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 Well folks, as fun as it’s been, it’s time for 
Cheese Louise to come to an end. I got to 
hit up excellent restaurants like Abel Brown, 
Finch & Fifth and Edgar’s, and I only had one 
disappointing experience from the Bee’s 
Knees during the entire series! I’d say that’s a 
winning record.

 Of course, I had to top off this review series 
with a tried and true favorite, Craft and Vine. 
Always a winner, Craft and Vine opened back 
in 2013 next to Farmhaus, and I was lucky 
enough to score invites to the soft opening 
in late February of that year. I’m sure you’ve 
heard of this wonderful establishment by now, 
but if you still haven’t paid them a visit, it is 
more than worth it - I’ve had my birthday din-
ner there for two years in a row now. I always 
have a cocktail (or four) and I never pass up 
the charcuterie.

 The restaurant offers a large variety of 
meats and cheeses, and most of the cheese 
offered is made right here in the state of 
Georgia. On this occasion, I chose Miticana 

Caña de Cabra from Spain, the Greendale 
Farms Madison Mead and the Sweet Grass 
Dairy Asher Blue, both from Georgia. I also 
sampled the Olli American Berkshire Prosciut-
to from Virginia and the Columbus Soppres-
sata from California. The sizeable platter came 
with a generous amount of baguette slices, 
pickled squash and apple butter and aioli for 
dipping. We were advised that the apple but-
ter paired well with the cheese, while the aioli 
was best suited for the meats. It was a lovely 
spread, and Craft and Vine never disappoints, 
offering one selection for $6, three for $15 
or five for $22, which is the average price for 
such excellent choices. Don’t miss out on the 
happy hour cocktails offered from 5-6:30 p.m. 
and again from 10 p.m. to close.

Price: 4
Presentation: 5

Variety: 5
Accompaniments: 5

Cheese Louise Theiss Mcintyre, aka BOOST MC, aka Bak-
Pacca is now a staple of the electronic music 
scene. You can almost think of BakPacca as a 
renaissance man of EDM. The German-born 
mixmaster has been honing his skills since 
his early teens and now boasts a collection 
of carefully crafted electronic masterpieces 
ranging from blistering drum ‘n bass, to heavy 
ass minimalistic dub inspired railings, to the 
dirtiest of trap. Any electronic audiophile will 
have a field day perusing the wealth of elec-
tronica on his Soundcloud. Speaking of sound-
cloud.com/bakpaccamusic, the next time you 
throw a party and want freaks getting busy on 
the dance floor, drop some of BakPacca’s DnB 
mixes through your speakers and watch the 
bodies writhe with musical ecstacy. BakPacca 
will be joining 20 DJs on two stages at Sky City                 
                        on Nov. 20 for the Butta Ball, so   
                         get on your dancin’ shoes and 
                        behold some of the best DJs 
                  Augusta has to offer mix it up with 
                 each other to bring forth an experi-
                  ence that        should not be missed.  
                                          @bakpacca
                                          facebook.com/   
                                          BOOSTYAHIGH 

BAKPACCA



GODMOTHER
Simon Grant

  In a town like this, you always got 
one. We had this kid called Godmother, 
though I don’t rightly remember his 
Christian name. See, the problem was 
he refused to learn the alphabet and 
to be afraid of shadows. The strap was 
the least of his worries then. The base-
ment was from then on; never leave until 
he got the learning done, his dad said. 
Lights out all day till alphabet lessons 
began. Godmother once told me later 
that he learned the never-written secret 
of how sleep works, the one undefeat-
able weapon of the real-wise. I heard his 
dad would toss down all the breakfast 
components from egg to pig and say, 
“Try putting that together without the 
alphabet.” I heard he had this contraption 
like a birdcage that wrapped Godmother 
in barbed wire so he couldn’t move an 
inch. The only way he’d be set free is sing 

the alphabet song, but he just kept sing-
ing, “Next time won’t you sing with me,” 
over and over.

  We’d talk to Godmother through a 
wire mesh and pass him skittles and 
other candy. We had to bend deep down 
in the grass in his backyard to see only 
his eye through that metal mesh. He said 
he wasn’t lonely, and that’s why he could 
never be afraid of them. Godmother 
didn’t make much sense sometimes. He 
said, “He’s the one who has to break, not 
me. If it takes a million years of me down 
here in darkness, he’ll be the breaking 
one.” I guess Godmother thought he’d 
live a million years. I always believed 
what Godmother said, even if it made no 
sense.

  For me back then, I couldn’t even 
stand the black ants eating skittles in 
the grass, too much like shadow for me, 
shadow eating the color away. Anything 
with eating mouths I found frightening, 

anything with need for color inside its 
belly could take me down in it.
 My dad, whose belt buckle said “God’s 
Love” like warning signs, told me once, 
“You got out of the womb. Don’t waste 
your life trying to get back in. It’s dark in 
there and never ends well.”

 Many years after that, I’d think about 
Godmother whenever I got the shivers 
and wished I could face the black barbed 
wire cage. Or even the strap once. I 
know Godmother will be down there 
singing his “Won’t you sing with me” a 
million years from now, unbroken among 
a million corpses. A million years, when 
the great Black Hole that made us brings 
the sun back home to darkness, dissolv-
ing all the sky’s possible colors like sugar 
crystals in coffee.


