, per-
suading. Andy gives me another thumbs up. 
I’d done it! I’d convinced someone to vote 
for… Gary Bauer. Oh my God. How was I 
going to sleep at night?

“Gary is having a press conference today 
at the World War II memorial by the state 
capitol,” Andy tells me when I arrive the 
next day for my second shift at Bauer 2000 
headquarters. “We’d like to have a crowd of 
supporters there.” Andy hands me a list of 
phone numbers and shows me to a phone; 

he also tells me to stop by the conference. 
“Grab my arm,” he says, “and I’ll make 

sure you get to meet Gary.”
An hour and a half later, most ev-
eryone has left the offices for a 
pizza party. I am alone, like Cin-
derella after her sisters trotted off 
to the ball. My nose is running like 

a faucet, so I’m not too upset at miss-
ing the pizza. Besides, I’ve got work to do.
I go around the room licking doorknobs. 

They are filthy, no doubt, but there isn’t time 
to find a rag to spit on. If for some reason I 
don’t manage to get a pen from my mouth 
to Gary’s hands at the conference, I want to 
seed his office with germs, get as many of 
his people sick as I can, and hopefully one 
of them will infect the candidate. I lick of-
fice doorknobs, bathroom doorknobs. When 
that’s done, I start on the staplers, phones, 
and computer keyboards. Then I stand in 
the kitchen and lick the rims of all the clean 
coffee cups drying in the rack. I grab my 
coat and head out.

I show up at the war memorial press con-
ference, but the turnout is skimpy. There 
are about two dozen people here, mostly 
campaign staffers and their families. My 
phone efforts have failed, but Andy claps me 
on the back anyway, hands me a Bauer sign, 
and tells me to stand behind the podium with 
the rest of the crowd. It’s freezing cold and 
windy. Waiting for Gary, I take my pen out of 
my pocket and put it in my mouth. This is it, 
my one shot at the candidate. 
I chew the pen, cracking the 
plastic shaft. Gary arrives, 
toddles up to the podium, 
and makes some brief re-
marks about Red China. As he steps away, I 
step toward him.

“This is my son,” I say, handing him a 
photograph. “Can I have your autograph?” 
Bauer gives me an odd look; I need to give 
him a little more. “I talked his mother out 
of aborting him. You’re my hero, Mr. Bauer.”

He looks at me with his little bug eyes, 
and breaks into a wide smile. “Good for you,” 
Gary says. “That’s wonderful.”

He takes the picture, and I pull the pen 
out of my mouth and hand it to him. Score! 
My bodily fluids—flu bugs and all—are all 
over his hand! When he tries to sign, no ink 
comes out. Gary looks up at the cameras and 
says, “Looks like everything is frozen.” He 
grabs a poster and scribbles on it to get the 
ink flowing, then signs the picture. He hands 
me my pen, and starts to walk toward his 
van. He stops to answer a reporter’s ques-
tion, and I see him run a finger under his 
nose. Perfect.

I didn’t need to lick all those doorknobs 
after all. n

Germ Warfare
Dan Savage Goes Undercover to the Iowa Caucuses in 2000 and Gives Gary Bauer the Flu Bug

BY DAN SAVAGE
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upset at missing the pizza. 
Besides, I’ve got work to 
do. I go around the room 

licking doorknobs. 
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I have two former Village Voice writers to 
thank for planting in my young mind the 
idea that writing for a weekly would fulfill 

my literary ambitions. One is Greg Tate and 
the other is Joe Wood. The former recently 
published a collection of writings, Flyboy 2, and 
is still very much active; the latter went miss-
ing on Mount Rainier in 1999 and his body was 
never found. In fact, if Wood hadn’t vanished, I 
most likely would have moved to New York City 
to pursue my writing career.

Wood did not much care for Seattle; there 
were not enough black 
people here for his taste, 
and he said as much 
in a 1993 Vibe article 
called “The Other Se-
attle.” He thought I was 
wasting my time in this 
too-white town and that 
my real home was with 
the heady brothers and 
sisters of NYC. The rea-
son why I mostly agreed 
with him had nothing to 
do with Seattle’s scar-
city of blacks or NYC’s 
surplus of them, but 
because I deeply loved 
the Big Apple. To move 
there is to move to the 
center of the whole hu-
man universe. What I 
wanted more than any-
thing else at the time was 
the happiness of waking 
up with the rats, the 
rattle of train tracks, and 
the smell of bad coffee.

Then Wood climbed 
up Mount Rainier to 
look at birds, prob-
ably slipped, probably 
fell into a crevice, and 
probably froze to 
death. The last person 
to see him was a hiker 
who passed him on a 
mountain path. With 
this sudden death, I 
lost my main beacon in 
NYC; and while waiting 
and looking for other 
ways into the city, my 
mother was diagnosed 
with cancer, sold her interest in a very lucra-
tive restaurant/bar, the Night Shift, located 
in the heart of Gaborone, the capital of Bo-
tswana, and moved to Seattle to spend her 
last years with her family. When Dan Savage 
offered me a full-time writing position at The 
Stranger, my mother insisted that I take it 
(yes, there was a moment I considered turn-
ing down the opportunity), and that sealed 
my fate. The death of Wood, the persistence 
of Dan (if you really hate me, blame him), 
and the encouragement of my dying mother.

I’m black, but I was not raised black. I was 
raised not even as an African. I was raised as 
a human being. My parents, who grew up in 
an apartheid system in Rhodesia and beat the 
craziest odds imaginable to obtain advanced de-
grees and a house in one of the most prestigious 
neighborhoods in Harare, Zimbabwe, bent over 
backwards to shelter me from white racism. 
They gave me everything I needed and went 
out of their way to make sure that I never once 
felt that white people had more or were in any 

way better 
than me. My 
childhood was 
really post-
racial. For me, 
my sister, and my 
brother, race hardly 
existed. Indeed, the only racial incident or crisis 
that hit my family was when my mother, drunk 
with the money made from the Night Shift, 
contemplated adopting a white English kid. My 
father, who was much more sensitive to racial is-

sues, flatly rejected this 
idea. The family had to 
talk about it.

But if you write for 
a newspaper in a very 
white city, and that city 
has not fundamentally 
broken with the long his-
tory of American racism 
and its brutally obvious 
spatial and economic 
consequences, you have 
to become what you have 
never really been: black. 
Those who think that 
I too often have boiled 
things down to racism 
must know that I had 
no choice in the matter. 
Writing for The Stranger  
made me blacker.

These are the types 
of white readers who 
forced the blackness 
out of me. There are the 
white readers who have 
the privilege of assum-
ing only they have lived 
a life of privilege. It does 
not occur to them that a 
black person might have 
attended private schools, 
had brilliant teachers, 
and had a pretty magical 
childhood (lots of bike 
rides, squash matches, 
and heady conversations 
with smart parents and 
relatives). These types, 
who always need a talk-
ing-to, can’t believe that 
I’m not Bigger Thomas.

Though these and 
other types of white readers have made me 
blacker, The Stranger has, on the other hand, 
also provided me with a freedom that I might 
not have obtained at a New York City publi-
cation. I’ve written about the philosophy of 
clouds, the trans-species sexuality of trees, a 
theory of kissing, the feet of pigeons, feelings 
related to the accidental killing of certain large 
animals. I’ve written a lot about race, but I have 
also written much more about other matters 
that have nothing to do with being any kind of 
color. The Stranger is a freak of nature in the 
publication world.

I do not know what would have happened 
to me if I had moved to New York City, but I 
do think it would have been easier not to be 
black there, simply because the city has a lot 
more blacks. I think this is what freaked out 
Joe Wood about Seattle. This ornithological, 
nature-loving brother would have also had 
to be blacker here. Black people do not make 
black people black. It is always white people 
who do that. n

If you write for a 
newspaper in a very 

white city, and that city 
has not fundamentally 
broken with the long 
history of American 

racism and its brutally 
obvious spatial and 

economic consequences, 
you have to become 
what you have never 
really been: black.

The Black Stranger
How Writing for The Stranger 

Made Me Blacker 
BY CHARLES MUDEDE

Charles Mudede, circa 1990 LORI KING
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I Was Stranger Music 
Editor for Three Minutes 
18 Years Ago and Seattle 

Music Still Sucks
BY EVERETT  TRUE

My name is Everett True. That 
means little or nothing to 
you. That is how it should be. 

Ephemeral. Transient. Pissing futilely in the 
face of Bruce Springsteen fans the world 
over, sooner or later our light dims and you 
get big gaudy flashing neon replacement 
signs that read, READ ALL ABOUT 
IT! 100 GREATEST PACIFIC 
NORTHWEST BANDS OF 
ALL TIME EXCLUSIVE TO 
ONLY A THOUSAND WEB-
SITES TODAY.

You’re too busy celebrating 
the fifth anniversary of the 10th 
anniversary of the fifth anniver-
sary of the fourth anniversary 
of the first anniver-
sary of when record 
companies the world 
over realised they 
could make money by 
continuing to flog a 
dead horse (Nirvana) 
from here (Olympia) to the next millennium. 
That’s good. That’s as it should be. You’ve got 
shit taste in music anyway.

I was a music editor of The Stranger at 
the arse end of 1998. I did not have an of-
ficial title. I’d been fired from my role as a 
professional British freeloader a few months 
earlier, and my interview for the post (at 
Sea-Tac, as I was about to leave town) went 
something like this.

“Why the fuck do you want this job?”
Looking back on it, I always considered it 

a plus that I hadn’t tried to deck my inter-
viewer beforehand.

I wrote a story the week before I arrived 
centered round my collection of Spice Girls 
dolls: “Ten Reasons Why I Think I Might 
Be Gay.” It was the only time I was given a 
strapline on the cover.

I vividly recall being told by then-edi-
tor Emily White that within a week of my 
arrival I had broken every rule of local jour-
nalism, alongside several others she didn’t 
know existed.

I also equally vividly recall being asked 
at a house party by our excitable publisher, 
Tim Keck, what my next week’s column was 
about. I responded thus:

“Well, Tim. I don’t know…”
“How don’t you know?” (It was due the 

next day.)
“Well, I didn’t write it.”

“You didn’t write it?” Tim stopped, con-
founded for a second. Perked up. “Ah, I get 
it. You got a friend to write it, all the better to 
reveal insights into your personality and the 
local music scene.”

“Ah, no,” I confessed. “I was on the phone 
to someone I had never spoken to before 

earlier today, and I liked the thrust of 
their conversation. So I asked them 

to write my column for me. It’s 
about UK TV shows from the 
1970s.” Pause. “Made-up ones.”

It’s best not to have ti-
tles. Certainly not when that 

musician showed up early 
one morning with his lawyer 

and threatened to shut down The 
Stranger if they print-
ed my next week’s 
column, nor when 
that hiphop collective 
offered me gun pro-
tection, and certainly 
not when the taxi driv-

er nearly crashed his cab when he found out 
what I did.

“Man, that must be such a great pickup line 
for girls,” he choked. “Do you mind?” I rejoin-
dered. “My fiancée is sitting next to me.”

I fronted a pickup band of local musicians 
and “personages” for the Stranger Christmas 
party, and before we even started the first 
song, we had a giant wheelie bin of containers 
hurled onto the stage and Dan Savage—at 
that point a rock virgin—had to fend off not 
one, but two people looking to punch me. (I 
later took Dan to his first rock show: Hole.) 
We performed five songs. I’m not saying I 
was drunk, but we only performed five songs 
and I sang the same song twice.

A few weeks after I arrived in town, the 
Rocket ran a full-page exposé on how I was 
in the pay of Sub Pop to help boost their for-
tunes. The fact that the story originated from 
me clearly escaped their notice.

I have not held down a job for longer than 
three seconds in the 18 long wilderness years 
since my three short hours at The Stranger. 
I am, however, the proud holder of a PhD in 
Everett True studies. Don’t believe me? Try 
googling The slow death of Everett True: A 
metacriticism, QUT 2016.

Wait a moment… the deadline is October 
10, and you’re asking me to write something 
on October 9? Wow, you really did have a lot 
of no-shows, didn’t you? n

You’ve got shit taste in 
music anyway.
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Sip,  Shop,  Adopt!

Come join us for a fun-fi lled Holiday shopping spree and Adoption Event. Sip on some 
wine with some snacks, shop for those special Christmas gifts and best of all, adopt an 
adorable dog from Ginger’s Pet Rescue who is anxiously searching for his/her forever 
loving home.  There will be a variety of great vendors to shop from along with lots of 

cute dogs to see. Should you get hungry there will be a Hot Dog Stand and baked goods 
to purchase. Feel lucky? Purchase tickets for a chance to win a few great raffl  e prizes. 

See You There!!

VENDORS ONLY:  Cost for both days is $80. This is an indoor event with a 6 foot table provided.  A 
snack box will be provided for all vendors. Only one of each direct sales company will be accepted. 

Contact Dottie at  djj517@yahoo.com if you would like to join in on the fun.

Non vendors.. we would love your support by stopping by!

Sat, Nov. 5       Sun, Nov. 6
9am to 6pm                    10am to 4pm

LAUREL GROUP   911 N 145th Street   Seattle, WA
www.gingerspetrescue.org

&

G I N G E R ’ S  P E T  R E S C U E

Holiday Affair
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T wenty-five years ago, Savage Love 
began with the salutation “Hey, 
Faggot.” Dan insisted readers 

address him this way, claiming the term “in 
strength and pride.” The first column ran 
with a preface, explaining that it was “writ-
ten by a queer nationalist.”

Though early columns lacked the punchy 
acronyms that later became characteristic 
of Savage Love, even in the earliest months, 
readers were asked to counter homophobic 
comments in other publications with phone 
calls and letters. In one Savage Love, Sav-
age (as “Dan Landers”) even created a 
coupon readers could clip out and mail to Ann 
Landers, telling her, “I’m glad I’m queer. I 
wouldn’t be straight if you paid me” (or, alter-
natively, “I’m not queer, but I wish I were”). 
This was Dan teaching us 
how to fight with pride.

Younger readers 
might associate the ’80s 
and ’90s with fluorescent 
clothes and Molly Ring-
wald movies and early 
boy bands, but when Sav-
age Love began, it was 
just five after President 
Reagan finally identi-
fied AIDS as a national 
public health priority. It was a time when too 
many people were still dying because the US 
government had refused to study sex or talk 
about sex in frank ways. Homophobia, big-
otry, and silence around sex and HIV/AIDS 
had pushed people (especially gay and bi-
sexual men) to the margins. Lucky for us all, 
they pushed back.

In the frothy mix of the columns and Sav-
age Love Letters of the Day and podcasts 

and tweets with conservative trolls and his 
TV spots and books, it’s easy to focus on the 
fun and the funny, the snarky retorts and fre-
quent ALL CAPS, the How’d That Happens 
(HTHs), and our beloved coined terms—the 
SLanguage that helps us spot like-minded 
souls. Indeed, most regular readers 
can probably point to how Savage 
Love has changed the ways we 
talk about sex, giving new names 
(pegging, monogamish, santo-
rum, death grip masturbation) to 
age-old experiences.

But Savage Love also changed 
the ways many people have sex and 
structure their relationships, and even how 
scientists like me study sex.

Over the years, Savage Love has featured 
letters by people talking 
about making changes 
in their lives and re-
lationships as a result 
of Dan’s advice and 
ideas. Yes, the chants 
of DTMFA (dump the 
motherfucker already) 
moved some people 
closer to much-needed 
breakups. But Savage 
Love also helped bring 

people closer together. Some readers gave 
their partner’s kink a chance, opened a re-
lationship, or stopped lying to someone they 
supposedly loved.

Psychologist, professor, and frequent 
Savage Love guest Dr. Lori Brotto says she 
often borrows one of Savage’s phrases when 
talking with patients and friends, that there 
really is no such thing as the One, but “you 
will find your .6 or .7 and then round (the fuck) 

up.” She says, “It gives people confidence 
that they’ll find someone else compatible 
with them after a relationship with their per-
ceived soul mate ends; it suggests that we are 
all imperfect, including ourselves, and our 

partners are likely rounding us up too. 
And it suggests that it takes effort 

to see past your partner’s flaws.”
Over the years, Savage Love 

has also asserted various rules 
of sex and relationships, as well 
as ideas about what makes for 

better sex or longer-term love. 
Among the most well-known is the 

idea of being good, giving, and game 
(GGG)—characteristics that have since 
been examined in scientific sex research. 
(In short: He was right.) Another widely 
known Savage Love maxim is the campsite 
rule—the insistence that significantly older 
partners leave younger ones in better shape 
than they found them. Its lesser-known 
counterpart is the Tea and Sympathy Rule 
(see Glossary).

Dan has articulated a decency that I think 
matters. He’s urged people to be self-aware 
enough to acknowledge when they’re be-
ing cheating pieces of shit (CPOS) and has 
argued for honesty and openness in relation-
ships—even when that openness is hard and 
scary and you risk upsetting the other per-
son/people you’re with. He calls people out 
on their BS (see, for example, the HTHs) and 
shows homophobic politicians that turnabout 
is fair play. (Santorum, anyone?)

Of course, Savage Love has never been a 
place for coddling or kumbaya.

“In an era of snowflakes and safe spaces, 
Dan Savage carries the flag for old-school 
personal responsibility,” says author, 

25 Years of Savage Love
How Savage Love Changed the Way We Talk and Think About Sex

BY DEBBY HERBENICK

Savage 
Love 

Glossary

GGG: Good, giving, and game. More specifi-
cally that you strive to be good in bed, giving 
of equal time and pleasure to your partner, 
and game for anything within reason. That 
means being up for trying things you may 
feel neutral about if your partner’s into it. It 
doesn’t mean having to do things that make 
you feel bad or scared for your safety.

Breeders: Straight/heterosexual people, 
regardless of whether they have actually 
reproduced.

Santorum: “That frothy mixture of lube 
and fecal matter that is sometimes the by-
product of anal sex.” The term dates back 
to a 2003 Savage Love column and was the 
winner out of more than 3,000 submissions. 
It honors Senator Rick Santorum (R-Penn-
sylvania), who, Dan noted, had “compared 
consensual gay sex to incest, bigamy, adul-
tery, and ‘man-on-dog’ sex.”

Campsite rule: For older-younger pairings, 
the idea is simple: Leave the younger part-
ner better off than you found them. Don’t get 
them pregnant (or get pregnant by them); 
don’t give them a sexually transmitted infec-
tion; don’t lead them to believe it’s a forever 
thing; and do support them in their sexual 
exploration by helping with their knowledge 
and confidence, and treating them well.

CPOS: Cheating Piece of Shit. This is not 
the same as someone who is honestly non-
monogamous. Being a CPOS is not about 
having sex with others, but lying about it.

DTMFA: Dump the Motherfucker Already. 
In a truly terrible situation, it may become 
DTMFA! DTMFA! DTMFA!

Fuck first: Dan’s advice to have sex before 
a big event, whether it’s your own wedding 
ceremony, a heavy Thanksgiving dinner, or 
Valentine’s Day dinner.

Savage Love changed 
the ways many people 
have sex and structure 
their relationships, and 

even how scientists 
like me study sex.

JOE NEWTON
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From GGG to Santorum: Excerpts from 
Some of the Most Memorable Columns

BY DAN SAVAGE

“What The Hell Is Frottage Any-
way?,” September 27, 1993

Hey, Faggot:
What the hell is frottage and where 

can I get some? If you don’t answer my 
question, I’ll stay awake nights watching 
info-mercials.

Stupid In Seattle

Hey, Stupid in Seattle:
There’s no such thing as “frottage.” It’s a 

word I made up. I wanted to see how many 
letters I would get asking me what “frot-
tage” was after I introduced it in my column. 
Originally, I was going to make up a defini-
tion—something like “Frottage is the act of 
making charcoal rubbings of your lover’s 
genitals”—but my conscience got the best 
of me and I’m coming clean; there’s no such 
thing as “frottage.”

[Ed. Note: Dan has often been known to 
lie to stupid people in his column.]

“Dan Landers,” March 16, 1992

Ann Landers writes an advice column that 
appears in daily papers across the country. 
Since I know my readers are way too hip to 
waste their advice-seeking time on ol’ Ann, 
you might have missed her column last 
Sunday:

“Many straight people believe homosexu-
ality is a curse and that gays are mis erable. 
Some homosexuals may agree with them. 
I, however, have heard from gays who con-
sider homosexuality a ‘special bonus.’ So let’s 
settle that question once and for all. I’d like 
to ask the gay community how it feels about 
this.”

“To every homosexual who is reading 
this: Please send a card to Ann Landers, P.O. 
Box 11562, Chicago, IL 60611-0562 and write 
either ‘Yes, I’m glad I’m gay,’ or ‘No, I would 
rather be straight.’ I will announce the re-
sults in a few weeks.”

Ann is a fellow advice monger, and out 
of professional courtesy, I’ve decided to 

help her out. Clip the coupon at the bot-
tom of this week’s column. If you’re queer, 
check the “I’m glad I’m queer. I wouldn’t be 
straight if you paid me” box. If you’re not 
queer, poor thing, check the “I’m not queer, 
but I wish I were” box. Then put the coupon 
in an envelope and send it off to Ann. Do it 
right now.

“Do the Santorum,” May 29, 
2003

It feels like a million years ago that Sena-
tor Rick Santorum (R-Pennsylvania) told a 
reporter that he hoped the United States Su-
preme Court would uphold anti-gay sodomy 
laws and compared consensual gay sex to 

HTH: How’d that happen? Dating back 
to a 1999 Savage Love, HTH references the 
way some readers cast themselves as “pas-
sive players” in their sex lives, describing 
something they claim to not know how hap-
pened but that they almost always ended up 
enjoying.

KROK: Karmic Rule of Kink, described in a 
column from a young woman who considered 
breaking up with her foot fetishist boyfriend 
after he came clean about what he was into. 
Dan said that the KROK “goes something 
like this: ‘Dump the honest foot fetishist and 
you will marry the dishonest necrophiliac.’”

Monogamish: From a 2010 column, the 
term refers to a relationship or marriage that 
is mostly monogamous but sometimes (and 
by agreement of everyone involved) isn’t.

Pegging: Reader-nominated slang (dating 
back to 2001) for a woman having sex with 
a guy by using a strap-on dildo to penetrate 
him.

Saddlebacking: Inspired by the name of 
Saddleback Church pastor Rick Warren (who 
has long espoused conservative ideas about 
homosexuality and same-sex marriage), this 
2009 reader-nominated term refers to “the 
phenomenon of Christian teens engaging 
in unprotected anal sex to preserve their 
virginities.”

Tea and Sympathy Rule: This rule is for 
the younger partner in a younger-older pair-
ing. The idea is that if you have been treated 
well and not been wronged by the older part-
ner, then “when you speak of this in future 
years… and you will… be kind” (this line is 
from the play Tea and Sympathy, hence the 
name). Don’t be cruel in your recollections 
and don’t try to damage the older partner’s 
memory or reputation. n

fashion commentator, and person whose 
closet I would love to raid Simon Doonan. 
“He treats his listeners like adults. If your 
life is sucky, stop complaining, figure it, out 
and fix it.” 

Twice in my life, when I needed to stop 
complaining and grow up and make pain-
fully difficult decisions, part of what helped 
me was thinking about WWDS (What Would 
Dan Say) and then doing it. Maybe some of 
you can relate.

Never one to shy away from 
controversial topics, he has also 
written in Savage Love about 
“gold star pedophiles” (Dan’s 
term for people who, while 
attracted to children, have 
never committed sexual offenses 
involving children). Psychologist and 
researcher Dr. James Cantor notes that 
“Dan was the first big voice on the topic, put-
ting the science ahead of the hysteria.”

He’s also stood up for vaginas and vulvas 
by learning to say the word “VULVA” (it’s 
in all caps because he says it like that) and 
by suggesting that people who use the word 
pussy as an insult should basically go away 

forever since vaginas “chew up semen and 
spit out people.” (He suggests the phrase 
“Don’t be a scrotum” instead.)

Something I’ve long loved—and I mean 
truly loved—about Savage Love, however, is 
its heart and the way we as readers are in-
cluded, not just in contests to come up with 
new terms (though those are fun) but in the 
camaraderie of making things better. Do you 
remember that awfully good advice to the 

awkward 15-year-old boy who wanted 
girls to like him? (In short: Worry 

less about your 15-year-old self 
and plan instead for your 18-to-
20-year-old self by reading, doing 
things in the world, showering, 
and getting smart about sex and 

the clitoris.) Or readers’ advice to 
gay teenagers? (High school ends, 

join a theater group, use condoms, go for 
anything in life, you can and probably will 
find love.) Or how readers rallied and gave 
specific examples of how older lovers/part-
ners/hookups enacted the campsite rule? 
Yeah, me too. And when I asked my friends 
and Twitter followers which Savage Love 
moments stuck out for them, the answers 

were varied and scattered over more than 
two decades of work, from santorum and the 
Karmic Rule of Kink to celebrating the end 
of DOMA or watching, with pride, when Sec-
retary Clinton and President Obama posted 
their own It Gets Better videos.

That doesn’t mean that you and I agree 
with every Savage Love column or senti-
ment. Certainly in the thousands of columns 
and blogs and tweets, there have been some 
I’ve been at odds with. Savage Love is a con-
versation, not an echo chamber. Dan says 
things, sometimes we cheer, sometimes we 
disagree, maybe there’s uproar, and some-
times there’s a changing of minds or hearts 
for any one of us. Other times we agree to 
disagree, deciding that what we’ve made to-
gether is well worth the price of admission. 
In Savage Love, we found a .6 or .7 and we 
rounded the fuck up. n

Debby Herbenick, PhD, is an associate pro-
fessor at Indiana University, the author of 
several books about sex (her latest is The 
Coregasm Workout), and proudly, in the 
words of Dan Savage, a “vulva puppeteer.” 
She’s also a frequent Savage Love guest.

DAVID LASKY
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incest, bigamy, adultery, and “man-on-dog” 
sex. There was a mini uproar, of course, with 
gay groups calling for Santorum’s head and 
anti-gay groups defending Santorum. For his 
part, George W. Bush called Santorum “an 
inclusive man”—and for once Bush was right.

Santorum is inclusive: Straight people 
don’t have a right to privacy either, according 
to the equal-opportunity killjoy. He doesn’t 
even think straight people have a right to use 
contraception.

Alas, the Santorum scandal didn’t have 
legs. In fact, most of us—myself included—
had already moved on when a Savage Love 
reader wrote in to say that he didn’t want to 
see the Santorum scandal fade into political 
oblivion. SARS (Sex and Rick Santorum) sug-
gested that we name a sex act for Santorum, 
“[so that] this episode will never be forgotten.”

I thought it was a super idea and asked 
my readers to nominate sex acts for the 
honor of being known as a “santorum.” 
Nominations poured in—more than 3,000! I 
rejected some of the suggested sex acts for 
being too broad (oral sex), others for being 
too rare (man-rimming-dog), still others for 
being completely fictional (donkey punching, 
dirty sanchez). I also eliminated nominated 
sex acts that already have perfectly good 
names (fisting, felching, rimming, scat). 
What follows are the real contenders. The 
final decision rests in your hands, Savage 
Love readers…

We have some excellent options, Savage 
Love readers. What shall “santorum” mean? 
Making a human uppercase “A”? Public sex? 
Farting in the face of someone who’s rimming 
you? A double rim job? An orgasm induced 
by anal penetration alone? A new euphemism 
for condoms? Foul discharge? That frothy 
mix of lube and fecal matter? It’s up to you, 
folks. E-mail your votes to me. In two weeks’ 
time I’ll announce the winner.

“Gas Huffer,” June 12, 2003

Hey, everybody: We have a winner. Savage 
Love readers, by a wide margin, want Sen. 
Rick Santorum’s name to stand for... THAT 
FROTHY MIXTURE OF LUBE AND FE-
CAL MATTER THAT IS SOMETIMES 
THE BYPRODUCT OF ANAL SEX! It was 
a landslide for that frothy mixture; the run-
ner-up, farting in the face of someone who’s 
rimming you, came in a distant second. So 
congratulations to WUTSAP, who nominated 
that frothy mixture, and a big thank you to 
the thousands who voted.

But now that the votes are all counted and 
a winner has been declared and the cheering 
has stopped, I see a problem. While every-
one who has anal sex has to confront a little 
santorum now and again, no one likes to think 
about santorum, much less discuss it. A polite 
buttfucker says nothing about santorum to the 
embarrassed buttfuckee, and vice versa. They 
just get up and clean up. Since people don’t 
discuss santorum even with people they’ve 
covered with santorum, getting the word into 
general use is going to be tricky. I’m willing 
to do my part, however: Please send me your 
santorum-related questions and/or santorum-
related memories and I’ll do a column or two 
on santorum. This will not only help to get the 
word out and into general use, but also help 
break the silence about santorum.”

On Pegging: “We Have a  
Winner!,” June 21, 2001

After all, this is serious business: What term, 
from this day forward, will be the commonly 
accepted slang for a woman fucking a man 
in the ass with a strap-on dildo? Three can-
didates stood in this election: bob, for Bend 
Over Boyfriend, a popular series of “how to 
fuck your man in the ass” videos; punt, for 
kicking the ball to the other team; and peg, 

for a device once used to, uh, keep the butts of 
some very unlucky boys gaping open. Thou-
sands of people took the time to cast ballots 
(12,103 to be exact) and many included im-
passioned pleas for their favored candidate 
along with their votes.

…And now, the moment you’ve all been 
waiting for... THE WINNER! In what can 
only be regarded as a stunning upset, my 
favored candidate, bob, came in dead LAST. 
Out of 12,103 votes cast, bob received only 
2,721 votes (22.5%). In second place, with 
4,166 votes (34.5%), was punt. And in first 
place, with 5,216 votes (43%), was peg! Peg 
is the winner!

On GGG (Good, Giving, Game), 
“Sweet’N Low,” January 8, 2004

I’m not running your letter for the small 
number of pee-lappers out there reading 
this. I’m running it to give hope to all the 
young, single people who read letters from 
unhappy, sexually frustrated married people 
in my column and then write to ask if there’s 
something about being married that destroys 
your sex life. No, kids, there isn’t. You can 
be married and enjoy an exciting, mutually 
pleasurable, wildly adventurous sex life—
provided, of course, that you have the good 
sense (or the good luck) to marry someone 
who’s good, giving, and game, and that you 
and your partner are both willing to be open 
and make compromises.

The Campsite Rule, “Boys 2 
Men,” June 16, 2005

Older folks who mess around with younger 
folks have a special duty, TT, and it is to leave 
’em in better shape than they found ’em. You 
don’t make babies, you don’t give ’em diseas-
es, you don’t lead ’em to believe that anything 
lasting is going to come of this. You answer 
their questions, correct any misconceptions 
they may have about sex, show them where 
the clit is, make sure they know that birth 
control is their job too.

“Leaky Pipes,” June 3, 2004

If your McJob isn’t in a McSchool—if you’re 
not a teacher or a coach—the law in your state 
is clear: You can fuck your young coworkers 
senseless, DOM, so long as the sex is consen-
sual. But remember the first rule of sleeping 
with legal teenagers: Younger sex partners 
are like campsites, DOM. You should always 
leave ’em in better condition than you found 
’em. Don’t knock ’em up, don’t give ’em STDs, 
and don’t mislead ’em about the long-term 
possibilities (which are nil). Make sure they’re 
having fun, be open and accommodating, and 
combat their youthful ignorance about sex by 
answering their questions.

Monogamish in “Correcting the 
Record,” November 19, 2010

My husband and I have never had a three-
way with a “stranger,” Porno Pete. But if you 
prefer to picture the two of us getting with 
hot, sweaty, well-hung strangers when you’re 
drafting a post/rubbing one out/living vicari-
ously though us, go for it.

As for my marriage—my monogamish 
marriage—it’s lasted twice as long as Ronald 
Reagan’s first marriage, longer than all but 
one of Newt Gingrich’s three marriages (and 
soon it will have lasted longer than all three 
of Newt’s marriages), and much, much lon-
ger than any one of Rush Limbaugh’s four 
marriages.

So forgive me, Porno Pete, but I kinda 
maybe think the two of us—me and the 
husband, still crazy in love after all these 
years—just might be doing something 
right. n
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This originally ran in the April 5, 1995, issue of The Stranger.  
Please do not write an essay, or send it in with a note about yourself,  

or make eye contact with Mr. Savage. 
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I am The Stranger’s in-house curator 
of blunders because the very first Re-
grets Issue, in 2004, was my idea, and 

I’ve edited that annual cavalcade of calami-
ties ever since. It comes out the week of 
New Year’s Day. We’ve made plenty 
of errors so far in 2016, so this 
year’s issue should be a doozy. 
Mark your calendars!

But what about all-time er-
rors? What are the freakiest 
face-plants in Stranger his-
tory? Dan Savage temporarily 
supported the invasion of Iraq, 
which is just about the worst mis-
take a newspaper employee could have 
made in the last 20 years, but according to 
my files, I also temporarily supported the 
invasion of Iraq, so let’s just move along, 
shall we? The mistakes below may not have 
resulted in the deaths of hundreds of thou-
sands of people and the destabilization of 
the region that also happens to be the birth-
place of Western civilization, but they stick 
out in my mind because, wow, really, we did 
that? Seriously? Ugh.

The Time We Accidentally Ru-
ined an Article by Dave Eggers

In the early 2000s, Dave Eggers published 
his memoir A Heartbreaking Work of Stag-
gering Genius, which was, as everybody 
said at the time, heartbreaking and stag-
gering and genius. One of the weirdest 
aspects of covering books for a newspa-
per (as I started doing for The Stranger 
in 2003) is that you sometimes get to meet 
your heroes. Eggers came to town in 2004 
to promote his book of short stories How 
We Are Hungry. Dan Savage had started 
a tradition of inviting writers like Sarah 
Vowell and David Rakoff to write reviews of 
their audiences in Seattle when they came 
to town, and so, after the reading, when 
Eggers and I were sharing a cab back from 
the University Book Store, we talked about 
Chilean sea bass (I don’t remember how 
it came up), the Seattle skyline (it looked 
beautiful that night), and whether he would 
be willing to write a review of his Seattle 
audience. He agreed.

Savage was so excited when I told him, 
he shook my hand. He’d tried and failed to 
get Eggers to write for The Stranger, which 
may or may not have had something to do 
with Savage agreeing to write something 
for Eggers’s magazine Might in the 1990s 
and then Savage never turning it in. Well, 

Eggers never turned in his piece to me.
A year or two later, I ran into Eggers 

at a fundraiser for 826 Seattle (now called 
the Bureau of Fearless Ideas). We were 

backstage at McCaw Hall. The moment 
Eggers saw me, he remembered 

that piece he’d forgotten to 
write, and apologized, and 
agreed again to write an 
audience review for The 
Stranger. I didn’t expect it to 
happen, but the next morning 

in my e-mail inbox there were 
1,000 freshly written words by 

Dave Eggers. He asked that The 
Stranger make a donation to 826 Se-

attle in lieu of paying him.
The art department hired an illustrator 

to start working on a portrait of Eggers 
to go with his piece. But when I went up-
stairs to sign off on that page on the day 
of the printer deadline, the illustration still 
wasn’t in. I didn’t like to approve pages un-
til I could see the art, but the production 
director insisted I approve the text because 
we were so behind. Begrudgingly, I ap-
proved the text. Later in the day, when the 
art came in, the editorial designer working 
on that page dropped the art into its spot 
on the page, and while she did that she ac-
cidentally highlighted a sentence and a half 
and typed the letter Z, erasing the text that 
had been there. Because I’d approved the 
page without the art—never again!!—I 
didn’t catch the error until I read it in the 
printed paper and went “What?!” It made it 
seem as if Eggers had had a stroke between 
his third and fourth paragraphs, and then 
had regained consciousness and continued 
on as if nothing was amiss.

We were so embarrassed we didn’t know 
what to do. I called 826 Seattle’s director and 
apologized. We created a corrected page, 
printed it, and sent it to them. They sent 
that page to Eggers. Years went by before 
we told Eggers what had really happened.

The Time We Accidentally Ruined 
an Article by Jonathan Raban

In 2005, The Stranger was privileged and 
honored to publish a piece by the critically 
acclaimed novelist and nonfiction writer 
Jonathan Raban, author of such literary 
masterpieces as Passage to Juneau, Hunt-
ing Mr. Heartbreak, Bad Land, and Old 
Glory. In addition to his hilarious fish-
out-of-water takes on being a Brit living in 
Seattle (he won a Stranger Genius Award 
in 2006), Raban had brilliant and learned 
things to say about jihadists in the wake 
of the 2005 Al Qaeda bombings in Lon-
don. In “Our Secret Sharers,” an essay 
that appeared in The Stranger in our Au-
gust 4, 2005, issue, he pointed out that the 
9/11 hijackers had “learned their brand of 
murderous revolutionism not in the Mid-
dle East, where they grew up, but in the 
West.” Raban argued persuasively that 
modern jihad was inspired by the writings 
of Sayyid Qutb, who “drew as much on the 
conservative literature of the West as on 
the teachings of Islamic fundamentalists” 
and whose writing “adroitly collaps[ed] the 

20th into the 7th century.” Unfortunately, 
when a copy editor got her hands on the 
text, there was a “th” in superscript (which 
Stranger house style doesn’t permit) next 
to the numeral 7, so the copy editor delet-
ed the phrase and retyped it, accidentally 
typing “17th century” instead of “7th,” an 
error of 1,000 years. Which is how it ap-
peared in print.

The Time We Had a Typo in a 
143-Point Font

That’s right, one-hundred-and-forty-three- 
point typeface. A teacher at Photo Cen-
ter Northwest had arranged with The 
Stranger to have his students create photo 
essays about Seattle bands, and the best 
set of photos would be published in The 
Stranger. The photographer Jack New-
ton got to have his photos of the band Fly 
Moon Royalty appear in the paper, al-
though, unfortunately, above the photos, in 
the largest letters imaginable, it said, “Fly 
Moon Roaylty.” Those photography stu-
dents sure learned a lot about newspapers, 
but it had nothing to do with photography. 

The Time We Misspelled “Edu-
cation” on an Election Cheat 
Sheet

In the September 14, 2004, issue of The 
Stranger, we ran our endorsements for that 
fall’s election, along with a cheat sheet, like 
we’ve done for all elections since. Under a 
bolded subheadline reading “City of Seattle 
Proposition No. 1 Families and Educatoin 
Levy,” we encouraged readers to vote no. 
Obviously, we meant “Education.” This 
wasn’t the only time we messed up a cheat 
sheet. Ten years later on a cheat sheet, we 
ran the wrong election date.

The Time I Misquoted Emily Hall

I once wrote that erstwhile Stranger art 
critic Emily Hall had written something 
that she hadn’t, in fact, written. In fact, 
she’d written the opposite of what I said 
she’d written. It’s too complicated and bor-
ing to go into, and I’m out of room, but as of 
October 3, 2016, at 5:45 p.m., that mistake 
has finally been fixed, Emily! Sorry it only 
took me 11 years to remember to fix it. n

ANNIVERSARY

th

Mistakes Were Made: 
25 Years of Golden Blunders

We’re Not Too Big to Say “I’m Sorry”
BY CHRISTOPHER FRIZZELLE

[The error] made it seem 
as if Dave Eggers had 
had a stroke between 

his third and fourth 
paragraphs, and then had 
regained consciousness 
and continued on as if 

nothing was amiss.
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I doubt that anyone who worked at The 
Stranger in the ’90s or the ’00s would ever 
guess that one year we’d win a Pulitzer 

Prize. After all, The Stranger launched “san-
torum” into the universe (sorry if you got any 
on you), and one of the requirements for Pu-
litzer entries is that the material has to have 
been published in a newspaper “that adheres 
to the highest journalistic principles.” And by 
“highest,” I don’t think they meant newspa-
pers where you sometimes get high with your 
boss at the office Christmas party.

But we’ve had so many good feature writers 
on staff over the years that maybe it isn’t so 
surprising. As the editor in chief, I was miffed 
when Brendan Kiley didn’t get any recogni-
tion for his investigative series “The Mystery 
of the Tainted Cocaine,” which I nominated for 
a Pulitzer in 2011 in three different categories.

In 2012, the Pulitzer Prizes were announced 
at noon on a Monday. That morning, walking to 
work, I thought: “If we’d won anything, they 
would have told us by now.” One of the pieces 
we’d nominated that year was “The Bravest 
Woman in Seattle,” a masterful piece of long-
form narrative journalism by Eli Sanders 
about testimony in a heartbreaking murder 
trial. Eli had been covering that case for two 
years: He’d written a feature about the crime 

itself weeks after it occurred, and then another 
feature two months later exposing major loop-
holes in the way mentally unstable criminal 
suspects (like the attacker in that case) are 
handled in Washington State. By the time he 
wrote “The Bravest 
Woman in Seattle,” 
no one in the world 
knew the story bet-
ter than Eli did, and 
I remember distinctly 
how little editing that 
piece required. He let 
the concern and awe 
that the survivor’s tes-
timony inspired—in 
himself and in oth-
ers—come through in his writing. He wrote 
about trauma in a way newspapers rarely do.

The way the Pulitzer Prize works is, a panel 
of folks selects three finalists in each catego-
ry, and from those three, the Pulitzer board 
chooses a winner. Even being a finalist is a big 
deal. When Eli came into my office at 12:01 
p.m. that day and told me to go to the Pulitzer 
website, I thought there was a good chance I 
would see his name among the finalists. I re-
freshed the page of winners and saw, next to 
the words “Feature Writing,” the following 

letters in bold: “Eli Sanders of The Stranger, 
a Seattle (Wash.) weekly.”

Eli and I stared at each other in shock. He 
hadn’t believed what he’d seen on his screen, 
and I couldn’t believe what I was seeing on 

my screen. I dialed 
the extension for The 
Stranger’s general 
manager, Laurie Saito, 
and told her to go to 
Pulitzer.org, and she 
couldn’t believe what 
was on her screen. 
Once we started be-
lieving, we ran out into 
the newsroom and told 
everyone else, and as 

we did, Laurie walked in with several bottles 
of un-chilled champagne that she’d just gone 
and bought in the liquor store around the cor-
ner. I remember a lot of hugs and high-fiving 
and day drinking. Eventually we wanted cold 
drinks, so we went across the street to Barça, 
the bar where we usually gathered after work 
on Fridays, and Eli’s mom joined in the fes-
tivities. So did Jennifer Hopper, the amazing 
woman whose trial testimony inspired Eli’s 
article.

It had been five years since a weekly 

newspaper had won a Pulitzer in any category.
When The Stranger’s art critic Jen Graves 

was a finalist for a Pulitzer two years later, but 
didn’t win, I was thrilled that her work was 
being recognized at a level it deserved—but I 
also thought she’d been robbed.

After calling Laurie Saito, I called our pub-
lisher, Tim Keck, to tell him that we had just 
won a Pulitzer Prize. He was in a Wisconsin 
airport, getting on an airplane. We didn’t have 
good reception, and he couldn’t hear me when 
I told him which writer had won. He was flying 
back to Seattle, and he spent the whole flight 
wondering who it was. It is a testament to the 
quality of the writers at The Stranger by that 
point—a group that included Charles Mudede, 
Cienna Madrid, Brendan Kiley, Paul Constant, 
Bethany Jean Clement, Eric Grandy, Anna 
Minard, Dominic Holden, and Lindy West—
that it could have been anyone.

And I doubt that’s the last award we win. 
The latest crop of Stranger staffers—includ-
ing Sydney Brownstone, Rich Smith, Heidi 
Groover, Ansel Herz, and Ana Sofia Knauf—
is feisty and freakishly talented. It will be 
fascinating to watch what they accomplish 
under their new editor in chief, Tricia Roma-
no, as The Stranger keeps figuring out what it 
means to be Seattle’s only newspaper. n

2009–2016: That Time We Won a Pulitzer
How the Hell Did That Happen, Anyway?

BY CHRISTOPHER FRIZZELLE
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other in shock. He hadn’t 
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on his screen, and I 
couldn’t believe what I 

was seeing on my screen.
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THE FIRST POEM WE PUBLISHED 
WITH A STRAIGHT FACE

Over the years, Sherman Alexie has 
written several different columns for the pa-
per—a political column called Reservations, 
a sports column called Sonics Death Watch, a 
neighborhood column called Text from South 
Lake Union, and a column of flash fiction. He 
also wrote the first poem this rag ever pub-
lished (after anti-poetry editor in chief Dan 
Savage stepped down and Christopher Friz-
zelle had taken over editing the paper). Here 
is the first of five sections in Alexie’s poem 
“Unkissed”:

1.
Who
Knew
The man
Would jackknife,
Leave his lovely wife,
And abandon his preschool kids?
He told me once, “I hate my life.” So who 

knew? I did.
(I am vaguely Catholic, so I am prone to 

believe that any confession, however casual, is 
a Holy Confession. Isn’t every secret a sacred 
possession? Shouldn’t I honor any intimacy 
with my silence? Or am I just defending my 
friend? But, damn, what kind of man leaves 
his family without kissing them good-bye? 
And what’s more, he left them not for another 
woman or man, but for a studio apartment 
with a big-screen TV. Should I feel guilty for 
remaining friends with this bastard? Do I 
become a liar whenever I conceal the lies of 
another man, no matter how much I love him 
like a brother?) (“Unkissed,” by Sherman 
Alexie, February 19, 2009)

A DANGEROUS WALK THROUGH 
THE AMTRAK TRAIN TUNNEL

The Great Northern Tunnel is one mile 
long, 28 feet high, 30 feet wide, and 125 feet 
beneath downtown. Its southern portal is 
next to King Street Station, its northern 
portal below Pike Place Market. It was 
made with James “Empire Builder” Hill’s 
capital and the raw muscle of 350 forgotten 
men.

Each crunching step diminished the light 
behind us; utter blackness was slowly ap-
proaching. The tracks were dumb and cold. 
After walking for about 10 minutes, it oc-
curred to me that if a train were to come 
through, I would be in a spot of trouble… My 
imagination saw the lights of a freight train 
approaching me at a murderous speed. I saw 
its wheels crushing my body, crunching my 
bones. I envisioned the newspaper headline: 
“Zimbabwean Drifter Killed in Tunnel.” I 
saw a thousand rats feasting on my bloody 
remains. (“Young, Poor, Lucky,” by Charles 
Mudede, March 26, 2009)

BON JOVI’S PYRO TECH SPEAKS!
What do you do?

I am in charge of all pyrotechnics and 
proximate pyrotechnics for the band Bon 
Jovi. Basically, I make sure anything onstage 
involving explosive or flame is safe.

So you like to blow shit up?
I’ve never actually blown shit up. Explod-

ing feces would be messy, and it wouldn’t get 
me very far.

I don’t know. I think if you exploded feces 

on Jon Bon Jovi while he was singing 
that song “Have a Nice Day,” it would be 
amazing.

Is this really what you wanted to talk 
about? (“Sound Check: A Q&A with Bon 
Jovi’s Pyrotechnic Specialist,” by Trent 
Moorman, July 8, 2010)

THE MYSTERY OF THE TAINTED 
COCAINE

What’s the incen-
tive to use a relatively 
expensive [cutting 
agent] that makes 
your customers sick 
and increases your 
smuggling risk? … 
Nobody seems to 
know, including ex-
perts I spoke with 
on both coasts of the 
United States: doc-
tors, scholars, chemists, think-tank fellows, 
research scientists, federal and state public-
health analysts, law enforcement agencies 
from the Seattle Police Department to the 
DEA, and even people who work in and 
around the drug trade. Everyone has theo-
ries, but nobody has answers. It’s a mystery. 
(“The Mystery of the Tainted Cocaine,” by 
Brendan Kiley, August 19, 2010)

SEATTLE SPEAKEASY  
SPOOKS FEDS!

The agents sit silent, seemingly flum-
moxed. They’ve pursued this target for years, 
luring him into a bust that they hoped would 
scare him into giving up some valuable in-
telligence about domestic terrorists, or city 
politicians, or at least some drug dealers. But 
they’ve fundamentally misunderstood their 
own investigation.

This story fits into 
a national pattern of 
law enforcement go-
ing to great lengths 
to prosecute people 
who are perceived 
as serious threats to 
national security, but 
who are (for the most 
part) just people with 
big mouths and weird 
lifestyles. (“The Long 

Con,” by Brendan Kiley, May 4, 2011)

OUR PATRIOT ACT
There are two kinds of Americans: those 

who hate—or simply tolerate—“The Star-
Spangled Banner” and liars.

How is it that the greatest country in 
the history of everything has one of the 
worst songs ever as its national anthem?… I 

propose that the 1978 song “One Nation Un-
der a Groove” become the United States’ new 
anthem. Written by the late Garry Shider, 
Walter “Junie” Morrison, and George Clinton 
(no relation to Bill) of the cultishly popular 
psychedelic-funk ensemble Funkadelic… 
President Obama surely heard “One Nation” 
as a teenager and, being possessed of con-
siderable intelligence and refined aesthetics, 
he probably dug the song; maybe he even 
played hoop, busted a move, or made out to 
it. Clearly, Obama is the man to catalyze this 
change, especially while he’s riding a wave of 
popularity after vanquishing Osama bin Lad-
en. With “One Nation Under a Groove” as 
our national anthem, America will prove that 
even if its economic strength is flagging, its 
musical taste and striving for positive change 
remain unimpeachable.” (“Throw Away the 
(Francis Scott) Key,” by Dave Segal, May 
11, 2011)

FINALLY, AN ISSUE  
FOR MALE MUSICIANS

It’s that time of year again—time to 
pay attention to the men who rock, FOR A 
CHANGE! Everyone knows that there is 
nothing sexier (or more rare) than a man who 
knows how to rock. Being a gorgeous man in 
music is one thing, but add talent to the mix? 
That’s taking it to a whole ’nother level. With 
male-fronted bands, male solo acts, and even 
all-male bands becoming more and more 
commonplace, 2012 has definitely been the 
year of fierce men in music. They’re starting 
to rock all the genres, too: provocative punks, 
steamy rock ’n’ rollers, dashing cowboy 
sweethearts, hiphop hunks—men are even 
making it in the complicated world of elec-
tronic music! Guys everywhere are stepping 
to the front and demanding to be heard—and 
we’re ready to listen. (“Men Who Rock,” by 
Emily Nokes and Bree McKenna, October 3, 
2012)

LIT CRITIC NARROWLY SURVIVES 
BORDERS BOOKS

In 2001, Borders would go on to partner 
with Amazon.com, allowing the online book 
retailer to handle their internet sales for 
them, if you can believe it. There’s a photo 
of Jeff Bezos and then-Borders president 
and CEO Greg Josefowicz shaking hands 
to celebrate the partnership. Josefowicz has 
weatherman hair and a broad smile, and he’s 
beaming past the camera with the cocksure 
giddiness of a guy who thinks he just got rid 
of all his problems because he sold his dumb 
old cow for a handful of really cool magic 
beans. But when you pull your eyes away 
from Josefowicz’s superheroic chin, you no-
tice that Jeff Bezos is smiling directly into 
the camera with keen shark eyes. His smile 
is more relaxed, a little more candid than 
Josefowicz’s photo-op-ready grin. It’s the 
face of someone who’s thinking, I finally got 
you, you son of a bitch. It’s a photograph of 
the exact second that Borders died. (“Books 
Without Borders,” by Paul Constant, Aug 3, 
2011)

SEATTLE IS FULL OF WHITE 
PEOPLE IN DENIAL ABOUT 
RACISM

On the number 7 bus, which runs from 
Rainier Beach to downtown, a woman once 
scolded [Ron] Ruthruff for calling a young 

2009–2016: Third Wave
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African American kid a boy. He was a boy, 
and Ruthruff [who is white] almost ignored 
the woman because she was drunk. But he 
was feeling open, and instead he asked her 
to tell him more. She explained that masters 
used the term “boy” to belittle slaves; it’s still 
a charged word for black males of all ages. 
That was 25 years ago, and Ruthruff is still 
riding that bus in the same spirit. “I think for 
many of us, we have to just keep listening,” he 
said. “Could we as white people be willing to 
be wrong? Could that just be okay?” …

I approach a young African American man 
I’m overhearing. “I’d love to interview you; 
you’re so eloquent,” I tell him, immediately 
hearing myself sound like one of those people 
who said candidate Obama was so well-be-
haved (well-groomed, polite, pick your nice 
adjective) for a black man.

“I can’t believe I just called you eloquent,” 
I say. He gives me a knowing look, we both 
laugh, and start talking. (“Deeply Embar-
rassed White People Talk Awkwardly About 
Race,” by Jen Graves, August 31, 2011)

THE WOMAN WHO COVERED 
HERSELF IN FLOUR AND JUMPED

And then there were the footprints.
During the first two weeks after Rosado’s 

death, neighbors piled flowers outside Rosa-
do’s door, just as they’d piled flowers outside. 
But a ghostly smattering of white footprints 
kept showing up on the carpet outside of 606 
as well. Whoever was cleaning up 606 kept 
tracking more flour out and leaving it there 
overnight… Truthfully, if Rosado hadn’t 
called so much attention to her departure 
from the world, most of the neighbors on 
the sixth floor never would have noticed. It’s 
an 88-year-old brick building with rodents 
and high turnover… The guy who shot him-
self in his kitchen down the hall seven years 
ago, shortly before I moved in, craved atten-
tion from his neighbors, at least according to 
the notes he wrote all over his walls… Chris 
Parks, the ex-maintenance guy who had to re-
paint those walls, took photos of them… He 
burned the photos to a CD that he gave me… 
It made me want to run down the hall and 
introduce myself to everyone in the building. 
(“The Woman in 606,” by Christopher Friz-
zelle, August 22, 2012)

WE WERE THERE WHEN CLINT 
EASTWOOD MADE OUR DAY

It turns out, [Clint] Eastwood speaking to 
an invisible Obama sitting in a chair onstage 
was an unwittingly perfect metaphor for this 
convention; the organizers spent millions of 
dollars arguing against an imaginary state-
ment by a cartoon-villain president who at 
least one of these delegates described in the 
streets outside as “in the Muslims.” (“Stuck 
in a Room with Mitt Romney,” by Paul Con-
stant, August 29, 2012)

PORTRAIT OF THE ARTIST  
AS A HOLOCAUST DENIER

The question is hard to get your head 
around: If Charles Krafft is a Holocaust de-
nier, what does that say about his revered 
artwork? What exactly does he believe 
happened, and didn’t happen, during the 
Holocaust? How should collectors and 
curators—or anyone who sees his work— re-
assess his art in light of what he’s been saying 
lately?…

This wasn’t the first time I’d heard the ru-
mor, but I found it impossible to imagine that 
the swastikas on Krafft’s work might reflect 
genuine spite toward Jews—i.e., that there 
might not be so much difference between 
Krafft’s swastikas and Hitler’s. After all, that 

could mean this self-taught, former Skagit 
Valley hippie artist was using the guise of art 
and irony to smuggle far-right symbols into 
museums, galleries, 
collectors’ homes, and 
upscale decor shops 
like Far4 on First 
Avenue.

That first time I 
asked Krafft whether 
he was a Holocaust 
denier, he refused 
to answer. (“Charles 
Krafft Is a White Na-
tionalist Who Believes 
the Holocaust Is a Deliberately Exaggerated 
Myth,” by Jen Graves, February 13, 2013)

THE CASE OF THE  
MYSTERY TURD

It was a warm night late this past sum-
mer, the kind of night that leaves you panting 
between yawns like a horny-dull lover. A fa-
miliar craving drove an unsuspecting Seattle 
man from his condo: He needed a cigarette. 
He stepped outside. A few clouds hung in the 
breezeless sky, partially obscuring the waxed 
gleam of a fat gibbous moon, but not enough 
to dispel its brightness.

The 35-year-old man rolled a cigarette, 
alone. He’d lived in the small, L-shaped con-
dominium building long enough to know the 
rules—if you wanted a smoke, you had to take 
it outside, either in the condo’s gated parking 
lot or on the sidewalk. He was a computer 
programmer, not a rule breaker.

Laughter and muted conversation spilled 
out from a nearby bar. More horny-dull peo-
ple struggling to make a connection in this 

crazy, horny-dull world. But that wasn’t what 
captured his attention as he took a drag off his 
cigarette. It was the empty, nice car he says 

he saw parked illegal-
ly, partially blocking 
his condo’s driveway. 
As he walked toward 
the rear of the car, 
he says, he saw an el-
egant woman shitting 
right where the drive-
way and the street 
meet.

“I definitely saw 
her bare ass,” he tells 

me over the phone.
I lean back in my office chair, pressing him 

for details. “And you’re sure it was a turd you 
saw?” (“Spooky Shit,” by Cienna Madrid, Oc-
tober 23, 2013)

DOMINIC HOLDEN ON  
ANTI-POLICE-REFORM  
ELEMENTS AT CITY HALL

After a spate of misconduct cases arose 
in 2010, eventually resulting in the US De-
partment of Justice finding that Seattle 
police have a pattern of using excessive force, 
editorials began appearing in the SPOG 
newspaper, the Guardian, attacking politi-
cal leaders who supported reform, opposing 
the reform plan, and calling to overturn pro-
grams intended to stop racial profiling. The 
city’s Race and Social Justice Initiative is 
“an assault on traditional and constitutional 
American values,” one Guardian piece de-
clared. Efforts to combat racial profiling 
were “socialist policies” perpetrated by “the 
enemy” (with “the enemy” being city officials 

who wanted to work on the racial profiling is-
sue). Another piece, published the same year 
a cop threatened to “beat the fucking Mexi-
can piss out of ” an innocent man, argued cops 
should be allowed to call citizens “bitch” and 
“n***a” (asterisks appeared in the original). 
SPOG compared the Justice Department’s 
investigation to the federal government’s 
bloody standoffs at Waco and Ruby Ridge. 
They said the city attorney charging an of-
ficer with assault after the officer kicked a 
teenager lying on the ground was “a calcu-
lated and evil move.” They sued to block the 
police reform plan after it was approved by 
a judge. And they said that several assistant 
chiefs partnering with elected officials to im-
plement early reforms were a sign that “the 
enemy” had found “new allies… at the very 
top of SPD.” (“Reform in Reverse,” by Domi-
nic Holden, April 16, 2014)

ERASING THE T-WORD
Tranny was invented as a term of affection 

between those of us who wished to live out-
side the gender binary system, but now a new 
generation of trans activists finds that word 
to be deeply offensive and have sought to ban-
ish it entirely.

My greatest wish, and I mean this with my 
whole heart, is that the strategies they are us-
ing to combat transphobia now will lead to the 
better world they are hoping for… But if by 
erasing the word “tranny,” they hope to get 
rid of embarrassing associations with trans 
sex workers, drag performers, trashy gen-
der fuckers, and other self-identified “freaks” 
who choose to live outside the binary gender 
system, they are in for a big disappointment, 
and in my opinion, they should be ashamed 
of themselves. Long before and even since 
Stonewall, the gay bourgeoisie has tried to 
hide the drag, leather, and trans subcultures 
away from the mainstream media to present 
a “positive” face in order to gain mainstream 
acceptance for the heteronormative LGBT 
people of their own class…

This argument around word-policing has 
mistakenly been described as “a genera-
tional thing.” It’s not. It’s about conservative 
tactics versus more progressive ones… Ban-
ning words is censorship, and censorship is a 
conservative tactic. Maybe you’ve heard this 
one? “I don’t mind that you’re gay, but do you 
have to talk about it all the time?” (“About the 
Word ‘Tranny,’” by Mx Justin Vivian Bond, 
June 25, 2014)

SATIRE ALERT
Having given Seattle a host of places to 

eat, drink, and be merry, [David] Meinert 
and [Jason] LaJeunesse are now offering 
the ultimate lifestyle accessory, with their 
own retro-modernist twist. The former Fer-
rari dealership will be made over to resemble 
what Meinert calls “a combination hunting 
lodge and ’80s video arcade” envisioned by 
renowned designer George Esquivel. The 
cars themselves will be moved to an under-
ground vault for private viewing, while what 
is now the vehicle showroom will be con-
verted into a lounge/fashion boutique that 
will serve locally sourced sparkling wine and 
fruit, sell clothing designs inspired by the 
films of Visconti, Fellini, and Antonioni, and 
feature a revolving lineup of the Northwest’s 
premier DJ/turntablists. But Meinert and 
LaJeunesse have been around long enough 
to know that all this innovation would be for 
naught without the right name. With that in 
mind, they’ve christened their latest brain-
child 4RE. (“Meinert, LaJeunesse Acquire 
Ferrari Dealership,” by Sean Nelson, Octo-
ber 10, 2014)
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CHARLES KRAFFT Not ironic.

This argument around 
word-policing has 
mistakenly been 
described as “a 

generational thing.” It’s 
not.
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SARAH GALVIN ON A LIFE 
SPENT BEING ASKED “ARE YOU 
A GIRL OR A BOY?”

At first I was Captain Hook from Peter 
Pan, but through ongoing make-believe, my 
pirate persona developed. I wore an increas-
ingly filthy felt tricorn hat and eye patch, 
and every morning drew a mustache on 
myself with a black-licorice-scented Magic 
Marker.

When a relative made me a plaid dress 
with a matching eye patch, my mom was 
thrilled, but when she put the dress on me 
so she could take a picture, I started crying. 
I remember her saying how pretty I was, 
which made it worse. I felt humiliated—pi-
rate captains don’t wear dresses, I thought. 
Fortunately, my mom realized something 
was seriously wrong and never made me 
wear that dress again, or any other. Within 
two years, I asked to cut my hair short. In 
any picture of me from childhood past the 
age of 5, my wardrobe isn’t much different 
than it is now, except I am now less likely to 
a wear a poison-dart-frog-print baseball cap, 
and the substances my clothing is stained 
with have changed. There are few things I’m 
more thankful to my parents for than not 
forcing me to dress and behave “appropri-
ately” for a person with my external sexual 
characteristics. (“My Whole Life I’ve Been 
Asked If I’m a Girl or a Boy,” by Sarah Gal-
vin, June 24, 2015)

IS EDEN REAL?
Eden is a 2012 film about a suburban 

teenage girl kidnapped from her hometown 
in New Mexico and taken into a warehouse 
outside Las Vegas, where she is forced into 
a factory of sex slaves headed by a crooked 
US Marshal. The girls live in punishing 
conditions. They’re lined up for mandatory 
pregnancy tests and mystery injections. 
Tracking cuffs are strapped to their ankles. 
Their clients come from every level of Ameri-
can society: businessmen, fraternity guys, 
politicians. Assigned the name Eden, the 
girl we follow is imprisoned, beaten, raped, 
whipped, and tortured. Her only route to 
escape is through the ultimate betrayal, 
convincing sex-trafficking ringleaders she is 
loyal to them by becoming their madam—
selling other women to save herself.

As the movie makes clear, Eden’s story 
is based on the life of a real woman. She is 
Chong Kim, a noted crusader against sex 
trafficking…

If there were a lawsuit, that would include 
a “discovery” process, a jarring loose of evi-
dence, potentially—facts that might lead us 
toward the truth. But as things stand, we 
don’t know who involved with the movie knew 
what when. And nobody, as far as I can tell, is 
pursuing legal action around the question of 
whether Eden is true, or whether Chong Kim, 
in her many and varied statements about sex 
trafficking in America, has been telling the 
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truth. (“Eden Was a Scary Movie About Sex-
Trafficking Based on a True Story—Or Was 
It?” by Jen Graves, December 17, 2014)

CHOOSE YOUR RACE
Don’t worry, friends, when your mom told 

you that you could be anything you wanted 
to be, she was right! You can be black if you 
want to, and I can be white! I’ve had my eye 
on Whiteness for a while and it seems like a 
sweet gig, so if you’ve been looking to add a 
little color to your life, I’m here to make a 
trade.

What You Get: Black friends—but for 
real. A whole library of cool handshakes. 
Great music. Dancing ability. The ability to 
look cool in bright colors. A rich history of 
strength through adversity. Black Twitter. 
The ability to grow locs that don’t look dis-
gusting. An Afro that 
white people always 
want to touch. Better 
basketball skills. You 
get to retroactively 
feel immense joy at 
Obama’s 2008 elec-
tion. Kwanzaa. Black 
history month. A re-
ally nice ass. Those 
anti-aging genes 
(#CheckThisMela-
nin). A sweet potato 
pie recipe. Kylie Jenner lips without surgery. 
Police brutality. A lower life expectancy. 1300 
percent less net financial worth. A higher 
infant mortality rate. A lower salary—for 
the same job! The school-to-prison pipeline. 
Those ladies who clutch their purses when 
you walk by. Centuries of oppression and 
exploitation. Your own food desert. Your own 
security detail every time you go shopping. 
Your own special extra-racist internet trolls

What I Get: St. Patrick’s Day. All the other 
history months. To enjoy that show Girls. A 
bank loan. Hair that’s considered “profes-
sional” just the way it grows out of my head. 
Most of the Disney princesses. Way more 
Halloween costume options. The freedom 
to call the police when I’m in danger. Coun-
try music. Nude crayons, Band-Aids, and 
pantyhose. A goulash recipe. A fat/phat raise 
(next round’s on me, friends). All your busi-
ness contacts. Manifest destiny. The ability 
to go to the airport without being picked for 
“random screening.” Generations of freedom 
and power. The ability to ask for help after a 
car accident without being shot in the face. 
Higher-quality medical care. Fanny packs. 
Carson Daly. A lifetime supply of sunscreen. 
The ability to not see color.

So those are my terms of sale. A life of 
blackness is yours—all for the cost of your 
whiteness! Don’t miss out on this great op-
portunity. Terms and conditions: No refunds. 
No day passes. No substitutions. (“I Have 
a Proposal for Rachel Dolezal,” by Ijeoma 
Oluo, June 12, 2015)

DRIVING WHILE BLACK
I was the one driver pulled over out of a 

group of drivers travelling at the same speed. 
Maybe it had absolutely nothing to do with 
my race. Maybe the cop couldn’t even see us 
until we were on the side of the road. Maybe 
it’s just plain old bad luck and I’m thinking 
bad thoughts about a good cop.

But I’ll never know. Because I can’t ask. 
Not unless I want to risk angering a cop. Not 
unless I want to risk being pulled out of a car, 
having a taser pointed at me, having my head 
slammed into the ground, being left in a jail 
cell for three days, all without an explanation 
of my arrest.

And that’s what really hurts. I can’t even 
ask why. (“Today I Got Pulled Over for Driv-
ing While Black,” by Ijeoma Oluo, July 22, 
2015)

BREAST MILK BLOWS MINDS 
(AND GOES VIRAL)

Human milk is… very much alive… The 
flavors are as dynamic as a mother’s diet… 
My daughter began dabbling in solid foods 
at five months, and since then, much to my 
delight, has eagerly scarfed down pork ribs 
smoked by her grandfather, roasted zucchini 
from Local Roots Farm, lechon and bagoong 
at a Food & Sh*t pop-up dinner on Beacon 
Hill, Neah Bay king salmon at Capitol Hill’s 
Marjorie, and deep-fried hush puppies from 
Jackson’s Catfish Corner in Rainier Valley…

Even before her first encounter with solid 
food, her taste buds 
had already begun 
telling her that she 
is part of a city filled 
with the cuisines 
of many nations, a 
household that sup-
ports local farmers, 
and a Filipino family 
with an abiding love of 
pork and fermented 
shrimp paste.

Just as exciting… 
without my knowing it, my milk has already 
been adapting itself to her needs. Breast-fed 
babies have lower instances of colds and vi-
ruses… How exactly is my body able to write 
my daughter a prescription for her illness 
without a diagnosis? (“The More I Learn 
About Breast Milk, the More Amazed I Am,” 
by Angela Garbes, August 26, 2015)

This was the most-read story ever run on 
The Stranger’s website, with more than one 
million page views.

BLACK LIVES MATTER MATTERS, 
BUT BERNIE DIDN’T KNOW 
WHAT TO DO WITH IT

The crowd booed and hissed and chanted 
“Bernie,” which overwhelmed the chant 
to “let them speak.” As [Marissa] Johnson 
and [Mara Jacqueline] Willaford called for 
silence, some people raised fists in solidar-
ity, but the more vocal Sanders supporters 
shouted vitriolic shit. Someone from behind 
the stage threw a full bottle of water, which 
hit me in the stomach. If that bottle of water 
had been thrown a little higher, a little more 
to the right, one of the two women who had 
commandeered the mic would have been hit in 
the head. The scene may have turned violent. 
The little cadre of cops keeping watch could 
have leaped onstage and indulged their rage 
for order, and things could’ve gotten even 
uglier. I don’t know who the bottle-thrower 
was aiming for, whether they were aiming at 
all, or whether they were from Seattle. But I 
would like to use this platform briefly to say: 
Fuck you. You’re not helping. (“What Bernie 
Sanders Said (and Didn’t Say) After the 
Black Lives Matter Interruption,” by Rich 
Smith, August 12, 2015)

ADULT CHILDREN HOARDING 
THE CORPSES OF THEIR DEAD 
PARENTS, ET AL

Last Days was for years a Stranger 
standard. It was a cesspool where all other 
cesspools came to meet up, and its first writ-
ers were Sean Nelson and Rebecca Pellman. 
Its longest writer was David Schmader. 
Every week for 16 years, Schmader would 
comb through the news of the world and 
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Without my knowing it, 
my milk has already been 

adapting itself to her 
needs. Breast-fed babies 
have lower instances of 

colds and viruses. 
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pick the most terrible, the most unfuck-
ingbelievable, and the most whaaa? things 
that humans had done in the week just past, 
things he described in the final column as 
“16 Years of Gawkworthy Crime, Human 
Bloopers, and Adult Children Hoarding the 
Corpses of Their Dead Parents.” At first he 
would report city scenes, but later, with the 
interwebs all webby and inter-y, he curated 
material from every corner of everywhere. 
In the final column, he explained, “Why 
should one Cosby accuser be showcased and 
not another? Do people really need to know 
the name of the guy who died of a fatal penis 
injection, or is ‘New Jersey man’ an accept-
able substitute that might spare his survivors 
some pain? How many stories of babies be-
ing microwaved can readers withstand 
before being driven to sterilize themselves 
and throw away their microwaves? These are 
the questions I wrangled with weekly for 16 
years, typically while listening to Gas’s am-
bient masterwork Pop and in the vicinity of 
my ridiculous dog Pickles.” (“The Last Days 
Crisis Is Over (for Me),” by David Schmader, 
September 16, 2015)

THE ARTICLE THAT LED TO THE 
FIRST-EVER FIRING OF A SEATTLE 
POLICE OFFICER FOR RACIAL 
BIAS

On July 9, 2014, a brilliant summer day, 
William Wingate was walking through Capi-
tol Hill.

The 70-year-old Air Force veteran and 
retired King County Metro bus driver had 
a daily habit of walking and using a golf 
club like a cane, according to his attorney, 
Susan Mindenbergs. He typically walked 
from Northgate to the Central District, 
where he would pick up copies of the Facts 
newspaper.

But at about 1 p.m., shortly after Seattle 
police officer Cynthia Whitlatch turned the 
corner past The Stranger’s offices, she pulled 
over her patrol car, got out, and yelled at 
Wingate to drop his golf club.

The incident was caught on her vehicle’s 
dash-cam video recording system and ob-
tained by The Stranger through a public 
records request. (“Video: Seattle Police Jail 
Elderly Military Veteran for ‘Walking in Se-
attle While Black,’” by Ansel Herz, January 
28, 2015)

FIVE OF THE TOP 10 SENTENCES 
BY LARRY MIZELL JR. OF 2015

1. “It does not bang in any sense—Ryan 
Lewis’s productions don’t really do that—
and is a too-many-tabs-open mess of musical 
ideas.” (re: Macklemore’s “Downtown,” Aug 
28)

2. “Do you sit on FB commenting on 
scary-ass status updates bemoaning ‘Somali 
gangbangers’ on Pike Street while ignoring 
the fact that 300,000 of your neighbors can’t 
send money home anymore because of the 
war on terror?” (My Philosophy, re: Malitia 
MaliMob, March 4)

3. “Let the record show that the week this 
album dropped: (1) Starbucks publicized a 
ham-fisted initiative to make their least-paid 
employees attempt to discuss race with their 
customers in the two minutes before they 
get their morning fix (let’s hope they were 
insured against any resulting third-degree 
facial burns), (2) a black UVA student had his 
head beat bloody on the concrete by bever-
age control officers for allegedly using a fake 
ID; (3) a middle-aged black man named Otis 
Byrd was found lynched in a tree behind his 
own house in Mississippi, and at press time 
is still considered the prime suspect in his 
own death.” (My Philosophy, re: To Pimp a 

Butterfly, March 25)
4. “To a lot of trad rap heads—who histori-

cally keep the finger 
they would otherwise 
keep on the pulse of 
what’s going on right 
up their fuckin’ ass-
es—most ATL rap is 
identical gibberish 
with triplet hi-hats 
(and being only half-
right is not being 
right, IMO), and rap’s 
keynote weirdo Young Thug is pretty much 
the Antichrist, given his fuckless gender-
flouting gangster persona.” (My Philosophy, 
Oct 7)

5. “Something I don’t mind telling you: I 
had an Everclear T-shirt.” (Everclear pre-
view, Nov 7) (“The Top 10 Albums, Songs, 
and Everything Else from the Year in Music 
2015,” by Sean Nelson and Stranger Staff, 
December 16, 2015)

FEAST FOR HOMELESSNESS
According to the invitation, the night came 

about after a “dialogue about the things we 
love most about Seattle and our most passion-
ate grievances,” in which the Cloud Room’s 
members “reported their number one griev-
ance with Seattle is homelessness.” The 
Cloud Room is a members-only co-working 
space in Capitol Hill’s recently opened Chop-
house Row. Memberships cost $300 to $600 a 
month; the space has, in addition to standard 
office accoutrements, a full service coffee 
and cocktail bar, a white grand piano, and an 
“Astrologer in Residence.” (“Looking for ‘So-
lutions’ to Homelessness at the Cloud Room,” 
by Heidi Groover, April 28, 2016)

THAT TIME WE WROTE ABOUT 
THE ADORABLE COFFEE PLACE 
IN PIKE PLACE MARKET

When I first moved here from Los Ange-
les, I stumbled across a little coffee shop while 

wandering through Pike Place Market. Even 
though it’s hard to find, it’s worth the hunt. 

This charming, local 
spot has managed to 
keep its doors open 
in the outdoor market 
since 1971—which is 
saying something in 
this age of constant 
development—and 
their chipper baris-
tas serve up perfectly 
roasted, no-frills cups 

of joe. You won’t find coffee like it anywhere 
else. (“Fifty Places in Seattle That You’re 
Taking For Granted,” by Ana Sofia Knauf, 
May 25, 2016)

SEVERAL WOMEN ALLEGE 
THEY WERE CONNED INTO SEX 
THROUGH A FACEBOOK RUSE BY 
FORMER STRANGER STRINGER 
MATT HICKEY

[Deja] Stwalley told [Liz] Shearer that she 
was a recruiter and it was her job to ferry 
women into the porn industry safely…

According to Shearer, Stwalley told her 
that she could audition with her ex-boyfriend, 
a photographer named Matt. Stwalley told 
Shearer that she would also have to have 
sex with Matt… Two years before Shearer 
met Matt, another woman had a similar ex-
perience. In 2013, Deja Stwalley friended 
19-year-old Allysia Bishop on Facebook… 
Bishop says that she never would have had 
sex with Matt if she didn’t think it was for the 
audition…

That same day, Bishop slit her wrists in a 
bathtub…

But the justice system has a limited abili-
ty—or willingness—to prosecute cases where 
consent was obtained under false pretenses. 
Three of the women have gone to local po-
lice, but they don’t feel they’re being taken 
seriously.

“It makes me feel like they don’t really 

care if he does it again,” Shearer says. (“The 
Audition,” by Sydney Brownstone, June 8, 
2016)

THE MOTHERFUCKING SAGA 
CONTINUES

By the time you read this, someone will 
have showed me the Facebook Live video of 
Philando Castile, the Minnesota man killed 
while sitting in his car. According to his girl-
friend’s account, Castile, who told the officer 
that he had his licensed firearm in the glove 
compartment, was shot in the arm and chest 
four times (again, point-blank) while reach-
ing for his wallet, presumably to show the 
cop his ID. (“I AM REACHING INTO MY 
POCKET FOR MY LICENSE.” —Richard 
Pryor, 1974.) One could probably assume 
then that the officer approached the vehicle, 
pulled over for a busted taillight, with his 
gun out and his finger on the trigger. Wonder 
why?

His girlfriend, Diamond Reynolds, nar-
rated the whole scene via live streaming video 
while her daughter—4 years old, not too long 
after they say childhood memory begins 
to form—watched from the backseat. Cas-
tile—who managed an elementary school’s 
cafeteria, an upstanding dude who’d been a 
straight-A student and had no priors—bled 
out and died.

I imagine there’s a lot of America, the 
other America, the Real America, that will 
see his long braids and think thug, and mean 
nigger—though maybe they’ll just cut out the 
middleman—and not for a second doubt that 
it was his fault. “Honey, he had a gun,” some 
NRA member will patiently explain to some-
body, somewhere.

And nothing will change, except maybe 
there will be more people in the streets. And 
there will definitely be more police in those 
streets, too, hands on their guns, ready to 
serve them, if not exactly protect them. (“My 
Philosophy: This Fucking Week,” by Larry 
Mizell Jr., July 6, 2016) n
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LARRY MIZELL JR. A philosopher, yes. He thinks very deeply.
MATTHEW THOMPSON

Do people really need to 
know the name of the guy 
who died of a fatal penis 

injection?
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This article won the 2012 Pulitzer Prize for Feature 
Writing. It was originally published on June 15, 2011.

T
he prosecutor wanted to know about window cov-
erings. He asked: Which windows in the house 
on South Rose Street, the house where you 
woke up to him standing over you with a knife 
that night—which windows had curtains that 

blocked out the rest of the world and which did not?
She answered the prosecutor’s questions, point-

ing to a map of the small South Park home she used 
to share with her partner, Teresa 
Butz, a downtown Seattle property 
manager. When the two of them 
lived in this house, it was red, a bit 
run-down, much loved, filled with 
their lives together, typical of the neighborhood. Now 
it was a two-dimensional schematic, State’s Exhibit 
2, set on an easel next to the witness stand. She nar-
rated with a red laser pointer for the prosecutor and 
the jury: These windows had curtains that couldn’t be 
seen through. These windows had just a sheer fabric.

Would your silhouettes have been visible through 
that sheer fabric at night?

Probably. She didn’t know for sure. When she and 
her partner lived in the house, she noted, “I didn’t 
spend a lot of time staring in my own windows.”

Everyone in the courtroom laughed a small laugh—
a laugh of nervous relief, because here was a woman 
testifying about her own rape, and the rape and mur-
der of her partner, and yet she was smiling at the 
current line of questioning, at the weird perceptual 
cul-de-sac to which it led. She appeared to understand 
why people might need to hear these answers, though. 
What happened to her and Butz in that house in the 
early morning hours of July 19, 2009, is hard to com-
prehend. A juror, in order to ease into the reality of 
what occurred, might first need to imagine how the 

man picked these two women. At least, then, there’d be 
some sort of arc to the story.

Maybe he stalked them, looked in their windows, 
decided they would be his victims. A young South Park 
girl named Diana Ramirez had already told the court 
that the man looked familiar. “His eyes,” Ramirez said. 
The prosecutor had also pointed out that the women 
only had a partial fence in their backyard, the yard 
where they liked to sit on warm evenings, staring at 
the sky above the South Park Community Center and 
the trees in the large surrounding park. It would have 

been easy for the man to approach their home, unseen, 
through this park at night.

Maybe he’d noticed the women around the neigh-
borhood during the day, both attractive, both shorter 
than him, working in their front yard, or attending 
a local festival, or heading to and from their favorite 
bar, Loretta’s. That July it was unusually hot. Butz, a 
brown-haired dynamo raised in much hotter St. Louis 
summers, thought it ridiculous to install air condition-
ing in Seattle, the court was told. Maybe the man saw 
that these women were keeping some windows open at 

night.
Maybe he also saw their love for 

each other, noticed it in silhouette 
or on a sidewalk, a love that was ex-
ploding that summer, making them 

inseparable, a love that had grown into plans for a 
commitment ceremony that fall. Maybe he realized he 
could turn that love against them, mercilessly, use it to 
control them in their own home, each subdued by the 
threat that he would kill the other.

They were two and he was one. But maybe he saw 
that, in a sense, they were one. He was six feet tall, 
200 pounds, muscled. He would have two knives with 
him. Maybe, looking through one of their windows, 
he thought that if it did become a fight, the numbers 
would be on his side.

What happened to her and Butz in that house in the early 
morning hours of July 19, 2009, is hard to comprehend.

THE BRAVEST WOMAN 
IN SEATTLE

For herself, for the woman she 
loved, and for justice, the survivor of the 
South Park attacks tells a courtroom what 
happened that night.  by Eli Sanders

YEARSOF PULITZER WINNER

AARON BAGLEY
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She understood, sitting up there on the wit-
ness stand, why people might need to 

imagine her window coverings. But this is not 
what the survivor of the South Park rapes and 
murder had come to talk about. The mechan-
ics, both psychological and practical, of how 
the attacks might have come to pass were now 
well beside the point. In any sense that would 
satisfy, they are probably unknowable.

The reason for her sitting on the witness 
stand of a packed and sweltering eighth-floor 
courtroom at the King County Courthouse 
on June 8, in jeans and a short-sleeved black 
blouse, hands clasped over knees, a jury of 
strangers taking notes, a crowd of family and 
friends and strangers observing, a bunch of 
media recording, was to say: This happened to 
me. You must listen. This happened to us. You 
must hear who was lost. You must hear what he 
did. You must hear how Teresa fought him. You 
must hear what I loved about her. You must 
know what he took from us. This happened.

The woman, now 38—out of respect for 
her wishes, The Stranger is not publishing 
her name—held the room with a transfix-
ing emotional frankness. She cried at times. 
She set her jaw and pressed on when it got 
exhausting, the reliving of an ordeal that 
probably lasted around 90 minutes, but took 
close to six hours over two days to retell in 
court. She showed regret and terror and hu-
miliation and grief and fury. She showed that 
she appreciated how awful, really absurdly 
awful, this all was, and she welcomed oppor-
tunities to laugh—at herself, at odd things 
her murdered partner had done when she was 
alive, at an inelegant, unintentionally impolite 
question from the prosecuting attorney about 
a trip she’d made to Weight Watchers with 
her partner on their last morning together as 
part of the couple’s plan to get in better shape 
before their commitment ceremony.

The prosecuting attorney asked some-
thing like: How’d it go at Weight Watchers? 
Without missing a beat, without shame, she 
framed her body with her hands, moved them 
up and down, and said: “Well…”

As if to say: Look at me. Go ahead, look at 
all of me. It’s okay. Laugh at the awkward-
ness of this, as everyone in the courtroom is 
doing right now, if that’s what you all need to 
do. It’s okay. Really. Look at me. And thank 
you for looking, because later on in this trial, 
the prosecutor will step up to the witness 
stand and pull my straight black hair back 
from my neck so that I can more easily point 
out, for all of you who are looking, the four 
slashing scars that run from below my left 
ear toward my throat, the scars from when 
the man cut and stabbed me with his knife. 
I am not scared. I have nothing to hide here. 
Not anymore. Not for something as impor-
tant as this, the opportunity to put him away.

She spoke of the perfect ordinariness of 
their last days together. How, the Friday 

before the attack, she stayed late working 
at her office in downtown Seattle and got an 
impatient call from Butz: “Are you coming 
home?” She went home and saw Butz sit-
ting on a red couch in their little red house in 
South Park, the house that—back when they 
first met by happenstance during a downtown 
Seattle workday in 2007—Butz had brought 
up before almost anything else. How there 
was lots of weeding to do. How it wasn’t the 
nicest “but she loved it.”

On this Friday, Butz was sitting on the 
couch in the red house and, her partner re-
called, “she had a pen and paper.” Butz was 
excited. She had gone through all their financ-
es. They had the money they needed for the 
commitment ceremony.

They decided to walk through the neigh-
borhood to Loretta’s. The second booth in 

from the door was theirs. It always seemed 
to be free for them. Butz ordered a bourbon 
and water, her partner a margarita. They ate 
the tavern steak and a salad. They felt great.

“We had one of the deepest conversations 
that we’d had in a long time,” Butz’s partner 
recalled on the stand. “She’d always had this 
dream of—I think she always wanted to work 
for herself. And she had this dream of owning a 
cafe-slash-movie theater. She wanted to call it 
the Reel Cafe. We were talking about it, what 
it would mean, what it would take… We came 
to this decision that we would work at our cor-
porate jobs for as long as it took to make that 
happen, and then she would do that.”

They talked about children. Butz, who was 
39, who had never been the one they thought 
would carry the child, announced: “Maybe I’ll 
have the baby.”

The prosecuting attorney asked: All of this 
happens at Loretta’s?

She laughed. The crowd in the courtroom 
laughed. It did seem remarkable.

“Yeah,” she said. “We were there for a few 
hours… It was our place.”

They walked home through South Park, 
through faint cones of street-lamp light and 
long stretches of darkness. Butz stopped at 
a store along the way and got her brand of 
beer, Bud Light. She wasn’t a regular smoker, 
but she was craving a cigarette. She said she 
was going to buy just one. They sat in the 
backyard of the little red house, staring at the 

trees, the community center, the sky above. 
“It was really hot that night,” Butz’s partner 
recalled on the stand. “Probably like in the 
80s or 90s.” They drank. Butz, it turned out, 
had come away from the store with three or 
four cigarettes. She smoked them all.

“It was just one of those nights,” her 
partner said. “I remember thinking: ‘In this 
moment, my life may not be perfect, but I am 
so happy.’”

The next day was Saturday, July 18, 2009. 
Weight Watchers in the morning. Then a 
fun thing a friend had gotten them into: a 
double-decker bus tour of microbreweries in 
the South Park area. Butz played bartender 
on the bus. A friend took pictures of them 
together. “I remember the sun was shining,” 
her partner said. “It was really hot. And I re-
member a few times I glanced at Teresa, and 
she had her face up. She loved the sun. She 
was in heaven.”

There was a late-afternoon trip to a dress-
maker who was working on a commitment 
ceremony gown for Butz’s partner. The dress-
maker wrapped her in a muslin cutout of the 
pattern. “I felt so beautiful,” she recalled. They 
were invited to a friend’s party up in Woodin-
ville that night, a sleepover kind of thing so that 
people wouldn’t have to worry about driving 
home. But they were both feeling tired. They 
decided to go back to South Park instead.

They bought steaks and potatoes—“stuff 
that she loved”—and while Butz grilled the 
steaks outside, her partner made the rest of 
the meal inside. There was a phone call from 
Butz’s mom. “This beautiful, amazingly con-
nected call with her mom, who she loved so 
amazingly much,” her partner recalled. It 
sounded like Butz’s mom, who is Catholic 
and had some reservations about their com-
mitment ceremony, would indeed be coming. 
“While they may not have agreed with our 
choice,” Butz’s partner said on the stand of 
some members of her partner’s family, “there 
was no question that they loved Teresa, and 

there was no question that they loved me.”
Dinner. Then a movie that had been ly-

ing around the house for a while, a musical 
that made them both cry. It was around mid-
night. Butz checked the locks multiple times 
(like always), she brushed her teeth multiple 
times while flossing in between (like always), 
she took the left side of the bed (like always) 
right next to her water and her lip balm. Her 
partner took the right side of the bed (like al-
ways). They said good night.

“I kind of leaned in to her and said, ‘I love 
you so much,’” Butz’s partner recounted.

“She said, ‘I know you do.’ And that was it. 
We went to sleep.”

Butz’s partner doesn’t know how long they 
slept.

“I woke up to a start,” she told the court. 
“There was a man that I could see was naked, 
standing over the bed with a knife in his right 
hand… And the knife immediately went to my 
throat.”

She gasped. She thought: This is a dream.
“And then,” she told the court, “it’s just 

processing that there’s a person here and 
something’s going to happen.”

She didn’t immediately know if Butz was 
awake with her, but she didn’t want to take 
her eyes off the man in order to find out.

“He said, ‘Be quiet, be quiet.’ Because I 

made that noise or whatever. And he said: ‘I 
don’t want to hurt you. I just want pussy.’”

He told them to take their clothes off.
Butz was already awake. Her partner re-

members her saying: “Sir, I’m on my period.”
The man’s response: “I don’t care.”
“So she took her pants off, and her shirt as 

well, and he got on top of her,” Butz’s partner 
told the court. “He started raping her.”

The man held onto the knife the whole 
time, kept it ready. (Prosecutors brought 
the alleged knife to court as evidence. It was 
more than a foot long from tip to handle.)

“I was as still as humanly possible,” Butz’s 
partner said. “I feel like I tried to put my arm 
as close to her as possible so she would know 
that I was there. I was terrified. I thought 
he’d kill us with the knife. I’d already had it to 
my throat. Already it was clear, you know—
the energy was, if you don’t do what he says, 
he’ll kill her… It wasn’t just our own lives 
that we were worried about… I know when 
I laid there still I was thinking, ‘If I am good, 
he won’t hurt her.’”

After a time, Butz’s partner said on the 
stand, “He got off of her, and he told me to 
take my clothes off, which I did. And then he 
told her, ‘Lick her pussy.’ And she got in the 
position, but she didn’t do it. She pretended. I 
was really grateful for that. But I remember 
I could just feel her near me. And I watched 
him walk by the dresser near the window, and 
he just, one by one, shut all three windows.”

In the courtroom, it felt like windows were 
closing. Everyone was still, as if hoping that 
this would keep him from hurting them.

He raped Butz’s partner next.
“I remember I laid very still, or very flat. 

I remember thinking, ‘Just get through it and 
he’ll go. He’ll go. Don’t do anything crazy.’”

She recounted how he smelled (“clean”), 
what his build was like (“muscular”), his race 
(“black”), how much hair he had on his body 
(“very little”), the volume of his voice (“soft”), 
the speed of his speech (“medium”), and the 

manner in which he spoke (“Other than using 
the word pussy, which kind of seemed lower 
brow, to be honest, the rest of his speech was 
very intelligent”).

She remembered feeling Butz reach for her 
arm, remembered Butz saying, “I’m so sorry.”

“Then,” Butz’s partner told the court, “he 
told me to get on my knees on the bed.”

The prosecuting attorney asked: Why?
“Because he wanted to. Well, he did. He 

put his penis in my anus.”
Already, Butz had been praying out loud 

through the ordeal: “Our father, please help 
us. Our father in heaven…” Her partner now 
started praying, too: “Please, God, let us live.”

Then, “He stopped and he stepped away. 
And he told Teresa to get down on the floor 
on her knees in front of him… I heard him 
say ‘swallow,’ and I heard what sounded like 
gagging noises from her.”

Butz’s partner visualized waiting, getting 
through this, the man leaving, then calling 
someone to come get them. At some point, 
he was done forcing Butz to perform oral 
sex and the two women both “scuttled up” on 
the bed, backs against the headboard, knees 
pressed to chests, arms around knees. Butz 
told him their purses were in the kitchen, that 
they didn’t have much cash but he could have 
whatever he wanted.

“He said, ‘I’m not going to hurt you. Don’t 
worry, I’m not going to hurt you.’ Then he 
said, and I remember: ‘Don’t get too excited. 
That was just round one.’”

He stood there, leaning against the dress-
er in their bedroom, naked, knife in hand, 
staring.

“He wasn’t smiling. He wasn’t scowling. 
He was just staring.”

For Butz’s partner, this waiting for more 
pain was worse than experiencing the pain in 
the moment.

The prosecuting attorney asked: How 
many rounds were there altogether?

“Three.”

Her first day of testimony ended. The 
next morning, June 9, she was back 

on the witness stand. In a building filled with 
trial horrors, this courtroom was about to go 
well beyond the normal—beyond what most 
people are brave enough to imagine, let alone 
recount. Some of her testimony from this day 
is not going to be recounted in this story. It 
got very gruesome. But in order to under-
stand her courage it’s necessary to hear, as 
much as possible, what she lived through.

Butz’s mother sat listening to the testimo-
ny on one of the wooden benches, just as she 
had every day of the trial so far, other mem-
bers of the Butz family tight on either side of 
her. She is a small woman, just like her daugh-
ter, who was only five feet two. One thought: 
If this woman can absorb, at the level of detail 
required for proof before a jury, the particu-
lars of what happened to her daughter—can 
view the bloody crime-scene photographs, can 
listen to the 911 call from a neighbor leaning 
over her blood-soaked daughter and scream-
ing, “Ma’am, please wake up! Please wake 
up!” (while, to the 911 operator pleading, 
“Please hurry, please hurry”), can hear the 
testimony about DNA evidence and what ori-
fices it was recovered from—then no one else 
in this courtroom can dare turn away. Butz’s 
mother’s presence, too, created an impera-
tive: This happened. You must listen.

Isaiah Kalebu, the man accused of these 
crimes, sat in a sealed courtroom on a high-
er floor, deemed so uncontrollable he’s been 
banned from his own trial, left to watch the 
proceedings on closed-circuit television while 
strapped into a restraint chair and dressed in 
a thick green flop of fabric known as a “suicide 
smock.” (No ties, strings, sleeves, or other 
possible aides to self-harm.) Up to this point 

The horror of what happened next made the court 
reporter’s eyes well up, made the bailiff cry, had the whole 
room in tears. The jury handed around a box of tissues. 

The prosecutor took long pauses to collect himself.
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in the trial, Kalebu hadn’t been fighting his 
confinement in the upstairs courtroom, but 
this morning, of all mornings, he changed 
from his suicide smock into a dress shirt and 
slacks and requested that he be allowed to 
sit in the eighth-floor courtroom with his ac-
cuser. After his lawyers went up and talked to 
him, he retracted the request.

Butz’s partner began her second day of 
testimony with the awful silence of the man 
standing there that night, leaning against 
the dresser, staring, promising more. “So 
much had already happened. I was trying to 
imagine what else…” And: “I didn’t feel like 
Teresa and I could communicate. I didn’t feel 
like I could tell her ‘I love you’… I almost 
thought it would be worse, and I don’t know 
why, if he knew I loved her too much.”

He said to the two women: “All right, get 
ready for round two.”

The horror of what happened next made 
the court reporter’s eyes well up, made the 
bailiff cry, had the whole room in tears. The 
jury handed around a box of tissues. The 
prosecutor took long pauses to collect him-
self. The family and friends in the courtroom 
cried (though, truth be told, they had been 
crying throughout). The Seattle Times re-
porter seated next to me cried. I cried. The 
camerawoman who was shooting video for 
all the television stations in town cried—and 
later on hugged Butz’s partner as she left the 
courtroom for the midmorning break.

Perhaps it is enough to restate how one of 
the two prosecuting attorneys summarized 
the attacks in opening arguments at the be-
ginning of the trial. Kalebu, this prosecutor 
said, “raped them every way imaginable. 
Vaginally, anally, orally. He wasn’t wearing a 
condom, and he ejaculated several times.”

Perhaps it is enough to listen to some of 
their conversations during the later phases 

of these attacks, as Butz’s partner recounted 
them on the stand.

The man asked the couple for lube before 
one of his rapes of Butz. When the women re-
plied that they didn’t have any lube, he said: 
“Too bad for her.”

The man asked, at one point: “So are you 
guys lesbians or are you bisexual?”

Butz’s partner’s mind spun. Which would 
be worse? Which answer would make him 
more likely to stop?

“I remember what I said was, ‘Well, we’ve 
been together a long time, so I guess that 
makes us lesbians.’”

She felt that she deserved to ask him a 
question at this point, so she asked: “Have 
you seen us before?”

He shook his head no.
Butz asked: “What if we’d been an old man?”
He just shrugged.
Butz’s partner made up a story that some-

one was coming to pick them up at 5:00 a.m. 
to take them to a wedding in Portland. She 
asked him if they were going to make the 
wedding. He said yes. She said: “Please don’t 
hurt us. We’re good people.”

He said: “Yeah, you seem like you’re good 
people. I wish we could have been friends.”

Butz replied: “Yeah, I wish we could.”
“Which,” her partner said on the stand, 

“is exactly what she would do… Even in that 
moment, she wanted to make some sort of 
connection. She said, ‘Maybe we still can.’”

He asked: “Do I seem like a good person 
to you?”

“She put the tips of her fingers on his 
chest—I will never ever forget this—and 
said, ‘I am sure there is some good in here.’”

He said: “No more questions.”

“I just did what I had to do,” Butz’s part-
ner said. “At one point, I felt the tip of 

the knife just kind of touch my arm. I said, 
‘Ouch!,’ and he actually said, ‘Oh, I’m sorry.’”

She remembers thinking: “There’s no way 
he’d say ‘I’m sorry’ and be a murderer. We’re 
going to get through this. There’s got to be 
some level of compassion there or something.”

At one point, Butz made a play for the 
knife. He said: “Don’t do that! Don’t do that!”

Butz’s partner, who was being raped at that 
moment, and was in a more vulnerable position, 
also said to Butz: “Don’t do that. Don’t do that.”

Butz stopped trying to get the knife. The 
man said: “I know you’re going to call the 
police. They all do. But I’m going to be long 
gone. I always am.”

“Maybe we won’t,” Butz’s partner told him.
“Well, you might not,” he said.
Then he looked at Butz: “But she will.”
The attacks became more sadistic. Things 

began to happen that were beyond the worst 
imagining of Butz’s partner. She felt like she 
was going to be ripped in half. She thought: 
“He’s not going to kill me with a knife, but 
he’s going to kill me this way.”

Then she heard Butz say: “Why are you 
cutting me? Why are you cutting me?”

The man said to Butz: “Shut up, or I’m go-
ing to kill your girlfriend.”

He took the women into another room in 
the house, where he pulled another knife out 
of a pair of jeans he’d left on a guest bed.

The story he had been telling them, the 
story Butz’s partner had been telling herself, 
the story that he just wanted sex and was 
not going to hurt them, now completely shat-
tered. “In that moment I just knew he was 
going to kill us,” Butz’s partner told the court. 
“I just knew. There was something different 
in his gaze. There was this kind of looking. I 

didn’t feel fear 
from him, I 
didn’t feel an-
ger from him, 
I just felt this 
nothing.”

He made 
them go back into their bedroom. They 
pleaded with him, tried to think of what 
they could possibly say. They told him they 
were on the board of a nonprofit that helps 
homeless people, which was true. He didn’t 
respond. They were back on the bed, on their 
backs, one of his knees on each of them, pin-
ning them down, a knife in each of his hands.

The next thing she heard was Butz saying: 
“You got me. You got me. You got me.” He had 
stabbed Butz in the heart.

“I remember thinking, ‘No. No. No. No. 
No. No. No. We were supposed to get to 
leave. We were supposed to get to go. She 
can’t be dying.’”

The man was slashing and stabbing Butz’s 
partner, too.

“He just cut, cut, cut, cut, and I remember 
just feeling the blood come down, some of the 
blood just spurting up and out. And I remem-
ber thinking, ‘This is it. There’s no way I can 
have my throat slit and live. There’s no way. 
There’s just no way.’

“The next thing I remember him doing 
was switching his hand from a cutting motion 
to a stabbing motion.”

Each of the women had their hands up, 
trying to push him off. Butz’s partner real-
ized, though, that the more she struggled, the 
more blood gushed out of her neck.

“It’s the weirdest thing. You don’t hurt. 
Blood’s spurting out of you, but you don’t feel 
anything,” she told the court.

She thought: “This is how I’m going to die.”
It was, she said, “sort of a moment of 

peace.”
She thought: “Maybe what Teresa tells me 

about heaven is true. Maybe it will be okay.”
She stopped fighting and released.

The reason for her sitting on the witness stand 
was to say: This happened to me. You must hear 
who was lost. You must hear what he did.
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“The next thing I felt was just this pow-
erful surge of energy.”

Butz had pushed and kicked the man off 
of the bed.

“I remember screaming: ‘Get him!’”
He punched Butz in the face. (An au-

topsy later showed her three bottom teeth 
broken and pushed back.) Butz grabbed the 
nightstand.

“I saw her holding that metal table, that 
little teeny tiny table. She kind of pushed him 
back with it.”

No stories mattered anymore. No hopes. 
No promises. It was now fight or flight in 
that room, kill or be killed. Butz threw the 
table through the window. She pushed herself 
through the jagged glass, fell to the ground 
outside, got up, sprinted to the curb, ran 
into the street. Then, her partner said, “As 
quickly as she started running, she just fell 
straight back.”

The man and Butz’s partner were still 
standing there in the bedroom, and they 
looked at each other.

He ran out of the room.

She ran to the front door.
“I remember I couldn’t get the front door 

open because my hands were too bloody,” 
she told the court. Eventually, she did get 
it open and she ran to the neighbors across 
the street, ran past her partner lying on her 
back on South Rose Street, because both 
of them needed help right now, because it 
seemed like they didn’t have much time. 
“Just ran as fast as I could,” Butz’s partner 
told the court. She was naked. They were 
both naked. She reached the neighbors’ 
front door.

“I bang on the door as hard as I can,” she 
said. As she did, she noticed the skin open on 
one of her arms, muscle popping through. She 
didn’t even remember being stabbed there. 
Her flat palms left perfect bloody prints on 
the door. The neighbors weren’t home.

“So I just turn around and start scream-
ing: ‘Help us! Help us!’”

Indifferent silence. Unanswered screams. 
A murderer and rapist running away 

through the night. Cruelty unchecked.
And then civilization, which did not stop 

this from happening, which did not even know 
this was happening, slowly returned, slowly 
wrapped itself back around the women, layer 
by insufficient layer.

Butz’s partner saw a young Hispanic man 
running toward them. “He just ran,” she told 
the court. She saw a young woman leaning 
over her partner. Neighborhood kids, up late 
on a warm night, were coming to help. One 
of them took off a sweatshirt and gave it to 
Butz’s partner. “I just grabbed her sweatshirt 
and held it up to my neck,” she said. She told 
a young man to call her mom on his cell phone 
and tell her she loved her. “And the next thing 
I remember at this point is an officer coming 
up to me and kind of abruptly telling me to 
stop screaming.” The officer asked: Is the bad 
guy gone? Which way did he go? He needed 
to secure the area before the firemen, waiting 
down the block, could rush in, blue smocked 
and white gloved, and try and help whomever 
they could. “I remember they came to me”—
the firemen—“and they didn’t go to her, and I 
was like, ‘Go to her! Go to her!’” Other firemen 
and medics would go to Butz, but it would be 
too late.

The canine unit would come to track the 
man’s scent. An emergency room physician 

would swab Butz’s partner for evidence 
and, for a time, with her best interests in 
mind, withhold from her the information 
that Butz had been killed. The coroner 
would autopsy Butz’s body. The crime lab 
would process the evidence: fingerprints 
on the dresser and the bathtub, a bloody 
footprint on a piece of paper that had been 
on the floor, DNA in and on the bodies of 
the two women. Detectives would run down 
leads, match the prints and DNA directly 
to Kalebu.

One of the detectives, a woman named 
Dana Duffey, would call one day while 
Butz’s partner sat in St. Louis at one of 
Butz’s favorite places, a bar and restaurant 
overlooking the Mississippi River. Detec-
tive Duffey would tell her: “We have him.” 
(And—no joke—fireworks would go off right 
at that moment across the river, an accident 
on the part of some worker preparing for a 
later show.) State psychiatrists would evalu-
ate Kalebu and declare him competent. King 
County prosecutors, well aware that Kalebu 
had been repeatedly held—and repeatedly 
released—by the state’s mental health and 

criminal justice sys-
tems in the 16 months 
before the South Park 
attacks, would prepare 
to try to put him away 
for life this time. Public 

defense attorneys would prepare his defense, 
which currently is “general denial.” A judge 
would be assigned, a jury selected. The com-
ponent pieces of this effort to be civilized 
even toward those accused of defying the 
demands of civilization, this attempt at a fair 
trial, would fall into place.

And then she—the bravest woman in Se-
attle—would testify at this trial, relive and 
recount it all, bear witness and bare her pain 
for the hope of justice.

Before all of this, though, the firemen 
would try to get Butz’s partner to sit down 
on South Rose Street, to stop her scream-
ing. But she would not sit down and stop her 
screaming. Not after what happened. Not af-
ter all that silence. Not anymore.

A part of her knew Butz’s fate. Still, she 
shouted into the night. Even if Butz couldn’t 
hear her anymore, maybe someone would 
hear: “I love you, Teresa! Fight! Fight! Fight! 
Fight! Fight!” n

On July 1, 2011, the jury found Isaiah 
Kalebu guilty on all counts. He is currently 
serving a life sentence without the possibility 
of parole.

A few weeks after this story was pub-
lished, Butz’s partner decided to share her 
name publicly though a first-person article 
published in The Stranger. In that article, 
Butz’s partner, Jennifer Hopper, wrote: “I 
chose The Stranger as my medium to speak 
because I believe the work done in these 
pages by Eli Sanders over the past two years 
has created a three-dimensional picture not 
only of the recent trial, but of the psychol-
ogy of the crime itself. His writing brought 
humanity to my personal horror, and I will 
always be grateful to have been interpreted 
by his honest voice. I am also grateful that 
people I have never met before were brave 
enough to read what was often uncomfort-
ably truthful. To everyone who witnessed 
our journey through Eli’s words: Thank you 
for listening. I am less alone because of your 
bravery.”

In the years after the trial, Eli Sanders 
continued his reporting on this case and 
the lives it altered. His book, While the City 
Slept (Viking, 2016), offers a portrait in mi-
crocosm of the state of mental-health care in 
America—as well as a story of love, forgive-
ness, and needed political change.

“I woke up to a start,” she told the court. 
“There was a man standing over the bed  
with a knife in his right hand.”
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www.thirdplace books.com

Emma Donoghue 
The Wonder (Little Brown)

Saturday, October 22 at 1pm  
@ Ravenna Third Place
Tickets $40
Join us for a luncheon event with best-selling 
author of Room, Emma Donoghue with her new 
book The Wonder.  
Tickets available in-person or by phone 206.525.2347. 
*tickets include one copy of The Wonder and lunch 
provided by Vios Café.

Doug the Pug : 
The King of Pop Culture (Griffin)

Friday, November 2nd at 6:30pm 
@ Lake Forest Park
Doug spreads love everywhere he goes, and 
now with his literary debut, he’s coming to living 
rooms around the world.  Meet Doug the Pug  
and get your copy of his new book signed!
Tickets available online at thirdplacebooks.com. 
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http://my.seattleaudubon.org/birdball
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For 25 Years, The Stranger  
Has Spoken the Sexy, Unruly 
Visual Language of Art Itself

BY JEN GRAVES

E llen Forney’s first Stranger cover 
was also her first big break. It was 
1993.

Using a brush on thick bristol paper, she 
painted a portrait of relaxation, liberation, 
and cool: two friends chilling and smoking in 
the bubble bath next to the cat licking its butt 
(it’s pictured at right).

Carefully, she carried the painting to the 
upstairs of the Wallingford house acting as 
the “office” of the paper. Gingerly, she handed 
her fragile, proud creation to James Sturm, 
now an acclaimed artist whose work adorns 
the New Yorker, who was then the first art 
director of the paper.

Making fun, he bobbled her art from hand 
to hand, joking that he would drop it. Except 
then he did drop it. And on its way down, try-
ing to get it, he accidentally kicked it.

It was the beginning of a beautiful 
relationship.

Forney, as well as countless other artists, 
has commandeered the cover of The Stranger 
many times. Every week, The Stranger 
picks a work of art. The Stranger 
puts that work of art on 66,500 
pieces of paper and distributes 
those papers to 2,100 loca-
tions—to every corner, counter, 
and cafe in the city.

It is a cumulative group art 
exhibition larger than many mu-
seums could ever show.

For that week, the artist sees her 
work everywhere she turns. “And I love 
it even in the gutter,” Forney, who is now a 
teacher and the author of a celebrated graph-
ic novel, told me when I asked her how it felt.

I don’t know of any other weekly 

newspapers in major American cities that 
do their covers this way. They prefer to il-
lustrate what’s inside with a topical graphic 
or a news photograph. The Stranger’s cover 
has nothing directly to do with what’s inside. 
It might echo a tone of voice, or the mood of 
a subject, but that’s all. It represents itself, 
and art itself. (There are a few exceptions, 
but this is the general rule.)

It’s always been my take, as the 
paper’s art critic, that the point is 

not to judge individual covers but 
to consider the cover as a free 
surprise gift every week. As I 
write this, I have no idea what 
will be on the cover of the pa-

per you’re now reading.
The Stranger also remains 

the only weekly newspaper in the 
nation to employ a full-time staff 

art critic (hi), and the only paper I know 
of that gives out $5,000 each year, no strings 
attached, to a local visual artist in the annual 
Stranger Genius Awards.

Why does it do all these art-related 

For that week, the artist 
sees her work everywhere 

she turns. “And I love it 
even in the gutter,” says 

Ellen Forney.

ANNIVERSARY

th



THE STRANGER    October 12, 2016    75

things? There is one beautifully simple and 
undemocratic reason: because publisher and 
cofounder Tim Keck thinks it’s important.

A fan of old newspapers and magazines, 
Keck once brought huge stacks of his dead 
grandfather’s The Ring boxing magazine 
(Keck’s grandfather was a boxer, so that tells 
you something about how Keck perseveres in 
the news business) to the offices of the On-
ion, the satirical publication that Keck also 
cofounded.

Keck had loved 
Joseph Pulitzer’s the 
World, which at the 
turn of the 20th century 
was the most beautiful 
newspaper around, with 
hand-lettered headlines 
that curled like party 
ribbons and huge full-
color drawings and 
halftone photographs 
of automobiles and orcas and Mark Twain’s 
face pushing aside gray seas of text on the front 
page like luxury ocean liners.

At The Stranger, Keck wanted to “paint 
the city with artists,” he told me, plus “we 
were playing the opposite game.” It helped 
that nobody else in weekly newspapering 
published stand-alone art out front. Graphics 
and news photos are hard to make interest-
ing every week without a budget, anyway, and 
artists want their work seen.

The first cover was creepy. It was a black-
and-white drawing of a woman emerging 
from a dark forest with a man slack in her 
arms. Facing them was a mirror couple, gen-
ders reversed. These were the days when 
everything was meta. One of the women held 
The Stranger, its cover a miniature of the ac-
tual cover, as if the paper had also come out 
in a different universe, somewhere weirder. A 
toddler with an ancient face grimaced at the 
reader and pointed to the forest.

“I was probably just discovering Dan 
Clowes and wanted to do something creepy 
and alternative,” Sturm told me. “I’m a little 
embarrassed of it now.”

Sturm is a household name in comics today, 
but as the first art director of The Stranger, 
he was a fresh grad of the School of Visual 
Arts in New York with his first Fantagraphics 
book coming out. He brought connections that 
established the early Stranger as a bastion 
of alt-comics with covers by heroes like Peter 
Bagge, Chris Ware, Roberta Gregory, Pat Mo-
riarity, Jim Blanchard, and Jim Woodring.

Jason Lutes, another in that line, was 
art director after Sturm, followed by Dale 

Yarger of Fantagraphics, who continued the 
experimental comics style. Stand-alone com-
ics inside the paper were a hallmark, too. 
They told stories—how to have anal sex, by 
Dan Savage and James Sturm, 1992!—that 
were sometimes pointed and sometimes en-
tire universes of their own, excerpts from 
forthcoming books or works that would even-
tually be compiled into books. The Stranger 
was a comics engine.

Over time, the cover imagery broadened 
to include vintage col-
lages, the art of the 
“lowbrow” movement, 
and contemporary 
photography, painting, 
and drawing under art 
directors Joe Newton, 
Corianton Hale, Aar-
on Huffman, interim 
Mike Force, and, to-
day, Tracie Louck (the 

first woman).
I have my favorites. There’s a Venn 

diagram (pictured above) detailing all the 
possible crossovers between people who sing, 
dance, and steal things by the funny, shaky-
handed drawer David Shrigley, commissioned 
by Hale (“One of the best things about the 
paper was writing to my heroes and having 
them actually write me back,” Hale told me).

On November 11, 2004, The Stranger 
coached Seattle through the devastating re-
election of George W. Bush with a cover that 
became a collector’s item. After the election 
results were in, editor Dan Savage typed up 
a quick manifesto and e-mailed it to Hale. 
Hale designed the phrases in a stack of col-
ored arrows that began, in huge type across 
the top, “DO NOT DESPAIR.” We no longer 
had to think of ourselves as citizens of the 
United States, Savage wrote. We were citi-
zens of the United Cities of America now, a 
place where John Kerry took 61 percent of 
the vote.

No exhibition of the art of American progres-
sivism would be complete without this cover.

On March 30, 2006, also under Hale and 
following an idea from then-editor Christo-
pher Frizzelle, The Stranger removed all text 
from the cover except the whited-out mast-
head at the top of a wall of robin’s-egg blue, 
the dreamy blue of children’s rooms. The 
wall was interrupted by horizontal lines, like 
a piece of notebook paper enlarged. It was a 
completely abstract cover, with no words. But 
that was the week when a man opened fire at 
a party and killed six people inside a sweet 
blue house on Capitol Hill. (Jimmy Clarke 

went to the house and took the photograph.) 
The cover reminded me of the way Maya 
Lin’s Vietnam Veterans Memorial in DC re-
flects the blue sky on a sunny day, abstract, 
terrible, and peaceful at the same time.

“Nutty but ambitious” is how Sturm 
described the early Stranger’s visual phi-
losophy. Built into The Stranger’s DNA are 
subtly enraged humorists and absurdists like 
David Schmader (Savage and Schmader were 
behind the cover when The Stranger dressed 
children in the actually scary Halloween 
costumes reenacting Abu Ghraib) and Kelly 
O, whose flamboyant and eternally off-kilter 
photography is a completely stealthy critique 
of pretension, wealth, and power.

You could do worse than “nutty and ambi-
tious” in choosing two adjectives to describe 
Keck, the publisher. For instance, he and Will 
Hyde invented the masthead. Those plump, al-
most silly, yet somehow noble letters that form 
the words The Stranger have never changed.

Keck and Hyde were inspired by them in 
1991 at the grocery store, the Food Giant that 
became QFC, specifically. As an outsider, he was 
struck by the store’s generic brand—Western 
Family, with its “fake corporate homeyness”—
so he disguised his outsider newspaper as the 
generic brand and also called it “America’s 
Hometown Newspaper.”

He lifted the Western Family font right off 
a can. A can of what, he does not remember. n

The Stranger’s cover  
has nothing directly  

to do with what’s inside.  
It represents itself,  

and art itself. 
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COUNCILMEMBER         KSHAMA SAWANT

PEOPLE’S
BUDGET 2016
FIGHT FOR AFFORDABLE HOUSING!

BUILD 1,000 HOMES

TUESDAY

OCT 18
2016@ 6 PM
SEATTLE CITY HALL
COUNCIL CHAMBERS

600 4TH AVE
Seattle’s growing wealth has made fortunes for the few, 
while increasing economic, racial and gender inequality 
make it difficult for the rest of us just to get by. Rents are 
out of control, homelessness is skyrocketing, social ser-
vices are chronically underfunded, and living standards 
for communities of color continue to plummet. In the 
face of all this, the Mayor has once again put forward 
a status quo business-as-usual budget that falls flat in 
addressing our city’s greatest needs. 
 
Join us at the People’s Budget Town Hall to organize 
and fight for a budget that meets the needs of ordinary 
people in Seattle.

Homes Not Bunkers!  Jobs Not Jails!  
Fully Fund Homeless Services! 

 Sweep Trash Not People!  
Community Needs Not Corporate Greed!

PROTECT 
YOUR RIGHT 
TO MAKE A 

HOME

FOR MORE INFORMATION ABOUT REAL ESTATE MOBBING: 

RENTERHARASSMENT.WORDPRESS.COM

STOP REAL ESTATE MOBBING

$5,000 REWARD for the arrest and prosecution 
of the tenant relocators who are “mobbing”a legal 

tenant out of her home in northeast Seattle. Reward 
for the tip to police most instrumental in the arrests.

Issue Date: October 26  Ad Deadline: October 21Issue Date: October 26  Ad Deadline: October 21
Call 206-323-7101 or Email adinfo@thestranger.com

The Stranger’s haunted 
Halloween Issue 

is coming!

mailto:adinfo@thestranger.com
http://renterharassment.wordpress.com/
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Enemies of the State
Remember That Time We Called the City Attorney Satan?

BY HEIDI  GROOVER

It may shock you to learn that over the 
years, The Stranger has not always pleased 
every reader. Here are some, though cer-

tainly not all, of the enemies we’ve made.

Seattle Weekly, 1994: As the upstart in town, 
The Stranger often picked on the more staid, 
more established Seattle Weekly. Staffers of-
ten traded places; at one point in time, there 
were as many as four moles at the Weekly who 
would leak Weekly gossip to The Stranger 
(one eventually got a job here). “Can’t Get to 
Sleep in Seattle?” a Stranger column asked 
readers in 1994. “Let’s See What’s Happen-
ing in the Seattle Weekly!” In 1995, when 
Seattle’s first alt-weekly went from 75 cents 
(a crime) to free—a move clearly necessitated 
by competition from The Stranger—we wel-
comed the Weekly to its new place next to us 
on the newsstand with a cover that read “I’m 
With Stupid è.” For a long time, The Strang-
er’s general attitude toward the Weekly was 
relentlessly harsh and hypercritical, with a 
tone of absurdist glee that made them hate us 
all the more.

Ellen Craswell, 1996: When Craswell, a 
hard-right, born-again, antigay, antiabortion 
Republican state senator, ran for governor, 
Dan Savage had a plan: Encourage people to 
support the most conservative candidates in 
the primary—candidates like Craswell—in 
hopes that the more radical the general elec-
tion ticket ended up being, the less likely they 
would be to win. So Dan trolled hard, becom-
ing a Republican precinct committee officer 
for his district and going to the King Coun-
ty Republican Convention. Jim Anderson, 
meanwhile, wrote the cover story “Koo Koo 
for Christ: Undercover in the Craswell Cam-
paign.” When Craswell lost in November, Dan 
was there, extraordinarily high and listening 
to the candidate, in denial, still claiming a 
“miracle” could deliver her a win. “I intend,” 
Dan wrote, “to continue supporting far-right 
Christ-for-brains candidates, candidates who 
will go on to lose general election after gener-
al election, until the Republican Party learns 
its lesson and shows the Christian Right the 
door.” Cool prank, and it worked, too—when 
was the last time the GOP nominated a total 
lunatic for an important position?

Mark Sidran, 1998–2001: In his time as 
city attorney, Sidran pushed laws allowing 
cops to tow cars driven by people with minor 
violations, banning posters on utility poles, 
criminalizing sitting on public sidewalks, and 
giving cops the ability to ban people from 
parks. So when The Stranger teased a story 
about him and his dubious record on the cover 
in 1998, the teaser text read: “Experts Agree: 
Sidran Is Satan.” “Suing Sidran” was the 
huge headline when the city attorney faced 
two lawsuits, “Sidran Watch” was the label 
on a news story about a public hearing where 
Sidran was pummeled over drug-testing 
rules, and when Sidran’s wife tried to stop a 
gay bar from moving in near a property she 
owned, the cover read, in all caps, “Fag Nag: 
Sidran’s Wife Harasses Gay Bar.” A couple 
years later, when Sidran ran for mayor, we 
reminded people about his record, but gra-
ciously admitted he was “hardly a Nazi.”

Both Seattle Times and Seattle Post-Intel-
ligencer scabs and the union representing 
striking Times and P-I employees, 2000: 
“In short, scabs are un-American ingrates,” 

The Stranger’s news staff wrote in the first of 
multiple installments of Scab Watch, a series 
of stories naming Seattle Times and Seattle 
P-I staffers who worked as replacement 
workers or crossed the picket line while the 
employees were on strike. When news came 
that columnist Nicole Brodeur crossed the 
picket line and The Stranger asked her why, 
she took issue with the “personal questions.” 
(Though later, The Stranger ran a contest 
awarding the winner lunch with her and Dan 
Savage—you had to spot the total number of 
Nicole Brodeur photos in the paper—and she 
obliged.) As The Stranger was going to print 
with the first installment of Scab Watch, guild 
spokesperson Art Thiel begged the paper not 
to print the names because the union didn’t 
want to go negative. “Sheesh,” wrote Dan 
Savage and Stranger news editor Josh Feit, 
“is this one scaredy-cat union or what?” On 
top of that, the union’s newspaper barely 
mentioned the strike, even as the editorial 
pages of the Times and P-I slammed them. 
“As long as the union, the Union Record, and 
its wussy spokesman refuse to act like they’re 
on strike (and if you’re on strike, Art, you’ve 
already gone negative),” wrote Savage and 
Feit, “the guild doesn’t have a prayer.” The 
seven-week strike ended in January 2001 
with modest pay increases.

Margaret Pageler, 2002: Not only did the 
city council member try to kill The Stranger’s 
beloved monorail in 2000, but two years later 
the paper broke the news that she had been 
trying to land a job with the Greater Seattle 

Chamber of Commerce while still on the coun-
cil. “Resign, Margaret,” read a headline after 
that news broke. Josh Feit filed his own ethics 
complaint against Pageler for cozying up to 
the chamber while also considering matters 
involving the chamber, but the city’s Ethics 
and Elections Commission dismissed it.

Kollin Min, 2003: The word “weasel” appears 
11 times in a 2003 post-election story about 
failed Judy Nicastro opponent Kollin Min. 
(Headline: “Seattle’s Lamest Loser,” Novem-
ber 6, 2003.) Min had not only run against a 
Stranger-backed candidate, but fucked up on 
one of the most important issues of the day. 
Although Min claimed he was “not anti-pot,” 
he planned to vote against an initiative to 
make cannabis possession the Seattle Police 
Department’s lowest priority.

Nearly everyone who ran or might have run 
for mayor, 2009: City council members Peter 
Steinbrueck, Tim Burgess, Nick Licata, and 
Richard Conlin either weren’t running or 
couldn’t make up their minds about whether 
they were running to challenge Mayor Greg 
Nickels (whom The Stranger endorsed in 2001 
and 2005, by the way). “That no one has the 
balls to challenge Nickels this time out tells us 
nothing about Greg and everything about the 
contents of Peter, Tim, Nick, and Richard’s 
underpants,” Dan Savage wrote on Slog. “No 
balls.” So Savage threatened to run himself 
and then immediately resign, passive aggres-
sively forcing then council president Richard 
Conlin to become mayor. Savage didn’t get 

the paperwork together in time to run.

Rob McKenna, 2012: “Rob McKenna Thinks 
You’re Stupid,” read the headline on a story 
about the pasty Republican candidate for 
governor (October 17, 2012). “He Thinks 
All Voters in King County Are Stupid. How 
Stupid? Stupid Enough to Vote for Him. But 
You’re Not That Stupid Are You?” McKenna’s 
line about being a “different kind of Repub-
lican”—while opposing gay marriage, pot 
legalization, unions, and insurance coverage 
for abortion—wasn’t working on us. McK-
enna lost by 3 percentage points and doesn’t 
take our calls anymore.
 
Seattle Police Officers Guild, 2015–2016: 
Last year, Ron Smith, former president of the 
SPOG, texted Stranger reporter Ansel Herz, 
“Yep! The [Obama] Administrations message 
has fueled the war on cops!! Quote me!” A 
few days after those texts showed up on Slog, 
Smith texted Ansel again: “Lose my #.” This 
year, Smith continued a long-running pattern 
of not knowing when to just shut the fuck up 
already and posted to SPOG’s Facebook page, 
“The hatred of law enforcement by a minor-
ity movement is disgusting. Heads in swivels 
brothers and sisters #Weshallovercome.” Af-
ter Herz reported on that, Smith resigned. A 
couple weeks later, The Stranger published 
leaked details about ongoing negotiations be-
tween SPOG and the city, enraging both sides 
and leading Mayor Ed “Definitely Has His 
Priorities in Line” Murray to hire a private in-
vestigator to hunt for the source of the leak. n
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ALL THE FINEST STRAINS

CLUTCHCANNABIS .COM
115 37  RAINIER AVE S
SEATTLE

This product has intoxicating effects and may be habit forming. Marijuana can impair concentration, coordination, and judgment. Do not operate a vehicle or machinery under the 
influence of this drug. There may be health risks associated with consumption of this product. For use only by adults twenty-one and older. Keep out of the reach of children.
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417 NW 65th Street
206.402.5697

www.thepartakery.com

This product has intoxicating effects and may be habit forming. Marijuana can impair concentration, coordination 
and judgement. Do not operate a vehicle or machinery under the influence of this drug. There may be health risks 
associated with consumptionof this prouct. For use only by adults twenty-one and older. Keep out of reach of children.

OPEN
Tue-Thurs 11am-9pm 

Fri-Sat 11am-10pm
Sun 11am-7pm

Ballard Cannabis

Conveniently  
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Slave to the Needle  
and The Tin Hat

thepartakery @Partakery

Celebrating 
6-Months Open

October 18th thru the 23th

Walden Farms  
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Pure Carts .5g
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Ruby Cannabis  
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Capitol Hill 
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CLEAN YOUR BONG A TWICE MONTHLY 
POT COLUMN

I f you don’t already know, the issue of 
The Stranger featuring this column cel-
ebrates the alternative newsweekly’s 

25th anniversary. What does it mean to be 25? 
In marriage, the 25th year marks the silver 
anniversary, symbolizing worth and strength 
and repped by the gemstone tsavorite. In 
manhood, it marks the age males have hit 
their peak and begin ever-so-slowly receding 
to the rest of their lesser (in terms of biologi-
cal vitality, at least) lives. And in the lifespan 
of the Rolling Stones, it marks the run-up to 
Steel Wheels, a serviceable collection of songs 
the Stones sprinkled amidst hits on a world 
tour fueled by nostalgia but not without its 
late-stage triumphs.

Of course, a more fitting subject is the Vil-
lage Voice, the standard-bearing alternative 
newsweekly that turned 25 in 1980, when 
London Calling topped Pazz & Jop and a year 
before the Voice won its first Pulitzer. (So by at 
least one metric, The Strang-
er is lapping the Voice, 
having earned its first Pulit-
zer five years faster.) (Also, 
forgive my Pulitzer fixation, 
but the day Eli Sanders’s 
win was announced was eas-
ily one of the best days of my 
life. Everyone who read that 
story was taken somewhere 
almost sacredly terrifying, 
and to have Eli’s humane 
summation of this extreme 
local horror resonate be-
yond our city made my heart 
explode.)

Anyway, happy birthday, Stranger! I landed 
on the streets of Seattle at almost the exact 
same time as you. You were a folded-in-half 
pamphlet that was mostly cartoons and Dan 
Savage yelling at straight people. I was a just-
out-of-the-closet drama-school grad working 
at an LGBT bookstore and ripe for the righ-
teous fulmination of “Hey, Faggot!”—but, 
weirdly, my most profound experience reading 
Savage came not in The Stranger but in the 
Seattle Gay News, which in ’91 or early ’92 ran 
an interview where Dan came down hard on 
queers who’d participate in pride parades and 
Queer Nation actions while remaining closeted 
to their friends and families. His point: Own-
ing your queerness before crowds of strangers 
was nothing compared to owning it before 
people you had an emotional investment with, 
whose antigay biases you’d naturally challenge 
and perhaps change with your mere queer 

presence. It’s the same thing Harvey Milk 
called for—“Come out!”—but it was Dan’s re-
iteration that caught me at the right time and 
drove me to burn down any lingering scraps 
of the closet. (You never forget the person who 
first punches you in the face with the message 
of Harvey Milk, just like you never forget the 
person who first plays you Led Zeppelin IV or 
Nina Simone’s “Pirate Jenny.”)

Fun fact or at least fact: I started writing 
for The Stranger when I was 25. I’d written 
a solo play/stage essay about coming out and 
my fixation on a homophobic rock star, and 
The Stranger ran part of it as a feature. My 
next two works started as Stranger essays 
(edited by Dan Savage) before becoming the-
ater pieces (directed by Dan Savage). In 1998, 
the paper hired me to write the column “Last 
Days: The Week in Review,” which I did for 
the next 17 years, and in 1999, I joined the 
staff as an editor and writer, where I stayed 

till 2015.
Then I quit to write a 

book about weed—Weed: 
The User’s Guide, available 
everywhere now!—and now 
I’m back as a goddamned 
weed columnist. This is fit-
ting, as The Stranger was 
always supportive* of my 
writing about my real-life 
use of weed—as an anti-
dote to particularly horrific 
“Last Days” items, as a sup-
porting character in a movie 
review—even when this use 
broke the law. Now that it’s 

legal, I’m happy to continue my role as spokes-
model for life-enhancing adult weed use.

Also, now that it’s legal, I’m free to share 
hilarious and/or sweet stories involving 
Stranger stonedness, including the time I got 
the famously asthmatic Dan Savage to take 
his first puff of weed and he passed out in my 
kitchen; the several dozen times in the ’90s I 
bought weed from Stranger distro guys; and 
the existence of the Brass Elephant, a small, 
elephant-shaped locket that hung on a nail on 
a wall in the editorial office throughout the 
aughts and always held a gram of weed, there 
for the taking for whoever needed it, with the 
understanding that the taker would later re-
plenish it. It always worked. n

*By “supportive,” I mean they never called 
the cops and sometimes asked me to help 
them get eighths. 

13,140,000 Minutes 
(That’s How Long 
We’ve Been Alive)

BY DAVID SCHMADER

DAVID SCHMADER At 25.

I landed in Seattle 
at almost the exact 
same time as you. 
You were a folded-

in-half pamphlet 
that was mostly 

cartoons and Dan 
Savage yelling at 
straight people. 
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Originally published on September 23, 1991

Savage Love is an advice column written by 
a queer nationalist. The primary reason one 
seeks the advice given in a newspaper column 
is to receive the opinion of a disinterested 
third party. The Stranger is proud to offer the 
chance to communicate with someone who is a 
third party to heterosexual relations as a 
whole, and to provide the homosexual 
community with a chance to openly 
reach one of their own. Mr. Sav-
age asks advice seekers to use 
the salutation, “Hey, Faggot:” a 
term he has claimed as his own 
in strength and pride.

Hey, Faggot:
I’ve been courting this guy and sex is immi-

nent, but not love. My eye is on another with 
whom I feel a good relationship could blossom; 
but this will take time. I am intensely horny. 
Is it fair to sleep with guy number one when 
I know my heart will land elsewhere? I don’t 
want to hurt him, but I need sex!

Conscience ridden in Wallingford

Hey, Conscience:
If you can’t be with the one you love, honey, 

love the one you’re with. If you don’t want to hurt 
number one, be honest with him about your inten-
tions. He probably won’t mind getting laid, but 
don’t let him think that it could become more than 
that. If you are up front and honest with him, he 
won’t get hurt. It will be his own fault if he does.

Hey, Faggot:
I’m a 22-year-old girl with a problem—I’m 

single and unattached, clearheaded and some 
might even say attractive. And I’m very inter-
ested in a meaningful, long-term relationship. 
Problem is, for as long as I can remember, I’ve 
been only attracted to gay men. I know it’s crazy, 
but straight guys just don’t do it for me. I don’t 
find them nearly as sensitive, thoughtful, cre-
ative or sexy as many of the gay hunks I know. 
Hopefully you can give me some good advice. Am 
I doomed to frustration, loneliness and despair?

Frustrated in Capitol Hill

Hey, Frustrated:
Yes. Look, you can have meaningful, long-

term relationships with your gay friends, you 
just won’t get laid much. You may not find 
straight guys as sensitive, thoughtful, creative, 
or sexy as gay guys (because they’re not), but 
if you want a long-term sexual relationship, you 
had better relax your standards a bit. I’ve met 
some straight guys that were okay, if a little 
slow. You can too.

Hey, Faggot:
I really love my mate and we get along fabu-

lously. Sex with him is wonderful, he is both 
strong and tender. But that is not the problem. 
My problem is that he’s spending tons of time 
with his friends on the weekend having role-
playing games. I never see him. He’ll leave early 
in the evening, just after we cook dinner, and 
come home at two or three in the morning. This 
happens every Friday and Saturday. What can I 
do to get my man back for the weekend?

Weekends alone in Ravenna
Hey, Alone:

I had to show your letter to a few breeder 
pals of mine to find out what exactly you meant 
by “role-playing games with his friends.” The 

The First consensus was that you were referring to some-
thing like Dungeons and Dragons, which is not 
what springs into my mind when someone talks 
about “role-playing games.” Do not attempt to 
make your mate choose between you and his 
eight-sided dice, you may lose. Negotiate! Com-
promise! One weekend night for you and one for 
his games. If he won’t agree to that, find a new 
mate. Having companionship on Friday and Sat-
urday nights are two of the top reasons to put up 
with being in a relationship. If you have lost your 
current mate to D&D, find a new one who would 
rather do a little role-playing with his lover and 
not his friends.

Hey, Faggot:
I’m in love. As the cliché goes: I’m in love 

but he doesn’t even know that I exist. This 
person is magical and I just want 

to observe him drinking coffee or 
window shopping. I don’t want 

to meet him; I love our relation-
ship—it couldn’t be more full for 
me. I don’t peek in his windows 

but I do have a good idea when 
he will be out and I find myself 

there, too. I’m concerned with the 
morality—I would never do anything 

to hurt him.
Ms. Sneak a Peek

Hey, Sneak:
First off. You are not in love. Secondly, you 

do not have a relationship with this guy. One 
person gaping at another does not constitute a 
relationship. What you are doing to this guy does 
not strike me as moral. You are harassing him. 
I would bet you that he has noticed you follow-
ing him around and staring at him. How would 
you feel if some strange guy followed you around 
town gawking? Violated? I would. Lastly, he is 
not “magical,” he is a human being, with faults 
and nose hairs and problems of his own. The rea-
son you don’t want to meet him is so your “dream 
image” of him won’t be shattered.

Hey, Faggot:
I’m having some problems with my folks. 

I don’t know how to tell my parents in a con-
structive way that I don’t want to go to college. 
I want to stay at home with my friends and 
work as a bartender. My parents think I don’t 
have enough knowledge and that I will be wast-
ing my life. I know all you fags’ parents hate 
your life decisions. How can I go about han-
dling the situation without breaking totally 
away from my parents.

Honesty but not Dislocation

Hey, Dislocation:
Quite frankly, I don’t care what you do. You 

can make a good living tending bar. If you want 
to appease your parents, go to a nearby commu-
nity college and take a few classes to see if you 
dig the knowledge thing.

Now listen up: Not all fags’ parents hate 
their “life decisions.” The only decision I had 
to make about my faghood was to be honest 
and open about it. I could have chosen to be a 
lying, deceitful, piece of shit closet case. Had I 
decided to do that, my parents would have had 
cause to be ashamed. They brought me up to 
be honest and truthful, even with them, so they 
weren’t upset when I was. This may come as a 
surprise to many of you breeders out there, but 
most lesbians and gays have fine relationships 
with their families, thank you. My parents and 
my in-laws (the parents of my boyfriend: we call 
’em in-laws, too) are proud of their gay children, 
and proud that we were honest with them about 
who we are. n

Find this week’s regular Savage Love column 
online: thestranger.com/savage.

On the Lovecast, porn questions with Dr. 
Marty Klein: savagelovecast.com.

mail@savagelove.net
@fakedansavage on Twitter

How It All Started

ANNIVERSARY

th

mailto:mail@savagelove.net
http://thestranger.com/savage
http://savagelovecast.com/


82    October 12, 2016    THE STRANGER 



THE STRANGER    October 12, 2016    83

FILM

TWIST
 DON’T MISS  The Seattle Lesbian and 
Gay Film Festival turns 21 this year, and to 
celebrate, it has changed its name to TWIST, 
the Seattle Queer Film Festival. The next 10 
days will be fi lled with screenings of fea-
tures and shorts by the fi nest of queer fi lm, 
video, and VR artists of the past, present, 
and future. Whatever you do, don’t miss the 
gala premiere of hometown treasure (and 
Stranger Genius nominee) Clyde Petersen’s 
debut animated feature, Torrey Pines, fea-
turing a live score performed by members 
of Petersen’s band, Your Heart Breaks, and 
special guests, including Zach Burba, Jacob 
Jaffe, Lori Goldston, Kimya Dawson, Corey J. 
Brewer, Chris Looney, Art Petersen, and the 
Beaconettes, with live Foley sound effects 
and soundscape design by Susie Kozowa. 
(Premiere: SIFF Cinema Egyptian, Thurs Oct 
13, 7:15 pm, $33; Festival: various locations, 
Oct 13-23, $5-$240) SEAN NELSON 

We also recommend…

24th Seattle Polish Film Festival: Various 
locations, Oct 14-23, $10/$80 
American Honey: SIFF Cinema Uptown & 
Sundance Cinemas
The Beatles: Eight Days a Week—The 
Touring Years: SIFF Cinema Egyptian, Wed 
Oct 12, 8 pm, $12
David Bowie is: SIFF Film Center, Oct 17-20, 
7 pm, $15
French Truly Salon: Violette: SIFF Cinema 
Uptown, Wed Oct 12, 6:30 pm, $25
In the Mouth of Madness: Grand Illusion 
Cinema, Sat Oct 15 & Tues Oct 18, 7 pm, $9
The Magnifi cent Seven: Various locations
Puget Soundtrack: Chris Cheveyo and 
Garrett Moore Present Mr. Blot’s Academy: 
Northwest Film Forum, Wed Oct 12, 8 pm, $15
The Seattle Social Justice Film Festival: 
Various locations, Oct 14-25, $10/$75
Spellbound: Central Cinema, Oct 14-17, 7 
pm, $8
SSAFF: Seattle South Asian Film Festi-
val: Various locations, Oct 14-23, $12-$150
Sully: Various locations

Complete listings at strangerthingstodo.com 

PERFORMANCE

Roz and Ray
 DON’T MISS  Local playwright Karen Hart-
man’s medical thriller is about twin boys born 
with hemophilia. The disease puts the kids at 
a high risk for contracting AIDS, which in 1976 
is starting to spread more widely in America. 
The boys’ father, Ray, is a single parent who 
obviously wants to keep his boys alive, and 
Dr. Roz is the pediatrician with a miracle cure: 
Factor 8. Something goes wrong during the 
administration of the drug, forcing Dr. Roz 
and Ray to deal with an increasingly bleak 
future. In a recent interview, Hartman said she 

All the Events The Stranger Suggests This Week

THINGS TO DO ARTS & CULTUREARTS & CULTURE

CLYDE PETERSEN

Find the complete calendar of things to do in Seattle 
at strangerthingstodo.com strangerTTD   Stranger Things To Do

Torrey Pines
Thurs Oct 13, SIFF Cinema Egyptian

Continued
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character, LIVE, with Sherman Alexie, who 
is the perfect person to untangle Cranston’s 
method mind-fuck. As a poet who had a 
novelist inside of him who had a children’s 
book author inside of him, Alexie might 
identify with Cranston’s many striations of 
selves. (Benaroya Hall, Sun Oct 16, 7:30 pm, 
$45-$70) RICH SMITH

We also recommend…

Geraldine Brooks: The Secret Chord: 
Town Hall, Mon Oct 17, 7:30 pm, $5
Hugo Literary Series: Téa Obreht, Edu-
ardo C. Corral, and Quenton Baker: Fred 
Wildlife Refuge, Fri Oct 14, 7:30 pm, $25
Mauro Javier Cardenas: Elliott Bay Book 
Company, Mon Oct 17, 7 pm, free
Noir at the Bar: Sorrento Hotel, Thurs Oct 
13, 7-10 pm, free
Race and Violence in American Politics: 
Kane Hall, Wed Oct 12, 7:30 pm
Ramon Isao, Shin Yu Pai, EJ Koh: Univer-
sity Book Store, Tues Oct 18, 7 pm, free
Reece Jones: Elliott Bay Book Company, Fri 
Oct 14, 7 pm, free
A Salute to Moss: Folio: The Seattle Ath-
enaeum, Mon Oct 17, 7 pm, $10

Complete listings at strangerthingstodo.com

ART

Tiny: The Life of 
Erin Blackwell
 DON’T MISS  In 1983, Erin Blackwell was a 
Seattle-area 13-year-old who moved out of 
her mother’s house, governed by her moth-
er’s alcohol addiction, and onto the streets. 
There, she sold sex to make money to eat 
and buy clothes and drugs. She became an 
addict. But, having felt completely alone, she 
also found her people. Blackwell—nicknamed 
“Tiny”—and the other, similar, kids on Pike 
Street met documentary photographer Mary 
Ellen Mark that year. Tiny became a strange 
kind of star, the most compelling subject in 
the anguishingly compelling documentary 
film Streetwise, which was made by Mark and 
her husband Martin Bell. Tiny is an important 
figure in Seattle, and she has more to say 
that’s worth hearing. In fact, it’s more worth 
hearing her every day that goes by. That’s 
why it’s more important to see this new 
movie, Tiny: The Life of Erin Blackwell, also by 
Bell and featuring Mark, than even to fall in 
love with the 13-year-old again. “Tiny” isn’t 
tiny anymore. She has so much to reflect on, 
and it’s not all pretty, and she doesn’t hide. 
Her ability to open her life is incredibly re-
markable in itself. At this library screening of 
the new movie, Tiny will be there for a Q&A 
afterward. So will filmmaker Bell, and a hous-
ing advocate will be on hand to talk about 
its relevance in the current climate of Seattle, 
where homeless encampments are being 
swept regularly, sending their residents... 
nowhere more stable. (Central Library, Fri Oct 
14, 7-9 pm, free) JEN GRAVES 

We also recommend…

ART EVENTS

ArtTalk at Capitol Cider: This (Manipu-
lated) Natural Splendor: Capitol Cider, 
Wed Oct 12, 6:30 pm, free
Capitol Hill Art Walk: Capitol Hill, Thurs 
Oct 13, 5-8 pm, free
Love Circus: A Capitol Hill Art Show Expe-
rience: The Summit, Thurs Oct 13, 6-9 pm, free
Nathan DiPietro and Margie Livingston: 
Pivot Art + Culture, Sat Oct 15, 3-4 pm, free
Nerd Grinder: Push/Pull, Sun Oct 16, 5-8 
pm, free
Paul Komada and Melissa Feldman: 
Pivot Art + Culture, Fri Oct 14, 5-6 pm, free
SAM Talks: The Perfection of Style: 

THINGS TO DO ARTS & CULTURE
likes to write plays about the parts of life that 
are rarely dramatized, and this tangled up bit 
of medical history fits that bill. Though the 
play’s certainly going to be a bit of a downer, 
there’s sure to be enough humor to balance 
it out. This world premiere will be directed by 
Chay Yew. (Seattle Repertory Theatre, Oct 14-
Nov 13, 7:30 pm, $36) RICH SMITH

We also recommend…

Bullygirl: 18th & Union, Fri Oct 14, 7:30 pm, 
$10-$20, through Oct 28 
Ghosts: Arts West, Thurs-Sun, 7:30 pm, $17-
$37.50, through Oct 23 
Hannibal Buress: The Hannibal Mon-
tanabal Experience: Paramount Theatre, 
Sat Oct 15, 8 pm, $21.25-$31.25
Hansel & Gretel: McCaw Hall, Sat-Sun, $25-
$292, through Oct 30
Hardy Drew & The Nancy Boys: Re-bar, 
Thurs-Sat, 8 pm, $15, through Oct 15 
Man of La Mancha: The 5th Avenue The-
atre, Tues-Sun, $29-$101, through Oct 30
A Raisin in the Sun: Seattle Repertory The-
atre, Wed-Sun, $16-$80, through Oct 30

Complete listings at strangerthingstodo.com 

FOOD & DRINK

Alice B. Toklas 
Tour and Dinner
 DON’T MISS  The Sorrento is, apparently, the 
most haunted place in Seattle—including by 
Alice B. Toklas, author of an eponymous cook-
book and lover of Gertrude Stein. Apparently 
Toklas briefly lived in Seattle as a teenager, 
and at some point lived in the neighbor-
ing apartments. “Although she only lived in 
Seattle a short time,” says Sorrento’s publicist 
Jaime White, “it’s speculated that she haunts 
the Sorrento because she was here during a 
very happy time in her life.” This event should 
be a very happy time in your life, too. Guests 
will be treated to a ghost tour (with booze), 
followed by a prix fixe dinner from The Alice 
B. Toklas Cookbook. Alas, her famous recipe 
for hashish fudge will not be served, just 
wine. Disclaimer: This week’s event is sold out, 
so make sure to get your tickets now for next 
week’s. (Dunbar Room, Thurs Oct 13 & Oct 20, 
6-9 pm, $55) TOBIAS COUGHLIN-BOGUE

We also recommend…

Seattle Restaurant Week: Various loca-
tions, Oct 16-20, $18/$32
Taste of Iceland: Various locations, Oct 13-16

Complete listings at strangerthingstodo.com 

READINGS & TALKS

Bryan Cranston
 DON’T MISS  Actor Bryan Cranston is tour-
ing around the country with a new memoir, 
A Life In Parts. In the book, Cranston 
reflects on all the acting strategies and life 
experiences he used to embody Breaking 
Bad’s Walter White, an antihero with the 
emotional depth of Tony Soprano and the 
fashion sense of your next-door neighbor 
from back home. Those who watched the 
show might know that Breaking Bad is in 
some ways about Walter White learning to 
become Heisenberg. But of course Heisen-
berg was inside Walter White the whole 
time. Does that mean Walter White was 
secretly inside Bryan Cranston the whole 
time? Is Bryan Cranston a reverse nesting 
doll ouroboros actor with a face carved 
from stone? The only way to find out is 
to hear him talk about the book and his Continued
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TOGETHER AGAIN AT LAST... FOR THE VERY FIRST TIME

An Evening of Sit-Down Comedy

OCTOBER 3 & 4  |  7:00 PM
BARBARA B MANN PERFORMING ARTS HALL
Tickets
1-800-555-5555 or ticketmaster.com

PRODUCED BY AND

TOGETHER AGAIN AT LAST... FOR THE VERY FIRST TIME

An Evening of Sit-Down Comedy

OCTOBER 3 & 4  |  7:00 PM
BARBARA B MANN PERFORMING ARTS HALL
Tickets
1-800-555-5555 or ticketmaster.com

PRODUCED BY AND

TOGETHER AGAIN AT LAST... FOR THE VERY FIRST TIME

An Evening of Sit-Down Comedy

OCTOBER 3 & 4  |  7:00 PM
BARBARA B MANN PERFORMING ARTS HALL
Tickets
1-800-555-5555 or ticketmaster.com

PRODUCED BY AND

  An Evening of Sit-Down Comedy  

OCTOBER 26 & 27 | 7:30 PM
MOORE THEATRE
Tickets in person at Paramount Theatre Box Office
1-877-STG-4TIX (4849) or ticketmaster.com

23

Seattle Art Museum, Thurs Oct 13, 7 pm, $10
Then, Now & Next: A Forum on Seattle 
Art: Pivot Art + Culture, Wed Oct 12, 6-7:30 
pm, free

MUSEUMS & GALLERIES

20 Years of Weaving by Dr. Susan Pavel: 
Stonington Gallery, free, through Oct 30
100% Kanekalon: The Untold Story of 
the Marginalized Matriarch: Northwest 
African American Museum, Wed-Sun, $7, 
through Oct 16
Barbara Polster: High Noon_1 (Summit): 
Glassbox Gallery, Wed-Sat, free, through Oct 
29
Brit Ruggirello: Blue Hotel: Gallery 4Cul-
ture, Mon-Fri, free, through Oct 27
Chelsea Ryoko Wong: The Fish Jumped 
Laughing into the Net: ZINC contempo-
rary, Thurs-Sat, free, through Oct 31
Coast to Coast - WEST: Washington State 
Convention Center, opening reception 
Thurs Oct 13, 5-8 pm, free, through Jan 11
Erin Schulz and Bev Byrnes: In Focus: Ca-
lypte Gallery, Thurs Oct 13, 5:30-8:30 pm, free
E.T. Russian: Casting Shadows: Jack 
Straw New Media Gallery, Mon-Fri, free, 
through Oct 28
Frocks & Vestments: SAM Gallery, open-
ing reception Thurs Oct 13, 6-7:30 pm, free, 
through Nov 3
Guest Curator: Tracy Rector: Bridge Pro-
ductions, Wed-Sat, free, through Oct 29
In Denial: SOIL, Thurs-Sun, free, through 
Oct 29
Neddy Artist Awards: 20 Years: Pivot Art 
+ Culture, Wed-Sun, free, through Oct 23
Nothing To Write Home About: Pottery 
Northwest, Tues-Fri, free, through Oct 28

THINGS TO DO ARTS & CULTURE
Sam Vernon: Rage Wave: Interstitial, Sat, 
free, through Oct 23
Terry Turrell: Patricia Rovzar Gallery, Oct 
6-31, free
Things That Kill: Prographica, Tues-Sat, 
free, through Oct 29
W. Scott Trimble: METHOD, Fri-Sat, free, 
through Oct 29

Complete listings at strangerthingstodo.com 

QUEER

Playing with Pride
 DON’T MISS  What does sexuality have to 
do with gaming? What’s the point of LGBT 
game conventions? Do same-sex romance 
options matter? And can gamers find love 
on Grindr? Over the last two years, my 
partner and I interviewed more than 100 
queer gamers across the country, capturing 
their stories on video. Join us for a show-
case of the best stories from gamers caught 
between worlds, building communities, and 
changing gaming for the better. And stick 
around after the presentation for drinks, 
games, and a raffle with great prizes, 
courtesy of Seattle’s lovely local queer geek 
groups. (Timbre Room, Sat Oct 15, 7-10 pm, 
free, 21+) MATT BAUME

We also recommend…

Bootblack Skillshare: Bootblack History: 
Doghouse Leathers, Thurs Oct 13, 7-10 pm, 
free
Feeling My Soft Burlesque: Re-bar, Thurs 
Oct 13, 8-11 pm, $20-$30
Glitterbeast: We Are a Cult: Unicorn, Sun 
Oct 16, 7-10 pm, free
GROWLr RoughHouse: Kremwerk, Sat Oct 
15, 9 pm, $6/$10

Complete listings at strangerthingstodo.com 
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WEDNESDAY 10/12

James Blake, Moses Sumney
(Moore, all ages) Talk about a show with 
bass. The last time I saw Londoner James 
Blake in concert, I felt like I should tip the 
masseuse. But Blake’s low-end technique hits 
more like a ton of feathers than a ton of hot 
stones. His production, which often builds off 
of his tender piano playing, swells with vocal 
layering and subtle dub rhythms, softening 
studio fuzz as he bends challenging loops 
into pieces of melody, before you even notice 
the tremendous bass throb forming below. 
Blake’s studio mastery and handsome voice 
(like a less cheesy Sam Smith) has invited 
collaborations with everyone from Beyoncé 
and RZA and Vince Staples to Frank Ocean 
and Bon Iver. The Blakester’s latest, this year’s 
The Colour in Anything, fi nds him stretching 
from his usual melancholy moods toward the 
colorful world beyond. TODD HAMM

Kikagaku Moyo, Kingdom of the 
Holy Sun, Julia Dream, Weeed
(Sunset) After collaborations with Kinski 
and Moon Duo, plus four critically acclaimed 
albums, Tokyo’s Kikagaku Moyo (“Geometric 
Patterns”) aren’t likely to play a local venue as 
intimate as the Sunset Tavern again, so this is 
a rare opportunity. On their latest long-player, 
House in the Tall Grass, the quintet constructs 
a mesmerizing acid-folk edifi ce with delicacy 
and restraint. The gentle vocals of cofounders 
Go Kurosawa (drums) and Tomo Katsurada 
(guitar) fade in and out as sitar and theremin 
swirl around them. Then, when they’ve got 
you where they want you, relaxed and open, 
they set their guitars to stun—the better to 
give your pleasure center a generous zap. 
Since Can and Black Sabbath never formed a 
super group: Kikagaku Moyo are the next best 
thing. KATHY FENNESSY

S U R V I V E, Majeure, Panabrite
(Crocodile, all ages) Need a career boost, 
musicians? Just do the soundtrack for a 
scorching-hot TV show. Voilà, deep media 
penetration—even if you’re a synth-oriented 
ambient group, like Austin quartet S U R V I V 
E. They’ve rocketed to notoriety and Rolling 
Stone coverage with their retro-futurist drones 
and tingling motifs for Stranger Things. S U R 
V I V E are also supporting a new album for 
Relapse titled RR7349. It’s a solid collection of 
well-manicured synthesizer compositions that 
breaks no new ground nor adds new colors 
to the air. An understated melodrama courses 
through its nine tracks, but S U R V I V E are no 
Tangerine Dream. Do get to the Croc early for 
Seattle’s prolifi c analog synthesist Panabrite 
(Norm Chambers), who offers a more varied 
tonal palette and conjures deeper atmo-
spheres in his ambient music. DAVE SEGAL

Brujeria, Cattle Decapitation, Piñata 
Protest, A God or an Other, Xoth
(Studio Seven) From Cannibal Corpse’s cartoon-
ish gore to Amon Amarth’s Tolkien worship, 
fantasy looms large in the world of heavy met-
al. In the most effective cases, fact and fi ction 
blur together. For years, people weren’t sure 
if the elusive grindcore band Brujeria were 
legit Mexican drug traffi ckers. But once the 
band fi nally brought their songs celebrating 

Pablo Escobar and Adolfo Constanzo to the 
stage, Brujeria’s membership affi liations with 
acts like Fear Factory, Napalm Death, and Faith 
No More dispelled the myth. Knowing the 
truth might be part of the reason their new 
album Pocho Aztlan doesn’t quite match the 
raw unbridled intensity of early offerings like 
Matando Güeros or the ¡Machetazos! EP, but 
like so many great metal bands, basking in 
the fantasy lends some added weight to the 
punishing riffs. BRIAN COOK

THURSDAY 10/13

McCoy Tyner
(Jazz Alley, all ages, through 10/16) At 77, 
McCoy Tyner’s been to all of the moun-
tains a jazz musician’s supposed to survey, 
although admittedly he got a tremendous 
boost when John Coltrane picked him 
in 1960 for the classic Coltrane quartet. 
Alas, Coltrane, bassist Jimmy Garrison, and 
drummer Elvin Jones left the earth before 
Tyner, leaving him the only one to testify, 
musically, about those times. Not that Tyner 
is at all stuck in the past. A recent video 
clip shows him leaning over the keyboard, 
summoning a storm, not at all quiet, thick 
clouds of sustained runs running and 

roiling through the air, dissipating just a 
few touches to let his sidemen in. Then 
back he comes, sweeping them up in what 
he’s made. ANDREW HAMLIN

Andy Meyers, Critté and the Borzoi
(Lo-Fi) How lucky are we to get treated to a 
rare solo performance from Andy Meyers, 
guitarist of the mid-’70s Toronto group the 
Scenics? It should be interesting to hear Mey-
ers’s solo translations of the Scenics’ jams; they 
were a punk group, but, while having the 
period’s rawness, they locked into a more art-
ful punk sound. Their sizzle has the shimmer 
of Television’s melodic clang and the Velvet 
Underground’s expansiveness. While tonight’s 
show is a solo event, it will, I suspect, be a 
continuation of support for In the Summer, a 
collection of late-’70s recordings that Light in 
the Attic released earlier this year. Rounding 
out the evening is the shoegazey electro-pop 
of locals Critté and the Borzoi. MIKE NIPPER
Audion, Ramiro, Nark
(Neumos) Matthew Dear’s hard-techno alias 
Audion has always been the source of my 
favorite material by him. For over a decade, 
the former Ann Arbor, Michigan, producer/
DJ/vocalist has created a canon—including 
the great 2016 LP Alpha on !K7—overfl owing 

with psychedelic bangers that are stripped 
down, hypnotic, and lubricious as fuck. (Pro 
tip: This is superior sex music, but you’d best 
have stamina to keep up with its hectic pace.) 
Dear hoards his most outrageous and odd 
sounds for the Audion project, and his produc-
tion technique spikes way off the scales of 
club-music status quo, even when heard on 
MP3. Now imagine how his studly techno will 
sound on a big sound system. Take some birth 
control to Neumos tonight. DAVE SEGAL

Kero Kero Bonito
(Chop Suey, all ages) J-pop meets Britpop 
meets 8-bit meets dancehall! How does such 
a swirl go about swirling, you might well ask. 
Well, Sarah Midori Perry sings and raps in both 
Japanese and English, and while I can’t vouch 
for her Japanese accent, she sounds cute and 
sometimes slightly standoffi sh in both lan-
guages. Gus Lobban and Jamie Bulled—with 
the beats and melodies—like the Casio, throw 
in plenty of noises from nonexistent video 
games, love Windows 98 (I sure hope that’s 
a joke), and remind us that it’s okay to be 
yourself and not what society wants you to be. 
Damn. Looks like we still need as much of that 
as we can get. ANDREW HAMLIN

THINGS TO DO MUSIC Noteworthy Shows This Week
strangerthingstodo.com  @SEAshows

Continued

Poster Children
Sat Oct 15

at Barboza

http://strangerthingstodo.com/
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Wednesday, October 12
SKELATOR

Vanlade
Seax, Hessian
9PM   $10 - $12

Thursday, October 13
GHOSTBLOOD

Ireshrine
Antriarch, Children of Seraph

9PM  $8 - $10

Friday, October 14
ALTAR DE FEY

Arcane
Eye of Nix

Dj blAckArts (aka Pete Jay)
9PM  $8 - $10

Saturday, October 15
SKELETONWITCH

Iron Reagan
Oathbreaker, Gatecreeper

8PM  $14 - $16

Sunday, October 16
Ladies Choice Presents:

CONAN NEUTRON & 
THE SECRET FRIENDS

The Devil Bores Me
The Bismarck

9PM  $8

Tuesday, October 18, 2016
TRUE WIDOW

Low Lands 
Me Infecto

9PM   $12 - $14

www.highlineseattle.com
210 Broadway Ave E • 21+

Dinner service everyday 5-11pm

Thu 
10/13
9pm

COLOR WORKS,  
Andy Meyers of The 
Scenics (LITA), Critte, 
Black Nite Crash

Fri
10/14
9pm

TOKYOIDAHO  
(LAST SHOW EVER)
+ Voyager One (Re-
union), The Knast, 
Fotoform - $10

Sat
10/15
9pm

SNAP! 90’s DANCE 
PARTY - $10

Tue
10/18
8pm

NORTH BY NORTH 
(CHICAGO),
Marion Walker

Wed
10/19
8pm

MERCHANT MARINER,
Blotterz,  
The Replicators

FRIDAY 10/14

Ghost, Marissa Nadler
(Moore) Take one glance at the skeleton face 

paint and pope regalia adorning lead vocalist 

Papa Emeritus and the spooky mouthless de-

mon masks of the five nameless ghouls beside 

him onstage, and one might assume Ghost 

play brutal, deafening death metal. In reality, 

they have more in common musically with a 

band like Blue Öyster Cult than, say, Morbid 

Angel. Their melodic yet Satanic anthems 

have earned the mysterious Swedish band 

quite the following, as they’ve transcended 

their underground cult status, transitioning 

into their spot as the coolest damn thing on 

commercial rock radio. KEVIN DIERS

Tokyoidaho, Voyager One, 
the Knast, Fotoform
(Lo-Fi) Tonight’s the final show for Seattle 

psych-rockers Tokyoidaho. For the last half 

decade, they tapped into a cool, sleek vein 

of Anglophile rock that peaked in the early 

’90s with groups like Ride and the Verve. 

Tokyoidaho’s songs have instantly amiable 

hooks, but they can also trance out on an 

epic scale, as “Deep Cushions” proves. They 

bow out supporting their new album, The 

Void (on local label Neon Sigh), a slightly 

more electronic take on their interstellar 

rock, with a surprisingly solid dub tangent. 

I’ll miss these guys. Tonight also marks the 

one-off reunion of Voyager One (featuring 

Tokyoidaho’s Peter Marchese), one of this 

city’s exemplars of spacey, oneiric rock from 

the ’00s. DAVE SEGAL

Califone, Slow Moses, Ghosts I’ve Met
(Sunset) Born out of the ashes of Red Red 
Meat—who made a hearty meal out of 
the Rolling Stones’ Beggars Banquet and 
consequently excreted some crucial, distorted 
country blues of their own—Califone have 
ascended to the summit of American roots 
music by twisting said style until it’s con-
torted into fascinating shapes. Their 18-year 
career’s marked by a steady stream of rickety, 
rural blues rock that accrues pathos through 
surprising musique concrète elements, dustily 
noble melodies, and Tim Rutili’s world-weary, 
forlorn drawl, which I’ve described as sound-
ing “like a septuagenarian emphysema 
sufferer.” Most US roots bands fail to move 
me, but Califone possess the bent compo-
sitional nous and textural adventurousness 
to make familiar tropes sound fresh again. 
DAVE SEGAL

SATURDAY 10/15

Poster Children, Kinski
(Barboza) Smart, jangular indie rockers Poster 
Children may have fallen into obscurity with 
the late-’90s alt-rock apocalypse, but their 
peaks—1993’s Tool of the Man and 1995’s 
Junior Citizen—combine some of the best 
parts of ’90s indie rock: Silkworm-esque col-
legiate nerd anthems, Shudder to Think–ish 
depraved-yet-bookish experimentation, Ver-
sus-y, sepia-toned Guess ad moodiness. Poster 
Children—who formed in 1987—possessed a 
similar aesthetic to Hum, fellow space-gazed, 
introspective Champaign, Illinois, residents 
(whose bassist, Jeff Dimpsey, played guitar 
on Poster Children’s Daisychain Reaction). On 
more recent records, things get less spacey 

and more brash; 2004’s No More Songs is 
brighter and more assertive, over-caffeinated 
punk pop that’s largely hit-or-miss. However, 
this tour is in support of the new reissue of 
1991’s swirling breakthrough record Daisy-
chain Reaction, which means tonight should 
please nostalgia-seekers and late-passers alike 
with big guitars and soft-grungy, daisy-stud-
ded riffs. BRITTNIE FULLER

Geist & the Sacred Ensemble, 
Alto!, Arrington de Dionyso, 
Katsura Yamauchi
(Blue Moon Tavern) Portland trio Alto! 
deal in mantric repetition within a (kraut)
rock context. Through motorik rhythms, 
heavily FX’d guitars, and noisy, Allen 
Ravenstine–like keyboard ornamentation, 
Alto! ramrod you into submission in a most 
ecstatic manner. However, on their latest 
full-length, LP3, they swerve into a warped, 
quasi-gamelan soundworld and concoct 
more intricate, interlocking rhythms while 
also deviating into stoner metal. It’s a 
strange, exotic record that should appeal 
to fans of the Sublime Frequencies and 
Abduction labels. Saxophonist/vocalist 
Arrington de Dionyso constructs utterly 
compelling outré rock and drones informed 
by Indonesian music and throat-singing 
techniques that make it seem like his 
voice is emanating from the earth’s core. 
He’s an upsetting force of nature. Geist 
& the Sacred Ensemble take Nick Cave 
& the Bad Seeds to a remote forest and 
scare the crap out of ’em with their stark, 
merciless psychedelic folk. DAVE SEGAL

THINGS TO DO MUSIC

Continued

http://www.highlineseattle.com/
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TICKETS AVAILABLE AT MOE BAR & ETIX.COM
NEUMOS.COM — THE BARBOZA.COM – MOEBARSEATTLE.COM — PIKESTFISHFRY.COM

925 EAST PIKE STREET, SEATTLE

FRIDAY 11/4

LANE 8
THIS NEVER HAPPENED TOUR

8PM DOORS - 21+

WEDNESDAY 11/16

SNAKEHIPS 
ABJO

8PM DOORS - ALL AGES, BAR WITH ID

SATURDAY 11/5

CASPIAN 
THE APPLESEED CAST 

8PM DOORS - ALL AGES, BAR WITH ID

http://etix.com/
http://neumos.com/
http://barboza.com/
http://moebarseattle.com/
http://pikestfishfry.com/
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TIMES LISTED ARE SHOW TIMES. 
DOORS OPEN 30-60 MINUTES BEFORE.

FOLLOW US ON FB,
TWITTER & INSTAGRAM

Wed 10/12 
HICK HOP

THE LACS
MOONSHINE BANDITS
HARD TARGET, CRUCIFIX

8PM $20/$23
Thurs 10/13 
TEXAS ALT ROCK

ERIKA 
WENNERSTROM 
(OF HEARTLESS BASTARDS)
PETTER ERICSON STAKEE
(OF ALBERTA CROSS)

8PM $13/$15
Fri 10/14 
KEXP & RAINIER R DAY PRESENT

SUPERSUCKERS
THE REVEREND 
PEYTON’S BIG 
DAMN BAND 
JESSE DAYTON

9PM $20
Sat 10/15 
KEXP PRESENTS

THE FELICE 
BROTHERS
AARON LEE TASJAN, SHELBY EARL

9PM $16

UP & COMING: 10/16 LUKE WINSLOW 
KING 10/17 RACHAEL YAMAGATA, 
10/19 BAND OF HEATHENS 10/20 TOM 
ODELL 10/21 HILLSTOMP 10/25 LA LUZ

Tues 10/18 
SIRIUS XM OUTLAW COUNTRY PRESENTS

MARGO PRICE 
WILLIAM TYLER, BILLY JOE HULES

8PM $16/$18

 

ALL SHOWS / ALL AGES BAR W/ID UNLESS OTHERWISE NOTED 

 JUST OFF 1ST AVE SOUTH - 110 S. HORTON
More Info 206-286-1312 or www.studioseven.us

WED  10/12  6:30PM

 BRUJERIA / 
CATTLE DECAPITION  

PINATA PROTEST /  
A GOD OR ANOTHER / XOTH

THURS  10/13   6:30  
LEPROUS / 

EARTHSIDE / BINARY CODE / DISSONA  
/ A SENSE OF GRAVITY

FRI   10/14  6:30PM
DEVIN TOWNSEND PROJECT  

BETWEEN THE BURIED AND ME & FALLUJAH

SAT   10/15   6:30PM  

GORGUTS
INTRONAUT / BRAIN TENTACLES / ODYSSIAN  

/ VIOLENT HALLUCINATIONS

MON   10/17   7PM
TONY MACALPINE  

/ GEORGE VARGHESE +  THE ABSENT LIGHT

TUES   10/18  6PM  

MUSHROOMHEAD
 SUNFLOWER DEAD / UNSAID FATE / RAVEN BLACK 

/ DEATH DIVISION / DECEMBER IN RED  
/ JESUS WEARS ARMANI

FRI   10/21 7 PM
LAST IN LINE  

FEAT.  VIVIAN CAMPBELL OF DIO & DEF 
LEPPARD  – VINNIE APPICE – / MECHANISM / 

IRON DRAGON / SEVERHEAD

UP AND COMING: 11/2 THE LAST TEN SECONDS OF 
LIFE / TRAITORS / SPITE 11/3  THE OCEAN 11/4 VEER 

UNION  / FLAWED HERO / SYZTEM 7 / THE WAR WITHIN 
11/12  THE WORD ALIVE - VOLUMES - ISLANDER / 
INVENT ANIMATE / STOLEN SOCIETY 11/14    ESCAPE 
THE FATE / NONPOINT / FOR THE LIKES OF YOU

2202 N 45th St • Seattle 
206 992-1120 

seamonsterlounge.com

SEA MONSTER live music 
7 nights a week featuring: 

MONDAYS OPEN MIC NIGHT
8pm

TUESDAYS W/JOE DORIA B3
organ live jazz fusion 10pm, 

opening band 8pm

WESTSOUND WEDNESDAYS
live rare soul &  

original funk family 10pm

MARMALADE THURSDAYS
live funk jam party w/ DJ’s 

at 9pm $6.

FUNKY 2 DEATH FRIDAYS
live funk and soul revue w/  

DJ ROC PHIZZLE at 9pm $7. 

SAT & SUN BRUNCH
10am-3pm w/ LIVE JAZZ  

12-2pm, ALL AGES TIL 10PM

SCRATCH BAR FOOD and 
HAPPY HOUR 4-6 DAILY

THINGS TO DO MUSIC
Donovan: 50th Celebration 
Tour of Sunshine Superman

(Neptune Theatre, all ages, through 10/16) 

Adored English folkie Donovan will be in 

town this weekend for two nights of his 

Sunshine Superman 50th anniversary tour. 

After a remarkably prolific and successful run 

of American Top 40 singles between 1964 and 

1969, Donovan became one of the period’s 

best-loved folk/pop icons. And those songs, 

while well-written, well-arranged, and chart-

friendly, were often drizzled with flashes 

of periodic lysergic imagery and occasional 

fuzz guitar; I can only imagine the aplomb 

on AM radio when a track like “Hurdy Gurdy 

Man,” perhaps, would follow anything by, 

say, Rosemary Clooney. God damn. As for his 

current live show, the set lists I’ve seen cover 

all his hits and some of his close misses, like 

“Barabajagal.” MIKE NIPPER

Saint Vitus, the Skull, Witch 
Mountain, Ancient Warlocks

(El Corazon) American doom-metal group 

Saint Vitus never got the recognition they 

deserved when they were active in the 

late ’80s and early ’90s, when they missed 

the boat on three major commercial rock 

trends (hair metal, thrash metal, grunge) 

that shared their hard-on for Black 

Sabbath. These days, though, Saint Vitus 

have been championed as songwriters and 

masters of atmosphere. Traces of their 

DNA can be heard in bands like Pallbear-

er, Seattle’s own Bell Witch, and Witch 

Mountain, who are opening their tour. 

This time around, Saint Vitus are tour-

ing with their original lead singer, Scott 

Reagers (the band is most well-known for 

working with Scott “Wino” Weinrich). 

Come early to see the Skull, featuring 

original members of fellow Doom pro-

genitors Trouble. JOSEPH SCHAFER

SUNDAY 10/16

In a strange turn of events, Red Hot Chili 

Peppers bassist Flea turns 54 today.

MONDAY 10/17

LVL UP, Great Grandpa, Trashlord, 

Whitney Ballen

(Black Lodge) Most of my workday (and life) 

is spent ignoring indie-rock bands. Rock and 

roll has the capacity to be the most boring 

and uninspired of genres, and when some 

deeply entitled dude is demanding you give 

him your time when his pet project sounds 

like everything that has come before it (and 

each that will follow), it can be difficult to 

get excited about certain qualities. LVL UP 

don’t necessarily break this barrier, but they 

definitely insert a spring into the genre’s step. 

They harness their earnestness as a sort of 

doom-saddled-yet-youthful surge that pow-

ers each of their tracks. This is contemplative 

indie rock, but it shreds, with a growing-pains 

energy that rings true without shrugging into 

sophomoric feats. KIM SELLING

TUESDAY 10/18

An Evening with Terry Bozzio(Triple 

Door, all ages) Had a Facebook friend 

unfriend me (again) over whether a melodic 

drum solo is possible. This guy hates drum 

solos, and he’s not alone. He doesn’t believe 

melodicism is possible on the drums, and 

he’s not alone. Against this dogma comes 

Terry Bozzio, who lasted longer than most 

with Frank Zappa (who was murder on 

his drummers) and played with Missing 

Persons—where his now-ex-wife Dale 

Bozzio gave Lady Gaga most of the Gaga 

playbook. Now he’s got the World’s Biggest 

Drum Set, which must weigh several tons 

(look at his web page for the specs), and 

he’s going to play an entire evening of 

solo drums on this behemoth. I’m going 

to see if he can hold down an entire 

evening with drums. And just maybe—

gasp—melodicism? ANDREW HAMLIN

http://www.studioseven.us/
http://seamonsterlounge.com/
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Nectar Lounge
412 N 36th St
206.632.2020

www.nectarlounge.com

EVERY MONDAY: MOJAM
TUESDAYS IN DEC: HAPPY ORCHESTRA
10.28 BIG SAM’S FUNKY 

NATION
10.29 TAUK
10.30 ZION I
11.2 JEFF CROSBY
11.3 RANDOM RAB  

+ BLUETECH
11.4 MOON HOOCH
11.5 MELVIN SEALS & JGB
11.6 T SISTERS
11.9 CHRIS WEBBY
11.10 CROW AND THE  

CANYON
11.11 HEAD FOR THE HILLS
11.12 NIGHT BEATS
11.13 SASSYBLACK
11.16 WAX
11.17 TROUT STEAK REVIVAL
11.18 TRL
11.19 PHUTUREPRIMITIVE 

+ ACORN PROJECT
11.20 MIDNIGHT NORTH
11.23 “THANKFUL DEAD”
 & 25 feat. ANDY COE BAND
11.26 PRINCE VS MICHAEL
11.30 CASCADE CRESCENDO
12.1 FUNK HUNTERS 

feat. CHALI 2NA
12.2 HOT BUTTERED RUM
12.3 KUNG FU + PARTICLE
12.4 OBJECT HEAVY
12.8 NIGHTMARES ON WAX 
12.9 SHOOK TWINS  

+ RABBIT WILDE
12.10 CLINTON FEARON
12.17 DESERT DWELLERS

10.13 Thursday (World)

QUANTIC (LIVE)
Femina, DJ Gnotes

10.14 Friday (Jam / Psychedelic Rock)

TWIDDLE
General Mojo’s, Kitchen Dwellers

10.15 Saturday (Electronic)

BLOCKHEAD, LUSINE
Nordic Soul (Decibel)

10.16 Sunday (Afro-Cuban)
Earshot Jazz Fest presents:

LOS HERMANOS ARANGO
w/ Ann Reynolds’ CLAVE’ GRINGA

10.20 Thursday (Hip-Hop)

MR. XQUISIT
Killzs, Von Spriggz, & more

10.21 Friday (Rock / Jam)

DEADPHISH ORCHESTRA
Weener, Spare Rib & The Bluegrass Sauce

10.22 Saturday (80s New Wave Tribute)
The Best 80s Prom Ever! (So Far) feat.

NITE WAVE 80s Prom attire 
encouraged!! DJ Pryme and DJ Pat Nasty

10.23 Sunday (Reggae)

NEW KINGSTON
Sensamotion, Irie Lights

10.25 Tuesday (Benefit Concert)

FIRE AID: A BENEFIT CONCERT
for Moe, Eytan, Scott/Kim & the twins
feat. live music &  fundraiser raffle

10.27 Thursday (Cumbia / Funk)

THE CUMBIEROS
DBST, Breaks & Swells

Sunday, October 16th
Seattle Center Pavilion Room

2nd Ave. & Thomas St.

Please help Northwest Harvest collect food for local food banks. 
Your food item worth $1 off the price of admission.  

Non-perishable canned/boxed foods only.

For more information
call Mike:

 206-850-2162

10am-4pm • Admission $3
($2 with food item to benefit Northwest Harvest)

WED 10/12

LIVE MUSIC
BLACK LODGE Freeway 
Park, Friendship 
Commanders, Xurs, Levi 
Fuller and the Library, 8:30 
pm, $5-$10

BLUE MOON TAVERN Open 
Mic, 8 pm

BUCKLEY’S IN BELLTOWN 
Live Music: Guests, 8 pm

CROCODILE a Xylouris 
White and Emmett Kelly, 8 
pm, $10;  a S U R V I V E 
with Majuere, 8 pm, $13.50

DARRELL’S TAVERN Open 
Mic: Guests, 9 pm, free

a EDMONDS-WOODWAY 
HIGH SCHOOL LITTLE 
THEATER  Earshot Jazz: 
Brian Lynch with Edmonds-
Woodway High School Jazz 
Band, 7:30 pm, $12

EGAN’S JAM HOUSE Vocal 
Showcase, 7 pm, $10

a FIX COFFEEHOUSE  
Open Mic, 7 pm, free

THE FUNHOUSE Redneck 
Nosferatu, Bugs, Fcon, 9 
pm, $5/$7

HIGH DIVE Rogue Valley, 
Erica Cooper, Nick Droz, 8 
pm, $6/$8

HIGHLINE Skelator, 
Vanlade, Seax, Hessian, 9 
pm, $10/$12

HIGHWAY 99 James Howard 
Band, 8 pm, $7

J&M CAFE The Lonnie 
Williams Band, 8 pm, free

 a MOORE THEATRE   
James Blake with Moses 
Sumney, 8 pm, $32.50/$34

 NECTAR  Ying Yang 
Twins, Bezzel, Lil Rip, DJ 
Indica Jones, 8 pm, $15/$20

 a NEUMOS   !!! with 
Drug Apts, 9 pm, $17/$20

 NORTHWEST FILM 
FORUM  Puget Soundtrack: 
Chris Cheveyo and Garrett 
Moore Present Mr. Blot’s 
Academy, 8 pm, $15

OHANA Live Island Music: 
Guests, 9:30 pm, free

PARAGON Two Buck Chuck, 
8 pm, free

PARLIAMENT TAVERN 
Norman & Friends, 8-11 
pm, free

a THE SHOWBOX  Hoisin, 
Joyner Lucas, Token, 9 pm, 
$23/$28

SKYLARK CAFE & CLUB 
Open Mic, 8:30 pm, free

 STUDIO SEVEN  Brujeria, 
Cattle Decapitation, Piñata 
Protest, A God or Another, 
Xoth, 6:30 pm, $22/$25

SUBSTATION Yada Yada 
Blues Band, 8 pm; Temüjiin, 
Method 13, Limegoat, 8 
pm, $6

 SUNSET TAVERN  
Kikagaku Moyo, Kingdom 
of the Holy Sun, Julia 
Dream, Weeed, 9 pm, $10

 a TIMBRE ROOM   
The Garden, So Pitted, 
Heyrocco, 8 pm, $12

TRACTOR TAVERN The 
Lacs, Moonshine Bandits, 
Hard Target, Crusifix, 8 
pm, $20

a TRIPLE DOOR  Al 
Stewart & Gary Wright with 
The Empty Pockets, 7:30 
pm, $53.50/$55

JAZZ
a JAZZ ALLEY  The Benny 
Golson Quartet, Through 
Oct 12, 7:30 pm, $29.50

THE ROYAL ROOM Peter 
and Will Anderson, 7:30 
pm, $12/$15

DJ
BASTILLE CAFE BAR Le 

Verlan with DJ Paces Lift, 
8-11 pm, free

CONTOUR NuDe 
Wednesdays, 9 pm, free

FOUNDATION SUBstance 
Wednesdays, 10 pm-2 am, 
$0-15

 LOVECITYLOVE  
LOVECITYLOVE X 
WEDNESDAYS, 8-11 pm, 
$5/$10

Q NIGHTCLUB FWD: Hucci, 
The Ninetys, Levitate, 
Fortune: Presented By 
Veyron Arche, 9 pm-2 am, 
$18

THERAPY LOUNGE Get 
Down! Soul Wednesdays, 8 
pm-2 am, free

THURS 10/13

LIVE MUSIC
BLUE MOON TAVERN Dante 
& The Mirrors, Deer Leader, 
Guests, 9 pm, $6

a CHAPEL PERFORMANCE 
SPACE  Loop 2.4.3: Time-
Machine_Music, 8 pm, 
$5-$15

 a CHOP SUEY   Kero 
Kero Bonito, 9 pm, $13/$15

CONOR BYRNE Our Dead 
Fathers, 8 pm, $8

a DOWNPOUR BREWING  
Open Mic Night, 5 pm, free

a EL CORAZON  Ringworm, 
Exalt, Heiress, 8 pm, $13/$15

a FREMONT ABBEY  
Bumper Jacksons, Jacob 
Miller, Nathaniel Talbot, 8 
pm, $7/$10

a THE FUNHOUSE  Garrett 
Klahn, In God We Rust, 8 
pm, $13/$15

HIGH DIVE Project 86, 
Rain Light Fade, Dire Fire, 
Mental Rex, 7 pm, $14/$17

HIGHWAY 99 Kevin Andrew 
Sutton and the Northwest 
All-Stars, 8 pm, $7

J&M CAFE True Romans, 8 
pm, free

 LO-FI  Andy Meyers 
(The Scenics), Critte & The 
Borzoi, 9 pm, $10

NECTAR Quantic, Femina, 
DJ Gnotes, 8 pm, $18/$22

a NEPTUNE THEATRE  
The Proclaimers, 8 pm, 
$23.50/$28.50

 NEUMOS  Audion, Ramiro 
of Uniting Souls, Nark, 8 
pm, $16

PARAGON Made In 
America, 9 pm-2 am

PARLIAMENT TAVERN 
South Sound Tug & Barge, 9 
pm-midnight, free

RENDEZVOUS Pacific 
Echoes, The Women and 
Children, Cranefield, 9 
pm, $8

THE ROYAL ROOM 
Richard Shindell with Lucy 
Wainwright Roche and 
Suzzy Roche, Oct 13-14, 
7:30 pm, $20/$25

SEAMONSTER Marmalade, 
10 pm, $5-$7

a THE SHOWBOX  Nahko 
and Medicine For The 
People, Hirie, 8 pm, $25/$30

a STONE WAY CAFE  Open 
Mic: Guests, 7:30 pm, free

a STUDIO SEVEN  Leprous, 
Earthside, Binary Code, 
Dissona, A Sense of Gravity, 
6:30 pm, $15/$17

SUNSET TAVERN Aan, J&L 
Defer, 9 pm, $8

TRACTOR TAVERN Erika 
Wennerstrom (of Heartless 
Bastards) with Petter 
Ericson Stakee, 8 pm, $13

VICTORY LOUNGE Street 
Sects, Same-Sex Dictator, 
Deep Tissue, 8:30-11:30 
pm, $5/$8

VITO’S RESTAURANT & 

LOUNGE Casey MacGill, 
5:30 pm, free

a WASHINGTON CENTER 
FOR THE PERFORMING 
ARTS  An Evening with Rita 
Moreno, 7:30 pm, $19-$72

JAZZ
 BARCA  Jazz at Barca: 

Phil Sparks Trio, Adam 
Kessler, 9 pm, free

 a JAZZ ALLEY   McCoy 
Tyner, Oct 13-16, 7:30 pm, 
$40

OSTERIA LA SPIGA Jazz 
at La Spiga: Guests, 7-9:30 
pm, free

 PARAMOUNT THEATRE  
Jazz at Lincoln Center 
Orchestra with Wynton 
Marsalis, 7:30 pm

PINK DOOR Bric-a-Brac, 8 
pm, free

a SEATTLE ART MUSEUM  
Art of Jazz: Kareem Kandi 
Trio, 5:30-7:30 pm, free

DJ
BALLROOM Throwback 
Thursdays: DJ Tamm of KISS 
fm, 9 pm, free

CONTOUR Jaded: DJs Jades 
& Morgueanne

 HAVANA  Sophisticated 
Mama: DJ Nitty Gritty and 
DJ Sad Bastard, free

KREMWERK subMerge: 
spaceotter, 9 pm, $5

Q NIGHTCLUB Studio 4/4: 
Purple Disco Machine: 
FooFou, Jame$Ervin, 
Bbecks, 9 pm-2 am, $11

R PLACE Thirsty Thursdays: 
DJ Flow, free

TIMBRE ROOM Hype 
Thursdays, 9 pm-1 am, free

TRINITY Beer Pong 
Thursdays: DJ Yup and 
Catch24, 9 pm-midnight, free

FRI 10/14

LIVE MUSIC
BARBOZA Automotive 
Steamhorse, Miss Bermuda 
Dunes, Support Group, 7 
pm, $8

BLUE MOON TAVERN Great 
Spiders, Mr. Night Sky, 
Tincho, 9 pm, $6

a CHAPEL PERFORMANCE 
SPACE  Earshot Jazz: Tom 
Rainey & Ingrid Laubrock, 
8 pm, $18

CHOP SUEY Sleeping 
Lessons, Draemhouse, Soft 
Sleep, Dreamcatchr, 8 pm, 
$8/$10

COLUMBIA CITY THEATER 
Paula Santoro, Ian Faquini, 
Jovino Santos Neto, Jeff 
Busch, 7 pm, $27

 a CROCODILE   
Grouplove, MUNA, Dilly 
Dally, 8 pm, $30.95

a EL CORAZON  The Amity 
Affliction, Being As An 
Ocean, Hundredth, Trophy 
Eyes, Dead Ships, 6 pm, 
$19.50/$24

a FREMONT ABBEY  Paul 
Byron of Celtic Thunder, 8 
pm, $30/$50

HIGH DIVE Radical Hearts, 
Whitney Monge, Leify 
Green, David Keogh, 8 pm, 
$10/$12

LAKE UNION PARK Chantey 
Sing, 8-10 pm, free

 LO-FI  Tokyoidaho, 
Voyager One, The Knast, 
Fotoform, 9 pm, $10

LUCKY LIQUOR Music Is 
The Best Fest, Oct 14-15, 8 
pm, $8

 MOORE THEATRE  
Ghost, Marissa Nadler: 
The Popestar Tour, 8 pm, 
$24.74-$300

NECTAR Twiddle, General 
Mojo’s, Kitchen Dwellers, 8 

pm, $10/$15

a NEPTUNE THEATRE  
Johnnyswim, Penny & 
Sparrow, 9 pm, $22/$24

PARLIAMENT TAVERN 
Stuporhero, Blanco Bronco, 
Botherations, Pops Spoiler 
& His Deadbeats, 9 pm-
midnight, free

RE-BAR Quiver: Guests

THE ROYAL ROOM 
Richard Shindell with Lucy 
Wainwright Roche and 
Suzzy Roche, Through Oct 
14, 7:30 pm, $20/$25

SEAMONSTER Funky 2 
Death: Guests, 10 pm, $7

 a SHOWBOX SODO   Cold 
War Kids, The Strumbellas, 
9 pm, $25/$30

a THE SHOWBOX  Common 
Kings, 9 pm, $27.50/$32

SLIM’S LAST CHANCE 
Trolling Stones, Queen 
Annes, El Steiner, 9 pm, $8

a STUDIO SEVEN  Devin 
Townsend Project, Between 
The Buried & Me, Fallujah, 7 
pm, $25/$30

 SUNSET TAVERN  
Califone, Slow Moses, 
Ghosts I’ve Met, 9 pm, $15

TIM NOAH’S THUMBNAIL 
THEATER Friday Night 
Open Mic, 6:30 pm, $3-$5

TRACTOR TAVERN 
Supersuckers, The Reverend 
Peyton’s Big Damn Band, 
Jesse Dayton: KEXP & 
Rainier Beer’s “R” Day, 9 
pm, $20

a TRIPLE DOOR  Eric & 
Encarnación’s Flamenco 
de Raiz, Oct 14-15, 8 pm, 
$35-$45

a VERA PROJECT  Punk 
the Vote: The Ousters, Deep 
Sleep, Gruft, 8 pm-midnight

VICTORY LOUNGE Skates!, 
Fighting Sides, Amsterdam, 
Dream Big, 9 pm-12:30 am, 
$5/$8

JAZZ
 a JAZZ ALLEY   McCoy 

Tyner, Through Oct 16, 7:30 
pm, $40

LATONA PUB Phil Sparks 
Trio, 5 pm, free

DJ
ASTON MANOR House Party 
Fridays, 10 pm-2 am

BALLROOM Rendezvous 
Friday: Dj Mack Long, 
10 pm

 BALTIC ROOM  Juicy: 
‘90s & 2000s Old School 
Throwbacks, $10

FOUNDATION Resonate 
Fridays, 9 pm-2 am, $20-$30

HAVANA Viva Havana: Soul 
One, Sean Cee, Curtis, 
Nostalgia B, and DV One, 9 
pm, $11

KREMWERK Noise 
Complaint with Golf Clap, 
10 pm, $10

MONKEY LOFT LTJ BUKEM, 
10 pm-3:59 am, $15

NEIGHBOURS Absolut 
Fridays: DJ Billy the Kid and 
DJ Trent Von, 9 pm

NEUMOS Bootie Seattle: 
‘00s MASHUP NIGHT — T’00 
S’00N?, 9 pm, $10

Q NIGHTCLUB Wildlife: 
Blueyedsoul, Megatran, 
Sharadawn, Beeba, 10 pm-3 
am, $10

R PLACE Transcendence: 
with DJ E, 9:30 pm

SUBSTATION Deeper Roots: 
Uniting Souls and Guests, 
10 pm, $10; Colette & 
DJ Heather: Second City 
Sessions Tour, 10 pm-2:30 
am, $15

THE CARLILE ROOM 
Trickbag Record Party, 10 
pm, free

THINGS TO DO MUSICMUSIC
All the Shows Happening This Week
strangerthingstodo.com    @SEAshows    

 = Recommended    a = All Ages

http://www.nectarlounge.com/
http://strangerthingstodo.com/
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LATE NIGHT 
HAPPY HOUR! 
Sun-Thu 10PM to Close
Fri & Sat 11PM to Close

1400 10th Ave. Seattle   

206.556.5781

www.SoiCapitolHill.com

Isan Thai 
Restaurant & 

Bar in the Heart 
of Capitol Hill

OPEN FOR LUNCH, 
DINNER & DRINKS
Sun-Thu 11AM to 12AM 
Fri & Sat 11AM to 2AM

BRUNCH
Sat & Sun, 11-3

HAPPY HOUR 
3PM to 6PM Everyday

SEX OFFENDER 
REGISTRATION 

GOT YOU DOWN?
We may be able to help to 
remove that requirement. 

The Meryhew Law Group, PLLC 
(206)264-1590 

www.meryhewlaw.com

LAKE CITY RECORD SHOW 
Sunday Nov 20 - 10am-4pm

Albums, 45’s, 78’s, Rare Collectables, 
Memorabilia, Fun Fun  Fun!   

FREE ADMISSION!

LAKE CITY COMMUNITY CENTER 
12531 28th AVE NE, SEATTLE, WA 

CONTACT US AT 206-850-1588
 US ON FACEBOOK

1221
e madison

4pm

 

WORLD’S TINIEST TEADANCE!   
i hate karaoke !

mooseknuckle

1221 e
madison

wed 12/03 
fri 12/05
sat 12/06
sun 12/07
tue 12/09

  
         

He’s A Rebel !
BEEFCAKE!

PONY

MON - THU: 5pm to 2am 
FRI - SUN: 3pm to 2am

ponyseattle.com

TIMBRE ROOM Foolish 
Fridays: Under the Sea 
Edition featuring Pezzner, 
9 pm-2 am, $5 before 
10pm/$10 after 10pm

TRINITY Massive Fridays: 
DJs Moobek, Catch 22, Guy, 
Goliath, free

 VERMILLION  The Jam: 
Specs Wizard, DJ Able One, 
and aMadman, free

DANCE
THE EAGLE Make Out 
Party!, 9 pm-3 am

MERCURY 2nd Annual Fall 
Faerie Formal: The Raven 
King’s Ball, 9 pm-3 am, $5

CLASSICAL
 BENAROYA HALL  Yo-Yo 

Ma Plays Haydn, 8 pm

RESONANCE AT SOMA 
TOWERS Onyx Chamber 
Players, 8-10 pm, $25

SAT 10/15

LIVE MUSIC
 BARBOZA  Poster 

Children with Kinski, 7 
pm, $17

a BELLINI  Leif Totusek 
— Solo Jazz Guitar, 6-9 
pm, free

 BLUE MOON TAVERN  
Geist & The Sacred 
Ensemble, Alto!, Arrington 
de Dionyso, Katsura 
Yamauchi, 9 pm, $10

a CHAPEL PERFORMANCE 
SPACE  Melanie Voytovich, 
7:30 pm, $5-$15

CROCODILE Marc 
Broussard, Jenn Grinels, 
Peter Aristone, 8 pm, $23

 EL CORAZON  Saint 
Vitus, The Skull, Witch 
Mountain, Ancient 
Warlocks, 8 pm, $17/$22

THE FUNHOUSE Chrch, 
Mountain Man, Breag 
Naofa, Screaming Skull, 
5 pm, $8/$10; Two Cow 
Garage, Success, The 
Crossroads Exchange, 
Michael Dean Damron, 10 
pm, $8/$10

HIGH DIVE Soul the 
Interrogator Album Release 
Show, 8 pm, $10/$12

HIGHLINE Skeletonwitch, 
Iron Reagan, Oathbreaker, 
Gatecreeper, 8 pm, $14/$16

HIGHWAY 99 Acapulco 
Gold, 8 pm, $20

LUCKY LIQUOR Music Is 
The Best Fest, Through Oct 
15, 8 pm, $8

MOORE THEATRE The Fray 
with American Authors, 8 
pm, $45

NECTAR Blockhead, Lusine, 
Nordic Soul, 8 pm, $15/$18

 a NEPTUNE THEATRE   
Donovan: 50th Celebration 
Tour of Sunshine Superman, 
Oct 15-16, 8 pm, $33.50

NEUMOS Reykjavik Calling 
with Fufanu, JFDR (Jófríður 
Ákadóttir of Samaris), 
Kinski, 8 pm, free

a THE ROYAL ROOM  
Earshot Jazz: Scott 
Amendola & Wil Blades, 
Hunter Gather, 8 pm, $20

SEAMONSTER Jazz Brunch, 
noon, free

a THE SHOWBOX  Russ: 
Yung God Tour, 9 pm, 
$20/$25

SLIM’S LAST CHANCE 
F-Holes, Swedish Finnish, 
Sin Driver, Loud Motor, 9 
pm-midnight, $8

a STUDIO SEVEN  
Gorguts, Intronaut, Brain 
Tentacles, Odyssian, Violent 
Hallucinations, 6:30 pm, 
$17/$20

SUNSET TAVERN SSDD, 
Hounds of the Wild Hunt, 
Guests: KEXP & Rainier 
Beer’s “R” Day, 9 pm, $8

TRACTOR TAVERN The 
Felice Brothers, Aaron 
Lee Tasjan, Shelby Earl, 9 
pm, $16

a TRIPLE DOOR  Eric & 
Encarnación’s Flamenco de 
Raiz, 8 pm, $35-$45

a TULA’S  Earshot Jazz: 
Brian Lynch & Thomas 
Marriott: “Night of the 
Cookers”, 7:30 pm, $22

VERMILLION Pad Pushers: 
Monthly Producers Night 
with Guests, 9 pm, free

VITO’S RESTAURANT & 
LOUNGE The Tarantellas, 
6-9 pm, free

JAZZ
 a JAZZ ALLEY   McCoy 

Tyner, Through Oct 16, $40

OSTERIA LA SPIGA Jazz at 
La Spiga: Guests, 8-10:30 
pm, free

DJ
AMBER Amber Saturdays 
with DJ Kipprawk, free

ASTON MANOR NRG 
Saturdays: Guests, free

BALLARD LOFT DJ 
Saturdays: DJ Pheloneous, 
DJ Tamm of KISS fm, and DJ 
Brett Michaels, 10 pm, free

BALLROOM Sinful 
Saturdays: Guests, 9 pm

BALTIC ROOM Crave 
Saturdays: McClarron and 
Swel, 10 pm

BARBOZA Inferno: DJ 
Swervewon and Guests, 
10:30 pm, $5 before mid-
night/$10 after

CHOP SUEY Dance Yourself 
Clean: Guests, 9 pm, $5; 
free before 10:30 p.m.

 CUFF  DJ Night: Rotating 
DJs, 10 pm-3 am, free

FOUNDATION Elevate 
Saturdays, $0-30

a GENERATIONS  Slab 
Lab Record Show, 11 am-6 
pm, free

HAVANA Havana Social: 
Nostalgia B, Curtis, Soul 
One, Sean Cee, and DV 
One, 9 pm, $15

KREMWERK Growlr 
RoughHouse: Seattle, 9 
pm-2 am

NEIGHBOURS Powermix: DJ 
Randy Schlager, $5

Q NIGHTCLUB Q Nightclub 
4-Year Anniversary: Hotel 
Garuda, 10 pm-3 am, $15

RE-BAR Ceremony: DJ Evan 
Blackstone and Guests, 10 
pm-2 am, $5

SARAJEVO LOUNGE 
European/Balkan/Greek 
Night: Guests

STAGE SEATTLE Vice 
Saturdays, 10 pm-2 am, Free 
before 10:45pm/$15 after 
10:45pm

THE CARLILE ROOM DJ 
Neon Trotsky, 10 pm, free

TRINITY Reload Saturdays: 
Rise Over Run and DJ Nug

THE UNDERGROUND 
Seabiza: Seattle’s Balearic 
Extravaganza Experience, 
10 pm-3 am, $5-$15

CLASSICAL
 a BENAROYA HALL   

Perlman Conducts Mozart’s 
Requiem, 8 pm, $35-$120

a ICICLE CREEK CENTER 
FOR THE ARTS  Volta Piano 
Trio, 7 pm, $12-$24

 a MCCAW HALL   Hansel 
& Gretel, $25-$292

PANTAGES THEATER And 
the Trumpet Shall Sound, 
7:30 pm, $18-$36

RESONANCE AT SOMA 
TOWERS Under the Hood: 
Understanding Beethoven’s 
Appassionata Sonata, Op. 
57, 7:30 pm, $20

a ST. MARK’S CATHEDRAL  
Byrd Ensemble: John IV, A 
Golden Age of Portugese 
Polyphony, 7:30 pm, $13-
$23

SUN 10/16

LIVE MUSIC
a CAFE RACER  Racer 
Sessions, 6:30-10 pm, free

CAPITOL CIDER Ted Dortch 
Quartet, 5:30-8 pm, free

COLUMBIA CITY THEATER 
Box Set with Micah Subar, 
5:30 pm, $12

a CROCODILE  Naked 
Giants with Skating Polly, 8 
pm, $12

EL CORAZON FairLady, 
North By North, Wild 
English, 8 pm, $8/$10

a THE FUNHOUSE  CJ 
Ramone, Toy Guitar, Die 
Nasty, Tough Times, 8 pm, 

$13/$15

HIGH DIVE Taylor Phelan, 
IAMWE, Tobias the Owl, 
Fort Loveless, 8 pm, $10/$12

HIGHLINE Conan Neutron 
& the Secret Friends, 
The Devil Bores Me, The 
Bismarck, 9 pm, $8

LITTLE RED HEN Open Mic 
Acoustic Jam, 4 pm

LO-FI Death Cab For Cutie 
Covers Night: Benefit for 
Lambert House, 8 pm

NECTAR Earshot Jazz: Los 
Hermanos Arango / Ann 
Reynolds & Clave Gringa, 8 
pm, $12/$15

 a NEPTUNE THEATRE   
Donovan: 50th Celebration 
Tour of Sunshine Superman, 
Through Oct 16, 8 pm, 
$33.50

a NEUMOS  Sam Lachow’s 
Bday Party, 8 pm, $15

PANTAGES THEATER Rita 
Moreno, 3 pm, $19-$69

SEAMONSTER Open Mic, 
8 pm

 a SEATTLE ART MUSEUM   
Earshot Jazz: Music and 
Art / CMD: Kris Bowers + 
NONVisuals, 8 pm, $22

THE SHOWBOX TroyBoi: The 
Mantra Tour, 9 pm, $20/$25

SUBSTATION Eating Rite, 
The Lulls, Hammerhead, 
Grayscale Family, 7 pm, $8

SUNSET TAVERN Moon 
Honey, Mr. Night Sky, Wall 
of Ears, 8 pm, $8

TIM’S TAVERN Seattle 
Songwriter Showcase

TRACTOR TAVERN Luke 
Winslow-King, Louis 
Ledford, Ole Tinder, 8 
pm, $8

a TRIPLE DOOR  Led 
Kaapana & Da ‘Ukulele 
Boyz, 7:30 pm, $25/$30

a TULA’S  Earshot Jazz: 
Itamar Borochov Quartet, 
7:30 pm, $22

VITO’S RESTAURANT & 
LOUNGE Bob Hammer, 6 
pm Thru Dec 18, free

JAZZ
THE ANGRY BEAVER The 
Beaver Sessions, free

DARRELL’S TAVERN Sunday 
Night Jazz Jam, 8 pm, free

 a JAZZ ALLEY   McCoy 
Tyner, 7:30 pm, $40

 a TULA’S   Jim Cutler 
Jazz Orchestra, 7:30 pm, $8

 VITO’S RESTAURANT 
& LOUNGE  The Ron 
Weinstein Trio, 9:30 pm, 
free

DJ
NEIGHBOURS Noche Latina: 
DJ Luis and DJ Polo, 10 
pm-2 am

R PLACE Homo Hop, 10 pm

 RE-BAR  Flammable: DJ 
Wesley Holmes, Xan Lucero, 
10 pm-3 am, $10

THE CARLILE ROOM 
Brunch with DJ Miss LilliSD 
and Friends, Sun, Oct 16, 
noon, free

CLASSICAL
 a BENAROYA HALL   

Perlman Conducts Mozart’s 
Requiem, 2 pm, $35-$120

 a MCCAW HALL   Hansel 
& Gretel, $25-$292

 a ST. MARK’S 
CATHEDRAL   Compline 
Choir, 9:30 pm, free

MON 10/17

LIVE MUSIC
 BLACK LODGE  Lvl Up, 

Great Grandpa, Trashlord, 
Whitney Ballen, 8 pm, 
$5-$10

CAPITOL CIDER 
EntreMundos, 9:30 pm, free

CONOR BYRNE Bluegrass 
Jam, 8:30 pm, free

a CROCODILE  Honne, 8 
pm, $15

 FOLIO: THE SEATTLE 
ATHENAEUM  A Salute to 
Moss, 7 pm, $10

a THE FUNHOUSE  The 
Icarus Account, Brandon 
Parker, Abandoning Sunday, 
Tempered Gentlemen, 
Austin Koukal, 7 pm, 

$10/$12

a NEUMOS  Ry X, 8 pm, $25

a SHOWBOX SODO  Purity 
Ring with HANA, 8 pm, 
$25/$27.25

a STUDIO SEVEN  Tony 
MacAlpine, George 
Varghese, 7 pm, $12/$15

SUNSET TAVERN Andy 
Shauf, Scattered Clouds, 
Guests, 8 pm, $12

TRACTOR TAVERN Rachael 
Yamagata with Pressing 
Strings, 8 pm, $17

a TRIPLE DOOR  Kandace 
Springs, 7:30 pm, $20/$25

WATERSHED PUB & 
KITCHEN Open Mic Jam, 8 
pm, free

JAZZ
JAZZ ALLEY Jim Knapp 
Orchestra, 7:30 pm, $25

a TRIPLE DOOR  Brian 
Nova Jazz Jam, 8 pm, free

DJ
BALTIC ROOM Jam Jam: 
Mista’ Chatman and DJ 
Element, 9 pm

 BAR SUE  Motown on 
Mondays: dj100proof, 
Supreme La Rock, DJ 
Sessions, and Blueyedsoul, 
10 pm, free

CLASSICAL
a BENAROYA HALL 
RECITAL HALL  True Light: 
Celebrating The Creation & 
Creator, 7:30 pm, $18-$38

 a MCCAW HALL   Hansel 
& Gretel, $25-$292

TUE 10/18

LIVE MUSIC
BLUE MOON TAVERN 
Totusek Tuesday Nights, 
8-11 pm, free

CAFE RACER Jacobs Posse

COLUMBIA CITY THEATER 
 Tuesday Night Music 

Club, 7:30 pm, free; Jon 
Mclaughlin, Marc Scibilia, 
Brad Ray, 7 pm, $17

a CROCODILE  Temples 
with Triptides, 8 pm, $22

EL CORAZON Verb Slingers: 
Guests, 3 pm, free

HIGHLINE True Widow, 
Low Lands, Me Infecto, 9 
pm, $12/$14

PARLIAMENT TAVERN Billy 
Joe and the RCs, 8 pm, free; 
South Sound Tug & Barge, 
9 pm, free

THE ROYAL ROOM The 
Suffering Fuckheads, 10 
pm, free; An Evening with 
Jimmy James, 7:30 pm, 
$8/$10

SEAMONSTER Joe Doria 
Presents, 11 pm, free

a SEATTLE ART MUSEUM  
Earshot Jazz: Naomi Moon 
Siegel, 8 pm, $18

a THE SHOWBOX  Kishi 
Bashi, 8 pm, $22/$24

a STUDIO SEVEN  
Mushroomhead, Sunflower 
Dead, Unsaid Fate, Guests, 6 
pm, $17/$20

SUNSET TAVERN Eldren, 8 
pm, $8

TIM’S TAVERN Open Mic, 
8 pm

TRACTOR TAVERN Margo 
Price: Born to Ramble Tour, 
8 pm, $16

 a TRIPLE DOOR   An 
Evening with Terry Bozzio, 
7:30 pm, $30/$35

JAZZ
a JAZZ ALLEY  Carolyn 
Wonderland, Oct 18-19, 
7:30 pm, $29.50

OWL N’ THISTLE Jazz with 
Eric Verlinde, 8 pm, free

DJ
BALTIC ROOM Drum & Bass 
Tuesdays: Guests, 10 pm

CHOP SUEY Emo Night LA: 
Emo Nite, 9 pm, $7

 HAVANA  Real Love ‘90s: 
BlesOne and Jay Battle, $5; 
free before 10 pm

MERCURY Die: Black Maru 
and Major Tom, $5

CLASSICAL
 a MCCAW HALL   Hansel 

& Gretel, $25-$292

THINGS TO DO All the Shows Happening This Week

Your sex life demands it.

WWW.SAVAGELOVECAST.COM

http://www.soicapitolhill.com/
http://www.meryhewlaw.com/
http://www.soicapitolhill.com/
http://www.soicapitolhill.com/
http://ponyseattle.com/
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MUSIC

Nearly a decade ago, I was at an 
awards ceremony featuring an 
interesting panel pitting young up-

start music journalists against some of the old 
guard. The young insulted and dismissed the 
old while the old just let it roll off their backs. 
One young writer referred to Lester Bangs 
as a sexist, racist pig, unaware that she was 
seated next to the executor of Bangs’s writ-
ten legacy. Later, that reserved executor said 
something I’ve never forgotten. In response 
to one editor boasting that it’s the young who 
give the old new direction, he just shook his 
head and said, “It’s not about when you got on 
the bus, but that you got on the bus at all.”

Maybe it’s because of that calm retort, 
but I’ve never been a critic who scoffs 
upon learning that someone is discovering 
a band I’ve been fanatical about for ages. 
I love turning people on to music I’ve been 
swooning to for 15 years, lending them 
much-played, out of print, or import al-
bums and watching them get as excited as 
I was, and still am. Recently, an extremely 
well-learned music writer told me he’d just 
heard Ride for the first time, and I lent him 

my imports, because if there’s one genre I’m 
fanatical about, it’s shoegazer*, and I have it 
all in complete collections.

I’m an absolute geek about shoegazer 
bands, and for a great while I couldn’t even 
mention the genre in conversation without 
flinching because, well, some folks hadn’t got-
ten on the bus yet. To most 
it was just a stupid bunch of 
bands that sang melancholic 
songs over a maelstrom of 
sonic aggression while mak-
ing little to no eye contact 
with the audience—hence 
the moniker shoegazer.

I felt the genre coming 
back a couple of years ago, though, when Black 
Rebel Motorcycle Club brought the sound of 
Jesus and Mary Chain to the college radio 
charts, and a handful of local bands popped 
up who were obviously influenced by earlier 
shoegazer acts such as the Telescopes, the 
aforementioned Jesus and Mary Chain, and 
My Bloody Valentine. Now you have bands 
like Voyager One, Kinski, the Warlocks, and 
Phaser (who just toured the East Coast with 

Kathleen Wilson on Shoegazer—
Her Favorite Genre of Music

Originally Published in The Stranger on December 19, 2002
BY KATHLEEN WILSON

JESUS AND MARY CHAIN  The name of Kathleen Wilson’s column Some Candy Talking was a Jesus and Mary Chain reference.

Interpol) continuing that sound into 2003.
Another mark of the reemergence of the 

shoegazer sound is a reissue from Ride, one 
of the bands now epitomizing the genre, 
even though they came a few years after that 
first ’80s wave. Their singles and B-sides 
have been collected on one disc, OX4, which 

was recently released do-
mestically, and now Ride is 
currently getting airtime 
on KEXP. Goody.

This new growing spot-
light takes me back a 
decade. Catherine Wheel’s 
first two albums, Ferment 
(’92) and Chrome (’93), are 

ass-kicking shoegazer documents, angry 
and metallic yet rhapsodic at the same time. 
Chrome’s “Kill Rhythm” is near anthemic as 
singer Rob Dickinson (cousin to Iron Maid-
en singer Bruce Dickinson) spits out, “Five 
years of nothing good!” then encourages the 
listener to “shout, get it out.” Years before the 
Verve hit mainstream with Urban Hymns, 
they released A Storm in Heaven and a self-
titled EP that are absolutely bursting with 

amazing guitars, blending acoustic with ag-
gressive electric, culminating in the band’s 
1995 release A Northern Soul, which soared 
with epic guitar frenzy. I tossed Urban 
Hymns aside for years because that fucking 
“The Drugs Don’t Work” single was awful. 
But “Come On” is pure old-school Verve, with 
its angry shouts of “Fuck You!” underneath 
the wash of guitars.

24 Hour Party People—an excellent film 
about the roots of what would come to be 
known as Brit Pop—surely added to the retro 
trend, and I couldn’t be happier. I’m dragging 
out cassettes, for chrissakes, playing them on 
my crap-ass boom box that has two volume 
settings: too quiet and too loud. I’ve got a cas-
sette of Jesus and Mary Chain’s Barbed Wire 
Kisses that has a great chunk of plastic miss-
ing but still plays too loud just fine.

You can borrow it if you like. n

*Yes, I know people call it “shoegaze” now, 
but we used to call it “shoegazer.” 

Comment on this story at
THESTRANGER.COM/MUSIC

“It’s not about when 
you got on the bus, 
but that you got on 

the bus at all.”
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I ’ll be honest with y’all—not that I haven’t 
been—but I’ve been trying to not live in 

the rabbit hole I find myself tucking into 
when I start thinking about this country’s 
War on Everybody but White Men, the most 
protracted of the conflicts it’s been 
embroiled in for ages. Every 
new name crossed out by the 
police—or the unlicensed, 
unbonded white terrorists 
who drink from the same 
well as the cops—is another 
invitation to be traumatized, 
to be filled past bursting with 
bile, frothing over like shook-up 
soda.

The way news organizations keep 
humanizing these monsters, murderers, 
while stripping the humanity from still-
cooling black bodies, makes my chest want 
to implode. I unexpectedly saw the video 
of Laquan McDonald on Instagram and 
flinched, the wind audibly flying right the 
fuck out of me—how many black snuff films 
do we have to have forced upon our senses? 
How did fate conspire to make spreading 
the explicit and repeated footage of our own 
deaths part of our campaign to breathe? 
“Staying #woke” implies a watchfulness 
for white supremacy, a constantly working 
analysis of this war—but it doesn’t imply 
the “sleep” or recharge needed to function 
well. “Staying #rested” should be just as 
much a priority, ’cause sleep-dep doesn’t 
help any movement.

Not that I should be offering advice—like 
I’m doing even a bit of the work like that, like 
a dozen people I know that I could name off 
the top of my head—not at all. I’m just talk-
ing to myself, talking my shit into the ether, 
writing and sending it out because I feel like 

I’m about to fly apart any time I actually try 
to talk about it. I can’t keep my eyes from 
shining or my voice from breaking. I hope 
you’re doing better with it all than me—and 
I hope you’re doing more than I am, too. (If 

you’re not even talking about it, or taking 
it serious, you shouldn’t even be here, 

reading a fucking hiphop column.)
Racist white terrorists every-

where are emboldened, and may 
even be taking to the streets this 
Sunday in Ballard and Capitol 

Hill. Give ’em the boot.
Now on to shit that gives me 

some life and reassurance: discover-
ing DoNormaal. It was just last week 

that somebody e-mailed me during my radio 
show to request her, but her name was news 
to me. Looking her up brought me to her 
“Let That Thing” video from this summer 
and her brilliant new album, Jump or Die, 
which you’ll find on Soundcloud. Sharp, psy-
chedelic, and spiritually charged—with some 
stark, Kelela-esque type production—Jump 
is absolutely one of my favorite local releases 
of the year, and DoNormaal is my favorite lo-
cal discovery of 2015.

I ask you, what makes me happier than 
seeing and hearing free-ass black folks, es-
pecially women? (Not much, I tell you, that 
isn’t covered in barbecue sauce or aged in 
charred oak barrels.) Seattle barely de-
serves it, but goddamn it, do we ever need 
it. Treat your ears for now, and keep your 
eyes peeled for her moves, as soon as Thurs-
day, December 3, at the Central Saloon, 
where she’ll be performing as part of the 
Stay Happy Collective. n 

More Mizell at
THESTRANGER.COM/MUSIC

Larry Mizell Jr. on 
Seattle’s DoNormaal

Originally published in The Stranger on December 2, 2015
BY LARRY MIZELL  JR.

MY PHILOSOPHY A COLUMN ABOUT HIPHOP 
AND CULTURE

DONORMAAL Christianne Karefa-Johnson, affirmer of life.
UNA
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DANCE NIGHTS FROM 10:30PM TO CLOSE

COMING UP NEXT

COMING UP NEXT

925 EAST PIKE STREET, SEATTLE

TICKETS AVAILABLE AT
MOE BAR & ETIX.COM

NEUMOS.COM — THE BARBOZA.COM
MOEBARSEATTLE.COM — PIKESTFISHFRY.COM

FRIDAY 10/14

AUTOMOTIVE STEAMHORSE
MISS BERMUDA DUNES

SATURDAY 10/15

POSTER CHILDREN 
KINSKI

SUNDAY 10/16

VAN EPS 
THEM EVILS + MARBLE

WEDNESDAY 10/19

ALEJANDRO ESCOVEDO
FRIDAY 10/21

TEMPLE CANYON
WOOKY + ANTONIONI

THURSDAY 10/13

AUDION 
RAMIRO OF UNITING SOULS + NARK

MONDAY 10/17

RY X 
BILLIE EILISH

WEDNESDAY 10/19

HOW TO DRESS WELL
EX REYES 

THURSDAY 10/20

OF MONTREAL 
TEEN

FRIDAY 10/21

SMOKEY BRIGHTS
RADIATION CITY + SLOUCHER

SATURDAY 10/22

M WARD 
LEMOLO

MONDAY 10/24

BAD SUNS 
COIN

WEDNESDAY 10/26

THE ORB 
VOX MOD + R-PAL
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4329 University Way NE Seattle, WA 98105
MOVIE LINE: 206-632-7218

www.farawayentertainment.com

Friday Oct 14 - Thursday Oct 20
THE GIRL ON THE TRAIN (R) 
MISS PEREGRINE’S HOME 

FOR PECULIAR CHILDREN (PG-13) 
HUNT FOR THE WILDERPEOPLE (PG-13)

ORDINARY WORLD (NR)
KIRK CAMERON’S REVIVE US (PG)– TUE 10/18 @8 PM

Mommy Matinees every Friday morning
please visit our website for showtimes and more:

 FREE PARKING!

EVENINGS & W
EEKENDS

2D & 3D
NO 3D SURCHARGE

4500 9TH AVE NE • 206-633-0059
SEATTLE

TWO WAYS TO SAVE AT SUNDANCE SEATTLE
MONDAY IS $6 ORCA DAY SHOW YOUR ORCA CARD ALL 
SEATS ARE $6** ($7.50 FOR 3D)   NOT GOOD ON HOLIDAYS.

TUESDAY IS GIRLS NIGHT OUT! 2 or more ladies get $6 ($7.50 for 
3D) Admission ALL DAY. Tickets Available at Box O�ce Only.)  

STUDIO ADVANCE SCREENINGS THAT FALL ON A TUESDAY ARE NOT  
PART OF THE GIRLS MOVIE NIGHT OUT PROMOTION

FULL BAR & BISTRO FARE • RESERVED SEATS
+21 AT ALL TIMES

FOR SHOWTIMES VISIT:

SUNDANCECINEMAS.COM

** TIX AVAIL AT BOX OFFICE ONLY

THE ACCOUNTANT THE GIRL ON THE TRAIN

DEMON KEVIN HART: 
WHAT NOW?

LONDON TOWN SULLY

DON’T THINK TWICE QUEEN OF KATWE

AMERICAN HONEY DEEPWATER HORIZON

UNDER THE SHADOW
MISS PEREGRINE’S 

HOME FOR PECULIAR 
CHILDREN in 3D/2D

FILM

In the press kit for Boogie Nights, Mark 
Wahlberg informs us, “I put the script down 
and thought, ‘Well, this guy is a genius.’” 

Newsweek speaks of “A filmmaker with an enor-
mous talent for making movies”; Filmmaker 
calls the movie “a virtuoso accomplishment.” 
Perhaps it’s Oscar time for Marky Mark, whis-
per others. Behind it all, the prodigal director: 
Paul Anderson, 26-year-old genius. Jesus 
Christ, what a sad nation.

Boogie Nights tells the story of lonely 
dreamer Eddie Addams (Wahlberg), a boy 
with little more than a huge cock to guide him 
through life. No less an authority than his 
mother tells us he’s stupid, in case we’d had 
doubts. But Eddie is a tragic hero: he’ll be 
someone, you just wait.

Sure enough, his huge cock soon attracts 
the attention of Jack Horner (Burt Reynolds), 
a soulless, cauldron-born producer, who gives 

his magnificent member a purpose in life. 
The cocaine and money start flowing; Eddie 
renames himself Dirk Diggler, and starts us-
ing his huge cock to fuck porn stars (Julianne 
Moore, Heather Graham) in dirty movies. His 
cock is big and tireless: soon he is Dirk Diggler, 
Millionaire. He owns a mansion and a yacht.

Ah, but we know Anderson is a genius. He 
is therefore loathe to ignore the precedents of 
Sophocles and Aristotle: Pride goeth before a 
fall, and so fall Dirk must. In the movie’s Oedi-
pal second act, we follow Dirk to his tragic fall, 
in a pickup truck in a West Hollywood parking 
lot, washed up, coke-addled, trying to inflate 
his huge cock for $10 for what appears to be a 
damn queer. The monument will not be erect-
ed and so Dirk must be brutally fagbashed by 
bullies. Then: the requisite bloodbath, and 

W e’ve been thinking it for two 
long years. All of us. Gnawing 
our cheeks at night, clutching 

at sweaty sheets, our faces hollow and gray, our 
once-bright eyes dimmed by the pain of too many 
questions. Sometimes we cry out, en masse, to a 
faceless god and a cold, indifferent universe that 
holds its secrets close. What… rasps the 
death rattle of our collective sanity. What 
is the lubrication level of Samantha 
Jones’s 52-year-old vagina? Has the 
change of life dulled its sparkle? 
Do its aged and withered depths 
finally chafe from the endless 
pounding, pounding, pounding—
cruel phallic penance demanded 
by the emotionally barren sexual 
compulsive from which it hangs? If I 
do not receive an update on the deep, gray 
caverns of Jones, I shall surely die!

Please don’t die. The answer is… fine. Saman-
tha’s vagina is doing fine. She rubs yams on it, 
okay? She takes 48 vagina vitamins a day. It 
accepts unlimited male penises with the greatest 
of ease. Now let us never speak of it again.

Sex and the City 2 makes Phyllis Schlafly look 
like Andrea Dworkin. Or that super-masculine 
version of Cynthia Nixon that Cynthia Nixon 
dates. Or, like, Ralph Nader (wait, bad example—
Schlafly totally does look like Ralph Nader in 
a granny wig). SATC2 takes everything that I 
hold dear as a woman and as a human—working 
hard, contributing to society, not being an entitled 
cunt like it’s my job—and rapes it to death with a 

stiletto that costs more than my car. It is 146 min-
utes long, which means that I entered the theater 
in the bloom of youth and emerged with a family 
of field mice living in my long, white mustache. 
This is an entirely inappropriate length for what 
is essentially a home video of gay men playing 
with giant Barbie dolls. But I digress. Let us 

start with the “plot.”
Carrie Bradshaw: At the end of 

the first SATC movie (2008)—after 
eleventy decades of chasing 

his emotionally abusive jowls 
through the streets of Manhat-
tan—Carrie finally marries Mr. 
Big, the man of her shallow, self-

obsessed dreams. It has now been 
two years since their nuptials. Car-

rie already hates it. She hates that he 
sits on the couch. She hates that he eats 

noodles out of a take-out box. She hates that 
he wants to spend quality time with her in their 
incredibly expensive and gaudy apartment. She 
hates that he bought her an enormous television. 
When Big suggests that they spend a couple of 
days a week in separate apartments (they own 
TWO apartments, because life is hard!), Carrie 
screeches, “Is this because I’m a bitch wife who 
nags you?” Congratulations. You have answered 
your own question.

Miranda Redhairlawyerface: Miranda is a 
lawyer who has red hair. She also has a child. As a 
working woman, Miranda is forced to miss every 
single one of her child’s incessant science fairs 
(as though children know anything of science!). 

Lindy West on  
Sex and the City 2

Originally Published in The Stranger on May 27, 2010
BY L INDY WEST

CRAIG BLANKENHORN

Jamie Hook on Boogie Nights: 
America Fears Cock

Originally published in The Stranger on October 16, 1997
BY JAMIE HOOK

Also, her lawyer boss is a cartoon dick. Miranda 
quits her job, and everyone is much happier. This 
is because women should not work. It is terrible 
for the children.

Charlotte Goldsteinjewyjewsomethingsome-
thingblatt: Life for Charlotte is unbelievably 
difficult. As a wealthy stay-at-home mom with 
two children and a live-in, full-time nanny, she 
sometimes has to bake cupcakes! Also, one time 
her little child got finger paint on a piece of 
vintage cloth. Therefore, Charlotte cannot stop 
crying. “How do the women without help do 
it?” Charlotte (crying) asks Miranda. “I have no 
fucking idea,” Miranda replies. Then they toast 
their disgusting glasses of pink syrup. To “them.” 
To the “women without help.” “If I wasn’t rich, 
I’d definitely just kill myself right away with a 
knife!” says everyone in this movie without hav-
ing to actually say it. Clink!

Samantha Jones: I told you we are never to 
speak of this.

In order to escape their various imaginary prob-
lems, our intrepid foursome traipses off to dark, 
exotic Abu Dhabi (“I’ve always been fascinated by 
the Middle East—desert moons, Scheherazade, 
magic carpets!”). When they arrive, Carrie, 
because she is a professional writer, announces, 
“Oh, Toto—I don’t think we’re in Kansas any-
more!” Each woman is immediately assigned an 
extra from Disney’s Aladdin to spoon-feed her 
warm cinnamon milk in their $22,000-per-night 
hotel suite. Things seem to be going great. But 
very quickly, the SATC brain trust notices that 
it’s not all swarthy man-slaves and flying carpets 
in Abu Dhabi! In fact, Abu Dhabi is crawling with 
Muslim women—and not one of them is dressed 
like a super-liberated diamond-encrusted fucking 
clown!!! Oppression! OPPRESSION!!!

This will not stand. Samantha, being the  
prostitute sexual revolutionary that she is, rages 
against the machine by publicly grabbing the 
engorged penis of a man she dubs “Lawrence of 
My-Labia.” When the locals complain (having 
repeatedly asked Samantha to cover her nipples 
and mons pubis in the way of local custom), Saman-
tha removes most of her clothes in the middle of the 
spice bazaar, throws condoms in the faces of the 
angry and bewildered crowd, and screams, “I AM A 
WOMAN! I HAVE SEX!” Thus, traditional Middle 
Eastern sexual mores are upended and sexism is 
stoned to death in the town square.

At sexism’s funeral (which takes place in a 
mysterious, incense-shrouded chamber of inter-
national sisterhood), the women of Abu Dhabi 
remove their black robes and veils to reveal—this 
is not a joke—the same hideous, disposable, 
criminally expensive shreds of cloth and feath-
ers that hang from Carrie et al.’s emaciated 
goblin shoulders. Muslim women: Under those 
craaaaaaay-zy robes, they’re just as vapid and 
obsessed with physical beauty and meaningless 
material concerns as us! Feminism! Fuck yeah!

If this is what modern womanhood means, 
then just fucking veil me and sew up all my 
holes. Good night. n
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a happy ending. Applause, critical praise— 
fucking dipshits.

What makes Boogie Nights worth leaving 
the country for is the terrifying smugness with 
which it slouches 
toward simple mor-
alizations. In its 
heart Boogie Nights 
holds a cold, twisted 
chastity, redolent of 
repressed puritanism 
and abject judgment. 
When Interview 
magazine calls it 
“one of the most mor-
ally responsible films 
of the decade,” we 
should pause to ques-
tion what indeed that 
morality is.

It is worrisome 
that the only “sex 
scene” in an epic 
about sex is dumped 
on Nina Hartley, a 
true-life porn star; 
it is distinctly gro-
tesque that her action 
merits her being the 
first in the film to have her head blown off in a 
two-for-one plot point and act of Holy Retribu-
tion. Her death is merely the first in the film’s 
drunken weave down the moral high road. If not 
death, it’s drug addiction, or poverty, or a beat-
ing. The message writ large in lightning: Slutty 
Behavior begets Misery, Pain, and Death.

Boogie Nights is a shining example of the 
mediated experience Hollywood is so good at 
delivering to an opiated nation. You may be titil-
lated by the premise, aroused by the faux porn, 
caught up in the heady, cocaine-drenched flush 
of success… but then you will be whisked into 
dysfunction, massaged into guilt, beaten into 

submission, and finally cleansed by the Holy 
Water of the Happy Ending.

And there’s a final insult: We never see 
cock. Not Dirk’s, not anyone’s. We should. The 

entire movie is about 
how far a huge cock 
can get you. By god, 
it should fill the wide-
screen, it should 
blast off into the au-
ditorium in Surround 
Sound—but it never 
happens. Americans, 
it seems, fear cock. 
Thus, a two-point-
five-hour epic about 
a huge cock ends 
in a flaccid shot of 
a counterfeit. It’s 
fake: a piece of wax, 
poorly grafted onto 
Marky Mark’s little 
motivator. A dildo. A  
red herring.

Don’t see this 
movie. Don’t advance 
the march of dark-
ness. Instead, go 
straight to Starlight 

Video, Capitol Hill’s newest and friendliest 
(outside Toys in Babeland) adult video store, 
specializing in vintage smut. Sergio, the own-
er, didn’t think much of Boogie Nights either, 
but he will gladly guide you to a film called 
Eruption. Filmed on Hawaii and starring 
the legendary John Holmes as an insurance 
agent gone bad, the film features gloriously 
bad acting, pointless and aimless action 
sequences, and a more honest, if less recog-
nizable, boogie soundtrack. It is stupid, but it 
is not evil. And, in a curious way, it is real, at 
least in one significant aspect: John Holmes 
really did have a huge cock. n

And there’s a final insult:  
We never see cock.  

Not Dirk’s, not anyone’s.

MSRP
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SEATTLE’S 
FAVORITE  

QUIRKY 
ITALIAN 

SINCE 1986

GLUTEN-FREE OPTIONS AVAILABLE

BIZZARRO ITALIAN 
OPEN 7 NIGHTS A WEEK 5-10

1307 N. 46TH ST IN WALLINGFORD OFF STONE WAY AND 46TH

206-632-7277 www.bizzarroitaliancafe.com
Gift Certificates available on our website!

BIZZARRO
OR ELSE!

TAKE OUT  NOW AVAILABLE  THRU             &

YEAR 1 

ADVERTISER

OPEN EARLY  
FOR HOME GAMES

Before, During 
& After Football 

Games!

ONE BLOCK WEST OF CENTURY LINK FIELD
553 1ST AVE S • 206-628-0474

www.trianglepub.com

NFL
SUNDAY TICKET

$5Coors LightMan Cans

206-547-1417 • 460 North 36th Street  IN THE HEART OF FREMONT

NORM SAYS SIT… 
AND STAY.

WATCH THE GAMES 
IN HDTV!

TRIVIA EVERY 
THURSDAY, 8PM

HAPPY HOUR

4PM TO 7PM DAILY + ON 
WEDNESDAYS  $3 PBR 40’S

FULL BREAKFAST SERVED!  
OPEN SAT & SUN @9AM 

BONUS HAPPY HOUR!
SAT & SUN, 10AM-2PM

206-547-1417 • 460 North 36th Street  IN THE HEART OF FREMONT

NORMSEATERY.COM

NORM SAYS SIT…
AND STAY. 

Mouth-watering burgers & appetizers
Sandwiches, Soups & Salads

DAILY DRINK SPECIALS
$1 TACOS & BEERS

WEDNESDAYS 

Open Mon-Fri @ 4pm  
Sat & Sun: Noon unless Seahawks play @ 10am

Kitchen open til 11pm Mon-Sat 

2409 10th Ave E 
206-325-5882 

ROANOKESEATTLE.COM
@roanokeseattle

Roanoke 
Park Place 

YEAR 1 

ADVERTISER

 
 L i v e  C o n v e r s a t i o n !

Weekdays: 2pm-2am, Weekends: noon-2am
712 NE 45th Street, Seattle 98105

JUST OFF I-5 206-675-9116

Since 1934 

http://www.bizzarroitaliancafe.com/
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http://roanokeseattle.com/
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LIVE MUSIC MOST NIGHTS
- FOR FULL CALENDAR VISIT OUR WEBSITE -

HIGHLINESEATTLE.COM 
210 Broadway Ave E • 328.7837

DECADENT 
VEGAN FOOD

7 days •  5-11pm 
HAPPY HOUR
5-6 everyday

$3 wells
$1 off  all beers

$5 off  all pitchers.

t   tn

In picturesque 
Wallingford

Open 7 days a week
8am-10pm

2114 North 45th St
Wallingford // 206.322.0124

www.chowfoods.com

BREAKFAST
LUNCH

DINNER
BREAKFAST AVAILABLE

All Day & Night

TheRestaurantWarehouse.com
info@therestaurantwarehouse.com

your 
restaurant’s 

missing 
ingredient

206-419-5801

Buy Now Pay 
Later Financing 

Available

Free Delivery

CHOW

I cannot imagine a life without noodles.
I say this defensively because I’ve 

got several friends who are really into 
the Atkins diet: that insanely trendy weight-
loss philosophy that 
forbids any sugars and 
most carbohydrates, but 
encourages liberal con-
sumption of meats, fats, 
seafood, and cheeses.

Eating out with At-
kins fanatics is a pain 
in the ass. There is a 
freakish obsession with 
avoiding the slightest 
hint of “carbs”; pizza 
and beer are out of the 
question, and nobody 
wants to go out for 
Italian anymore. Ap-
parently pasta, bread, 
and rice are the real 
axis of evil.

After a recent trip 
to New York, where 
it seemed like all of 
my impossibly skinny 
girlfriends—all wearing impossibly 
low-rise jeans with impossibly 
pointy shoes—were preach-
ing the Atkins gospel, I came 
back feeling traumatized 
and extremely grateful for 
my easygoin’, carb-munchin’ 
Seattleite friends (who wear 
unintimidating pants and com-
fortable shoes). I got a big group 
together, and we went straight to the In-
ternational District’s Shanghai Garden.

What I love most about this place is that it 
busts apart the common stereotypes of Chi-
nese food—that it’s high-fat, cholesterol- and 
MSG-riddled, and bad for your health. Sure, 
there will always be greasy Chinese takeout 
joints, and we are talking about a cuisine that 
traditionally relies a lot on animal products—
but Shanghai Garden’s chef-owner Hua-Te Su 
has been challenging this rep at his family-run 
restaurant since the early ’90s (there are also 
locations in Issaquah and Bellevue*) with his 
classic Shanghai versions of light, clear soups, 
seafood specials, wok-seared vegetable combos, 
and a “high nutrition” selection of brown rice 
entrées and hand-shaved noodles.

If the hand-shaved noodles won’t convert 
Atkinsites, nothing will. These thick, uneven 
slivers of soft, fresh noodles are featured 
in noodle soups ($6.50–$7.50 [Eds: Now it’s 
$7.50 to $8.50 for noodle soup.]) including 
the unmissable braised beef noodle soup, 
a heartier variation on pho, and the savory 
pork-and-pickled-cabbage noodle soup. The 
fresh noodles also appear in sautéed chow 
mein dishes with various vegetables, meats, 
and seafood ($6.50–$8.95 back in 2003; $7.50–
$10.95 today). The gorgeous green version is 
reminiscent of Italian spinach pasta, but in-
fused with Barleygreen, a powder extract of 
barleygrass juice. In our Barleygreen chow 
mein with chicken ($7.95 back in 2003; $9.95 
today), the pillowy noodles soaked up the 

dish’s rich gravy and picked up all flavors: 
subtly seasoned chicken, light touches of soy, 
and fragrant onions.

Other meat dishes exhibit the same lovely 
restraint—they’re not 
the salty, brown inter-
pretations found at so 
many Chinese restau-
rants. Sesame chicken 
($9.95 back in 2003; 
$11.50 today) is as red 
and glossy as you ex-
pect, but without the 
sticky-syrup texture. 
Beef with cranberry 
sauce ($10.95 back in 
2003; $12.95 today) is 
an unexpected treat: 
slices of supple flank 
mixed with a cranberry 
reduction sauce, gentle 
with a softly tart finish. 
Braised pork spareribs 
with green onion ($9.50 
back in 2003; $10.50 
today) are tender and 
simply prepared, the 

meat pounded flat and simmering in 
a bath of intense, deeply golden 

sauce with mellow hints of gin-
ger and garlic.

Delicious bean curd sheets 
with sautéed sugar pea vines 
and earthy Chinese mushrooms 

($12.95 back in 2003; $15.95 to-
day) show off Shanghai Garden’s 

devotion to authentic preparations: 
bright, verdant pea vines—tasting cleaner 

than other leafy greens, with a silky texture—
are quickly sautéed and delicious with plain 
steamed rice. Various pea-vine dishes are of-
fered with vegetable specialties like bamboo 
fungus, crisp snow peas, spicy Szechuan egg-
plant, and bitter mustard greens.

The fish selection changes according to 
season; we were lucky to get excellent lingcod 
($16.95 for a huge portion back in 2003; not on 
the online menu today) steamed with soy, garlic, 
ginger, and a bit of rice vinegar. The lingcod’s 
white, flaky flesh is topped with aromatic sliv-
ers of Asian chives and yellow leeks, and is so 
fresh it gently comes apart at the touch of a 
chopstick; we ended up scooping pieces of fish 
onto our plates with spoons full of its glorious, 
translucent broth—they should just make that 
broth into its own restorative soup.

The power of a good broth is also empha-
sized in the Shanghai dumpling ($5.25 back in 
2003; $6.95 today) appetizers—juicy, ground 
seasoned pork and minced green onion en-
cased in dough—finished with a generous hit 
of hot soup, accompanied with vinegar-soy 
dipping sauce. Those hot, moist, satisfying 
dumplings are reason enough to shun Atkins, 
no matter how many pounds you’re guaran-
teed to shed. If noodles and dumplings are 
wrong, then I don’t wanna be right.

*Shanghai Garden is currently open only 
in its original location in Seattle’s Interna-
tional District. n
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Shanghai Garden
524 Sixth Ave S, 625-1688
Open daily 11 am–9:30 pm 

(Fri–Sat until 10:30 pm)

Min Liao on Shanghai Garden 
and the Tyranny of Dr. Atkins

Originally Published in The Stranger on April 3, 2003
BY MIN L IAO

ANNIE MARIE MUSSELMAN

The NFL Sunday Ticket Here 
In Hi-Def

Near the Center of the Universe
at the Corner of 35th. and Stone Way N.

206-547-2967

http://www.chowfoods.com/
mailto:info@therestaurantwarehouse.com
http://highlineseattle.com/
http://therestaurantwarehouse.com/
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6009 Airport Way S • (206) 762-3373

Watch the Game on  
our 10-foot Screen!

KNOT

SQUARE

OPEN LATE 7 DAYS A WEEK
6015 Airport Way S

HAPPPY HOUR @ THE COUNTER!
Mon-Fri, 2pm-7pm

Cup of Chili or Soup - $1  Quesadilla - $3

5 Bu� alo Wings - $2.50  Milkshakes - $3

Fries - $2  2 Cheeseburger Sliders & Fries - $5

Half Caesar, Chef or Anytime Salad - $6

Prime Rib Dinner - After 5pm, Fri, Sat & Sun

8617 14th Ave. S.
(206) 327-9649

5811 AIRPORT WAY S.

PATIO

POOL TABLES
HAPPY HOUR 

DAILY 3PM-7PM 

5813 Airport Way S

COCKTAILS
PATIO  FULL MENU

HAPPY HOUR 
MON-SAT, 3-7  SUN, ALL DAY

STAR
BRASS 
WORKS 
LOUNGE

I come from a family of chronic over- 
orderers. If you’ve ever been to a Filipino 
family party, or just a Tuesday night din-

ner at a Filipino household, you understand. 
My husband likes to tell the story of the first 
time he went to dinner at my parents’ house. 
There were four of us, and my mom and 
dad served a dinner of salad, pancit, baked 
salmon, and white rice. Oh, and two racks of 
smoked pork ribs.

At restaurants, our usual formula for 
ordering is one dish for every 
member of the party, plus an ex-
tra one just to be sure we don’t 
starve. A few months ago, 
on the day before New 
Year’s Eve, five members 
of my family—me, 
my husband, our 
1-year-old daugh-
ter, my mother, 
and my father—found 
ourselves at Rainier 
Restaurant and BBQ 
(which, to be clear, 
is neither on Rainier 
Avenue nor a barbe-
cue restaurant) in 
Rainier Valley. The ad-
dress is 6400 Martin Luther King Jr. 
Way South. The restaurant has 
a loyal following for its great 
Vietnamese food. It also has 
the distinction of being one of 
the places Anthony Bourdain 
featured in the Seattle epi-
sode of his Travel Channel show 
The Layover, where it stood out 
among the other “classic Seattle” 
spots visited, including Canlis and the 
Walrus and the Carpenter.

Rainier has the usual Vietnamese restau-
rant suspects: bowls of dependably delicious 
pho, as well as dishes of bún (chewy rice ver-
micelli) and com tam (steamed broken rice), 
the last two topped with assorted grilled 
meats. Like Chiang’s Gourmet on Lake City 
Way, Rainier also has more than one menu: a 
regular one with dishes familiar to most diners, 
as well as a “secret” one that includes meats 
such as python and alligator. When you’re very 
hungry, which my family and I were, all those 
choices can seem incredibly overwhelming.

Everyone in our group was right on the 
edge of hangry, so we ordered a few things 
right off the bat: shrimp-and-pork fresh rolls, 
squid with black-bean sauce, duck noodle 
soup, and bo lá lot. My mom had a hankering 
for fried fish, so we tacked on the only fried 
fish option available: a whole deep-fried cat-
fish. That might seem like a lot of food, but 
honestly we were proud of our restraint.

Most of the food came out quickly. Ten min-
utes after we ordered, as we were plowing our 
way through chewy pieces of squid and slurp-
ing noodles out of little bowls, a man came out 
of the kitchen to talk to us about our catfish.

“Small is okay?” he asked.

When we said yes, he told us that the 
smallest available fish weighed five pounds. 
That didn’t sound that small to me. There 
was a moment of hesitant silence as we all 
tried to assess just how big this fish would 
be. My father, taking charge, declared sim-
ply, “Well, Mom wants it. And it’s almost 
New Year’s.”

Thirty-five minutes later, long after we had 
finished all the other food and my daughter 
had started to get fidgety and fussy, the catfish 

made its grand entrance. As it came 
out of the kitchen, we gasped. It was 

at least a foot and a half long, 
hanging over the edges of 
the platter it was served 

on. Its body was 
curved as though 
it was still swim-

ming, preserved in 
a perpetual state 

of motion. When it 
landed on the table, it 

sizzled and hissed. It ap-
peared to have wings—its 
crispy fins sticking out. A 

bubble on the side of its face, just 
above one of its whiskers, burst 

open as we looked at it. My daughter’s 
eyes grew wide, and the simple excla-

mation of a 1-year-old summarized 
everyone’s feelings: “Whoa.”

Though just moments 
before, all the adults had de-
clared ourselves “probably too 
full to eat anything else,” we set 

to work. We took turns chiseling 
away at its crunchy golden-brown 

exterior to get our fingers on the 
minerally and extraordinarily moist flesh 

underneath. We didn’t bother dipping the 
sheets of rice paper into hot water to make 
fresh rolls (too much work), opting instead 
to simply wrap chunks of the fish in lettuce 
leaves with fresh herbs and pickled car-
rots. We dunked them into a spicy, pungent  
anchovy-pineapple sauce.

We proceeded to eat in reverential silence, 
entering a trancelike state, save for a few 
“mmmmmms,” until we had eaten an entire 
side of the fish. We were exhausted and ec-
static, awash in a strange sort of triumph.

I was surprised when I found myself 
saying out loud that the catfish reminded 
me of lechon, the Filipino whole roasted 
pig that’s often served at parties. But my 
family agreed. Like lechon, the skin of the 
catfish had the most wonderfully crackly tex-
ture, which made it a joy to eat on its own. 
Underneath, the meat was oily, sweet, and 
abundant, beckoning us to keep picking away 
at it, even after we knew it wasn’t a good idea 
to do so. The fish’s very presence made an 
ordinary meal feel like a special occasion.

Months later, remembering how we 
passed my baby girl amid four sets of loving 
arms so we could all eat and marvel together, 
I realize that it was. n

Angela Garbes Writes About 
the Time She Ate a Whole 

Fried Catfish with Her Family
Originally Published in The Stranger on on March 30, 2016

BY ANGELA GARBES

TAMMY VINCE CRUZ
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FREE WILL ASTROLOGY
BY ROB BREZSNY

For the Week of October 12
ARIES (March 21–April 19): A study published in the peer-reviewed 
journal Communications Research suggests that only 28 percent of 
us realize when someone is flirting with us. I hope that figure won’t 
apply to you, Aries, in the coming weeks. According to my analysis of 
the astrological situation, you will be on the receiving end of more 
invitations, inquiries, and allurements than usual. The percentage of 
these that might be worth responding to will also be higher than 
normal. Not all of them will be obvious, however. So be extra vigilant.

TAURUS (April 20–May 20): The ancient Greek sage Socrates was 
a founder of Western philosophy and a seminal champion of critical 
thinking. And yet he relied on his dreams for crucial information. He 
was initiated into the esoteric mysteries of love by the prophetess 
Diotima, and had an intimate relationship with a daimonion, a divine 
spirit. I propose that we make Socrates your patron saint for the next 
three weeks. Without abandoning your reliance on logic, make a 
playful effort to draw helpful clues from nonrational sources, too. 
(PS: Socrates drew oracular revelations from sneezes. Please consider 
that outlandish possibility yourself. Be alert, too, for the secret mean-
ings of coughs, burps, grunts, mumbles, and yawns.)

GEMINI (May 21–June 20): The Helper Experiment, Part One: Close 
your eyes and imagine that you are in the company of a kind, at-
tentive helper—a person, animal, ancestral spirit, or angel that you 
either know well or haven’t met yet. Spend at least five minutes visu-
alizing a scene in which this ally aids you in fulfilling a particular goal. 
The Helper Experiment, Part Two: Repeat this exercise every day for 
the next seven days. Each time, visualize your helper making your life 
better in some specific way. Now, here’s my prediction: Carrying out 
The Helper Experiment will attract actual support into your real life.

CANCER (June 21–July 22): New rules: (1) It’s unimaginable and 
impossible for you to be obsessed with anything or anyone that’s no 
good for you. (2) It’s unimaginable and impossible for you to sabotage 
your stability by indulging in unwarranted fear. (3) It’s imaginable 
and possible for you to remember the most crucial thing you have 
forgotten. (4) It’s imaginable and possible for you to replace debili-
tating self-pity with invigorating self-love and healthy self-care. (5) 
It’s imaginable and possible for you to discover a new mother lode 
of emotional strength.

LEO (July 23–Aug 22): It’s swing-swirl-spiral time, Leo. It’s ripple-
sway-flutter time and flow-gush-gyrate time and jive-jiggle-juggle 
time. So I trust you will not indulge in fruitless yearnings for un-
swerving progress and rock-solid evidence. If your path is not twisty 
and tricky, it’s probably the wrong path. If your heart isn’t teased and 
tickled into shedding its dependable formulas, it might be an overly 
hard heart. Be an improvisational curiosity-seeker. Be a principled 
player of unpredictable games.

VIRGO (Aug 23–Sept 22): Some English-speaking astronomers use 
the humorous slang term “meteor-wrong.” It refers to a rock that 
is at first thought to have fallen from the heavens as a meteorite 
(“meteor-right”), but that is ultimately proved to be of terrestrial 
origin. I suspect there may currently be the metaphorical equivalent 
of a meteor-wrong in your life. The source of some new arrival or 
fresh influence is not what it had initially seemed. But that doesn’t 
have to be a problem. On the contrary. Once you have identified 
the true nature of the new arrival or fresh influence, it’s likely to be 
useful and interesting.

LIBRA (Sept 23–Oct 22): Most of us can’t tickle ourselves. Since 
we have conscious control of our fingers, we know we can stop any 
time. Without the element of uncertainty, our squirm reflex doesn’t 
kick in. But I’m wondering if you might get a temporary exemption 
from this rule in the coming weeks. I say this because the astrological 
omens suggest you will have an extraordinary capacity to surprise 
yourself. Novel impulses will be rising up in you on a regular basis. 
Unpredictability and spontaneity will be your specialties. Have fun 
doing what you don’t usually do!

SCORPIO (Oct 23–Nov 21): During the final 10 weeks of 2016, 
your physical and mental health will flourish in direct proportion to 
how much outworn and unnecessary stuff you flush out of your life 
between now and October 25. Here are some suggested tasks: (1) 
Perform a homemade ritual that will enable you to magically shed 
at least half of your guilt, remorse, and regret. (2) Put on a festive 
party hat, gather up all the clutter and junk from your home, and 
drop it off at a thrift store or the dump. (3) Take a vow that you will 
do everything in your power to kick your attachment to an influence 
that’s no damn good for you. (4) Scream nonsense curses at the night 
sky for as long as it takes to purge your sadness and anger about pain 
that no longer matters.

SAGITTARIUS (Nov 22–Dec 21): Buddhist monk Matthieu Ricard 
had his brain scanned while he meditated, revealing that the positive 
emotions whirling around in his gray matter were super-abundant. 
Various publications thereafter dubbed him “the happiest person 
in the world.” Since he’s neither egotistical nor fond of the media’s 
simplistic sound bites, he’s not happy about that title. I hope you 
won’t have a similar reaction when I predict that you Sagittarians will 
be the happiest tribe of the zodiac during the next two weeks. For 
best results, I suggest you cultivate Ricard’s definitions of happiness: 
“altruism and compassion, inner freedom (so that you are not the slave 
of your own thoughts), senses of serenity and fulfillment, resilience, as 
well as a clear and stable mind that does not distort reality too much.”

CAPRICORN (Dec 22–Jan 19): Now is a perfect moment to launch 
or refine a project that will generate truth, beauty, and justice. Amaz-
ingly enough, now is also an excellent time to launch or refine a 
long-term master plan that will make you healthy, wealthy, and 
wise. Is this a coincidence? Not at all. The astrological omens suggest 
that your drive to be of noble service dovetails well with your drive 
for personal success. For the foreseeable future, unselfish goals are 
well-aligned with selfish goals.

AQUARIUS (Jan 20–Feb 18): Has your world become at least 20 
percent larger since September 1? Has your generosity grown to 
near-heroic proportions? Have your eyes beheld healing sights that 
were previously invisible to you? Have you lost at least two of your 
excuses for tolerating scrawny expectations? Are you awash in the 
desire to grant forgiveness and amnesty? If you can’t answer yes to 
at least two of those questions, Aquarius, it means you’re not fully 
in harmony with your best possible destiny. So get to work! Attune 
yourself to the cosmic tendencies! And if you are indeed reaping the 
benefits I mentioned, congratulations—and prepare for even further 
expansions and liberations.

PISCES (Feb 19–March 20): Some astrologers dwell on your tribe’s 
phobias. They assume that you Pisceans are perversely drawn to fear; 
that you are addicted to the strong feelings it generates. In an effort to 
correct this distorted view, and in accordance with current astrological 
omens, I hereby declare the coming weeks to be a Golden Age for Your 
Trust in Life. It will be prime time to exult in everything that evokes your 
joy and excitement. I suggest you make a list of these glories, and keep 
adding new items to the list every day. Another way to celebrate: Dis-
cover and explore previously unknown sources of joy and excitement. n

MONDAY - FRIDAY 7AM-6PM
SATURDAY & SUNDAY 8AM-5PM
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T he last time my pen touched these 
accursed pages was just after the Pu-

litzer Prize committee had set its good name 
ablaze by awarding Eli Sanders—and by 
extension The Stranger—its highest honor. 
This was the proverbial last straw for me. 
Then-editor Christopher Frizzelle used the 
opportunity to unceremoniously “kill me off ” 
via a cerebrovascular accident.

That Mr. Frizzelle believed a senior citizen 
having a stroke was suitable chuckle fodder 
speaks volumes about the brand of “humor” 
in which this loathsome publication has spe-
cialized for an interminable quarter-century. 
Was I surprised? I was not. This, after all, is 
the paper that once published a photo spread 
featuring an adorable child as a prisoner at 
Abu Ghraib. Eat your heart out, Milton Berle.

Still, if enduring the ageist mockery of 
a group of confessed homosexuals and race 
traitors was the price I had to pay to be re-
lieved of a decade of joyless labor riding herd 
on this paper’s clown car of an editorial staff, 
then it was a bargain at twice the price.

But now it seems I have been miracu-
lously “resurrected” to give notes on the 
25th anniversary issue. I haven’t read Dante 
since prep school, so I can’t be sure which 
circle of hell this torture represents, but it 
feels like it’s one of the big ones.

Let’s roll.
This issue consists primarily of past ar-

ticles The Stranger calls memorable. I guess 
that’s one of those words, like “literally,” that 
changed definitions when no one was looking. 
If you actually bother to read any of this slur-
ry, you may feel disoriented—eyes rolling, 
head shaking, face wincing; it’s a syndrome 
that has plagued Stranger readers since the 
very beginning. “Why?” you will undoubt-
edly be asking yourself.

Why?
Why would anyone with one remaining 

cell of gray matter harbor nostalgia for so 
many stories about self-esteem, transit idi-
ocy, 9/11, and other preventable travesties? 
Is it the cannabis residue that makes them 
proud of the petty irony that two-thirds of 
the garbage they’re republishing in this is-
sue (blah blah blah race, blah blah blah police 
violence, blah blah blah gentrification) could 
have been written about Seattle in 2016?

Again: Why?
The answer is hubris. An inflated sense of 

their own relevance. The same zeppelinesque 
ego that has fueled The Stranger since its 

hashish-addled conception. Only the names 
on the masthead have changed. (Though 
frankly, not as many as one would hope—
what’s the matter, lifers, you afraid to get 
your soft little hands dirty with a real job?)

Reading through this issue—from the 
oral history of the paper’s first year (kudos, 
incidentally, for resisting a double entendre 
for the first time in your history) to the new 
essays from former staffers—one gets a dim 
glimpse of what the paper once was, and 
wasn’t. No piece better symbolizes the tra-
dition of journalistic massacre than “Germ 
Warfare” by the infamous Dan Savage.

Those old enough to remember my origi-
nal critiques of this publication will no doubt 
recall my long-standing feud with Mr. Sav-
age, whose poison pen has since reached 
beyond Seattle to infect the country at large. 
Talk about going viral. Even 16 years later, 
the author’s attempt to infect Republican 
presidential candidate Gary Bauer with his 
illness remains a shocking display of political 
malice, constituting nothing short of bioter-
rorism and, in this ombudsman’s opinion, 
voter fraud. Though I suppose it was ad-
mirable for Mr. Savage to extend the act of 
knob-licking beyond his degenerate lifestyle, 
his Iowa dispatch neatly encapsulates why 
The Stranger’s continued existence should be 
viewed as a cautionary tale rather than cause 
for rejoicing.

As I once again depart, for what one hopes 
will be the last time, I feel a measure of grati-
tude for the toothless, namby-pamby Stranger 
that exists today, with its staff of dorm room 
loudmouths and exceptionally fragile socialist 
doilies. Those of us who survived the intel-
lectual terrorism of the paper’s first 25 years 
still have the scars to show for it. This issue 
proves The Stranger has always prided itself 
on favoring cheap shots at people and institu-
tions over the kind of unsexy, long-term work 
that actually brings about sustainable change. 
Now, the charlatans who work there want to 
take a bow. Well, bravo, charlatans. You’ve all 
made your parents very angry.

I hope the applause will still be ringing 
in your ears come January, when Donald 
J. Trump is sworn in as the 45th (and final) 
president of the United States of America, 
so people like you will finally taste the swift 
blade of merciless justice. 

See you in hell,
A. Birch Steen 

25 Years of The Stranger: 
A Critical Overview

BY A.  B IRCH STEEN,  STRANGER OMBUDSMAN 
AND OSHA BOARD OF GOVERNORS MEMBER

SHOP LOCAL. SAVE MONEY.
WANT YOUR BUSINESS 
IN STRANGERPERKS? 

Call 206-323-7101 or e-mail 
StrangerPerks@thestranger.com

RAIN CITY INTEGRATIVE CLINIC
Westlake!

Rain City Integrative Clinic specializes in Naturopathic family medicine and 
massage therapy. The providers at RCIC are fascinated by health, wellness, and the 
occasional sci-fi /fantasy story. Come in and climb onto the massage table and walk 
out in less pain and more relaxed. The massage therapists at Rain City offer deep 
tissue, myofascial release, Swedish massage, prenatal massage, and injury specifi c 
treatment massages.

One 90-Minute Massage ($100 Value). Your Price: $50

Offer must be purchased from StrangerPerks website, 
and is not available directly through retailer.

STRANGERPERKS.COM

50% OFF

SMALL PLATES • HAPPY HOUR • PATIO • PARTY ROOM • BTHIEF.COM • FREMONT

300+ WHISKEYS • 175+ WINES BY THE GLASS • BEER • CIDER • COCKTAILS

We can accommodate parties from 8 to 80 guests in our dining 
room, bar lounge, semi-private Velvet Room, or entire venue.  

FREE SPACE RENTAL!  Please write to events@bthief.com.

holiday
 party
  venue

Martial arts is a path to lifelong fitness, 
confidence and leadership.

FREE COMMUNITY 
KID’S CLASS

This Friday 
October 14, 4:30-5:30pm  

ages 5-12   
Quantum 

Martial Arts
1800 S. Jackson St, Suite A,  

QuantumSeattle.org
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mailto:events@bthief.com
mailto:StrangerPerks@thestranger.com
http://strangerperks.com/
http://bthief.com/
http://quantumseattle.org/
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We dedicate this page to the memory of these members of the  
Stranger family who didn’t live to help us celebrate our silver  

anniversary. We miss you, and we wouldn’t be here without you.

JULIA FIELD

BRIAN E. BOTHWELL AARON HUFFMAN

PATRICK H. SCHMALJOHN (AKA PAT BROWN):  
March 19, 1963–March 23, 1999

Production manager from July 1, 1996–November 3, 1997

JENNIFER MAREN WRIGHT:  
September 5, 1976–October 14, 2008
Advertising sales coordinator from  

April 9, 2001–April, 1, 2002

DALE YARGER: 
March 1950–May 2012

Art director from  
June 22, 1995–November 13, 1998

MARC PEARSON:  
July 10, 1972–May 7, 2007
Production designer from  
May 8, 2000–July 19, 2002

AARON HUFFMAN: 
June 23, 1972–March 6, 2016

Art director from July 7, 2005–December 31, 2015
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2    Questions  
with Mike Nipper, The Stranger’s 

Receptionist Since 1994
Stranger employees come and go, 

but only one has outlasted (and an-
tagonized) them all: Mike Nipper, 

who started working here in 1994 and sim-
ply never left. In many ways, The Stranger 
never could have reached its silver anniver-
sary without Nipper, whose flair for back-sass 
predates most civilized standards of decency. 
But in other ways, would we even want to, 
y’know?

In preparing this issue, we realized that 
we’d spent so much time skulking past Nip-
per’s desk hoping he didn’t clown us that we 
never really took the time to find out what re-
ally makes him tick. Then we thought about 
it a little more and realized that neither he 
nor anyone else would be interested in that 
particular conversation, so we cooked up this 
modified Proust questionnaire for him. La-
dies and gentlemen and nonbinary humans, 
meet Mike Nipper, the true life and soul of 
The Stranger:

How long have you been The Stranger’s 
receptionist?

Twenty-two years, so far.

How long did you expect to have the job 
when you started?

I had intended to go to grad school eventu-
ally, so it was just a basic hand-to-mouth sitch 
till I got into the UW. BUT LOOK AT ME 
NOW… I’m still here and still hand-to-mouth!

What is the trait you most deplore in people 
who call the paper?

Presumption. Most folks who call or show 
up with story ideas don’t understand the steps 
the editorial department must take to shake 
out the narrative and steps that must be taken 
to avoid legal hassles, or they get upset when 
they find out no one except for them cares 
about their lack of parking or the truth behind 
Black Lives Matter. Oh, and the very impor-
tant people who work for marketing agencies 
or arrogant dumb fucks who lucked into a pot-
shop license are always fun on the phone.

What is the trait you most deplore in people 
who work for the paper?

Borrowing my pens. I only have ONE, so 
don’t run off with it!!! They always run off 
with it.

Which Stranger staffer do you most admire?
Dale Yarger. He was an angel. RIP.

How much money would you estimate 
you’ve spent on records in the time you’ve 
worked here?

Estimate? ALL OF IT. And whatever I 
can punt onto my credit card.

What’s the most disgusting piece of mail 
you’ve ever received at work?

I’ve received? ME? I only get records in 
the mail. Given that, it would be the copy of 
Etta James and Sugar Pie DeSanto’s “In the 
Basement,” which arrived BROKEN cour-
tesy of the USPS. The 45 WAS dead mint 
and only $40. I’d lucked out on this copy, as 
shit copies go for more, and then it arrived 
in pieces. Aside from that? Well, we’ve got-
ten human shit in the mail. Also most of the 
personals pre-internet, and porn, a LOT of 

filthy porn.

What are some of the best nicknames 
you’ve made up for staffers?

“Butter Bumps,” “Hair Dick,” “Prick 
Turd,” and “Bobo.” Oh, prolly also… “Tanya.”

Has a staffer ever objected to a nickname 
you’ve given them?

It’s always been more of an issue if they 
did NOT get a nickname.

What’s the biggest difference between The 
Stranger now and The Stranger when you 
started?

Things were WAY looser and more cheeky 
way back. And shit could get weird, like really 
weird. Remember, Wm. Steven Humphrey™ 
once worked in The Stranger office, you know. 
WTF. His red hair was all over the place.

How gay is Dan Savage, really?
He matches his little precious butch-ass 

outfits to the color of his fucking bicycle. 
Speaking of his bike, it’s such a gay bike it 
doesn’t even have a seat. Jeeez, SO GAY!

Have you ever had sex at The Stranger 
offices?

DUH. Um, in the building, but NOT ex-
actly in the office.

Do you know if anyone else has?
FUCK YEAH they have, so I know better 

than to sit on ANY couch in this mother-
fucker. “That ain’t doughnut, that’s nut 
DOUGH!” Fortunately, none are currently 
employed here. EXCEPT FOR SAVAGE. 
He has dragged his sack across everything in 
this office. Him and former staffer Counter, 
who tried to “scent” mark most of the office 
as his.

You’re Southern. Has anyone ever had 
trouble understanding your accent on the 
phone?

Unless they’re rural Canucks, they all 
seem to be surprised I’m Southern. Really, no 
one hears it, unless I say “orange” or “law-
yer” or when I complain about the shitty 
Seattle BBQ and dodgy long-cut coleslaw.

What’s your protocol when a stalker comes 
to the office looking for a writer: Contact the 
cops right away? Or is it like fishing, and 
you play with them a little to see just how 
scary they really are?

Jedi mind tricks always work.

Is it true that you and Stranger music critic 
Dave Segal can now speak exclusively in 
record label catalog numbers?

Yes. And duh. We’re not even verbal 
anymore; we blink to speak or just use our 
record-nerd knowingness.

If you had a gun to your head, what would 
you say are the three best singles ever 
pressed to vinyl?

GAH!! I DUNNO!!! This question has sent 
me into an anxiety attack!!

Hey, hang on a second: Have you ever had 
a gun to your head? Was there ever any 
violence at the entrance to The Stranger 
offices?

No gun, but I have dealt with the violent 
actions of some delusional jerks. Sometimes 
from people who didn’t even work here.

You’re famous for starting the tight, straight-
leg, high-water pastel trouser craze when 
Seattle was all about saggy, baggy denim 
and rocker wear. Does it ever make you 
sad that your signature look became so 
popular?

Nope. I’m not sad about it, as I can find 
them off the peg and in my size rather than 
having to have ALL my britches tailored. 
Whatever, I still look better than all the 
wannabes.

What’s the most important thing you’ve 
learned during your tenure?

Patience. n
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A note to our readers about  
our beloved advertisers:

Over the last 25 years, overwhelmingly, our support has come from local 
advertisers: arts spaces, theaters, clubs, bars, restaurants, pot shops, cool 
retail shops, services, schools, etc. We couldn’t have done, really, anything 
without them.

Local businesses and nonprofits make Seattle a better place. They make the 
city more interesting, they treat their employees better, the money they make 
stays in the community, and as a whole they care about the city.

Live better, enjoy the city more, and be a good citizen by supporting a big 
part of what makes Seattle great: places that you’ll find in the paper that 
you’re holding right now.

Thanks for reading!

 

Tim Keck

Publisher of The Stranger
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DO YOU HAVE  
PTSD AND  
ALCOHOL 

PROBLEMS?
Seeking free treatment? 

Paid research opportunity.

Call the APT study at 
206-543-0584

SEATTLE’S ORIGINAL 
CANNABIS SHOP

This product has intoxicating effects and may be habit forming. Marijuana can impair 
concentraion, coordination, and judgement. Do not operate a vehicle or machinery under the 
influence of this drug. There may be healthrisks asociated with consumption of this product. 

For use only by adults twenty-one and older. Keep out of the reach of children.

2733 4th Ave South • Seattle WA
www.CannabisCity.us

N 36th & STONE WAY 
@hashtag_fremont @seaalehashtag

http://www.cannabiscity.us/

