


“Welcome to Stein’s _____________ and Deli. What do you want?”

“Can I get a _____________ _____________ and a side of  

_____________ on a _____________ with extra _____________? 

Can I also get a couple of _____________ and some _____________ 

_____________ to _____________ it all down with?”

“That’s a _____________ order. What is your name?”

“_____________ _____________ _____________.”

“Can you pay with  _____________ over the phone? We’re trying 

to _____________ _____________ with our customers, because 

of the _____________ _____________ .”

“Sure! We want to be _____________. When can I pick that up?”

“In about _____________ _____________. See you outside.”

type of business

adjective noun

noun noun liquid

plural noun temperature adjective

liquid

adjective

a fi rst name a middle name a last name

type of currency

adjective

number unit(s) of time
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adjective
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“I'm not saying what 
comes next will be nice, 
but I don't think we're 
in any danger of going 
‘back to normal.’” pg. 28

Like a lot of you, I had 
plenty to say last month, 
when this thing really took 
hold in Louisiana. History 
seemed to be unraveling 
daily, and with that came a 
bit of a head rush cocktail of 
anxiety, despair, and maybe 
even a little hope about 
what might be diff erent 
going forward. It opened up 
portals in our brains where 
priorities kaleidoscoped 
and realigned themselves, 
while visions of doom and 
rebirth appeared in our 
daydreams and nightmares 
alike. Biologically, this kind 
of stimulus is no diff erent 
than what cup after cup of 
coff ee, a line of coke, a video 
game, or a box of donuts 
does to our brain. And like 
a lot of you, after that initial 
wave, the grind has now set 
in, and even this thing seems 
to be developing its own 
bludgeoning routine. So I 
don’t have as much to wax 
eloquently about this month, 
especially as I stare down 

yet another deadline. Some 
things will never change!

Nevertheless, it’s always a 
special and humbling honor 
to steer this publication 
through waters both calm 
and rough. I really appreciate 
everyone who’s made it come 
together over the past month, 
namely all the contributors 
who somehow carved out 
time from their own mania, 
our current advertisers 
who still fi nd room in their 
ever-thinning budgets for 
lil ol’ AG, and of course all 
the people near and far who 
reached out last month and 
supported us through our 
new subscription program. 
And as always, I’m buoyed 
by the abundance of riches 
this issue provides and I hope 
you fi nd some connection in 
the always wide spectrum 
of moods you’ll fi nd within, 
from absolute misery to 
radiant positivity. Stay safe 
out there, New Orleans; 
thanks for reading. —Dan Fox



ARIES
On the 13th of this month, there 
is a shift in your relationships. 
It is important you remember 
that communication is about 
saying what you mean—but 
also listening to the response. 
Starting on the same day, Mars 
(your ruling planet) moves into 
a position that makes heading 
in any direction much more 
confusing, so be careful not 
to yell your way into a wall. 
Speak from the gut, then listen 
carefully.

TAURUS
The sun—which is in your sign 
until the 19th—illuminates 
your life in ways that really 
show you where you are, what 
you want, and how you want 
to proceed. Your ruling planet, 
Venus, goes retrograde in your 
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Christina Igoe | @iamastrology

house of worth on the 13th. This 
planetary shift will reveal your 
romantic worth. If you’re not 
getting it, adjust accordingly.

GEMINI
On the 13th, Venus goes 
retrograde in your sign (the 
last time this happened was 
2012). It’s a particularly unusual 
event and an opportunity 
to take serious inventory of 
your love life. How are you in 
relationships? How do you want 
to be? Who do you want to be 
with? Are there behaviors or 
routines that aren’t working in 
your existing relationships?

CANCER
On the 14th, Jupiter goes 
retrograde in opposition to your 
sun. This is a time to be mindful 
of how much you are taking—in 
your relationships, in your work, 
in your family. As a sign that 
goes between being a supreme 
caregiver and needing to be 
taken care of, try to understand 
the dynamics of excess.

LEO
On the 11th, Saturn goes 
retrograde in opposition to your 
sign. You know your unfi nished 
business? It’s time to wrap it up, 
because otherwise it will gnaw at Kallie Tiffau | @ultramirror

STAR HUSTLER

The sun in Taurus this month reminds us that one of the most 
productive things you can do sometimes is luxuriate. Taurus 
helps you rest, recuperate, and take time to deal with the massive 
collective grief that has come in all at once. Move slow; and if 
you feel like you already were, move slower. On the 11th, Saturn 
goes retrograde, lasting until September 28th. Saturn retrograde 
is a time to tie up all the loose ends of our past year, and will 
bring into very clear focus things we glossed over—because we 
didn’t want to deal with them or because we missed them the 
fi rst time—to make our lives healthier, cleaner, and clearer. You 
know that one change you’ve been meaning to make? Now would 
be a good time to start. On the 13th, Venus goes retrograde in 
Gemini, where it will stay until June 23rd. Venus rules our love 
lives, and its retrograde phase fl ips a lot of things over in our 
relationships. This is a feared phase in astrology, because people 
split. But changes in the status of your relationships during this 
time represent recognition of truths. These truths could have 
been something you were avoiding for weeks, months, or years, 
so be gentle with yourself as they are uncovered. Venus in Gemini 
is a good time for communication: Get to the point, and say what 
you mean. On the 14th, Jupiter goes retrograde in Capricorn. 
This phase happens yearly, and this one will go until September 
12th. This is a doozy of a phase with everything that is happening 
politically—it makes us trust our leaders less. Making as many 
plans for fun and adventure as possible can help curb some of the 
darker vibes of this planetary shift.

you big time. On the 13th, Venus 
goes retrograde in your house 
of friendship. In your romantic 
relationships: are you friends? 
Do your friends like the people 
you date/are married to/hook 
up with? If you were giving a pal 
advice about your love life, what 
would you say to do diff erently?

VIRGO
On the 11th of this month Saturn 
goes retrograde in your house 
of work and health. You are 
on top of these areas usually, 
but this transit asks that you 
deal with anything you have 

been avoiding. Have you meant 
to create a better at-home 
workfl ow? Do it now. Have you 
been keeping up with workouts 
but not mental health needs? 
Balance and organization of 
time are key to making the most 
of this time.

LIBRA
Do your romantic endeavors 
make you feel freer? That is the 
focus of this Venus retrograde 
phase, which begins on the 
13th, Libra. In practical terms, 
consider: have you felt free to 
be yourself? Have you been free 
from judgment and control? 
Have you been free to express 
yourself sexually, emotionally, 
and spiritually? These are 
all areas to grow in your 
partnerships. Free yourself to 
believe it.

SCORPIO
The full moon on the 7th 
heightens your feelings and may 
stir up some drama. Be careful 
not to act too hastily, because as 
soon as these feelings show up, 
they will be gone. On the 13th, a 
period of intense psychological 
dissection starts in your love 
life. The deeper you go, the more 
answers you get—but make sure 
to come up for air. If you are in 
a relationship, be careful not to 
make a current partner pay for 
someone else’s crimes.

SAGITTARIUS
On the 14th, your ruling planet, 
Jupiter, goes retrograde in 
your house of personal values. 

This is a diffi  cult phase for your 
sign, because it tests your faith 
and may make you feel a little 
hopeless. As this begins, some 
homework. Make two lists: 
1) What do you believe in no 
matter what? 2) What brings 
you joy? Reference these lists 
as often as you want, and make 
sure to practice the joy list as 
much as you can.

CAPRICORN
Coexistence with romantic 
partners shows us a lot about 
ourselves. On the 13th, Venus 
goes retrograde in your house 

of daily living. It will show you 
the health of your romantic 
history, and how to cohabitate in 
a more peaceful way. If you are 
currently partnered: something 
bothering you in cohabitation? 
Talk about it, gently. Not 
partnered? What would be 
most ideal in sharing space 
with someone in the future? 
What would change about past 
experiences?

AQUARIUS
On the 13th, Venus goes 
retrograde in a helpful trine to 
your sign. The ways that your 
love life will grow during this 
period are ultimately up to you, 
but the potential is endless. 
Because of the position of this 
planet, it’s important that you 
ask yourself how you get in your 
own way romantically. If you are 
too proud, aloof, disconnected, 
self-centered, busy, or angry 
to be a reciprocal partner, this 
retrograde phase will make you 
face it.

PISCES
In our romantic relationships 
we reach a point of comfort 
that is unique to our unions. 
Within a week some people are 
comfortable letting it all hang 
out, where some people never 
get to that place. On the 13th of 
this month, Venus allows you to 
let yourself be seen a little more 
freely. Is your witness worthy?

Move slow; and if you 
feel like you already 
were, move slower.
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by encouraging ladybugs and 
anoles to your garden, or by 
spraying them with hose and 
squishing them with hand, 
or with insecticidal soap 
(Dr. Bronner’s won’t work 
because surface tension). 
End caterpillars with Bacillus 
thuringiensis (easily found as 
“dipel dust” in most garden 
places); end flea beetles with 
Diatomaceous earth (but know 
you may hurt ladybugs in so 
doing), then hold onto that 
Diatomaceous earth because 
the bugs will be more and 
fiercer as the heat carries on. 
The leaf footed bug, the stink 
bug, and the other crazy bugs 
and insects will want to suck 
at your fruits and chew on 
your leaves as they come to 
fruition in the latter months of 
summer: Diatomaceous earth 
will be your only effective 
organic weapon against 
them, unless of course our 
burgeoning bird population—
bolstered by our freshly clean 
air—comes swooping to the 
rescue and saves your fruits 
from said bugs, only to imbibe 
on the fruits themselves. At 
least they will not spread 
disease like the bugs do.

Oh. And there will be weeds. So 
many weeds.

Work with what you’ve got and 
prepare for the long hot battle 
ahead. Hopefully you already 
have myriad herbs and veggies 
growing in your beds that have 
established their roots and 
grown plump and healthy in 
these inverse halcyon days of 
the early warm season. If they 
are myriad but not plump, I 
encourage you to add compost 
to your beds liberally, then 
water your plants long and 
hard—but not every day—so 
that their roots chase the water 
from surface to subfl oor and 
grow long, and to do these 
things now, in the face of our 
annual fl oral pestilence.
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Ian Willson | @hotplantsnola
DIRT NERD

Rachel Speck | @tropicalgothprints

It was maybe going to be the 
apocalypse and you were afraid 
food economies were facing 
imminent collapse and you 
were thinking when you got 
tired of eating toilet paper you 
were going to have to resort to 
freshly-grown produce out of 
your own well-tended garden. 
Or you weren’t able to go to 
work and maybe you’re never 
going to work again and you 
fi nally had time to do all the 
things you’ve wanted to do to 
make your life meaningful and 
full of light outside the grind and 
consume of late capitalism. And 
that defi nitely meant gardening. 
Or you were bored and needed 
a new hobby to while away the 
lonely days. Or you’ve been 
meaning to start a food garden 
for the last few months anyway 
and this was going to happen for 
you either way right about now.

Regardless, you and thousands of 
others in and around this city are 
growing food for the fi rst time (or 
close to it) right about now, and 
you chose a great time to do so. 
But it’s important that you brace 
yourself—especially if you’re 
used to growing food somewhere 
else. Let me just tell you right off  
the bat, assuming you’re reading 
this contemporarily (in May of 
2020) that we are near the end of 
the planting season. If you didn’t 
start your garden at the onset of 
quarantine, you were already late 
to the game. If you’re planning on 
starting one now, you may as well 
wait until September. Times are 
uncertain and stress comes easy 
these days, and the last thing you 
want is to hold a beautiful beacon 
of life and light to the burning 
New Orleans sky, only to watch 
it catch on fi re. To be clear: you 
can grow in the summertime, 
you just cannot begin to grow 
in the summertime, with a few 
exceptions.

The only seeds that are still 
reasonably OK to plant in May 
are cucurbits; that is cucumber, 
zucchini, squash, melons and 
the like; also particular beans 
such as lima beans, cow peas, 

Summer is Coming

yardlong beans and a few select 
others, and okra. Corn might be 
OK too. Otherwise, it’s too late 
for seed.

Also, you cannot grow 
everything. I am not trying to 
ruin your peace of mind; I am just 
trying to lay a solid foundation 
upon which you can build your 
piece of mind, with soil and love 
and fl ora. Starting right about 
now you cannot grow lettuce, 
kale, collards, mustard greens, 

pepper plants will stop giving 
you peppers in June; but like 
tomatoes, just wait them out.

Observed from a positive place 
(that same place from which you 
once looked at quarantine as an 
opportunity to better yourself 
and the world around you from 
the inside out), see my above 
warnings as reasons not to feel 
bad when things go wrong, but 
instead as reasons to know your 
only fault in letting your garden 
suff er lay in not knowing. And 
if you prefer to learn by doing, 
please do not hesitate to plant 
lettuce seed now.

Your plants likely already have 
and definitely will continue to 
face all manner of pest before 

Times are uncertain and stress 
comes easy these days, and the last 
thing you want is to hold a beautiful 
beacon of life and light to the 
burning New Orleans sky, only to 
watch it catch on fi re.

caulifl ower, broccoli, standard 
root vegetables, cilantro, parsley, 
or a bunch of other stuff  either. 
You should not have attempted 
to seed any of these any later 
than February and you shouldn’t 
have put any of it in the ground 
at all any later than March. Hold 
tight to those already planted 
for as long as you can, but know 
to let go when they begin to bolt 
and become riddled with holes. 
Harvest their seed if you can as 
you pull them from the ground. 
Also, you’re not going to get 
tomatoes out of your plants after 
May; but if you let them hang 
around you’ll get a second crop 
in September or October. Also, 

this summer is over. Like us, 
their first and best line of 
defense is a strong immune 
system, best bolstered with 
healthy soil and deep roots that 
can feed deeply into the dirt 
like a set of healthy lungs unto 
the air. Unfortunately, they 
will face many waves of disease 
this summer, and will not 
develop immunity to all insects 
after facing one. In fact, they 
will be decidedly immuno-
compromised after doing 
battle with the early eaters of 
their flesh: the caterpillars and 
aphids and flea beetles that 
are already running rampant 
in your garden. End aphids 
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by night. Now you’re at the 
table-offi  ce-classroom using a 
pleasant voice on a conference 
call while making a face that tells 
your children to quit whining 
before you lose it. So... how are 
you feeling?

For many of your   friends without 
kids, self-care might come easier 
right now. But as parents, we 
must remember to take care of 
ourselves if we expect to benefi t 
others. Pedicures, a round of 
golf, or dinner with friends are 
currently ill-advised, but there 
are ways to fi nd pleasure at 
home.  I relax in my garden or 
on my patio. I walk beside the 
canal near our house. I pray, 
write in my journals, and listen 
to music. I like lighting scented 
candles or incense and soaking 
in the tub. I love naps, even just 
15 minutes of quiet with my eyes 
closed. Exercise is great for stress 
reduction. Just be sure that if 
you’re exercising outside, you’re 
in areas with enough space to 
avoid proximity to other people.

RAISING LOUISIANA
by Tamara Prosper

normally helps to manage 
their children. Large or small, 
we depend on the treasure we 
earn. With many industries 
adjusting, pausing, or coming 
to a full stop, most of us have 
uncertainty in common. 
We also have something in 
common with our bills. We’re 
not going anywhere and 
neither are they. So whether 
you’re an essential worker, 
you’re working from home, or 
you’re now without income, 
here are some ways to maintain 
your treasure:

1. If you have a small fam i ly and 
you trust another small family 
near you, try social distancing 
as a sort of “pod” together. The 
adults must agree to only go 
out for necessities, using all 
recommended precautions. 
You’ll then be able to tag-team 
with child care. One works, 
rests, or rejuvenates while the 
other helps children manage 
schoolwork or assists with 
housework. Then you switch. I 
only suggest doing this with a 
trusted family who will adhere 
to social isolation practices as 
ardently as you are—you must 
remain a closed loop.

2. Ask for help. A supervisor  
 might allow more fl exibility in 
your work schedule. A friend 
might drop off  groceries and 
school supplies. Your parents 
might read stories to your 
children by phone while you 
submit a report. Help could be 
an email or phone call away.

3. If you need a new job, TEL L  
EVERYONE! There might be 
abundant opportunities if you 
know where to look. Someone 
you know probably knows 
someone else that needs help. 
Tell people what you do and 
what you’re willing to do. You 
could even create work for 
yourself by asking what others 
need and fi nding a way to 
provide it.

Peace, between Arts
and Music

 For the safety of our communit y , 
we’re adjusting. Meanwhile, our 
children still need us. You may 
fi nd felicity by being religious, 
desire piety and independence, 
or seek peace in arts and music. 
No matter how, fi nd ways to do 
so in your home so that your 
children will have a peaceful 
place to learn and thrive.Victoria Allen | @vs_illlustration

School at Home: A Guide 
for New Orleans Parents

 Several  months ago, I planned 
to introduce myself in the April 
issue by sharing a story about 
homeschooling while turning 
an unusual circumstance at our 
home into a learning activity. 
I hoped to off er a unique 
perspective on the benefi ts of 
homeschooling. Then suddenly, 
all families were forced to have 
school at home. Now, instead of 
explaining why some parents 
choose homeschooling, I’m 
sharing directions on how to 
manage education at home 
while keeping your sanity.

 A t Holiday and Fiesta

 A t fi rst, sudden school closings 
felt like a surprise holiday break. 
Children were excited and ready 
to party! Some parents were 
too. Getting kids up, dressed, 
prepared with homework 
and supplies like protractors, 
calculators, show-and-tell items, 
P.E. uniforms, permission slips, 
and models of volcanoes can be 
a real battle. Now, doing all of 
that, then getting them to the 
bus stop, ready for the carpool, 
or driving them across town is 
no longer on your to-do list. Yay!

 S till, life is out of whack right 
now. If you feel it, your children 
are likely feeling it. More than 
anything, they need to feel as 

Tamara Prosper is an author, blogger, and aging services 
professional who recently began homeschooling two of her 
three children. Born and raised in a Philadelphia suburb, she 
has lived in New Orleans most of her adult life. Tamara, her 
husband, their three children (ages 11, 14, and 17), two dogs, 
and a turtle live in Algiers.

secure as possible. That’s a big 
ask considering your household’s 
income may have changed, 
someone you know may have 
COVID-19, or you may be unable 
to practice social distancing in 
a way that makes you feel safe. 
Regardless of changes in your 
lifestyle, activities, religious 
observances, or health, show 
your children that there is always 
hope. Give extra hugs. Listen 
to their stories. Read together. 
Have a dance party. Play games. 
Color. Have fun with them. Try 
avoiding minor parenting duels. 
Mismatched socks are OK. Cereal 

Does teaching your children worry 
you? Did you teach them to walk, 
talk, bathe, use the toilet, wash their 
hands, read, say “please,” or ride a 
bike? Then congratulations—you have 
teaching experience!

for lunch isn’t that bad. Unmade 
beds won’t hurt anyone. Focus on 
helping your children feel secure.

Betw e en Pleasant and 
Harmony

Does   teaching your children 
worry you? Did you teach them 
to walk, talk, bathe, use the 
toilet, wash their hands, read, 
say “please,” or ride a bike? 
Then congratulations—you have 
teaching experience! You once 
taught family history; now it’s 
world history. You once baked 
cupcakes together; now you’re 
doing science experiments 
together. It wasn’t planned, but 
now that you’re their teacher—
while possibly still working in 
your chosen profession—try to 
remember that from the moment 
you fi rst held them, you’ve been 
teaching your children.

In this new r e ality, you’re 
providing essential services that 
benefi t humanity by day, and 
you’re educating your children 

Could someone in y o ur 
house give you a massage or 
a manicure? Could you play 
basketball in your driveway? 
Could you “meet” friends for a 
drink using an online platform? 
Certainly! It’s fi ne to tell your 
children to play in your yard 
or to watch a movie while you 
read a book or chat on the phone 
with a friend or therapist. When 
you feel more pleasant, you 
can foster harmony at home, at 
work, or at school—which may 
all be the same place now.

Abundance, between 
Tre a sure and Industry

Remember getting calle d  at 
work when your child needed 
something? You stepped out 
of a meeting, pausing your 
work to talk to the school 
nurse. You used your break or 
adjusted your work schedule 
to deliver lunch. Now parents 
are without schools, daycare, 
activities, libraries, older 
relatives, or the village that 
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CRAW & ORDER
by Morris Blart, Esq.

Dear despondent leftists 
still holding out hope for 
electoralism: the single most 
important election for New 
Orleanians in 2020 is for 
district attorney (currently 
slated for November 3) and 
this one is actually winnable. 
Not to be too “good vs. evil” but 
since 2008, District Attorney 
Leon Cannizzaro has been 
immiserating our city from 
the perch of his eldritch tower 
‘neath the Eye of Sauron. Two 
presumptive challengers, 
Councilmember Jason 
Williams and former Criminal 
Court Judge Arthur Hunter, 
have received some excitement 
from various fl anks of the social 
justice community. Williams, 
a criminal defense attorney, 
has spoken positively about 
ending the cash bail system. 
Meanwhile, Hunter is a favorite 
amongst the public defender 
crowd, with a well-earned 
reputation for compassion and 
leniency. While neither has 
come out swinging with the 
wild-stye bravado of current 
progressive DA icons like 
Philadelphia’s Larry Krasner 
or San Francisco’s Chesa 
Boudin, either would represent 
a monumental shift in our 
criminal justice system. But as 
Tolkien once suggested through 
a single metaphor that took 
1200 pages to write: beware the 
corrupting power of the ring!

But rather than providing 
you with a far-too-early voter 
guide, let’s just talk shit about 
Cannizzaro and his offi  ce for 
a whole column. You already 
know that Leon Cannizarro is 
the baddest of the baddies: a 
racist and unethical MFer that 
imprisons victims who won’t 
testify against their rapists. You 
probably know that he’s thus far 
scoff ed at the idea of allowing 
non-violent off enders out of jail 
during the COVID-19 outbreak. 
But did you also know that his 
subordinates are just as bad or 
even worse?

The Frampton Complaints

Former Orleans Public 
Defender Thomas Frampton 
is a mini-hero. After leaving 
his post at the Orleans 

Public Defender to lecture 
at Harvard Law he filed two 
bar complaints against the 
District Attorney’s office. A 
bar complaint is ostensibly 
how lawyers face discipline 
and there’ll be more on this 
later. The complaint outlines 
how the attorneys at the 
Cannizzaro office—including 
the man, the myth, the gargoyle 
himself—repeatedly lied to the 
court and to fellow attorneys 
in service of maintaining racial 
supremacy.

First in the crosshairs is 
Assistant District Attorney 
Scott Vincent. In one criminal 
case, State vs. Ernest Cloud, 
a preliminary hearing was 
held to determine if there 
was probable cause to keep 
Mr. Cloud detained. At the 
hearing, one of Cannizzaro’s 
unnamed ghouls submitted 
literally no evidence into the 
record and the judge ruled 
that Cloud was free to leave. 
Later in the afternoon, with 
no attorney present, this 
ghoul added evidence into the 
record to try and establish 
the probable cause. This is 
a huge no-no. Everything 
in court happens on the 
record, with both parties 
having the opportunity for 
their lawyer to object. Scott 
Vincent, the appellate court 
attorney for the district 
attorney’s office, doubled 
down in front of the Fourth 
Circuit Court of Appeals, 
pretending the evidentiary 
omission was a court 
reporter’s mistake and lying 
about the procedural posture 
of the case. The complaint 
goes on to detail nine other 
instances of Vincent blatantly 
misrepresenting facts to the 
appellate court. One funny 
little detail at the end of the 
bar complaint explains that 
not only is Vincent a hack, 
but he routinely overreacts 
to minor infractions by 
the public defender’s 
office. For example, he 
asked that Orleans Public 
Defender Aaron Zagory be 
sanctioned for using the 
word “undersigned counsel” 
rather than “co-counsel.” He’s 
probably also fun at parties.

In a second complaint, 
Frampton catches Vincent in 
another string of blatant lies, 
only this time he decides to 
go and have a meeting with 
Cannizzaro. The lies told 
by Vincent in this case are 
signifi cant: he claims that a key 
witness was unavailable, when 
in reality the DA’s offi  ce barely 
looked for him, resulting in the 
witness’ previous testimony 
being read to the jury. Vincent 
also completely fabricated a 
law, according to Frampton’s 
complaint, with a fake citation 
and all, to justify the court’s 
decision to hold a mistrial. 
According to Frampton, he 
went and met face-to-face with 
Cannizzaro and pointed out 
what his employee had done. 
Cannizzaro acknowledged the 
lie but chose to do nothing about 
it. All the while, at the time of 
this printing, the defendant in 
this case, Lerone Lewis, is still 
incarcerated and waiting for the 
Louisiana Supreme Court to 
hear his appeal.

In Re: Eusi Hekima Phillips

So it’s legitimately great 
that Frampton fi led those 
bar complaints against the 
Cannizzaro offi  ce. And now it’s 
time for sweet, sweet justice to 
be served. Well, not quite. You 
see, prosecutors have absolute 
immunity from lawsuits, even 
if they intentionally suppress 
evidence that could free 
innocent people. The only 
mechanism that the justice 
system provides to punish 
bad-acting prosecutors is 
internal and requires someone 
to report a lawyer to the 
state’s disciplinary committee. 
However, while Louisiana has 
a well-earned reputation for 
prosecutorial misconduct, it 
has been over 15 years since 
any prosecutor has faced any 
discipline for withholding 
favorable information in the 
State of Louisiana.

There is literally nobody who 
can or is willing to do anything 
about prosecutorial misconduct 
in Louisiana. It’s a horrible 
system, completely devoid of any 
accountability, and the only glimmer 
of hope is to actually elect a district 
attorney that cares about their own 
integrity and that of their staff.

Luke Howard | @lukehwrd



an investigation that dismissed 
the charges against him, and 
the Louisiana Supreme Court 
affi  rmed the discharge. So, to 
reiterate: you can’t personally 
sue a prosecutor for withholding 
evidence of your innocence; 
instead, you need to fi le a bar 
complaint. If you fi le a bar 
complaint with overwhelming 
evidence against a prosecutor, 
the disciplinary committee 
still won’t do anything. If you 
disagree with the disciplinary 
committee you can ask the 
Louisiana Supreme Court to 
take a second look but they also 
won’t do anything. In other 
words, there is literally nobody 
who can or is willing to do 
anything about prosecutorial 
misconduct in Louisiana. It’s 
a horrible system, completely 
devoid of any accountability, and 
the only glimmer of hope is to 
actually elect a district attorney 
that cares about their own 
integrity and that of their staff .

And fi nally, a note to law 
students and those considering 
entering the legal fi eld in New 
Orleans: at some point during 
law school a career counselor 
or trusted professor will 
recommend an internship in the 
district attorney offi  ce. They will 
say, “It will look good on your 
resume” or “sure you want to 
be a public defender but don’t 
you want to go behind enemy 
lines?” Don’t do it. The stench 
of complicity will follow you, 
haunting your resume like the 
ghost of morals past.
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Recently, the Louisiana 
Supreme Court heard the 
case of Eusi Hekima Phillips, 
a former assistant district 
attorney. The very basic details 
of the case are as follows: A 
jailhouse snitch named Morris 
Greene sent a letter to the 
Cannizzaro offi  ce claiming that 
a man named Jamaal Tucker, 
currently awaiting trial, had 
confessed to murder. At a pre-
trial meeting, Greene asked the 
prosecutor, “[W]hat am I gonna 
get for providing you with this 
information?” According to 
the Cannizzaro offi  ce, they did 
not promise him anything. He 
later testifi ed at Tucker’s grand 
jury hearing (a grand jury is the 
trial that happens before the 
actual trial to decide if there is 
probable cause to prosecute the 
accused) and claimed “I haven’t 
been promised nothing from 
nobody.” Tucker was indicted 
for second degree murder. A few 
months later, Greene wrote a 
letter to the Cannizzaro offi  ce 
explaining, “you guaranteed me 
that I would [be] transferred 
from here and I have not… hold 
up your end I’ll hold up mine.”

There were three trials for Jamaal 
Tucker, and Greene testifi ed at 
all three. In one trial, Greene 
was cross-examined by Tucker’s 
attorney. Tucker’s attorney asked 
Greene repeatedly whether or 
not he’d been off ered anything 
in exchange for his testimony. 
Greene repeatedly stated that 
there was nothing in it for him. 
The prosecutor, Eusi Phillips, 
closed the case by giving a long 
defense of Greene, explaining 
that if he was as bad a guy as the 
defense attorney was making 
him out to be, why would he be 
testifying in the case without 
getting anything in exchange? 
Tucker was convicted. After 
the trial, Cannizzaro called the 
district attorney from Lafayette, 
where Greene was being held; and 
Greene was cut a very favorable 
plea bargain. This is clear 
corruption and Tucker spotted 
it immediately. He appealed the 
conviction and it was overturned 
on the basis of a Brady violation 
(the name for when prosecutors 
withhold favorable evidence from 
a defendant).

So what happened to the 
prosecutor who withheld 
the information in this case? 
Literally nothing. A bar 
complaint was fi led, there was 

Morris Blart has no affi  liation 
with and is not a representative of 
billboard lawyer and handsome 
elder Morris Bart. And while 
Morris Blart is defi nitely 100% a 
lawyer you can trust, this column 
does not constitute legal advice. 
If you have any cases, ethics 
opinions, funny depositions, etc. 
that you would like to see covered 
in this column, please send leads 
to MorrisBlartandAssociates@
gmail.com.



12  *  ANTIGRAVITY  *  MAY 2020

The Music and Culture Coalition of New Orleans (MaCCNO) is a broad-based coalition and registered 501c3 non-profit corporation that collaborates with, organizes, and empowers 
the New Orleans music and cultural community to preserve and nurture the city’s culture, to translate community vision into policy change, and to create positive economic impact.

Over the past two months, New 
Orleans has been hit especially 
hard by the COVID-19 pandemic, 
which has devastated our 
cultural and tourism economies 
and created an increasing 
number of individual tragedies. 
Beloved members of the cultural 
community have passed away, 
cornerstone businesses remain 
shuttered, unemployment 
has skyrocketed, and all 
gigs, concerts, festivals, and 
conventions have been cancelled 
for the foreseeable future. Tens 
of thousands of residents have 
lost all means of income and 
are reliant on a combination of 
Louisiana’s woefully inadequate 
social safety net and a series of 
GoFundMe pages, virtual tip 
jars, and hastily developed relief 
funds. While it is heartening to 
see the amount of attention being 
given to New Orleans’ musicians, 
artists, service industry workers, 
and traditional culture bearers—
most of whom have all been hit 
especially hard by this crisis—
the needs are overwhelming, 
and will surely be ongoing for 
some time. Still, eventually, we 
know this will pass. So, as we 
work to address urgent needs, 
we also need to develop a plan 
to address the inequities and 
underlying conditions that led 
to such a sudden and immediate 
financial crisis for so many of 
our most celebrated residents 
and industries. Here are three 
initiatives we should undertake 
to aid recovery, create a more 
stable cultural economy, and 
provide a better quality of life 
moving forward.

1. Focus on neighborhood 
businesses first, and remove 
barriers to their recovery.
We know it’s going to be at least 
a year, likely several, before 
visitors come back to New 

When the pandemic ends, can we fix what was already broken?
 

How do we address the now clearly exposed inequities in our cultural and tourism economies?

and greater flexibility in how 
businesses utilize outdoor 
space, particularly for music 
and dining. From experience we 
know local, small businesses will 
be the drivers of the economic 
recovery, and will be the first to 
hire back staff, host live music, 
and serve their neighborhoods—
but margins are often incredibly 
tight. We should be doing 
everything we can to ensure 
their success, which will directly 
benefit the city’s overall recovery.

2. Reform the tourism 
industry to make it less 
extractive and more equitable.
When COVID-19 forced the 
shutdown of the city, the 
tourism economy collapsed 
virtually overnight, and years 
of chronic underpayment of 
the now-suddenly unemployed 
tourism and hospitality workers 
meant that most had few, if any, 
financial reserves to cushion 
the blow. While workers have 
been stuck without a safety net, 
major tourism organizations, 
particularly the Convention 
Center (and its governing 
body, the Exhibition Hall 
Authority), have fared much 
better, with the Convention 
Center in particular retaining 
its nest egg of roughly $200 
million in surplus tax revenue. 
Despite sustained public 
pressure from the Greater New 
Orleans Coalition to Create 
a Fair Fund For Hospitality 
Workers (a network of over 
30 advocacy organizations) 
to redirect $100 million of 
taxpayer money to provide 
relief for financially devastated 
workers, Convention Center 
leadership has only agreed to 
donate $1 million—just 1% of 
what was requested. This is 

The metric of success isn’t how many 
people you can bring to the city—this is 
New Orleans, people are always going to 
want to visit—but rather how much benefit 
those visitors bring to those already here. 
On that point of measurement, the past two 
months have shown tourism leadership has 
fundamentally failed.

Orleans in levels they did pre-
COVID. Meanwhile, when it is 
safe to reopen, those of us who 
live here are going to want to see 
live music, eat at restaurants, 
grab a drink, and support each 
other—and a lot of us are going 
to want to do this close to home. 
While we rightly celebrate the 
small businesses of the city, they 
often face onerous restrictions 
and arbitrary limitations—which 
need to be rethought in order 
to give them the best chance at 
survival. Of particular concern is 
the fact that most neighborhood 
music venues and many 
restaurants are classified by city 
code as “non-conforming uses,” 
which means that if they are 
closed for more than 6 months 
they lose this non-conforming 

status. So, for example, if a music 
venue in the Bywater cannot 
reopen for more than six months, 
their ability to host live music at 
that location would be gone for 
good, regardless of whether or 
not a new business takes their 
place. This “6 month window” 
must be extended for at least a 
year—preferably two—to ensure 
we retain our neighborhood 
businesses and important 
cultural incubators and social 
spaces. Similarly, there should 
be an extended grace period 
for the payment of permitting 
and license fees; a reduction 
in the use of arbitrary and 
confusing provisos (business-
specific requirements and 
limitations usually requested 
by neighborhood associations); cont’d on pg. 36

M
atthew

 Seltzer
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Artist, musician, and French Quarter bohemian 
Amzie Adams, in front of a Dr. John stencil by Josh 
Wingerter, Frenchmen Street (photo by Hope Byrd)
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The most vivid of my childhood 
memories occured in the spring, 
like sifting through pounds of 
crawfish with my little fingers. 
Today I still love Super Sunday 
and the ripe loquats, festivals 
and local fish fries, perfect front 
porch weather and endless 
music. Everybody and their 
mama wants to be here when 
it is spring in New Orleans. But 
this spring I stayed home. Faced 
with the pandemic’s exponential 
risks, we as a city acted 
appropriately to protect those 
medically at risk and ordered a 
lockdown. And with that I lost 
both my jobs.

by Daiquiri Jones

Many would agree that it was 
the appropriate course of 
action. While I am young and 
healthy, I cannot know who 
is immunocompromised or if 
someone I come into contact with 
has preexisting health conditions. 
In the beginning, there was a 
recognition that we needed to 
take care of one another. That 
recognition is fading.

Love Thy Neighbor as Thyself

We could begin with a theory: 
times of crises bring out the 
best in people. There are many 
stories of public servants, 

retail workers, medical 
workers, and custodial workers 
laboring in adverse and 
uncertain conditions, of people 
volunteering their time and 
risking their safety to ensure 
people have access to food, 
masks, and hygiene products. 
Mutual aid and economic relief 
pages sprout up online. This 
theory is partially right.

But even in a time of mutual aid, 
charity, and humanitarianism, 
a bizarre but familiar adversary 
appears: the landlords who are 
illegally evicting tenants during 
a pandemic. Extended-stay 
motels have illegally pushed 
out tenants, and one in New 
Orleans East did so by gunpoint. 
MetroWide Apartments 
received a large amount of 
public backlash for sending out 
eviction letters in March. They 
claimed it was an error, but in 
April they distributed Notice 
to Vacate papers (still toothless 
aggression, as eviction courts 
were closed).

Bad Foundation

At the beginning of April, New 
Orleans already had a per capita 
coronavirus death rate that was 
twice the rate of New York City. 
Yet we were ahead of the federal 
government in closing eviction 
courts and non-essential 
businesses, as well as banning 
large public gatherings. Though 
historically dominated by 
homeowners, New Orleans now 
has a growing majority renter 
population. It is estimated 
that more than a third of the 
workforce in the city belongs 
to its tourism and hospitality 
industries, which were 
decimated by the pandemic. 
Those who could work feared for 
their health. The local disparity 
of medical access and the fact 
that many in Louisiana suffer 
from diabetes, hypertension, 
and other compromising 
medical conditions meant many 
in the city were at risk.

You Need A Sink
To Wash Your Hands

A substantial amount of 
evidence shows that housing 
has a significant and direct 
effect on health, especially 
for low-income populations. 
Locally, we have a 25 year life 
expectancy gap between the 
most economically depressed 
and affluent neighborhoods.

The World Health Organization 
has a slogan: “Stay Home. Save 
Lives.” People are encouraged 
to stay home, keep six feet 
apart when outdoors, and to 
only go shopping for groceries 
every couple weeks. It has been 
suggested that people wear 
masks and wash their hands 
when arriving to and leaving 
locations. Many in the city 
have to go to work, use public 
transportation, and take care 
of others who are at risk. It is 
evident that secure housing 
is fundamental to the fight 
against infection. Thousands 
of people feel more insecure 
than they have in over a decade 
and houseless people find 
themselves in astoundingly 
compromised positions.

The Exterior

In response to an approaching 
economic catastrophe, the 
federal government passed 
the CARES Act in late March. 
Most citizens making under 
$75,000 a year could expect to 
receive a one-time stimulus 
check of at least $1,200 and 
unemployment assistance. 
The act also instituted a 
moratorium on foreclosures. 
In addition, there would be 
forbearance available for 
federally-backed mortgages. 
Renters of these units 
approved for forbearance could 
not be evicted for 120 days; 
and even after, an additional 
30 days notice had to be given. 
Even private mortgage lenders 
were encouraged by financial 
regulators to negotiate 
payments with their lenders. 
Many property owners would 
not have to fear losing their 
houses.

While the CARES Act offers 
limited aid, it is not enough. 
April took the country by 
surprise. A third of U.S. citizens 
could not make their rent 
payments by the first of the 
month, and just a week before, 
6.6 million Americans filed 
for unemployment with the 
numbers continuing to rise 
past record levels. With half 
of renters in New Orleans 
spending almost a third of their 
paychecks on rent, a significant 
portion of the aid could be read 
as a subsidy for landowners. 
Even with the added financial 
assistance, many are still 
waiting to receive aid or to even 
be approved.

THE PRECARIOUS 
FUTURE OF HOUSING

Daiquiri Jones is a local writer and performer born and 
raised in New Orleans. They are a member of Housing Justice 
Louisiana and the New Orleans Housing Justice Coalition.

Adrienne Battistella
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The problem becomes even 
more serious when you look 
at the many people who need 
assistance but are ineligible 
or are only partially eligible 
(sex workers, documented and 
undocumented immigrants), 
or find themselves in more 
complicated sitautions, such 
as recently divorced couples 
or survivors of domestic 
abuse. Additionally, while 
evictions are not allowed 
for units that received 
forbearance, currently there’s 
not a way for renters to check 
if the property owner has been 
approved for forbearance, 
leaving many property owners 
to demand payments when 
they themselves are off the 
hook for months.

Wolf at the Door

If a crisis can bring out the 
best in some people, it usually 
brings out the worst in 
politics. Many accounts of an 
overwhelmed unemployment 
infrastructure—already a 
difficult and lengthy system 
to navigate—have emerged. 
Many have yet to see their 
funds. This is joined by historic 
spending at the federal level 
that has gone, largely, to keep 
the pockets of the wealthy full.

Unprecedented evictions are 
predicted by housing justice 
activists. Historically, judges 
will handle a few eviction 
cases before lunch. Eviction 
courts are closed now, but if 
the courts open in May, they 
will face an incredible backlog. 
Judges will also have added 
difficulty sorting through and 
finding out which cases are 
even legal, given the federal 
moratorium on evictions. 
Still no plan has been made 
public on how to approach our 
housing crisis legally.

On April 1st, the City of New 
Orleans COVID-19 Rental 
Assistance Program was 
implemented with a starting 
budget of $500,000. As it 
stands, it is only projected to 
help about 600 households 
and is not currently accepting 
applications.

Mayor Cantrell has repeatedly 
stated that evictions are 
illegal, but the consequences 
of illegal evictions remain 
unclear. Recently, landlords 
have even been caught spying 

on the stimulus check status of 
their tenants. Many property 
owners are showing indiff erence 
to regulations, feeling they 
are likely to get away with 
intimidating tenants.

With the economic future of 
New Orleans so uncertain, it 
seems likely many will continue 
to have diffi  culty paying rent, 
especially as many people 
continue to be outstanding 
as they wait for stimulus 
checks or unemployment to 
fi nally disburse. Many, such as 
undocumented immigrants, 
don’t even qualify.

Haunted House

Bringing up Katrina is 
something I try to avoid, but 
you cannot ignore the parallels. 

tenants. While organizations 
like the Louisiana Fair Housing 
Action Center (LaFHAC) 
can fi ght for some to get their 
deposits back, others won’t even 
know they have that option. 
They won’t be able to aff ord a 
new deposit. It will be the last 
time many people will be able to 
stay in the homes they currently 
have, living in a disposable 
photograph.

Blueprints for A Way Out

There are organizations and 
groups fi ghting the current 
housing crisis. Southeast 
Louisiana Legal Services off ers 
free legal services and is taking 
complaints about landlords 
trying to evict tenants. LaFHAC 
is off ering free legal services 
for tenants who feel they are 

We as a city lost so many 
people, and even more through 
displacement. Neighborhoods 
often change over time, and 
often in inequitable ways, 
but people were ripped out of 
their homes and pushed out 
through unfair fi nes. Just as 
many went out of their way 
post-storm to make a profi t 
from displacement and took to 
aggressive redevelopment of 
areas the city neglected, many 
will do so again. There was 
already a fi ght over the soul 
of New Orleans as short-term 
rentals skyrocketed and the 
city held only a fraction of the 
aff ordable public housing prior 
to the storm.

It is very common for landlords 
to try and hold on to security 
deposits from existing tenants 
and require them for new 

being discriminated against 
and can direct homeowners 
to a protection program to 
navigate mortgage forbearance. 
Recently, the New Orleans 
Housing Justice Coalition, with 
support from organizations like 
the Jane Place Sustainability 
Initiative, Women With a 
Vision, LaFHAC, and many 
others, have created a petition 
to keep eviction courts closed 
until August 24.

A more radical answer 
is also being pushed by 
councilmembers Kristin 
Gisleson Palmer and Jay Banks, 
who have stepped up to push 
for a broader moratorium on 
evictions and rent cancellation. 
Renters’ rights groups like 
Housing Justice Louisiana 
are calling for eviction courts 
to stay closed longer and are 

researching the possibility 
of rent cancellation. It is an 
idea whose time has come. 
Minnesota Congresswoman 
Ilhan Omar is calling for federal 
rent cancellation, unveiling 
a bill where the federal 
government would cover 
the losses of landlords and 
mortgage lenders.

At the time of writing 
this, I have yet to receive 
unemployment or stimulus. 
I have friends who are 
immigrants and sex workers 
who are not getting economic 
relief or are afraid to go through 
the legal system to defend 
against illegal evictions. I 
remember being displaced 
after Katrina and that surreal, 
polyvalent future is nearly as 
frail now as it was then. The 
deal we received does not 
refl ect the gravity of what is 
next. The strongest net we 
can cast is a rent cancellation 
plan with longer mortgage 
forbearance and a commitment 
to safer housing for the 
unhoused and those fl eeing 
domestic abuse. Anything less 
privileges fi nancial investments 
over communities, and disposes 
of the opportunity to make the 
future a place of relief and not a 
burden to those unable to carry 
it. If we are unwilling to do what 
is necessary, we are disposing 
of the spirit of New Orleans and 
the livelihood of its inhabitants. 
If we do not fi ght now, we are 
again risking New Orleans 
becoming a diasporic memory 
and not a home.

Daiquiri is currently working 
on a storytelling series around 
housing and can be reached 
at daiquiri.jones@gmail.com. 
For more information on rental 
assistance and renters’ rights, 
check out the following resources:

Jane Place Neighborhood 
Sustainability Initiative
jpnsi.org

Louisiana Fair Housing 
Action Center
Lafairhousing.org

Petition to Protect New 
Orleans Workers and Families
actionnetwork.org/petitions/
keepneworleanseviction
courtclosed

Southeast Louisiana
Legal Services
slls.org

In the beginning, there 
was a recognition that 
we needed to take care 
of one another. That 
recognition is fading.
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New Orleans is known for 
its rituals around death, 
from second lines featuring 
brass bands and dancing, 
to embalming traditions 
that prop up the dead in 
their best garb, enjoying 
the pleasures they loved 
in life. It’s the exuberance 
of these mourning rituals, 
a way of celebrating a 
person’s life during a time of 
heartbreak, that captivates 
outsiders. There is so much 
intrigue around this city’s 
relationship to death that 
the dead themselves have 
become tourist attractions. 
Usually, tour busses are lined 
up at cemeteries throughout 
the week; but with tourism 
on hold for now, maybe the 
dead can finally rest for a 
while. And while the stay-
at-home order demands 
that all collective mourning 
rituals stop—death, however, 
marches forth, disrupting 
the day-to-day process of 
letting go of loved ones and 
precipitating a situation of 
massive collective loss.

My patients often tell me 
they remember their lost 
loved ones too well, with 
a tone of impatience or 

irritation: “Why do I reach 
for the phone to call my mom 
when something terrible 
happens? She’s been gone 
for a whole year.” “Why do I 
keep dreaming that we are 
together, only to wake up 
devastated to know that this 
can’t be?” I remind them that 
we don’t let go of the people 
we love easily. Death is an 
abrupt interruption. Our 
beloveds linger so we can let 
them go slowly. Dead parents 
visit our dreams to chat about 
their passing; we see our 
departed dog curled up in our 
periphery; songs remind us of 
our exes (yes—I think some 
breakups qualify as losses of 
this caliber). I have family 
members who can see dead 
relatives so vividly, as if in the 
flesh, sitting on a chair in the 
backyard enjoying a beer or 
standing by the bed at night. 
Whether or not you believe in 
a metaphysical afterlife, you 
have probably experienced 
the psychic afterlife of 
someone who is gone. The 
stubbornness of letting 
go is why grief isn’t linear. 
It’s cyclical and seasonal, 
resurfacing with the smells of 
an autumn marred by loss or 
the birth of a child.

If grief time is recursive, then 
what does it mean to lose 
someone in this strange time 
of social distancing? It might 
mean that loss in pandemic 
season suspends mourning, 
untethered from the sensory 
objects and rituals of 
ordinary life that mark the 
passage of time. Familiar 
things are usually made 
strange by the absence of a 
lost person. Those of us who 
are grieving right now might 
have to wait to confront the 
everyday moments marked 
by our losses: grief on delay. 
The familiar world may very 
well be lost along with the 
person who has died, which 
will complicate mourning 
even after the pandemic has 
ended, the past more difficult 
to conjure in our unfamiliar 
post-pandemic lives.

As a therapist, a lot of the 
work I do—and not just with 
people who come to process 
grief—involves revisiting 
some kind of loss. Whether 
they have lost a person, a 
relationship, or a fantasy 
for the future, people easily 
get stuck in a state of loss 
when they avoid their pain 
or conflicting feelings. When 
a lost person lingers in the 
psyche, but the mourner 
tries too hard to bury their 
grief or deny the devastation, 
they can end up in a state 
of perpetual mourning. In 
Mourning and Melancholia, 
Sigmund Freud famously 
described this situation as 
one in which “the shadow of 
the object fell upon the ego.” 
In other words, the mourner’s 
internal representation 
of the lost person starts to 
engulf a portion of their 
being, and grief becomes 
depression. Even for the 
elusive mentally well and for 
those grieving supportive, 
loving relationships, loss gets 
complicated. Confronting 
someone’s absence over 
and over helps us to let go 
slowly, even when a death 
is unexpected or violent. 
Paradoxically, a long, painful 
goodbye eases us into the 
process of letting go.

The upheaval of COVID-19 
will undoubtedly add 
layers of complication to 
already-complicated grief. 
So, how does this change 
our response to it? For one, 
I think this situation will 
require communities to 
step in and aid in the task of 
remembering, responding to 
both the collective loss of the 
familiar and the individual 
losses of those community 
members who are without 
the people they love. We 
can’t just pick up where we 
left off, resuscitating our old 
ways of commemorating 
death. The healing ahead will 
be a process of witnessing 
the pain of the mourners 
among us long after the 
initial wound has calloused. 
This will require us not 
only to offer understanding 
or company, but more 
importantly to not shy away 
from the uncomfortable, to 
lend our ears to help them 
provoke and tolerate their 
own dark memories and 
painful feelings.

Unlike the muddled process 
of mourning, formal rituals 
constructed around the 
event of death itself do have 
a predictable structure. 
They push mourners into 
community with others, 
force us to get dressed 
and eat when all we want 
to do is stay in bed. Even 
the bureaucratic hassles 
of death, like getting a 
death certificate, can be an 
unwanted and morose form 
of behavioral activation, 
a term therapists use to 
describe tasks they assign 
their patients to activate the 
nervous system as a band-aid 
for symptoms of depression. 
At a time when we all have 
to stay home, there is very 
little to push people into 
the uncomfortable light of 
connection when they need 
it most but are least likely to 
seek it out.

Rites of passage also help to 
deflect from the disturbing 
realities of death. A funeral, 
a headstone, and a casket 

Loss Within Loss:
Mourning in a Pandemic

by Jessica Chavez, Ph.D., Clinical Psychologist
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are attempts to screen out 
more grisly images from 
our memories. At times 
when our social fabric is 
torn or loosened, when we 
are unable to organize our 
rituals, we are more easily 
reminded that death involves 
a body. During the COVID-19 
pandemic, many have 
watched or will watch their 
loved ones die at home. This 
will involve some period of 
waiting to have a body picked 
up by the proper authority. 
In hospitals, health care 
workers are fi guring out the 
morbid logistics of where 
to put all of the bodies, 
resorting to refrigerated 
trucks waiting curbside. 
There are some things that 
no burial shroud is opaque 
enough to protect us from, 
and right now they are in 
short supply.

without fl inching. We might 
prefer to hide the unpleasant 
imagery from view, but a 
just response requires that 
we help everyone carry 
this burden—particularly 
those essential workers 
who are deployed in lieu of 
PPE, hazard pay, and other 
material compensation.

Much commentary on the 
pandemic refl ects on how a 
collective, undefi ned “we” 
are going through a period 
of grief. What it really means 
to be grieving a collective 
loss, however, is still unclear 
to me. Collective losses, 
like collective traumas, are 
almost always contested. 
What has been lost 
depends on what you had 
in the fi rst place. Eff orts to 
commemorate and repair 
those losses are too often 

We can’t just pick up where we left 
off, resuscitating our old ways of 
commemorating death. The healing ahead 
will be a process of witnessing the pain 
of the mourners among us long after the 
initial wound has calloused.

Staying sane requires that 
we constantly manage 
the horrors of life, but 
the cultural forces of U.S. 
colonialism and racial 
capitalism tend to pervert 
people’s ability to do it well. 
These powers tell us that if 
we buy into the illusion of 
being independent from our 
bodies—free from menstrual 
blood, from odor, from 
aging—then we are more 
human. I’m not saying that 
the pandemic is some kind of 
transcendent opportunity to 
confront existential dread. 
In fact, these confrontations 
will almost certainly be 
stratifi ed, with low-wage 
laborers doing the dirty 
work of caring for the dead, 
and those who are afraid to 
seek help in hospitals being 
more likely to die at home. 
Our communities will need 
to support those who have 
confronted the horrifi c 
particulars of COVID-19 

triumphal and exclusionary, 
and any response to 
collective loss needs to 
account for the ways in 
which COVID-19 has harmed 
our societies unevenly. My 
hope is that, as we comfort 
those who have lost someone 
from a distance and when we 
eventually come together to 
mourn, we can all keep this 
in mind.

Need urgent help? Call the 
National Suicide Prevention 
Lifeline at 1-800-273-8255 
or visit their website at 
suicidepreventionlifeline.org
to chat or fi nd resources. 
Visit ready.nola.gov for a 
list of local mental health 
resources. General questions 
or comments, email Jessica at 
jchavezphd@gmail.com. This 
article does not constitute 
medical advice and is not 
intended as a substitute for 
medical care. (Illustration by 
Kallie Tiff au)
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TALES FROM THE PEN
by Leather

The following has been transcribed (with minimal edits 
for clarity and format) from hand-written letters by our 
correspondent “Leather,” who is currently serving a sentence 
in the Orleans Justice Center—a.k.a. Orleans Parish Prison, 
or OPP—for charges related to a family dispute, subsequent 
warrants, and the labyrinthian carceral state in general.

Dear Deadline,

There’s tears in my eyes as I 
write these words because this 
coronavirus has gotten so serious 
and I feel like I might really die 
before this paper is fi nalized, 
mailed and published. This is 
so surreal. It’s April 2020 and 
there’s already 3 confi rmed 
deaths inside OPSO where I’m 
currently being housed; that 
should give you a sense of what 
kind of emotional rollacoaster 
I’m on. As I talk to the other 
inmates I sense a buff et of 
emotions. Most appear to be 
calm (this is jail), everybody 
wants to be hard, everybody 
wants to be a gangsta. At one time 
I was no diff erent, but at the age I 
am now (53!), a grandfather, and 
realizing just how serious this 
is I’m really frightened, for real 
for real. I don’t want to die this 
young. I don’t want to die in jail. 
Bottom line is I don’t want to die 
at all. So I feel I must write about 
the issues going on from jail to 
be the voice of inmates here and 
around the world, because this 
microscopic infectious agent 
won’t stop until it takes as many 
lives as possible.

I’m just one person but there’s 
others that are in extreme panic 
mode. The governor John Bel 
Edwards, the mayor LaToya 
Cantrell, with a broadcast on 
every news show with her stay 
at home campaign, remain 
calm... We don’t hear a lot about 
what’s happening in this jail 
from Marlin Gusman because he 
gets an estimated $127 for every 
inmate he houses a day. With 
between 900 to 1200 inmates 
housed at any given time you do 
the math... It amazes me how 
one man’s meat can be another 
man’s poison. Besides the 
horrible living conditions, awful 
food, lack of medical attention, 
it’s impossible to practice social 
distancing here. There’s no 
masks for inmates, they’re not 
properly sanitizing the inmate 

areas, our beds are less than an 
arm length apart so us inmates 
are left to fend for ourselves.

*Breaking News* Inmates are in 
an instant uproar. It’s 2:34 p.m. 
April 6, 2020 and as we look out 
the windows we see a caravan 
of protesters with signs on their 
cars saying “Free Em All” as 
the deputies try to contain us, 

protesters for some reason or 
another. My guess would be 
because of the stay at home 
order, even though they were 
in their cars, with masks on. All 
we know is it didn’t last long. If 
there’s anyone reading this that 
was in the caravan please drop 
us a line because we watched 
the news for days and never saw 
anything about it. Why?

As the jail house calms down, 
the lights go out, and the 
inmates are told it’s “Rack 
Time.” I can’t help but think 
about today’s events, the food, 
the uproar, the protest, my life, 
my family, my friends. I can’t 
help but wonder how many 
have I lost to coronavirus of all 
the people I know. Remember 
communication is limited for me 
while I’m incarcerated.

to death in this place looking at 
each other, trying to see who has 
symptoms, looking at inmates 
to see if they’re showing any 
symptoms, walking around with 
masks and rubber gloves that 
are in short supply. It’s funny to 
see how something as small as 
a sneeze, sniffl  e, or cough can 
cause so much panic in your 
fellow man.

Orleans Sheriff ’s Offi  ce is 
so afraid (or should I say its 
offi  cers) they’re not coming to 
work for fear of contracting 
the coronavirus which has 
the jail in a panic. One of the 
most important duties in jail 
is count time, and believe it or 
not they’re not even doing their 
counts... Today is like the 24th 
day of the coronavirus as I wake 
up to the sound of “Feed up, 
Feed up, sleep late lose weight.” 
I sense mixed emotions among 
the inmates, the younger ones 
calm and unconcerned, the 
older ones like myself worried 
and tense, wondering when will 
this pandemic let up, because 
our people are dying, and we 
don’t know what’s going on 
outside the jail.

And the deputies in here are 
so on the hush hush, afraid to 
lose their jobs. The jobs that 
used to be done by the yanks 
(trustees) are now done by 
deputies, cleaning the halls 
that nobody is allowed to use, 
serving the food, another job 
held by trustees. The deputies 
hate this the most, because 
without yanks they must work. 
Cleaning, mopping, serving 
food, etc. Now they gotta do it, 
and you can see the stress on 
their faces. Now they see how 
hard the work was for us yanks. 
I was once a yank. Now with 
681 deaths in Louisiana the 
coronavirus has proven itself a 
force to be reckoned with...

I heard on the news today April 
14, 2020 the mayor cancelled 
all the festivals for the rest of 
the year. I would be mad about 
Jazz Fest but saving lives is 
paramount. I only hope and 
pray that this ends as fast as 
it came, and I can’t help but 
wonder how many of the 681 
people it has killed that I knew 
or have came in contact with. 
With that being said we’d like 
to thank everybody on the front 
line across America and abroad. 
Be good and be safe...

forcing us to get off  the yard, get 
in our cells, get on our racks. It’s 
extremely loud, inmates in the 
windows trying to attract the 
protesters letting them know 
we see them. This is beautiful 
but also has the possibility of 
becoming really dangerous for 
us inmates because most of the 
deputies are young and have 
never experienced anything 
like this, and the same goes for 
inmates including myself.

With gas being as cheap as it’s 
been this caravan of about 40 
vehicles could ride all night. 
20 minutes later as fate would 
have it the NOPD stopped the 

I don’t think anything has hit 
America in my lifetime like this, 
not even the wrath of Katrina 
can compare to this... You must 
understand Katrina mostly 
aff ected New Orleans, but the 
coronavirus is a worldwide 
pandemic. It has hurt the 
economy in epic portions, and 
at a time when self employment 
is at an all time high... But there 
are others whose job isn’t in 
jeopardy. One job this is relevant 
to is the Orleans Parish Sheriff ’s 
Offi  ce, because the deputies 
are afraid because they come in 
contact with all these diff erent 
types of people on the daily 
basis. The deputies are scared 
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This page: Orleans Justice Center (OPP) inmates look 
on as a motorcade protest calling for the release of all 
nonviolent prisoners, coordinated by the New Orleans 
Workers Group, circles the campus on April 6.

Centerfold: Protesters gather for the motorcade at the 
New Orleans Youth Study Center (juvenile lockup).
(photos by Adrienne Battistella)
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Lydia Gerard, a member of the Concerned Citizens of 
St. John, protests alongside RISE St. James members 

outside the St. John the Baptist Government Complex 
in LaPlace on April 11, demanding the shutdown 

of petrochemical plants in the area during the 
coronavirus pandemic. (photo by Jason Kerzinski)

Southern Solidarity, a volunteer group, delivers basic 
needs and services to the unhoused in downtown 
New Orleans. (photo by Matthew Seltzer)
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OSA ATOE

Osa Atoe is a Baton Rouge-
based ceramicist (and past 
ANTIGRAVITY contributor) who 
makes elegant vessels out of red 
stoneware (terracotta, pictured 
above). She has been contributing 
her work to fundraising causes since 
long before the pandemic began, 
and her practice connects fine art, 
craft, and community support.

by Harriet Burbeck

How are you holding up?
I’m doing fine under the 
circumstances.

Are you still doing any work that 
requires you to leave the house?
Not really. I work from home but 
have gone out twice over the last 
month or so to get supplies.

Have you lost any 
opportunities due to the 

pandemic, or had craft fairs 
or other exhibition or sales 
events cancelled?
Yes. All of my spring events 
have been cancelled. 
Fortunately, online sales have 
picked up, replacing much of 
what I would have lost. That is 
not something I was expecting 
and there’s no telling if that 
might shift in the future.

Have you applied for any 
relief, and have you gotten it?
I have not applied for relief.

Has your pottery practice had 
to make any adjustment in 
response to the pandemic?
I don’t have event deadlines 
chasing me anymore, so I feel 
a little bit less organized and 
focused than usual, but I think 
that’s an OK way to respond 
to how weird everything feels 
right now. There’s also more 
of a desire to share more of the 
money I make from pottery with 
individuals and organizations 
that need it. That’s something I 
try to do anyway, but I’ve seen 
lots of makers, artists, and other 
folks wanting to give more than 
we usually do during this crisis.

Do you have any pandemic 
specific projects that you 
want to talk about?
I’m planning a fundraiser for 
a people of color owned and 
run clay studio in L.A. called 
POT. I taught a workshop there 
in January. I really believe in 
their mission; and as a person 
of color in a predominantly 
white ceramics world, I want 
them to be able to survive this. 
They are the only POC owned 
and operated ceramics studio 
in the country and they’ve had 
to stop all classes and shut 
down, just like every other non-
essential business. They were 

in the middle of transitioning 
to a different space, and so 
they have two rents to pay at 
the moment, not to mention a 
full-time staff to pay. My idea 
is to offer a custom cup with a 
short, personalized message 
on it—a way for people to make 
a personal connection with 
someone they care about during 
this isolating time—with all of 
the proceeds going to POT.

What is making you happy 
right now?
The weather, my partner, 
plants and flowers, music, 
texting and FaceTiming my 
friends and family.

More about Osa Atoe’s work can 
be found at potterybyosa.com. 
More information about POT can 
be found at potstudiola.com.

KATE LACOUR

Kate Lacour is an illustrator 
and cartoonist (and past 
ANTIGRAVITY contributor). 
The author of Vivisectionary, her 
work typically explores the surreal 
mechanisms of living bodies. 
Since the middle of March, she has 
been posting daily comic strips on 
Instagram in which she responds 
to the pandemic.

How are you holding up?
Doing OK. I have lots of 
resources to fall back on: family, 
food, savings, outdoor space. 
I’m just tired all the time. I 
have three very small children 
we’re homebound with, now 
that schools and daycares have 
closed. And it’s a lot. A whole lot.

Are you still doing any work 
that requires you to leave 
the house?
None.

Have you lost any jobs or 
opportunities due to the 
pandemic?
Yes. I’ve had to request a 
furlough from my (remote) day 

LONELY PALETTE
A Survey of Visual Artists in Lockdown (part one)

You may have recently heard on the radio about how the Italian 
Renaissance began during the bubonic plague, or learned from an 
online think-piece that Edvard Munch painted a self-portrait while 
ill with the Spanish flu. There are a lot of these kinds of stories in the 
media right now, anecdotes that remind us this isn’t the first time 
humanity has made it through a pandemic, and that even in the midst 
of horror there is still creation so rich it is immortal. Artists have 
always carried on making things in times of illness and isolation, and 
they are doing it all around us still.

The visual artists of our own time are frequently people who work 
contract jobs, rely on large gatherings to exhibit work, and often live on 
small incomes with no health insurance, so this pandemic has hit many 
of them at multiple vulnerable points. But as we live more and more 
of our lives online, it is easy to see how artists are responding to the 
pandemic and ensuing shutdown in transformative ways. Some of these 
artists are fundraising to help their community, some are participating 
in projects that get necessities into the hands of those that need them, 
and some are sharing pandemic-specific work, or using this time to 
explore new ideas in their practice.

These interviews with both emerging and established artists is the first 
in a series that checks in with the people who have been instrumental in 
molding New Orleans’ visual landscape over the years as they wrestle 
with the new shape of the world.

M
arianna M

assey
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job so that I can care for the 
kids, since getting a babysitter 
isn’t an option with social 
distancing. For the same reason, 
I can’t really do any illustration 
work. Not to mention, I’ve been 
doing a lot of illustration work 
for hotels, which are obviously 
putting their marketing on hold 
for the foreseeable future.

Have you applied for any 
relief, and have you gotten it?
I’ve been given to understand 
that 1099 workers in my 
situation are eligible for 
unemployment, so I’ve 
applied, with no word yet. The 
application forms all reflect 
traditional, non-epidemic 
unemployment scenarios, so it 
becomes difficult to convey the 
information they probably need, 
a lot of jotting in the margins.

You have been posting comics 
that respond to the pandemic 
on Instagram. How does this 
work relate to—or differ 
from—your normal practice?
It’s the exact opposite of the 
way I like to work—I like to be 
thoughtful, careful, elaborate, 
and impersonal. These are 
quickly drawn about the 
local news, or my personal 

experience, or both.  So 
they’re rough and loose, and 
autobiographical. I feel pretty 
self-conscious getting very 
opinionated and personal in 
that space, but it’s been a great 
release valve for me. I keep 
things as normal and positive 
as possible for the kids all day. 
After they go to bed, I get to have 
time to acknowledge that things 
are not OK.

What is making you happy 
right now?
I’m too busy putting out 
fires to dwell on anything, 
which helps. I also have a 
lot of outdoor access, which 
is awesome for my mental 
health—a lot of neighborhood 
green space, and a sweet little 
yard with chickens, vegetables, 
and milkweed. Lately I’ve 
been scavenging scrap wood 
from the curb to build a teeny 
playground for the little ones 
behind the shed. Soon enough 
it will be too hot to spend time 
outside, though. We’ll see if I 
lose my mind at that point.

Find Kate Lacour’s comics on 
Instagram @katelacourart, 
and see more of her work at 
katelacour.com.

JANE TARDO

Jane Tardo is an inventor, 
sculptor, and designer who creates 
sewn tapestries and gamelike 
sculptural installations. She 
recently earned her MFA from the 
University of New Orleans.

How are you holding up?
Myself, family, and household 
are all in good health. There is 
some concern about rent and 
bills and other life affairs, but 
overall holding up OK—just 
feeling strange and hazy. Often 
I feel like I have so much energy 
and then sit down to work and 
feel completely drained before 
I even start. Time has ceased to 
matter. However I’ve had a lot of 
past experiences with these sort 
of limbo stages before, so I’m 
fighting to make the most of it.

Are you still doing any work 
that requires you to leave 
the house?
No. Not leaving the house except 
for small, well-planned store runs.

Your MFA show was 
scheduled to open on March 
14, and was cancelled. Can 
you talk about the work you 
made, and the installation?
My MFA thesis exhibition, 
Snake Tube Adventure Racing... 
and more!, was canceled at 
the last minute, so it’s still just 
sitting in the gallery completely 
installed and ready to go. At first 
the plan was to have a closing in 
April, then maybe an opening in 
June, then to the first opening 
in the fall or vaguely before 
Prospect, but now it’s just in 
limbo. The bright side is that it’s 
in line to be the longest running 
exhibition in the UNO St. Claude 
Gallery’s history! My thesis 
exhibition is a completely new 
body of work, all created in the 
past year. My most successful 
inventions are on view: Polly 
and Pauly Pumice: the premier 
DIY carve-it-yourself genital 
exfoliator; Touch-Less, a 
toy for breaking barriers of 
intimacy and communication; 
and Spermalive: a doll for men 
and boy sperm carriers to aid 

in nurturing respect for their 
own life potential. Also on 
view are several of my sewn 
tapestries which depict sock 
puppets in scenes of crisis. 
However, my title piece, Snake 
Tube Adventure Racing, is 
really something to behold. It’s 
the world’s first quilted radio-
controlled tube-car racetrack. 
Audiences are invited to select 
a snake and pilot it through 
24 feet of quilted dystopian 
landscapes while using their 
personal phones to record a 
virtual experience of the race. 
At 172 square feet (or 10’ x 17’ 
laid out flat), it’s composed of 
multiple panels hand-sewn 
together using nylon thread. 
Each panel contains a wide 
variety of fiber art techniques, 
including piece, applique and 
free motion quilting, machine 
and hand embroidery, free 
standing lace, crochet, textile 
collage, and fabric transfers. 
The installation also includes a 
check-in booth for registering 
racers and mechanical 
maintenance. In addition to the 
interactive design of the piece, 
there exists a performative 
component of the work as well. 
A “Pit Crew” of five performers 
were trained in receiving racers, 
running races, and maintaining 
the experience.

A lot of artists’ work has been 
shifted to online exhibition, 
and I know you have posted a 
lot of images of your work on 
social media. What has been 
your experience of online art 
presentation?
I created an Instagram account 
to post the professional photos I 
had taken by Hannah Patterson. 
Also, I was the first featured 
artist on @socialdistancegallery 
(an account that popped up to 
showcase canceled BFA and MFA 
student exhibitions). It’s OK. I 
guess it’s better than not having 
your work seen. But I’m sure 
that people don’t spend the same 
amount of time with it online as 
they would in a gallery setting. 
In general, I don’t think fiber 
work (or at least my brand of it) 
transfers well into photographs. 
It’s really the sort of work that 
you HAVE to experience and 
even touch and interact with. It’s 
not a very good time for hands-
on, interactive work, but luckily 
I have a good sense of humor so I 
can see the irony of having made 
such insanely relevant work that 
has to remain unexperienced 
during this pandemic.

@katelacourart April 16 post
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Have you lost any other jobs 
or opportunities due to the 
pandemic?
A few local gigs fell through, 
but mainly I was so excited 
and honored to be invited to 
work as a production designer 
for Caravan Circus Network 
in Vancouver starting in May. 
I bought a cute as heck little 
camper situation that my 
partner and I were moving 
into to travel up there and 
work out of. I foresaw years of 
residencies and apprenticeship 
work ahead of me as a nomadic 
artist-type as I continued to 
build my portfolio and skill 
set as a post-grad. I’m not sure 
what the plan is anymore… I’m 
from New Orleans so I’m feeling 
really nervous about doing an 
isolated hurricane season during 
a pandemic.

Have you applied for any 
relief, and have you gotten it?
Despite being 35 with rent 
and bills, technically I’m still 
a student until May, so I don’t 
qualify for many of the artist-
specific relief programs. I 
applied to the Platforms Fund 
but haven’t heard back yet.

Are you able to continue your 
practice during the stay-at-
home order?
Sort of. I knew the day of 
having to leave my cushy 
graduate studios was coming, 
but I wasn’t planning on 
having to vacate with such 

short notice and in a few-hour 
window. Some of the things I 
need are still in my studio, but 
I was able to get most of my 
tools and materials out before 
the full lockdown. My practice 
is very studio-based because 
fiber art takes A LOT of space 
and organization. It took a 
couple of weeks to get my 
bearings again. I spread out in 
the kitchen, mostly working on 
the floor (ouch!) and then pack 
everything—well most stuff 
anyway—back in every evening.

Do you have any pandemic-
specific projects you want to 
talk about?
I’m using this time to learn 
new skills: brushing up on my 
languages, trying some new 
sewing techniques, making gifts 
to cheer up friends, reluctantly 
using some of my fabric stash to 
make masks, making curtains 
and coverings for the camper, 
learning how to think about 
color theory, how to draw, and 
how to use digital art programs 
to plan my next big projects. I’m 
thinking about pretty things like 
cats and flowers. I’m thinking 
about metronomes and using 
rhythms as units of time—all 
new things for me and perhaps 
pandemic related.

See images from Snake Tube 
Adventure Racing... and more! 
on Instagram @janetardo, and 
see more of Jane Tardo’s work at 
janetardo.com.

BRENT HOUZENGA

Brent Houzenga is a New Orleans 
artist who paints colorful, 
fractured stencil portraits on a 
variety of surfaces.

How are you holding up?
I’m doing really well. The first 
few weeks were pretty scary, but 
I’ve been keeping really busy.

Are you still doing any work 
that requires you to leave 
the house?
Yes. I’ve been delivering for 
Feed The Front Line—and more 
recently heading up the street 
team to promote that cause.

Have you lost any jobs or 
opportunities due to the 
pandemic?
Not specifically—but when it 
first set in I was super broke and 
freaking out. Like, is anyone 
going to buy art right now?

Have you applied for any 
relief, and have you gotten it?
I have applied for some 
assistance and gotten a few.

I have seen prints you made 
for a Krewe of Red Beans 
project. Can you describe 
what the project is and what 
role art plays in the project?
Krewe of Red Beans started 
Feed The Front Line project to 
boost morale at the hospitals 
and also keep New Orleans 
restaurants and musicians 

working. The project is crowd-
funded and the organization 
buys food from local restaurants 
and pays musicians and artists 
to deliver the food. It’s an 
incredible project which is 
keeping a lot of people working. 
Devin [De Wulf, Krewe of Red 
Beans founder] wanted to keep 
some artists employed too, so 
he commissioned a few artists 
to create artwork for posters, 
which is now being used to 
promote the campaign.

Do you have any other 
pandemic-specific projects 
that you want to talk about?
I have been trying to promote 
Tres Bon Food Fund as well. I 
created some graphics for him. 
He’s also crowdfunding to create 
free meals for service industry 
folks and anyone else who is in 
need at the moment.

How has your practice 
changed since the stay-at-
home order?
It’s been a curve ball for sure. My 
son is out of school. His mom is 
still working. So our schedule 
is totally thrown off and it’s 
honestly been hard to find time 
to paint. During the first few 
weeks I was doing some quicker 
things—some collage works that 
I could do rather quickly and 
revisiting some of my left-handed 
drawing—which can usually be 
done in about an hour. Having 
Red Beans contact me about the 
poster really put some fire under 
me—especially to get behind a 
cause—and to act quickly. I made 
seven paintings in under a week 
before I designed the poster. And 
it looks like we’re gearing up for 
round two.

More about Brent Houzenga’s 
work can be found at houzenga.
com, and more about the Feed the 
Front Line project can be found 
at feedthefrontlinenola.org.

Snake Tube Adventure Racing, by Jane Tardo
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JACQ GROVES

Jacq Groves is a New Orleans-
based conceptual artist. They 
use wood, ceramics, and fi ber in 
their work to explore ideas about 
bodies and biology.

How are you holding up?
OK. Early on, I realized it’s 
easier to ride the ups/downs 
than push against reality. 
Though today I’m feeling 
confused about my future plans.

Are you still doing any work 
that requires you to leave 
the house?
No paid work, but I’ve been 
lucky enough to escape to my 
studio occasionally.

You had an exhibit that was 
scheduled to open on March 
14, and was cancelled. Can 
you talk about the work you 
made for that?
My show Corporal Conundrums 

is comprised of two series of 
work. The bright, undulating, 
and at times visceral sculptures 
abstractly explore bodily discord 
and disconnection. I laboriously 
manipulated simple, often 
naturally derived materials 
such as wood, clay, and fi ber 
into biomorphic forms. Each 
piece acts as a vignette, visually 
articulate sensorial experiences 
and disjointed spatial relations 
of the body. Some works 
explore confl icting aspects of 
non-binary gender expression 
whereas others investigate 
disembodiment stemming 
from my temporary loss of 
proprioception (the ability to 
know where one’s body is in 
space) caused by a traumatic 
brain injury.

Have you lost any other jobs 
or opportunities due to the 
pandemic?
Yes, I had gig work lined up 
throughout the spring that 
got canceled. In addition 
to these short-term jobs, I 
am a studio assistant for an 
established New Orleans-
based painter. Her husband 
is immunocompromised; so 
early in March, before the 
city shut down, I made the 
decision to stop working for her. 
Longterm, I’m also supposed 
to begin a MFA program next 
year at Columbia and move to 
New York this summer. The 
school’s administration remains 
optimistic, but if courses remain 
online and the studio space 
restricted, I don’t think I will go.

Have you applied for any 
relief, and have you gotten it?
I applied to unemployment, 
but got denied. Since I’m a gig 
worker and Louisiana’s system 
has been so slow to catch up 
with the CARES Act, I haven’t 
seen any assistance.

A lot of artists’ work has been 
shifted to online exhibition, 
and I have seen some of 
your new work on social 
media. What has been your 
experience of online art 
presentation?
I initially hoped to show Corporal 
Conundrums in an online 
exhibition. Honestly though, 
my energy has been directed to 
other more pressing matters 
(untimely housing upheaval, 
decisions about upcoming 
MFA programs); and I haven’t 
found the time, motivation, or 
support to create a new viewing 
platform or resolve my lack of 
videography knowledge. This 
lack of motivation to learn is 
also stemming from the fact 
that these sculptures have been 
viewable on Instagram and my 
website since January. I saw 
this show as an opportunity for 
my New Orleans community to 
view this new work in person. 
Online exhibitions give the 
public a glimpse into the show, 
but so much of my sculptural 
works’ nuanced details, as well 
as curatorial decisions, are lost 
in digital form. It feels futile to 
create a new digital archive of 
work that already has a basic 
online presence.

Are you able to continue your 
practice during the stay-at-
home order?
Yes, I’ve been heavily leaning 
on my practice to provide some 
structure to my life right now. 
Much of my work is supported 
by in-depth research, so I’ve 
been reading related articles, 
writing, and brainstorming 
new projects. To ease my 
anxiety I love immersing 
myself in labor-intensive 
projects, so I’ve been working 
on a new series exploring 
naturally-forming omens of 
the plague.

Do you have any pandemic-
specifi c projects you want to 
talk about?
Related to the project 
mentioned, I’m investigating 
naturally-occurring 
apocalyptic symbols. 
Frequently my work 
references my previous 
research background in 
infectious disease and 
immunology, so of course 
while amidst a pandemic, I’m 
exploring this subject matter. 
Without [going] too deep into 
a nerdy tangent, I’ll mention 
that I’m currently sculpting 
a rat king from clay. A rat 
king is a group of rats whose 
tails have become knotted 
and bound together. This 
phenomenon was frequently 
viewed as an omen of a 
coming plague.

More about Jacq’s work can be 
found at jacqgroves.com.

Krewe of Red Beans Poster (Brent Houzenga) From Corporal Conundrums, by Jacq Groves
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You gotta adapt to survive. Like 
a gator dug into a mud bank, I’ve 
slowed my psychic metabolism 
to a barely-there battery-saver 
mode. My social and sexual 
needs have dwindled to dust; 
I’m at peace. To think of it all 
resuming makes me sick. After 
being idled for so long, I can’t 
imagine clambering back aboard 
the flesh-shredding carousel 
of modern existence. Nothing 
could be more distressing than 
seeing that gilded hamster wheel 
beginning spinning again and 
hearing its music, lately slowed 
to a dolorous, subterranean 
groan, rise to the frenetic, panic-
attack previous pace.

But this is precisely what the 
“reopeners” want: the hellworld 
exploding back into gaudy 
fluorescence, the treadmills and 
assembly-line conveyor belts 
resuming their algorithmically 
optimized acceleration. Choking 
to death on my blood sounds 
preferable; the hollow, harried 
mania of productivity we were 
duped into calling “life” was 
always just death in disguise.

I’d be inconsolable if I thought it 
was going to happen.

LaToya Says No
 
Work is legal murder to begin 
with, but going back to work 
now might kill you quicker 
than usual. When you take 
into account our history and 
the disproportionate virus-
related death rates of Black New 
Orleanians, Mayor Cantrell’s 
event cancellations and refusal 
to fire back up our touristic 
culture-extraction industry 
is unmistakably heroic. She is 
defending Black lives.

A rogue’s gallery of Comus types 
took out a full-page Times-Pic 
newspaper ad demanding low-
wage workers be put back to 
work—risks be damned—for 
the profits of the overseer 
class. I don’t think the mayor 
was moved. It’s been delightful 
to see her cranky autocratic 
streak serving the public good 
for a change. She is (for now) 
holding her ground against the 
very same wealthy exploiters 
who have so profitably relied on, 

by Jules Bentley

The ReNopening
used up, and destroyed our city’s 
Black people and Black culture 
and Black labor for centuries.

When the Jefferson Parish 
Chamber of Commerce’s 
president penned an open letter 
attacking her for daring to speak 
on New Orleans’ future without 
consulting the suburbs first, 
Cantrell let them know they had 
no place in the conversation.

Our state’s slave-catcher 
demographic was apoplectic 
at her temerity. The alt-right 
Hayride website, which has 
reacted to the pandemic with 
a wave of flat-earther science-
denial, now speaks of Cantrell’s 
“War on Jefferson Parish.” 
They’re incensed that she’s 
chosen to preserve Black lives 
by turning off our city’s money 
faucet. Her doing so has forced 
these white-flight parasites to face 
the truth that New Orleans, their 
favorite punching bag, remains 
the region’s economic driver.

What a bitter pill for those vanilla 
villains: the Chocolate City that 
the rest of the state’s white-
power structure anathemizes 
actually holds the reins.

You’d still be a sucker to count 
on the mayor or any other 
politician in times of need, but 
the bare fact of Louisiana’s 
economic reliance on the labor 
of New Orleans’ underclass is an 
example of how this crisis has 
revealed who the “producers” 
really are—and where the real 
power resides.

The Flu Klux Klan

All calls to reopen are about 
profit. They reveal what values 
those making them place on 
others’ lives. For example, even 
as the death toll in Mexico 
continues to mount, the United 
States “Defense undersecretary 
for acquisition and sustainment” 
is pressuring the Mexican 
government to reopen the 
factories that manufacture U.S. 
armaments.

Domestically, we have these 
astroturfed reopen rallies. I 
like them. I like seeing all the 
“reopen” people angry and 

upset, deprived of the labor of 
the working poor. I also know 
those sorts of sign-waving 
spectacles accomplish nothing. 
Unless they serve as cover for 
something more conflictual, 
which they seldom do, they’re 
a demoralizing waste of time 
and energy. As tactics go, there’s 
none I’d more readily relinquish.

I am sympathetic to those 
who refuse to wear a mask 
and refuse to obey the martial 
law of quarantine. I’d be lying 
if I said I didn’t feel the same 
way. The problem is that 
your intent doesn’t matter: 
by showing up at one of these 
gatherings, you just add to 
the headcount and reinforce 
the agenda of the organizers. 
The people behind them—
who Jeff Bezos’ Washington 
Post finally got around to 
identifying as “a network of 
right-leaning individuals and 
groups... amplified, and in 
some cases coordinated, by 
longtime conservative activists... 
with help from Republican 
megadonors,”—only care about 
trying to resume business as 
usual. If you come to their event, 
you’re part of their show.

Before the pandemic, the 
landlords and small-business 
owners at these rallies were 
standing on our necks and 
draining us dry. Now they’re 
out in public making fools of 
themselves instead, demanding 
the sun set back in the East, 
demanding the virus be revealed 
as a hoax, demanding a return 
to the “normalcy” in which 
these nebbishes had just enough 
power over the rest of us that 
they could kid themselves they 
were winners.

The historian Sean Benjamin 
cautions that past fascist 
movements have arisen from 
precisely this dynamic: an 
alliance between the capitalist 
class and the petit bourgeoisie, 
encouraged by the State and 
a compliant mass media. 
That context does make it 
disconcerting to see, for example, 
the cops in Raleigh, North 
Carolina letting protesters use a 
police cruiser’s loudspeaker. It’s 
an ominous synergy.

The Salish Sea Black 
Autonomists collective writes 
in the intro to their very good 
zine, To Reach Out and Touch 
One Another, “[H]ealth and 

pandemic have mutated into one 
sinister, paternalistic technique 
of governance that has managed 
to absorb the social body into 
the nation and the economy. 
What’s healthy for the nation, 
what’s healthy for the economy, 
is healthy for us because we 
are them. With this one trick 
the social body has become a 
weapon wielded against itself.”

That’s certainly the logic of these 
reopeners and their enablers in 
the media, but to me these little 
protests and parades look more 
like funerals for a dead reality. 
I’m not saying what comes next 
will be nice, but I don’t think 
we’re in any danger of going 
“back to normal.”

Unplugging the
Money Printer

Unemployment’s over 20%. 
That’s the kind of statistic we 
saw a decade ago in countries 
where the Arab Spring took 
hold. Mass unemployment 
promises big structural change 
of one kind or another.

In Georgia, the governor 
announced a partial reopening, 
deaths be damned. As the 
writer George Chidi observed 
in a must-read opinion piece 
titled “Governor’s decision to 
reopen businesses is political 
murder,” the urgency driving 
this reopening was to make 
Georgia’s poor ineligible for 
unemployment benefits.

Chidi says, “A hairdresser or 
a massage therapist cannot 
maintain social distance... It is no 
coincidence that the businesses 
on this list are staffed by 
relatively poor people. Because 
that’s who he wants off the 
unemployment rolls. And if they 
die... well, they’re mostly black 
people, or Asian, and poor, and an 
acceptable political loss...”
 
It’s a cynical gamble the Georgia 
governor made, but it was also 
a desperate one, and it may not 
break his way. Daddy Trump has 
disavowed him, and the planned 
reopening is already in disarray.

When the mayor of Las Vegas 
went on TV to announce the city 
would reopen for tourism, unions 
vowed to defy her. The bosses 
are used to setting the terms for 
us workers—but the virus won’t 
listen to them. Workers may not 
be listening as much either.
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Mass unemployment, the 
number-one predictor of social 
unrest, has arrived. It’s just 
starting to settle in. What are we 
going to do about it?

Scriveners Against 
Scrivening

A third of American tenants 
didn’t pay rent in April, and that 
number will be higher in May. 
That’s fresh and new. That’s a big 
deal. We are in the middle of the 
largest wave of prisoner actions 
in decades. That’s a big deal. 
Instacart delivery and Amazon 
warehouse workers are staging 
walkouts. Free at last from their 
electoral albatross, the DSA is 
launching a national worker-
organizing campaign.

I know you’re probably 
depressed and demoralized. I 
am too; I had other plans for this 
year. It’s a grim state of aff airs. 
But wringing our hands over the 
horrors of this pandemic won’t 
build power. Feeling bad about 
it won’t fi x anything. We seize 
opportunities or we cede them. 
We join with others to shape 
what comes next, or we leave it 
in the hands of those who value 
profi ts above human life.

This is the historical moment. 
Now, while business as usual 
is impossible. Now, while the 
liberals are busy trying to shock 
life back into their rotting corpse 
of a candidate. Now, while the 

The bosses are used to setting the 
terms for us workers—but the 
virus won’t listen to them.

vast majority is pushed into 
crisis and the worthless media 
is up its own ass in an infi nite 
cycle of moralizing reaction 
around the irrelevant theater of 
the presidency. Now, while the 
landlords are crying, while the 
stock market is cratering.

It’s been an informative 
quarantine. The architects of 
the old order have told us very 
clearly what would best serve 
their interests: they want us 
back to work. They want us 
to pay our student loans and 
credit card bills and mortgages 
and rent. They know a storm is 
brewing. They’re afraid.

We’ve learned how badly the 
machine needs us. It runs 
on our bodies, it requires 
our participation, and all it 
took to derail the chugging 
one-percenter pain train was 
staying home for a while. This 
inglorious, stale-fart couchlife 
the virus has enforced wasn’t the 
General Strike anyone planned, 
but apparently it’s eff ective.

It’s extraordinary what power 
we have when we all act 
together. When we all stop 
showing up at our terrible, 
deadly jobs, when we all stop 
paying rent, it seems the 
vampires who’ve been relying on 
our obedience have no recourse.

Could it be that all along, all we 
had to do was stop?

Public D
om

ain
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REVIEWS

CHRIS ACKER
GOOD KID
(SELF-RELEASE)

Chris Acker’s sophomore 
album, Good Kid, is everything 
a country singer-songwriter 
album should be. It’s lively, 
honest, and catchy as hell. The 
locally-recorded full-length 
is heavily reminiscent of the 
storytelling and disposition of 
a young John Prine. Acker’s 
songs deliver heartbreaking 
punchlines with cheeky 
pleasantries; a nod at the kind 
of old country humor found in 
staples such as Loretta Lynn’s 
“Fist City.” While there are 
traces of these predecessors, 
the songs remain authentically 
Acker. It’s clear he has a good 
time song writing, yet glimpses 
of darker, more poignant 
themes emerge in “Aloe Vera” 
and “Orion’s Gut.” Good Kid is 
a rousing album with a well-
balanced dose of pedal steel, 
bright organ, and infectious 
rhythm. Ross Farbe (Video 
Age) recorded most of the solo 
songs in the studio, while Duff  
Thompson (Mashed Potato 
Records) took on the full-band 
numbers in live recordings. 
Shows are currently on hiatus, 
so do yourself a favor and watch 
Acker’s entertaining music 
videos on Youtube for “Gran 
Turismo” and “Good Kid.”
—Danielle Dietze

FIONA APPLE
FETCH THE BOLT CUTTERS
(EPIC)

Fiona Apple has never sought 
mainstream legibility, and 
on Fetch the Bolt Cutters she 
journeys further into her own 
esoterica. On the opening track, 
Apple nearly screams “Blast 

the music / bang it / bite it / 
bruise it,” as her voice eventually 
devolves into a quivering 
mess of wordless squeals, the 
piano intensifying beneath. 
She weaves dogs barking, 
voices screaming, and offb  eat 
percussion into the album’s 
foundation to disorient, then 
reorient listeners to her own 
path. The album champions 
a seething solidarity between 
women and asks us to reexamine 
those we’ve been taught to 
resent. She connects exes to 
exes, herself to hurting lovers, 
and women to women across 
traditionally uncrossable lines. 
On “Newspaper” she sings “I 
watch him walk over you, talk 
over you, be mean to you / And 
it makes me feel close to you,” 
at times growling the lyrics out. 
“For Her” begins with clapping, 
turns sing-songy like a hand 
game at camp; then midway 
through the song breaks and she 
screams “Well, good mornin’... 
You raped me in the same bed 
your daughter was born in.” 
There are no rules on Fetch the 
Bolt Cutters. Apple does and says 
exactly what she wants, with 
no regard for consequence or 
reception. —Marisa Clogher

CAVETOWN
SLEEPYHEAD
(SIRE)

Robin Skinner, popularly 
known as Cavetown, has been 
consistent in creating feel-good 
tunes, and his fourth album is 
no exception. The son of two 
musicians—a professional 
fl autist and Cambridge 
University’s Director of Music—
musical ability is practically 
coded in his genetics. True to its 
name, Sleepyhead is gentle and 
relaxed, fi lled with hope and 

adolescent lovesickness. With 
slightly more instrumental 
complexity than previous 
releases, this record aptly 
refl ects the growth Skinner 
experienced since the release 
of his debut album fi ve years 
ago. In an unconventional 
marketing strategy, he released 
fi ve of the album’s eleven tracks 
as singles between August of 
last year and March 20, 2020, 
seven days before the album’s 
full release. While Skinner 
has received backlash for this 
choice, I believe the unseen 
half of the record certainly 
makes up for it. Perhaps the 
most interesting track is “For 
You,” the sequel to “Sweet 
Tooth,” which reprises the 
characteristic bedroom pop 
croon of the opening track, this 
time as an indie rock anthem 
fi lled with power chords 
and a heavy drum line—a 
pleasant surprise in the artist’s 
otherwise mellow discography. 
—Victoria Conway

GLENN DANZIG
DANZIG SINGS ELVIS
(CLEOPATRA)

Glenn Danzig has cited the 
fi lm Jailhouse Rock as one of 
the main childhood infl uences 
that made him want to become 
a musician. Often called the 
Evil Elvis, Danzig’s vocal style 
has conjured the King’s from 
his early days with Misfi ts, 
into the Samhain era, and of 
course throughout his current 

solo career since the late ‘80s. 
This album of Elvis covers has 
been talked about for years, 
to the point where it started 
to seem like an urban legend. 
The truth is, Glenn had been 
recording Elvis songs over the 
years and initially planned on 
releasing some of them as an EP, 
but instead it snowballed. The 
results are interesting and quite 
possibly not what you might 
expect. Naturally the album has 
a dark tone (“Is It So Strange,” 
“Young And Beautiful”) but it 
does stray into lighter content 
(“Baby Let’s Play House,” 
“Like A Baby”) which off ers a 
refreshing glimpse into a lesser 
seen side of Danzig. Unlike 
Danzig’s blues metal version 
of Elvis’ “Trouble” back in ‘94, 
this release stays very true to 
the vibe of the originals and 
has a lowkey ‘50s feel to it. The 
haunting reverb lends itself 
well to the production, and this 
manner of recording works great 
for songs like “Always On My 
Mind” and “Love Me.” However, 
production value varies 
throughout; and the buried, 
distorted guitars on tracks like 
“One Night” and “Girl Of My 
Best Friend” would’ve been 
better replaced with a more 
traditional rockabilly sound. His 
version of “Fever” really gets 
to the core of what works here. 
Despite having a very serious 
execution, it seems like Glenn 
had fun with this project and 
he’s doing exactly what he wants 
to do. As a huge fan of both of 
these crooners, I welcomed 
this release with nostalgic 
enthusiasm and enjoy it more 
with each listen. —Bill Heintz

DRIVE-BY TRUCKERS
THE UNRAVELING
(ATO)

Even without reading the press, 
you know this one came hard 
because this is the longest DBT 
have taken between albums 
since they started recording 
more than 20 years ago. It’s 
also a departure from their last 
couple releases (which saw a 
50-50 split in the songwriting), 
as Patterson Hood contributes 
seven tracks to Mike Cooley’s 
two. Hood’s always had a knack 
for third-person, Southern 
slices-of-life like “Rosemary 
with a Bible and a Gun.” But 
on “Thoughts and Prayers” 
and “Babies in Cages,” he 
sounds uncomfortable, pushed 
outside his comfort zone by 
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the exigency of responding to a 
political crisis. The results are 
genuinely outraged, earnest, 
and compelling. Cut for cut, this 
album doesn’t always measure 
up to the high-water marks 
they’ve set for themselves over 
an astonishing career. But 
“Armageddon’s Back in Town” 
and “Heroin Again” rock. And 
when Hood sings, “I’m sorry to 
my children, sorry what they 
see / I’m sorry for the world 
that they’ll inherit from me,” he 
sounds like he means it.
—Tom Andes

EOB
EARTH
(CAPITOL)

Radiohead guitarist Ed O’Brien 
(EOB) has been an integral 
presence in the band for 35 
years. On Earth, his solo debut, 
O’Brien finally steps into the 
spotlight, unveiling a rich set of 
songs that have an undeniable 
element of Radiohead and yet 
are very much O’Brien’s own. 
Drawing from such influences 
as Carl Sagan, climate science, 
Primal Scream, electronica, 
Brazilian music, and Phish, the 
songs on Earth acknowledge 
the darkness present in our 
world while still holding fast to 
the shards of light, still striving 
to find the Bigger Picture. The 
eight-and-a-half-minute long 
“Brasil” encompasses this 
dichotomy—the melancholic 
acoustic first half builds into 
a more hopeful finale, an 

ending giving way to a possible 
beginning. “Banksters” rages 
against the corruption and 
inequity in the world (“Where 
did all the money go, you fuck”) 
while reminding us of our 
collective power to counter it 
(“We’re breaking free, breaking 
free”). From the joyful, rave-
tastic “Olympik” to the guitar-
heavy slow burner “Deep 
Days,” O’Brien’s songs are a 
reminder to never lose sight of 
what is beautiful amidst it all. 
—Mary Beth Campbell

DUA LIPA
FUTURE NOSTALGIA
(WARNER)

On her second studio album, 
Future Nostalgia, Dua Lipa 
indulges in the restorative 
power of disco. Dua Lipa’s 
brand of pop is one of aloof 
indiff erence, of healing through 
dancing rather than crying. The 
album opens with funky synths, 
over which she sings, “No matter 
what you do, I’m gonna get it 
without ya / I know you ain’t 
used to a female alpha,” with 
the phrase “future nostalgia” 
underlaid into the beat. The 
album is fi lled with club bangers 
that refl ect diff erent stages of 
developing feelings and moving 
on from them. “Cool” depicts 
early infatuation, with a bass 
drum that mimics a fl uttering 
heartbeat, while “Physical” 
captures a more primal sexuality 
often laid bare on the dancefl oor. 
To be given an album so built 
for dancing and touching in a 
time of extreme isolation feels 
somewhat cruel, but it’s been 
a type of endorphin rush I’ve 
been severely lacking. There’s 
restoration through movement 
and fun. On “Love Again,” she 
sings “I can’t believe there’s 
something left in my chest 
anymore / But goddamn, you 
got me in love again,” and as 
listeners, we’re urged to move 
through the pain rather than sit 
stagnant in it. —Marisa Clogher

GRIMES
MISS ANTHROPOCENE
(4AD)

An industrial-tinged concept 
pop album loosely centered 
around the climate crisis (as 
seen thr ough the point of view 
of mythical, misanthropic 
characters) sounds——on 
paper—convoluted. Yet 
somehow, Grimes has made 
it work. Miss Anthropocene, 
Grimes’ fi fth studio album, is a 
dark, mesmerizing, and honest 
collection of songs. Most of 
the tracks have an industrial, 
sci-fi  vibe, though “4ÆM” is 
also an homage to the music of 
Bollywood fi lms, while acoustic 
guitar and piano (“Delete 
Forever” and “New Gods”) 
make appearances. In addition 
to the climate crisis, Miss 
Anthropocene addresses such 
topics as sexism (“So Heavy I 
Fell Through The Earth”); opiate 
overdose (“Delete Forever,” 
written after Lil’ Peep’s 
accidental overdose); and death 
(the gorgeous and menacing 
“Before the fever”). Despite the 
darkness, Grimes maintains the 
sense of camp that was present 
in her previous works. And there 
is still joy: the album ends with 
the upbeat and ethereal love 
song “IDORU” (“We could play a 
beautiful game / You could chase 
me down in the name / Of love”), 
off ering some light amidst it all. 
—Mary Beth Campbell

ITTA
ENTER
(AURAL CANYON)

Itta’s experimental drone 
compositions off er a much 
welcomed sense of escapism 
during these turbulent times. 
The South Korean musician 
sculpts ambient pieces out of 
layers of ethereal vocals, toy 
instruments, and electronics, 
resulting in some of the most 
soothing sounds in recent 
memory. Itta is best known for 

her work as half of the multi-
national project TENGGER, 
but Enter shows that Itta has a 
lot to off er on her own as well. 
I’m positive I will be revisiting 
this release frequently during 
stressful moments ahead.
—William Archambeault

MDOU MOCTAR
IBITLAN
(SAHEL SOUNDS)

Mdou Moctar is the champion 
of Tuareg guitar. In 2019, the 
Nigerien guitarist won over 
global audiences with blazing 
live sets and his fi rst full-band 
album Ilana: The Creator. His 
psychedelic rock-tinged take 
on Saharan blues continues 
the captivation on this 7”. This 
recording captures Moctar’s 
bold sound in a concise fashion. 
“Ibitlan,” a staple of Moctar’s live 
shows, sometimes drifts past ten 
minutes live, but the guitarist 
keeps it to a sharp four minutes 
on this recording. Moctar’s 
blazing leads soar over repetitive 
grooves on instrumental b-side 
“Tiknass (Sunbone).” All the 
physical copies of this 7” sold 
out immediately (and with good 
reason). —William Archambeault

THE QUARANTEENS
WHERE’S MY SHIRT?
(SELF-RELEASE)

In a truly bizarre turn of 
events, half of the Descendents 
have recorded a song about 
local punk band PEARS. 
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Descendents guitarist Stephen 
Egerton teamed up with his 
daughter Sophie O’Reilly 
and Descendents singer Milo 
Aukerman to lament about 
PEARS’ lackluster mail order 
service. The group, dubbed 
the Quaranteens, rips through 
this 36-second homage with 
a combination of urgency and 
refinement. PEARS, like many 
bands, was forced to cancel 
its Spring U.S. tour. Egerton 
and company are donating the 
proceeds from this tune (via 
Bandcamp: stephenegerton.
bandcamp.com) to PEARS to 
help ease the financial pains of 
those cancelations. It isn’t every 
day that one of a band’s biggest 
influences records a song about 
them and then gives them the 
money. —William Archambeault

RATBOYS
PRINTER’S DEVIL
(TOPSHELF)

Printer’s Devil is the third 
full-length from Chicago’s 
Julia Steiner and David Sagan, 
united as Ratboys. Steiner 
and Sagan have consistently 
been phenomenal songwriters, 
and now with a fixtured band 
behind them (Marcus Nuccio 
on drums and Sean Neumann 
on bass), the duo emerges as an 
established indie rock band with 
a definitive identity. The choppy 
power chords and captivating 
riffs illuminate Steiner’s 
delicate vocal delivery. Songs 
such as “Victorian Slumhouse” 

and “Clever Hans” highlight 
her imaginative songwriting 
capacity and are reminiscent 
of early Rilo Kiley. Printer’s 
Devil delivers all the necessary 
hooks and sonic development 
that we love from their former 
albums, GN or AOID, but with 
audibly louder confidence. In 
“Anj,” Steiner sings the anthem, 
“You’re not alone / I’m not 
alone,” a reminder we could all 
use about now.  —Danielle Dietze

RICH OCTOPUS
S/T
(SELF-RELEASE)

On their self-titled debut, New 
Orleans emo pop quartet Rich 
Octopus have crafted a set of 
songs infused with local flavor 
(see “Elysian Feels”), switching 
in tone between the whimsical 
and the emotional. Lyrically, 
they lean heavily on familiar 
tropes of broken relationships 
and smoking weed, making me 
wish they explored outside that 
realm a bit further. Musically, 
the band members play well off 
each other, crafting a sound that 
is rooted in classic emo without 
sounding cookie-cutter. And 
like all good emo bands, Rich 
Octopus skillfully express both 
the lingering pangs of youth 
and the existential musings and 
uncertainties that arise as we 
find ourselves getting older.
—Mary Beth Campbell

STATIC STATIC
THE FUTURE AS DARK
(SPACE TAKER SOUNDS)

Local duo Static Static conjures 
the type of dark synth that 
could easily soundtrack a post-
apocalyptic dive bar. Over a 
decade since Static Static’s first 
and only prior album, John 
Henry and Heather Vinz have 
revived this old project and 
reimagined it as something 
new. This time, the two have 
swapped their old rock’n’roll 
band approach for pulsating 

dance tunes. On songs like 
“We Are of the Night,” the duo 
sound like a more evil version of 
their close comrades Quintron 
& Miss Pussycat. Henry and 
Vinz are both members of local 
garage staples Heavy Lids, and 
thankfully this album continues 
their trademark lo-fi assault. 
“That’s Right” stands out as a 
pounding rocker to shake the 
frayed bits of your remaining 
sanity away. —William 
Archambeault

THUNDERCAT
IT IS WHAT IT IS
(BRAINFEEDER)

It Is What It Is captures 
Thundercat’s full spectrum. 
The first two-thirds of the 
album is energetic and often 
humorous. The bassist’s 
trademark virtuosic chops 
embellish these tunes. “Black 
Qualls” is a funk throwdown 
of the nastiest proportions 
featuring Slave veteran Steve 
Arrington, The Internet’s 
Steve Lacy, and even Childish 
Gambino. “Dragonball Durag” 
might be one of the first sensual 
love songs to take its title from 
an anime. In sharp contrast, 
the album’s closing chapter 
distinctly shifts towards slower, 
more emotional compositions. 
“Fair Chance” captures the 
sorrow that Thundercat and 
others felt following his close 
collaborator Mac Miller’s 
passing. Thundercat follows it 
with a short yet deeply personal 

number tellingly entitled 
“Existential Dread.” On the 
album’s title track, Thundercat 
gently sings “Hey, Mac” as he 
plays a delicate instrumental 
tribute that slowly fades into 
silence, ending the record. 
Thundercat isn’t afraid to share 
the good and bad times with us. 
—William Archambeault

TORRES
SILVER TONGUE
(MERGE)

Silver Tongue, the latest from 
TORRES (a.k.a. Mackenzie 
Scott) is a departure from 
her earlier works. Previously 
known for a more stark and 
discordant sound (in particular, 
her 2017 album Futures), the 
songs on Silver Tongue are more 
contemplative and intimate, 
centered around the theme of 
love and the peace that it can 
bring (most of the songs on this 
album are, unapologetically, 
written about Scott’s long-term 
partner Jenna Gribbon). Scott’s 
sound has adapted to her lyrics, 
taking influences from indie pop 
(“Two of Everything”), Gregorian 
chanting (“Records of Your 
Tenderness”), and country and 
folk music (the cowboy-tinged 
love ballad “Dressing America”). 
Despite the varying influences 
for each song, Scott’s piercing 
and honest contralto ties them 
all together, adding an additional 
layer of emotion. Ironically, the 
softer approach on Silver Tongue 
has led to perhaps the most raw 
and honest TORRES album to 
date—an album which, though 
based upon the artist’s own 
personal romance, still maintains 
a sense of universality.
—Mary Beth Campbell

WAXAHATCHEE
SAINT CLOUD
(MERGE)

Saint Cloud, the fifth album 
from Waxahatchee (Katie 
Crutchfield), is an unflinching 
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collection of songs centered 
around self-acceptance and 
self-realization. Fittingly, the 
sound on Saint Cloud departs 
from the lo-fi and post-punk 
that have previously defined 
her music, finding inspiration 
instead in the Americana and 
classic country she grew up with. 
This return to musical roots 
provides Crutchfield with the 
vehicle to reflect upon her past—
to decide what to accept and 
hold on to, and to acknowledge 
what must be let go, as on “St. 
Cloud”: “Where do you go 
whenyourmind starts / To loseits 
perfected shape? / Virtuosic, 
idealistic, musing afall from 
grace.” Crutchfield’s keen talent 
for storytelling shines on this 
album, as she faces depression 
(“Lilacs”) and embraces self-love 
and acceptance (“Fire”). The 
final result is a gorgeous and 
thoughtful album that offers 
inspiration for one’s own journey 
of reflection and acceptance.
—Mary Beth Campbell

CRIP CAMP: A 
DISABILITY REVOLUTION
JAMES LEBRECHT AND 
NICOLE NEWNHAM
(HIGHER GROUND)

Camp Jened was a summer 
haven in upstate New York for 
youth with disabilities. It was 
also the meeting place for a 
cohort of young people who, 
empowered and radicalized by 
their experiences at the camp, 
became leaders of the disability 

rights movement. Crip Camp tells 
their story. Using archival footage 
and interviews, directors James 
LeBrecht (himself a Camp Jened 
alumnus) and Nicole Newnham 
have created a documentary 
that is both inspiring and 
honest. Culminating with the 
26-day-long “504 Sit-In” in 
1977—which led to the eventual 
passing of the Americans with 
Disabilities Act (ADA)—the film 
both celebrates the movement’s 
accomplishments and lays bare 
the great sacrifices that were 
made in the pursuit of rights 
the able-bodied community 
takes for granted. Crip Camp 
is unapologetically a political 
documentary that illuminates 
the intersection of civil rights (as 
Black Panther Brad Lomax told 
the 504 protesters: “You’re here 
to make the world a better place, 
and so are we”), and the progress 
that is still needed. As activist 
Denise Sherer Jacobson notes 
in the film: “You can pass a law, 
but until you change society’s 
attitudes, the law won’t mean 
much.”  —Mary Beth Campbell

MILES DAVIS: BIRTH OF 
THE COOL
STANLEY NELSON
(EAGLE ROCK)

Miles Davis: Birth of the Cool 
undertakes an impossible 
task. Director Stanley Nelson 
attempts to cover one of the 
most esteemed careers in the 
history of recorded music in 
less than two hours. Miles 
Davis spearheaded many 
different movements in jazz 
across multiple decades. This 
documentary tells Davis’ story 
through a combination of the 
trumpeter’s own personal 
narrative and heaps of interview 
footage with key collaborators 

and those close to him. The 
film does a remarkable job of 
skimming Davis’ life story. 
Those unfamiliar with the 
scope of his work will learn a 
lot. This film intertwines his 
recording feats with plentiful 
personal struggles. Although the 
film could’ve dived deeper into 
Davis’ relationship with women, 
it does not shy away from 
some of his more problematic 
behavior. Birth of the Cool is very 
insightful, but it’s hard not to 
wonder if this film could’ve been 
better retooled as an episodic 
series. Surely, Davis’ storied 
career could justify the choice. 
For instance, many Davis fans 
are eager to learn more about 
his electric phase and explore 
his more experimental works, 
such as the 1972 cult classic On 
the Corner. Instead, many of 
Davis’ key albums become mere 
sound bites in this overarching 
story of his life. This film had a 
small theatrical run in the fall 
but was far from a blockbuster 
hit. Hopefully, its new spot on 
streaming platforms will allow 
it to reach a wider audience and 
renew interest in one of modern 
music’s most influential icons. 
—William Archambeault

MURDER IN THE
FRONT ROW
ADAM DUBIN
(MVD)

This documentary provides 
an intimate look into the Bay 
Area’s notorious 1980s thrash 
metal scene. The area produced 
many of the subgenre’s greats, 
including Metallica, Megadeth, 
Slayer, Exodus, and Testament 
( just to name a few). Long before 
Metallica became a household 
name, members were rowdy 
kids in an underground scene 
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that yearned to do something 
against the grain. Murder in the 
Front Row welcomes the now 
elder musicians and fans of 
the scene to look back at their 
youthful exploits. Back then, 
each group was determined to be 
faster and heavier than the last. 
Intensity was paramount, both 
on and off stage. Exodus singer 
Paul Baloff  was even known 
to physically go after those he 
deemed posers. Murder in the 
Front Row has plenty to off er 
for both casual fans and thrash 
diehards.This documentary 
tracks the careers of key groups 
while also refl ecting upon the 
spaces and sense of community 
that defi ned home for them. 
(In many ways, the scene 
depicted in this fi lm brings 
to mind New Orleans’ own 
respective metal community.) 
The Bay Area’s close-knit 
community came together in an 
environment plagued by crime 
and unemployment. Against 
the odds, they united to create a 
globally recognized sound.
—William Archambeault

THE ANIMAL PEOPLE
CASEY SUCHAN, DENIS 
HENRY HENNELLY
(BIRD STREET / FINNGATE)

The Animal People is a 
documentary (currently available 
on Netfl ix) about the Stop 
Huntington Animal Cruelty 
(SHAC) campaign against 
contract-animal-testing company 
Huntington Life Sciences (HLS). 
This campaign—through offi  ce 
invasions, home demonstrations, 
cyberattacks, and clandestine 
sabotage, targeting even tertiary 
companies associated with 
HLS—brought a corporation to 
near-bankruptcy on multiple 
occasions. Specifi cally, the fi lm 
follows a group of individuals 

(known as the SHAC7) who were 
indicted under the post-9/11 
Animal Enterprise Terrorism Act 
and who’ve all subsequently been 
released from prison. In short: a 
story about people so dedicated 
to ending animal abuse that 
they went up against a Goliath, 
and who were so eff ective that 
joint law enforcement agencies 
issued a federal decree branding 
them terrorists. Now: how is 
this relevant to right now? 
Maybe you don’t care about 
mass movements. Maybe you 
don’t care about animals. But it’s 
almost certain the government 
will use the current pandemic to 
enact measures to restrict our 
autonomy, make us fearful of 
stepping out of line, and to bolster 
the authoritarian state. So it’s up 
to us to be prepared for what this 
new world order looks like, and 
how we will fi ght back. —Derek

BIG BLACK: STAND
AT ATTICA
JARED REINMUTH, FRANK 
“BIG BLACK” SMITH
(SIMON AND SCHUSTER)

On September 9, 1971 inmates 
at the Attica State Correctional 
Facility in upstate New York rose 
up to demand a prison policy that 
respected their civil rights, during 
a time when the country was as 
much at war with itself as the 
North Vietnamese. A year earlier, 
the National Guard had opened 
fi re on Kent State University 
anti-war protesters, leaving four 
students dead and many more 
injured; and only two weeks 
before the Attica Uprising, Soledad 
Brother George Jackson was shot 
down at San Quentin. Making 
their own stand, Attica inmates 
managed to seize control of the 
prison for four days, holding ten 
guards hostage as they negotiated 
for just living  conditions. However, 
New York Governor Nelson 
Rockefeller refused their demands 
for amnesty; and when his task 
force raided the prison, the reprisal 
was unmerciful. The uprising 
ended with 39 dead (including the 
hostages) and 89 wounded at the 
hands of the New York police. In 
the new graphic novel Big Black: 
Stand at Attica, Jared Reinmuth 

resurrects this turbulent moment 
in our history and puts the reader 
directly into the fray. The story 
is told through the eyes of Frank 
“Big Black” Smith, in his own 
words. As a football coach for the 
inmates, Big Black quickly earned 
a reputation for strong leadership; 
so when the uprising broke out, 
he was selected by the other 
inmates to be head of security. 
Though his job during that time 
was primarily to make sure 
cooler heads prevailed and—most 
importantly—keep the hostages 
safe, when the police raided, he 
was singled out for interrogation 
and torture (including genital 
mutilation and shotgun roulette). 
Artist Améziane’s illustrations are 
striking; the bulging eyes of offi  cers 
that continually shout racist slurs 
and death threats are colorless, but 
the eyes of Big Black are always 
warm, brown, and lively. Big Black: 
Stand At Attica is an unfl inching 
look at a shameful moment in 
our country’s history, and a loving 
tribute to a man whose courage 
and sense of justice kept him 
fi ghting systemic incarceration 
both inside and outside the walls 
of Attica until his death in 2004. 
—Holly Devon

DEATH MAGICK 
ABUNDANCE
AKASHA RABUT
(ANTHOLOGY EDITIONS)

Celebration in Black New 
Orleans is well-trodden 
photographic terrain, making it 
hard to see how a New Orleans 
photo anthology featuring 
second lines and Mardi Gras 
Indians could say something 
new. But Akasha Rabut’s Death 
Magick Abundance is as fresh 
as it is familiar, steering clear 
of cliché by presenting more 
than just spectacle. Though 
the Indian suits and costumed 
revelers she portrays are 
certainly spectacular, Rabut 
doesn’t let her subjects do the 
work for her. In one photo, her 
camera centers not on a tribe 
of Indians stepping out of the 
house on Mardi Gras day, but a 
woman in a camoufl age hoodie 
and a full head of turquoise 
curlers in their midst. In 
another, a woman in gold holds 
the reins of a white horse; and 
what is most striking is not the 
roses in its mane or the shimmer 
of her face paint, but her wry 
smile and the blue of her horse’s 
eyes, matching her own. At 
the center of the book are two 
more focused photo essays; 
one is a study of the ladies’ 
motorcycle club The Caramel 
Curves, the other is a long look 
at the New Orleans horsemen 
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Southern Riderz. Both are 
accompanied by interviews with 
the subjects that provide the 
context necessary for readers to 
engage more deeply with these 
traditions. But even in the fi rst 
and last sections, which are 
less structured, the complex 
compositional elements come 
together to create a deeper 
narrative that lingers in the 
mind long after the book is shut.
—Holly Devon

THE LAST TAXI DRIVER
LEE DURKEE
(TIN HOUSE)

A failed novelist and ex-adjunct 
who lost his teaching position 
after getting in a bar fi ght, Lou 
drives a cab in the fi ctional town 
of Gentry, Mississippi. Telling 
the story of a very bad day in the 
life of its protagonist—as Uber 
threatens to put his industry out 
of business—The Last Taxi Driver
weaves together anecdotes from 
Lou’s existence on the margins of 
a Southern college town. Much 
of the action revolves around 
the seedy Rebel Motel, where 
the rooms smell like slit wrists. 
Other stops include Gentry’s two 
rehab clinics. Lou’s empathy—
especially for his working-class 
African-American fares who 
shell out a signifi cant part of 
their hourly pay for his services 
to take them to and from work, 
as well as his loathing of 21st 
century Confederates—makes 
his story timely and compelling, 
with observations bordering on 
the sociological. By virtue of its 
humor, empathy, and wellsprings 
of human decency, the novel 
succeeds as an indictment of the 
ravages of neoliberalism and a 
portrait of a character pushed to 
the brink. —Tom Andes

A full pink moon hung in the 
sky as songwriter John Prine 
laid his head to its fi nal rest on 
April 7th. Prine passed away 
after suff ering complications 
from COVID-19. He was an 
American treasure, a master of 
songcraft, and an architect of 
the ordinary. Like the rural folk 
traditions preceding him, his 
music transcends generations—
passed on from mother to son 
to granddaughter, and amongst 
friends. Whether singing from 
the perspective of a lonely 
elderly couple or a pregnant 
woman, Prine embodied the 
songs he sang. His lyrics crack 
open the human experience, 
letting all the ugly, harsh, 
romantic parts rush out.

John Prine was born in blue-
collar suburban Maywood, 
Illinois. His father, William Prine, 
worked at the American Can 
Company and was the proud 
president of the local steelworkers 
union. A hardworking man, 
William passed on his admiration 
of country music to his four sons, 
of which John was the youngest. 
Prine learned his fi rst three 
chords from his older, fi ddle-
playing brother Dave Prine. Along 
with some basic chords, Dave gave 
John three impactful records: The 
Carter Family, Elizabeth Cotten, 
and Mississippi John Hurt. The 
fi rst record taught him rhythm, 
the second fi ngerpicking, and the 
last, storytelling. Prine further 
pursued his passion at Chicago’s 
Old Town School of Folk Music (as 
a much better student than he had 
been in a traditional classroom).

Prine’s fi rst job out of high 
school was delivering mail. He 
did that until receiving a letter 
himself in 1966, which drafted 
him into the Army. Stationed 
in West Germany, working as a 
mechanical engineer, Prine was 

JOHN PRINE
1946 – 2020

nearly sent to Vietnam. When he 
returned to Chicago two years 
later, his reliable mail job was 
waiting for him. The familiar 
route allowed Prine’s mind to 
wander. He composed many 
of his most infl uential songs 
walking through those suburbs, 
including the remarkable “Sam 
Stone,” a harrowing ballad of a 
veteran struggling with PTSD, 
and his inevitable death by 
overdose. Prine wails, “There’s a 
hole in daddy’s arm where all the 
money goes / Jesus Christ died 
for nothin’, I suppose.”

Prine’s fi rst stage performance 
came after a few beers at an 
open mic in a Chicago dive, 
singing “Paradise” and “Hello 
In There” to an unknowing 
audience. Soon Prine had a gig 
playing at the Fifth Peg where 
Chicago Sun-Times critic Roger 
Ebert stumbled upon him by 

commercial success. Jaded, 
Prine began Oh Boy Records in 
Nashville, Tennessee, in 1981. 
With a small, trusted team, 
Prine built the second oldest 
artist-owned independent label 
in the country.

John Prine never released 
what music critics would 
deem a “hit.” He didn’t accept 
the lofty offers to buy his 
label from conglomerates 
like Sony. His songs weren’t 
too radio-friendly. But since 
Prine wrote “Sour Grapes’’ at 
the age of 14, he continued to 
spite all of the standards of 
the music industry, inspiring 
and challenging us all to 
rework how we consume and 
experience music. There was 
nothing Prine was too afraid 
to capture: the opioid crisis, 
political gravitas, elderly 
loneliness, the death of a child.

chance. In the now-infamous 
fi rst review for Prine, “Singing 
Mailman Delivers a Powerful 
Message in a Few Words,” Ebert 
describes Prine: “He sings rather 
quietly, and his guitar work is 
good, but he doesn’t show off . 
He starts slow. But after a song 
or two, even the drunks in the 
room begin to listen to his lyrics. 
And then he has you.”

After country mogul Kris 
Kristoff erson heard him play, 
he quickly introduced Prine to 
Atlantic Records, who off ered 
him his fi rst contract in 1970, 
under which he released his 
impressive self-titled debut LP 
in 1971. There was no doubt that 
Prine had the chops, but the 
thirst for massive fame eluded 
him. This temperament led to 
a strained relationship with 
the label, resulting in several 
incredible records, but not much 

According to a recently 
released Rolling Stone article, 
Prine’s family plan to spread 
his ashes, as he wished in his 
song “Paradise”: half of the 
ashes deposited in the Green 
River and the remaining buried 
in Chicago beside Prine’s 
parents, Verna and William. In 
“When I Get To Heaven” the 
closing song of Prine’s final 
album, The Tree of Forgiveness, 
he fantasizes about what he’ll 
do upon arrival in the afterlife: 
“I’m gonna get a cocktail / 
Vodka and ginger ale / Yeah, 
I’m gonna smoke a cigarette 
that’s nine miles long / I’m 
gonna kiss that pretty girl on 
the tilt-a-whirl / ‘Cause this 
old man is goin’ to town.”

—Danielle Dietze (illustration by 
Happy Burbeck, photo by Caitlyn 
Ridenour)

Saenger Theatre, 2016
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unfortunately typical of an 
industry that is quick to praise 
workers, artists, and musicians, 
but consistently resists fairly 
compensating them. Ultimately, 
a change of leadership is 
needed. Currently, wealthy 
white men are substantially 
overrepresented in these roles, 
and there must be a shift to 
more demographically and 
culturally representative 
leadership. While current 
tourism leaders will crow 
about their importance and 
irreplaceability and point to 
how the number of visitors and 
revenue totals keep rising, the 
COVID pandemic has shown us 
that these claims ring hollow. 
The metric of success isn’t how 
many people you can bring to 
the city—this is New Orleans, 
people are always going to 
want to visit—but rather how 
much benefit those visitors 
bring to those already here. On 
that point of measurement, 
the past two months have 
shown tourism leadership has 
fundamentally failed.

The need for reform isn’t limited 
to the top of the industry; 
change is needed throughout. 
A legacy of white supremacist 
policies and purposeful 
disenfranchisement of Black 
residents and communities has 
created widespread, racialized 
inequity throughout the tourism 
sector. Black-owned businesses 
have been virtually shut out 
of the French Quarter (the 
city’s tourism epicenter) and, 
according to research conducted 
by The Data Center, employees 
of color are overrepresented in 
lower paying, generally back-
of-house tourism jobs like 
housekeeping and dishwashing 
but severely underrepresented 
in often higher-paying, 
public-facing vocations, such 
as waitering or bartending. 
Similarly, despite the fact that 
New Orleans’ musical traditions 
come directly from the Black 
community—and the majority of 
the city’s native-born musicians 
are Black—most major music 
venues are white-owned. 
Reversing these disparities is 
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certainly a fundamental matter 
of justice, but it is also crucial for 
a sustainable tourism industry, 
and should be the focus of a 
new group of industry leaders 
moving forward.

3. Create a permanent 
emergency fund for the 
cultural community.
We’ve seen numerous 
foundations and charities willing 
to create large funds—in some 
cases over a million dollars—to 
provide direct monetary support 
to the cultural community 
and service industry. It’s been 
heartening to see so many 
individuals and institutions 
donating time and resources 
to assist. But the sheer number 
of options, each with slightly 
different requirements and 
limitations, has created 
confusion and some frustration. 
(Full disclosure: MaCCNO is one 
of the entities that has created a 
relief fund.) While the pandemic 
is a massive, worldwide crisis, 
individuals can face smaller scale 
crises at any time. A flooded 
apartment, medical emergency, 
or broken-down car can be 
just as financially crippling. 
Why doesn’t the city work with 
philanthropic partners to create 

an ongoing fund to help with 
these emergencies as well? 
Unfortunately, at some point in 
the future we’re going to once 
again face some sort of disaster 
where widespread assistance is 
needed, so keeping at least one 
fund open will also help focus 
resources and speed distribution 
of needed relief.

New Orleanians have 
demonstrated great passion, 
kindness, leadership, and resolve 
during a crisis unprecedented 
in our lifetimes. It’s been an 
extremely difficult few months, 
and we certainly have many 
challenges to come. Yet, one 
advantage we have that we 
didn’t just several months ago is 
that no one can unsee the clearly 
exposed hardship caused by the 
widespread economic disparity 
and inequities in our cultural 
and tourism economy. The 
open question is: can we show 
the same passion and resolve 
to address the threats posed by 
inequity as we are to the threat 
caused by the virus?
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Make a truce with the 
fundamental what is because 
the road ahead is long and full 
of bumps and ruts and ne’er-do-
wells of powerful disposition. 
The Four of Swords offers a 
break from the frantic dance of 
our self-judgement attempting 
to cover over (or prop up) 
our faults and 
weaknesses with 
what we see as our 
strength or the value 
of given attributes. 
Those born with a 
clever mind may 
use it to conceal a 
lack of creativity 
or as an excuse 
for their need to bully others. 
In time, cleverness will fail; it 
always does. In time physical 
strength dwindles as is the 
design of nature. The belief 
that all weakness is something 
to be overcome is a product 
of propaganda; it is dishonest 
and destructive. It takes the 
courage of flexibility to utilize a 
weakness as a means to stylize 
and buoy a strength.

When we have processed our 
latest self-understanding we will 
be ready to meet with the King 
of Pentacles. This is a man of 
few words who gives his respect 
and time only to the grounded, 
the honest, and those willing 
to strategize in this very long—
indeed infinite—game of souls. 

The King of Pentacles waves us 
into his lab. He is a scientist who 
wants to show us something 
remarkable. We are allowed to 
peek into his microscope as he 
explains that  the strong force 
is what holds the nucleus of an 
atom together; but it is the decay 
of weak particles that make it 
possible for atoms to exist at 
all. You, he tells us, are made of 
the matter that behaves thusly. 

You, he says, are this process and 
nothing more. Without yielding, 
you can not be strong. Without 
meaningful and cyclical decay, 
you do not have life. Without 
the processes of matter you 
are nothing at all. You cannot 
fight the never-ending theory of 
stardust and survive, much less 

thrive. With this he bows and 
leaves us to consider the great 
mystery of ourselves.

Matter itself is a process. A 
tabletop or a stone appears 
unmoving, yet it is made of 
squirming atoms and tightly-
knit soundwaves. The Five of 
Pentacles offers a choice we may 
find disconcerting but it follows 
the laws of physics, as it must. 

Breakdown of what was could 
mean we lose a standing we did 
not necessarily earn but that 
we were sure we could count 
on or even wield. We may lose a 
position as one who grants equity 
to our lessors and even come 
to see how that work recreated 
the very systems we sought to 

dismantle. Grieve 
what you must and 
use the decay to 
form the kind of 
strength it takes to 
hold a much better 
world together from 
within the very core 
of its atoms. It takes 
greatness to go down 

hard and get up again and get on 
with all. The Five of Pentacles 
offers us the choice between the 
alienation inherent in insisting 
on keeping what we feel entitled 
to hold, or to enter the pulsing, 
invigorating warmth of the great 
whole that is life here on this 
rock of moss and stone. May we 
choose the processes of thriving. 
—Michelle Embree; illustration by 
Karla Rosas

Grieve what you must and use the decay 
to form the kind of strength it takes to 
hold a much better world together...






