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By Beth Connors-Manke

It seemed completely appropriate 
to interview ryan Koch, the executive 
director of seedleaf, on his front porch. 
Koch sat in a rocking chair; I took up 
the “grandpa glider” that Koch tells me 
is Amish-made.

Hospitable and relaxed, Koch asked 
me if I needed a drink as I stationed 
myself on the glider. Northerner that 
I am, I asked if the tea he offered was 
unsweetened. He said “no” in a nice 
way to my silly question, and I opted to 
remain drinkless during the interview. 
looking back now, the sweet tea might 
have helped, as vertigo set in later in the 
conversation.

We chatted amicably about some-
thing or other, but as soon as I slid in my 
first interview question, Koch was ready. 
“We’ve got 15 gardens, the furthest of 
which is a half-acre out at Coldstream. 
seven are market gardens; eight are 
community gardens.”

If you don’t already know that 
seedleaf runs community gardens 
around town, especially in formerly 
ignored plots of land on the northside, 
you must not leave your house or your 
car. Walk around the northside with 
your eyes open on a sunny day, and 
you’ll see strange things: scraggly lots 
(which probably only produced litter 
before) will suddenly have hand-made 
raised wooden boxes full of dirt. Walk 
by again in a few weeks and that dirt is 
sprouting something: vegetables. once 

your antennae are up, you’ll notice that 
these boxes multiply when you’re not 
looking. After you see the small ones, 
you’ll wonder why you hadn’t already 
noticed the bigger gardens, such as the 
london Ferrell Community Garden on 
Third street, near Elm Tree. 

seedleaf ’s official birth was in fall 
of 2007, when Koch incorporated it as a 
non-profit organization.  since then, the 
lexington community garden move-
ment has swelled with other garden-
ing outfits, neighborhood associations, 
schools, churches, and social service 
organizations planting things up.

By Don Pratt

Editor’s note: Following the February 
2011 weekend occupation of the governor’s 
office by Kentucky Rising activists, several 
Frankfort women organized a Sit-in for 
the Mountains (sitinforthemtns@gmail.
com). Nearly every Thursday, a small dedi-
cated group of volunteers gathered outside 
of the governor’s office to bear witness on 
behalf of the people, flora, fauna and/or 
land of Appalachian Kentucky. Local rab-
ble-rouser, former grocer, amateur sign-
maker and perennial candidate for local 
office Don Pratt began regularly attending 
these sit-ins. Below are sketch observa-
tions from time spent sitting outside the 
Governor’s office.

Staff
many of the capitol staff were sup-

portive, quietly or openly, from the 
very beginning. Caroline Taylor Webb, 
who deserves most of the credit for 
maintaining recruitment and sharing 
the ongoing sit-ins for the mountains, 
had worked there a few years ago, so the 
staff mostly welcomed us. spaulding 
Bakery donuts won over a few others 
who became first name acquaintances. 
I was usually able to generate some 
smiles when I began suggesting my 
state capital appearances were under-
taken while on work release or lunch 
break from little Caesars Pizza.

Legislators
When it comes to state legislators, 

louisville has far and away the best set 
of leaders from throughout the state. 
In total, I estimate that statewide there 
are about six very conscientious, bright, 
elected members. None are very success-
ful since the predominance of politicos 
and ownership of Kentucky is damnable.

lexington’s Kathy stein fits into 
this group of conscientious, extremely 
bright and capable leaders, though she 
was not one of the more friendly in 
passing every day. It may be personal 
as I have consistently challenged the 
CorrUPT, primarily Democratic, 
“liberal establishment” that dominates 
lexington, whom I sincerely judge to be 
socially progressive Dixiecrats owning 
better educations. But still, she is a good 
leader; I wish those male dominated, 
owned bodies would respect her.

Christmas at the capital
Thanks to Caroline, by the time the 

legislative session began this year, groups 
of kids, musical performers and religious 
groups had already spent time in front of 
the governor’s office.

Near Christmas-time, martin mudd 
arrived for a stint dressed up as santa 
Claus, his pillow stomach consistently 
sliding below his belt, to deliver switches 
and coal to the governor and other legis-
lative leaders. santa mudd brought with 
him an entourage of jolly elfs, academics 
and journalists. His witty, creative mind 
even wrote Christmas carols, which 
became an issue when our small group 
began singing them.

seems we needed a permit to sing in 
the building.

Caroline hustled off to do the 
paperwork while santa and his elves 
went off to the Capitol annex to deliver 
coal and switches to legislative offices. 
By the time they returned, I’d written 

It’s this swell, and the success of 
seedleaf as a non-profit, that have led to 
seedleaf Farms (read “farms” as a verb 
here). As Koch described it, seedleaf 
Farms is a foray into the for-profit side of 
growing food in urban spaces.

Economic vertigo
At this point in the conversation, 

two things happened. A neighbor boy 
hopped onto the porch. looking at me, 
but talking to Koch, he said, “What’s 
she doing here?” (Evidently, I was an 

A Creatives for Common Sense 
position paper

“The city now known as 
lexington, KY, is built of the dust 
of a dead metropolis.”

 —George Washington 
ranck, History of Lexington 

Kentucky: Its early annals 
and recent progress (1872)

The lexington brand is dead, 
its meaning long since blown on 
Entertainment and Bourbon dis-
tricts, rupp Arenas and Horse Parks. 
lexington is the home of land bar-
ons and great compromisers, slave 
markets and horse markets. Its pub-
lic statues enshrine regressive losers 
who, during a centuries-old civil 
war, skulked hardscrabble Bluegrass 
farmers out of meanness, and the 
preservation of slavery. Its signature 
sport team’s most signature sports 
moment (UK v. Texas Western) 
stands 40 years later as a defining 
symbol of the racist, defeated, loser 
all-white aspirations held by many 
in the country who fought viciously 
against the Civil rights movement.

In lexington today, middle-
Eastern sheikhs and poorly-dressed 
white Euro-trash trust fund adults 
make big equine deals so we can 
all blissfully watch tiny latinos 
ride million dollar horses around a 
track; pasty midwestern coal lords 
under-write the sinewy grandsires of 
black jockeys provided they can run 
up and down a basketball court to 
the cheers of 20,000 mostly white, 
mostly wealthy fans, in an arena 
named for no less a man than col-
lege basketball’s moral equivalent 
of Jefferson Davis (another “man 
of his times” who also, it turns out, 
has lexington ties). Brand-wise, the 
city’s image relies heavily on attract-
ing old crusty boring awkward white 
people, most with money, who get 
off garnishing themselves with just 
enough color for proper aesthetics.

Unfortunately, that shrinking 
demographic is highly-sought after 
and comes with expensive upkeep. 
maintaining the lexington image 
for them is costing us shit-tons 
of money.  lexington has chosen 
the worst time possible to pay for 
remaking itself as a city—at the 
height of a global urban develop-
ment boom. Here as in other places, 
urban land and nearby “unique” 
pastoral farmscapes carry the most 
costs and require the most capital 
to secure and develop. Thirty years 
ago, when lexington went subur-
ban-gentry, urban branding offered 
big returns. Few did it, so the act 
stood out. Now, everyone does it. 
By buying in late at the height of the 
city bubble, branding lexington as 
a world class city requires greater 
resources and offers lower (if any) 
rates of return.

Put plainly, not only is brand 
lexington culturally outdated and 
currently uber-expensive, it’s also a 
bad business investment: it returns 
very little on the very large public 
investment needed to feed it.

continued on page 10

Divest 
from brand 
Lexington
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Castlewood Events
Yoga in the Park: Beginning Saturday, June 2, there will be free 
outdoor yoga every Saturday in Castlewood Park. Meet in front 
of the Loudoun House at 8:30 A.M. We’ll be done in time for you 
to join the Bike Lexington ride at 10 A.M. All ages welcome. If 
you bring your pet, be prepared to tie it up away from the yogis.

Castlewood Neighborhood Association Potluck: Saturday, 
June 9, from 5-7 P.M. Castlewood neighbors will be having their 
Spring Potluck in the courtyard of the Loudoun House. Come 
along, bring a dish.

Melissa, 808 Cramer
Though melissa 
quickly agreed to 
sit in the brown 
velvet chair, it did 
not belong to her. 
It sat in the front 
yard of John, her 
neighbor across the 
street, in the midst 
of the flowers he 
grows each year, all 
of them native to 
Kentucky.

Image and text by 
Kurt Gohde and 
Kremena Todorova, 
Discarded project.

Occupying lost 
territory in art
By Clay Wainscott

Art in everyone’s hometown revolves 
around two constellations and they’re 
far apart. There’s the glamorous ponzi-
bubble of international brand name art, 
the latest trends trickling down through 
academic institutions with their inordi-
nate influence on art juried into non-
profit galleries and sanctified with state 
sponsored grants. By making novelty 
and sensation the most important aes-
thetic values both the sly marketeers 
and the tax supported, charity driven art 
industry can keep the general public at 
bay and out of their business.

on the other side is art’s blue collar 
class, the genre painters. They consider 
what people will buy in a geographic 
area and practice that. mediocre paint-
ers in Kentucky can make a living 
painting horses, or blowing palms and 
surf in Florida, cowboys and mountain 
vistas out west, and someone with a 
little more talent does well. It’s a safe 
and comfortable sort of art that people 
like to take home from their travels, 
and a good piece will remind them of 
where they’ve been for a long time, but 
it’s a made-to-sell product with little 
choice in subject and not much room 
for imagination.

Between the two is a vast desert 
rarely crossed, littered with tattered can-
vas, squeezed paint tubes, and haunted 
by withered aspirations. Artists who 

venture out there full of hope and com-
mitment come back different, as surly 
cooks in restaurants and craft fair 
nomads. still, this isn’t about them. It’s 
about reseeding and repopulating that 
area in the middle where most produc-
tive people think and live. The contem-
porary art in the national magazines is 
no more relevant to the lives of average 
people than the runway collections from 
the pages of Vogue, and emulating the 
latest thing is something only those 
in school have time for. At the other 
extreme, painting for an established 
regional market is something like fac-
tory work, producing a product to be 
used solely for decoration.

Just now there’s a budding new 
awareness of art and independent art-
ists in this region and the diversity they 
represent, and ordinary people have the 
opportunity to help establish careers in 
what had been arid territory with just 
a little bit of rain. It isn’t up to artists 
to reclaim the middle since some of 
them never left, but up to you and all 
your friends. Find out who makes art 
independently in central Kentucky and 
notice their work when you see it in per-
son. Genuine art movements begin with 
an awakening audience and just your 
attention can cause a sudden bloom-
ing after a long drought as original art 
begins to go up in ordinary houses.

Clay Wainscott is a local painter.

By Michael Dean Benton

Joseph Anthony is in the midst 
of a creative surge. In 2009, the 
Bluegrass Community and Technical 
College humanities professor authored 
Camden Blues, a short story collec-
tion put out by Wind Publishing. 
Earlier this year, old seventy Creek 
Press released his novel Pickering’s 
Mountain. later this year, Wind will 
release Bluegrass Funeral, a collection 
of short stories/novellas about Central 
Kentucky. Not bad for a college pro-
fessor with a 5-5 course load.

I had heard that Anthony’s most 
recent offering, Pickering’s Mountain, 
dealt with the issue of mountaintop 
removal in Eastern Kentucky, and so, 
with the Kentucky rising protests of 
June 1-3 in Frankfort coming up, it 
seemed this was a good time to read 
it.  I was rewarded in multiple ways: a 
rich, sensitive text, superb characters, 
and a keen eye for both the Eastern 
Kentucky landscape and the ethical 
complexities of the political issues that 
affect the communities that reside 
there.

The story begins with the decision 
of New Yorkers sam and margery to 
move their family to Eastern Kentucky 
for the promise of a newspaper job for 
sam.  on the move to the region, the 
couple are quickly lost and stranded. 
They end up on the stoop of Alma 
Pickering, estranged (in her mind 
divorced) wife of charismatic Baptist 
preacher Joshua Pickering.

Alma is a powerful matriarch, 
easily matching Joshua’s influence, if 
not outright overpowering him, lead-
ing to their fateful struggle over the 
future of their namesake mountain.  
Alma is not only estranged from her 
husband, but also from the hypocrisy 
of his church community.

While sam and margery are the 
narrators of the novel’s events, it is 
Alma who acts as the central force, 
or moral authority, of the novel.  
margery is faced with the struggle of 
raising her family in a new place, but 
this struggle is bolstered through her 
relationship with Alma Pickering who 
takes the family in.

At first, I wondered if we were 
going to travel down the well worn 
narrative road of squinty, uptight, 
smart-but-clueless, urban intellectu-
als, clashing with earthy, unrefined, 
uneducated-but-knowledgeable, 
country folk.  Anthony scratches the 
surface of this cliché, most tellingly in 
the depiction of sam, who embodies 
the insecurities of many literary and 
cinematic urban protagonists look-
ing for firm footing in the unfamiliar 
country.

However, Anthony avoids the 
easy path of stereotypical conflicts and 
instead draws us in through the con-
struction of complex characters.  The 
characterization of sam, who could 
have remained a cliché of the inef-
fectual urbanite, is deepened through 
his struggle to learn how to write for a 
small town newspaper.  Anthony uses 
sam’s newspaper reporting as a com-
mentary on political events and the 
way they are made sense of through 
editorials in the newspaper.  In par-
ticular, they give us a sense of how 
sam is struggling to make sense of the 
divisions within the community while 
learning to respect the people that live 
there. He senses what is being lost in 
the destruction of the mountains and 
wrestles with how to communicate 
this perceived loss without becoming 
one in a long line of negative outsider 
critics of Appalachian life.

Anthony, who has worked for 30+ 
years as a professor in the Humanities, 
brings this accumulated knowledge 
and experience to his depictions of this 
community.  like sam, he also moved 
from New York to teach in Eastern 
Kentucky when he was younger.  No 
doubt he is drawing upon insights, if 
not experiences, gained from that part 
of his life.

He has a sensitive eye that is able 
to draw out the complex qualities and 
perspectives of multiple characters.  A 
powerful scene that ignites the novel’s 
narrative fuse is in a town meeting at 
the community Baptist church over 
the AClU lawsuit in regards to the 
teaching of the Bible to public school 
students.  Instead of pushing a par-
ticular agenda here, Anthony instead 
demonstrates through the rhetorical 
force of the speakers at the meeting, 
various perspectives and why people 
can have valid, yet opposing positions, 
on important public policy issues.  
This scene covered 30 pages and I was 
riveted all the way up to the slow, but 
volcanic ending reveal.

Anthony also does a great job 
of portraying the struggles of local 
newspapers, where everyone knows 
everyone, in their duty to cover con-
troversial issues.  Everything must be 
considered for its likely communal 
impact and reporting is never a mat-
ter of “just say it, as it is.”  A major 
theme in the novel is that of motiva-
tion and intent.  This is powerfully 
brought to life through the actions of 
Alma’s sons Jimmy and mason, both 
angling, through lack of opportuni-
ties, for a job with the coal company 
that is destroying their homeland.  
like so many other political issues in 
this story, this one, too, leaves them 
divided in the results.

Review of
Pickering Mountain

McClanahan seeks funding
on June 1, lexington author Ed 

mcClanahan (The Natural Man, Famous 
People I Have Known, I Just Hitched 
In from the Coast, and other books) 
launched a 30-day Kickstarter campaign 
to fund the production and publication 
of spoken-word recordings of his read-
ings of several of his favorite stories. As 
with all Kickstarter projects, your sup-
port comes with good swag: from cur-
rent and rare first editions of his books, 
to o’rounds at lynagh’s, brunch at 
Alfalfas, and a day-trip to maysville.

The following is a description of 
one of the recording projects he hopes 
to fund:

The second [project is] a multi-disc reading 
of all three stories in A Congress of Wonders 
(Counterpoint 1996), the book I want to 
be represented by when I stand before that 
great literary panel in the sky. “Juanita 
and the Frog Prince,” “The Congress of 

Wonders,” and my personal all-time favor-
ite, the novella “Finch’s Song: A Schoolbus 
Tragedy”—incorporate all manner of 
improbable stuff, from witchcraft to clair-
voyance to metempsychosis (the transmi-
gration of souls) to spontaneous combus-
tion to a guy with two noses to ascension 
unto heaven on the wings of a million 
tiny birds. “Artfully told,” said Publishers 
Weekly, “these droll, neo-gothic fairy tales 
are richly embroidered with threads of 
alchemy—and love.” 

Visit edmcclanahan.com for more.
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“Today women are not fighting to gain rights so much as they are fighting 
to enforce and protect those rights.”

Pride Prom 2012

Urban Wildlife mural on N. Lime by artist Stevie Moore. Photo by Brian Connors-Manke.

continued on page 9

By Marc Blevins

lexington’s Gay-straight Alliance 
(GsA) for youth celebrated the end of 
the school year by hosting the sixth 
Annual Pride Prom on Friday, may 18, 
at the lexington Children’s Theater. The 
dance promoted tolerance and provided 
a place to celebrate for youth who are 
unable to go to a school-sponsored prom. 
Guests ranged from age 14 to 18 and 
traveled from various counties around 
Kentucky. Two dozen parents, teachers, 
allies and GsA adult advisers chaper-
oned the event, which raised money for 
the parent group of the GsA, the Gay 
and lesbian services organization.

“Pride Prom is wonderful,” said 
Glso President Aaron Baker. “I wish 
there was something like this when I 
was their age. These kids can come with 
whomever they please and have a night 
to remember.”

The three-hour, “off To Neverland” 
themed event included a DJ, light 
refreshments, and a professional photog-
rapher. While school-sponsored proms 

require formal dress that conforms to 
gender identities, Pride Prom encourages 
guests to attend however they feel com-
fortable. some guests wore costumes, 
while others wore tuxedos or dresses.

“Finally, I can dress as Peter Pan 
without being questioned,” a 15-year-old 
girl from Henry Clay High school said.

The easygoing and welcoming 
atmosphere has drawn positive atten-
tion from the guests. Posts on the prom’s 
facebook page ranged from “The best 
prom I have ever been to,” to “I’ve never 
had more fun.” lexington GsA Director 
mary Crone said attendance has grown 
steadily over the years. The prom began 
in 2007 with 40 guests. “This year,” 
Crone said, “we saw about 130 people 
at the event.”

much of Pride Prom’s growth owes 
to GsA’s regional connections. Dances 
where students can bring same-sex dates 
or dress in non-gender conforming attire 
do not exist for many counties outside 
of Fayette.  This year’s prom-goers and 
chaperones traveled in from various 
counties around Kentucky.

Wildlife murals on N. Limestone
NoC News 

regular travelers of N. limestone 
may have noticed the new set of 
murals across from luigart studio 
& Gallery at 745 North limestone 
street. Unveiled on Tuesday, may 29, 
the mural series depicts the wildlife of 
the neighborhood.

Entitled Urban Wildlife, “the 
series of four, large-scale digital paint-
ings and an educational panel were 
created by lexington artist stevie 
moore in collaboration with project 
facilitator, sarah Campbell. The work 
aims to educate the community about 
wildlife that exists within the city 
environment as well as actions citizens 
can take to create a safe and welcom-
ing urban wildlife environment,” said 
a press release about the project. 

At the unveiling were mayor Jim 
Gray, Councilmember steve Kay, N. 
limestone Neighborhood Association 
President marty Clifford, stevie moore, 
sarah Campbell, and Clay smitson of 
Kentucky Fish and Wildlife.

smitson reminded the audience 
that many species make the city their 
home. The settling of small mammals 
in urban environs has also brought 
their predators, including owls and 
hawks. smitson emphasized that this 
has been a natural occurrence and that 
“we can have more [wildlife] around 
here” if residents make their properties 
more flora and fauna friendly.

smitson gave three examples of 
measures residents can take to make 
a welcoming environment for urban 
wildlife: creating nesting boxes for 
desired bird species; leaving bird feed-
ers out year-round; and reducing foot-
age of grass and avoiding lawn chemi-
cals. In place of grass, plant bushes and 
native wildflowers that create a better 
habitat for butterflies and humming-
birds. In terms of lawn care, chemicals 

tend to kill clover, which pollinators 
need. smitson emphasized that we need 
pollinators to help with food production 
for humans.

The promotional material for the 
mural series includes other educational 
facts. For instance, opossums have an 
important urban function: they eat 
“fallen fruit, litter, and even road kill.” 
(secure your garbage cans, and they’ll 
be discouraged from scavenging in 
your Herbie.) Brown bats “can eat up to 
600 mosquitos in an hour [and] these 
small, nocturnal mammals help control 
insects, protecting humans from dis-
eases like West Nile Virus.”

Urban Wildlife complements Made 
You Look!, another public art project 

“[T]his event is multi-school, so you 
have kids from all over Kentucky meet-
ing and socializing here and realizing 
they’re not alone,” said prom chaperon 
Todd Cornett. “I went to high school 
in Garrard County and we weren’t even 
allowed to start a diversity club. I would 
have loved going to lexington GsA.”

Thinking regional comes naturally 
to GsA. For 11 years, its mission has 
been to create a safe environment for gay, 
lesbian, bisexual, transgender, straight, 
and questioning youth to meet, social-
ize and support one another. Events like 
Pride Prom provide opportunities for 
teens across Kentucky to connect and 
provide support to one another.

And it’s working. Crone recalls her 
first meeting at the group’s Walton street 
Pride Center. It was February 2001, the 
Pride Center was only half-finished. 
“We had 3 youths at two meetings in 
February 2001,” Crone recalled of the 
first GsA meeting. “There was saw-
ing and hammering in the larger room 
but that didn’t drown out the excited 
conversation.”

since then, the group has grown. 
There are now five adult advisors to 
greet and plan weekly meetings with 
about 10 dedicated teens. During breaks 
in school, more teens tend to show up. 
members have branched out and started 
Gay-straight Alliances in lexington 
high schools.

The two hour meetings are laid 
back and generally involve discussion, 
snacks, and games. They’re also not 
exclusively gay. Those who come are 
not asked to label themselves and can 
identify however they please. “straight 
teens come to support gay family mem-
bers or gay friends,” Crone said. “some 
feel themselves different from the dom-
inant culture and feel at home with 
other youth experiencing those same 
feelings,”

“most of all, everyone comes to have 
fun.”

The Lexington GSA meets Tuesday at 7 pm 
at the GLSO pride center on 389 Waller 
Ave. More information can be found at 
www.lexgsa.org.

supported by the EcoArt Grant pro-
gram. In 2010, Blake Eames and 
Claudia michler began painting storm 
sewer drains around downtown, neigh-
borhoods near UK, and the near north 
side. The goal of their project was to 
educate lexingtonians about our city’s 
storm sewer problem.

Both Urban Wildlife and Made You 
Look! remind northsiders that we live in 
a habitat that is a delicate and necessary 
dance between humans, wildlife, and 
the land. These ecoart projects ask us to 
be conscious about making our urban 
home hospitable and healthy for our-
selves and for the life around us.

Urban Wildlife kicks off a more 
extended public art project organized 

by the N. limestone Neighborhood 
Association. The group plans to install 
panels along the industrial fencing 
that skirts KU’s property. Grateful for 
KU’s involvement, the neighborhood 
association has announced that it 
hopes “to install at least 15 additional 
panels at this location and rotate 
artwork within the permanent steel 
frames.

Future exhibits will celebrate local 
history and explore community val-
ues and concerns. NlNA is currently 
seeking grants, sponsors, and dona-
tions to support the continuation of 
the project.”

more information about this proj-
ect can be found at www.northlime.org.

Combating the war on women
By Cannon-Marie Green Milby 
and Beth Connors-Manke

on April 28, 2012, Kentucky 
Protest Against the War on Women held 
a rally in front of the Fayette County 
Circuit Court.

“We are all aware of the draco-
nian laws being introduced and often 
passed in many GoP run states,” the 
group said on its Facebook event page. 
“Now this war on women has reached 
our Congress. We represent the majority 
in this Country and need to make our 
voices heard.”

The protest was part of a nationwide 

event sponsored by UniteWomen.org 
, a grassroots organization created in 
February 2012 by Karen Teegarden and 
Desiree Jordan. The mission of Unite 
Women is to help defend women’s rights 
and pursuit of equality. The organiza-
tion takes a two-pronged approach: 
‘main street UsA,’ a public outreach 
campaign, and ‘legislative Action,’ a 
targeted campaign. local protests on 
April 28, like the one in lexington, set 
their own agendas and picked key issues.

The Kentucky protestors raised 
the issues of domestic violence, rape, 
reproductive freedom, and abortion. 
Demonstrators thrust coat hangers in 

the air, shouting “we won’t go back,” 
and carried signs saying “reproductive 
freedom is a human right,” “keep your 
mitt(s) off my birth control,” and “[w]e 
are the 53%.”

The playbook of the women’s move-
ment is considerably the same as it was 
in the 1960s. Feminists who stood 
on the frontlines of the fight for equal 
rights, equal pay, and reproductive free-
dom still reference the fear and reasons 
for the fight in the 1960s. Though the 
level to which women have won free-
doms and protection can be debated, 
women did get freedoms and protection. 
Today, however, women are not fighting 

to gain rights so much as they are fight-
ing to enforce and protect those rights.

Chipping away
No wonder women want to pro-

test. The first half of 2012 has been 
rife with examples of a volatile political 
atmosphere trying to chip away at the 
respect, dignity, and rights of American 
women. Despite the passage of the 
lilly ledbetter Fair Pay Act in 2009, 
women still do not earn equal pay for 
equal work. In February, Virginia tried 
to pass a law that would require women 
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By Andrew Battista

The 2011-12 academic cycle is over, 
and many at the University of Kentucky 
will remember the year primarily as the 
“season of the unibrow,” a long odyssey 
that culminated when the Wildcats won 
their eighth NCAA men’s basketball 
championship.

of course, the bygone academic 
calendar also doubles as the “year of the 
protestor,” a period in which activists 
gathered en masse to beat drums, camp 
out in tents, and occupy the chasm 
between the fantasy of justice and the 
reality of global economic imperialism. 
Time Magazine did actually name “the 
protestor” as the Person of the Year in 
2011, an honor, Kurt Anderson explains, 
meant to recognize citizens who “share 
a belief that their countries’ political 
systems and economies have grown dys-
functional and corrupt—sham democ-
racies rigged to favor the rich and pow-
erful and prevent significant change.” 

As the aura of UK’s national cham-
pionship begins to fade, I want to make 
a connection between the sports we fol-
low, the universities that sponsor them, 
and the education they facilitate. What 
will be the takeaway memory about UK 
for students and alums this year: basket-
ball or engaged citizenship? Could it be 
that college sports actually undermine 
the mission of our universities to impart 
a critical thinking that would sustain a 
just democracy?

Two occupations
The only thing the recent UK bas-

ketball season shares in common with 
the occupy movement is that it began 
with people taking to the streets and 
ended with riot squad police officers 
imposing their will on others.

In october, hundreds camped 
out on the parking lots and patches of 
grass surrounding memorial Coliseum 
because they wanted tickets to a basket-
ball practice. students sacrificed valuable 
sleep (not to mention study time) and 
Kentucky’s working class stalwarts for-
feited vacation hours and brought their 
kids to live primitively along the Avenue 
of Champions for weeks at a time. one 
guy, who everyone calls “Wildcat rick,” 
has been the first camper to claim a space 
for each of the past ten years. He acts as 
a kind of community assembly leader, a 
coordinator of the communication that 
happens among the tent city denizens. 

What citizens does college sports produce?
In his spare time, rick moderates a web 
forum called “Wildcat Nation,” which, 
like Big Blue madness campout, is a 
meeting place where fans unite under 
the auspice of a shared identity, their 
citizenship in the Big Blue Nation.

meanwhile, during the same stretch 
of time last october, hundreds of actual 
protestors in lexington gathered at the 
JP morgan Chase Bank Plaza on main 
street to join in a growing tide of dis-
content with income inequality and 
hawkish greed around the world. Their 
mere presence in the downtown bank-
ing district called attention to the fail-
ings of a global economy that is based 
upon the exploitation of human labor. 
This was the first time in decades that 
people got pissed enough to occupy a 
public space peacefully, yet resolutely, 
for any length of time. John Calipari did 
not order pizza for any of the lexington 
occupiers, yet they stayed until January 
24, when the lexington police dis-
banded the settlement.

Fast-forward from those chilly 
october evenings to the nights in late-
march, when thousands of students and 
fans assembled in the state street student 
ghetto and burned furniture, destroyed 
cars, and assaulted passersby. The nadir 
of the Final Four victory celebration 
occurred when a pack of drunken UK 
loyalists beat up a man who was expe-
riencing homelessness. The man stag-
gered into Christ Church Cathedral the 
next morning, having been bloodied and 
bruised. He said fans beat him up just 
because he had asked for a cigarette. “We 
can do a better job,” said the pastor of 
Christ Church. In the wake of the cele-
bration riots, UK President Eli Capiluoto 
chided students via e mail to “be safe, 
be respectful, and don’t be stupid.” 
Nevertheless, we heard about a string of 
violent incidents after the Wildcats won 
the championship two days later, includ-
ing a shooting and other instances of 
senseless property damage.

The raucous displays of UK stu-
dents, alums, and admirers had no polit-
ical meaning and no intended agenda. 
They weren’t meant to question any eco-
nomic inequities; they were just puerile 
acts of exuberant fandom, exercises of a 
passion that can only be roused by a bas-
ketball team.

College sports debase civil society
There’s no doubt that college sports 

undermine the purpose of a university 

education. The juxtaposition between these 
two street occupations—Chase Bank Plaza 
and Zucotti Park on the one hand and 
memorial Coliseum and state street on the 
other—has convinced me that the terms of 
the discussion about college athletics and 
corruption need to change.

There are literally hundreds of arti-
cles and books describing the layers of 
corruption that drive big-time collegiate 
athletics programs. one of the latest is 
Taylor Branch’s “The shame of College 
sports,” which ran in the November 
2011 issue of The Atlantic. Branch lists 
a familiar catalogue of college sports 
sins: the NCAA extracts billions of 
dollars from institutions that flourish 
on the backs of the unpaid “student” 
athletes. Boosters funnel cars and cash 
into athletic department backchannels, 
even as they hypocritically pay lip-ser-
vice to the myth of amateurism and the 
classical ideal of Mens sana in corpore 
sano (a sound mind in a sound body). 
meanwhile, coaches grandstand for 
local car dealerships and rake in salaries 
that exceed the entire operating budgets 
of most university departments. What 
to do about all of this corruption? Pay 
the athletes? Place limits on television 
contracts and apparel endorsements?

As incendiary as Branch’s article is, 
the question is not, “what can we do to 
clean up college sports,” but rather, “what 
kind of citizen does college sports pro-
duce?” After watching students organize 
a protest when the Penn state University 
board of trustees relieved Joe Paterno of 
his job, I wonder why a fallen football 
coach can motivate solidarity among stu-
dents when so many other social problems 
worthy of our attention exist. As corrupt 
as college athletics is, I would contend 
that the greatest shame associated with 
it is that it corrupts the university mis-
sion to educate people who care about the 
basic human rights of all people.

of course, the question of what kind 
of citizens college sports produce is part 
and parcel of an even larger discussion 
about the role of education in a democ-
racy. What kind of citizens are colleges 
preparing? Do people even see college 
as a preface to life in a civic democ-
racy anymore? College sports engender 
attitudes toward education and life in 
society that controvert the ostensible 
purpose of the college experience: to 
learn and grow into engaged, informed 
citizens. Instead, college sports neutral-
ize the potential for students to be active 

citizens and prepare them to be lifelong 
boosters of a brand.

According to Noam Chomsky, sports 
are a cog in the machine that facilitates the 
acquiescence of the American populace. 
He suggested in an interview that sports, 
like religion, is an opiate of the masses. 
“[I]n our society, we have things that you 
might use your intelligence on, like poli-
tics, but people really can’t get involved 
in them in a very serious way,” Chomsky 
said, “so what they do is turn to sports,” 
which “keeps them from getting involved 
with things that really matter.”

Chomsky is talking about profes-
sional sports in this interview, but the 
connection to college athletics is even 
more salient, I believe. College sports are 
just one among many developments in 
today’s corporate university structure that 
has led to the decoupling of education 
from the life and practice of democracy. 
Unimaginative curricula, standardized 
tests, inflated grades, online factory farm 
assessment, and administrative bloat col-
lectively are symptomatic of a university 
system that no longer exists to train stu-
dents to be critical thinkers who can enter 
life in a public sphere, where each person 
is bound together by a social contract.

Worse is the notion that the pri-
mary goal of college is to prepare work-
ers for a global knowledge economy, as 
if the only thing that matters about an 
education is how much money you can 
make once you complete it. many par-
ents today have no problem leveraging 
hundreds of thousands of dollars of debt 
so their students can attend college, yet 
they discourage their children from pur-
suing a course of study that doesn’t have 
a high payoff in terms of earning poten-
tial. over time in higher education, the 
tenets of learning, critical thinking, and 
engaged citizenship have eroded.

I was intrigued by Wendell Berry’s 
remarks at the recent commencement 
ceremony at Bellarmine University. 
Berry, one of the most famous and well-
accomplished professors ever to teach at 
the University of Kentucky, rehashed 
a familiar story about the decline and 
fall of higher education. Even though 
we are obsessed with education as an 
American society, Berry argues, we are 
doing nothing more than “promoting 
a debased commodity, paid for by the 
people, sanctioned by the government, 
for the benefit of the corporations.” This 

“Do people even see college as a preface
to life in a civic democracy anymore?”

What we’d do: $2.5 million from LFUCG
Editor’s note: With public money now 
starting to pour into the Rupp Arena 
Opportunity Zone, NoC decided to start 
a series called, “What we’d do.” In the 
series, we will take the money earmarked 
for Rupp, and in most cases any stipula-
tions applied to that money, and develop 
alternate plans for re-directing it into 
more socially, environmentally and eco-
nomically beneficial projects. Total costs 
for Rupp Zone development range between 
$600 million and $1 billion.

In order to receive the $2.5 million 
in state economic development funds 
earmarked for rupp Zone, residents of 
lexington-Fayette Urban County must 
generate a matching $2.5 million in 
funds from the upcoming local budget. 
reports indicate that city leaders plan to 
bond (borrow) half of this amount, $1.25 
million, and then to re-direct $1.25 mil-
lion of county-wide funds from a vari-
ety of agencies into a pool of money to 
be used specifically for the rupp Zone. 
Here it is in mathematic form:

City rupp Zone money=$1.25 mil-
lion bond+ $1.25 million in redirected 
funds=$5 million≈.5% of total fundrais-
ing needs.

The $350,000 privately-funded 
rupp Arena Arts and Entertainment 
Task Force report states that the first 
$5 million of public funds should be 
directed toward the following: admin-
istration, program manager, economic/
financing studies, arts facility feasibility, 

site survey/environmental, design/engi-
neering, and land acquisition. so the 
city’s $2.5 million contribution nets 
one-half of the above pre-construction 
planning, design and start-up costs.

Here’s what we’d do: 
The city’s $1.25 million bond will 

pay 4 years of salaries and other labor 
costs for the equivalent of 6 full-time 
positions (at least 3 having to be full-
time) with average full-time annual pay 
of $40,000. Half of these positions will 
go to seedleaf with the directive that they 
design and implement the farming of our 
diverse county parks. They will be armed 
with $500,000 to purchase supplies, set 
up infrastructure, and farm gardens at at-
least 4 parks throughout the county.

The remaining three full-time-
equivalent positions will cluster around 
the commercial aspects of distributing 
the product grown from our county 
fields. This entrepreneurial focus will 
receive the entirety of the $1.25 million 
generated by re-directing city funds. 
Nearly all of this money will go into 
the creation and support of 4 weekly 
commercial markets anchored at public 
parks located throughout the county.

Parks and rec will redirect 
$300,000 to create basic infrastructure 
and complementary park-“showcase” 
activities for the 4 markets. This park 
infrastructure money will be partially 
matched by $100,000 in sewer funds 
to provide basic, and creatively cheap, 

water infrastructure at gar-
dens and markets.

lexTran will re-direct 
$300,000 to help create 
and sustain special market-
day free bus-routes that 
run to the parks, making 
stops at several designated 
commercial areas through-
out the county. lexington 
Convention and Visitor’s 
Bureau funds will route into 
helping pay transportation 
costs ($100,000), and it will 
provide local/regional tour-
ism money to develop both 
market and garden sites 
($100,000). $400,000 from 
Commercelex will include 
money for ensuring minor-
ity and neighborhood access 
to selling at markets ($100,000), mar-
keting of FUC Proud stands and farms 
specifically to county and regional resi-
dents ($100,000), outreach to established 
area farms and food trucks for partici-
pation at markets ($50,000), musician 
pay ($50,000), and WIC start-up costs 
and low-income subsidies (100,00). Any 
remaining re-directed costs will come from 
a variety of social services, and will feed 
directly into paid job training in urban 
farming (from production to sales) to a 
variety of youth, homeless, low-income, 
single mothers and others in hard times.

This $2.5 million in proposed local 
public funding will create at least 6 

full-time and as many as 20 part-time jobs. 
It will help expand free public transporta-
tion to public park grounds throughout 
the county and allow lexTran to experi-
ment with a number of new bus routes (as 
they’ve done with ColT Trolley). It will 
help stimulate a new market of bus-riding 
tourists (us). By providing a public base, 
resource hub, and market entry access for a 
variety of types of area farmers, this money 
will create an infrastructure for developing 
a regional food market. most importantly, 
it will create 4 new locations for people 
to access local food, build community 
empowerment, and experience the eclectic 
spectacles of county life at the park.

continued on page 10
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“Frankly, it is sad to see the sincere efforts of citizens, and a few paid lobby-
ists, who come to sessions thinking they can and or will make a difference.”

Governor’s office (cont.)
continued from page 1

an anti mountaintop removal version of 
“o Holy Night,” Caroline had returned 
with a singing permit in hand, and the 
incredibly beautiful voice of Jane Harrod 
had arrived to sing our o Holy Night.

The legislative session
When the legislative session 

began this January, the sit in for the 
mountains group, though just a few of 
us by this time, tried to maintain a daily 
presence on Tuesdays, Wednesdays, and 
Thursdays. The legislature hardly met on 
mondays or Fridays except to call roll 
and immediately adjourn. The shorter 
workweeks made travel home easier for 
some living longer distances away, but 
still, during session when they showed 
up for three days of work, legislators got 
paid seven days a week, with pay and 
expanses coming out to over $300 per 
day.

some legislators claim to use their 
“down time” to work on bills or attend 
committee meetings, which is a ridicu-
lous claim. Go watch some of the com-
mittee hearings where bills are discussed. 
some vital information may actually be 
heard, but quality and productivity out 
of committees is mostly lacking.  In 
truth, committees don’t matter much. 
Too many of the state’s decisions are 
being made by too few, at other places, 
and during times before or after com-
mittees take place. Frankly, it is sad to 
see the sincere efforts of citizens, and a 
few paid lobbyists, who come to sessions 
thinking they can and or will make a 
difference.

Signs
After this year’s I love mountains 

Day, the sit-In soon became nothing but 
my own appearance, but by this time 
I had discovered a way to make issues 
noticeable. I hung around outside the 
cafeteria between 11:30 and 1:30. Then 
from 1:30 to 2:15 when legislators move 
to their capitol chambers, I set up at the 
end of the tunnel between the Capital 
Annex and Capital buildings. on sunny 
days when legislative members took the 
shorter outdoor route between build-
ings, I stood inside the capital back door.

many legislators passed by. I started 
making signs.

one was a sit-In woman’s small 
but profound sign, which I turned into 
a 2 & 1/2 by 4 foot sign. on one half 
was a large photo of “made by God” 
mountains with a dove carrying an 
olive branch; on the other half, a huge 

flat mountain scar, a small skull and 
crossbones and large print “??Kentucky 
Proud??” The size and message drew lots 
of attention from those I knew, some I 
didn’t know, and even from lobbyists 
glad-handing as many people as they 
could.

one visitor offered a “Topless 
mountains are obscene” bumper 
sticker.

I turned Joel Pett’s international 
Climate summit cartoon into a second 
2 1/2 by 4 foot visual for passersby. The 
cartoon was of a man in the audience at 
the summit saying, “What if it’s a big 
hoax and we create a better world for 
nothing?” A few stopped to read Joel’s 
cartoon and compliment his work, but 
I got more comments and compliments 
from any number of different small signs 
I created daily to stimulate minds and 
challenge readers.

Two of those small signs followed 
the day the Newport Aquarium cel-
ebrated their 40th(?) anniversary by 
bringing a penguin to both chambers. 
The penguin took a dump just below 
senate President David Williams’ feet, 
and it became national humor quickly. 
my sign the next day read “Penguins 
only leave a little on the senate floor.”

A few understood but many more 
enjoyed the next day’s sign: “Penguin 
for state Bird!” representative melvin 
Henley smiled and commented fre-
quently about this sign. He took it with 
him the last week of regular session, pos-
sibly to his Florida retirement?

representative reginald meeks 
took a different great sign: “Politicians 
think of the next election. statesmen 
think of the next generation.”

Exchanges
What became scary after the first 

few days outside the cafeteria and the 
halls was legislators calling me by name. 
most of these were people I did not 
know nor had I met.

Early on one Hazard legislator 
accompanying my representative ruth 
Ann Palumbo tried to tell me I knew 
nothing about the mountains and asked 
me where I was from. I loudly responded 
to him as he walked down the hall that 
I was born in Hazard, his town, but was 
from Hindman settlement school about 
25 miles away. He quieted as I tried to tell 
him before he got on the elevator of my 
time spent working in opposition to broad 
form deeds, against the old strip mining 
of mountains (replaced by mTr due to a 
loophole in the law), and for black lung 
benefits and coal miners’ rights.

There must have been a “whisper 
campaign” going on between these leg-
islators, who for the most part became 
amazingly friendly. This did not include 
much of the lexington delegation, 
though each was friendly at times.

Two memorable, but negative, 
exchanges occurred.

The first exchange was by two regu-
larly attending, anti-abortion Catholics 
who stopped to convince me my pro-
choice beliefs were wrong. After inquir-
ing and finding that I was agnostic, they 
quickly objected to my using “made by 
God” in my Kentucky Proud sign. Not 
wanting to be hypocritical, I covered 
over “God” and wrote “???”, which may 
not have pleased them either.

The second was representative Jeff 
Greer’s objection to my small new sign, 
“Tornadoes and mTr are much alike.” 
Greer is chair of the House Banking and 
Insurance committee and reputed to be 
a big supporter of Pay Day lenders. He 
wasn’t friendly after that, but mANY 
legislators complimented, smiled and/or 
conversed often on other days.

Governor Beshear stopped to shake 
hands and say hello after testifying in 
the annex one day, and House speaker 
Greg stumbo tried to defend mTr as 
he rushed by, catching as much verbal 
exchange as I could get out.

one of the most surprising was 
senate President David Williams. David 
had passed often with no response to 
my greeting him, staff and his security 
detail. mostly, he just rushed by. But 
on the final day of the special session 
he passed, turned around, stuck out his 
hand to shake mine and sincerely said, 

“I want to compliment you on your 
diligence.”

A little shock kept me from being 
clear about my words criticizing the late 
hour state budget funding to the hallu-
cinatory (NoT VIsIoNArY) ideas for 
a lexington “entertainment district.” 
There’s always next session.

NOT ENOUGH, I admit!
I know there is effect—though not 

enough—with what I do. So I will con-
tinue to sit in on Thursday outside the gov-
ernor’s office as often as I can until next 
session. I will return over and over and 
hope to see others join me regularly. And I 
will continue to offer small suggestions for 
doing things NOW. —Don Pratt

Pratt Platform for Change NOW:
—A statue of Kentucky’s most 

famous citizen to the world should be 
placed inside the capital rotunda NoW! 
That person is muhammad Ali, who 
would then become the first African 
American to have a statue in the state 
building. Kentucky’s state government 
could honor him for the world to see, 
and this should be done while he is living

—A statue of madeline mcDowell 
Breckinridge should also join her rela-
tives, Henry Clay and Dr. Ephrin 
mcDowell, in the rotunda, as should 
one of Kentucky’s first female governor, 
martha lane Collins, in the hall next to 
Happy Chandler.

—many pregnant employees pass-
ing at the capital gave notice that no 
day care facility was on premises for pre-
school children of employees working 
there. Why not?

Seedleaf (cont.)
continued from page 1

interloper in his domain. When I asked 
the boy the same question, he didn’t 
answer.)

second, I entered the time-space 
portal where everything is backwards 
called “seedleaf Capitalism.” Here’s how 
it works: Koch starts gardening with 
his faith community, Communality. 
That turns out fine, so he starts a non-
profit. Then, the non-profit ends up with 
“piles of money,” so seedleaf invests in 
seedleaf Farms in order to perhaps “lose 
some money.” If you’re thinking like a 
regular, I-was-born-in-the-U.s.-and-
watch-cable-news capitalist, you won’t 
get seedleaf Capitalism; in fact, you’ll 
automatically misunderstand it. I was 
disoriented, too, so let me help you with 
it.

Koch wanted to start seedleaf Farms 
for several reasons. seedleaf, which 
includes Koch and a team of seedleafers, 
including Jeremy Porter who is a large 
force in the farms venture, wanted to 
“experiment in what urban micro-farms 
can and should do.” Also, Koch wanted 
to “get out ahead of the sEEDs kids.”

started by Jodie Koch, ryan’s 
wife, sEEDs (service Education and 
Entrepreneurship in Downtown spaces) 
is a youth program for fifth to eighth 
graders who live in lexington areas con-
sidered “food deserts.” Hoping to get 
youth interested in the need for healthy 

fresh food, participants grow and sell 
fresh produce in the city.

“Getting out ahead of the sEEDs 
kids” means helping foster a strong urban 
economy in local (real local, like in the 
lot next door) fresh fruits and vegetables. 
In this economy, the sEEDs kids would 
have a future place as growers, market-
ers, and distributors of food. Will any of 
them become millionaires plying their 
kale and collards? Probably not, but 
remember, this is the inverse universe of 
seedleaf Capitalism, in which meaning-
ful work, community, and healthy food 
are the standards of a good life.

Abundance
Which brings us back to the “piles 

of money” seedleaf has. I wondered 
aloud about how a non-profit dur-
ing the Great recession ends up in the 
black. “People have been very generous 
to seedleaf. They like our story.” And, 
seedleaf ’s overhead is very low; money 
goes mostly into programs, said Koch.

Although disoriented by the para-
doxical workings of seedleaf Capitalism, 
in which an economy is made for people 
(kids, no less!), not people for an econ-
omy, I was still clear-sighted enough 
to be suspicious of Koch’s definition of 
“piles of money.” let’s just say, I don’t 
think Donald Trump and ryan Koch 
use the same quantitative measures 
when assessing their respective “piles of 
money.” Close observation has led me Raised beds that have sprung up on Bryan Avenue. Photo by Brian Connors-Manke.

to believe that Koch is convinced that 
he lives in a world of abundance, rather 
than scarcity, which can make a hand-
ful of scallions or kohlrabi seem like a 
jackpot. In that same scenario, too much 
kohlrabi isn’t a good thing either—it 
must be given away so that it doesn’t go 
to waste.

(All that being said, when I asked 
Koch if I could look in his office closet 
for the pile of money, he said “no.”)

so, seedleaf is prepared to lose 
some money as it experiments with 
what it calls “a decentralized, multi-site 
urban farm.” This seedleaf project is an 

online store from which fresh produce, 
live plants, and seeds can be ordered. 
right now, InFeed seeds and Watershed 
Farm are partners in the seedleaf Farms 
enterprise.

“Decentralized” caught my ear, so 
I asked Koch about that, and then we 
went back down the seedleaf Capitalism 
rabbit hole…

Generally, orders for a basket from 
seedleaf Farms can be made online 
Friday-Wednesday. market day, held at 
Third street stuff, is Thursday from 4 
P.m. to 5: 30 P.m. Visit www.seedleaf.
org for more information.

Another memorable Don Pratt sign. Photo from Pratt collection.
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ALEC in Kentucky
By John Hennen

First, some good news. Kentucky 
Public radio-Frankfort reported on 
may 18 that four Democratic Kentucky 
legislators  (sens. ray Jones, KY 31; 
Denise Harper Angel, KY 35; Tim 
shaughnessy, KY 19; and Kathy stein, 
KY 13) had broken with the American 
legislative Exchange Council (AlEC), 
a conservative network of national and 
state legislators associated with the 
attacks against public sector unions in 
Wisconsin, Indiana, ohio, michigan, 
New Jersey, Florida, and other states.

Now, some bad news. Nearly forty 
additional Kentucky lawgivers from 
both parties are still associated with 
AlEC, including representative mike 
Harmon (r-54) and senator Tom 
Buford (r-22), identified by AlEC as 
Kentucky state chairmen. And, accord-
ing to a Louisville Courant blog post 
Kentucky senate leader David Williams 
was chosen AlEC’s “legislator of the 
Year” for 2011.

The four Democratic Kentuckians’ 
exodus followed soon after several of 
AlEC’s major corporate sponsors, 
including Coca Cola, Pepsi, Kraft, 
and macDonald’s, severed ties with 
the group. The scurrying away was 
prompted by public exposure of AlEC’s 
role in drafting the legislative tem-
plates for such controversial measures 
as Florida’s (and several other states’) 
“stand Your Ground” law, which effec-
tively condones homicide in the name 
of individual liberty, and in drafting a 
wave of anti-democratic voter identifi-
cation laws, which civil rights activists 
claim are attempts to deny voting rights 
to the poor and minorities. some of 
AlEC’s corporate donors, responding 
to the blowback against the “stand Your 
Ground” killing of Trayvon martin in 
Florida by a gun-toting neighborhood 
vigilante, decided that promoting the 
shooting of young black people in hood-
ies and denying their families access to 
the ballot was probably not good for 
business.

Facing the prospect of seeing its 
allowance cut off by its corporate sugar 
Daddies, AlEC retreated from its 
“social agenda” and announced on April 
17 that it was “redoubling our efforts on 
the economic front, a priority that has 
been the hallmark of our organization 
for decades…To that end, our legislative 
board last week unanimously agreed to 
further our work on policies that will 
help spur innovation and competitive-
ness across the country.” (Press release, 
available at AlEC.org).

In other words, AlEC is return-
ing to its first principles: demonizing 
public employees, busting unions with 
right-to-Work laws, privatizing public 
education, and rolling back environ-
mental regulations—all undertaken, of 
course, to advance the cause of personal 
freedom.

ALEC’s great American premise
Founded in 1975 as the American 

Conservative Union, AlEC operates on 
the great American premise that any-
thing can be bought, including the law. 
In the late nineteenth-century Gilded 
Age, railroad corporations routinely 
bought off legislators with envelopes 
stuffed with cash, free passes on their 
lines, and legal business for the many 
state solons who practiced law. Wined 
and dined by powerful business tycoons, 
state lawmakers could see the logic in 
passing legislation that served their 
benefactors, and absorbed a set of values 
that equated corporate success with the 
public interest. over time, Progressive, 
New Deal, and Great society-era think-
ing put some regulatory checks on the 
extreme individualism of the so-called 
“free market,” promoting a social con-
tract that involved state and national 
government as mediators between cor-
porate power and the public good. That 
contract has been under attack by AlEC 
and like-minded groups ever since, and 
it has only dramatically escalated since 
the reagan era.

AlEC claims to be a member-driven 
organization, which is technically true 

but misleading. Its members include 
dues-paying legislators at all levels of 
government, but nearly 98% of its oper-
ating costs are paid for by corporate 
donors with long histories or promoting 
anti-labor, anti-environment, and anti-
government crusades for generations. Its 
corporate donor list includes the infa-
mous Koch brothers ($600,000 in the 
last decade), the Castle rock foundation 
(Coors family), the olin foundation, and 
the Allegheny Foundation (scaife fam-
ily).  other major donors include Exxon 
(energy); AT&T (communications); and 
GlaxosmithKline, Johnson & Johnson, 
Pfizer, and PhrmA (pharmaceuticals.) 
The generosity of these patriotic corpo-
rations subsidizes the massive AlEC 
research and publishing campaigns that 
accompany the organization’s model 
legislation crusade, which, according to 
the Center for media and Democracy 
and sourcewatch.org, has drafted over 
800 templates that can be easily adapted 
to specific legislation coming out of state 
assemblies.

These model laws are introduced 
to AlEC’s legislative members at peri-
odic conventions, which cost AlEC 
about $2 million per year. According 
to lisa Graves of the Center for media 
and Democracy, the conventions “are a 
bonanza for marrying state legislators 
with the wealthy captains of industry 
(and their lobbyists) at luncheons, din-
ners, golf outings, skeet shooting, boat 
rides, cigar smoking parties, and other 
events to help politicians and corpora-
tions bond. The conventions also provide 
AlEC with a vehicle to indoctrinate leg-
islators with so-called ‘experts’ on issues 
related to AlEC’s model legislation. 
many of these experts are funded by 
the same group of right-wing corporate 
foundations that fund AlEC.” AlEC 
“task forces” are another key invest-
ment by the organization, populated by 
legislators and corporate representatives 
who meet to discuss AlEC’s model leg-
islation. (For a listing of the “task force” 
assignments for Kentucky lawgivers, and 
a list of AlEC’s hired “scholars,” see the 

ALEC Exposed projects at sourcewatch.
org and CmD.org.)

At this time it cannot be determined 
to what extent AlEC has directly influ-
enced the proceedings of the Kentucky 
legislature. some bills and resolutions 
during the 2012 session, however, sug-
gest a more than coincidental congru-
ence with AlEC’s model bills. House 
Bill 77, for example, “An Act relating to 
charter schools and making an appro-
priation therefore” includes sections 
and subsections practically identical to 
the AlEC model for charter schools. 
The language in House Continuing 
resolution 12, which encourages 
Kentucky’s national congressional del-
egation to withhold funds from the 
United states office of surface mining, 
and the rhetoric of much of the anti-EPA 
debate in Frankfort both reflect, if not 
the direct touch of AlEC, at least the 
embrace of the AlEC ideal of govern-
ment acting in service to corporations, 
rather than the republican principle of 
corporations in service to the people.

specific AlEC-tainted model 
laws have to this point been blocked 
in Kentucky by popular resistance and 
the pressure of people’s lobbying. right-
to-Work laws, privatization of public 
schools, draconian voter identification 
statutes, ad infinitum, have yet to suc-
ceed in Kentucky. But their advocates 
pepper our legislature, and AlEC awaits 
its chance, just as it did in Wisconsin, 
ohio, and Indiana.  The core philoso-
phy of AlEC can be summed up in a 
passage from The Gardens of Democracy: 
A New American Story of Citizenship, the 
Economy, and the Role of Government by 
Eric liu and ric Hanauer, 2011): “We 
have convinced ourselves that a million 
individual acts of selfishness magically 
add up to a common good.” Kentucky 
deserves better than that.

In next month’s column I will more closely 
examine that ideology of self above all, 
which ALEC claims is Jeffersonian but has 
more in common with the self-worshipping 
lunacy of Ayn Rand.

Time and the river
Boonesborough to Valley View, part 2
By Cap. Wes Houp

Apparently satan traversed the 
Kentucky ahead of the first white men 
and laid claim to every choice nook and 
cranny, a diabolical vanguard skulking 
about geological oddities so that god-
fearing frontiersmen would remember to 
say their prayers at night. According to 
our trusty barge maps, satan preferred 
the stretch from the mouth of red river 
to just past lock 8 (coincidentally the 
same stretch that the earliest white set-
tlers preferred as well). Here you’ll find 
Devil’s Backbone, Devil’s meat House, 
Devil’s Pulpit, and Devil’s Elbow. 
Throw in Bull Hell for that matter, and 
you’ve got a veritable geography of evil.

Within minutes we’re back in 
the boats, cutting wakes toward the 
madison County shore and the steep, 
wooded slope beneath Devil’s meat 
House. A passable deer-trail angles up 
through the boulders and disappears 
inside the cave. We claw our way, cling-
ing from tree to tree, and pause periodi-
cally to stare down at the boats tethered 
to tree-roots exposed at water’s edge.

“Do you think Boone was too 
superstitious to have reconnoitered this 
spot?” lyle asks as he enters the shaded, 
leeward mouth.

“Boone was a pragmatist,” Troy 
replies. “He wouldn’t have passed an 
opportunity to explore, particularly if 
doing so might give him a leg up on the 
natives. I’m sure he would have been 
interested to know for certain whether 
or not they were using this cave for 
shelter, or worse, for observation of the 
river below, a point from which to sig-
nal ambush.” The cave itself is shallow 
but massive, its cathedral-like ceiling 
rising twenty or thirty feet above the 

downward sloping floor. Peering out of 
the mouth, we take in the panorama, the 
viewshed extending two miles down-
stream where the valley turns abruptly 
to the west at Jack’s Creek. Across the 
river, the lexington Peneplain rolls 
westward in infinite variations of tree-
lined fields and wooded sinks.

Danny tilts his head in consider-
ation of the strategic value of such a lofty 
and unapproachable place. “You’re right, 
Troy. A commanding view indeed. Plus 
it’s out of the wind. Just the place from 
which to signal skulking accomplices 
down below.” We decide to rest for a 
while. Gary produces the laphroaig 
from deep within his coat, takes a slow 
pull and passes the bottle around, and 
we all split two Bitburger pounders. lyle 
wrestles a freezer bag of leftover fried 
chicken livers from his fleecy pouch, and 
we make a small meal-wheel, livers and 
booze, energy and warmth. After a half 
hour or so, Troy leads the descent.

An audience with the Dog-
King and Queen

We push off, and while no one speaks 
it, we’re all thinking of the next bivouac. 
It’s already mid-afternoon, and the sun 
hangs in the southwest. In our pre-trip 
planning we only vaguely determined 
our second night’s campsite locale: 
somewhere downstream from raven 
run. Now we’ve crossed that rubicon 
and haven’t the faintest idea where we’ll 
unfurl the bedrolls. Just past Hines 
Creek, level bottom-land opens up, and 
our solitude is rudely interrupted by 
gunfire. A group of people are gathered 
around a barrel-fire, and they’re taking 
turns killing a paper target nailed to a 
tree. They cycle through handguns and 
semi-automatic rifles with no apparent 

concern for where their discharges 
might ricochet, and, more alarmingly, 
no apparent concern that five people 
are paddling by in canoes and kayaks. 
Fortunately for us, their volleys angle to 
the southeast and the madison palisade 
while the river bends us slightly west. 
We hunker in our boats and cut quick 
wakes past the small militia, cringing 
with each muzzle-blast.

Jack’s Creek winds away to the 
east, and we enter an acute bend, our 
paddles groping west, out of rifle-
range, and let up only when the shoot-
ing fades behind us. In another mile 
the river bends north, and we group 
together in a tight pack. lyle is first 
to pose a question: “These banks don’t 

Chilly view from Devil’s Meat House. Photo by Troy Lyle.

continued on the next page
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seem too inviting. Where are we going 
to camp?”

“looks like we’ve got some level bot-
tom opening up on the right. Dry Branch 
must be a mile or so up ahead,” Troy 
responds, glancing down at his naviga-
tional charts. The river cliff gives way to 
a densely wooded bottom, and through 
the maples what appears to be a well-kept 
trail parallels the bank. “might as well 
check this out,” he says as he pushes off 
for a small rock bar to our right.

The bottom is broad, so thick with 
mature sugar maples and tulip poplars 
that the understory is clear of brush and 
bramble. We reach the trail and hesitate; 
it’s all too maintained. Another fifty 
yards and a spur trail cuts up toward the 
cliff. “Whoever owns this bottom sure 
does pamper it.” Just as Gary makes his 
observation, a dog bolts down an unseen 
path on the cliff. We catch a glimpse of 
him, hear the tags on his collar jingling, 
and then he disappears in the woods.

“Guys, I think we’re awfully close 
to someone’s house.” Danny stops and 
stares at the spot where the dog disap-
peared. Within seconds we hear the 
most god-awful volley of barks, yips, 
and howls, followed by the sound of 
rustling leaves. And then a wave of 
dogs—literally dozens of canines of all 
makes and models—floods down the 
cliff. Disbelieving, we stand our ground. 
Behind the dogs, a man and woman 
descend on the path, their eyes fixed 
on what must appear to them a scrag-
gily band of river-borne interlopers. We 
assume postures of the lost and inno-
cent, but by the look of indignation on 
their faces they’re unconvinced. once 
down, the mongrel hoard envelopes the 
pair, and they move toward us en masse, 
a king and queen borne on a litter of 
feisty curs. The dogs are skeptical, too, 
already catching wind of the lie gath-
ering on our tongues, and growl at the 
stink of deception.

“This is private property. What are 
you doing here?” the woman asks. she 
speaks a northern brogue, I’m guessing 
michigander. Danny takes the lead.

“Uh...we were told of a magnifi-
cent palisade around here. What was it 
called…? lover’s leap?” We all nod in 
mock affirmation.

“lover’s leap is more than three 
miles downstream. This is our prop-
erty. No magnificent palisades here,” the 
man pipes in. Both of them seem to lack 
patience for excuses, and as we face off, 
they, along with their dog-herd, seem to 
be edging us closer to the bank.

“Well, then, our mistake. We’ll 
just be paddling along,” I say as I turn 
upstream toward the rock bar and our 
boats. “Thanks for the directions.” And 
just as we arrived, we depart, silently in 
single file. We drop down over the bank 
and out of sight, followed only by the 
lead dog, the one we’d first seen coming 
down the cliff. He is clearly the alpha, 
of indeterminate cross-pollination, his 
right eye blonde with cataracts, and he 
watches us clamor into our boats with 
his unwaveringly determined left eye 
as if to say “I’m on to you, you scurvy 
mooncalves.” As we push out to the 
main channel we glimpse the couple 
standing resolute amid the dog-pride, 
all 63 of their good eyes monitoring our 
progress away from their doggy realm. 
lyle mutters, “Well, that’s too bad. That 
would’ve made a mighty fine bivouac.”

“It’s probably a blessing in disguise,” 
Troy consoles. “I bet that ground’s pep-
pered with dog shit.”

Camp on the mainstem
By the time we reach the mouth of 

Dry Branch, the sun has disappeared 
below the ridge, and the falling tempera-
ture, abetted by strong headwind, only 
heightens the nesting urge. Just down-
stream and opposite Dry Branch, Gary 
pulls in close to the bank and a small 
swath of level ground. It’s blanketed with 
chest-high frostweed and brittle stalks 
of last year’s poison hemlock. We follow 
him in and discover a small gulch with a 
rock bar just large enough to beach our 
boats. With dusk’s rapid approach and 

promise of sub-freezing cold, we’re left 
with little choice.

We begin to unpack the gear while 
Gary trudges up the steep bank and 
starts tamping out a campsite from the 
brambly mess. We haul essential gear—
tents, bags, cookware and provender—
up to a staging area atop the bank. With 
our encounter at Dogtown still fresh 
on my mind, Woody Guthrie’s “I ain’t 
gonna be treated this a-way” bubbles up 
from psychic recess, but before it reaches 
my tongue, it collides with Neil Young’s 
“Tonight’s the Night.” I belt out a mud-
dled verse from each, trying unsuccess-
fully to match cadence and key, but I’m 
quickly distracted by a sudden, pressing 
need for fire. my hands are numb.

For dinner, more chops, more liver, 
sautéed onions, garlic, carrots and pota-
toes, a loaf of focaccia, thistle tea and 
laphroaig. Afterwards we each gather 
several armloads of dry wood from the 
rubble-strewn slope behind the tents, 
stoke the fire, and caterpillar, fully-
clothed, into sleeping bags. That night 
I dream a swirling condensation of dis-
parate images: a senseless dual between 
Woody and Neil, a grotesque amazon 
warrior-princess with giant foam hands 
shaped like michigan (minus the Upper 
Peninsula), swarming dogs the size of 
ants carrying hostages up the side of a 
volcano, Cassius Clay and Daniel Boone 
paddling a dug-out canoe, satan bound 
and gagged in the hull between them.

once again, lyle pupates first. By 
the time the rest of us emerge in the early 
morning frost, he has the fire roaring, 
coffee bubbling in the flame-stained per-
colator. “It only dropped to 22 degrees 
last night,” he cheerfully announces, 
carefully filling the mismatched array 
of coffee cups. lyle is notoriously hot-
blooded and seems to shift into exuber-
ant overdrive each year when the ther-
mometer dips below freezing. While the 
rest of us pile on third and fourth layers 
of fleece, wool, and goose-down, he’s 
happy as a freshwater clam in a simple 
pullover, shorts, wool socks and boots. 
Gary layers the rest of the bacon in the 
skillet, and Troy readies the remaining 
eggs. Danny and I consolidate gear and 
start to deconstruct the campsite.

Tate’s Creek and Valley View
our last day promises to be the 

warmest; it’s 10:30am, and already the 
mercury has risen several ticks above 
freezing. With only three and a half 
miles to our take-out at Valley View, our 
strokes are carefree, fewer and farther 
between. The leading edge of lover’s 
leap comes into view and just before it a 
small, unmarked creek makes a dramatic 
entrance into the mainstem. Twenty or so 
yards up the mouth, a ten foot waterfall 
scours out a large limestone bowl; we idle 
for a while and watch as the sun threshes 
frost from the shadows in fleeting vapors.

lover’s leap marks a sharp bend 
to the south, and a mile beyond the 
bend, the river doglegs ever so slightly 
to the southeast, silently incorporating 
richmond’s effluent, via Tate’s Creek, 
just above the sleepy, bypassed hamlet 
of Valley View. From our upstream van-
tage point, the Valley View ferry is vis-
ible on the madison County shore. We’re 
nearing our journey’s end but reluctant 
to trade in river-time, with its lapping, 
wind-driven, imprecise cadence a more 
accurate measure of even the subtlest 
change, for the punch-card regularity of 
workaday time—time disconnected from 
the natural world. How thoughtlessly we 
surrender the former for the latter with 
its illusion that there will be free time to 
spend later on, even time to kill—our 
own time. Time passes while we’re wait-
ing for time to come; we bide our time all 
the while being killed by time—and still 
we have no sense of time.

A large part of the Kentucky’s appeal 
is how easily the mentally and spiritu-
ally exhausting routines of modern life 
can be sloughed off once inside its quiet 
corridor, how easily its meandering cur-
rents transport the paddler to forgotten 
episodes. At the mouth of Tate’s Creek, 
time floods back. “Tate’s Creek, my 
alma mater,” lyle mutters to no one in 
particular.

“Ah, yes.” Danny responds. “Tate’s 
Creek High school, named for Tate’s 
Creek road, named for Tate’s Creek—in 
madison County no less. Do you know 
who the creek was named after and why?”

“Come to think of it, no, I don’t.”
“In the spring of 1775, as Boone and 

company made their way north toward 
otter Creek and what would become 
the site of Boonesborough, they were set 
upon by shawnee somewhere between 
present-day Big Hill and richmond. 
This attack claimed the lives of Captain 
William Twitty and his slave attendant, 
and young Felix Walker sustained criti-
cal wounds. Prior to the attack, a small 
detachment set off to scout the wilds 
to the west led by none other than 
samuel Tate, Boone’s feisty friend from 
back on the Yadkin river. Three years 
earlier, Boone had scoured ‘louisa’—
Kentucky—with Tate, Benjamin 
Cutbirth and a young Hugh mcGary. 
They hunted along Hickman Creek 
in southern Jessamine County, camp-
ing for several weeks in a cave near the 
prominence now called Boone’s Knob 
south of Nicholasville at Camp Nelson.

“on Boone’s west flank, Tate led 
his small detachment toward the ren-
dezvous at otter Creek. They camped 
on a large creek and, as historian G. 
W. ranck writes, ‘With characteristic 
imprudence the men had lighted a fire 

and were drying their badly-soaked moc-
casins when the savages surprised them.’ 
Two men were killed instantly, Thomas 
mcDowell and Joseph mcPheeters, and 
scalped soon after. The rest of the men 
scattered in all directions. Tate, bare-
footed and half-dressed, escaped down 
the creek bed, illuminated by the leaf-
dappled light of a full moon. He would 
make it back to the main party, and the 
place of his ignominious flight would 
ever be known as Tate’s Creek.”

“Fantastic,” lyle replies. “I’m envi-
sioning an alternative mascot for my old 
Championship soccer team—the Tate’s 
Creek ‘Tater,’ a wide-eyed, white-knuck-
led and grizzled little man, who runs bare-
footed and half-naked up and down the 
sidelines squealing “savages! savages!” We 
all chuckle at the prospect and then pause 
to consider its historical propriety.

From richmond, Tate’s Creek par-
allels route 169 all the way to the river 
and the small community of Valley 
View. The ferry, commissioned by the 
state of Virginia in 1785 and still in 
operation today, put Valley View on the 
map, and a century later the riney-B 
railroad, with its magnificent snak-
ing trestle and bridge, transformed the 
sleepy hamlet into an outright destina-
tion—or at least a scenic whistle-stop 
where passengers might take in the river 
panorama, sip a sarsaparilla and stretch 
legs while porters shuffled luggage and 
agents punched tickets. The completion 
of lock 9, just downstream, in 1903 fur-
ther hastened modernization, deepen-
ing the river by more than six feet and 
thus opening Valley View to year-round 
river traffic from ports downstream and 
as far away as louisville and madison, 
Indiana on the ohio river. As slack-
water crept ever-farther upstream with 
the completion of locks 10 through 14, 
Valley View would enjoy tourists from 

both directions. The City of Irvine, with 
its lure of illegal slots, plied down from 
lock 12, while steamers like the Summer 
Girl from Frankfort and the Falls City 
II from louisville plied upstream, their 
upper decks packed with weekend revel-
ers, lower decks loaded with everything 
from barrels of whiskey to livestock.

But the days of trains and river-
boats were numbered, and this heady 
chapter of the Kentucky would pass into 
history much sooner than any carefree 
day-tripper would have believed. By the 
mid-20th century, Valley View was in 
decline, and only the ferry remained, 
shuttling motorists from Jessamine 
and Fayette Counties south toward 
richmond. With the construction of 
the I-75 Bridge at Clay’s Ferry in the 
60s, the Valley View ferry became more 
river curiosity to sunday drivers than 
vital service to cross-river commuters.

As we exit the mouth of Tate’s Creek, 
the ferry plows mid-river, its diesel engine 
chugging beneath the weight of two pick-
up trucks. “You know, gentlemen, I’m 
an honorary captain of the Valley View 
Ferry,” I boast. They respond with simul-
taneous “What?” and “No shit?”

“No kidding. Just call me ‘Captain.’ 
Back in the early 90s when I was teach-
ing at EKU, I took the ferry every day. 
I was living on the river at High Bridge, 
and taking the ferry just seemed like the 

natural thing to do. At the time, it cost 
$2.50 one-way, but fortunately for me, an 
old high school buddy was captain, one 
aptly named ‘mark Boone’. Well anyway, 
he started letting me ride for free, said I 
had accumulated frequent-floater miles 
in surplus. After a year or so, one sunny 
afternoon in April, he presented me with 
a certificate: ‘Valley View Ferry is pleased 
to announce that Wes Houp has been 
named an honorary captain, 13 April 
1995.’ A proud and unexpected honor, I 
have to say. one of the crowning achieve-
ments of my river-life. I parked my crappy 
little Honda atop the Jessamine County 
ramp, and he let me pilot cars back and 
forth for about an hour. Got to work the 
throttle and everything. Back then, trust-
ies on work-release from the Nicholasville 
jail worked the ropes, fore and aft. You’ll 
be relieved to know I never lost a deck-
hand.” As I pause in reflection, the ferry’s 
iron-clad ramp scrapes ashore at Valley 
View.

“I see Julie and sev,” Gary chimes in.
“Better make our break while the 

ferry’s loading on the far side,” Troy rec-
ommends, and we all push hard the last 
hundred yards. several cars idle in the 
Jessamine County queue. Julie waves down 
from the high bank. Danny waves, then 
turns back to my story with a silly grin.

“so, what you’re saying is that you’re 
a bona fide and benevolent captain? 
A modern-day roaring Jack russell? 
one of those half-horse, half-alligator 
Kentucky boatmen, only with sympa-
thy for the welfare of petty criminals on 
work-release?”

“Well, not exactly, but something like 
that.” We haul boats and gear, load trucks, 
and begin our ascent. Within minutes 
we’re rolling across the peneplain, muddy 
boots and the smell of wood smoke on 
our clothes, as always, the only sensible 
vestiges of time on the Kentucky.

River (cont.)
continued from the previous page

“Time passes while we’re waiting for time to come; we bide our time all the 
while being killed by time—and still we have no sense of time.”
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This squat hosted squatted Freedom and a talk by Michael Hardt. Photo by Michael Marchman.

Squatting in the Netherlands
Our man in Amsterdam
By Michael Marchman

In october 2010, squatting became 
illegal in the Netherlands. In the Us, 
where private property rights are so sac-
rosanct as to be virtually unquestion-
able, the thought that a person might 
have the legal right to make their home 
in or on someone else’s unused prop-
erty is probably enough to make most 
peoples’ heads explode. But for most of 
the past fifty years, squatting was, under 
certain conditions, entirely legal and 
squatters (krakers in Dutch) enjoyed full 
legal protection.

The right to take over an aban-
doned building and to legally claim it 
as your home, art studio, bar or com-
munity center, is one of the conditions 
(along with legalized prostitution and 
soft drugs, of course) that has given rise 
to the Netherlands’, and in particular, 
Amsterdam’s international image as a 
place of tolerance and unparalleled indi-
vidual freedom. (or, if you are a devo-
tee of Fox News’s The O’Reilly Factor, 
as “a cesspool of corruption, crime 
[where] everything is out of control. It’s 
anarchy!”).

The history of squatting in the 
Netherlands reaches back to the period 
of World War I. The first law protect-
ing the rights of squatters dates to 1914 
when it was made illegal to evict some-
one from a piece of property if they had 
a bed, a table, and a chair. This law was 
widely invoked during the great interna-
tional economic crisis of the 1930s when 
large numbers of people were unable to 
pay their rent and were being thrown 
out of their homes.

In the 1960s, the squatters’ move-
ment emerged as part of a broader, 
radical political movement led, in 
Amsterdam, by Provo, a group of anar-
chists operating in the Situationist vein. 
They combined absurdist humor and 

non-violent provocations of the police 
to stimulate radical social and political 
change. (Check out the extremely inter-
esting entry on the Provo movement on 
Wikipedia).

But the squatters’ movement was 
also a direct response to a very concrete 
social and economic problem. The post-
war baby-boom generation was reach-
ing adulthood and moving out of their 
parents’ homes. What they encoun-
tered seemed contradictory. on the 
real estate market, a tremendous hous-
ing shortage in Amsterdam (still the 
case) and throughout the Netherlands 
kept rents high. At the same time, 
a large number of vacant and aban-
doned properties sat unused. Young 
Amsterdammers, frustrated by the lack 
of affordable housing and radicalized 
by the charged atmosphere of the era, 
began taking over empty buildings, 
furnishing them with a bed, a table, 
and one chair. once in and legally 
protected from eviction, squatters set 

to fixing up their new homes to make 
them suitable for living.

squatting has been an impor-
tant thread in the urban fabric of the 
Netherlands ever since. some squats 
are now decades old and a number of 
former squatters have acquired legal 
titles to their squats. Buildings are not 
only squatted for living purposes, many 
squats function as community art and 
political centers and as venues for live 
music and other events.

In 2010, however, a right-wing 
government came to power in the 
Netherlands and squatting was promptly 
banned across the country. The last year 
and a half has seen the eviction of dozens 
of (formerly legal) squats or kraks—usu-
ally by baton-wielding riot police.  often 
these evictions involve streets battles 
between squatters and cops. many squats 
have already been successfully evicted 
and as the authorities continue to crack 
down the future of the squatters’ move-
ment in the Netherlands is uncertain.

A conversation with filmmaker João 
Romão about Dutch squats
By Our man in Amsterdam

A new documentary on the squat-
ters’ movement by João romão, a 
Portuguese economist and activist living 
in Amsterdam, has just been released. 
Squatted Freedom, a one-hour limited-
budget film, combines archival footage 
and interviews with current and for-
mer squatters to examine the history 
and politics of the movement as well as 
the wave of recent, violent evictions of 
squats in Amsterdam.

Squatted Freedom is a fascinating 
film. The story of the squatters’ move-
ment, past and present, is both capti-
vating and inspiring. Violent confron-
tations between police and squatters 
have been taking place since the 1980s 
and continue into the present. Squatted 
Freedom reaches its climax during an 
intense standoff and eventual con-
frontation between squatters and riot 
police attempting to evict a prominent 
Amsterdam squat, a scene which romão 
and his colleagues were lucky enough to 
capture on film.

The film is also a great example of 
what amateur filmmakers can do with a 
limited budget and ample commitment. 
It will be of interest to anyone involved in 
autonomous, anarchist or other streams 
of radical left and anti-capitalist activ-
ism—as well as for anyone interested in 
knowing more about the history, culture 
and politics of Amsterdam.

I recently asked romão to tell me 
about the film, the movement, and its 
significance in terms of contemporary 
economic and political conditions. Here 
is part of our conversation:

Our man: You are from Portugal, why 
did you want to make a film about the 
squatter’s movement in Amsterdam?

By Jack Stevenson

In 1920 the United states 
adopted an amendment to the 
United states Constitution that 
prohibited the sale of alcoholic 
beverages. That act generated a 
crime wave. During the next 13 
years, gangsters took over cit-
ies—the infamous Al Capone ran 
Chicago—800 gangsters were mur-
dered in Chicago, 500,000 U.s. cit-
izens went to prison, thousands of 
people died from drinking poisoned 
“moonshine” whiskey, and many 
were blinded. In 1933 the consti-
tutional amendment was repealed, 
and, thereafter, alcoholic beverages 
were sold as controlled, licensed, 
and taxed products—a much bet-
ter solution. When a previous gen-
eration of Americans realized that 
Prohibition, “the noble experiment,” 
was a failure, they changed course. 
Perhaps we should change course 
again. 

our current “war on drugs” 
was launched 41 years ago by for-
mer President Nixon, and it has 
produced a spectacular array of 
irrelevant successes. Enforcement 
agents have performed their duties 
well enough. Agents have inter-
cepted and confiscated untold tons 
of narcotic drugs. We have pro-
vided weapons, military and police 
training, and funds to support 
drug suppression in foreign coun-
tries. We have convicted approxi-
mately half a million people who 
are now serving prison sentences 

America’s 
drug policy 
addiction

João Romão: The Netherlands has 
some particular political solutions in 
the European context: it was the first 
West European country to legalize abor-
tion. occupation of empty houses was 
allowed, prostitution is legalized as a 
profession, soft drugs can be legally pur-
chased in the famous coffee-shops. At 
the same time, it’s one of the European 
countries with the lowest levels of social 
inequality.

I lived in Amsterdam for two years 
and when I arrived, a right wing gov-
ernment had been elected for the first 
time since the World War II. This gov-
ernment is clearly attacking all these 
particular characteristics of the Dutch 
society and the prohibition of squatting 
was one of the first measures they took. 
I wanted to show this case as an exam-
ple of the political transformations in 
the Netherlands.

OM: What are the politics behind the 
squatter’s movement?

JR: Fifty years have passed since the 
1960s and the movement has had dif-
ferent attitudes in different historical 
movements. Until the 1980’s, it was 
mostly focused on the housing prob-
lem and it became extremely relevant 
in some cities, especially in Amsterdam 
where there were tens of thousands of 
squatters at the time.

Today there are only some hundreds. 
In the mid-1980’s, police started a 
campaign of strong repression against 
these groups, which led to a number of 
extremely violent confrontations. many 
people left the movement at that time 
and much of the popular support has 
been lost.

After that, in the 1980s, squatting 
started to be much more connected to 
cultural activities: groups of artists occu-
pied large buildings, like abandoned 
shipyards, in order to develop spaces for 
cultural activities. The government and 
the city councils tried to negotiate with 
these groups, most of the time buying 
the buildings and then renting (or sell-
ing) them to the squatters. 

Nevertheless, in a larger or smaller scale, 
and for residential or cultural purposes, 
it has always been a movement based on 
autonomous self-organization with anti-
capitalist principles.

OM: squatting recently became illegal 
in the Netherlands. Can you explain 
why and what this has meant for the 
squatter community?

JR: Basically, the occupation of empty 
buildings is an obstacle to the market 
regulation of the cities: today most of 
the cities are facing a process of gen-
trification of their centers, with very 
expensive places for offices or houses. 
The occupation of empty buildings is 
a very strong enemy of the neoliberal 
approaches to urban development. 
For the right-wing government of 
the Netherlands, this is a measure to 
defend “free-markets.” For the squat-
ter movement, it is an opportunity for 
re-politicization.

In fact, the Netherlands now has the 
same [neoliberal] laws as the other 
European countries. squatting has 
clearly become a tool to fight the neo-
liberal agenda. on the other hand, there 
are many more risks: as squatting is 
now a criminal activity, people can be 
arrested or suffer strong attacks from 

continued on the next page

riot police, as has been happening in the 
last year.

OM: What, in your mind, are the most 
interesting and important aspects of the 
squatters’ movement?

JR: The most interesting aspects of these 
groups are their clear anti-capitalist posi-
tion, the strong linkage to local commu-
nities (once squatters take over a space, 
they normally engage in social and cul-
tural activities with their neighbors), 
and the idea of self-organization (groups 
of persons organized in horizontal struc-
tures and supporting each other).

OM: How do you situate the movement 
in the overall political and economic 
picture of Europe and the Netherlands?

JR: The movement is much smaller than 
before and has lost much of its popular 
support. Nevertheless, the problems it 
attempts to address—lack of space for 
young people to live or work on cul-
tural and artistic activities—have not 
been solved in the Netherlands. on 
the other, the neoliberal agenda of the 
Dutch right-wing government also has 
implications for other social issues, like 
the deregulation of labor markets or the 
cuts in public services, and on the liber-
ties the Dutch people conquered in the 
last decades, like the free consumption 
of soft drugs. This implies a big chal-
lenge for a movement that traditionally 
operates autonomously: how to create 
new networks of solidarity with other 
social movements against neoliberalism.

Trailer and clips for squatted Freedom 
exist on YouTube, but look for the film 
to be screened in Lexington in the near 
future.
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Addiction (cont.)
continued from the previous page

for drug related convictions. And, 
it is all irrelevant.

The only relevant measure of 
success is reduction of the number 
of U.s. citizens who are purchas-
ing, using, and becoming addicted 
to narcotic drugs and other chemi-
cal hallucinogens. That number is 
uncounted, but the cash flow from 
their purchases drives competition 
among mexican drug cartels. The 
competition for American cash 
has produced 50,000 murders in 
mexico. Professor William marcy 
indicates in his book, The Politics 
of Cocaine, that U.s. anti-drug 
policies imposed in Ecuador, Peru, 
and Bolivia have had destabilizing 
effects in those countries. During 
the American military tenure in 
Afghanistan, despite American 
sponsored eradication efforts, 
Afghanistan’s opium poppy produc-
tion has increased from insignifi-
cant to the status of world’s leading 
opium producer.

our policy has failed to curb 
American demand for illegal drugs 
and has caused harm in the United 
states and in foreign countries. 
A previous generation recognized 
their error and made a course cor-
rection. Are we less competent than 
our ancestors?

The money that Americans 
spend for illicit drugs cannot be 
accurately counted, but estimates 
indicate that it is not less than 25 
billion dollars per year and, proba-
bly, a lot more. No government col-
lects taxes on illegal drug sales. The 
amount of money that the U.s. gov-
ernment and the several state and 
local governments have spent on the 
drug problem is in the hundreds of 
billions of dollars.

It is ironic that we so firmly 
believe in the “supply and demand” 
concept of capitalism but ignore it 
when dealing with the illegal drug 
issue. We ignore that capitalist tenet 
by focusing solely on the supply 
entity. surely, by now, we should 
understand that intense demand is 
the governing factor. That demand 
can only be moderated by education 
of young people, rehabilitation of 
addicted people, and by the provi-
sion of jobs, livable communities, 
and social opportunities that pro-
vide exhilaration without reliance 
on mind-bending substances.

We are addicted to a failed drug 
policy. Can we break the habit?

War on women (cont.)
continued from page 3

to submit to a transvaginal ultrasound 
prior to an abortion. Two months later, 
Arizona Governor Jan Brewer signed a 
law protecting the rights of the unborn 
and legally defining the date of concep-
tion, something that medicine doesn’t 
even do.

The litany goes on. The Violence 
Against Women Act (VAWA) has yet 
to be extended, and the Democrats and 
republicans continue partisan debates 
about who to protect under the anti-
abuse legislation. Particular focus is on 
lGBT survivors of violence, immigrant 
women survivors, and Native American 
women assaulted on native lands by 
non-native American men.

And then there was birth control.

Father knows best
2012 kicked off with a 40-day stand-

off between the obama Administration, 
religious leaders, republicans, and pun-
dits. This confrontation was ignited by 
the announcement of a final rule requir-
ing that health insurance pay women’s 
preventative care, including contracep-
tion. Under this rule, employer-pro-
vided health insurance must include 
contraceptive coverage, which elicited a 
request by the roman Catholic Church 

for a broad exemption for Catholic-
affiliated hospitals, colleges, and chari-
ties. The obama Administration denied 
this request.

Catholic organizations objected 
to the rule on the basis that it would 
deprive them of religious liberty and 
require them to give up their religious 
beliefs. seeking to diffuse the problem 
and keep health care reform on track 
for implementation, President obama 
added a compromise provision to the 
rule: religious-affiliated employers can 
refrain from paying for contraception 
and instead shift the financial burden to 
health insurance companies.

A republican hearing before the 
House Committee on oversight and 
Government reform was subsequently 
held on religious freedom and the fed-
eral birth control mandate. Five male 
religious leaders testified that the 
compromise was unworkable. mier 
soloveichik, rabbi of Yeshiva University 
and Congregation Kehilath Jeshurun in 
New York City, told the committee that 
the compromise “is no accommodation 
at all. religious organizations would 
still be obligated to provide employees 
with an insurance policy that facili-
tates acts violating the organization’s 
religious tenets.” The act facilitated: 
free contraception for women. When 
representative Gerald Connolly (D-VA) 
called the hearing a sham and a shame-
ful exercise, representative Joe Walsh 
(r-Il) countered, insisting that the 
hearing was not about women or contra-
ceptives. It was about religious freedom.

The argument made at the hearing 
by the five male representatives of reli-
gious groups was that the government 
is required to protect their religious lib-
erty by forcing women to pay for their 
own contraception, regardless of its clas-
sification as women’s preventative care. 
Acceptance of this logic would deprive 
millions of women of access to contra-
ception and effective medical treatment, 
which is the exact reason the obama 
Administration made this rule.

No women testified at this hearing, 
nor was there a witness to represent the 
interests of groups and individuals in 
favor of the mandate.

In response, the House Democratic 
steering and Policy Committee held a 
mock hearing on women’s health and 
contraception. still trying to control 
the issue, the republican majority lead-
ers had denied the democrats use of the 
House recording studio, barring the 
hearing from going public, according to 
minority leader Nancy Pelosi (D-CA).

However, the testimony by 
Georgetown law Center student sandra 
Fluke became the most news-generating 
part of the mock hearing. six days after 
Fluke testified that the federal birth 
control mandate will meet the critical 
health care needs of many women, rush 
limbaugh took to the air and called 
Fluke a “slut” and a “prostitute” during 
his live radio show.

Calling all women, even the fake ones
recently, a woman named Julia has 

taken center-stage at the conservative 
cabaret. When the obama campaign 
introduced Julia, a fictional character, 
conservatives pounced. “The life of 
Julia,” a web slideshow, is presented as 
a glimpse into “how President obama’s 
policies help one woman over her life-
time—and how mitt romney would 
change her story.”

The narrative unfolds this way: 
Julia enrolls in Head start. later, her 
high school is part of the race to the 
Top program, which raises curriculum 
standards. When Julia goes to college, 
her family qualifies for the American 
opportunity Tax Credit (up to $10,000 
over four years), and she receives a Pell 
Grant. Julia needs surgery in college and 
is covered because health care reform 
allows her to stay on her parents’ health 
insurance until she turns 26.

As she grows up, President obama’s 
policies help Julia maintain affordable 
health insurance and manage her stu-
dent loan payments. And then, the nar-
rative suggests, prosperity continues: 
Julia succeeds in her career, and her son 

attends a public school with better facili-
ties and great teachers. When it comes 
time to retire, tax-paying Julia receives 
monthly social security benefits and 
medicare.

Well, conservatives weren’t per-
suaded, to say the least. Blogger 
michelle malkin described Julia as rep-
resenting entitlement, dependency, and 
redistribution instead of public service, 
self-sufficiency, and sacrifice. In the 
National Review Online, conservative 
writer Carrie lucas called the “life of 
Julia” insulting.

The slideshow is pat and slick and 
one-dimensional. However, “The life 
of Julia” is notable in that it sees Julia’s 
life beyond the narrow confines of tradi-
tional “women’s issues.” of the 12 scenes 
in the slideshow, five are about educa-
tion—her own and her child’s. Three 
are work related, and four push obama’s 
health care reform. only two are regular 
features of the women’s rights agenda: 
free birth control and equal pay. That 
Julia “benefits from maternal checkups, 
prenatal care, and free screenings under 
health care reform” is, in a broad sense, 
a non-starter. For the most part, we’ve 
made good health care for pregnant 
women a cultural value that is already 
reflected in many health insurance 
policies.

And, since reproductive freedom 
and equal pay for equal work are citi-
zens’ issues (if not a human rights issue 
for both women and men in the case 
of reproductive freedom), “The life 
of Julia” envisions the fictional Julia 
as a full participant in the trinity of 
American life: education, work, and 
family. The slideshow implies that she’s 
not anyone’s victim because obama’s 
policies aren’t about ameliorating dam-
age done to a minority.

Why frame it this way? Because 
women aren’t a minority.

Pragmatic solidarity
statistically, women lead the pack 

in several areas. Census data from 2010 
shows that there are more women than 
men in the U.s. According to the Pew 
research Center, a higher percentage of 
women than men are enrolled in and 
complete college. And, women represent 

53 percent of the vote.
The political question is: do 

women consider themselves a minority 
socially—meaning do they believe that 
cultural attitudes and social practices 
limit their ability to act in the service of 
their full human potential?

The prevalence of domestic violence, 
rape, sex trafficking, and the impulse 
across many conservative religious com-
munities to silence women’s voices and 
erase their presence certainly suggests 
that women have a reason to see them-
selves as partially marginalized members 
of our society.

But do these things, these “women’s 
issues,” encompass all of women’s con-
cerns as citizens?

Well, this election is the time to 
find out. With 53 percent of the vote, 
women will get to decide what their 
issues really are—and our guess is that 
women’s issues are as diverse as women 
are. And that they are as broad as Julia’s, 
who cared about strong and affordable 
education, quality health care with rea-
sonable costs, a creative and self-moti-
vated work life (she’s a web designer who 
later starts her own small business), and 
a retirement during which she can stay 
active.

Despite the way obama’s team 
framed the issues and the conservative 
response, these concerns aren’t parti-
san. Nor are they really gendered. men 
and women want a good education and 
strong health care. men and women 
want to be able to plan their families 
and careers. men and women want their 
spouses, partners, or lovers to succeed in 
their work because it enriches (literally 
and figuratively) their lives.

As it turns out, women may be 
forced now to do what few have been 
willing to do in the last three years: 
think beyond partisanship. Women can 
organize this election by loosening the 
ideological girdle that has been con-
stricting our political system and instead 
choose pragmatic solidarity.

Cannon-Marie Green Milby and Beth 
Connors-Manke are writing a series about 
women in the 2012 presidential election. 
They also write for the blog The Woman 
Problem in Politics.

Judy Gatton Prats at the Kentucky Protest Against the War on Women. Photo by Keith 
Reed.

“our policy has failed to curb American demand for illegal drugs and has 
caused harm in the United states and in foreign countries.”
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Was this a hate crime?
Murder, hatred and George Zimmerman
By Marcus Flores

state prosecutors in Florida, evi-
dently dissatisfied with convicting 
George Zimmerman of atonable reck-
lessness, have recently announced that 
they may try Zimmerman for a hate 
crime because he “profiled and stalked” 
Trayvon martin before killing him. Is 
this account genuine?

Imagining the scene of any crime is 
a formidable task for even the most dis-
tinguished detective. re-creation relies 
on evidence and witness testimony. 
Physical evidence gathered following the 
February 26 encounter consisted of two 
components: Trayvon’s scraped knuck-
les and Zimmerman’s head wounds—
which, in tandem, are consistent with 
a fist fight. Zimmerman cannot be vin-
dicated on basis of this evidence alone; 
the wounds speak not to who started the 
fight but only who came up short dur-
ing it.

meanwhile, witness accounts of that 
tragic evening have flipped and flopped. 
one cannot be sure, now, whether or 
not there even was a chase. obscured by 
nightfall and rain, one cannot be sure if 
it was Trayvon pummeling Zimmerman 
or the reverse. one cannot be sure if 
the anguished cries for help are those 
of Zimmerman or Trayvon. Everything 
is known except for what actually 

happened. And, given the unnecessarily 
immense gravity of the case, most jurors 
and witnesses are probably afflicted with 
understandable bouts of the “Am-I-sure-
I-saw-what-I-saw?” syndrome.

Here’s a possible scenario. 
Zimmerman, perhaps feeling more like 
a cop than a neighborhood watch vol-
unteer, comes across a black teen in an 
area said to have been recently burglar-
ized by black teens. Disavowing both 
the 911 operator and common sense, 
Zimmerman confronts the teen, who, 
innocent, rightly takes offense at his 
meddlesome follower. Tempers flare, 
fists fly. Then a muffled pistol report, 
and silence. Even if a distant camera 
caught the incident, no one could be 
sure of what words were exchanged to 
escalate the conflict.

The media, on the other hand, 
sought to introduce an element of the 
crime as injurious as it is ambiguous: 
that of race. Because Zimmerman likely 
surveyed martin with foreknowledge 
of the recent burglaries, labeling him 
a racist is to take a very basic identify-
ing factor and spin it off as a prejudice. 
NBC News bears a hefty share of culpa-
bility here given its either really biased 
or really dimwitted editing of the phone 
call between Zimmerman and the 911 
operator. In the original cut, the dis-
patcher calmly asks, “Is he [martin] 

black, white or Hispanic?” “He looks 
black,” replied Zimmerman. The widely 
released edit portrays Zimmerman as 
profiling martin without prompt. Well 
done, NBC.

As is often the case with media 
blunders, the damage was done; 
Zimmerman was a racist before the 
details even solidified. It’s worth taking 
a look at the legal definition of a hate 
crime, which, according to the matthew 
shepherd Hate Crimes Prevention Act, 
is such if it is motivated “by the actual or 
perceived race” of a victim. one cannot 
be sure if Zimmerman followed martin 
solely because of his race or because he 
was genuinely concerned with the previ-
ous burglaries. Given the legal basis of 
establishing intent “beyond all reason-
able doubt” (my italics), there is room 
enough to believe that Zimmerman’s 
supposed antipathy toward a particular 
race is reasonably questionable. It is the 
difference in recklessly killing someone 
who happens to be black and willfully 
killing someone because they are black.

If there is any silver lining, the 
Zimmerman trial illustrates a poten-
tially seminal social shift given its prox-
imity to America’s youth. Teens, gen-
erally unconcerned with sociopolitical 
matters, have rallied to secure justice 
for Trayvon. However promising, these 
campaigns occasionally miss the mark. 

Public response has been proportional 
to a hypothetical crime wherein a men-
acing white fiend hunts and murders a 
black man for thrill—which actually 
happened in Jackson, mississippi on 
June 26, 2011.

Early that morning, a drunken 
Deryl Dedmon jumped behind the 
wheel of a pickup with the stated 
intention of “fucking with some nig-
gers,” found James Craig Anderson, 
and ground him to a bloody pulp. 
Anderson, an unsuspecting autoworker, 
was returning to his car in a hotel park-
ing lot when Dedmon and his maniacal 
troupe of rednecks decided the man’s 
skin color warranted murder. Dedmon 
boasted to his cohorts of having “ran 
that nigger over.” let me be ambigu-
ous: this was a hate crime.

The reaction to Anderson’s death 
attracted a small gathering of some 
500 clergymen and community mem-
bers. It briefly made national headlines 
but was quickly forgotten. Here was a 
hate-murder, a reconstruction era relic 
worthy of Faulkner. For his despicable 
act, Dedmon received a life sentence. 
Charged with a hate crime, Zimmerman 
could face a similar sentence or the 
death penalty. Despite the tragedy of 
two innocent black men losing their 
lives, one has to ask, are the two crimes 
at all comparable?

Divest (cont.)
continued from page 1

Creatives for Common sense 
believes that the time is now to divest 
from our city brand, that narrow, 
middle-finger-like sliver of over-val-
ued land surrounding main street 
(and the high-priced farms dotting 
the spaces beyond) that leaders have 
branded “authentically us.” We must 
turn lexington under, let it sit and 
rot itself back into the earth for some 
future use. our lone remaining obli-
gation should be simply on occasion 
to piss upon it, for the nutrients, and 
to reimagine ourselves as something 
better.

In its place, CfCs suggests the 
demographically, geographically, geo-
logically, culturally, economically, 
botanically, poetically and hydro-
logically more diverse and inclusive 
“Fayette Urban County” (FUC) as 
our collective brand-identity.

The FUC brand has a number of 
things going for it. In terms of cover-
age, it is a brand that actually accounts 
for all of us. Aesthetically, the FUC 
horse head (the general shape of our 
county) is an infinitely preferable 
footprint than the lexington “middle 
finger” our leaders have embraced. 
regionally, identifying as a FUCer is 
more in line with the rest of the state, 
which tends to 
identify by county 
and not city.

And let’s not 
forget, in choosing 
FUC, lexington’s 
historical brand 
transgressions can 
be wiped clean, the 
image equivalent 
of urban renewal. 
Where does that $5 
million dollar ass-
hole coach live who 
is leading the college 
basketball race to 
the bottom? Where 
is the flagship state 
school that most 
Kentuckians can 
no longer afford to 
attend? In what city 
is that great states-
man whose compro-
mise allowed slave 
trading to continue 
for another decade 
down the street 

from his estate? Where was that joke 
of a World Horse olympics? What 
city’s airport allowed Bin laden’s 
super-rich family to fly on 9/11 when 
the rest of the country’s airports were 
shut down? Brand-wise, these places 
and those assholes are all tethered to 
lexington, KY, not Fayette Urban 
County.

most importantly for Creatives, 
the county approach has the poten-
tial for off-the-charts growth in 
regional and national brand identity. 
While locales the world over compete 
on the expensive and crowded “best 
city” market, few places embrace 
their county heritage. lexington, re-
branded as Fayette Urban County, 
can be the standard-bearer for 
this new, as of yet untapped, mar-
ket identity. Not only might this 
potentially save FUCers money 
when they pimp themselves to “the 
world,” but it might allow more of 
us—those without the means to pay 
into the turgid high-rent lexington 
brand—more opportunities to ben-
efit from our government’s market-
ing opportunities.

We say it proud. We are not 
lexingtonians. We are FUCers. And 
we invite others who have any com-
mon sense about them to join us and 
be FUCers, too. Brand-up, Creatives.

Opinion

Students confront 
Catholic injustice
By Patrick O’Dowd

As a product of lexington Catholic 
High school, I was chagrined to see the 
headlines sunday morning, may 13. I 
write ‘chagrined’ because it is entirely 
unsurprising. The “same-sex couple unal-
lowed to attend prom” headline surfaces 
with regularity this time of the year—
that my Catholic alma mater was now the 
latest institution to partake in this injus-
tice seemed altogether predictable.

What was not predictable was the 
deft handling of the matter from stu-
dents Hope Decker and Tiffany Wright. 
After being told the day prior by the 
school’s administration that she and 
her date, Wright, would not be allowed 
to attend prom, Decker said, “This is 
ridiculous. There’s gotta be something 
we could do about this.” so the stu-
dents did, and as they were turned away 
from the dance by the school, cameras 
from two local news stations were there 
waiting to tell their story. Decker’s and 
Wright’s public response in front of the 
cameras was undramatic, level-headed, 
and deliberate; their actions taken to 
rebuke the school, savvy and smart.

As a proud graduate of lexington 
Catholic High school, I was left embar-
rassed by the school’s administration but 
amazed at the good work of the school’s 
teachers whose efforts produce bright, 
young individuals like Decker, Wright, 
and the dozens of other students who 
stuck by their friends. It’s no small 
feat. The students’ courageous actions 
directed light towards the school’s dark 
injustice. It was an act of sharp criticism, 
and I have no doubt that the school’s 
teachers—those who work with the 

students day-in and day-out for years 
at a time—were the ones who helped 
instill this desire to resist injustice.

In stark contrast stands the institu-
tion within which this all took place, the 
Catholic Church. lexington Catholic’ 
administration, now in the spotlight, hides 
behind doctrine and dogma. The school’s 
president steve Angelucci now says, “As 
a Catholic high school, we uphold every 
teaching of the Catholic Church. The 
policies and procedures of our school 
reflect those teachings.” In an act meant to 
shame members of its own student body, 
the school now defends itself by hiding 
behind the dank and stagnant “policies 
and procedures” of Catholicism.

Decker, Wright, and the other stu-
dents who joined them in protest spoke 
up for themselves and took claim to their 
own actions and identities. lexington 
Catholic High school’s administration 
has, instead, found itself shamed and 
unable to defend its own action—made 
all the more clear by its desire, once 
exposed, to conceal itself behind the 
words of others.

Yet, the school’s desire to hide only 
comes now, once students like Decker, 
Wright, and countless others who do 
the same at their schools, have already 
exposed the actions of administrations 
like lexington Catholic’s for what they 
are: unjust and cruel. This will not be 
the last time it hides or the last time a 
same-sex couple is banned from a school 
dance—institutions like the Catholic 
Church demonstrates their moral leth-
argy with great regularity—but these 
students’ actions represent another rip 
in the church’s veil; a death to injustice 
by a thousand cuts.

College sports (cont.)
continued from page 4

is in many instances true, and college 
athletics is complicit in the academy’s 
move away from democracy-focused 
education. sports take the passion and 
enthusiasm that comes when students 
learn new things and neutralizes it.

sports is not often mentioned in 
the list of what’s wrong with American 
higher education. most people talk about 
NCAA corruption as if it is separate from 
the process of education, but the two are 

inextricable from one another. When stu-
dents graduate from UK, they are more 
likely to donate to the K fund than the 
College of Arts & sciences general schol-
arship fund, they are more likely to spend 
weekends traversing the southeast fol-
lowing sEC football than doing tornado 
recovery projects with local chapters of 
Habitat for Humanity.

What kind of citizens do college ath-
letics produce? We need to think about 
this question critically as we revision the 
place of education in our society.
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“The response to Pett’s cartoon shows the downside to our over-investments 
in kid-games.“

Mitt Romney is coordinated
I don’t understand why no one has 

brought up the fact that mitt romney 
violated Federal Election law last 
week. When he said he was against 
the “super” Pac running the ad about 
Jeremiah Wright, he violated Federal 
Election law.

The law as handed down (thanks 
to Citizens United) says that a candi-
date cannot “coordinate” what mes-
sage a super Pac puts out. By saying 
he was against the ad the super Pac 
wanted to run, romney was “coordi-
nating” the activities of that super Pac 
and is therefore in violation of Federal 
Election law. my question is, what 
are the penalties for violating that 
law? How do we impose them? Whose 
attention should this be brought to? 
The FEC? I am sending a copy of this 
to them.

Perhaps a simple analogy will help 
make my point clear. say for instance 
the law said that you couldn’t tell 
someone to turn right. so instead you 
tell them not to turn left. You haven’t 
“told them” to turn right, but you are 
“coordinating” their actions 
which violates the law. The law 
says the candidates are to have 
no contact or influence on the 
“super”Pacs activities (period!).

Charles A. Bowsher, 
508 southbend Drive

Dronex kicks ass
I love Dronex (“street Art,” 

Nov 9, 2011). I have one of his 
t-shirts and ceramic dolls. I 
have 2 bumper stickers on both 
of my cars.

robin Waller

Limestone gentrification
mr. Anthony, I don’t believe 

NoC has taken an entrenched 
position on the 2-way street 
conversion debate (“looking 
both ways on limestone,” may 
2012). rather, NoC has been 
kind enough to print my writ-
ings on the subject. I’ve studied and 
opposed conversion since 2001, long 
before the so-called gentrification of 
which you speak.

I love what we’re seeing on North 
limestone, and I consider it proof 
that conversion to 2-way isn’t needed 
to make this, or any other downtown 
street, “walkable” and “livable”.

The bases for my objections to 
2-way conversion are spelled out 
in detail, and have nothing to do 
with gentrification or spending city 
resources on the newcomers you speak 
of.

Letters to the editor
I would be happy to discuss these 

matters in depth with you at the forum 
(Al’s Bar?) of your choice.

David shattuck

”I know studs Terkel, a writer who 
celebrated the vitality of urban grit, 
wouldn’t like it.”

let’s not romanticize violence, 
drugs, and prostitution which could 
all be found at the old Al’s. let’s also 
not fall into the trap of thinking that 
by cleaning up those problems that 
you are somehow hurting poor people 
through gentrification. Poor people 
don’t want to live under the thread of 
violence either. It is not like the cost 
of real estate has gone through the 
roof in that area either. I don’t think 
anyone is being pushed out unless you 
would call updating run down houses 
and reselling them, like Broken Fork 
does, pushing people out.

Dan

Joseph Anthony writes, “North of 
Center has had a running sort of battle 
with gentrification. In particular, it’s 

taken aim at the concept of changing 
one-way streets into two-way.” later 
he attributes the paper’s “vehement 
opposition articles” to the paper’s 
“fear of gentrification.” As editor 
of that paper, I would like to clarify 
Anthony’s statement.

Joe’s prose is elegant but, alas, mis-
leading He is correct that NoC continues 
a running (and lonely) discussion on city 
gentrification. But to describe the paper’s 
opposition to 2-way streets as solely a 
concern about gentrification seems to 
misrepresent our coverage over the past 
5 issues, dating back to December.

We have raised a number of rea-
sons why 2-way’ing lexington’s 
downtown streets is a bad deal. They 
increase our county’s pollution foot-
print. They make getting from one 
place to another (the reason for roads) 
take longer for both city residents leav-
ing and suburban residents coming. 
They are less pedestrian friendly. They 
will potentially result in the loss of 
on-street parking. Not all downtown 
store-owners want them. They have 
not visibly helped produce commercial 
traffic. Converting to them is a need-
less waste of city time and resources.

To say that NoC is against 2-way-
ing downtown streets because of gen-
trification discounts all the other 
reasons why it’s stupid. Heck, gentrifi-
cation’s not even in my Top 8 reasons 
for why conversion sucks.

Joe ends his essay by imploring 
his readers to “pick our battles.” We 
agree, which is why we have criticized 
our city mayor, Jim Gray, for “picking 
his battle” and stating that downtown 
2-way street conversion is one of his 
top  priorities for lexington this year. 

If you feel as Joe does, contact 
your council members and 
mayor and ask them to please 
“pick their battles” better and 
focus their time and capital 
on incredibly more important 
county needs.

Danny mayer, 
430 N. mlK

Eastern State Hospital 
cemetery

my grandfather died at 
EsH in 1934. His name was 
James seagraves. I found out 
after my mother had passed 
away, when I started research-
ing his life that he was bur-
ied there. I wanted to find his 
grave. They have the record 
of his death, but do not know 
where in the cemetery he is 
buried. He may be among the 
many others that were placed 

in the mass grave. I hope someday I 
can read his name on the list that is 
being compiled of the ones who died 
there. Keep up the good work (“Tomb 
of the unknowns,” December 8, 2010).

Clara Cassell
High Bridge memories

lots of old memories (“The length 
of the Kentucky,” may 11, 2011). my 
dad was raised on Cedar run Creek 
and I presently own the land talked 
about. my mother was from High 
Bridge and I was born and raised in 
High Bridge. And know the men-
tioned people well. I do not know Wes 

but do know his mother and father 
and brother. There is something deeply 
ingrained in your soul when you are 
from this area that never goes away.

Anthony Horton

In praise of Joel Pett
By Danny Mayer

True readers of the lexington 
Herald-Leader know Joel Pett for what 
he is: a regional treasure. Pett, the paper’s 
Pulitzer-prize winning political cartoon-
ist, mostly focuses on local and state 
politics. Though he’s often derided in the 
paper as an offensively appalling liberal, 
Pett is an equal opportunity observer. 
He has an admirable knack for creating 
things that piss off all sorts of people.

Pett’s most recent cartoon to rouse 
the ire of Herald-Leader readers poked 
fun at the more shady underside of UK 
Basketball Coach John Calipari’s NCAA 
career. In the may 8 comic, a giant 
NCAA Champs trophy looms between 
two taped shards of paper (“This space 
vacated,” “This one, too…”) and a runty, 
deflating basketball perched atop a tro-
phy base reading, “lose at IU, Take my 
Ball And Go home Award (one and 
Done).” Below the trophies, a plaque 
reads, “Coach Cal’s Trophy shelf.”

The cartoon collects together a num-
ber of oft-discussed grievances against 
this neo-modern era of UK basketball. 
Its beauty lies in how these grievances 
get distilled into a single drawing that 
shows how fans have lost out, how 

schools have had to contort themselves 
to accommodate it, and how markets 
dominate the game. There’s Calipari’s 
historical connections to programs hav-
ing to vacate final four appearances for 
rules violations (Umass and memphis). 
There is the most dominant object in the 
frame, the fealty to a hulking NCAA 
Championship trophy, the reference to 
one-and-done players, the frustration 
over losing a cherished series because of 
market revenue concerns.

soon after the cartoon appeared, 
Pett was besieged by Cat fans. Here’s his 
account of the days after its appearance:

“I got off the plane Tuesday after-
noon and have spent nearly every waking 
hour since dealing with angry hoop fans, 
displeased, to put it mildly, at the way I 
lampooned UK Coach John Calipari 
after he refused to play Indiana in 
Bloomington again. A dozen or so have 
canceled their papers. many dozens have 
sent me e-mails, most of them unprint-
able, some containing veiled threats. A 
handful called my home, one at 2 a.m., 
claiming to be outside. A UK fan posted 
my home address on the Internet and 
suggested it as a target for vandalism.”

The response to Pett’s cartoon shows 
the downside to our over-investments in 

kid-games. In the conclusion to his edi-
torial recounting his experiences with 
irate UK fans, Pett offered the perfect 
illustration of what Andrew Battista in 
this issue suggests is basketball’s per-
version of our civic selves. “For all the 
demands that I apologize,” Pett noted, 
“what I really regret is that of all the 
subjects we cover—in news, editorials 

and cartoons—UK basketball is the 
only one, with the possible exception of 
the you’re-with-us-or-the-terrorists Iraq 
War, that has inspired this level of genu-
ine outrage and passion. Now that’s just 
sorry.”

That’s not just a critique of the cra-
zies contacting him; it’s also applies to 
much of the Cat-crazed region.

Joel Pett and UK basketball in the Herald Leader. Photo by Danny Mayer.
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