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FILM RIFFS

In “Ouija: Origin of Evil,” 
out Friday, a girl uses the 
sleepover-party staple 
to try to contact her 
dead father. It doesn’t go 
well; perhaps she should 
have tried one of these 
other person-to-ghost 
communication systems.

 A LITTLE KID: It’s important 
for children to have chores: 
drying dishes, taking out the 
trash, feeding the dog. If your 
kid is psychic, like in “The Sixth 
Sense,” why not have him 
communicate with the dead for 
you too?

 HAM RADIO: In “Frequency,” 
a father and son talk via radio 
waves, even though they’re 
30 years apart, the dad is 
dead and the son refuses to 
respond unless the dad ends his 
sentences with “over.”

 STATIC: Kids these days don’t 
hear a lot of over-the-air static, 
which is a bummer because 
“White Noise” taught us that 
dead people communicate 
with the living in that electronic 
crackle. Yet another thing our 
digital age has ruined.

 A SNOWMAN: In “Jack Frost,” a 
dad dies, only to return later as 
a living (kind of?) snowman. It’s 
so terrifying that “wait until your 
father gets home” takes on a 
WAY darker meaning.

 A MAGICAL CORNFIELD: Is the 
corn in “Field of Dreams” magic? 
Is the field? Does the magic 
come from that special bond 
between father and son? All we 
know is if a disembodied voice 
tells you to do something, you 
should do it.

The talking dead

Political Nightmares Film Series
Hill Center at the Old Naval Hospital, 921 Pennsylvania Ave. SE;  
Sundays through Nov. 13 (except Oct. 30), 4-6 p.m., free.

Tired of the election? Nah. Couldn’t be. In fact, the Political Nightmares Film Series 
at the Hill Center will make you feel that maybe what’s going on around us now isn’t the worst 
thing in the history of ever. Spend some Sunday afternoons watching and discussing political 
films from the Cold War era; screening this week is Elia Kazan’s 1957 drama “A Face in the Crowd,” 
about a radio and TV star, renowned for saying anything that comes into his head, who becomes 
a dark force in American politics. Pffft. Like that would ever happen. KRISTEN PAGE-KIRBY (EXPRESS)
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Home is where she wants to be

Amanda Shires wrote and recorded “My Piece of Land” while pregnant with her daughter, Mercy Rose Isbell.

MUSIC
If not for Amanda Shires’ daugh-
ter, Mercy Rose Isbell, the Amer-
icana artist’s fifth album, “My 
Piece of Land,” might not exist.

Shires toured throughout 
much of her pregnancy in 2015 
— often playing fiddle in her hus-
band Jason Isbell’s band — until 
a doctor told her it was no longer 
safe to fly seven months in.

“When I went home, I did all 
the things you do when you pre-
pare for a baby,” she says. “It 
was sort of like a weird summer 
cleaning — even the garage got 
decorated. After I did everything 
I could do, I was just left there to 
face the reality that I was bring-
ing a child into the world and all 
the implications of that and all 
the doubts and fears and anxiet-
ies. But also all the hope and joy 
and all the beautiful parts of it.”

With Isbell still out on the 
road and their Nashville home 
all to herself, Shires, who has an 
MFA in creative writing from 
the Sewanee School of Letters, 
started doing what she does best: 
writing songs.

“There was a little bit of me 
that was unsure — obviously, now 
I figured out that you can have a 
baby and be a musician and have 
a career — but during that time 
I was thinking I didn’t know how 
it was going to be,” she says. “I 
was, I guess, trying to prove to 
myself that I could maintain my 
identity if I started [writing].”

The songs came pouring out, 

including the requisite “Nursery 
Rhyme”; “When You’re Gone,” 
about a spouse left alone; and “You 
Are My Home,” a slow-burn that 
finds Shires realizing that home 
is wherever her husband is.

“I think about home a lot more 
than I should,” she says. “When 
[Mercy] was coming into exis-
tence I started thinking about my 
own childhood and my husband’s 
childhood, started thinking, what 
is her childhood going to be like? 
I finally came to the conclusion 
that it’s really not about your 
address, it’s about your family 
and who you’re with, and the 
concept of home became much 
more fluid. Wherever Jason is is 
where I feel at home. Obviously 

with Mercy, too. It’s so sweet and 
cheesy, but it’s true.” 

Shortly before her due date, 
Shires went into the studio with 
producer Dave Cobb, whom she’d 

Singer Amanda Shires  
explores the idea of 
home on her new LP

worked with on Isbell’s albums, 
and a small band that included 
her husband on guitar and vocals. 

They finished recording 
quickly and three days later, on 
Sept. 1, 2015, Mercy was born.

Now Shires is on her first 
big solo tour since becoming a 
mom (she stops at Gypsy Sally’s 
on Friday). Isbell is on his own 
tour and Mercy’s with him. This 
is the longest stretch (three 
weeks) yet where Shires won’t 
see her girl.

“When I get back, we will 
know if I’m still sane,” she says. 
RUDI GREENBERG (EXPRESS)

Gypsy Sally’s, 3401 K St. NW; 
Fri., 8:30 p.m., $16-$18. 
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ISO: L. Cohen
The last time Amanda Shires played 
Gypsy Sally’s, in 2014, she stole a 
coat hanger from the greenroom. 
“Sort of,” she says. “I asked if I could 
have it.” The coat hanger had the 
words “L. Cohen” and “Montreal” on 
it, leading Shires to believe it belongs 
to one of her heroes, Canadian 
singer Leonard Cohen. “My goal is to 
get it back to Leonard Cohen,” she 
says, “so if you know him …” R.G.


