
Brad Will Presente!
B Y  M A R K  R E A D

MY FRIEND BRAD WILL, AN 
INDEPENDENT JOURNALIST 
AND ACTIVIST, HAS BEEN 

MURDERED IN OAXACA, MEXICO BY 
GOVERNMENT-BACKED PARAMILITARIES. 

There was a vigil held immediately for him at the Mexican 
consulate that Saturday night and a protest about the ongoing 
violence in Oaxaca on the following Monday.

That Saturday night one of my oldest friends, Buck, was 
having his birthday party. I hadn’t seen him or his children for 
some time, and it was important to me to connect with them. 
For the first three years that I lived in New York my friends and 
I rented the third- and fourth-story duplex in Buck and his wife 
Beth’s brownstone in Park Slope.

Brad stayed with me for a short time in that apartment while 
he was “between living situations.” By then we had become 
pretty good friends through our work with Reclaim the Streets. 
Brad acted as a kind of direct-action trainer and tactical adviser 
for the group. He was trained by Earth First! folks in the old-
growth forests of the Pacific Northwest, so his words were 
given considerable weight. For me Brad defined a certain type 
of radicalism, an uncompromising way of living life. Treesitter. 
Folk-Punk. Anarchist. Pagan. Dumpster diver. Squatter. The dude 
wasn’t play-acting, he was a true believer. I loved him and 
admired him. 

He didn’t exactly fit into Buck and Beth’s world. Don’t get 
me wrong, Buck and Beth lean pretty well to the left—it’s what 
brought them together in the first place—but theirs is a sensible 
lifestyle. As we’ve grown older, remained friends, and made 
different life choices I’ve often felt like a bit of a freak in straight 
clothing when around them. Brad’s stay with me amplified those 
feelings and heightened the sense of contradiction that I often 
feel. On the one hand I am a lefty professor and documentary 
filmmaker, and on the other I am the guy blocking traffic, 
screaming at the cops, or writing inflammatory broadsides.

Brad lived one life and one life only, as a soldier in the 
struggle to defend planet Earth and rid the world of the scourge 
of capitalism. This made people a bit uncomfortable, including 
me, and definitely Buck and Beth. They seemed to like Brad well 

enough; he was charming as hell, after all, and funny, and 
hard not to like. But they were a bit, I don’t know, startled by 
his more hobo-ish qualities, his patches and his scraggly beard, 
his funkily repaired 
glasses, and his 
equally funky smell. 
There was more than 
one casual, comical, 
patronizing remark 
about one of these 
qualities during 
his stay with me. 
Meanwhile, Brad 
either didn’t notice 
that Buck and Beth 
were a bit uncomfor-
table around him,  
or he just plain  
didn’t care. He was 
infinitely comfor-
table in his own skin. 
But he was exotic  
to them, and I 
imagined that I 
could feel them 
seeing me differently 
af ter having 
seen me with him. I wasn’t sure that I liked  
this feeling.

Societies, and specifically those privileged parts of a society 
that benefit from the status quo, dismiss political views that 
challenge the foundations upon which privilege is built. It’s 
a reflexive, automated response, like a body fighting off a 
pathogen. The dismissal doesn’t even register as important, and 
is quickly forgotten as the thought, or the person, being dismissed. 
I saw how Brad was dismissed by “straight” culture as a well-
intentioned but impractical dreamer, or worse. An Extremist. 
Unstable. Marginal. I recognize also that I share in that fate. This 
frightens and infuriates me. I mean, who wants to be treated like 
a pathogen? Who wants to be seen as a little bit crazy?

The fact is that Brad and others like him and, yes, hell yes, that 
means me, are fundamentally correct about many things. The 
planet is fucking burning. We have an illegitimate government 
waging war for private profit and control over a deadly 
and diminishing resource. Multinational corporate capitalism 
is an inherently exploitative, violent, and destructive system that 
oppresses people while threatening the health of all life on 
Earth. 

I stopped by Buck’s birthday party on the night of the vigil. 
Around 7:30 p.m., Eduardo, a friend of a friend of Buck’s, and 
a high-up functionary at the Mexican Consulate, also arrived. 
Here I was, drinking wine and chatting with a representative of 

the government of Mexico, which was responsible for my friend’s 
death. I couldn’t leave. I needed to hear from Eduardo what he 
had heard about Brad. What did he think of all of it? What did 
he know about the situation in Oaxaca? What was going to 
happen?

Of course Eduardo knew about Brad’s murder. He was 
aware of the vigil and the protest the previous evening. He was 
afraid that the consulate would be under attack every day for 
weeks, and that this would make getting work done impossible. 
The consulate, he pointed out, has no influence on what happens 
in Oaxaca. It was just a target. They were not to blame.

Oaxaca, Eduardo told me, was a disaster. The Popular 
People’s Assembly of Oaxaca, the APPO, the group that Brad 
was working with, whose story he was documenting with his 
video camera, had taken over the city, erecting dozens of 
barricades, shutting down the government, and throwing out the 

police. They were trashing the Zocalo. They had “no sense of 
aesthetics.” They “cared nothing for the artistic heritage of the 

city of Oaxaca,” he said. They just pumped out this “tired rhetoric 
from the 1970s,” he 
added.

“Yes, the same old 
rhetoric,” I thought to 
myself. “Yes, lacking 
subtlety.” But I couldn’t 
help thinking that not 
much has changed 
since the ’70s. I mean, 
it’s been the same 
fight more or less, 
and against the same 
enemies, and using 
the same arguments: 
the planet burns; the 
U.S. wages wars of 
empire; capitalism 
kills.

Brad saw the 
obvious. He did not 
flinch or turn away 
from what he saw 
as his responsibility 

to fight. He was fearless and uncomplicated. He was also, 
without a doubt, seen by mainstream culture as an extremist. And 
when I, or others, articulate views similar to Brad’s, we too will 
be seen as extreme, and maybe even unstable. But throughout 
history truthsayers have invariably found themselves in similar 
predicaments, and often in similar danger. The only way I can 
conceive of faithfully honoring my friend’s life, and making sense 
of his untimely death, is to stand my ground. I, for one, think we 
need a few more extremists. I miss my friend.

Mark Read is a professor, activist, and sometime blogger. 
He curates the Bowery Poetry Club reading series “Rant 
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How October Collects its Flowers
Para l@s que luchan toda la vida

October, spacious and fierce,
will make no more room for death
or darkness. Under the rain, watch,

in the camera – see how the people touch
one another, see how they weep and shout
juntos, a la vez, see how they bleed, how 

they dance, how they know…Gathering
pressed together under gathering darkness
before the cathedral, in the zocalo, smell

of teargas, smell of cempacuchitl…
October collects its flowers in painted
coffee cans, so many, I never knew

the struggle embodied so many, passing
over the borderless highways, little bridges
carrying trucks to the sierra, loaded with

repollo and café, radios for news and pipes
for drinking water. “Zapata vive, la lucha 
sigue!” nos gritan from the church window,

church of death and paper flowers, church of memory
— que la resistencia no termine, nunca – the massive
stone facades pocked with bullet holes, worn

from the angry graffiti of centuries and polished
by the aching bones of those poor bastards 
who are always forced to clean it up.

New Year’s Day 2006, 
Poetry Project at St. Mark’s Church 

Marathon Reading

As we were going through his journals and 
writings, Brad showed me a love poem likening 
a Brazilian city to a lover. He did not read that 

one, instead an account of a massacre by police in a 
squatters’ settlement in central Brazil. The voice was 
soft, and thoughtful; the writing, lyrical and precise.

 
 “That day, nobody’s sure how many people 

disappeared … into water well… filled in with dirt by 
the bulldozers… ”

 
It’s a poem about someone I didn’t know, “Haunted.” 

“There was a woman I’m trying to forget… an image… 
I wish I could forget.” A line repeated from his last 
dispatch in Oaxaca, Mexico, “she is in the dark… 
waiting for the earth to shift and to open….” Stealing 
from his own work. 

 “… last moments of sunset to kiss her broken face 
and be reborn and finally to say goodnight.” 

 —BRENDA COULTAS

Brenda Coultas is the author of A Handmade 
Museum published by Coffee House Press in 2005. 
She lives in the East Village.

Brad Will in Brazil’s Sohno Real, 2005.
Indymedia Brazil photo (midiaindependent.org)
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31 Flavors of Paradigm Subversion
Cornstarch Figurine
Elizabeth Treadwell
Dusie Press
By Maureen Thorson

Take a gander at that cheery, pink 
candystriping. The cover of Elizabeth 
Treadwell’s Cornstarch Figurine looks like 

an ice cream vendor, inviting you to some cool 
and classy treats. It’s a sweet antithesis to the 
buzzing chaos inside.

Treadwell’s poetry throws the reader for a 
loop—and another and another. Phrases and 
constructions fuse for an instant into a kind 
of clarity, only to be followed by a barrage 
of other phrases then undermine what came 
before and sweep the reader along. This 
is a feminine poetry, marvelous, tough, and 
unrelenting.

Playing off of a 
back story of fairy 
tales, ingénues, and 
the trappings of literary 
girlhood, Treadwell 
throws it all in, shakes 
it up, and pours out 
a constantly shifting 
landscape that is tinged 
with real panic. In 
poems like “Bunny (a sci-
fi or horror),” Treadwell 
scares up (and off) the 
masculinity of language 
(“cuckold to the central 
monologue”), cultural 
terrors (“columbine high 
or the first door”), and 
Hitchcockian messages 
from beyond (“& the 
radio said, yonder 
succumb”) to create an 
atmosphere charged 
with dread.

Treadwell subverts 
and exposes uncon-
sciously internalized 
stereotypes and voices, 
breaking language 
down, and then 
releasing the reader to 

make her own understanding. The result isn’t 
narrative—and is not always even mood or 
atmosphere, but a series of rising challenges 
that relax into moments of clear beauty, 
the swans of “[angel backwards]” or the 
crystallizing honesty of “Letter to an ingénue,” 
where Treadwell offers to “turn it over to 
you.” The entire book is the fulfillment of this 
promise, in the form of language that requires 
the reader’s constant navigation, interpretation, 
and acceptance.

Physically, the poems—a mix of free 
verse, prose poetry, and interspersed 
quotations—range from tiny, haiku-like works 
to multiple-page explorations of celebrity and 
expectation. Cornstarch Figurine is divided into 
nine titled sections, each of which carries its 
own level of complexity and momentum. The 

first section, “several shorelines,” dips the 
reader’s toe, and subsequent sections build 
until the reader is caught in the full current of 
sections like “Donkeyskin”—a churn of myth, 
fairy tale, and urban legend—and “Milk & 
Relic,” a town-and-country whirlwind wherein a 
woman and her body can shift in meaning day 
by day, as in “The Lovers of Petra Sloven”:

The curves of her lanes were perceived 
by them through grin of bra and panty. Some 
days a tiger paw, others nude, still others a 
classic black.

A single person appears through others’ 
eyes as a highway, an enticement, an exotic 
send-off, an artpiece, and a slim sophistication. 
Treadwell’s language is evident in its playfulness 
and rich meaning. The effect, for the reader, is 
rather like being the ball in a pinball machine—
volleyed forth to ricochet violently off a colorful 
assemblage of noise and light. It’ll take a while 
for your head to stop spinning, but you’ll come to 
appreciate what Treadwell does, “challenging 
consecrated vocabulary, meting out sources and 
colors and shares.” It’s a hell of a time.

Maureen Thorson lives in Washington, D.C., 
where she is sometimes a poet, sometimes a 
lawyer, and often a reader of things.

Look Inside, Look Inside
Razor Love
John Duvernoy
Unlock the Clockcase
By Hugh Oster

This is a love poem. It resembles a 
confessional poem although its 
obsessions point outward, not inward, 

and its wounds come from a wrenching, 
dizzying empathy with the world, not 

from the self-pity or loathing for which the 
confessional poem is rightly despised. It is a 
narrative poem, but like the universe, where 
designs emerge from the clashing together 
of chaotic systems, the story knocks itself 
together from the repetition of re-surfacing 
elements, spasmodic incantations, recurring 
dreams of swans, twins, medicine, soldiers, 
bread, choirs, umbrellas, fire, honey. These 
repetitions have the hypnotic effect of sestinas 
or villanelles, but unlike those forms that swing, 
ticking in measured confident arcs, the pulsing 

here is sudden and staggered; the beat of a 
murmuring heart:

To walk a sharp line through the white
 building. 
handsome whose cause is on fire.
 handsome whose 
shadow is a white line. i am a liar and
 a building. . . . 

I wanted so much to tell you
 how our building is on fire. 
How your white dove white feet
 dove-tailed in mine feel.

This poem has learned the lessons of 
Language poetry but stained the awful purity 
of that white chalice with faint semantic tannins. 
Abstract syntax and sound tremble in balance 
with metaphor and meaning; pure form is gently, 
sadly, lovingly, and cruelly degraded into its 
particulars like Rorschach blots, once stark and 
formal in their black-and-white, now wavered 
and smudged by the ghosts of stories imputed 
to them. That the poem reaches its peak of 
emotion coincident with its most extreme degree 
of abstraction is shocking and discomforting:

cry cry  coccoon  you    teach me  me   cry 
cry

coccoon  you   teach me me   cry cry  
coccoon

you bruise flowered creature so near to my my

The many sections where the syntax is more 
narrative and the soul less bared still unnerve 
and seduce. To speak generally, it does seem 
that in poetry, as the tools become more 
precise, elegant, and sharp, the body likewise 
grows exact, rigid, cold, so that poems that 
take manipulation of language past a certain 
level find themselves operating on corpses; 
and poems that truly have diamond-tips to their 
scalpels apply themselves only to robots whose 
innards are icy, immaculate, and shining. But 
this poem has warm, bleeding bodies on the 
table, and the narrator does suggest a guilty 
conscience for putting live creatures in the grip 
of such a cruel machine as language; the union 
of living tissue with metal is in “the oiled metal 
of the wildflowers,” the “magnetic bees,” “the 
swan twins [that] are bending into spoons.”

Razor Love is a revelation. Reading it one will 
not remember another poem in which the gnawing 
fox imprisoned beneath the tunic has been so 
petted and adored without illusion, or in which the 
sacrificial heart raised to the sun has beat on for so 
long or smelled so delicious in the pulsing air. 

Hugh Oster is a systems analyst and kinkajou 
breeder.

Abstract syntax and sound 
tremble in balance with metaphor 
and meaning; pure form is gently, 
sadly, lovingly, and cruelly 
degraded  into its particulars like 
Rorschach blots.

PRINTED MATTER
Playing off of a back story of fairy tales, 

ingénues, and the trappings of literary 
girlhood, Treadwell throws it all in, shakes 
it up, and pours out a constantly shifting 
landscape that is tinged with real panic. 
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B Y  M I K E  F E R R A R O

When I was a kid, they called me Brooke Shields,” 
punk-folk singer/songwriter Brook Pridemore confides 
in the basement of the Sidewalk Café at a Monday 

night AntiHoot. “They’d go [singing] ‘Brooke Shields is a beautiful 
girl.’ And it doesn’t sound anything like a song of any kind, y’know, 
like a pop song of the day, but I cried every time.” 

That pretty much sums up the music of Brook Pridemore. It’s 
funny, tender, sweet, earnest, and candid, unafraid and willing 
to deprecate even in response to some serious shit. Such are 
the major themes that served as the impetus for his last album 
The Reflecting Skin (Crafty Records), which Pridemore has been 
touring steadily behind throughout the year. 

Inspired in part by the death of three close friends that he’d 
lost touch with over the years, The Reflecting Skin is Pridemore’s 
most heartfelt and unified album to date. But, as he’s quick to 
point out, it’s not a concept record.

“Before I started writing what would eventually become 
the record, a pretty close friend of mine took his life,” says 
Pridemore. “I was pretty ill at the time; I had some weird health 
problems. And I had this journal that I was writing in that was 
kind of delirious, and I was trying to write songs about this guy 
and it just didn’t happen.

“So I had this whole journal of songs—it’s gone now, I don’t 
know what happened to it—where I was trying to write about this 
guy and it was just a big bag of crap,” says Pridemore. “There 
was nothing justifiable in even holding on to it. And I was like, 
‘What the fuck am I gonna do now?’ And then the same thing. 
Somebody else from a whole other part of my life, in a whole 
different state, took his life.

“I don’t know where I got the idea to go through that old 
notebook of botched abortion folksongs,” says Pridemore, “but it 
all started to gel into this loose message: ‘Please don’t check out 
early.’ And then it happened a third time, right as I was finishing 
the writing of the record, somebody else from a third part of my 
life killed himself. These are 
three guys I hadn’t seen in 
a while, but they were all 
great friends.”

He pauses.
“This record is strange to 

me,” says Pridemore. “I was 
writing about other people 
and about myself, and at 
the same time taking things 
that were literal and burying 
them. Not even in metaphor, 
but occasionally in idiocy.

“There’s a line in the last song of the album, also called 
‘The Reflecting Skin,’ and the hook in the chorus is: ‘There’s a 
bathroom on the right and I haven’t seen nothing in my life that 
was good without a fight.’ And that line is in there because I 
wanted to say, ‘There is a bad moon on the rise,’ but I thought it 
was stupid to take the CCR lyric and ape it. So I was like, well, 
let’s just say the thing that people think he’s actually saying. 
People can get a good laugh out of it. There’re probably 20 of 
those: weird mashing of things or playing a song on a ukulele so 
that it sounds campy. Take the huge thing, that at least to myself 
I was saying, and laugh at it. I don’t have any problem with 
laughing, or laughing at myself most of the time.” 

Pridemore wasn’t serious about songwriting as a way of 
life until he made the move to New York. “I started playing the 
guitar 13 years ago, started writing songs 10 years ago,” he 
says. “But I really started thinking about doing it for my life when 
I got here to New York.”

Originally from Detroit, Pridemore arrived in New York in 
2002 with one goal—to make music. It took a while. 

“I was here for like eight months, just kind of working and 
sitting on my ass,” says Pridemore. “I lived in Jersey City at the 
time. Then in the same month I met [Crafty Records’ founder] 
Dan Treiber and I came to the Sidewalk Café.

“I had a show at the Bowery Poetry Club just over three 
years ago with King Missile,” says Pridemore, ”and after I got 
off the stage Dan’s like, ‘You know, when you were playing I 
thought it really might be time to make a record with you.’ I said 
‘Oh, OK, that’s what I’m here for, so let’s make a record.’”

They compiled previously recorded material and began to 

tour. “We’ve just been constantly touring and making records, 
traveling and playing shows with our friends since,” says 
Pridemore. 

“I had no idea about the U.S. before I started touring,” says 
Pridemore. “I went to North Carolina on the first tour I ever did 
and thought it was gonna be 
a trucker bar where we were 
gonna get the shit beat out of 
us, you know? My perception 
was that the people there 
aren’t gonna wanna hear 
this kind of music, that we’d 
be playing to a bunch of 
dumbasses who just hung out 
drinking Pabst Blue Ribbon 
until they fall apart. 

“But then you get out 
there, and I came to realize, 
especially after this last tour, 
the kids in the small towns 
are the ones I look forward 
to the most,” says Pridemore. 
“I look forward to going to 
some rural town in Idaho and playing in someone’s garage 
and rocking the fuck out. ’Cause they’re starved for it, they’re 
starved for fun.”

Much of this DIY aesthetic and sense of community that 
Pridemore and his fellow label mates champion has its roots in 
the philosophy of the legendary bands of the American indie 
underground of the eighties, originators of the scene like Minor 
Threat and Black Flag. In particular he cites Michael Azerrad’s 
book Our Band Could Be Your Life as a touchstone and a 
virtual how-to-guide for road survival with its overriding theme of 
“jamming-econo,” the late d. boon of The Minutemen’s phrase for 
“living well within means.”

“Two years ago when I 
was out with Mike Devigne 
of Guitar Bomb, he and 
I, and Dan, had brought 
this book along and I was 
kind of a punk when I was 
a kid, but not really,” says 
Pridemore. “I mean I was 
into punk and ska and 
stuff in Detroit, so I read 
this book and I was like 
‘Boy! I really need to listen 
to some Black Flag and 

Minutemen, especially The Minutemen, of all bands.’”
“You know, listen to all these groups and sort of try to figure out 

where these people came from, and it goes back to the whole 
idea of like this DIY thing,” says Pridemore. “You stay in the van 
if you have to before you stay in a hotel, you stay on the floor of 
the club or, hopefully, thank god, someone gives you their place 
to stay. Those are the kind of things I learned, that and playing 
loud and fast, which I didn’t really have ingrained in my head 
before then.

“There’s this thing I’ve seen here in New York where people 
are going around doing like Spin music showcases and stuff,” 
says Pridemore. “Everybody’s trying to build buzz. You don’t 
build buzz in a small club in New York, I don’t think. Why build 
buzz? You want to build a family maybe. That’s how those 
bands in the ’80s did it. They just made friends.” 

Pridemore looks around 
the basement thoughtfully, and 
continues. “With all my fingers 
and toes I couldn’t name all 
the people here who are 
amazing that should be playing 
to big audiences every night 
everywhere,” he says. “I want 
to see every single person 
succeed.

“I’d heard about the Moldy 
Peaches, and I’d heard about 
AntiFolk, so I came down here 
to the Sidewalk Café and tried 

to figure it out,” says Pridemore. “I wanted to write better stuff 
than like the coffeehouse in the Midwest that has an open mic 
night where five of the eight guys that go out do Dave Matthews 
Band covers. 

“So I wrote this song cycle between 2003 and 2004 called 
First Name/Last Name and 
it was the first new thing I 
did for Crafty Records,” says 
Pridemore. “But I don’t really 
think about what I sound like, 
I just play. Maybe when I 
started out I wanted to be 
AntiFolk, you know, when I 
first moved here and I really 
wanted to be a part of 
this. But the community was 
already kinda built, so what 
do you do? I guess you build 
another community. It’s the 
same community, but maybe 
you build a new floor, add a 
wing. I don’t feel like I need 
too much of a label here. It’s 

just a room full of people that know each other. 
“But this is a place where you meet like-minded people,” says 

Pridemore. “I know I’m drawn back here. There’s a very powerful 
magnetism in this room. And it’s a very positive energy going on 
here. Lach [Sidewalk’s booker and host of the AntiHoot] has 
done something right, or is very fortunate by kismet, ’cause 
there’s something wonderful that goes on here. And I say that 
all the time and I always sound like a cheeseball, but I believe 
it. I’ve never seen anything like it.

“Outside the city, if someone’s heard of AntiFolk, it’s a good 
starting point to talk about what you sound like,” says Pridemore. 
“With the punk-folk kids I know, you can say punk-folk and 
people get it. If not, sometimes you have to make the record 
reviewer comparison of like ‘Dylan getting into a car accident 
with the Ramones,’ or something like that. 

“I just write the things I write,” says Pridemore. “Whatever 
I’m gonna sound like next is gonna surprise me as much as it is 
anybody else who cares to hear what I’m going to sound like 
next. I don’t go for a certain thing.”

“I’m starting to write again,” says Pridemore. “I’d really like to 
do a split CD with somebody who has more friends than I do. 
I have a couple people in mind. And it’s not to make sure I sell 
1,000 copies or anything.

“The more I travel the more I meet people that I love, and 
the more that person travels the more they meet people that 
they love, people I don’t know, and then it’s like I’m there,” says 
Pridemore. “I’ll be able to go around to those places and be 
like ‘Hey! I was here in spirit three weeks ago when my buddy 
was here.’” 

Pridemore smiles. A playful grin flashes across his face. 
“Other than that I just want to keep writing,” he says. “Maybe 
form a band that practices regularly. Just keep doing it. I’m 
not in any hurry. Things just keep growing. I just want to build 
it. I just want to be with people. It’s the greatest feeling in the 
world to walk into a house and have someone you’ve never 
met treat you like their best friend. That’s better than signing an 
autograph or something.”

Mike Ferraro lives in East Hanover, N.J. He is at work on a 
first novel, Due Diligence, and a collection of tricked-out home 
recordings. He also paints. Visit www.mikeferraro.net for more info.

Singing for His Life
A Conversation with Brook Pridemore

‘You stay in the van if you have to 
before you stay in a hotel, you stay 
on the floor of the club or, hopefully, 
thank god, someone gives you their 
place to stay. Those are the kind of 
things I learned, that and playing loud 
and fast,’ says Pridemore.

MUSIC

Happy Holidays  
from your friends at 
BOOG CITY

Lauren Terilli photo
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About the Artist Tiffany Holmes is a multimedia artist who blends traditional materials and new media in large-scale interactive installations. Her work explores the relationship 
between digital technology and culture with an emphasis on technologies of seeing. Her recent work explores the movement of human and animal bodies and the visual languages from different 
disciplines used to capture that movement. She exhibits widely in national and international venues, including the J. Paul Getty Museum in Los Angeles, the Interaction ‘01 biennial in Japan, ISEA, 
SIGGRAPH 2000, World@rt in Denmark, Digital Salon ’99 in New York and Madrid, and the Viper media festival in Switzerland. She writes about her work, research, and lectures in venues 
as diverse as the International Symposium on the History of Neuroscience in Zurich, Siggraph ’99, Next 1.0 in Sweden, and the Computer Games, Digital Culture conference in Finland. She 
is an assistant professor of art and technology at the School of the Art Institute of Chicago, where she teaches courses in interactivity and the history and theory of electronic media. Visit www.
tiffanyholmes.com for more information.

Top Slide: Follow the Mouse (2001), Medium: CPU, monitor, printer, spy camera, live mouse, custom software

“Follow the mouse” is a common routine that programmers use to make an object trail the mouse pointer around the monitor. It is also, more colloquially, what we all do daily in front of our 
screens as we work. In replacing a hardware mouse with its namesake, a living creature, I hope to humorously depict the complex motions our hands and wrists perform while at the computer.

The installation portrays an office workspace, a place where play may be suppressed to finish the more ordinary tasks of data entry, word processing, and e-mail. In this particular cubicle, 
the mouse creates a series of monotype inkjet prints. A small spy camera suspended above the mouse’s cage enables the computer to monitor the mouse’s changing “x” and “y” position in its 
cage. The computer program I wrote analyzes the video information and maps different shapes to the mouse’s precise location in the cage in real time. Rapid movements create changes in the 
width and height of the marks while no movement triggers rotation. Printouts automatically occur on the hour. Each drawing is absolutely unique. The collection of printouts represents the intricate 
tracings of routine activity.

Bottom Slide: Fishbowl (2003), Medium: Fishtank, submersible cameras, monitor, videotapes, VCR

Fishbowl offers a playful comment on the complicated politics of surveillance in our culture. The title of the piece refers to the focal object, a glass tank that houses an aquatic pet, as well as 
the second meaning of the word: a place or condition of high public visibility and little or no personal privacy.

In Fishbowl the goldfish controls the feed from the four submersible spy cameras. A fifth camera hidden beneath the tank tracks the fish’s precise position. The computer then locates the camera 
nearest to the fish’s position and turns on the feed for that camera only. Displayed in quad format, the video and archived videotapes display the fish’s perspective on the gallery. The main aim of 
the installation is to raise questions about the rapid proliferation of camera surveillance in our daily lives as well as questions relating to what sorts of bodies monitor community spaces.

Tiffany Holmes
Chicago



BY STEPHEN DIGNAN

About a year ago I followed Sandy 
Ingber, the executive chef of The Oyster 
Bar at Grand Central, around South 

street at the Fulton Fish Market. With the old 
market gone a year, here are its last days.

Just before the Fulton Fish Market moved 
from New York’s old shipping district to an 
indoor, refrigerated facility at Hunt’s Point in 
the Bronx, Sandy Ingber rushed down to the 
old site. “I’m getting in my last licks,” he says. 
“Today is my last day before the market closes 
to nab striped bass; the striped bass season 
closes at the end of the year ‘til tax day. 
Maybe I’ll find it. Wednesdays are light days 
so I’ll have a chance to say hello to everybody, 
and goodbye to the best view of the Brooklyn 
Bridge in town. I’ve been working a new 
schedule; my sous chef Peter has been learning 
to do our fish buying lately.“ 

A conference at the corner of Fulton and 
South Streets with John Bartocci and Joe Fischetti 
of New Seafood, both with On the Waterfront 
hooks hung over their shoulder, resulted in the 
sale of 30 pounds of Prince Edward Island 
mussels and 400 Blue Point from Delaware Bay, 
N.J. Bartocci handed the chef a flyer with New 
Seafood’s new address and shrugged. “As of 
November 14, this is where we’ll be.”

“The shellfish, because of the weather up 
here and down south, has been touch and 
go lately; the market’s move has too,” says 
Ingber. “It’s been delayed more than half a 
dozen times in the past year, most recently by 
a lawsuit over who will unload the fish at the 
new place.”

“Now the clamming is back on track,” says 
Fischetti, who’s worked at the fish market for 25 
years. “With all this rain we’ve been having, 
several areas weren’t harvesting. The supply 
shrunk.”

“I couldn’t get cherrystones for a week!” 
says Ingber. “I haven’t seen anything this 
bad in 15 years. Hurricanes Katrina and Rita 
destroyed Louisiana’s oyster beds too, which 
makes up 40 percent of the oyster industry 
in America. We don’t use gulf oysters at the 
restaurant, but it affects us because the supply 
gets pulled from the East and West Coast.

“This place had been in New York’s old 
shipping district on 
South street in some 
form since 1822,” says 
Ingber. “I’ve been here 
for 15 years. I buy 95 
percent of my fish by 
sight. The new place 
will keep the fish 
refrigerated at a constant temperature so it’ll 
be even fresher than it already is. The big story 
isn’t the death of the open-air market and the 
nostalgia. Last month something like 85 new 
restaurants opened in the city. The art of chefs 
buying fish in person is what’s dying. Only the 
really high-end places do it. The wholesalers 
and middlemen are doing all the legwork. This 
place is about relationships: the seafood houses 
with the fishermen and their customers.” 

He walked up South street, eyeing boxes of 
iced whole fish, past bright orange and white 
stone crab claws. He sidestepped workers, 
saying hello to everyone, on the look-out for 
striped and black sea bass.  

Ingber is 50, with elliptical glasses, short 
silvery red hair receding at his temples, and a 
three-day-old mustache. “You develop special 
relationships with special guys for stuff like 
shellfish, tuna, and 
swordfish,” he says. 
”From certain guys I 
know I’ll get the best 
price and best quality 
with no worries.”

Dozens of orange-
bodied, three wheel 
Nissan NX series 
forklifts (called “High 
lows”) whizzed up 
and down South street, honking at each other 
and carrying pallets loaded with boxes of fish, 
white styrofoam containers of farmed salmon, 
or bushels of blue crabs. “My first pass, I work 
the prices, see what everybody’s got, then I 
go and buy,” says Ingber. From New Seafood 
he walked up to the Paris Cafe at Peck Slip, 
then crossed the street and wound through the 
west-facing seafood houses between Pier 17 
and Jerry Driscoll Walk, a promenade that runs 
north along the East River. 

“I was born in North Carolina and grew up 
in Baltimore,” says Ingber. “I got my first job in 
a restaurant when I was 14, started cooking 
at 16, and moved to Boulder three years later. 
I decided to go to the Culinary Institute of 
America, class of 1977.” He poked his finger 
into an icy five-gallon bucket of silver minnow-
like whitebait. “I started at the Grand Central 
Oyster Bar in 1990; it took me about four 
months to understand this place. Now I know 
everybody.” He motioned to a salesman in a 
gurry-strewn, heavyweight industrial uniform. 
“Give me five pounds,” he says, making a 
notation on his clipboard. 

“We serve the whitebait fried with tartar 
sauce and french fries,” says Ingber. “We 
like the classics, the Oysters Rockefellers and 
Clams Casinos of the world. We don’t season 
the broiled fish with salt and pepper either. We 

like to bring out the 
essence of the fish.”

Ingber moved 
between pallets 
stacked with iced 
boxes of fish in the 
market, paused at a 
row of refrigerated 

trucks, and pointed. “That’s my truck: Steve and 
Andy’s,” he says. “They get all my seafood 
up to the restaurant before 5:30 am. This guy 
loads and delivers everything.” An unkempt 
young man with a black ponytail and a short, 
curly beard nodded to him. “You better hustle 
out before all the fish is gone,” he says, pointing 
to his watch and raising an eyebrow. “It’s 4:00 
a.m., Sandy. Chop chop, pal.”

“These guys have Black Sea Bass for $8.50 

today,” says Ingber. 
“Everybody else 
had it for about the 
same. I have my 
limits, highs that I’m 
willing to spend; I 
don’t have to buy. 
Our menu is printed 
daily so we can 

adjust it according 
to the market.” He 
pressed on the 
flesh, looked at the 
gills, and inspected 
the eyes of a five 
pounder. “Firm, still 
in rigor, slimy, clear 
eyes, and bright 
red gills—fish doesn’t get fresher than this. I 
do a potato-wrapped sea bass on a bed of 
leeks with buerre rouge—great dish. But at that 
price they might as well sell it for $100,000 a 
pound.” 

We stopped at Lockwood and Winant 
and looked at some New Zealand green shell 
mussels. At Caleb and Haley, seven whole 
filets of bluefin tuna were laid out on an ice-
cold stainless steel table. “I get most of my 
shellfish at New Seafood, my tuna here, and 
most of my swordfish next door at Frank K. 
Wilkisson, from Tim Wilkisson, three of those 
special relationships,” says Ingber. “Caleb & 
Haley supply a lot of the sushi grade tuna to 
the top restaurants in the city. They and Tim 
always have my quality and quantity. If Tim 
doesn’t have it, he’ll go out into the market and 
find it at a reasonable price.” 

Ingber greeted a harried-looking Tim 
Wilkisson, 35, who was wearing jeans, an 
apron around his waist, and a cream-colored 
corduroy shirt. The shirt has two brown spots 
on the back above each shoulder blade, 
where the point of Tim’s hook rests when he’s 
not snagging swordfish with it. “Your father and 
grandfather ran the business before you,” he 
said to Tim, “right?”

“Ours is the oldest seafood house in the 
country that’s been owned by the same family 
since it opened. Period,” Wilkisson says. He 
walked over to a white cotton bag of scallops. 
“Sandy, check this out,” he says. “I’ve never 
seen them come in when they’re still alive.” Tim 
touched the scallops and they started wiggling. 
“That’s pretty fresh, huh? I get good and the 
occasional bad, mainly good. Everybody gets 
good and bad. But if I get bad—return to 
sender!” he says and shuffled past a stack of

empty wax-lined boxes, to the front of his stall.
“You got my striped bass?” Ingber asks, 

following Tim Wilkisson and rubbing his hands 
together. Wilkisson motioned him over to a box 
of sturdy looking foot-and-a-half long striped 
bass. Ingber lifts up a gill and presses with stiff 
flesh the soft underside of his fingers. “Nice,” he 
says, “why don’t you give me 25 pounds. Three 
big fish is fine.” They shook hands.

“This striped bass is from Long Island’s south 
shore,” says Wilkisson.

“What I like about the striped bass is the 
freshness of the fish due to proximity,” says 
Ingber. “As long as I use sushi quality fish, I can 
do almost any preparation; the first requirement 
is to use sustainable seafood, sushi quality; then 
I can go right to work creating dishes that my 
customers are used to. With Peter doing our 
buying, I’ll probably have to wait until tax day 
next year when the striped bass season opens 
again. At the New Fulton Fish Market in the 
Bronx, it won’t be the same, especially that 
view of the Brooklyn Bridge. Maybe it will be 
even fresher.”

A few hours later, at Grand Central Oyster 
Bar, around noon, a lunch customer inquired 
about the striped bass special. 

“The chef is serving the Long Island Striped 
Bass with chiffonade of basil and toasted 
pine nuts, finished with basil oil, with steamed 
Yukon gold potatoes and fresh vegetables,“ 
says the waiter. “I think we only have one 
order left.” 

“Well, kid,” the customer says, “hurry up 
and go order it for me, for God’s sakes.”

Stephen Dignan is a native Texan writer and 
musician based in NYC. He’s working on a CD, 
two books, and a movie. For more information 
visit www.stephendignan.com.
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The Fulton Fish Market, One Year Gone

‘My first pass, I work the 
prices, see what everybody’s 
got, then I go and buy,’  
says Ingber.

BOOG CITY’S CLASSIC ALBUMS LIVE PRESENTS

A 40th Birthday Celebration for Kurt Cobain
Tues. Feb. 20, 7:00 p.m., $8, Cakeshop 152 Ludlow St.

With all three Nirvana studio albums—Bleach, Nevermind, and In Utero—performed live by

Daouets, The Domestics, The Olga Gogolas, Renminbi, Schwervon, The Tet Offensive, The Trouble Dolls, and more
Venue is bet. Stanton and Rivington sts. F/V to Second Ave., F to Delancey St., J/M/Z to Essex St. info 212-842-BOOG (2664) • editor@boogcity.com

Chef Sandy Ingber of The Oyster Bar at Grand Central

‘You better hustle out before 

all the fish is gone,’ he says, 

pointing to his watch and 

raising an eyebrow. ‘It’s 4:00 

a.m., Sandy. Chop chop, pal.’
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Shanxing Wang
Flushing, Queens

Excerpt from Thus Speaks 
the Poet-in-Residence
Solemnly we abuse delinquency every chance we get, bend

to me. I would hope to never have to abuse form. But by

speaking clearly and sending metaphors that we mean

what we say, we’ve affected the words in a positive way.

Look at lithium. Lithium was plagued with a screw

dislocation. Lithium is now pilgrimage-friendly

disassembling its poesy pros. Lithium understood that

amanita and others will inform the doctrine and that the

words are better for it. To answer your question, I would

hope we never have to. I think by catting firmly and

discursively, it will mean that it is less likely we have to

abuse form. First of all, of course I know Lin Biao line-

broke me. I know that. Secondly, to think that another

round of revolutions would have coursed the sadist to

disrobe, disco, is ludicrous, in my juice. It just shows a

significant difference of points of view. We tried

delinquency. We did my best. She was hip-hopping to turn

a blond eye. Yes, she would have been stronger had we not

dueled with her. She had the craft of making poems, and

she would have made poems. Let me. I’m not exactly sure

what you mean, Pisses off the glossary test, you take on

presumptuous cations if you piss off a glossary test. My

attitude is that you take presumptuous cations out in order

to protract the amanita poets, and that you cat in order to

make THIS cunt sane. 

About the Poets
Jeff Conant is a social and environmental justice activist, organizer, 
and poet; coordinator and lead author of A Community Guide to 
Environmental Health, a popular education manual forthcoming from the 
Hesperian Foundation. He’s published poems variously, including his book 
The Evacuated Forest Papers from Buck Downs Books. Kish Song Bear 
has work in the current issues of Pom Pom and Torch. Born and educated 
in China, Shanxing Wang moved to the U.S. in the early 1990s as 
a mechanical engineering Ph.D student.-He is writing-a novelistic poem 
engaging 20th century historical figures. Mad Science in Imperial City 
(Futurepoem) is his first book.

Kish Song Bear
Brooklyn Heights

The Farm
If a farm-soft mattress 

Loses the farm

Go to the library 

And request a Dream receipt

Look in a diaper 

Look really dapper 

Go to the library

And draft a memorandum

Take a pee on the lawn 

Look up look down 

Do a diabolical dance 

Write on the lawn with pee

Go to a Dream factory 

Look up a chimney 

Is long is narrow is dark 

Is a chute-in-space 

Is a cold ice cream fishery

Is in the dictionary 

Is miracle an opinion?

Is a questionable price 

Of a cherry hotrod 

Is Company information 

Everybody wants company 

I want a Popsicle 

I want a second opinion 

I want a boy who barks 

Is speed bump 

Is Vienna sausage 

Is a window (unlike a door)

Is aperture is dilation 

Is a gut iris or a tall view 

From a short body
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I knew Brad Will through my old Clamshell 
Alliance and talk-show host comrade Al 
Giordano. We covered the Mexican 

election, and I spoke with him by phone in 
August about the Oaxaca situation before he 
went on this recent trip. Brad was one of those 
committed independent journalists that has 

been trying to tell the real story of what’s been 
happening in Oaxaca—and he got in the line 
of fire when paramilitaries attacked unarmed 
protesters at a barricade there. I’m stunned and 
angry, as you can imagine.

We have many loved ones in Oaxaca, so 
please pray for a peaceful resolution to this 
struggle.

Please read Al’s account of Brad’s 
assassination by the paramilitaries (probably 
working in support of the governor of Oaxaca, 
Ulises Ruiz). You will also find links to Brad’s 
articles. Go to www.narconews.com/Issue43/ 
article2223.html.

The Oaxaca story has until now not gotten 
major U.S. coverage. It has been a largely 
nonviolent effort by teachers and social 
movements to oust the corrupt and authoritarian 
PRI governor Ruiz, who stole the election in 
2004. He’s a thug, and hundreds of thousands 
of people have mobilized in Oaxaca calling for 
his resignation. He has stayed in power using 
force and intimidation, and the situation has 
gotten even uglier as paramilitary groups have 
formed to support him. These are the groups that 
are most likely responsible for Brad’s death.

So far Mexican President Vicente Fox has 

not sent in troops, but La Journada and the 
Associated Press have reported that he has 
ordered the military into Oaxaca. This could 
be bad if they are used to suppress the popular 
nonviolent movement against the governor. 
Please stay tuned.

Our friend Gustavo Esteva, founder of 
University of the Land, has a project aimed 
at building international solidarity with the 
indigenous and popular movements in Oaxaca. 
You can contribute at: www.firstgiving.com/
unitierra.

Chuck Collins is a senior scholar at the 
Institute for Policy Studies (IPS) and directs 
IPS’s Program on Inequality and the Common 
Good. He is an expert on U.S. inequality and 
author of several books, including Economic 
Apartheid in America: A Primer on Economic 
Inequality and Insecurity (New Press, 2005).

d.a levy lives
each month celebrating a renegade press

Thurs. Feb. 1, 6:00 p.m., free
A 30th Anniversary Celebration for

United Artists
(New York City)

Event will be hosted by United Artists’ editor Lewis Warsh

Featuring readings from 
Barbara Henning, Mitch Highfill, 

Bill Kushner, Bernadette Mayer, Dennis Moritz, 
Tom Savage, Anne Waldman, and Lewis Warsh

With music from Legend

There will be wine, cheese, and crackers, too.

ACA Galleries 529 W.20th St., 5th Flr. (10th/11th aves.)

www.mindspring.com/~lwarsh/uab/
Directions: C/E to 23rd St., 1/9 to 18th St.

Hosted by BOOG CITY editor David Kirschenbaum
For information call 212-842-BOOG (2664) • editor@boogcity.com

::fait accompli:: is  

www.nickpiombino.blogspot.com
Listen to the whispers, all the bold voices have had their say.

Remembering A Passionate Life

On November 11 and 12 musicians, poets, and activists honored one of their own at 
St. Mark’s Church: Brad Will, who was shot in Oaxaca on October 27. Right from 
the start, with tables spread with vegan food gleaned from “retail waste” (according 

to the signs), Brad’s warm, anarchic, recycling spirit was pervasive.
The crowd was incredibly diverse in age, occupation, life; grizzled community gardeners 

stood next to activists, next to poets, next to musicians. Brad had so many passions it was 
wonderful to see all of them together. 

I got to the Saturday memorial just in time to hear Jenny Smith, John Wright, and Mark 
Read sing the plaintive folk song “I’ll Fly Away,” which reduced most of us to tears. All of the 
music was beautiful: songs funny and tragic, songs written by Brad, songs written by friends; 
and then, the poetry.

Anne Waldman and Bernadette Mayer remembered their student through verse. Julie 
Patton led the audience in the simple, yet completely apt “Row Your Boat,” because life is just 
a dream, and terrible things like Brad’s murder seem dreamlike until you see his face hanging 
on a banner from a stage with dates set underneath. Brad’s sister Christy and Andy Stern read 
his last dispatch; they cried, which made us cry. Stephan Smith sang “It Rose from the Dead,” 
which segued into a second line with the Hungry Marching Band, leading us with umbrellas 
and paper flowers outside to dance to Brad’s memory. —MARCELLA DURAND

Marcella Durand is the author of The Anatomy of Oil (Belladonna Books) and Western 
Capital Rhapsodies (Faux Press).

Brad Will Presente!: Anarchy in Oaxaca

Read Brad Will’s piece “Fragments of a Shattered Hope: Brazil Makes 
War on Sohno Real Squatters” (BOOG CITY 24, April 2005):

www.bradwillboogcity.blogspot.com



Bob Holman and Marjorie Tesser, Editors

So here you go, seventy-six women poets who’ve all read at the Bowery Poetry Club 
in New York City. One poet, one poem, one photo, that’s the recipe for this book. Poets 
were asked to send their Greatest Hit. We look on this book as an introduction—a 
go-to starting point for the women who helped open the gates to the Academy of the 
Future of 21st Century Poetry. So who’s your fave? Just remember to look for her by 
first name—

Alana Free-Amy Ouzoonian Ana Castillo Ange Mlinko Ann Bettison Enzminger  
Anne Waldman Brenda Coultas  Carla Harryman Celena Glenn Cheryl Boyce Taylor  
Cristin O’Keefe Aptowicz Cynthia Kraman  Daphne Gottlieb Dawn Saylor  
Deanna Zandt Diane Burns Donna Masini- Elaine Equi Elinor Nauen  
Elizabeth-Jane Burnett Emily XYZ Fay Chiang Gabriella Santoro Hettie Jones  
Honor Moore Ishle Yi Park-Jackie Sheeler Jan Heller Levi Janet Hamill  
Janice Erlbaum Janine Pommy Vega Jen Benka Jennifer Blowdryer  
Jessica Hagedorn-Joy Harjo Kathryn M. Fazio Kim Rosenfield Kristin Prevallet- 
Lee Ann Brown Leslie Scalapino Leticia Viloria Liz Maher Lynne Procope- 
Maggie Balistreri Maggie Dubris Marie Howe Marie Ponsot Marjorie Tesser  
Martha Rhodes Marty McConnell Mary Reilly Maureen Owen May Joseph  
Melissa Christine Goodrum Nancy Mercado Naomi Shihab Nye O’Debra Twins  
Patricia Spears Jones Patricia Smith-Rachel Levitsky Rachel McKibbens  
Radhiya Ayobami Regina Cabico Sapphire Sarah Herrington-Sarah Quinter  
Seren Divine Shanna Compton Simone Gorrindo Suheir Hammad-Tara Betts  
Tsaurah Litzky Turah Vicki Hudspith Wanda Coleman Zhang Er

Bowery Women gratefully acknowledges funding from
New York State Council on the Arts.

Bowery Women is the third book in the Bowery Books series following Taylor Mead’s A Simple Country Girl and 
The Bowery Bartenders Big Book of Poems. Available at bookstores, and through all online booksellers  and the 
Bowery Books webpage, below.

BOWERY BOOKS  www.bowerypoetry.com/bowerywomen
New York  www.myspace.com/bowerywomen


