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letter from the editors:

Dear Reader,

F Magazine is one year old 
this May! With every issue 
this magazine has come closer 
to achieving its goal: creating 
visibility and a forum for 
Anchorage’s multitudes of artists 
and its rich culture – and for this 
we thank you! Your patronage, 
sponsorship and advertising are 
what make F Magazine possible, 
as does the great talent that lines 
our pages. 

With the downsizing of well-
known publications many local 
writers have found their words 
homeless. We’re pleased to 
not only give them a place to 
lay down their thoughts and 
observations so to share them 
with you, but also to give them 
license to use their own style, to 
utilize their own voice.

We hope you enjoy this 
issue and the many more to 
come. Remember to support 
the arts – whether it’s music, 
theatre, literature or any of the 
various styles of art that linger 
in between. Art is what gives a 
community its flavor, carries its 
history, defines and illustrates 
its politics, attitudes and mores. 
Without art, Anchorage would 
be just another soulless suburb 
to be forgotten.

Viva las Artes!
The Editors
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Waxing Poetics
One Man uses wOrds tO influence, irritate and MOtivate 
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Story & photos by Teeka A. Ballas

Poets come in all shapes, sizes and ages, but I have to admit, 
I got rather excited when I received a tip on an 85 year-old 
published poet hiding out in Mt. View; a potentially great story!

Expecting a standard sort of interview, I phone him to set one 
up.

“Well, tomorrow will be fine,” he says, in a curt raspy voice,  
“but call before you come over to make sure I’m still here.” He 
seems to be inferring he might not be alive tomorrow. 

So when tomorrow rolls around, I call him to let him know I’m 
on my way. 

“Well, alright. But bring me a Whopper and a cherry soda.” 
He’s quite demanding, and I assume at once I am going to have 
my hands full with this one. 

As per the instructions hurled at me through the closed door 

(“It’s unlocked!”), I let myself into his ramshackle little house 
that he’s owned since 1947 – two semi-retired vans in the yard 
and a mailman’s entire tote bag worth of outgoing mail on his 
front stoop. 

And there he is, Sol Gerstenfeld, hunkered down in a 
wheelchair, cramped into his small quarters filled with piles of 
papers and boxes and narrow alleyways through it all to make 
his way around. Sol instructs me to set his food and drink down 
on the only empty space I can find and I take a seat across from 
him.

“I’ve had polio since I was an infant,” he says, explaining 
the wheelchair and underdeveloped legs in between bites of 
Whopper. He wasn’t always confined to a wheelchair though, 
he tells me – a recent accident took him off his feet, and the lack 
of movement has further limited the use of his legs and now his 
arms.
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I don’t feel disgruntled about bringing him lunch any 
longer. Sol might be a persnickety curmudgeon, but he 
seems to have every right to be; and after a bit, I realize 
he’s softer than he lets on.  I’m glad I have brought him 
lunch, that I am able to assist him in some way – it’s that 
annoying sort of pleasure do-gooders get. 

It is neither pity nor sympathy Sol wants though. If 
anything, he wants to be respected for all the things he 
has achieved. He built his former home (which is now 
next door to where he lives) and added on to an old 
trapper’s cabin where he now resides, and among a whole 
slew of other titles he’s been a fireman, an engineer, an 
actor and a poet.

In 1966, Sol self-published two chapbooks under the 
name Sal Omon:  “365 ¼” and “366.” He says he changed 
the spelling of his name to give it gender ambiguity, as 
women are considered to be more emotionally inclined.

“What do you think those titles ‘365 ¼’ and ‘366’ 
mean?” he asks. 

It feels like a trick question, and not feeling very 
profound at the moment, I answer, “Uhm … There’s 365 
days in the year, so 365 poems?”

I can tell he’s not impressed with my intellect. “Yeah. 
Sure. Well then what about the quarter?”

I want to have the right answer, but I don’t. Maybe I’m 
too daft to get his poetry. Maybe there isn’t an answer. 
Maybe it’s just one of those “as you perceive it” kind of 
artsy poetry things.

Clark Yerrington is the man who gave me the scoop 
on Sol. He first met Sol 15 years ago at a Mt. View 
Community Council meeting. Sol was the outspoken one 
(much to many council members’ chagrin).

“The meetings used to be quite crowded back then,” 
Clark tells me over the phone. “Sol would sit up front and 
ask a lot of questions and give colorful commentary.”

The way Sol speaks of his political beliefs, it’s not hard 
to imagine – it’s almost poetry in itself. It is colorful, 
impassioned, opinionated, brash and very articulate.

“A lot of people just dismiss him as a heckler – and 
not everyone likes to hear from him,” says Clark. “But 
he’s more in touch with the basic parameters than most 
people. He’s good at challenging everyone to rise and 
do the right thing. He’s a valuable person to have in the 
room. And when he’s not there, I think: ‘What would Sol 
say? He should be here – he’d tell them how it is.’”

Sol must have identified a kindred-spirit in Clark, 
because he chose to give him his books of poetry a few 
years ago. Clark says he found a wealth of talent in them. 
In fact, he’s read them several times. 

{ children } 

Heaven sent –

twig is bent,

not too far –

Mustn’t mar.

Less than four –

What a bore,

each a one –

alike none.

straight of mind – 

For mankind,

strong back bent –

Devil sent.

 

then they’re grown –

on their own,

More as these –

them will please.
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“They’re pretty neat,” says Clark. 
“Like a beat poet. It was the language 
of the time. Some of it is kind of like a 
stream of consciousness.”

Sol’s poetry is sort of reminiscent 
of Mason Williams’, the writer for the 
Smothers Brothers’ Comedy Hour. With 
derision and scorn, he quips and cracks 
witty, insightful one-liners not only about 
society but also about himself.

In Sol’s poem “Children,” his writing 
seems less a stream of consciousness and 
more like a young man in the 1960’s – 
passionate, bewildered and demanding.

Perhaps his words seem simple – 
rhyme these days is often mistaken as 
such – but talking to Sol, I understand 
there is nothing simple about him or 
what he says.

A child of immigrant parents, he has 
outlived even his younger siblings. 
He has endured polio (and survived 
cancer) like it is not a hindrance, just an 
annoyance.

Although Sol hasn’t put out another 
chapbook since 1966, he still uses poetic 
form sometimes to convey his message. 

In fact, as we sit and talk for several 
hours, he’s got a pad of paper in front 
him. He’s beginning to compose a poem 

to illustrate his political thoughts that 
he hopes to read at the next Unitarians 
meeting.

“I’m not a member 
there,” he says. “I 
already talk a lot. 
Imagine how much 
I’d talk if I were 
a member!” Non-
members, however, 
are allowed to interject 
and speak their 
mind; a moderator 
oversees. 

They might be 
able to keep his time 
at the podium short, but no one can 
keep Sol from speaking his mind, not 
the Unitarians and certainly not the 
Community Council members.

“We’re supposed to be engaged and 
helping each other out all the time,” he 
says. “Not just when things go wrong.” 

He’s not talking about himself, but about 
community relations. He seems more 
inclined to demand public involvement 
with education and tax reform than he 
does for anything pertaining to his own 
personal needs.

Sol has spent a lifetime showing the 

world that despite having polio, he is not 
disabled; he is completely independent.

In the poem “Pity” he writes:

Yet it is without self-pity, when I come 
to visit a week later, Sol says to me, “I’ve 
decided to let down my fence.” By this 
he means he’s opening up to a support 
network. It’s either that or confine his 
independence to residing in the Pioneer 
Home assisted living. 

“Can you stay and talk?” he asks with 
an eager twinkle in his eye. And I know 
another conversation with him will be 
just as political and enraged and poetic 
as the last one. At nearly 85, he might 
repeat a line or two, but then, so did 
Homer.

{ Pity }
noble feeling –

Pride stealing,

sharpened knife blade –

Many corpse made,

Understand this –

as with a kiss.

Between a pair –

not just to wear.

"
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Language is an inadequate means to describe dance. It is a poor 
substitute for the ethos of the limbs, the struggle of muscles, the 
blood coursing to supply energy to the expression. A thousand 
different things are happening in one sweeping movement.  
Even the dancers themselves can’t properly articulate what 
they are doing as they do it. 

When Stephanie Wonchala, founder of Pulse Dance Company, 
calls out, “1,2, booties, 4!” or “We’re grabbing seeds here…and 
then we’re feeling the air,” it can only convey the mere slip of 
an idea. Dance is an experience for all the senses, but a striking 
visual effect is the goal. Stephanie knows first-hand how far 
appearances can take you.

the talent portion

In 2007, Stephanie competed in the Miss America Pageant 
and participated in an accompanying week-long reality show. 
She is quick to point out that her fellow competitors were not 
just riding on good looks; many had MBAs and demanding 
jobs. 

“Pageants are underestimated; these women were astonishingly 
intelligent,” she says, sitting in a square of sunlight in an Eagle 
River coffee shop. This type of light is not usually flattering, 
but Stephanie looks perfectly put together and flawless. She is 
really excited to talk about her ideas and plans and I catch some 
of her infectious enthusiasm. 

“Tell me about how the pageant helped shape you,” I say, 
feeling exactly like a panel judge delivering a question during 
the interview portion. 

Stephanie plays her part perfectly. She pauses, but just for 
a moment, then says, “I will never forget standing backstage 
on the final night, about to take the stage for the opening and 
there was this huge screen we were all standing behind. To 
the audience members, it looked like a normal screen, but I 
remember being right next to it and staring at these enormous 
bulbs. I was thinking ‘Oh my God, I’m about to step on the 
stage for Miss America.’ I walked out to the piano and it was 
the most nerve-wracking experience of my life. I had to give 
myself a pep talk: ‘If I can do this, for myself, just this once, 
then this will all be worth it.’ And I did it.”

A little part of me wants to applaud, but I refrain. Stephanie’s 
poise and confidence come from a lifetime of competing in 
pageants and participating in ballet and drill teams. She has 
been grooming herself, consciously or not, for the position she 
holds now: creator of a modern dance company.

“Pulse: A heartbeat, a rhythm, a driving force, or a life, all 
of which can be explored via movement, spoken word, and the 
development of a dance company as a whole.”

“I was in my car, listening to the radio and this song started 
playing. I started choreographing a dance to it in my head, 
like I always do, and this thought just hit me, ‘If not now, then 
when? If not me, then who?’ The dance companies here focus 
on Anchorage youth. I wanted to step away from the coddled, 
yet nurturing, dance scene and create my own,” Stephanie 
recalls. “I’ve always known that dancing plays a very important 
part in my life, but no one is spoon-feeding you a venue, so you 
have to make your own way.”

FLoW & Form
All She WAntS to do iS dAnce!

Story by riza Parsons 
Photos by Serine Halverson



  
| 

7

FHideout.org

“Pulse: a heartbeat, a rhythM, a driving fOrce, Or a life, 
all Of which can be exPlOred via MOveMent, sPOken wOrd, 
and the develOPMent Of a dance cOMPany as a whOle.”
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but why choose modern dance?

“I remember always being bored in strict ballet dances and it wasn’t that I 
didn’t enjoy the dance, but I didn’t enjoy the structure. With modern dance, 
there is still technique involved but it’s not as rigid. About a year out of high 
school, I attended a UAA dance production and I remember bawling as an 
audience member. It had monologues, poetry and many different facets to the 
composition. I wanted to be a part of that.”

Stephanie talks intimately about movement, how the energy has to flow out 
through the tips of your fingers and toes, not stopping. She demonstrates by 
sweeping her arm to the ceiling and holding it there. The gesture is static, 
boring. Then she does it again, this time with her whole body, even though it is 
still just her arm moving. This time, it looks and feels passionate. 

After the interview, I get to watch Pulse Dance Company in rehearsal and be 
one of the first to experience this fledgling passion as it begins to take flight.

leaps and bounds

Pulse rehearses in the Alaska Moving Arts Center, which also houses karate 
and tumbling schools. Trophies line the perimeter and a wall of mirrors runs the 
length of the large space. 

Stephanie and the other dancers love it here. The floor absorbs the impact of 
their movements, which allows them to jump around with minimal injury. Walter 
Barillas and Joyce Mayer are already in the studio, warming up. Stephanie is 
at the stereo in her dance gear: all black, with a red scarf and lime-green leg 
warmers. 

Soon, Zachary Lasiter, Stephanie Brown and Pamela Hatzis join the crew 
stretching on the floor. Walter begins to take them through the warm-up, his 
long black ponytail becoming more unruly as the routine heats up. 

Radiohead and the Weepies play, with some instrumental music thrown in. 
Walter leads the class with his authoritative voice and enviably great-looking 
ass. He shouts out encouragement, like, “Grab those ankles – or cankles!” and 
“Whoo! Ahhh! This is hard!” It does look hard, especially the free-form floor 
work in which each dancer becomes a frenetic satellite of limbs, in danger of 

Stephanie Wonchala
Founder/Company Director 

 “The Heartbeat”
Driven and creatively inclined, she 
has successfully created an outlet for 
her musings and a company willing 
to bring remarkable works to light.
Stephanie brings her intense passion 
for dance and the arts to the group; 
she maintains high energy in her 
willingness to throw herself into each 
project she pursues. 

Walter BarillaS
Associate Artistic Director 

 “The Artist”
An abstract thinker who has 
dedicated his life to the art of 
dance. He brings both knowledge 
and  experience to the company; our 
movement quality and choreographic 
processes differ yet complement 
one another. His ability to listen, 
understand, and then build with his 
own ideas is invaluable. Walter has 
a unique ability to transform the 
space he moves through. He brings 
a creative edge and individuality to 
each rehearsal.

Stephanie BroWn
Board Member/Performer 

 “The Tough Chick”
She comes complete with total 
dedication to the company and a 
go get ‘em attitude. She brings her 
love of Butoh to our smorgasbord of 
movers, providing us with a unique 
approach to movement. Brown 
possesses fierce attitude and a 
unique artistic outlook. 

pamela hatziS
Events Coordinator/Performer 

 “The Renaissance Woman”
A networking goddess to be reckoned 
with, Pamela is a delightful attribute 
who wholeheartedly invests herself 
in any given movement, focusing on 
the idea at hand and then providing 
valuable assertions. When not 
rehearsing, she enjoys time spent 
doing yoga and running her store La 
Bodega. Seemingly innocent, you’ll 
be excited to see what the dark side 
will bring.

emily tyrrell
Performer 

 “The Fresh Air”
Emily brings years of dance and ballet 
training to the company with a very 
strong desire to execute movement 
precisely. She possesses an 
empowering love for the movement; 
she is an integral part of our artistic 
exploration.

Dorthy FreDenBerg
Performer 

 “The Busy Bee”
Dorthy displays her enthusiasm for 
all types of dance by taking part in 
various groups throughout Alaska. 
Whether shaking it on the salsa 
dance floor or breaking it down in 
hip-hop she is positive, professional, 
and caring. Dorthy completes Pulse 
with her high energy, clean lines and 
efficient thinking. 

zachary laSiter
Performer 

 “The Powerhouse”
Zachary brings to the group many 
years of experience in varying martial 
arts including a black belt in Tang 
Soo Do, which is evident by his 
spinning kicks and brute lifts. His 
willingness and eagerness to explore 
and succeed is invaluable to the 
group, as is his positive, kind nature.

Joyce mayer
Performer 

 “The Wild Card”
Formerly a biochemist, Joyce left the 
lab to tie herself into pointe shoes 
and explore dancing. Her passion for 
movement is apparent in the focused 
energy she brings to rehearsal.  Joyce 
brings ballet background and Pilates 
training together to impress us with 
long lean lines, contortionist-like 
flexibility, and a lovable attitude. She 
dedicates herself to dancing with 
Pulse and Alaska Dance Theatre, as 
well as instructing at Pilates Studio 
One.

laura Bleicher
Performer 

 “The Thespian”
Bringing many years of theatre 
experience to the troupe, Laura can 
stage manage, choreograph, rub 
your back and knit you a scarf all at 
the same time. Boasting degrees in 
Theatre and Dance from both UAA 
and the University of Melbourne, 
Laura’s eclectic experience ranging 
from a deep love of belly dance to 
her position as a certified massage 
therapist makes her an all-around 
asset to Pulse.
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escaping its orbit. But it’s beautiful, too, and I don’t know where 
to look. One dancer has an especially graceful neck, another is 
absorbed in describing an arc with the motion of her back.

They move on to practicing their choreography. Pulse has been 
invited by Laughing Lotus yoga studio to be its third-anniversary 
performance. S Lounge is throwing a Pulse Dance Company party. 
Pulse’s official debut will be at Out North Theater in the early fall, 
with many smaller projects until then. 

For the first dance, they divide into two groups, one group 
leaping and twirling in sharp contrast to the other group, which 
stands in place, arms slowly unfolding like the tentative leaves of a 
first spring bloom. At one point, the dancers in the first group bite 
the shoulders of the second, which galvanizes them into action. It 
is complex and forceful.

The second dance is all that energy boiled down to a single 
pinpoint of candid intimacy. One dancer takes another by the 
throat and gently pushes her down to the floor. They roll on 
top of each other, suspend each other in the air with their legs, 
turn away and curl into the fetal position and caress; contact is 
maintained throughout the entire dance. It is a relationship in 
concentrated time-lapse; the power struggle, rejection, loneliness, 
reconciliation, support, intertwining of life and bodies. It is almost 
painful to watch, like being given a secret window into someone’s 
most private interactions.  

This is exactly the reaction Stephanie hopes for.
“Walter and I had talked about the results we wanted from this 

experience. We’ll be happy as long as we’re communicating a 
message, and if people get up and leave, that’s great, because we 
made them feel something. We want to introduce more people to 
modern dance. Get them curious, more willing to try what we have 
to offer. I think we can create a modern dance frenzy.”

dancing in the streets

“What I’m really excited about doing is collaborating with other 
local artists and businesses. I want the majority of Alaskan artists 
to know the name Pulse Dance Company, to understand what 
we’re about and to be intrigued by us. Walter is heading a project 
in which he’s going to build this abstract box/cage/thing that we 
can set up anywhere – an enclosed abstract stage – and we’ll dance 
and improvise in and around it,” Stephanie says.

I think about that and I’m pleased at the idea. The concept 

reminds me of Las Ramblas in Barcelona, a long stretch of street 
dedicated to outdoor artists, dancers and performers of every 
type. It’s a free show for tourists and locals alike, entertainment 
and education rolled into one. 

It is easy to see why Stephanie and Walter, her associate 
artistic director, are so eager to get Pulse off the ground. Because 
Anchorage is still relatively culturally young, it offers endless 
opportunities and possibilities for creative neophytes. 

“When Stephanie contacted me about starting a dance company, 
I was having a similar excitement related to dance but had a 
different way of pursuing it,” Walter remembers. “Her enthusiasm 
and organizicity (I so just made up that word) were contagious. 
It was refreshing to know someone I’ve worked with on several 
occasions had the same goals at that particular moment in time. 
Very rarely does that happen around here because we are such a 
small community of artists. Stephanie and I challenge one another 
in different ways, and through being each other’s devil’s advocate, 
we’ll arrive at something unique.” 

Stephanie has one request for future audiences: “Don’t bring 
expectations. Come prepared for a ride.” "
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By  Jessica Bowman

Let’s be honest. When you think 
Mountain View, you think of enormous 
shopping centers, pawn shops, dense 
populations, vibrant diversity, and, for 
the past decade, a focused effort toward 
revitalization. You think Red Apple. 
In a state filled with natural, wild and 
aesthetic grandeur, compact city blocks 
just can’t compete—especially those 
with few parks, trees, benches and tall 
buildings. So when you think Mountain 
View, you usually don’t think “beauty 
and art.” 

But at the end of August this year, 
think again. Mountain View Drive—
from the Glenn Highway turnoff to 
the new Credit Union 1 building—
will soon have a definite claim as one 
of Anchorage’s most artistic, if not 
gorgeous, streets. 

“Mountain View Drive as a corridor 
has long been thought of by activists in 
the community and the neighborhood 
– they declared their aspiration to use 
the whole idea of arts and cultures in 
creating a small district here,” said 
Bruce Farnsworth, director of MTS 
Gallery. “The community came up with 
it.” 

As part of the Mountain View 
neighborhood revitalization project 
of the past decade, the Office of 
Community Planning and Development 
partnered with the neighborhood to use 
funds for street and road renovations. 
During Steering Committee meetings 
and discussions, neighborhood 

representatives voiced the idea of a 
unique artistic presence instead of 
standard community landscaping. 
“They said ‘we want installations’,” said 
Farnsworth, who participated in the 
community meetings and is also helping 
to oversee the street art project. 

Farnsworth gathered a jury of 
stakeholders from the community 
consisting of professional, school and 
artistic representatives and a Request 

for Proposal (RFP) was distributed, 
asking for local creative minds to submit 
concept designs that would be turned 
into permanent sculptures. 

The goal: “To design and install aesthetic 
and celebratory artwork designating 
Mountain View Drive and surrounding 
neighborhoods as an Arts and Cultural 
District,” said Jocelyn Young, Curator of 
Public Art for the Office of Community 
Planning and Development. 

mountain view community road project 
The { STreeT ArT } BeAT

{Erin Pollock & Steph Kese}
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It was a little bit “Percent 
for Art Project” and a little bit 
“Wild Salmon on Parade”—
but completely different and 
innovative at the same time. 
“It’s a special, never-before 
tried thing. It’s never happened 
anywhere else in the city,” said 
Farnsworth. 

The RFP strongly encouraged 
artists who hadn’t received a 
public commission before, but 
even so, several experienced 
applicants entered and in 
the end, more than 30 artists 
submitted proposals. Four 
concepts were chosen, with one 
alternate. “Almost every single 
one,” said Farnsworth, “was 
a first-timer, almost all young 
artists. It was unprecedented.” 
The reason? “They just kicked 
everybody’s butt. They just had 
the best proposals.” 

The awards were presented 
in early 2009 to allow for 
construction time—the budgets 
were $25,000 each, which is 
all-inclusive and goes fast with 
funding design, fabrication, 
materials, administration, labor, 
engineering, transportation, 
construction and more. The 
winners have been working 
since then to complete large 
works of art for a scheduled 

August unveiling. A fifth site 
is currently being negotiated 
and may have a sculpture in 
upcoming years but not in 
2010. Local artist Gideon Gerlt 
was selected as an alternate and 
will be awarded funding if it 
becomes available. 

“I was surprised at how many 
excellent interpretations of the 
sites came in for review,” said 
Young. “This meant artists really 
thought about the sites and came 
up with a variety of different, 
original interpretations.” 

The four winners include 
a variety of local, young, and 
energetic artists – only one of 
the four has won an award for 
a project like this before. For 
the rest, it’s their first time 
creating something permanent. 
The winners include Erin 
Pollock and Steph Kese, Craig 
Updegrove, Cindy Shake and 
Indra Arriaga and Christina 
Barber. 

Pollock and Kese’s proposal 
is a creative extension on their 
well-known “mask” concept 
that first premiered last summer. 
This mask project, however, will 
feature local Mountain View 
residents in fiberglass casts, 
illuminated from behind and set 
into a curving, metallic wall. 

{Craig Updegrove}

{Indra Arriaga & Christina Anne Barber}
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“For us, the project and working period has been an incredible 
opportunity to connect with individual members of the Mountain 
View community and delve into the whats/whys/hows/ of creating a 
public art piece.” Kese said. “Our most sincere hope is that community 
members will feel ownership over the piece, that it will add a bit of 
beauty and light to the space.” 

Kese and Pollock’s piece will be at the corner of the intersection of 
Mountain View Dr. and Commercial Dr.

Indra Arriaga and Christina Barber will install “We’ve Come From 
So Far,” a concrete sculpture comprised of three life-size figures.  
The concept is rooted in the artists’ respective experience with being 
an immigrant, here and abroad. Through this awareness, the artists 
reach out to the Mountain View community’s shared experience. 
This sculpture will be the first-featured piece to the right (south), 
just off the Glenn Hwy turnoff onto Mountain View Drive.

Local artist Cindy Shake will create “Bicycle Bloom”—a positive 
focal point for the project that required a joint effort and agreement 
for the best placement near the soon-to-be-finished CreditUnion1 
building. The theme is “Bloom Where You Live, Live Where 
You Bloom,” and highlights the prevalence of bicyclists in the 
neighborhood, as well as a call to action to take ownership in the 
revitalization process. 

“[Mountain View] is the neighborhood with by far the lowest car 
ownership percentage and by far the highest percentage of public 
transportation users,” said Farnsworth. “This is a walking, bicycle-
riding community.” 

Craig Updegrove, the fourth artist, embraced the idea of “found 
objects” in his standing, interactive sculpture design. Updegrove will 
be unveiling his sculpture next year, and will mount it in front of the 
Mountain View VFW Post 10252 (3105 Mountain View Drive). 

It’s unclear whether Mountain View will embrace the standing 
artwork or not, but in the end, local artists will have pieces 
permanently established in a neighborhood on the burgeoning cusp 
of an artistic and cultural stronghold. 

“I think Mountain View has developed into a community that 
understands all art is not perfect or pretty and can be interpreted in 
different ways,” said Young. “And that is a good thing.”

        

{Cindy Shake}

Artists welcome the new street art at the 
Anchorage Museum with a spontaneous parade 
featuring a bugaling biker, fire eater, accordian, 
and Habitat-man. British artist Antony Gormley 
created the giant entitled “Habitat” wth the 
help of workers at the local SteelFab facility. 
At 6 a.m. April 25 the piece traveled through 
downtown before being set into position.  For 
more photos, visit fhideout.org

Habitat: street art install ation

"
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By rebecca A. Goodrich

Color-blindness. Fortunately, most of us 
don’t have it. Especially not the true and 
complete lack of ability to see color called 
autosomal recessive achromatopsia.

This is the blessing and curse of Kay 
Farrow, a character created by David Hunt 
in his murder mystery The Magician’s Tale, 
(1997). Kay is a professional photographer 
in San Francisco. Naturally, she works only 
in black and white.

This wonderful and many-layered character 
longs for a dream in which she can perceive 
colors. All she can do is “savor the sounds” of 
the names of the colors. On the flip side, she 
enjoys listing the appellations of the colors 
she is able to see, in the rarefied world in 
which she exists.

“The whites, for instance, composed of 
all other colors:  antimony, bismuth, oyster, 
ivory, zinc, Dutch, Chinese. The grays:  
charcoal, dove, gunmetal, mouse, pearl, 
plumbago. And, my favorites, the blacks or 
achromatics:  bone, aniline, ink, japan, raven, 
soot and slate.”

The author, Hunt, has managed to find a 
few names for these subtleties that even I 
was not familiar with. For most of my life I 
have been sensitive to color, and have studied 
it in its various forms:  pigment, symbology, 
socio-religious, and wavelength.

I bring this up to encourage those writers 
among us to research, experiment, and use 
some of the amazing words our language 
has bequeathed us. Bone, for instance, is a 
word that’s descended straight from Indo-
European, whereas plain old white is only 
something from Middle or Old English. 
Forms of the word and sound bone are found 
in Latin, Albanian, Hittite, and Greek. A 
variation entered the Germanic languages, of 
which English is a descendant.

Bone. White. Which then, of these single 
syllables would have the most emotional 
reverberation for your reader? This, of course, 
is a question that would be answered only by 
the needs of your manuscript. Sometimes 
you’ll want white, sometimes you’ll want bone. 
But consider a third possibility.

In certain books, which examples I cannot 
now recall, I have been entranced by the 
sparing use of unusual words. Perhaps only 
once every page or two did that particular 
author drop in a gem. 

So perhaps, at times, neither bone nor white 
should be used. Neither charcoal nor black, 
but rather albescent or niveous; tar or sloe.

What a joy to come across such words! 
We have a million words or more in English 
alone. Let us not lose any of them by letting 
them fall into inactivity or obscurity, or an 
eternity of stasis in a dictionary.

only sHades of Gray:  
Color in Words

a nOn-fictiOn essay
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By matt Sullivan

Some complaining is coming up, maybe even some 
bitching or moaning, so this is probably the best 
place to start: kudos to the student-staffed Concert 
Board at University of Alaska Anchorage. Between 
the Iron & Wine, Upright Citizens Brigade and 
Aesop Rock shows of the past few months, they’ve 
convinced some world-class entertainers to visit our 
far-flung city. No doubt, a lot of that convincing 
is expensive, often times prohibitively so. Couple 

that with all the 
promotion and 
legal headaches 
that surely 
follow  when you 
actually reach 
an agreement 
with an artist 

(or artist’s management), and a lot of the following 
suggestions might seem a little moot. But the Aesop 
show on April 10th made obvious something that’s 
problematic city-wide. The production value behind 
some of these big shows is typically crap.

Now, Wendy Williamson Auditorium is by no 
means a bad place to see a show. Like most shows 
put together by the UAA Concert Board, that’s 
where the Aesop Rock one was. The sound isn’t bad, 
there’s enough free space in the front for people who 
want to stand close, plenty of good seats for those 
who don’t, and you can clearly see the stage from 
pretty much anywhere in the house. For most rock 
shows, that’s more or less all you need for a good 
one. All those bells and whistles like lights or videos 
or stage props are cool when they’re there, but not 
often missed when absent. But hip hop shows are 
parties. The guy or gal with the microphone is a 
master of ceremonies for a reason. While those bells 
and whistles might be superfluous at a rock show, 
they can still be a lot of fun. Parties should be fun.

At this point someone might point out that Aesop 
Rock isn’t that kind of MC, and that person would 
be right. Aesop’s strain of hip hop is a philosophical 
and super-serious brand, so maybe we as an audience 
should be in more of a mindset for introspection 
than crunkness. But local indie hip hop crew 
Indefinite Etticate, who were charged with hyping 
the crowd as the bill’s opening act, tried to set a 

good-times party mood that fits perfectly in the 
more intimate settings where you’d normally find 
them performing. The stiff ambiance of the Wendy 
Williamson was tough for them to overcome.

Early on they could do little more than go through 
the motions, posturing unnaturally as they were 
seeking out an energy that just wasn’t present yet. 
There were some pauses between songs to tweak the 
sound levels, which were often met mid-song with 
feedback. It was awkward. Let’s help these guys out 
and drop the lights a bit. And once they’re dimmed, 
they don’t have to stay there. When a performance 
lacks instrumentation, there isn’t as much to look at, 
so let’s have some pizzazz. Strobe it up. Disco balls, 
maybe? Definitely fog machines. Hell, someone 
back stage shooting laser pointers could work. 
Aesop’s crew brought a projector that displayed 
images that reacted to the DJ’s turntables, which 
was a nice touch, but the barely visible globe that 
spun during Indefinite Etticate’s set didn’t make for 
a good backdrop.

Musicians like to 
depict themselves as 
artists. They should 
and are, but the 
moment one takes 
that art to a stage the 
musician becomes a 
performer. That’s the 
showbiz portion that’s 
been lacking in the 
bigger shows around 
town. The problem 
is largely a question 
of venue. The draw 
an artist like Aesop 
brings requires a 
less intimate setting. 
In smaller settings, 
Indefinite Etticate 
have the opportunity 
to rock the party on 
charisma alone. For them, gaining the opportunity 
to open for a well-known artist who’s obviously 
been an influence over their own work has got to be 
a thrill, but let’s give our local artists another leg up 
by helping them put on a memorable show.

bells and WHistles,    Please
anchOrage-style shOwbiz needs sOMe Juicing

hiP hOP shOws are Parties. 
the guy Or gal with the 

MicrOPhOne is a Master Of 
cereMOnies fOr a reasOn. 

when a 
PerfOrMance lacks 
instruMentatiOn, 
there isn’t as 
Much tO lOOk at, 
sO let’s have sOMe 
Pizzazz. strObe 
it uP. discO balls, 
Maybe? definitely 
fOg Machines. hell, 
sOMeOne back stage 
shOOting laser 
POinters cOuld 
wOrk.
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I was luckier than a four leafed clover
I never took words lightly
Unsure of who just might be
Touched by a phrase from my personal page
Minutes became hours and time was of no consequence 
Only poets made sense from what seemed intense
I merely wanted to fly, touch sky and remain high
From those ritualistic words, the verbs, the stages, the poetic pages
The jazz the prose, I suppose it was all meant to be, it lifted me
Taught me to give, to live to overstand 
What drives woman & makes a man
In the river Nile I dip my hand
At the Arctic Ocean I stood and yes, it was good
Far and away from subways and younger days

I remember Chicago the White Sox, the school of hard knocks
Street singers, drug slingers and politrick-tians on a mission
To make decisions just for you
It is what it is and it’s what they do
Lots of pretense at our expense
And their dreams come true
Pockets filled with bills 
Empty promises going unfulfilled
Just another day in Babylon

I n  C h i c a g o
{ Jimmi Ware}

City of big shoulders
Residential boulders
Jungles of concrete
Buckingham fountain
Millennium Park
A joy to behold after dark
You spark envy 
From empire states
Golden gates
From sea to shining sea
Loved by me you are
Though I am far from shore
Memories float through my mental 
Of windy school days
Live plays and sipping lattes 
On white yachts
Snowflakes falling on my ear
Strolling Navy Pier
Gaining perspective 
I elected to leave this location
Grateful for the inspiration
Education without limitation
You allowed me to rise
Higher than the skies
You gave me warm autumn tones
Hot saxophones and my first microphone
Your stories became mine 
We both defied time and stood
Still beside intellectuals at midnight
Under comforting streetlight
Scholars and pretty boys clashed
Discussions of historical significance 
If only Billie could holla at me for a day
Coltrane takes my breath away
Langston would know exactly what to say
This I know, we kept his legacy alive in Chicago
Urban discourse on fast cash, or who had the 
last stash when poetry was over
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Women of  the South Pacific: 
Speakers will discuss female roles in 
their culture and what that means 
for life in Anchorage May 12

Transgender WoMen 
Speak Their Minds June 16

11:45 to 1:15 p.m.
Admission with lunch $15

      –RSVP–
{644-9605, dfritzler@ywcaak.org} 

Opening Minds and Hearts 
voices from cultures in our communities

324 East Fifth Ave.
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