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This book is dedicated to:


My Grandmother


Annie McFadden


My Grandmother


Veryl L. Harvey


My Great Aunt


Daisy Granger


My Mother


Susan L. Phillips


Harriet Tubman


and to all the women and little girls


who the world has seemingly rejected and overlooked.


I do it all for you.





Foreword by Mark Fritz


How can you not love somebody who writes a column, and lists the pertinent songs, for a mixtape to accompany a first-time sexual encounter? Someone who extols the economic virtues of pet-sitting, or explains the practical advantages of living in a so-called “AirB&B?” Jordannah Elizabeth writes about these things and so much more, wittily deconstructing all aspects of life and love and, most of all, art.


I wrote a couple of pieces for Publik/Private, a website that Jordannah runs. It is offbeat, original and quite beautiful, very much like Jordannah herself. Her love of the written word delivered in a visceral way is infectious and inspiring. Her commitment to raw passion and the uninhibited expression of human emotion has made me fiercely loyal to this wonderfully complex artist. I take great pride in the fact that she is my editor.


The things that I, as well as my writing partner, Joyce Riha Linik, wrote for Jordannah perhaps would not be published elsewhere. One piece I wrote was a meditation on Monica Lewinsky (I had a double date involving this sadly ridiculed human being). It examined a life that continued after the circus of media attention had moved on. Joyce and I collaborated on another piece that was essentially a vivid and explicit depiction of a sexual encounter. Joyce also wrote a short story about a boyfriend so obsessed with finding a Yeti—the Abominable Snowman, the so-called Bigfoot—that he actually began morphing into such a creature. Not only did Jordannah embrace these pieces with enthusiasm, her layouts and her choice of art to accompany each were both brilliant and elegant yet somehow earthy, which, again, is probably a good way to describe Ms. Elizabeth herself. (The sex story that Joyce and I wrote was accompanied by two people with hand grenades for heads, a perfect image for a piece about the primal power of unbridled lust.)


I’ve never met Jordannah in the physical sense. But, and I guess it’s a testament to the power of communications technology, our message exchanges and telephone conversations revealed somebody who was bracingly frank, freakishly smart, beguilingly charming and pretty damn hilarious. I tested her with a few outrageous comments, which she fielded with aplomb and then fired whistling rejoinders right back at me. As I mentioned earlier, this charismatic woman engenders a fierce allegiance.


As for this book: Reading the selections in this volume supports my own gut instincts about this unique woman. Though our relationship is based purely on her role as purveyor of original writing, I was only superficially aware of her involvement in the other arts. Now I understand the diversity of her creative genius. And I can only marvel at her evocative writing. Like all great writers, it has a singularly distinctive voice that seems almost effortless. It is by turns muscular and powerful, droll and beautiful. It is mesmerizing and addictive. It is funny and just sexy as hell.


Jordannah, herself an accomplished composer and singer of haunting songs, writes primarily about culture in general and music in particular. This is fitting, because she writes with beats and rhythms and a cadence that sweep the reader along like a really good song. Her music reviews, interviews and essays about life as we know it are as eclectic as her own artistic tastes, the result of a questing mind unencumbered by boundaries. It’s impossible not to both admire her work, and also genuinely like the person who wrote this stuff. The sheer breadth of her music reviews is dazzling; country, punk, hip-hop, psychedelic and pure pop are dealt with deftly, and Jordannah has an uncanny knack for drilling down into what seems like a perfectly logical analysis of the psyche of a particular artist. Her broad range of knowledge allows her to find something that eludes lesser writers: the intersection where not just genres, but ideas, somehow meet to form something original. And that, I guess, is who Jordannah Elizabeth is: somebody who lives at the crossroads of virtually every component of contemporary culture.


Check out this compact excerpt of a concert review for the San Francisco Bay Guardian. The nuance, the sense of place, is so evocative that you can almost smell this particular moment in time:




While the hazy, eerie atmosphere coated the venue, LA’s Giant Drag was able to play a sensually dark set of songs, completely appropriate for the early evening. The crowd slowly trickled in throughout the night, not quite filling the room, and people seemed to shift and cycle through the venue, never standing in one place for too long. There was never a moment where there was a complete loss of the crowd’s attention, but there was a quiet level of distraction going on.





She closes with this:




Everything seemed to flow peacefully as the show ended with the songs “New Teenage Mutilation,” “Sweet 69” and “The Last Dance.” McBean played solo for the last song, and it was endearing and really lovely to watch—until McBean suddenly smashed his guitar over his amp, hurling it over his head several times until it cracked, ending the show on a strangely violent note.


The band had joined him on stage seconds before McBean attacked his guitar, and they put their instruments down just as quickly as they had picked them up after McBean walked past them leaving the stage. The rest of Pink Mountaintops mingled with the crowd, seeming unaffected by McBean’s behavior, allowing their non-inner circle to slowly disperse from the evening’s odd occurrence. The show was weird, but the band is great.





I guess the things I find most endearing are the personal essays, the meditations on love and life. Her lyrically instructional series of essays on “How to Survive as a Broke-Ass Writer” in particular resonated deeply with me because that’s exactly what I am. I’ve spent the past year crashing on couches and in my car during a road trip from Key West to LA to Detroit, where I’m homesteading a derelict house because it’s the cheapest way to live and write.




So, I’ve been on the road as a writer and musician for a little over a decade. The first time I officially became homeless I was 19 years old, and the first time I ran away from home was at age 15. I have always been a transient person. Working and moving has been my life, and I chose a career that allows me to travel often. As a journalist, I’ve flown from coast to coast to get interviews and exclusive tours of studios by my favorite artists.


Nonetheless, traveling, subletting, and couch and hostel surfing is not easy. Finding a place to rest your head every night can be a challenge when you’re living from freelance check to freelance check. Now that I am almost 30, I have the financial means to negotiate costs for room and board and sublets.


Don’t get me wrong, if you’re making less than $1,000 a month, this article is not for you. This article is for broke-ass writers who work, receive wages for what they do and have wiggle room to get around and find temporary living situations that enable them to do their jobs well.





This beautiful book is so many things that I guess I’ll close with the least romantic aspect about it: It is laced with so much practical, common-sense insight about the artistic life that I really wish it had been written years ago so I could have learned her lessons. But, hell, I doubt if I would have loved it any more than I do right now.


How can anybody who writes for a living not utterly adore somebody who opens a column with this?




If you’re a writer, it probably means you’re a moody introspective introverted dork. I mean that in the kindest and most affectionate of ways, because I am one of you.





—Pulitzer Prize winner Mark Fritz, author of Permanent Deadline and Lost on Earth.





Preface


This is the third time I’ve written this dern preface. “Dern” is a backwoods version of the word “damn” that my mother used often when I was a little girl. The purified version of this word did not stop my grandmother from cracking up with laughter every time my mother exclaimed “DERN!” whenever she’d do something like bang her shin or become frustrated with some random quagmire. My grandmother, laughing with tears in her eyes, would still accuse her of cursing even though she clearly did not.


I guess if I’m going to mention the word “dern,” I should also bring up my mother’s go-to road-rage insult, “idjit!” Most would think “idjit” is not a real word, but if you look it up in the urban dictionary, it will read clear as day: “One of Yosemite Sam’s catchphrases used to describe a Stupid Idiot Dragon, or used to describe Bugs Bunny.” For as long as I can remember, whenever someone cut my mother off in traffic, should coin the driver at fault “IDJIT!” That’s the lady who gave birth to me.


I remember a few years ago when I was hanging out with my father, he’d taken me to lunch and I was gossiping about myself to him. I was describing a young man my friend was trying to hook me up with in Brooklyn, NY and I began to ramble, “He keeps talking about this person named Taylor…” My dad wisely replied, “Do you think he had a thing with her?” Completely taken off-guard I asked, “How did you know Taylor was a girl?”


He replied, “Taylor Swift. DUH!”


These are my parents… so if you think me being a cheeky pop-culture writer was all my idea, I have to tell you, I can’t take much credit for the weirdo I was born to be. The combination of my father’s fascination with current affairs, sports, box office movies and music, and my mom’s highly fierce intelligence, combined with constant “Lucille Ball-like” reactions to things just kind of pushed me forward in life to have the charmed gift of making people think, laugh and react in ways they did not expect to react.


I don’t have a formal educational degree, but I have a PhD in individualism and irony.


I didn’t speak much until I was about 17 years old. I was deathly shy and daydreamed so much that reality scared the hell out of me. I would get so overwhelmed by my large extended-family gatherings, I would sit in closets just to get a rest from the activity. I was not very beautiful when I was young so I read a lot. Mark Fritz describes me as “beautiful,” but my looks just kind of happened. I do very little to maintain them. I use a facial moisturizer and a mud mask once a week and I eat ok. I walk instead of ride in cars to maintain a healthy figure. I have to do those things now that I am close to 30 years old but before that I did nothing. I’ve always done what I’ve wanted to do. I don’t try to push people to help me, I don’t really rely on anything but my imagination and it’s always been that way. People let me alone well enough, and because of that I have a freedom that allows me to acutely concentrate on my dreams and my writing. Because people give me space to create, the manifestations of my dreams are things I am happy to openly share with the world.


This book is a manifestation of a dream. I’ve worked 14-hour days since I was 17 to prepare for this book. I never finished a degree because every time I got enough education and equilibrium to complete a project I had been working on in my mind, I’d drop out and go live life and use the practical knowledge I learned from school to build a project, concept or service I could be paid to enact. Does this life pattern make me a flake? I’m not sure. I think I’m a bit more like a freak. You see, I don’t know how to conform. I don’t know what it feels like to want to work 9 to 5 job or maintain a romantic relationship where my lover is available more than 3 to 6 months out of the year. I don’t know what it’s like to want to have a child without having financially security… or at the very least emotional security. The “American Dream” (or the “Western World Dream”): I’ve never once in my life gave a shit about it… Therefore, I am a freak… Because I am an American, and I’m supposed to act like one.


I just want to write. The right lover, the children that are meant to be born of my loins and a beautiful home will all meet up with me in this life when the moment is right. I don’t concern myself with fateful issues. I believe if you love something, let it go. If it returns it was always yours. I believe that you can be physically separated from someone, but become closer than ever with them in your mind and heart while they are away. Fuck telephones and technology. I use my heart, and I send messages through my art and writing.


Anyway, in the next few pages, you will read a bit of what I’ve written over the past few years or so. I believe the earliest work dates back to 2011 when I wrote a couple of pieces for the Colorado Springs Independent. I was fired from that paper. I was fired from a couple of publications that are included in this book, but this fact is of course no hindrance to the relevance of the articles, which I humbly hope stand the test of time.
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Not that I am particularly concerned, but I know what critics are going to say. They’re going to say that this book doesn’t have a “thesis” and the content is too “diverse.” But I don’t see it that way.


In this book you’ll find a short quip about Blaze Foley’s noble and tragic death, a piece on how Ishmael Butler has a nonchalant awareness of the existence of Lese Majeste, and an article about women fighting for the right to go topless in public in New York City.


My advice when reading this book: don’t think so much. Let these reviews, essays, columns and interviews peak your sense of adventure and imagination. Have a bit of fun. Let your sense of curiosity guide you and read this book with wonderment at what’s going to be on the next page. Ok?


Every human being I have covered is a human being who reflects the truest essence of integrity, brilliance and humility. Every human being I have written about has inspired me in some way to be greater and to live larger. I hope you will discover new music from this book, and I hope you will embark on a long-term relationship with the art of the artists featured in this collection.


You and me? We’re going to do this again really soon. Whether I’m writing a novel, another anthology, a how-to book or a comic, I hope we will experience life together through the printed word for many years down the line. Just understand that I make mistakes and if you and I meet, I may disappoint you, but through these pages, let’s connect and accept one another, fully and unconditionally as you, the reader, and me, the writer.


We’ll go on a journey of exploration of sound and the uncovering of truth.


One last thing:


Love one another. Please be kind to the less fortunate. Please love your parents and kids and shower them with jokes and embraces. Cross bridges for your friends… because you get what you give. We all need love.


.je





An Exclusive:
Five POVs on Gentrification in America




(An unpublished article on Gentrification and Race in America.) I worked on this piece in the aftermath of the Baltimore riots. I felt helpless because I was in San Francisco and my hometown was burning to the ground. I had a lot of questions about the changes America was going through and why Black men (and women) were being targeted and mistreated by American police forces. This is a raw look at the answers I received. The intro is raw as well. Sometimes, as a journalist, you have to do what you have to do and say what you have to say in a world that tries to force writers to push everything through a constructed voice and filter that is not truly our own. There’s nothing wrong with rules, but I don’t always have to do things the way people tell me. Money is not my goal. Giving people a realistic and authentic perspective is something I’m very interested in doing for the rest of my life.
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The Merriam-Webster dictionary defines gentrification as “the process of renewal and rebuilding accompanying the influx of middle-class or affluent people into deteriorating areas that often displaces poorer residents.” This definition doesn’t explain where gentrification takes place, but the word is mainly tied to the American cultural and political infrastructure. The issue may only truly be appealing to liberals and social activists who incorporate the poor and working class into their professional and social causes, but I would like to highlight the subtler cultural manifestations that are growing from this, as Saul Williams and Porter Ray explain it, “cyclical migration algorithm.”


The one thing that truly connects the men who spoke with me for this article is that gentrification has affected their lives in direct manners. Whether this means being denied housing by landlords, or journalistically covering an inner-city uprising, or just watching their best friend survive systemic social exclusion because of their financial bracket and skin color, they all have a story to tell about gentrification and what it has done to them and their cities.


Something to think about:


New York Times broke the news that for the first time in recorded history, the suicide of Black children between 5 and 11 years old has not only risen, but has doubled and exceeded the rate of white child suicide in America between 1993 and 2012.


The groundbreaking murder case of 17-year-old Trayvon Martin quietly brought on the emergence of the neo civil rights era, in which Ferguson became the manifestation of the growing agitation stemming from the not-guilty verdict of George Zimmerman. This led to the Baltimore uprising that seemed to be the final break in the levy of the American poor’s exasperation at the imbalance of American race culture due to systemic police brutality, heartless abuse and the destruction and reconstruction of their neighborhood occurring without regard for the effect it would have on their families and lives.


This commentary is not geared to do anything but open the floor for five artists to tell their stories. Every answer is unique, every man is unique and they all range in age, race and profession. I just had a thought that maybe if we stop talking for a second and really listen, we can find pearls of reality that we can all relate to.
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