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A mosque in Murfreesboro
Islamophobia in the Heartland

A safer place to pee

 Bulldozers sit ready at the site of the proposed mosque and Islamic community center in Murfreesboro, TN.
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By Wesley Houp

With all the controversy over the 
proposed mosque at ground-zero in 
lower manhattan, one is tempted to ask 
whose vision of america is closer to the 
american experience, particularly as it 
concerns our views toward religion: the 
vision of those who preach tolerance 
and plurality and pin their supportive 
arguments on the First amendment’s 
guarantee of religious freedom, or the 
vision of those who would, in this case, 
deny Islam even religious status and 
choose instead to recast the faith as a 
political ideology, a “cult” that seeks 
to establish “training centers” across 
america and impose shariah or redda 
law on every red-blooded, freedom-lov-
ing dick and Jane in the land?

the latter vision is outright cretin-
ism, a foolishly myopic delusion born 
of ignorance and a decade of war and 
conservative fear-mongering.

the former vision—the one that 
appeals to peace and unity as some 
sort of american tradition—is, sadly, 
just a myth. While I wholeheart-
edly advocate such a benevolent and 
constitutionally-supported vision 
of religious plurality, our historical 
precedents instead evince an ugly and 
violent portrait of religious intoler-
ance extending back to the beginning. 
more cretinism.

Religion in America: a brief history
From the onset, religion, in 

america and the “christian” world 
over, has been the blunt instrument 
used for silencing oppositional voices. 
Prior to the Pilgrims and Puritans, 
other european christians slaughtered 
one another on american soil solely 
on the basis of christian brand. In 
Florida, spanish catholics murdered 
French Huguenots with relish in the 
late sixteenth century. the Puritans, 
themselves seeking the freedom to 
practice their own uptight version of 
christianity, established a theocracy 
that banned papists, banished free-
thinkers, and hanged, among others, 
outspoken Quakers in grandly public 
executions.

In the decades following indepen-
dence from england, numerous states 
purposefully ensconced religious dis-
crimination in their constitutions. For 
example, the bastions of twenty-first 
century blue statehood, new york and 

By Jackson Cofer and Elias Gross

there is a new campaign in town 
to raise awareness on a subject that 
no one really wants to talk about: 
bathrooms. under the auspices of 
Kentuckians for the commonwealth 
(KFtc), Jackson cofer, elias Gross 
and a handful of concerned activists 
have banded together to form a safe to 
Pee campaign for lexington. starting 
with the vision of access to safe bath-
rooms for all people, the campaign is 
focused on those who do not conform 
to traditional gender roles, the differ-
ent-abled, and those in non-traditional 
families.

We are researching building codes 
to create an informed checklist to 
assess the conditions of bathrooms in 
lexington. We plan to dispatch teams 
with our checklists and our vision to 
collect data on safe bathrooms starting 
in the downtown area.

We will meet with business own-
ers to discuss our findings and reward 
those who care about our mission. 
single stall restrooms will be fitted 
with gender-free signs created by local 
artists and all businesses will have the 
opportunity to display stickers we have 
created to identify their commitment 
to having safe, accessible, and accom-
modating restrooms for all.

Jackson’s story
We care about this issue because 

we have stories that we are sick of hear-
ing repeated. Jackson’s story goes a 
little like this:

“It was opening night at buster’s 
billiards and backroom and I was 
there to celebrate the new location 
of this beloved pool hall. It bustled 
with new and old friends and I milled 
around with my Pbr, taking in the 

Debrief with 
Andrea James
NoC News

In the november lFucG council 
elections, district 1 councilmember 
andrea James will not be seeking 
re-election. candidates chris Ford 
and marty clifford are vying for the 
district 1 seat. the NoC news desk 
asked James to share what she’s seen 
during her time on council and to 
give her thoughts on the next term. 
James graciously agreed to answer our 
questions.

NoC: What changes have you seen 
in district 1 during your time on 
council? What is the upside to those 
changes? the downside?

AJ: the most critical change I’ve seen is 
the citizen involvement. When I took 
office, there was no existing database 
of district 1 residents. I utilized the 
contacts made during the campaign 
to develop a database, as well as those 
who I met at neighborhood meetings 
and those who called into the office 
daily. Having the contacts within the 
community you represent helps to 
insure that, as an elected [official], you 
are representing the interests of those 
you represent, instead of getting off on 
your own tangent. my office uses the 
list daily to build committees, do straw 
polls, and send updates.

Other changes which are significant 
involve planning, such as the central 
sector small area Plan and east end 
small area Plan. both of these plans 
allowed for me to keep a campaign 
promise of planning for the future. 
Once residents understand that daily 
issues will be handled, it is easier for 
them to engage in conversations about 
the future of their community.

the only potential downside to plan-
ning for the future is continuing to 
recall it and learning to adjust it as 
things change. there are so many 

things that have changed in the area 
that’s its too lengthy to name them all. 
I will say what hasn’t changed is the 
community pride that has always been 
impressive to me.

NoC: What are the most important 
issues in front of council right now? 
What is needed to carry them through?

AJ: the council restructuring issue is 
on the docket for approval currently. 
this is an issue which I’ve been work-
ing on for over two years. after review-
ing the current legislative process, it 
was assessed that our current process 
is unique to our government. and not 
only is it unique, there is flexibility 
present since work sessions and com-
mittees are created by council rules.  
the new structure would allow for 
more effective legislative-led meetings 
and better-structured committees to 
reflect our divisions of government. 
I feel confident that the new process 
will make for more effective legisla-
tive action. I’ll definitely be watching 
as this becomes effective in 2011, if it 
passes council.

the affordable Housing trust Fund is 
another issue which I’ve been engaged 
in for several years. the goal is to 
identify a source of regular funding 
to help to fund a very strategic plan 
which will work towards providing 
affordable housing for all segments of 
our community.  the buIld agency 
has been pivotal to the progress of this 
fund, at one time demanding that the 
mayor identify funding for it. this 
fund proves to be as controversial as 
the lextran tax because many folks 
do not understand the effect of lack 
of affordable housing on their own 
lives. a strong educational campaign 
and a concise economic impact study 
is needed in order to gain the votes 

continued on page 3

massachusetts, forbid catholics from 
holding public office, enacting laws 
that bestowed that honor exclusively 
on “christians”—the kind that fol-
lowed reformations of martin luther, 
that is. even delaware, the home state 
of our current Vice President, hinged 
full civil rights on a pledge of alle-
giance—to the trinity (for christ’s 
sake)!

the rough and tumble north 
Philly of 2010 has nothing on the 
cobble-stoned Philly of the 1840s, 
when disgruntled Protestants ram-
paged through town, burning homes 
and churches in an orgy of anti-immi-
grant and anti-catholic paranoia. the 
“bible riots,” as they’re known today, 
claimed dozens of innocent lives. and 
of course we’re all aware of the plight of 
the mormons in Illinois and missouri 
around this same time.

Overall, the message has been vio-
lently clear from the get-go: if you’re 
not Protestant (at the very least), you’re 
not as welcome. For most of our his-
tory, to say anyone but Protestant 



2 North of CeNter

oCtoBer 27, 2010

2 
The Neighborhood

Bring a Friend to Yoga for Free!
November 8-14

Lexington Healing Arts Academy

www.lexingtonhealingarts.com 859-252-5656

Safe place (cont.)

Public library, Main Branch, Phoenix Park
The beginning of a story in three places

vastness of the renovated warehouse 
space. It soon was clear to me that the 
seal needed to be broken and I wan-
dered with my friend, dale to where 
the bathrooms were. now, at the old 
buster’s there were two doors. I can’t 
recall if they were marked in any way 
but they were single-stall and I clearly 
remember using both depending on 
which one had a shorter line.

the new buster’s is a different 
story. to accommodate the larger 
capacity, the owners created multiple 
stall restrooms. the doors were clearly 
marked and featured the time-worn 
line that poured from the women’s side 
while men darted in and out of theirs.

I stood and contemplated. I had 
been going by my chosen name of 
“Jack” and had been binding to pass 
as male for nearly a year. being new 
at this, it did not always occur to me 
to locate accommodating restrooms in 
advance. I gambled on men’s rooms 
having a stall with a door that actu-
ally shut and locked. my friend went 
in and came back with grim news. the 
men’s room was a free-for-all with zero 
privacy.

I considered using the women’s 
room in hopes that most of the folks 
in there would know me but then 
began to sort through the “tranny 
harassment” file in my mind. the case 
of the transman who used a women’s 
room and was beaten within an inch 
of his life upon exiting the stall by 
one woman’s boyfriend who was in the 
restroom at the same time...the trans 
woman who didn’t pass well enough 
in the women’s room, was arrested 
and forced to register as a sex-offender. 
that it could be illegal for me to use 
either public restroom was not lost on 
me as I opted for the parking lot.

continued from page 1 squatting in the corner of the 
buster’s parking lot, slightly buzzed 
with my pants around my ankles I got 
to thinking...why must I choose pub-
lic urination and risk injury, arrest, 
and harassment simply because I, like 
everyone else, must answer the call of 
nature every once in a while?”

Safe bathrooms
In talking to our friends about 

bathroom safety, we heard more sto-
ries of bathroom struggle. “sometimes 
when I am with my brother, Paul, 
he needs help using the restroom,” 
said mel lesch, uK alumnus and co-
founder of uK’s lGbt resource cen-
ter, the Outsource. “as someone with 
down syndrome, he has low muscle 
mass and can’t always reach every-
thing. I cannot help him in single gen-
der restrooms even though I am help-
ing him as a sibling.”

likewise, tim buckingham, staff 
member of KFtc, expressed his dis-
comfort in some ‘’family friendly” 
businesses. “my daughter, Joleigh, was 
6 months old and having stomach 
troubles. I had her on the table in the 
restroom and was working her legs to 
relieve some of her stomach pain. a 
guy walked in, made some smart ass 
comment about how this was the men’s 
room and then left.”

understandably, it is not the fault 
of the establishment for one patron to 
make an ignorant comment to another. 
but who’s fault is it when patrons get 
assaulted for choosing the “wrong” 
restroom? Is it the responsibility of the 
business owner to create a safe space 
for all of their customers? We think so.

at press time, the safe bathrooms 
database safe2Pee.org listed only one 
business with single-stall bathrooms 
safe for all genders in lexington. the 
bathrooms, located at 3rd street stuff, 

are the only correct and current list-
ing on the site (beer trappe anyone?). 
these restrooms are appreciated and 
valued but not sufficient in a city of 
over 270,000. 

We, the frustrated, know we are 
not alone. We cannot change this real-
ity without your support. We need 
folks to gather support via petitions 
and folks to fill out our teams to 

continued on the next page

Outgoing First District Councilmember Andrea James.
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collect data. We need those who can 
emphasize with our stories and those 
who have their own.

The next planning meeting for the Safe2Pee 
campaign will be Saturday, November 6 
from 3-5 P.M., site tba. Send an email to 
Jackson Cofer at jackcoferguitar@gmail.com 
to get plugged into our campaign to make 
Lexington a safer place to pee for everyone.

By Danny Mayer

I noticed it a week before the 
WeGers arrived. the table was gone 
and here I was with the new “boycott 
coke during the WeG” issue, hot, 
weighted down with the remains of 
my 250 paper downtown drop-off 1 
overburden, already running late for 
work and, later, for walking my equally 
heavy campus drop-off 1 route.

the table is at the Public library’s 
main branch, located next to 
Phoenix Park, across limestone along 
centrePointe’s eastern block. this, too, 
was once a pasture birthed of sports-
tourism inflected demolition, this one 
drawing off the other, non-equine, 
sporting fanaticism: college basket-
ball, the 85 Final Four, Villanova over 
Georgetown in one of the all-time great 
upsets in college basketball history. 

though the proposed World coal 
center planned for construction on 
the site never materialized, places like 
the Phoenix Hotel at the corner of 
main and limestone also never mate-
rialized after they were bulldozed 
down.

now the main branch of the city 
library resides there, at PhoenixPointe, 
along with nearly 10 stories of park-
ing deck, and atop these a sky rise 
apartment complex. On the other 
half of the area, facing the library 
and apartments, the unused part of 
the demolished space has become, by 
happenstance, a public park. today 
it’s primarily a crossroads for pedes-
trians walking from the library toward 
Vine street and limestone, apartment 

dwellers scurrying to their apartments 
or sneaking their dogs outside for a 
quick shit, and street communities 
utilizing the park as their open-air liv-
ing rooms, checkers, chess and domi-
noes mixing with book recitations and 
napping and arguing and eating and 
chatting.

before WeG, just inside the 
library, off the main street entrance, 
sit many of the city’s free publications 
on mostly well-tended magazine racks. 
Ace, Chevy 
Chaser, some 
w e l l - n e s s 
and jobs 
maga z ine s , 
a lexington 
family maga-
zine, the 
S o u t h s i d e r . 
On the other 
side of the 
foyer, facing 
the maga-
zine racks, 
sit the over-
flow free lit-
erature table. 
s p a n n i n g 
an estimated 
five feet 
in length 
and sitting 
against a wall of opaque glass blocks, 
the table features an incredible array 
of free public literature: La Voz, 
lexington’s spanish/english newspa-
per, the KFtc produced Balancing the 
Scales, occasional Peaceways publica-
tion and a regular circulation of local 

political announcements, art happen-
ings, announcements from natasha’s 
or the Kentucky theatre, and tax and 
health care help services for the work-
ing poor, most all published on low-
cost dIy print stock.

the table has also housed North 
of Center, nearly since the beginning. 
along with tolly Ho, it remains our 
most popular spot since the very begin-
ning. Over the past year, demand has 
grown there such that I must regularly 

replenish it 
with an extra 
50 copies. 
replenishing 
it three 
times is not 
unheard of. 
People, it 
seems, still 
come from 
outside the 
central city to 
pick up and 
check out free 
books at their 
public library.

at NoC 
we don’t have 
a print run, 
or volunteers 
for distribu-
tion, that 

allows us to place our papers in a wide 
geography: we try instead to stick to 
the immediate city, south to uK and 
north to loudon, with a couple excep-
tions to define the rule. Having our 
papers on the table of the main branch 
of the city’s public library allows us to 
engage a new local audience. by the 
increasing amounts of copies taken 
there, some people traveling in appar-
ently feel similarly enriched by encoun-
tering us.

Our increasing library popular-
ity also reflects an increase in readers 
located very near the library. these 
may include those apartment dwellers 
dwelling 15 stories above lexington, 
but it certainly has included many of 

the residents of Phoenix Park. I am 
very happy but not surprised by this. 
at least for the past year, our paper has 
been one of the few to make an hon-
est attempt at including Phoenix Park 
residents into our regular coverage of 
the city.

We are by no means perfect, but 
the first several issues that deal with 
homelessness on our front page, 
namely Jeff Gross’s two articles on 
the catholic action center and on 
Phoenix Park, require me to do a tri-
ple re-load at the main branch. Gross 
later confirms that at least some of 
the people he knows at Phoenix Park 
grab copies at the library (along with 
our drop at central christian church, 
normally part of my downtown drop-
off 2 route).

I provide all this backstory to 
explain why, when coming in to drop 
off the 2.17 (september 15) issue of 
North of Center one week before WeG, 
I loudly screamed, “no fucking way, 
no fucking way,” quite loudly into the 
library’s entry hall foyer.

this seemed to startle the library 
worker who, by chance, happened to 
be standing next to what was left of the 
magazine racks, Chevy Chaser, Ace, and 
Southsider. behind me, what I had seen 
first, was the empty space sitting where 
formerly the public table had been. a 
potted plant sat, alone, at the far end 
of the opaque glass blocks, its counter-
part, also alone and potted, now sat 
where several magazine racks had for-
merly stood.

I asked where the table had gone, 
where I could be expected to put 
my papers. I took out my stack and 
waved it around. at the time, I hadn’t 
shaved in a while, and I only get my 
haircut once a year, in december (for 
grandma). I had also jogged this morn-
ing before my route, exchanging my 
worn-out jogging shoes for my worn-
out sperry docksiders, but otherwise 
retaining my attire of white socks, 
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“Maybe if we called 
it ‘workforce’ 

housing people 
would support it 
more. There is 
a perception of 
what affordable 
housing is and at 
times some don’t 

relate to that 
terminology.”

needed on council so this ever so 
needed fund can move forward.

NoC: What issues has council failed 
to whole-heartedly take up that you 
believe should be taken up in the next 
term? Why?

AJ: affordable Housing, as mentioned 
above. also, unemployment because it 
affects our bottomline to such a great 
extent.

Waste management and going green. I 
have a fondness for waste management 
being that my father-in-law worked for 
the sanitation department for over 30 
years. He taught me the value of that 
division and how invaluable the workers 
are. council should 
pursue hazardous 
duty pay for the 
Waste management 
workers.

employee rela-
tions: we’ve got a 
long way to go with 
developing a better 
relationship with 
our city workers. 
they are the point 
of contact, many 
times, for our end-
users (citizens). 
council should 
work to engage 
them more and be 
sure that they have systems in place to 
voice grievances, concerns and ideas.

NoC: What infrastructure improve-
ment is most needed on the north side 
right now? What type of work from 
council, city officials, and citizens is 
needed to make that happen?

AJ: completion of loudon avenue. 
completion of the legacy trail 
(Phase III). completion of meadows/
northland/arlington infrastruc-
ture plans. all of these projects must 
remain priority and be allocated fund-
ing. neighborhood associations should 
make it a regular item on their agenda 
for updates. council should continue 

to include it in the budget. city offi-
cials should keep these projects as pri-
orities and keep councilmembers and 
neighborhood associations abreast of 
the status of the projects.

NoC: What advice would you give to 
citizens who support the creation of an 
affordable Housing trust Fund? What 
type of action should they take?

AJ: educate. educate. 
educate. maybe if 
we called it “work-
force” housing peo-
ple would support 
it more. there is a 
perception of what 
affordable housing 
is and at times some 
don’t relate to that 
terminology.  Keep 
talking to neighbors 
and friends and 
councilmembers. It 
could come up for 
referendum.

NoC: What single 
issue needs more 

citizen energy in order to make it 
happen?

AJ: affordable Housing trust Fund 
or grocery store in the east. I can’t 
choose.

LFUCG elections are Tuesday, November 2.

Mosque (cont.)
continued from page 1

James (cont.)
continued from page 1

christians is unwelcome has been a 
gross understatement. In america, as 
in countries we like to imagine our-
selves superior to, religion has been a 
matter of life and death.

Ground zero, Murfreesboro, TN
What’s most disturbing about 

the current controversy at ground 
zero is that it is not just limited to 
ground zero. the same quandary—to 
allow american muslims freedom to 
exercise their constitutional rights—is 
popping up across the country, even 
in the peaceful streets and suburbs of 
murfreesboro, tennessee, my current 
place of residence. this past July pro-
testers gathered in murfreesboro’s his-
toric town square to voice their opposi-
tion to a proposed mosque and Islamic 
community center.

With american and, curi-
ously, Israeli flags flying and signs 
announcing everything from “God 
bless america” to “stop Homegrown 
terrorism,” the anti-mosque con-
tingent marched around the court-
house and was greeted by an equal 
force of counter-protesters, many of 
whom belonged to a grassroots orga-
nization called “middle tennesseans 
for religious Freedom” comprised 
mainly of university students, profes-
sors, and, well, other non-southern 
baptists.

as the protesters chanted “usa, 
usa, usa” and “Jesus, Jesus, Jesus,” 
the counter-protesters stood calmly in 
silence with arms extended and fingers 
forking out peace signs. In all, police 
estimated the crowd at about 1,000.

While the protest organizer, Kevin 
Fisher (a local resident and perennial 
also-ran political dabbler), bullhorned 
that the march was not about religious 
intolerance, bigotry, or xenophobia, 
the marchers themselves, through 
their verbal and nonverbal rhetoric, 
seemed to prove the exact opposite 
(with many bearing anti-Islamic signs 
and messages equating the proposed 
mosque with radical extremism, ter-
rorism, and 9/11). the counter-pro-
testers, for the most part, stuck to 
their unified theme of religious free-
dom for all, including muslims (many 
of them bearing placards quoting and 
paraphrasing relevant portions of the 
First amendment).

as a lesson in democratic free 
speech and peaceful assembly, the 
event was gratifyingly text-book. the 
scene unfolded without incident or 
cause for police intervention.

In the months following the peace-
ful protest, however, the venom that 
was visceral in the marchers’ slogans 
took literal shape in deeds. In august, 
vandals torched excavation machin-
ery at the proposed building site, and 
when authorities could find no sub-
stantive leads to follow, speculation 
began to center on an old standby—the 
Ku Klux Klan.

Arson at the mosque
Of course, Fisher and others 

involved in the opposition were quick 
to distance themselves from the age-
old hate group, reiterating their dis-
approval over concerns about the 
impact the mosque would have on 
the local environment and on public 
safety, spurious concerns to say the 
least given that these nascent environ-
mentalists and all-of-a-sudden stal-
warts of public welfare had absolutely 

no problems with the impact of any 
of the colossal conservative christian 
complexes constructed in the last 
decade (not to mention the cascades 
of strip-malls and box-stores)—all of 
which have had adverse impacts on 
both the environment and public 
safety.

but at least they’ve found a canard 
to mask their intolerance, and they’re 
sticking to it.

the same can’t be said for lou 
ann Zelenik, area business owner 
and failed 6th district congressional 
candidate. From the onset, Zelenik 
has been the most outspoken and 
high-profile fear-monger. In every 
speech, interview, and news-release, 
she has refused even to call the pro-
posed building a “mosque,” preferring 
“Islamic training center” instead and 
warning middle tennesseans that its 
construction is intended to “fracture 
the moral and political foundation” 
of the region.

While she lost her bid in the 
republican primary, Zelenik still 
actively opposes the mosque. most 
recently, she helped form the “Patriot 
alliance of rutherford county,” 
which has called on the local imam, 
Ossama bahloul, to renounce elements 
of his own religion (you know, non-
christian elements) and promise not 
to use the proposed center for fund-
raising. unbelievable gall.

Religion in Murfreesboro: 
a brief history

In september, opponents of the 
mosque filed suit and appeared in 
chancery court, requesting an injunc-
tion on any further construction at the 
site. they claimed that the rutherford 
county commission’s approval of the 
mosque proposal “did not provide 
adequate public comment and that its 
members will impose shariah law on 
murfreesboro residents.”

the plaintiffs also contended 
that “a mosque is not a church” and 
should not have been given the same 
zoning privileges enjoyed by churches 
under local and state law. rutherford 
county regional Planning director, 
doug demosi maintained that “the 
county can make no law that gives 
preferential treatment or unduly bur-
dens the free practice of religion.” 
For now, the trial is recessed until 
October 20th.

Given the clarity of local and 
state laws, as articulated by demosi, 
it seems unlikely that the court will 
rule in favor of the plaintiffs. the 
majority of murfreesboro residents, I 
believe, will be happy to put the epi-
sode behind them and regain owner-
ship of their opinions and values from 
the small-minded, slack-jawed cretins 
that hijacked them before the national 
media.

as for the Kevin Fishers, lou ann 
Zeleniks and other would-be defenders 
of our “christian” heritage, well…the 
next time you go out of your way to 
limit the religious freedoms of fellow 
americans, you’d do well to bone-up 
on even some local history.

less than a hundred years ago 
another group of concerned citizens 
rallied to prevent the expansion of a 
foreign religion into middle tennessee. 
It was the 1920s. the feared, foreign 
faith was catholicism. and the group 
of concerned “christian” patriots wore 
white hoods and robes and had a pen-
chant for burning crosses among other 
things.

Outgoing First District Councilmember Andrea James.
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Library, Park (cont.)
continued from the previous page

t-shirt, jogging shorts and bandanna, 
all still attached to my smelly body. I 
probably still had my prescription sun-
glasses still on.

I don’t know what she thought, but 
she quickly made room for my papers 
in the empty Chevy Chaser rack, in the 
process explaining, somewhat apolo-
getically, that she only knew that the 
table was being taken down to better 
showcase the gallery for any potential 
WeGers coming in off the street. the 
opaque glass blocks, it seemed, sepa-
rated the foyer from an art gallery. 

Perhaps moving the table would 
clean up the place and also poten-
tially hook WeGers into the gallery, 
which was showcasing a local art-
ist. (the official reason, given by a 
bona fide spokesperson after I sent 
an email query last week, is that the 
library “didn’t want obstructions” dur-
ing WeG. It is currently figuring out 
how to proceed with the now empty 
space created by removing the public 
literature table and the several unlucky 
magazine racks.)

I was angry. I knew my sports event-
ing history: a state-sanctioned, mas-
sive privatization of football services 

previously supplied by small-scale local 
workers in Johannesburg in 10, ram-
pant gentrification in Vancouver in 
08, large-scale homeless deportation in 
atlanta in 04. I had already read, offi-
cially, of the polite temporary removal 
of Phoenix Park residents from their 
homes here in lexington for WeG in 
10. I should have known better. north 
of center, not to mention la Voz and 
don Pratt campaign sheets, flu-season 
cards and Kentucky theatre monthly 
announcements, all of it, cleaned out 
for a couple of weeks while our guests 
were in town

With the chevy chaser distrib-
uting its October issue, I didn’t even 
bother with the 2.18 (september 29) 
issue, the feature headline reading 
“Homeless left behind in WeG plan-
ning.” I dropped off more at central 
christian and hoped at least many of 
them got a copy. For those others, out 
of towners here for the WeG, suburban 
patrons of the library who also picked 
up the occasional paper as it sat their 
for anyone to grab, there was nothing.

there is still nothing.

This story continues on the sports page 
under the article title “Common Wealth 
Stadium.”
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Music you need to hear: 10/27 - 11/10
Vinyl Soup, distaff hip-hop, David Wilcox, and the Corpse

Vinyl Soup feeds fans at Cosmic Charlie’s.
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Wednesday, October 27

Vinyl soup
Cosmic Charlie’s, 9:00 P.M.

disclaimer: I long ago gave up on 
jam bands. about 10 years ago, after 
having spent a siginificant part of the 
‘90s going to every Phish, Widespread 
Panic, and allman brothers show 
within a few hours drive, I’d had 
enough. enough of the 20-minute noo-
dling sessions, enough with the off-
pitch vocals, enough of the patchouli-
ridden parking lots.

I remember somebody trying to 
turn me on to string cheese Incident 
around that time, and I just hated 
it. umphrey’s mcGee: not for me. 
Haven’t played A Picture of Nectar since 
the clinton administration, and for a 
while there that was my favorite album 
for like, forever. now? bands should 
play songs, dammit. I was resolute.

but in the last year, a couple of 
conversations I’ve had have made me 
question my resolve. the first was over 
the phone, with an old friend who 
runs a successful booking agency in 
the Pacific northwest. despite the pres-
ence of a number of jam bands on his 
roster, I knew him to share at least a 
few of my sentiments about the genre, 
particularly the (to our ears) excessive 
abandonment of song structure, in 
favor of jamming that ultimately led 
nowhere. so he surprised me when he 
told me with some excitement that he 
was planning to attend a Phish show 
somewhere in Oregon or Washington 

or northern california.
“yeah, I haven’t seen them since 

1996,” he said. “I’m stoked.”
“man,” I replied, “are you really 

that excited about Phish? I thought 
you were as bored with them as I am?”

“dude. It’s Phish. It’s gonna be 
awesome.” so there was that.

then a few months later I was 
talking to a local guitarist about a par-
ticular riff he was working on, about 
the sort of sound he was going for. 
“Kind of a soaring, melodic Jimmy 
Herring thing,” he explained, referring 
to Widespread Panic guitarist Jimmy 
Herring’s legendary style of soloing, a 
sound both tasteful and powerful. Of 
course it worked perfectly.

so I got to thinking, like you do, 
that maybe jam bands aren’t so bad 
after all, and that maybe there’s even 
a few that I could admit to liking and 
would happily pay to see even on a 
school night. but there have to be a 
couple of ground rules, as are recom-
mended whenever momentous shifts in 
musical taste are being contemplated.

First, jam bands should be pretty 
good at their instruments. If you’re 
gonna make your audience listen to 
a nine-minute guitar solo, that better 
be some serious fretwork. and if you 
run out of ideas halfway in, resist the 
urge to go all “space” with it; even 
deadheads go get their beers at that 
point.

and you gotta write songs. unless 
you’re gonna bring some real-deal 
Ornette-style free jazz into the venue, 
go ahead and write some parts. 

People like to sing along, ya know? 
a catchy chorus never hurt anyone, 
and a killer bridge is always welcome. 
Jamming and songcraft aren’t mutu-
ally exclusive.

lucky for us there are a few such 
bands around, and lo—one comes this 
way now. right now, in fact—tonight—
nashville’s Vinyl soup, who write real 
songs and play with taste and preci-
sion, are playing cosmic charlie’s. you 
can’t help but like that.

Friday, October 29

brown sugar: the Queens edition
Al’s Bar, 10:00. $5.

Persona is crucial to the hip-hop 
artist, perhaps more so than in other 
popular genres. there’s the familiar 
gangster (or ex-gangster), the fun-
loving hedonist with a mansion by 
the sea, the rhyming philosopher, the 
political activist, the urban sophisti-
cate, and many more. What they have 
in common is that they tend to be 
roles more or less written for men to 
play, not women; the rap game as it’s 
always been played is a man’s game.

certainly female acts have made 
inroads over the years, and even achieved 
lasting stardom in a notoriously fickle 
market. still, we fans seem mostly indif-
ferent, ignoring a feminine touch—no 
matter how skilled—with the micro-
phone in favor of the latest mass-pro-
duced three-minute blast of machismo. 
and when we compile our top-ten lists 
of the GOats, how many women make 
the cut? nope, didn’t think so.

but there’s an event going on in 
our fair city that promises to help 
rectify this sorry state of affairs by 
presenting for our enjoyment, as part 
of an ongoing hip-hop series at al’s 
bar, an entire evening of word-loving 
women wielding sm-58s. the Queen’s 
edition of brown sugar features an all-
star lineup of local talent, anchored by 
dJ Greene, and is the latest installment 
of impresario devine carama’s weekly 
show at al’s.

Wednesday, November 10

david Wilcox
Natasha’s, 8 P.M. $22.

cannibal corpse w/ dying Fetus, Vital 
remains, & devourment
Buster’s, 7:45 P.M. $17; $20 door

lexington music lovers have a 
choice to make in november, a choice 
unlike any other in recent memory. 
not that one—you can’t possibly be vot-
ing Paul—but this one: on Wednesday 
evening you can see david Wilcox or 
you can see cannibal corpse, or—and 
it makes me proud to be an american 
to type these words—or you can see 
them both. and the determined eclec-
tic who not only follows a full set of 
Wilcox’s gorgeous guitar and sensitive, 
intelligent vocals with 90 minutes of—
well, it’s cannibal corpse; adjectives 
fail—any soul who not only sees both 
shows but enjoys every minute of both 
of them, now, that’s a special kind of 
music fan.

Or someone to keep a wary eye on, 
at any rate. but yeah—it’s possible to 

catch them both, if you skip the open-
ers at buster’s and get out of natasha’s 
by ten or so. but what sort of music fan 
does this? If you skip the support acts, 
it means you dig extreme death metal, 
but you dig acoustic singer/songwrit-
ers somewhat more than those extreme 
death metal bands less established than 
cannibal corpse, such as the grim, 
gifted dying Fetus, the speed-metal 
stalwarts Vital remains, or the relent-
less devourment. How’s that work?

It might be helpful to compare 
the two artists in some key musical 
areas to find a better understanding of 
what’s happening here. For instance, 
lyrical content: david Wilcox, on his 
web site, categorizes his music into top-
ics covered, categories which include:

• heartbreak
• falling in love
• being single and yet happy 

with yourself and who you are
• forgiveness
• strength in adversity
• bliss
• personal growth
now, here are the “lyrical themes” 

assigned to cannibal corpse at their 
page in the encylopaedia metallum:

• gore
• death
• torture
• cannibalism
• zombies
Indeed. but even in this digital 

age, with shuffling iPods and infi-
nite internet streams, good names are 
important too; would Rumours have 

been Rumours if it hadn’t been titled 
Rumours? Of course not. so, a selection 
of Wilcox album titles:

• Home Again
• Big Horizon
• Turning Point
• Open Hand
• Vista
and a selection of l’oeuvre de le 

corps mort:
• Tomb of the Mutilated
• Evisceration Plague
• Gore Obsessed
• Butchered at Birth
• Kill
We obviously proceed to song 

titles. Just a few of Wilcox:
• “after your Orgasm”
• “Grateful for Her beauty”
• “Forever now”
• “strong chemistry”
and the corpse:
• “Post mortal ejaculation”
• “meat Hook sodomy”
• “Frantic disembowelment”
• “Headless”
I think there are some obvious 

correspondences here, including the 
influence of the features and func-
tions of the body on the songwriters’ 
lyrical directions (notice the close 
resemblance of the first items in the 
lists of song titles, above), the themes 
of melancholy and reverie (heartbreak, 
zombies) and the shared emphasis on 
the six-string guitar as a vehicle for raw 
emotion. In this light, then, the simi-
larities are striking.  so go, special fan: 
make the right choice and go see them 
both.—Keith Halladay

The similarities between these artists, though not immediately apparent, become obvious under closer examination. 
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Regional theaters restored
A movie classics road trip

Trash Humpers actor Chris Crofton does stand-up comedy before the Lexington Film League 
screening of Harmony Korine’s latest.
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By Lucy Jones

some people cope with the end of 
summer better than others. me, I’ve 
never had a problem with it. I burn 
easily, I don’t bar-b-q, and I seem to 
attract mosquitoes at a disproportion-
ate rate to all of my friends. In short-
-summer doesn’t hold much lure for 
me. that is…until this summer.

as my first official summer 
as a born again lexingtonian, the 
Kentucky theater summer classics 
series became my weekly dose of 
instant euphoria. 

there wasn’t a moment in my week 
that could rival the thrill of laying down 
my four dollars (seriously…only 4 dol-
lars!) in anticipation of organ music, 
a hearty “my Old Kentucky Home” 
sing-a-long, the wit and wisdom of 
bill Widener, an often incongruously 
kitschy opening serial (a campy 1930s 
installment of “Flash Gordon” before 
the existential noir classic “In a lonely 
Place”? sure--I’ll take it!), and the 
much anticipated main event. When 
the summer classics series ended, so 
did my cinematic life. Or so I thought.

but, as somebody or other’s 
granny used to say, when God closes 
a door he opens a window. Or maybe 
it’s: when God closes “stage door” 
he opens “rear Window.” something 
like that. the point is—I started 
searching around for other classic cin-
ematic options. sure, I could go the 

rental route. but there’s nothing quite 
like experiencing a film the way it was 
meant to be seen—with the smell of 
popcorn in the air and a room full 
of strangers. and strangers rarely take 
me up on my offers to bring them 
home and feed them popcorn. so I 
got online and discovered (joy of all 
joys!) that there are a number of gor-
geously restored old school palace the-
aters in Kentucky that show movies 
all year.

and what’s more fun than a road 
trip? a movie road trip! so here is my 
prescription for anyone experiencing 
Kentucky theater summer classics 
series withdrawal:

Leeds Center for the Arts
Winchester, Ky
distance from lexington: 22 miles

the structure that houses the leeds 
center for the arts started as a movie 
theater in the 1920s but, since the 
1990s, it has been a performance and 
resource center for the Winchester 
community. luckily for us, they still 
show classic films every third sunday 
of the month as part of their “movies 
on main” series. upcoming films 
include:

• november 21: Cape Fear (the origi-
nal starring robert mitchum and 
Gregory Peck)

• december 19: Going My Way

For times and future dates, please visit: 
http://www.leedscenter.com.

The Historic State Theater
elizabethtown, Ky
distance from lexington: 84 miles

the state theater was built in 1942 
and stands as a stunning example of 
art deco architecture. the first film 
shown at the state theater was The 
Fleet’s In, starring William Holden and 
dorothy lamour. the theater has since 
been restored as a community center 
that hosts concerts, plays, and lectures; 
but it continues to show classic films. 
upcoming features include:

• november 12 and 13: Holiday Inn
• november 19 and 20: White 

Christmas
• december 3 and 4: Christmas in 

Connecticut
• december 17 and 18: A Christmas 

Story
• January 14 and 15: Jailhouse Rock
• January 28 and 29: Viva Las Vegas

For times and future dates, please visit: 
http://www.historicstatetheater.org.

Paramount Arts Center
ashland, Ky
distance from lexington: 118 miles

this theater poses the greatest chal-
lenge in terms of distance, but it offers 

a spectacular historical and archi-
tectural reward for your efforts. the 
Paramount theater opened its doors 
on september 5, 1931. Originally, it 
was designed to show silent films for 
Paramount studios. but, even as the 
structure was being built, the talkie 
arrived. On either side of the stage, you 
can still see the organ grills that were 
erected but never utilized.

Instead, the theater became one of the 
first silent-to-sound transitional the-
aters and was meant to serve as a model 
for other Paramount studio theaters 
across the country. the Paramount 
theater is now the Paramount arts 
center (it has served as a non-profit 
community center since 1972) but it 
has been restored with loving effort to 
its original 1930s art deco detail and 
still shows classic films.

you can get your dose of monthly nos-
talgia via the “second sundays” series. 
upcoming films include:

• november 7: Out of Africa
• december 12: White Christmas
• January 9: The Bridge on the River 

Kwai
• February 13: An Affair to Remember
• march 13: Breakfast at Tiffany’s
• april 10: The Ten Commandments

For times and future dates, please visit: 
http://www.paramountartscenter.com.

Trash Humpers at the Green Lantern
A reaction to the 10/12 Screening at the Green Lantern
By Bill Widener

a smear, a warble, a robotic 
“recOrd” in the corner, and there’s 
a blurry figure in the background, 
hunching a trash curbie like an 
arthritic mutt. some coot with a mug 
like a mummy takes a sprig of leaves 
and, almost tenderly, begins to fellate 
it. a boney old broad in a brassy, ratty 
wig thrusts her pelvis into another 
garbage can.

It’s too freakish to be real, but 
look: the tape jumps artlessly from 
cut to cut and the machine demands 
“tracK”. there’s no obvious narra-
tive: things just happen, idiotic and 
appalling things, and danged if she 
don’t sound just like aunt Gossie who 
had the pill problem.

Trash Humpers is the latest 
work from cinematic troublemaker 
Harmony Korine.  based on his child-
hood memories of a group of aged 
pervs who would peep on their neigh-
bors, Trash Humpers is not so much a 
movie as an anti-movie.

It deliberately frustrates the 
expectations for film held by even the 
most avant garde cinephiles. there’s 
no story. there are no stars. there 
is no point. any meaning one takes 
away comes from the sheer mass of 
incident and outrage.

not to mention it looks like crap. 
shot in a couple of weeks, the majority 
of the time and money spent on Trash 
Humpers went to post-production, 
when Korine used the latest digital 
technology to mimic the look, sound, 
and feel of an outlaw VHs tape.

Trash Humpers is a simulacrum of 
those audio and video tapes traded 
among the art trash of the 1990s, 
the sicko samizdat parodied by Mr. 
Show in the “Wicked scepter” sketch.  
authentic as an ePO, homemade in 
bad houses, these recordings were 
the roughneck ancestors of “reality” 
programming.  Uncle Goddam, Shut 
Up Little Man, Fan Letter to Steve Vai 
and their like were a test of subcul-
tural mettle, hard to watch, harder 
to look away. Obscene, absurd, banal 
and bizarre at once, these items were 
also weirdly reassuring for slacker 
screwballs: “Here’s somebody even 
more messed up than me…and they 
recorded it!”

most of these artifacts were cre-
ated by the very people caught on 
tape, though it’s doubtful they sought 
the infamy they garnered. but…there 
was the camera, and there was their 
life, and a thousand dupes later: there 
was the room full of slumming hip-
sters hooting and howling at the pro-
letarian geek act. cameras are like 
guns: would this horrible thing have 
happened if there wasn’t one in the 
house?

the camera is a living thing in 
Trash Humpers. It’s a long while before 
we see the cameraman, played by 
Korine himself as another redneck 
codger.  up to that point, we hear a 
voice without a face, a series of shrieks 
and cackles, manic chants (“make it, 
make it! don’t fake it, make it!”) and 
a folksy song about “three little dev-
ils” that acts as a refrain. the camera 
hovers over each scene like an unclean 
spirit, egging on the three malefactors 
in their antics.

the question arises as it always 
does: is filming this, watching this, 
the same as doing this? causing this? 
the old woman, the most coherent 
of the Humpers, seems to recognize 
the camera’s influence. at one point, 
she snarls “Get away with that damn 
camera.”

It won’t leave her be—it can’t—and 
watches from afar as she has a booze-
fueled attack of conscience. “lord, I 
don’t mean to do bad,” she moans, 
before passing out on an abandoned 
loading dock, the camera shooting 
up between her gangly legs with little 
yips of triumph.

Degenerates from
the Love Generation

Perversion was once an exclusive 
club, secret handshakes and coded 
knocks on shadowed doors, contra-
band wrapped in brown paper like 
spies in their trenchcoats.  then, kink 
by kink, court decision by decision, 
media platform by platform, it went 
mainstream. any mook with a net 
connection can caper in filth like an 
augean stallion as a million chicks, 
all different and all the same, work 
the cam in a room cramped as a cage 
in a factory farm. Jokes about cop-
rophilia crack up the audience for 
america’s favorite sitcom; mamaw 

wields the flail at the thursday night 
swing party.

In Trash Humpers, de sade’s cote-
rie of aristocrats has devolved into 
that bunch that got the boot from 
the VFW. the revelers are salt of the 
earth turned cyanide: Pure White 
trash seeks same.  they look like any 
geezer copping lottery tickets at the 
dairy mart, until they start banging 
the recycling bin.

much has been made of the fact 
that these deviants are elderly, but it 

all makes sense when you remember 
manson turned 76 this year. “sadie 
mae atkins, she’s just a withered old 
hag now,” sang monster magnet about 
one of charlie’s angels. time has 
come today, and the love Generation 
has degenerated. trash humpers are 
dixieland dorian Grays who got 
faced one night and torched the por-
trait with their Jack daniels Zippo. 
evil lets them live again. these crepus-
cular creeps are the silent Generation 
going out with a yowl of madness, the 
baby boom in its second childhood, 
eager to shove your face into its shit-
filled diaper and laugh and laugh and 
laugh.

It’s often the last laugh, on any-
one who gets near them. the trouble 
with white trash is they’re volatile as 
vipers, smiling one second, ready to 
shank you the next. sadism defines 

the relationships the Humpers have 
with their equally inbred pals. the 
two shmoes working a fake siamese 
twin gimmick proudly make pan-
cakes for the gang, only to be forced 
by the old lady to eat their wares 
slathered in dishwashing liquid. One 
of the “twins” gives a philosophical 
monologue in a basement heaped 
with passed-out Humpers. It may be 
him who is tied to a chair and asphyx-
iated with a plastic bag as candles 
burn on a cake and a vacant longhair 

strums aimlessly on an electric guitar, 
the Humpers having a high old time 
while the cameraman shrills “Go to 
sleep, boy! Go to sleep!”

there is no rest for the wicked. 
While the normal world sleeps, the 
Humpers take to the streets. “I can feel 
the pain coming from these houses,” 
says the cameraman in his one star 
turn. “Getting up every sunday to go 
pray…that’s no way to live.” the freaks 
are free, free to roam the forgotten 
spaces, free to dance in broken glass 
in abandoned parking lots, frolicking 
under the boogerlights like grisly fair-
ies. the camera frees them. Perhaps 
they free the camera.

trash Humpers is now available on 
dvd. If you’re brave enough to order a 
copy, visit: http://www.dragcity.com/
products/trash-humpers-dvd.
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Author hits organized football.
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Feets don’t fail me now
Dis-Illusion in the NFL
By Troy Lyle

Editor’s Note: This was left in our e-mail 
box at NoC HW, accompanying an attach-
ment containing the final drat of this arti-
cle. We reproduce it here verbatim.

“Here’s the final version. the next 
part should start with a quick back 
story about titans, the steelers and red-
skins, and how teams were just that--
teams back then. From there I’ll seg-
way into an 8 or so part segment into 
why the nFl has lost its way. starting 
with the individual player (aka the pre-
modonna syndrome), movingto why 
espn has ruined the nfl, to how the 
nFl sold its soul to capitalism, to how 
fantasy football killed team allegence, 
why pink out sucks for cancer, to the 
overregulating of hits, to the ridicu-
lous nature of million dollar idiots. I’ll 
need your help as always. I’ll try and 
get it to you earlier the next issue.”

And on to the pice itself:
since I was gifted with my first 

pigskin on christmas eve 1977, I’ve 
been a fan of pro football. From the 
initial moment I tried to grip my small 
right hand around that perfectly ellip-
tical ball with its sinuous leather, eight 
tight laces and tanned rawhide reeking 
of oils, I was hooked. so much so I 
knocked over my family’s eastern red 
cedar christmas tree the very next 
morning attempting to throw my first 
pass to my sister stacy. admittedly, my 
ability to spiral the ball had yet to be 
fully realized, but she still should have 
caught it. the pass was on the money.

me and that Wilson football, 
which I named “Feets,” went every-
where together. like conjoined twins, 

he and I formed an intertwined rela-
tionship where no matter how bad my 
skills at passing and catching were, he’d 
bail me out. and minus a few monu-
mental mistakes on my part, he did. 
at night we would tunnel under the 
sheets and make a pillow fort. I’d talk 
us to sleep each evening as we dreamt 
away countless nights, making game 
winning play after play. I had it bad.

those were the days before a lot 
of families in rural ringgold, Virginia 
owned a tV, much less a color version. 
Video games had yet to replace school 
yard pick ups.

In those days kids were told to go 
outside and play.

“and don’t come back till you’re 
hurt or its dark,” were my standard 
orders.

this unabashed freedom provided 
the perfect foundation for a dreamer. 
and dream I did. I would throw Feets 
onto the rear roof of our a-framed 
house, dodge our doberman Jo Jo, run 
under the eave, all the while attempt-
ing to calculate the exact velocity, 
angle and speed by which Feets would 
descend, during which time I would 
count down, like all kids do, 10, 9, 8 
… Lyle makes his move … 5 … he jukes … 
he cuts … 3, 2 … he dives … 1 …. and he 
does it. It’s a miracle! The Steelers win, the 
Steelers win!

Pittsburgh in the seventies
summers came and went, and 

Feets and I got better.
by the fall of 1979 my friends 

and I had formed an impromptu after 
school league. It didn’t matter how 
many people showed up. We had a 
rule to define every situation, but most 

games consisted of the classic two on 
two variety. you know…one kid plays 
quarterback, the other receiver.

On the glorious occasions we 
could muster together eight people, 
we’d play a real game with blockers, 
pass rushers and linebackers. 4 on 4. 
Full contact. mano y mano.

It’s amazing we weren’t injured 
more. there was the weekly sprained 
ankle and the sporadic black eye, usu-
ally resulting from a heated call involv-
ing the final score or whether someone 

was in bounds or not. and a few of us 
even managed to get better at football. 
myself included.

It was in those neighborhood scrap 
fests and roof tossing afternoons of 
the late 70s that I honed my skills as a 
receiver. you’d be surprised how good 
you become after judging and catching 
a football for hours on end. I should say 
days, because Feets and I played more 

football than the average kid. I knew 
more about how a football acted on a 
cold winter night or a hot balmy after-
noon than any kid I knew. Feets had 
taught me. and in retrospect he taught 
me more than any coach ever did.

What Feets left out the nFl pro-
vided. my earliest hero was steeler 
receiver lynn swann. swann was 
poetry in motion. He had speed but 
nothing earth shattering. His knack 
lay in the art of always, and I mean 
always, being in the right place at the 
right time. I can’t even remember the 
number of ridiculous plays I’ve seen 
swann make, most notably his 53 yard 
juggling act in super bowl X, where he 
shakes off a holding mark Washington 
as he falls to the ground, spins and 
grabs the football out of thin air.

those were the days pro football 
was filled with titans: childhood, 
when teams appeared larger than life, 
wielding more than athletic prow-
ess and divine timing, conjuring the 
when’s and where’s of destiny. In the 
70s, none had more prowess or better 
timing than the Pittsburgh steelers, 
my childhood idols, who won back to 
back titles in 75 and 76 and four of 
six super bowls between 75 and 80; for 
all of you who are wondering if I was 
a bandwagon fan to pick the steelers, 
I guess the answer is yes. I was five. 
Watching swann work made me want 
to learn more about football.

I also quickly became a fan of 
hard hits as much as acrobatic catches, 
none harder than those of the “steel 
curtain,” a vicious bunch made up of 
“mean” Joe Green, l.c. Greenwood, 

continued on page 8

continued on page 8

Common Wealth Stadium
The conclusion of a story in three places
By Danny Mayer

On October 14, uK’s student news-
paper, the Kentucky Kernel, reported that 
staff members in the paper’s advertising 
division had been caught distributing 
free copies of the paper to guests tailgat-
ing at commonwealth stadium before 
the september 18 cats’ home football 
game against regional powerhouse 
akron university. Originally busted 
by uK athletics officials for driving 
“an improperly marked golf cart,” the 
officers later came back and ordered the 
staff to cease and desist the giving away 
of free papers to uK sports fans, many 
of whom were, presumably, alumni, stu-
dents or kin to alumni or students.

because it is owned by the state-
funded university of Kentucky, 
commonwealth stadium is a public 
place. However, school officials have 
deemed the free distribution of the 
Kernel a violation of the public uni-
versity’s $80 million advertising con-
tract with the privately-owned sports 
marketing firm ImG college. neither 
the Kernel nor the Herald-Leader have 
reported where that $80 million goes, 
to the university or to the separate uK 
athletic association checking account. 
nobody has made clear, that is, whose 
contract is being honored by explicitly 
not allowing university students, writ-
ing for a university paper, to freely dis-
tribute free papers at a football game 
of their fellow student peers, on a 
saturday away from school no less.

according to the Kernel article, 
this fact, the state university’s seem-
ing sale of the state-owned stadium 
to ImG during football saturdays, 
“prohibits the Kernel and other publi-
cations from handing out papers on 
commonwealth stadium grounds.”

the school and its paper have since 
come to a measured truce, wherein the 
Kernel is freely allowed to distribute 
its free papers...at a set time on game-
day and in three designated places 
around the stadium. think of it as a 
Free Journalism Zone, as ghettoized 
as the school’s so-called Free speech 

area located at the student center, a 
remnant geography from the last con-
striction of university-owned public 
space, carved out in the late sixties and 
early seventies as a way to keep those 
pesky students from hitting the streets 
between memorial coliseum, POt 
and Kirwan towers.

to date, I have not located a quote 
from lee todd, regarding this sports-
centered, student-centered, big/small 
business-centered debate. 

On October 24, ten days after the 
Kernel broke the commonwealth story, 
the outgoing uK ceO did make sure 
to say that “the new uK prez would 
be wise to retain mitch barnhart 
because he knows how to get the job 
done,” according to Oscar combs on 
a Wildcat news tweet. the next day, 
the Herald-Leader reported that lee 
todd had spoken to the presidential 
search committee. the ceO lent his 
voice and credibility in defining the 
ideal candidate, one who would want 
“the whole job,” what he described as 
a passion for managing fund raising 
and public image control alongside 
the competing interests of education, 
research and business.

“He also said the prospective 
candidates must deal squarely with 
the role of Kentucky athletics,” Janet 
Patton reported “They have to have a 
proper perspective regarding athletics, todd 
said. They can’t be a jock, but they can’t 
say ‘we don’t need it.’” the todd detail 
was part of a larger article informing 
us that the next uK president would 
start negotiations around $700,000, 
because “we now have presidents hit-
ting close to $1 million” (bill shelton, 
association of Governing boards of 
universities and colleges).

“In choosing to support the dra-
conian private contract it holds with 
ImG over the rights of its students, 
uK’s stance highlights again the big lie 
in viewing the university as a ‘public’ 
institution. Where the hell are the uK 
faculty, its english professors and jour-
nalism teachers? does this not apply? 
are they, too, bought off, or just...

disconnected?” that one is mine, from 
my notes.

Cheap Side (but not Free Side)
located several blocks east of rupp 

arena on a square tract of land carved 
out between main and short streets in 
the midst of the city’s original plotted 
half-acre “city lots,” cheapside Park is 
surely lexington’s oldest public gath-
ering space. It sits diagonally across 
from the city’s oldest commercial 
district, along upper street between 
Vine and main on the west side of 
the centerPointe block. Its grounds 
literally surround lexington’s old city 
courthouse(s), in use from the late 1700s 
through the end of the last century.

cheapside more specifically refers 
to the rectangular area to the west of 
the courthouse. by most accounts, the 
name references an important item in 
lexington’s antebellum city market: 
slaves. this side of the courthouse, its 
cheap side, was known, among other 
things, for its market sales of black 
bodies down the Ohio and mississippi 
rivers, to the even more vicious environ-
ments of deep south slave plantations. 
I have seen faded and grainy pictures 
that show the last slave market ever held 
there, the entire square filled with people 
during the city’s market days.

by the early 20th century, its mar-
ketplace capacities diminished, the 
square had become established as the 
city’s central gathering grounds for 
public civic activities like speeches 
and political rallies for wildly popu-
lar yellow dog democrats. during this 
time, it also came to be littered with 
a series of public memorials and his-
torical markers, flanked (and exempli-
fied) most prominently by a pair of 
immense statues on immenser ped-
estals commemorating the two great 
confederate war chiefs of the area, 
John c. breckenridge and John Hunt 
morgan. more recently, the area has 
come to be used primarily as a public 
meeting grounds for festivals, celebra-
tions, weddings, thursday night live 
gatherings and the like.

Whether in commerce, politics or 
play, the square has traditionally been 
understood as public in the most basic 
sense known to people at all times: as 
a place where anybody can show up, 
walk by, listen, watch, learn and/or par-
ticipate in the life of the city. (editor’s 
note: “anybody” means “white people” 
until somewhere around the early 
1970s; it really means “anybody” now, 
assuming you don’t ask undocumented 
migrants, or those living on the streets, 
their thoughts on this.)

In January the city closed cheapside 
Park for renovations. a January 21 
Herald-Leader article notes that such 
renovations would include the $750,000 
Fifth third Pavilion, semi-permeable 
pavers to reduce storm water runoff, the 
installation of new storm sewer lines 
under cheapside street, and the move-
ment of the iconic statue of John c. 
breckenridge, exalted Vice President of 
the confederate states, to an even more 
prominent place next to main street, 
which now acts as the public face of the 
main street gateway to the city’s reborn 
Fifth third Pavilion at cheapside Park. 
(not reported in the article, the reno-
vation also included redoing the main 
street sidewalk at its south entrance, 
and landscaping.)

city leaders point to cheapside as 
a successful example of urban design, 
of reclaiming city space for use by the 
city’s diverse public. since re-opening 
in april, cheapside has bustled with 
activity as the new saturday home of 
the lexington Farmer’s market. With 
the permanent closing of cheapside 
street, it has also hosted the increas-
ingly popular thursday night live 
music showcases. several local bars 
and restaurants have either re-located 
near the square or renovated their out-
side dining space to take advantage of 
the area’s new public-friendly space. at 
times, cheapside actually looks some-
thing like the bustling european city-
squares our leaders have been cream-
ing over for these past ten years.
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Some words on First District Candidates 
Chris Ford and Marty Clifford
Editor’s Note: The noc editorial board 
decided months ago not to endorse par-
ticular candidates in this year’s elections. 
Instead, we have invited First District 
candidates Marty Clifford and Chris Ford 
to submit letters of support. We gave each 
candidate the same request and parameters. 
Here’s what we received. Election day is 
Tuesday, November 2.

Marty Clifford for 1st District 
Council

marty might not have a master’s 
in public policy, but he does have a 
Ph.d. in getting good sh*t done.

the sign reads “Welcome Home 
eagles.” a spirited message over 14 
years, or even 111 years, in the mak-
ing. In the heart of lexington’s First 
district, this sign and its homecoming 
message sits in the front schoolyard 
of the recently renovated arlington 
elementary school on north 
limestone. as of last week, the stu-
dents of arlington school have moved 
back in, signifying the completion of 
a $12 million dollar renovation that 
gives arlington the most up-to-date 
and accommodating school building 
in town.

In 1899 arlington first opened 
its doors for learning up the children 
of this historic neighborhood in a 
one room schoolhouse on arceme 
avenue, a block away from its current 
location, which is where it moved in 
1901. according to the Fayette county 
Public schoools (FcPs) website, 
“arlington is one of the oldest schools 
remaining in Fayette county Public 
schools. It represents a large piece of 
Fayette county history and still serves 
the same surrounding community as 
it did in 1899. arlington is a commu-
nity school where a majority of parents 
and students still walk to school every 
day. the staff and community share a 
strong sense of family and hard work.”

this is as good a starting point 
as any for a letter of recommendation 
for marty clifford for First district 
council representative.

you see, in 1998 marty, everybody 
calls him marty, left the comforts 
of his nice bank One finance job to 
follow his real passion of fixing up 
historic property in a diverse area of 
town. nobody, not even marty, could 
have predicted that this ambitious 
life-changing decision would have the 
continued impact on lexington that it 
has.

marty chose north limestone as 
his new home and bought a century 
old four-plex on north broadway Park, 
directly across from the front door of 
arlington school. Over the next cou-
ple years, while restoring and living 
in this building, he noticed plenty of 
crime in the area and wanted to do 
something about it. He looked around 
for a neighborhood association to join, 
but found there wasn’t one serving the 
north limestone corridor. always 
willing to get involved for the com-
mon good, marty started the north 
limestone neighborhood association, 
and went to work.

the first project he tackled was 
not crime, but ice. the 2003 ice storm 
hit lexington hard and turned the 
northside of town, with its beautiful 
old-growth trees, into a disaster zone. 
the city did not have the manpower 
to respond to the overall relief need. 
marty organized a group of neigh-
bors, got the city to give them equip-
ment and support, and worked for 
three straight weeks ‘til this northside 
corridor and its surrounding neigh-
borhoods were the first completely 
cleaned and recovered areas of town. 
similar leadership qualities have been 
exemplified by marty year after year, 
and are what qualifies him to serve as 
our council representative.

around the same time, marty 
became aware of an effort to tear down 
the historic arlington school building. 
this effort was backed by some shady 
politics and vested interests. marty 

concluded that tearing down arlington 
would be a travesty and our neighbor-
hood would lose one of its best assets—a 
good elementary school where 90% of 
its young student body walks to school 
daily. marty along with arlington’s 
ex-principle, who also was a northside 
neighborhood association president, 
and a north broadway Park neighbor 
who was on the school board, formed 
a lobby to save the arlington building.

It took years of lobbying, convinc-
ing, engaging other stakeholders, and 
doing structural and construction cost 
analysis, but eventually marty and 
his gang convinced the school board 
to save and renovate the building. 
Without marty working as a volunteer 
to lead this effort, the First district 
would have lost one of its most valuable 
assets, arlington school. arlington 
was at one point the best school in 
town, and now has the opportunity to 
become the best again.

there are at least 20 other sto-
ries and projects just as poignant and 
telling as the two above that prove 
the importance of marty in the First 
district.

some of marty’s major improvement 
projects are:
• Getting the police, through the 

c.l.e.a.r. unit, to operate in the 
First district in order to vastly 
reduce crime.

• starting and coordinating the 
stakeholders, and serving on the 
steering committee for the center 
sector small area Plan.

• creating the central sector 
neighborhood coalition

• building a community stage in 
duncan Park

• Organizing and coordinating the 
back to the school supply give 
away rally for three straight years.

• Facilitating transylvania’s 
community engagement through 
the arts class.

• building two community gardens
• Organizing alley clean ups
• Finding the funding to plant 50 

trees on north limestone

common themes flow throughout 
each of these projects:
• they all have improved the First 

district, both in the short and 
long term.

• they would not have happened 
without marty as a driving force.

• they all exemplify marty’s abil-
ity to lead, understand, and make 
change.

• they show marty’s ability to form 
private and public partnerships to 
get the right people in the right 
place to make change happen.

• they show marty’s commitment 
and sacrifice for the common 
good of lexington.

• they all show marty’s values.
• they all point to marty being an 

excellent council representative.
• they all point to marty being a 

superhero for our community.

marty has accomplished so many 
important improvements as a volun-
teer—he has unconditionally sacrificed 
the last 12 years of his life with no 
desire for self-promotion, only to serve 
this district. His work and passion are 
relentless. If he’s been able to do every-
thing he has as a volunteer, imagine 
what he can do for the First district 
with formal involvement and support 
from the city.

also consider:
• though the job description for 

district council positions does 
not clearly state how many hours 
per week a councilperson should 
be spending on their duties, marty 
has been working over the last 
six months to put himself in the 
position to work full time (and if 
I know marty, it will be far over 
that) as our representative.

• marty’s only agenda is to serve the 

First district; he has zero political 
ambition beyond that.

• marty has been successful as a 
business man and has helped spur 
economic development in the 
neighborhood.

I truly believe that without marty, 
there would be no al’s bar, no North of 
Center, no limestone and loudon revi-
talization, no Grifftown, no Johnson 
ave. revitalization, and none of the 
projects mentioned above.

I live on the northern reaches of 
north limestone. I work at the corner 
of limestone and loudon. I am civi-
cally engaged in the area. I spend 95% 
of my time, energy, and money in the 
First district and on north limestone. 
I am voting for marty clifford.

 —Gentleman Griffin VanMeter

Chris Ford for 1st District 
Council

Who is chris Ford? 
I am chris Ford, and wish to rep-

resent the citizens of district 1 on 
urban county council. thanks for 
allowing me to briefly introduce my 
candidacy to you.

First and foremost, I am a neighbor 
and concerned citizen. Just like you, I 
share a hope for improved quality of 
life in our neighborhoods, schools and 
workplaces. I am also a family man, a 
business leader, community volunteer 
and active church member. I cherish 
and value these components of my life, 
as they offer me relationships which 
should be present in the diverse life 
of community service. lexington has 
been good for me. my family and I 
proudly call district 1 home.

What is the Role of Council District 
Representative? 

I am campaigning to serve as your 
councilman. I respect the obligation 
required and level of responsibility 
associated with council service. to 
be elected to public office represents a 
public trust, between me and all con-
stituents of council district 1. I will 
honor this trust, and will never com-
promise it.

I also understand the role of a 
council district representative is to be 
a legislative leader. In this role, I plan 
to formulate policy and set budget-
ary priorities for all of urban county 
Government, and with emphasis on the 
needs of district 1. and as councilman, 
I will keep an open dialogue with the 
neighborhood and community leaders 
throughout the district. during this 
campaign, I have listened to residents. 
I have also learned, in more depth, of 
their concerns and suggestions. this 
won’t change, once I’m elected. I will 
continue listening and learning.

In my readiness to serve, I believe 
district 1 will capitalize on my pre-
paredness to lead. council work 
requires detailed examination of com-
plex issues. and there can only be 
one (1) vote cast on behalf of the First 
district (on any respective issue). I have 
the analytical skills & plain courage to 
fairly make the tough choices needed 
for our district.

When Will Chris Work for Me? 
I will remain dedicated to the citi-

zens of district 1. For years I have bal-
anced commitments to family, church, 
youth activities, and community ser-
vice. throughout all these efforts, I 
have been fortunate to grow profes-
sionally and build a successful career 
in government and housing. not only 
does my “day job” provide my family 
with resources to sustain our house-
hold, but my work history has given 
me real world experiences and job 
skills which will easily translate into 
my role as First district councilman.

I will remain on the job for 
district 1. my leadership will not be 
confined to business office hours or 
stationed behind a desk on east main 
street. I will be out in the district, on 

ground level, working to get things 
done. We will be in constant contact 
with our residents. you can count on 
me to answer your call and to be a 
strong leader on the district 1 team.

Where is Chris’ Record of Service 
my commitment is to fairly rep-

resent all citizens and neighborhoods 
within our diverse district. I will not 
isolate my focus to just one neighbor-
hood or corridor. my leadership will 
work to enable the voices of our citi-
zens to resound from the east end, to 
the West end, throughout the down-
town historic districts and along east 
& West loudon avenue.

diligently, and without much 
fanfare, I have been busy working 
throughout the district. my district 
1 community service work includes 
membership at Historic st. Paul ame 
church, volunteering as a youth 
coach at castlewood and douglass 
Parks, directorships at the robert H. 
Williams cultural center and First 
african Kanisa apartments.

Professionally, I have coordinated 
lFucG community development 
projects along ann street and the 
meadow Park / bryan avenue areas. 
most currently, my agency (reacH) 
is leading the efforts to bring afford-
able homeownership opportunities 
to the east end (at equestrian View) 
and is redeveloping housing within the 
castlewood neighborhood.

Why Now? 
this 2010 election for council 

district 1 is not about chris Ford, 
personally. It’s clearly about the resi-
dents, schools and businesses of the 
district. We stand at a pivotal time in 
lexington and district 1. the time 
is now to implement and creatively 
craft solutions. It’s finally time to turn 
plans into action. Our need for dedi-
cated public service, innovative lead-
ership and results-based performance 
has never been more evident than now.

I am humbled to have this oppor-
tunity to answer the call for public 
service. I believe my qualifications 
confirm my ability to effectively repre-
sent you on council. I hope my inter-
action with residents during this cam-
paign signals my vision for the future 
of district 1. We can do this together, 
starting now, to place Citizens First 
back in lexington’s local government. 
I ask for your vote for district 1 on 
november 2.

 —Candidate Chris Ford
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Feets and football (cont.)
continued from page 6

aVaIlable nOW FrOm near mInt Press

ernie Holmes and dwight White. 
these four made the black and gold 
seem all but unstoppable. combine 
their stifling defense with the deft 
touch of terry bradshaw, the blue col-
lar approach of John stallworth and 
the bruising running style of Franco 
Harris, along with an offensive line 
who opened gaping hole after gaping 
hole, and its a wonder the 70s steelers 
didn’t win six out of six super bowls.

1979: Organized Football
In 1979 I had my first opportunity 

to play organized football. When asked 
what position I’d like to play, without 
hesitation I said wide receiver. tough 
to tell some 30 years later, but that’s 
the way I remember it. On defense I 
was thin, momentum challenged and a 
tad goofy. I could, however, catch any-
thing thrown my way, a skill landing 
me in one game that season. I caught a 
five yard pass, stumbled out of bounds 
and fell into the water coolers. It was 
Pee Wee football. We all sucked.

two seasons later I switched my 
allegiance to the Washington redskins, 
seeing the increasing unlikelihood of 
convincing my family to make the 500 
mile trip to three rivers stadium. It 
was a tough decision seeing how the 
steelers had just won their fourth title.

If I remember correctly, I drafted 
a letter to my mother outlining the 
possibility of a fall family vacation to 
Washington d.c. my sales pitch cen-
tered around an “educational” trip 
whereby my sister and I would obtain 
vastly superior levels of knowledge hav-
ing visited the nation’s capital and the 
outlying monuments and museums. 
my plan was to have a cab driver swing 
us past rFK stadium where I would 
jump out of the cab and run into the 
stadium and hide until I was able to 
beg or convince a janitor to let me into 
the redskin’s locker room. Once there, 
I planned to immediately display my 

football prowess and sheer determi-
nation to redskin coach Joe Gibbs, 
who being utterly dismayed at both 
my knowledge of the game and savvy 
fortitude, would be compelled to offer 
me two tickets to an upcoming game 
of choice.

lucky for me the redskins were 
about to embark on a dynasty of their 
own. under Gibbs precise tutelage 
and behind “the Hogs,” the greatest 
offensive line in the history of the 
game, the maize and gold managed to 
win three super bowls in less than a 
decade, the first coming in the strike 
shortened 1982 season, when the skins 
ripped off six of seven wins on their 
way to defeating the miami dolphins 
in super bowl XVII.

the next came in 1987 when doug 
Williams, the only black quarterback 
to ever win a super bowl, engineered a 
42-10 rout of John elway’s broncos. the 
redskins set an nFl record by scoring 
five touchdowns in the second quarter; 
Williams completed 18 of 29 passes for 
340 yards, with four touchdown passes, 
and was named super bowl XXII mVP. 
most of those passes were caught by 
members of “the Posse,” the dynamic 
threesome consisting of my second 
hero, art monk, and Gary clark and 
ricky sanders. to this day they are the 
only three receiver combination to ever 
have 1000 yards each.

but it’s been a long time since 
1987. and neither my love of the game, 
nor another super bowl victory by my 
redskins—not even my affection for 
Feets—have prepared me for what I’m 
about to say. I’m thinking about giv-
ing up on football. thirty one years 
after it all began I’m considering doing 
away with my santana moss #89 jer-
sey, my 1983 nFc championship hat, 
my art monk 1989 topps card and my 
supper bowl XXII Official Program 
Guide. I’m considering tossing it all in 
the trash.

I’ll get into why in the next seg-
ment of my football evolution.

after the renovation and a couple 
weeks before WeG begins, eight racks 
holding a variety of lexington’s free 
print publications are moved to a sin-
gle spot, up a small rock-pocked dirt 
rise backing up to the backside of the 
courthouse, facing short street, at the 
northeast corner of the original tract. 
not even cheapside, more like east 
cheapside, in spitting distance of the 
historical marker the city put up five 
years ago acknowledging, finally, our 
former location’s place in the greater 
global slave trade. Previously, since the 
farmer’s market had opened there in 
the spring, either farmers or workers 
from the city had been dispersing all 
the racks to select and random spots 
across the back brow of the courthouse 
along short street.

North of Center was one of these 
racks moved to the new location, along 
with Ace, Chevy Chaser, Skirt, a couple 
jobs magazines and a healthy living 
magazine. there may have been more, I 
can’t recall. La Voz may have been there. 
the Herald-Leader remained, chained to 
a telephone pole across the sidewalk. 
the magazine racks were untouched 
during the entirety of WeG, at which 
point first the Chevy Chaser, then a 
jobs magazine and later North of Center, 
moved. they now huddle together 
against an electric box at the corner of 
short and upper, roughly a block away 
from cheapside the restaurant and the 
Fifth third Pavilion. In the post-WeG 
shakeup, Skirt and Ace have moved a bit 
closer, but not much, to higher ground, 
choosing like the rest a geographic 
safety in numbers.

at the time, I didn’t say much 
about the forced relocation up the 
dirt hill to make way for WeGers. I 
pretty much expected a move for our 
paper. Our two headlines during WeG, 
after all, paraphrased, read “boycott 
spotlight lexington sponsor coke” 
and “no WeG money for homeless: 

astronomical sums for fizzled Games.” 
lexington was sweeping its front porch, 
all right, and we were reporting the dust 
storm. I was just happy that we weren’t 
disappeared from cheapside altogether.

so don’t cry for us. but the city, not 
to mention we lexingtonians drawn to 
the area around cheapside, squandered 
an opportunity to showcase several 
“authentic” lexington communities. 
drawn to a central downtown meet-
ing space, they might have bumped 
into the Chevy Chaser and its history 
column and council person’s report, or 
perhaps the music calendar found in La 
Voz. they remain hidden, shunted to 
the side of the city’s most deep-seated 
public space, a display of multi-vocal 
lexington. taken collectively these free 
print papers, whose headlines remain in 
public view for 2 to 4 weeks at a time, 
generating untold unique hits a day, 
provide a map of area happenings, view-
points, concerns. to be sure, they are not 
replacements for more modern online 
journalism forms, but they remain 
our most public form of interaction, a 
necessary compliment to the speed of 
the internet. their headlines cannot be 
formatted to your needs, their slowness 
a call for discussion, often in public at 
public spaces of gathering.

at the long-term local level, 
print journalism remains a vital—and 
vibrant—enterprise. It is easy to shrug 
it off as a thing of the past, increas-
ingly irrelevant to our current plugged-
in daily lives. but let’s remember that 
such irrelevancy takes form, follows 
specific actions. a public university’s 
football stadium disallows the school 
paper to be distributed to appease the 
desires of a private corporation to com-
pletely manage information on game-
day. a public library removes a table 
bustling with free literature to clear 
things out. a reclaimed public square 
never considers providing an inte-
grated space for its free papers, most of 
which celebrate the city and its spaces, 
histories, and people.

Common Wealth Stadium (cont.)
continued from page 6


