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Ronald Reagan once quipped, “The 
nine most terrifying words are: I’m 

from the government and I’m here to help.”  Anti-
federalist Grover Norquist turned that into an ethos.  “I 
don’t want to abolish government, I simply want to re-
duce it to the size where I can drag it into the bathroom  
and drown it in the tub.”  Republicans have placed this 
point of view in the bedrock of their political platform.  
We have seen this philosophy fully ripen with the emer-
gence of the Tea Party in the first decade of this century 
and the presidency of Donald J. Trump.  Our president 
doesn’t really believe in this ethos, but he does believe in 
dismantling everything his predecessor, Barack Obama, 
created or stood for, and Trump has been used by those 
who saw this opportunity to ride Trump’s worse demons 
into DC and set fire to the federal government.  When 
your country is robust it can withstand this sort of fool-
ing around.  When a full blown pandemic crisis has taken 
over suddenly it reveals what a government looks like 
with all the underpinning removed, all the safety features 
deleted, and all the stockpiles raided.  Suddenly the 
basic services provided by a federal government are 
revealed to be ABSOLUTELY ESSENTIAL.  Except Ameri-
ca voted for a non-believing anti-federalist to its helm.  
And now all hell has broken loose. 
 
The federal government at its very basis provides certain 
services to its many nation-states.  Its job is to provide 
oversight and to coordinate response in times of nation-
al crisis.  Many would automatically assume that is set 
up for national defense or relief from natural disaster.  It 
is also comes into play in the event of a pandemic like 
what we face right now.  When Trump came into office 
he liked to lie often about how Obama had defunded the 
military to the point of having no ammunition and that 
Trump restored the military to its former glory.  What is 
interesting is that the very thing Trump has accused 
Obama of doing Trump did himself to the Center for 
Disease Control and to his own policy cabinet.  Trump 
dismantled the National Security Council’s Pandemic 
Unit in 2018.  He has continued to rely on acting depart-
ment chairs rather than Congressionally-approved candi-
dates, and that’s just in the cases of departments that 
have any sort of head at all.  Stockpiles of protective 
medical gear were sold for next to nothing to China last 
year because those supplies were believed to be wasted 
sitting around.  Meanwhile, the states have been left to 
fend for themselves in obtaining much needed medical 
supplies such as protective gear and respirators, forcing 
the states to negotiate sometimes against one another 
on the open market to obtain these supplies.  The presi-
dent uses his afternoon press briefings for propaganda 
screeds and misinformation campaigns, while one after 
the other doctors and scientists come to the podium to 
very carefully debunk most of the things the president 
said only minutes before.  At this point listening to any-
thing the president has to say about the pandemic has 
become not just ill-advised, it has now become danger-
ous. 
 

The big government lie 
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along, thanks to the provision of the United States Con-
stitution stating that whatever it is the federal govern-
ment does not explicitly provide or deny the states can 
then do so at their own discretion.  This has both piqued 
and energized Trump.  He has alternately declared that 
he as the President has the ultimate authority to enact 
states’ policy (he does not) and has also at the same 
time left the states to not only deal with the actual crisis 
but also the political fallout from any mistakes made 
during the response.  And some states, Michigan in 
particular, have made mistakes in its enactment of social 
quarantine.   

Most Americans, regardless of political persuasion, have 
had a hard time connecting personally to the pandemic.  
The effects most of us experience are to the response to 
the pandemic rather than the pandemic itself.  We are 
still, at this writing, at less than 50,000 deaths.  It has 
affected mostly the elderly, people in urban areas, and 
African-Americans.  I still have no direct connection to 
someone that has tested positive or has died from COVID
-19.  But I know lots of people laid off, unemployed, 
going out of business, can’t pay they mortgage/rent/car 
note, etc.  If one lacks the empathy for what those who 
have had to deal directly with the tragedy of the virus one 
needs not imagine an empathy for what the quarantine 
has done to the economy.  One has to believe that the 
pain of the cure is still better than the pain of the virus 
itself.  Cover that with a steady diet of denying the extent 
of infection and America’s inherent issue of balancing 
freedom and safety and this is where you wind up. 

Whenever I’ve written about gun laws in the wake of 
another stupid mass murder tragedy I always bring up 
America’s weird balancing act of managing freedom 
versus safety and that in America often liberty wins out.  
It is what makes our form of government and society 
unique.  But it also sometimes makes our form of gov-
ernment vastly underequipped for dealing with national 
disasters effectively.  The state telling you that you can’t 
go to church because you might get a virus that isn’t any 
worse than the flu and no one you know has it because 
you don’t live in New York City or Seattle sticks in one’s 
craw, especially if that person is already politically condi-
tioned to have a knee-jerk reaction to that sort of re-
sponse.  We know the quarantine is working so far pre-
cisely because most of us do not have a personal con-
nection to the virus.  But there’s only so much lack of 
freedom that Americans can abide.  We will see this 
become even more of a problem as we begin to disquar-
antine this month.  It will happen in fits and spurts and 
there will be times that parts of the country will regress 
as the virus spreads out.  We may go through another 
national quarantine before this is over, especially if we 
come out from underneath the first one too soon.  Who 
do you believe?  Your president or Dr. Fauci?  Rush 
Limbaugh or the CDC?  Sean Hannity or Andrew Cuomo?  
Where you lie on the political spectrum will dictate that 
answer, and your answer will dictate how you and the 
rest of us make it through to the other side of 2020. — 
KELLY MENACE 

It took the Trump administration several months into the  
growing pandemic to admit that there was a problem.  
Trump and many of his advisors wrongly told talk show 
hosts and reporters that COVID-19 was overblown, was 
only a Chinese disease, was no worse than a new flu 
strain, and that anyone who says otherwise is a Demo-
crat plant trying to make something out of nothing to 
make the president look bad.  Follow that logic forward 
to groups of anti-quarantine protestors in Ohio, Michi-
gan, and other states who have gathered to implore the 
states to end the quarantine lockdowns and reopen 
businesses, schools, and parks, all at the behest of the 
president, who lobbed tweets imploring citizens to 
“LIBERATE” their states.  That seems like table scraps 
tossed out to energize his political base, harmless.  
Except that some people took that as permission to roll 
up to their state capitols, armed and angry, to demand 
that the quarantine be lifted.  That is also dangerous. 

At the very base of this unrest are the platform planks 
of: government is bad/government is too big; the gov-
ernment will some day try to take away all your liberty/
freedom/rights/guns; and experts/doctors/scientists/
professors are overeducated shitheads that don’t know 
what they are talking about.  The COVID-19 pandemic 
and the nation’s response to it encapsulates the argu-
ment of right versus left in this country and ties it up 
with a neat little bow on top.   

The left believes that the government is not inherently 
bad and that capitalism, if left to its own devices, will act 
in its own self-interests and not the people’s.  Capitalism 
doesn’t understand why the nation would need to be 
able to produce its own PPE product or medical equip-
ment.  It costs too much to make it just to sit on it.  A 
federal government would create the market for that 
product, purchase it and then sit on it for when (not if) a 
crisis occurs.  Then that federal government would 
oversee distribution of that equipment to the states who 
need it most.  A National Science Foundation with ro-
bust funding would have labs all over the country well-
equipped to study the virus and how best to combat it 
and, once isolated, to produce a vaccine that would help 
mitigate the symptoms that would be distributed at no 
cost to citizens.  Capitalism, not seeing a profit to be 
made, slows down the response and ultimately makes it 
more costly to health care providers and ultimately 
citizens.  A federal government can also use wartime 
policies to have companies divert resources to making 
medical supplies if the engines of capitalism aren’t 
responding properly.  Trump waited long into the pan-
demic to enforce this rule and only selectively.   

A federal government would advise states on quarantine 
response, allowing states to make the best decisions for 
the amount of infections and where those infected indi-
viduals are located, allocating resources as necessary to 
help the states figure it out for themselves, and defend-
ing the states’ rights to enact those policies.  Right now 
states are not being supported at all by the federal gov-
ernment, so states have to make it up as they go  



Missing loudfest 
This is the first time since 2008 that a May has passed 
in Bryan/College Station without a LOUDFEST.  Atari-
matt, Niki Pistols, Wonko Zuckerburg, and myself start-
ed LOUDFEST in 2008 and the first year we did LOUD-
FEST on July 5 at Zapatos on Northgate.  From 2009 on 
the weekend between TAMU/Blinn graduation and B/CS 
high school graduation belonged to the best local music 
festival ever assembled in town.  We will certainly be 
back at it in 2021 provided the world hasn’t ended.  To 
tide you over in your grief the 979rep staff brings you 
our favorite LOUDFEST memories from years past. 

============================================ 

I don't necessarily have one great LOUDFEST story. 
Each LF has been a chaotic delight in it's own way.  Each 
one different than the last, but there are iconic people 
and things that pop in mind when my most favorite 
holiday comes around.  The people flood my mind.  The 
people like those A Sundae Drive dudes who are so 
goddamn sweet and who I can always expect to be at 
LF.  I think of The Hangouts, even if they're aren't togeth-
er, I think of Niki Shea yelling at all the boys to take their 
shirts off in a fashion only she can flaunt.  I think of 
Atarimatt, and all the dudes from ASS and how fucking 
amazing their closing set was.  I think of Joe Chipuk and 
how much I fucking love Boy Wonder, and how I get to 
share that deep love with Tattoo Jerm.  Remember that 
one time where Kevin Still broke a window at Rev with 
his butt?  I think of Cynthia and Kiry, Katie and Michael, 
Josh and Frank.  I think of Steph and Khrystene, Chelsie 
and Kelsey, and how much fucking fun they are.  I think 
of John and Amanda, and her rad fucking Blot Thrower 
vest.  I think of my friends that I chose to be my family, 
and all the love our community has for each other.  
Despite where you are or how long you've been gone, our 
friends are there to surround you in an embrace I miss 
more than I thought I would at this point. I could make a 
list of 100 people who are LOUDFEST, easily.  But, 
there's one person who stands out in mind; little Jess. 
There was a point in time where I couldn't stand to be 
around her.  She was crass, loud, and all around obnox-
ious.  She still is in my memories, but  that's what I 
actually have come to love about her.  The last LF she 
was alive, we had an unexpectant moment in the bath-
room of a house I'll keep nameless.  She had blow and I 
had to pee bad enough to share this space with her.  I 
also wanted blow.  So, we sat on the bathroom floor at 3 
AM sharing bumps and actually talking.  She wasn't 
loud, she wasn't seeking attention, but rather she was 
sad.  I'm not sure why, but she shared her sadness with 
me and it was there I that finally saw her stripped down 
and vulnerable.  Her secret was also my secret and in 
that moment of truth we both weren't alone in our blun-
der.  Maybe it was the copious amounts of cocaine, but I 
held her and we cried in the most cheesy, Lifetime spe-
cial, hallmark moment way.  After that she became 
someone that was still obnoxious and overly crass, but 
also beautifully raw and authentic.  She died about a 
month and a half later.  I wasn't her best friend.  I wasn't 
some significant person in her life after our own blow 
ball in the bathroom.  But, I did care about her in my own 
way.  She was the girl to push her way in front to listen 
to whoever was playing.  She was the girl to not care 
how people perceived her as she whipped her dreads 
around in whatever fashion she pleased.  She stood 
maybe 5 feet 2 inches, but she was bigger and brighter 
than most of the people in a room.  She burned bright, 
and she's the first person I think of when I think of LF 
memories.  It's people like her who make the holiday  

worth having.  It's the 100 people on that list that make 
LOUDFEST what it is.  It's a passion for creativity shared 
as a mass made of people who aren't afraid to be their 
authentic self. — JESSICA LITTLE 

============================================ 

For more than a decade, I have looked forward to the 
local music festival LOUDFEST in May.  I’ve always 
loved the opportunity to hear as much music as possible 
in one place, and LOUDFEST has never disappointed me; 
it’s always been enormously entertaining.  During one of 
the bleakest times in my life, just seeing the LOUDFEST  
list of bands posted was a promise of light during days 
and days of gray. 
 
That the festival will not be held this year is an uncom-
fortable hole.  I have to hope that LOUDFEST will return 
to be just as enjoyable as it has been since 2008.  
 
Here are a few LoudFest memories in no particular 
order:  
• Hearing Modern Convenience for the first time – 

Mike Bibbs is deranged live; I’d never been that 
close to someone playing like that.  I’m pretty sure 
he was at Stafford in 2010. 

• When Mike the Engineer did a Beach Boys cover 
that my daughter recognized – she thought that 
was the coolest thing ever, also at the Stafford. 
She and I saw the Beach Boys in Houston on their 
50th anniversary tour. 

• The unhinged performance by Babylon Breakers 
from Japan – full-tilt rock and roll at Revolution 
inside.  I stick in the CD, and I can still see the lead 
singer pouring himself into every song. 

• Enjoying my daughter and her best friend from 
college watching Stout City Luchadores perform – 
primal punk in Mexican wrestling masks.  They ate 
it up inside Rev’s after four years in Laramie, Wyo-
ming.  Still have that Cd on my jukebox. 

• The astonishing professionalism of A Sundae 
Drive year after year – no matter the venue, no 
matter the time of day, no matter the year, A Sun-
dae Drive, one of Texas’ musical treasures, 
brought their A game to LOUDFEST. 

• Feeling the goofy glee that seemed to run through 
everyone whenever The Hangouts were playing – 
Niki, Matt, Kelly, and Marty, later Michael.  A 
LOUDFEST Hangouts show is everything live mu-
sic is supposed to be. 

• Seeing the iterations of The Ex-Optimists perform 
over the years – Kelly and Michael, the stalwarts, 
as the group evolved from a bass-less trio to re-
lease record after record of thoughtful rock and 
roll, but what’s with that volume level? 

 
Here’s to turning it up at LoudFest in 2021. — MIKE L. 
DOWNEY 
 
============================================ 

dreads.  Morgan’s arms wrapped around Sailor, protect-
ing her fiercely from the crowd.  Every adult stopping by 
long enough to draw a butt or bewbs or ASS logo with a 
bit of chalk before they moved on to the next band.  
Crying during The Ex-Optimists set when Wonko gave 
my nephew, Landon, his guitar and let him shred for a 
solid five minutes.  Then seeing the joy explode out of 
the entire crowd.  Little Jess and I raised our kids on 
LOUDFEST like we were raised on corn flakes and MTV. 
And I could not pick a more rad crew of misfits and 
dirtbags to share these memories with.  Here’s to next 
year! — HALEY RICHARDSON 
 
============================================ 
 
Picture it!  Bryan, a swel-
tering summer Saturday 
in 2018 and I’m sitting in 
a living room feeling my 
fingertips go numb as I 
hold up my fourth liberty 
spike.  Liz has spent 
hours sculpting and blow 
drying my hair into the 
most delightful Mohawk 
I’ve ever had.  I can feel 
the molten glue dripping 
down the back of my 
neck while I try to do my 
makeup, inevitably stab-
bing myself in the eye 
with a shadow brush, and 
I’ve never been more 
stoked.  Flash forward six 
hours and too many 
shots later and I’m hand banging to Mutant Love, inad-
vertently stabbing the people behind me with my 
weaponized hair.  I can still feel the wobble if I shake my 
head hard enough. — TEGAN ALLISON 

============================================ 

Whether I spent the weekend watching some of my 
favorite bands and people play, or playing bass with my 
band, Tenino, a fun and drunken time is always had at 
LOUDFEST, but my absolute favorite LOUDFEST 
memory was LF 2015.  My best friend and love, Ed, was 
playing drums with  the Ex-Ops at the time.  While pre-
paring to close out their set (with my favorite Ex-Op 
song, I might add), Ex-Ops sans Ed played a way dreamy 
intro so Ed could surprise me by getting down on one 
knee and asking me to marry him after which, he kissed 
me, hugged me, and then went to go beat on them 
drums, leaving me floating away on cloud 9! — STEPH 
HEATH 

============================================ 

 I remember there were a few consecutive LOUDFESTS  
(or LOUDSFEST) when the closing band on Saturday 
night was always The Hangouts.  Additionally, it was a 
near-requirement for dudes to have their shirts off for 
the Hangouts’ set (Grant was one of the ringleaders of 
this), so everyone’s already sweaty t-shirt would go on 
top of the speaker at the end of the Revs bar.  Then in 
the midst of light-and-friendly moshing there was a 
continuous procession of crowdsurfers.  Doing my part 
to lift these folks and transport them 
towards the back of the room, at 
some point I decided it was finally  

For LOUDFEST 2019 I brought my oldest son with me.  
He was 16 at the time.  He’d grown up around a lot of 
the folks who make LOUDFEST happen but this was the 
first time he attended every hour of all three days.  On 
our long drive home he turned to me and said, “Wow, 
you got a LOT of hugs this weekend.”  My response was, 
yeah, I did.  These are all my friends.  To me that is really 
what is at the heart of LOUDFEST.  Sure, there’s awe-
some music but it’s just a really good time with my very 
best friends.  I love that bands don’t come to play LOUD-
FEST and then bounce.  They stick around all weekend 
just to hang, meet new people, hear new sounds, and 
rock out with old friends.  Aftershow hangs at the Shea 
house and Wonkokatiez is nearly as important.  Sitting 
on the roof drinking and bullshitting, throwing empties 
out onto the lawn.  Making hallway happen.  Seeing who 
can make it til the sun comes up.  Lifelong friendships 
were made this way.  As much as I miss hearing new 
bands and playing with my own, it’s missing the 
LOUDHUGS, the LOUDHALL, the LOUDFEAST...that’s 
what I think makes our little festival so special.  

But lately those lifetime friendships have been cut short.  
We’ve lost a lot of folks in recent years who are missed 
sorely when we are all together like this.  I miss Little 
Jessica Ramirez the most.  The rooms don’t seem right 
without her goofy ass grin and her scratchy dreadlocks 
flailing away while she banged her head.  Big Mike, the 
drummer from A Sundae Drive, found the most appropri-
ate way to bring Little Jess’s presence back to LOUD-
FEST X after she passed on: Mike emblazoned his bass 
drum head with her photograph.  What none of us could 
say outloud, Mike said for all of us.  LOUDFEST still 
seems almost all the way right but still not quite.  I 
pretend to see her jamming away somewhere in the 
middle of the room and it all seems right again. — KELLY 
MENACE 

============================================ 

Every one of my favorite L!F memories includes my kids 
and Little Jess.  When I was first introduced to our local 
music festival, we had just started Brazos Valley Roller 
Derby.  Every derby girl had signed up to work the door 
or merch booths.  I had no idea how I was going to 
spend three days getting trashed, smashed and bashed 
around with my greatest girlfriends and still have 
enough life left in me to supervise three children respon-
sibly.  That’s when Little Jess was like, “Fucking bring 
them, dude.”  And I was like, “WHAT?! That’s crazy.”  And 
she was like, “Whatever. I’ll bring Delilah.”  And that’s 
how Half Pint Punk Camp got started!!  We coordinated 
arts and crafts, face painting, graffiti and general de-
bauchery for all the littles whose parents really, really, 
really needed to scream into a mosh pit for a minute. 
Jess would take the kids on scavenger hunts while I 
chugged three beers.  Then we would switch so she 
could body slam a dumb boy in the pit.  My brightest 
memories include my girls two stepping in the court-
yard.  Permanent marker tattoos on every child’s fore-
arm.  Matt Shea lifting kids up on his shoulders to see 
over the crowd.  Kool-aid in Jim Beam bottles.  Tagging 
the back of the dumpster with zombie stencils.  Watch-
ing Little Jess teach tikes to head bang with her epic  

Cont.-> 
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my turn to glide through the air.  I got to the front, read-
ied myself, and jumped into position.  Rather than being 
met with the physical (and emotional) support I needed, 
moments later my two feet were back on the ground, the 
others’ arms too weak to lift me.  This attempt took 
place exactly one time. 
 
Another favorite LOUDFEST memory was some time ago 
at Wonko’s old house for an typical afterparty of hangs 
and stories.  As usual the kitchen was the place where 
most people congregated, despite it being the smallest 
gathering room in the house (it does, of course, provide 
the best access point to the beer).  Gradually as the 
night drew on people would go to retire to whatever 
couch, chair, or other space was left available, and pret-
ty soon Kelly and I were the last ones standing.  Our 
long conversation came to a break in the action, and we 
looked out the window to notice there was now daylight 
peaking over the backyard trees.  Kelly said something 
like “Well, I guess I should go home”, and then I found a 
nice piece of living room floor to get a few hours of 
sleep. — TODD HANSEN 

============================================ 

One of my favorite things about LOUDFEST is that it's a 
weird bunch of introverts who, for one weekend a year 
with booze and rock music as social lubricants, do our 
best to be extraverts. 
 
Looking back, and doing the math, I have played five 
different instruments for five different bands that played 
LOUDFEST — including the first LOUDFEST.  But, that 
almost didn't happen.  
 
A gnarly and ill-timed scheduling conflict that first 
LOUDFEST in 2008 meant only Wonko and I were in 
town to play in The Flak Jackets, meaning we didn't 
have a vocalist, bassist, or rhythm guitarist.  This was 
the first band Wonko or I had ever started — so, we were 
pretty excited and committed to playing LOUDFEST 
regardless of our situation.  We pulled together a few 
last-minute practices with Jessica Sorenson playing 
drums and David Pate playing bass.  This didn’t entirely 
solve the problem of not having a vocalist, but I figured I 
could step in and belt something out.  It’s not like we 
were a scream band.  And besides, I was a great shower 
vocalist, and had honed my skills during many two-hour  

drives back and forth from Austin.  
 
Here was the main issue — I was originally our drummer 
and I didn't really know the lyrics to our songs, and 
Wonko didn't really either.  So on the way to LOUDFEST I 
just wrote words to all these songs we were about to 
play.  Live.  In front of all of Northgate.  Also, I had never 
played guitar in front of a crowd.  Up to that point, I was 
always able to hide behind the rest of the band with my 
drumkit.  It’s a completely different world being front 
and center!   
 
But this was LOUDFEST!  Everyone was excited to see 
us play, and I knew that there was nothing I could do 
that was going to squelch that excitement.  If we played 
poorly, I didn’t know it.  Jess and David picked up the 
songs super quick, especially considering our last-
minute practice schedule.  Wonko made space noises 
on the guitar, which everyone loved.   
 
It was the first and last time I ever fronted a band, and 
It’s also my first memory of LOUDFEST. — TIM HOM 
 
=========================================== 

I have lots of favorite LOUDFEST moments, and most 
of them happened at the house during the after par-
ties.  There was the time when someone snapped a 
picture of a bunch of us passed out on the couch, 
using each other as pillows like little tipped over domi-
noes.  There was the time I was showing Little Jess 
how I made cinnamon rolls after getting back from the 
bar and accidentally put cumin on them instead of 
cinnamon.  There was the time that a bunch of people 
were in the hammock, and Nasim climbed in, and took 
down the whole tree.  There was the time Frazier threw 
a plastic chair into the tree, and it stayed there for 
months.  There was the time Lee Bucker made a tofu 
scramble breakfast for everyone staying at the house, 
planting the seed for LOUDFEASTS to come.  There 
was the first LOUDFEST I played with Girlband.  There 
was the post-L!F Sunday brunch where everyone was 
lounging in kiddie pools in the atrium.  And there was 
the one time Michael asked on the Facebook for help 
spraypainting L!F flyers, so I hopped on my bike, rode 
over, helped, and that's when we first started to for-
real hang out. — KATIE KILLER 



Community, y’all.  
 
That’s what I keep talking about. Except suddenly, we 
have all found ourselves isolated from our communities.  
IT SUCKS. This is LOUDFEST month.  This should be the 
much anticipated return of our family reunion when we 
knock each other around in the mosh pit, break our bff’s 
nose and spill more beer than we can drink.  I’m not 
coming here to write about the saddest shit we all know 
though. I’m here to write about how despite the isola-
tion, the trauma of a pandemic and the turmoil of not 
seeing my friends, I have found strength and love within 
my community in such wonderful ways since all this shit 
began to go down.  
 
If you haven’t already, you should read Amanda Palmer’s 
book, The Art of Asking.  In several hilarious and boldly-
told life stories, she explains how asking for help has 
been the number one success in every turn of her life. 
From penny change in her top hat as a street performer 
to the first person to raise one million dollars on Go-
FundMe, Amanda Palmer has mastered the art of show-
ing up authentically, daring to ask for help and reaching 
out her hand to say “I can’t do this without you.”  And 
she has taught me how to do that as well.  
 
When the shit hit the fan and I was laid off temporarily, 
we needed to move into our new house.  My roommate 
bailed.  I thought surely I should just give up.  There’s no 
way I can pay double the amount I was budgeting for 
with no motherfucking income.  Maybe I could just 
catch it all on fire and go live in my van parked behind 
Rev?  I asked for help instead.  A simple FB post about 
another pop-up pickle shop was shared almost 100 
times and I sold more pickles in one month than I have 
in the last year.  Guess what, y’all?  I paid my rent this 
month AND next month because I support the habit of 
every pickle addict in town.  I love y’all.  Thank you for 
supporting me and my small business and my family 
and our new home.  I would not be here without you.  
 
When my thirteen year old decided she hated the apoca-
lypse and most importantly hated me and didn’t want to 
live in my house anymore, I made the choice to let her 
leave.  As a mother, to watch your child be displaced 
from your home, your safe space, during a world wide 
crisis, goes against every instinct to keep them alive and 
well.  I lost my mind to rage and fear one day and called 
a friend to help.  “Get in your car. Drive to the park. I’ll 
meet you there.”  What could have been a downward 
spiral into self sabotaging hell, turned into park beers 
under the trees and puppy kisses.  I walked away from 
self-harm that day because someone showed up and 
cared.  I fucking love you, dude.  Thank you for being 
there.  
 
Speaking of that missing child, I realized she would be 
leaving sooner than our scheduled Front Porch photo 
session and I called Josh up and asked if he could 
squeeze us into his schedule in, oh, I don’t know, less 
than 12 hours.  He totally did!  BEST. FAMILY. PHOTO.  
 

Anarchy from the ground up 

EVER.  I love him.  
 
When I lost my favorite Charm Bomb 
shirt and couldn’t even do basic daily 
tasks like get outta bed or brush my teeth without it, I 
cried and cried and cried.  I finally messaged Katie and 
was like, “Friend. *sobbing* Do you have any more 
tanks? I’ll trade you pickles and things and insert more 
*sobbing* here.”  Within a few days, I did a porch trade 
and got a bag of consolation cookies too!!!  Katie, I LOVE 
YOU!!! 
 
The day before my pickle deliveries were scheduled, my 
van didn’t start.  Fml.  You know?  Just bend me over 
and give it to me hard and fast and fucking just finish 
already because fuck you motherfucker.  Goddammit. 
Just goddamn.  Fuck.  This time I didn’t cry.  I took a 
deep breath and called a friend.  By delivery day, I had a 
1999 Saturn sedan with expired tags, an oil leak and two 
bad tires.  I zipped and whipped all over town and deliv-
ered every last jar of pickles and kimchi.  Everyone 
should buy Christine Peth a beer the next time I bring 
her to Rev.  She saved y’all from pickle withdrawal.  And 
buy Abby a beer (or three) too because she rode shotgun 
and navigated the entire trip thru B/CS from her fancy 
space phone.  I love y’all so much! 
 
I traded pickles for my van repair.  I traded pickles for 
pickle art.  I gave kimchi away to my neighbors when 
they helped me move my couch across the street.  I 
mailed pickles to my favorite band in Lancaster, PA and 
received a fair trade of band merch in return!  I even paid 
for therapy with the last jar of Habanero Dills last week.  
 
“Asking is, at it’s core, a collaboration.” — A. Palmer 
 
Just ask, y’all.  Don’t be ashamed to beg, borrow, trade 
or barter.  Desperate times require creative solutions. 
Collaboration includes compassion and grace, for our-
selves and our fellow humans.  We have to work with 
one another and not against each other.  Our greatest 
ancestors built community this way.  We can too.  DIY or 
DIE! 
 
This is community.  In moments like the ones I have 
shared with you or in times of crisis that we are all expe-
riencing now, there can be connection.  Right when we 
think we may begin to fail, we can choose to reach out 
our hand and just ask.  Ask for grace.  Ask for support. 
Ask for love.  Ask for a friend.  I’d rather make it through 
the apocalypse with all of you, holding hands, lifting 
each other up through life the way we lift each other up 
through a poorly anticipated crowd surf.  It seriously 
takes a dirtbag village.  
 
In honor of LOUDFEST, I love you all.  Consider this the 
massive huge hug I would have squeezed out of you for 
at least 20 seconds because that’s how long it takes for 
oxytocin to release.  Find ways to connect to your com-
munity.  Collaborate on rad projects!  Create a resilient 
tomorrow.  Remember to be kind, do good, share love 
and eat pickles.  I’ll see you on the other side of the 
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orders on Saturday for orders placed ahead of time. 
Normally they do not have online ordering, one of many 
restaurants trying to adjust to the tightened restrictions 
while still paying the bills.  We order a dozen everything 
bagels and a couple of small-sized schmears.  On Satur-
day morning we arrive to find around twenty people 
somewhat spaced apart from each other outside of the 
side porch area of the building.  We correctly assume 
that these are other customers waiting for their orders, 
though there is no one from the staff present at first. 
Then every few minutes a staff member runs outside 
with a bag and calls out a name.  Every once in a while 
one person tries to walk up to the hurried staff and ask 
about their order, which the staff person assures will be 
ready soon, but mostly some of folks ask each other how 
long they’ve been there or when their pickup time was 
scheduled.  One guy has been there an hour 
(understandably he is a little annoyed), but no one ex-
presses anger towards the workers like they would in a 
normal situation.  It’s clearly the first time the restaurant 
has tried this service model, desperate to do something 
in these new weird times.  We wait patiently for a while 
and look at the dogs some people had brought with 
them.  Eventually our name is called and instinctively 
raised my hands into a victory pose, a small silly win for 
the morning. The bagels are very fresh and tasty when 
we get home.  Later that evening we order takeout from 
Tiger Noodle House. When I park to pick up the food  
Rice Boulevard is nearly empty from automobiles.  The 
restaurant has the to-go orders ready at the front coun-
ter right in from of the door while both sides to go to the 
tables in the restaurants are roped off.  Both staff mem-
bers are wearing masks, one handles the phones while 
the other shuffles to find my bag.  Without the backdrop 
of the restaurant behind them I had essentially walked 
up to an efficient food kiosk. 
 
The fourth weekend we decide to get takeout from Pon-
dicheri, a delicious slightly upscale Indian restaurant 
that’s good for both planned evening dates and midday 
drop-ins.  Instead of parking in the shopping center 
garage as I normally would I pull up alongside a row of 
five other cars in front of the restaurant.  The weather is 
a little cold with the slightest drizzle, so most people 
stay in their cars, while two people stand far apart from 
each other in the outside eating area.  I opt to stand 
outside as well with an umbrella in order to avoid having 
to roll my window down and run my engine.  An employ-
ee occasionally comes out with a large bag and says the 
order name, sometimes walking up to a couple of the 
idling cars.  One customer is told she needs to substitute 
an item as they had run out of the one on their ticket, but 
she doesn’t seem to mind too much.  An older woman  

Restaurants & other places 
 The first weekend of the pandemic 
we are unsure of the safe option for 
getting dinner someplace, though 
we are definitely freaked out 
enough to not dine in at a restau-
rant.  We decide to do take out at 

one of our favorite and most frequented places in Hou-
ston, a traditional Italian pizza and pasta spot called 
Pizzeria Solario.  Normally the interior is part of the 
optimal experience, small and scenic without being 
kitschy, good for a spontaneous and subtly fancy dinner.  
There is one group of tables with an annoying server that 
we tend to get stuck with, so we looked at take out as an 
opportunity to avoid him. When we arrive the restaurant 
is nearly empty of customers, though there are a few 
that have opted to sit outside.  No one is wearing masks, 
as that formal guidance hasn’t been issued yet.  I walk in 
and ask about our order, which still had a few minutes to 
go, so we wait outside and watch one person work out in 
an otherwise empty gym inside the adjacent condos.  
Our order is ready, but on the way to the car we noticed 
an item was missing, so I go back careful to only touch 
the door. When we arrive back home we both wash our 
hands and hope we hadn’t just done something dumb to 
get us both sick. 
 
The next weekend we decide to do takeout from Colti-
vare Pizza & Garden, a restaurant that usually doesn’t 
take reservations and takes an hour wait before a table 
for two is available.  It’s a nice wait, with an outdoor 
garden area and cocktail service that gets added to your 
bill once you get called.  We look over the slightly limited 
menu online and call in our order, with most of our favor-
ites still available.  I drive over to pick the order up and 
am surprised to find a parking spot right next to the 
building, usually having to park somewhere in the adja-
cent neighborhood while making sure you won’t get 
towed.  When I open the front door and walk in the 
weight of the change that has occurred in a week’s time 
comes over me.  All of the chairs in the dining room are 
stacked to against the far wall, a set of tables next to 
them holds tall stacks of folded pizza boxes, and center 
row of tables remains to prepare takeout bags of call in 
orders.  The visible open kitchen is busy at work with a 
full staff, and the staff in the main room wear black 
gloves to match their uniforms.  I get our takeout bag, 
sign the check on the bar near the entrance, and leave 
wide-eyed.  After dinner we decide to make takeout 
feasts a weekly thing in order to break up any monotony 
and support local places. 
 
Prior to the third weekend we had seen a post from 
Golden Bagels & Coffee that they would be doing pickup  
 

approaches the restaurant side door, either obvious to 
the new system or aware but not caring, to ask about 
ordering food, politely rebuffed by the staff member that 
she will have to wait outside.  My order comes out, bulky 
to carry, and I sign the check at a nearby table that an-
other patron slightly backs away from.  Luckily they had 
not run out of the desert we wanted, and everything is 
tasty as usual.  
 
The fifth weekend we’re craving Mexican food and place 
an order with The Original Ninfa’s Uptown.  It feels a little 
lazy to order from the newer location rather than going 
with the OG, but Uptown is much closer and the food will 
be fresher for dinner.  We’re told to call when we arrive, 
but when I pull up there is already a staff member wait-
ing at a pop-up tent in front of the entrance.  They first 
bring me the check in its usual black sleeve to my car 
and hand it through the window.  Then they go retrieve a 
box of food – we had ordered one extra entrée but didn’t 
realize they would also give us a big ziplock bag of chips 
and accompanying tubs of salsa.  The to-go margaritas 
are perfectly apportioned in plastic cups when we mix 
them at home with the airplane-sized tequila shots, 
making the meal complete. 
 
The sixth weekend we decide on Common Bond Café & 
Bakery to get some flatbread pizzas and deserts.  The 
menu is pretty limited by the time we order, as we’re 
within fifty minutes of the new adjusted closing time, so 
most of the breads and baked goods are already gone. 
We put together an order of good stuff and I call the 
main number when I arrive.  The staff member comes 
out with a mask on and hands me our bag through the 
driver window. I accidently brush their hand when I grab 
the bag handles, but neither of us comments.  The res-
taurant seems to be plenty busy with other orders.
  
The seventh weekend we’re craving pizza again and call 
in an order Vinny’s in East Downtown, a relatively newer 
but delicious entrant to the pizza options in Houston. 
They do not have their pizza rolls on the menu or their 
signature square crust, but we’re still able to place our 
usual custom order and ask for another pizza with the 
brisket on the side.  I park on an empty St Emanuel St. 
and put on my paper mask, then walk up to the front 
entrance.  They have a similar temporary set up as I saw 
at Tiger Noodle House, with the rest of the restaurant 
roped off, and they have a high-top table with cups for 
cleaned and used pens.  All employees are wearing 
masks, and a chef comes over to tell me he put the 
brisket in a separate container, advising me to heat it up 
for about thirty seconds.  Back at home we enjoy our 
favorite pizza as we would any regular night, fortunate to 
be able to do so safely. — TODD HANSEN 

The painful truth being played out on national television 
during the COVID-19 crisis nearly daily is that the presi-
dent is seriously ill and should resign for the good of the 
country now. 
 
Feeling pity for Mr. Trump is not something the vast 
majority of Americans probably ever expected to feel. 
However, seeing his ghastly appearance beginning with 
his dreadful March 11 COVID-19 Oval Office address and 
his alarming performances since, one has to pity such 
an obviously seriously ill man, who is both physically 
and mentally debilitated. 
 
Only someone with severe mental instability would 
propose killing Americans in order to save the economy 
(aside from the Texas Nazi lieutenant governor).  Open 
up the ovens to save the economy.  Only someone com-
pletely deficit of cognitive function would suggest medi-
cal professionals are stealing surgical masks.  Only 
someone totally lacking in moral fiber would brag about 
his ratings while thousands of Americans are dying.  
Who fires people in the middle of an epidemic like it’s 
some sort of demented reality show while ignoring the 
plight of Americans?  This is not a stable lifeform. 
 
These are not the actions of a well man. Something has 
gone horribly wrong with our president.  Why does he 
continue to lumber about in press conferences when he 
obviously has nothing coherent to add?  Others have the 
medical information and leadership that Americans so 
desperately are seeking. Step down, Mr. Trump.  You are 
unwell.  Let the vice-president take over.  America has 
seen how governors across America have risen to the 
challenge of this unprecedented viral disaster to lead 
their states.  Leading from behind with lies is not what 
America needs.  Mr. Pence was elected and served as a 
governor – he knows how to read, how to delegate, how 
to listen. He also served in Congress; Mr. Pence knows 
how the federal government works. 
 
Mr. Pence is not perfect. Certainly, why he continues to 
be a Trump toady is the largest pustule on his character, 
but Mr. Trump’s declining faculties warrant action now. 
The country will be in better hands, and Mr. Trump can 
get the help he so feverishly needs.  Worrying about how 
this will affect November’s election is a trivial matter, 
compared to saving American lives. 
 
At the time of this writing, nearly 48,000 Americans have 
died as a result of COVID-19, a deadly virus that Mr. 
Trump dismissed for months.  The president can’t really 
be blamed for those deaths, acting without the full use 
of his faculties as he obviously has been.  However, if he 
continues to stay in office, that can’t be said.  If he 
continues to berate Americans doing their jobs during 
this crisis, whether the press or medical professionals or 
governors who won’t lick his boots, the blame will fall on 
him.  All those Americans who have died in the time it 
takes to have this read to Mr. Trump, their blood will be 
on his hands as well as the blood of all those who die 
from COVID-19 as long as he continues as president. 
 
Step down for the United States, Mr. Trump.  Otherwise, 
that MAGA slogan will need adjusting to “Make America 
A Grave.” — MIKE L. DOWNEY 

Step down mr. trump 



Quarantine yearbook 
Photos by Joshua siegel & devin harman 














































































