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Katrina: 2 Years and Waiting
From the Ninth Ward to Seattle’s streets, the hurricane’s Hurricane survivors and allies, pictured here, left by train

Photo by Katia Roberts

victims, including a woman who’s homeless with four kids, on Aug. 21 for New Orleans for a People’s International
are still trying to get home. ...see page 5.
Tribunal on the aftermaths of Katrina and Rita.

A Gamer’s
Paradise
At the Penny Arcade Expo,

Orcs meet up with U.S.
military personnel for video
play, and a chance to be an
Omeganaut... see page 5.
Photo by Patrick Reis

NOLA in pieces:

Times-Picayune columnist Chris Rose on despair,
community, and recovery... p.7
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When the Latino population, who showed up in the Gulf Coast
post-Katrina can’t find health care, it begs this question

Who Is Going to Rebuild New Orleans?
By Jennifer Whitney, Guest Writer

J

orge Rodríguez*, a Honduran day
laborer working in New Orleans,
was mugged last year, five blocks
from his house. His assailant fired several rounds and stole his identification
and thousands of dollars, as Jorge had
just been paid. He took one bullet in the
shoulder, severely damaging the brachial nerve, and one in the upper back,
which miraculously lodged in his spine
without causing much damage. He was
lucky to survive.
Three weeks later, Jorge came to a
mobile clinic of the Latino Health Outreach Project (LHOP), where I work. His
right arm hung limp at his side, having
lost all strength and movement. He told
me his story and asked how he could
get to a follow-up appointment the next
week, and if I thought the doctor might
speak Spanish. Then, as now, our buses
were operating at 17 percent of the preflood capacity. And to my knowledge,
there was just one (private) hospital
with interpreters on staff. It’s for these
reasons that LHOP was created.
After the levees broke, the public
health system basically ceased to exist. Eleven days later, a first aid station

Among the many
gaps in New Orleans’

infrastructure was a
source of bilingual
healthcare for Latino
residents and recentlyarrived cleanup workers.
opened, which, at the time, was the only
non-militarized health care in town. I
arrived two weeks later and began volunteering there, at what had evolved into
the Common Ground Health Clinic.
A few other women and I began
scouting areas of New Orleans to assess health care needs, and realized
that among the many gaps in the city’s
infrastructure was a source of bilingual
healthcare for Latino residents and
recently-arrived cleanup workers. We

met Latinos — both day laborers and
guest workers — who lived and worked
in prison-like conditions, crowded into
hotel rooms, prohibited from leaving the
property, working long hours for little (if
any) pay. When we offered to bring basic
clinical services to them, they asked us
to come the next day.
We set up clinics on the hotels’ sidewalks and parking lots. Initially, there
were just two of us giving tetanus vaccines and over-the-counter medications.
Soon, more providers came, including
doctors, nurse practitioners, and herbalists. Eventually we were doing three
mobile clinics a week.
We did this within the context of New
Orleanians doing self-rescue, and taking
care of their neighbors and community.
There’s an oft-repeated myth that we who
came to volunteer were heroes, but the
true heroes are the locals who survived
(and continue surviving) the criminal
and racist neglect of all levels of government. And out of all of us who came to
the city afterward to help out, it’s the day
laborers and guest workers who do truly
heroic work, under impossibly dangerous and horrific conditions, and often not
even getting paid for their labor.
We worked with Jorge for three months
— fighting with front desk gatekeepers
who tried to deny him entry because he
had no identification; arguing with social
workers who insisted that the hospital
had no obligation to provide interpreters to undocumented people (untrue,
according to the federal Civil Rights Act);
interpreting while he quizzed a doctor
about why they wouldn’t remove the bullet in his spine that prevented him from
lying on his back; taking him to the embassy for new identification; and even (at
his request) explaining his injury to the
beat cop in his neighborhood who suspected him of drug dealing. He charmed
a physical therapist who gave him free
treatment, and, though in constant pain,
he was slowly regaining strength.
Several months ago I went to pick
Jorge up for an appointment and he
wasn’t home. He didn’t answer his
phone, and no one in the neighborhood

knew where he was. A few days later his
phone was disconnected. We still don’t
know if he was arrested or deported, if
he moved to another neighborhood, or
went back to Honduras, where he said
he hoped to find a surgeon to remove
the bullet.
Jorge’s situation, sadly, is commonplace; tens of thousands of immigrants
who came to rebuild New Orleans still
face criminal barriers to health care, as
do all uninsured folks. We still lack men-

We still lack mental

health facilities and a
truly functional public
hospital, and we rely
on audacity, ingenuity,
and generosity to find
specialty care for the
uninsured.
tal health facilities and a truly functional
public hospital, and we rely on audacity,
ingenuity, and generosity to find specialty
care for the uninsured.
So with health care still so inaccessible for everyone; and with the criminalization of immigrants (who currently
comprise nearly half the reconstruction
work force); and with more than 200,000
pre-flood residents still unable to return
home after two years of displacement, I
want to know: Who is going to rebuild
New Orleans? n
* not his real name   
Jennifer Whitney, a former Seattle
resident, serves as one of two volunteer
coordinators for the Latino Health Outreach Project, an outgrowth of Common
Ground Health Clinic.

To support LHOP’s work, please join
the struggle to defend immigrant rights,
push for a national single payer health
plan, and/or make a donation through our
website at www.cghc.org/lhop.html

Director’s Corner
Panhandling
is back in the
news again.
Last week,
the Downtown
Seattle Association scored
another touchdown with a
major article
in the Post-Intelligencer and made the field
goal as well with a follow-up interview on
Dave Ross’ show on KIRO 710. Last May,
they did the same thing with a hit in the

Puget Sound Business Journal and a followup story on Q13.
Panhandling, they say, their Have a Heart
Give Smart “education campaign,” is up 38
percent this year. This, of course, is ludicrous.
No one but them seems to have noticed the
increase. Yet, there is much talk within the
DSA of criminalizing panhandling with time,
place, and manner restrictions similar to those
recently passed in Tacoma.
In a town where, relative to most major
cities, panhandling isn’t a serious issue, one
wonders why the DSA has identified this as
a priority.

Look no further than the upscale downtown condo market and the businesses
this may soon attract. There’s the Escala
at Fourth and Virginia, which will feature a
24,000 sq ft. members-only fitness club. Or
the Fifteen Twenty One in Belltown, where
the average condo goes for $1.8 million. Or
the new Four Seasons, where prices start
at $2.5 million.
With all this wealth comes a vision for the
kind of downtown where no one ever has to
feel uncomfortable. No one who’s rich, that is.
Read daily posts by Tim Harris at
apesmaslament.blogspot.com.
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Just Heard...
A U.S. apology
Four years after his unlawful arrest and
detention at the hands of border patrol
agents, Abdulameer Yousef Habeeb
finally got an apology and financial compensation from the U.S. government.
On April 1, 2003, Habeeb, a political
refugee from Iraq who had been twice
imprisoned and tortured by the Hussein regime, was on a train from
Seattle en route to a new newspaper
job in Washington, D.C. border patrol
agents stopped him in Havre, Montana
demanding to know if he had been
fingerprinted and photographed as
part of the National Security Entry/Exit
Registration System. Habeeb’s refugee
status exempted him, but that didn’t
much matter in Havre. The agents arrested and detained him for eight days
while the deportation process was set
into motion.
By the time he was released and the deportation proceedings were formally terminated on May 16, 2003, Habeeb had
lost his job at the D.C. newspaper.
—Patrick Reis

SEPA outdated?
It was 4 o’clock on Friday afternoon
when a press release arrived from
the Mayor’s Office. Given that the 25year-old State Environmental Policy Act
(SEPA) is old and outdated, the press
release said, Mayor Nickels has submitted legislation to the City Council
to update it.
The translation, on page 2: The mayor
wants to drop environmental review
for larger residential projects. Today,
projects of 20 units or more must
undergo SEPA review downtown. The
mayor wants that to be 80 units or
more. In “urban villages,” the threshold for review would move from 20 to
30 units.
“These changes will encourage more
growth where it is most appropriate,”
the mayor’s press release says, “and
reduce development pressures on
fragile natural environments and lowdensity, single-family areas.”

I

n a way, Warren Etheredge owes his desire to transform cinema-goers into cineastes to actor Kirsten Dunst. It was while
leaving Pacific Place after one of her films that he overheard
a man and woman talking in the elevator. “He asked her what
she thought,” remembers Etheredge, “and she said, ‘About
what?’” And, just as clearly as the elevator dinged open, the
curtain of his mind pulled back to present him an idea: that
smarter audiences make better movies.
And thus, seven years ago, the Warren Report was
hatched, Etheredge’s brainchild to get people off of the
couch and into a theater, gallery or other venue to watch
and talk about movies. For a $20 annual fee, members can

attend some 200 screenings in the area by reserving a seat
online. Many of the events include post-film discussions,
sometimes with the actors or director. As part of the Warren
Report, Etheredge, a Manhattan transfer, started Act Now!,
a monthly documentary series addressing the planet’s big
issues – education reform, sweatshop labor – with a forum
after each doc to discuss solutions.
Says Etheredge: “I wanted to inspire people to contemplate
the life that passes before their eyes.”
To learn about the Warren Report, or the Act Now! series,
check out www.thewarrenreport.com.
—Text and Photo Rosette Royale

Know someone you think would make a good Change Agent? Let us know at
editor@realchangenews.org

—Cydney Gillis

Votes and money
It’s a new round for candidates for city
and county races, as finalists from the
Aug. 21 primary face off Nov. 6. Candidate Joe Szwaja took second in a fourway race against incumbent Jean Godden and hopes to amass other primary
opponents’ votes to take her seat.
Vote counting aside, Szwaja would
still have to contend with Godden’s
fundraising acumen — what he termed
in a post-primary statement her “big
dollar corporate donors.” Godden has
accrued more than $185,000 for the
campaign. Szwaja, by contrast, has just
$44,000.
Godden is just shy of this season’s
high scorer so far, Tom Rasmussen,
with $195,000. Rasmussen is running
unopposed for his second term.
Primary survivors Bruce Harrell and
Venus Velazquez, who are targeting
outgoing councilmember Peter Steinbrueck’s seat, have tallied up campaign
chests of $156,000 and $124,000,
respectively.
—Adam Hyla

“Gone but not forgotten, these people of Seattle, August 2007,” reads a tombstone placed by the county Medical Examiner in Renton’s Mt. Olivet cemetery. One hundred sixty-nine men and 31 women of King County were interred in the common
grave during a public ceremony Wednesday, August 23. Photo by Anitra Freeman.
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Tenants ask housing authority to lay claim to Lock Vista

Fear and Loathing in Ballard
By CYDNEY GILLIS,
Staff Reporter

L

ock Vista started out after World
War II as low-cost apartments for
working people. But if a developer
closes a deal next month to buy the Ballard complex as expected, the studio that
Peter Clark rents there today for $615

In Seattle, where nearly
4,500 apartments have

been lost to conversion
since 2005 — 922 in the
first half of this year alone.
could be turned into a $250,000 condo.
Minus, of course, Clark, who would
get 90 days to move out. He says he can’t

afford to buy his unit and isn’t happy
about a flyer that showed up on his door
last week: It was from a mortgage broker
who made it sound like Lock Vista had
already been sold.
“It was very intimidating,” says Clark,
49, who has lived two years in the 191unit complex across from the Ballard
Locks. “I felt like my privacy and security
had been violated.”
In Seattle, where nearly 4,500 apartments have been lost to conversion since
2005 — 922 in the first half of this year alone
— Clark isn’t alone in his fear and anxiety.
But, unlike many tenants, he and others at
Lock Vista are fighting back: They’ve formed
a tenants’ group and plan to ask the Seattle
Housing Authority to take over Lock Vista
using its power of eminent domain.
That’s one tactic to come out of a
sometimes heated Aug. 22 meeting that

The first word that Lock Vista tenant Peter Clark got that his apartment might be converted into a condo was an inspection notice from the city Department of Planning. He
has now joined a group of tenants fighting Lock Vista’s conversion. Photo by Elliot Stoller

packed Ballard’s Sev Shoon Arts Center.
More than 100 tenants and community
members, who, like Clark, not only peppered the building’s manager with questions about rental and lease rights, but

Chris McCarty, owner
of Dominion Real
Estate Services said

his company expects
to complete the sale of
Lock Vista to Northlake
by mid-September. If that
happens, 90-day notices
would go out to tenants
at the end of that month.
began to strategize how to mitigate or
actually stop the sale to the Northlake
Group, one of many converters and
townhome builders currently changing
the face of Ballard.
The tenants and John Fox of the Seattle Displacement Coalition plan to ask
the current and prospective owners to
pay more moving assistance to tenants,
who are currently entitled to receive only
$500 — and \ only if they make 80 percent
or less of the area’s median income, or
$43,600 for an individual.
The group will also meet this week with
Seattle Housing Authority Director Tom
Tierney to discuss SHA’s use of eminent
domain at Lock Vista — a remote possibility that could force Lock Vista’s owners to
sell the four-building complex to SHA.
Chris McCarty, owner of Dominion

VIEPGSQQYRMX]VEHMS
VIEP
On KBCS hear the `B’ sides and genres found nowhere else on the
dial, programmed by volunteers driven by their passion for the music.
From jazz to reggae, folk to modern global, hip-hop to blues to
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Real Estate Services, told tenants that
the owners could not accept a counter
offer from SHA or another nonprofit
housing operator at this point because
the deal with Northlake is too far along.
Dominion has managed Lock Vista since
its last sale in 2004 and is the owners’
listing agent.
McCarty said his company expects
to complete the sale to Northlake by
mid-September. If that happens, 90-day
notices would go out to tenants at the
end of that month. Construction would
then start in January and move from
building to building.
Lease holders could stay until 90 days
after their leases were up, he said, and all
deposits would be returned in full. But,
“This is not a done deal,” McCarty said. “I
don’t think anyone should get scared.”
The remark met with jeers from some
participants, one of whom called McCarty “scum.” Another voiced concern
that Dominion would skimp on building
maintenance prior to the condo conversion, telling McCarty that she already
felt intimidated just asking his staff for
basic repairs.
Clark says he’d had only positive experiences with Lock Vista management
before Aug. 13. That was the day a notice
first showed up on his door informing him
that the Seattle Department of Planning
and Development would be entering his
apartment to conduct an inspection for a
building sale that he knew nothing about.
“Since then,” Clark says, “the whole
vibe has changed.” n
[Event]
Tom Rasmussen, chair of the Seattle City
Council’s Housing and Human Services Committee, will host an affordable housing forum Sept. 12, 7 p.m., at the Ballard Library,
614 22nd Ave. N.W., Seattle. For information,
call (206)684-8808.
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After eviction, Samone Caples and her children have no home

Katrina survivor, family still on the street
By CYDNEY GILLIS,
Staff Reporter

T

he water was up to her neck when
Samone Caples walked into the
floods of Hurricane Katrina. Her
two oldest children, then 11 and 12, were
already a bit taller than the tiny Caples
and walked out beside her.
Her three- and four-year-olds made
the trip standing upright in a plastic trash
barrel. Caples had put them in the barrel to float them out, at times resting the
bottom of the barrel on her large, round
stomach. The Kenner mother was very
pregnant.
Today, after two years of shelters, a
fetid stay at the Astrodome, and a relocation to Seattle, Samone Caples and
her family are no better off than the day
they stepped into the water. After being
evicted from an apartment in May, now
they are simply homeless.
This is not how it’s turned out for
all of the 1,890 hurricane evacuees that
the Federal Emergency Management
Agency says came to Washington state
after the flood. With federal and local
aid, many have found stable housing.
But the combination of Samone Caples’
inability to read and her family’s size
have conspired against a woman who
says she’s felt lost from the day she got
off the bus in Seattle.
That was last fall, when the Red Cross
in Baton Rouge put Caples, 29, on a bus
to Seattle, where she was told she would
get permanent housing through the
YWCA. She’d already lived in and out of
the Baton Rouge shelter for a year — the
roof on her duplex apartment in Kenner,
a suburb of New Orleans, had caved in.
In between stays, she’d gone to Texas to
find her four children, who’d been put on
another bus when they were evacuated
from New Orleans.
Her two oldest, it turned out, had
ended up at their father’s house in Texas.
The two youngest were at the Houston
Astrodome, where she stayed with them
until the facility closed its doors.

“Before I let anybody take
my kids away from me,

it’ll be hell and high water
trying to get them. So they
might as well put their
little Amber Alert out.”
“They put us out the Astrodome
with really nowhere to go,” Caples says.
“FEMA gave us $2,000, Red Cross gave us
$1,500, and after they gave us the money,
they told us we’d have to find somewhere
to live.”
But Caples and her children had lost
everything and had nowhere to go. After
a brief stint back at the shelter in Baton
Rouge, she and three of her children
— her 13-year-old boy remains in Texas
— got on a bus bound for Seattle. But,

with no one there to greet them on arrival, Caples and her kids spent their first
two nights at a YWCA shelter.
Caples then turned to the Salvation
Army and its Katrina Aid Today program,
which put her up in motels before locating a one-bedroom apartment in Burien.
In November, the Department of Health
and Social Services provided a deposit
and the first month’s rent of $555, with
the Urban League of Metropolitan Seattle
picking up the next two months and
Goodwill paying through April.
But, in April, with four children living in a one-bedroom apartment — her
fourth was born in Seattle — the Vintage
Park Apartments told her there were too
many people living in the apartment and
that she would have to go.
After she moved out, she got a nearly
$3,500 bill for everything but replacing
the kitchen sink. Vintage Park management says Caples skipped out on May’s
rent, but Margaret Metzgar, supervisor of
the Salvation Army’s Katrina Aid Today
program, says Caples’ rent was paid, and
the landlord refuses to discuss the rest of
the charges.
In the meantime, the bill, which has
been turned over to collections, is keeping
other landlords from renting to Caples,
who’s back at the YWCA shelter. Because
her DSHS caseworker in Burien lost track
of her, Caples says she only got half of

Dishing up Katrina, with Brownie for dessert
The full scope of wrack and ruin caused by
Hurricane Katrina is hard to imagine. So
it’s helpful to come across a gloss on the
current state of housing, employment, and
public housing in the storm-damaged region
by the Institute for Southern Studies.
The gist of their report: while the federal
government now claims to have spent over
$100 billion in recovery, more than 70
percent of that money went to cleanup
and salvage operations, not permanent
rebuilding.
Twenty-two percent of that money went to
administrative overhead — not direct aid
— in the first few months after the storm.
The damaged areas are being asked to fund
their own recovery — something neither
New York after 9/11 or Florida after Hurricane Andrew had to do.
Meanwhile, federal money is amply available to contractors given carte blanche on
“cost-plus” reconstruction contracts worth
$2.4 billion.
The report, by the numbers, is available at www.
southernstudies.org. Among its findings:
• Number of hurricane-affected households
still living in FEMA trailers: 60,000
• Number of families that have asked to be
moved out of their trailers over concerns
that they are toxic: 1,461
• Rank of “can’t pay for move” among reasons those displaced by Katrina say they
aren’t returning: 1
• Number of free clinics still operating in
Harrison County, Mississippi, but that the
state’s licensing board is considering shut-

ting down over concerns about competition
with for-profit doctors: 4
• Number of air monitors the EPA installed
in the Lower Ninth Ward, where demolition
work has been concentrated, as the agency
assured residents that they were being
protected from asbestos dust: 0
• Months that passed between a Sierra
Club report showing dangerously high levels
of formaldehyde — a carcinogen that can
also cause depression — in 83 percent of
FEMA trailers and the agency’s decision to
temporarily suspend deployment and sales
of those trailers: 15
• Factor by which suicide attempts among
residents of Louisiana and Mississippi
trailer parks has increased since Hurricane
Katrina: 79.
In what seems like another universe, Michael Brown, the disgraced former FEMA
director, has turned his talents to the
consulting business. He’s helping disasterresponse and counterterrorism companies
sell their wares to the federal government.
“There is life after government,” Brown told
the Washington Post, “even after you have
been run through the wringer, even after
you have been thrown under the bus by the
leader of the free world.”
Brown is not solely responsible for response
to the hurricane, a response so inept as to
verge on the criminal. But it’s another injury
to the hurricane’s real victims that he’s now
making a living off it. n
—Adam Hyla

SURVIVOR, Continued on Page 6

Penny Arcade Expo a paradise and costume pageant for

fantasy gamers

Getting their game on
By PATRICK REIS,
Contributing Writer

A

100-plus crowd watched as Brittany Aubert tapped each Jenga
block, looking for one to pull out
of the tower without knocking it
down. This was no ordinary game of
Jenga. This was the opening round
of the Omegathon, the Penny Arcade
Expo’s premier gaming competition,
and Brittany Aubert was one of 20
randomly selected Omeganauts competing for a trip for two to the Tokyo
Game Show and $5000 in spending
money. But alas, for Aubert, it was
not to be. She never found her magic
block, and when the tower fell, her
Omegathon was over.
“When my turn came, I knew I
wasn’t going to be able to keep the
tower from falling,” says Aubert,
20, of Bellevue. “My only regret is
that I didn’t just punch it and go
out in style.” Despite her first round
exit, Aubert says she had fun in the
Omegathon and at the Penny Arcade

Expo in general. And fun is what the
Penny Arcade Expo (known as PAX
to insiders) is all about, according to
volunteer Kären Engelbrecht.
PAX was created in 2004 as a festival for the gaming community by
Jerry Holkins and Mike Krahulik, the
creators of a popular internet-based
comic named Penny Arcade. “The
idea is to get together and have a
party for gamers, by gamers,” Engelbrecht says.
And party they do. At last count,
over 37,400 attendees, up from 19,500
last year, transformed the Washington
State Convention Center into a gamer’s
paradise. At the heart of the madness
was the main exhibition hall, where
booth after booth demonstrated the
newest video games, board games,
and card games for eager gamers.
Costumed figures stalked the aisles,
including an Orc covered from head to
toe in green body paint and a bearded,
baseball cap clad Princess Peach from
Super Mario Brothers.

But not everyone at PAX is there
purely for entertainment. For Randy
Greenback, director of electronic
gaming company Red Storm Entertainment, PAX is a chance to demonstrate his company’s newest game,
America’s Army. The game, Greenback says, is “the closest one can get
to the U.S. Special Forces experience
without enlisting.” While they neither
commissioned the game nor provided
funding, Greenback says, the Army
aided in the development by granting
game designers access to specialized
equipment and allowing them to train
alongside the forces themselves.
“It got to the point where our developers were participating in simulated combat, firing blanks at each other, just like
the real Special Forces do,” he says.
Accompanying several flat-screen
monitors where attendees could play
the game were actual members of the
military. A soldier in full fatigues and
combat boots stood rigid in front of the
game console, a controller in his hands,
blurring the lines between video game
and reality.

PAX, Continued on Page 10
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Vendor
of the
Week
Steve Schmidt

F

or 17 days, Steve Schmidt had lain in
a coma. The stabbing that brought
Schmidt to the hospital had nearly taken
his life, and with every day that passed
it looked more and more doubtful he
would ever wake up. In fact, as the priest
prayed at Schmidt’s side, the last thing he
was expecting was for the man’s eyes to
flutter and open.

Skilled carpenter Steve
Schmidt miraculously

emerged from a coma,
and found himself broke
and jobless.
And when that happened, the priest
let fall the Bible clutched in his hand.
“So the priest says to me,” Schmidt
remembered with a grin, “’In 20 years, I
haven’t dropped this Bible once.’”
In as much as Schmidt’s survival was
a miracle, it came with a cost. Schmidt
had been a new arrival to Seattle when
he was stabbed. When he was discharged

from the hospital, he found himself broke
and jobless at a Green Lake hotel. Even
though Schmidt has owned his own roofing
company and is a skilled carpenter, every
month he still found himself just scraping
by. Schmidt had become one of the thousands of Seattle’s homeless whose only
mistake was that they got sick.
Luckily for Schmidt, he’s a workhorse.
“A person can’t live on [medical disability assistance] and food stamps. It’s
impossible,” says Schmidt. So for the past
six years, Schmidt has been selling Real
Change. These days you can find him in
front of the Bartell’s in Wallingford.
“If I don’t have papers in my backpack, I just don’t feel right... I’m addicted,” says Schmidt.
Schmidt and I spent about an hour
talking, with topics touching on Norm
Dicks, Paul Allen, traffic in Seattle, and
cow towns in Colorado. Probably too
much to cover in 300 words; so I might
as well end with what Schmidt told me
when I asked him what he’d tell his customers: “Help each other out; what goes
around comes around.”
—Text and Photo by JP Gritton

Who’s the special person who offers you Real Change?
Nominate them for Vendor of the Week:
editor@realchangenews.org
SURVIVOR, Continued from Page 5
her food stamps and welfare grant for
August — $420 instead of $840.
She also says her caseworker has
given her until the start of the school
year to get an address or the state will
take her children — something a DSHS
spokesperson denies.
“Before I let anybody take my kids
away from me,” Caples says, “it’ll be
hell and high water trying to get them.
So they might as well put their little
Amber Alert out.”
She was entitled to a FEMA housing
voucher, but didn’t get it, Metzgar says,
because she failed to respond to FEMA
paperwork — Caples couldn’t read it
and simply put it in a box. Metzgar has
since reapplied to FEMA and is also
trying to get Caples six months of rent
through the Salvation Army’s Homeless
Financial Assistance program.

The hitch, Metzgar says, is that to
get the HFA funding, Caples has to have
a plan for paying her rent after the six
months are up — something that doesn’t
look good for a high-school drop-out
with four children and an eviction.
“It’s not easy in this city finding affordable housing, especially for large
families,” Metzgar says. “It’s been a
major effort.”
In the meantime, Caples waits — and
fights back tears when talking about the
great unknown of her life.
“If I was at home, ain’t no way in the
world it would have took me this long,
‘cause I’d know what to do [and] where
to go to get anything,” she says.
“It’s hard living like this,” she says.
“Everything happens for a reason,
and I think God was trying to tell us
something, but it was told in the wrong
way — he could have left all that water
where it was.” n

New Snow
arrives flake by flake
preceded by a stillness almost audible
settling on the porch, the walk, the railings
trees, bushes, cars: the street
piling like bills, problems, subplots . . .
bottles in a binge
blanketing everything spreading its chilly sheet
And as this is Seattle and not Buffalo, New York
we pull on our cozy apparel
venture into this bright blinding purity
this alabaster anarchy
one to two inches is sufficient
to close schools and businesses
side streets and major thoroughfares
There will be pulled groins a plenty
slipped discs, sprained wrists
as we navigate this icy uncertainty
watch those better able to take a fall, fall
slide down hills on coffee can lids
watch dogs with black noses pierce the white
their pink tongues hang like used towels
cats inspect, reject, retreat
back to the heater inside the house
snowballs fly
snowmen rise like despots
and everyone will suffer a few good couple hours
before it begins to look gamy and worked over
and we will take it in tomorrow from big picture windows
cursing it and cancelling plans and preparing excuses
our moods darkening like the ice
like yellow bruises turning purple
like old snow
giving way
releasing darkness
allowing that life stuff
room to rise
—Larry Crist
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Despair is the city’s enemy, says Times-Picayune columnist Chris Rose

New Orleans in pieces
By CYDNEY GILLIS,
Staff Reporter

A

fter two decades living in New
Orleans, reporter Chris Rose
has soaked up every scrap of its
contradictions, possibly without seeing its largest.
In 1 Dead in Attic (Simon & Schuster, $15), a collection of columns that
he started writing for the New Orleans
Times-Picayune in the aftermath of Hurricane Katrina, Rose casts the dry eye of
a Mark Twain on the absurdities of living
in a city “held together by duct tape and
delusion,” a place where he feels the guilt
of his own family surviving but takes
delight in a fellow Uptown resident’s
revenge on a neighbor.
A hauling company had already
picked up the rest of the fetid refrigerators on his block when a newly returned
neighbor tied a rope to his and used his
car to drag it out to the curb. “It fell
open,” Rose writes, “and your mama’s
seven-week-old casserole spilled out.
And it stank. And he left it there, an
open and stinking invitation to all manner of biblical-proportion infestations
and plagues.”
Later that day, when a contractor
with a Bobcat drove by, another guy
on the block offered him $20 to pick
up the refrigerator and drop it in the
offender’s driveway.
“Now, I know what a lot of you are
thinking,” Rose writes. “There are people
in this town who lost everything … And
all that you rich and idle Uptowners on
dry land can find within your hearts to
do is bicker over appliances?”
“But consider this: Maybe this signals a return to normalcy. Maybe this
is even a healthy sign of the human
spirit. Or maybe we’re all just a bunch
of petty ingrates.”
Whatever the case, it’s clear that
Rose, whose wife and three children
spent the next year in Maryland with
relatives, did not walk out in the flood.
It’s also painful that he speaks of the
persistent “thievery” in New Orleans
without speaking of its poverty. But
what’s undeniable is that, in his own,
slow-cooked contradictions, Chris Rose
has become a voice for New Orleans and
its struggle to carry on.
You talk about little signs of normalcy
returning. What was the moment for
you when you said, “It’s coming back.”

I heard that so many times when I was
in New Orleans last year for JazzFest.
We tell each other that all the time,
[but] apparently we’re plagued by
doubts. I think the first Mardi Gras was
such an emotional blood-letting, such a
proclamation of our faith in ourselves
and our community, such an embrace of
our culture and our pride and our way of
life. It kinda reminded me of that scene
from The Grinch Who Stole Christmas
when everybody in Whoville wakes up
and all the presents have been stolen, but
they still come out and they hold hands
and they sing. That was us.
But the people in Whoville cry now at
the drop of a hat — a sign, I believe,
of post-traumatic stress. You quote
someone in the book saying that everyone in the city is now mentally ill.
Anyone who’s not slightly mentally
ill from all this I see as being delusional.
Even the strongest among us emotionally
has still got a touch of Katrina fever. It’s
hard to live surrounded by this story and
not be affected. Even if your job and your
house and your car and your family all
survived intact, you deal with it on a daily
basis in other people. There is at times
such as these, collective despair and sorrow, it’s going to break you down. It’s got
to at some point. The way you make it
through that is just hope they pass and
the good days come. And there are lots
of good days. There are lots of reminders

It is the new normal, all

this stuff, these bustedup houses and rubble
on the side of the road.
I guess if you stay in it
too long, you get used
to it, and I think it’s very
important that we never
lose our sense of shock
and outrage about it.
of what a great, wonderful, tolerant, spirited city this is, and we get that more and
more, but still it’s become a long, hard
road. The only currency more valuable
than money in this process is patience.
If you’re not patient, you’re not going
to make it through this. It is the very
trite phrase “it’s not a
sprint, it’s a marathon,”
and it’s clear if you
look around the city
at the two-year mark,
there’s a lot of work
to be done, a long way
to go.
Walk me through the
landscape of New
Orleans. When I was

there a year ago,
there were still
whole parts of the
city that weren’t
rewired yet.
There still are.
You can live and
function and travel
about in the areas
of the old city — the
Garden District, the
French Quarter, Uptown — for a long
time without seeing many physical
manifestations of
the storm. A lot of
the place is put back
together nicely or
wasn’t particularly
destroyed. That’s
sort of the functioning living community. But if you
try to cross town
or move around in
wider circles, you
still go through massive spreads and
areas of desolation,
emptiness, empty Chris Rose detailed his experiences after Hurricane Katrina in
homes, overgrown a regular column for The Times-Picayune, New Orleans’ daily
lots. There are some newspaper. Gathered into a self-published collection called
areas — Lakeview 1 Dead in Attic, he sold 600,000 copies by hand in the Gulf
comes to mind and Coast alone. The book is now being published by Simon &
Mid-City — which Schuster, to coincide with Hurricane Katrina’s striking landfall
are still sort of, I two years ago. Photo courtesy Simon & Schuster
think they call it the
jack o’lantern efI’m not an expert on any of the finanfect: There’s a nice house here and a bad
one there, a nice house here, a bad one cial or political or engineering stuff that
there as you move up the street. But there goes on, but my understanding is that
are still some neighborhoods — a lot of there’s still some monies held up. There’s
Gentilly, still, and Lakeview — where rebuilding all the time, but I guess the
block after block, there doesn’t seem to settling period that we all have to wait
be anybody there and, at two years in, for is that once every business and every
you have to question whether they’re individual who’s wanted to rebuild has
coming back. I drive through these areas come in and done so, then we have to
and look around and the emptiness and look at the wasted housing stock that
the stillness and the quiet are mind-bog- remains, these properties, and figure
gling. You want to get out of your car and out what to do with everything. A lot of
that is going on right now. The city has
shout, “Where is everybody?!”
My fear is that — I drive around and condemned a great number of properties,
see this stuff every day and I’ve kind and they need to, but they’re also messof realized that it loses its shock value. ing it up. In a lot of cases, you’re hearing
It’s part of the landscape. It is the new about houses being torn down of people
normal, all this stuff, these busted-up who had every intention of fixing them.
houses and rubble on the side of the road. There’s just a lot of miscommunication,
I guess if you stay in it too long, you get a lot of incompetence in this whole proused to it, and I think it’s very important cess that’s just really aggravating.
that we never lose our sense of shock
The dispersal — people were sent
and outrage about it.
all over the country. Do they ever
What percent of the population is back? come home?
Well, a lot of people don’t want to,
I don’t know. The last count they
tried to give us based on the postal ser- for a lot of reasons, and a lot of people
vice estimate was that two-thirds of the can’t, for economic reasons or that they
people are back. Driving around, I’m not have nowhere to go. They may even be
property owners, but they’re property
convinced of that.
is a cleared lot, 30 feet by 90 feet, and
Why isn’t there more rebuilding going on?

ROSE, Continued on Page 11
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Maybe You Had to Be There
n

Burning Book: A Visual History of Burning Man

By Jessica Bruder, Simon Spotlight
Entertainment, 2007, Hardcover, 352
pages, $28.95.

Review by JP GRITTON,
Contributing Writer

T

here is a big, week-long party going
on right now in the middle of an alkali desert near Reno, Nevada, and it
is called Burning Man. It is called Burning
Man because at the end of the party an
enormous wooden man is lit on fire. The
reasons for doing this are obscure.
At this party, people do many things
for obscure reasons. A group of fisherman from Oregon cart three-quarters of
a ton of tuna to the party and then they
give it out to people for free. These men
are called “the Tuna Guys.” People like
to eat the tuna. On a related note, Jessica
Bruder wrote a book about this party and
I am reviewing it for Real Change.
I liked this book for two reasons.
First, I liked the book because of the
pictures. If you’ve never seen a flamethrower attached to a keyboard-guitar, then
I suggest you check this book out. Also, if
you’ve never seen a half-scale, 16th-century
Spanish galleon on a truck chasse, I would
say you should buy this book because there
are pictures of one and you might be able
to build one from the pictures.
Second, I liked the book because it
was encouraging to me. In a world of
$3.65 gasoline, I am glad to know that
every August around 40,000 people have
n Revacuation
By Brad Benischek, Press Street, Paperback, 96 pages, $15

W

hen people realized Hurricane
Katrina, that Grendel of a storm,
was heading toward the Gulf Coast on
Aug. 28, 2005, they clogged highways to
flee the meteorological monster. Well, the
ones with the wheels or the means did.
But those without? They hunkered down,
unable to evacuate. The result — the
wind-whipped Superdome, the corpses
floating in flooded streets, the endless
succession of the traumatized Black and
poor — played out for all to see.
Actually, the horrors continue and
Brad Benischek, in his graphic novel
Revacuation, lays it all down in pen and
ink. The afflicted, drawn as pigeons,
fall prey to the woeful ministrations of
scarecrows, dogs and cats, mammalian
representations of the National Guard,
FEMA and grandstanding politicos. The
traumatized avifauna is also hounded
by a wolf and a cowpoke, which every
fourth-grader knows are stand-ins for
Cheney and Bush.
And speaking of fourth graders,
Benischek would do well to ask some
youngsters how to spell words like
“business” or “galleries,” since the
text’s misspellings dilute his message:
Even though the waters have receded,
we’re still in deep water here. But look
past that, and you’ll find yourself forlorn at what a misery life can become
for those who have no way out.
—Rosette Royale

a party in a desert and they do things
for obscure reasons and they do them
without monetary compensation. Some
people drive around in a go-cart-sized
pair of fuzzy bunny slippers, others play
bongo drums without their pants on — all
for free. Also, there are back rubs.
I think it’s subversive, or something.
And even if it isn’t, what this book details
is a helluva fun time. I think I’ll go when I
can scrape together $240 for a ticket.
Ultimately, this is a book for people
who have been to Burning Man. That’s
not to say that I wasn’t sometimes entertained when reading Burning Book. The
festival has roots in such counterculture
organizations as the Suicide Club and
the Cacophony Society; accounts of the
festival’s inception, as well as the debate

By and large, this is a

glorified scrapbook for
the already converted.
over whether its organizers have “sold
out,” were interesting. And the motley
city that forms around the Burning Man,
like any city, has a pretty complex set
of ethos and social codes. For example,
if you wear a shirt but nothing else
(“shirtcocking,” in the local vernacular),
a pair of pants may be shot at you from a
cannon. It is in relating these details and
narratives that the book succeeds.
But by and large, this is a glorified
scrapbook for the already converted.
I’ve never been to Burning Man, so I’m
assuming that I got this assignment because I don’t wear pants to work.
By its nature, Burning Man seems
to resist comparison, so I can imagine
n Wild Hogs
Directed by Walt
Becker

Photo by Jessica Bruder

writing this book was a hard thing to do.
How would you describe the county fair
to someone from the Soviet Union? In
Burning Book, Bruder has given it her
all, with mixed results.
At one point, the Burning Man himself
is likened to one of those corkscrews with
side levers. I wondered if this was an apt
comparison for something possibly beyond
comparison. Later, Bruder writes that “Rich
scents drift into the streets like spells.” I’m
not even sure what Bruder means by this
line. Maybe I had to have been there. When I

read that line I felt something like being lost
in the alkali desert between a coffee-table
book and bad poetry.
Nonetheless, there are people, ones
who’ve seen the festival firsthand, who
will love this book. They will like the
pictures — truly great pictures — and
probably think fondly of what sounds
like the weirdest and wildest party out
there. And for my part, I appreciated
Burning Book as an attempt to write
the supremely sublimated and the
ultimately ineffable. n

Your book purchases can benefit Real Change. For more info, go to www.realchangenews.
org, click on the Powell’s button, and browse the books recently featured in our pages.

WORTH SEEING

T

Now Available on DVD:
he downside of
longevity — the
Reviews by Lester Gray, Contributing
post-40 angst that
sends grown men
logo on the back), riding together
on journeys to recover lost youth, only
weekly, these models of masculinity
to reprise its foolishness — posseses
constitute an entrenched part of their
intrinsic comic value. This delusional
town annual parade, throwing candy
behavior in adults “old enough to know
to the kiddies. They’ve been around
better” lies at the heart of Wild Hogs.
the block.
And while the egalitarian midlife crisis
So ignited, they take off for a week
proves an equal itch to all afflicted, the
as “free sprits”, not really sure what
salve that soothes may vary according
this constitutes. Predictably, they run
to affluence.
into a real group of motorcycle toughs,
In Wild Hogs, four friends simultawho take umbrage to what they conneously confront the haunting specter
sider a mockery.
of vanishing virility with bravado
Their tenacious sense of mission
inversely proportional to the timidyields a fun but not brilliant comedy.
ity it disguises. This chest thumping
Wild Hogs features seasoned actors
by a dentist (Tim Allen), a plumber
providing the increasingly rare comedic
(Martin Lawrence), a computer-geek
offering not depending on T&A.
(William H. Macy), and a businessman
(John Travolta) married to a top model
n Fracture
manifests itself in a cross-country moDirected by Gregory Hoblit
torcycle ride.
Already a motorcycle club (they
ed Crawford (Anthony Hopwear black leather jackets with their
kins), a brilliant mind, has it

T

all: a successful
company, a spacious and comfortable abode,
and a beautiful
Writer
wife (Embeth
Davidtz). As becomes such men, well into middle
age, his spouse, more than a few
years his junior, serves as a trophy, a
symbol of his redoubtable power.
Disappointingly, he finds himself
sharing what should be her undiluted
affection and adulation. This unremovable tarnish on what this megalomaniac
considers his gilded possession proves
unbearable. The cuckolding by a police detective (Ryan Gosling), a mere
public servant, proves more than he
can bear.
His retribution, in keeping with his
self-image, could not be simple. The
revenge, if it is to soothe the wound
of his ego, must be extracted through
an open and painful humiliation of the
offending party.
The design of this thriller, buttressed
by Hopkin’s portrayal, makes for gripping entertainment. n
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©Dr. Wes: The things they carry
Adventures
in Irony
©Dr. Wes Browning

E

very week I work the Real Change
vendor desk for six hours. Usually
it’s elementary, if not easy, work. Vendors
pay 35 cents for each paper. If I can’t
work out in my head that at that rate 83
papers is $25.05, no problem, a computer
does the math for me. Occasionally a
vendor comes in and plunks down $25,
and says, “I want what that will get me,”
and the computer isn’t set up to do it
that way, and I have to think very hard
to figure out that they should get 82.857
papers. But even that’s just memorizing
your basic times sevenths table.
Then there are times it’s neither elementary nor easy, like the other week
when a vendor came in with a swollen
jaw who’d just been robbed of all his
belongings. He said he gave everything
up freely to the creeps who jumped him,
but they roughed him up anyway.
The police are reportedly stepping
up their presence downtown and working harder to stop violent crime, but the
issue I see coming up over and over
again is that there is no recourse for
homeless victims of theft. The injuries
are treated in emergency rooms. But if
a homeless person has everything he
owns taken away, there is nothing done
about it.
Amazingly, people think there’s nothing that needs to be done. They didn’t
have anything to begin with. Now they
still have nothing, right? They’re home-

Bus Chick,
Transit
Authority
Carla Saulter

L

ooking to regain (or hang on to) the
trim figure you had in your teens?
Forget about Atkins and South Beach.
Don’t sign up for costly gym memberships or trendy exercise classes you
don’t have time to attend. Instead, try
Bus Chick’s Diet Plan.
My plan is simple (no counting of
carbs, fats, “points,” or even calories),
free, and (judging from all the sexy bus
riders I know) effective. You can eat
ice cream, nachos, or a Dick’s Deluxe,
and you never even have to look at
a treadmill — unless, of course, you
happen to like them. All you have
to do, folks, is drop that other dead
weight you’ve been lugging around:
your car.
Here’s why the plan works (it’s not
rocket science, but indulge me):
1. you will exercise more.
You will walk to and from bus stops
and run to catch buses when you are late.
You will walk with grocery bags and shop-

less! That’s the way they’re supposed to
be, right?
No, they didn’t have nothing to begin
with. They had little. There’s a huge difference between having little and having
nothing. Let me give some examples,
based on my own experiences.
When I was homeless I had little.
One of the little things I had was a Radio

The police are
reportedly stepping
up their presence

downtown and
working harder to stop
violent crime, but the
issue I see coming up
over and over again
is that there is no
recourse for homeless
victims of theft.
Shack knockoff of a Walkman, and six
cassette tapes. I remember distinctly that
for many months there were precisely
six tapes. I counted them often to make
sure they were all there. I won’t bore
you with the titles. The important thing
is that with those six tapes I had a home
entertainment system. That’s pretty good
for someone without a home.
During one bout of homelessness I
had a freak Bic pen. It somehow lasted
an entire eight months. It was like the
Loaves and Fishes that fed the multi-

tudes. It was like the oil in the lamps
that wouldn’t burn up. It had the added
quality that if you touched it to paper and
pulled it away, it released a long filament
of ink that could be laid down anywhere.
It was priceless.
Another little thing I had was a family album. There were pictures in it from
before I was born, going back to 1917,
of parents and other family. Honestly,
I’m not too fond of my family, but I’m
fond of having had one. Having a family,
and having evidence of it, enables me to
prove to strangers that I am as human as
they are. I was born of a woman, just like
them. I was once very small and am now
larger, just like them. This sort of thing
is invaluable, especially to someone who
has no home.
When I was homeless I had more
than my memory of who I am, I had
documents to prove it. I had Washington State ID, a birth certificate, even a
military dependent’s card left over from
childhood, and a slew of old school IDs
I’ve never tossed.
It turns out that all wage-earning
employment and most assisted housing
in this country require, by law, proof of
identity. Heaven forbid that the poor
homeless person you’re lifting out of
poverty isn’t the poor homeless person
he says he is.
If I had lost everything, I would have
been left without music, magic, proof of
humanity, and a way out. n
Sound off and read more:
drwesb.blogspot.com

Bus Chick: One spare tire
begets another
ping bags. (If you’re a hard core, slightly
insane bus chick like me, you’ll walk carrying athletic equipment, heavy bags of
coins to trade in at the credit union, and
sometimes, small pieces of furniture.) You
will walk up hills. You will walk up stairs.
When you get a late-evening craving, you

You can eat ice cream,

nachos, or a Dick’s
Deluxe, and you never
even have to look at a
treadmill — unless, of
course, you happen to
like them. All you have
to do, folks, is drop
that other dead weight
you’ve been lugging
around: your car.
will be forced to walk to the corner store
to find that food you are ahankerin’ for.

2. you will eat less.
More often than not, you will decide that your late-night craving is
not worth the effort of walking to that
corner store. Your desire for fast food
will also be significantly reduced, since
you will no longer have the option of
drive-throughs. (Does anyone actually
sit in those places to eat?) You are
less likely to have a lot of junk food in
your house, as grocery shopping trips
require effort and planning ( “To Market, to Market” Nov. 22, 2006), and each
item purchased must be carried — and
therefore carefully considered.
People of Seattle, stop spending so
much money, time, and effort on diets
that don’t work and try my plan. While I
can’t promise that you’ll end up with the
body of a swimsuit model, I can guarantee that you’ll lose at least a ton. n
Got something to say about public
transportation in Seattle? Email Bus
Chick at: buschick@gmail.com or
blog.seattlepi.nwsource.com/
buschick

tues., July 31, 5:49 p.m., fourth ave.
and Pine St., Westlake Park. A transient white male aged 50 called 911
to report that he wanted to kill himself
and perhaps hurt others as well. 911
operators kept the subject on the line,
and he further advised them that he
was under the influence of narcotics
and alcohol, and was a definite threat
to society. The officer located the man
sitting on the fountain steps at Westlake
Park. Subject waved the officer over, and
then identified himself and demanded
to be locked up before he hurt someone. Officer asked if he wanted to hurt
himself or others, and subject stated, “I
want to fucking kill myself.” He took out
a small bottle of glue and began sniffing it in front of the officer. For his own
safety subject was placed into custody
and handcuffed. Officer then called for
an ambulance and completed a mental
health evaluation — subject denied seeing any mental health professional, or
being on any medication. He was transported to Harborview Medical Center.
Mon., aug. 6, Western ave., Victor
Steinbrueck Park. Officers working bike
patrol were on an emphasis patrol for
the Metropolitan Improvement District
(MID) when they observed the suspect,
a transient Black male aged 41, inside
Victor Steinbrueck Park engaging in
suspected narcotics activity. They contacted the suspect and ran his name via
police computer, and found he was on
active probation with the Department of
Corrections (DOC). DOC were contacted
and suspect was found to be in violation
of his probation – DOC requested he
be placed under arrest. A search found
crumbs of suspected crack cocaine in
the suspect’s pocket, and a street test
showed positive for traces of cocaine.
Suspect was then transported and
booked into King County Jail.
Sun., aug. 5, 7:25 a.m., S. dearborn,
Shell Station. An officer contacted
several people at the corner of Fifth
Ave. and S. Dearborn St. One of these,
a transient Black male aged 51, had
been given a criminal trespass warning on June 10 to stay away from the
Shell Station on the other side of the
street. The admonishment expires on
June 10, 2008. Officer warned the
subject at that time that he was “cutting it close” by just being across the
street from a business that he had
been trespassed from. The suspect
stated he understood and would not
go to the Shell. Later in the morning the officer was dispatched as a
backup to the same Shell Station
on suspected drug activity. While officers were there, they contacted the
suspect again. The reporting officer
recognized him as the man he had
cautioned just hours before. Suspect
was arrested for a Criminal Trespass
violation. While in the back of the
squad car the suspect stated he was
not trespassing. He said that the
men’s room was out of order, so he
“was taking a piss on the side of the
building.” This information was offered
freely. A new trespass admonishment
card was completed, and suspect was
transported to King County Jail and
booked for criminal trespass.

Compiled from incident reports of
the Seattle Police Department by Emma
Quinn. Got your own experience to
relate? Call us at (206)441-3247 ext.
207 and we’ll get the scoop.
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PAX, Continued from Page 5

editor@realchangenews.org

Sticking it to us
Dear Real Change,
The headline in the most recent edition of Real Change,
News (“County Cuts Needle Exchange”, Aug. 22-28)
raised the false impression for some that needle exchange services formerly run by Street Outreach Services are no longer available. It’s important for people
to know that needle exchange services continue uninterrupted at the Capitol Hill and University District
locations, and at all of our needle exchange facilities
in the county. King County and Public Health - Seattle
& King County remain committed to ensuring that this
important service is available and accessible.
James Apa
Communications Manager, Public Health Seattle & King County

But for most attendees, PAX is just an
opportunity to hang out and take in all that
the gaming world has to offer. Such was
the case for Jake, a student optician from
Seattle. “I go to PAX to see previews and
play games, for the free stuff and to get new
stuff,” Jake said, as he sat behind hundreds
of meticulously painted metal figures that

Costumed figures stalked

the aisles, including an Orc
covered from head to toe
in green body paint and a
bearded, baseball cap clad
Princess Peach from Super
Mario Brothers.
were participating in a fantasy battle set in
the 40th millennia. Jake, who is 22, plans to
be a gamer for life, or as he says, “At least
until my eyes go.”
As for Brittany Aubert, video games are
a lifelong passion that she says she hopes
to turn into a profession. “My whole family
is into games,” Aubert says. “We used to get
the newest game console every year, wrap
it up, and put it under the tree.” Currently,
Aubert is enrolled in DigiPen Institute of
Technology in Redmond and says she plans
to enter a career in video games.
Regardless of her future plans, Aubert
will carry a reminder of her love for video
games for life. She has the tri-force, an emblem from the legendary Zelda video game
series, tattooed on her left hip. n

Over 30,000 video and board game enthusiasts stormed
downtown this weekend for the Penny Arcade Expo, the largest
gaming convention in North America. Many of these attendees
— including these two, embodying Link, from the Zelda game
series, and Samus, from the Metroid game series — showed
up in gaming attire. Photo by Patrick Reis

Rev. Rich Lang:
Faith,
Casting a Patronis
Culture,

Politics
Rev. Rich Lang

O
Familiarity

ne of the great enemies, in the Harry Potter
books, is a type of being called a Dementor.
These creatures bring gloom and despair, sucking all
hope and spirit from out of their victims. To combat
this, Harry and friends learn to cast a patronis, a
powerful force whose origin is within the one who
casts it. The patronis drives the hopelessness and
despair of the Dementors away.
Years ago, hidden away behind the Civil Rights
movement was a little known, but powerful institution called Highlander Folk School. Highlander,
like Hogwarts, was a training facility that taught
folks how to focus and discipline the magic of their
personal power. Highlander taught folks how to
find their voice not merely to resist empire, but to
radically change the direction of empire.
Martin Luther King, Rosa Parks, the Berrigan
brothers, the Freedom Riders, all went through
the training offered at Highlander. They were
nurtured in the disciplines that taught folk how
to offer hope and possibility into situations of
doom and despair. Highlander taught folk how
to stand up and strengthen their backbone, how
to equip their minds for resistance, how to open
their imagination for creativity, and how to open
their hearts for the vision of liberty and justice
for all.
We could use a Highlander here in Seattle. We
could use a training place that teaches us to believe
in our personal power, the magic within that casts

away the gloom, doom, and despair of our time. In
this day of growing tyranny brought on by a President who wants to be king, and a Congress bloated
by the financial bribes of corporations, we need
a renewal of people power that once gave rise to
revolutionary vision.
A group of concerned citizens are beginning
to form a Freedom From Fear Campaign. It is our
way of casting a patronis. Our first action is largely
symbolic, a shout out to the larger community to
come and join us. We‚re going to take back 9/11 from
those who use it to suck our spirit dry, and who try
and turn our spines into jelly.
On Tues., Sept. 11, the Freedom From Fear
Campaign will sponsor a funeral march for all that
has been lost since the tragic events of September
11, 2001. The silent march will begin at the Space
Needle at 10:30am and proceed to Seattle’s major
media centers, ending at Westlake Center. All who
mourn the loss of innocent life, as well as the subsequent loss of democracy and civil rights, are invited
to wear black and join the procession.
It’s a first step of many to follow. I think
one of the next steps ought to be the creation
of a Seattle Highlander Folk School. It’s time to
reclaim our power. It’s time to drive the Dementors away. n
Rev. Rich Lang is Pastor of Trinity United Methodist Church in Ballard, and the host of a progressive Christian radio show, www.livingfaithnow.
org. He can be reached at oddrev@yahoo.com.

11

Real Change

Aug. 29 - Sept. 4, 2007

ROSE, Continued from Page 7

they don’t have the resources to rebuild,
and you wonder if anyone is ever going
to make a fair offer on these places so
people can put it all back together. I
mean, we’re two years in. You gotta start
thinking in terms of everyone who wants
to be back is probably back.
You really think that?
I think there’s still loads and loads of
people out there who keep telling people
in whatever communities they’re in that
they’re coming back some day, but as
time passes, you’ve got to wonder how
that’s going to happen, if it’s not just
wishful thinking.
Do you hold anyone responsible for
what happened?
Well, you know, after all this time,
apportioning blame becomes almost
a moot process, but obviously, anyone
and everyone who was involved to a
degree in the design but certainly in
the construction and inspections of
these levees has to be somehow held accountable. They failed the first test they
ever got … miserably. And it seems like
anyone who studied it knew it would
happen. But I’m so past the blame part.
What can you do? You can spend all
your time being pissed off and throwing
blame, but it begins to sound tired. Our
mayor keeps doing it. I think our mayor
has got to stop operating off the blame
period of his early days and look forward. I mean, either there’s going to be
some sort of recompense or restitution
or there won’t. It’s not say, “Wash your
hands of it and let the lawyers divide it
up,” but I’m not much preoccupied with
that anymore. I think you can sit around
and be consumed by anger and blame
and resentment and despair and it eats
you up. I’ve been through it.
Talk about that anger. You crescendo
in your columns to the point where you

The last count they tried
to give us based on the
postal service estimate
was that two-thirds of
the people are back.
Driving around, I’m not
convinced of that.

snap at someone littering out of a car.

Yeah, that’s one of my hobbies, yelling at litterers. I did more than snap.
Over time, over the slow, methodical
and relentless collecting of stories of
despair and sorrow, it broke me. I think
I probably entered this period of my life
with a borderline melacholic personality
[that I’ve had] all my life, but by last summer I had slipped into a nearly incapacitated state, a dysfunctional human being
curled into a fetal position and unable to
function as a reporter, as a father, as a
husband, as an operative cog in the civic
system, and I went to seek professional
help and was disagnosed with clinical
depression. I did a little therapy and
took the meds for a while, but I’m now
off them and feeling better.
Tell me how the city is coming back.
What are the positive signs?

“The five classic stages
of grief (anger, denial,

bargaining, depression,
and elections) have
taken hold of this city
in menacing waves
— constant, undulating,
nauseating, relentless
waves —to the point
that there have been 60,
maybe 70 stages of grief
since The Thing.”

— from 1 Dead in Attic
The positive signs are the relentless
determination of the people here, the
nearly tribal sense that, despite our wellpublicized political, racial and economic
divisions, we are 92 percent of one voice
and one cause and one mission, which is
not to put New Orleans back together as
it was, because that’s impossible, and not
entirely desirable, but my food and nourishment for the soul is the overwhelming
sense of the triumph of the human spirit,
that we can do this, we will do this and
that we have to do this. I have learned
over the past two years that despite the
message sent out by 40 years of popular
music from the Beatles to Hannah Montana that the most important four-letter
word in the English language is “love,”
I beg to differ; I think it’s “home.” And
we’ve discovered that here. We’re willing
to fight for it. … I know people are very
tired of our proclamations that we are
more interesting. We spend an awful lot
of time talking about how clever we are,
how much more fun we are, how much
better our food is, our music is, our life
is. But the fact remains — it’s largely true.
[He laughs.] There’s a certain sense of
self-love here that probably makes other
people uncomfortable, and the fact we
laugh too much and talk too loud and
dance on Sundays and drink at funerals
makes a lot of people uncomfortable.
That’s why we like being here amongst
each other because we get each other
and we appreciate each other. n

Circle
“His hand…
not
empty!
had, been a source—”
the
child
(grown apart!) said,
to another. Was!
clinging,
And we know him.
—Stan Burriss
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CLASSIFIEDS

over & general cleaning. $14/
hr+housing package and great
bens. Details: www.ywcaworks.
The YWCA is looking for an Apart- org. Apply hr@ywcaworks.org.
ment Manager to reside at Wear
to Live Apartments in S. Everett Make a difference in a student’s
& provide on-site monitoring life. Become a Mentor: www.com& emergency response; show munityforyouth.org.
units to prospective tenants;
Reach 30,000 loyal readers
do property & client paperwork;
Call (206) 441-3247, or email
client files; & assist w/ unit turnclassified@realchangenews.org

The first piece of artwork that I purchased, to add flare to the stark white walls of my college
room, was a Bob Marley concert poster. I chose this poster because concert posters have a
way of capturing the transformative energy of the live experience. And the posters produced
today are getting better and better. So don’t miss Flood ‘n’ Pull: Recent Screen-print, an
open reception for the Flatstock 14 Poster Convention. View the American Poster Institute’s
artwork and mingle with the artists. 7 p.m., School of Visual Concepts, 500 Aurora Ave. N.
Info: www.svcseattle.com.

Calendar
This Week’s Top Picks

Thursday 8/30
AIGA Seattle and Northwest Film Forum present Living Typography, Dying Typography:
An Evening with Kyle Cooper. President and
founder of Prologue Films, Cooper will discuss
his work in typography, graphic design and animation. Tickets: $15-$20. 6 p.m., Northwest
Film Forum. Info: www.nwfilmforum.org.

Friday 8/31
Manhattan: Woody Allen’s career-defining
film achievement and tribute to his hometown. Featuring Allen, Diane Keaton, Meryl
Streep, and Mariel Hemingway, Manhattan is
playing at the Northwest Film Forum through
Sept. 6. Fri.-Thurs. at 7 and 9:15 p.m.; Sat.
- Sun. at 3 and 5 p.m., Northwest Film Forum.
Info: www.nwfilmforum.org.

Saturday 9/1
If you cannot attend Flood ‘n’ Pull, but have
a ticket to Bumbershoot, then you can still
check out the artwork of today’s most popular
concert poster artists and meet them at the
Flatstock 14 Poster Convention. Presented
by Bumbershoot, American Poster Institute
and One Reel. Tickets: free w/Bumbershoot
ticket. 11 a.m. - 8 p.m., Seattle Center. Info:
www.flatstock.com or http://bumbershoot.
org.
A leader in good music, KEXP 90.3 FM also
leads the way in charitable causes. The listener supported station’s Audioasis program
highlights a different charity each month,
promoting it on-air and hosting a benefit show
at the High Dive in Fremont. This month’s favored philanthropy is the MAVIN Foundation.
In conjunction with Bumbershoot, KEXP
presents a stellar show featuring Visqueen,
Seaweed, Megasapien, Patient Patient,
and With Friends like These, all proceeds
going to the MAVIN Foundation. 5 p.m.,
High Dive. Info: www.mavinfoundation.org or
www.kexp.org.

Kaleidoscope: The First Annual National
People of Color Cabaret. Kaleidoscope is a
unique burlesque show with vaudevillians,
aerialists, and neo-burlesque artists of color
who will perform drag, burlesque, music, and
aerial art. Tickets: $20. 8 p.m. Columbia City
Theatre, 4916 Rainer Ave. S. Info: 206-4129802 or www.brownpapertickets.com.

Thursday 9/6
University of Washington professor Jan Newton
presents Hood Canal and Puget Sound Waters:
A View From Beneath the Surface, part of the
People For Puget Sound Speaker Series: Exploring Puget Sound. Dr. Newton discusses how computer models are used to understand the Hood
Canal and Puget Sound environment to enable
regional decisionmakers. Tickets: $6-8. 7 p.m.,
REI Flagship Store, 222 Yale Ave. N. Info: khertz@
pugetsound.org or www.pugetsound.org.

Saturday 9/8
Take your pick from the events at the Olympic
Sculpture Park — a walk in the park led by
the Trust for Public Land. The walks are educational opportunities to learn about the environment, art, history, and ecology of the Puget
Sound. 1 p.m. Or join a walk on the wild side
led by naturalists from the Woodland Park
Zoo. 2 p.m., Olympic Sculpture Park, 2901
Western Avenue. Info: 206-654-3121.

CLASSIFIEDS

Sunday 9/9
SAM at 75: Building a Collection for Seattle
— the last official day of the amazing anniversary exhibition at SAM with artwork by Georgia
O’Keeffe, Jackson Pollock, John Singer Sargent, Constantin Brancusi and more. Seattle
Art Museum Downtown, 1300 First Avenue.
Info: www.seattleartmuseum.org.
Calendar compiled by Ariel Snyder.
Have a suggestion for an event?
Email it to calendar@realchangenews.

Reach 30,000 loyal readers
Call (206) 441-3247, or email
classified@realchangenews.org

