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Pam ingalls (at> Gallery One

Whether it's a table with chairs, a diner counter
top, rubber boots standing by a kitchen door, even
a bowl of cherries — the paintings of Pam Ingalls
evoke a sense of humanity and presence, as if
someone is either about to enter the frame or has
just left it.

Her work will be on display at Gallery One July

2-31 along with the Annual Shhhhh! Silent Auction.

The artist reception will be July 9 from 5-8pm.

Pam Ingalls, Retro, 48” x 60"

July 2-31, 2004

Opening Reception
July 9, 5-8pm

401 N. Pearl Street
Ellensburg, WA 98926




Liquored-Up Love-
Pueling pianos strike the right chord
g for a ladies night out
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Come On Boys—

Let's Hear You Flay!

Ladies, 'tis the season of summer
weddings.

And for many of us that means a
fancy new dress, painful shoes, hot
accessories, expensive gifts and the
almighty — though sometimes regret-
ful — bachelorette party.

(That'’s right fellas, you may get drunk
with strippers, but we women also
know how to send the soon-to-be ball
and chain off in humiliating style.)

Now, when my friend and ex-room-
mate Lori got engaged, we did her
right with an Ellensburg beer-fueled
bachelorette party. We dressed her
up in ridiculous clothes, pasted a cou-
ple phallus-shaped temporary tattoos
to her chest, kept the celebratory
drinks flowing and, of course, took
lots of pictures.

Now that was nice for college. But we
Wildcat alumni are now all grown up
with semi-professional jobs. So when
another of my ex-roomies was about to
tie the knot, we moved the party over to
the big Emerald City.

Here the possibilities are endless — strip
clubs, drag shows, dance clubs and the
Castle Super Store. But my old college
chums decided to pick the lamest locale
of them all — a dueling piano bar.

| kicked, | screamed, | threatened to
request Billy Joel's “Piano Man” 500
times. Alas, the reservations were made
and | reluctantly laid down a $7 cover
charge for what would be, as it turns out,
one of the most fun ladies nights ever.

The fabulously talented men of Seattle’s
Chopstix dueling piano bar didn’t just tin-
kle the ivories of the Siamese-twin
organs, they wailed and rocked and
slammed piano lids as our table slammed
down the drinks.

If you’re not familiar with piano bars — as |
was not — here’s how it works: You get
there early — reservations on a weekend
are a must — and savor a good dinner
and get a jump on your drinking. Then,
around 8pm, the piano men — there were
three who rotated — come out and give a
little demo of their talent. After that, all
night you fill out little slips of paper with
your requests.



Attaching $30 to your request will
get the bride-to-be up on the piano
and a dirty song sung in her
honor. Attaching $1 will not get
you anything.

Letting the pianist pluck a couple
of bills from between your breasts
will get you any tune you want.
Slipping the cash-strapped musi-
cians $100 will stop a rousing ren-
dition of “Jack and Diane” mid-
song for your aching James Brown
needs.

Now, don’t waste your money on
the standards, they will eventually
be played. There’s going to be
Billy Joel, Elton John, Queen,
showtunes and Neil Diamond. But
don’t be scared to make these
guys work for their chord-changing
cash.

This particular night, the multi-
genred guys busted out Outkast,
the Ramones and AC/DC. If you
haven'’t heard “You Shook Me All
Night Long” piano-bar style, you
haven't lived my friend.

However, another classic rock
tune proved to be too complicated
as the ebony and ivory aficionados
refused to play “Take the Money
and Run.”

| thought this would be the perfect
song, because everybody knows
the words and there’s that fun
clapping part. However, | was told
the song contains difficult chord
changes.

As the night wore on, and | had
moved from gin and tonics to
shots of tequila and Coors Light,
my polite requests degraded into
full-blown heckling.

A sure-fire way to NOT get your song played
is to yell, “How do you not know the chord
changes? It's the Steve Miller Band, not fuck-
ing Mozart.” (I have since sent my sincerest
apologies attached to the sheet music.)

The only thing that made up for the Steve
Miller-less evening was seeing one of the
sexy girls who did get her song played by
bribing the piano players with her plastic boo-
bies, puke her guts out in the bathroom sink.

OK, here’s how you too, can have a night of
drunken debauchery with its own soundtrack,
visit www.chopstixpianobar.com or call
206-270-4444.
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