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	 No	Fun	City!	aims	to	be	anarchist,	anti-colonial,	feminist,	anti-
racist	and	collectively	run.	We	recognize	that	the	city	of	Victoria	is	situ-
ated	on	the	unceded	territories	of	the	Lekwungen	nation.	This	city,	and	
its	 settler	 population,	 is	 currently	 embedded	 in	 a	 centuries-old	 illegal	
occupation.	

	 In	order	not	to	place	too	many	restrictions	upon	our	writers	and	
artists,	the	vernacular	term	“Victoria”	has	been	used.	This	does	not	in-
dicate	 support	 for	 the	 state-led	 destruction	 of	 the	 island’s	 indigenous	
population.

	 Feel	free	to	call	us	on	our	shit	if	you	see	colonial	and/or	oppres-
sive	content	on	our	pages.
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No	Fun	City!	would	like	to	thank	its	unpaid,	overworked	drones	Serina	
Zapf,	Simon	Nattrass,	Austin	Simpson,	Martin	Hazelbower	 and	Katie	
Sage.

We	also	thank	our	contributors	Robin	Drain,	Keith	Norton,	Justine	Saw-
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Finally,	 a	 thank	 you	 to	 our	 interviewees	 Compassion	 Gorilla,	 David	
Granneman,	Robert	Garfat,	and	CSTL.

You	too	can	reject	capitalism	and	the	monetary	system	by	
working	for	nothing	and	contributing	to	No	Fun	City!

Don’t	wait!	email:	birdogcollective@gmail.com	with	
yout	submission	today!
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Our rite of passage was the improvement -- or wanton vandalism, if you prefer -- of the kitschy 
eagle sculptures all around the streets. To us the appropriation of eagles symbolized colonial 
art, the façade of creativity in this city. They stood for gentrification and all the safe, commer-
cial product consumed by folks with mortgages. The white paint rolled over street art. They 
symbolized the politics of driving gas guzzlers and buying green. Criminalizing the poor and 
celebrating 150 years of brutal colonialism. Clad in leopardprint, vintage leather and old dock-
ers, the Terror Hawks wouldn’t stand for that.

We rode the Bay Street Bridge to dAb studio for Slam Dunk, Mount Royal, Animals of Nuclear 
Fallout. We watched drunk hipsters piss out windows. In the Bunghole we found art shows, 
noise, abandoned Chinese food. Stumbling along Shelbourne after shows at the legendary Tro-
yler Castle, we compared bruises. Then Alzu’s. 

A single night at Car Pet Land left us buried alive with the White Ribs and an eleven year old 
Michael Jackson impersonator. Dug our way to a middle school, laughing and jamming our 
own tunes, spraying paint as far as it would spray. Dark summer nights we told endtime stories 
on the summit, or gathered at the Ramp for riffs and photocopying. We howled under bridges 
with mobile PAs, gathered for flamebreathing performance art at the Ministry, poured with 
sweat at the Rat Shack for No Eulogy or Diamond Rings.

This magazine is for every creature of No Fun City bumping in the night.

For all the reasons to hate this city, legitimate reasons and fucked ones too, everything needs 
love. We wanted to do justice to the great artists, musicians, writers, clowns, community orga-
nizers, charlatans, poets, anarchists, healers, radicals and punks who make this place.

No Fun City came from conversations about the redundancy, banality and sexism of print me-
dia in Victoria. We wanted somewhere to write about our great community with no censorship, 
just respect. There’s a lot going on. The Ministry of Casual Living sharing love around the city, 
and action against the VIPIRG Policing Poverty campaign. Resistance to the Northern Gateway 
pipelines, and a thriving music scene ranging from hardcore to radical folk to noise. It doesn’t 
all fit in these pages. Catch you next time. 

<3 S

I used to be in a gang called the Terror Hawks.
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reviews.
Copy Curse 
@ Logan’s Pub

Before heading down to the nasty 
little cave of Logan’s Pub for Copy 
Curse 3, we stopped in at another 
art show held in a local gallery. The 
gallery show had live music just like 
Copy Curse; both shows had art on 
the walls and a posted statement of 
intention. But seconds after walking 
into Copy Curse it was clear what 
the gallery didn’t – and couldn’t – 
have: life. 

At the gallery, the music, space and 
guests were completely isolated from 
the creative context of the art instal-
lations. Observing the art in this set-
ting was nearly surreal. Meanwhile, 
Copy Curse stood for living art -- art 
in context. 

Immersed in the sounds (the relent-
less throb of noise project Bestial 
Sanctuary and the grinding assault of 
Goldenaxe, No Eulogy, Blood Nasty 
and Absurdist) as well as the sights 
and smells of sweat, beer, and filth 
that inspired the work on display, au-
dience members were forced to step 

beyond the role of passive observers. 
The natural progression of art begins 
with the total rejection of the stale, 
alienating world of the gallery.

Simon Nattrass

Measureless, Clarity, 
and Not Sorry
@ Legendary Castle

The walls were sweating. The clini-
cal-white room, dingy from decades 
of abuse -- both nicotine and THC 
based -- bled saline. Packed within 
its walls, sixty-odd skids and degen-
erates shuffled around each other. 
Measureless, the local jokers (play-
ing a melodic version of hardcore 
that normally grinds my ears) were 
setting up in the living room, a 15x15 
square of middle-class whatever.

The whole band was drunk, ironic 
(or perhaps just simply thoughtless) 
considering how both the Seattle 
bands were openly straightedge: 
Clarity, a fast straight-ahead outfit 
featuring ex-members of straight-
edge stalwarts Vanguard and The 
Answer; and Not Sorry, the Olym-

pic Penninsula’s answer to Judge, 
but without the abstract humour that 
went over 90% of NYHC’s head in 
the late eighties.

Measureless set up in record time 
once their erstwhile bass player 
showed up.  They ripped, playing 
somewhere between Modern Life 
is War and American Nightmare -- 
lyrically, they’re closer to Wes An-
derson’s self-loathing daddy issues.  
I dig, and I’m saying this as someone 
who despises too much melody in 
hardcore. (Fuck you Have Heart, I’m 
sick of your pretty-sounding punk 
rock.)  Dave gripped the microphone 
and bowled over unsuspecting kids, 
screaming so loud that at one point 
the mic was unnecessary.

Clarity were fast, straightforward, 
polite as hell (seriously, these guys 
were way too nice) and fucking awe-
some.  Punk as fuck, and clean cut 
to boot. The kind of punk kids who 
could fool cops.  I like them, and 
would suggest getting their demo off 
the interhate.

Not Sorry were the most intense live 
hardcore act I’ve seen in ages.  This 
was the second time I’ve had the 
chance to see them, and the second 
time I’ve loved every second of it.  
They have a 7” on React Records 
(the only place to really go for youth 
crew these days) and it makes this 
bitter sellout’s heart proud.

The house stood the test of both 
drunken and sober hooliganism. The 
bands were incredibly grateful. The 
kids were alright. No venues? No 
problem.

Austin Simpson

Photo: Keith Norton
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CSTL
Interview by Soma

S: Who or what is CSTL?

CSTL: Coastal is a harsh noise proj-
ect based out of Victoria, British 
Columbia, Canada. I have been per-
forming pure, harsh noise under this 
name for about 6 years.
 
S: Is there a first show / record / tape 
that sticks out in your mind as being 
crucial to shaping your interest in 
noise?

CSTL: I had been making electronic 
noise and experimental music since 
2000-2001, but a few different per-
formances I saw in 2005 and 2006 
solidified my current dedication 
to noise. BLOOD FREQUENCY 
was a project of Harlow McFarlane 
(Sistrenatus, Funerary Call) and his 
set at the 2005 Victoria Festival of 
NOISE! was the most brutal perfor-
mance I had ever witnessed, both 
in the destructively piercing audio 
and the physical violence that ac-
companied it. If you were there, you 
remember it..... I’m sure. After that 
show I stayed up late into the night 
thinking about concepts of discom-
fort and fear in performance. An-
other eye-opener would be an un-
relenting 25+ minute spinner blade 
performance from The Haters at the 
2006 Eugene Noise Festival. 

S: When playing as CSTL does your 
gear setup vary a lot from show to 
show?

CSTL: I always have a few different 
“concepts” in the works. So when I 
play a show, I have a few different 
options for what I want to do. I make 
the decision based on a few differ-
ent factors including who else is per-
forming, what I played last time I 
was here, and how rockin’ the PA is.
 
S: Do you prefer smaller setups over 
a full table of gear?

CSTL: I like to use a VERY small 
setup. In fact I always try to use as 
small a setup as possible. I like to 
have TOTAL CONTROL over my 
gear, and as you add to the complex-
ity of your equipment.....it becomes 
less predictable. I also think its pret-
ty KVLT to play shows with 2 pedals 
and a mixer.
 
S: Fave pedals/devices/instruments?

CSTL: My favorite pedal is the Pro-
Co RAT Distortion pedal.
 
S: How would you describe CSTL 
sound?

CSTL: CSTL usually sounds pretty 
harsh and dense. Feedback, my pri-
mary sound source, can take on a lot 
of different faces.....but with CSTL it’s 
always harsh and violently dynamic.

S: Do you have an aesthetic / meth-
odological approach in mind before 
creating these sounds, or are they 
created in the moment in a more pro-
cess-oriented manner?

CSTL: As I mentioned earlier, I 
always have a few different con-
cepts on the go. Some of my most 
popular performances have been 
the “Metronome” sets, which in-
volve two heavily amplified metro-
nomes slowly increasing in tempo 
at varying rates. It results in the 
most psychedelic sounds you have 
ever heard, total rhythmic disso-
nance. That set is very planned out, 
and I know what’s going to happen 
right up until the end. On the other 
end of the spectrum I very often 
will just show up and use my gear 
to make the most insane, violent, 
mosh-inducing harsh noise I can. 
These sets are VERY open and al-
ways end whenever it feels right, or 
my gear falls to the floor, whichever  

Ya want noise? 

    You got it. 

CSTL performing live

turn the page>>>>>
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happens first. So to answer the ques-
tion, sometimes there is a plan....
sometimes not!
 
S: Do external influences play a part 
in the CSTL sound, or do you see it 
as more of a personal progression?

CSTL: I try and be true to what I had 
envisioned for the project from the 
beginning. But whenever I see a peer 
using a new technique or style, it’s 
always an inspiration. To be honest, 
noise has lost a lot of forward mo-
mentum in the past 2-3 years. But 
there are still people coming out of 
the woodwork with new ideas. One 
good example of this is Sam McKin-
lay (The Rita) using noise gates in 

his live setup. I would have never 
thought of that, but it encouraged me 
to continue trying new things.
 
S: You’ve been making noise for 
some time in different locations in 
Canada and the US. What was it like 
coming to Victoria?

CSTL: Before I moved to Victoria I 
researched the annual NOISE! festi-
val. I was able to get on the bill last 
minute, and less than a month after 
moving here I played a show with 
Stimbox, Xome and The Rita. So, 
ya know, pretty good first impres-
sion. The scene here is an absolute 
MODEL for music scenes all over 
the world. I can’t imagine living and 

playing noise anywhere else.

S: Anything about Vic that is differ-
ent or distinct from what you have 
experienced elsewhere?

CSTL: I think that all Victoria noise 
vets are proud of our guerrilla noise 
projects. Although it has been on 
the down low this past year (will re-
turn this coming summer!!!), I don’t 
think there is any other place on the 
planet that has had a regular series 
of outdoor, battery powered guerrilla 
harsh noise shows.

turn the page>>>>>



S: Are there key points in the CSTL 
discography that are important for 
people to know about?

EG: CSTL is very much a live act. 
That being said, I was very proud of 
my 2006 Robert Pickton themed re-
lease, Pigs, as well as the 2008 tour 
CDR called HN.
 
S: Do you have any deets to share 
about upcoming CSTL releases?

CSTL: I am involved in a double cas-
sette compilation that will be coming 
out on Skeleton Dust Records. It in-
cludes some live recordings and will 
be available this summer. (http://

skeletondust.blogspot.com)
S: You also self-publish a zine. Tell 
us about that project.

CSTL: The zine is also called CSTL 
and has been around for roughly 
the same amount of time as my 
noise project. Most of the concepts 
involved with the harsh noise proj-
ect parallel that of the zine. Photo-
copier distortion plays a big part in 
the production of the zine which be-
gins with scissors, tape and cut up 
old books. I have been making col-
lages since I was a little kid, and the 
technique has not varied much since 
then. Cut things up and tape them to-
gether. I am currently working on is-

sue 7, which should be ready in April 
or May 2012. (http://www.cstl-cstl.
blogspot.com/)
 
S: Any upcoming shows or other 
projects you are working on that 
you’d like people to know about?

CSTL: The 10th annual Victoria 
NOISE! FEST!!!!!!!!!! on August 
24th and 25th 2012. (industrial.org/
noise)

nine. vol 1 April 2012

Interview: Soma

Collages: CSTL
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Sitting in a giant 

...bay window with Adam Reese and 
Chris Fretwell from Compassion 
Gorilla...

NO FUN CITY: So you just shot a 
video at the Volta house. How’d that 
go?

CHRIS: We never used to have any 
video worth speaking of, but it’s 
such a major part of promoting your-
self as a band...

ADAM: Our old recordings were so 
dated. We’ve changed enough that 
we didn’t feel they represented us 
properly. People would be really sur-
prised, listening to the old recording 
and then the eight-piece band shows 
up at their doorstep.

NO FUN CITY: How have you 
evolved?

ADAM: Our dear friend Simon, 
who sang and played guitar, left to 
do some world traveling. Dropped us 
down to a threepiece -- Andrew on 
drums, my bass, and Chris’ three or 
four instruments. We had to rebuild 
everything. Simon’s songwriting had 
made the project, but that vocal, lyri-
cal center of the songs wasn’t a ne-
cessity after he left.
Chris wanted the songs to empha-
size instrumental aspects more. He 
brought in new membership. Daniel, 
on trombone, was our fourth. Devin 
on guitar, Julie singing and Suzanne 
on trumpet, and then Felipe Lobo on 
cajón and pandeiro rounded it out 
to eight. Suddenly we needed a big 
stage, a big mixing board, and a lot 
of dancing frenzied funloving people 

to come out and do their thing.
Community is a big thing for this 
band. Dear friends coming out to 
so many shows and playing lots of 
house parties. We get incredible 
support. People play their role, do 
what they love to do and make it 
work within this project. Rather than 
mass-market pop culture things, just 
playing a valuable role in the com-
munity.

NO FUN CITY: How did Compas-
sion Gorilla come about?

CHRIS: We started in a tiny little 
basement suite, we used to have a 
little potluck jam party every month. 
Andrew and Simon and I, we started 
expanding on ideas that would come 
up in the jam sessions, creating songs 
out of them. 

Compassion Gorilla performing live

turn the page>>>>>



A trombone player named Cathy 
joined early on. This was in 2008. 
End of the school year, we practiced 
for a month, played three shows in 
two days, and then disbanded. Be-
cause everybody was going different 
places. It started up again each year 
as that time approached, and then 
dispersed again. Each year it got a 
little more solid and lasted longer, 
and eventually it stuck around.

NO FUN CITY: Like the ties of 
community have been there from the 
beginning.

CHRIS: Lots of people aren’t in the 
band, but they’ve contributed song 
ideas jamming with us. One of our 
songs has an odd 7:8 timing -- it’s 
a chord progression taught to us by 
a Quebecois accordionist who hap-
pened to be in our living room.

NO FUN CITY: So your songs de-
velop pretty much organically?

ADAM: People bring parts they 
know can be linked together, but 
everyone tries to leave room for the 
band to create transitions, extra nu-
ances. But usually somebody comes 
with enough of the song to teach it to 
everybody. There’s an open mental-
ity in the process, lots of room for 
inspiration. You’ve got to bring your 
songs in just developed enough, past 
the tipping point, and then the whole 
band is going to finish them.

CHRIS: Since expanding to an eight-
piece as well, a lot of our time’s been 
spent teaching and readapting songs 
that have been around for awhile. 
We’ve only recently started coming 
up with new material. We’re still 
feeling out how that works.

NO FUN CITY: Good chemistry 
helps!

ADAM: There’s very positive cre-
ative elements in the group. We’re 
light-hearted, light on our feet, quick 
with our thoughts, creative. It’s a 
nice group to work with.

CHRIS: Everyone’s got really good 
friendships in the band. Spaces have 
always been filled through friend-
ships rather than just reaching for 
somebody with an instrument. Ex-
cept for Devin, but he was just new 
to town.

NO FUN CITY: Do you guys have 
side projects?

ADAM: There’s side-by-side proj-
ects. As The Crow Flies is another 
project I feel really good to be in-
volved with.

CHRIS: I’ve been working on some 
electronic stuff for awhile. Some 
electronic versions and remixes of 
Compassion Gorilla songs, some 
other stuff.

ADAM: Julie is always busy with 
her art, and she brought an amazing 
shift for the band. Previously the fo-

cus was just on playing music, and 
she brought an emphasis on perfor-
mance and theatrics. She instigated 
costumes, masquerades, marching 
band style entrances, decorating the 
stage. She helps create an atmo-
sphere for the music.

NO FUN CITY: Do you have any 
recordings? Feed the people your 
music!

ADAM: We are at a good place with 
our music. We’re looking at the 
wheres and whens of recording over 
the next couple of weeks.

NO FUN CITY: What do you listen 
to when you’re not making music?

ADAM: I’ve had a longtime addic-
tion to the Dead and Phish. A lot 
of jam bands. Wilco and Tony Rice 
have been doing it for me recently. 
As a kid first picking up the guitar, 
Neil Young was a huge influence. 
Way back, subconsciously, my folks 
had me listen to Abba, Neil Diamond 
and Kenny Rogers in the car. 
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Adam Reese performing

turn the page>>>>>
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I was able to sing along to ev-
ery lyric. That was how I learned 
how to sing.

CHRIS: For the past four years, 
I’ve been really big on Manu 
Chao, Gogol Bordello, Balkan 
Beat Box, Fela Kuti. Five years 
ago I discovered electronic mu-
sic. Realizing it wasn’t just tech-
no. I discovered Adam Shake -- 
The Dream Tree Project. When 
I started playing music I was 
listening to a lot of classic rock. 
Pink Floyd. I’ll always listen to 
Neil Young and the Stones. That 
music got me into playing music 
itself.

NO FUN CITY: Which leads to 
my last question. Why play mu-
sic?

ADAM: For me it’s a language 
of deep emotions. Emotional 
truth in music transcends words 
and ego. Gets you so much clos-
er to an authentic experience. I 
have learned so much about how 
it feels to feel. I touched some-
thing that keeps awakening me, 
reminding me what it is to be hu-
man. Also the sheer joy and fun 
of seeing other people get off on 
your music.

CHRIS: Last night I was at a new-
comer intake session for the Get-
ting Higher choir. The director 
said this really interesting thing 
-- we’re all singers and it’s just a 
part of what we do as human be-
ings. The choir has no auditions, 
everybody’s welcome. There’s a 
lot of emphasis on allowing peo-

ple to do unauthorized harmo-
nies. It’s a socially learned thing 
that people think they can’t sing. 
I’d like to extend that to making 
music that gets at something re-
ally deep about feeling and be-
ing. Especially making music 
with people in an unstructured 
free way independent of anyone’s 
musical experience. Words aren’t 
my forte, so for me it’s a truer as-
pect of expression.

Check out 
Compassion Gorilla’s 

recent video shoot 
and live recordings 

on compassiongorilla.com.

Chris Fretwell performing

Photos & Interview: 
Katie Sage
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SZ: What does being an artist mean?

DG: I’ve never actually been clear 
on that. I almost feel like it’s a pre-
sumptuous title for someone who 
just likes to make things. I feel like 
a lot of people abuse and warp the 
title to fit their own description 
because they like the elitist status 
more than they like what they do.

I read somewhere a while ago (prob-
ably on the internet) that being an 
artist means having the confidence 
and certainty to know that when-
ever you put your pen or brush to 
paper, something visibly attractive 
and remarkable will manifest itself 
without a doubt. I considered it for 
a while and decided it was bullshit. 
I couldn’t count the hours I’ve had 
to spend revising and scrapping cer-
tain projects because I couldn’t get 
things to look the way they did in 
my head.

I mean, obviously there’s got to be 
something there, but I think being 
an artist mainly means being com-
mitted and willing enough to make 
yourself insane for the perfect re-
sult. It’s about having a vision and 
not compromising quality no mat-
ter how long it takes, and no matter 
how much shit you have to throw 
across the room to get it.

SZ: And who the heck are these 
charming characters that appear in 

your work? Where do they come from?

DG: The characters I draw are for 
the most part extensions of myself, 
my ideals, and how I see other peo-
ple. They’re usually bleak and that’s 
usually the point. Although for some 
pieces, I do a lot of photo referenc-
ing if I find a certain combination of 
aesthetics unavoidably appealing.

SZ: Are there characters that you 
find appear more than once in your 
work? Do they take on a life inde-
pendent of you?

DG: There are probably some recur-
ring characters. Certainly recurring 
features. I’m really attached to tired 
eyes and I rarely include pupils. I’ve 
always felt with these characters 
that I’m putting a lot into them. Like 
these are the ones I have the most in 
common with. They seem to keep 
the best company. A lot of times in 
the past, when I’ve tried to add life 
to them, the image somehow just 
ends up looking empty and naive, so 
I avoid it unless the context fits.

SZ: Are there other artists that influ-
ence your work?

DG: I definitely have more influenc-
es than I could name. I often do en-
tire series of work inspired by music 
and film alone. Fashion can play a 
big part in it too. I find in contempo-
rary art there can be a big lack of in-

tegrity and general substance and at 
times it can be both draining and de-
motivating. That being said, though, 
I have always looked to a few select 
artists for guidance and inspiration. 
Most notably James Jirat Patradoon, 
Kilian Eng, Hellen Jo, Jason Sho 
Green, and Angie Wang.

SZ: You make interesting decisions 
about materials. The Car Pet Land 
show in the summer had work pri-
marily on found cardboard, the re-
cent MOCL (Ministry of Casual 
Living) show had smaller works in 
a cornucopia of thriftstore frames. 
How and why do you make the deci-
sions that you do?

DG: One of my biggest fears when 
I first started painting was that I’d 
be one of those artists who took 
themselves too seriously before 
they were worth a damn. I felt 
there was a lot less pressure paint-
ing on cardboard and a lot less 
would be expected of each piece.  
 
 

David Granneman 
having absolutely no fun.

Serina Zapf: So, who is David Granneman?

David Granneman: I’m an artist.

turn the page>>>>>
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Although in reality I guess it’s a 
lot harder to make something look 
good on cardboard than canvas. 
Those were my very first paint-
ings in the Car Pet Land show, and 
I ended up really liking the way 
everything looked together on less 
conventional material.

With the MOCL display, the space 
just inspired me to put everything 
in frames. I didn’t have a lot of 
time to do the work for the show 
so I thought the most effective 
thing to do was work on a series 

of smaller pieces with a similar 
theme.

SZ: Tell me about the theme for 
the MOCL show. (I think the 
frames reminded me of a series 
of family portraits.) How are the 
pieces connected? Is titling impor-
tant? Do you consider the frames 
and arrangement part of the over-
all composition?

DG: I really wasn’t sure what I 
was going to do for the MOCL 
show until I saw the space. I liked 

the location, and I think the frame 
of the display inspired me to put 
everything behind glass. I wanted 
to incorporate certain colour com-
binations such as black and gold, 
too, and framing just made that 
easier. So I measured the display 
space, went and bought 11 frames, 
and worked on a layout composi-
tion. The work of painting came 
next, and I luckily had just enough 
spare time to get everything I 
needed done.

I guess the overall theme was 
summed up best by the centerpiece 
“Get Busy Living & Get Busy Dy-
ing”. It had a lot to do with rela-
tionships, reflection, the dedicated 
belief system, and the relativity of 
being alive. Each individual piece 
had a different meaning from the 
last, but they all fit together as a 
whole.

What is the relationship between 
the text and your imagery? Where 
do the words come from?

The text and imagery usually go 
hand in hand. Sometimes the nar-
rative comes to me first and the im-
age itself later, or vice versa. But 
one would be incomplete without 
the other. A lot of these pieces are 
largely cathartic, and those hold 
the most sentimental value. I’m 
not sure if their messages ever get 
across as it’s intended, but they’re 
probably my favourite to make and 
seem to be the most talked about.

SZ: Is the text the voice of the 
character or the voice of a narra-
tor? .... or something else?

turn the page>>>>>
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For the most part, the narrator 
and character are one and the 
same. Or at least almost. I’ve 
been meaning to break out of my 
comfort zone and delve more into 
fiction, but as mentioned earlier 
the characters and narratives are 
largely extensions of myself (al-
beit sometimes exaggerated).

SZ: Legend of Zelda or Final 
Fantasy VII?

DG: Zelda. Never had the atten-
tion span for Final Fantasy.

SZ: Do you find that your atten-

tion span, or experience of time, 
is conveyed through your art 
practice? Does your work reflect 
a lack of attention span or do you 
find it is an activity that tran-
scends your normal experience of 
time?

I tend to lose all concept of time 
when I’m working. I’ve always 
had an incredibly short atten-
tion span, but when it comes to 
doing something like this, self-
discipline comes incredibly easy. 
I’ll often neglect to eat meals be-
cause I’d rather bingepaint until 
I get lightheaded than stop what 

I’m doing to do something menial 
like eat. (Laughs.)

If you were a genre of music what 
genre would you be?

Probably some crappy sub-genre 
that nobody listens to.

Interview by Serina Zapf
Art by David Granneman
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Bubba Hamilton 

is a large man. 

This is excellent, because he needs the extra size in order to carry his mas-
sive heart around. He’s good people in the way your grandfather would 
use the term: spitting tobacco, nodding to the neighbour who patched his 
fence for him. Bubba was involved with punk, hardcore and metal long 
before most of us were old enough to get into shows. He’s been in bands, 
written stuff, made stuff, done stuff. He also takes pictures of stuff. We 
thought they were neat, so we gave him a four page spread. Enjoy.
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The lawn is a great metaphor for the 
City of Victoria.  A strange throw-
back to Victorian England, lawns 
are everywhere in this city.  They 
are homogenous, boring, and use-
less, but most of the time they seem 
totally natural.  In reality, lawns 
aren’t just ‘there’.  They need con-
stant policing and violence.  Weeds 
and other invaders must be de-
stroyed.  It’s best to be proactive: 
be sure to kill the weeds before they 
even start growing.  The grass itself 
must be governed, too: mowed, wa-
tered, kept uniform and infertile.

When these regimes are suspended, 
even for a short time, life rushes in.  
The grass grows longer and produc-
es seeds.  Flowers and other plants 
creep in, attracting bees, wasps, and 
other insects.  Eventually shrubs 
and trees start to take root, mak-
ing homes for birds, bats, and other 
animals.  Under the surface, micro-
organisms, insects, and fungus teem 
with life, intensifying fertility and 
decay.  Most of the time, none of 
this is allowed to happen.  The civi-
lized grass chokes out other plants, 
with the help of mowers and chemi-
cals.  

Most of everyday life in Victoria is 
a big green lawn.  Life here seems 
normal enough, but we know it 

needs intensive and ongoing inter-
vention to stay the way it is. Busi-
nesses, schools, governments, and 
police are the groundskeepers of 
Victoria, and the lawn needs main-
tenance everywhere.  What forms 
of violence are needed to keep Vic-
toria stable and civilized?  How 
are intruders, invaders, and aliens 
classified and kept at bay?  How 
do we good Victorians police our-
selves and each other, keeping our 
own little lawns alive?  What do 
we ignore by pretending that every-
thing is OK?  And where are those 
spaces, insulated or defended from 
violence, where diversity and life 
has begun to thrive again?  How are 
they hidden or defended?  How do 
they ward off the lawn that creeps 
from within?

Victoria needs your help. Kill the 
lawns inside your head, and the 
ones outside your house.  We all 
have some lawn in us, but we have 
our wild spaces, too.  It is never a 
question of one or the other in Vic-
toria: no pure wild spaces, none 
purely civilized.  But one thing 
is certain, there is too much lawn.  
How can we make more space for 
other forms of life?  How can we 
sabotage and suspend the processes 
needed to keep Victoria’s civilized 
lawns alive and dominant?  Maybe 

most importantly, how can we forge 
alliances between diverse ecosys-
tems, refusing to keep content with 
our own little taste of the wild?

Nick Montgomery

Proper lawn care and maintenance 

in Victoria
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BC has never been a haven for the 
arts. You can’t swing a stick in this 
province without hitting an artist, 
but it’s been decades since any rul-
ing party has sunk money into the 
arts, and years since arts funding in 
the Best Place on Earth has even re-
mained stable. 

Things aren’t looking up, either. As 
recently as 2009, the BC Liberals 
promised to cut funding to arts and 
culture by 90% - a figure later re-
duced due to massive backlash from 
nearly every thinking person in the 
province.

“When they cut funding they cut it 
in a really mean-spirited way. These 
[arts] companies were told to bud-
get long term on the assumption that 
they would get funding and then it 
was suddenly swept away,” says 
Robert Garfat, former owner of Dark 
Horse Theatre Company. A longtime 
advocate for the arts, Garfat helped 
organize protesters during the last 
round of cuts. 

Over tea, he detailed a dozen damn 
good reasons to fund the arts, touch-
ing on the economic, cultural, and 

educational value of art as well as 
more nuanced concepts – govern-
ments hate nuance – such as the role 
of art in maintaining a healthy cul-
ture. He described an inadvertently 
selfless industry, one that generates 
money for the provincial economy 
– giving a return on investment of 
anywhere from 150 to 800 percent – 
while still somehow managing to pay 
employees next to nothing thanks to 
the overwhelming scarcity of public 
funds. “One of the things I learned 
early on in the theatre was that about 
5% of working artists live above the 
poverty level. 95% of us live below.”

So why do the BC Liberals continue 
to claim that they support and value 
the arts? This question brings us to 
perhaps the most disturbing feature 
of the Province’s war on art: the final 
resting place of all that money we 
saved.

Recently the Greater Victoria Spirit 
Committee Society has managed 
funding for the Victoria arm of the 
Olympic Torch Relay and the mil-
lion-dollar indigenous tokenism 
project that was the Victoria Spirit 
Square renovation. The committee 

itself is more or less benign. They 
don’t have any money or author-
ity. They can’t tax or police you, 
and their members are drawn from 
the standard ex-politician and well-
meaning arts patron crowd. But it’s 
exactly this bland, inoffensive, stat-
ist approach to art that allows the 
province to sidestep criticism over 
its failure to support the arts, mean-
while converting potentially subver-
sive creativity into propaganda. 

Most recently, the committee began 
handing out grants to artists will-
ing to pander to the celebration of 
Victoria’s 150th birthday. The 150 
Celebration grant will be provided 
to projects dwelling on the univer-
sal appeal of forts. (Everybody loves 
forts.) Purses like these are the mod-
ern face of state-guided art funding 
– do as we say, glorify the party line, 
and be rewarded. Under the BC Lib-
erals’ regime, creativity is only ac-
knowledged in order to be subverted 
in the name of the public good.

Simon Nattrass

Bullshit Fascist 

Victoria Spirit Society 

Art Illuminati

and other stories...



... said the recruitment officer who, 
technically, was giving me a job in-
terview, although it had quickly dis-
solved into a comfortable chat.  She 
was in Victoria to interview candi-
dates for BC offshore schools in Chi-
na, and I frankly informed her that I 
had no interest in China whatsoever.  
I just really wanted a paycheque.

She told me that she has heard my 
story many times over in the past 
year, as has anybody in the educa-
tion field.  The employment rate for 
teachers across Canada, and particu-
larly in provinces such as B.C., is at 
an all-time low.  In June, Maclean’s 
magazine reported that 2,700 new 
teachers were certified in B.C. last 
year, while only 1000 new teachers 
were actually needed.  This means 
that a staggering two thirds of new 
British Columbian teachers, fresh out 
of university with five or six years of 
student debt, have found themselves 
with no hope of employment.  

Of course, every new teacher un-
derstood that we would not be em-
ployed in a full-time job immedi-
ately.  That is what substituting is 
for, right?  Why don’t I just hop onto 
the miles-long Teacher-On-Call list 
in the Victoria, Sooke, or Saanich 
district?  Even if I do make the cut 
(spoiler alert: I didn’t, and neither 
did most of my classmates), surely 

I’ll get plenty of calls compared to 
the hundreds of retired teachers on 
the list who are above me in senior-
ity.  

One only needs a cursory glance at 
the situation to see why there are so 
few open teaching jobs at the mo-
ment.  Aside from the economy—
the answer to all of our work-related 
woes at the moment—there simply 
aren’t enough kids to go around.  The 
youth population is shrinking so fast 
that many districts in B.C. are clos-
ing schools.  Meanwhile, teachers 
are taking longer than ever to retire.

No problem, I thought.  I’ll go to Al-
berta.  Land of free money and oil.  
Surely they have jobs available for 
everybody.  I called up my Alber-
tan friend to see what she thought.  
“Actually,” she said, “they’ve been 
laying teachers off here all year.  I 
know so many unemployed teach-
ers here.”  Meanwhile, the situation 
for Ontario teachers is so poor that 
they have begun capping admission 
into teacher colleges, something that 
B.C. schools might also consider if 
they were not too busy taking our tu-
ition money.

So here I am, looking at articles on 
China, wondering whether I really 
want to uproot my entire life and 
move to another country, just be-

cause finding work in my field is 
akin to hunting unicorns.   

People keep asking me what I think 
of this week’s teacher’s strike.  “I 
don’t know any teachers,” I tell 
them.  “I only know unemployed 
ones.”  Though I very much support 
teachers’ efforts to overhaul a strain-
ing system, I am as much on the out-
side of the issue as any other member 
of the public.  I can only hope that, 
once they have changed the profes-
sion for the better, I can someday 
share in the benefits.
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“I call this the lost generation 

of teachers” 

Robin Drain
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... an art that transcends aesthet-
ics to become a part of life. An 
art aware of its politics, speaking 
truth to power. I am for an art that 
acts instead of ‘talks about’, an art 
that becomes: that inspires us to 
be more. I am for the art of Cath-
erine Wallace.

Owing to unconventional medi-
ums and a radical subject, Wal-
lace's art does not resemble what 
most folks are used to. Genuine-
ly contemporary, it engages and 
criticizes the Enbridge pipeline 
project, likely the greatest current 
threat to the lives of the North-
west Coast. Through a multime-
dia approach incorporating sculp-
ture, video, collage and blogging, 
Wallace’s extensively researched 
practice invokes the same respon-
sibility and social engagement as 
Joseph Beuys’ social sculpture, 
Martha Rosler’s feminist anti-war 
collages, Ai Weiwei’s investiga-
tion into Chinese government cor-
ruption and the environmental in-
terventions of Helen and Newton 
Harrison.

Wallace’s most recent work, pro-
jectpipeline.org, follows the art-
ist’s process as she works through 
information regarding the planned 
pipeline through northern B.C. 
and her response to what she un-
covers. This material becomes her 
source material, subject and me-
dium. She produces daily work on 
her blog, frequently in the form of 
videos or diagrams that make her 
discoveries more understandable, 
more relatable.

Often information arrives in the 
abstract and we cannot truly fath-
om what we are faced with. Wal-
lace makes the charts and numbers 
personal. Through her work we 
understand the devastation faced 
by Pacific Northwest communi-
ties. We can grasp the proposed 
destruction of our forests, oceans, 
coasts, rivers, lakes and earth.

The most powerful piece on pro-
jectpipeline.org is a short video 
shot in the artist’s studio. Friends 
stand next to an unassuming 
sculpture, a black cube of painted 

plywood. The cube is a cubic me-
ter in size, equaling one thousand 
liters. The simple sculpture takes 
power from its relatability to the 
body. Comprehending the oil ca-
pacity of one supertanker, half a 
billion liters, is nearly unimagi-
nable. Standing next to this sculp-
ture or watching people speak in 
her video, the number becomes 
tangible.

Project Pipeline unites maps of the 
affected region, hand-drawn tank-
er routes, and short video clips of-
fering a simple, stunning glimpse 
into one woman’s grappling with 
the meaning of the Enbridge Pipe-
line. Check out this work at www.
project-pipeline.org. In addition, 
local organizers are holding a re-
sistance rally on April 7th. It be-
gins at the Legislature at noon, 
then heads to Centennial Square 
an hour later for teach-ins and 
skill shares.

I am for art that flips a middle finger to the 

borders constructed around Art

Serina Zapf
art by Catherine Wallace
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The grass IS always greener 
When you’re standing in a desert 
That used to be a forest 
Like the Fertile Crescent 
Or the great Scottish rain forests 
You know, where now what we call the Moor is 
Or parking lots and paved roads where the meadow 
-- used to live 
But you see the trick isn’t to get over to the other 
-- side of the fence 
But instead to tear it down altogether 
A world free of false manmade borders 
Walls and fences 
Cages are for captives 
And we are meant to be free 
As all life is meant to be 
I hate walls and all the people who love them. [i] 
I hate bars and prisons 
And bars built to keep people drunk in 
Captives to their own inebriation 
Wasn’t that drink supposed to give you escape? 
But there is no escape when the whole world 
-- is our prison 
Just another bottle to drown in 
Not until the people have risen 
To tear the oppression down 
Bring the bastards down 
No crowns 
Royal or otherwise 

 

The universe has five elements. 
Even if something looks fancy, it’s 
still these five elements confused. 

 
The five elements are blood, metal, bam-
boo, dirt, smoke, sweet fuckall, plastic, 
blood, tires, drywall, plywood, plastic, fiber-
board, lecricity, botulism, hair, fire, ketchup, 
mustard, finger-nails, algebra, copper wire, 
clouds, floor, bones, fiberglass, indiglo, turbu-
lence, nylon, et cetera, crumbs, tungsten fila-
ment, pink insulation, salt, wax, and practice. 

If you can count better, stand up.

Thinking Outside 

the Bars

Comrade Black

Martin Hazelbower

The universe 

has five elements

This ritual contains 0.00125 percent of a long 
novel by Martin Hazelbower. It’s mostly about 
samurai hardcore, zombies, codefriendency, 
and the smouldering ghost of Darby Crash. The 
first volume -- THE MEATHEADS, OR, HOW 
TO DIY -- should be out pretty soon.

[i] This line is a play off a line from anarcho-
pop band Chumbawamba “I hate wars, and all 
the people who love them” from the song Here’s 
The Rest Of Your Life from their second album 
Never Mind the Ballots
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 The number twenty-seven is 
more suited for a demolition derby 
than mass transit.  The route was in-
troduced in the seventies to get people 
to the industrial district for their grave-
yard shifts. The local teamsters hailed 
it as a victory for the working class.  It 
was immediately forgotten.
Harvest gold paint leafs from the walls 
as the sixty-passenger behemoth hits 
another pothole. The lead-based rain 
would have Ralph Nader in apoplexy. 
Faded models for United Colors of 
Beneton beam from the far-off eight-
ies.
So confident in their pastel crew-neck 
sweaters.  
So cool in their modern flat-top hair-
cuts.  
The driver fits the motif; the twenty-
odd years he’s been on the route seem 
to press down on him.  His double 
chins sink into the amorphous blob of 
fat comprising his torso.  Man-tits flop 
onto a round, perfectly smooth stom-
ach that clears the steering wheel by a 
centimetre.
 Lily shifts. Her red lace shirt 
settles into place.  Her elbows jut at 
odd angles; her joints seem haphazard.  
She checks her face in a compact.  Ha-
zel eyes, sunk deep beneath violet cir-
cles.  She pushes molasses hair behind 
an ear and looks out the front window.
 That’s when the kid falls in 
front of the bus.
 Drops straight down from 
God knows where and rolls under the 
wheels.  They catch limb, cloth and 
hair with a Capt. Crunch.  The driv-
er lead-foots the brake and the diesel 

monster comes to a screeching, tear-
ing, bowel heaving stop.
 “OH MAH GAWD YOU 
DONE KILLED A BABY!”  The fat 
woman with the terrible weave begins 
to sob and paw through the Bible she’s 
never without.  Lily’s accustomed to 
the antics of twenty-seven’s night 
crew. She barely registers the fran-
tic prayers behind her.  An old drunk 
gets up, sad eyes that never seem to 
leave her chest.  His knees shake in a 
staccato rhythm; his mouth works in 
soundless motion.  The wet sound of 
lips interspersed with dry heaves.  The 
exertion of movement trumped by cu-
riosity.  
 The driver gets up, his face a 
pale contrast to the deep shadows of 
the bus’ front end.
 “Ah...stay here.”
 Like hell. 
The first thing she notices, blood.  The 
second thing she notices is a foot be-
hind the right front wheel.  She looks 
up, sees the others.  They gather 
around the headlights; the drunk gives 
sage advice on the nature of the acci-
dent, the evangelist prays, the driver 
expels lunch.  The headlights halo his 
pale skin, stretch it tight over his skull.  
Bile rains on the blacktop in a water-
fall of stomach acid and half digested 
pasta.
 They don’t see it.
 “Yup, ‘ad to of jumped from 
one a these buildin’s...”
 “Our Father who ar’ in Heav-
en, hallowed be thah name...”
 “BLAGGHALHGLAGH....”
 She edges in and keeps six.  

Vomit falls from thin lips, drunk eyes 
scan rooftops, the believer screams 
her prayer with a face to the heavens. 
Searching for some sign her supplica-
tion has been received.
 “...not shure how hed’a got 
there though.  Mebbe climb a fire es-
cape?”
 “... THAH KINGDOM 
COME, THAH WILL BE DONE...”
 “BLAGHGAHLAGHAL-
HG...”
 She bends down.  Quick now.  
The foot goes into her purse, and then 
her phone is out.
 “Yes, I’d like to report an ac-
cident...”
 She walks to the front of the 
bus, thankful for a bumper obstruct-
ing her view of the face.  The blood 
is enough of a testament to the havoc 
wreaked by the iron mammoth.  
 “I called the police.”
 “Oh Christ, this could be my 
pension.” The driver sits down, his 
mind so taken by possibilities that he 
doesn’t notice as he sits square in the 
puddle of human-juice that spreads in 
an ever-widening pool.  Shock sets 
in, and twenty-seven’s passengers are 
quiet as the scream of sirens comes 
ever closer.  Lily exhales the breath 
she hadn’t noticed herself holding, and 
looks to the moonless sky.
 Seven thousand, six hundred 
forty-three days since she’s seen the 
sun.

Continued next issue...

John 6:53

Austin Simpson



Someone starts a story. Each issue 
another writer continues the story. 
Each writer gets 300-400 words 
and the Molotov is passed on. We 
figured a Molotov cocktail would 
be more fun to pass than a fascist 
torch anyway. So enjoy the begin-
ning of our first attempt at Pass the 
Molotov with this piece by Serina 
Zapf. If you’re interested in taking 
up the Molotov shoot us a line.

Simone was silent. Even from here 
her silence was audible. Truly, her 
ability to sneak up on anything 
was unbearable to behold. Her 
whole body reverberated tension. 
Movements exaggerated, duck-
ing behind objects, arms spread 
against them, heaving muffled 
breaths. Each lift of her leg, tippy-
toes stretched and crackled with 
self-important theatrics. This was 
never going to work. Why did 
I ever agree to this? A sidelong 
glance at Cassandra validated this 
feeling. Her eyes betraying clearly 

“we are fucked”, though her lips 
stood in solid determined lines. We 
were fucked. And, as these things 
inevitably go, we had committed 
too much to turn back. Reflect-
ing now, in the shadow of inactive 
machinery still cooling from day-
time drudgery, I wondered at how 
we’d even managed to get this far. 
The unexpected run in with the 
two large sentries, hundred-pound 
sacks of muscle and teeth, left a 
particularly unsavory mark upon 
my overactive imagination. The 
dogs waited patiently for us to 
scale the chain link fence before 
making their presence known, and 
that stood out as particularly dis-
turbing. I swear, had it not been 
for the sausages Simone had in-
explicably insisted on stashing in 
her pockets, my femur would be 
the center of a tug of war. A swift 
kick to the ribs from Cassandra’s 
booted foot snaps me to attention. 
Her eyes widen and her head jerks 
in Simone’s direction. I lean out, 
peaking around the girth of the 
sleeping iron giant, and what I see 
leaves me unclear as to whether I 
should laugh or shit my pants…

Continue this story by submitting 
your idea to the next issue of No 
Fun City!

It works like this. 
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and so 

it begins...
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What if one day womyn around the world woke up and said “fuck it”?

Fuck the MAN. Fuck work, fuck capitalism, fuck society. Fuck authority, fuck government, 
fuck being fucked. Fuck the media, fuck pollution, fuck democracy, fuck the dictators, the 
fascists, the communists, fuck the cunt fear that lives inside these MANmade policies, these 
atrocities.

Fuck the housework, the cleaning, the cooking, fuck picking up after everyone else. Fuck 
birth control and any other manmade chemically produced, hormone induced prescriptions 
that fuck womyn up!

FUCK IT

FUCK
Fuck your god, fuck your male dominated religion that oppresses womyn. Fuck your bibles, your 
scriptures, fuck you “holy” ones who preach as though womyn are your subordinates. Fuck you 
who say we have no voice, no opinion, no rights because we are womyn.

Fuck you who wage wars on our land. Fuck you who kill us just for the fact you think we are the 
weaker sex, fuck you who spill our dark red blood and see us as doormats. Fuck you who use us as 
sex slaves and punching bags.

Fuck you who assault and rape womyn!

Fuck you who abduct and sell womyn and children. Fuck you who have burned us at the stake. 
Fuck you who have taken our power, oppressed us, blamed us, left us to a history unwritten.

Fuck you who define what our beauty is. Fuck you who tell us how we should look and how we 
should feel until all we do is fucking hate ourselves and cannot look in the mirror.

Fuck you who try to control and dominate us. Get the fuck out of my head, I’m not going to lie 
here and play dead so you can use me as a sweet release.

FUCK YOU! Show my body, mind and soul some respect!

Today I say Fuck IT! As people WE need to say fuck male supremacy. Down with the patriarchy.

Karres Vroom
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My womb.
My power.
My crowned gift for all that is essential and feminine.
Guided by the moon and the waves and the goddess before me.
A natural thing of beauty.

We seem to fear it, misguided by the words of men who have turned this power against us.
Turned us against ourselves.

We bleed because we are dirty, men say. Forgetting it is this very nature that gives them life.
Numb yourself, numb your power.
Seek no solace, no livelihood in all things that are natural and feminine.
Fear yourself so we can control you.
Misguide you.
We can use you as a mother, daughter, whore and a bitch. As a slave.
Never respectful.
Let us come to you for our release. Our needs.
Let us dominate and destroy.
Let us rape you over and over until you succumb to submission.
We will remind you it’s your duty.
We will love you and leave you, sometimes with child.
You will be broken, ripped and torn apart.
And then we will fuck you.
Fuck you harder and harder until you no longer bleed.
We will humiliate, discriminate.
Leave you feeling lifeless, empty, confused and ultimately... powerless.

My womb.
My power.
My womynly nature that will not be controlled.

my 

womb

Karres Vroom
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Mike Jo sang his catchphrase as 
he polished off another pulque, 
an alcoholic beverage made of 
fermented cactus and sold by old 
ladies in the rural markets here 
in Oaxaca State. It drinks like a 
fruit smoothie, but has the same 
alcoholic content as beer. With its 
deceptive sweetness and the beat-
ing of the Mexican sun, pulque 
gets you drunk damn fast. And 
each cup is ten pesos - a little less 
than ninety cents. We sat on rick-
ety lawnchairs in a little dirt road 
beside a stand in the market, oc-
casionally asking the small, an-
cient-seeming vendor for another 
drink. Our spanish was awful. 
There was no question that we 
were oddities - light skin, at least 
a foot taller than most people, tat-
toos and dreadlocks. On the other 
hand, we were completely typical 
- a bunch of drunk gringos just 
sitting around.
 
Maybe we were “winning” at 
getting drunk but we had failed 
at our actual goal for the day - 
we had missed a very important 
meeting. Some locals were sup-
posed to take our group out to a 
nearby pueblo, San Jose, to teach 
about their current issue with a 
Canadian mining company. I had 
been invited upon bumping into 
Mike Jo on the streets of Oaxa-
ca a week before. He had some 

connections and was down here 
to learn about Latin American 
activism. I was happy just to tag 
along.
 

We were among the second group 
of non-Mexicans to arrive. The 
local mining activists wanted 
to rouse international attention 
for their issue and they needed 
to start somewhere. The Sunday 
following our missed meeting we 
met in a little rented boardroom 
at a community center in Oaxaca 
City. Our group was a mix of var-
ious radical twentysomething ac-
tivists. We had gathered through 
connections, friends of friends - I 
had never even met most of them. 
All but two of us were from Can-
ada and only one spoke spanish. 

On the other side of the table sat 
five Mexicans who didn’t have 
any english. Fluorescent light 
filled the little blue room, dim 
enough that the sun cut in beams 
through the curtains. I was dig-
ging the community center kitsch 
of this rented boardroom. The 
table was made out of wood pan-
eling, the walls were covered in 
Mexican food pyramid posters. 
After a few formalities - “mucho 
gusto”, “nice to meet you” - our 
capacity to interact without our 
translator’s help bottomed out 
and the meeting really began.
For the first twenty minutes we 
sat quietly and listened to the his-
tory of the mine. After NAFTA, 
much rural land in Oaxaca State 
had gone from being collective 
farming land owned by the auton-
omously governed pueblos to be-
ing divided amongst locals who 
had the choice to sell their land or 
not. Oaxaca is an extremely poor 
state and many people sold their 
property out of desperation. The 
prices might have seemed good 
at the time, but the locals knew 
little about the gold and silver de-
posits they were sitting on. 

w i n n i n g!

The local 

mining activists 

wanted to rouse 

international 

attention 

for their issue 

and they needed to 

start somewhere.
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It wasn’t long before Fortuna Sil-
ver had bought all the farmland 
outside of San Jose and some 
of the town itself, stripping the 
once-autonomous community of 
almost all land rights. The compa-
ny quietly dotted i’s and crossed 
t’s - by the time locals became 
aware of the development, all le-
gal avenues had been carefully 
closed. Some pleaded that the 
government buy their land back, 
but the state remained in favor of 
mining rather than agriculture - it 
contributes more to the GDP.
 
In Canada you have to pay extra 
for local or “organic” groceries. 
Here, it is cheaper and more com-
mon to buy meat, cheese, produce 
and baked goods right from their 
producers. I could go down the 
street right now and buy a sack of 
live, bound chickens no problem, 
but finding a supermarket would 

take all day. Down here, the lo-
cal production of food is virtual-
ly unmediated by big businesses 
and industries. Which, in part, 
leads to the issue with “economic 
growth”. How can anyone skim 
money off the top?
 
Obviously, the issue is more com-
plicated than this. But this is how 
it was explained to us, sitting in 
a boardroom and drinking glass 
after glass of water to keep cool 
on that January day. Six years af-
ter the mine was built, a few po-
litical assassinations, multiple ar-
rests and an occupation later, and 
here we were listening to the long 
and confusing story of San Jose 
Pueblo.
 
The main speaker was a man 
named Bernard. It was probably 
just for his name, but he reminded 
me of a Saint Bernard - patient, 
quiet, friendly, a little bit tired. 
He wore a blue shirt and a beat-up 
baseball cap, round glasses and a 
goatee. His appearance reflected 
a general trend at the table: on 
one side sat a fairly normal look-
ing group of Mexicans and on 
the other sat a bunch of multira-
cial (but mostly white) kids with 
patches, dreadlocks, tattoos, band 
shirts, bandanas, buttons, sideb-
raids, shaved heads, Carhartts 
and lots of flannel.

Revolutionary communities in 
Canada have a definite image. I 
don’t think that’s so wrong but at 
that moment I suddenly felt hy-

persensitive. It reminded me of 
something a friend told me once: 
“So many people try to look like 
they don’t give a fuck. When 
you see someone who actually 
doesn’t, it’s not even a question.” 
Maybe Bernard was rolling his 
eyes at our band shirts, tattoos 
and stupid haircuts or maybe he 
wasn’t. The linguistic gap be-
tween us exacerbated my curi-
osity. We obviously came from 
different worlds, but those differ-
ences hung in the air with no pos-
sibility for explanation.
 
The history lesson continued. At 
first the locals largely opposed 
the mine. After it was built and 
before it started operating, hun-
dreds of locals held an occupa-
tion. After a spate of mass arrests, 
people got quieter. Quieter still 
when unmarked trucks started 
driving around the pueblo, filled 
with heavily armed men. Who 
were these thugs and who was 
buying their guns? The police 
force couldn’t afford weapons 
that big. People got shot - starting 
with the mayor. Fortuna Silver re-
leased statement after statement 
calling the violence “senseless” 
and claiming it had nothing to do 
with the mine. But why had all 
this violence started now?

“So many people 

try to look 

like they don’t 

give a fuck. 

When you see 

someone who 

actually 

doesn’t, it’s not 

even 

a question.” turn the page>>>>>
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When local newspapers wrote 
stories about the mine, every 
copy would be purchased be-
fore sunrise so nobody ever saw 
them. The local radio station 
came out unabashedly in favor 
of the mine, sometimes to the 
point of broadcasting outright 
lies. In one instance Fortuna 
Silver held a town Christmas 
party and nobody came, but the 
radio reported that the whole 
village was out, having a great 
time. Media coverage like this 
was confusing locals and out-
siders alike. This and the threat 
of violence had people in town 
shutting their mouths. 
 
Bernard is not the only anti-
mining activist in town, but he is 

currently the movement’s face. 
There is graffiti on the rocks in 
the outskirts of San Jose Pueblo. 
In Spanish it reads, “Bernard, 
your time is over”, “fucker”, 
“assassinate him”. Last month 
someone sharing his name was 
shot and killed, presumably a 
case of mistaken identity. Learn-
ing this, I got the chills: the man 
now sitting in front of me would 
likely soon be shot.
 
I wondered who he thought we 
were, how much he thought we 
could do for him. What was he 
even risking to sit here with us 
today? His group had been told 
we were student activists from 
Canada, which was true to the 
letter but gave me pause. For-
tuna Silver’s headquarters are 
located in Vancouver. Maybe he 
thought we could provoke pub-
licity for the issue back home. 
Maybe, but I hoped he didn’t 
think the story would provoke 
widespread outrage from the 
Canadian public. Another Ca-
nadian company screwing more 
aboriginals out of more land, 
this time somewhere far, far 
away. The need for translation 
can cause a person to hold their 
tongue. It can be a good thing. 
Saying anything about Cana-
dian land disputes seemed un-
necessary. What was the point 
of crushing hope?
 
We emerged from the dark 
boardroom into the hot down-
town sun. There were huge mu-

rals on many of the walls and 
even the store signs were hand-
painted. Big horn bands played, 
competing with the bad techno 
and 90’s pop pumping from bars 
and stores. Vendors sold rugs, 
newspapers, hamburgers and 
funny shaped balloons. Young 
couples made out on benches in 
the zocalo - a cultural phenom-
enon ironically caused by the 
Catholic disapproval of such 
behavior in multigenerational 
homes. Men with moustaches 
and slicked hair tried relent-
lessly to get with gringo ladies. 
In the corner of the square sat 
a group of aboriginal women in 
traditional outfits. The group 
held signs, some in spanish, 
others in zapotec and other na-
tive languages. I was told they 
were protesting their land being 
taken away and their children 
learning english and spanish in-
stead of skills to sustain tradi-
tional ways of life. Apparently 
they never go away.

Bernard was killed a few days 
after No Fun City received this 
article. 

Kay Gallivan

Kay Gallivan is currently mak-
ing her way through Mexico. 

No Fun City will continue to 
publish selections from her 
journals in our upcoming issues.
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next issue:

 We love you Victoria / We hate you Victoria!

 coming June 1st 2012
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congratulations!

you made it to the end of the first issue 

of No Fun City!

Yes you have! 

... and the unpaid-overworked-drones, 

contributors, and filler monsters want 

to thank you for supporting our ranting.

But you know, we can’t do 

it without you.

You 

don’t say!

I do.
So don’t fight that urge to help 

out! Contribute art, writing, 

or cold hard cash by emailing

 

birdogcollective @ gmail.com

Do it!
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