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By Marcus Flores

Wrapped ‘round the quarter acre 
plantation were 12-foot fences topped 
with razor wire. It was monitored by—
although armed guards were prefer-
able—24-hour infrared surveillance 
cameras. along with a library of docu-
mentation, this fortress was required by 
the Drug enforcement administration 
(Dea) for the university of Hawaii’s 
1999 permit to grow industrial hemp, a 
plant which has no psychoactive value.

The Controlled substances act of 
1970 classified hemp alongside mari-
juana (and heroin and cocaine) as a 
Class I substance. yet hemp, a subtype 
of cannabis sativa, was bred specifically 
to minimize the THC content as well 
as to maximize the strength of its fibers. 
Probably due to the cost of federal com-
pliance, Hawaii did not opt to renew its 
permit, and so far it has been the only 
state to submit to the regulations of a 
government in denial about the medi-
cal as well as industrial applications of 
certain flora.

Common sense was at one time 
more prevalent in united states agricul-
ture. In fact, hemp once made lexington 
the center of the textile universe before it 
became illegal. Now, the united states 
must import from Canada the crops its 
Founding Fathers grew.   

Historical ironies aside, Kentucky 
politicians are beginning to take mat-
ters into their own hands. state senator 
Perry Clark (D-District 37) is trying to 
put the cart before the horse with his 
2013 encore of the Gatewood Galbraith 
medical marijuana act. Cannabis was, 
interestingly enough, legal during the 
10-year period when alcohol was feder-
ally prohibited; but times have changed, 

Cashing in on 
a cash crop
Hemp and indus-
trial agriculture

The Lexington Tattoo Project and “A Noosed Life”
By Michael Dean Benton

bianca spriggs has entered my 
dreams. No Hendrick, not in that way. 
It is her art and words that I have been 
dreaming about intensely over the last 
week. let me explain.

a few months ago I saw an 
announcement by Transylvania 
university professors Kurt Gohde and 
Kremena Todorova for The lexington 
Tattoo Project.  They had a dream of 
their own, a collective art project that 
would involve 250 participants tattoo-
ing onto their bodies parts of a bianca 
spriggs poem written to lexington. 

as an advocate of participatory and 
communal art, I was intrigued and read 
through the poem for tattoo options.  
We were told that we could make mul-
tiple choices, with the understanding 
that we may not get our first choice, that 
the tattoo would be donated by the art-
ist robert alleyne (Charmed life), and 
that we could choose where to place it 
on our bodies.

“he could resist”
out of the 250 possible choices, 

only one word cluster spoke to me—or 

more accurately, seemed worthy of being 
inked onto my body.  It was the phrase 
“he could resist.”  These three words 
raised so many questions. What could 
I resist? better yet, should I resist?   and 
with no clear punctuation for the three 
words, the statement also seemed sup-
portive, strength-giving even, telling 
me, yes, he could resist! 

I knew this was the only choice 
that I would accept. It almost seemed 
as if bianca had written the words for 
me, at this particular place and time, 
to prompt those necessary questions 
and to provide me strength in answer-
ing them. I entered just that phrase 
into the collective poetry/tattoo lot-
tery and promised myself that if those 
words were not available I would not 
participate. 

To my surprise, delight and trepida-
tion, I was given my choice. Then the 
anxiety came.  What was I doing? I’m 
48 years old and about to get my first 
tattoo. I considered judicious body 
locations to have the tattoo placed—
where would it easily escape notice?, I 
wondered—and settled on the back of 
my left shoulder where I could flaunt it 
when I wanted and cover it as needed.

“he could resist.”  Ink on flesh. Photo by Laura Webb.

but bianca’s words kept reverber-
ating in my head. I was in the midst of 
intense research for teaching a class on the 
contemporary global history of civil resis-
tance. The histories of the incredible peo-
ple and groups who put their lives on the 
line to resist oppression began to occupy 
my waking and dreaming thoughts. 
always I would return to bianca’s words: 
he could resist. Was it a challenge? If so, 
what would be my response?

on the day I was to get the tattoo, I 
awoke from my dreams with the convic-
tion that I could not hide bianca’s words 
and still embrace the spirit of the proj-
ect and/or my respect for their power as 
a guiding force.  I decided that morn-
ing to place bianca’s phrase on my left 
forearm, where it would serve me as a 
reminder and where, when people asked 
about it, I would be required to explain 
what it meant “to me.”

Through the tattoo, the poet’s words 
have begun to occupy a permanent 
place in my thoughts. They continue to 
affect me in ways I never expected and 
are shifting my understanding of art, 
creativity and language.

Tazreen and Triangle
The continuing struggle of garment workers
By Beth Connors-Manke 

If you view history as a discrete set 
of events, then the similarities are eerie. 
march 1911: 146 garment workers, many 
of them young women, die in a factory 
fire at the Triangle shirtwaist Company. 
November 2012: 111 garment workers, 
many of them women, die in a factory 
fire at the Tazreen Fashions Company. 
Neither building had a sprinkler system, 
although the technology was available. 
both factories had fabric stored in ways 
that led easily to raging fires; in both 
factories, escape routes were blocked 
and workers were hindered from speedy 
evacuations. In each case, workers had 
protested labor conditions before the 
disasters.

However, if you view history as a 
long struggle for progress and social 
justice, the similarities are depress-
ingly tragic. one hundred years after 
the Triangle fire in New york City, the 
Tazreen blaze in Dhaka, bangladesh, 
again finds americans thoughtlessly 
complicit in deadly working conditions 
for garment workers. It may not have 
happened in one of our industrial cities, 

but the Tazreen fire still occurred in our 
supply chain—it is still a product of our 
economic structure and attitudes about 
labor.

Triangle
exploitation seems a mild way to 

describe the labor conditions for u.s. 
garment workers in the early twentieth 
century. Work weeks stretched longer 
than 50 hours; employers charged work-
ers for electricity, needles, and material 
they needed to produce clothing for the 
company. Fire escapes were of dubious 
construction, and emergency exits some-
times partially blocked. Not to mention 
that some workers were continually held 
under suspicion and treated like pilfer-
ing cattle: at Triangle, at the end of each 
shift, employees were corralled and then 
released one by one through a narrowed 
corridor so they could be inspected for 
stolen goods before they went home. 
(Think post 9/11 airport security—but 
stationed at your workplace.)

New york garment workers, who 
were often Jewish and Italian immi-
grants, knew the conditions were unjust 
and untenable. between November 

1909 and February 1910, thousands 
went on strike, demanding more reason-
able labor conditions and better safety 
precautions. These men and women, 
by and large, found few improvements 
when they eventually returned to work. 
Public, private, and judicial anti-labor 
sentiment—along with the nativist cli-
mate—proved fierce, leaving company 
owners with the upper hand. according 
to scholar elizabeth burt, when news-
papers covered labor strikes, journalists 
tended to tell the story of “labor agita-
tors,” “socialists,” and “anarchists”—
all groups believed to be a threat to 
america. Generally absent in news sto-
ries were descriptions of the deplorable 
working conditions.

but when New yorkers were forced 
to witness the outcome of purposely 
derelict safety precautions—when 
they watched women, hair and clothes 
aflame, jump out of eighth and ninth 
story windows—attitudes shifted. 
The fire broke out on a busy saturday 
afternoon, so there was no shortage of 
bystanders to the carnage. During the 
week following the disaster, papers in 
New york and across the country ran 

hundreds of articles filled with graphic 
descriptions and eyewitness accounts of 
the fire.

From the Chicago Tribune: “Within 
a few minutes after the first cry of fire 
had been yelled on the eighth floor of the 
building, fifty-three bodies were lying, 
half nude, on the pavement. bare legs in 
some cases were burned to dark brown 
and waists and skirts in tatters showed 
that they had been torn in the panic 
within the building before the girls got 
to the windows to jump to death.”

Having watched a girl come to a win-
dow ledge and then pause, a bystander 
told a reporter: “Then she jumped. she 
whirled over and over, a streak of black 
gown and white underclothing, for nine 
floors and crashed into the sidewalk.”

In under a half hour, the fire was 
extinguished, bodies laid out on the 
street, and piles of trapped and flayed 
workers found against interior doors.

The owners of the Triangle Waist 
Company, max blanck and Isaac Harris, 
escaped the blaze. While they were ham-
mered in the press, they were eventually 

Continued on page 7
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By Don Boes

as a native Kentuckian, I approached 
Bluegrass Funeral by Joseph G. anthony 
with interest.  The book, a collection of 
short fiction, moves back and forth in 
time from the 1850s to 2007.  The place is 
central Kentucky, though not the land of 
the aristocracy but rather the underclass: 
slaves and their owners, hitchhikers and 
farmers.  some of the characters surface 
in more than one story, as their younger 
or older selves, as not yet wise or wiser.  
In addition, anthony’s stories appear out 
of chronological order to reinforce the 
Faulkner epigram that introduces us to 
the collection: “The past is never dead, 
it’s not even past.”  For example, the 
first story, “The Naming,” takes place in 
lexington in 1871 in the aftermath of the 
Civil War while the next story, “Dancing 
benny,” takes place in 1858 and is in 
the form of a monologue by an escaped 
slave.  such a strategy challenges the lin-
ear and conventional (and convenient) 
view of the world that we often find so 
comfortable.  I’m reminded of a similar 
russian proverb that goes something like 
this: “The future is easy to predict.  It’s 
the past that keeps changing.”  The past 
does indeed change but continues to live 
and to be lived in.  Bluegrass Funeral is 
an ambitious attempt to capture what it 
means to be alive in such a timeless place 
as Kentucky.

There are nine stories in the collec-
tion.  The first six stories exhibit a wide 
historical range as well as a number of 
vivid characters.  “Dancing benny” is 
one of anthony’s riskier attempts at 
characterization.  The story is told by 
benny, a runaway slave from the Phoenix 
Hotel.  It is a dialogue-driven narrative, 
and although sometimes anthony (or 
benny) seems to be trying too hard, the 
main character’s humanity and humor is 
revealed.  When benny considers that he 
is worth $1500.00, he admits, “I wished 
I could cash me in.  I take fifty cents on 

Bluegrass underclass
Review of Bluegrass Funeral

the dollar.”  another story, “Quilted,” is 
brief (only two pages) and has almost no 
dialogue.  However, this story includes 
some of anthony’s most understated 
description as he narrates an encoun-
ter between an old woman and a man 
who is debating whether to buy a quilt 
from her.  The man acknowledges, “He 
had seen better quilts.  This one was 
crude, too busy.  maybe too authentic.” 
In these few pages, anthony is able to 
impart great significance to the decision 
of the man to buy (or not buy) the quilt 
and the woman to sell (or not sell) one of 
her possessions.  both stories seem like 
perfect opportunities for a local play-
wright to adapt for the stage.

a third story from this first section 
is “bowl of Cherries,” which gives off 
another vibe altogether.  a man (sam) 
picks up a young woman hitchhiking Continued on page 5

through the mountains.  soon enough, 
their car hits a deer and wrecks, and 
their hours-old relationship changes.  
after surviving their own accident, they 
band together to rescue the passengers 
of another car before it drops off the side 
of the mountain.  The story is improb-
able but anthony renders it probable—
which is what good fiction often does.  
It is part adventure story and part south-
ern gothic and part two-really-different-
people-learn-to-trust-each-other story.  
The narrator, the young hitchhiker, gets 
most of the good lines.  When sam first 
picks her up, the narrator claims she is a 
construction worker to fend off any pos-
sible advances.  she reasons, “making a 
move on a construction worker hadn’t 
been part of his planning.”

By Captain Comannokers
NoC Transportation Czar

Which way am I going?
That’s for me to know
and you to find out

It’s more exciting this way
…for both of us

you’ve got your phone
and your makeup to fix

I’ve got my emails to check
and my cigarette to flick

outside the window that’s cracked
and eventually I will litter

you’ll figure it out
unless you don’t know
how to drive—idiot!

use my blinker?
What do you even care?

They’re for old people
on a sunday drive

Please don’t tell me
they’ll keep me alive

It’s called a turning lane for a reason
Duh! 

oh, yeah—and what about bikes?
Those jerks just zip around
and do their own thing

and even when they do signal
I don’t get it!

Why are you using your left arm
to turn the other way?

We don’t need ‘em anymore
that’s what I say

It’s an invasion of my personal rights
For you to know if I’m going left
or right

maybe I’m just going straight

Which way am I going?

National Enquirer.  but times are tough 
and the Herald-Leader has already made 
so many personnel cuts, they are prac-
tically operating on a skeleton crew.  
some really good people have been laid 
off.  It’s very sad.  

some major city newspapers, like 
the Times-Picayune in New orleans–a 
proud old institution–don’t even pub-
lish a daily paper anymore.  and the 
Detroit Free Press will only deliver a 
paper to your home on Thursday, Friday 
and sunday.  

are we in danger of losing our 
hometown newspaper?  and if we did, 
can you imagine what shenanigans 
would go on in Frankfort without the 
Herald-Leader and the Courier-Journal 
there to keep a watchful eye on the 
General assembly?  Citizens—even 
determined activists—can’t do this well.  
even the best Kentucky bloggers can’t 
begin to have the impact of one of Joel 
Pett’s devastating cartoons. 

Continued on page 5

By Dave Cooper
much to my surprise, in January 

the Lexington Herald-Leader published 
a 700-word op-ed that I wrote that 
was harshly critical of the advertising 
industry.

my op-ed was basically a rant about 
how much I dislike the new electronic 
“ribbon board” advertising display 
inside Commonwealth stadium.  For 
those who have not yet seen this high-
tech monstrosity, it is a lighted leD 
billboard around the fascia of the upper 
deck of the stadium.  This space was 
previously used to honor famous uK 
football players and coaches such as 
bear bryant, art still, Tim Couch and 
George blanda.  It was called the “ring 
of Honor.”

Well, the ring of Honor has now 
been replaced by a ring of advertising for 
Coca-Cola.  Former uK running back 
mark Higgs has called the ribbon board 
“terrible, just terrible.”  Former uK great 
Joe Federspiel called it a “slap in the face 
to the former players.” 

What’s worse is that the ribbon 
board is very distracting when you are 
trying to concentrate on the game–
which is the whole reason that I go to 
the stadium.  I love football.  but I cer-
tainly don’t go to see the advertising.

The ribbon board flashes continu-
ally, and the idiotic messages and cor-
porate logos race around the stadium 
at high speed.  The leD lights are so 
bright that they hurt your eyes.  as I said 
in my Herald-leader op-ed, the display 
is so intense that it actually made me feel 
nauseous.  

I went on to criticize Kroger, 
mcDonald’s, cigarette companies, 
Whitaker bank, Pepsi, Coca-Cola, 
local car dealerships, gas stations, local 

No more tube dancers!
A plan to save the Herald-Leader

radio and TV stations, check cashing 
stores, and the r.J. Corman railroad 
Company.  let’s see, did I leave any-
body out?

you sometimes hear about the wall 
that exists between the editorial and 
business departments of major newspa-
pers, which is supposed to keep the busi-
ness side from influencing editorial con-
tent.  my op-ed surely annoyed some of 
the Herald-Leader’s big advertisers, such 
as Kroger and uK, and maybe made it 
a little more difficult for the paper to 
sell advertising space.  so I give a lot of 
credit to the Herald-Leader for printing 
my screed.  many papers would not have 
published it.

Hard times for hard news
Times are tough in the print media 

business.  advertising revenue is way 
down as advertising dollars have migrated 
to the web and other outlets like outdoor 
advertising.  The Herald-Leader is doing 
its best to stay in business, but it’s still 
painful to see advertising on the front 
page.  First they had those little sticky 
notes—I always made a mental note not 
to patronize any of the companies that 
used this form of advertising.  lately I’ve 
noticed that the advertisements on the 
bottom of the front page are gaining in 
height and slowly creeping up the page.  
I wonder how long it will be until they 
reach the fold. 

and the Herald-Leader–my beloved 
hometown paper–is now accepting 
advertising from some pretty dubious 
companies, such as the ones that claim 
their electric space heaters are hand 
made by the amish inside wooden 
barns.  or the companies selling weight 
loss and arthritis cures.  This is the type 
of advertising I expect to see in the 

Vertical flags on New Circle Road. Photo by Dave Cooper.

The old Lexington public library appears in Bluegrass Funeral. Photo by Danny Mayer.
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“Goal 12: Grow a locally based economy that offers 
opportunities to all residents.”

Updates on the East End
Monthly meetings will revisit East End Small Area Plan
By Jessi Fehrenbach

In 2007, the lexington Fayette 
urban County Council hired a group 
of consultants to create a neighborhood 
development plan for the city’s east 
end, a historically black neighborhood 
located between elm Tree lane and 
Winchester road, and running from 
main street up to loudon ave.  

a key component in creating the 
east end plan involved hearing from res-
idents of the neighborhood itself. There 
was a block-party-style kick-off rally and 
a “community visioning workshop” for 
citizens to voice their concerns, hopes, 
and dreams for the future of the area. 
There were update meetings, door-to-
door flyers, church and school outreach, 
news articles. 

Two years later in 2009, the Council 
would adopt what became known as the 
east end small area Plan.  The plan, 
which aims to meet and reflect the needs 
and concerns of the community residing 
in the east end, acts as a blueprint for 
both private and public developments 
to follow. Though not a legally binding 
document, it identifies 13 goals intended 
to guide the area’s redevelopment:

Goal 1: recognize, restore, preserve, 
and conserve the historic, ethnic, and 
cultural character and resources of the 
east end.

Goal 2: Create and conserve housing 
that is affordable, accessible, and attrac-
tive to a diverse range of people.

Goal 3: Promote new commercial 
development to create a mix of uses that 
respects and enhances the residential 
neighborhoods of the east end.

Goal 4: Promote opportunities to 
leverage positive impacts and encourage 
compatibility from civic investments.

Goal 5: Create a neighborhood where 
daily needs can be met by walking, 
cycling, or transit.

Goal 6: enhance and enliven the 
streetscape with landscaping, art, and 
signage.

Goal 7: ensure compatibility and 
encourage a complimentary relation-
ship between adjacent land uses through 
strong urban design.

Goal 8: ensure that safety is a top 
priority.

Goal 9: Protect and enhance personal 
health and the local environment.

Goal 10: utilize technology to con-
nect the neighborhood to itself and to 
the world.

Goal 11: utilize community organi-
zations to increase social capital in the 
neighborhood.

Goal 12: Grow a locally based economy 
that offers opportunities to all residents.

Goal 13: Create a green and envi-
ronmentally acceptable neighborhood 
through the recognition of the interde-
pendence of environmental, economic, 
and social equity concerns.

East End update
The time has come to re-evaluate the 

progress of the east end small area Plan 
and its thirteen goals. To that end, for-
mer District 1 Councilmember andrea 
James has organized a series of monthly 
open meetings designed to re-engage the 
east end community and address prog-
ress and obstacles to the plan’s priorities.

at the January 8 kick-off meeting at 
the Charles young Community Center 
on Third street, Jim Duncan from the 
lFuCG Division of long-range plan-
ning provided an overview on how the 
east end small area Plan fits within 
lexington’s overall urban development. 
ed Holms, a former president of the 
William Wells brown Neighborhood 
association, provided a review of the 
Goals, objectives, and actions section 

of the 2009 plan’s executive summary. 
In addition to these voices, members of 
the William Wells brown Neighborhood 
association, current District 1 represen-
tative Chris Ford, lFuCG Director of 
Planning Chris King, lisa adkins of the 
bluegrass Community Foundation and 
other residents and friends of the east 
end all expressed their triumphs, con-
cerns, and progress related to the plan. 
Finally, everyone in attendance was 
invited to sign up for a task force sup-
porting one of the plan’s 13 goals.    

at the meeting, speakers cited a 
number of triumphs. These included the 
completed renovation of both the lyric 
Theatre and Charles young Community 
Center, the construction of the east end 
art-In-motion bus stop on Third street 
and elm Tree, and a wireless internet 
initiative that now provides the neigh-
borhood with free wireless. seedleaf 
announced plans for three additional 
community garden plots and an upcom-
ing series of master Gardener and 
master Composter training.

but not all the news was trium-
phant. The creation of a neighborhood 
leeD program to facilitate awareness of 
the neighborhood’s impact on the grid 
could possibly provide credits for efficient 

energy use. The city’s legacy bike Trail, 
so-named because it represents a “legacy” 
gift from the 2010 World equestrian 
Games, has yet to be extended to its 
planned terminus at the east end’s Isaac 
memorial art Garden, itself a WeG proj-
ect currently behind schedule for comple-
tion. Citywide, the affordable Housing 
Trust Fund, an initiative that could go a 
long way in addressing Goal 2, has yet to 
pass City Council. 

amidst it all, though, the greatest 
asset supporting the east end small 
area Plan, one cited by many of the 
speakers, was the passionate commu-
nity behind it. as a document, the plan 
continues to be shaped and re-formed 
by people working together to achieve 
goals intended to benefit the entire 
neighborhood.

Get involved! Open community meet-
ings will be held at 6:30 pm on the sec-
ond Tuesday of each month at the Charles 
Young Community Center on Third Street. 
Upcoming meetings: February 12, March 
12, April 9, May 14, June 11. An outline 
of The East End Small Area Plan can be 
found online at the Lexington Downtown 
Development Authority: http://lexing-
tondda.com/plans.html

“A Noosed Life”
With all this on my mind I visited 

the bianca spriggs and angel Clark art 
exhibition The Thirteen at Transylvania 
university’s morlan Gallery.  I moved 
through most of the exhibition fairly 
quickly until I entered the video display 
for “a Noosed life” (filmed by angel 
Clark and Paul brown, and edited by 
Paul brown and bianca spriggs).  I was 
creatively poleaxed; the imagery hit me 
so hard I had to sit down immediately.

“a Noosed life” is a one and a half 
minute looped video of two actors dis-
playing basic movements.  The first (or 
the first that registered in my percep-
tion) is of a kneeling african-american 
woman touching slowly and intently 
around her exposed neck while gazing 
skyward. The image is overlaid with the 
white hands/arms of a man stretching 
and testing a rope.

The alternating and interweaving 
images allow us to situate the action as a 
mythic/collective story, something more 
than a limited tale of two individuals. 
It is the constant interplay between the 
woman delicately touching her neck 
while seemingly questioning “why” 
and the calm, murderous certainty of 
the man testing the rope. I had no idea 
where the video began or where it ended. 
Images and action simply repeated. 

as with all great art, the video 
loop uncovered other experiences 
and thoughts. While absorbed in it, I 
returned to the first time I came across 
the James allen book Without Sanctuary 
(2000), which documents the legacy 
of lynching in america through the 
perpetrators’ visual documents. I was 
in the middle of a crowded borders 
bookstore during a holiday in ann 

arbor, michigan. as I read through 
the book I began weeping uncontrol-
lably and eventually collapsed onto the 
ground in the middle of the holiday 
crowd. Just as shocking and horrific as 
the desecrated, savaged bodies of black 
americans, were the smiling, joyous 
faces of White americans in the lynch 
mobs. eventually people asked me what 
was wrong, and when I shared allen’s 
book some of them began to get visibly 
disturbed and agitated.  my disturbance 
progressed to a point where the store 
security claimed the book and moved 
me out the door. 

I’m of the mindset that we must 
recognize and confront our country’s 
dark deeds in order to understand how 
we can develop a better society. most 
people know that racist lynchings took 

place in the u.s. (although few realize 
the extent or that they were not limited 
to the south), but they are often remem-
bered as temporary lapses of collective 
sanity. 

like Without Sanctuary, “a Noosed 
life” provides a counterpoint, prompts 
us to consider how lynchings were a 
socially sanctioned activity, used to keep 
a section of society in check and fear-
ful, conscious tools of exploitation and 
oppression. The video does not show the 
face of the man testing the rope; it does 
not give in to the habit of producing a 
single, monstrous, scapegoat as a stand 
in for a collective guilt.

I wish I could invite Quentin 
Tarantino to lexington, Ky, and sit 
with him before “a Noosed life.” I 
think there is much for him to learn 

Untitled from “The Thirteen” series  by Angel Clark.

in this video exhibition. Tarantino, 
and so many others, feel they must 
overwhelm our senses continuously in 
order to keep us entertained and buy-
ing their products. I would ask him to 
look into the actions of these two figures 
and to consider this video in relation to 
his spectacle of slavery as ahistoricized 
entertainment, one that evades any col-
lective responsibility for slavery and any 
recognition of actual, real-life collective 
resistance to slavery.

I thought of other issues and 
events. I don’t know how many times 
“a Noosed life” looped around as I 
gazed upon the motions of the black 
and white figures. I touched the words 
tattooed on my arm and heard the 
words of the Civil rights activist anne 
braden: “you do have a choice. you 
don’t have to be a part of the world of 
the lynchers. you can join the other 
america.”  I began to realize one way 
bianca’s words spoke to me. He could 
resist the urge to look away from the 
truth, and he could resist the impulse 
toward a simply negative representa-
tion/recognition. He must face the hor-
ror of history, but he also must have the 
courage to create something better.

before I got up from the video, 
anne braden’s comments on the Civil 
rights struggle came to mind again: 
“What I’ve realized since is that it’s a 
very painful process but it’s not destruc-
tive.”  He could resist and, in doing so, 
he would join with others that wish to 
do the same.

The Thirteen art exhibit will be on dis-
play through February 15th at Morlan 
Gallery on the campus of Transylvania 
University.

he could resist, cont.
Continued from page 1

Charles Young Community Center. Photo by Danny Mayer.
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We slide in boats well after dark.  
snow flurries in our headlamp beams, 
and the rush of water over lock 9 gradu-
ally fades behind us as we settle in to 
the slight headwind, swirling upriver 
between Cedar Point run to the south 
and the old ymCa Daniel boone Camp 
to the north.  In no less than a mile, the 
wind dies, snow breaks, and stars peek-
a-boo through widening cloud-faults.  
backlit by December twilight, the cleft 
of mary baker Hollow breaks the dark 
horizon of palisade downstream.  The 
current’s slight, and we ease along the 
dark water’s surface trying not to disrupt 
the reflected depth of universe gathered 
around us.

In less than an hour, we’re beach-
ing at the small, rocky mouth of mary 
baker Hollow.  Danny flashes his head-
lamp up the steep bank.  “Devil’s Pulpit 
is somewhere up there.  We could camp 
in the cave if you’re willing to billy Goat 
the gear.”  The thought of pitching the 
bedrolls in a more temperate cave has 
definitive gravity on a 20° and, as of yet, 
moonless night.  

“Well, it’s been a while, a solid 
decade, since I’ve womped the environs, 
so you point the way and 
I’ll birddog the trail.”  arms 
and shoulders strapped with 
bivouacking amenities, we 
trail off…and up.  our first 
attempt is more blunder 
than buss, Danny follow-
ing my uphill stumble, bush 
honeysuckle thwacking his 
sides.  I reach the base of 
the palisade, and the pro-
nounced trail I’m chasing 
elides to a muttering swirl 
of oak leaves and buckberry 
bramble.  “Wrong way,” 
I announce, and scan the 
slope below with my lamp.  
“We must’ve missed a junc-
tion.”  I slide carefully down 
through the tangle, loop 
around a large ash, and find 
another more sensible look-
ing path.  “I think this is it.”  
Danny clambers down and 
finds the trail behind and 
below me.  

“up again,” he mutters.  
This redirection takes us on 
a level course, some 30 feet 
below the base of the cliff, 
and at last a spur trail ascends to a narrow 
rock shelter.  From here, it’s all brutally 
vertical for the next 75 feet.  The narrow 
deer trail gathers at the base of the cliff 
and opens up, angling around a scrolling 
edge of palisade and shooting straight 
up through a cut—a trail made by and 
intended for hooves, not boots, and cer-
tainly not boots on humans loaded with 
dry bags, cook stoves, and camp sun-
dries.  but we manage the climb, paus-
ing halfway to catch our wind.  The path 
cuts southeast, downriver, bumps over 
the base of a massive sugar maple, and 
then makes another short but acute rise.  
Drained but atop this last knoll, we see 
the loamy ground drop back toward the 
foot of the cliff, and down below, the 
cave.  We descend sideways in short, low 
hops, our breath swirling and dissipating 
in the Cyclopes beams of our headlamps.  
We drop gear and stand in the cave-
mouth, illuminating the utter darkness 
inside the earth.  The cave extends back 
50 feet or so, the ceiling and floor gradu-
ally deepening, and the rear recess runs 
cruciform to the mouth.  

Closer inspection of the rock 
above reveals a massive fissure spark-
ing up through the palisade, a fracture I 
quickly relate to the significant faulting 
along this stretch of river.  “Jillson would 
blush at your keen powers of observa-
tion,” Danny mutters from the mouth 
as he unpacks his drybag and gleefully 
locates his flask of svedka.  “Here’s to 
Willard.”  He slakes his thirst with three 
round glugs.

Deep in fault
Valley View to Paint Lick

“Jillson would be glad to know his 
work’s still relevant to a 21st century 
river rat.”  at the base of the rear wall, 
a narrow fissure, no more than three 
feet high, stretches back into the earth 
another 40 feet.  I bend down and peer 
through.  “looks like this crevice opens 
up into another room.”  Though I’m 
momentarily tempted to scamper in, the 
more immediate need for fire and suste-
nance persuades me back to mouth.      

We’re both conscious of the fragility 
of cave habitats, and the downward spi-
ral of so many bat species.  according to 
the Nature Conservancy, the Kentucky 
river corridor, particularly the pali-
sades region, is home to the only known 
breeding colony of endangered Gray 
bats in the bluegrass.  The Indiana and 
rare Keen’s bat, both also endangered, 
inhabit caves along this middle stretch 
of the Kentucky as well.  Disrupting the 
nightly routine of leather-winged crea-
tures certainly is not on our itinerary.  
This particular cave, while large at the 
entrance, appears to be vacant of bats, 
but this comes as little surprise.  sadly, 
spray-painted graffiti mars every smooth 
surface inside the cave, some of it dating 
back decades.  “’martha Jean murray, 
1946.’  What makes people want to 

leave their names on nature?”  Danny 
wonders aloud.  “I mean, I can under-
stand graffiti on a boxcar, beneath an 
overpass, or on the side of a building, 
but in a cave…?”  He ponders the scrawl 
as he pulls his bedroll from the drybag.  

“Permanent litter.” I say, kicking a 
plastic mountain Dew bottle over into a 
small pile of cans by the cave mouth.  In 
addition to empty containers, someone 
has left a ratty sleeping bag unfurled by 
the charcoal remains of an old campfire.  
“bats must’ve given up on this place.  as 
for humans, I suppose we all suffer from 
a sort of Gilgamesh complex from time 
to time, you know, wanting to stamp 
our names on the bricks, cheat death, 
live forever like the gods…’mere man—
his days are numbered; whatever he may 
do, he is but wind.’”

Danny passes the svedka.  “Well, 
maybe, I guess.  but my money says 
martha Jean murray probably just got 
drunk, scrumped her beau, and wanted 
to commemorate her role in a night of 
youthful wantonness.”

“Plausible.  We’re not all destined to 
ponder the brainy species’ futile vanities 
stacked against the terminal void—not 
all destined to look ‘over the wall’ and 
‘see the bodies floating on the river.’  
some of us have to live our lives and do 
all the stupid shit so that others of us 
can ponder it, snicker, scoff, and make 
judgments, prophesize, correct?”  I light 
the burner on the stove.  We’re both 
momentarily drawn into the gas-blue 
gush of flame.

“something like that…” Danny 
trails off.  “What did I do with the 
chicken?”  I pour a few cups of water 
into the pot and watch it hiss and steam, 
and when it starts to boil I throw in the 
seasoned pint of dry-mix: black-eyed 
peas and lentils.  after ten minutes I add 
another couple cups of water and slice 
onion, garlic, and yellow fingerlings.  
Danny finally locates the chicken—left-
over from the night before.  We scrunch 
what’s left of the carcass into the pot.  
after a half-hour of heavy boiling, I 
throw in the kale, salt and pepper, and 
pronounce it all done—enough.  

“beans are a little al dente, but that 
just makes it fun to eat.”  We heap our 
bowls, and while the soup cools, we for-
age for deadfall below the mouth of the 
cave and start a small fire in a stone ring 
left over from someone else’s bivouac.  a 
thumbnail clipping of moon rises above 
the tree-line atop the palisade to our 
east.  We eat in silence to the flickering 
firelight, turning occasionally to check 
our oversized shadows in the cave.

Free Willy, the jolly Stratigraphite 
“smells good, lads.”  
“Did you say something?”  Danny 

asks over a spoonful.

“No, but, yeah, it does smell mighty 
appetizing.”

“I didn’t say that.”  He gives me a 
blank stare.

“Didn’t say what?”  I look up from 
my bowl.

“I didn’t say, ‘smells good lads.’”
“back here, gentlemen.  Put some 

light my way.  I can’t see a damn thing.”  
Danny and I both jump to attention, 
backing away from the cave mouth to 
the edge of the steep slope.

“Who’s there?”  Danny points his 
headlamp toward the rear of the cave.  
“Who’s there?”  I set my bowl down in 
the dark bramble and fix my beam.  

“I’m just a traveler, a mere mite 
a-scurry on the colossus.”  Just as the 
voice tapers off, the brown, dimpled 
dome of a ranger’s hat rises out of the 
narrow crawl space in the back of the 
cave.  “I can assure you that I mean no 
harm.  I bear only good news: the earth 
wants you.”  as he speaks, he slowly rises 
and stands up, fully illuminated in our 
combined beams.  His brown overcoat is 
caked in light bluish lime; his dungarees 
are likewise filthy with the cuffs tucked 
into the top of knee-high leather boots.

“The earth wants us?  What the hell 
is that supposed to mean?” Danny asks 
as we both squint through the swirling 
mist of our own heavy exhales.

“We’ll get to that in minute.  First, 
how about some of that soup and proper 
introductions?”  He steps toward us 
then stops and raises his hand in rec-
ognition of our apprehension.  “I know 

this must be terrific for you, to be enjoy-
ing a solitary moment with nature and 
suddenly have a complete stranger crawl 
out of the earth and startle you.  believe 
me, I understand.  but there’s nothing 
to fear.  I’m a peace-loving creature, an 
academic reborn.  I’ve been…exploring 
the earth, and it just so happens that we 
all chose to be in this particular cave on 
this particular night.  Pure serendip-
ity.”  Now standing in full exposure to 
our light, we observe him to be slight 
of stature, energetic enough but non-
threatening nonetheless.  Together, we 
all move toward the soup, which is cool-
ing in its pot on a slab of limestone just 
inside the cave mouth—the stranger 
stepping slowly out from the recess and 
Danny and I stepping slowly in from the 
mouth.

“ah…I haven’t eaten river gourmet 
in years.  Just dish me up a little; I don’t 
want to be an imposition on your prov-
ender.”  Without taking his eyes of the 
stranger, Danny feels around and finds 
his mess kit and hands the extra bowl 
to me.  I pour in one ladle-full, main-
taining eye contact, and slowly hand 
the bowl in his direction.  He extends 
a hand.

“spoon?”  He asks.
“sorry.”  We respond 

simultaneously.
“No matter.  I’ve 

camped all up and down 
this river in my years and 
never once let lack of spoon-
age best my hunger.”  He sits 
cross-legged on a large rock.  
“Please, dear hosts, take up 
your bowls and join me.”  
Danny and I hesitantly sit 
and join the stranger in 
quiet souping.  I break the 
momentary silence.

“so, you’ve traveled the 
river before?”

“oh, yes.  many times.  
up and down its beauti-
ful corridor.  more than 
any other tributary of the 
mighty ohio, the Kentucky 
exhibits the master plan 
of drainage modification 
through the yawning lapse 
of geologic time.”  reaching 
in the inside pocket of his 
overcoat, he produces a 
small leather folio, and flip-
ping through its ratty leaves, 
fixes upon some penciled 

notes.  “Tracing its origins to the great 
appalachian crustal movements that 
marked the end of the Paleozoic era, the 
Kentucky river during the broad sweep 
of mesozoic and Cenozoic time down to 
the present day has persistently pursued 
its course to the northwest into the cen-
tral interior basin of the middle West.” 
He puts the folio down beside him and 
raises his bowl to his nose, inhaling 
swirling tendrils of steam.  

“aren’t you going to eat?”  Danny 
asks, pointing with his spoon.

“Don’t need to, lads.  Figures such 
as myself have no use for food anymore.  
I just like to take in the aroma from 
time to time.  It reminds me of my…
former life.”

“your former life?”  I stop eat-
ing and try to focus on his eyes.  since 
he emerged from the earth, the wide 
brim of his ranger’s hat has obscured 
the upper half of his face with shadow.  
“What’s that suppose to mean?”

“Well…” He places his bowl on 
top of his folio beside him.  “It’s a long, 
strange story.  I’ll spare you the lecture 
on the physics of transubstantiation.  Just 
suffice it to say, I once was a man with 
a passionate obsession, a livelihood, a 
wife, children, the whole kit and caboo-
dle.  but like all men, I died.  It wasn’t 
tragic and sorrowful; I lived a good, 
full life, and passed on without regret.  
Having been a man of my age, main-
taining an unshakable faith in the power 

Campsite at cave above Mary Baker Hollow. Photo by Wesley Houp.

Continued on page 5
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“again he pauses.  ‘We are deep in fault here, boys.  Deep 
in fault.’”

of physical science to provide answers to 
fundamental questions of human life 
and the cosmos, and having inherited 
the Wesleyan tradition of my parents 
and preserved its peculiar rites and ritu-
als for my children, I went to my death 
not knowing exactly what to expect, if 
anything.  but what I discovered in the 
great beyond is simple and profound: 
the earth wasn’t done with me.  For the 
last 36 years, I’ve been crawling around 
inside the stratigraphy, wedged inside 
fossil depths, swimming through the 
water-table, peeking through holes in 
the mantle, making schematic sketches 
of the earth’s inner movements, this 
great gearbox of stone.   The last time 
I emerged was…oh…sometime in the 
late 80s, I think.  I spent time with a 
young shepherd, marouan, in his cave 
in the atlas mountains.  If you know 
your paleogeography, you’ll recall that 
the atlas mountains of morocco were 
at one time part of the appalachians, so 
I felt right at home.  He offered cous-
cous and goat cheese, but I couldn’t eat 
that either.

“I can’t complain,” he continues.  
“my passionate obsession has always 
been stratigraphy, well, and drainage 
modification.  I just happened to be 
near the surface when I heard the echo 
of your voices.  I happened to overhear 
your conversation about faulting along 
the river and couldn’t help but introduce 
myself.”

We sit spellbound in the flickering 
firelight.  “Well, then,” Danny inter-
jects, “who…er…what are you, exactly?”

“The name’s…uh…you can call me 
Free Willy.”  We both chuckle at the 
allusion.

“like the orca in the movie.  Great.”  
I laugh, meaning no offense.  

“I’m not sure what you’re talking 
about,” he retorts.  “I’m free to do as 
I wish, to move about under the earth 
without fear of earth’s recriminations.  
I’m Willy because that’s what my friends 
called me when I was a surface-dweller.  
as to what I am, let’s just say I’m energy 
that follows through the inherited 
entrenchment of a human life.  I guess 
you could call me a stratigraphite, hum-
ble creeper from the loins of the earth.”   
Danny and I finish our soup, and unfurl 

sleeping bags nearer to the fire than to 
Free Willy.  The thumbnail moon has 
risen and disappeared from our cave-
mouth vantage point in the time since 
our strange guest arrived.  

“looks like you’re bedding down.  
How about a few more words of river 
history around the campfire?”  He picks 
up his folio and rustles through the 
leaves.  “First of all, a note on structure: 
the principal structural feature in the 
Kentucky river basin, as in the state, 
taken as a whole, is the Cincinnati 
arch, an arrested uplift of mountain-
making proportions.  The origin of 
this great structural feature may be 
traced with ample evidence to the late 
ordovician if not earlier.  Though 
ancient in its beginnings, it has contin-
ued its upsurge intermittently through 
subsequent geologic time and there are 
some physiographic evidences available 
today, particularly the slightly superior 
attitude of surface ridges coinciding 
with the structural crest of the arch, 
which tend to suggest that the last rise 
of this structure of about 1000 feet 
begun in the Pliocene and continued 
into the Pleistocene may not yet have 
been entirely complete.” He pauses to 
study our supine forms.  “That is to 
say, lads, that the ancient movements 
beneath this stretch of earth are still 
turning.  all this fissuring in the rock…
it’s a work in progress.”

He turns back to the page.  “The 
crest of the lexington dome of the 
Cincinnati arch at Camp Nelson, in the 
gorge of the Kentucky river, is marked 
by complex normal faulting of north-
east-southwest strike.  Down-throw, 
ranging from 250 or 350 feet as a maxi-
mum, is on the southeast side of this 
fault zone which traverses the central 
channel of the Dicks river a few miles 
east of Danville.  up stream from Camp 
Nelson this Kentucky river fault zone, 
as it is known somewhat generally in the 
literature, crosses and recrosses the main 
gorge of the river eight or nine times 
finally leaving the river near boonesboro 
and passing to the northeast into Clark 
County in a somewhat broken course 
toward mt. sterling.” again he pauses.  
“We are deep in fault here, boys.  Deep 
in fault.

“The Kentucky river Fault Zone 
as a prominent structural feature dates 
from this time in the Cretaceous or 
early eocene, though its origin probably 
stems from the appalachian revolution 
at the end of the Paleozoic era.

“as the northwestern wall of this 
fault rose steadily, the Kentucky river, 
its headwaters diverted and its volume 
of flow thereby reduced one-third or 
more, struggled to maintain its original 
course of N. 45° W. over that part of the 
inner bluegrass region now marked by 
its famed tributary, elkhorn Creek.  as 
the barrier fault wall continued to rise 
the river gradually ponded back on itself 
in meandering pattern, as if tired of try-
ing to maintain its northwestern course, 
turned to the southwest and slipped 
over a low divide or col into the valley 
of its principal southern tributary, the 
Dicks river.  all along its new course to 
the Dicks it followed the barrier wall of 
the fault, which in time it was able to 
cut out in some measure and thus estab-
lish across it by the end of the period of 
Tertiary (late miocene or Harrisburg) 
base leveling a restricted meandering 
pattern.

“and so,” he once again pauses 
to make sure we’re still awake, “the 
river never was able to resume its old 
pre-Cretaceous course directly to the 
northwest.  Instead it found itself 
imprisoned in the early Tertiary more 

and Clark’s bill has little chance of suc-
cess in a state already saddled by pre-
scription drug abuse.

In related news, senator rand 
Paul has prioritized the more realistic 
mission of industrial hemp this legisla-
tive season. Though one would like to 
see Paul flatten some of his republican 
wrinkles with a libertarian iron, the 
focus on hemp provides welcome relief 
from perennially contentious issues such 
as taxes or spending cuts. still, someone 
will find something wrong with even the 
most sensible legislative suggestion. The 
praiseworthy hemp movement has to 
battle overly cautious police, who have 
the same opinion on industrial hemp as 
they do medical cannabis: that legiti-
mate growers will be difficult to distin-
guish from illegal operations.

Whether or not law enforcement 
officers would be good at delineating the 
two plants, cultivating them together 
is, agriculturally speaking, a bad idea. 
an informative paper from Purdue 
university describes the narcotic plants 
as “low, highly branched, and grown 
well-spaced,” perhaps like vegetables. 
Hemp plants, on the other hand, grow 
in dense clusters and are comparatively 
taller with limited branching. suppose 
some sneaky farmer chose to grow pot 
alongside his hemp? Hemp pollen, 
which can travel some 12 kilometers, 
would pollinate—and hence ruin—any 
narcotic plant within that radius. Far 
from aiding illegal growers, hemp would 
appear to jeopardize their crop.

Threatening Kentucky are the same 
security measures that stifled Hawaii’s 
industrial hemp production. should 
Kentucky submit to the unchanged 

Deep in fault, cont.
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rigmarole as Hawaii, the additional cost 
of the Dea’s security measures would 
likely have most farmers saying to hell 
with hemp before they even plant it—
when, actually, what they should be say-
ing is to hell with federal law.

some 18 states have decided to legal-
ize medical cannabis; notably, Colorado 
and Washington were not greeted by 
legions of Dea agents when they legal-
ized cannabis for recreational use. The 
federal government has snarled in disap-
proval, but it otherwise remains a lame 
beast that cannot seriously threaten the 
people’s demand for a substance that is 
significantly less harmful than alcohol. 
Not that Kentucky farmers are pleading 
to grow drugs; federal legislators sim-
ply agree that state policies would most 
quickly advance the hemp agenda at a 
national level.

so what is to fear? Farmers express 
concerns about the market potential. 
yet capitalism, a risk-reward system, 
cannot guarantee that an entrepreneur-
ial undertaking will be without risks. 
edward Gibbon wrote long ago that the 
foundation of manufacturing was agri-
culture, and economic conditions seem 
quite favorable for hemp. James Comer, 
Kentucky’s agriculture Commissioner, 
has reported that three companies have 
already approached him about business 
opportunities in Kentucky should the 
state choose to ignore the federal ban. 
since the hemp industry includes every-
thing from paper to building materi-
als and auto parts, the sowing of hemp 
seeds could also trigger the growth of 
secondary industries.

Hemp will not, however, legalize 
itself.

An all-out campaign
so here is my proposal to help 

keep our beloved Kentucky newspa-
pers financially sound: an all-out citizen 
campaign against cheap, ugly outdoor 
advertising.  This campaign will also 
encourage local companies to spend 
their advertising dollars on print media 
instead of outdoor advertising.   

For example, look at New Circle 
road.  a popular new form of out-
door advertising appears to be 10-foot 
tall vertical flags.  They are sprouting 
up like daffodils.  yesterday between 
lexmark and Winchester road, I 
counted 90 of these hideous flags 
on the inside of New Circle, and 46 
on the outside.  The clever advertis-
ing messages say “sale” and “We buy 
Gold” and “buy Here Pay Here.”  The 
worst spot is in front of the old Kmart.  
oddly, the scrap metal people around 
town have not yet figured out that it’s 
very easy to pull the metal flag poles 
out of the ground.   

another form of outdoor advertis-
ing which should be outlawed immedi-
ately is the “tube dancer.”  I have never 
seen anything so stupid in my life.  These 

Tube dancers, cont.
Continued from page 2

The second section is a quartet of 
stories called “Godard County.”  all 
four stories happen in that fictional 
Kentucky county, with episodes taking 
place in 2007, 1874, 1934, and 1920 
(the order in which they appear in the 
book).  Perhaps the most ambitious 
story and the centerpiece of the collec-
tion is the last of these, “The Colored 
reading room.”  The narrative is told 
in flashback by Joe, a well-read son of an 
african-american farmer, and concerns 
his romantic relationship with emily 
loughridge, the daughter of a white 
tobacco warehouse magnate.  They meet 
briefly for the first time when he is ten 
and she is eight when Joe’s father brings 
his tobacco to sell at mr. loughridge’s 
warehouse in lexington.  Their inter-
racial relationship deepens in fits and 
starts during Joe’s once-a-year visits 
with his father to the warehouse.

Joe and emily’s romance is cast 
against the backdrop of lexington in 
the 1920’s.  Their preferred place to 
rendezvous is the lexington library’s 
Colored reading room, a room in what 

Anthony review, cont.
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is now the Carnegie Center, one of the 
few places in the country at the time 
that provided library access to african-
americans.  The couple also is caught 
up in the racial tension of a historical 
event that happened in lexington in 
1920. Panic swept through the city after 
the murder of a white girl, 10-year-old 
Geneva Hardman.  Will lockett, an 
african american World War I vet-
eran, was the suspect. on February 9, 
lockett’s trial was to begin in down-
town lexington. an unruly crowd gath-
ered outside the courthouse; six people 
were killed and fifty injured in the ensu-
ing violence. In “The Colored reading 
room,” anthony deftly incorporates the 
couple’s relationship into the larger his-
torical forces of the time.

In Bluegrass Funeral, Joseph G. 
anthony provides us with nine stories of 
central Kentucky.  each story captures 
a specific time and place in the state’s 
history, not from a historian’s point of 
view but from the point of view of the 
Kentuckians who by their very striving 
created (and are still creating) history.

are the horrid brightly colored and fan-
powered men that are often found in 
front of used car lots and check cashing 
stores.  They go “whoop” up and down, 
and they wave their arms as you drive 
by.  Tube dancers can be easily and per-
manently disabled with a pen knife or a 
box cutter.

Finally, the Cordex sign: the 
cigarette and beer and soda placards 
strapped to lamp posts in front of con-
venience stores.  They are usually fas-
tened with some mighty zip ties, but 
a pair of wire cutters will snip right 
through the zip ties.  Those zip ties 
can be reused if you cut them right, 
and they are right handy around the 
house.  The placards can be used to 
make excellent protest signs, or to roof 
a shed, as a sleeping pad or as an emer-
gency umbrella.  I have also even used 
them for the walls of an outhouse.  by 
duct taping three placards together in 
a triangle shape, you can make a small 
pup tent that is waterproof and highly 
windproof.  These are great for the 
hobo camps along the interstates.  best 
of all: they are free, and there is an end-
less supply out there.

northerly directed lower valley of its 
tributary the Dicks river which it fol-
lowed and enlarged past the present 
site of the Capitol at Frankfort until it 
regained its old mesozoic course near 
the present day mouth of elkhorn or 
Cedar Creeks.  From this point it con-
tinued its course of ‘first intent’ to the 
northwest until, it met the small ances-
tral Vevay river near where Carrollton 
now stands.”

The Devil’s Pulpit nearby Mary Baker 
Hollow. Photo by Wesley Houp.
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By Horace Heller Hedley, IV

In a bold initiative for solving stub-
born Federal budget problems, the u.s. 
House of representatives will, for the 
first time in its history, accept official 
corporate sponsorship. as anticipated, 
the move has created a scramble among 
america’s largest corporations which are 
now vying for exclusive rights to sponsor 
the House—an undreamed of branding 
and public relations coup for the winner.

The news sent shock 
waves through the Fortune 
500, as at least a dozen of 
america’s top corporations 
jockeyed for position in the 
upcoming public auction, 
dubbed “the mother of all 
bidding wars.” 

“When I heard the news, 
I passed dead out,” said ethan 
richenmeyer, Director of 
Creative Civic Influence for 
General electric. “I mean, 
you just can’t buy visibility 
like that. It’s like a super 
bowl commercial, 24-7. This 
auction is going to make 
the bidding on the F-35’s jet 
engine contract look like a 
game of Go Fish.”

The new initiative is 
credited to rep. Paul ryan 
(r-Wisconsin), the GoP’s 
most prominent budget 
hawk. The inspiration came 
from an unlikely source—
college bowl games. “They 
have an allstate sugar bowl, 
a Capital one bowl, and an 
aT&T Cotton bowl. Why 
shouldn’t government show 
that level of creativity? This 
is exactly the kind of prag-
matic, public-private partnership that 
we want people to associate with the 
republican brand. With luck, we could 
raise enough revenue to restore the 
bush-era tax cuts on the job-creators at 
the top of our income distribution.”

U.S. House of Representatives to accept official corporate sponsor
The leek: a satirical take

Indeed, experts believe that the 
sponsorship could bring an enormous 
windfall for the Federal treasury, with 
estimates of annual revenue from the 
House of representatives sponsorship 
running as high as $500 million. The 
corporations vying for the sponsor-
ship—most with annual incomes top-
ping $100 billion—can afford such an 
exorbitant advertising expenditure to 
attain the very pinnacle of corporate 
prestige.

advertising experts agree that the 
sponsorship of the House could be worth 
the enormous sticker price. The success-
ful bidder will command considerable 
creative freedom over the institution’s 
branding. “They will insist on changing 

the name, for sure,” said Wendy o’shea, 
a corporate promotions consultant. 
“‘House of representatives’ just lays right 
in the ground. of course, they will want 
to display their corporate logo promi-
nently outside the building. Probably the 
american flag can stay, but they might 
demand a smaller one, so the logo isn’t 
upstaged. They’ll definitely be remodel-
ing the interior. If apple wins, for exam-
ple, it will be all black, with sleek, clean 
lines, in keeping with their look.”

Details of the bidding are closely 
held secrets, though rumors are circulat-
ing. one madison avenue insider sug-
gested that by this time next year, our 
elected representatives might be meeting 
in The Citigroup Citizen Center, the 

By Cameron Lindsey

Quentin Tarantino’s Django 
Unchained has created quite the storm. 
People have complained about the 
movie’s mindless violence, its overuse 
of certain racial epithets, and its gen-
eral comic handling of the institution 
of slavery. readers, I would like to tell 
you that Django has all of this and 
more. However, unlike those critics, I 
would like to claim that Tarantino’s lat-
est movie is just what american viewers 
need to see right now.

before getting into all that, though, 
first a cheat sheet for all you readers 
who want to feel involved with the race, 
violence, and slavery conversations cir-
culating around the film but who do 
not actually want to watch the movie. 
remember these four randomly gener-
ated conversational nuggets for when 
everyone starts talking about it at that 
next party or get-together:

1. The “D” in Django is silent.
2. That racial epithet that every-
one is talking about is said, by my count, 
110 times.
3. Christoph Waltz won best 
supporting actor and Tarantino won 
best screenplay at the Golden Globes.
4. The movie is nominated for five 
academy awards including best Picture.

That’s should be enough to get 
you by. For the rest of you, please keep 
reading. 

The movie follows a freed slave, 
Django (Jamie Foxx), and a bounty 
hunter, Dr. schulz (Christoph Waltz), as 
they travel across the antebellum south 
killing criminals and working to rescue 
Dajngo’s enslaved wife, broomhilda 
(Kerry Washington), from the 

Django: Race, Violence, and Tarantino. Oh My!
mandingo-fighting, plantation owner, 
and all around bad guy, monsieur 
Candie. along the way, Django and 
schulz shoot up, beat up, and dress up 
in order to get the money they need to 
purchase Django’s wife on the sly from 
Candie without the racist owner or his 
dutiful head-servant, stephen (samuel l. 
Jackson), finding out their true motives. 
In true Tarantino fashion, expect lots of 
violence, music that while not obviously 
fitting, seems as if no other song could 
have been paired with the images, and a 
cinematic eye that clearly knows the ins 
and outs of the spaghetti western genre. 
Tarantino’s narrative is smart and enter-
taining and will have action fans cheer-
ing, comedy fans roaring with laughter, 
and fans of good movies applauding the 
director for another job well done. 

Tarantino also does an amazing job 
of capturing the beauty of the american 
south. It’s similar to the way that the 
Coen brothers recently captured the 
american West in No Country. I remem-
ber specifically watching a glorious shot 
of a snow-covered plain and thinking to 
myself, “Where can one person find so 
many elk?” and while elk population 
questions might not be on every movie-
goer’s mind while they watch, there can 
be little argument that Tarantino knows 
exactly the kinds of grand images he 
needs to capture for his audiences to be 
astounded. 

regarding the acting, Christoph 
Waltz will likely win another best 
supporting actor win with Tarantino 
at the oscars this year (Waltz won 
the same award in 2009 for his role in 
Tarantino’s Inglorious Basterds). Waltz 
finds the perfect balance in his role as 
the sly bounty hunter between a come-
dic character with no moral guide and 
a sympathetic character destined to 

Illustration by Christopher Epling.

help Django reunite with his captured 
lover. Jamie Foxx, however, takes no 
time letting the audience know the 
kind of character they can expect out 
of Django. Following the Western 
style, Django speaks little, scowls a lot, 
and shoots more, but amidst all of that 
Foxx’s intensity and desire to see his wife 
again never fade with the audience. 

Finally, leonardo DiCaprio does all 
the right things to make you just want 
to punch him in the face. Not only did 
Tarantino write a despicable character, 
but so too does DiCaprio adds an ego-
tistical lightness to the immense evil 
that surrounds his character. His ability 
to maneuver between cordial and obses-
sively violent during the first slave fight-
ing scenes (not for those of weak consti-
tutions), while dramatically impressive, 
will have your teeth grinding in frustra-
tion and disgust for the character.

The movie is not for everyone. If 
you spit instead of laugh when Django 
says, “Kill white folks and they pay you 
for it? What’s not to like?,” then you 
should not see this movie. When I hear 

complaints about the movie’s violence, 
I cannot help but shake my head. This 
Valentine’s Day, audiences will flock to 
another movie, A Good Day to Die Hard, 
to watch bruce Willis as an all-american 
white guy shoot up the next nationality 
to be pegged as a threat to our freedom. 
The remake of Red Dawn is grossing tens 
of millions of dollars domestically so that 
audiences can watch americans shoot up 
North Koreans instead of soviets. and, 
historically, let’s not forget that little 
franchise called Rambo. Need I say more?

ultimately, you can complain all 
you want about the violence, but is it 
really because people are shooting at 
each other, or is it because a black man 
is shooting at white men? Go ahead and 
wag your finger at the number of times 
the “N-word” is said, but can you hon-
estly say that americans use it any less 
than they did over a hundred years ago? 
Tarantino has made a movie where we 
get to watch Jamie Foxx shoot up the 
institution of slavery and smile as it 
burns. you all complain all you want. I 
am going to go see it again.

lockheed martin Patrio-plex, or the 
Chik Fil-o-buster Pavilion.

If the sponsorship of the House of 
representatives succeeds, some Federal 
officials are reportedly considering 
expanding the initiative. “This could 
be just the beginning,” said rachael 
Hestard, a staff member of House 
majority leader eric Cantor. “If this 
works out, we could start selling spon-
sorships of Congressional committees. 
There are dozens of those. at even $50 

million a pop, that adds up 
to real money. and Federal 
agency sponsorship could 
command even more.”

but some citizens’ 
advocacy groups worry that 
such outsized deals may 
give the corporate giants 
undue influence over gov-
ernment, or at least create 
the appearance of impro-
priety. Consumer advo-
cate Donald rochester’s 
views were representative: 
“you’ve heard the rumors. 
The FDa will become the 
eli lilly Pharmaceutical 
Fast-Track?  Defense appro-
priations will go before 
the Halliburton armed 
services roundtable? I 
know we’re broke, but do 
we have to stoop so low to 
squeeze money out of mega 
corporations? Whatever 
happened to just taxing the 
bastards?”

but other advocates 
of effective government 
defended the new initia-
tive. “look, they’re going to 
spend the big bucks to influ-
ence the Feds one way or 

the other, right? so either the K street 
lobbyists get the money, or we taxpayers 
get it back. so there’s a Nike swoop in 
front of the capital building? For a 30 
percent maximum tax rate, I could live 
with that.”
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Opinion

Continued from page 1

acquitted of negligent homicide for 
locking the doors to the back stairway. 
The justice system certainly failed, but 
the catastrophe led to more successful 
organizing and, eventually, better laws. 
surely, though, that was cold comfort 
to relatives who gathered at the morgue, 
wailing in yiddish, russian, and Italian; 
to the 10,000 mourners who processed 
down Fifth avenue during the mass 
funeral.

Tazreen
Google images for the Tazreen fire, 

and you’ll find faces of grief-stricken 
mothers; rows of rectangles awaiting 
burned bodies; angry workers clog-
ging the streets to show their resis-
tance to a system that doesn’t value 
their lives. (Fires have been common 
in bangladeshi factories over the past 
decade.) In short, you’ll see photo-
graphs that make you—albeit at a 
remove—a witness to the suffering 
caused by the Tazreen fire.

The tale of the blaze at the eight- or 
nine-story (depending on your source) 
Tazreen Fashions factory reads too much 
like the Triangle disaster—enough so, 
that it doesn’t take a genius to link the 
two. The new twist on the story is the 
layer upon layer of international corpo-
rate greed and professed blindness that 
have supported deadly conditions at 
garment factories.

The american company under 
the most scrutiny at the moment is 
Walmart, whose Faded Glory cloth-
ing line was being made at Tazreen. 
Walmart is, of course, playing the shell 
game as it denies responsibility; the 
company claims it had broken relations 
with the factory, but one of their suppli-
ers had, against Walmart policy, contin-
ued to subcontract there.

Nonetheless, Walmart and other 
international enterprises have exerted 
downward pressure to keep costs low in 
factories in bangladesh. The New York 
Times reported that during a 2011 meet-
ing, international companies, including 
Walmart, discussed safety concerns 
with bangladeshi government officials, 
nongovernmental organizations, and 
factory owners. after a Walmart repre-
sentative noted how extensive the needs 
are—4,500 factories would need expen-
sive modifications—it was concluded 
in the meeting minutes that “It is not 
financially feasible for the brands to 
make such investments.”

scott Nova, executive director of 
the Worker rights Consortium, esti-
mates that it would cost companies pen-
nies per garment—less than a dime—to 
help instate better safety practices in 
factories in bangladesh.

The Tazreen fire raged longer than 
the historic Triangle blaze, reportedly 
lasting all night. Hopefully, that will not 

Tazreen, cont.

prove to be a metaphor for the time it 
will take to ensure bangladeshi garment 
workers aren’t toiling in cinderboxes. 
Those who have been made witness to 
the devastation at Tazreen—either in 
person or through accounts of the trag-
edy—should insist that change comes 
quickly. let the injustice and suffer-
ing motivate change, as it did with the 
Triangle disaster. There will be excuses 
(“our supply chain is too complex for us 
to know where our garments are being 
made”), just as there were excuses that 
led to blanck’s and Harris’s acquittals in 
the Triangle trial. However, that doesn’t 
mean change can’t happen.

Be a witness: The University of Kentucky 
chapter of United Students Against 
Sweatshops (USAS) will be hosting 
Tazreen workers on Wednesday, February 
13, in room 249 of the UK Student Center 
from 4:30 to 6:30pm. The Tazreen work-
ers will speak from experience about the 
importance of  independent monitoring.
With an independent labor rights moni-
toring system, factory fires can be pre-
vented and labor rights upheld. The work-
ers will speak about what independent 
labor rights monitoring, like the Worker 
Rights Consortium, would mean for UK 
affiliation and fire safety at the factories it 
sources from. Information on the event can 
be found on Facebook; search “Tazreen 
Garment Worker Tour.”

A press release from Kentuckians for the 
Commonwealth.

The immediate need to end the 
devastating health impacts of moun-
taintop removal coal mining, as well as 
the great potential for clean energy jobs, 
will be highlighted at this year’s I love 
mountains Day.

The annual event, which draws more 
than a thousand Kentuckians to the 
steps of the state capitol, will take place 
on Valentine’s Day, Thursday, February 
14. It’s organized by Kentuckians For 
The Commonwealth (KFTC) with doz-
ens of churches and other civic organiza-
tion participating.

Kentucky author silas House will 
be the featured speaker at a rally that 
begins about 1:15 p.m. That will be 

preceded by a march from the Kentucky 
river to the front steps of the Capitol, 
beginning at 12:30 p.m.

KFTC members want legislators to 
give serious consideration to the Clean 
energy opportunity act, a bill that 
would require utilities to start generat-
ing a modest amount of their electricity 
through renewable sources. It also would 
require energy efficiency programs, and 
give incentives to homeowners and 
farmers to install renewable systems. 
There would be no cost to taxpayers.

an independent study found that 
such programs would create 28,000 new 
jobs for Kentuckians over the next 10 
years. yet opposition from the coal indus-
try has kept the bill from getting a vote.

Clean energy jobs are one part of the 
solution to stopping the controversial 

I Love Mountains Day highlights clean energy future
Kentucky author Silas House to be featured speaker

and destructive practice of mountain-
top removal mining, which has lev-
eled nearly 300 mountains in eastern 
Kentucky and filled in more than 1,400 
miles of streams with the toxic mining 
wastes.

over the past four years, more than 
20 peer-reviewed studies have docu-
mented elevated levels of birth defects, 
cancer, coronary and respiratory diseases, 
and a lower life expectancy in areas of 
heavy strip mining and water pollution 
compared with non-mining areas.

legislation that would prevent the 
dumping of toxic mining wastes into 
any Kentucky stream has been blocked 
by House leaders.

More information about I Love Mountains 
Day can be found online at kftc.org/love. 

From field notes to a May 30 discussion 
with Don Pratt at the Capital Building.

“I argue for an ali statue replacing 
the lincoln that sits in the center of the 
state rotunda. Pratt, visionary, suggests 
keeping lincoln as-is, but placing  the 
ali statue in the current corner featuring 
Jefferson Davis.

‘you’ll get rid of Davis?’ I ask 
increduously.

‘No,’ he replies. ‘We keep Davis but 
create a new statue for him, crouching, 
which can be placed at the base of the 
ali.’

‘What about the other Cassius Clay?’
‘The lion of Whitehall? The aboli-

tionist publisher muckraker? I say start 
with ali. Get a petition going to put 
him in the state house.’”

Crouching Davis, 
standing Ali

May 30 sketch of Ali/Davis statue location 
in state rotunda, as dictated to author by 
Don Pratt.
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Letters to the editor
ALEC’s agenda

I am very pleased that aleC’s 
agenda and funding have come to light 
for the public to consider (“aleC in 
Kentucky,” June 2012). I was unaware 
that I had been removed from the mem-
bership. both sen. Harper-angel and 
I will miss getting our email alerts we 
regularly received from them, but their 
exposure has made them less open with 
their information.

Happily I remain on the rosters of a 
couple of other interesting organizations 
of whack jobs.
Kathy Stein, online

Commission on the Rich
 I am extremely interested in serving 

on “mayer’s People’s Commission on the 
rich” (December 2012). I know some of 
the rich, and they have my sympathies 
as well as my ire. I can represent at least 
two sides of the debate at any one time 
thanks to my multiple personalities and 
my intent to quit smoking in the coming 
days and weeks. I have never been rich, 
but I have behaved as if I was on differ-
ent occasions throughout my life. a lot 
of my old friends don’t understand why I 
am not rich and why I don’t seem to care 
that I am not. being on the Commission 
may help me come to grips with this 
dichotomy…..

Issues for me include how new devel-
opment seems to trump the basic needs 
or history of our beloved town. The very 
real threat to our beautiful old court-
house because of benign neglect. more 
close to home is how development threat-
ens long established neighborhoods such 
as my beloved southland Drive area. 
That area is now slated for the complete 
destruction of several existing buildings 
which are to be replaced with a larger 
building and more extensive parking lots 
even though the property sits less than 
500 feet from the start of a Fema Flood 
Zone which was recently expanded. This 

development just happens to impact my 
50+ year old home which has suffered at 
least six sewage inflows from the already 
overburdened “sanitary sewers”. With 
mostly Federal and state Funds the city 
bought and destroyed five of my neigh-
bors homes who had had enough of 
“sovereign Immunity”. I am fighting the 
good fight in court over the sewage issue, 
but I am just one little person. The devel-
oper of the southland Property (Ted 
mims) was told by the city that there was 
plenty of sewage capacity available! The 
real pisser is that they are using federal 
funds for a large portion of the develop-
ment. a development situated far from 
the people it is intended to “serve” and far 
from regular Public Transit. meanwhile, 
I have not been able to use my lower level 
toilet or sink for going on 8 years. my 
issue may be small, but it is indicative 
of how the city seems willing to trample 
over its own in pursuit of development, 
growth, and notoriety(?). I’m to pissed to 
think straight. sincerely,
Charles A. Bowsher, online

Mayer responds:
Thanks Charles for the submision. 

The Commission is currently postponed 
due to lack of interest by the commu-
nity. you are the fourth person to express 
interest in studying our county’s rich. 
Those still interested can contact me at 
430 N. mlK, lexington, Ky 40508, or 
noceditors@yahoo.com

Family relations
Thanks for a wonderful piece (“The 

twentieth century Kentucky,” Dec 2012). 
are you related — or, should I just say, 
how are you related — to Ken Houp? 

I haven’t seen Ken for more than 
30 years. I knew him through my 
wife, Colleen, who worked with him in 
Frankfort.

In the fall of 1978, I took a 12-foot 
boat with a 6-horse motor from 

boonesboro down the Kentucky to the 
ohio, down the ohio to the Green 
river, then about 30 miles up the Green. 
I decided to call it off when I nearly got 
run over by a coal barge on one of the 
Green’s narrow bends.

before that trip, Ken took me fish-
ing a few times around High bridge, 
which was the inspiration for the ven-
ture. Please give my regards to him.
David Holwerik, online

Author responds:
Thanks, David. Ken is my favorite 

uncle, my father’s little brother. He’s a 
walking, talking encyclopedia of river 
lore, particularly as it relates to High 
bridge, our home place.

Man of few words
excellent article (“let them eat 

art!,” December 2012)!!!!
Brannon Dunn, online


