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Food

behold, the goddess of pizza at 
two boots
By Chal Pivik | 4/5/09 | Los Angeles Metblogs 	 tpburl.com/1qjytn 
	 Two months into their Los Angeles  
residence, I finally made it to Two Boots Pizza 
on Sunset in Echo Park and had a mini-
epiphany involving a slice with pepperoni. 
It was the most perfect pizza I’ve had in a 
long time. I’m a purist, in the pizza sense, 
and I usually stick to what I know I like– but 
something must have  happened because I 
found myself ordering a second slice  called 
Bayou Beast with BBQ shrimp, crawfish, 
andouille, jalapenos and mozzarella at the 
suggestion of the counter guy. (”My wife loves 
it.”)
	 This is so not me, I thought, until I bit 
into it. A delicate balance was struck between 
the flinty sweet shell fish and the salty spice 
of the sausage cosseted by the tangy sauce 
and smooth cheese. Within the culinary 
boundaries of the two boots of Italy and 
Louisiana, from which this pizza joint’s name 
springs, I was shaken free of my old thinking 
of what a proper slice entails. And here’s 
the thing: it all comes down to the yielding 
chewiness of the perfect thin crust that this NYC-based outfit has mastered. Somehow, it makes 
disparate flavors get along and play nicely together, like a yeasty nanny you don’t want to tick 
off.
	 As I sat slowly savoring these two triangles of temptation to the jukebox’s low thump, I 
read through their take-out/delivery menu with its jumble of topping options and pies named 
to honor cultural touchstones from my middle class American youth (Larry Tate, Cleopatra 
Jones, Dr. John, Bette Midler, etc.). I took relief in discovering I’m within the boundaries of their 
delivery map.
	 On my way out, sated, I asked the counter guy if it was OK to BYOB or wine when I return 
with friends in the near future. He motioned to a woman cooing at her cute infant daughter in 
a stroller, telling me she was an owner and it was up to her.
	 “Sure,” she said, laughing. “Just bring a little extra.”
	 Deal.
	 Two Boots, 1818 Sunset Blvd., Los Angeles 90026

LOS ANGELES

See all Los Angeles reviews at www.yelp.com/la

The Apple Pan

Categories: Burgers, Diners
Location: 10801 W. Pico Blvd, Los Angeles, CA 90064
tpburl.com/pthfkq

Aaron H. says, “The workers at The Apple Pan are not your friend.  The workers at The Apple Pan 
don't know what the internet or Yelp or the 21st century is.  The workers at The Apple Pan don't 
know what your plastic card is.  The workers at The Apple Pan do not know in which order you 
came in, where you are going to sit, what you're going to do without napkins, or why you got 
those neck tattoos.  The workers at The Apple Pan do not know the total of your bill at the time 
they hand it to you.  What they do know is how to make the best god damned greasy cheese-
burger and the best god damned flakey banana cream pie in West LA.

You don't need the hickory burger.  You need the original.  You love that whole pound of slightly 
wet, crispy, monster-fresh lettuce on your burger. Your girlfriend broke up with you because you 
are getting fat from The Apple Pan but you don't care.

Edit: I took a star off just after I wrote this review.  I got so hungry for Apple Pan that I went and 
actually got it and it was great but it just wasn't 5 stars.”

Events

OnHollywood, April 27-29, 2009
This two-and-a-half-day executive event features high-level debates on which forces are dis-
rupting user behavior and creating new opportunities, content strategies and monetization 
schemes in the video, music, gaming, search, and mobile industries. The Sofitel.
https://alwayson.goingon.com/cart/add/31591

Los Angeles United Film 
Festival 
Fine Arts Theatre
tpburl.com/zwp8ct

Los Angeles Antiques Show
The Barker Hangar at Santa 
Monica Air Center
tpburl.com/ts3v8r

Common
House of Blues - Anaheim
tpburl.com/d9nrq1

Black Kids
The Music Box at Henry Fonda 
Theater 
tpburl.com/94dkb7

Shark Lagoon Nights
Aquarium of the Pacific
tpburl.com/rzyhbn

pawsTRONOMICAL Pet CPR 
Event
Woodbury University
tpburl.com/s40d2c

Beats for Eats: Rock out for 
a Good Cause
Singer Music
tpburl.com/mf6cyx

Britney Spears
Honda Center
tpburl.com/rq28c3
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See what is happening in Los Angeles at eventful.com/LosAngeles

hollywood bowl season tickets go on sale
By Chal Pivik | 4/3/09 | Los Angeles Metblogs 	 tpburl.com/xqympv 
	 Yes, it’s only April, but now is the time to start planning your outdoor summer 
entertainment in Los Angeles. The Hollywood Bowl, the Greek Theater and the John Ford 
Ampitheater have all announced their 2009 season schedules.
	 The grande dame venue is, of course, the Bowl, and, as Jodi recently pointed out on 
Metblogs,  until May 2nd when the Bowl box office opens and  individual tickets go on sale, the 
best way to get in now is to buy a subscription to five or more performances, which also entitles 
you to two free tickets to an additional concert. The advantage to buying a subscription now is 
that Ticketmaster is not charging their usual exorbitant service charges, just a flat “5 or more 
processing fee” for all tickets purchased. It borders on actual decency; for what I ordered, it 
averaged $1.33 per ticket.
	 Highlights, at least for me this season, include shows by Adele and Death Cab for Cutie, 
each with the LA Philharmonic Orchestra; an evening with Ray LaMontagne and Jenny Lewis; a 
screening of Koyaanisqatsi, the wordless 1983 film (which was kind of the artsy An Inconvenient 
Truth of its day) with Philip Glass’s original soundtrack performed live by the LA Phil, The 
Philip Glass Ensemble (this will be Glass’s Bowl debut) and the Los Angeles Master Chorale; 
a performance of the three iconic jazz albums by Miles Davis and Gil Evans: Porgy and Bess, 
Sketches of Spain and Miles Ahead, with Terence Blanchard and Nicholas Payton; two evenings 
with Diana Krall and the LA Phil dipping into her fine, lush new album, Quiet Nights; the 
unstoppable Liza Minelli, who, considering her star power and preternatural ability to wow 
audiences, rarely plays venues as large as the Bowl– and who was one of several opening night 
performers last season, so it’s nice to see her get two nights all to herself; and Pink Martini, 
Portland’s “little orchestra” of lounge, samba, tango and beyond that they describe as perfect 
for everything from “background music of a love affair to vacuuming around the house.” Or a 
night at the Hollywood Bowl.
	 The Hollywood Bowl schedule is here. The Greek line-up can be viewed here. And the Ford 
schedule is here.

rip troy
By dancefever5000 | 4/4/09 | DANCEFEVER5000 	 tpburl.com/xhyj1g 
	 A friend of mine died last night. His name was Troy Duncan. He was beat to death outside a 
nightclub in Seattle. He had been holding on since last weekend in ICU. Now he is gone.
	 I met Troy at The Loft. You guys know what loft. He hit on me. Tried to get me to leave and 
go to the beach with him. Maybe I should have gone.
	 The last time I saw Troy was at my surprise going-away party in Seattle. He walked in, and 
like always I thought: “Hell yes, Troy is here.” Troy walked into a room and the energy lifted. 
People smiled. The party started.
	 “Live & Die in LA. Kick it. WIN. DO. Love ya Shilo, Troy” was what he wrote on my big 
signed poster from that party. I read it every day.
	 I danced my face off last night. Harder than I have in months. For Troy. I must have said 
his name 500 times, screaming it into the speakers, yelling it into the night. I kept telling 
random people about my friend who just died. Real hit of the party.
	 You might think it’s weird that I was partying my ass off last night. I don’t. All I could 
picture was Troy right beside me on the dance floor, where he had been so many times. And 
then I danced a little harder. And I screamed a little more. And I felt more helpless that I have 
ever felt before in my life. I can’t even wrap my head around this.
	 Is it right to post this blog? To write about it? What do I do? Writing and music are how I 
deal with this fucked-up world. I find it hard to even care about what happens to the two fucks 
who are responsible. What does it matter? It doesn’t matter to Troy.
	 FUCK VIOLENCE. Violence is not okay. It is never okay. Evolve already, humans. QUIT 
KILLING EACH OTHER.
	 I have had friends die before, but never in such a senseless, malicious way. I live for my 
dead friends, and I will live for Troy now. We all have to. We all have to dance a little harder, 
sing a bit louder, laugh even more. For Troy. 
	 What do I do? I guess there is only one answer to that question:
	 “Live & Die in LA. Kick it. WIN. DO.”
	 Rest in peace my dancing friend. My heart is with you, Seattle. 
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