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Fear and Loathing at BayFest

Kris Skoda
STAFF WRITER
toweliewantstogethigh@hotmail.com

Remnants of the morning after. |
empty my pockets, trying desperately to
find clues as to what the hell happened
last night.

A red VIP wristband, broken. Two
dollars and some ChapsStick that | am
reasonably sure isn’t mine, and that’s
when I think to check my back pocket.
Bar napkins, with notes scribbled all over.

I light my last cigarette and try to put
all the little napkin memories in their
proper order, and the reconstruction of
my Saturday at BayFest begins.

I had begun drinking before I ever got
downtown, and not just because a beer
anywhere will cost you five bucks. How
could I in good conscience write about an
event where the vast majority of people
will be wasted and not partake myself?

To properly throw myself into the
event, to cover the true spirit of Baylest,
I had to put myself in the typical Bay-
Fester’s shoes.

Quite simply, it would be irresponsible
not to drink.

As I walked through the entryway, I
lit a cigarette and inhaled deeply. Since |
didn’t care where I was going, I licked my
middle finger and put it up to see which
way the wind would blow me.

I began walking through the Square
and spotted a couple of girls drinking
from a flask. After I introduced myself,
we talked about Steve Miller Band briefly,
and then began taking shots of bourbon.

Not long after that I said my goodbyes
and kept moving on.

I spotted some friends in the crowd and
fell in with them for a bit. We walked all
over, talked about nothing and everything,
and they divulged they had two VIP
bracelets.

Jesus, I thought, it’s a ticket to the

Promised Land. All the free food, booze,
and beer you can handle for one night. I
glanced over at the vendors selling beer,
the lines, and the prices and it was settled.

Tonight, we ride on the VIP.

I was somewhere around Royal Street
when the bourbon began to take hold.

As we were walking I saw my first band
of the night, a Christian doo-wop group.
I remarked that I think I would rather
watch them than half the headliners of
BayFest, but to each their own.

We made it to the land of much booze
and tight money, but with only two brace-
lets and three of us at this point, I sat out
round one.

We made sure to put the bracelets on
very loose so we could slip in and out of
them and hand them off easily. I sat down
outside of Royal Street Tattoo and talked
to some friends.

Eventually, they tossed me a bracelet
off the side of the building and I was in.
As I began double fisting beers and rum
and Coke’s, Train started playing. They
of course played “Meet Virginia” and 1
watched from the top of the building and
finished my drinks.

I saw more friends and finally got a
wristband of my own.

It was only around 10 p.m. at this point
but as I looked out across downtown
Mobile, across BayFest as the Wind Creek
blimp flew by, I was struck by how beauti-
fully ugly it all was.

It wasn’t even about the music, though
Steve Miller was great later.

It could have been the copious amounts
of alcohol. It could’ve been Train wailing
away in the background.

Hell, it could’ve been a lot of things,
but as I looked out from the roof I
thought out loud, maybe BayTest isn’t so
bad.

Then again, maybe I’'m just partial to
free booze.
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‘Better Than BayFest” Honestly Evaluates Mobile’s Cultural Significance
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Let’s talk culture.

I spent some time this weekend at the
Alabama Music Box taking in the shows
and rambling on this topic with Dave
Matthews, the Music Box’s owner.

By culture, I mean a city’s art, its
events, and the businesses that help
promote it.

Culture should be brash, it should be
beautiful, and it should be everywhere.

This is what Music Box bartender
and musician Ponytail had to say on the
subject of how the Music Box does good
business while enriching culture:

“Alabama Music Box’s cultural contri-
bution to Mobile transcends visceral art,
music and film — we contributed titties.
And you can thank us later.”

Amen. This weekend the Music Box
ran a couple of shows Friday and Satur-
day night under the title “Better Than
BayFest.”

I was fortunate enough to cover both

BayFest and “Better Than BayFest” this
weekend, and the title really says it all.

“Better Than BayFest” is a direct
jab to the face of the way things are in
Mobile, and at the same time meant to
illustrate how it can be better.

It’s not a certain type of music, or
a certain quality of art; it’s just about
being creative and trying to enrich the
community. Just do something, anything,
and support things being done.

As Matthews so eloquently put it, “I
have made plenty of bad songs, and
executed them even badder. And there’s
an example right there of my poor
grammatical-art execution.”

I'm not going to pick on BayFest, but
this isn’t Lagniappe, so I'm not going to
fellate them either.

I understand why they pick the same
decade-old music and soon-to-be-forgot-
ten R&B and country.

People want to see these bands; I get
it.

Dave posed the question, and I agree,
that while the BayFest promoters are

booking Stone Temple Pilots or Ludac-
ris, why not take a chance and book a
bunch of more current bands?

The majority of these bands are low
cost, not on the radio, and are receivable
of recognition to the majority of the
public.

The reason that BayFest promoters
don’t do this is because they aren’t in
tune with anything that’s going on in
the art or music scene in America or
Mobile.

They don’t make any effort to get
nvolved with people that might be able
to help them be better in tuned either.

Don’t mean to go all Kanye West,
but it’s simple really: BayFest doesn’t
care about the community, not in any
cultural sense.

The only valuable thing about Bay-
Fest is that it brings people downtown to
all these businesses, so that they might
enrich themselves.

To clarify, enrich not just with alco-
hol, although that helps, too.

At the Music Box this weekend for

example, El Cantador wrapped up its
BayFest set and then played a set at the
Music Box.

Zydepunks from New Orleans
brought its unique brand of folk punk-
Yiddish-zydeco music Saturday night.

The same night, Criminal Class USA
& the Hush Hush Revolution took the
stage and seriously rocked everyone’s
faces clean off.

Hibachi Stranglers, Kid Midi, Andy
D, and Heat Lightning all played sets,
and if dancing’s more your thing, then
DJ Charles ITI was spinning all night.

This article isn’t just about BayFest
or “Better Than BayFest” though —it’s
much bigger than that.

Here’s the bottom line: Mobile
doesn’t have the cultural significance of
New Orleans or Atlanta, but it could.
People are working toward it.

We can be exceptional, or we can
leave things alone, but who the hell
doesn’t want to be exceptional?
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For those who live in a box, Baylest is a
music festival where musical acts from leg-
ends, tol5-minute famers, to soon-to-be
successful, to ambiguous musicians unite.

The three-day festival costs a paltry $35
for three days of “entertainment” and a
little map of where to find the stages.

For those who have never evaluated
why Baylest costs $35, it is quite simple:
they’re color maps.

Seriously though, the sound quality
of the performances is terrible (duh, it’s
outdoors), the ridiculously large crowds
expose more flesh than a Jenna Jameson
film, and you have 90 percent better
chance of being burned by someone’s
cigarette than if you were anywhere else.

That said, the real entertainment is
maintained in finding your music style of
choice without use of that $30 map. Fol-
low the fashion.

Keep in mind, not all music fans have
such unique taste in fashion; look for the
cliche.

If the women sport overly tight jeans
and pop mufhin tops that would make Otis
Spunkmeyer jealous, then you can gimme
some of that Alan Jackson, because, baby,
you’ve gone country. Cowboy boots and
hats and men who brought their own
koozies and lawn chairs are dead give-
aways too.

Let’s not forget that charmer’s overly
skinny wife who has a huge rack, a wad of

snuff in her mouth, is chain smoking, and
wearing red heels. Yee-Haw.

Like country fans, rap fans show off
more flesh than the Angels at a Victoria’s
Secret Fashion Show.

The difference is that rap fans show off
their skin in metallic spandex, sequins,
and gravity-defying tops that are held
together with dental floss.

Also like country fans, male rap fans
like to keep it simple in jeans and tees, but
mstead of cowboy boots and hats, hunt
for ball caps and white sneakers.

Rock and roll worshipers are easy
enough to find. Between the tattoos, the
torn jeans, and the faded T-shirt from a
recent concert (really, you saw Slipknot
too?), you will know you have arrived.

Women in this crowd are either ri-
diculously skinny or hugely fat. There is
one token hottie in this crowd, but you're
more likely to find Waldo.

After leaving the festivities, the secretly
lonely people who act like they’re too cool
for BayFest can easily be spotted because
they’re the ones who look at the Festers,
roll their eyes at their friend, and take
another sip of their gourmet beer.

That’s right. They’re too good for ple-
beian beverages like Miller Lite.

So, while BayFest won’t be back for
another year, save this handy-dandy run-
down of where to find the entertainment
so next year, instead of looking like a dork
with a $30 map, you can just follow the
clothes to the music.
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