Seattle Slew
by

Eyes Right

Seattle, WA -  To paraphrase Harry Truman, the land stops here.  As people drift westward across our nation, they, sooner or later, reach the Pacific Ocean.  With literally nowhere to continue their journey, many stay put, often by default.  This phenomenon has served to populate California, Oregon and Washington for over a century with Americans seeking adventure, a better life, or both.

The results have often brought vibrant risk-takers who have literally made the desert bloom, developed industries when there were none, and who created a regional economic engine far greater than most nations of the world.  That has been the good part.
What has also happened is that a legion of drifters has occupied the West Coast, many now homeless and with substance abuse problems.  Nowhere is this more evident than here in Seattle.  On a recent visit to “the Emerald City,” I saw more panhandlers per block than anywhere I have toured in the United States.  During the evening the parks and many downtown street corners are full of vagrants looking for a handout.  It seems as if, based on dress, body piercings, and tattoos, every other person in downtown Seattle would be termed a “weirdo” in most U.S. cities 
This particular weekend there were even more strange folks downtown attending the Emerald City Comicon 2009 at the Washington State Convention and Trade Center.  Many of the comic book aficionados in attendance were decked out in creative costumes mimicking their favorite characters.  Because many recent movies such as Hellboy are based on comic book characters, there is now a cross-over effect with the cartoonists starting to re-draw their characters similar in appearance to the movie images.  For example, some of attendees wore hand-made outfits exactly replicating the characters who appeared both in the Star Wars movies and the subsequent Marvel Comics series based on Star Wars.  I talked to a fellow who told me that he had spent four months working in his garage molding and coloring plastic to produce a functional, exact green and black copy of the Mandalorian armor worn by the Boba Fett character from Star Wars.  He proudly added that his work was sanctioned by none other than George Lucas himself, the creator of the Star Wars series.   It takes all kinds, I suppose.
On a darker note, as the evening falls, there exists a subculture in Seattle which frequents, among other places, punk rock clubs.  This group wears black outfits, usually in leather.  Their bodies, both male and female, are heavily tattooed and pierced.  The music in these joints is so loud that the barmaids wear ear plugs.  The atmosphere is nihilistic and, in the club I entered, The Fun House, the drink of choice was either tap beer or “jello shots.” [a shot of vodka poured into a small volume of liquefied jello.]  Unsolicited recommendation:  AVOID!   The lyrics of essentially every tune played by the band consist primarily of the “F-word” repeated ad nauseum.  A small group of very drunk young males bounced directly in front of the band as it played, continually making obscene hand gestures toward them, not in disgust, but in adulation. Occasionally a cup of beer would be thrown (in praise) onto the band as it played.  Occasionally the band would reciprocate by throwing a cup of beer onto the crowd in front.  The lead singer, a middle-aged white guy with a peroxide blonde spike hairdo, spouted continuous obscenities to his audience whenever he was not singing.  One customer was wearing a black leather jacket which proclaimed on the back, “Class Warfare by All Means Necessary.”  A young woman sitting at the end of the bar was swaying in what appeared to be a drug stupor verging or near-blackout.  She ultimately was carried out by a fellow who loudly proclaimed that he was her husband.  I would not bet on it.
All of these punk rockers seemed to have enough money to pay the five buck cover charge and to drink beer and shots of booze incessantly for hours on end.  Yet they rail against “the system” and proclaim that they are victims of an evil form of government which is bent of subjugation and oppression.  The irony, of course, is that “the system” which they so despise has allowed them to make a living and continues to provide the freedom for them to participate in weekend drunken festivities.
I love to visit the West Coast for its incomparable natural beauty, but the current crop of natives would make it very difficult to stay.

I thought you might like to know.
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