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o mark Creative Loafing’s 50th
anniversary, we provide you
with a look back at the newspaper and how it reflected events
in Atlanta over the last 50 years. This
issue is not a history of the paper, nor
of the city, but a collection of stories by
some of our writers who attempt to capture the essence, maybe even the madness, of what it takes to keep publishing
Creative Loafing for five decades.
We reached out to former writers, editors,
and Atlantans who either helped the paper
get started or whose lives were impacted
by CL. Most of them replied. A few did not.
That’s to be expected. The Loaf has had a
revolving door of contributors, whether that
door was located on Beach Valley Road,
Cheshire Bridge Road, North Highland
Avenue, West Peachtree Street, Willoughby
Way, Northyards Boulevard, 18th Street at
Atlantic Station, Martin Luther King, Jr. Drive,
or, in cyber space, where we work currently.
The stories included focus on the roots
of Creative Loafing. There is no attempt
to create an “oral history.” Such endeavors
are nothing more than false narratives.
As for “Volume 51, Issue No. 9,” that’s
what happens when you switch from a
weekly to a monthly, but it does add
up. June, 2022, marks 50 years.
With this anniversary, we

are happy to announce the Creative Loafing
archives will finally start to be made available online. If you search, you may find a few
articles online or on our website from 2000
onward, yet most of the stories are not complete, the graphics may not be present, and the
files are certainly not searchable in any way
that makes it an easy task to find what you
are looking for. This malfeasance is due in part
to Creative Loafing having undergone many
changes in ownership since the turn of the
century. As ownership changed, so did the
platforms upon which our websites were built.
For the last five years, however, with Ben
Eason having regained ownership of the Atlanta paper, we have been working diligently
with the Digital Collections department of the
University Library at Georgia State University
to pull together all of our archives, whether,
loose, in moldy boxes, or in the bound volumes we have kept throughout the years so
that each page of each issue is scanned, meta
tagged, and available to the public. It is a long,
arduous task, and will not be completed soon,
but work has begun. Currently, this Digital
Collection includes all issues of Creative Loafing published between the inaugural issue
of June 3, 1972 and October, 1973. Additional
issues will be added on an ongoing basis. You
will find them here: https://digitalcollections.
library.gsu.edu/digital/collection/CLATL
— Tony Paris
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FRONT PAGE NEWS: Anchor’s away, new age interests and political leanings.

50 Years of loaﬁng ... creatively
How far we’ve come
BRIDGET BOOHER
EDITORIAL STAFF, 1983-1987

I

n 1972, when Debby and Chick Eason hatched the
idea for a weekly publication of Atlanta’s cultural
listings, the city looked a lot different than it does
today. Atlanta’s then-named William B. Hartsfield
Atlanta Airport had become William B. Hartsfield
Atlanta International Airport only the year before,
thanks to an Eastern Airlines route to Mexico. The
state’s drinking age was eighteen, but alcohol sales
were banned on Sundays. Black residents had recently
become the majority population, and the elections of
Andrew Young that year as the first Black Congress-

man since Reconstruction, and Maynard Jackson the
following year as the first Black mayor, heralded a sea
change in the city’s political landscape, yet President
Richard Nixon — under fire for the quagmire in Vietnam — still drew throngs of admirers who cheered as
his motorcade traveled down Peachtree Street.

books for the then-named Atlanta Zoo and the Atlanta
Convention and Visitors Bureau, among others. Yet the
debut of Creative Loafing that year coincided with larger
social, artistic, and demographic undercurrents that
would shape how the paper reflected and reported on the
city it called home.

The Easons didn’t have any grand plan for their startup publication other than publicizing the many, mainly
free events that Atlanta had to offer. Promoting the city
was already in their wheelhouse; they’d built a solid track
record of highlighting must-see places in their guide-

A half century later, Creative Loafing endures, but
there were times when its future seemed doubtful.
There’s been bankruptcy and embezzlement, hate mail
and death threats, angry advertisers, risky business decisions, owner and staff turnover, and workplace conditions that would be serious OSHA violations today. Yet
through it all, the voice of CL has remained feisty, spir-
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ited, critical, humorous, playful. It introduced newcomers
to the city, telling them where to go and what to do. Its
political reporters asked questions and wrote exposes that
no other publication would cover. It gave wet-behind-theears writers an opportunity to hone their skills, develop a
distinctive voice, and launch successful careers. Its music
and arts coverage gave burgeoning acts exposure to wider
audiences and helped burnish Atlanta’s reputation as a
national locus for visual and performing arts. And its
pages reflected the phenomenal growth of the city and its
citizens, for better and worse: gentrification and NIMBY
battles, corrupt politicians and civic leaders, the influence
of the LGBQT community and the rise of hip hop and
trap, enterprising entrepreneurs and disappearing neighborhoods.
Debby Eason says she is particularly proud of CL ’s
symbiotic relationship with the city. “We really helped
build Atlanta because when newcomers would come,
their neighbors would introduce Atlanta to them with a
copy of Creative Loafing, because we were everywhere.
We had boxes everywhere, and the papers were gone in
an afternoon. I think that’s what we’re proudest of, that
we helped the community grow and expand.”

Making it up as we go
In those early days, it was all about the listings, or, as
Debby called them, “directional copy.” To compile them,
the Easons visited health food stores, bookstores, college campuses, local businesses, and bowling alleys to
see what notices were tacked to bulletin boards. They
operated out of their home in Morningside where Debby
developed photographs in their basement darkroom.
“If you look at our first issues, they’re funky and nonnewsy, but they had loads, loads of listings,” says Debby
Eason. “And then it started to grow and people started
sending their listings to us, so very quickly the most im-

The popularity of CL ’s listings was
immediate, with the volume of mailed-in
listings from businesses and organizations
growing from a trickle to a deluge. The
also-growing page count created a need for
expanded editorial content, and Burciaga’s
byline included interviews with leading national figures ranging from Gloria Steinem
to General William Westmoreland. As writers began pitching story ideas to the paper,
Eason asked Burciaga to copyedit and then
manage the editorial side of things.
Burciaga was the first — and certainly
not the last — managing editor to wrangle
a motley assortment of writers, columnists,
and reporters with varying degrees of journalistic training. Every managing editor to
follow left an imprint on the paper’s tone
and coverage, from the stories they assigned
to the writers they hired. Managing editors
were hired and fired, sometimes unceremoniously, due to the ongoing battle that
seemed be a part of each ME’s job description between the liberal-leaning editorial
department and the self-described “social
liberal and fiscal conservative” as Debby
liked to describe herself. One routinely
drank an entire pitcher of beer at lunch
while another was known for falling asleep
at his desk. Some screamed and bullied, others nurtured and mentored. Some sought to
build the paper’s political and news coverage, while others encouraged quirky takes
on Atlanta’s underbelly.

As a spunky start-up, Creative Loafing could only
afford to hire entry-level salespeople and early-stage and
emerging writers. John Thomas, who was hired in 1986,
had been a writer and editor for The Emory Wheel, Emory University’s independent student newspaper, when
he was a student, but had no formal journalistic training.
When he was hired, he was working as a dishwasher at
Fellini’s and Tortilla’s (RIP), which he continued doing to
get by on a starting salary of $11,400.
After a “miserably tedious” stint as Happenings Editor, which required opening bins and bins of mail, and
typing in each listing manually, Thomas worked his way
up to a regular byline. His cover story with fellow Loafer
Steven Beeber on spending the night at the Clermont
Hotel put the dive bar and Blondie on the cultural map.
Thomas also wrote about used hubcap stores, Einstein’s
brain, a Black Crowes tour, hanging backstage with
James Brown, and just about anything else that sparked
his interest.
“We were given a lot of freedom and we really ran
with it,” he says. “And there were a lot of super creative
people doing really creative things. It had probably the
most interesting writing going on in the city and having
gone on to write for the Village Voice for 10 years, I can
say that it also had some of the best alternative weekly
writing in the country. Part of what made it so magical is that there was a porousness in terms of what you
could do. It felt like anything was fair game as long as
it was a good story. It was a place where people like me
could go and learn and try new things and develop. And
we had a preposterous amount of fun.”
For David Aaron Moore that meant interviewing everyone from Grace Jones and Esther Williams to Nancy
Sinatra and Donna Summer as a young writer. “It was an
impressionable time in my life and I can still remember

things about those individuals, like the smell of perfume
and liquor, the texture of skin and even a few inappropriate comments whispered in my ear.”
Other writers were brought on board to cover beats
with which they had little experience. Rodger Brown
was a student at the University of Georgia in Athens
working at Kinko’s, when he created a self-published
magazine that included an article about a KKK crossburning. The piece was in his clips as he pounded the
pavement looking for writing or editorial jobs in Atlanta.
Through Tony Paris, Brown was introduced to managing editor Gene-Gabriel Moore, who saw the piece and
assigned Brown to cover the Forsyth County civil rights
march in January 1987 alongside political reporter CB
Hackworth.
Brown filed his story, thinking he might have a foot
in the door as a freelance writer. Moore looked over his
copy and told Brown to follow him to HR. “I’m thinking,
what does that mean?” recalls Brown. “He said, ‘Well, you
want the job don’t you?’” Moore was thrilled the following week when Time magazine featured a spread about
the march featuring a photo of Brown alongside John
Lewis, taking notes.
With a cover story debut, Brown was off and running. Instructed to cover “the cops and the courts,” he
came up with the idea to compile a curated selection of
the odd, sad, offbeat crimes taken verbatim from police
reports. The Blotter took off, becoming one of the paper’s most popular and enduring columns. Brown also
illustrated each week’s listings with quirky, chiaroscuro
renderings of criminals and cheats, victims and oddballs,
shattered windows and animals meeting awful fates.
His bylines also included coverage of the Satanism scare
of the 1980s, a rattlesnake roundup, an interview with
writer and mountaineer John Krakauer, and a withering
critique of Atlanta’s short-lived Rio Shopping Center,
among many others.

these people on the idea that there was a market here
and people wanted to see the music,” Conlon told CL
writer Chad Radford when Cooley died in 2015. “These
days rock ’n’ roll music is everywhere, it’s on Nike commercials. But back then it was avant-garde. Alex was on
the forefront: He transformed the cultural base of the
city. It wasn’t about making money. It was about doing
something that needed to happen.”
Tony Paris got to know Cooley — and later Conlon
— and other progenitors Atlanta’s musical universe as a
columnist at the Atlanta Gazette in the late 70s, where
his editor was future Creative Loafing managing editor
Cliff Bostock. “I learned everything I needed to know
about writing from Cliff,” he says. “He was relentless in
his copy editing and his teaching me how to say things,
what to say, how to create my voice and, and projecting
that voice. I thought I would never be a good writer,
Cliff was so hard on me, making me rewrite stories
countless times. I owe him everything in shaping and
pushing me as a writer.”
Paris had built a strong following through his music
reviews and interviews, and particularly for his High
Frequencies column, a compendium of news and reporting on the city’s expanding, evolving music scene. “I really wanted to cultivate and create a music community
in Atlanta where musicians, record company personnel,
club owners, and concert promoters knew each other
and felt comfortable with each other so that the musicians and the scene would grow.” Long before social
media, High Frequencies was a must-read resource for
learning about musicians, newly formed bands, band
break ups, record deals, industry gossip, and anything
and everything that had to do with the Atlanta music
scene. The column was an immediate hit, and soon after
record company and concert and club ad sales exploded,
demanding more space be given to the music section.

Right in tune

“Throughout Creative Loafing’s existence, you have these really interesting
groups of people who would all converge,”
says Burciaga. “And everybody seems to
think that the era they were there was the

HIGH FREQUENCIES: Paris column head shot

In the 1970s and early 1980s, Atlanta was still viewed
in the national music press as being something of a
backwater. Promoters like the legendary Alex Cooley,
who brought artists like Jimi Hendrix, Janis Joplin, and
later the Sex Pistols to Atlanta, advertised in CL because
it was the demographic he was appealing to, plus comparable ad space at the Atlanta Journal Constitution was
cost prohibitive.

CREATIVE LOAFING ARCHIVES
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Unitarian Universalist minister John
Burciaga became the paper’s first managing editor serendipitously. “I walked in and
asked if they needed any help,” he recalls.
“Debby mentioned that three psychiatrists
were coming from California to talk about
something called Feeling Therapy. The Atlanta Journal-Constitution had only a little
[blurb] about it so I did a whole feature on
it, and it packed the house.”

perfect era at the paper.”
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RECYCLING: Since week one.

portant asset for Creative Loafing was the
mail that started coming in.”

Peter Conlon, president of Live Nation’s Georgia/
Alabama regional office and Cooley’s former partner,
recalls the days when music agents wouldn’t book their
artists in Atlanta. “Alex went to New York and he sold
LUDWIG VON LOAFER: Septemberfest, 1981
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“At the time, the AJC didn’t focus on the local scene in
its coverage, and, while Creative Loafing had Joe Roman, Russell Shaw, and other writers who did, CL didn’t
have the pages to run pieces as in-depth as we did at the
Gazette.”
One day in late 1979, Atlanta Gazette publisher Rick
Brown asked Paris what his next article was about.
“Whatever it is, make it your best.” Curious, Paris asked
why. “After our next issue, I’m closing the Gazette. I’ve
decided to go into real estate. I ain’t gonna work on Debby’s farm no more,” Brown cracked, referencing a Bob
Dylan song. “I’m tired of fighting with Creative Loafing.”
After a year or so of freelancing for national and
international music publications, Paris was contacted
by Mike Malloy, whom he had known when they both
worked at the Gazette. Malloy, now managing editor at
Creative Loafing, tried to coax Paris into joining him at
Loaf, but Paris refused to work for “the enemy,” as he
called CL, so adversarial and competitive had been the
two papers.
Finally, after returning from seeing The Clash perform at Bond’s in New York, Paris relented, and agreed
to go to work for Malloy. The Atlanta music scene was
thriving, punk rock and new wave (as it was then called),
music that Paris championed early on, was gaining more
acceptance, and Paris decided he could best continue to
“cultivate the local music scene” at the weekly paper, past
rivalries be damned.
Paris resurrected his High Frequencies column,
further fostering the thriving music scene, including the emergence of the Athens sound (R.E.M.,
Love Tractor, The B52’s), and the advertising dollars that had propped up the Atlanta Gazette. Paris
hired a stable of eclectic writers, and the paper’s
music section grew from a twelve-inch column in a
twelve-page paper to 40 pages in a 160-page paper,
encompassing jazz, world music, avant-garde, rock, pop,
alternative, classical, commercial, and punk.

the Atlanta Journal-Constitution and ready to break free
from the constraints and direction of the paper toward
shorter stories. Hired by Cliff Bostock, Morris pitched
the idea of writing about homelessness in Atlanta. “At
the AJC, I would have been given three days to report
and write the story. Cliff told me to take six weeks,
which allowed me to live off and on with a homeless
family in a shelter. That was my first article and it’s some
of the best writing I’ve ever done.”

While the music section regularly covered of acts
like Gil Scott-Heron, Cecil Taylor, Run DMC, and Sun
Ra, the writers at the time didn’t reflect the racial and
ethnic diversity of Atlanta’s population. “At the time we
didn’t have those perspectives and may not have covered
something the way we could have,” says Paris. “Thankfully that has changed.”

Politics and pundits
When editors Alix Kenagy Hessler and Cliff Bostock
offered Stephen Humphreys a job covering politics,
he told them they had the wrong guy. “I told them the
extent of my political exposure was reading ‘All the
Kings Men,’ but Alix insisted that since I was a writer I
could write about politics,” he says. At the time, political and news weekly Southline was starting up, and
keeping political coverage in the paper was necessary to
maintain a competitive advantage. Humphreys arrived
right as the Presidential Parkway controversy began so
he started there, and continued reporting on its contentious presence throughout his time at the paper.

Morris also got stories the larger papers couldn’t —
or wouldn’t — publish. Like the time Morris interviewed
Jimmy Carter and managed to get the former President
to confirm that it was his head of his National Security Advisory Council, Donald Gregg, who had leaked
information about the Iranian hostage negotiations to
the Reagan campaign. Despite concerns from the Carter
team, who had learned of the confession while listening
in on the interview, the story ran in its entirety. “If that
had been the AJC, they would have called Anne Cox
Chambers and the story would have been killed.”
Another Morris cover story, “The Town That Time
Forgot,” exposed the entrenched racism of Blakely, Georgia, prompting investigations by the U.S. Department of
Justice and Civil Rights Commission. “Creative Loafing
was where the unexpected could happen, and it did. It
was the best job I’ve ever had,” he says. “We made a difference and we had an impact, and that’s exactly what
journalists are supposed to do.”

Humphreys became a regular at City Hall, attending court hearings and trials alongside beat reporters from the Atlanta Journal-Constitution. His reporting led to lasting friendships and career opportunities. Civil Rights leader John Lewis, at the time a City
Councilman mounting a bid for Congress, planned to
repeat the historic 1965 Selma to Montgomery March.
Humphreys decided to travel along. “I thought, well,
that’d be a good story for Creative Loafing. So I rode to
Selma with John and walked with him.” Lewis liked the
article, and the two stayed in touch for decades.
Humphreys also covered then-Representative Wyche
Fowler’s successful bid for the Senate, later working
for him in DC. Humphreys earned his law degree and
practices in Athens, where he continues to litigate cases
involving corruption, slippery politicians, and judicial
malfeasance, including ones related to the special grand
jury investigation into Republican attempts to overturn
Georgia’s 2020 election results.
In 1988, Robert Morris was working as a reporter at
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PERSONAL AD: They were always personal.

LOCAL HEROES: Recognizing those who help
others.

GOOD TROUBLE: Send John Lewis to Congress.
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In 1990, Greg Land launched “The Golden Sleaze
Awards” handing out dubious honors to politicians
whose behaviors ranged from cruel to clueless to craven.
The Awards generated buzz throughout the General Assembly and political observers, and additional reporting
by other news outlets. Some of the “winners” wore the
honorific happily as it indicated they were not aligned
with the leftist progressives and their ilk who ran and
read CL .
Later, during his decade as CL ’s managing editor,
Ken Edelstein, who had been a news writer at the paper,
expanded the paper’s political coverage even more, bringing on writers Kevin Griffis, Steve Fennessy, Michael
Wall, and Thomas Wheatley among others.

Money talks, bullshit walks
From an early age, Scott Walsey was a salesman and
a deal maker. As a kid and then as a young man, he sold
real estate and magazines door to door and worked in
clothing retail. In Atlanta, he branched out from real
estate to the restaurant business. When his restaurants
went belly up, he approached Debby Eason about selling
ads for Pocket Atlanta and then Creative Loafing. The
rest is history.
“We started out with coupons and buy-five-ads-getone-free type of thing,” he says. “But what really helped
us grow were the cross-promotions we did with
the radio stations. I’d give the station a free ad in the
paper in exchange for them saying on air, ‘pick up
this week’s Creative Loafing for more details’ and it
took off from there.”

so if you brought in a five-week contract it would be
worth five tickets.” Tickets would be drawn to see who
had won prizes ranging from movie passes to cash to
lottery tickets. “I would say, here’s your chance to not
show up for work on Monday: Show up on Friday at
five for the raffle and maybe you’ll win enough money
in the lottery you won’t have to come back Monday.”

I admire her for what she started, but at the time I just
felt so defeated.”
Former managing editor and longtime CL Grazing
and Headcase columnist Cliff Bostock recalls advocating for more money for writers, some of whom — like
John Thomas — had to work other jobs to make a living.
When he finally showed Eason a survey showing that
other alternative weeklies were paying their writers
twice as much as CL writers, she was furious at his presumptuousness. But a week or so later, she capitulated,
and Bostock was finally able to begin getting modest
pay increases for his staff.

Not surprisingly, the success of the sales team’s efforts would trump the editorial side of the paper. Alix
Kenagy Hessler was managing editor in 1984 and recalls
having a story in layout when a late-selling ad came in
that required her to scrap the photos accompanying the
article. Writers were also known to “pad” the ending of
stories so that they could easily be cut from the bottom
to make way for a last-minute quarter-page ad.
Other editorial constraints weren’t always visible to
the staff. During her time as managing editor, Kenagy
recalls constant back-and-forth discussions with Eason
about editorial tone and content. Eason didn’t share the
worldview of her left-leaning writers and editors, and
Kenagy and others would have to go to bat for their
teams. She recalls almost coming to blows with Eason on the loading dock, until Scott Walsey happened
upon and shut down their fight. “I left Creative Loafing
because I got so tired and exhausted of defending and
cutting writers’ stories,” she says. “Nowadays I can say

Cultural convergences
As the 1980s began, Atlanta’s LGBTQ+ community
was becoming more politically active and culturally
influential. The first Gay Pride Day had taken place
in 1976, and groups such as the Georgia Gay Liberation Front and the Atlanta Lesbian Feminist Alliance
were actively lobbying for a host of gay rights issues.
That mobilization and activism would accelerate as
the AIDS crisis cast a pall on the community and
prompted harsh moral judgments from the highest court in the land. In 1982, the Supreme Court
upheld Georgia’s sodomy laws in a case brought
by a gay Atlanta bartender who had been arrested
for having sex with another man. Chief Justice
Warren Burger observed that “to hold that the act
of homosexual sodomy is somehow protected as a
fundamental right would be to cast aside millennia
of moral teaching.”

CREATIVE LOAFING ARCHIVES

In the early years of CL , the deadline for classified ads was Friday afternoon, with the occasional
walk-in asking for a larger print ad. To ensure his
staff didn’t leave early on Fridays, Walsey held a
weekly raffle for prizes. “Every new contract they
brought in was worth a certain number of tickets,

Deep Yellow

Still, for all the headaches and politics he experienced
as an editor, Bostock says he is grateful for the experience. “The truth is that Debby did something wonderful
for this city and for an outlier like me. We know she was
stubborn and made crazy decisions, but that’s the way
most game changers are.”

When word got out that an out-of-town publishing company was looking to open a rival paper,
Walsey instructed his sales staff to sweeten the
existing deals for advertisers on year-long contracts, offering ads at twice the size for half the
cost. When the rival started putting out feelers to
potential advertisers, the [advertising] budgets were
already spoken for.
With a sign on his desk that read, “Money Talks,
Bullshit Walks,” Walsey hired people who were
young and ambitious, in part because he could help
shape and train them, and in part because they
were cheap. “Anyone who had ten years of sales experience wasn’t coming to work for Creative Loafing. The people we hired, their training was just go
for it and jump into the fire and learn.”

abbadabba's
coolshoes.com

MARY MAC’S TEA ROOM: Early ad, offer no longer valid.

In the pages of Creative Loafing, coverage of
the gay community was more accepting, in part
because of the progressive, liberal bent of its editorial staff. The emergence of drag in Atlanta was
covered in Creative Loafing, first with profiles of
pioneers Rachel Wells and Lily White performing in venues like Sweet Gum Head and Backstreet, followed by coverage of the wildly creative
personae of The Now Explosion, RuPaul and the
U-Hauls, and DJ Larry Tee — who once observed
that Atlanta “was the birthplace of contemporary
drag culture” — whether they performed at 688,
the Bistro, or Tom Zarrilli’s Celebrity Club. And
long before Tinder, the CL personal classified ads
were where anyone and everyone along the sexual
spectrum could look for love or sex or both.
Former managing editor Cliff Bostock recalls
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that CL was one of the only — if not the only — place for
gay personals. “You had a box number assigned to you and
we’d pick up the responses on a Friday and then meet up
in Piedmont Park on Saturday to read through all the responses. We got ridiculous amounts of responses. We would
narrow down to who we wanted to meet that week. It was
like a theater of the surreal.”

Persevering through rocky times
Throughout the 1990s, CL enjoyed its dominance as one
of the most successful alternative weekly chains in the country. Ad sales were healthy, and the editorial mix included
political, cultural, and arts coverage by increasingly seasoned
reporters. CL expanded to surrounding Atlanta suburbs, as

well as other cities in Charlotte, NC; Tampa, FL, Birmingham, AL, and Savannah, GA. But dark clouds were gathering
on the horizon.
A comptroller had embezzled significant amounts of
money, and the investment in building then seemingly “futuristic” online platforms and strategies strained resources.
When the Village Voice expressed interest in buying CL,
Debby’s son Ben stepped in with a competing bid, borrowing
millions of dollars to takeover ownership. The Great Recession hit the following year, and Ben was forced to declare
bankruptcy. Under new owners Atalaya Capital and then
SouthComm, the paper seemed to right size financially, and
veteran reporters and editors captured the vitality, controversies, newsmakers and breakneck growth (and related ten-

The next chapter
So much has changed in Atlanta over the past fifty years
that early editions of the paper seem like a time capsule to
another city. The city has grown from 1.2 million people
in 1972 to more than 6 million today. There are still shady
politicians (ahem, “elected official”) and avant-garde artists,
culture wars and growing pains. Mary Mac’s Tea Room still
serves classic Southern food and Buford Highway remains
a culinary mecca for authentic international cuisine. Through it all, Creative
Loafing has documented mainstream
leaders and eccentric personalities, community activists and cautionary tales,
racial tensions and sexual politics.
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After leaving CL in 1998 to pursue other ventures, former music and
managing editor Tony Paris returned to
CL in 2017 when he was asked by Ben
Eason to revive his High Frequencies
column. About a year later, he became
managing editor again. He’s committed
to rebuilding the CL brand as a trusted,
curated source for Atlanta’s increasingly
heterogenous population. And while
the proliferation of cultural and news
sources has exploded since CL’s early
days, Paris says that CL’s irreverent, unexpected, eye-opening takes on Atlanta
provide perspectives not found in other
media.
Paris says he’s also invested in finding new writers and new voices, and
giving them the same guidance and
freedom he and countless other Loafers
have had. “The challenge is not only
making Creative Loafing relevant in the
digital age,” he says, “it’s getting young
writers who want to grow and learn,
and nurturing them along the way.”
Many of those who passed through
CL’s doors through the last five decades
cite that opportunity as life changing.
Suzanne Van Atten spent a decade
working at CL, which she calls the
highlight of her 35-year-and-counting
journalism career. “The autonomy we
had to do whatever we wanted and
the camaraderie we shared doing it
could never be matched again. Some
of my closest friends today are people
I worked with at CL. I feel incredibly
fortunate to have had the experience.”
—CL—

NEWS

‘More than its name implied’
Ambassador Young joins us in our look back
ANDREW YOUNG

I

The coverage of my administration was sometimes aggressive, and that’s ok. If I’d ever worried
what anybody was going to say about me, I wouldn’t
have accomplished much of anything in my 90 years
— and I certainly wouldn’t ever have gotten mixed
up in the Civil Rights movement with Dr. King.

t would be hard to imagine Atlanta without
Creative Loafing . After half a century, it is a part
of the DNA of our remarkable city.

I don’t think I’m alone in always having
thought of Creative Loafing as a sort of successor
to that wonderful old hippie newspaper, The Great
Speckled Bird. The two publications were never actually related, but both were a little funky and both
filled a void — Creative Loafing , obviously for much
longer now. Both also were products of that very
memorable era.

Creative Loafing reporter Anne Corwin, a product of Atlanta’s hippie culture if ever there was one,
was a fixture at City Hall in the late ‘8Os and never
failed to show up for press conferences, armed with
tough questions — usually about the homeless and
other voiceless constituents she cared about greatly.

Launched in 1972, Creative Loafing was largely a
youth newspaper, a free weekly in the time of “free
love and nickel vodka.” That was the same year I became the first African American elected to represent
Georgia in Congress since Reconstruction (and just
four years after Martin Luther King, Jr., was assassinated).
Nothing happens in Congress on Mondays or
Fridays, so I was in Washington from Tuesday to
Thursday, but home every weekend. I’d see Creative
Loafing everywhere. I remember picking it up and I
remember the boxes on sidewalks all over town.
I don’t know how to prove this, but I am convinced the hippie culture contributed directly to a
great many things we now take for granted, includYESTERDAY AND TODAY: Andrew Young
ing San Francisco’s high-tech boom. When he was
in high school, Steve Jobs, for instance, used to hang
out with the poets and artists like Jack Kerouac,
name implied.
Lawrence Ferlinghetti, and Joan Baez at City Lights
People started asking if I’d seen this or that in CreBookstore, and he wrote in his autobiography how that
ative Loafing . I often hadn’t — partly because I was
inspired him. I was interested because my church helped
traveling quite a lot, especially outside the country. Every
establish that famous bookstore, originally as a ministry
now and then, someone on my staff would put a copy
aimed at young people. The United Church of Christ
under my nose, and I do recall being criticized for racking
bought the warehouse that became City Lights, and I
up too many frequent flier miles when there were potwas curious enough to travel out there once, just to have
holes that needed filling.
the experience.
In truth, Maynard Jackson had left Atlanta in very
Atlanta, meanwhile, was on the verge of becoming
good shape. My chief of staff, Shirley Franklin, was runAmerica’s dream city. There was an explosion of talent
ning the day-to-day business long before she herself behere, from all over the world, and nobody could quite
came mayor, and the potholes were being filled. It wasn’t
keep up with it, but Creative Loafing gave almost everyobvious what I was up to, but we lured 1,100 companies
body and anybody a chance to have their say.
to relocate their headquarters to Georgia, created over
I was returned to Congress for a third term when
a million new jobs, and brought in $70 billion in direct
Jimmy Carter named me his ambassador to the United
foreign investment.
Nations, but it wasn’t until sometime after I returned
home and became Atlanta’s mayor that I started to notice
Creative Loafing had become something more than its
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sions) of the city. Ben bought back the Atlanta paper in 2017,
and the paper was transitioned from a weekly to a monthly
with an online presence that offers the comprehensive newsarts-culture reporting that put it on the map a half century
ago.

And that’s the important role of an alternative
newspaper. We are fortunate to have the Cox family and a daily paper like the AJC, but it has always
represented the establishment, all the way back to
Ralph McGill. Other voices need to be heard. I never
thought of Creative Loafing as competing with the
AJC, but as complimenting it by providing that platform.
Fredrick Allen, the former AJC political columnist, reminded me just the other day of a story in
which Creative Loafing ended up being involved.

Rick was part of a mass exodus of longtime AJC
reporters during an unfortunate regime change in the
late 1980s. Under a new editor, the daily paper was
running front page stories containing false allegations about me. Rick confirmed the truth — through
two independent sources — and wrote a column “exonerating” me. But the editors refused to print it because it contradicted the news reporters, Kathy Scruggs
and W. Stevens Ricks.
So, Rick Allen resigned in protest (and others would
follow). But someone else leaked his spiked column to
Creative Loafing , which reported the entire fiasco. As
Dr. King often quoted William Cullen Bryant, “Truth,
crushed to earth, shall rise again.”
And that’s the way it was for awhile. Whenever the
AJC failed to run a story, Creative Loafing immediately
would pick it up and get the word out to its many readers. I think that helped keep the AJC on its toes, even
after another change in newsroom management just a
couple years later.

Creative Loafing had become the largest free weekly
newspaper in the country, and an upstart powerhouse. I
congratulate all those responsible for its many years of
trials, tribulations, and success. —CL—
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NEWS
to publish my article — although she wanted to make
it a cover story — he was trying to ensure it never saw
the light of day anywhere.

Return to Forsyth County

“May I please have my manuscript back?” I asked
again.

Blatant racism in North Georgia
CB HACKWORTH
FORMER EDITOR

After reporting for six years
at The Times in Gainesville,
a great daily newspaper, I’d
returned home with a secret —
one hidden in plain sight for 75
years and common knowledge
throughout northeast Georgia
— but virtually unknown in
Atlanta.

“There is a county in Georgia where black Americans
may not live.”
— CREATIVE LOAFING, NOVEMBER 15, 1986

O

n a cold, rainy Saturday
early in 1987, at least
20,000 demonstrators
from across the country
converged on once-sleepy Forsyth
County, newly connected to Atlanta
and to the 20th Century by the
opening of Ga. Hwy. 400, for the
largest Civil Rights march since the
funeral of Dr. Martin Luther King,
Jr., almost two decades earlier —
and Creative Loafing is the reason
it happened.

Forsyth County was 100%
white — and not by accident.

It almost didn’t.

Whenever he infrequently
paused to take a breath, I would
interject, “May I please have my
manuscript back?”
I asked dozens of times, literally.
This was before the age of computers, and my typewritten pages were
hostage on his desk. It was the
FROM THE ARCHIVES: Volume 15, Issue 25.
only copy of a painstakingly written piece I’d already revised several
times, needlessly, at Foster’s insistence. He had rejected it for publication in Atlanta
and it was shunted over to Business Atlanta, admittedly an odd fit for the subject matter.
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ORIGINAL COVER ART, LAYOUT, AND DESIGN: DYANN DIAMOND

A few months earlier, I sat in the
office of an angry, red-faced man
named David Foster, who at the
time was publisher of the company
which owned Atlanta magazine and
a gazillion other trade magazines
(including one called Solid Waste
Management), as he berated me
for nearly three hours. Over and
over, he recited his own resume
while telling me that he was “everything” — the first and last name in
publishing in Atlanta — and I was
“nothing.”

Hundreds of African American residents, including property owners, had been expelled in
1912 in the violent aftermath of
an interracial rape. Signs posted
at the county line once bore the
courtesy warning, “Nigger, don’t
let the sun set on you in Forsyth County” — but even after
those came down in the early
1970s, the obviously illegal
countywide “policy” was enforced. In 1980, a black Atlanta
firefighter escorted his girlfriend to her company picnic at
Lake Lanier and as they were
leaving, he was shot in the neck
through the windshield of his
car, which flipped upside down.
They both survived.
But the county was growing
rapidly and so was the danger
I’d long vowed to expose. The
article I’d written was not exactly a “labor of love” so much
as something I felt driven to do
as a journalist.

I had come to realize that
no amount of revision was ever
going to be sufficient and was
not going to undertake another
rewrite. From other individuals who worked there, I knew
David Foster was afraid of a
backlash from advertisers, but it was more than that.
The truths I intended to expose also made him deeply uncomfortable on a personal level. Not only was
never going to allow the editor of Business Atlanta

As he finally handed it over, Foster told me bluntly,
“Nobody else in Atlanta will print this.”
That was the last time I ever saw the man (and he
was soon to vanish entirely from the local landscape).
I got in my car, drove to the first pay phone I could
find, and used the Yellow Pages to looked up the address of Creative Loafing.
I’d read “Atlanta’s Free Weekly” countless times,
of course, usually while sitting around at places like
Fellini’s Pizza or the Cup & Chaucer Restaurant at Oxford Bookstore, but I’d never been to its offices, didn’t
know anybody who worked there, and had never written a word for the paper or really even thought about
it. Creative Loafing had always been primarily an entertainment guide, although it already was morphing
into more. On that day in 1986, I walked in the front
door and asked a receptionist if there was any chance I
might speak to someone in the editorial department.
After a very short wait, I was greeted in the lobby
by Gene-Gabriel Moore, who I would learn was a
noted poet, playwright, and occasional journalist who
seemed a bit confused to find himself as the managing
editor at CL. He escorted me to the newsroom I was
introduced to the dynamic and very talented young
news editor Rodger Brown. I recounted my experience
with Atlanta and Business Atlanta and offered them
the article.
“You don’t have to pay me a penny,” I told them. “If
you’ll print this, you can have it.”
Without knowing it, I was speaking their language.
CL was never famous for paying freelancers well, if
at all. Gene-Gabriel and Rodger looked at what I’d
brought them and were enthusiastic. They agreed to
run it and pay me $300, which was the high end of
the scale for a cover story — and I was overjoyed.
A couple of weeks later, I was sitting in Lowe’s
Tara with my family on a Friday night, waiting for
a movie to start. A couple several rows in front was
reading the new issue of CL. And for the first time I
saw Dyann Diamond’s wonderfully garish, red-andblack illustration depicting three Klansmen looming
over the horizon of Georgia and over the top half of
the front page, along with my title, “The Forsyth Saga.”
It would be difficult to describe the sudden exhilaration of that moment — a simultaneous mix of
fulfillment and horror that grew as I realized other
people around the theatre also were reading the article. I even could hear them discussing it. That CL
story became the talk of the town… and to the north

of town. At that moment, I knew — without exaggeration — lots of people in Forsyth County would want
me dead. I did not know the article before long would
be quoted on the front page of The New York Times.
Elected officials and Chamber of Commerce types
up there declared the whole thing a fabrication and
critics said if any of the story once was true, that
certainly no longer was the case. One resident, a relative newcomer named Chuck Blackburn, a white guy
(needless to say) who had lived in Forsyth County two
or three years, read the CL article and rejected the allegations of institutional racism. Inspired by the movie
Gandhi, he announced a nonviolent demonstration for
racial unity was just the thing Forsyth County needed
and announced a “March for Brotherhood.” He said
he thought it would be an innocuous gesture to prove
hearts and minds hand changed.
Within a day, Blackburn decided he was wrong.
In fact, he and his family moved away from Forsyth County for good. Dozens of rabid, vulgar, hate
messages, including many death threats, had been
recorded on his answering machine — and ended up
on TV. I might have had a little something to do with
that.
Although by then I was writing other stories for
Gene-Gabriel and Brown at CL, and working as a
stringer for Time magazine, I also had taken a lowlevel job on the assignment desk at WSB-TV Channel
2 to get a foot in the door of television, where I would
end up spending most of my career. From that vantage point, I watched an epic drama play out — and at
times helped guide it.
Dean Carter of Gainesville was outraged by what
had happened to Chuck Blackburn. They were both
karate instructions and had known each other. Since
the “March for Brotherhood” wasn’t going to fly, Carter
decided to proceed instead with plans for a “March
Against Fear and Intimidation” set for January 17, 1987
— two days after what would have been Martin Luther King, Jr.’s 57th birthday.
Then, Hosea Williams signed on, and things really
got interesting.
Williams had been one of Dr. King’s most effective
strategists during the Civil Rights movement — the
man arguably most responsible for “Bloody Sunday” in
Selma and other demonstrations that together brought
about the Civil Rights Act of 1964 and Voting Rights
Act of 1965. He was the epitome of what disgruntled
whites used to call an “outside agitator,” and in a place
like Forsyth County, Hosea was seen as the human

personification of Satan. For more than a few, the
thought of his feet touching the racially pure soil of
Cumming, Georgia, was unbearable.
I did not attend the march January 15. I had to
direct WSB-TV’s coverage — ironically, from the old
White Columns building, which itself over time had
become an unintentional symbol of the Old South
and eventually would be torn down. In those days, the
station used only a skeleton crew on the weekends.
Though still new, I implored management to bring in
an additional photographer. Nobody particularly believed my warnings that the situation was volatile and
could get out of hand, but I was persistent and mostly
to humor me, Channel 2 did end up sending Don
Franklin and Karen Sawyer with reporter Jim Shuler,
who all got roughed up.
By that night, WSB-TV’s footage was leading the
national news and would be shown again and again,
becoming as familiar to local viewers as recent events
like the shooting of President Ronald Reagan and the
Challenger explosion.
Hosea Williams, Dean Carter, and about 50 other
marchers were confronted on a muddy backroad by
hundreds of hate-filled Forsyth County natives, who
hurled rocks, bottles, and racial epithets, overwhelming the local and state law enforcement on hand.
“I’ve never seen it worse than this,” said Williams, no
stranger to violence directed at non-violent protesters,
after being hit by a brick.
To most Americans of good will, it was shocking that such virulent racism still existed almost two
decades after Dr. King’s assassination — and so close
to a fully integrated city like Atlanta, where Hosea
Williams was an elected member of the Atlanta City
Council and another close MLK advisor, Andrew
Young, happened to be mayor.
“It is inconceivable,” said Coretta Scott King, widow of the slain Civil Rights leader. “We have learned a
valuable lesson today that we must stay ever-vigilant
to protect those freedoms which were so dearly won
by Dr. King and his non-violent followers.”
Immediately, a second march was announced for
the following Saturday. In that one week, Hell rained
down on Forsyth County. Demonstrators poured into
Georgia by the hundreds and then thousands and tens
of thousands — from New York’s colorful Guardian
Angels to Civil Rights veterans like Dick Gregory to
presidential candidate Gary Hart. Not since March 7,
1965, in Selma had images of violence against peaceful demonstrators prompted such a swift and massive
backlash.
Also present in large numbers were white supremacists including hooded Klansmen, former
Gov. Lester Maddox, and future politician David
Duke, who wore a suit. The popular Atlanta Journal-
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Constitution columnist Lewis Grizzard,
sometimes accused of racial insensitivity himself, called it “a full-fledged circus” and mocked the locals who called
themselves “God-fearing, God-loving
Christians.”
Miguel Marcelli, the firefighter
who had been shot in Forsyth County,
showed up for the second march and I
had him sign my copy of the infamous
CL front page, right beside Dyann’s
memorable illustration. Never did I
imagined that the manuscript I had to
wrestle back from David Foster would
have such far reaching impact.
That second march was enormous,
and enormously successful — and the
presence of 1,500 National Guardsmen
helped ensure no serious incidents
occurred. Connie Chung was talking
about Forsyth County’s unique history
on the NBC Nightly News and much of
the world knew the horrible secrets that
somehow, incredibly, had been kept for
the better part of a century.
“Racism in Forsyth County is a part
of their culture,” Hosea Williams said.
“It’s like a religion. They teach those
kids from the cradle, just like they teach
them to talk, they teach them, ‘Hate the
nigger! Kill the nigger! Keep the nigger
out!’ It’s sick. It’s unbelievable. Right
here in greater Atlanta, in our own
backyard, is an apartheid government.”
He wasn’t wrong. And everybody
knew it. The saga in Forsyth County
provided the often-disparaged Williams
with a widespread credibility he had
never been able to attain despite his
many successful campaigns during and
after the Civil Rights movement.
The CL article that Atlanta had
refused to publish snowballed into a
huge, national story that would go on
for months.
One side note: With its publication
of “The Forsyth Saga,” Creative Loafing
indirectly gave Oprah Winfrey the platform she needed to become a household
name. Her talk show had launched just
two months before the first march,
and on February 9, 1987, she brought
it to Forsyth County for an unforget-

table live broadcast that truly put her
on the map. Lewis Grizzard called it a
“Donahue-show clone” but was himself
thunderstruck by the “looney-tunes
who rambled on about ‘commonists’
and homosexuals” who had been in the
march. He wrote, “I wanted Oprah to
ask them if they thought wrestling was
for real, but she didn’t.”
It was a turning point for me and
for CL, which would go on to become
a serious alternative newspaper and
important voice in Atlanta under the
leadership of Gene-Gabriel Moore and
his successor as managing editor, Cliff
Bostock, who became a great friend and
mentor. Debby Eason, the founder and
publisher, was an enthusiastic if sometimes apprehensive supporter. She was
thrilled with the newfound influence
of the free weekly she and her husband
created in their basement, but also did
not want to get sued — which sometimes made for a difficult high-wire act.
I wrote news articles and a well-read
column called Certain Speculation for
five years, and in 1990, Debby brought
me on as editor for a little over a year,
and we did many great things with a
truly wonderful staff — but I was to
spend most of the balance of my career
in television and, for the last 16 years,
a body of Civil Rights documentaries
working with Andrew Young.

VOTED BEST BEEF BURGER
2021 & 2022!

s
r
a
e
y
0
3
r
o
f
u
o
y
Thank
. and counting!

Our winning Brisket Egg Roll Burger
is now a menu item most days!

www.taylordbarbq.com

2759 E College Ave, Decatur, GA 30030 (678) 974-8213 @Taylordbbq

Now, on the rare occasion someone
recognizes my name, it is not for those
documentaries, or my investigative
reporting and Olympics coverage at
11Alive, or the many specials I did at
WSB-TV with Monica Kaufman Pearson and John Pruitt, or the fact I have
worked with and even directed some of
Hollywood’s most legendary movie stars
and notables, from Sidney Poitier to
Joanne Woodward, or for the 30-something Emmy awards I’ve received.
Over three decades after my byline
last appeared, they see my name, squint,
think for a moment, and then it comes
to them:
“You used to write for Creative
Loafing, didn’t you!” —CL—
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CREATIVE LOAFING ARCHIVES

‘Thank you, Debby’
Grazing, liberalism, and a paradigm shift
CLIFF BOSTOCK

I

staggered into the managing editor’s job at Creative
Loafing around 1982. I literally went to work there
the day after Atlanta Weekly, the Sunday magazine
supplement of the AJC, printed my cover story
about getting sober after a year of criminal behavior,
bizarre travels, and really dumb sex.
I had actually met Debby Eason, editor and publisher of Creative Loafing, around 1978. (Warning: dates
throughout this essay are clouded by a memory that
dislikes being used.) At the time, I was editor of the Atlanta Gazette, a competing alternative weekly that grew
out of the comparatively radical The Great Speckled
Bird and had been infused with cash by Larry Flynt,
the repulsively charming pornographer and champion
of molestation, misogyny, and rape. He famously came
to Jesus in an airplane seat next to Jimmy Carter’s evangelical sister.
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Debby called and asked that we meet for lunch at
Manuel’s Tavern on North Highland, the media hangout
of the time. She asked me if I’d be interested in a job
at Creative Loafing. At the Gazette our emphasis was
on news and opinion while Creative Loafing mainly
published endless lists of “Happenings” — events of
all types around town — and classified ads. Honestly,
I was shocked by her offer because the Gazette was
strongly leftist, and I knew Debby to be conservativeminded. I remember that we discussed the role of
alternative media and she advocated the need for
objectivity in reporting. That triggered me. Five years
of editing weekly newspapers in rural Georgia had
harshly thrown me back to my academic fidelity to the
New Journalism, which advocated disclosing a writer’s
bias without ignoring facts, even making it part of the

story, ideally written as a first-person “literary narrative.” (Think Hunter Thompson, Joan Didion, and Tom
Wolfe.) Never mind that the Gazette wasn’t doing much
of that (as Larry Flynt’s money dried up) but we did
have a crew of brilliant, beyond-liberal columnists like
Julian Bond, Pearl Cleage, Tom Houck (aka The Tattler),
and music critic Tony Paris, who helped me pry loose
from my fixation on the already passe folk rock and
psychedelia. The Gazette had no pretensions to the objectivity now sarcastically called “both-sidesm,” “truthiness,” and “alternative facts.”

Creative Loafing on the other hand didn’t seem to
have a commitment to any journalism, although I’d
later learn from Boyd Lewis, aka Ludwig von Loafer,
that I was wrong about that. The paper had published
quite a lot of controversial journalism in its early years,
when I was not in the city. Still, Debby and her professor husband Chick Eason had founded the weekly in
1972 primarily to provide people a huge schedule of
opportunities (“happenings”) to … loaf creatively. That

1. U.S. Department of Agriculture, Agricultural Research Service. FoodData Central, 2019. (NDB #13364).
2. National Institute of Health Dietary Supplement Label Database. Labeling Daily Values. Available at https://www.dsld.nlm.nih.gov/dsld/dailyvalue.jsp
3. Dietary Guidelines Advisory Committee. 2020. Scientific Report of the 2020 Dietary Guidelines Advisory Committee Advisory Report to the Secretary of Agriculture
and the Secretary of Health and Human Services. U.S. Department of Agriculture, Agricultural Research Service, Washington, DC.
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'CUE YOUR TASTEBUDS
included everything from sports and music to academic
lectures and sex (via personal ads). In those days before
Craigslist, the paper published endless classified ads
too. CL even published a TV schedule. All of this is categorized as “directional copy” and if something needed
to be cut to accommodate advertising, it was usually a
story, not the listings.
Debby and I chatted about an hour. I declined the
vague offer, but I remember telling my partner that the
conversation defied everything I’d been told about her
by insiders. “Why would she tell me something different about herself?” I asked. “I mean, why not hire a Neil
Boortz clone?” (I confess it also occurred to me that she
was trying to take a dig at the Gazette, which had filed
a silly libel suit against the Loaf a year before.)

*

*

*

During my years of employment, I had a habit of
standing up at my desk, and, with no warning, say
bye-bye and walk out the door. Money was rarely the
issue. I was never ambitious in this respect; I got and
remain pretty good at being poor. True, it helped that
my wealthy father would write a check I could tape to
the gas meter to avoid disconnection. Soon, the day of
quick departure arrived at the Gazette. The paper had
actually become full of inane celebrity interviews. I
left in the orange and white station wagon my friends
called “The Ambulance.” I had no idea what I was going
to do.
Only a few weeks afterward, I got a call from the
editor of Atlanta Weekly. I ended up basically writing
full-time for them under contract. (I was also hired
as an editor — that lasted three days.) I still say this
was the best writing job I ever had. The editor let me
explore odd, absurdist cultural fascinations at unlimited length. Meanwhile, in 1980, I was awarded a book
contract by HarperCollins (then Harper and Row). I was
paid a decent advance since the book required a lot of
travel around the South. I was looking for the legacy of
Flannery O’Connor and ways the mystical and mundane coalesced in the rural heart of redneck darkness.
The project also filled me with horrific anxiety. My
parents already thought my work was so weird they
insisted I hide it from my grandmother. (She found it
and loved it.) My fear, frankly, was that I’d be disinherited. I became blocked and ultimately defaulted on my
contract. I did do all the research, driving drunk from
a Louisiana drive-in funeral home to the off-season
home of America’s freak shows. Back home, I got drunk
enough to be taken to jail where I recounted my freakshow adventures to a man in a wheelchair arrested on
Peachtree for indecent exposure when he took out his
penis to pee in a bottle. The second time I attracted po-

lice attention, the cop gave me the alternative of going
to jail or an AA meeting. Both choices were unattractive, but the cop drove me home and actually delivered
me to my first meeting the next day. I’ve been sober but
no less demented ever since.

like hell when she got mad, but she also had a sense
of humor. (How can you play the accordion and not?)
There were things about her that annoyed me hugely
but things that intrigued me and ultimately made me
respect her a lot.

After all that chaos, I received a call from Alix Kenagy, who was working as editor at Creative Loafing,
which stunned me. Alix and I had both done work for
Atlanta magazine, as well as Atlanta Weekly. She wrote
about fashion. I wrote about foot fetishism in shoe
stores. I was shocked she was working at the Loaf. I
was even more shocked when she offered me a job,
saying Debby was committed to improving editorial
content. I was flabbergasted when I accepted the job. I
did not know that Alix was already planning to open
Partners and Indigo Coastal Grill, restaurants that were
pivotal in Atlanta’s development into a serious dining
town. She left. I ended up becoming managing editor.

The thing I appreciated most about her hiring me
was that she — not quite the libertine of Larry Flynt’s
crew — was apparently indifferent to my being gay. It
was the early ‘80s. Queer people, despite Anita Bryant’s
prescient version of today’s don’t-say-gay campaign,
were gaining acceptance and emerging from a sexual
playground inspired by the one feminists created by
burning their bras and popping birth control pills. But
the party and optimism were ending as AIDS began the
descent that would cause global, medieval-scale death
and hatred so intense that Ronald Reagan would make
jokes about us and some members of the US House
actually advocated creating concentration camps. I was
depressed, angry, and volatile, watching my friends
grow ill and dying quickly, including my first partner.
I was also confused about my life’s work. I had blown
a book contract even though, from the day I went to
work in the Faulkner novel called Rural Georgia, I wondered why a writer had to turn into an editor to create
an almost stable income.

*

*

*

I was at a loss. I remember sitting in the small room
where Debby and I met weekly to plan the next issue.
Without Alix present, it probably took me less than five
minutes to start complaining about the way the listings crowded out editorial content and the TV schedule
was redundant since the AJC already ran one. To accommodate her “both-sides-ism,” we ran a column by,
yes, Neil Boortz, who, you might guess, was one of my
least favorite promoters of the scam of libertarianism,
a political ideology with no codified principles. It was
and remains full of contradictions and has no history of
actual use in governing anywhere. I shared this absolute
truth with Debby, who laughed.
Occasionally, it crossed my mind that Neil Boortz,
who is back on the air now, brought the paper a lot of
readers. And I admitted to myself that a friend and I
ran filthy personal ads whose surprisingly numerous
responses we reviewed as we sunbathed in Piedmont
Park on weekends. It occurred to me that, while it
was true that the AJC published the TV schedule, they
charged for the paper and we didn’t. In other words,
it dawned on me that these light “offenses” might
be financially useful to the paper, which had already
been through bankruptcy. When I read enough of Neil
Boortz to realize his version of libertarianism allowed
gay marriage and, at best, provided a critical lens of
both the Republican and Democratic parties, I felt a bit
better. Still, I thought it was my job to advocate for a
greater investment in journalism.
Debby from the start defied explanation. She was always toting a camera, having worked for Delta Airlines
as a photographer. She had an intense gaze that burned

I encountered the most mystifying and visionary thing about Debby on the first day of work in the
form of a funny, affable young Black guy sitting in the
editorial office, with his back to our lily-white staff of
maybe four or five. Nobody really knew what his job
was. I asked him and he sprung to his feet and excitedly
explained that he was “coding the Happenings section.”
He also said, unforgettably, “I don’t know why nobody
cares except Debby. We are going to jump into the
World Wide Web!”
I was seriously horrified by the thought of a publication that couldn’t be held in the hands. This was
1982 and the idea of online publishing had just become
of mainly theoretical interest, with IBM releasing the
first personal computer only a year earlier, in 1981.
Time magazine named the computer the “Machine
of the Year” in 1983. In short, Debby Eason was light
years ahead of most others in publishing. While some
big-money dailies had begun experimenting, mainly in
silence, I don’t think anyone was picturing the future
with the same clarity — perhaps messianically — as
Debby. I had frequent conversations with her that I left
dead silent but internally screaming, “What the fuck
is she talking about?” Over the next seven years, the
digital Loaf became her obsession. By the time I left,
there was a separate staff of five or six people in a black
office box at work on Debby’s dream.
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The worst thing about my job in those early days
was the one day of the week when we put the paper
to bed, readying the layout pages for the printer. I was
required to remain in the office until the “paste-up”
was done. Some weeks, I didn’t get home until 10 p.m.
The reason was that the entire production staff would
go out the back door, get in their cars, and smoke a ton
of weed. I would slam the cars with my fist or a shoe,
demanding that they get back to work. They laughed. I
fumed. The production department clung to the good
old days of hippie anarchy. They knew what they were
doing and when the last minute arrived, they always
did a brilliant job, especially Chuck Styles, the artist
who gave CL its enduring hippie look.
About two years into this, I received a call from my
editor at Atlanta Weekly. She had been fired and moved
back to Texas. She was now editing the largest regional
design magazine in the country, Houston Home and
Garden. She offered me the job of managing editor. It
paid probably 50 percent more than I was being paid at
Creative Loafing, which means it paid next to nothing,
too. I accepted the job, moved to the tropical swamp of
Houston, and hated the job almost instantly. I had no
idea what I was supposed to be doing. I wasn’t there
eight months when the management fired the editor
and I was promoted to her position. Then, thanks to
fetid corporate politics pursued by my assistant, I was
fired too, and she got my job. That’s not too bad when
you’re losing a job you hate and are getting a large severance check. I spent the next year freelancing. I was
hired to turn the weekly gay paper there into a daily
one. When three mainly naked guys stumbled down the
stairs while I was writing, I realized the venture was
being financed by a sex club on the second floor. AIDS
was raging and I couldn’t support a club that made no
effort to encourage safe sex. The idea was insane, anyway.
I had stayed in touch with Debby and I told her in
a phone call that I had lost my job and she told me, “I’d
love for you to come back to Creative Loafing .” Is it
odd that I was deeply moved by her offer and I accepted
it immediately?

*

*

*

I returned to a Loaf that was publishing well over
100 pages a week, thanks to Scott Walsey who had
joined the paper in the late ‘70s and had built a team of
killer sales reps who were so blood-thirsty for advertorial copy that they were not allowed in the editorial
offices.
I found that previous editors, including GeneGabriel Moore, had hired a staff of talented writers and
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editors, including Rodger Brown, Steve Beeber, John
Thomas, Bill Gupton, Laura Otto, and Rob. Walton.
They were all smart, funny, and adventurous. We also
had a stable of freelancers who wrote about music, film,
art, and dining.
Pay had not improved. This was hard to accept
when Creative Loafing was expanding to Charlotte and
Tampa, creating suburban Atlanta papers and building a
separate staff devoted entirely to the mystery of online
publication. How much money was the paper making?
I have no idea, but the CFO told me that the Atlanta paper was paying for all of the expansion with very little
return, if any. I was driving Debby crazy with continual
demands for new hires and better pay for editorial staff.
My car broke down. My father, screaming that I needed
to get a “real job,” sent me to a dealership to pick out
a new car. Then I had to return to ask Debby for an
advance to pay the insurance to bring the car home.
Meanwhile, I tried to enlist the CFO in my campaign to
pay the staff a living wage. He told me repeatedly with
a sad face, “I would love to help out, but there just isn’t
enough money.” Then one day, he met with Debby and
Scott to admit that he had embezzled significantly more
than $1 million. He had panicked, thinking they had
noticed. They had not, or at least not the extent of it. He
had spent much of the money on art glass to keep his
gold-digging boyfriend happy. The Loaf got the glass
and prosecuted him. Eventually, Debby did increase our
pay, but we remained slightly poorer than employees of
other alternative weeklies around the country.
Fairly soon, I found a way to increase my pay even
more. During my first term at the paper, I hired my
friend Elliott Mackle, to write a dining column, “Grazing.” My thought was that he could write a less formal,
reflective column to augment John and Helen Friese’s
weekly reviews. The column became quite popular
and Elliott was hired as the AJC’s dining critic while
I was in Houston. When I returned it was a priority
for Scott Walsey that we resurrect the column with a
new author because we needed editorial content for the
countless restaurant ads he was selling. I hired a series
of great, enthusiastic writers but nobody could sustain
the energy needed to produce the column weekly while
working their real jobs. Finally, I asked Debby and Scott
if I could take it on myself. They agreed and the added
income did indeed make it easier to buy milk for the
cat.
My rendition of Grazing was meant, pretentiously
and secretly, to exhibit the Dada movement that sought
to destroy formal criticism with humor and narrative
disjunction. I had become obsessed with it in my fresh-

man year, especially Lenin’s association with it. It fit the
so-called New Journalism, even though that long-form
style wasn’t so Dada.
Critics hated the turn I took with Grazing (and —
sorry, Elliott — we should have changed the column’s
name). Understand that I did not then or ever since
regard myself as a formal dining critic. How does someone with the objective of subverting traditional criticism view himself as a critic? I did always insist that
we have one official critic, because, you know, this was
a capitalist enterprise. I remember one day when I was
at a meeting with Scott, Debby, and Terrell Vermont,
our critic at the time. This was not long after I left the
editor’s job. At one point, the histrionic Terrell slapped
the table and stood up, proclaiming, “I don’t write stories! I write about food! Food!” She glared at me and
returned to her seat. She was not alone. Repeatedly,
usually second-hand, I heard other critics saying the
same thing.
I didn’t and still don’t disagree with that, but it
was a silly slap. Coming out of the New Journalism, I
wanted everything to be a story. Grazing, as I wrote it,
was a personal column set amid restaurants. I could
write about dinner after the funeral for a friend who
died of AIDS and rage about genocidal politics. I could
have dinner in a “pop-up” restaurant in an illegal immigrant’s Buford Highway apartment and take shots at
xenophobes. My principal perspective was comedic and
satirical, always taking shots at right-wingers. I was totally open about being gay and included my boyfriends
in the column. This was an intentional effort to lampoon homophobia and, I admit, quite a few friends told
me I was going to ruin my career for doing it. (“What
career?” I always replied. “I still don’t know what I want
to do with my life.”) I included other dining companions in my columns to provide opinions different from
my own, because no review of a restaurant is more
than one person’s opinion based on a moment or two in
time. I also offended critics by openly violating the faux
claim that nobody ever accepts anything free to eat. I
included a section of the column called “Edible Bribes”
in which I urged food businesses to deliver free snacks
to the paper for the staff to sample. If the food sucked,
I said so, but those serious critics were horrified by my
ethical transgressions. For the same reason I included
opinions of friends in Grazing, I urged people to leave
me phone messages and I’d print them with responses.
This was before we were online and trolling became
America’s favorite sport.
Something odd happened fairly quickly. Readers
started taking me seriously as a dining critic. Granted, if

I landed in a restaurant with experimental approaches,
like the early fusion cuisine of the ‘80s, I’d take a serious look, but, believe me, I was not looking for perfect
food. So-called fine dining was of no interest to me.
On the other hand, because my approach was usually
comedic, I wasn’t gentle with negative experiences. “The
worse the restaurant is, the better your column is,” I
frequently heard. I also regarded restaurants as theaters
and often liked the drama — the story — more than the
food. The main actors were the servers I referred to as
“waitrons,” awarding the title of “Waitron of the Week”
in every issue. Someone petitioned the paper to have
me fired because my use of the dehumanizing word
“waitron.” I actually did stop using it.
It shocked me when people began to take me seriously as a dining critic and I received offers from the
same serious publications whose critics hated me. It
was totally not my goal.
There were several psychological reasons why the
Grazing gig suited me. First, I am an antisocial introvert. That’s right. I hate people. A restaurant critic at
the time was expected to be completely anonymous.
It was a total farce. After you’ve been around town a
while, people recognize you, and when they do, proper
etiquette requires them to pretend they don’t know who
you are. Thus, I was given an introvert’s dream gig: I got
to disconnect from everyone. It gave me an extra excuse
to avoid all social events and invitations to function as,
say, a judge in a chili cook-off. I never even went to a
single Creative Loafing Christmas party. I did make one
big mistake in this respect. I agreed to do a weekly spot
on WGST radio. Maybe the worst week of my life was
getting into a war with Sean Hannity. I made a joke
about seeing the inestimably hypocritical Rev. Charles
Stanley of the First Baptist Church at the gay restaurant, I was reviewing. Sean ranted for a week, weirdly
making frequent comments about my butt. I explained
on the air that my butt had become the object of his
repressed homosexuality.
I got calls from all over the country inviting me to
do call-in shows. An agent contacted me, saying he
wanted to make me “the next gay Rush Limbaugh.” The
next?
Let me note that as we moved deeper into the present century the whole business of restaurant criticism
and food writing changed. With the arrival of Yelp and
the rapid reductions of newspaper staff, the critic at
once became less authoritative and was also given the
role of writing general food stories. The very positive
effect of that, I think, was a much greater consideration
of economics, farming, and health, as was true in the

general culture. Creative Loafing has produced some
renowned critics and food writers: Besha Rodell, Bill
Addison, Stephanie Dazey, Elliott Mackle, and Wyatt
Williams, who wrote a compelling article for Atlanta
magazine about the reason he quit restaurant reviewing
after four years at the AJC. He has a book out, “Springer
Mountain: Meditations on Killing and Eating.”

*

*

*

I sometimes referred to Debby as “a New Age Republican.” She had a portrait of L. Ron Hubbard, the
creator of Dianetics and the founder of the Church of
Scientology, in her office. I had never heard of Hubbard
and this was before all the insane stories about him
emerged. What was important though was learning
that Debby and I shared a fascination with alternative
spiritual paths. I had grown up with practically no religious indoctrination, so encountering AA’s fairly liberal, psychologized spirituality was completely new to
me and set me on a path of discovery, leading to intense
interest in Buddhism.
I was a skeptic, to say the least, but I was a fascinated skeptic. Debby wanted to start running a regular
column on New Age thought by a friend of hers. I
was game but wished she was more skeptical. I had
watched friends in Houston who were dying of AIDS
spend astronomical amounts of money to have a popular New Age guru pile crystals on their chakras. If they
didn’t get better, their “negative thinking” was blamed.
My memory becomes especially blurry at this point,
because I had really come to feel torn apart. Like many
other early hippie New Leftists I misread the genocidal
but adored Chairman Mao Tse Tung’s “Little Red Book”
and other writing to mean that revolution requires both
a political tact and a cultural one. I was more aligned
with the latter and, as I said, I wanted to disrupt the
status quo through the humor and intended irrationality that turned Marcel Duchamp’s Dada urinal into a
fountain that flushed away formal concepts. During my
five years of work in rural Georgia, I couldn’t use that
lens but the evidence of its need was everywhere. Flannery O’Connor, whom I worshipped, used that lens, as
did Andy Warhol, who gave us a soup can and claimed
it had nothing to say about anything even though it
was an icon of capitalism’s suffocation.
I never got to pursue this conceptual path to any
significant degree. I tried, with Grazing, but I did come
to feel that the paper needed a more explicitly political agenda as presidents were killing off gay men with
their effectively genocidal policies and cutting huge
holes in the social safety net. Yes, Chairman Mao had a
point about the political tact in revolution.

I knew it was time to go, but unlike every other
time in my life, I was unable to stand up and depart.
Friends told me to let go, saying inane things like
“When one door closes, another opens.” My father
was feeding me checks while he literally screamed at
me about my uselessness. My mother tried to deflect
things with humor. She gave me a plaque from Ronald
Reagan they received for giving him a huge donation.
She replaced their names with mine. I kept hearing
my therapist of 15 years earlier telling me, “You are the
most entitled socialist I’ve ever met.” My then-present
therapist whose methodology had contributed to my
dawning, unwelcome self-awareness, insisted I go to a
program called STAR in a mountain cove in Sonoma
County, north of San Francisco. Debby was completely
supportive. I arrived a few days after the 1989 earthquake. There’s nothing like a cataclysmic shuddering of
the ground to provide a welcoming metaphor.
I was completely ungrounded when I tried to return
to my earthly routine at Creative Loafing. It was clear
the Dystopia on Willoughby Way was ready for me to
go. I remember sitting in the glass enclosure that was
my office in the editorial department, crying. A lot. I especially remember Scott Walsey, the advertising genius
and official publisher, coming in my office and telling
me, kindly for real, that, as unhappy as I clearly was,
maybe it really was time to go. Finally, I summoned the
energy to stand up and leave. On my way out, I stopped
by Debby’s office to get my last check. She asked me to
continue writing “Grazing,” which I was happy to do.
At that moment, something about her I often tried to
explain to people flashed forward. Debby valued loyalty
above all else. No matter how destructive an employee
or freelancer became, firing the person was not going to
happen. I think I had become part of that dynamic.
CB Hackworth, a columnist for the paper, became
editor for the next year and, I think, began the assertive
push toward investigative journalism that the fiery Ken
Edelstein would later feature.
Life changed dramatically for the better after I
left the managing editor’s job. I also began a second
weekly column for the Loaf, Headcase, initially called
Paradigms. It was the follow-up to the original New
Age column and, honestly, it was the primary reason I
stuck with CL the next 20 years. At first, I spent a lot
of words visiting New Age practitioners and rapidly
concluded that many were simply literalizing the imaginal. They helped clients develop new stories, just like
psychotherapists do, and achieve goals through the use
of placebos and dreamy fables. In addition to writing
3,000 words a week for the Loaf, I decided to enroll
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full time in the master’s program in psychology at West
Georgia, which was in the throes of transitioning from
the hotbed that incubated Humanistic Psychology but
allowed me to study transpersonal psychology. I began
offering workshops and seeing individual clients under
supervision. I began writing a monthly dining column for
Georgia Trend that allowed me to re-visit rural Georgia. I
continued writing a bi-weekly gay column for ETC magazine that seemed to enrage every gay man in the city.

I’m telling you all of this because the woman behind
Creative Loafing, a controversial conservative liberal with
crazy-ass visions of Internet worlds, gave me the support
to find my actual calling and pursue it. It would be years
before I realized how much she had influenced me. When
I formulated my dissertation proposal it was on psychology and cyberspace. How had I been writing about that
academically for a few years, getting a good bit of attention, without ever realizing that I had become absorbed
in what I earlier thought was Debby Eason’s lunacy? In
fact, my committee of Luddites was so put off by the
topic, that I dropped it. I became the Debby of nearly 20
years earlier and my professors became the me of that
same time.
In short, what started out for me as a bizarrely boring,
insane job led me ultimately down an even more bizarre

ATLANTA SYMPHONY HALL

but totally adventurous path. It would not have happened
without Debby Eason’s crazy wisdom. Thank you, Debby.
—CL—
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My best gig was getting to do my internship at STAR
in California. I commuted there every other month for
two to three weeks for more than two years. This required that I expand the time to get my Master’s degree
from two to nearly four years. This step and my discovery
of the post-Jungian discourse called archetypal psychology literally gave my Headcase column international readership. That in turn produced offers to speak and conduct
workshops everywhere from Vancouver to Sydney. Needing to take beta blockers and sometimes Xanax to do such
work quickly had me turning down offers. After 20 years,
Ken Edelstein called and told me CL couldn’t afford to
print Headcase anymore. I was actually sort of relieved,
although it affected my practice negatively, especially in
that time of recession. But I had rather stupidly enrolled

in a PhD program in Santa Barbara at Pacifica Graduate
Institute. I had actually been accepted at Emory, which
was going to require passing exams in two departments.
Pacifica, less complicated, was the only place in the world
you can get a PhD in Jungian psychology and it was the
only place James Hillman, the founder of archetypal psychology, taught, so I decided to go there…at great expense.
I was at the apogee of my second midlife crisis.
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ARTS

“In the early days of my life, and Creative Loafing’s life, there was not a lot of
African American art being presented in
the South in general, and specifically in
Atlanta,” said Matt Arnett, William’s son,
and the director of Grocery on Home. “The
little bit that was being presented was being presented at institutions where African
Americans were the target audience. There
wasn’t a lot of inclusion, to say the least.”

LYNSEY WEATHERSPOON

ACTIVISM THROUGH ART: Mural of John Lewis in Downtown Atlanta.

CREATIVE ARTS: Black Arts in Atlanta

W

hen Creative Loafing published its first
issue June 3, 1972, Debby and Elton
“Chick” Eason’s goal was to give its
readers an insider’s guide to Atlanta,
different from that of other publications found in the
city. Originally, the paper came out weekly, offering
listings of events, happenings, the city’s restaurants, job
listings, homes for sale, dating opportunities, and bowling. The paper also provided where to go to find new
and original music and comedy shows, along with the
best galleries and boutiques around town.
Atlanta’s art scene has grown substantially in
the fifty years since CL’s inception. For example,
Buckhead’s Miami Circle at one point was known
primarily for its novelty design shops; now, it’s one
of the city’s epicenters for art, and a meeting place
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for creativity. In terms of Black art however, in a place
where it was once considered non-existent, is now
one of the best locations in the country to view, collect
and distribute the work of African American artists.
During the publication’s formative years, the
city elected its first Black mayor — Maynard Jackson — who established the Bureau of Cultural Affairs, and they selected the artwork showcased at
the Atlanta airport. Much of the work highlighted
the talent of African American artists, but the city
still experienced a lack of representation in regard

to painters, sculptors, and photographers of color.
Establishments such as Gallerie Illien, Golden Easel, the Poor Man’s Frame Shop and the short-lived
Kraskin Gallery were some of the galleries that
held work pertaining to the African diaspora.
“There weren’t a lot of Black artists that were
reviewed during that time at all,” said Karen Wantuck, former arts writer for Creative Loafing. “There
were a few, but it was rare. In terms of a vibrant
African American art presence — it just wasn’t
there. I don’t know if it is because of prejudice,
or if it was strictly just a matter of activity.”
Benny Andrews, Evelyn Mitchell, and Claudia
Widdiss were some of the prominent Black creators
featured in CL’s paper in the ‘70s, while the Steffen Thomas Museum of Art also contained several

IT’S A CELEBRATION: The NBAF celebrated its 30th anniversary in
2018.

Out of the dozens of exhibits on display
that summer during the Olympics, one of
the most notable was the exhibition Souls
Grown Deep: African American Vernacular
Art of the South exhibition. Originally set to
be held at the High Museum of Art, it was
instead replaced there by Rings: Five Passions in World Art in a move that many saw
as another instance of African American art
in Atlanta being suppressed. Instead of being shown at The High, Souls Grown Deep
opened at City Hall East — the building
once known as the southeast distribution
center for the Sears, Roebuck and Co. and
now the multi-use Ponce City Market —
and was lauded by audiences and critics.

“Growing up in rural Georgia, my father wanted to expose the next generation
of people in Atlanta to a more expansive
world than he did,” he added. “It wasn’t really about collecting, it was about broadening the minds and perspectives of people
throughout the South, and the world.”
With his expansive art collection, the elder
Arnett was able to bring several “vernacular
artists,” as he called them, into the mainstream.
The artists included in this massive flow of
exposure were people such as Leroy Almon,
Betty Avery, Thornton Dial, Luster Willis,
and Ronald Lockett. In addition to obtaining
and distributing some of the premiere works
of African and African American creators
in the country, William developed a working relationship and long-lasting friendship
with the uniquely talented Lonnie Holley.

The heightened media coverage focusing
on Atlanta under went a cataclysmic shift
from local to global in 1996 with Atlanta
the host city for the 1996 Summer Olympic Games. Atlanta wanted to present the
South to the the world, and, in the months
preceding the Centennial Olympic Games,
artists were commissioned to create works
to be displayed throughout the city in over
20 exhibitions in establishments, museums,
and galleries, and thereby seen by the world.
Yet even with a large spotlight aimed at
Georgia’s capital, there was still the belief
that creative Black voices still were not being heard, and that the beauty of their art
needed to be displayed on a larger scale.

“The exhibit was widely praised in articles by Newsweek, The Boston Globe,
and The Los Angeles Times, but it was in
an ‘out of the way’ location,” Matt Arnett
told Creative Loafing. “It was not easily accessible (from the epicenter of the
Olympics), and the white art establishment in Atlanta really tried to monopolize
the visitation during the Olympics. When
dignitaries and the like came to the city,
they were all ushered to the High Museum.”
BARD WRISLEY

From Benny Andrews to Miya Bailey, the city’s Black creatives continue to innovate in a variety of ways

NATIONAL BLACK ARTS

pieces by African American painters. But it
was with William Arnett’s contributions that
would soon bring a worldwide scope to the
city’s Black art community. His father’s drygoods company sparked his early interest in
art, which was compounded by his studies on
ancient civilizations while in college. After traveling Europe serving in the Air Force, Arnett
made a home of Atlanta in 1964. He became a
serious collector a few years after, ultimately
placing on African art, along with artists born
and raised in the nation’s Southern region.

HE(ART) APPRECIATION: William Arnett, 1991.

In connecting with Holley, William was able to
further empathize with the struggle of not only Black
artists, but Black people in general. Holley’s experiences with prejudice, along with William’s understanding of his philosophy and why he created the art his
created, led William on a journey to document and
preserve the work of similar artists, and to examine
why African American art wasn’t being showcased
in a world that relied so much on its culture.
As in other areas, the 1980s were a time of transition for Creative Loafing, as well as for Atlanta’s
burgeoning art scene. The publication’s readership
continued to grow, as did the representation of Black
artists in the city. This increase in interest, exposure,

and activity can also be attributed in part to the creation of the National Black Arts (NBAF) in 1986. Two
years later, this nonprofit organization produced the
first annual NBAF festival, which throughout its nine
days brought in audiences from all over the country,
eventually becoming an international draw for art
enthusiasts from all walks of life. The NBAF also
helped to develop the Celebrate Africa festival in 1994.

The Souls Grown Deep exhibition brought together a collection of African American artists from rural
and urban neighborhoods in the deep South to the
capital of the New South Through their pieces, these
artists conveyed messages of tradition, struggle, and
resilience, all from the Black perspective. This groundbreaking show was also the first time the work of vernacular artists of color were displayed in an organized
exhibition. About four years after the departure of
the Olympics in Atlanta, a book of the same name
was released as both an appreciation for Black creativity below the Mason-Dixon line, as well as a testament to the undeniable influence of the Southern
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art community.

CREDIT: MARY CLAIRE STEWART, 2019

Souls Grown
Deep: African
American Vernacular Art, Vol. 1
was published in
2000. The book
further examines
the cultural impact of African
American art,
as well as how
vehicles such as
music are also
used to tell stories
— and just like
art — serve as a
representation of
how many Black
people create
largely beautiful things out of
nothing at all.

platforms have
become integral
parts of our
lives, print publications have become damn-near
obsolete, taking
a toll on many
newspapers, including Creative
Loafing. Like
the rest of print
media, CL has
had to pivot and
highlight the art
of Atlanta online
in ways that may
be attractive to a
new generation
that has never
gotten their fingers dirty from
newsprint ink.
Black art has
also expanded
from canvases
and city walls
to a much more
interactive
experience.

Of course,
the power of
BUY BACK THE BLOCK: Miya Bailey’s Peters Street Station has become the epicenter for Black creativity in Atlanta.
art is that it can
be expressed
in many different ways. In the
tooists and exposing painters, poets and musicians
mid-‘90s when Atlanta was establishing itself as
to a wider audience, the North Carolina-born entreTraveling exhibitions such as Arts, Beats + Lyrthe hub for many creative scenes, the art form of
preneur places a focus on not himself, but others.
ics, Pancakes & Booze, and the Black Boy Art Show,
tattooing started to bleed into Black culture. I say
“My whole goal is to create new styles of art and
have allowed aspiring Black curators the opportunity
it like that not because it was something that Afto let these younger artists shine,” Bailey states. “I
to construct comprehensive shows without having
rican Americans had only recently discovered,
want our culture to be expressed in as many difto go through the traditional route. While Atlanta
but because Black tattoo artists were becoming
ferent ways as possible, and I feel that the next
has been the symbol of progression in many inmore accepted in the predominantly white craft.
generation is fully capable of continuing that.”
stances, there are still some sectors of the art world
Similar to painting and sketching, tattooing falls into
unwilling to fully embrace the artists and gallerists
That’s the key for any art form to survive, passthe same realm of visual art, just on a different canvas.
of color. But this new generation of DIYers caused
ing on of knowledge, providing resources, and beThe skin’s pliability and the movement of the muscle
disruption in the system and provided further
ing able to adapt with the times while reflecting the
below the permanent ink makes the complicated piece
evidence that even in the face of extreme adversity,
culture. The emergence of the digital age is perhaps
of art almost seem alive, as if it had a heartbeat. The
the intelligence and ingenuity of the Black creative
the biggest and most important change in the past
pain that comes with getting a tattoo is almost symwill always forge a path towards tomorrow.
fifty years. The convenience of seemingly having
bolic of the Black struggle in America — if you can
anything and everything available at your fingertips
As Creative Loafing celebrates 50 years of pubendure it, something truly special may come of it.
makes it an amazing time to be alive. If you don’t
lication, one can appreciate its growth from a small
Julia Alphonso’s West End Tattoo was an imporknow something — Google it. Looking for an autopublication to becoming a staple in Atlanta, and, one
tant piece in the movement of Black tattooing in
graphed baseball from your favorite player? Get it on
of the country’s most thorough roadmaps of all things
Atlanta. Out of that establishment came a wave of
Amazon or eBay. Want to revisit an introspective art
cool. This city’s Black arts community has experienced
young, immensely talented Black tattooists — most
piece in Creative Loafing from 2003? Find it online.
a similar journey, rising from the depths of obscurity
notably Miya Bailey, who has been featured in Creto the forefront of cultural innovation. While no one
As with many great things, balancing out the posiative Loafing on several occasions. After moving from
knows what the future holds for the direction of
tives are the negatives. Just as digital mediums and
West End, Bailey founded City of Ink with Tuki
African American art in this city, CL will continue
Carter, as well as Notch8 Gallery, and the creative
to cover the creatives that push the boundaries
behemoth Peters Street Station. PSS is an art and
of the status quo, whatever that may be. —CL—
design community center in the Castleberry Hill
section of Atlanta. In addition to highlighting tat-
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The entire area now has official clout — it’s been
designated as the Pratt-Pullman Landmark District by
the City of Atlanta. The lofty status conferred on the
once neglected acreage is testament to its architectural, historical and cultural relevance, according to a
2017 report by the city’s Urban Design Commission,
which adds, “The Kirkwood neighborhood is significant because it reflects the changes experienced by a
middle-class Atlanta neighborhood that was impacted
by economic and political forces such as transportation improvements, urban consolidation, and the civil
rights movement.”

into a nucleus for the arts, fine cuisine, sports, and
live entertainment, all of which are already underway
in various forms. “We came here that year with the
absolute intention of doing an art and cultural entertainment complex,” Rosenfelt says during a tour of the
grounds. “So instead of turning it into a Target, we
use it for that.”
A number of organizations have tried to revive
Pullman Yards in recent years, all with little success.
The nonprofit Atlanta Contact Point attempted an
acquisition that would have created a multipurpose
community center for sports, art, offices, and nutrition, with play areas for children. The proposal even
gained approval from local councils and residents —
but Rosenfelt and Meulen beat them to it.

COURTESY OF DEPARTURE INSTITUTE

PICKLEBALL ART: Mural on right (inset) depicts Black labor leader A. Philip Randolph.

Atomic’s first high-profile exhibition last year
was “Van Gogh: The Immersive Experience,” seen by
450,000 visitors, according to Rosenfelt. The work of
Pablo Picasso is currently on view in the same format.
The Fan Controlled Football league is using the venue
for its second season and the Atlanta Opera is presenting several productions over the summer. There
is even an in-house orchestra — the Pullman Pops
— playing a variety of live shows. Emory University’s
Science Gallery has set up shop as well.

The digital football enterprise is the only league of
its kind, he says, with fans worldwide playing together on a Twitch streaming device. “We had 3.7 million
viewers last week.”

I

n just the last couple of years, the long-dormant
Pratt-Pullman Yards flanking Rogers Street in
Kirkwood has turned into a thriving mega-development encompassing myriad attractions designed
to appeal to the masses. But it was a different story not
too long ago.
The 27-acre industrial yard had fallen into ruin
over the years, decaying into a graffiti-ridden ghost
town with a dozen old buildings that lured trespassers
and criminals and caused casualties. In 2014, an Army
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reservist was killed during a robbery. In May of 2016,
Atlanta Police began cracking down on social media
users who would sneak through holes in the chainlink fence to take photos, in violation of several laws.
That same year, a teenager from Dunwoody died after
falling through a broken skylight. “Public awareness
of the dangers associated with trespassing in this area
is critical,” the Georgia Bureau of Investigation stated
after the accident.

It seems nobody knew what to do with the place
until 2017 when a couple from Los Angeles snapped it
up for around $7 million and began a major rehabilitation of the entire area. Adam Rosenfelt and his wife
Maureen Meulen, owners of film production company
Atomic Entertainment, had been scouring the country
for a large plot of land that could give new meaning
to the term “mixed-use.” Then they came across the
decrepit rail yard on Atlanta’s east side.

TURN OF THE CENTURY: The Pratt-Pullman complex
in the early 1900s.

The Chicago-based Pullman Company, maker of
luxury railroad carriages for overnight travel, took
over the Pratt enterprise and its facility in 1926 and
converted it to build, repair and restore locomotives
and railroad cars. Management spent approximately
$1.25 million to renovate the so-called ‘Atlanta Shops’
including adding two large, distinctive saw-toothed
buildings which remain standing today. An innovative transfer table was installed to move train cars
laterally down the production line, saving time while
allowing several wagons to be worked on simultaneously.
In order to handle its fleet of 9,800 railway cars,
the company brought in 28,000 conductors and
12,000 porters — known thereafter as the Pullman
Porters — thus making Pullman the second largest
employer of Black Americans in the country.
This is where A. Philip Randolph comes into
the picture. The trade unionist was a founder, with
Milton Webster, of the Brotherhood of Sleeping Car
Porters, created to represent Pullman’s railcar employees nationwide, and served as the organization’s first
president. BSCP became the first such union in existence, focused purely on protecting and promoting
the labor rights of Black rail workers. Randolph thus

The younger Pratt’s laboratory pioneered the production of liquid carbon dioxide which was used at
the time by the nascent Coca-Cola Company.

ILLUSTRATION COURTESY OF PULLMAN MUSEUM

Once in disrepair, the complex’s civil rights ties have also been neglected
KEVIN C. MADIGAN

The active trajectory of the site that was once
farmland begins with the opening of a laboratory in
1904 by chemist and engineer Nathaniel Palmer Pratt,
holder of patents for the manufacture and processing
of various substances including sulfuric acid, a component in phosphate fertilizers. Pratt had followed
in the footsteps of his father, Dr. Nathaniel Alpheus
Pratt. The elder Dr. Pratt established fertilizer plants
and mapped mineral deposits in the South while
holding patents on several chemical processes. Ironically, he was run over and killed by a train in Decatur
in 1906.

The mix of attractions is not as incongruous as it
seems, says Rosenfelt. “It’s all very much in keeping
with the progressiveness that we encourage here. The
Atlanta Opera can coexist with a digital football production. We try to balance things and understand that
not everything is for everyone.”

ILLUSTRATION COURTESY OF HISTORIC ATLANTA

The new Pullman Yards celebrates culture
and heritage

Additionally, the District is “associated with extremely important historical trends of local significance” and with “the broad patterns of development
and industrialization that have had a significant
impact on the City of Atlanta from 1900 through
the 1950s,” the study continues. “These include the
increasing prominence of Atlanta as a transportation
center and the increased industrialization of Atlanta
during the early-to-mid-twentieth century.” According
to the report, the opening of the foundry transformed
Kirkwood into a proper urban neighborhood from
what had been an agricultural suburb accessed by
trolleys.

A subsidiary named Pratt Engineering & Machine
Company was founded the same decade to make parts
for sugar and fertilizer plants. Pratt Engineering also
constructed entire factories in places like Cuba, Puerto Rico, and Brazil. Additionally, the plant produced
munitions for First World War weaponry, but it ended
in bankruptcy. A portion of N.P. Laboratory was sold
to former employees who formed Brogdon-Dumas
Laboratories while the remainder of the business was
bought by The Coca-Cola Company.

Pratt’s arrival in town precipitated a construction
boom of Craftsman bungalows where employees
could live. Prior to that, Kirkwood consisted of little
more than a fire station, a post office, and a couple of
general stores.

PULLMAN PORTERS: Fomenting civil rights while
serving coffee.

“We laid eyes on it and said, ‘This is it; it’s stunning;
it’s spectacular.’ The place was completely dilapidated.”
They are reportedly spending $200 million to turn it
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became a prominent spokesperson for Black workingclass interests and went on to lead the 1963 March on
Washington that featured Dr. Martin Luther King’s ‘I
Have a Dream’ speech.

PULLMAN YARDS TODAY: Industrial revolution meets the digital age.

Various entities such as the Second American
Iron & Metal Company, Southern Iron & Equipment,
and even Georgia Power used the premises for various purposes over the decades; a Georgia Railroad
dinner train ran scenic trips around Atlanta and over
to Stone Mountain between 1986 and 1993; the Hollywood film industry has produced dozens of movies
and television shows on the site: The Hunger Games,
Baby Driver, The Fast and the Furious, MacGyver,
Constantine, Sleepy Hollow and The Originals were
among many shot on location there.

PHOTO COURTESY OF MANDY KAY MARKETING

“Almost all were ex-slaves,” Rosenfelt says of the
hired porters. “(Pullman) was not a particularly good
boss but did provide a wage and a movement towards
a Black middle class — it was a respected job. And it
allowed African Americans to travel around the country and foment the civil rights movement by distributing pamphlets and newspapers.”
The decline of the Pullman Company began with
the Great Depression in the 1930s and was followed
in the mid-1940s by adverse rulings from the United
States Supreme Court related to antitrust matters. The
government ordered Pullman Inc. to divest itself of
either its passenger car operations or its manufacturing activities, resulting in a damaging split in 1944.

Preservation Center’s endangered places list; Georgia
offered the site for sale in 2008.

The post-World War II surge in popularity of cars and
airplanes added to the woes of the company, which
ultimately declared bankruptcy in 1969. The rail yard
ceased to operate as an industrial site in the 1970s
and was abandoned; the State of Georgia acquired the
property in 1990. In 2001 it was listed on the Atlanta

PABLO LURKS WITHIN: Picasso exhibit at Pullman
Yards rakes in the crowds.

In keeping with the film theme, the couple are
opening a restaurant called Dailies & Sides — a reference to filmmaking as well as train terminology. A
second eatery known as Homage will take up residence in a restored 1920s building. An adjacent apartment building named Broadstone Pullman will be
replete with movie lore. Sound stages will continue to
accommodate film productions.
“I don’t know that there’s anywhere quite like it in
the whole country,” Rosenfelt offers. “My wife and I
are here every single day working and planning and
funding. It’s not a big corporation — people always
presume that we are. It’s a mom-and-pop in the truest sense; we have two little girls and they’re here all
the time. Truly, it’s an absolute heart and soul project.”
—CL—

CATMAX PHOTOGRAPHY

“We have a mural (of Randolph) in the pickleball
area,” Rosenfelt says. “We had it painted on the site so
we’re taking him very seriously.” Randolph was elected a vice president of the newly merged AFL-CIO in
1955 and pushed for desegregation and acknowledgment of civil rights within the labor movement and
beyond. He co-founded the Negro American Labor
Council in 1960 and served as its president until
1966, during which he was awarded the Presidential
Medal of Freedom by President Lyndon Johnson.
“He shouldn’t be as lost to history as he is,” Rosenfelt
added.
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PHOTO COURTESY OF DEPARTURE INSTITUTE

FANTASY FOOTBALL: Co-existing with Atlanta Opera and Science Gallery.

HIGH POINT: A dramatic breezeway draws visitors into the Richard Meier-designed High Museum of Art, which opened in 1983. A casting of Auguste Rodin’s
“The Shade” (on pedestal at viewer’s left) commemorates 106 Atlantans who perished in a 1962 airliner crash, which led to the construction of the
Robert W. Woodruff Arts Center in Midtown.

PHOENIX RISING: An ATL arts institution evolves
Like the city itself, the Woodruff Arts Center has risen from tragedy to triumph
DOUG DELOACH

S

ixty years ago this month, on June 3, 1962,
a chartered Boeing 707 jetliner dropped to
the ground within seconds after lifting off
from Orly Airport near Paris, France. The
plane skidded off the runway, crashed and exploded
in flames, killing all 122 passengers and eight of ten
crew members; two stewardesses in the tail section
survived. One hundred and six of the victims were
from Atlanta, most of them art patrons — business,
civic and cultural figures — returning from a tour
of European museums sponsored by the Atlanta
Art Association.
The impetus for arranging the ill-fated Europe-

an tour sprang from a consensus among Atlanta movers and shakers that a city with high aspirational goals
should dedicate more of its financial assets and civic
planning to support of the arts and related community
institutions. In a grim twist of fate, the Orly airline accident, the worst of its kind at the time, succeeded in
rallying unprecedented backing for the cause, which
ultimately led to the construction of the Memorial Arts
Center. When the center opened in 1968, the French
ambassador to the United States presented to Atlanta
a casting of sculptor Auguste Rodin’s “The Shade.”

Today, Rodin’s statue rests on a pedestal, ringed
by polished stone into which are etched the names
of the Orly crash victims, on the grounds of the
High Museum of Art on the campus of the Robert
W. Woodruff Arts Center in Midtown. The original Memorial building has been subsumed into the
Woodruff complex, which encompasses the Alliance
Theatre, Atlanta Symphony Orchestra, Savannah
College of Art and Design (SCAD) Atlanta and the
Richard-Meier-designed museum that opened in 1983.
“The Orly tragedy didn’t just influence the
evolution of the Woodruff Arts Center, it was the
genesis of the effort to build the Memorial Arts
Building alongside the High Museum of Art,” said
Hala Moddelmog, President and Chief Executive

See Phoenix Rising p.75
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50 YEARS
Katz, Irving Azoff and Jim Zumwalt have been key
influences in all of this. I have tried very hard in
my career to not make the same mistake twice.
The Atlanta music scene and Creative Loafing have been inseparable from the get go, a
must read for decades. It has a stronghold connection to Atlanta music and the people that
give a shit about that music. Carry on!

STREET TALK: Was Creative Loafing part of your life?
Atlantans react to our 50th anniversary
on Thursday mornings and it would be empty by
Thursday night or Friday Morning. That was the way
you found out what to do in the city of Atlanta.

POWER TRIO: From left, Alex Cooley, Frank
Sinatra, and Peter Conlon.

AUTHOR/MUSICIAN: Steve Gorman.

Peter Conlon: Live Nation Atlanta,
seminal Atlanta concert promoter

Steve Gorman: musician, The Black Crowes, Trigger Hippy; author, Hard To Handle

THE POINT: Opening night, 1991, with co-owners
Mike Reeves and Dan Nolen and their wives — who
have put up with their musical shenanigans for
far too many years.

Lucy Lawler-Freas: partner and senior
talent buyer, Rival Entertainment, and
Director of Programming, Fox Theater
The first time I saw a Creative Loafing, I was in high
school and I saw it and I went, what is this? I had
gone down to see a film at Georgia State University
and thought, this is just a great thing. And I started
planning my life around it, learning who was coming
into town and where they were going. And somewhere along the line, I thought, well, you know, I’d like
to do that. I’d like to write for a magazine like that.
I started out working with Alex Cooley and Peter
Colon, and for the six years that I was there, all
we did was Creative Loafing advertising, maybe
some Q99 advertising. But then I remember when
I was at Center Stage, we had a Creative Loafing
box outside that would get deliveries overnight

Dan Nolen: past co-owner The Point and
The Cotton Club, Brothers Bar, Jacksonville, AL, and current owner, Smith’s Olde
Bar and The Nick, Birmingham, AL
I’m just a guy that fell in love with music early on.
This city is like John Lee Hooker said, “Atlanta is a
young New York.”. Coming here from Alabama I’d see
that skyline and I knew that it was going to be home.
The business end of music is harder than it looks and
can be a heartbreaking process, but Mike Reeves and
I went through it together and it’s still a great ride.
I’d say the highpoint in my career was meeting,
hanging out and having Greg Allman perform at
one of my venues. Major turning point for me. It’s
rewarding watching talented bands and artists play
our rooms and then go onto huge success. I love
that. We live and learn through it all. I always say
that who you are is a combination of the people
you meet along the way. Guys like Tony Ruffino,
Alex Cooley, Twiggs Lyndon Jr., Phil Walden, Joel

I moved to Atlanta in early 1987 and immediately
realized that Creative Loafing was essential reading.
For someone trying to get a sense of what was happening in town, what was worth checking out, what
should be avoided at all costs…CL was invaluable.
I always trusted CL, even if and when my band was
being reviewed less than enthusiastically.My feelings at the time were pretty simple: If a gig wasn’t
mentioned in Creative Loafing , either before or
after it happened, did it really happen at all?

FOURTH FROM LEFT: Britt Turner.

Brit Turner: drummer for
Blackberry Smoke
We started the band in Atlanta in 2001. We often
flipped through The Creative loafing to search out
venues to play. One of our very first gigs was at the
Star Bar in Little 5 Points, then many great shows

ORCHESTRATORS: Brad Syna (left) and John Paul
Jones.

Brad Syna: Variety Playhouse/Zero Mile
Growing up in Atlanta, Creative Loafing was the
place to learn about the local music scene. You
could also find out what new shows and cool happenings were coming up. When I started working
at the Variety Playhouse it was great finally meeting Tony, Gina, David T, Jeff, Chad and other writers who I had been reading for years. I would pitch
them on upcoming shows and when they chose to
write about one, it always helped spread the word.
PATIENCE AND RESOLVE: Nancy Martin-Chivington.

Nancy Martin-Chivington: CL
sales staff, 1981-2011
The relationships, comradery, love & respect we
had for one another. The lifelong friends/relationships that were made. We were a family. I was
21 when I came to CL. Who knew I would be
there 31+ yrs. Forever grateful to Debby Eason
for her vision, otherwise I would not have met
so many interesting, creative people. Grateful to
Scott Walsey for his business leadership that kept
CL alive and thriving. Good times. Happy 50th!
ROSS HAFLI
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RICK DIAMOND

Alex Cooley and I saw it as necessary to integrate vertically and take acts from starting at
The Point. Then they would [work up to] to
the Cotton Club and then to the Roxy and then
to Chastain. Acts like the Indigo Girls and
R.E.M. started in small places and worked their
way up. So we felt it was good to have our focus
on those local venues. And we still do. I mean, to
this day, we have the Buckhead Theater, which
was the Roxy, and we have the Roxy now at
the Battery, and we have the Tabernacle downtown. You have to be in that part of the business
too, because those acts all come up that way.
When some of the new wave acts first started,
there weren’t a lot of places for them to play. People,
whether it was on radio or concert promoters, were
thinking, well, [New Wave] this will never happen.
We’re talking about, like, Elvis Costello or the Talking Heads, and it was hard for them to get booked.
But with clubs, you can take a chance on early acts.
Creative Loafing was affordable. The Atlanta JournalConstitution was always extremely expensive. Even
in those days it was $10 or $20,000 for a full page
ad in the Journal and I think you could get a full
page in Creative Loafing for something like a thousand dollars — and it had a good circulation base.
I think about the famous Sex Pistols show at the Great
Southeast Music Hall, which was their first U.S. appearance. Now there’s a special about them on Netflix.
I asked Alex once about that show and all he said was

the Loaf for their forward-thinking attitudes and
the enlightening writing we’ve come to expect.

LISA MILLER

SCOTT WILLIS PHOTOGRAPHY/COURTESY THE ARTIST

they were terrible. But it was the hype built by the
media that made [the Sex Pistols show] what it was.
Our business includes working with the media, and it’s
important to how we create excitement about a show.
I think people still want to be told to a certain extent
what a critic recommends, or what someone thinks
they should spend their time and money on. I don’t
see that kind of coordinated effort as much anymore.
It seems like information is just thrown out there.

at The Peachtree Tavern in Buckhead, and then on
to our latest headline show at Ameris Park Amphitheatre in Alpharetta. It feels good to play and be
well received in Atlanta for many reasons. Seeing
family and childhood friends. Another big one is
that we get to sleep in our own beds that night.
Social media is very immediate when it comes
to promoting and that is important to our band.
But I still like to hold the Creative Loafing in my
hand. It’s just like I like to hold a vinyl record.

Matt Arnett, founder/director Grocery On Home, manager artist/
musician Lonnie Holley
Seeing features written about Lonnie Holley’s music the last few years in the Guardian, Financial
Times, The New Yorker, New York Times Magazine, among other national and international publications, I’m reminded that it was Doug DeLoach
who first wrote of Holley’s music. Not the first to
write of it in a meaningful way, though he did, the
first to write about it period. Kudos to Doug and

GOT THE T-SHIRT: Buck Lanford.

Buck Lanford: WAGA-TV
My relationship with Creative Loafing goes back to
my college days at Georgia State. “The Loaf,” as we
called it, was the go-to source for what was going on,
in and around Atlanta. Our social lives depended on it.
Meanwhile, this year will mark my 24th year at Fox 5
Atlanta, 13 as a sports reporter/anchor, 11 as a morning
anchor on “Good Day Atlanta,” and the last six as At-
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EXPERIENCE A
DINO-MITE SUMMER
AT FERNBANK!

PLUS SINK YOUR TEETH INTO
MORE SUMMER ADVENTURES
GIANT SCREEN FILMS

OUTDOOR EXHIBITS

Sponsored locally by Isdell Family Foundation.

Sponsored locally by Isdell Family Foundation.

Sponsored locally by Isdell Family Foundation.

SPECIAL EVENTS

Summer Exhibit on View June 11-Sept. 5
BIRTHDAY BASH

Congratulations to Creative Loafing for 50 years in Atlanta.
Fernbank Museum is also excited to be celebrating 30 years
as Atlanta’s Science and Nature Experience!

An exhibition created by the Australian Museum
and toured internationally by Flying Fish

A WORLD OF WOW
Get tickets at FernbankMuseum.org
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lanta’s burger connoisseur. While #BurgersWithBuck
has featured more than 300 restaurants and venues in and around Atlanta, working with CL during their annual Atlanta Burger Week is always a
highlight on the burger calendar. Plus, they always
have a really cool ATL Burger Week t-shirt.

Happy 50th Anniversary Creative Loafing Newspaper! You have been revolutionary in the alternative
newspaper space for half a century. Atlanta and so
many people owe you gratitude for the vision, opportunity, and joy you have brought to us all through
the years. I have always credited you with giving
me some of the best days of my life and I will never
stop telling the story of CL. To the Eason family,
you will always have my respect. Debby was a rare
woman and well before her time in thought, so I
respect her as a visionary and the mother of CL –

10,000 Maniacs return to Atlanta July 29 to
play the City Green at the Sandy Springs Performing Arts Center at City Springs. The Pylon Reenactment Society opens. Reserved
seats are sold-out. Lawn seating is free.
THE WHITE DOT: Follow For Now with David Ryan
Harris (right).

David Ryan Harris: singer-songwriter
COURTESY 10,000 MANIACS

FOR THE PEOPLE: Lorraine Cochran-Johnson.

Creative Loafing has helped me both personally
and professionally, because it literally launched my
professional career. Immediately following my studies at John Marshall Law School I began working
at Creative Loafing . During that time, I developed
some of the most meaningful relationships of my life.
CL has been a breeding ground for amazing people,
who were creative, socially conscious, and natural
leaders. So, I really grew during my years at Creative
Loafing and had the ability to provide a great living
for my family as a result of Debby Eason and her
vision. I am eternally grateful for my days at CL.
I moved on from CL in 2010 to become self-employed
for a period before accepting a new position in print
media that changed my life. Professionally, I’d say
CL was pretty-much the springboard for my ability
to become the General Manager of the Atlanta Daily
World Newspaper and begin a successful career with
Real Times Media. Since that publication was one of
the oldest African American publications in the U.S. it
afforded me many great relationships and opportunities on a national level and was a huge factor in my
ability to be successful in becoming an elected official.
It is very true that relationships will carry you places
money won’t, so I value every relationship and person
I have had the ability to meet during my life’s journey.

Seeking our fame and fortune 10,000 Maniacs moved
to Atlanta in the fall of 1982. We settled in Little
5 Points, just a stones-throw from db Records,
Wax ‘N Fax and Fellini’s Pizza. We shopped at Sevananda and read Creative Loafing from cover to
cover. We might thumb through day old copies of
the Atlanta Journal-Constitution but we devoured
Creative Loafing . Who was at 688 or Hedgens? The
Moonshadow? Not just arts and entertainment either.
Loafing told us what was really going on in Atlanta.
Investigative pieces about new highways displacing
old neighborhoods — the usual political corruption
the straight papers avoided. Creative Loafing even
had an ad where we could go to sell our plasma to
make ends meet. We read about Hedgens and the
Moonshadow Saloon, but most of all we dreamed
of playing 688 and getting reviewed by Tony Paris.
We returned to Atlanta many times in the ‘80’s. We
became great friends with Danny Beard. There was a
vacant corner lot near Wax ‘n’ Facts where we played
some whiffle ball. He took Steve and me to Georgia
Tech to see Mark Price play point guard for Bobby
Cremmins. With John Salley. He took us to Fulton
County Stadium to the Dale Murphy led Braves
beast the Astros. Danny called them the “Lastros”
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Dennis Drew: 10,000 Maniacs
YEARS OF ACKNOWLEDGEMENT: Matt Terrell.

Matt Terrell: Communications
Director, Dad’s Garage
Behind the scenes at Dad’s Garage, in the back bowels of the office, we have our Wall’O’Awards that
chronicles more than 20 years of (almost) always
winning Creative Loafing ‘s “Best of Award” for
Best Improv Theatre. On another wall, we have
large framed posters of years and years of press clippings and reviews from Creative Loafing . Truly,
without the support of Creative Loafing during our
early years, Dad’s Garage would not have had the
recognition or community interest that we were
able to build. Thank you to Creative Loafing for supporting the arts in Atlanta. Happy Anniversary!

My go-to source for alternative views, places
and people in Atlanta is Creative Loafing .
It’s as much a part of our cultural DNA as the
Peachtree Road Race, biscuits at Mary Mac’s,
and Killer Mike. Giving a virtual high five to
CL and looking forward to another 50 years!

COURTESY CUMULUS MEDIA

RAKING IN THE DOUGH: 10,000 Maniacs during their
time in Atlanta.

Murray Attaway: musician, cofounder of Guadalcanal Diary

Stephanie Stuckey: CEO Stuckey’s, former
Georgia State Representative

Fifty years! Half a century! Seems surreal, yet CL has been a cultural beacon for the
bulk of my existence, so, I can believe it.
Way back, if I wanted to see the upcoming roster
for the Great Southeast Music Hall or Rose’s Cantina; when I wanted to read a profile on some unfamiliar artist; later when I nervously read reviews
of my own work by Tony or David T (especially if
they were mean, which was always the most fun);
all of this made the Loaf indispensable to me.
Creative Loafing has always had exceptional
writers and staff. Some of the most penetrating and well-written pieces on relevant issues I’ve
ever read appeared here. And it was free.
Very happy anniversary, CL! I’ll see you in 2072!
Attaway’s new album will be out at the end of
the year, and the third season of his podcast,
“Dazzle Dudes,” also comes out this year

ROCK 100.5: Axel Lowe, Southside Steve, and Mo.

Axel Lowe: Rock 100
ATLANTANTUCKY BREWING

Lorraine Cochran-Johnson: Super
District 7 Commissioner of
DeKalb County Commissioner

The late ‘80s early ‘90s music scene in Atlanta was the best of all time. There I said it.
I am incredibly grateful to have been alive in, a part
of, and witness to that particular era of the Atlanta
music scene. In ‘89 anything was possible both in
terms of career trajectory and musical exploration. It was one of the last times that I felt like true
originality was celebrated and rewarded. The most
noble pursuit was to pilot the unchartered. Crossgenre pollination was the norm. No road maps. No
cell phones documenting questionable behavior.
Almost as many venues as there were bands.
And it was all right there in the CL. Established
enough to be a legitimate publication, but independent
enough to still be underground. No small feat. You
just felt like you were doing something if you were in
CL. The king maker for the cool. Long may you run.

TERRY ALLEN

STEPHANIE STUCKEY

DAVID RYAN HARRIS ARCHIVES

We did play 688 with the Swimming Pool Q’s and
again on our own several times. Our Atlanta patron
Louise McGovern (she let us sleep on her floor) got us
parts as extras in “The Slugger’s Wife”. I actually made
the film cut ordering food at the Varsity. We played
the Fox and Chastain Park. Creative Loafing was there
every step of the way. Congratulations on 50 years.

Fish Scales: Nappy Roots and Atlantucky
Brewing
Growing up aspiring to be a rapper from Middle
Georgia, we always looked to Atlanta for the next
sound and trend. Creative Loafing was one of the
main mediums we really trusted to give us that.

I’ve been in Atlanta since 1990, and one of the first
things I discovered with the free Creative Loafing magazine--it was the one thing that connected
me to this “new” city. Years later, I still rely on it to
keep me in the know on all the events and concerts.
The only thing that’s changed is the delivery--I now
keep up through the Creative Loafing socials and
website. Happy 50th to a great Atlanta institution!

Mara Davis: Atlanta radio, TV,
and podcast personality
Happy Anniversary CL!!
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Back in the day we all waited for the coveted “Best
Of” list. When it came out you just had to try every
restaurant! I was even lucky enough to make it as
Atlanta’s best DJ a few times. Shameless plug, sorry.
I want to highlight this because radio rarely has humans anymore. It was like winning an Oscar!! Creative
Loafing has produced some terrific journalists and
in its heyday was a marker of Atlanta cool culture.

dated a year, married, raised two children, and will
celebrate our 25th wedding anniversary in May this
year. We both medaled Gold in our quest for love!
Thank you, Creative Loafing , for your entertaining and informative publication and for
changing my life irrevocably and lovingly.

Mark Gunter: Fantasyland Records

COURTESY OF JULIETT ROWE

Being a record store manager, and being around the
local music scene, Creative Loafing has been indispensable, especially during the pre-internet ‘80s &
‘90s. Back then, you had to pick up the Loaf each
week to keep up with what was going on in the local
Atlanta music scene. From scanning the club/venue
concert calendars, to reading the articles and reviews
by one of the finest music writers/editors ever, in
Tony Paris. Happy 50th Anniversary Creative Loafing!

SMITH’S OLDE BAR: It’s an uphill climb. Ed
Roland, left, and Michelle Malone pose in front
of the Wall Of Fame.

Michelle Malone: musician
Creative Loafing was always my go-to paper. I
loved the Sound Board because I could find out
who was playing in town. The Loaf always gave
great props to us musicians. We were well represented in our community and I personally feel
the paper has always supported me and my career,
and has been so generous. I’m very grateful.
Michelle has just released her 17th album, 1977
and is currently on tour to support the release

GOLD MEDAL WINNERS: Joyce and John Mulazzi

Joyce Mulazzi: reader, and former advertiser in Creative Loafing’s personal ads
In 1996, during the Atlanta Olympics, I placed a personal ad for my Olympic Dream man. John replied, we
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hard each and every one of our Fox Theatre family works to make memories even now in 2022.
Creative Loafing 50-year coverage of everything
arts and entertainment in Atlanta has given a guide
for enjoying the best of arts and culture for all, but
especially what we offer here at the Fox, as well as
many of our sister theatres around the city. From
literary and comedy events to large rock concerts,
Creative Loafing provides the awareness and anticipation of the events and then often some of the best
reviews read by many. We head into the next 50 with
Creative Loafing with excitement at their growing
and always dependable synopsis of all things ATL!
We are getting closer to our own important milestone---celebrating our 100 year legacy of the grand
building, the shared memories of all our patrons and
celebrating the past 100 years of all things Fox Theatre
in 2029. From our past of many occupying presenting
business, to the major threat of potential demolition,
a major 1996 fire, and now most recently the global
pandemic closure we look forward to celebrating all
the baby steps to all the large victories. The largest
of the victories of course taking place with the Save
the Fox campaign in the early 70s. Those years create full circle moments as we continue paying our
success forward all across Georgia and the Southeast
United States through the Fox Theatre Institute.

Leigh Burns: Director,
Fox Theater Institute
The Fox Theatre is often referred to as magical. Our
National Historic Landmark building we believe transports our patrons to a time of wonder, joy and having time to just enjoy their lives. In the midst of this
everything from the celestial blue sky to the sounds
of Mighty Mo still amaze now, almost 100 years later.
We hope our prominent and once threatened spot
at the corner of Peachtree and Ponce serves as a reminder of Atlanta’s long ago past but also encourages
even more lifelong attendance of new generations.
Besides the absolutely exquisite, architectural masterpiece of our our 93-year-old building, I am most
proud that all the people I meet through my job and
beyond feel a part of the Fox Theatre. I am thankful for the strong attachment to the “sense of place”
this has in their lives. Hardly a week goes by when
I do not hear a “My first Fox Theatre memory”
story. The stories often include big smiles. The
lifelong loyalty makes me feel very proud of how

Rupert Fike: freelance writer
After ten years of San Francisco and then a Tennessee commune, I returned to Atlanta with aspirations
left over from UGA Journalism school — I wanted
back in the game. “The game” in those years was
Creative Loafing with its five dollars a column-inch
payout for whatever feature you could talk the editors into reading then perhaps running. Somehow
this was terribly important to me, consuming even.
I stalked the CL offices, a moving target in those
days — from a house on North Highland to West
Peachtree and 10th, to Willoughby Way, here I came
with my newest pitch for a story, a column, a feature! My payoff was to walk into the Yacht Club or
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Tortillas or Manuel’s and have someone say, “Hey, I
loved your piece in Creative Loafing !” That was it
right there - the bohemian endorphin I had to have.
Sadly, I had to break in with “Soapbox” columns that
ran, perhaps insultingly, on the letters-to-the-editor
page — my first piece a review of then-unknown
bands (R.E.M. and Pylon) causing cultural whiplash
at the Piedmont Park Arts Festival and their subsequent banishment. Next an imagined take-over of the
soon-to-be-closed Plaza Drugs by homeless activists
chaining themselves to its legendary luncheonette
where Urban Outfitter tee shirt tables now sit. And
there was that ill-advised parenting piece in which
I informed our 12 year-old daughter that her heartthrob, David Bowie, was gay. It produced angry letters.
Mostly I was driven by the need to be a part of this
city’s ongoing conversation. That’s why I was hammering away on my father’s old Underwood after a
day of carpentry (five dollars a column inch wasn’t
going to feed a family of four) in search of legible
double-spaced copy (okay, a few scratch-outs) that I
could submit to Alix Kenagy or Cliff Bostock or that
hired-gun Brit editor who called a staff meeting to announce that no more would any unsolicited (such an
unkind word) manuscripts be considered unless they
were accompanied by 10 cover story ideas. So harsh,
yet I did what he said. I was under some kind of spell.
Undeterred, unsalaried, I persisted. Bang, bang, type,
type, ding of carriage, crumple of paper out on our
side porch with Album 88 blasting. Alix Kenagy
memorably making a yawning gesture after reading
(likely skimming) my 5k word opus on Oscar Wilde’s
visit to the Ponce de Leon springs in the 1880s. Complete with imagined stilted dialogue! I’d spent days
at the Atlanta History Center thinking it was cover
story worthy ($250!). Basically I was delusional.
But I kept grinding, every week a new Creative Loafing in its boxes, and almost every week I wasn’t
in it. I switched to short fiction, poetry. What
can I say, it was the writer’s life in those last preinternet years, a writer inexplicably smitten with
this free weekly that covered the intown scene, a
scene that would soon become the full-throated
perimeter-bridging, hip-hopping hoe-down we’re
all now a part of. The game we’re all still in.

Priscilla Smith: artist,
impresaria, No Tomorrow
Creative Loafing (even the name talks about the era
when it emerged) has been an invaluable part of the
creative life of countless artistic events in my (literally) decades-long flailing in the wilds of Atlanta’s cultural scene. And Doug Deloach and Listening Post are
absolutely a part of that. How many shows have I attended with him? How many times has he witnessed
my and my various groups’ offerings? How many of
our audience members came because he told them
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to? Atlanta’s not an easy city for artists. How much
harder it would have been had it not been for CL.

world helps remind Atlanta each year that Halloween is coming! Thanks for believing in us
way back when Creative Loafing…Happy 50th!

ICONIC MONSTER: Netherworld’s ‘The Collector.’

Billy Messina: Netherworld
Haunted House co-founder
When Netherworld Haunted House first opened
in 1997, it was located in a 4,000 sq. ft. section of
a vacant outlet mall in Kennesaw. The total cast
and crew that year was about 40 people. Today,
Netherworld occupies over 60,000 sq. ft., sits on 10
acres in Stone Mountain, has a namesake street address (1313 Netherworld Way) and a seasonal staff
more than 10 times that of our inaugural season.
When we launched Netherworld, our goal was to offer
the folks of greater Atlanta a different kind of Halloween fun, a haunted house built upon original characters and storylines. This may sound like an obvious
choice now, but back in the day most every haunted
house in the nation relied upon the use of licensed
characters like Freddy, Jason, and Michael Myers.
Suffice to say, many people were confused by Netherworld’s lack of such denizens of the silver screen.
Luckily, Creative Loafing decided to support us in that
first year and became one of our original sponsors.
Not only did Creative Loafing help visually highlight
our unique characters, differentiating us from the
competition, but the mere affiliation with Creative
Loafing gave us some instant cred. You see, in the
days pre-internet, Atlanta’s Free Alternative Weekly
was THE source to find out anything new, cool or fun
happening in the Atlanta area and if your business
got their endorsement then it must be worth a look.
A lot has changed since 1997, people may not be
picking up a newsprint the way they once did,
but Creative Loafing (no matter how you read it)
remains essential to Atlanta’s cultural landscape
and remains an essential way in which Nether-

James Bodiford: retired Cobb County Superior Court Senior Judge
I was going to law school full time and working full
time. It might have been 1972, very near the beginning of Creative Loafing. I had a created a little
company that delivered free magazines and Chick
Eason found me. We probably had a handshake agreement. I can remember picking up the papers after
college at about three o’clock on Tuesday afternoon. I
could put all the newspapers in my cargo van and it
wouldn’t even fill it up. [As the paper grew], I would
have to go to the printing plant to pick up the paper
and I would fill up the van completely, probably to
a dangerous point and then end up coming back
once or twice because the paper had gotten so big.
I remember going into one of the Fulton County
government buildings, you know, a thousand years
ago and seeing a guy through a window reading
Creative Loafing and he had a tie on, he had coffee and I thought, that’s the guy I want to be. I want
to go to work and be able to relax, not get up at
6:30 in the morning and maneuver traffic. Now, I
wouldn’t trade that time for anything in the world
As a judge, I try to impress on folks in the courtroom,
Hey, you can do more, don’t try to live up to other
people’s expectations, make your own. I’ll never forget,
there was a guy that [appeared before me] and I was
giving him a bad time because he wasn’t making his
child payments or whatever. And I was not going to
let him walk out of the courtroom. But I saw that
he was working two jobs and asked about that and
he said, yes, just like you did judge. He would literally work at McDonald’s during the day and at 5:00
he would change uniforms and go work at Wendy’s.
I said,”Listen, you’re fine, you’re good to go,
you’re doing everything you can.” —CL—
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STREET TALK: What was going on?
Atlantans recall their history during our history
integration of Emory. To a certain extent, I felt like I
was the son of Atticus Finch. I’ve always been proud
of that. When I was a freshman in college, my father
became the Dean of the Emory Law School and my
father immediately set about integrating the law school
in a significant way and to facilitate bringing Black
attorneys into the profession. Even today, the most
senior Black attorneys will go on and on about what
my father did to facilitate getting them scholarships to
Emory Law School. My father gave Maynard Jackson
his first job at the Emory Law School. And a whole
first generation of Black lawyers my father had picked
out to start at Emory Law School then became the
political leadership when things began to change.

Black member of the Piedmont Driving Club. I’ve
always felt it was a part of my upbringing to understand others by being in their shoes. It is always an
uncomfortable feeling to make yourself vulnerable
but this is how you grow. The history of Atlanta is
white people and Black people being vulnerable with
each other and coming up with solutions. My father
and his contemporaries did this and their legacy
lives on in us. This is what makes Atlanta special.

Pull in... fill up

Jerome Russell, Jr., President,
H.J. Russell & Company

Ben F. Johnson III, former
managing partner, Alston & Bird,
CL’s long-time attorney
The [white] person primarily responsible for building bridges [between the Black and white communities] was Robert Woodruff, because he wanted the
headquarters of Coca-Cola to be in a town that he
could be proud of. For that to be the case, it had to be
a town that didn’t look like Birmingham or Albany, it
had to be a town that had aspirations of being more
like New York or Boston. When Martin Luther King,
Jr., won the Nobel Prize, Woodruff decided that the
white community would honor King. At first, they
couldn’t sell any tickets to the celebration. Woodruff
basically said, “Everybody is going to buy tickets to
the celebration and everybody is going to be there.”
Woodruff and [C&S Bank president] Mills Lane
wanted to build relationships between the white business community and the African American business
community. And there wasn’t a place in Atlanta where
they could have lunch together. None of the [business]
clubs were integrated. They opened the Commerce
Club, which was designed to facilitate white people
andBlack people being able to meet and have lunch.
My father [Ben F. Johnson, Jr.] argued a case in
the Georgia Supreme court, which resulted in the

My father [Herman Jerome Russell, Sr.] and [African-American civic and business leader] Jesse Hill
would talk multiple times a day. Their conversation
centered around ways to strengthen the Black business community and advocating for more inclusion
in Atlanta’s business world. They were instrumental
in forming the Action Forum in the 1960s that paved
the way for Black business in Atlanta. The Action
Forum’s incubation started out of the Commerce
Club with support of key members of the white
establishment. The demographics of the city were
changing, and everyone realized that the power would
eventually shift to Black leadership. The Action Forum facilitated the progression of Black businesses
and political power into economic mainstream.
Maynard Jackson’s election as Atlanta’s first Black
mayor was huge. There was deep entrepreneurial talent in the Black community and Maynard had the
courage to advocate for Black economic inclusion. This
has continued for over 50 years. The expansion of the
airport in early ’70s was Maynard Jackson’s platform for
Black economic empowerment. He advocated for Black
entrepreneurs like my father and expected excellence
in their profession. Relationships with Delta, Coca
Cola and other white business were groundbreaking
opportunities for both white and Black businesses.
I was one of six Black kids at Westminster in 1980
out of 200 or so students in my class. It was weird
to be in that situation. My brother was the first

Nathaniel Smith, Founder and
Chief Equity Officer of the
Partnership for Southern Equity
My parents worked at the Southern Christian
Leadership conference when Dr. [Joseph] Lowery
was there. I learned that the people that are closest to the problems that we face are closest to the
solution. A lot of time change doesn’t happen from
the top down. It happens from the bottom up. I
also learned that that the most powerful weapon
against injustice is love. The opposite of love is not
hate – it is fear. The more that you’re able to facilitate trust there’s a direct correlation between trust
and change. Change moves at the speed of trust.
I always tell people that for many years, Atlanta
was not a progressive city. I call Atlanta a pragmatic
city. You know, it’s a city that shows up when it

your home away from home
since 1994
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needs to save face. There are some bright spots, of
course. I’ve given my whole life really to trying to
bring the city together and make the city a more
equitable place for everybody. But if you look at
these moments in time, you will find a closed door
with a whole bunch of influential white folks and
a sprinkle Black folks trying to figure out a way
to react to some bad press or bad thing happening
and really wanting to protect Atlanta’s reputation.

challenges: people dying around you, financial and
social and personal challenges. Don has kept the
chorus going throughout this pandemic. The first
rehearsal of the 40th seasons was in the parking lot
of the Morningside Presbyterian Church. It would
have been very easy for the Atlanta Gay Men’s Chorus to have an interrupted history, but thanks to
him we have 40 years of uninterrupted music.

One of the big challenges of the city and some of
our communities is that a small group of folks in
some of these disinvested communities have benefited because they’ve been able to talk the loudest
and leverage their power as a way to benefit them
and not the broader community. At the same time,
historically, the philanthropic community and other
interests have never really invested in strengthening
the civic infrastructure of our city. No real money has
ever been put towards really strengthening community
agency and power in a way that they could learn how
to organize themselves and speak for themselves. If
you give the power to a small group of people, then
you can control them. But if the power is shared with
the people, it is very difficult to control the people

We would sing for a lot of memorials. I personally
stopped counting at a hundred because it was just too
difficult to bear. People who were in their twenties,
thirties, forties – you just don’t expect to know that
many people who are dying. That’s what was happening to us in the early eighties. It was very difficult and
it was trying. We commissioned a big choral work
called Memento Mori from a very well-known pianist
and director. It was an AIDS Requiem, and among the
first AIDS requiem pieces that was commissioned.
I have to give props to current artistic director Donald Milton. Every director has had their

Elizabeth Corrie, Professor in the Practice
of Youth Education and Peacebuilding;
Director of the Religious Education
Program, the Candler School of Theology
at Emory
One of the things that I discovered very quickly
that I loved about Atlanta was its destination for
LGBT folks. I’m heterosexual, but I very quickly
was supportive of the rights of the LGBT folk and
particularly in the church. Early on I made friends
with other Candler [School of Theology] students
who were gay and were going to seminary by day
and then they were Drag Queens at night. I would
go to these Midtown night clubs and see someone
who was going to be preaching on Sunday morning
but was in full drag singing gospel songs and “I’m
Every Woman” on Saturday night. So my experience
of Atlanta in the nineties was gay and fun. And I understood it very much to be this diverse safe haven.
We used to spend our time wringing our hands about
whether or not to talk about homosexuality at all. Now
it’s sort of being assumed that everyone is on some kind

THE GUARDIAN OF THE HUMAN SPIRIT: Tom Houck being interviewed at the Center for Civil and Human Rights.

Eyewitness to history
With his tour of Atlanta’s historic civil rights landmarks, Tom Houck recounts the key role of the city
and its people in the movement
KEVIN C. MADIGAN

M
ZOO ATLANTA: It started out as a circus.

Cary Burgess, VP Senior Vice President/
Operations, Guest Services & Community
Affairs and Rachel Davis, Director
of Communications, Zoo Atlanta
The Atlanta Zoo started in March of 1889. There
was a traveling circus on its way to Marietta and
there was a problem with the finances. All the people
that were working it quit. Nobody knew what to do
See Street Talk p.75
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CIVIL RIGHTS TOUR ATLANTA

Not long after we started the AIDS epidemic really
hit hard in Atlanta. By 1985, we were seeing deaths of
our fellow singers and brothers here. Kevin Robinson,
who was the director for 10 years, said that he felt like
the universe established gay and lesbian choruses in
the early eighties, so that they would be around when
they were needed once the AIDS epidemic got going.

At the same time, there’s still this backlash or this
generational difference. When you’re only hanging
around youth, it’s a done deal. [They believe that] God
loves every single human being regardless of their gender, or, in fact, celebrates their gender identity and their
sexual identity and their racial identity and all of these
things. But then when you mix into intergenerational
spaces, you are reminded that there’s this segment of
our population that usually maps older and white that
are still deeply uncomfortable with these conversations and that these things are not okay for Christians.
I feel like our job is constantly brokering the tension between younger generations and older generations and buffering both of them and translating back
and forth. I’m trying to understand where the young
people are actually far ahead of me now in terms of
their understanding of identity and what it means
to move through the world as a human being. I’m
trying to catch up with them, but at the same time,
I have to then translate it into the conversations I
have with older folk who are in their own place..

Jeffrey McIntyre, founder and artistic
director, Atlanta Gay Men’s Chorus
Our first performance was in 1981 at the First
Metropolitan Community Church on North Highland Avenue. We decided we needed to have a
uniform look so we all wore khakis and pastel
button downs. We marched into thunderous applause, it was standing room only. It was kind of
overwhelming. We did a barbershop quartet version of “Georgia On My Mind” and an arrangement
of “Can’t Help Lovin’ That Man,” which was a big
hit. When we finished, we got a standing ovation.

of spectrum in terms of their sexual orientation and on
some kind of spectrum in terms of gender. The youth
are so comfortable with it that it’s a non-issue, like, why
are we still even talking about whether or not it’s okay
to be Christian and gay at the same time? Of course,
it’s okay to be Christian and gay at the same time.

erely a teenager when he signed up with
the civil rights movement in the mid1960s, Tom Houck has been committed to the cause ever since. Now 72, the
raspy-voiced activist runs weekly bus tours of Atlanta’s
historic civil rights spots, encompassing buildings,
schools, churches, statues, neighborhoods, and other
significant places and participants in the South’s
struggle for equal rights.
“We don’t follow any specific rules or script, except
our love for Atlanta and its nonviolence in the civil
rights movement, which I was very fortunate to be
a part of,” Houck says from his perch at the front
of the tour bus on a recent Saturday morning.

“I got kicked out of high school for going to Selma
(Alabama, in 1965, after Bloody Sunday) and never
returned, and wound up working for the Southern
Christian Leadership Conference in Atlanta,” Houck
recalls. The SCLC was founded by Dr. Martin Luther King Jr. in 1957 in reaction to the Montgomery
Bus Boycott and its aftermath, and the organization
consisted mostly of local African American leaders such as Ralph David Abernathy, Andrew Young,
and Joseph Lowery who organized nonviolent protests against discrimination and, in doing so, made
a place for themselves in this country’s history.

As we pass the old SCLC building on Auburn
Avenue, Houck says, “The march from Selma to
Montgomery and the March on Washington, those
were all planned here; this is where the Albany,
Georgia, movement was based; the Poor People’s
Campaign was organized here.” The National Park
Service has purchased the former SCLC headquarters and “hopefully will restore this building to the beauty it once had,” he continues.
“It took a lot of blood and sweat and tears to get
the city integrated,” Houck acknowledges. “Atlanta
was the headquarters of many of those civil rights
leaders, that’s why you see so many streets and
buildings named after them. Some became politicians — Andy Young became mayor of Atlanta;
there is Congressman John Lewis; Hosea Wil-

See Eyewitness p.72
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TRENTON BROWN/ONE BELOW NINE

BETTER THAN DRUGS: Ahead of his next album, B.o.B. discusses his legacy and the future of Atlanta’s music scene.

ATL UNTRAPPED: B.o.B., Creative Loafing, and
Atlanta’s undying appreciation for weird
The genre-defying hitmaker is in his final form ahead of the release of ‘Better Than Drugs’
JOSHUA ROBINSON

B

.o.B. shouldn’t have been willing to do an
interview with CL.

Over the latter half of the previous decade, nearly all of the articles written about
him were rife with ridicule over the rapper’s belief
about the earth being flat. And while I’m not saying
that B.o.B.’s comments shouldn’t have been questioned

— because everyone and everything should be these
days — past CL writers definitely had fun at the genredefying hitmaker’s expense. If he had read all of those
pieces before agreeing to this interview, who knows if
it would have ever come to fruition.
Luckily, he didn’t read any of them.
Yet even as I inform him about those stories, B.o.B.
doesn’t flinch. Unbothered by my bad news, he chooses

Make History See History Live History

not to dwell on any of the negativity from CL’s past
coverage. In fact, the Decatur artist reveals that he
couldn’t have been happier for an opportunity to appear in the paper’s 50th anniversary issue. From his
perspective, CL is integral to the documentation and
progression of the Atlanta music scene.
“Oh, Creative Loafing is solidified,” B.o.B. says with
the utmost respect from Atlanta’s favorite death-defy-

Celebrate Juneteenth with a tribute to Motown & R&B!
OTHER PULLMAN ATTRACTIONS TO CHECK OUT!

See ATL Untrapped p.54

52 · JUNE 2022 · creativeloafing.com

THE RAILPARK  IMAGINE PICASSO  ANDREW BIRD  FAN CONTROLLED FOOTBAL
PICKLEBALL  FOOD TRUCKS  THE ATLANTA OPERA  DAILIES & SIDES RESTAURANT
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ATL Untrapped continued from p.52

doing all the different weird shit but then it’s
like, you got to come back and remind niggas
like, ‘Naw, I’mma kick that fly shit too.’ But it
was always this struggle of doing it together.
Then there was the challenge of having all that
pop success get in your head.”

ing publication. “An Atlanta OG — legendary.
As soon as I got the news, I was like, ‘I’m
there, fuck yeah!”
His legacy, like this newspaper’s, isn’t lost
on me. I probably belted out something similar
to “fuck yeah” when his publicist Taylor B. said
that he was available for an interview.

“You start thinking like how the record labels
think, and it’s just — it’s terrible,” the Grammynominated artist continues, chuckling. “Now,
I’m on my own accord, playing the game by my
rules. I got into the industry so young, so I was
still developing a personality, and all this, and
that, so there were a lot of tough life lessons I
had to learn to get to this point that I’m at. And
now I can actually be in my final form.”

Temporally shoehorned between the
cultural dominance of OutKast — who are
perhaps the most famously strange Atliens
of all time — and the quirky fashion and
musical stylings of Young Thug, B.o.B. is an
undisputed Atlanta legend. The 33-year old
had a storied run on T.I.’s Grand Hustle Records with B.o.B Presents: The Adventures of
Bobby Ray, Strange Clouds, and Underground
Luxury — all of which spawned multiple
platinum-certified hit singles. Since becoming
an independent artist towards the end of the
2010s, the former XXL Freshman has continuously experimented with unconventional ways
to share his art with listeners, from dropping
The Upside Down as an Instagram-exclusive
album in 2017 to releasing his Artificial Intelligence project earlier this spring as a Patreon
exclusive.

“At this point in my life, I don’t mind people just liking me for my music,” he explains,
“but that’s just not the way the world works.
I feel like the more and more it became not
about the music, it was the less fun I had making music.”

TRENTON BROWN/ONE BELOW NINE

Now, with his next album locked and
loaded, B.o.B. is ready to remind everyone
who the fuck he is as an artist and distance
himself from the noise about his polarizing
personal beliefs.

DOESN’T FIT THE MOLD: B.o.B.

Fortunately, that’s not the case anymore. In the
coming months, B.o.B. is set to unleash a considerable
amount of new music, starting with his Hang Dynasty
and AIR co-produced single “Vimana” on June 10 and
then his album Better Than Drugs on July 8. He’s very
open about what his fans can expect from “Vimana” —
which he describes as a reflect track that walks listeners through some of the most significant adversities
and learning experiences from throughout his storied
career — but when it comes to his intriguingly titled
album, he remains tight-lipped.
Admitting that he merely enjoys being cryptic, the
talented rapper and multi-instrumentalist is adamant

that listeners decipher the title for themselves, but he
still makes sure to offer a few exciting details about
the record. According to B.o.B., Better Than Drugs will
consist of 12 to 14 songs, and it will also feature guest
appearances from Tech N9ne, Baby Tate, Black Bo from
Travis Porter, Ray Moon, Tokyo Vanity, Tuki Carter, and
Jace from Two-Nine. Playfully dubbed as an “Eastside
occasion,” the Decatur artist will be in his final form on
his forthcoming full-length effort.
“People compared me to OutKast a lot, and just that
whole Dudgeon Family sound, at the early part of my
career. I felt like I had to be André and Big Boi at the
same time,” B.o.B. admits. “I wanted to be accepted for

For B.o.B., his “final form” is more than a
newfound level of musical expertise. It’s hardearned happiness that has resulted from all of
the lessons that he has learned throughout his
career, from trusting your gut and keeping an
eye on all your business dealings to building
a solid team and learning to truly understand
yourself. With his final form now fully realized,
B.o.B. is ready for the next phase in his career,
which will consist of Better Than Drugs, a bandbacked tour this fall, a soon-to-be-announced
rock outfit with his longtime guitarist and collaborator Kyle “7King” King, and a follow-up to
Artificial Intelligence later this year.
Yet beyond his own upcoming career arc,
B.o.B. is thrilled with the direction that his city’s
music scene is heading in, citing sensational
artists like Raury and TTO K.T. as some of his
favorites at the moment.

“You can be successful and be weird and be
different. You don’t have to fit into the mold,”
B.o.B. said. “It’s a lot of people that are not really sticking too tightly to one type of mode of
music.You might see them singing, rapping, or playing
instruments and shit. In maybe a couple more summers
or something, it’s gonna be a whole different Atlanta.”
Judging from the B.o.B.’s swiftly approaching renaissance, the genre-fluid artists climbing up the ranks in
the city, and CL’s continued role in offering a platform,
Atlanta’s love and appreciation for weird is alive and
well. That’s due to all of the oddball creatives that have
called this city home over the last several decades, from
CL’s long list of contributors to musical innovators like
B.o.B. Here’s to a strange 50 years of creatively loafing
and, hopefully, to an even stranger 50 more. —CL—

Lorem Ipsum

Lorem Ipsum

Built in 1966, to honor Atlanta’s performing arts
community, Center Stage Theater is an iconic live
performance venue in Midtown celebrating over five
decades of music, comedy, wrestling, boxing, eSports,
film & television recordings, and private events.
Today, the facility features three diverse
venues in one building: Center Stage, The Loft, and Vinyl.

SCAN
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FULL SHOW
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UPCOMING

SHOW HIGHLIGHTS

ANDY GRAMMER

SEAN KINGSTON

COI LERAY

SLEIGH BELLS

JUNE 23 | CENTER STAGE

AUGUST 13 | THE LOFT

JULY 28 | CENTER STAGE

AUGUST 17 | CENTER STAGE

GET TICKETS: CENTERSTAGE-ATLANTA.COM
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COURTESY TONY PARIS ARCHIVES

BEHIND THE BAR AT RICHARDS: Those who were regulars at Richards will remember these portraits of some of the Blues greats who performed at the club.
From left, Howlin’ Wolf, B.B. King, Bo Diddley, and Freddie King. All photos taken onstage at Richards by Jack Gardner.

BLUES & BEYOND: 50 years of mojo workin’
The blues was happening in Atlanta in 1972 — for those who knew where to look
HAL HOROWITZ

B

efore Blind Willie’s, the Northside Tavern, Fat Matt’s Rib Shack, and even Blues
Harbour and other bars and clubs that have
presented live blues music in Atlanta, those
who lament the lack of blues venues for bands to play
need only look back fifty years ago to feel even a little
better. There were relatively few locations for musicians, or even established national acts, to get their
mojo working in 1972.
At that time, the genre was experiencing one of its
many lulls. While mainly, white, British acts such as the
Rolling Stones, Savoy Brown, John Mayall’s Bluesbreakers, Ten Years After, and later Joe Cocker, Foghat and
others influenced by the blues were banking coin in
the United States, the originators of the music, includingMuddy Waters and Howlin’ Wolf, along with John
Lee Hooker and others in their peer group, were still
barely making ends meet playing the Chitlin’ Circuit.
Sometimes, these progenitors opened for headliners at
larger arenas, but, at the time, even the next generation
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of blues players, like B.B. King and Albert King, were
only playing large halls to warm -up the audience for
acts like Johnny Winter, who had played Woodstock,
and was carrying the blues torch to the masses.
Newer acts like Macon, Georgia’s The Allman
Brothers Band (Live at the Fillmore East, released July
1971, was still picking up steam), Wet Willie, Bonnie
Raitt, Roy Buchanan, the J. Geils Band and others were
mixing blues with soul, folk, country, R&B and even
jazz to create a new composite that was blues-based
but nothing you would mistake for Robert Johnson,
even if the performers’ hearts were in it.
Jimi Hendrix was gone, and a shift to a softer, singer-songwriter style epitomized by Cat Stevens, Carole
King, Neil Young and Linda Ronstadt, none who can
even generously be considered blues, wooed the white,
middle class kids. Prog rock of the King Crimson, Yes
and ELP variety was eating up the FM airwaves and
David Bowie, T.Rex and Roxy Music tapped the glam
route to international acclaim, leaving little room for
less strident, more organic, American sounds.

All of this is to emphasize that finding authentic
blues in Atlanta during the early ‘70s was difficult, although not impossible. It just wasn’t in the public consciousness, not even as much as it is today. Until Stevie
Ray Vaughan blew the doors open and helped sound
disco’s death knell with his 1980 debut, the environment for a style of music that has always struggled to
stay relevant needed a shot of cultural oxygen.
One of the few local acts emerging out of 1972’s
somewhat dry spell was the Hampton Grease Band.
According to founding guitarist Glenn Phillips, that
avant-garde outfit always saw themselves as a blues
collective, even fashioning their name to feature iconic
lead singer Bruce Hampton, similar to what the Butterfield Blues Band did. They were one of the first to play
free concerts at Piedmont Park in 1968, paving the way
for the Allman Brothers and the Grateful Dead who famously did the same later. Phillips tells of fielding a call
from Allman’s manager and Capricorn Records founder
Phil Walden asking if he could put his new band in the
park to play for free.
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Crayton and Big Joe Turner. I saw The Who play there
later on. It was a big venue, couple of thousand people
could get in there, maybe more.”

The Grease band also opened for B.B. King
at Emory. Their lone 1971 album, Music To Eat,
twisted blues in all sorts of interesting — and defiantly, non-commercial — directions. Regardless, few
would peg the Hampton Grease Band as purveyors
of the blues any more than one might Captain Beefheart and the Magic Band or Frank Zappa and the
Mothers of Invention, whose music the Hampton
Grease Band more closely approximated.

As Sheffield recollects, “Most of the places were
more rock places by the ‘70s because the blues wasn’t
that big yet. The Allman Brothers were just taking off
so people were just starting to learn about blues. I had
gotten into Paul Butterfield in high school, so I had a
jump start on that.”

Sheffield’s name is often mentioned when those
who were active players in 1972 speak of influential
Atlanta artists on the scene. “We played places like
The White Dot and Ray Lee’s Blue Lantern (Blind
Willie McTell is rumored to have played the Blue
Lantern parking lot for change when he wasn’t
working at the Pig’N Whistle), all joints on Ponce de
Leon,” Sheffield explains. “They were really rough
joints. It was mostly country stuff but we would
do blues and R&B when we could get away with it.
That’s where we met Ellyn (Webb) who opened the
Northside Tavern. She was a big blues fan.”
The venue most referenced by both Phillips and
Sheffield when discussing this era is the 12th Gate
Coffee House at 10th and Spring St. “Oh yeah,” recalls
Sheffield, “The 12th Gate is where I met with a lot of
blues people. I opened for Big Mama Thornton and
George Smith there for a whole week of shows. And
Reverend Pearly Brown, a gospel singer and a big influence on me.”
The intimate 150 capacity club the 12th Gate, hosted the original Little Feat when they were a bluesy
quartet, circa 1970 (only a buck admission). “It was
the place where everything was happening,” enthuses
Phillips. “Think of it like a miniaturized Fillmore West.
Any band you talk about from that era will tell you
that was their home.” Like many places that hosted
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COURTESY THE BILL SHEFFIELD COLLECTION

HGB guitarist Phillips cites some obscure places
the band worked when they were first starting out,
circa 1967, such as Stables Bar & Lounge located “on
the Black side of town.” Then, the guitarist worked
with local icon Bill Sheffield in an outfit colorfully
named Mystic Knights of the Sea, opening for Muddy Waters during a five night stand at Richards, off
Monroe Drive, in early March ‘74. The relationship
between Muddy and Sheffield became so close that
when the latter’s daughter was born, Waters asked
to be Honey Bee’s godfather. Additionally, Phillips
backed Bo Diddley when he played Atlanta.

EARLY ATL DISCIPLES OF THE BLUES: The East Side
Blues Band played many nights at Atlanta’’s fabled
12th Gate.

roots music, he cites the cross pollination of genres.
Among the many now legendary jazz acts that played
the 12th Gate were Weather Report, Oregon and McCoy Tyner. A full list of performers and dates can be
found here.
In the mix, but after the 12th Gate, was both The
Bistro on West Peachtree and Rose’s Cantina (1975’77) at 688 Spring St., in the same building that later
held the famous 688 Club (which opened in 1980). “I
saw the Fabulous Thunderbirds at Rose’s when they
were still traveling around in a van,” muses Sheffield.
“She (Rose Lynn Scott) had blues, but also more of the
edgier rock stuff.” Other places Sheffield played with
his Eastside Blues Band were Lake Spivey Park, an
outdoor stage, where he opened for B.B. King. “The
old Municipal Auditorium (now owned by Georgia
State University) had a bunch of blues shows,” he explains. “John Lee Hooker and T-Bone Walker, Pee Wee

But in the early part of the decade, there weren’t
a lot of locals that played straight blues. “If you went
down to the black neighborhoods where the blues
would be, they did mostly R&B,” says Sheffield. “Some
other places were Bottom of the Barrel and The Catacombs. Here again you’re talking more progressive
type music than just blues, like the Hampton Grease
Band.”
Sooner or later everyone who reminisces on that
period gets around to the aforementioned Richards.
Located at 10th and Monroe (931 Monroe Dr. to be
exact), and opened in February of 1973, Richards billed
itself as Atlanta’s Finest Rock Club. Bluesman Larry
“Dr.” Dixon remembers, “The sound there was incredible (low ceiling) with monitors all throughout the
ceiling, so anywhere you sat it was like being on stage
with the band.”
But, like most of these places, Richards’ rock
shows often cross pollinated into blues. Bo Diddley
(misspelled on their initial poster as Didley) was an
early performer. Journalist j.d. cade writes on “The
Strip Project” webpage that “…aside from rock ‘n’ roll,
Richards brought to Atlanta some of the old blues
greats: Muddy Waters, Howlin’ Wolf, Willie Dixon, and
the Giant Blues Show featuring Roosevelt Sykes, Big
Walter Horton, and Robert “Jr.” Lockwood. These blues
performances weren’t big money makers for Richards,
but the old blues men, long exploited by the whitecontrolled music business were paid “quite well.”
Glenn Phillips, who was friends with Lowell George,
and sat in with the band when they played there. It
closed in 1975. A list of their performers is here.
The Great Southeast Music Hall (1969-1976) was
first located in a corner of the old Broadview Plaza.
The 500 seat venue also presented an eclectic lineup
of folk, country, blues, and eventually punk (the notorious January, 1978, Sex Pistols show) acts. But as Sheffield remembers, “As far as places that just did blues,
there weren’t a lot of them.”
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Parrot Heads began
with an ad in
Creative Loafing
The personal ads brought more than sex partners
together

COURTESY LIVENATION

tracted musicians to
But where did these
hang out there,
clubs advertise
some of whom
their gigs? Shefformed outfits
field, laughs.
that can be
“It was word
directly
of mouth.
traced
The Great
back
Speckled
to the
Bird was
memaround
bers
before
meeting
Creative
at that
Loafing.”
shop.
SpeCercifically,
tainly the
the Bird,
Hampton
which iniGrease Band
tially cost 20
emerged from
cents, was active
from 1968-1976,
that hub.
predating Creative
Buddy Moss was one
Loafing and then runMEMORABILIA: The sticker that
of the old school guys
ning concurrently with
found its way to hundreds of
still playing Atlanta in the
it for four years. It oftraffic signs throughout the
early 70s. Born in 1914 in
city.
fered a similar mix of
Jewell, GA he wasn’t quite
politics and music and,
60 at the time, yet was
until the Loaf kicked off in ’72 — and the
around when Blind Willie McTell was acAtlanta Gazette (1974-79) — was the only
tive and was influenced by him. He’s not a
printed forum where bands and businessmajor figure like McTell, but had a second
es could advertise their shows. All of The
stab at fame in the late 60s. Both Phillips
Great Speckled Bird issues are available
and Sheffield mention him as one of the
online and worth checking out here to see
last of the original acoustic blues guys
what shows you missed and their early
who was on the early 70’s Atlanta blues
’70s ticket prices (how about Pink Floyd
scene. Moss died in 1984 leaving a recordfor 6 bucks?).
ed legacy that includes collections titled
Phillips makes the point that these
Atlanta Blues Legend and Atlanta Blues.
clubs “… from the 12th Gate to Richards,
Despite the lack of venues geared
to the Great Southeast Music Hall, they all
towards white audiences and dedicated
had blues acts. That was considered very
to the blues in 1972, the music was kept
much a part of what was going on musialive through creative, resourceful bookcally in that era. It was not unusual to see
ing agents who hired some of the blues
original bands with blues acts opening
legends while they were still performing
for them.” He flashes back to his younger
at near peak form. These blues musicians
days at the Municipal Auditorium, around
may have played the Royal Peacock and
the Georgia State area, in the mid-60’s
other small, local juke joints on the Chitwhen multiple performers would play
lin’ Circuit when their records were first
package dates as a major influence on his
being distributed by RCA, Chess, and othblues upbringing.
er labels profiting from”race music,” but it
Phillips cites his brother Charlie’s rewasn’t until the ‘70s that their exposure
cord store — Northside Records, located
was geared towards a broader audience.
in the shopping center at the corner of
With alternative weekly newspapers on
Roswell and Powers Ferry Roads — as
the scene, an outlet was provided where
a seldom acknowledged influence on
these musicians’ performances could not
Atlanta’s blues scene. Decades before it
only be advertised, but written about in
was easy to locate albums online, Charlie
the detail and with an understanding that
Phillips stocked deep blues and jazz titles
they deserved. —CL—
next to big selling rock records. This at-

WHERE DID I PUT THAT SHAKER OF SALT?: Jimmy Buffett.

KEVIN C. MADIGAN

A

small advertisement placed in
an early Atlanta edition of Creative Loafing turned out to be
the genesis of an organization
known as Parrot Heads in Paradise that
now spans countries globally, created by
and for fans of singer Jimmy Buffett.

“A guy named Scott Nickerson
placed an ad in CL in early 1989 to
gather some like minded folks together
around Buffett’s music,” says Brent Jones,
a member of what became the Atlanta
Parrot Head Club. “That in turn — at the
request of the Buffett organization — led
to the formation of Parrot Heads in Paradise, the umbrella organization that now
charters nearly 200 Parrot Head clubs
across the US and the world,” Jones says.
Parrot Head clubs, however, are
more than just an excuse for strawhatted aficionados to frolic on the

beach and waste away in Margaritaville. “We’re a Jimmy Buffett fan club
with a community service problem,”
the Atlanta Chapter’s website states.
The local club sponsors and participates in numerous community service
and charitable events annually: the Walk
to End Alzheimer’s, food drives for the
Atlanta Community Food Bank and toy
collecting for Toys-For-Tots among others. Its 150-plus members also support
cancer fundraising efforts through Swim
Across America and Paint Georgia Pink.
Ultimately, they say, “We’re people
from all walks of life who enjoy the
music, lifestyle, and — whether real or
imagined — attitude of living out life
[in a] Jimmy Buffett [song].” —CL—

www.atlanta parrothead club.org,
“Parrot Head clubs are a community
service and social organization.”
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the Crystal Chandelier for a couple of years. I had to
go when they booked George Jones and then Waylon
Jennings, but I was still a bit vigilant. Oh, and the place
still sucked. When George Jones threatens to kill the
sound man in the middle of a song, you know it’s bad.

I love my country
Reflections on 32 out of 50 years of twang
JAMES KELLY

Given space to branch out, I was honored
to contribute CL cover stories on topics such as
NASCAR, pro wrestling, local boy made good
Travis Tritt, and the legacy of Lynyrd Skynyrd.
My most recent cover story addressed the impact
of the pandemic on local Redneck Underground
musicians, and tackled the place of a culturally
questionable paradigm called the “Redneck Underground” in our contemporary environment. I
will always have a deep appreciation for the various music editors who gave me the green light on
these sorts of topics, it was a gift that means a lot
to me.

I

n or around 1990, my pal Jon Byrd and I
coerced then-Creative Loafing music editor
Tony Paris into letting us write about country
music. There was one person contributing to
the paper on the genre at that time, focusing on
the crappy mainstream Nashville drivel that we
hated. After submitting a few album reviews, we
got the job. Jon didn’t stick around too long, but
for me, well, I’m still here. My first few stories
were about artists such as Townes Van Zandt, Lucinda Williams, the Mavericks, etc.. My interests
lay in what was shaping up to become what is
now referred to as “Americana”.

Sometimes I got myself and CL in trouble.
My snarky comments on the spoken word fad
earned me some hate mail that led off with “Hey
fuckface!” A joke about reggae music resulted in a
vague bomb threat called into the CL office. And
be careful what you say about Skynyrd, the band’s
disciples are serious, with zero sense of humor.
And I love Skynyrd.

With places like the Star Bar, Blind Willie’s,
Eddie’s Attic, and Variety Playhouse consistently
booking these alternative country type acts, it
was a busy and fun time to be involved with the
Loaf. Never at a loss for material, the opportunity
to do record reviews, Music Menus, and occasional features was a musical playground where
I thrived, not only having the privilege of talking
to and seeing some of my personal favorite artists, but making some real friends along the way.
With one exception, the Texas singer-songwriters
were the coolest, as down to earth as your favorite neighbor, and our conversations rarely felt like
interviews. To this day, when I cross paths with
folks like Joe Ely, Dale Watson, and Jimmie Dale
Gilmore, it is like a reunion with an old pal.
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JAMES KELLY ARCHIVES

It was often a challenge, for example during one of her darker periods, Lucinda Williams
bailed on me four times in a two week period,
and when I finally got her to talk it turned into
a very enlightened and soul baring story. Getting
anything useful from Iris DeMent was a nightmare. Not sure if she didn’t have the skills yet or
just didn’t want to talk to me. Her subsequent interviews seem to reflect a much more poised and
open person these days. Shelby Lynne could be a
bit resistant at times, but once I mentioned I was
a big Elvis fan, she warmed right up.

But the article I have chosen to reprint here
was a landmark in my career. I had prepared part
of a semi-puff piece about the Crystal Chandelier
night club in Kennesaw before I went to the pregrand opening, however the events and observations resulted in trashing that piece and redoing
the whole thing. It’s also the only CL story I ever
wrote under my stage name “Slim Chance”, and
that may have saved my life. It went to press, and
within hours the management at Crystal Chandelier went nuts, cancelling a $50k-plus advertising
contract with CL. I wandered into the CL office
a few days later, and Tony quickly escorted me
out the side door. He suggested I “stay away” for a
while, as the advertising department was out for
blood. In addition, there was a rumor that the guy
running the Crystal Chandelier at the time (who
had an apocryphal reputation of “dealing with”
people in Texas) had made some comments about
“dealing with” me. Fortunately, they didn’t know
my real name, or what I looked like. Needless to
say, I stayed away from CL for a month or so, and

I nailed it.
The overwhelmingly positive feedback I got from
readers regarding the piece was a huge motivator for
me. Whenever the opportunity arises, I still pick up the

HONKY TONK HELL

I

BY SLIM CHANCE

didn’t drink enough to prepare myself for the Crystal Chandelier — it’s a long way
to Kennesaw, and the Cobb County P.D. are notorious for their temperance. This
seemed like an easy story, to cover the opening of the biggest country music night
club this side of the Mississippi River. Little did I know I was about to enter an alternate universe, one that I thought only existed on corny TNN shows and in the minds
of video producers.
Keeping my wits about me, I made the trek to Kennesaw. I knew I had to behave
myself, because there’s a law in Kennesaw that everyone must own a gun. Being unarmed, it was in my best interest to go and return without incident. The first sign that
things were strange was the parking lot. The Crystal Chandelier is in a remodeled department store, and the place was packed. The assumption that tonight was for “VIPs”
went out the window, as it seemed that everyone in Kennesaw was there… already. I
parked about a half mile away, and as I walked to the club I noticed that the other people going in were dressed in a plethora of styles, from Urban Cowboy chic to the finest
in Wal-Mart polyester regalia. It got weirder as I walked in the door.
The place is humongous. With 48,000 square feet to work with, the developers have
constructed a four tiered barn-like auditorium, with a dance floor as big as a basketball
court. I half expected to see the Hawks and the Lakers go at it, but instead there were
hundreds of couples, groups, and individuals performing a ritualistic pattern of movements that I later realized was a “Line Dance”. There were at least three packs of about
60 people doing the same thing in three different directions. Over the next 30 minutes
the DJ played a variety of Top 40 country tunes, and the floor stayed pretty full. The
line dancers came and went, opening the floor to both the skilled and the inexperienced.
On some occasions, it was not a pretty sight. For a while, chaos reigned as couples
twirled their way around the dance floor, with no regard for life or limb. Inexplicably, a
massive line dance formed to the dance mix of a Michael Jackson song. Wait a minute,
isn’t this a country bar?
Now it was getting really strange. The most bizarre occurrence was the appearance of
five line dancers in the geographic center of the dance floor, all wearing matching western shirts and doing the exact same dance in every single song. Wait a minute, there’s six
of them! And they’re terrible! As I continued my trek around the dance floor, I began to
notice the astute fashion sense of this country club’s elite, and began to give awards to the
best outfits in the crowd. For the females, it was a tie between the 50 year old woman in
the “Frederick’s of Hollywood” style teddy, and the lady with the very popular black sequined ball cap and jacket. No doubt, black sequins are “in” this year in Kennesaw. For the
males, the uncontested title goes to the three Garth Brooks Brothers, in matching boots,
jeans, belts, black cowboy hats, and — surprise — different multi-colored western shirts.
In a stunning upset, one of the Garth Brooks Brothers also won the title of “Ugliest Shirt”,
sporting an atrocious lime green and black combination, with paint splattered on the black
part. I have seen better looking roadkill!
The obvious lack of communication between the stage and the DJ booth resulted

pen. I will always have the greatest appreciation for
folks like Tony Paris, Gina Webb, Roni Sarig, Heather
Kuldell, and the plethora of other music editors over
the years who let me do my thing. Happy 50th Anniversary, Creative Loafing! —CL—

in several embarrassing moments. One was when announcer, Atlanta attorney and club
investor Joel Katz was ready to make a speech but the music kept playing over the P.A..
When it finally stopped, Katz thanked about 300 people, then acknowledged the club’s
other investors. Names like Irving Azoff, Tim DuBois of Arista Records, the vice president of Sony Records, the chief executive of Giant Records … a pattern was becoming
obvious. The place was owned by the top executives of almost every major record label
in Nashville! How is this going to affect the bookings at other country music clubs in
the Atlanta area? Is this legal?
As my suspicions rose, the “Crystal Chandelier Orchestra” took the stage for the first
time, and my biggest fears were confirmed. The 11 piece band was a prefabricated collection of hired guns, each tailored to fit into one of the archetypal country looks — the
Cowboy, the Girl Singer, the Handsome Leader, the Cosmopolitan Male, etc.. One by one
a stream of singers came out and did a few songs, with special appearances by real live
Nashville artists. The first, whose name was distorted by the frequent feedback of the P.A.,
(it sounded like Miss Tally Ho, or something like that), was dressed in a white polyester
outfit, and had a mid-79’s Charlie’s Angels hairdo. It was hard to tell if she was a wanna-be,
a has-been, or a never-was.
Next up was Connie Cato, who I remembered from many years ago in Nashville. She
hit the stage in a manic frenzy, sort of a bleached blond Patti Smith. After her first song,
she told us how much she loved us, then proceeded to destroy my current favorite Elvis
song, “Hurt”. It did.
The orchestra played a couple more songs, then the deejay took over for about 20
minutes. The music drifted further away from country and more toward disco, even rap.
When the band came back they had a new lead singer, a real looking cowboy. He did the
obvious tunes, and demonstrated how well he had memorized the moves on the Garth
Brooks home video. He stopped before he smashed the guitar, which was good — it was
a Martin. The band did a cover of “Orange Blossom Special” and all the goobers in the
crowd that couldn’t dance did the hambone and laughed at each other.
For some reason, Leslie Guest, who was there with her friend Melanie Childress,
gave me an unsolicited but detailed recipe for Ox Tail stew. Assuming this was a Kennesaw greeting ritual, I was preparing to return the favor by giving her my secret recipe
for Chicken Talladega, when she wandered away, leaving me with her observation of the
band that “it ain’t country”. She was right. By this time Ms. Kelly Lang had taken the stage.
Listed as the opening act, she emoted her way through about five songs, none of which
even remotely resembled any type of country music I have ever heard. At one point the
steel guitar player was playing a flute, which should be illegal in county music unless it’s a
Marshall Tucker song. By this point, I had had enough. I left before Doug Stone played.
Reflecting on the experience as I re-entered the inside of the perimeter, it was obvious
what was happening. Last year’s Billy Ray success taught the industry bigwigs a lesson —
clubs are fertile ground for making or breaking a fad. Why not open their own club and
dictate who or what gets played? By monopolizing the primary outlet, music execs can
have more control over the industry. Next, they will begin buying radio stations. This is
what people want, to be told what is hip rather than get out and search for it. It’s McCountry. It’s a Chuck E. Cheese for grownups. And it will make millions.
Hank is crying in his grave.
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MUSIC
lanta-based club owners and concert promoters brought
the greatest jazz and blues artists to town while the local
community generated worthy contributors to both categories. A new generation of progressive-minded artists
introduced their take on classic country and rockabilly
music. Post-classical chamber ensembles and composers
advanced their cause against the empire with notable
success. Deeper in the mix, Atlanta became an incubator for an array of underground, DIY endeavors, which
produced improvisational, post-industrial and electronic
music matching anything coming out of the traditional
global art centers.
I feel privileged to have witnessed an especially
fertile period of cultural activity in a city determined
to elevate its standing within America and the international community. For every musician, band, ensemble,
orchestra, performance and festival noted in the following excerpts plucked from the Listening Post scrapbook,
dozens upon dozens more were showcased back in the
day.
I hope you enjoy the rewind as much as I did.

1986

DAVID BUECHNER

CIVIC CENTER: Sun Ra and June Tyson performing at the Atlanta Civic Center during the Atlanta Jazz Festival, September, 1978.

LISTENING POST: Five decades rewound
‘An especially fertile period of cultural activity’
DOUG DELOACH

Someday, when a proper Creative Loafing archives
exists, I’ll find that first column. Until then, my personal
stash of old issues, which begins in 1986 and runs
through 1992, will have to suffice for the following look
back at five decades of Listening Posts.
When I started writing Listening Post, Creative
Loafing was a primary source of news about the city’s
music scene – concert previews, calendar listings, club

happenings – and reviews of the latest local, national
and international recordings, which were distributed
on vinyl or cassette tape. There was no internet as we
know it today. There were no cellphones. Contributors
like yours truly submitted copy on floppy disks handdelivered to the office. Concert flyers stapled to telephone poles, pinned on billboards or taped on storefront
windows were the equivalent of Facebook events and
Instagram posts.
Rap and hip hop were just beginning to alter the
contours of the mainstream music landscape. World
music was opening up provincial ears to an expanding
universe of rhythms, melodies and narratives. Savvy At-

1987
CL Sep. 11: On the occasion of a 3-night stand (Sep.
11-13) by Sun Ra & the Cosmos Adventure Orchestra
at the Collective Theater in Little Five Points, Listening
Post remarked:
One of my favorite passages from the immense catalog of Ra [album] liner notes is on a 1961 French (Goody)
reissue of a 1956 session recorded in Chicago, reputedly
one of the Arkestra’s earliest such get-togethers. The excerpt…translated from the French reads:

Sun Ra, alias Le Sony’r Ra, alias Sonny Blount, is one
of the most extreme phenomes that the jazz music ever
knew, and also a personage so mystical that we have
sometimes difficulties to keep serious (himself also).
Ra is sometimes difficult to take seriously…He once
told a group of admirers who had gathered after a concert in Donaueschingen, Germany, about a family in
North Carolina that was attacked by 20,000 bees. Seems

the family’s name was Rose. Ra pointed out that bees
get wild over roses. ‘It was the sense of humor of the
Creator,’ he said.”
Given his outer limits and infinite spaciness, though,
Ra has a pretty good handle on what he’s doing. ‘People
ask me about my philosophy all the time,’ he once said.
“But, it’s not a philosophy, it’s an equation. It has to do
with the survival of humanity. If I don’t help people survive, I won’t have an audience.”
CL Nov. 7: What could be the most historically
significant jazz concert ever produced in this city…will
take place this weekend…Quantum Productions, in conjunction with the High Museum of Art and the IMAGE
Film/Video Center, is sponsoring the Ed Blackwell Festival, a celebration of the life and artistry of the drummer who could be considered one of the overlooked
heroes of jazz…
“Born in New Orleans in 1927, Blackwell is one of
the crucial links in a chain that stretches across the history of jazz from progenitors like Jelly Roll Morton, Kid
Ory and King Oliver to modern day
purveyors, such as David Murray,
Cecil Taylor and Ornette Coleman…
Blackwell, along with Coleman and
his contemporaries, represent the
quantum leap, that last bit of energy
needed to launch jazz into its next,
higher orbit, signaling a cultural revolution, which remains the dominant
force in the music to date.”

The 3-day festival included workshops and concerts featuring Blackwell, who was on dialysis at the time,
with members of the original Ornette
Coleman Quartet and Quintet including Coleman, Don Cherry, Charlie
Haden and Dewey Redman.

BILL STEVENS

I

started writing Listening Post in the early 1980s.
I’m not exactly sure when the first column appeared, but it was within a few years after graduating from the University of Georgia in 1979 and
moving into my first apartment, a cozy one-bedroom
joint in a two-story red brick building on Peachtree
Place in Midtown, a few blocks from the Stein Club.
A friend of mine from college, Mitchell Feldman, had
been writing “Metrognome,” a jazz column, for Creative
Loafing. When Mitchell left to work for the recently
elected mayor of Atlanta, Andrew Young, he recommended me as his replacement to then-music editor

Tony Paris. Tony and I met for lunch and Listening
Post made its debut soon after.

CL Apr. 12: Two recent concerts
deserve mention as examples of the
trend toward presenting real-live
world and contemporary classical
music in our “international” city.
On March 12, the Atlanta Chamber
Players presented The Percussion
Group/Cincinnati at Emory’s Cannon
Chapel…the concert included works
by Mauricio Kagel, John Cage and
[a work based on Chilean folk music], which featured all three PG/C
members on a single marimba…On
March 18, the India Society of Atlanta
presented a concert by internationally
acclaimed table player Zakir Hussain
(formerly with John McLaughlin’s
Shakti) and Hari Prasad Chaurasia,
one of the living masters of the Indian flute. For two entrancing hours,
the young Hussein and venerable
Chaurasia…filled the Sisters Chapel
on the Spelman College campus with
the intoxicating sounds of traditional
Indian classical music. The audience
was transformed, transported to a
realm of beauty and light, and for
a short time, the world was a very

wonderful, comfortable place to be.

FRIJOLEROS: Bill Taft at the microphone performing with The Chowder Shouters
(from left, John Thomas, Eric Kaiser).

CL Dec 5: Moto’s restaurant near
Emory has been the scene of some
great local music recently – free of
charge. The last several weeks’ worth
of shows…have included performance
by The Incredible Thing Band featuring Klimchak, Philip Dupy and Rob
Rushin; Bruce Hampton with Stained
Trains; rock fave Michelle Malone;
the Chowder Shouters in a rare,
restrained set; and the jazz combo
Bazooka Ants…This Saturday night
at Moto’s, Tinnitus, Atlanta’s longest-

See Listening Post p.68
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Axel & Southside (and Mo)

NIGHTLIFE

Atlanta icon Blondie
talks about life,
hypocrisy, spirituality
A local fixture since the 1970s
KEVIN C. MADIGAN

spiritual health is more
important, or just as
nita Rae
important, as her physiStrange,
cal health, she explains.
better known
“I’m doing great, honey.
as Blondie,
I did four hours of
the Clermont Lounge’s
worship today and I
fabled dancer, is celexercise. I’m off drugs. I
ebrating 44 years at the
do drink a little bit, but
venue. She began enI’m good,” adding that
tertaining customers in
she is not necessarily
1978 at what was then a
religious “because some
“deadbeat redneck club”
of the hypocrites are
— as described by a
in church. My mother
local news outlet — and
always told me If I
made a name for herself
have a good relationby crushing empty beer LOVE YOU, TOO: Blondie.
ship with the Lord,
cans with her breasts,
it’s not necessary to
but more importantly,
go to church. Maybe
she says, is her longtime
I will find (the right) church somementorship of fellow dancers (“my girls”)
day, but I’m not worried about it.”
and advocacy of LGBTQ issues.
Blondie recently returned from a
On top of that, Blondie turned into
six-week trip to St. Croix where she
a writer who authored a pair of books
discovered her just-deceased mother, a
and still hands out poems to her admirlongtime resident, had been defrauded
ers, as well as contributing to Creative
by a local pastor and several accomplices.
Loafing over the years. “I’ve written
“We have a detective on it. I probably
for you several times,” she says. “I even
won’t get any of the money back, but I
did an advice column one time.”
want them brought to justice so no one
We asked her to comment on the paelse has this happen,” she says. “I forgive
per and its 50th anniversary. “You covered
them; they must answer to God for this.”
me countless times. I don’t remember a
Any parting words for us? “I really
time when something was going on with
enjoyed being with you all these years.
me that you guys didn’t write about it,”
I’m proud of it and happy that you guys
she responded. “When my 40th annikept going through the pandemic, and
versary came along on the rooftop of the
are still doing it. That’s a good thing.”
Hotel Clermont, you guys covered that
And what’s next? “I was thinking of goreally well. I was so happy that day. Great
ing to the park but if I do it’s going to be
photographs too. When my documentary
just like the Clermont Lounge. I don’t
came along you covered that.” Then she
get a moment’s rest because everybody
added, “I wish you delivered a bigger pawants to take a picture with me, and
per like it used to be, but it is what it is.”
I know I look fabulous.” —CL—
Blondie is now 65 years old and
performs just three nights a week. Her

A

Daily podcast at AtlantasRockStation.com
976
Actual Ad From 1

TONY PARIS

Weekdays 3-7 on Rock 100.5.

... Same as it
ever was ...
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Listening Post continued from p.65

lived, free form, electro-acoustic, musical industrial
complex, will be celebrating the release of their latest
cassette, Dieu Reconnaitra Les Siens (Fort/Da). Not
only is the concert free, but everyone attending will be
given a copy of the cassette.
CL Dec. 12: Bobby McFerrin is back in town this
week. McFerrin last was seen around these parts walking off stage in disgust at Chastain Park amphitheater
during a Jazz Flavors Night concert in August. Seems
the audience was more interested in exchanging Saab
stories and setting up tables of brie and Inglenook than
in listening to what the 37-year-old singer was doing.
So, he split, gave back his fee and changed agents. Guitarist Stanley Jordan, who was also on the bill, refused
to finish his set for the same reason.

1988
CL March 5: He’s been called
the Jimi Hendrix of the electric piano
by more than one pundit. He plays
a Yamaha CP-70B baby grand piano
into which are inserted things like alligator clips, small bolts, bits of wood,
a comb, a guitar slide and his own
gingers. He calls his music “Maximum
Electric Piano” and that’s a pretty
fair description of what Roger Miller
[Mission of Burma, Birdsongs of the
Mesozoic] will be playing March 5 at
the Metroplex. Saturday’s show is also
notable because it marks the final performance by local heroes 86.

Atlanta: Deacon Lunchbox, the “Mad Poet of Ponce de
Leon”; the musical group, An Evening with the Garbagemen; and filmmaker Neil Fried. The work these
guys and gals are doing deserves to be seen and heard
by a broader audience, say, by anybody who thinks David Letterman is a genius...the avantists of the ’80s are
destined to be the designer heroes of the 21st century,
so come on down to The White Dot while the gettin’s
good, and you can tell your grandkids you were into
the new thing before the new thing made it to MTV.

1989
CL Jan. 7: Quote of the Week award goes to Anthony Braxton who contributed the following zinger
to Forces in Motion, British jazzcrit Graham Lock’s
book-length examination of the saxophonist-composer:
“I don’t try to make unpopular records. I’m not against
people buying my records or me being rich. I’d love to

be a billionaire shipping tycoon. But I have to do what
I believe in. I would rather like my music and people
hate it, than for them to like it and me hate it.”
CL May 26: The other day, I was talking to Bruce
Hampton, perennial icon of musical iconoclasm, about
the Aquarium Rescue Unit, the 40-something mandola
(bass mandolin) master’s latest band of restless youth.
Stabilized, for the moment, at six pieces, the Unit has
been lining up and mowing down local fans and audiences along the southeast chittlin’ circuit with chilling
regularity. Slated next month for their first major East
Coast tour, with stops including DC and New York, Atlanta’s finest avant-country rock ‘n’ roll blues band is on
the verge of – well, who knows what?
“They’re all good listeners, and that’s the key,” said
Hampton, a.k.a the Colonel. “Anybody can play, but the
real secret to putting a band together is finding a bunch
of musicians willing to listen to
what’s going on.”
CL Jun. 3: This year, it’s going
to be shouted louder and more
often than ever before: The 1989
Atlanta Jazz Series is the biggest,
most ambitious jazz festival in the
city’s history. The good news is,
you can believe the hype or how
does Sun Ra opening for Miles
Davis grab you? Or how about
an all-New Orleans day featuring
the World Saxophone Quartet and
Wynton Marsalis?
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KELLY HOGAN: With, from left, Andrew Barker, Jo Kelly, and Andy Hopkins.

CL Nov. 19: Too often the attention focused upon jazz concentrates on the music’s most visible
elements: the superstar soloist,
the baddest big band, the most
daring and unusual innovator. But
there are plenty of folks in the
music whose contributions are
not as spectacular as the exploits
of the latest saxophone savior or
bandleader from outer space, yet
are just as vital to the advancement of the art form. Such is the
case with pianist-composer Carla
Bley and bassist Steve Swallow,
who will perform at Emory’s Cannon Chapel this Saturday evening.
CL Dec. 23: A major hip hop
alert goes out this week to area

Rap is as much a mixing/studio showcase as it is a
vocal gymnastics exhibition. Mixmaster DJ Code Money handles Schoolly’s rhythmic propulsion system, an
asphalt ambience of steel-sharp percussion, subwoofer
bass tracks, and cold-cut samples of James Brown, Jimi
Hendrix, Richard Pryor and Mr. Spock, among others.

1990
CL Jun. 9: In the late 1930s, the “King Biscuit Time”
radio program began broadcasting from the makeshift
studios of KFFA in the Floyd Truck Lines warehouse
in Helena, Miss. The noontime program featured bluesmen such as Robert Lockwood, James “Peck” Curtis
and Rice Miller. During breaks between songs, the
musicians would extol the virtues of the show’s sponsor, King Biscuit Flour. (”Light as air! White as snow!
The perfect flour for all your baking!”). Miller became
the blues’ first bona fide media star, known across the
country as “Sonny Boy,” the smiling face on sacks of
King Biscuit’s Sonny Boy Meal.
Fast forward to 1990. For the third straight year,
Benson & Hedges is sponsoring Benson & Hedges
Blues, a week-long series of concerts featuring more
than two dozen artists performing at a variety of
venues around town. The centerpiece of
this year’s festival is a blues bonanza at the
Lakewood Amphitheater on Friday, June 15,
featuring B.B. King, Stevie Ray Vaughan, Joe
Cocker, Dr. John & the Wild Creations and
Irma Thomas.
CL Jun. 29: In case you haven’t noticed,
this rap thing is getting serious. Gwinnett
County police officials goose-stepping to the
beat of self-appointed censors. Gestapo-style
stormtroopers harassing record shop owners
in Florida, Georgia and Alabama. Legislators
from Maine to Missouri signing off on bills
to curb the First amendment. Pretty soon,
officials will be calling for able-bodied rednecks from Forsyth County to gather ‘round
the Five Points MARTA station to tar and
feather suspected Luke (2 Live Crew) Skyywalker wannabes.
Welcome to America, land of the thought

police, home of the culture bullies. “Welcome,” as Chuck
D, chief rapper of Public enemy, would say, “to the Terrordome.”

That was the introduction to an interview with
Chuck D published in advance of a concert at The
Masquerade. We broached many subjects ranging from
misogyny and the glamorization of gangs to Lewis Farrakhan and the First Amendment. At one point, I asked,
“Whose decision was it to bleep out ‘the N-word’ in
‘Welcome to the Terrordome’?” Chuck D replied, “That
was CBS. They wanted to get that record on the radio.
I didn’t care about getting it on the radio. I wanted it
to be underground. We fought about it for months.
Finally, I said, ‘Fuck it, bleep it.” I wanted to get the
record out and so did they, but they wanted to be able
to promote it.”
CL Aug. 11: For The Jody Grind’s first “national”
tour, I arranged for members of the band to call and
leave a verbal “tour diary” on my telephone answering
machine (remember those things, kids?). Here are a few
entries from the recordings.
Richmond, Virginia – Friday, 2 a.m. (Atlanta time).
Bill Taft, The Jody Grind’s official spokesperson and
lead axe-handler, intones into the telephone: ‘The highlight of our trip so far has been our visit to Jim’s Clip &
Dip, a hair salon in Athens.’ In an apparent attempt to
match the tattoos, which two band members, Taft and
bassist Robert Hayes, received while in Los Angeles
(a colorful Cleveland Indian on the shoulder for Bill, a
striking forearm-length standup bass for Robert), Kelly
Hogan-Murray, the Grind’s chief crooner, has had an in-

scription razored into the nape of her neck underneath
her ponytail.
“’Jim Stacy, the owner [of the shop] did it’ says Kelly.
‘I needed a secret weapon on my neck for air conditioning purposes…’Nike’ didn’t seem appropriate and neither
did ‘Fila.’” She eventually settled on ‘Some Pig,’ inspired
by Wilbur the Pig, a character in the story ‘Charlotte’s
Web.’ Adds the brunette songstress, “I realize that with
someone of my, uh, physique, ‘Some Pig’ is a little risky
to get inscribed on the nape of one’s neck. But it’s my
own private crewcut and it looks pretty cool right now,
looks like a spider might have done it.”
Kansas City, Kansas – Thursday, 3 a.m. “We’re at a
LaQuinta Inn trying to decide which movie to watch
on the cable television [a relatively rare hotel luxury
back then, DD],” says Taft. “Kelly, what are the options?”
Kelly reads from the hotel’s TV guide: The Erotic Adventures of The Three Musketeers, Love in Hong Kong,
Simply Irresistible, Sahara Heat and Black Pussy Thief.
Rob wants to watch Black Pussy Thief. Joe [Washington] the Sound Man votes for Women in Chains,
although it wasn’t mentioned. Everyone else is laughing
too hard to talk.
Bloomington, Indiana – Saturday, 1:30 a.m. From
Bill: “Several days ago, I was in Minneapolis at a Polish
piano bar listening to a woman with a 30-foot bouffant
playing ‘Margaritaville.’ Tonight, we’re in Bloomington.
We were only here an hour when a gentleman, bearded
and bespectacled, with curly hair and wearing a William Burroughs t-shirt, came up to us and said, ‘Hey,
you guys are from Atlanta. Do you Doug DeLoach?’”

UNKNOWN

Wednesday’s lineup features some
of the coolest, funniest, most selfconsciously insane performers in

CHRIS VERENE, COURTESY LONG PLAY RECORDS

CL Oct. 29: In art, as in particle
physics, attempts to locate, isolate and
analyzes forces and sources behind a
particular movement ore process in a
particular time at a specific place often
end up fundamentally altering the
phenomenon under investigation. As
soon as somebody says, “Hey, check
this out. This is the coolest thing
around,” whatever it is you’re checking
out ceases to be cool…Therefore, it
is with some trepidation that I draw
the attention of the general public to
an evening of music, film and poetry
scheduled for this Wednesday at The
White Dot on Ponce de Leon.

rap fans: Jive/RCA recording artist Schoolly D is playing the Cotton Club Wednesday night, Dec. 10. Anybody who’s heard Schoolly’s new record, Am I Black
Enough for You?, knows that the Philadelphia native
(a/k/a Jesse B. Weaver) is one of the bona fide talents
on the fresh funk scene, a tough, streetwise rapper
with a strong rhyming style and no-sellout attitude.

AUSTIN AVE. BUFFET: Slim Chance and the Convicts (James Kelly, left,
with ‘Dangerous’ Dan Jolivet).

CL Oct. 13: They’re gooey, acidic, and
you certainly wouldn’t call them fresh. Still,
Bad Egg Salad isn’t quite as unpalatable as
the band’s name suggests. For starters, you
might be into the Groundhogs meeting
Miracle Room or The Doors jamming with
The Jesus Lizard. Deep fuzz guitar and hard
flat drums. Screech applique and desperate
lyrical exhalation. Take a look at what lurks
beneath the garage as Sean Byrne (vocals),
Patter Eck (drums), Greg Salad (guitar) and
Nathaniel Greene (bass) celebrate the release of their self-titled, self-produced Mullethead cassette engineered by Brian King,
at The Masquerade. Opening act is Itchy
Brain, a new group fronted by former 86
bassist Max Koshewa.
CL May 12: Laurie Anderson’s April
29 show at the Roxy in Buckhead was a
minor revelation and a mighty pleasant
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night as Fela.

surprise. I’d all but given up on the girl in recent years,
in the wake of her epic United States, finding her
subsequent output plagued by excessive cuteness and
lack of groove. But this Roxy show, in support of her
latest recording, Strange Angels, was something else…
Later that night, I wandered over to The Point where
Eugene Chadbourne was blasting the audience with
round after round of full metal acid guitar dementia…
Meanwhile, just across the Little Five Points plaza, the
Pillowtexans were playing their farewell gig to a packed
house at the Pub [where] The Opal Foxx Quartet, augmented by a couple of special guests, had jumpstarted
the evening.

1991
CL Apr. 26: Whole lotta saxes going on at Klang
this weekend. Borbetomagus blows in on Friday for a
one-night stand. Borbetomagus throws up high density,
high intensity, totally improvised ramparts of sound.
Their music is seldom easy and rarely cute – just like
life…bring your industrial strength earplugs.

KATHERINE YESKE TAYLOR

W

hen I was a teenager in Sandy Springs
in the late ’80s, I obsessively read
every issue of Creative Loafing cover
to cover. I especially loved the music
section, which educated me about important Atlanta
bands such as Hollyfaith and Mary My Hope. Going
to concerts at The Point or The Cotton Club sounded
so exciting compared to my rather sheltered life in the
sleepy northern suburbs. Once in a while, I attended an
“all ages” show, but for the most part, my knowledge
of Atlanta’s music scene came from the articles I read
in CL .

CL Mar. 7: No Walls is playing The Point every
Wednesday during March. Don’t miss this opportunity
to hear one of our finest, shamefully unheralded bands.
Thick clouds of acid-metal-jazz-funk, subsonic groove
twisting percussion, lurid bass guitar, Kip’s siren voice.
No Walls contain a joyous fusion of sound and song.
— CL —

CL Feb. 22: Opening for The Jody Grind is Donkey, a band that, in many ways, is like the B-side of
the headliner act. Like The Jody Grind, Donkey kicks
out a party mix of smoky bar tunes, funky blues ballads, swing era spinoffs and jazzed up rock jams. Lead

TOM ROCHE

LISTENING POST: Hanging with Col. Bruce Hampton,
Ret. (right), 2009.

Needless to say, I failed to convince him to take me
on as a writer that day.
However — and with the kind of baseless confidence only the very young can muster — I was undeterred. I called Tony every single Thursday afternoon
for the next six months straight. “You again,” he’d say,
with some mixture of astonishment, irritation, and
amusement.
And every week I’d hear: “I’m still not giving you
an assignment.” But this was pre-internet times: Tony
couldn’t simply send a curt rejection email and forget
about it. He had a desperately eager kid on the line, so
he was kind enough to talk to me a little bit before extracting himself from the call. He’d ask about my journalism classes, or what I did for fun. Sometimes he’d
tell me little things about himself. Even though I wasn’t
succeeding at getting any work, the attention I got from
him was enough to keep me motivated to continue
calling back week after week, month after month.

Though I loved Atlanta, I moved to Athens in 1991
so I could study journalism at The University of Georgia. I was lucky: I arrived there when the music scene
there was having a heyday, thanks to Athenian artists
such as R.E.M. and The B-52’s reaching their commercial peak at that point. Even so, I still sought out Creative Loafing every week so I could keep up with what
was happening in Atlanta.

One Thursday in June, I said to Tony, “By the time
I talk to you next week, I’ll have turned nineteen years
old.” He said, “You’ve been calling me for six months
now — so as a birthday present, I’m going to reward
your persistence: here’s an assignment.” He gave me an
interview with World Party frontman Karl Wallinger
— my first time covering an internationally famous
musician. The chat happened on my birthday. I was
over the moon.

But like most teenagers, I wasn’t keen on being told
what I shouldn’t do. I did a little detective work and got
the direct phone number for Tony Paris, CL ’s music
editor. I remember dialing that number for the first
time with shaking hands — I was so nervous.
My nerves weren’t assuaged when Tony picked up.
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I don’t remember the details of that conversation anymore, but I do vividly recall how it started: “How did
you get this number?” he asked, incredulous, then immediately added, “You did see where it said not to call
here, right?”

My love for music and writing made me decide to
become a music journalist, so I started contributing to
the student newspaper at North Springs High School.
Surprisingly, I somehow convinced quite a number of
respected Atlanta musicians to let me interview them,
even though I had no idea what I was doing. My faculty adviser seemed to think that I was an oddball for
writing about this type of thing, so he offered no guidance. Instead, I studied the articles in Creative Loafing
and other music magazines, trying to teach myself how
to write like those journalists.

I’m not sure what made me decide to try to write
for CL . It certainly wasn’t because it was very welcoming — the masthead prominently said “NO CALLS,
PLEASE.” It might’ve been phrased a bit differently
than that, but however it was said, the message was
clear: people like me shouldn’t pester them.

SUSAN LEE BAUER

BILL STEVENS

DEACON LUNCHBOX: AMS infield He-man.

Breaking music journalism’s ‘glass ceiling’ at CL

FLAP played to a packed house at Tortillas recently
in a concert celebrating the release of Guitarded, a
self-distributed cassette produced and engineered by
Joe Hamm. FLAP is Matt Miller and Andy Hopkins,
two Emory University seniors who somehow have
managed to integrate speedmetal, flatpicking, Django
Reinhardt and King Crimson into an irresistible ball of
acoustic energy.

1992

CL Aug. 17: Decisions, decisions. Ice-T’s in town
for the Lollapalooza Festival. Fela Kuti & his Egypt
80 crew are at The Masquerade Saturday night. Then
there’s a couple of serious jazzbos on the sked: Eddie
Gomez at Spivey Hall and Frank Morgan at the Variety
Playhouse, both, unfortunately, performing on the same

‘Nevertheless, she persisted’

A new acoustic anti-folk thing is percolating around
town. Two of the avatars of this modest movement,
Grady Cousins and FLAP, have shows coming up in
the next two weeks. Grady’s recent solo set at Purgatory opening for Eugene Chadbourne bolstered previous impressions that his is one of the most unusual
and courageous talents in this city. A one-man harmonica choir, rebel poet, mystic, comic and troubadour,
Cousins mines the maelstrom of his own mind to
create songs steeped in edgy experience and emotional
release.

CL Dec. 7: Jimmie Dale Gilmore at the Cotton
Club? The Flatlander co-founder playing the midtown
rockhounders’ Radio City Music Hall? Even just a
few years ago, who would have predicted it? Yet, this
Friday, Dec. 6, it’ll be here. The west Texas-bred preapocalyptic poetry. The existential vibes for neo-structuralist honky-tonkers. The bittersweet spirit of Merle
Haggard and Hank Williams, Sr. Twangy electric steel.
Railroad rhythms, Ballads as soft as prairie winds and a
drawl and cadence that’s lonesome cowboy right.

The Chameleon Club in Buckhead is hosting an
evening of subversive sounds on Tuesday. Opening is
Atlanta’s own I See the Moon, which counts among its
members the dynamic dueling DJs from WREK’s “Destroy All Music,” Glen Thrasher and Ellen McGrail.

THE MASQUERADE: Public Enemy performing Dec. 28,
1992.

crooner Todd Ferster brings to mind Jody Grind torcher
Kelly Hogan injected with an extra helping (make that
an extra truckload) of testosterone, sliding through
songs with a slouchy cool attitude and preening like a
Las Vegas lounge act.

CL Sep 11: This Saturday, Sep. `14, Slim Chance &
the Convicts will host the third annual Slimmy Awards
at the Austin Avenue Buffet. The show will include a
dance contest, as well as the dispensation of the highly
coveted Slimmys in a variety of categories including
Redneck of the Year, Honky Tonk Angel of the Year,
NASCAR Fan of the Year and the Elvis Award. Jenny
B., Deacon Lunchbox, Mark David and a posse of guest
stars will be on hand for the gala event. This’ll be the
Convict first official Buffet gig since Slimstock in June
and also marks the official debut of guitarist Jon Byrd,
who replaces Tim Lee, who moved into an air-conditioned, cable-ready, single-wide trailer outside of Oxford, Mississippi with his wife Susan a few weeks ago.

Then — finally! — I saw my byline in Creative Loafing ! For the first time, I felt like a “real” journalist. After that, Tony gave me more assignments, and I became
a regular contributor. I even wrote a couple of cover
stories. A dream come true!
It must be said, though, that not everyone at CL
was so willing to give me a chance. A few of the older
male writers balked at letting a female teenager into
the “boy’s club” that was the status quo in music jour-

nalism at that time. They weren’t shy about letting
me know how little they thought of me, either. I often
heard about snide things they’d said behind my back.
One night at Smith’s Olde Bar, one of CL ’s betterknown writers cornered me. Sneering, he leaned in
close and asked, “Do you actually write your own articles, or does Tony Paris write them for you?” He was
someone whose work I’d read avidly for years, so it
was hurtful and infuriating to have him treat me with
such disrespect. (For the record, Tony never wrote anything for me, though he did teach me more about music
journalism than I ever learned in any class.)
Most of my fellow CL writers were incredibly encouraging, though. Jason Ferguson was very supportive
of my work, especially after he took over the music editor position from Tony in the mid ’90s. And Jeff Clark,
for all his well-known cantankerousness, was always
generous with advice and praise. He would go on to
become an editor, first for the magazine affiliated with
the radio station 99X, and then editor and publisher at
his own magazine Stomp & Stammer — where he frequently hired me to write for him. I was honored that
Jeff asked me to write the cover story for the final S&S
issue (on singer-songwriter Jesse Malin) before he shuttered the magazine last year.
When editors at other outlets saw that I contributed
to CL , they would be willing to give me a chance, too.
This dramatically helped my career. I’ve lived in New
York City for ten years now, and I write for Billboard,
Spin, American Songwriter, and several other magazines (and I just signed my first book deal). Part of me
will always think of Atlanta as “home,” though, and
there’s no other outlet that has place in my heart like
Creative Loafing does. I’m not sure that the opportunities that have come my way would’ve been possible if I
hadn’t “earned my stripes” at CL .
It was exactly thirty years ago when Tony Paris
finally gave me that fateful first assignment. Now that
he’s back as CL ’s editor, it feels both familiar and nostalgic to write for him again. I think I’ll always feel like
getting an assignment at CL is something extra special.

Creative Loafing has played a crucial role in my life,
but I know I’m not the only one: Atlanta would not be
the same without it. —CL—
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Eyewitness continued from p.51
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liams was elected to several offices.”
Houck says he was arrested about 20
times while working as a “foot soldier”
in the civil rights movement “and I got 17
stitches in my knee to prove it.” A tavern
across the street from the SCLC became
a refuge for him and his fellow freedom
fighters. “You get thirsty when you’re out
in the field getting your head beat in.”
In the middle of all this Houck was
“bamboozled” into being a driver for
Dr. King and his family. “Here I am,
a white boy in 1966, I was 18, I had a
lot more hair then and weighed about
150 pounds less. The civil rights movement was still going on, but I decided
yes, yes, I would drive,” he recalls. “I
drove for about nine months, but I still
wanted to organize — I was a hell of
a good organizer — so I went back to
organizing over the housing demonstrations in Chicago, the Vietnam war, and
ultimately, the Poor People’s Campaign
for low-income whites, Hispanics, and
Asians.” He describes the Poor People’s
Campaign as a challenge for social and
economic justice and dignity that is
still going on today. “We had a president
back then (Lyndon Johnson) who was
not quite like the one we have today.”
Houck acknowledges it was a great
experience driving for King “because it
put me in the center of Atlanta and of
the King family. I met a lot of people
through them who became my best
friends, my travel agents, my doctor,
and my dentist, Walter Young, Andy’s
brother, who is still practicing.”
The King family suffered more than
just the tragedy of MLK’s assassination
in 1968. Younger brother Alfred Daniel
King was found dead the following year
in a swimming pool “under mysterious
circumstances,” according to Houck.
Their mother, Alberta Williams King,
was shot to death inside Ebenezer Baptist Church in 1974, while playing the organ. Yolanda King, their eldest child, died
of a heart attack in 2007 at the age of 51.
Coretta Scott King, MLK’s late
widow, started to plan the King Center
on Auburn Avenue shortly after his
death. “Today it’s headed by (King’s
youngest child) Bernice Albertine

NEW YORK • CHICAGO • NASHVILLE • ATLANTA • BOSTON
WASHINGTON DC • PHILADELPHIA • HUDSON VALLEY

King,” Houck notes. “It’s dedicated to
nonviolent protest around the world
— still a work in progress but it’s coming along. That’s what their goal is.”
Houck’s tour, which begins at the
King Center, also takes in the Vine City
home where the King family lived and
their children were raised. “The house
was full of love and joy. We would
play football out here with neighborhood kids and Dr. King would sometimes join us,” Houck remembers.
“It was here that Coretta got the
news on April 4th of 1968, shortly after
6 o’clock, that Martin had been shot in
Memphis,” Houck adds. “She got ready
to go (to the Atlanta airport) and got
picked up by Mayor Ivan Allen, and on
the way there they discovered Martin
had died. She led the same march in
Memphis the next day that Martin was
going to lead, nonviolently, then came
back to Atlanta and played host to the
world for the next three or four days.
One of the last visitors to come here
was Bobby Kennedy, and a few months
later we know what happened to him.”
Another residence on the tour is
the family home of John Wesley Dobbs,
a pivotal figure in black suffrage who
co-founded the Atlanta Negro Voters
League, and who was instrumental in
getting mayor William Hartsfield to
hire black police officers. Dobbs died
in 1961 on the same day the Atlanta
School System was desegregated, and
his grandson, Maynard Jackson Jr., won
election as the city’s first black mayor 12
years later. A giant sculpture to honor
Dobbs was erected on Auburn Avenue
during the 1996 Summer Olympics.
Many of Atlanta’s most prominent
civil rights leaders are buried at SouthView Cemetery, where Houck’s bus
stops towards the end of the threehour tour. King himself was buried
there temporarily before his crypt at
the King Center was constructed. The
tour also takes a drive down part of the
Atlanta boulevard named after King,
where Houck once had an apartment.
“It’s an honor to have lived on a street
named for my hero,” he says. —CL—
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JUNETEENTH WEEKEND
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6.23 TREY DANIELS
THE REMAKES: A TRIBUTE
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FUNNY HOW? TOUR 2022
7.15
WITH VIC DIBITETTO
7.16
AND ERIC D’ALESSANDRO
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50 YEARS

Phoenix Rising continued from p.35

PHOTO COURTESY HIGH MUSEUM OF ART

HIGH EXPECTATIONS: Building upon more than 50 years of experience, the
Woodruff Arts Center strives to “showcase art that reflect the stories,
history, and heartbeat of our community on one campus.”

Officer of the Woodruff Arts Center.
“The founders would be proud of how
far the Arts Center has come and what
it has achieved in the past sixty years.”
In the fall of 2018, the High Museum
completed a comprehensive reinstallation of its permanent collection, which
numbers more than 18,000 pieces including an expanding collection of works
by folk and self-taught artists. In recent
years, the museum has made a conscious
effort to attract visitors and participants
from Atlanta’s diverse communities. According to the museum’s Art + Inclusion
report, between 2015 and 2020 participation in High Museum events and
activities among Black, Indigenous and
people of color (BIPOC) rose from 15%
to 51%, representing a 240% increase.
The High’s push for inclusive representation and diverse participation
extends to the other major arts organizations operating under the Woodruff roof.
In 2021, the Alliance Theater and its
director Susan Booth received a $250,000
grant from the Vermont-based BOLD
Theater Women’s Leadership Circle to
develop theatrical works by women and
create mentorship programs for future
female artistic directors. With each passing season, the performance calendar
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of the Atlanta Symphony Orchestra,
which recently welcomed Nathalie
Stutzmann as its first female Music Director, includes more performances and
compositions by artists representing
BIPOC, LBGTQ+ and other historically
marginalized communities. In February,
SCAD hired an alumnus, Brittany ‘Lace’
Carter Walker, as the university’s new
director of inclusion at all locations.
“Our citizens are well aware that the
original ‘anonymous’ donor [for construction of the Memorial Arts Center]
was Robert Woodruff of The Coca-Cola
Company,” said Moddelmog. “I must add
that The Coca-Cola Company, along with
other corporate partners in Atlanta, have
continued to influence the evolution of
the Arts Center through their generous
giving not only toward our exquisite
art, but also by supporting education
and access for underserved Georgians.
We believe that art is powerful and
made more powerful when shared by
way of education and access for all.”
The Orly disaster occurred ten
years prior to Creative Loafing’s first
issue being published, but the tragedy of that day and its impact on
Atlanta has reverberated through our
arts coverage ever since. —CL—

Street Talk continued from p.50

with the group of animals because the circus just went
defunct right then and there. The city put the animals
up for sale at public auction. People started coming
to look at the animals where they were housed. Most
people in Atlanta had never seen any of these types
of animals unless at a circus. A gentleman named
George Valentine Gress, a local philanthropist and
businessman, bought all of them and gave them to the
city to form the locus of a zoo because he had a vision of a great zoo being part of Atlanta’s fabric. The
city leaders looked around, they looked at Piedmont
Park, and may have looked at other places. They eventually decided to house the zoo here in Grant Park.
Over portions of the ‘70s and into the early ‘80s,
things were steadily declining. In 1984 everything
came to a head. The zoo was getting a lot of attention because there was a series of animal deaths. That
year Parade magazine called the Atlanta Zoo among
the top 10 worst zoos in the US. It had become a
civic embarrassment. You either had to close the zoo
or do something about the zoo. It became very high
profile, it was all over the news. The very public, national nature of that stain upon the zoo’s reputation
really helped get the ball rolling with everyone knowing, okay, we’ve got to do something about the zoo.
A few days after Cary Burgess arrived from the National Zoo to start working for the Atlanta Zoo, Gorilla
Willie B. was going to be let out of isolation. “It was a
huge occasion for us. We all lined up and were wondering if he was going to actually take the steps outside. It
was an overcast day. His long-time animal care professional, Charles Horton, was excited and everybody was
hoping that he would come out. He came out into this
beautiful new yard and looked around and just was
kind of taking it all in, you know, because to my understanding was the first time he had been outside and he
looked up at the sky, touched some of the grass. It started raining and then he moseyed back inside. It brought
tears to a number of people’s eyes here. You know, I
was a newcomer. So I was just starting to understand
the impact of this gorilla on not only this zoo and the
revitalization of the zoo, but also the community.
When he passed away the outpouring of support
and condolences from the community was unbelievable. Thousands of cards came in, school groups made
posters. Attendance at the ceremony was somewhere
in the neighborhood of 8,000 people. It was freezing cold. There were lines all the way from out from
inside the zoo all the way out to the parking lot.
We set televisions up on the pathways because we
knew we could only get a certain number of people

under our tent, where Andy Young gave the eulogy.
This was broadcast live. They all came to mourn
the death of their Willie B. It was incredible to witness the love that this community had for him.

ity. When I came back to Atlanta after graduate school,
I continued to explore and get involved in interfaith
work. There’s a strong fabric in Atlanta of interfaith
connectivity. And so that’s really been my lens, understanding how people bring faith into the public spaces.
Evelyn Lowry, Joseph Lowry’s wife, came to Mayor
Shirley Franklin very early in her term and said, I
really think we ought to have a new civil rights museum that’s broader than what was at the King Center.
Mayor Franklin worked on it with A.J. Robinson at
Central Atlanta Progress. They shepherded the idea
and then she said, okay, let’s get some pro bono help
to figure this out. They called the consulting firm that
I worked at and asked if anyone there knew anything
about museums or civil rights history. The guy who
got the call said, we don’t know anything about museums but we’ve got a guy who knows a ton about
civil rights history, but he’s 32 and he’s white. Do
you care? Does it matter? And Mayor Franklin said,
as long as he’s free, I don’t care what he looks like.

Doug Shipman; Atlanta City Council
President; founding CEO, National
Center for Civil Rights; former
CEO, Woodruff Arts Center
I grew up in rural Arkansas and knew I wanted to
leave. I applied to lots of different schools around the
country and Atlanta was extremely attractive because
(1) I got a scholarship to go to Emory; (2) I had a friend
from Arkansas that wanted to go to Emory - so I had
a roommate and; (3) I was attracted to this incredible
place of diversity. Atlanta was still in the south but it
was growing. Where I grew up, there was really no racial diversity, religious diversity, ethnic diversity of any
kind. Coming to Atlanta with the incredible legacy that
it has and diversity in general was a huge shift for me.
My father was a Pentecostal Minister before I was
born. I grew up in a small Pentecostal church which
helped me when I went to Ebenezer [Baptist Church],
because I knew all the same songs. I was really interested in religion and society where those two things fit together. When I was at Emory, I took a course from Robert Franklin about Martin Luther King Jr. and Malcolm
X’s theologies, and my graduate work in theology was
really around religion, social movements, and religious
traditions, Buddhism, Judaism Hinduism Christian-

C.T. Vivian had been a freedom rider, counter sitin protestor, he was at the March on Washington and
on the Selma bridge. C.T. was everywhere during the
movement. The first time I met him, he came up to me
and said, “I want to tell you something. If anybody gives
you any gruff being a white, young guy doing this, you
send him to me.” He said, “We weren’t just working for
the liberation of Black people, we were working for the
liberation of everybody from what was Jim Crow. He
said, the fact that you’re doing this, that’s exactly what
we always hoped would happen, that everybody would
be part of it. That really touched me pretty deeply.
I think Atlanta right now is experiencing another
one of those just great infusions of energy. You can
see it in all kinds of ways. You can see it in technology. You can see it in things like Atlanta United. You
go to Atlanta United match, and one moment you’re
singing a Spanish chant and the other, you’re singing
a hip hop chant and you look around and it just feels
as if Atlanta’s writing that next chapter. We’ve talked
about the civil rights legacy, a Black legacy, a Southern legacy, but I think Atlanta’s going come up with
a whole new stew. I think this is a really interesting
inflection point right now. I don’t know exactly all
the parts of it that will be written, but it feels a little
bit to me like that moment when I got here in ‘91 and
the Olympics had just been announced. You knew
there was something big around the corner, you just
didn’t know exactly what it was going to be. —CL—
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FILM
two week engagement, but usually, they offered
three different programs a week: Sunday-Tuesday,
Wednesday-Thursday and Friday-Saturday. Occasionally they’d slot a single, epic-length movie like The
Seven Samurai, but usually they programmed double
features paired by movie stars, filmmakers or genre.
A pair of Humphrey Bogart/Lauren Bacall pictures,
probably To Have and Have Not and The Big Sleep,
may have been my first Silver Screen double-feature.
Between the two theaters, an obsessive planner could see 12 classic or cult films in a single
week without repetition — and still have a day off
in case you wanted to catch a new release like Raiders of the Lost Ark. And this doesn’t count the Silver
Screen’s midnight screenings of The Rocky Horror
Picture Show, which I first saw the same night as
my future Creative Loafing editor Rob. Walton.
You could compare going to the Silver Screen or
Rhodes to a cinema appreciation class, but that makes
watching silent movies, black-and-white classics or
subtitled foreign language films seem like homework.
And that’s wrong: I remember seeing a double feature
of, say, Alfred Hitchcock’s 1930s comedy-thrillers,The
39 Steps and The Lady Vanishes, and the jokes killed.
FILE PHOTO

REPERTORY CINEMA: ‘Don’t dream it, be it!’

SCREEN TIME: To have and have not
How Atlanta moviegoing has transformed over the decades
CURT HOLMAN
If you’ve ever seen an Indiana Jones movie, you
know that Harrison Ford’s swashbuckling archeologist
constantly faces deathtraps. A spiky wall may be sliding down from the ceiling to catch Indy in a snake pit,
so he’ll have to slide under the edge, then reach back
to grab his fedora in the last second before it shuts.
Thinking about local movie culture for Creative
Loafing’s 50th anniversary, I feel like I had a weirdly
comparable nick-of-time experience as an Atlanta film
fan. Of course, I faced no personal jeopardy beyond getting a popcorn kernel caught in the back of my throat.
But as a lifelong Atlantan slightly older than the Loaf,
I got in under the wire as a moviegoer, just before
cinema would change beyond recognition — and then
change again. Atlanta’s picture shows, many of them
long closed and razed, provided a front-row seat.
Technically, it was a third-row seat. As a teenage
film buff with a new driver’s license, my favorite place
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to see movies was The Silver Screen at Peachtree Battle
Shopping Center. There were plenty of other great
movie venues, of course. Phipps Plaza’s three massive
screens were in bicycle distance for me. The palatial Fox
Theatre was becoming a live performance venue but
still screened movies. A few blocks away, the Columbia
Theater had a curved screen so huge, you’d feel like the
xenomorphs from Aliens could spill into your lap.

But the Silver Screen, opened in 1976, was special not just because it was a cozy, sleek design with
seats that rocked, but because it practiced the repertory model of exhibition. Like Storey Theatre’s Rhodes
Theater, located about a mile away down Peachtree
(and a close second in my affections), repertory theaters showed classics and obscure movies at a time
when VCRs and cable networks barely existed.

But my favorite spot was third-row center at the Silver Screen —I knew the exact one because the lining of
the seat-back in front was slightly out of place. The Silver
Screen belonged to the theater chain of local impresario
George Lefont, along with the likes of The Screening
Room in Broadview Plaza and Garden Hills Cinema
in, uh, Garden Hills. Lefont’s movie houses celebrated
foreign and independent films outside the mainstream.

Back then, if you wanted to see any older movie, you
generally had to watch it on television. Several channels programmed movies, including Atlanta’s WTCG,
which Ted Turner would eventually purchase, dub
“The Superstation” and make it the flagship of his
cable TV empire. But movies on television would be
cut to fit the time slot, cropped to fit the TV screen
and interrupted by many, many commercial breaks.

But the best way to connect to old movies is seeing
them on the big screen, not just because they’re free
from the distractions of home. Films from 1940s and
earlier can suffer more on a small screen compared to
those of, say, the 1980s. I’ll see people on social media who claim to love film and dismiss movies from
before, say, when Jaws came out. (I’m not saying you
can’t appreciate old movies if don’t see them on a big
screen, but the big screen makes a better gateway.)

it was next door to where the deserted Rhodes still
stood, the old marquee facing our wedding party.

Seeing was the mother lode for classics and cult films,
in sharp contrast to the likes of Blockbuster Video.

The next chapter of film fandom is neatly spanned
by the life of Movies Worth Seeing, the beloved video
rental store opened by Jerry and Anne Rubinstein in
1985. For decades, Virginia-Highland’s Movies Worth

Video stores offered vastly more choices and greater
convenience than the repertory option, at the cost of
the communal experience and the mystique movies
could cultivate when they were harder to find. Movies
Worth Seeing closed in 2011 at the dawn of our present era of Redbox kiosks and streaming channels, with
the choices making another exponential increase.
Despite so many options, today’s film discourse
is borderline apocalyptic. Between the global corporatization of movie studios, the rise of streaming
services and the pandemic, the theatrical experience
is increasingly reduced to the most commercial film
franchises, with grown-up fare (essentially anything
without a superhero) relegated to niche theaters like
the Plaza and Landmark Midtown Art Cinema. Ironically. Georgia became a major film location just when
fewer types of movies get major theatrical releases.
The Plaza Theatre and Videodrome video store,
neighbors in Poncey-Highlands, remain strongholds of classic film culture. While The Plaza mostly
shows new art-house fare, its repertory screenings
are as creative as they’ve ever been. I’m constantly
keeping my fingers crossed that the Plaza and Videodrome’s business models and support systems
can keep pace with the area’s real estate prices.
In a roundabout way, the Turner media empire
now helps to show a few classics on the big screen
each year. Turner Classic Movies partners with
Fathom Events for monthly in-person screenings —
including anniversary screenings later in 2022 of To
Kill a Mockingbird and In the Heat of the Night.

I won’t romanticize the celluloid good old days
over the digital present. Today’s IMAX screens and
projectors can offer a tremendous viewing experience, while technical glitches were common back in
the day. Audiences would routine yell to the projection booth if a movie was improperly framed or out
of focus after a reel change. At the Silver Screen’s Diamonds Are Forever, a femme fatale asked James Bond
“Is there something we can do for you?” and someone
in the theater clapped back “We want you to focus!”

In Raiders of the Lost Ark, Indiana Jones fights to
keep the Ark of the Covenant from the Nazi clutches,
arguing “It belongs in a museum!” While movies, as
great art, belong in museums, they should also be legally
available to as many people as possible. Thinking about
the trade-offs of yesterday and today, it’s like the richer,
more diverse theatrical experience was sacrificed in
the name of ready access to countless (but not infinite)
films. Had I been forced to choose one or the other,
I may have made that call, but not without regrets.

Around this time, the marketing of VCRs and movies on videotape was a subplot that would eventually
supplant the main story. It’s like the 1980s began with
repertory theaters and ended with video rental stores.
The Silver Screen closed in 1983 —the last films I
saw there were the drag comedies La Cage Aux Folles
and Victor/Victoria — and The Rhodes held out a
few more years. In the 1990s, my wife and I got married at the Rhodes Hall historic home, in part because

Next year will mark my 30th anniversary writing about movies and the arts for Creative Loafing.
I can’t imagine how my sensibility as a writer and
critic would have been shaped without the Silver
Screen and Rhodes. For the generations that follow the repertory cinema era, those experiences
can be imitated, but not duplicated. —CL—

Repertory cinemas like the Silver Screen and the
Rhodes were a godsend to movie fans. Sometimes
they’d schedule a new arthouse release for a one to
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“THIS AND THAT”

MATT JONES

--if one exists, the other does too.
Across

1. “Be kind to animals”
org.
5. Anna’s Disney sister
9. Figure out a Rubik’s
Cube
14. Prepare carefully
15. “Let’s Make a Deal”
option
16. Egg-shaped
17. Cardinal direction
that doesn’t begin a
state name
18. Braggy answer to
a food allergens quiz if
you know your wheat
proteins?
20. Not all alone
22. Part of the teen
punk band name with
the 2022 song “Racist,
Sexist Boy”
23. Fifth-century pope
called “the Great”
24. 2022 horror sequel
(or the 1996 movie that
started it all)
26. Award for “The
Crown”
28. Agcy. spawned by
the Manhattan Project
29. “Sign me up!”
33. Crew equipment
35. Brings in
37. Barrel rib
38. Costar of Sid on
“Your Show of Shows”
40. “Don’t worry
about it”
42. Shade named for
a flower
43. British racing town
that lent its name to a
kind of salt
45. Card game with
Skips
46. Say it loud
47. “___ got a golden
ticket ...”
48. “Field of Dreams”
locale
50. Get ready for
hockey
53. Soothing stuff
56. “Lawrence of Arabia” Oscar nominee
59. Accelerate
61. All-sock reenactment of the Swiss
apple-shooting story?
63. Day saver?
64. Falco and Brickell, e.g.
65. ___ sci (college
course)

GEMINI
MAY 21-JUNE 20

A blogger named Sweetlikeacherry reminds us,
“Some epiphanies are only possible when you
put away your phone and go completely offline
for a while.” She adds that sometimes you also
need to at least partially avoid your phone and
the internet if you hope to incubate new visions
of the future and unlock important discoveries in
your creative work and summon your untamed
genius. According to my astrological analysis, all
these possibilities are especially likely and necessary for you in the coming weeks. I trust you
will carry out the necessary liberations to take
full advantage.
CANCER (JUNE 21-JULY 22): Poet Carolyn Kizer (1925–
2014) won a Pulitzer Prize for her poetry. She was smart! But
when she was young and still studying her craft in college,
a professor objected to one of her poems. He said, “You have
pigs in this poem; pigs are not poetic.” Kizer was incensed
at such ignorance. She testified, “I got up and walked out of
that class and never went back.” Judging from the astrological omens, I suspect you may have comparable showdowns
headed your way. I advise you to be like Kizer. You are the
only one who truly knows the proper subjects of your quest.
No one else has the right or the insight to tell you what your
work (or play) should be about.
LEO (JULY 23-AUG. 22): Leo author James Baldwin said
it wasn’t often “that two people can laugh and make love,
too—make love because they are laughing and laugh because
they’re making love. The love and the laughter come from
the same place: but not many people go there.” Your assignment, Leo, is to be the exception to Baldwin’s rule during the
coming weeks. According to my analysis of the astrological
omens, there’s a high possibility that interesting eros can
converge with humorous fun in a glorious synergy. You will
have a knack for conjuring up ribald encounters and jovial
orgasms. Your intuition will guide you to shed the solemnity
from your bliss and replace it with sunny, carefree cheer.
VIRGO (AUG. 23-SEPT. 22): I’m worried you will over-indulge in your pursuit of perfection during the coming weeks.
It’s fine to be exquisitely skillful and masterful; I hope you
do that. But if you get obsessed with flawlessness, you will
risk undoing your good intentions. As an antidote, I offer
you two pieces of advice. The first is from actor and activist
Jane Fonda. She said, “We are not meant to be perfect; we are
meant to be whole.” The second counsel is from philosopher
and psychologist William James, who wrote, “Perfection
is not attainable, but if we chase perfection, we can catch
excellence.”

©2022 Matt Jones (editor@jonesincrosswords.com)

66. Anti-D.U.I. group
67. Makeup of
Maslow’s hierarchy
68. Put the brakes on
69. Pennsylvania
port city

Down

1. Ejects, as lava
2. Interwoven hair
3. Giant medieval
structure being transported on wheels?
4. “La Marseillaise,”
for France
5. U2 guitarist The ___
6. Hangs loose
7. Warhol motif
8. It’s designed to be
on display
9. Justice Sotomayor
10. It’ll help you handle
some hot stuff
11. Trucker’s haul
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12. Discover competition
13. “Slow Churned” ice
cream brand
19. A public util.
21. Domestic class,
briefly
25. Score silence
symbols
27. PBS chef Martin
30. Ripping coupons
with your bare hands,
as opposed to fancy
scissors?
31. View from the
Royal Shakespeare
Theatre
32. “People Got a
Lotta Nerve” singer
Case
33. Shampoo bottle
spec
34. Friend, in France
36. “Canterbury Tales”
pilgrim

37. Pastry often served
with mint chutney
39. Competed in the
Kentucky Derby, say
41. ___ polloi (the
masses)
44. French automaker
with a lion logo
47. Rapper who
starred in “New Jack
City”
49. Message
Solution
on a dirty
car
51. Find
___-thanperfect solution
52. Taqueria
option
54. He wrote
three operas
based on
Shakespeare
55. Break

down
56. Uncap
57. Sass, if you’re
stuck in the ‘80s
58. “The Andy Griffith
Show” kid
60. Resell quickly
62. Does a “harmless”
prank (but it’s really
annoying to clean up)
to last month’s puzzle
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LIBRA (SEPT. 23-OCT. 22): Author Mustafa Mahmoud
described the signs of love between two people: 1. feeling a
comfortable familiarity; 2. having no urge or need to lie; 3.
being natural, not trying to be different from who one is; 4.
having little or no possibility of being embarrassed in front
of the other person; 5. experiencing silence as delicious, not
alienating; 6. enjoying the act of listening to the other person. I bring these pointers to your attention, Libra, because
the coming months will be a favorable time to define and
redefine your understandings about the signs of love. How
do you feel about Mahmoud’s ideas? Are there any more you
would like to add?
SCORPIO (OCT. 23-NOV. 21): “We do not love each other
without changing each other,” wrote author Madeleine
L’Engle. Meditate on that gem, Scorpio. Now is a perfect
time for you and your loved ones to acknowledge, honor,
and celebrate the ways your love has changed each other. It
may be true that some transformations have been less than
ideal. If that’s the case, the coming weeks will be a favorable
time to correct those trends. As for the positive changes that
you and your allies have stimulated in each other: I hope
you will name them and pledge to keep doing more of that
good work.
SAGITTARIUS (NOV. 22-DEC. 21): “I always deserve the
best treatment, because I never put up with any other,” wrote

Ksysha/Adobe Stock

or email classifieds@creativeloafing.com

FREE WILL ASTROLOGY: June

Sagittarian novelist Jane Austen. Sagittarian politician Stacey
Abrams said, “From the moment I enter a room, I am clear
about how I intend to be treated and how I intend to engage.”
You’ll be wise to cultivate those attitudes in the next seven
weeks, Sagittarius. It’s high time for you to raise your selfrespect in ways that inspire others to elevate their appreciation and regard for you.
CAPRICORN (DEC. 22-JAN. 19): In 1963, Jim Munro and
Alice Munro founded Munro’s Books, a store in Victoria,
British Columbia. After being on the job for a few months,
Alice found she was not impressed with many of the products they sold. “I can write better books than this,” she told
Jim. Five years later, she published her first collection of
short stories, Dance of the Happy Shades. Fourteen books
later, she won the Nobel Prize in Literature. Will the coming
months bring your equivalent of Alice Munro’s pivotal resolution? I suspect they could.
AQUARIUS (JAN. 20-FEB. 18): “True love for whatever
you are doing is the answer to everything,” proclaimed performance artist Marina Abramovic. Amen to that righteous
attitude! I hope you will embrace it in the coming weeks.
I hope your heart and imagination will reveal all you need
to know to bring tender fresh streams of true love to the
essential activities of your life. Now is an excellent time to
redefine the meaning of the word “love” so it applies to all
your relationships and pursuits.
PISCES (FEB. 19-MARCH 20): A homeless woman in a
wheelchair stopped where I was sitting outside a café. She
was pushing her belongings in a small shopping cart. “Would
you like to go dancing?” she said to me. “There’s a nearby park
that has a great grassy dance floor.” “Maybe another day,” I
told her. “My energy is low. I’ve had a lot of personal challenges lately.” I’m sure the expression on my face was lessthan-ebullient. “Cheer up, mister,” she told me. “I’m psychic,
and I can tell you for sure that you will live a long life and
have many more fine adventures. I’ll be in the park if you
change your mind.” My mood instantly brightened. “Thanks!”
I yelled toward her as she rolled away. Now I predict that
you, Pisces, will have comparable experiences in the coming
days. Are you willing to welcome uplifting surprises?
ARIES (MARCH 21-APRIL 19): Who loves the truth better than you Aries people? Who has the greatest potential to
speak the real story in every situation, even when it requires
extra courage? Who has more fun than you in discovering
and defining and expressing the raw facts? In my Book of
Life, you Rams are radiant beacons of candor—the people I
go to when I need accuracy and honesty. And all I’m saying
here will be especially crucial in the coming weeks. The
whole world needs concentrated doses of your authenticity.
Now read this pep talk from Aries philosopher St. Catherine
of Siena: “Let the truth be your delight; let it always be in
your mouth, and proclaim it when it is needed. Proclaim it
lovingly and to everyone, especially those you love with a
special love—but with a certain congeniality.”
TAURUS (APRIL 20-MAY 20): Before the 20th century,
you couldn’t buy a loaf of bread that was already sliced
into thin pieces. Then in 1912, the American inventor Otto
Frederick Rohwedder developed a slicing machine. But all his
work, including the blueprints and the machine prototypes,
was destroyed in a fire. He had to seek new funding and
begin again. Sixteen years later, his innovation was finally
ready for broad public use. Within five years, most of the
bread in the US was sold sliced. What does this have to do
with you? I am picking up an Otto Frederick Rohwedder
vibe when I turn my visions to you, Taurus. I suspect that in
the coming months, you, too, will fulfill a postponed dream.
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PRIVATE VIP AREAS FOR RESERVATION, VALET
PARKING, AND AN AWARD-WINNING RESTAURANT.

@thepinkponyatl
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Get your monthly horoscope fix online at
creativeloafing.com/horoscopes
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“This place
is amazing!

Great staff &
great selection.

I tried some gummies and
they were everything!
The staff were extremely
friendly and helpful.
Beautifully decorated, great
music, great products. I will
definitely be returning”

- Mimi L

Vibes are right, not
too pushy but very
informative. Helped me out
with HHC and THC-0 carts
and gummies. Plus they
have all my favorite paper
brands. Thanks, y’all!

- Hope M

Shop online or visit us in-store for expert product advice
and our new KAVA & KRATOM BAR!
AVONDALE | 2765 E COLLEGE AVE | DECATUR, GA 30030

404-390-3532 | WWW.HEMPHAVENATL.COM
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