
  



Embedded Professionals in the Gay Media Warscape 
By Xanna Donôt 
 

As a lead vocalist and band leader for 

over 15 years, from time to time I would 

ask my musicians what they thought the 

definition of ñprofessionalò was.  The most 

common answer I got was, ñYou get paid.ò  

It always broke my heart to hear that 

because itôs so much more.  For me, a 

professional was somebody who had 

acquired a level of skill that enabled them 

to get the job done, no matter what 

happened to interfere with it.  Performing 

music, it meant keep on singing, even if 

somebody knocks over a tray of drinks or 

a brawl breaks out.  Keep on singing, and 

singing your best, even if there are only 

six people in the room and your band 

makes up five of them.  Donôt qualify how 

hard you will try.  Donôt cheat.  Always do 

your best.  

     Within the gay media landscape, Iôve 

seen a phobia associated with this word.  

At the lesbian magazine where I was 

Entertainment Editor for its last year, I was 

asked to prepare a music festival request-

for-proposal that included our photos.  

Mine was an Obamicon and my publisher 

feared it was ñunprofessional.ò  Explaining 

that it would be read by bands who would 

be more interested in my experience as 

creator and co-producer of South By 

Southwestôs first all-gay music showcase 

didnôt calm her nerves.  When I came 

onboard as Interim Editor for ATL Free 

Press (I renamed it after a big scandal), 

my publisher insisted on making up press 

passes that still said Atlanta Free Press 

because he felt Atlanta was ñmore 

professionalò than ATL.  For them, 

professionalism was all about 

appearance.  For me, itôs always been 

about the job.  

     At the other end of the increasingly 

sprawling, ragged gay rag battle field, 

there are folks who seem very assured of 

their professionalism.  They have degrees 

and have been working on their craft for 

some years, and they will be the first to tell 

you that, as Chris Cash, publisher of GA 

Voice did in a recent op ed.  But I wonder 

if they also have fears of living up to that 

word.  I believe fear may have manifested 

into some despicable, desperate actions.   

     Deliberately sabotaging Atlanta Free 

Press after two issues by acting as an 

ñanonymous sourceò to another online 

publication is something one of these so-

called professionals did.  I know which 

member of the old guard did it, but I wonôt 

reveal the name because I was told off-

the-record.  That would be unprofessional 

in my book.  But it didnôt end there.  

Verbally attempting to intimidate a new 

Southern Voice/David (their alma mater) 

staffer and then even me in public is 

something a couple of their staffers 

appeared comfortable doing, too.  Iôd love 

to know what journalism ethics class 

taught them these techniques.   

     Quentin Tarantino told Fiona Apple on 

their Sundance Channelôs Iconoclast 



episode from Austin, TX, that he ñnever 

wanted to be a professionalò because he 

feared fucking up his art.  Iôd like to 

encourage anyone reading this that they 

can publish their own ózine, too, with a 

little bit of determination and genuine 

interest.  Thereôs a lot of buzz about how 

many publications the glbt community of 

Atlanta can sustain.  Sustain how?  

Financially?  Thatôs another matter.  

Financial feasibility should never 

discourage anyone who wants to write.   

     So letôs go back to what many of my 

musicians said, because they were half 

right.  You donôt have to accept the 

invitations of the so-called professional 

publications that court your content for 

free to sustain their full time salaries.  

Thatôs an exploitation of our communityôs 

voice, not a true expression of it.  
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Easter Sunday @ Burkhartôs (above) and Mikey Grayôs karaoke Tuesdays @ The Eagle (below). 

 



Letter to Luda 

 
Photos by Loren Hoffmann 

Dear Ludacris,  
 

I was thrilled when Atlanta Film Festival (ATLFF) introduced Ludaôs Choice this 

year.  Your choice of screening the racially charged Crash five years after its Oscar 

win for Best Picture seemed so brilliant in the glow of our countryôs election of its first 

African-American president.  And after the incredible panel at Starbucks just three 

hours before its showing on April 21, entitled Color Struck: Race and Movie Images in 

Hollywood (a continuation of last yearôs Diversity On Screen panel), festival goers 

were primed for it.  Well attended and hosted by Gil Robertson, these panels override 

their allotted time due to passionate participation.  Because of their time constraints, 

the promise of a Ludaôs Choice post screening discussion, described in ATLFFôs 

program as an opportunity to ñdiscuss the issues [Crash] brought to the forefront and 

examine how these issues still affect us six years later,ò was eagerly anticipated.   

     But then our hopes were dashed.  After simply stating ñthe film woke a lot of people 

up,ò and encouraging ñconversationðthat is where change comes and where we start 

to find solutions,ò you abandoned that conversation for a couple of industry anecdotes 



and, predominantly, the full presentation of your press kit: your album, your 

foundation, your clothing line, your cognac, your restaurant...you may have even read 

its menu line by line, but by then many people were standing up to put their jackets on 

and leave.  It was not the discussion we came forðit was an infomercial.  To make 

matters worse, the after-party at your restaurant offered nothing.  It was just a regular 

night thereðorder from the menu, cash bar, and no designated area for filmgoers to 

discuss what you neglected.  Iôm sure youôve been to numerous film after-parties and 

Iôd be surprised if many of them went down like that.  The film festival volunteers were 

stupefied; they had no idea why they were thereðthere was nothing to serve.  

     Some of my fellow 

folks in the gay 

community have told 

me that Atlanta may be 

tired of being the ñgo to 

cityò for race relations 

chat, and considering 

what my community 

continues to faceð

marriage inequality, 

unequal employment 

opportunity, and the  

lingering horror of the raid on The Eagle last Septemberðitôs understandable that 

some have grown weary.  I have not.  And it should be noted that your re-showing of 

Crash with its post Q&A and party was attended by an international film community 

participating in ATLFF.  There is still so much to explore and we were looking to you to 

lead that discussion, at least for that night.  

     Luda, I challenge you to return next year and be a part of the race/diversity panel 

as an engaged panelist.  At the end of this yearôs discussion, the audience expressed 

a desire to expand it to two hours on a Saturday afternoon.  I hope that if you choose 

to participate, during each and every minute of it, youôll connect with its attendees in a 

meaningful way.  We need your focus and will honor your sincere effort.  

 

All my best,  

Xanna Donôt 

 



sync whole 
Drive-By Truckers and Ray McKinnon«s perfect union of music and film 
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Closing night of the 2010 Atlanta Film Festival 

(ATLFF) brought the 30-plus-year fest as close to a 

South By Southwest experience as a former 

Austinite could hope for; it even included a live 

music performance.  The Secret To A Happy 

Ending is a rockumentary that follows Athens-

based Drive-By Truckers (DBT) over three pivotal 

years in their unlikely rise to success.  Itôs a fun ride.  

Director Barr Weissman, whose editing and 

producing credits include the Kennedy Center 

Honors and numerous PBS specials, saw the band, 

loved them, and asked them to do the film.  

     ñHis pitch was perfect.  If heôd been involved with VH-1, we never wouldôve talked 

to him,ò cracked DBTôs founding member Patterson Hood at the post-screening Q&A.   

     Hoodôs insightful discern may 

have stemmed from his previous 

work with another talented filmmaker 

known for his sincerity and 

reverence for authenticity.  Ray 

McKinnon won an Academy Award 

in 2001 for his live action short film, 

The Accountant, but his face is 

better known these days as the high 

school football coach who gets 

slapped on the butt by Sandra  

Bullock in The Blind Side.  His credits are numerous, but what distinguishes him from 

the Hollywood milieu is his commitment to the south.  He and his wife, Lisa Blount, a 

Golden Globe-nominated actress, donôt live in Los Angeles; they choose to live in 

 

 


