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CITY LIFE

S tyle this well coordinated doesn’t come 
ready; marketing student Allison Roa, 20, 
adapted most of her garments to create 

a cohesive look in which even the shoelaces 
were accounted for. “I decided to put on green 
laces with pink and green beads just to match 
my hair, and then the outfi t as a whole,” she 
says. “The bag, I thrifted it and added a heart 
pom-pom because it looked too simple on its 
own.” Secondhand pieces comprise the ma-
jority of Roa’s wardrobe, and that includes a 
few hand-me-downs from her mom, such as 
the 90s top she was wearing—Roa is really in-

spired by that decade and Harajuku from that 
era. The skirt, a birthday gift from a friend, 
seemed too plain to her, so she painted some 
stars on it. Roa also dyed her mask pink, one of 
her favorite hues. “I feel like it’s good to have a 
variety of masks, or just a mask in your favor-
ite color—that works too. My friends also put 
sequins on their masks, and try to customize 
them in their own way. You can dye them with 
fabric dye, or just scribble on it with a Sharp-
ie.” Whatever you do, she encourages people 
to “just put yourself out there, and convey who 
you are,” even when your face is covered. v

Street view

Make it different
Customization is key in this student’s wardrobe. 

By ISA GIALLORENZO

� ISA 

GIALLORENZO

IMPORTS & DOMESTICS 
‘17 Honda CR-V LX AWD ........Automatic, Full Power, White, 24205A ........$17,995 
‘20 Kia Soul LX ..................................Manual, 8K, Cherry Black, P6475 ........$14,995 
‘16 Honda Fit EX ................Automatic, Moonroof, 13K, Black,  24485A ........$13,995 
‘18 Hyundai Elantra Value Ed. ..Monroof, Blind Spot, Silver, 24523A ........$12,995 
‘13 Hyundai Sante Fe 2.0T AWD ..  Auto., Full Power, Black 23373B ........$11,995 
‘15 Toyota Corolla LE ....................Automatic, Keyless, Silver 24504A ........$10,995 
‘14 Buick Encore ............Automatic, 1-Owner, 42K, Ruby Red, 23690A ........$10,995 
‘15 Kia Soul ....................................Manual, Full Power, Alien2, 21917A ..........$7,995 
‘0z9 Chevy HHR LT ........................Automatic, Sunroof, Beige, 24265A ..........$6,995 
‘13 Hyundai Tucson GLS ......Automatic, Full Power, Bronze, 24460A ..........$6,995 
‘08 Jeep Grand Cherokee Laredo 4x4Automatic, 64K Black, 24250A ......$6,995 

SUBARU FORESTERS  
‘16 Forester Touring     ..Automatic Sunroof, Leather, Silver, 23651A ........$18,995 
‘17 Forester Ltd.     ..........Automatic Sunroof, Leather, Silver, 24102A ........$17,995 
‘15 Forester Prem.     Automatic, Sunroof, Heated Seats, Silver, 23349A ....$15,995 
‘15 Forester 2.5i    ....................Automatic, Full Power, Silver, 24325A ........$14,995 

SUBARU OUTBACKS  
‘16 Outback Prem.  ......Automatic, All Weather, Alloys, Black, 24117A ........$17,995 
‘15 Outback Ltd.  ............Automatic, Sunroof, Leather, Black, 23927A ........$17,995 

SUBARU CROSSTREK / WRX  / ASCENT  
‘19 Ascent .................... 8 Passenger, Sunroof, Eyesight, 4K, Grey, P6528 ........$24,995 
‘18 WRX Ltd. ....................................Manual, 8K,  Heritage Blue, P6547 ........$24,995 
‘17 Crosstrek Ltd.. ............ Automatic, Leather, Sunroof, White, 34321A ........$19,995 

EvanstonSubaru.com
3340 OAKTON - SKOKIE • 847-869-5700

A+ 
RATED

TOP-QUALITY INSPECTED USED CARS & SUV’S

*Add tax, title license and $300 doc fee.  0% financing for 63 months. Monthly payment of $15.87 per $1,000 borrowed.  
Finance on approved credit score Subject to vehicle insurance and availability.  Ends 8/31/2020

When A Great Deal Matters, Shop Rob Paddor’s...

Voted “Best Auto DeAlership”
By CHICAGO Voters’ Poll 2019

Evanston Subaru in Skokie

0% 0% 0% 0% 

FORESTER ASCENTOUTBACK IMPREZA

0%   
63 MONTHS 
ON NEW 2020’S

Monday-FridayMonday-Friday  Saturday Saturday
9:00AM-8:00PM   9:00AM-6:00PM  

Social Distancing & Face Masks will be  
Required for all Customers and Employees

  
 

APPOINTMENT 
REQUIRED 

NO 

2021 
SUBARU  

CROSSTREK

1.9% FINANCING Evanston 
Subaru

www.evanstonsubaru.com
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FOOD & DRINK

PANDEMIC POP-UP

Yuta Katsuyama is the once 
and future rice ball king 
of Chicago
His Onigiri Shuttle Kororin rolls to a stop next week—but he’ll be back.

By MIKE SULA

When Yuta Katsuyama landed at the 
Illinois Institute of Technology four 
semesters ago, in the very real food 

desert of Bronzeville, he couldn’t fi nd any-
thing to eat.

“In my campus there is only 7-Eleven,” 
he says “And they sell super oily sandwich. 
Every time I eat that sandwich, I feel bad.”

Convenience stores in Tokyo, where Kat-
suyama’s from, had everything he needed, so 
he couldn’t understand the absence of onigiri 
in Chicago. There was plenty of ramen and 
sushi in the city. Where were the rice balls?

In Japan, onigiri, or omusubi, are picnic 
and lunchbox staples. Pressed pyramids, or 
balls, of steamed, unseasoned rice, wrapped 
in crackly nori and stu� ed, commonly, with 

various seaweeds, salty seafoods, or pickled 
plums. Samurai carried them into battle. 
They’re everywhere, eaten by everyone, all 
the time.

For overworked professionals such as 
Katsuyama, who was a management consul-
tant in the food tech industry, their absence 
would be unthinkable. “Onigiri is really 
handy,” he says. “You can eat with just one 
hand. You can eat while working.” Besides 
that, they’re tightly knit into the emotional 
fabric of the nation. Katsuyama’s mom, like 
everybody else’s, made them for him when 
he was a kid. “This is kind of stupid,” he says, 
laughing. But “when I was an undergrad stu-
dent I had a girlfriend, and when I have time, 
I always make onigiri for her.”

chicagoreader.com/sulabook 

Don’t miss the newest Chicago Reader 
“Best of” book, a collection of pieces 

from more than two decades of work by 
senior writer Mike Sula.

www.chicagoreader.com/sulabook
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Katsuyama, who’s 30, came to Chicago 
to study business and design at IIT, but like 
many of us, he found himself with plenty of 
time on his hands during quarantine. And his 
fi rst two years of onigiri deprivation led him 
to the inevitable: founder of Ongiri Shuttle 
Kororin, Chicago’s rice ball shadow pop-up.

For a class project during his first se-
mester, he designed a small triangular rice 
cooker that stu� ed and wrapped individual 
onigiri. This was popular enough among his 
Asian classmates, and those who had trav-
eled to Asia, that he saw a spark of potential. 
He followed it up with an onigiri breakfast 
meal kit, but was discouraged by the num-
bers of his peers who turned up their noses 
at the idea of fi sh and rice fi rst thing in the 
morning. Besides that, most of them didn’t 
own rice cookers. 

He was reinspired the following year after 
a seminar at the west-side food incubator 
the Hatchery, when he realized that onigiri 
didn’t have to be just breakfast. He entered 
the Hatchery’s six-month Sprouts Incuba-
tion Program, and though he got busy with 
grad school, the rice balls came to term in 
quarantine.

His test subjects from the meal-kit proto-
type weren’t much into the minimalist qual-
ities of traditional onigiri; strong fish and 
pickles amid relatively unseasoned rice. “I 
realized I needed to localize my onigiri,” he 
says. He settled on grilled, or yaki onigiri, the 
exterior of the rice balls taking on a toasty 
golden crust, their interiors tossed with bo-
nito fl akes and soy, salmon and butter, sour 
pickled plum tempered by cheese, and miso 
sparked with shichimi peppers. While none 
of these are too far o�  the mark, there’s the 
corn-cheese-pepper onigiri: shredded moz-
zarella and sweet corn with a slice of bruleed 
swiss on top. 

 He designed menu cards decorated with 
Edo-period woodblock prints by Katsushika 
Hokusai, and chose biodegradable pack-
aging, with each onigiri separated by wax 
paper, a neatly ordered row of them wrapped 
in bamboo skin. COVID-related licensing 
delays set him back a few weeks, but by July 
19 he was taking orders on his website and 
posting weekly pickup schedules in di� erent 
neighborhoods on Instagram, nimbly switch-
ing locations in the shuttle, a silver hybrid 
Chevy Volt, according to demand or lack of it.

Working from a shared kitchen in the 

Hatchery, he and a classmate start forming 
150 onigiri in plastic molds each morning 
at 6:30, before packing them in coolers, and 
heading for the day’s drop fi ve hours later. By 
request, he’s already added vegan options, 
and he launched a braised pork belly collab-
orative version with Ramen Tatsunoya, a 
Pasadena-based tonkotsu ramen-ya operat-
ing out of the Kitchen United ghost kitchen, 
on the near north side. 

Because the possibilities seem endless, 
Onigiri Shuttle Kororin is rolling to a stop 
this Sunday, August 23. Katsuyama’s fi elding 
requests from restaurants and retail outlets 
that want a steady supply of onigiri, and 
he’s taking a break to retool his model. He’ll 
be back in three weeks or so, working with 
a third-party delivery service while he ex-
pands the concept. But the shuttle will ride 
again.

“This shuttle delivery model—I wasn’t 
sure about how this works,” he says. “There’s 
Uber Eats—you can order 30 minutes before 
your lunch, the driver brings the meal to 
your place. So why would people order the 
day before, and also they need to pick up at 
the locations? But it seems like people are 
enjoying picking up food and talking with 
us.”

He’s envisioning a mobile convenience 
store showcasing a number of di� erent un-
common products. One of his friends who’s 
helping out wants to market a particular 
salsa unavailable outside of Mexico. “There 
are a lot of people here that want to start 
this business,” he says. “It’s easier for them 
to test their concept. They don’t have to have 
a physical location. [They can] test the loca-
tion as well. Because of the preorder system 
they can control the amount of ingredients 
for the day.”

And it’s fl exible enough for him to test his 
bespoke onigiri idea. “Onigiri is just the rice, 
so it can be Chinese onigiri or Indian onigiri 
or Mexican onigiri, right? If we can collect 
the data of people’s preferences and create 
customized onigiri, for customers it will be 
fun. But that’s just imagination.” v

� @MikeSula

“Onigiri is really handy. You can eat with just one 
hand. You can eat while working.” � COURTESY YUTA 

KATSUYAMA

R ONIGIRI SHUTTLE KORORIN
Onigirikororin.com FOOD & DRINK

please recycle
this paper ENJOY RESPONSIBLY © 2020 Virtue Cider, Fennville, MI 49408

FROM OUR FARM
TO YOUR DOOR

VIRTUE, IT’S AT OUR CORE
VIRTUECIDER.COM TO ORDER

www.virtuecider.com
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NEWS & POLITICS

As fate would have it, I sat down last 
week to write about inequity in Chicago 
a few hours after looters poured into 

the Gold Coast and Loop, busting windows, 
and, in some cases, clashing with  police.

A visibly angry Mayor Lightfoot—joined by 
police chief David Brown and Alderman Chris 
Taliaferro—held a hastily convened press 
conference last Monday to denounce the loot-
ing and demand immediate consequences for 
those who perpetrated it.

“I don’t care whatever justification was 
given for this,” Lightfoot said. “There is no 
justifi cation for criminal behavior, ever.”

So, yes, I realize this might not be an 
opportune time to talk about the need to 
address ongoing social injustices. And yet, 
that’s exactly what I’m about to do.

Coincidentally, the looting occurred just 

a few days after Cook County clerk Karen 
Yarbrough released this year’s tax increment 
fi nancing report, in which she revealed how 
much the city’s TIF program stands to collect 
in property taxes and where the city intends 
to spend most of the money.

The revelation is $926 million—up ten 
percent from last year—to several wealthy 
and rapidly gentrifying communities on the 
north, near west, and near south sides.

The TIFs are a surcharge added to the tax 
bill, ostensibly to fund development in blight-
ed neighborhoods that need it the most.

As such it’s a monumentally important 
program—a lifeline, you might say—because 
it’s the largest pool of discretionary income 
the city has to even out inequities by fairly 
funding development in communities that 
desperately need it.

POLITICS

Unwelcome news
The unfairness in Chicago’s TIF program continues.

By BEN JORAVSKY
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FRIDAY 4PM TO 9PM + SATURDAY 2PM TO 8PM

AUGUST 21+22, 2020

Virtual Connections, Real Fun!

Two days of fun, 
prizes, and virtual 
get-togethers to 
keep the beer 
flowing for our 
guests and the 
funding flowing for 
Tree House cats!

$15
$20

+ $10

EARLY BIRD TICKETS
AVAILABLE ONLINE JULY 1-31

REGULAR TICKETS 
AVAILABLE ONLINE JULY 25 - AUGUST 22

OPTIONAL ADD-ON: TREE HOUSE-THEMED 
HOME SCAVENGER HUNT GAME!

BUY YOUR TICKETS ONLINE TO HELP 
“EVERY CAT THRIVE!”
YOUR TICKET AND DONATION SUPPORT 
SOCIALLY CONSCIOUS SHELTERING & 
ANIMAL WELFARE IN CHICAGO.

treehouseanimals.org/catwalk
Funds raised will help the over 4,000 adoptable and community cats that Tree House serves annually. 

To help Tree House via a business sponsorship, contact: ewashington@treehouseanimals.org

Find hundreds 
of Reader-recommended  
restaurants at 
chicagoreader.com/food.

Don’t miss an issue 
Get the Next 12 Issues of the Chicago Reader
Delivered to Your Home

chicagoreader.com/support

Don’t miss an issue 
Get the Next 12 Issues of the Chicago Reader
Delivered to Your Home

chicagoreader.com/support

www.treehouseanimals.org/catwalk
www.maxshapey.com
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Building bridges? Nope, in Chicago, we raise ‘em. 
�  SAMANTHA BAILEY

And yet the program perpetuates the ineq-
uity it’s supposed to erase.

The moment the city creates a TIF district, 
all the extra property taxes paid by property 
owners in that district get funneled into a 
bank account the mayor can draw down from 
to pay for everything from new roads and 
sidewalks to subsidies for private developers.

That would be great if the program were 
limited only to neighborhoods that desper-
ately need assistance.

But because of loopholes in state law, 
virtually every neighborhood, no matter 
how rich, is eligible for TIFs. As a result, rich 
neighborhoods will always benefi t over poor 
ones in receiving TIF dollars.

There’s no way around this, folks, it’s the 
nature of the TIF beast.

The key to how much money a TIF district 
gathers is based on the growth in property 
taxes. If you allow TIFs to be created in gen-
trifying areas—like the West Loop or the near 
north side—they will always generate more 
money than poorer neighborhoods where 
property values are stagnant.

That’s a fl aw that will exist unless we pool 
all TIF funds into one economic development 
pot and equally distribute them throughout 
the city—as former Alderman Tom Allen once 
suggested.

As Yarbrough’s report reveals, the biggest 
winners (as in the communities collecting the 
most money) are the West Loop, South Loop, 
Pilsen, and the near north side. As they were 
last year, and the years before that.

And the biggest losers (that is, getting 
the least amount of money) are Englewood, 
Roseland, Austin, and many other struggling 
south- and west-side communities.

It’s all in Clerk Yarbrough’s report. Read it 
yourself.

Every time the city creates a new TIF 
district in an already gentrifying neighbor-
hood—like the ones the council created last 
year for Lincoln Yards and the 78—it just 
exacerbates these inequities. Year after year 
after year.

Obviously, this is not the first time I’ve 
pointed this out. Probably won’t be the last.

In many ways, I have empathy for Mayor 
Lightfoot, who’s getting slammed from all 
sides in the aftermath of the looting. In par-

ticular, Alderman Brian Hopkins was almost 
apocalyptic, telling the Tribune . . .

“Literally, the future of Chicago hangs 
in the balance . . . If this continues, how can 
Chicago survive? What will be left downtown 
after Water Tower Place gets boarded up and 
the for-sale signs go up on all the condos near 
Michigan Avenue? People who live around 
there have had their sense of safety badly 
shaken. This is our tax base, by the way. We 
count on tax revenue from this area of the 
city to fund all number of other programs we 
count on.”

There’s painful  irony in Hopkins’s 
comments.

He was the council’s most enthusiastic 
cheerleader for the creation of the Lincoln 
Yards TIF deal, which will consume about 
$1.3 billion in property tax dollars.

That’s a lot of “tax revenue” that could 
fund “all number of other programs”—like, to 
cite just one, the police overtime we’ve kept 
accruing every summer.

But as I said, a lot of people may not want 
to talk about inequity at this moment in time. 
It’s funny—back in high school, most of us 
(maybe even a baby-faced Brian Hopkins) 
studied Harlem.

That’s the poem where Langston Hughes 
famously asks: “What happens to a dream 
deferred?  / Does it dry up / like a raisin in the 
sun . . . Or does it explode?”

But when the explosion occurs, it’s like 
inequity has nothing to do with it. And it’s—
shut up with the TIF talk and bring in the 
police!

As painful as it is to listen to Hopkins’s 
rant, it’s going to be even worse when Donald 
Trump weighs in, as I know he will. He’ll be 
looking to exploit the situation in order to 
scare more people into voting for him, even 
though his massive tax cuts have fostered 
more inequities than all the crummy TIF 
deals in Chicago.

I don’t blame Mayor Lightfoot for the un-
fairness in our TIF program. It began under 
Mayor Daley and was carried on by Mayor 
Rahm.

And now the mayors most responsible for 
these inequities are nowhere to be found as 
Mayor Lightfoot is held accountable for the 
consequences. It’s not fair.

Just as it’s not fair to take money intend-
ed for poor neighborhoods and spend it 
on wealthier ones—year after year after 
year. v

� @bennyjshow

Cruising with your 
safety in mind

www.architecturecruise.com
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Kesha Pate � KESHA PATE

CULTURE

Dancing around the money
CDU’s former executive director calls the Dance for Life benefi t a “facade.”

By DEANNA ISAACS

COVID-19 couldn’t stop the 2020 Dance for 
Life. But it did turn the annual benefi t per-
formance, produced by Chicago Dancers 

United to raise money for its Dancers’ Fund and 
other charities, into a Zoom event.

Instead of gathering under the glowing 
arches of the Auditorium Theatre, and then, for 
some, heading to a gala after-party at the Hil-
ton, viewers (who’d already had a week to enjoy 
archived performances from previous years) 
hunkered down in front of their computers Sat-
urday night for some introductory remarks and 
a performance of a new work that, in the pre-vi-
rus world, would have been the event fi nale.

What they saw was a perfect-for-this-
moment, no-contact ensemble piece cho-
reographed by Hanna Brictson of Seal’s “Get 
It Together,” performed by 23 jean-clad, 
mask-wearing dancers who’d had to learn their 
steps in isolation. They convened only once, 
on the day it was fi lmed, but managed to look 
like they’d been moving to this music as a unit 
forever.    

Following the performance, CDU announced 
that the virtual event had raised $170,000—
with expenses expected to be no more than 
$50,000. This was especially relevant news 
because, for the two previous months, the 

29-year-old organization, which provides 
fi nancial aid for medical bills to dance profes-
sionals facing critical illness, had come in for 
some intense criticism about its Dance for Life 
spending from someone who should know—its 
recently released executive director, Kesha 
Pate.

Pate’s position, as the organization’s only 
sta�  member, was abruptly eliminated May 19. 
On June 9 she posted a “Dear Chicago dance 
community” letter on Facebook, suggesting 
that the entire CDU board of directors resign, 
to be replaced by a smaller board with fi nancial 
and operations expertise, plus an advisory 
board of dance professionals. 

According to Pate’s letter, the current CDU 
board is “toxic and dysfunctional,” and she was 
terminated after only nine months on the job 
because she “challenged their privilege.” She 
elaborated, at length, and when the post elicit-
ed a cease-and-desist letter from CDU’s lawyer, 
she posted that too. Then she followed up with 
a July 25 Facebook video in which she doubled 
down on everything, seeing it as her duty “to 
speak out.”

Pate says she was hired to change CDU, in 
part by expanding its services, but found that 
the leadership didn’t want to change. They 

came to an impasse in March, she says, when 
the board rejected her proposal to create a 
COVID-19 emergency fund that could help 
dance professionals with expenses beyond 
health care costs—things like housing and 
food. She also charges that the Dance for 
Life event, which is expensive to produce, is 
“an exclusionary, discriminatory facade that 
misrepresents its intentions and the distribu-
tion of the funds it raises to both donors and 
volunteers.

“What they tell you they raise to help dance 
professionals and what they actually spend to 
help dance professionals is vastly different,” 
Pate wrote in her letter. When she calculated 
the philanthropic “return on investment” for 
Dance for Life, she told me, it was only about 26 
percent.    

CDU’s 2018 tax fi ling (the most recent public-
ly available) appears to roughly confi rm her es-
timate, at least for that year: the organization 
reported taking in a total of nearly $235,000 
in contributions and grants, while giving out 
$58,000. Of that, $25,000 went to the AIDS 
Foundation of Chicago, which provides CDU 
with free o£  ce space and services. Donations 
to individual dance professionals in 2018 
amounted to just 11 grants totaling $33,085.  

Board members, however, note that, since 
2015, when CDU, which had been part of the 
AIDS Foundation, became an independent 
nonprofi t, it has given out $378,527 in grants to 
individuals and to the AIDS Foundation, while 
producing a much-loved event that unifies 
and celebrates the Chicago dance community. 
So far this year, in response to COVID-19, they 
say they’ve given $23,000 to individuals, and 
have temporarily expanded what they’ll cover 
to include not only critical illness costs, but 
routine medical expenses like health insurance 
and co-payments for dance professionals fi nan-
cially impacted by the pandemic.  

Vice President Julie Burman Kaplan says 
they’re taking Pate’s post “very seriously,” and 
have had a series of virtual meetings with danc-
ers about it. “Many arts organizations have 
found, because of COVID, that they needed to 
restructure,” Kaplan says. Given the unknowns, 
she adds, “we simply could not a� ord to main-
tain a salary. It was our fi duciary responsibility 
to protect the fund and make sure we could 
give to the people in need. We did not fire 
Kesha. We restructured. COVID changed the 
narrative.” v

� @DeannaIsaacs
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draped over my emotions. It deadened their in-
tensity, made all my feelings pale and vague as if 
they were ghosts that would haunt me.”

On many occasions, these absent feelings 
were heightened by cell phones, ever present in 
daily life. I’ve written elsewhere about strug-
gling to be present at concerts, held doubly 
at a distance from the performers onstage by 
my body’s ghostliness and by the many other 
spectators filming the show in front of me. 
I could also see my absent emotions poorly 
refl ected on the screen. The perpetual impetus 
to gain attention through social media, perfor-
matively o� ering goofy childhood photos and 
naive college-infl ected social justice hot takes, 
perpetually overrode the misery I refused to 
let myself name and change for far too long. 

Before transitioning, protest was one of the 
only spaces where I felt my body in resonance 
with its surroundings. In those moments, the 
act of uniting in righteous anger, bound to the 
common cause of liberation, broke through the 
barriers put up by my own biology. As I wrote 
in my journal on August 7, 2016, after attending 
a protest organized by Youth for Black Lives, 
following the police murder of 18-year-old Paul 
O’Neal: “There was a real magic in occupying 
State and Lake, marching down Michigan 
Ave., and seeing the city in a crowd, trying to 
make it a peaceful place for all people.” (Iron-
ically, I later found myself in a photo from the 
demonstration, the side of my head faintly but 
unmistakably present in a sea of raised hands. 
I cherish the image, despite any potential con-
tradictions, because my presence within it is 
only possible in the context of the other brave 
demonstrators willing to show up that day.)

 In a recent Facebook Live event, activist, 
scholar, and prison abolitionist Angela Davis 
made the connection between the trans com-
munity and abolitionist thinking explicit. “I 
don’t think we would be where we are today,” 
she argued, “encouraging ever-larger numbers 
of people to think with an abolitionist frame, 
had not the trans community taught us that it 
is possible to e� ectively challenge that which 
is considered the very foundation of our sense 
of normalcy.”

Unsettling the damage that a “normal” 
reality had infl icted on my body was crucial to 
my own political evolution over the last several 
years. Before starting estrogen, “normal” 
meant inhabiting a body that only felt alive to 
the world when a sense of collective justice was 
in the air; otherwise, I constantly felt depleted 
and disconnected, no clear path available even 
within the bounds of my privileged identities: 
white, male, college-educated. 

NEWS & POLITICS
� PHOTO ILLUSTRATION RACHEL HAWLEY

In an undated clip that recently surfaced on 
Twitter, poet Gil Scott-Heron explains his 
intentions behind the song “The Revolution 

Will Not Be Televised.” “The fi rst change that 
takes place is in your mind,” Scott-Heron said, 
at ease in casual conversation. “You have to 
change your mind before you change how you’re 
living and how you move. The thing that’s going 
to change people is something that no one will 
ever be able to capture on fi lm.”

As the video came onto my feed, sandwiched 
between endless footage of mass revolt, it felt 
surreal; accompanying visual evidence of 
bountiful radical changes in motion left me 
a bit dizzy. Still, it helped explain a question 
that’s been on my mind: What does it mean for 
millions of people to return to social life in the 
name of racial justice?

Should one choose to ignore Scott-Heron’s 

explanation, social media platforms like 
Twitter and Instagram would still attest to 
something remarkable taking place. Within 
days of the fi rst mass demonstrations across 
the world, protest videos reached millions of 
views, marking a rupture from the unending 
churn of quarantine baking pics and corona-
virus nihilism. Yet in taking to the streets, and 
witnessing the sense of social camaraderie and 
political comradery that’s permeated my inter-
actions, it’s clear that the real transformations 
are only vaguely reflected on our screens, a 
pale imitation of the life-a�  rming experience 
of being surrounded by thousands of masked 
protesters, fi nding new ways of living beyond 
the myopia of heavily surveilled platform 
capitalism.

The hours spent scrolling and clicking 
between browsers, whether for work or plea-

sure, remind us of the depressing status quo 
of late-capitalist life. While distant socializa-
tion through Zoom happy hours seemed like 
a dismal, if necessary, stopgap early in the 
pandemic, being reunited with others and 
protesting in solidarity with Black lives has 
felt enlivening, even with the violent police 
retaliation against organizers and marchers. 
Where once I felt resignation and a grim hope 
that the obvious failure of our government 
would prompt change, the spontaneous return 
to sharing physical space with strangers and 
friends reveals both a disapproval of police 
brutality against Black communities and the 
unbearable slog of life being run through our 
phones.

I started taking estrogen on November 10, 
2018, my 24th birthday. Before then, I con-
stantly struggled to feel alive in my own 

body; something always seemed to slip in 
between my surroundings and my lived emo-
tional experience. Despite the myriad upheavals 
that came from graduating college and moving 
to Chicago, amongst many other shifts, my 
body never seemed up for the task of moving 
through these events with the vulnerability they 
necessitated. Trans author and biologist Julia 
Serano captured these frustrating experiences 
perfectly in her book Whipping Girl: “When 
testosterone was the predominant sex hormone 
in my body, it was as though a thick curtain were 

IN REAL LIFE

Stitching ourselves back 
together
Protesters today are only just beginning their transformative journey.

By ANNIE HOWARD
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As I’ve watched more white friends become 

activated in the last month, doing mutual-aid 
food distribution or helping other protesters 
with jail support, I’ve come to sense my tran-
sition within the larger disruptive spectrum 
that Davis describes, witnessing growing 
numbers of people recognize that bedrock as-
sumptions defi ning collective reality are more 
contingent than previously imagined. None of 
these shifts are visible in my Instagram feed, 
clogged as it is with documentation of protest 
schedules and links to petitions. Instead, I 
sense movement in conversations. Unsurpris-
ingly, COVID-19 has ruptured whatever lin-
gering sense of social disconnection had been 
fed to us: before the outbreak, it was easier to 
ignore our interdependence with every other 
member of society, even as the virus forced 
us to physically separate from one another for 
months. 

Now, to know that Black trans activist and 
author Raquel Willis could lead 15,000 New 
Yorkers in the chant, “I believe in my power. I 
believe in your power. I believe in our power. I 
believe in Black trans power,” is to appreciate a 
profound social and internal reckoning taking 
place, as even the most privileged individuals 
come to sense that lasting power can only be 
found in collectively uplifting the lives of those 
most marginalized. Watching these events on 
my phone in isolation would o� er limited plea-
sure. What makes even the recorded facsimile 
of another protest linger in my thoughts is the 
time spent in action these last two months, 
a reminder that millions in cities around the 
world all find themselves linked in common 
struggle.

None of us know what will come next. De-
spite that uncertainty, people continue to show 
up, recognizing that more has changed in just a 
few weeks of mass revolt than in years of more 
gradualist e� orts through electoral and legis-
lative reforms. Staying open to the unknown 
and unforeseen is one of the most essential 
challenges in this moment. I’m reminded of a 
quote shared by Kim Hunt, executive director 
of Pride Action Tank, a group that fights for 
LGBTQ+ policy change: “You do the right 
thing, and you keep doing the right thing until 
the path emerges.” 

As companies like Zoom collaborate with 
law enforcement, and the FBI tracks down 
protesters through microscopic details 

captured in photographs, our claustrophobic 
sense of free expression has only grown narrow-
er. The strangeness of knowing that one is al-
ready being watched at every turn is not new to 

Black liberation struggles, of course. When tens 
of thousands of Black and Latino Chicago public 
school students went on strike in 1968, student 
leaders were carefully monitored by CPD’s 
notorious “Red Squad,” tracked from meetings 
all the way back to their home addresses. This 
treatment has become standard for leaders of 
radical movements, hoping to make a better 
world. Gradually, the rest of us have gained a 
taste of the invasive watchful gaze of the sur-
veillance state.

For white protesters who are dispropor-
tionately less likely to face consequences for 
protesting, intentionally disrupting the dopa-
mine-hit attention economy of posting photos 
that merely promote one’s involvement is one 
of the most obvious, and perhaps most di£  cult, 
changes that must be made. Unsettling this 
normalized behavior forces us to question our 
true motives, and forces us to recognize that 
the only groups profi ting from our addiction to 
viral recognition are the companies seeking to 
keep us glued to our phones, not building rela-
tionships that exceed surface-level interaction.

Still, however much the everyday surveil-
lance of platform capitalism makes our present 
actions doubtful, tech companies cannot head 
o�  people’s frustrations indefi nitely. No level 
of social-media- and quarantine-induced iso-
lation can prevent the surprising movement 
that can remake the world in an instant, unpre-
dictable even to those companies selling total 
predictability as a normative social good. 

The uncanny mix of overdetermined predic-
tion and perpetual novelty was well captured 
in Transformation Scenario, a fi lm by German 
video artist Clemens von Wedemeyer that I 
fi rst encountered at last year’s Chicago Archi-
tecture Biennial. The fi lm is narrated by a set 
of nameless, faceless corporate beings; their 
vision would be not far o�  from that of com-
panies like Amazon and Google that dominate 
life today. The narrators discuss the effort 
to engineer perfectly mirrored simulations 
of real life, which may anticipate all possible 
futures. “Instead of fantastic elements from 
an invented world, we could feed our agents 
real-time data in order to produce a very realis-
tic crowd,” the female narrator suggests. “We 
were receiving constantly updated data from 
millions of devices, which allowed us to make 
the simulation plausible and seamless.”

This vision of total control is already sold 
to us today through every microtargeted 
Instagram ad, attempting to convince us that 
our best life is just one perfect purchase away. 
“Our modeling algorithms can help you find 
a safe way through life, the best possible out-

come of your data,” the female narrator beck-
ons. “Who wouldn’t be happy to be navigated 
through life, according to their character, their 
friends, their beliefs, without fatal accidents or 
personal problems?”

Yet the fi ction that such coercion can ever be 
comprehensive is unraveled in an instant. “My 
satnav reroutes me to avoid tra£  c,” the male 
narrator intones. “Would I also be diverted 
if a rebellion begins, or will the revolution be 
simulated?”

Can the revolution be simulated? The events 
of the last few months suggest otherwise. 
Coronavirus has made clear that those 

in power have far less control over reality 
than they’d admit; the bravery and defi ance of 
Black organizers in the face of police brutality 
has pushed untold numbers of people out of 
resigned quietude and into the streets. We are 
together only just beginning to learn what it 
means to become fully embodied social beings 
once more, no longer held at a distance through 
a screen.

To dive back into intimate social contact in 
protest after months of separation is to feel the 
complicated emotional state of surprise. The 
immediate disruption of coronavirus, and the 
swift changes in attitude brought by recent 
protests, reminds us of the inherent unpre-
dictability of the world, however much those 
in power would wish otherwise. Responding 
to the unexpected is one of life’s fundamental 
challenges, and while the ruling class has 
leveraged the shock of the pandemic towards 
their further enrichment, the unexpected 
resistance of so many gives me hope for out-
comes once unimaginable.

Surprise has been one of the defining fac-
tors of my experience while transitioning, 
and of the last two months of social upheaval. 
A sheet of the expected effects of hormone 
replacement therapy, shared by my doctor 
in November 2018, listed with precision the 
changes that would soon come my way. But 
that doesn’t make any of the last 21 months any 
less unsettling, the perpetual subversion of 
any expectations I may have had—whether un-
expected tears while listening to a Daft Punk 
song about dancing with strangers, or the 
deeper sense of gravity that I feel with every 
tough life decision—making every day an in-
vigorating challenge. This year, that sense of 
heightened unknowability has only broadened 
into an all-encompassing state of exception to 
a tired and malfunctioning status quo. The loss 
of shared reality that came with having to go 
into quarantine made it seem like every single 

one of us was left on our own terms to make 
sense of what will be perhaps the most commu-
nal experience of our lifetime. Now, in protest, 
we attempt to stitch ourselves back together, 
however unevenly, into a more coherent sense 
of being part of something larger than isolated 
beings.

In protest, surprise is many things. For me, 
it was the fi rst major gathering in Daley Plaza 
in late May, a spontaneous coming together 
to protest the killing of George Floyd. The 
presence of innumerable strangers in all direc-
tions, already a shock after months of averring 
any shared physical presence, only grew more 
surreal as unmasked police officers began 
swinging their batons and fi ring tear gas can-
isters. To assimilate the competing pressures 
of maintaining social distance and avoiding 
the police, all while marvelling at the massed 
presence of so many people lacking common 
purpose just a week earlier, was a shock that 
only began to clarify in the demonstrations 
that followed.

There was also spontaneity at the Pride 
Without Prejudice march in late June, the 
incongruous sight of unmasked people dining 
outside of Wrigley Field leading one marcher 
to shout, “No justice, no brunch!” A collective 
laugh rolled through the crowd, followed 
moments later by an uptake of the chant, the 
offhanded cry of a single person amplified 
more rapidly than even the most viral tweet. In 
conversations afterwards, that chant has since 
linked me with countless others who were else-
where in the crowd, fostering a sense of shared 
reality that seems to slip from view inside of 
our ever-narrowing fi lter bubbles. 

In this long, hot summer of unrest, a new 
world is being born in our city streets, day 
after day, week after week. I’ve felt it at every 
rally I’ve attended, but most tangibly at the No 
Brakes protest on the Fourth of July, shutting 
down the South Loop with hundreds of other 
bikers and skaters. There was plenty of pain 
and anger, yes; but so too was there playful 
defi ance, masked smiles, and a chance to move 
freely in space, surrounded by strangers. I felt 
at ease amidst so many caring people, a sense 
of loving attention radiating inwards and out-
wards from my body to those around me, am-
plifi ed in the cavernous echo of the skyscrapers 
surrounding us. The open city streets were 
a harbinger of better days to come, I am con-
vinced, because their openness was mirrored 
in every participant, ready to live through 
every revolution yet to emerge. v

� @t_annie_howard
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Loved ones refl ect on the loss of partners, parents, 
siblings, joy givers, caretakers, and secret keepers.
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Jada Judkins, 20
Lost sister Resheeta Boyd Thompson, 30, on 
April 22 

[Resheeta] was my older sister on my mother’s 
side. She was a home care aide, she made sure 
she’d be there for her client, who lived in an 
apartment. A couple weeks before she passed 
away, [my sister] got word that the whole en-
tire building tested positive. She didn’t have 
insurance. Her insurance came a month after 
she passed away. Her [employer, Addus Home-
Care,] they don’t do medical insurance. Funny 
part about this situation is she was already 
quarantined for two weeks. She was at her 
two weeks’ peak. She was about to get over the 
COVID and then she had breathing problems 
around 11 o’clock at night. She went to the hos-
pital. They told me she’s on her way to the ICU, 
she’s doing fi ne. At 12:30 they called to tell me 
she’s going into cardiac arrest and what’s her 
medical history. In a panic I gave them her med-
ical history, she was diabetic. Around 1:30 they 
called [to tell] me that my sister had passed.

It was very rough for my mom. I had to be 
the one to tell her when my sister isn’t coming 
home. It was shock in her face, like she didn’t 
hear what I said. Then she spent nights and 
nights and nights crying. She couldn’t eat. And 
me and my mother had the COVID-19. We had 
the mild symptoms, my mom’s diabetic too but 
we’ve recovered. My mom had to figure out 
how to get the money to bury my sister. I didn’t 
have a job because of the pandemic, it was a 
seasonal job with the White Sox. [Resheeta] 
had very few friends. On my mom’s side the 
family is kind of small—most of who came to 
her funeral really was my friends, my mom’s 
friends, and she had two or three friends who 
brung their friends. 

I feel like people are taking it more serious 
than before, but I do honestly invite people to 
not fall for the phases, like everything is peachy 
cream and rainbows. Wash your hands and care 
about your hygiene. It’s fi ne the state is opening 
back up, but stay home if you feel sick. It’s like 
you’re driving, you have to keep yourself safe 
and other people as well—do the same when 
you go into the store. Someone else might have 
to go through what I went through because you 
don’t know if you have COVID.

For the last couple of months I’ve been trying 
to stay as busy as possible. You can’t let this 
bottle up inside, because it’ll make you crazy. 
Whether it’s working, sleeping, grieving, just 
do it. You have to live every day as if it’s never 
changed because the person you loved would 
want you to do that, they want you to go on. 
Being around other people that are just here 
with me, cooking and gardening [has been 
most comforting]. She was into cooking. She 

wanted to actually start a vegetable garden, 
so I decided to do it. Right now I’m doing suc-
culents. And my best friend gave me a spider 
plant that makes different vines. And I have 
lilies her aunties gave me for her funeral. 

Maggie Hennessy Underwood, 47
Lost brother Daniel Hennessy, 48, on May 15
 
My brother was diagnosed with lung cancer in 
January, so as soon as we realized COVID was 
coming to the United States there was a huge 
concern. He was at such high risk and we knew 
that if he got this it would most likely be fatal. 
He was going through chemo and responded 
very well to it. He was in an extended care facil-
ity because he had medical complications from 
lung cancer. They had called prior to the shut-
down and said they weren’t taking any visitors. 
They had tight restrictions, you couldn’t even 
drop anything o� . He was calling me and asking 
me for Sprite, and I couldn’t bring that. It was 
challenging but I commended [the facility] 
for taking the necessary steps for keeping the 
residents safe. As he stated, they had the place 
locked down like Fort Knox, and I felt he was in 
safe hands.

When we got the phone call that he was 
taken to the emergency room they didn’t say 
what was wrong, but the hospital called the 
next morning and said he tested positive for 
COVID. He went to the emergency room on a 
Sunday, and Thursday I got a call that he was 
moved to the intensive care unit, and on Friday 
he texted me “I’m still alive.” He had a great 
sense of humor. He passed away that evening, 
it was so quick.

I couldn’t go to the hospital to be with him, I 
couldn’t go to the nursing home to be with him. 
I think it magnifi es the loss, you’re so isolated 
and have no family members to comfort you. 
When he passed away we couldn’t get together. 
We have a large family and you couldn’t do any 
type of wake or funeral for him. I’m an extreme 
germaphobe and I still don’t think it’s safe to 
have a funeral for him. Having to put the clo-
sure on hold has been particularly trying, and 
already in a place when you’re not in the best 
mental state when you’re stuck at home. The 
things that give you stress relief, a lot of that 
was taken away from us. And you put a loss of a 
family member on top of it—it’s hard.

What helped me was when information 
about his death was published and people 
reached out to me. He had moved to the city 
from the suburbs in his 20s, to Wicker Park 
when it was an artist community. He worked 
at a coffeehouse called Urbus Orbis, and the 
owner of it reached out to me. People who hung 
out in the co� eehouse and smoked cigarettes 
together reached out to me. It was nice to hear 

their stories. One of them had described him 
to me as the wheel of the artist community. He 
worked as a graphic artist but he went to the 
beat of his own drummer. He’d carve our soap 
into a mouse.

The thing that has not been helpful is people 
with the opposite view on face masks, and 
polarizing and politicizing the coronavirus, 
people thinking it’s a hoax. I’m not a person 
who likes to get into political conversation but 
when people put stu�  [like that] on Facebook 
I’ll respond that I lost a family member. Those 
workers picked it up in their community, not 
because the nursing home necessarily did 
something wrong. [This experience] has made 
me more of a spokesperson against rushing 
reopenings. I’m speaking up more than I ever 
have before. Anything we can do in our person-
al power to stop the spread of the virus could 
save a life. People are saying it’s their constitu-
tional right, they don’t have to wear a mask—
where in the Constitution does it say that? It’s 
just infuriating to me. It’s a piece of cloth. We 
all wear seatbelts because it could save a life. 
No family should have to go through what we 
went through, being so alone and isolated and 
trying to deal with a loss and not being there 
for people that you love. 

Renee Heath, 57
Lost brother Wilbert Reynolds, 81, on April 1 

[Wilbert] was in the service and one of his 
friends invited him to go home with him to 
Chicago when he had shore leave. When he got 
there he liked it so much that he called my mom 
and said, “I think I’m gonna move to Chicago.” 
He’d been in Chicago over 60 years, so it was 
more of his home than Detroit was. The rest of 
us are in Detroit. He was a computer program-
mer. He put himself through school after the 
service. He really enjoyed his retirement. He 
walked two to three miles a day. He fi shed, he 
would travel. For my mom’s side of the family 
[Wilbert] was the keeper of our history. He was 
born in Alabama. My mom had him very young 
so he grew up being able to tell us stories about 
our family and our cousins. He was the keeper 
of our secrets too. My mother told him some-
thing on her deathbed and it’s been 35 years 
and I still don’t know what it is. They were best 
friends, even though they were mother and son. 
He treated my mother like she was a queen. 

I think he was called away too soon. I believe 
he got sick walking to the store. He frequented 
the bowling alley. So he could have picked it up 
anywhere. That was way before the lockdown. 
I had called him and he sounded like he had a 
cold. He sounded terrible. I was listening to 
the news, they had just started talking about 
the [coronavirus] symptoms. I said, “No, I 

“On Friday 
he texted 
me ‘I’m 
still alive.’ 
He had a 
great sense 
of humor. 
He passed 
away that 
evening, 
it was so 
quick.”

—Maggie Hennessy Underwood
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don’t believe you have the flu, could you just 
call your doctor and see what he says.” I spoke 
to him one more time, the day he went [into the 
hospital].

The experience was gut-wrenching. My 
brother was the oldest of the five of us and 
there was a 24-year age gap between he and I. 
He didn’t have any children and he was never 
married so I was sort of like his daughter. Any 
time I called him he was always there for me. I 
was in Detroit and helpless, there was nothing 
I could do. The hospital notified me every 
single day about his progress. He was just too 
far gone. He did come o�  of the ventilator and 
he seemed to be stable. And later his stats for 
his oxygen started dropping. That’s when I got 
the call to make the decision of what I thought 
would be best for him. My brother and I had 
talked for years about what he wanted. He 
never wanted to go into a nursing home, he 
never wanted to be a burden. They had already 
explained to me how long you can stay on the 
vent. He had signed a DNR and so I honored his 
wishes and let him go peacefully.

It was early during the pandemic, they 
weren’t doing funerals. And he had asked to be 
cremated. He wanted me to take him to a fi sh-
ing hole and release his ashes in Lake Michigan, 
so that’s what I did. I didn’t actually have an 
opportunity to say goodbye in a physical sense. 
The hardest thing was that I could not hold his 
hand or tell him I love him. I would call every 
day and I would tell [the nurses] to whisper in 
his ear that Sweetpea called. They would let me 
know he heard them. 

Our family gets together at my aunt and 
uncle’s house on Sundays and they cook a huge 
dinner and someone had the virus and they 
contracted it [in the spring]. My aunt ended up 
on a ventilator at the same time as my brother 
and they couldn’t pull her o� . My aunt passed 
in April and my uncle passed away just a week 
ago. He was home in hospice. His liver was 
gone. My aunt was in her 60s and my uncle was 
82. They were all healthy. They just didn’t know 
that they had it and by the time they got help it 
was too late.

I still can’t believe my brother is not here. 
Even though he was 81 years old, I think he had 
many more years to live. We didn’t know about 
this virus until he caught it. I think if he had 
known he would have taken more precautions. 
It was fi ve siblings. He was the oldest. It’s only 
two of us left. [My last living brother is taking 
it] hard. They were extremely close. He wants 
to pick up the phone and call and talk to him. 
We’re a sports family and we’d get on the three-
way to talk about the Bears, the Lions.

I appreciate everyone’s prayers, and I 

appreciate everyone’s thoughtfulness and 
saying they’re praying for me and my family. 
That’s the blessing. The part that hurts is that 
it doesn’t bring back my brother. I can’t get 
him back. Even though people have been so 
kind and so understanding I still can’t get over 
that he’s not coming back. And I won’t see him 
again. To be taken by a virus is a little bit harder 
than just having a heart attack. Yes he was 81, 
but I don’t know when his time was and I think 
he was taken from me way too soon.

I argue with people all the time. Everyone 
says sorry for your loss and I say, “Yeah but are 
you protecting yourself? Are you doing what 
it takes to ensure you and your family don’t 
get it?” I don’t understand why a mask is an 
issue. I don’t understand why distancing is an 
issue. You’re told to have a driver’s license and 
a social security card. But you’re told to put a 
mask on and suddenly you say, “You can’t tell 
me what to do”? That irks me, that you would 
walk around and endanger not only yourself 
but people around you. It’s not just statistics, 
there’s real people behind these numbers and 
over 150,000 families are going through the 
same things I’m going through right now.

Tenesha Rawls, 37
Lost mother Arlola Rawls, 81, on April 10

My mom had just gotten out of the hospital 
from a 15-day stay. With my mom being older, 
having dementia, I never left my mom in the 
hospital. So the entire time she was there, I was 
there. [A few days later] my mom had a fever. I 
took my mom [back] to the hospital. I just fi g-
ured maybe it was some type of infection. 

The hardest part is hearing daily that your 
loved one is gonna die. And your mind is racing, 
wondering if you’re doing everything that you 
could for them. You can’t be there. It was never 
any good news . . . they stopped giving her dial-
ysis. They told me that she had an infection at 
her catheter port. I just had to trust the people 
that were around her. That was hard. I still go 
back and wonder if I did everything the right 
way. If I should have kept her at home. Honestly 
I never felt like [the doctors] gave me any sense 
of hope. 

I think the people have gotten really lax now. 
And want to get back to some normalcy, as 
though [the virus] is nonexistent. This is real. 
It is really real. It’s probably the most devastat-
ing experience that you will have. I mean I lost 
a nephew, too, but this, for me, I cannot make 
peace with. The doctors have their own way of 
doing things and everyone has their di� erent 
beliefs about death. Some people feel like, why 
suffer? Your quality of life will never be the 
same. Initially, my thing was to do everything 

that you can, put her on a ventilator. Then I was 
told that if she was to be intubated she would 
never fully recover. She would have to have a 
[tracheostomy], she would have to be in a nurs-
ing home the rest of her life. I know that that’s 
not what my mom would have wanted. But I 
was still not sure if they were telling me that 
because of how they felt or if that really was my 
mom’s last option.

I often feel like, did I give up on her? [What 
I’d say] to someone else is really just do what 
you feel fi rst when it comes to your loved ones. 
Keep fighting. I don’t know. It just felt like a 
lose/lose situation. We still have not been able 
to have a memorial for my mom. At the time 
[of her passing] I couldn’t be around individu-
als, family members, so I have to grieve alone. 
I have to deal with all of this in my house by 
myself.

Everything that used to soothe me or help 
me get through things don’t work anymore. 
Initially I couldn’t pray, I couldn’t talk to God. I 
couldn’t do anything. For me, it was like, wow, 
my mom just came through two weeks of being 
in the hospital and she made it through that, 
just to come to something like this. You have 
people who tell you “She’s in a better place, you 
wouldn’t have wanted her to live through this,” 
and none of that means anything to me. It’s not 
soothing at all. Especially listening to people be 
conspiracy theorists about this whole COVID. 
That’s not helpful because at the end of it, I felt 
my mom was a casualty.

My mother was a woman who helped every-
one she could with the little bit she had. She 
never complained. My mom was like the oldest 
in our family. My mom had me late in life. She 
was 44. The only time I’ve been away from my 
mom is when I went away to college. Slowly she 
became dependent. But I have to say that was 
the greatest joy of my life, being able to do for 
her. And that’s what kept me going, knowing 
that she counted on me. I have no children of 
my own so my mom was my responsibility and 
she was my best friend. Not having her, just, 
it’s a complete void. I woke up this morning 
just feeling like I want to be wherever she is. 
I still have to live in the house. I don’t know 
if that helps or hurts. My mom was my life so 
I’m trying to just fi gure out my life beyond her 
now. Everything I did, even with my job, where 
we lived, everything in my life was set around 
my mom. So it’s like starting life over again. 
And honestly I don’t feel like I want to, it’s just, 
it’s hard. It is. Death is hard anyway but to lose 
someone this way it is probably one of the most 
devastating feelings. 

I don’t think that she understood what was 
happening. And they did allow me to come 
to the hospital, probably two days before she 
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“Everything 
that used to 
soothe me 
or help me 
get through 
things 
don’t work 
anymore.”

—Tenesha Rawls
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passed. My mom wasn’t herself. And to know 
that my mom had to leave this earth by herself, 
that will not sit well with me. I can only imagine 
just how scared she may have been, and she had 
dementia, so even just her understanding why I 
couldn’t be there with her. . . . I hope that [now] 
they have a better system for that because no 
one deserves to die alone. I don’t feel any clo-
sure. I don’t. 

Juwan McDade, 26
Lost wife Kiara D’Leesa Anderson-McDade, 
25, on April 26 

I never thought “until death do us part” for 
me would come so early. We just got married 
last year, May 25, 2019.  My relationship with 
Kiara, I believe it was something that was heav-
en-sent. We brought out the best in each other. 
We’ve known each other our whole life. Grew 
up in church together. We started dating when I 
was 17. When I proposed, we had been together 
for seven years. So, a decade, a decade, with 
one person. She held a very special place in my 
heart. It’ll be a long time before I’m alright. 

She worked as a registered nurse. She 
worked at nursing homes. She was passionate 
about senior citizens and kids. For her side of 
the family, she was the designated person that 
you take with you to all your doctor’s appoint-
ments. Kiara was all about living life. She was 
adventurous. She helped me develop myself, 
the man I am today. She kept it honest with 
me. Our relationship was very intimate. I walk 
around feeling like there’s something missing. 
I know it’s her. 

March 15 she got sick. I picked her up from 
work, and when [we] came home she almost 
collapsed on the bed. I had to help her take her 
uniform off and put her pajamas on. And she 
was wheezing. She had asthma. But how she 
was breathing that night—I’ve never heard 
her breathe like that before. We found out that 
she was pregnant back in January. So not only 
is she suffering with side effects from being 
pregnant, now she’s wheezing uncontrollably. 
She can barely keep her eyes open. Her entire 
body shut completely down. I had to help her 
up, I had to cook for her, I had to help her in the 
bathroom. Two weeks before Kiara passed, she 
came home from the hospital. She was able to 
walk around without being dizzy or without 
being short of breath. She was able to laugh and 
joke. 

April 26 was a Sunday. I went to church but 
she had stayed [at home]. I had been telling 
myself that when I get back home, I’m gonna 
go out for some exercise, go for a nice walk, get 
some fresh air, because ain’t no telling how long 
we’re gonna be on shutdown. So [after church] 

I had grabbed some food, brought it back to 
the house. We watched some movies. And I see 
it getting late outside and I was telling myself 
I really need to go do this walk. I was gone for 
like two hours. 

Before I left she had texted me saying bring 
back some chips or something like that. [When 
I came back] I came in the house, I changed my 
clothes, drove to the gas station. When I came 
in the house the fi rst time the lights were o� , 
but the TV was on. And she was laying back 
against the arm of the couch. When I left and 
came back the second time she was still in the 
same position. So I’m like OK, Kiara, Kiara, 
baby wake up. When I had walked up on her, 
the fi rst thing I noticed were her lips were very 
pale. Her hands were blue. I call 911 and I’m on 
the phone with the operator and they’re telling 
me how to properly do CPR, try to get the blood 
fl owing back to her heart and her body. When 
they got here, they were trying for like a good 
ten minutes and they called it at that point. 

The fi rst thing I did was grab a rolling chair 
that I used as a barber chair and I tossed it to 
my room, about six feet. A bunch of things 
flashed into my head, seeing the face of her 
mom crying and sisters and all that. And the 
fi rst person who walked towards me was one 
of the fi refi ghters. And I felt like punching him 
in the face. Not because he didn’t do his job or 
he didn’t try hard enough. I was just mad. I got 
a table in my living room and about broke it in 
half. I was heated. I’ve never hurt like that. I’ve 
never felt like that before a day in my life.

Everybody always asks me, “How you 
doing?” Sometimes I honestly don’t know how 
to respond to that question. Sometimes I feel 
like I tell people I am alright, just so they won’t 
ask me any more questions. Because I don’t 
always be wanting to talk. If somebody ask me 
questions like how I feel, my energy behind 
it won’t be good. I’ll start to get upset. If I tell 
you that I’m not alright, you should just take 
it at that and just say, “I’m praying that it gets 
better.”

Cutting hair keeps me distracted. She actu-
ally encouraged me to cut hair. So I told myself 
that from this point on everything good that I 
do in life—and that’s regardless if I ever get 
married and start another family again—every-
thing good that I do is in dedication to honoring 
the memory of her and my baby. I plan on going 
back to school and get my associate’s then if 
this barber thing take o�  get my own spot, be 
my own boss.

Some days her and the baby cross my mind 
and I have a moment where I don’t want to 
think about it because I’m in a house with 
nothing to do. And then I have those moments 
where I’ll go to my gallery and just look at all 

the pictures, all our videos, all our snaps. And I 
feel like me doing that is more so me accepting 
it. I’m thinking man like man, like, my baby 
really not coming back. I’ll never hear her voice 
again. I’m never gonna fi nd out the gender of 
my baby. I’m never gonna hear my child’s voice.

You got to live on and if that person that 
you’re mourning truly loved you they will want 
you to live your life to the fullest, they won’t 
want you to just soak in this and be sad. Sur-
round yourself with good energy. Focus on fi nd-
ing something constructive to do. Don’t just 
sit in the house. Live. However, you’re going to 
feel or whatever you want to feel. Feel it. Let it 
out. If you want to scream, scream. If you want 
to punch something, punch something but 
don’t hurt yourself. If you want to just lay out 
and have a fi t, do it because it’s way better than 
keeping all those emotions and other energy 
bottled up.

There’s not a day that goes by that I don’t 
think about her or think about my baby or just 
wish like they both could be here. But I mean, I 
come to learn, you know, growing up in church 
my whole life everything happens for a reason. 
Like there’s no such thing as a coincidence. 
These are the times you will really find out 
like what love is. Just love on your family, your 
friends as much as you can. I feel good knowing 
that I loved my baby till she left.

Gladys Frieson-Lucas, 68
Lost sisters Patricia Frieson, 61, on March 16  
and Wanda Bailey, 63, on March 25 

Pat, the fi rst one to pass, she had double pneu-
monia when she was about one. And Wanda, 
the second one to pass, is the one right over Pat 
in age, she had pneumonia way back when she 
was three. We grew up in a household togeth-
er. All nine of us, mother, and father. We had a 
close-knit family. We were all raised up here in 
Chicago. My mother had college education. My 
dad just had eighth-grade education but went 
to the military at a young age. He was a tall man 
so he got away with it. My mom, they say she 
could fi x the mole on Lincoln’s face on a penny. 
So she made a way for us to have play clothes, 
school clothes, church clothes, every last one of 
us. And only on daddy’s salary, cause mama did 
not work until after the ninth child was well in 
school. So we lived a pretty good life. Christmas 
we always got two toys. My mom made those 
things happen. 

When Pat was about 12 years old, my moth-
er’s father passed. That left my grandmother, 
Mother Gladys, down in Arkansas all by herself. 
My mother was the only one [of her children] 
that lived to adulthood. Now mama, since 
she had nine kids, I don’t know maybe she 

“I never 
thought 

‘until death 
do us part’ 

for me 
would come 

so early.”
—Juwan McDade
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thought she could spare one to go down there 
and be with her mother. Pat moved down there. 
Twelve to adulthood, she lived down there until 
my grandmother passed. She went to nursing 
school and became a nurse and made all that 
money. So she was glad that she stayed down 
there with Mother Gladys, and had that kind 
of southern lifestyle. She had some job nursing 
where she’d run across country making beau-
coup money, you know as a traveling nurse. She 
enjoyed that too. She enjoyed life, she got all 
she could out of life.

Within the last 12 years she got this condition 
called lymphedema, people call it elephant 
leg syndrome. She grew large bags fi lled with 
fl uid on the back of both of her legs and so she 
walked with a walker and two canes. But she 
loved life, she would go on a cruise ship with us, 
me and other friends. I’d put her in a wheelchair 
and push her around on that cruise ship. We 
were close, we’d play together, we’d have fun 
together. My father had these rules for us about 
always staying together and he had charged an-
other sister of mine, Charmaine, the one right 
under me, to always keep the family together 
even after he was gone. 

Both of [my sisters who passed] were very 
strong women of God. They had good faith, 
they lived, moved, and had their being in Christ 
Jesus. Wanda’s husband was the minister of 
the church. They would not drink and smoke or 
anything. They lived good Christian lives, both 
of them together. And so that’s one reason I 
never would’ve thought they would get a virus. 
My sister Wanda would give everyone gifts on 
Christmas even when we say we’re not going 
to do all that gift giving this year. Wanda, she 
would go into her basement and get things that 
she had overstock in: deodorant, soaps, tooth-
brushes. She would get a whole, big shopping 
bag full of things that she had excess of and put 
it together, and put a bow on and give it to me, 
and I needed everything she gave me. I’d be so 
happy. Did that for a couple of Christmases. 
She’s very generous. I think that’s a strong word 
for Wanda. Good word for her, generous. 

Patricia was a ministering person, she could 
talk to people and make them feel better about 
themselves, on the telephone. That was Pat: she 
was encouraging and inspirational to people. 
She sewed, sometimes we would take her things 
to alter for us. One year after dad and mama had 
passed, she took pieces of mama’s robe that she 
always wore and daddy’s robe, and she made 
pillow cases out of the robe material. And then 
she used some of the sheets from their bed and 
covering. She made clothes, pillowcases, and 
pillow jackets. She gave everyone in the family 
one. That’s what Pat did. 

Sometimes, I go down and we just get into 
talking and she would always be a blessing 
to me. She gave wise, good advice. Pat, I think 
she was sort of a seer. Sometimes she said the 
Lord would give her warnings if somebody 
was going to pass. So and so is having a baby, 
somebody might be going—you know the Lord 
would let her see some things in advance. And I 
don’t know if she had seen her own passing. She 
might have, but she was encouraging us on the 
phone the day after we visited her [in the hos-
pital]. She said they wanted to put her on the 
ventilator. She gave us hope that she was going 
to get o�  of the ventilator. 

We heard about the virus and stuff but no 
way we thought something like that would get 
around in our family or to Pat because she’s a 
Christian and Wanda, she was a beautiful Chris-
tian. That was the roughest thing for me. How 
did they get this when the scripture says “No 
plague shall come nigh thy dwelling”? God just 
let me know that he’s merciful God. And that it 
was his doing, bringing this virus. He helped me 
to say amen to his will. Those were two beauti-
ful sisters. He took the best of us. He took Pat 
and Wanda. 

The Lord is the one that comforted me in 
losing my sister. Chronicles 7:13, He said, “If I 
cause a plague or famine, or pestilence in the 
land, if my people, which are called by my name, 
shall humble themselves, and pray, and seek my 
face, and turn from their wicked ways; then will 
I hear from heaven, and will heal their land.”

Now, God is saying this. I believe he brought 
this pandemic to get us to turn away from our 
idols and start to keep His commandments. 
Because He is the one that’s really in control. 
I heard Trump say, “Well, I think we oughta 
go back to work.” And then the next day God 
doubled the numbers of deaths in the state of Il-
linois. What is [Trump’s] response to the num-
bers going back up? He has none. I don’t think 
he cares, because most of them are Afro-Amer-
ican. Trump doesn’t care about us, so, “let ’em 
go back to work,” and then that makes us the 
guinea pigs. Latinos and Blacks. But God was 
saying He’s not ready for us to go back to work. 
He wants us to rest at home and we should get 
back to him, get to obeying our God. 

I’m still a stickler for staying socially distant, 
wearing a mask, and frequently washing my 
hands with soap and water. Hand sanitizer 
is real. I’m in the best place I could be in hav-
ing lost two sisters to this virus. My grief is 
consoled. And I’m comforted. I have talked it 
out pretty much, I’m at a good place with my 
grief. And so talking to you is good. Nothing 
wrong with that. Besides, you get to hear. It’s 
therapeutic too. My sisters were some fine 
people. v
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CHICAGO INDIE 
BOOKSTORE MAP

Mask Required

Online Shop and/or Mail Order

$

57th Street Books
773-684-1300
1301 E. 57th St.
57th.semcoop.com

Abraham Lincoln Book Shop
312-944-3085
824 W. Superior, Suite 100
alincolnbookshop.com

After-Words
312-464-1110
23 E. Illinois
after-wordschicago.com/inde
x.html

Alternate Reality
773-881-4376
3149 W. 111th
myalternatereality.com 

Amazing Fantasy Books & Comics 
(Frankfort)

815-469-5092
20505 S. La Grange, Frankfort
afbooks.com

Amazing Fantasy Books & Comics 
(Tinley)

708-633-0837
16649 Oak Park Ave., Tinley Park
afbooks.com

Anderson's Bookshop (Downers 
Grove)

630-963-2665
5112 Main St., Downers Grove
andersonsbookshop.com

Anderson's Bookshop (La Grange)
708-582-6353
26 S. La Grange Rd., La Grange
andersonsbookshop.com

Anderson's Bookshop (Naperville)
630-355-2665
123 W. Jefferson, Naperville
andersonsbookshop.com

Armadillo’s Pillow
6753 N. Sheridan
armadillospillow.com

Barbara’s Bookstore
312-926-2665
in Northwestern Memorial 
Hospital, 201 E. Huron
barbarasbookstores.com

Barbara's Bookstore
312-781-5257
(in Macy's) 111 N. State
barbarasbookstore.com

Barbara's Bookstore (Burr Ridge)
630-920-1500

770 Village Center, Burr Ridge
barbarasbookstore.com

Barbara's Bookstore (O'Hare)
773-686-1281
10000 W. O'Hare Ave.
barbarasbookstore.com

Barbara's Bookstore (Vernon Hills)
847-549-7550
102 Hawthorn Center, Vernon
Hills
barbarasbookstore.com

Book Bin
847-498-4999
1151 Church, Northbrook
bookbinnorthbrook.indielite.org

The Book Cellar
773-293-2665
4736 N. Lincoln
bookcellarinc.com

The Book Stall
847-446-8880
811 Elm St, Winnetka
thebookstall.com

The Book Table
708-386-9800
1045 Lake St, Oak Park
booktable.net

Bookends & Beginnings
224-999-7722
1712 Sherman, Alley 1,
Evanston
bookendsandbeginnings.com

Bookie’s
773-239-1110
10324 S. Western
bookiesbookstores.com

Bookie's (Homewood)
708-377-0789
2015 Ridge Rd., Homewood
bookiesbookstores.com

Bookman's Corner
773-929-8298
2959 N Clark

Bucket O’Blood Books and Records
312-890-3860
3182 N. Elston
bucketoblood.com

Centuries & Sleuths
708-771-7243
7419 Madison, Forest Park
centuriesandsleuths.com

Chicago Comics
773-528-1983
3244 N. Clark

chicagocomics.com
City Lit Books

773-235-2523
2523 N Kedzie
citylitbooks.com

City Newsstand
773-545-7377
4018 N. Cicero
citynewsstand.com

City of Joy
224-676-1164
56 S. Milwaukee, Wheeling

D&Z House of Books
773-282-4222
5507 W. Belmont
domksiazki.com

The Dial Bookshop
410 S. Michigan, 2nd Floor
dialbookshop.com

Frontline Books
773-288-7718
5206 S. Harper
facebook.com/frontlinebooks

Frontline Books & Kultural 
Emporium (Cottage Grove)

872-244-3242
6357 S. Cottage Grove
facebook.com/Frontline-Book
s-Kultural-Emporium-1053693
31009993/

Gallery Bookstore Ltd.
773-281-9999
923 W. Belmont
gallerybookstorechicago.com

Heirloom Books
239-595-7426
6239 N Clark

Inga Bookshop
1740 W. 18th
i-n-g-a.com

Kibbitznest Books, Brews, & 
Blarney

773-360-7591
2212 N. Clybourn
kibbitznest.com

Kinokuniya Chicago
847-427-2665
100 E. Algonquin, Arlington
Heights
usa.kinokuniya.com

Kurt Gippert Bookseller
773-583-7613
1757 N. Kimball
kurtgippert.com

Lake Forest Book Store
847-234-4420
662 N. Western, Lake Forest
lakeforestbookstore.com

Liberia Girón Pilsen
312-226-2086
2141 W. 21st St.
gironbooks.com

Madison Street Books
312-929-4140
1127 W. Madison
madstreetbooks.com

Myopic Books
773-862-4882
1564 N. Milwaukee
myopicbookstore.com

Occult Bookstore
773-292-0995
2032 W. Grand
occultbookstore.com

Open Books (Pilsen)
312-243-9776
905 W. 19th
open-books.org

Open Books (West Loop)
312-475-1355 ext. 100
651 W. Lake
open-books.org/stores/open-
books-west-loop

Paragon Book Gallery
312-663-5155
1029 W. 35th
paragonbook.com

Pilsen Community Books
312-478-9434
1102 W. 18th St.
pilsencommunitybooks.com

Powell’s Books Chicago
773-955-7780
1501 E. 57th
powellschicago.com

Quimby’s
773-342-0910
1854 W. North
quimbys.com

Ravenswood Used Books
773-593-9166
2005 W Montrose

RoscoeBooks
773-857-2676
2142 W. Roscoe
roscoebooks.com

Rosenberg Bookshop at the 
Newberry Library

312-255-3520
60 W. Walton 
newberry.org

Round Table Books
312-502-7335
1023 Terrace Ln., Glenview
roundtablebooks.com

Sandmeyer’s Bookstore
312-922-2104
714 S. Dearborn
sandmeyersbookstore.com

Semicolon
312-877-5170
515 N. Halsted
semicolonchi.com

Seminary Co-Op Bookstore
773-752-4381
5751 S. Woodlawn
semcoop.com

Unabridged Bookstore
773-883-9119
3251 N. Broadway
unabridgedbookstore.com

Uncharted Books
872-208-7021
5140 N. Clark
unchartedbooks.com

Underground Bookstore
773-768-8869
1727 E. 87th
undergroundbookstore.com

Volumes Bookcafe
773-697-8066
1474 N. Milwaukee
volumesbooks.com

Volumes Bookstore
312-846-6750
900 N. Michigan, level 5
shop900.com/volumesbooks

Wicker Park Secret Agent Supply 
Co.

773-772-8108
1276 N. Milwaukee
secretagentsupply.com

Women & Children’s First
773-769-9299
5233 N. Clark
womenandchildrenfirst.com

*Contact stores for more 
details as guidelines 
change

NOTE: More stores listed below

Curbside Pickup

Limited Capacity

Key

open by appointment only* 

July 27, 2020 By Salem Collo-Julin and Amber HuffFor updated bookstore map, see chicagoreader.com/indiebookstores

Bookends & Beginnings

Armadillo's Pillow

Women & Children First

The Book Table

City Newsstand

Bucket O'Blood 
Books and Records

* 

Uncharted Books

The Book Cellar

Unabridged

RoscoeBooks

Quimby’s
City Lit Books

Open Books 
(West Loop)

Volumes Bookcafe * 

Pilsen Community Books

Inga Bookshop

Madison Street Books

Wicker Park Secret 
Agency Supply Co.

Occult Bookstore

Volumes Bookstore

Semicolon

Barbara's Bookstore

After-Words

The Dial Bookshop

Seminary Co-Op Bookstore

Bookie's

Underground Bookstore

Frontline Books & Kultural 
Emporium (Cottage Grove)

Frontline Bookstore

57th Street Books

Sandmeyer's Bookstore

Kibbitznest Books, Brews, & Blarney* 

Powell’s Books Chicago

2020
The Mellow 

Chicago Bike 
Map

By Joe Mills and John GreenfieldJuly 9, 2o2o

POSTERS 
ON SALE 

NOW
Chicago Reader 2020 

Mellow Bike Map 
& Indie Bookstore Map

as published in the 
July 9 and 23, 2020 issues

$10 each
or get BOTH for

$15
+shipping

chicagoreader.com/maps

(and every 
sale helps the 
Reader keep printing!)

Open Books 
(West Loop)

Semicolon

Kibbitznest Books, Brews, & Blarney

Seminary Co-Op Bookstore

Frontline Books & Kultural 
Emporium (Cottage Grove)

Powell’s Books Chicago

www.chicagoreader.com/maps
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One day, when Uptown resident and 
freelance photographer Paul Octavious 
was shooting in his apartment, he saw 

young Black children walk by his window and 
stare at him while he worked. As a self-taught 
photographer who wasn’t exposed to the art 
form as a child, seeing these children watch 
him lit a light bulb: How could he help open the 
door of photography to Black folks wanting 
an outlet to be creative and document their 
communities? 

His idea became very real when the George 
Floyd protests erupted worldwide. Seeing 
protest documentation—and the misplaced 
desire from some white photographers to cap-
italize on capturing the movement—inspired 

him to start Black Archivist, a donation-based 
photography project designed to get cameras 
into the hands of Black people all over the 
country so Black communities can accurately 
tell their own stories without worrying about 
barriers like equipment access or formal 
education. 

“This is for Black people living in America. 
They don’t have to be a photographBer per 
se—if you have the urge, the drive to want 
to learn photography, that’s all you need to 
apply,” says Octavious, who started document-
ing with his fi rst camera in 2005 and has been 
a full-time freelancer since 2008. He launched 
the project on Juneteenth, and since then, 
Octavious says he has received more than 

DOCUMENTING

Black photography magic
Black Archivist aims to get cameras into the hands of Black people to better 
document their communities. 

By ARIEL PARRELLA-AURELI

50 camera donations, 300 applications from 
Black photographers, and more than $3,000, 
which will be used for shipping and purchas-
ing new cameras if necessary. Through word 
of mouth and social media, the project has 
grown bigger than he ever thought it would. 

The outpouring of community support 
speaks to the appetite for this kind of work 
in a time when protests for Black liberation 
are on center stage. Octavious thinks the 
movement reinvigorated folks to take action 
and see the disparity between Black and white 
communities in a new light. And part of that is 
credited to the power photography can bring 
to communities historically left out of the 
mainstream narrative.

“As a human race, we are more visual,” he 
says. “That’s what happened with George 
Floyd: People saw this Black man not breath-
ing, with someone’s knee on his neck. I think 
people had to see it in order to [believe it].”

This witnessing of history and documenting 
the humanity of Black life is seen through 
the work of 18-year-old Kaleb Autman, an 
organizer, photographer, fi lmmaker, and artist 
from the west side who has documented Black 
Liberation movements since he was 12 years 
old. After a recent protest at Mayor Lightfoot’s 
house, Autman’s camera, lens, and phone were 
destroyed after liquid spilled onto his bag. To 
replace this equipment essential to his docu-
mentation and organizing work, he created a 
GoFundMe that raised more than $7,000 in less 
than 24 hours. “It felt humbling to understand 
that folks do see my work, and not even from 
the donations but from the messages of people 
I didn’t know who had seen my photography, 
to my peers saying, ‘I stand on your shoulders. 
You allowed me to do this and we are the same 
age,’” Autman says. 

Octavious was one such person who reached 
out to the young photographer, offering a 
donated camera. But once the fundraiser goal 
was met, Autman decided to decline the o� er 
so that the camera could go to a documenter 
who could not afford one. Having surpassed 
his goal, he paid it forward, giving $500 to fi ve 
organizers on the ground to help pay for rides 
to and from protests, a logistical matter not 
often acknowledged that is just as important 
as the action. 

The role of documenting has opened oppor-
tunities for Autman—at 13, his work photo-
graphing Black Lives Matter marches in 2014 
was published online at BET and NBC, making 

him one of the youngest people in the U.S. 
to have photographs featured on a national 
media platform. While this fact is padded by 
his humility, it’s a testament to how photog-
raphy can build trust with the media and the 
community—and hold accountability. He says 
stripping away the fi nancial barrier for Black 
creatives is key. It took Autman seven years to 
raise money for his fi rst camera. “The power of 
photography is narrative building, document-
ing history, and it is humanizing the folks on 
the other side of the lens, as well as humaniz-
ing yourself,” he says. 

Vashon Jordan Jr., a 21-year-old photogra-
pher and Columbia College senior from West 
Pullman, wants more Black documenters out 
on the streets. The television student gained 
notoriety on social media as of late for cover-
ing recent unrest through an unfiltered and 
honest view that has allowed him to amplify 
Black voices, an approach which stems from 
his own experiences. But he doesn’t want to 
be put on a pedestal for his work—it should be 
the norm, he says. 

When he was a junior in high school, he 
bought his first DSLR camera and taught 
himself how to use it. He then won a sponsor-
ship from a photo and film rental company 
to produce a short fi lm about a trans woman 
wrongly accused of sexual assault to highlight 
how the justice system disproportionately 
a� ects transgender people. Since then, he has 
been documenting his community and beyond 
for the last fi ve years. He recently gave his fi rst 
camera to a friend, also his photo assistant, 
whose camera was stolen. “If you give a cam-
era or a tool to the source, magic is guaranteed 
to be made because our lives and our experi-
ences are magical,” Jordan says. 

That magic is what Octavious hopes to 
spread with Black Archivist. Aside from pro-
viding documentation access, the project is 
a way to uplift Black photographers, share 
their work, and create a network of support. 
Since Black Archivist began, he’s been sharing 
beautiful photos on Instagram to highlight 
the variance of Black art and give these artists 
a bigger audience. And it’s a reminder that 
anyone—regardless of race, education, or 
class—can do anything they want if they are 
drawn to it. “Not being a photographer and 
then becoming a photographer, I learned that 
I can become a photographer,” Octavious says. 
“You have to believe it to make other people 
believe it.” v

� @ArielParrella

Paul Octavious � AGATHA THERESA
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When it was announced the Art 
Institute of Chicago was reopening 
I swore I wouldn’t go. Museums are 

severely restricted places in the best of times. 
Would there be anything left to enjoy while 
masked, distanced, and subject to mandatory 
directional signage? Can art, which can give a 
window to the infi nite, be appreciated despite 
the new and necessary scrims and barriers? 
Yet, when my old college friend Frank asked 
if I wanted to go, I was among the fi rst in line 
outside the entrance to the Modern Wing a 
few minutes before noon on Thursday, July 
30, waiting for the doors to open.

The fi rst hour was limited to museum mem-
bers and inside there was a receiving line of 
employees welcoming us back. We went up to 
visit an old friend fi rst. Frank and I were stu-
dents at SAIC at the start of the 90s. We have 
both been to this museum hundreds of times 
these past 30 years and have rarely missed 
a look at Willem de Kooning’s Excavation. 
Curators have moved it several times as the 
museum has expanded and reconfi gured, but 

to us it is a touchstone the way Georges Seur-
at’s A Sunday at La Grande Jatte or Edward 
Hopper’s Nighthawks is to the general public. 
Excavation is currently in a room which is 
a little too small for it, but at least it’s got a 
couple other de Koonings to keep it company.

In the week prior to reopening the big art 
world tabloid news item was local billionaire 
Ken Gri�  n’s announcement that he’d parked 
the Jean-Michel Basquiat he’d recently 
purchased for $100 million on one of the 
museum’s walls. A few minutes after leaving 
de Kooning we found it. There were a couple 
other viewers in the gallery straining to see 
what $100 million looks like. I couldn’t see it 
either. The painting, Boy and Dog in Johnny-
pump, is certainly big enough to pretend to be 
important, but without the famous dead art-
ist’s name, if encountered, say, at a regional 
art fair, it wouldn’t rate a slowdown to one’s 
pace. Its importance has less to do with art 
than with the state of the world, where a rich 
guy can display his latest status symbol pur-
chase in a public place for the envy of others.

MUSEUMS

Plague time at the Art Institute
What it’s like to explore a familiar place under unfamiliar circumstances.

By DMITRY SAMAROV

One thing I noticed, which marked this visit 
as different from any previous one, is how 
much interaction there was between visitors 
and guards. They are usually just part of the 
scenery. The only time one talks to them is 
to ask for directions or be admonished for 
coming too close to the art. But this day every 
guard was acknowledged like a long-missed 
friend. It was like greeting distant relations at 
church after not having attended in years.

New signs were all over. Arrows, Xs, 
squares, and circles form a now-familiar 
Hobo Alphabet to everyone living through 
this plague time. The museum’s floors and 
doors bore the telltale markings. Movements 
through rooms I know by heart are now mi-
cromanaged and regulated. Strolling through 
the Old Masters galleries we encountered 
a guard who pointed out an X on the floor 
and told us to turn around. Not being able to 
choose one’s path is a sure sign of a drastic 
realignment. 

It was just after 1 PM when we wandered 
near the Michigan Avenue entrance to see a 
stream of visitors slowly fi ling in. The public 
was here, it was time for us to leave, but out 
of the corner of his eye, Frank noticed some-
thing new. Gustave Caillebotte’s Paris Street; 
Rainy Day, 1877—practically a mascot for 
the museum—didn’t look like its old self. We 
came closer and noticed little differences; 
bits of color now popped, where once they’d 
receded, contrasts were now accentuated 
where they were once blurred. Restorers had 
obviously spent serious time deep cleaning 
the painting during the shutdown. It was like 
seeing an old movie in hi-def; perhaps more 
crystal clear than it needs to be.

I don’t know when I’ll return. For now, the 
fi rst hour of every day—the museum is closed 
Tuesdays and Wednesdays—is restricted to 
members. Even before COVID, I had no love 
for crowds, so the chance to spend time with 
paintings I’ve loved for decades without being 
oppressed by groups of audio tour zombies 
staggering about is tempting. On the other 
hand, wearing a mask and being ever vigilant 
of breaking new rules is no way to lose oneself 
in the moment. This is our lot now. We have 
to take our respites and pleasures wherever 
they’re o� ered, no matter how circumscribed 
or limited. v

� @Chicago_Reader

The lions were getting lonely. � COURTESY OF THE ART 
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In a recent survey published in the Singa-
pore-based paper the Straits Times, “artist” 
was labeled the top nonessential job during 

the pandemic. Folks flocked to social media 
to push back and criticize the results—and 
rightfully so. Just because museums have been 
largely closed and art openings have been put 
on pause doesn’t mean art is absent from our 
everyday experience. 

Art spaces are trickling back with shows, 
events, and exhibitions since we entered phase 
four of the reopening. That’s why “Artists 
Run Chicago 2.0” makes so much damn sense. 
Because they do—and they always will—run 
Chicago (pandemic or not). 

I don’t frequent the Art Institute or the Mu-
seum of Contemporary Art all that often. I’m 
more of an ACRE, Heaven, Franklin kind of gal. 
So it’s a relief to know that the Hyde Park Art 
Center’s exhibition is inviting all of my favorite 
artist-run, DIY galleries to feature work all 
over the building. No need to travel up to Oak 
Park and down to Pilsen to try and catch sev-
eral openings in one night—they are all going 
to be in the galleries, hallways, and even the 
kitchen space of HPAC. 

There are 50 galleries involved in “Artists 
Run Chicago 2.0,” and those are just a handful of 
the spaces that exist in the city’s DIY art scene. 

Chicago thrives off of alternative art spaces. 
There’s even an exhibition space, Clutch, that 
takes place inside of a purse. Whether it’s in 
a backyard, a garage, or storefront, all of the 
spaces involved in the show are artist-run.

The Hyde Park Art Center is commemorating 
the anniversary of the original “Artists Run 
Chicago” show in 2009. Some of the galleries 
like 65GRAND, Julius Caesar, and Devening 
Projects overlap with this year’s show, but 
many of the galleries included in the 2.0 edition 
have popped up since 2009. Like many DIY 
spaces, some have come and gone, while others 
have transformed into a new gallery or project 
space.

In 2010, LVL3 started as a live-work space 
which has now turned into an inclusive ex-
hibition space. LVL3 celebrated its ten-year 
anniversary in February, which is a large part 
of their selection of work in “Artist Run 2.0.” 
Vincent Uribe, the director of the gallery, 
says, “It’s an honor to participate alongside so 
many of our favorite artist-run spaces. It’s a bit 
surreal to think we’ve been doing year-round 
exhibition programming for the past ten years, 
having interacted with so many di� erent art-
ists from all over the world.”

The pieces at HPAC are work and ephemera 
that LVL3 has collected and archived over the 

VISUAL ARTS

Artists still run Chicago 
The Hyde Park Art Center is bringing back the spaces we’ve all missed.

By S. NICOLE LANE

ARTS & CULTURE

SAVE THE DATE!
September 18-27

THE 36th
CHICAGO LATINO

FILM FESTIVAL

Goes
FILM FESTIVAL

GoesGoesVirtual!

ChicagoLatinoFilmFestival.org
For more information visit

Get Social With Us

@ChiLatinoFilm
#CLFF36

www.thelogantheatre.com
www.chicagolatinofilmfestival.org
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Work curated by LVL3 as part of “Artists Run 
Chicago 2.0” � COURTESY OF TRAN TRAN

years. “There are notes from artists, instruc-
tions, fragments of things left behind but they 
have a distinct memory tied to them to help us 
recognize the work we’ve put into LVL3 with so 
many di� erent people involved,” Uribe says. 

When I did a walk-through of the show with 
Allison Peters Quinn, the director of exhibi-
tions at HPAC, she mentioned how different 
this opening will look compared to the 2009 
exhibition. Artist-run gallery openings are 
known for their after-parties and the in-person 
connections made from artist to artist and 
gallery to gallery. She says that excitement will 
defi nitely be missed here as folks will have to 
view the show with limited capacity.

While the opening may look different, it’s 
still a way to engage with new galleries and 
project spaces. I was drawn to the library 
project space, Chuquimarca, and its display 
of a selection of Native, Caribbean, and Latinx 
art and history books that take a closer look at 
HPAC’s archive and library. Above the installa-
tion are the words “Decolonize Zhigaagoong, 
Defund CPD, and Defend DACA,” which, as John 
H. Guevara explains, acknowledges “Chicago’s 
Indigenous legacy and racist colonial systems. 
The assemblage of the statement and library 
installation hopes to encourage Chicago’s art 
communities to evaluate their principles and 
operations with social and political issues and 
laws.”

Guevara says while Chicago’s independent 
art spaces and projects are important, “ini-
tiatives that slow down, problematize, and 
workshop art-making, and are vocally working 
to be anti-racist and anti-colonial are more 
imperative.” So while folks may miss gallery 
openings, the connections made, and profes-
sional networking, it’s all trivial in the grand 
scheme of reality. Folks like Guevara are uti-
lizing this exhibition to provide education and 
he explains that to make art for the “visibility 
sake becomes secondary,” and community and 
healing come fi rst. “We aren’t able to speak on 
other cities, but that may be the juice of Chica-
go’s artist-run spaces and projects.” v

The public can attend the Art Center’s opening 
of the exhibition on September 1 which takes 
place in Gallery’s 1, 2, 5, the Cleve Carney Gal-
lery, the Kanter McCormick Gallery, and the 
Jackman Goldwasser Catwalk Gallery. 

� @snicolelane

ARTS & CULTURE
Make The Order
By Mojdeh Stoakley

I.
This rank is holy
I can baptize myself
with each cloak of The Heavens
royal blue Huntsville flight
suit, custom patches,
“ Commande“ Commander… ”  Like

a title given
to me
by men
or God
or men
who think
ththey're Gods

but men will never be Gods
even if Marshall men mistake
themselves for Masters.
Compliance does not
concede permission
rights or privilege.
TTheir hands cannot control
These Heavens,
though they try.

I have landed safely 
now.

Stationed bravely
in the mission. In the
I I own this crater! In the
Respect my rank
private! In the
Ask me first! In the
I know This! 
now.

II.
I tell I tell my students
they can call me,
Commander.

It’s an excuse
to have soft
conversations
about gender
identity, chosen
names, self-
assuassurance,
and fighting
Imposter
Syndrome.

It didn’t start
that way, but turned
out to be The Answer
toto
No Miss, please,
No Ms, please,
No Mr.

Please,
Commander.

III.
TThis rank was earned
after suborned
and sanctioned.
I have made myself
from the push-ups and
exercise in not-drowning
under the weight
of the institutioof the institution’s
compulsory components
g-force spin, in this
royal blue Huntsville flight
suit, custom patches. Say
“ Commander… ”

IV.
II know this is cosplay. 
It didn’t start
that way, but turned

royal blue Huntsville flight
suit, custom patches. Say
“ Commander… ”

IV.
I know this is cosplay. 
It didn’t start
thatthat way, but turned
out to be The Answer.

I know that these rank pips
and embroidered letters
and heat embossed wings
are merely things I design
and make-to-order. No one
mamakes ceremony or appointment
or offers me purple hearts
for my PTSD.

Is it so different when requesting Social Security
remove a husband’s or father’s or slave master’s
surname so that your documents are no 
longer branded? Or when you ask for the police
rreport to read: assault
instead of: simple battery?

Sign the paperwork.
Make the order. 

Mojdeh Stoakley is an internationally touring and award-winning writer, performer, educator,  and producer. They're a genderqueer Afro-Persian 
who's two parts social practice artist and one part space cadet.

Poem curated by Nikki Patin, who holds an MFA in creative non-fiction from the University of Southern Maine, is a recipient of a 3Arts Make 
A Wave award in music, and was recently named one of “30 Writers to Watch” by the Guild Literary Complex. Patin is the community 
engagement director for the Chicago Alliance Against Sexual Exploitation and the founder and executive producer of Surviving the Mic, 
a monthly live podcast and writing workshop series based on the south side of Chicago, where she lives with her six-year-old son, Tobias.

Poetry Foundation | 61 West Superior Street | poetryfoundation.org/events

Teaching Poetry Online Collection
Dive into resources for teaching and learning remotely, for all grades and levels.
More information at poetryfoundation.org 

Free online resources from the Poetry Foundation

POETRY CORNER

www.poetryfoundation.org
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THEATER
David Zak; Donterrio Johnson � BOB EDDY/ZEKE 

DOLEZALEK

CHANGES OF THE OLD GUARD

Pride goeth forward after David 
Zak’s fall
What can be learned from the departure of Pride Films and Plays’s founder?

By KERRY REID

There are no shows to speak of happening on 
Chicago stages, but the o� stage drama has 
been at a fever pitch in recent months. 

Victory Gardens Theater underwent a very 
public dressing-down from the playwrights 
ensemble and others in the theater community 
after the board announced that Erica Daniels, 
the executive director, was replacing departing 
artistic director Chay Yew as the executive artis-
tic director, sans the national search the board 
had promised. Daniels subsequently resigned 
in the wake of protests, and Roxanna Conner 
was named acting managing director; the board 
has announced a new search process for the 
next artistic director, including a call for public 
comment.

Andrew Alexander, the longtime owner, CEO, 
and executive producer at Second City, also 
resigned after social media criticism about 
institutional racism at the comedy behemoth, 
with Anthony LeBlanc named interim executive 
producer. Charna Halpern, the owner of iO, 
beset with fi nancial di�  culties exacerbated by 
COVID-19 and facing ongoing allegations about 

a culture of racism and harassment at her com-
edy theater, decided to close it down for good.

The release of the “BIPOC Demands for White 
American Theatre” from the coalition We See 
You, White American Theater (We See You 
W.A.T.) last month has also focused attention on 
issues of diversity, equity, and inclusion across 
the country. Locally, the collapse of Profiles 
Theatre after many longstanding allegations of 
sexual abuse and harassment came to light in 
the Reader in 2016 has led to a national push to 
adopt standards for safety and accountability, 
especially in non-Equity venues, piloted by 
Not In Our House through the Chicago Theatre 
Standards.

In late June, David Zak, executive director of 
Pride Films and Plays and one of the pioneers 
of Chicago o� -Loop theater with the long-gone 
Bailiwick Repertory, faced a wide-ranging series 
of Facebook allegations. These encompassed 
stories of unsafe physical conditions in both the 
two-venue PFP home (for those who like irony, 
the theaters were formerly occupied by Profi les) 
and the company’s Uptown rehearsal space, as 

well as allegations about Zak engaging in pat-
terns of abuse and harassment toward actors 
and others involved with PFP, or ignoring such 
abuse from others associated with the company. 

On July 3, the 64-year-old Zak issued a public 
statement announcing his departure that read 
in part: “It pains me that my actions and words 
have hurt many others in our Chicago theatre 
community and for that I apologize greatly. I 
would not intentionally o� end, hurt, or exclude 
anyone in our arts community, which plays such 
an important role to build understanding and 
bridges in our community. But it has happened, 
and I am sorry.”

The PFP board simultaneously announced the 
appointment of Donterrio Johnson as artistic 
director. Johnson is an actor and director whose 
lengthy list of credits includes his Jeff-nomi-
nated 2019 staging of the musical A Man of No 
Importance at PFP. The board also announced 
that JD Caudill and Robert Ollis will continue as 
company artistic associates. 

So what happened? And why did it all come to 
a head now?

I heard from well over a dozen people who 
were involved either with PFP or with Bailiwick 
Repertory—detractors of Zak, champions, and 
those who fall in between. What emerged was 
a complex portrait of how much things have 
changed, in both Chicago theater and the gay 
community, since Zak first opened doors for 
LGBTQ theater artists at Bailiwick in the 1980s. 
(Zak was inducted into the Chicago LGBT Hall of 
Fame in 2013.) The recent calls to rename “Boys 
Town” illustrate some of those changes, as does 
the increased attention in recent years to the 
racism and harassment young LGBTQ people of 
color face in the neighborhood.

Some of the confl ict seems driven by gener-
ational shifts, as the old paradigms of putting 
up with whatever you have to in order to be in a 
show have thankfully broken down in the wake 
of #MeToo and so many other heightened calls 
for justice inside and outside theater. But there 
are also lessons here for going forward; about 
board accountability for the actions of artistic 
leaders, particularly when those leaders are 
the organization’s founders; about how even 
theaters that champion work by marginalized 
communities can continue patterns of bias, 
neglect, and abuse toward others; and finally, 
about what a theater community wracked by 
the pandemic and facing societal reckonings on 
several fronts can and should be in the future.

FROM BAILIWICK TO PFP

In 1982, Zak started Bailiwick Repertory. 
Initially identified primarily as a director’s 
theater (as opposed to a company with a 

standing acting ensemble, like Steppenwolf), 
Bailiwick produced an annual directors’ festival 
(full disclosure: I directed a piece for the 1991 
installment). An early hit was the Zak-directed 
1987 musical adaptation (by Sir Peter Hall) of 
George Orwell’s Animal Farm, which won seven 
non-Equity Je�  Awards. 

But by the end of the 1980s, Bailiwick became 
increasingly identifi ed with work by and about 
LGTBQ people—particularly gay men. Among 
many other shows, the company produced the 
Chicago premiere of Robert Chesley’s Jerker, 
about two gay men connecting via phone sex, 
in 1988, and the world premieres of Hannah 
Free by Claudia Allen, Trafficking in Broken 
Hearts by Edwin Sanchez, and the long-running 
hit Party by David Dillon. Long before rising to 
national fame, Alexandra Billings (Transparent) 
explored life as a transwoman in her 1996 solo 
show at Bailiwick, Before I Disappear. 

Eventually, Bailiwick’s annual Pride series 
became a showcase for LGBTQ work. Jerker 
was a harbinger of things to come, so to speak: 
over the years, Bailiwick o� ered a slew of shows 
highlighting gay relationships, often with 
men in various states of undress, including the 
long-running Naked Boys Singing. Alongside 
the more overtly sexually charged shows, 
Bailiwick also won acclaim for its musical pro-
ductions, such as its 2004 Chicago premiere of 
Jason Robert Brown and Alfred Uhry’s Parade, 
based on the 1913 lynching of Leo Frank, a Jew-
ish foreman accused of murdering a young girl 
who worked in his factory, and the American 
premiere of Richard Thomas and Stewart Lee’s 
Jerry Springer: The Opera.

Bailiwick primarily operated out of two 
Lakeview spaces: the long-gone Jane Addams 
Hull-House Center at 3212 N. Broadway (which 
housed Steppenwolf in its early days) and then 
the old Chicago Filmmakers space at 1229 W. 
Belmont (now the home of Theater Wit). They 
moved out of the latter in 2008, and dissolved 
in 2009. (Another company, Bailiwick Chicago, 
which had no association with Zak, arose from 
those ashes and produced until 2015 under 
artistic director Lili-Anne Brown.)

Pride Films and Plays, Zak’s next venture, 
formed in 2010 and was itinerant for a few years 
before taking over the old Profiles venues in 
2016 and renaming them the Pride Arts Center. 
According to the last tax forms on fi le, covering 
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the fi scal year of July 2017-June 2018, PFP’s an-
nual revenues were $361,446, against operating 
expenses of $348,249. 

But a common thread in the histories of 
both Bailiwick Repertory and PFP has been 
ongoing financial problems. A 2008 Time Out 
Chicago piece by Jake Malooley noted that 
various theater blogs were calling out Bailiwick 
for failing to pay artists, and that playwright 
Jim Provenzano was suing over nonpayment of 
royalties for his play Pins. “There are two really 
popular misconceptions about the Bailiwick,” 
Zak responded. “One is that people are always 
naked on stage, and the other is that no one gets 
paid. And that’s just wrong.”

Nicholas Patricca, a playwright and former 
artistic associate at Bailiwick Repertory, praised 
Zak in an e-mail (one of several pro-Zak missives 
that landed in my inbox last month) as “one of 
the most important artists of our contemporary 
Chicago Theatre movement,” adding, “David 
has a rough and ready style that suits him and 
that keeps the theatres he heads ‘up and run-
ning.’ His genius and his style overcome great 
obstacles and often produce great theatre.”

But that “rough and ready style” is pre-
cisely what others found objectionable.

THE CALL OUT

On June 26, director and choreographer Jon 
Martinez, who worked on two shows at 
PFP (as choreographer for 2017’s Priscilla, 

Queen of the Desert by Stephan Elliott and Allan 
Scott, codirected by Zak and Derek Van Barham, 
and director for 2018’s It’s Only a Play by Ter-
rence McNally) made a public post on Facebook 
that began, “People have recently asked me if 
they should work for PFP. PFP is not a place I 
think any Chicago artist should work and here 
is why.”

Among the six bullet points Martinez listed 
were sets that featured “exposed sharp edges 
of wood,” and a rehearsal room “that was dirty 
and had roaches and rodent feces.” He also 
called out PFP sta�  for “not swiftly dealing with 
a robbery in their theatre when in production or 
providing alternative measures to help the cast 
feel safe” as well as lack of marketing support 
for productions and the fact that PFP, at the time 
of the post, had been without an artistic director 
since 2018. (Zak’s official title was executive 
director. Nelson Rodriguez served as artistic 
director from 2016 to 2018. He could not be 
reached for comment for this article.)

That post opened up the fl oodgates. Over 260 
comments were posted, with many commenters 
amplifying Martinez’s complaints and adding 

stories about verbal sexual harassment from 
Zak and other associates at PFP, body shaming, 
lack of respect for nonbinary and trans artists, 
and marginalization of women’s work at PFP. 
Subsequently, a petition on change.org to Not In 
Our House (which has no regulatory authority 
over theaters) and other organizations circulat-
ed, calling for Zak’s resignation.

Reached for comment on Martinez’s post and 
the subsequent alleations, Zak said, “I’m not 
denying anything. I apologize to the people who 
got hurt. But I also think that we wouldn’t have 
lasted this long if there was not a lot of good 
stu�  going. And that’s what’s interesting about 
reading comments from people who worked 
here, in some instances for four or five or six 
shows.”

In a follow-up interview, Martinez noted that 
the precipitating event for his post was that he 
had been asked by Zak to direct a two-person 
musical, Girlfriend, inspired in part by Mat-
thew Sweet’s 1991 album of the same title and 
originally slated to open live this month (it has 
since been canceled). After the McNally play, 
Martinez said that Zak and some of the PFP 
board members “asked for my feedback on the 
experience and I gave my feedback honestly 
on how I felt the experience was.” That e-mail 
from Martinez ended with, he said, “And that is 
why I will never work for PFP again.” He never 
received a response or heard from the board or 
Zak, until the o� er to direct the musical arrived. 

In addition to his unease in directing even a 
socially distanced live two-person show amid 
COVID, Martinez said he was discomfi ted that 
his earlier complaints were never acknowl-
edged, and that he felt the message was “all is 
forgotten, because I have this opportunity for 
you.” 

“I think in particular in Chicago, there is this 
sort of mentality to forgive and forget without 
actually receiving an apology or anything be-
cause of the opportunity,” Martinez said. “I did 
not have David in my mind whatsoever in terms 
of listing these grievances. Because I didn’t 
see him as the sole person that was part of this 
. . . I’m not calling for the termination of anyone. 
I’m not calling for the theater to be burned to 
the ground.” 

Martinez added that as the comments piled 
up on his post, along with private messages he 
received, “All of them started to focus on David. 
And what became apparent to everyone, which 
is what I assume prompted the petition that 
was started, was that it’s not the company. It is 
stemming from this one person who has all of 
this power, logistically, with how the company is 
set up.” He added that no one from the current 

board reached out to him after the post went 
public.

For Martinez and others to whom I spoke, the 
fact that PFP is one of the few queer-identifi ed 
theaters in the city made their experiences even 
worse. “For myself as a gay man, as a queer per-
son, as a queer-identifying person, you live your 
whole life hardly ever seeing examples of things 
on TV or in movies or in your real life of people 
like you. . . . To have this place that not only ex-
ists and produces plays, but they have their own 
actual space, specifi cally in Chicago? That is so 
incredibly cool.” 

Martinez added that being in the COVID shut-
down has led him to reevaluate what he wants in 
an artistic collaboration. “I refuse to go back to 
a world where [actors] have to ask me if it’s OK 
to work at a company because they’ve maybe 
heard some stories, but they really need to au-
dition because it would be a great opportunity 
for them. . . . I think I didn’t say anything before 
because I was afraid for me.”

WOMEN’S WORK

Like Martinez, director Iris Sowlat was 
drawn to PFP because of its mission. “I ap-
plied to be the assistant director of a show 

in 2015. The show was going to open in 2016. 
At that point I had not heard any whisperings 
about David. I was 22 and had just fi nished col-
lege. So I was just like, ‘Oh, there’s a gay theater. 
I’m gay.’ And that one show alone [Raggedy 
And by David Valdes Greenwood, directed by 
Cecilie Keenan] from my perspective was a good 
experience.” (That show was produced by PFP 
at Rivendell Theatre in Edgewater, prior to the 
company taking over Profi les.)

Sowlat said that her first negative experi-
ences with PFP came in 2017 with (For the Love 
Of), or, The Roller Derby Play, a world premiere 
by Gina Femia and directed by Rachel Edwards 
Harvith, on which Sowlat served as production 
manager. Nelson Rodriguez, then the artistic di-
rector, hired Sowlat for the job. “He was a great 
mentor, he encouraged my theatrical pursuits, 
and he was the main reason I accepted company 
membership when it was offered to me,” she 
said. But though Rodriguez was the artistic di-
rector, Sowlat found that necessary production 
questions she had—involving everything from 
budgets to contracts to schedules—ended up 
going through Zak, who, she said, “basically 
positioned himself to be the one who had all 
the information. But I think he also definitely 
distanced himself from people or things that he 
just didn’t care about nurturing as much.”

In Sowlat’s view, those people and things 

often involved work by and about women.
Sowlat directed Corinne J. Kawecki’s lesbian 

drama The Days Are Shorter in 2018. Around 
the same time that play was running in PFP’s 
smaller venue, the Buena, Flies!, a musical 
parody of Lord of the Flies, was playing in the 
larger Broadway space. “It was abundantly clear 
that Flies! had more advertising than The Days 
Are Shorter,” Sowlat said. She also noticed that 
posters for her show were left sitting in boxes 
in the theater, undistributed, while posters 
for Flies! were on the street, and that her show 
didn’t get the same social media profile from 
PFP as the musical. In an itemized statement 
Sowlat prepared for a community meeting on 
PFP (one that never happened in light of Zak’s 
resignation), she said that Zak told her a sepa-
rate company handled poster distribution. Zak 
said that he thought “Iris, like everybody else, 
knew that people in many ways marketed their 
own shows because we didn’t have a full-time 
marketing sta�  at that point.”

Sowlat noted, “There were many conversa-
tions where [Zak] would say, ‘Oh, we’d do more 
stu�  about women if we had the money for it, 
but we don’t have the money for it.’” She also 
said that Zak “started treating me as though I 
was in charge of the women’s program,” even 
sending her lists of the “wealthiest lesbians” 
and asking if she could coax any of them to join 
the PFP board. She added in an e-mail, “The 
way that David viewed and treated women, 
including asking me to go search for lesbian 
board members, was his way of creating a false 
problem where there really shouldn’t have been 
one at all.”

Zak attributed some of the problems with 
the women’s program to a dearth of available 
lesbian-themed plays with signifi cant audience 
appeal. “It’s a national trend, even a worldwide 
trend, that few lesbian plays are being produced. 
That creates a vicious circle in which writers, 
seeing a limited market for lesbian-themed 
plays, are discouraged from writing about those 
themes. . . . That’s as old as time. We attempted 
to overcome this by instituting our LezPlay 
competition and in fact The Days Are Shorter 
was a fi nalist in our 2016 LezPlay Contest.”

Part of the management problems at PFP 
Sowlat also attributed to an overambitious 
production schedule. “They ended up growing 
to a point where they easily had eight or nine 
shows a year,” she said. “It defi nitely looked like 
they were biting o�  more than they could chew 
because for most of those shows, the quality 
was not that good.” 

“It may be fair to say we were overly ambi-
tious in our production plans,” said Zak. “After 
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moving into the Pride Arts Center spaces we 
felt financially pressured to keep both stages 
busy. Sometimes outside tenants canceled on 
us and we responded by planning productions 
of our own on short notice to fill in the gaps 
the cancellations created. I’m proud of all our 
work—much of which was recognized through 
awards and positive critical reviews—but we 
may have spread ourselves thin in our ability to 
market all the shows.”

Like Martinez, Sowlat said that attempts to 
involve the board in discussions about concerns 
she and others at PFP had with Zak’s manage-
ment style and “general rude behavior,” as her 
community statement characterized it (she 
claimed that this behavior included comments 
on actors’ body types and “sex appeal”) went 
nowhere; when one board member found out 
that she was collecting some stories from other 
artists concerned about what they had experi-
enced, “he sent me this really nasty e-mail.”

But Keenan, who worked with Zak for many 
years at Bailiwick Rep, paints a slightly di� erent 
picture. “Many of us owe our careers to him,” 
she noted in an e-mail. “He is part of our com-
munity and has given thousands of people work. 
He is complex and complicated but I have more 
‘problems’ with others who have less heart and 
gobs of money.”

Reached by phone, Keenan expanded on her 
comments. “I feel like we’re starting to kick 
babies out with bath waters, as opposed to ‘who 
is responsible for this particular thing?’ It’s the 
board. The board, when I was there . . . with few 
exceptions, never ever stepped up. And it’s not 
just these boards. It’s every board. It’s always 
the fricking artistic director, executive director, 
whatever you want to call them, who has to get 
down on their hands and knees and scrub the 
fl oor.” But she also noted that both she and Zak 
“come from a different generation where we 
really didn’t expect anybody to give a shit, you 
know? That doesn’t take away from what other 
people are wanting now.”

STRUCTURAL FLAWS

The lack of board oversight is something 
others who worked with PFP noted. Derek 
Van Barham, who served as associate ar-

tistic director at PFP and directed eight produc-
tions there (two as codirector with Zak) before 
leaving in November of 2018, fi rst met Zak as 
a grad student at Roosevelt University. “I’m 
very grateful for the opportunities that I was 
given, and I’m very proud of a lot of the work 

that I created there,” he noted in an e-mail. 
“Like many directors at PFP, I realized that part 
of the job was incubating the cast and team, 
protecting the process.” He added, “There’s a 
disconnect between the award-winning shows 
and the experiences of the artists working on 
them. And that’s not just a PFP thing.”

Barham shared his 2018 resignation letter 
from PFP with me, in which he wrote, “As AAD, 
I was often the recipient of people’s frustra-
tions, concerns, and disappointments. And 
I just don’t have the energy to hold the dam 
anymore, especially when I don’t know how to 
justify or defend the decisions from the top.” 
In an e-mail, Barham noted that he did receive 
responses from some members of the board, 
but there were no “no action items, or attempts 
to rectify anything.” The board has turned over 
completely since Barham’s resignation.

In a phone interview, Barham noted, “There 
are a few areas of concern being expressed. 
There’s David as a problematic fi gure in a queer 
organization because of insensitive things that 
he says, and working methods that may feel 
dated or old school. Then there’s David just as 
a challenging, difficult person to work with. 
And then there’s the safety of the building that 
needs to be addressed.”

Zak attributed many of the problems with 
the move into the old Profiles space and the 
subsequent expansion of programming. “We 
were trying to do all the letters of the LGBTQ 
and more. We were trying to bring in racial 
diversity as much as possible. And looking back 
on it, that’s not something that any organiza-
tion could have done, no matter the size. Unless 
you’re the Royal Shakespeare Company or the 
National Theatre of Great Britain.” He also said 
that the artistic associates, who were supposed 
to help fi ll the gap between the fundraising of 
the board and the day-to-day operations, didn’t 
always step up to meet those demands.

John Nasca, 62, a director and costume 
designer who began working with PFP in its 
earliest days in 2010, was an artistic associate 
with the company for several years. “I think 
there were nine of us [artistic associates],” he 
said. “And basically we were there in name only 
as we came to realize that we didn’t really have 
a voice. We had monthly meetings, but it never 
really came to much because it was what David 
wanted to do.”

Nasca also attributed internal conflict to 
changing tastes for gay theater audiences. 
“Every show, we have to do shirtless publicity 
photos, and it’s like, these don’t sell tickets 
anymore. They might have back then in the 

early days of Bailiwick, but it’s not enough to 
get people in the seats anymore. Could we be 
a little bit more creative rather than doing the 
same old thing over and over and over again?”

Nasca noted that he wasn’t alone among the 
artistic associates in feeling that his concerns  
were not heard by Zak and the board. “David 
was telling the board one thing and he was tell-
ing us another thing. . . . When we did person-
ally talk to the board, it just felt like they didn’t 
have any position of power.” Nasca fi nally left 
PFP in 2018, and he said, “There were like 18 
people who left in the same span of two weeks.”

James Anthony, who joined the PFP board 
in 2014 and also worked as audience services 
director until they too left in 2018, noted, 
“Sometimes, it was di  ̈  cult working with David 
because cofounders tend to have a way they like 
to do things.” Anthony, who is nonbinary, said, 
“There was quite a bit of sexual harassment 
and disrespect towards people, not just in 
pronouns, but just in the tone of voice and how 
things were run and operated.” They added, 
“That was a recurring theme for me, too. I had 
conversations with David about it as much as 
I could when I was there, and it never seemed 
to stick.” They also said, “PFP, technically, the 
whole company was just David.”

But Anthony, who has extensive experience 
in equity, diversity, and inclusion training, 
cautioned that the problems with PFP, both 
in terms of EDI and structural soundness, 
aren’t unique. “Most boards of directors are 
white folks,” and too many companies are 
“trying to become something that they’re 
not too quickly without developing a stra-
tegic vision and plan to put it into action.”

WHAT NOW?

As the new artistic director, Donterrio 
Johnson is understandably focused on 
the future. “The first thing is—I spent 

quite some time reading over all the comments 
and things that were both on Facebook and the 
petition—and the fi rst thing is really the inner 
structure of the company, making sure that we 
have representation for everybody, both on the 
board and the artistic associates, making sure 
that our theater looks like the world that is 
outside. I know a lot of people have issues with 
the rehearsal space and dressing rooms and 
just the upkeep of the theater, so we’ve already 
started gutting the space and making sure it 
can be presentable when the doors open again.”

But Johnson, who is Black, also wants to 
overhaul the kinds of shows that PFP has been 

best known for. “I think the big thing now is 
about inclusion. I want every story to be told 
within a season.” He added, “We’re really 
looking to broaden what we’re doing and not 
just focus on the fi ve great gay plays that exist, 
but kind of go into the world and go ‘OK, how 
can we tell these well-known stories in di� er-
ent ways, with di� erent genders and di� erent 
color and all that kind of thing?’” As an exam-
ple, he cites his dream project: an all-female/
femme-identifi ed Sweeney Todd.

Dan Hickey has been on the PFP board for 
two years, and though he said he was unaware 
of any “interactions” between artists and the 
board regarding conditions at PFP or Zak’s ac-
tions, he emphasized that actor safety is a pri-
ority now for the company. “When I heard that 
there were actors who didn’t feel safe, or that 
there were certain things within the theater 
that made them feel unsafe, that concerned me 
a lot.” Hickey also noted that the Martinez Face-
book post came shortly after PFP was taken to 
task by a BIPOC actor for announcing a virtual 
staged reading in their “Pride in Place” series 
of Brad Fraser’s Unidentifi ed Human Remains 
and the True Nature of Love that featured an 
all-white cast. (That reading was canceled.) 
“That, in my estimation, was what gave people 
pause to look more closely at Pride as an arbiter 
and as [an organization] that doesn’t operate 
within full representation. So that I feel was a 
precursor.”

The board seems to be making the right nois-
es about encouraging diversity and overhauling 
both the physical environment of PFP and its 
vision, which Johnson describes as “rebrand, 
restructure, and reignite.”

But what still remains unknown is what 
resources will be available for Johnson and 
his team to fully remake an organization that 
has for so long carried the imprimatur of its 
founder. As with Victory Gardens and Second 
City—as well as other organizations across the 
country that have started handing over leader-
ship to BIPOC artists and administrators just as 
American theater is facing its worst fi nancial 
crisis in living memory—one wonders if the 
new generation will be fully empowered by 
their boards, as well as foundations, audiences, 
and the larger community to move forward 
with the changes that are desperately needed.

Creating an atmosphere where artists feel 
they can speak out about their working con-
ditions and have those concerns heard and 
addressed would be a welcome fi rst step. v

� @kerryreid
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FILM

What’s a resilient auteur to do when 
their movie fl ops? After her 1966 fi lm 
Les Créatures—now fi nally available 

for home viewing in a new Criterion Collection 
box set—failed to engage critics and audiences 
alike, Agnès Varda took fi gurative lemons and 
made lemonade: she later used 35mm release 
prints of the film to create an installation 
called Ma Cabane de l’Echec, or My Shack of 
Failure, a rough-hewn hut with translucent 
walls made out of the salvaged film strips. 
Speaking of this structure in her 2008 film 
The Beaches of Agnès, Varda said, “In here, I 
feel like cinema is the house I live in,” adding 
in voice-over, “it’s like I’ve always lived there.” 

As a stand-in for the home she found in 
cinema, a residence literally made of fi lm is an 
aptly lyrical expression of this impish master’s 
devotion to the medium. Similarly, the Criteri-
on box set represents a home for Varda’s body 
of work. At the risk of waxing poetic, I felt 
euphoric when I fi rst held The Complete Films 
of Agnès Varda, the weight of the object in my 
hands an implausible proxy for the totality of 
her. It’s a beautiful piece of physical media, 

containing 15 Blu-ray discs with 39 of her fi lms 
(21 features, 17 shorts, and one documentary 
miniseries), several hours of illuminating 
special features, and an exquisitely designed 
200-page book with writings by Michael 
Koresky, Amy Taubin, So Mayer, and others, 
as well as depictions of her photo and instal-
lation work. The discs themselves are grouped 
by theme—“Early Varda,” “Around Paris,” “In 
California,” “Her Body, Herself,” and “Jacques 
Demy” among them—which contextualize her 
biography (for instance, Varda was married to 
fellow New Wave director Jacques Demy, and 
they lived in California for several years) and 
the themes she explored through her work up 
until her death in March 2019. 

Varda was at the center of one of Chicago’s 
most joyful cultural events of the past decade 
when, in 2015, she attended a celebration of 
her work called CinéVardaExpo at the Logan 
Center for the Arts, organized in part by Dom-
inique Bluher, lecturer in the Department of 
Cinema and Media Studies at the University 
of Chicago; a personal friend of Varda, Bluher 
also appears in the miniseries Agnès de ci de 

là Varda (2011). It was an ecstatic celebration, 
where Varda spoke about many of her films 
and appeared with an accompanying exhibi-
tion called Photographs Get Moving (potatoes 
and shells, too), which featured several of her 
photographs and installations. People trav-
eled from across the country to see Varda, in-
cluding two young women who came wearing 
potato necklaces in homage to her 2000 doc-
umentary The Gleaners and I; Varda loved the 
girls’ spirit. Another woman brought her cat 
(Varda being known for having loved them), to 
the surprise of Varda and most everyone else. 
“It was like every event where she is present,” 
Bluher says of the visit, “it is something that 
people do not forget.” Less enchantingly a man 
in the audience during Varda’s opening-night 
lecture asked whether she preferred Jean-
Luc Godard or François Tru  ̈aut, a question I 
wouldn’t advise anyone inquire of a venerated 
female auteur, but which she handled grace-
fully nonetheless.

The Belgian-born Varda was 26 when she 
made her first film, La Pointe Courte (1955), 
an auspicious debut that arguably heralded 
the French New Wave before Truffaut made 
his seminal ode, The 400 Blows (1959). Varda 
was a key member of the so-called Left Bank 
Group, along with Demy, Alain Resnais (who 
edited La Pointe Courte), and Chris Marker, 
among others; she’s considered to be the only 
woman fi lmmaker associated with the move-
ment. Her body of work is varied, ranging from 
feature-length narratives (Cléo From 5 to 7, Le 
bonheur, Vagabond) and documentaries (The 
Gleaners and I, The Beaches of Agnès, Faces 
Places, which she codirected with visual artist 
JR) to a collection of uncommon short films 
that represent some of her best e  ̈orts. 

Uncle Yanco (1968), an offbeat portrait of 
one of her Greek relatives, is a fan favorite; 
Black Panthers (1970), as timely now as it was 
on first release, is an outsider’s look at the 
revolutionary political organization. One I 
especially love is Ulysse (1982), a self-refl exive 
essay in which Varda examines her photo-
graph of the same name, a stunning piece that 
exhibits her compositional mastery. While 
going through the box set, I revisited Les dites 
cariatides (1984), originally made for French 
television, a lyrical tour of the shapely col-
umns scattered around Paris complemented 
by selections of poetry by Charles Baudelaire, 
which Varda recites. Whether one is seeing 

a certain Varda film for the first time—per 
the Criterion Collection, this marks the U.S. 
home-video premieres of Les Creatures, Jac-
quot de Nantes, One Hundred and One Nights, 
and Les 3 boutons—or revisiting it, the idea 
of discovery is essential both within Varda’s 
work and to appreciating it.

Former Reader critic Jonathan Rosenbaum, 
who led a Q&A with Varda after Cléo From 5 to 
7 screened at the Music Box Theatre during her 
2015 visit and who will be teaching a course on 
her this fall at the School of the Art Institute, 
remarks about this extensive compilation of 
work that “the main value, in her case, is to 
show how versatile she was, rather than show 
continuity . . . to show that she tried a lot of 
different things.” Rosenbaum specifically 
cited Varda’s short fi lm Plaisir d’amour en Iran 
(1977), pointing out that Iran was just one of 
many places, literally and fi guratively, that she 
went to in her practice. “Part of the value of 
having a lot of her work drawn together is to 
show how many di  ̈erent worlds she managed 
to encompass,” he says.

There’s little in the set that doesn’t refl ect 
Varda’s singular waggishness. Even the menus 
for each disc are evocative of her charm and 
whimsy; scores from her films provide the 
background music, and the design choices 
recall her own colorful eccentricity. The 
special features are fantastic and too many 
to list here, but standouts include Nausicaa 
(1970), a television fi lm once banned because 
of its criticism of the Greek government; other 
hard-to-see works, such as segments Varda 
directed for the 1983 French television pro-
gram Une minute pour une image; illuminating 
video essays; and, fi nally, bountiful footage of 
Varda herself, introducing the fi lms, attending 
festivals, and generally imparting her wisdom 
on fi lm, on art, on life.

After Faces Places (2017), Varda became a 
di  ̈erent sort of cultural icon, her diminutive 
stature, two-tone bowl cut, and discernible 
joie de vivre became emblems more of an ad-
mirably joyful person than a rigorous artist. 
It’s understandable why she sparks a desire to 
connect with her on a personal level (as Rosen-
baum notes, “a lot of fi lmmakers have ways of 
integrating their own lives in their work, but 
she went further”), but there’s also something 
to be said about appreciating her as the vener-
able auteur she was, whose work challenges us 
in imperceptible ways, its receptiveness and 
vulnerability radical in terms that are di  ̄  cult 
to articulate. To put it succinctly, as Bluher 
says, “She’s an artist. Period. And one of the 
most important artists, period.” v

Agnès Varda in Chicago for 2015’s 
CinéVardaExpo  � MATT LANG

FEATURE

(Re)discover Agnès Varda
A new Criterion Collection box set encompasses the fi lmmaker’s work—and 
reminds of her time spent in Chicago.

By KATHLEEN SACHS
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NEW TIMES REQUIRE NEW THINKING
Better read this if you are 62 or older and still making mortgage payments.

It’s a well-known fact that for many older Americans, 
the home is their single biggest asset, often accounting 
for more than 45% of their total net worth.  And with 
interest rates near all-time lows while home values are 
still high, this combination creates the perfect dynamic 
for getting the most out of your built-up equity.

But, many aren’t taking advantage of this 
unprecedented period. According to new statistics from 
the mortgage industry, senior homeowners in the U.S. 
are now sitting on more than 7.19 trillion dollars* of 
unused home equity.

 Not only are people living longer than ever before, 
but there is also greater uncertainty in the economy. 
With home prices back up again, ignoring this “hidden 
wealth” may prove to be short sighted when looking for 
the best long-term outcome.

All things considered, it’s not surprising that more 
than a million homeowners have already used a 
government-insured Home Equity Conversion Mortgage 
(HECM) loan to turn their home equity into extra cash for 
retirement.

It’s a fact: no monthly mortgage payments are 
required with a government-insured HECM loan; 
however the borrowers are still responsible for paying 
for the maintenance of their home, property taxes, 
homeowner’s insurance and, if required, their HOA fees.

Today, HECM loans are simply an eff ective way for 
homeowners 62 and older to get the extra cash they 

need to enjoy retirement.
Although today’s HECM loans have been improved 

to provide even greater fi nancial protection for 
homeowners, there are still many misconceptions.

For example, a lot of people mistakenly believe the 
home must be paid off  in full in order to qualify for 
a HECM loan, which is not the case. In fact, one key 
advantage of a HECM is that the proceeds will fi rst be 
used to pay off  any existing liens on the property, which 
frees up cash fl ow, a huge blessing for seniors living on a 
fi xed income. Unfortunately, many senior homeowners 
who might be  better off  with a HECM loan don’t even 

bother to get more information because of rumors 
they’ve heard.

In fact, a recent survey by American Advisors Group 
(AAG), the nation’s number one HECM lender, found that 
over 98% of their clients are satisfi ed with their loans. 
While these special loans are not for everyone, they can 
be a real lifesaver for senior homeowners - especially in 
times like these. 

The cash from a HECM loan can be used for almost 
any purpose. Other common uses include making home 
improvements, paying off  medical bills or helping other 

family members. Some people simply need the extra 
cash for everyday expenses while others are now using 
it as a safety net for fi nancial emergencies.

If you’re a homeowner age 62 or older, you owe it to 
yourself to learn more so that you can make the best 
decision - for your fi nancial future.

We’re here and ready to help. 
Homeowners who are interested in 
learning more can request a FREE 

Reverse Mortgage Information Kit 
and DVD by calling toll-free at 

800-660-1409
Request a FREE Info Kit

& DVD Today!
Call 800-660-1409 now.

Our new Reverse Mortgage information  guides & DVD are now 
available featuring award-winning actor and paid AAG spokesman, 
Tom Selleck.

U.S.A.’s #1
Reverse Mortgage Company

As Featured on:
ABC, CBS, CNN & Fox News

*Source: https://reversemortgagedaily.com/2019/12/17/senior-housing-wealth-reaches-record-high-of-7-19-trillion

Reverse mortgage loan terms include occupying the home as your primary residence, maintaining the home, paying property taxes and homeowners insurance. Although these costs may be substantial, AAG does not establish an escrow 
account for these payments. However, a set-aside account can be set up for taxes and insurance, and in some cases may be required. Not all interest on a reverse mortgage is tax-deductible and to the extent that it is, such deduction is not 
available until the loan is partially or fully repaid. 

AAG charges an origination fee, mortgage insurance premium (where required by HUD), closing costs and servicing fees, rolled into the balance of the loan. AAG charges interest on the balance, which grows over time. When the last borrower 
or eligible non-borrowing spouse dies, sells the home, permanently moves out, or fails to comply with the loan terms, the loan becomes due and payable (and the property may become subject 
to foreclosure). When this happens, some or all of the equity in the property no longer belongs to the borrowers, who may need to sell the home or otherwise repay the loan balance. V2020.06.30

NMLS# 9392 (www.nmlsconsumeraccess.org). American Advisors Group (AAG) is headquartered at
3800 W. Chapman Ave., 3rd & 7th Floors, Orange CA, 92868. Licensed in 49 states.
Please go to www.aag.com/legal-information for full state license information.  

These materials are not from HUD or FHA and were not approved by HUD or a government agency. 
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Amulet

Get showtimes and see reviews of everything playing this week at 
chicagoreader.com/movies.

R  READER RECOMMENDED       b ALL AGES       N NEW       F

NOW PLAYING

R Amulet 
Amulet takes its time revealing its terror. Fol-

lowing Tomaz (Alec Secăreanu), a displaced man who 
arrives at the dilapidated home of Magda (Carla Juri), 
a peculiar woman living with a nun and looking a� er 
her dying mother, the movie builds alongside their 
budding relationship. As the two grow close, Tomaz 
notices increasingly strange occurrences related to 
the mysterious mother who never leaves her room. The 
former soldier sees an opportunity, though, and believes 
if he can release Magda from her malevolent mother, 
he can relieve himself of his sins. Pairing this plot with 
creepy sound cues, chilling set design, and captivating 
performances creates spellbinding suspense, while the 
sexually charged imagery embedded throughout begins 
to point to the truth—if one exists. Culminating in an oth-
erworldly conclusion that calls to mind H.R. Giger visu-
als, Amulet won’t answer all the viewers’ questions, but 
it will keep their attention as it possesses them. —BECCA 
JAMES 99 min. Music Box Theatre Virtual Cinema 

R Creem: America’s Only Rock ‘n’ 
Roll Magazine 

Established in 1969 as a Detroit counterculture rag, 
Creem was named a� er the British rock band as a snub 
to what its founders viewed as the coastal elitism of 
Rolling Stone, which had launched the year before. By 
the mid-70s Creem had become the second-best-selling 
rock magazine in the country, and its irreverent, subver-
sive, and not-always-PC journalism helped not just cover, 
but defi ne rock and punk culture. This documentary 
gives you the good (pioneering/badass women editors 
and managers), the bad (behavior, mostly), and the bon-
kers (staff  commune in rural Michigan) behind a publica-
tion that was ahead of its time, and the drive, vision, and 
dysfunction of the groundbreaking team who made it. 
There’s plenty of nostalgia to go around, some from rock 
stars who grew up reading it—or who were lauded and/
or panned in its pages. But in true Creem fashion, there’s 

more straight talk than rose-tinted glasses. Creem’s hey-
day is long gone, but its infl uence continues to resonate 
more than half a century since it reigned as “America’s 
Only Rock ‘n’ Roll Magazine.” —JAMIE LUDWIG 75 min.  
Music Box Theatre Virtual Cinema

R Desert One 
Acclaimed documentary fi lmmaker Barbara 

Kopple (Harlan County USA, American Dream) applies 
her refi ned partisanship to this thorough examination 
of Operation Eagle Claw, a failed 1980 rescue mission 
ordered by President Jimmy Carter to bring home 52 
Americans taken hostage in the a� ermath of the 1979 
Iranian Revolution. It’s straightforward but engrossing 
nevertheless; through interviews with many of those 
concerned—including President Carter himself—and 
provocative archival footage, Kopple organizes a com-
pelling narrative, exhibiting her talent for working with 
knotty subject matter that begets an abundance of 
ancillary media and nuanced perspectives. Especially 
interesting are interviews with Iranians either involved 
with the hostage situation or who were present at the 
remote desert location known as Desert One, where 
a series of tragic events resulted in the deaths of 
eight American soldiers and the mission being aborted. 
Kopple seems to posit that this situation, combined with 
his inclination toward diplomacy rather than militancy, 
resulted in Carter’s loss to Ronald Reagan in the 1980 
presidential election; some have even speculated—and 
it’s more or less been confi rmed—that the Reagan 
campaign helped negotiate a delay in the hostages’ 
release until a� er the election. Kopple’s knack for 
contextualizing events while exploring their emotional 
and sociological implications makes for a captivating 
investigation into this chapter of American history. 
—KATHLEEN SACHS 107 min. Gene Siskel Film Center 
From Your Sofa 

R Guru-guru Gokil (Crazy 
Awesome Teachers) 

Eff usive, light and charming, this fi lm follows a cash-

strapped man played by Gading Marten who becomes 
a schoolteacher in rural Indonesia, reluctantly following 
in his father’s footsteps. What seems a straightforward 
campus story turns into a screwball comedy when the 
teacher’s salaries are stolen by gangsters, causing the 
school to come together to track down the thieves. 
Diandra Sastrowardoyo’s performance as the stern, 
beautiful principal with hidden depths is particular-
ly winsome, complimenting Marten’s bumbling hero. 
Though the storyline is a tad predictable, each frame is 
saturated with sumptuous color, making for a heady, lush 
viewing experience. Directed by Sammaria Simanjuntak, 
this is the second Indonesian fi lm to stream on Netfl ix. 
Indonesian, with subtitles. —NINA LI COOMES 101 min. 
Netflix

Peninsula 
Many critics noted something about South Korean writ-
er-director Yeon Sang-ho’s 2016 zombie thriller Train to 
Busan—there were no guns fi red in it. Lest anyone think 
that was some kind of statement, this loose sequel is 
rife with them; in Romerian fashion (Yeon has cited Land 
of the Dead as an inspiration), the fi lmmaker redefi nes 
the world he created four years earlier as a postapoc-
alyptic hellscape placed in indefi nite quarantine, with 
little opportunity for escape. Having found refuge in 
Hong Kong, former Marine Captain Jung-seok (Gang 
Dong-won) is lured back to the Korean peninsula, where 
he’s tasked with locating a truck full of cash. He fi nds 
more than he bargained for when he crosses paths 
with a cadre of rogue survivors and a scrappy family 
(including two resourceful young girls, their mother 
and grandfather) who save him from the miscreants; it 
turns out the mother, Min-jung (Lee Jung-hyun), is the 
woman who Jung-seok declined to rescue in the fi lm’s 
opening scenes. The action largely stems from each 
group of survivors attempting to make it back to the 
ship that brought Jung-seok to Incheon, plain-dealing 
zombie action taking a backseat to a Mad Max-esque 
(another inspiration) society where the militia-knaves 
imprison “wild dogs”—human survivors not part of their 
group—and make them fi ght off  the zombies for sport. 
Yeon perhaps tries too much here; many of the action 
sequences are phenomenal, and the two young girls are 
charming as all get-out, but the compelling simplicity 
of the previous fi lm has been forsaken. In English and 
Korean with subtitles. —KATHLEEN SACHS 115 min. 
Music Box Theatre 

Project Power
The latest pandemic-ready off ering from Netfl ix, Proj-
ect Power is a largely entertaining and competently 
choreographed action fl ick that wastes little time on 
extemporaneous background details or complex char-
acter arcs. Art (Jamie Foxx), a former soldier on the 
hunt for his missing daughter, is forced into an uneasy 
alliance with local cop Frank (Joseph Gordon-Levitt) and 
teenage drug dealer/aspiring rapper Robin (Dominique 

Fishback), to track the source of a new superdrug 
decimating the streets of New Orleans. The hot new 
drug, nicknamed “power,” provides the user with fi ve 
minutes of superhero-like ability that diff ers from user 
to user. The downsides are that you don’t know what 
your power is until you take it, and every once in a while, 
the user explodes. Our trifecta of good guys is quippy 
and compelling enough to root for as they attempt to 
get to the bottom of things, fi ghting their way through 
a series of scheming villains pumped up by their various 
temporary abilities. Project Power even squeezes in a 
little timely moral metaphor on the nature of power for, 
as Art expounds on the corrupt forces behind the new 
superdrug, “Power goes to where it always goes, to the 
people that already have it.” —ADAM MULLINS-KHATIB 
111 min. Netflix

R Spree 
Spree is a joyride through the sinister side 

eff ects of social media. Meet Kurt (Joe Keery), also 
known as @KurtsWorld96, an amateur streamer looking 
to go viral with his newest venture, #TheLesson. As a 
driver for the rideshare company Spree, he outfi ts his 
car with cameras Cash Cab-style and begins recording 
his passengers. It seems mundane until Kurt raises the 
stakes with a series of slapstick murders. The movie 
keeps viewers tethered to Kurt’s equally cringeworthy 
and creepy antics by visually mimicking a livestream. 
What starts as a surprisingly smooth ride for a killing 
spree gets bumpy as Kurt encounters repeat roadblocks 
in the form of his father (David Arquette) and a stand-up 
comedian (Sasheer Zamata) who refuses to follow for 
follow. And while a hero emerges in the end, it’s diffi  cult 
to discern whether they aimed to help humanity or just 
themselves in this satire-meets-slasher. —BECCA JAMES 
93 min. In wide release in VOD

R Tesla 
Tesla, much like Nikola himself, struggles to 

sell big ideas, asking the audience to value intent over 
impact. Juxtaposing Tesla’s (Ethan Hawke) immigrant 
inventor with Thomas Edison’s (Kyle MacLachlan) Amer-
ican industrialist, the fi lm employs Hawke’s brand of 
brilliance and brooding well. It’s one of the many factors 
that electrifi es an otherwise recognizable story. The 
other and most notable is director Michael Almereyda’s 
penchant for adding a fantastical edge to historical 
tales. Like Almereyda’s 2015 fi lm Experimenter, the 
narrator (Tesla’s associate Anne Morgan, played by Eve 
Hewson) breaks the fourth wall to deliver history as it’s 
unfolding, but references such modern-day inventions 
as Google. This use of artistic license is sure to agitate 
some, and admittedly, it creates an unevenness. Still, 
certain surreal scenes harness as much staying power 
as the luminary’s legacy, including Tesla karaoking Tears 
For Fears’s 1985 hit “Everybody Wants To Rule The 
World.” Like the fi lm, it’s just bizarre enough to work. 
—BECCA JAMES 102 min. In wide release on VOD v
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This story was originally published by Belt 
Magazine on June 26, 2020. 

I 
was looking for Mary Lane because I 
owed her 20 dollars: ten for the CD, and 
another ten to apologize for the year it 
took me to get the fi rst ten to her.

It started one winter night in 2015, 
at Rosa’s Lounge in Chicago. I was there on 
accident; came for a storytelling show, stayed 
for the whiskeys, and danced for Mary, whom 
I’d never before heard sing, and her husband, 
Je�  Lebon, whom I’d never before heard play. 
Mary came down o�  the stage and began work-
ing the crowd, limping slightly. She shouted 
fl irty, dirty things back and forth with the men, 
hugged the women, and reminded both that 
she had a CD for sale. Later, after the show, 

Mary sat at a table with Jeff, drinking water 
and counting her cash. I went over and told 
her how much I’d liked her voice. “Thank you, 
baby,” she said, “but why don’t you buy my 
CD?” She pressed a copy of Appointment With 
the Blues into my hands, even after I told her 
I had no cash. It was a quick decision on her 
part, and I saw it go down on her face: the smile 
while I gushed, the drop of that smile when 
I asked if she took card, the bare exhaustion 
beneath her bones and skin. Then she looked at 
me and turned her light back on.

When I woke up the next morning and re-
membered her face, I felt bad. Work is done 
for pay, and Mary had worked. “Lemme get 
closer to you,” she’d said the night before, and 
then she had. The band was good and her voice 
was great, but it was the sharp heat of Mary 

herself—getting right down and dirty with 
the crowd, calling us baby, calling us other 
names too and laughing, asking if we wanted 
it and how bad, talking just enough shit about 
her band to make them play harder, faster, just 
because they loved her so—that compelled me 
up and out of my seat. “I said, do you want me 
to tell you all about it?” Mary asked, holding 
the microphone to her face like a bouquet 
of roses, peering out into the dark of the bar 
with a slight lift in her mouth and eyes as the 
crowd hooted and whistled and stomped and 
gave her the answer she already knew. “Tell us, 
Mary!” a woman to my right begged. And so, 
for the next two hours, she did.

I could not stop thinking about that moment 
when she gave me her album for free: the 
hesitation, the take-it-anyway vibe, and then 
her request. “Just tell your friends about me,” 

she’d said. I promised her I would, and when I 
scrolled through my texts, I could see that, on 
my bus ride home, I had. Hungover at work, I 
googled her, hoping to fi nd a way to pay online, 
but I was more surprised by what I didn’t fi nd 
than what I did. A Chicago Tribune article 
from 1997 popped up, as did a Facebook page 
for Mary Lane & the No Static Blues Band. But 
there was no website, no e-mail, no other way 
to track her down.

On my lunch break, I called Rosa’s, and when 
the manager, Tony Mangiullo, picked up, I 
could hear his frown through the phone. “You 
want to leave cash for Mary Lane?” he asked.

“Like, in an envelope,” I said.
It wouldn’t work, Tony said. He’d been man-

ager since 1984. Mary was too unreliable, too 
hard to pin down, tough even to book. “I don’t 
know when she’ll be back next,” he said. She 

MARY
lane

Give your money to

The 84-year-old Chicago 
blueswoman should be a 
legend. She can barely pay 
her bills.

By KATIE PROUT
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was “like the wind,” blowing in and blowing 
out. And no, he didn’t have a number or an ad-
dress. He wished he could help me. He sounded 
sincere. I made him take down my number 
anyway, just in case she did come through.

“But let me tell you something,” Tony said. 
“She should be famous.” If she wasn’t so un-
reliable, he said, she would be.

For the next fi ve years, I’d hear this over and 
over from every man of any race I talked to 
about Mary—that she should be famous, that 
she was one of the greats, and that the reason 
she wasn’t better known outside of Chicago 
was because she was difficult, ornery, domi-
neering, paranoid, impatient, afraid of fl ying, 
afraid of trains, afraid of travel, and generally 
getting in her own way. They’d lay out exam-
ples, almost as many examples as there are 
men in her orbit: club owners and bouncers, 
harp players and drummers, Grammy-winning 
producers and blues magazine writers, band 
members.

A year later, I took a bus back to Chicago 
from Iowa, where I had moved for grad school, 
to fi nd Mary and pay what I owed, plus inter-
est. Her band aligned behind her in the shape 
of a C, Mary moved on and o�  the stage, a little 
older, a little more tired than I remembered. 
During a break in the show, I gave her the 
money and she gave me another thing free. 
This time it was a shirt, fi re truck red. On the 
front, in black letters:

The No Static Blues Band

On the back, in the same:

Mary Lane

Ain’t No Man Telling Me What to Do

This is the part of the story of Mary Lane 
that gets mentioned most often in the 
write-ups that have peppered Chicago 

papers over the last few decades she’s been 
singing: how she knew or knows Junior Wells, 
Howlin’ Wolf, Buddy Guy, Otis Rush, and other 
near-mythic Chicago bluesmen. Mary is from 
the Arkansas Delta. Before Howlin’ Wolf made 
his 1952 move up to Chicago, he sang every 
week for years at the White Swan in Brinkley, 
Arkansas, where Mary’s uncle worked. Even-
tually, her uncle asked if Wolf wouldn’t mind 
giving his niece a listen. Or maybe Wolf had 

heard her before, one slow afternoon when he 
came by for a beer and passed Mary out front, 
singing for money, something she learned 
to do before she learned to read. No one now 
remembers exactly how the beginning began, 
but soon, while Wolf sat back and wailed on his 
harp, Mary Lane went up onstage to sing. She 
wasn’t yet 13 years old.

This is the part of the story that goes Dis-
covery and Authenticity, then Hardship, then 
Grit and Survival. If you get all fi ve in, you’ve 
got a Blues Article Bingo. At 16, Mary sang 
while Robert Nighthawk played slide guitar at 
her side. She followed Howlin’ Wolf up from 
Arkansas, during the second wave of the Great 
Migration, before she was 20. She landed in 
Waukegan, then Chicago, living and singing in 
the Blackest parts of the city’s south and west 
sides. She had eight kids. She sang with El-
more James just before he died. She sang with 
James Cotton. She tended bar at the legendary 
Theresa’s, under the table, while a young 
Buddy Guy played guitar and Theresa herself 
reportedly kept a gun in the fur she sometimes 
wore to work. She is repeatedly, proudly de-
scribed as “a staple” who has worked so hard 
and has nearly made it so many times. Always, 
this litany of men’s names, of men who became 
famous after their deaths, a lucky few famous 
in their lives, provided as the backstory to her 
backstory, proof of her Authenticity, her Grit. 
Except for Buddy Guy, Mary’s outlived them 
all.

Writing about, and appreciation of, blues 
music—especially, I think, when it is written 
about and appreciated by white people, and 
when the singer or musician is Black—praises 
suffering. The writer/reader/listener wants 
details of the pain as proof of the “realness” 
of the blues, but they also want to know that 
the artist is OK, at least OK enough for them to 
read or listen without discomfort or guilt.

There is a format to these stories, as stan-
dard as the blues song itself. Popularly, the 
blues are sung in three-line stanzas. In the fi rst 
line, you mean it; in the second line, which is 
roughly the same as the fi rst, you really mean 
it, and throw your voice a certain way to open 
up new understanding to the listener’s ears. In 
the third line, you bring it home. Like so:

Bad luck and trouble, they run hand in hand
I say bad luck and and trouble, they run 

hand in hand
You got to treat me right, if you wanna be 

my man

Many of the stories that have been written 

about Mary over the years, the stories I’ve 
been able to find in the Harold Washington 
Blues Archives, have this arc—they tell about 
the blues artist’s pain in the fi rst third, repeat 
that pain in the second. The fi nal third is the 
twist, where the theme is survival, and words 
like “perseverance” are used. For example, 
write-ups on Mary mention her picking cot-
ton, a signifi er of pain and a particular kind 
of southern Blackness, without going into the 
su� ering, or without asking if she did su� er. 
It’s uncomfortable to wrestle with the real 
pain that, like bad luck and trouble, comes 
hand in hand with the pleasure blues artists 
provide. White listeners want enough pain to 
prove it’s real, but not enough to implicate us.

I’m not trying to shit all over other writers 
or lovers of the blues, or claim that, in this 
sentence, I am doing the writing and appre-
ciating right. I started writing this essay four 
years ago and have more than 40,000 words in 
various fi les with various names, all dormant. 
I’ve pitched this story, had it accepted, and 
let that acceptance die, because the version 
I pitched followed the format I’ve described 
above, and it didn’t feel true or fair to the 
Mary I know. Writing the truer version would 
be harder, and scarier, and would require me 
to engage with Mary in all her complexity and 
pain, by which I mean it would require me to 
practice a kind of love, and I wasn’t sure if I 
was strong enough to do it. But last year, I 
moved back to Chicago and thought of Mary 
every time I saw her shirt folded in my draw-
er, as tucked away as a secret, as red as a fi re 
truck wailing an alarm. I wanted to be braver 
for her. I needed to try again.

I tried again because of guilt and love, 
death and money, the stu�  of the blues itself. 
I also tried because, years after hearing Tony 
say “she should be famous,” I still had ques-
tions to answer about that, and as it turned 
out, when we did speak again, so did Mary. 
“I can’t live on my name,” she told me. “I’m 
Mary, I’m good at this, I did that, but I got to 
eat.” What is the profession of ongoing love 
from a community worth if it doesn’t come 
with ongoing money?

A few months ago, Mary and Jeff ’s old 
mattress finally busted. Now, he sleeps on 
the couch in their humid apartment, and she 
sleeps in a recliner. And so the question that 
needs asking, amid all the accolades, is this: 
What is appreciation worth if it doesn’t come 
with cash? Why, at 84, can a musician who is 
universally admired, who has been called the 
“real deal” and “the voice of experience,” not 
a� ord to buy a new bed?

Since I came back to Chicago to fi nd Mary, 
four years ago, I’ve spent a lot of time 
with her. I started by helping her hawk 

CDs for money and explaining to white women 
my age and demographic that no, Mary’s 
music doesn’t come on vinyl, and no, the shirt 
doesn’t come in small. Sometimes I slept over 
on the couch at Mary and Jeff’s overheated 
Melrose Park apartment. The fi rst time I did 
that, she told me a little bit about her child-
hood in Arkansas, a place she’s only been back 
to three times since moving north more than 
60 years ago.

On summer mornings, back then, Mary 
woke up slow. Before opening her eyes, she’d 
stretch her child limbs across the side of the 
bed recently vacated by her sister, Mary Helen. 
Across the room, Mary Helen might be up and 
at the stove, eating the biscuits their father 
left for them, made each morning when it was 
still dark. The kids knew the rule: they were to 
stay in the house and play with each other “till 
the dew dropped o�  the cotton and the train 
that run from Elaine to Helena came by and 
blows.” That was their signal: once the whis-
tle sounded and the dew was dry, Mary, Mary 
Helen, and their brother, Charlie Jr., headed 
out to join their father, Charlie Sr., in the fi eld 
to pick. It was the early 1940s in the Deep 
South, and, from what I understand, the family 
worked together for a sharecropper. Over the 
years, it’s possible the kids were joined by any 
of Mary’s other siblings, of which there were 
eventually 20 in total.

“[Charlie Sr.] was a great father,” she said to 
me one summer day in 2016. I was painting her 
toenails before a show. Her right ankle—bro-
ken in 1985 and never set right due to Mary’s 
phobia of hospitals—tends to swell, making 
her foot hard to reach. “He used to sing all the 
time. And he was funny, because every time it 
would start stormin’, he would put his boots 
on, overcoat and everything, and he would go 
out and sit on the porch. And when there was 
a high wind blowing, he’d be still out there, 
holdin’ onto the pole. . . . He would sit out on 
that porch and sing gospel.”

Following the 2019 release of Mary’s second 
album, Travelin’ Woman, more than 20 years 
after Appointment With the Blues, NPR wrote: 
“Lane remembers her earliest days perform-
ing in Arkansas, where she would sing for the 
workers in the cotton fi elds. ‘I used to go to the 
fi eld and all the people were out there picking 
cotton and everything. I’d always be behind. 
I’d be back there just singing and everybody 
say, ‘Come and sing, Mary. Go on and sing.’ 
And I kept on doing it for years and years as 

Mary Lane in the 2018 documentary I Can Only 
Be Mary Lane � COURTESY JESSECA YNEZ SIMMONS
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I came up.”
Mary is a professional singer, a business-

woman. She knows what stories sell, what 
lines of her life people want to hear. She also 
knows that sometimes, it doesn’t matter what 
she says—people will hear what they want to 
regardless, taking what they fi nd inspirational 
or appealing and leaving the rest.

Besides stories about her dad, Mary rarely 
shares specific details with me about what 
her life was like growing up sharecropping in 
the Arkansas Delta. Even questions I think are 
banal are met with a kind of rebuke. “What did 
it look like?” Mary said to me, incredulous, the 
fi rst time I asked her to describe the house she 
grew up in. “It looked like a house. Sittin’ on 
the ground.” Later, when I ask her to describe 
the land she’s from and farmed: “You always 
asking what it look like, what it feel like. It was 
the country; wasn’t nothin’ there.”

Maybe she isn’t used to being asked how she 
feels, maybe she finds the questions boring, 
maybe the world taught her a long time ago 
to put her feelings somewhere deep inside of 
herself, where no one, especially not a nosy 
white writer, can reach. As a writer, it’s my 
responsibility to walk an uneven line between 
minding my business and asking questions 
that allow Mary to make herself a little more 
known, if she wants. For example: Cotton 
harvest in Arkansas continues through at least 
late fall. If Mary Lane was singing, or picking, 
in the fi eld, how did she go to school?

The three times Mary’s been back to Ar-
kansas: to bury her mother, Ada; to bury one 
of her brothers; and, in autumn of 2019, to 
sing at the King Biscuit Blues Festival in pro-
motion of Travelin’ Woman. Mary is terrifi ed 
of flying and was reluctant to go in the first 
place, so she, her manager Lynn Orman, and 
the rest of the No Static Blues Band rented a 
van and made the trip from Chicago in a day. 
When Charlie Sr. died years back, Mary—
grief-stricken, sick, and broke—decided not to 
make the trip back for his funeral. “Up here,” 
Mary told me, “I never say yassir or nossir to 
no white person or nobody. See, when I was 
down there, you had to do that. It’s a big di� er-
ence. It’s like I say: I don’t wanna go back down 
there.”

That’s what singing “for the workers in 
the cotton fi elds” means. There’s the version 
that offers Grit and Authenticity for a white 
audience, and then there’s the story of a child 
working so much in a cotton fi eld in the Jim 
Crow south that she never did have the chance 

to finish elementary school. That’s a little 
harder to comfortably bear.

One night in 2017, I was in Chicago, at 
Buddy Guy’s club Legends, watching Mary 
sing, when Buddy himself showed up. He 

joined Mary onstage; this wasn’t long after his 
seventh Grammy, so more tourists were in on a 
Tuesday than usual. Within seconds, iPhones 
shot up. “No recordings!” shouted a bouncer. 
Mary was grinning so hard I worried the top of 
her head was going to fall o� . Buddy put his arm 
around her and, after a brief, profanity-laden 
banter, the two began to sing, tossing verses 
back and forth as lightly as silk scarves. Buddy 
was tall and comfortably, perfectly dressed.

Halfway through, Buddy held up his hand 
and pointed to the tip jar. The band went quiet. 
Buddy turned to Mary. “Mary,” he said conversa-
tionally, “What does that look like to you?” Mary 
squinted into the jar, where a few bills fl oated, 
and then looked away as though she had just 
witnessed someone doing something rude and 
probably unsanitary. “It don’t look like shit to 
me,” she said, and shrugged. The crowd, pressed 
close to the stage now, giggled nervously.

“Well,” said Buddy, as he slowly opened his 
wallet and pulled out some green. “Ain’t that a 
motherfucking shame.” The crowd collectively 
looked at its hands. “People these days don’t 
have the decency”—and here, his voice grew 
louder—“to pay”—the bill dropped into the 
bucket—“a hardworking artist. But they’re 
happy to take.” With each emphasis, the crowd 
squirmed. Then, a rush: folks pressed forward, 
and money came out. Later, after the show, I 
asked Mary how she was doing. She sighed. “It 
just feels good,” she said, “to have some bills 
in my hands.”

After my second visit, in 2016, Mary called 
and asked if I’d be visiting her for Mother’s 
Day, though, she said, she’d “understand” 

if I was going to spend time with my own mom. 
I could do neither, seeing as I was a broke grad 
student in a di� erent state than either woman, 
but our calls continued, and the visits when I 
could. One hot night, we watched movies in her 
bed in front of a fan as she dozed. One day, I ran 
across the street to buy her lotto tickets and 
helped her fi ll them out via a complicated sys-
tem of numbers she keeps written out on card-
board scraps. “When you fi nd somebody, I want 
you to fi nd somebody with some money, ’cause 
you can starve by your goddamn self,” she said 
to me. It’s one of her favorite bantering lines to 
sing out from the stage, because it always brings 

in a laugh—and with that laugh, tips.
I watched her sell her food assistance card 

for cash. I bought her groceries. She hates 
most of the food I like, but I like all the food 
she does, so it worked out. She wouldn’t let 
me cook, but she would let me do the dishes. 
We mopped the fl oor. I held her hand while we 
walked down her apartment stairs. Her eyes 
aren’t great, so when her son Elvis sent her 
letters from prison, I read them to her. She dic-
tated her replies to me, and I mailed them. She 
asked me about my mom, my dad, my brothers 
and my sister. She asked me to describe our 
yard. “I’d like to visit them sometime,” she 
said. Another time, looking up at me sideways 
as she set food on the table: “Do your parents 
know you have a Black friend?”

We talked about sex and love. I asked her 
about having her first child at 13. The father 
was 26, 27. “He was an asshole,” she started, 
then stopped. Sometimes, Mary told me never 
to have kids if I could help it. Other times, my 
phone rang and it was one of her daughters 
on the phone, introducing herself to me, Mary 
shouting in the background with pride.

Je�  has been with Mary since the early 90s. 
They met at a show where he was playing bass 
and she was looking fi ne. “I love that woman,” 
Je�  said to me. “We fi ght, we argue, but I have 
never hit her and I’d walk out before I ever 
would. That’s not what love is.” Besides “that 
woman,” I only ever heard Je�  call Mary by her 
fi rst and last name both: “Mary Lane, ain’t you 
doing an interview?” “Mary Lane, ain’t these 
your earrings?” I asked him why, and he winked. 
“That’s what they do when you’re famous.”

Mary Lane rarely drinks, except for a single 
shot of whiskey sometimes, before a show 
if her throat is sore, but she gave me tallboys 
before I asked. Also beads, signs printed with 
prayers, statues of angels. Her favorite words 
are “motherfucker,” “money,” and “I don’t need 
that pressure.” She believes in God but doesn’t 
go to church. She still dreams about Ada, her 
mom, especially when it storms—and when it 
storms, even now, she lays shaking on her fl oor 
until it passes. She talks about what she calls 
her “nervous,” about getting so “jitterous” 
that she can’t sleep, can’t breathe. I asked her 
once if she’d ever been diagnosed with anxiety, 
depression, PTSD. “No,” she said.

It was probably after my second visit that 
we started ending our phone calls with “I love 
you,” though I don’t remember who said it 
fi rst. It was around the same time she started 
asking to borrow money until she got paid after 
a show. The fi rst time or two, she paid me back, 

insisted on it. After that, if I had it, I gave it; if I 
didn’t, I couldn’t. It didn’t feel good. Each time 
she asked, there was such pain and urgency in 
her voice that my heart jumped; each time I 
couldn’t pay, I felt guilty, and her disappoint-
ment dropped into me like a stone.

She talked a lot about her death, about how 
it was coming, soon, she just didn’t know when 
and that terrified her. Sometimes when she 
called me and asked to borrow money, she was 
crying. Sometimes she said I didn’t love her. 
Sometimes she said no one did, that the whole 
world had screwed her round, and proceeded 
into such a fi ery litany of accusations against 
everyone she knows that I grew to dread her 
calls, feeling like I already had mother fi gures 
in my life I disappointed, like all I wanted to 
do was write about a woman I admire whose 
music I like. It’s too hard to witness her pain, 
sorrow, fear, and rage, or to know what I’m 
responsible for. Our boundaries are all tangled. 
She told me she hoped that, when this story fi -
nally got published, I could split the check with 
her. I didn’t think she was wrong, but I need 
money too. It was too hard to parse what I felt, 
so I started to shrink.

Our calls got fewer as the years passed, and 
our visits. She stopped calling me, though later 
she’d say I stopped calling her. When I did call, 
every few months, she yelled, “Oh my God, 
I thought you forgot all about me! You ain’t 
gone and got married or anything, did you?” 
and ended every call with how she might die 
before I see her again, but if that’s that, that’s 
that. One time, I couldn’t take it anymore. “For 
fuck’s sake, Mary,” I said, “stop threatening 
to die! I hate it!” There was silence, then her 
laugh, amber and low, started up. For a little 
bit, it felt like it used to.

In the fall of 2018, she told me about record-
ing her new album, due out early the next year. 
She was happy but worried, and concerned 
that everyone else who was part of the album’s 
production was already making money on it 
and hiding it from her. (Later, I interviewed 
the team, and they showed me numbers that 
demonstrated losses in the record produc-
tion.) Money from a GoFundMe for the album’s 
production went to costs associated with the 
production, not to Mary, and even though that 
had been the plan all along, she felt betrayed. 
“I’m still broke,” she said, “trying to make it 
day to day.” And then: “It’s been a long time 
since I heard from you. I was starting to think 
you’d forgot me.”

It would be a year and a half before we 
spoke again.
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One day, during a rainy fall visit, I asked 
Mary where she got her ideas for her 
songs. Mary shrugged. “From my own 

mind,” she said. “Things that have happened.”
Mary’s fi rst songs were recorded in Chicago 

in the early 60s. After that, there was a near 
30-year gap. When I asked one Chicago blues 
historian why he thought Mary wasn’t more 
well-known, more successful, he pointed to 
this gap with a shrug in his voice. It wasn’t like 
she was out there recording music all the time, 
performing much, he told me. This was at odds 
with Mary’s own recollection of hustling and 
playing in the late 70s and early 80s, even with 
the time she took o�  to raise her eight children. 
When I pointed this out to the historian, he 
shrugged. Well, I never saw her, he said. She 
recorded with Morris and disappeared.

Morris Pejoe originally hailed from Louisi-
ana, and brought some of that brassy Cajun 
sound with him: you can hear it on his record-
ings with Cobra Records, a short-lived but 
infl uential label run out of Chicago’s west side 
from 1956 to 1959, and Chess Records. Morris 
never featured with Chess, but is credited with 
guitar on a number of tracks to come out of its 
recording studio on South Michigan Avenue; 
he recorded more regularly with Checker, a 
Chess subsidiary. In the early 60s, Mary and 
Morris recorded two jump tunes together, “He 
Don’t Want My Loving No More” and “I Always 
Want You Near.” On the tracks, Mary’s voice 
shocks me. She sounds so young.

I didn’t hear about those tracks, or about 
Morris, until one afternoon when she men-
tioned his name in passing. Tell me about Mor-
ris, I said. “He was jealous, Morris, he was so 
jealous, girl, I couldn’t talk to nobody, not even 
women.” For the next few minutes, I listened 
in silence as she spoke.

“He used to jump on me all the time, he the 
one who used to keep my face all swolled up, 
black-eyed and everything. I couldn’t go to 
the club; if I go to the club and go to the bath-
room, he be sending somebody to the door, 
knocking on the door, telling me to come out, 
and anybody who say anything to me, when he 
come down off the stage? He be ready to fight. 
And the kids? He had the kids so afraid and 
everything, ’cause when we go out and when 
we come to the house and knock on the door 
at night, they all start running to the closet, 
runnin’ up under the bed and hidin’, cause they 
knew we were gonna be fightin’ when we come 
home.

“One night, I got tired of him jumpin’ on me, 

you know. He had me really afraid of him: ‘If you 
leave me, I’m gon’ kill ya, if I catch you with—’ 
He wasn’t gonna catch me doing nothin’ ’cause 
I know how he was! And then he lost two jobs, 
he was so jealous. He would go to work, come 
back to the house, ease the key in the door and 
everything—this is the God’s truth, I wouldn’t 
lie to ya—he’d come on in the house, and then 
he’d keep on through to the back door, talkin’ 
about somebody run through, run out the door, 
somethin’ like that? Girl, I went through treach-
erous, I went through hell, for a long time.

“One night he jumped on me, had me up 
in the little closet, in the pantry, and he was 
beatin’ me. I had a big old long kitchen fork, you 
know, one of these forks you turn the chicken 
over with, and I grabbed that fork and I stuck 
it in him like that [motions to her abdomen] 
and blood shot out and everything, and then he 
grabbed his side and run, and fell on the bed, 
and I just took that fork and stuck it in his ass.”

Their relationship had lasted eight years 
and brought about three children, but after 
that, it was over, no matter how much Morris 
cried. He never hit her again.

Mary writes her own lyrics, or rather, she 
sings them out until she’s got them down and 
until Je�  has found the right tune to go with 
them, because her cataracts make it hard for 
her to read and write. One of my favorite songs 
of hers is “Candy Yams.” On Appointment With 
the Blues, it’s about four minutes, but live, 
Mary lets it linger for longer. It’s a song, to my 
ears, that’s about oral sex:

I’ve got brown candy yams to slap across 
his face

They tell me when you feed ’em like that, 
girl

You don’t have to worry about him going no 
place

But also, for one line at least, it’s about 
violence:

Shot my man five times to make sure he was 
dead

But when I raised my leg, that man, he
raised his head

Mary’s never asked me why we stopped 
talking. When I called her in May 2020 
and told her it was me, there was a beat, 

and then she said my name.
Mary and Je�  haven’t worked since March. 

Coronavirus has canceled all their gigs in the 

city, and with them, all of Mary’s album pro-
motion. Touring is key to promotion, and thus 
to sales, and because she’s so afraid of travel, 
it would’ve been di�  cult to make money even 
without the pandemic sweeping clubs and 
bars shut, some for good. But still, what money 
could’ve been made is gone.

In the last year, Mary’s been on local televi-
sion, been nominated by the Blues Foundation 
for the Koko Taylor Award, given to a “Tradi-
tional Blues Female Artist,” and been inducted 
into the Chicago Blues Hall of Fame. “A white 
girl won [the Koko Taylor Award] over me,” 
she said. “They don’t want an older person. 
They want a young person, somebody they can 
put in and make a lot of money on. They don’t 
think we been out here putting the blues how 
they supposed to be.” But she doesn’t care, she 
tells me, about awards. This spring I asked her 
what she needs to be OK. “I need some money, 
I need some food, and I need a peace of mind,” 
Mary said, “and I don’t have it.”

Before COVID-19, Mary’s manager had been 
constantly promoting her, setting her up for 
interviews. Travelin’ Woman has gotten a few 
good reviews in blues mags. Mary’s profi le is 
arguably higher than it ever has been, but she’s 
poorer. “I done gave interviews. I don’t under-
stand why they be, you know, telling the inside 
of your life, give them interviews, and when 
you go to them for somethin’, they can’t even 
reach out and help you. I don’t understand that 
one,” she said.

Mary believes she should get paid for inter-
views, for every time she tells the inside of her 
life, and the more I think about it, the more I 
think she might be right. Praise and apprecia-
tion don’t pay the rent. Her job, all her life, has 
been to craft her story in such a way that other 
people want to hear it, on repeat, when they’re 
dancing and drinking and holding someone 
close, or when they’re sitting on their porch 
wondering where to go from here. By detailing 
the blues of her life, Mary’s lyrics and voice 
guide other people safely through their own 
swampy feelings. In her company, they don’t 
have to move through their pain alone. Why 
should she?

“You know how I been doing all these inter-
views, dealing with the peoples, that wasn’t 
right. If I live to see November, I’ll be 85 years 
old, and I ain’t got nothing to show for it. Noth-
ing [but just] a name out here for doing music,” 
Mary said. “But I’m still broke.” Once again, she 
had brought up the possibility of her death, but 
this time it wasn’t funny or aggravating. She’s 
right: she doesn’t have forever left, and should 

be able to spend that time, after working so 
hard all her life, sleeping at night in a good bed. 
Before we hung up, she asked me if I was in a 
spot where I could give her some money. I’m 
not, but I e-mailed some friends who were and 
asked her if I could apply to some COVID relief 
grants on her behalf. She said yes.

The blues are not linear; they circle around 
the listener like smoke or spiral stairs, return-
ing again to the same rounded corner, or what 
feels like the same. For that, they can sound 
repetitive, deceptively simple. But it’s not the 
same stair; you and your ghosts are one fl oor 
up. It’s not the same line; there’s a stronger 
chord, an “I said” where there wasn’t one be-
fore, which acts as a streak of lightning in the 
same dark and illuminates, briefl y, the world 
around you and your place in it.

After all, Mary and I have been here before. 
This isn’t the fi rst time a year has passed where 
she and I didn’t talk. It happened the year after 
I first saw her at Rosa’s, tried to pay her for 
her CD, failed, moved to Iowa. Then one day, 
her Facebook page, which I’d messaged before 
with no luck, flicked back on. A post sharing 
information about another blues singer’s 
death referenced Mary and her band; the band 
shared information about a show they were 
playing at Buddy Guy’s Legends; and so I decid-
ed to be there too. I took a Megabus that later 
caught on fire to watch Mary sing to a room 
two-thirds empty and drowning in a dark blue 
light. When I walked to the bathroom, I passed 
more than a hundred framed photos of blues 
artists, Chicagoan and otherwise, spanning a 
time line 90 years long. All these artists were 
men. Everyone in Mary’s band was a man. Ev-
eryone in Mary’s band wore a T-shirt with her 
name on it, and soon, though I didn’t know it, 
I’d be wearing one too. Mary was also wearing 
a T-shirt with her name on it, along with glit-
tering, ruby-red pumps on her feet that would 
make it impossible for her to stand in the 
morning. But that night, she turned carefully 
and smiled as I approached her on her break.

“Miss Mary Lane,” I said, a letter and a 
twenty clutched in my right hand. “My name 
is Katie, and I’ve been looking for you. I owe 
you.” v

Readers are encouraged to donate to Mary 
Lane via this GoFundMe organized by her 
friend Lisa Burris Arthur, wife of blues 
musician Michael Bloom, who’s played with 
Mary and her band: gofundme.com/f/mary-
lane-covid-relief-funraiser.

� @katie_prout
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Exotic Sin, Customer’s Copy 
Blank Forms Editions
blankformseditions.bandcamp.com/album/
customers-copy

The instruments of some musical icons end up dis-
played in museum exhibits or auctioned off for 
charity at vast sums. Others get handed down to 
the younger generations to do with as they wish. 
In the case of Exotic Sin, the London-based duo of 
multi-instrumentalists Naima Karlsson and Keni-
chi Iwasa, that’s been a good thing. Karlsson is a 
grandchild of Don Cherry, who played pocket trum-
pet with Ornette Coleman as well as a variety of 
non-Western instruments on records that predict-
ed the evolution of world music, and his wife Moki, 
who accompanied Cherry on tambura and executed 
the colorful and powerfully vibe-inducing artwork 
for their album covers and stage banners. In Exotic 
Sin, Karlsson plays acoustic and voltage- dependent 
keyboards while Iwasa wields synthesizers, percus-
sion, and three of Don’s old horns—one trumpet and 
two “saxophones” made from reed mouthpieces 
attached to plastic plumbing components. On their 
debut LP, Customer’s Copy (Blank Forms), Karls-
son’s bold piano fl ourishes bring to mind the play-
ing of Alice Coltrane, and the duo’s lengthy, layered 
compositions and repetitive keyboards hint at Don’s 
work with minimalist composer Terry Riley. But this 
isn’t some revival outfi t; the duo’s music also con-
tains digitally distorted voices and spasmodic, elec-
tronic percussion, which make far more sense in a 
world well acquainted with glitchy failure than in 
one where electronics represent the hope of a pro-
gressive future. —BILL MEYER

Gulch, Impenetrable Cerebral 
Fortress 
Closed Casket Activities
gulch.bandcamp.com/album/impenetrable-
cerebral-fortress

Santa Cruz hardcore outfit Gulch cover a lot of 
ground in the brief 16 minutes of their new Impen-
etrable Cerebral Fortress. The four-piece leave no 
punk or metal stone unturned; they cram every pos-
sible take on dark, heavy, and mean into the album’s 
eight tracks, which all grind to a halt just as quick-
ly as they start. Impenetrable Cerebral Fortress is 
so wildly intense and varied it’s nearly impossible 
to do it justice in print. Gulch can kick off a track 
with explosive D-beat hardcore, settle into tecton-
ic sludge, and cap it all off  with grindcore fury—on 
the album’s closer, a twisted cover of Siouxsie & 
the Banshees’ “Sin in My Heart,” they even tap 
into some goth appreciation. The band masterful-
ly handle all these styles, and streamline them to 
bring everything seamlessly together. The players 
in Gulch are ridiculously skilled, and beyond being 
shredders they’re able to capture a mood better 
than most of their peers; the eerie dissonance and 
gloomy energy of Impenetrable Cerebral Fortress
make it one of the creepiest, darkest blasts of music 
to emerge this year. It’s hard to fi nd a band with the 
ability to do heavy music so right, but here we have 
Gulch, taking all sorts of hardcore and metal to the 
next level at once. This album’s going to be hard to 
top. —LUCA CIMARUSTI

THE GROSSMAN ENSEMBLE COULD be thought of as a new-music incubator. The resident 
ensemble of the Chicago Center for Contemporary Composition (CCCC) at the University of 
Chicago, the 13-piece group—which comprises some of the best contemporary players in the 
city—rehearses extensively with composers over the course of several weeks. Some of their 
commissions emerge collaboratively from a nearly blank page, with composers drawing on 
the group’s input to fl esh out their ideas. Others arrive on the members’ music stands with 
every staccato dotted and tremolo crossed. No matter how the compositions arise, they 
must fi t the ensemble’s idiosyncratic instrumentation: fl ute, saxophone, clarinet, oboe, horn, 
piano, harp, percussion, and string quartet. Fountain of Time, the ensemble’s debut release 
(out on the CCCC’s own label), collects five of the 24 pieces commissioned by the center 
during the Grossman’s fi rst two seasons. Casual listeners may be put o�  by the homogene-
ity of the works; not only do they share the same instrumentation, but many of them also 
bank on somewhat cliched whiz-bang contrasts. But the record rewards repeat listenings. 
Shulamit Ran’s glittery Grand Rounds chases its own tail before whirling itself into lassitude; 
Anthony Cheung’s sinuous, often ambiguous three-movement work, Double Allegories, is 
similarly intoxicating. David Dzubay’s PHO, whose title is an astronomical abbreviation for 
potentially hazardous objects whose orbits could put them on a collision course with Earth, 
is appropriately taut and cinematic. Even so, the most indelible contributions on Fountain of 
Time come from younger composers. Clay Mettens’s hypnotic and lithe Stain, Bloom, Moon, 
Rain constructs a riveting drama out of humble building blocks, while Tonia Ko—a ubiquitous 
name on local new-music marquees for the past few seasons—o� ers a sensuous petting zoo 
of sounds in Simple Fuel. —HANNAH EDGAR

Grossman Ensemble, Fountain of Time
CCCC
arts.uchicago.edu/content/fountain-time-album

PICK OF THE WEEK 

The generation-spanning Fountain of Time is an 
intriguing peek into Chicago new-music lab the 
Grossman Ensemble
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Imperial Triumphant � ALEX KRAUSS

Hieroglyphic Being, The Pleiadian 
Agenda 
Self-released
hieroglyphicbeingoffi  cial.bandcamp.com/album/
the-pleiadian-agenda

Over the past few years, futuristic Chicago pro-
ducer Jamal Moss, aka Hieroglyphic Being, has 
built a healthy Bandcamp catalog: between 2016 
and the end of 2019, he released 17 full-lengths of 
previously unreleased compositions, demos, and 
archival tracks. But since the COVID-19 pandemic 
hit the U.S. this spring, Moss has kicked his Band-
camp release schedule into an even higher gear. 
Between mid-March and early August, he dropped 
a dozen digital albums—it wouldn’t surprise me if he 
puts out at least one more by the time this piece is 
published. Focusing on just one of these immersive 
dance full-lengths can feel a little like examining a 
single brushstroke in a pointillist painting, but if 
you’re looking for a window into Moss’s recent out-
put, you can’t go wrong with The Pleiadian Agenda. 
On the sprawling progressive-house track “Creat-
ing Realities From the Future,” Moss enlivens lim-
ber, funky synth bass with blown-out electroclash 
hi-hats that crescendo in tandem with what sounds 
like a barrage of sci-fi  laser fi re. By adrenalizing the 
track so slowly and methodically, Moss draws you 
into his interstellar dance music just as inexorably as 
if he’d found another use for an unidentifi ed fl ying 
object’s tractor beam. —LEOR GALIL

Imperial Triumphant, Alphaville
Century Media
imperialtriumphant.lnk.to/Alphaville

The overlap between extreme metal and avant- 
garde improvised music is admittedly slight, but 
that tiny patch of ground produces some extrava-
gantly bizarre fruits—among them New York City 
trio Imperial Triumphant. Drummer Kenny Grohows-
ki frequently collaborates with downtown-scene 

MUSIC

daddy John Zorn, most notably performing his 
music in Simulacrum with guitarist Matt Hollen-
berg of Cleric and organist John Medeski. And 
bassist Steven Blanco not only has a history as a 
jazz pianist but also plays bass in PAK with guitar-
ist Ron Anderson of Molecules and Rat at Rat R 
fame, alongside Cleric drummer Larry Kwartowitz. 
The dissonant, shape-shifting tangle of black and 
death metal on Imperial Triumphant’s new fourth 
full-length, Alphaville, uses improvisation only in its 
details—these are unmistakably composed pieces—
but it does adopt the avant-garde stance of insisting 
that you come to it. Frenzied, decadent, and spring- 
loaded with unpredictable shi� s in mood and inten-
sity, this chaotic but tightly controlled music has no 
special interest in catchy riff s, and it doesn’t care if 
you’re tired of waiting for a chorus—it’s not going 
to meet you on your terms. Grohowski, Blanco, and 
guitarist and front man Zachary Ilya Ezrin used a 
producer for the first time on Alphaville, working 
with Trey Spruance of Mr. Bungle (who’s also enlist-
ed Grohowski for his band Secret Chiefs 3). The 
resulting arrangements are the most jarring and 
florid of the band’s career, incorporating an ele-
gant unaccompanied piano-and-trombone duet, 
delirious choral vocals, an interlude of nonidiomat-
ic taiko drumming, corny silent-fi lm organ, and even 
a barbershop quartet that’s draped in static like 
a dusty old 78. Blanco’s bass takes the stairs three 
at a time, indulging in gymnastics and convolutions 
that might read as “jazzy” if it weren’t for his weird 
harmonic choices; he constantly changes his angle 
of approach to Ezrin’s spindly, laddering riff s, whose 
high-wire act is broken up by nerve-wracking wob-
bles of tremolo and tense, queasy intervallic leaps. 
Grohowski’s formidable drumming almost makes 
the music’s metrical oddities comprehensible, even 
as he shifts between light-footed, impossibly fast 
blastbeats, snarled tech-death, and loose, splat-
tery fi lls. Even in black and death metal as bastard-
ized as this, misanthropy is de rigueur, and Imperi-
al Triumphant give theirs a special New York fl avor. 
Their lyrics, which Ezrin delivers in a clotted howl, 
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convey a bilious contempt for the city’s wealthy 
parasites—and the cover of Alphaville, with its sin-
ister art deco imagery, links their amoral excess to 
America’s civilizational suicide by capitalism in the 
1920s. Our own self-immolation is well under way—
U.S. billionaires have grown more than $600 billion 
richer during the pandemic, while almost 40 million 
Americans have applied for unemployment—and 
it promises to leave the country uninhabitable for 
everyone but the white-collar criminals who’ve per-
suaded the world they’re its elite. To indict this tow-
ering corruption, Imperial Triumphant enact a furi-
ous boiling over of the human energies it exploits. 
—PHILIP MONTORO

Eiko Ishibashi, Hyakki Yagyō 
Black Truffl  e
blacktruffl  e.bandcamp.com/album/hyakki-yagy

Japanese multi- instrumentalist and singer- 
songwriter Eiko Ishibashi has spent a couple 
decades working in a multitude of idioms, including 
art-pop, jazz, postpunk, and free improvisation. It’s 
been thrilling to hear her move among styles and 
ideas from album to album, and her latest, Hyakki 
Yagyō (“Night Parade of One Hundred Demons”), is 
one of her most arresting to date, replete with tan-
talizing, haunting atmospheres conjured by elec-
tronics, acoustic instrumentation, and fi eld record-
ings. Made with two of Ishibashi’s frequent collabo-
rators, Joe Talia (percussion) and former Chicagoan 
Jim O’Rourke (double bass, mixing), Hyakki Yagyō 
feels uneasy right from the get-go: synth tones fl ick-
er patiently and ominously, a faint clanging arises in 

the distance, and soon we hear dancer and choreo-
grapher Ryuichi Fujimura energetically whispering 
a tanka by 15th-century poet Ikkyū Sōjun, adding to 
the alluring mystique and horror suggested by the 
album’s title. The image of otherworldly spirits in an 
uproarious gathering is apt, given that Hyakki Yagyō 
presents a dizzying assortment of noises: chiming 
bells and rattling metal, wheezing fl utes and rush-
ing water, screeching strings and warbling elec-
tronics. Ishibashi has always used extreme dynamics 
for dramatic eff ect in her experimental works, and 
here they’re at their most theatrical and breathtak-
ing—the quietest and loudest moments feel equal-
ly important in keeping you on your toes. Despite 
how cacophonous the album can sound, it’s clearly 
constructed with meticulous care—every note and 
sound and texture has a purpose. Once you pick up 
on that, each new development makes you curious 
about what will come next and how the piece’s nar-
rative will unravel. Ishibashi has accomplished a mar-
vel with Hyakki Yagyō: it combines the intimacy of a 
ghost story told at a campfi re with the grandiosity 
of one presented onstage. —JOSHUA MINSOO KIM

Lil Romo, King Without A Crown
The Programm/Empire
store.empi.re/products/lil-romo-king-without-a-
crown-download

In a recent Illanoize Radio interview, south-side 
rapper Lil Romo said he started to approach his 
music more professionally in October 2018, a� er he 
dropped “Realla (Scrilla Remix),” where he raps like 
he’s trying to outrun the anxious, zippy instrumen-
tal. Since then, his career has seemed to draw on 
the energy of that track. He’s dropped four singles 

since February, and most of them have racked up 
at least 100,000 YouTube views. His most recent 
video, for the forlorn “Long Time,” hit 10,000 views 
in less than two days—and I imagine it’ll reach ten 
times that soon, given how expertly Romo and rap-
per Duke Da Beast slather their verses in Auto-
Tune sweetness. The song exemplifi es the pop pro-
clivities that color Romo’s new debut, King Without 
a Crown (The Programm/Empire), where he leans 
into the euphonic wave of drill that’s come to the 
fore over the past couple years. The bulk of the 
album uses refined, gentle melodies that seem 
to console him as he raps about his fallen friends. 
But Romo can sound harsh too, when the feeling 
moves him—he really bares his teeth on “Let’s Do 
It,” where his terse lines hit hard enough to raise 
welts. —LEOR GALIL

Willie Nelson, First Rose of Spring
Legacy
shop.willienelson.com/collections/fi rst-rose-of-
spring

Melancholy shoots right out of the gate on Willie 
Nelson’s new full-length, First Rose of Spring. The 
album opens with its title track, a sweet but ulti-
mately tragic love song by a trio of stalwart Nash-
ville songwriters: Allen Shamblin (Bonnie Raitt), 
Marc Beeson (LeAnn Rimes, Blake Shelton), and 
Randy Houser (who hit number two on the Bill-
board Hot Country Songs chart in 2009 perform-
ing his own “Boots On”). Nelson’s no-frills sing-
ing and plaintive solo on his trusty acoustic gui-
tar, Trigger, make “First Rose of Spring” an anchor 
for the wistful, contemplative songs ahead. Like 
Nelson’s other recent releases, including 2018’s 
Last Man Standing and last year’s Ride Me Back 
Home, the new album is fi lled with end-of-the-road 
thoughts and tributes to compadres who have 
passed away. Who better than the Willie Nelson 
to deliver such refl ections? At 87 years old, he still 
sings with a pointed clarity, as though he wants 
you to truly hear every word. Nelson and long-
time cowriter and producer Buddy Cannon keep 
up the elegiac tone with heartbreaking songs such 
as “Blue Star,” but there are also a few uplifting 
moments, including covers of Toby Keith’s “Don’t 
Let the Old Man In” (written for a 2018 Clint East-
wood movie of the same name) and a timely resur-
rection of Billy Joe Shaver’s 1981 “We Are the Cow-
boys,” a dissection of the cowboy- as-hero mythol-
ogy that centers white men as saviors. “Cowboys 
are average American people / Texicans, Mexi-
cans, Black men, and Jews,” Nelson sings, his inti-
mate, uncomplicated vocal approach helping the 
message speak loudly—he’s just one average cow-
boy, speaking on behalf of others like him. First 
Rose is full of perspectives that only a man with 
Nelson’s lived experience can offer. It’s a collec-
tion of good old-fashioned country songs, deliv-
ered with the soulful spirit of a true country great. 
—SALEM COLLO-JULIN

Primitive Man, immersion
Relapse
primitivemandoom.bandcamp.com/album/
immersion

In one of Chicago’s most tumultuous 24-hour peri-

ods in recent memory, the city withstood a night 
of momentous civil unrest followed by a day of 
unsettlingly violent storms. By coincidence, I 
spent much of the duration listening to an oddly 
suitable soundtrack: Immersion, the latest full-
length by Denver metal trio Primitive Man. Plenty 
of bands make music that feels overwhelming, but 
Primitive Man really earn this album’s title, plung-
ing you so deep in the muck you have to dig your-
self out. They’ve been doing that since 2012, when 
they emerged from their city’s underground music 
scene with a bludgeoning, oozing wall of sludge, 
noise, and death metal imbued with the strug-
gles, turbulence, and decay of humanity. It can be 
tempting to paint the band as entirely fatalistic, 
and maybe they are in their view of power struc-
tures and man’s capacity to inflict suffering and 
injustice on others (though they’d probably say 
they’re “realistic”). But on Immersion, recorded in 
early March as the country fi rst came to grips with 
the enormity of the COVID-19 pandemic, they’re 
also concerned with how hardship impacts peo-
ple on an individual basis, and with the drive to 
resist and rebel—even when doing so feels bur-
densome in itself. The tense opening track, “The 
Lifer,” casts a light on how the desire to create 
can be an Achilles’ heel when it comes to estab-
lishing security and creature comforts. “Menac-
ing,” which alternates between a maelstrom of 
drums and guitars and chugging doom punctuat-
ed by the cavernous howls of front man and gui-
tarist Ethan Lee McCarthy, speaks to how a per-
son’s character is shaped by challenges endured, 
and to how standing your ground and walking 
your own path can come at the price of loneliness. 
As dark as the album gets, though, it maintains a 
sense of strength and steadiness, and of speak-
ing truth to power. Sometimes facing the vortex 
head-on can help lighten the load for someone 
else. —JAMIE LUDWIG

Spun Out, Touch the Sound
Shuga
spunoutband.bandcamp.com/album/touch-the-
sound

Ne-Hi formed in 2013 and subsequently became 
one of the most revered Chicago indie-rock bands 
of the decade. The four-piece called it quits in May 
2019, but I imagine their reputation will only keep 
growing—partly because all four members contin-
ue to play in remarkable groups. Jason Balla always 
juggled a few projects while in Ne-Hi, chief among 
them postpunk trio Dehd, which he’s helped lead 
since 2016; their recent Flower of Devotion is one 
of the most celebrated indie albums of 2020. The 
rest of Ne-Hi—Mikey Wells, James Weir, and Alex 
Otake—re-emerged last summer as Spun Out, 
molding a dance-friendly indie pop that draws on 
1980s UK postpunk and leaves a lot of room for 
synth flourishes. Their new debut album, Touch 
the Sound (Shuga), also bears the influence of 
the Madchester scene; the exquisite piano melo-
dy and hypnotic percussion on “Off  the Vine,’’ for 
instance, make it sound like a long-lost Screamad-
elica outtake. But Spun Out transcend mere pop 
bricolage—they can adapt their fl uid style to what-
ever grabs them. And as you’d expect from a band 
with this pedigree, the hooks on Touch the Sound 
are ironclad. —LEOR GALIL  v

Eiko Ishibashi � COURTESY THE ARTIST
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NEW
Peter Bradley Adams 

3/25/2021, 8 PM, SPACE, 
Evanston b

Melody Angel 8/28, 7 PM, 
American Legion Hall Post 42, 
Evanston

Armor For Sleep 7/23/2021, 
7 PM, Metro b

Bad Bad Hats 9/3, 8 PM, lives-
tream at audiotree.tv/staged-
show/bad-bad-hats b

Bonelang 9/24, 8 PM, lives-
tream at audiotree.tv/staged-
show/bonelang b

Toronzo Cannon 8/28, 8 PM, 
City Winery b

Toronzo Cannon & the Chica-
go Way 8/29, 7 PM, FitzGer-
ald’s, Berwyn F

Chandelier Swingers 8/29, 
4 PM, FitzGerald’s, Berwyn 
F

Chi-Town Blues Festival fea-
turing Pokey, Theodis Ealey, 
Nellie Travis, Chic Rodgers, 
Lenny Williams, Bobby Rush 
3/27/2021, 8 PM, the Venue at 
Horseshoe Casino, Hammond

Chicken Bone 8/29, 7 PM, 
American Legion Hall Post 42, 
Evanston

Destinos al Aire featuring 
Cielito Lindo Family Folk 
Music, members of Aguijón 
Theater, Repertorio Latino 
Theater Company, and more 
9/17, 6 PM, ChiTown Movies 
b

Diamondback 8/21, 7 PM, 
American Legion Hall Post 42, 
Evanston

Ekali 8/21, 7 PM, Adler Plane-
tarium Parking Lot

Eve’s Twin Lover, Van Lawless 
9/26, 7 PM, American Legion 
Hall Post 42, Evanston

FitzGerald’s Community 
Truck Concert featuring 
Ron Lazzeretti 8/29, 3 PM, 
a concert on a truck moving 

through Oak Park and Berwyn 
from 3-5 PM. F b

Fozzy, Through Fire, Royal 
Bliss, Zero Theorem 10/22, 
6:45 PM, the Forge, Joliet b

Jonas Friddle, Anna Jacobson 
& Andrew Wilkins 8/30, 1 PM, 
FitzGerald’s, Berwyn F

Funkadesi 8/22, 7 PM, Amer-
ican Legion Hall Post 42, 
Evanston

Future Islands 10/9, 9 PM, 
livestream at noonchorus.
com/fi -jam b

Garden of Souls 10/2, 8:30 PM, 
Constellation, in-person show 
with concurrent livestream at 
youtube.com/user/constella-
tionchicago

Tom Holland & the Shuffl  e 
Kings 9/5, 7 PM, American 
Legion Hall Post 42, Evanston

Insane Clown Posse 9/19, 
7:30 PM, the Forge, Joliet b

Jam in Place featuring 
Hamish Anderson 9/1, 7 PM, 
livestream at facebook.com/
martinguitar F b

Donald Kinsey 9/4, 7 PM, 
SPACE, Evanston b

Lakeshore Drive-In presents 
Henhouse Prowlers, Way-
down Wanderers 8/28, 7 PM, 
Adler Planetarium Parking Lot

Luke Malewicz Orchestra 
10/21, 8:30 PM, livestream at 
facebook.com/jazzrecordart-
collective F b

Bill MacKay 9/10, 7 PM, Firecat 
Projects, space will be limited; 
contact gallery for required 
rsvp F b

Ian Maksin 8/29, 8 PM, City 
Winery A

Metallica, Three Days Grace 
(drive-in broadcast) 8/29, 
8:30 PM, Chicago Drive-In 
at SeatGeek Stadium, Brid-
geview, Elgin Cinema, Elgin, 
and Sears Centre, Hoff man 
Estates, a pre-fi lmed concert 
broadcast exclusively at drive-
in theaters b

MFA Trio 8/29, 1 PM, FitzGer-
ald’s, Berwyn F

Michigan Rattlers 8/27, 
6:30 PM, livestream broadcast 
from the Kalamazoo State 
Theatre; link provided a� er 
ticket purchase b

Motoblot Drive-In featuring 
Hi-Jivers (duo), Three Blue 
Teardrops, Crombies, Bailey 
Dee, Black Angus, Aweful 
8/30, noon, Chicago Drive-In 
at SeatGeek Stadium, Brid-
geview b

My Sweet George (George 
Harrison tribute perfor-
mance) featuring Big Hair 
Big Trouble 9/4, 7 PM, 
American Legion Hall Post 42, 
Evanston

Carrie Newcomer/Gary Wal-
ters/Allie Summers 9/12, 
6 PM, livestream hosted by 
City Winery; link provided 
a� er ticket purchase b

Dave “Medusa” Shelton 
memorial 8/22, 7 PM, Medu-
sa’s Elgin, Elgin, recorded 
mixes from a variety of DJs 
that played at Medusa’s will 
be played throughout the 
evening, limit of 50 people 
in the club at any given time; 
event will be livestreamed for 
those that cannot attend in 
person, see facebook.com/
events/354177782255698 for 
further details 

Spektral Quartet album 
release party for Experi-
ments in Living 8/28, 
7:30 PM, Zoom link provided 
a� er registration F b

Spektral Quartet presents 
“The Floating Lounge: The 
Outrageous Arnold Schoen-
berg” featuring Lucy Shelton 
8/23, 7:30 PM, Zoom link pro-
vided a� er registration F b

Sueños 8/27, 7 PM, FitzGerald’s, 
Berwyn F

Sunday Jazz on the Green with 
Luciano Antonio Quartet 

8/23, 7 PM, American Legion 
Hall Post 42, Evanston

Swallow the Sun, Infected 
Rain, Wheel 3/22/2021, 
6:30 PM, the Forge, Joliet b

Tech N9ne, Rittz, Krizz Kaliko, 
King Iso, Maez 301 10/10, 
7:30 PM, the Forge, Joliet b

Terrapin Flyer 8/27, 7 PM, Adler 
Planetarium Parking Lot

Two Feet 8/29, 7 PM, Adler 
Planetarium Parking Lot

Ben Watt 2/18/2021, 8 PM, 
SPACE, Evanston b

UPDATED
NOTE: Contact point of pur-

chase for information about
ticket exchanges or refunds. 

Align, Tvvin, Levity 5/13/2021, 
8:30 PM, Schubas, resched-
uled, 18+

Thomas Anders & Modern 
Talking, Sandra 8/12/2021, 
8 PM, Copernicus Center, 
rescheduled b

Black Pumas, Seratones 
4/27/2021, 9 PM, House of 
Blues, rescheduled; tickets 
purchased for original and 
previously rescheduled dates 
will be honored, 17+ 

Christopher Cross 3/19/2021, 
8 PM, Genesee Theatre, 
Waukegan, rescheduled; tick-
ets purchased for the original 
and previously rescheduled 
dates will be honored b

Steve Dawson & Funeral 
Bonsai Wedding featuring 
Quartet Parapluie, Louis Bar-
dales 5/2/2021, 7 PM, Maurer 
Hall, Old Town School of Folk 
Music, rescheduled b

Dead South, Chance McCoy 
9/29/2021, 8 PM, House of 
Blues, rescheduled, 17+

Dirty Knobs with Mike Camp-
bell 10/6/2021, 8 PM, Park 
West, rescheduled; tickets 
purchased for original and 
previous rescheduled dates 
will be honored, 18+

Dreadwolf, Kill Scenes, Black 
Sam Malone, Lack 9/10, 9 PM, 
GMan Tavern, postponed until 
a date to be determined

Greg Dulli, Joseph Arthur 9/14, 
9 PM, Metro, postponed until 
a date to be determined, 18+

Julia Fordham 9/4/2021, 
7:30 PM, SPACE, Evanston, 
rescheduled b

Front 242, Consolidated 
4/4/2021, 8 PM, Metro, lineup 
changed, 18+

Greer 5/8/2021, 7:30 PM, Lin-
coln Hall, rescheduled; tickets 
purchased for original date 
will be honored b

Heartstrings Project 8/30, 
1:30 and 4 PM, SPACE, Evan-
ston, 4 PM sold out b

Hunny 8/28, 8 PM, Subterra-
nean, canceled

Kiss, David Lee Roth 9/4/2021, 
7:30 PM, Hollywood Casino 
Amphitheatre, Tinley Park, 
rescheduled b

Lady Gaga 8/27/2021, 7:30 PM, 
Wrigley Field, rescheduled b

Los Chicos Del 512: The Selena 
Experience 1/29/2021, 8 PM, 
Genesee Theatre, Waukegan, 
rescheduled b

Taj Mahal Quartet 5/6/2021, 
6 and 9 PM, City Winery, 
rescheduled b

Gerald McClendon: The Soul-
keeper (trio) 9/6, 4:30 and 
7 PM, SPACE, Evanston, 
4:30 PM show added b

Melkbelly, Facs, CB Radio 
Gorgeous 4/3/2021, 9 PM, 
Sleeping Village, rescheduled

Monochrome Set, Jetbeats 
10/17/2021, 6:30 PM, Bananna’s 
Comedy Shack at Reggies’, 
rescheduled

Haru Nemuri, Air Credits 
9/5, 9 PM, Sleeping Village, 
postponed until a date to be 
determined

Miles Nielsen 9/12, 4:30 and 
7 PM, SPACE, Evanston, 7 PM 
sold out b

Peter Bjorn & John 10/3, 
10 PM, Empty Bottle, canceled

Peter Rowan’s Free Mexican 
Airforce, Los Texmaniacs 
5/20/2021, 7 PM, SPACE, 
Evanston, rescheduled b

Smells Like Nirvana, Tomor-
row 9/5, 9 PM, Cubby Bear, 
canceled

Square Roots Online 2020 fea-
turing O’My’s, Dehd, Frank 
Waln, Bomba Con Buya, 
Andrew Sa & the Cosmic 
Country Showcase Band 8/29, 
6 PM, time and lineup updat-
ed; livestream at squareroots.
org F b

Robin Trower 9/11/2021, 
7:30 PM, Copernicus Center, 
rescheduled b

Watkins Family Hour, Court-
ney Hartman 5/15/2021, 
5 and 8 PM, Maurer Hall, Old 
Town School of Folk Music, 
rescheduled b

UPCOMING
Adult, Body of Light, Plack 

Blague 11/13, 10 PM, Empty 
Bottle

Shamarr Allen & the Under-
dawgs 10/7, 8 PM, SPACE, 
Evanston b

Chris Knight, Joe Stamm 11/5, 
8 PM, City Winery b

Knuckle Puck 11/20, 8 PM, Sub-
terranean, 17+ v

EARLY WARNINGS
Never miss 

a show again. 
Sign up for the 
newsletter at
chicagoreader.

com/early

Bonelang � COURTESY OF AUDIOTREE

CHICAGO SHOWS YOU SHOULD KNOW ABOUT IN THE WEEKS TO COME

b ALL AGES    F

A furry ear to the ground of 
the local music scene

GOSSIP 
WOLF

TO EASE THE surreal feeling of watching 
baseball games with no fans in the seats, 
Gossip Wolf has been searching out new 
summer pastimes—like laughing at con-
servative sticks-in-the mud  as they freak 
out about Cardi B and Megan Thee Stal-
lion’s hilariously raunchy smash “WAP” 
(and its hilariously raunchy music video ). 
Ben Shapiro’s epochal self-own (keeping 
his wife’s “p-word” dry to own the libs!) 
is even cringier than the clean version of 
the song, which replaces “wet ass pussy” 
with “wet and gushy.” Last week, legend-
ary Chicago juke and footwork producer 
Traxman reacted much more construc-
tively to “WAP”—he remixed the bejesus 
out of it! In his inimitable style, the master 
packed the track so full of frenetic, ham-
mering bass drops and clapping, stop-
start percussion that it sounds like three 
amazing songs all blasting at once. “WAP 
Juked Out” is available free via Band-
camp—bucket and mop  not included. 

Poster artist Frank Okay  has appeared 
in the Reader’s Gig Poster of the Week 
series , and they’ve done great illustrations 
for the paper too. Okay also plays music—
they used to be in the band Strawberry 
Pegasus, and lately they’ve been work-
ing on solo material. Last weekend they 
dropped an album called Errors, most of 
which they’ve written and recorded during 
the pandemic. Errors is a delightful mish-
mash of brazen electro-punk and fl amboy-
ant new wave, with a hint of second-wave 
ska. “Dumkee Frains” sounds like a collab-
oration between Atom & His Package and 
LCD Soundsystem—and as unlikely as that 
combo sounds, Okay nails it! 

If you’re looking for new music to get 
your blood pumping, Heavee has just 
the thing. On the August 7 “Bandcamp 
day,” the Teklife producer dropped Trak-
pak Vol. 5, where he reassembles frag-
ments of footwork, drum ’n’ bass, Balti-
more club, and Jersey club into kaleido-
scopic cuts that crackle with more energy 
than Thor’s socks straight out of the dryer.  
—J.R. NELSON AND LEOR GALIL

Got a tip? Tweet @Gossip_Wolf or e-mail 
gossipwolf@chicagoreader.com.
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Q: I’m a 35-year-old woman. 
I recently discovered I’m 
a size queen. (Is it OK for 
me to use this term?) This 
has been brewing for a 
while as I have dabbled 
with purchasing larger 
and larger cucumbers and 
fucking myself with them 
a� er a good wash. I use a 
condom and tons of lube 
and it’s been amazing. 
Are there any safety or 
health concerns I should 
be aware of? I’m moving 
away from fucking produce 
and purchased my fi rst 
sizeable toy. I see safety 
tips online for men who like 
large toys in their butts, but 
I wanted to know if there 
is anything I should be 
aware of as a vagina-haver. 
I mainly partner with men 
but am expanding to date 
women, and I’ve been fi sted 
only once by a woman and 
absolutely loved it. 
—FINDING I LATELY LOVE 
ENORMOUS DILDOS

A: So long as you’re taking 
it slow, FILLED, so long as 
you’re using lots of lube, 
so long as you’re playing 
with toys that have fl ared 
bases and were designed 
for insertion play, and so 
long as those toys are made 
of body-safe materials like 
silicone, then you’re doing 
everything right. And 
yes, FILLED, you may use 
the term “size queen” to 
describe yourself!

Q: I’m a longtime fan of 

your column and your 
podcast. Recently a 
discussion came up on 
Facebook about diaper play: 
A group of people seem to 
think that enjoying this kink 
is the same thing as being 
a pedophile or engaging 
in “pedo-lite” behavior. 
Another group—myself 
included—believes that 
it is simply an expression 
of a kink between two 
consenting adults, and 
therefore isn’t the same 
as pedophilia at all. I was 
curious as to what your take 
on the situation was, or if 
you had any suggestions on 
how to approach this topic 
with the fi rst group? Thank 
you, wishing you all the 
best! —WANDERING ETHICAL 
TERRAIN OF NAPPIES 
EMPLOYED SEXUALLY

A: Does fucking someone 
who’s wearing a dog collar 
count as bestiality? Of 
course not, WETONES, 
because dog collars no 
more turn consenting adults 
into dogs than diapers 
turn consenting adults into 
infants. And the disapproval 
of strangers on the Internet 
not only won’t stop an adult 
who wants to wear diapers 
from wearing diapers, 
WETONES, that disapproval 
makes wearing diapers all 
the more arousing because 
the transgression and 
“wrongness” of wearing 
diapers makes wearing 
diapers arousing—not for 
everyone, of course, but for 

most people who are into 
wearing diapers. Which 
means your disapproving 
friends are playing right 
into the pervy hands/crinkly 
rubber shorts of all the 
diaper lovers out there. And 
while it’s true that some 
people who are into age 
play are also into diapers, 
WETONES, it’s not true that 
everyone into diapers is into 
age play. For most people 
who get off  on diapers it’s 
the humiliation of being a 
diapered adult that turns 
them on, not the fantasy of 
being a child.

Q: My husband and I 
recently watched the 
fantastic 70s porn Alice in 
Wonderland: An X-rated 
Musical Fantasy (we got to 
it by watching Meatballs). 
It was everything I’ve ever 
wanted in a porn. Perhaps 
you or your readers could 
recommend something 
similar to put in our 
rotation? —LIKES TO WATCH

A: Check out Caligula. This 
intermittently pornographic 
1979 fi lm probably isn’t as 
lighthearted as the version 
of Alice in Wonderland you 
stumbled over, LTW, but 
it doubtless has a much 
more interesting backstory 
and far bigger stars. A 
young and sexy Malcolm 
McDowell as the mad 
Roman emperor with Peter 
O’Toole (!), John Gielgud 
(!!), and Helen Mirren (!!!) 
in supporting roles. Even 
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You’re going to need a bigger butt plug
Cucumbers in condoms, ageless kinks, and questions of all sizes 

By DAN SAVAGE

OPINIONthe cannabis platform
a  R e a d e r  r e s o u r c e  f o r  t h e  c a n n a  c u r i o u s

Thursdays on Cannabis
Conversations
chicagoreader.com/joravsky

Thursdays on

Cannabis 
Conversations
chicagoreader.com/
joravsky

www.neuromedici.com 312-772-2313

Find out today if medical
cannabis or infusion therapy is
right for you. Telemed available!

Your partners in health and wellness.

Serving medical cannabis patients since 2015.

GET  INVOLVED !

A cannacopia of fun!
CBD / cannabis recipes, 
psychedelic drawings to color, 
word puzzles to stimulate your 
brain, growing tips, and more!

Print and digital versions available.

chicagoreader.com/420book

Reader 420 Companion Book

To advertise,

call 312-392-2934 or email

ads@chicagoreader.com



AUGUST 20, 2020 - CHICAGO READER 37ll

OPINION

better, this amazing train 
wreck of a movie is based 
on a screenplay by Gore 
Vidal. (Got a 70s porn 
recommendation for LTW? 
Share it in the comment 
thread!)

Q: Here’s a quickie: If a 
woman is attracted to cis 
men and nonbinary humans 
(who can have either a penis 
or vagina) but that woman is 
not attracted to cis women 
. . . would that woman be 
bi or pan? Labels are not 
super important to me, 
Dan, but I’m calling on my 
friendly neighborhood sex 
advice columnist for help 
just the same! —LOVES ALL 
BODIES EXCEPT LADIES

A: While bisexual was once 
commonly understood to 
mean “attracted to both 
sexes,” the Human Rights 
Campaign’s online glossary 
now defi nes bisexual as 
“emotionally, romantically 
or sexually attracted to 
more than one sex, gender 
or gender identity.” That 
same online glossary defi nes 
pansexual as “the potential 
for emotional, romantic or 
sexual attraction to people 
of any gender.” While 
on the fi rst read there 
doesn’t seem to be much 
daylight between those two 
defi nitions, LABEL, there 
actually is some diff erence 
between being attracted to 
“more than one [gender]” 
and being attracted to 
“people of any gender.” 
And while a lot of people 
use bi and pan pretty much 
interchangeably these days, 
the bi label is probably a 
slightly better fi t for you, 
LABEL, seeing as your libido 
disqualifi es all members 
of one gender—your own—
from emotional, romantic or 
sexual consideration. 

Q: I’m a queer man who’s 
starting to bottom again 
a� er ten years of being on 
top. I have a butt plug that 
my anus keeps pushing 

out, even though I’ve tried 
relaxing and lots of lube. 
It feels great when it’s in, 
and then there it goes! I 
need tips! But not just the 
tip please. —EXCITING XXX 
TOY OR PROJECTILE?

A: The butt plug you’re 
using is too small. Like other 
recovering tops before 
you, EXTOP, you made 
the mistake of purchasing 
a small plug because you 
didn’t think your ass could 
handle a medium or large 
one. But butt plugs are held 
in place a� er the widest 
part slides all the way into 
your ass, past your anal 
sphincters, and then your 
sphincters close around 
the neck of the plug, aka 
the narrow part before the 
fl ared base. But if the wide 
part isn’t much wider than 
the narrow part—if you 
bought a plug that looks 
more like a fi nger than a 
lava lamp—then the anal 
sphincters will push the plug 
back out. Or, even worse, 
they’ll send the plug fl ying 
across the room when your 
sphincters contract at the 
moment of orgasm. Do 
yourself and your wallpaper 
a favor, EXTOP, and get 
yourself a bigger plug.

Q: I am an avid reader, and 
I incorporate much of your 
advice in caring for my 
patients. I have tremendous 
respect for you and your 
column. Nonetheless, I 
must raise a concern about 
a small comment in your 
response to COVET, the 
woman who was wondering 
about getting together 
with a new partner for sex 
despite social distancing: 
“Life is short,” you wrote, 
“and this pandemic is going 
to be long.” The lockdown 
is indeed diffi  cult, Dan, 
but the concept that “this 
pandemic is going to be 
long” leads too many of us 
to feel as if the pandemic 
will never end. Impatience 
is driving some people to 

risky behavior that can 
be otherwise avoided. 
With attention to safety 
measures, we can reduce 
our risk of infection, 
as well as emotionally 
survive until a vaccine is 
available. Patience with 
the pandemic is analogous 
to the perseverance that 
Londoners used to get 
through the bombings 
of WWII. —PRACTICE 
ALL NECESSARY DEEDS 
ESPECIALLY MASKS 
ISOLATING COVID-19

A: Thank you for sharing, 
PANDEMIC!

Q: I got into my Ly�  at 
6 AM this morning to go 
to the airport. My driver 
was an older man with a 
southern drawl. The Savage 
Lovecast was playing on 
the radio when I entered 
his car and I thought he 
was going to turn it off  
when he realized it was 
still on. I’ve had some 
heartfelt, beautiful, and 
rich conversations with my 
Ly�  drivers and I thought 
we would bond over our 
shared love of your show. 
I was literally sitting in the 
backseat thinking, “This is 
so great, we are so diff erent 
but we have at least one 
thing in common, I wonder 
how long he has been a 
listener, and could he be a 
Magnum subscriber too?” 
Then I realized the episode 
playing was the one I was 
listening to the previous 
night as I fell asleep . . . and 
then I realized my phone 
was connected to his car’s 
Bluetooth. Oops. Love you, 
Dan! —SHERYL IN TEXAS!

A: Thank you for sharing, 
SIT, and thanks for turning 
a new listener on to the 
Savage Lovecast! v

Send letters to mail@
savagelove.net. Download 
the Savage Lovecast at 
savagelovecast.com. 
� @fakedansavage

Support us in our mission to create 
compelling journalism by and for Chicago.

chicagoreader.creativeswhocare.org

$25 TEE $35 LONG SLEEVE TEE $45 HOODIE

Artwork by @merlotism

www.leather64ten.com
www.chicagoreader.creativeswhocare.org
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JOBS 
GENERAL

Relativity (Chicago, 
IL) seeks Sr. Software 
Engineer to architect/
design/implement & test 
cloud native software 
consistently applying 
best practice software 
engineer ing.  Submit 
resumes to Recruiting@
relat ivity.com, to be 
considered, reference 
Job ID: 20-9003 in the 
subject line.

Relativity (Chicago, IL) 
seeks Senior Software 
Engineer to architect/
design/implement & test 
cloud native software 
consistently applying 
best practice software 
engineering. Must take 
and pass HackerRank 
Code Challenge pre-
in te rv iew screen ing 
test. Submit resumes 
to Recruiting@relativity.
com, to be considered, 
reference Job ID: 20-
9002 in the subject line.

N o r t h w e s t e r n 
U n i v e r s i t y,  M e d i l l 
School of Journalism, 
M e d i a  a n d  I M C , 
Evanston, IL. Position: 
Ass istant  Professor.  
Duties: teach, advise 
s t u d e n t s ,  c o n d u c t 
& publ ish research. 
R e q u i r e d :  P h D  i n 
Marketing, outstanding 
research record, excellent 
r e c o m m e n d a t i o n s , 
teaching ability. Send 
CV, research papers & 2 
reference letters to robin-
young@northwestern.
edu.  AA/EOE.

Food Safety Scientist 
(Chicago, IL),  Must 
have 1 yr exp & Mstr’s 
Deg in food safety. 
Duties incl: development 
&  m a i n t e n a n c e  o f 
food safety plan for all 
products, developing & 
updating food safety reltd 
docs, estab & implement 
inspection program to 
improve standards of 
outgoing & incoming 
products. Knwldg on 
critical control point, 
HACCP plans, SOP’s, 
GMP’s food traceability 
program, mock recall, & 
audit procedures. Apply 
by sending res., cover ltr., 
proof of cert. & copy of 
this ad to El Popocatepetl 
Industr ies Inc. ,  c/o 
Operations Mgr, 1854 
W. 21st St, Chicago, IL 
60608. No calls or drop 
ins.

S p r a y i n g  S y s t e m s 
Co.  i s  seek ing  a 
Programmer Analyst 
in Glendale Heights, IL 
w/the following reqmts: 
BS degree in Comp Sci, 
Software Engineering or 
related field or foreign 
equivalent degree. 5 yrs 
of related exp. Reqd 
skills: Create & implement 
software applications 
using C#, JAVA, .Net Web 
Services /Web API, Java 

Script, jQuery HTML, 
CSS, ASP.NET, .NET 
MVC, MS- SQL Server 
2008 R2 (5 yrs); design 
low level Architecture 
&Software Component 
using Lucid Charts, 
Confluence, Jira (5 yrs); 
build Web services & 
Web APIs using ADO.
NET, Entity Framework 
and C# (5 yrs); review 
code written by other 
deve lopers  &c rea te 
metrics for Software 
quality assurance using 
Mic roso f t  DEVOPS, 
Visual Studio online, 
Sourcetree, ReSharper, 
Microsoft Build Server 
(2 yrs). Send resume to 
Santoshi.Kamble@Spray.
com. Subject line must 
reference K022472.

C o r p o r a t e  L a w 
Assistant  –  I ta l ian 
Law (Chicago, IL – 
Downtown)  Dut ies : 
Analyze matters and 
assist in negotiations 
involving Italian Business 
Association law under 
the supervision of a 
partner admitted to 
practice law in Illinois (to 
the extent permitted by 
Article VIII of the Illinois 
Rules of Professional 
Conduct (Rules 5.3 and 
5 .5 ) )  Requ i rements : 
M a s t e r ’ s  D e g r e e 
(“Laurea Specialistica”) 
in Italian Company Law 
f rom an accredi ted 
I ta l i an  law schoo l , 
w i t h  s p e c i a l i z a t i o n 
( “ C u l t o r e  D e l l a 
Materia”) in Business 
Association Law; and 
Corpora te  Media tor 
Specialist Certification 
( “ S p e z i a l i z z a z i o n e 
per  Media tor i ” )  fo r 
Professional Mediator 
( “ C o n c i l i a t o r e 
Professionista”) Submit 
resume to: imbrannon@
bclplaw.com

F o re i g n  L a n g u a g e 
Teacher: Chicago IL. 
Teach Serbian lang 
&amp; literature children 
from preschool to 8th 
grade.  Prep course 
materials, assignments, 
handouts .  Eva luate , 
grade students’ work. 
Prep/deliver lectures how 
to speak, write in Serbian 
lang, cultural aspects. 
Bachelor of Philology. 
Fluent in Serbian. 2 yrs 
exp. Res: Saint Sava 
Academy; principal@
stsavaacademy.org

Business Manager: 
D i r e c t ,  c o o r d 
activities of real estate 
investment comp for 
optimum efficiency in 
sales. Plan, develop 
b u s i n e s s  p o l i c i e s , 
g o a l s ,  m a r k e t i n g , 
s a l e s .  C o m m  w /
clients, subcontractors, 
management.  Di rect 
admin activities. Prep 
contracts. Negotiate w/ 
clients. Bachelor in any 
fi eld. Must speak Polish. 
2 yrs exp. Res: Corkers, 
Inc, 441 E Washington St, 
Des Plaines IL 60016

Operations Research 
Analyst: Chicago IL. 
Formulate, apply math, 
f inancial modeling & 
other optimizing methods 
to develop, interpret 
info that assists mgnt w/
decision making, policy 
formulation, or other 
managerial functions. 
Develop, supply optimal 
time, cost, or logistics 
networks for program 
e v a l u a t i o n ,  re v i e w, 
implementation. MBA + 
5 yrs of exp. Res: Ravinia 
Capital  Performance 
I m p r o v e m e n t 
L L C ;  t g o l d b l a t t @
raviniacapitalllc.com

C o m p u t e r  & 
Information Systems 
Spec.: Alsip IL. Resolve 
tech problems, provide 
training. Support new 
tech impl. Troubleshoot 
hardware,  sof tware, 
network. Design software 
so lu t ions .  Deve lop , 
write comp programs 
to store, locate, retrieve 
specific docs, data, & 
info. Bachelor’s in any 
technical field. 1 yr exp 
in any computer related 
fi eld. Res: Polmax Truck 
and Trailer Repair Center, 
jobs@polmaxrepair.com

IT Specialist: IT eqpt 
maintenance: phones, 
n e t w o r k ,  s e n s o r s , 
CCTV, printers, PCs. 
We b s i t e ,  s o f t w a r e 
dvlpmt, upgrade. IT 
systems instal lat ion, 
data processing, info 
systems for smooth 
operat ion of  t ransp 
company. Monitoring 
systems in commercial 
buildings. Bachelor’s 
i n  C o m p  S c i e n c e , 
Comp Engineering or 
Information Tech. 2 yrs 
exp as IT Specialist, 
Dv lpmt Manager  or 
closely related. Res: 
Green Light Express Ltd, 
8926 N Greenwood Ave, 
#235, Niles IL 60774

El Milagro, Inc. seeks an 
Accountant. Mail resume 
to 2919 S. Western Ave. 
Chicago, IL. 

El Milagro, Inc. seeks 
a  C o r p o r a t e  L a w 
Assistant. Mail resume 
to 3050 W. 26th St. 
Chicago, IL. 

Systems Solut ions 
Architect (Master’s 
w/ 3 yrs exp; Major: 
Technology or equiv.; – 
Chicago, IL.  Job entails 
working w/ & requires 
experience including: 
Java, J2EE, Java Script, 
Oracle, Eclipse Helios, 
Apache Tomcat, Apache 
Po i ,  SVN ,  J -UN IT, 
IBM-RSA, IBM-Curam, 
Agile with JIRA, Team 
C i t y,  MySQL,  SQL 
Developer, TOAD, Shell 
Scripting SharePoint, 
Selenium, Hibernate 
JPA, JSP, Servlets and 
Web Services; Must 
have exper ience in 
designing, developing 
a n d  i m p l e m e n t i n g 

applications. Relocation 
& travel to unanticipated 
l o c a t i o n s  w i t h i n 
USA possible. Send 
resumes to WindyCity 
Technologies Inc., Attn: 
HR, 3601 W. Devon Ave, 
Ste. 306, Chicago, IL 
– 60659.

Sr.  Technical  Lead 
(Bachelor’s w/ 5 yrs 
exp;  Major :  Comp 
Engr or equiv.; Other 
suitable qualifications 
acceptable) – Chicago, 
IL.  Job entails working 
w/ & requires experience 
including: Load Runner, 
S i l k P e r f o r m e r,  A p p 
Dynamics, JMeter, HP 
Diagnostics, Dynatrace, 
Java, FinMeasure, JVM 
profiling tools, C/C++, 
Oracle database servers, 
Oracle WebLogic, Linux, 
Unix, Windows, IBM 
WebSphere, VMWare 
virtualization & IBM Z 
series servers.  Must have 
experience in developing 
& testing applications. 
Relocation & travel to 
unanticipated locations 
within USA possible. 
S e n d  r e s u m e s  t o 
WindyCity Technologies 
Inc., Attn: HR, 3601 W. 
Devon Ave, Ste. 306, 
Chicago, IL – 60659.

D a t a  A n a l y t i c s 
Engineer  (Master ’s 
w/ 3 yrs exp; Major: 
M a n a g e m e n t  I n f o 
Systems, Innovation 
Management or equiv.; 
Chicago, IL.  Job entails 
working w/ & requires 
experience including: 
Power  BI ,  DAX,  M 
Language, R, Python, 
SAP Business Objects, 
Alteryx, SAP HANA, 
Microsoft SQL Server, 
Snowflake, Oracle, SAP 
Functional, Sharepoint, 
XML, Visual Studio & 
Microsoft Azure; Must 
have exper ience in 
design, development 
& implementation of 
applications. Relocation 
& travel to unanticipated 
l o c a t i o n s  w i t h i n 
USA possible. Send 
resumes to WindyCity 
Technologies Inc., Attn: 
HR, 3601 W. Devon Ave, 
Ste. 306, Chicago, IL 
– 60659.

S e n i o r  D e v e l o p e r : 
d e s i g n  &  d e v e l o p 
customized software 
apps for event planning 
& logistics services. 
Masters in CS or IT & 
2y exp.req. Mail res: 
Meet ings  &  Events 
International, Inc, 1348 W 
Concord Place, Chicago 
IL 60642

TransUnion, LLC seeks 
Software Engineers for 
various & unanticipated 
worksites throughout 
the U.S. (HQ: Chicago, 
IL) to design, write, & 
test distributed software 
appl icat ion systems. 
Master’s in Comp. Sci./
Software Eng/related fi eld 
+ 2yrs exp. or Bachelor’s 
in Comp. Sci./Software 

Eng/related field + 5yrs 
exp. req’d. Req’d skills: 
bu i ld ing  au tomated 
t e s t i n g  s o l u t i o n s , 
b u i l d i n g  h a r d w a r e 
testing suites, Ipmitool, 
Python,  JavaScr ip t , 
C#, Openspan, Linux 
(Ubuntu), Visual Studio, 
TFS, Eclipse, Xcode, 
Git, PyCharm, C, Java. 
100% telecommuting 
permitted. Send resume 
to: R. Harvey, REF: SR, 
555 W. Adams, Chicago, 
IL  60661.

Sr. Manager of QA– 
Comcast Cable Comm, 
LLC,  Ch icago,  IL . 
Manage QA team resp 
for build, test and supprt 
SW apps used by cable 
media sales. Reqs Bach 
in CS, Engin or rltd tech 
fi eld & 5 yrs exp particpat 
in full SDLC; particpat in 
QA processes used to 
test SW apps; evaluat & 
implmnt QA processes 
& tools; estimate work 
effort req’d by team for 
QA tasks; of which 2 
yrs must incl use Agile 
methods to perfrm SW 
QA testing. Apply to: 
denise_mapes@cable.
comcast.com Ref Job ID 
#0308

QA Analyst 3 – Comcast 
Cable Comm, LLC, 
Chicago, IL.  Test & 
validate SW apps. Reqs 
Bach in CS, Engin or rltd 
& 2 yrs exp use Agile 
methods to perfrm SW 
QA test, incl functionl & 
automatn test; create test 
cases; & perfrm defect 
mgmt by track and report 
SW defects. Apply to: 
denise_mapes@cable.
comcast.com. Ref Job ID 
#2318

Deutsche Leasing USA 
Inc. seeks Accountant 
to work in Chicago, 
Illinois to assist Head of 
Accounting & Finance in 
day-to-day accounting 
activities and interface 
w i t h  a l l  t eams  i n 
Deutsche Leasing to run 
reports and assist in the 
accuracy of bookkeeping 
of Deutsche Leasing USA 
and Canada. Submit 
resume listing job code 
541134 to Deutsche 
Leasing USA Inc., attn. 
Human Resources, 190 
South LaSalle St., Suite 
2150, Chicago, IL 60603.
 
NORVAX, LLC d/b/a 
Go Health seeks a 
Manager, Commission 
& Analytics in Chicago, 
IL to deliver actionable 
reporting and analytics, 
driving company growth, 
margin, and value. BS & 
3 yrs, or MS & 2 yrs. To 
apply email: JBrown@
gohealth.com Search 
REQ#: 898 Commission 
& Analytics.

S e n i o r  D a t a b a s e 
Engineer in Chicago, IL: 
Write complex queries on 
large datasets gathering 
valuable insights to 
d r i ve  the  bus iness 

forward. Integrate data 
from different systems 
via direct connections, 
APIs, etc. Design and 
develop reports for data 
reconcil iation and to 
deliver helpful analytics to 
the business. Requires: 
(1) Masters + 3 yrs exp.; 
OR (2) Bachelors + 5 
yrs exp. Mail resume 
to: LendingTree, LLC, 
11115 Rushmore Drive, 
Charlotte, NC 28277, 
Attn: HR.

The Hana Center seeks 
Program Coordinator to 
provide social services & 
assistance to improve the 
social & psychological 
functioning of children 
& their families & to 
maximize the family well-
being & the academic 
functioning of children. 
Master’s in Social service 
or re lated is req’d. 
Send resume to job loc: 
4300 N. California Ave., 
Chicago, IL 60618.

MARKETPLACE
GENERAL

Zosia’s House Cleaning
Hardwork ing ,  i nde-
pendent.  20+ years 
experience. Will clean 
house, apartment, offi  ce. 
Free estimate included. 
630-290-1701

For Sale
8 Drop vans 53’
20 aluminum & combo 
fl atbeds 48’
6 covered wagons
6 reefers 53’
DOT tested
Financing available
Call Bruce 815-674-5230 
or 815-842-2888

Miracle Massage. Ob-
tain health, energy and 
joy. Prolong your youth 
and life. Decrease illness 
with the possibility of 
healing. Call Jolanta: 
(847)640-8989. 5237 W. 
Addison St. Chicago, IL 
60641

ADULT SERVICES
Danielle’s Lip Service, 
Erotic Phone Chat. 24/7. 
Must be 21+. Credit/
Debit Cards Accepted. All 
Fetishes and Fantasies 
Are Welcomed. Personal, 
Private and Discrete. 
773-935-4995

PERSONALS
Rock Your Fun - out the 
door with Guns N Roses, 
ACDC, L.  Zeppel in, 
White Snake, Joey Perry, 
Smiley faces with Julia 
Roberts, Marilyn Monroe
Love,
Dominick Defanso
Tracy Guns
312-206-0867
773-323-5173

Seeking partner to have 
adventures with
At t ract ive ,  b i - rac ia l 
SF,  56  y.o .  whose 
interests include: good 
conversation, current 
events,  long walks, 
fi tness, cooking, reading, 
bike r id ing on our 
Lakefront, live music, 
theater and comedy,  
seeks SBM 55-60 y.o. 
with similar interests for 
friendship and possibly 
more.
312-291-1366

guy looking for top
45yo looking to meet a 
great guy
quignalegan2@yahoo.
com

DINK DINK
DINK DINK!  Happy 
Birthday 7/30. I came 
across guitar pics you 
gave me years ago. 
Engraved w/ “Volition 
your name.” I pray that 
one day, if you never 
resurface in my life again, 
that you can forgive me. 
I’ve had PTSD since 
childhood. That’s why 
I hurt you, unwillingly. 
6306897516

Submit your Reader Matches 
ad today at chicagoreader.
com/matches for FREE. 

Matches  ads  a re  no t 
guaranteed and will run in 
print and online on a space-
available basis.

WANT TO ADD A LISTING TO OUR CLASSIFIEDS?
E-mail classifi ed-ads@chicagoreader.com with details
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the platform
The Chicago Reader Guide to Business and Professional Services

www.herreralandscapes.com

llllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllWe bring your outdoor vision to life!

To advertise, call 312-392-2934 or email ads@chicagoreader.com

COLLABO�TIVE
PREMARITAL

FAMILY
DIVORCE

MEDIATION

Brigi�e
Schmidt 
Bell, P.C. 

Phone and Video Consultations. Call today.
BrigitteBell.com

Lawyers@bsbpc.com | 312-360-1124

home improvement

sports

books

legal

funeral services

entertainment

sales@desktoppers.com
Alpina Manufacturing, Chicago, IL 

1-800-915-2828
773-202-8887

Visit our website or call us for info: desktoppers.com

American Owned

American Made

Custom cut Acrylic desk or table tops
Instead of glass, we can Laser cut beautifully protective Acrylic tops

We Offer Quality Affordable 
• At Need Funeral Services 
• Pre-Planned Funeral Services
• Traditional Funeral/Cremation Services
• Direct Cremation/Direct Burial
• Memorial Services
• Specializing in Veterans Services

773-956-4000
5112 S. Western Ave | Chicago, IL 60609

“Let all that you do be done in love” - 1 Cor 16:14

www.GraceAndMercyFS.biz

Serving Chicagoland and NW Indiana

YOUR AD HERE

ENJOY YOUR SPORT IN STYLE

your heading here

education

              SERVICE, REPAIR & INSTALLATION SALE
AMERICAN BUDGET MECHANICAL HVAC-R DISCOUNT SERVICE COMPANY

VISIT: WWW.AMERICANBUDGETMECHANICALSERVICE.COM
DISCOUNTED & AFFORDABLE - BY THE JOB OR BY THE HOURDISCOUNTED & AFFORDABLE - BY THE JOB OR BY THE HOUR

CALL OR TEXT 847-529-0050
24/7/365 EVEN @4AM @ NO EXTRA CHARGE - NEVER OVERTIME24/7/365 EVEN @4AM @ NO EXTRA CHARGE - NEVER OVERTIME

LICENSED - BONDED & FULLY INSURED
WE FOLLOW ALL CDC SAFETY GUIDELINES FOR COVID-19

SUMMER AC
air conditioning

• Hybrid Programs (online and/or on-campus)
• MRI, X-Ray, Surgery, Dental, Dialysis, Ultrasound & MA/Phl. Programs
• Online, Weekend, Evening and Day Schedules
• Financial Aid and Grants Available (if you qualify)
• Accredited and Affordable

Be a Healthcare Hero

Stellar Career College
19 S. LaSalle Street, Chicago (Loop) | 312-687-3000 | stellarcollege.edu/chicago

www.davidjaycollins.com
www.graceandmercyfs.biz
www.brigittebell.com
www.lgbtqgolf.org
www.herreralandscapes.com
www.noisewindows.com
www.desktoppers.com
www.stellarcollege.edu/chicago
www.americanbudgetmechanicalservice.com


CHICAGO FOR 
CHICAGOANS

The Chicago Reader is community-centered Chicago Reader is community-centered Chicago Reader
and community-supported.

You are at the heart of this newspaper. Founded 
in 1971, we have always been free, and have always 
centered Chicago. Help us to continue to curate 
coverage of the diverse and creative communities 
of this fabulous city.

Your donation keeps the presses rolling.

CHIP IN HERE: www.chicagoreader.com/members

WANT TO DONATE VIA CHECK? Make checks payable to “Chicago Reader” and mail to Chicago Reader, Suite 102, 2930 S. Michigan Avenue, Chicago, IL 60616. 
Include your mailing address, phone, and email—and please indicate if you are okay with us thanking you by name in the paper.

www.chicagoreader.com/members
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