




The fi rst time Chief 
Administrative Offi  cer (CAO) 
Gilbert Montano lied about the 
proposed budget cuts to the 
New Orleans Public Library in 
his city council presentation 
on August 18, I almost missed 
it—and I was paying attention. 
I work for the New Orleans 
Public Library (NOPL). I use the 
library. I love the library. When 
things I love are threatened, 
I pay attention. When the 
person threatening them says 
something is “the bottom line 
detail” of their argument, I pay 
attention to that detail.

That detail is a chart at the top of 
slide 24 of the Millages Expiring 
in 2021 Rededication Proposal
entitled “Historical Actual 
Revenue and Expenditure 
Detail.” (This presentation in 
its entirety can be found online 
at thelensnola.org, under the 
“Documents” section.) The 
fi gure we are asked to focus on is 
11.16%—the “average” NOPL has 
been under budget since 2016.

Montano had already stated 
that NOPL was consistently well 
below budget every year, which 
is misleading. NOPL has been 
consistently below budget, but the 
average of those years is skewed 
by the size of the surplus in the 
fi rst two years. According to 
Montano’s own chart, from 2016 
to 2017 NOPL was around 17% 
to 21% below budget. Why was 
there such a massive surplus? The 
answer is you, dear reader.

On May 2, 2015, the people of 
New Orleans overwhelmingly 
voted to increase library 
funding. NOPL pledged to use 
that money to expand operating 
hours, increase programming 
and services, open new 
locations, and hire additional 
staff . Over the next two years, 
NOPL did just that. Because 
NOPL kept those promises, by 

Guest Op Ed
by a member of the New Orleans Public Library Staff

Our eyes turned to the New Orleans Public Library system early on in the 
pandemic, when an anonymous worker published an online comic (thenib.com) 
detailing unsafe working conditions, lack of communication, and sabotaged 
eff orts for virtual programming. The comic ended on an ominous and prophetic 
note, recalling Mayor Cantrell’s threats of downsizing the library last year. The 
pandemic, with all its justifi cations for austerity, seems like the perfect cover 
for this agenda. Library workers are contractually forbidden from taking a 
stand on political matters on penalty of job loss. Thus, the author of this guest 
editorial must maintain anonymity. —Ed.

2018 and 2019 the annual budget 
surplus dropped to 2-3%.

Focusing on the 11.16% average 
of those four years while 
ignoring the changes that took 
place might confuse people into 
believing NOPL doesn’t need 
all the funding it has, but that is 
not why Montano wanted us to 

when the City Council pushed 
the proposal through. If the 
mere allotted hour’s worth 
of those comments that were 
read aloud are a fair sample, 
almost all of them were pleas 
to maintain NOPL funding 
and reject this lose-lose 
resolution—set to appear on 
what will most likely be a low-
turnout December ballot—
outright. How could the City 
Council justify disregarding 
that many people? They 
brought out CAO Montano to 
tell us we were wrong. Many 
of the comments mentioned a 
40% proposed cut to the NOPL 
budget. He didn’t know where 
they got that fi gure. (Perhaps 

library system with $11 million 
in savings cannot aff ord to lose 
$8 million a year for two to three 
years before having to make 
dramatic changes.

The City Council overruled their 
constituents on the basis of CAO 
Montano’s lies, either because no 
one in their offi  ces ever bothered 
to read the proposal they were 
voting on, or because in a 
coordinated eff ort they willingly 
chose to deceive the public. 
Neither idea comforts me.

At this point, NOPL may lose 
either way. If any portion of this 
ballot measure passes, the City 
can take the money from the 
library system. If the entire ballot 
is voted down, the City can simply 
let the NOPL millage expire.

Our only hope is for the City 
Council to clean up the mess 
they made. I’m not sure we 
can trust them to do that. 
Either through incompetence 
or intent, they have lied 
repeatedly and emphatically 
about what they were doing 
and what the consequences 
would be. Maybe they won’t 
listen. Maybe they don’t care. 
Maybe no amount of public 
outcry will move them to 
undo the damage they have 
done. But if that is the case, 
and if they are willing to be 
that dishonest and dismissive 
when dealing with librarians 
(who are basically professional 
fact-checkers) and library 
defenders (who are passionate, 
outspoken, and numerous), 
what will they do when we 
aren’t paying attention?

If you care about your library, 
you need to fi ght for it. Your 
elected offi  cials have the power 
to make this right. Our jobs, our 
libraries, and our communities 
depend on it. Their jobs should 
depend on it too. If you don’t 
like being lied to by your city 
government, you need to let 
them know. Contact your 
councilmember and the mayor’s 
offi  ce. Let them know you are 
paying attention. Let them know 
that their lies will not protect 
them. Demand that control of 
NOPL’s budget be returned to the 
hands they stole it from—yours.

focus on that number. Instead, 
he claimed that this 11.16% 
average was the amount the City 
is proposing to cut. Maybe he 
got his charts confused. There 
is another chart that shows 
the amount the City is actually 
proposing to cut—37.5%. But 
he went on to craft his entire 
argument around the wrong 
number. He explained that other 
City departments are being 
asked to cut their budgets by up 
to 20%, and NOPL would lose 
less than that. If he understood 
his own proposal at all, he must 
have known that wasn’t true.

Two days later, the Council 
voted. Over 900 public 
comments had been submitted 

from the 37.5% change cited 
on his own chart?) He wanted 
to make very clear that NOPL’s 
budget would only be cut 
11.16%, that NOPL would not be 
aff ected in any way “fi nancially” 
in terms of locations and hours 
open, staff  retained, books 
purchased, or services off ered 
because “the numbers do not 
lie.” But CAO Montano lied 
about the numbers.

A library system operating at 
97% of its budget cannot sustain 
a 37.5% budget cut without 
being fi nancially aff ected. A 
library system that spends 
75% of its budget on personnel 
cannot sustain a 37.5% budget 
cut without losing people. A 
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It’s late Wednesday night as 
we’re putting the fi nishing 
touches on this issue, and I 
can hear the wind howling 
outside as the outer bands of 
Hurricane Laura pass through. 
And fuck, does my heart hurt 
for all of Southwest Louisiana 
right now. We’re a region rich 
with hurricane memory and 
experience, yet every once in a 
while a storm rolls through that 
strains our threshold for painful 
weather and sets a new bar for 
catastrophe and sorrow. Laura 
will make landfall as this issue 
goes to print; and while we pray 
for the best, it’s clear that this 
storm will defi ne a new era in 
environmental catastrophe. I 
just heard our beloved weather 
oracle Margaret Orr talk about 
the last time a hurricane with 
150 mph winds actually hit the 
coastline—in 1856.

One word that I keep hearing 
repeated by government 
offi  cials and newscasters alike 
is unsurvivable. The storm 
surge will be unsurvivable. That 
haunting word, deliberately 
jarring, resonates. It evokes all 
the other emergency conditions 
under which people do not—can 
not—survive, like the ongoing 
crisis of police violence. Days 
before Laura hit, Trayford 
Pellerin, a 31-year-old Black 
man, was murdered by police 
in Lafayette—shot over 10 
times. Mourning rituals already 
complicated by the pandemic, 
his grieving family now has 
to contend with this massive 
storm. Once the winds die 
down and the water recedes, 
I hope Trayford Pellerin’s life 
is not forgotten amidst the 
storm’s aftermath and rush to 
recover, that we keep saying 

his name, even as we continue 
to take on what feels like an 
endless onslaught of once-in-
a-generation events. Always 
bracing, never fully recovering.

When hurricanes approach, like 
many of you I keep the TV on 
nonstop. While I’ve learned not 
to focus obsessively on every 
single storm track update, the 
constant background noise 
still penetrates my awareness 
from time to time. One thing I 
remember hearing—on WWL 
I think—was a meteorologist 
responding to a question about 
anything in the atmosphere 
possibly diminishing Laura’s 
strength. He explained that this 
hurricane was actually so strong 
that she was creating her own 
environment. And that really 
made me pause—to think about 
something so big and forceful it 
makes its own path. I thought 
about the uprisings against state-
sanctioned genocide happening 
in cities across the country, from 
Kenosha, Wisconsin to our own 
Pine Prairie, three hours from 
New Orleans. Is it too hopeful to 
think we can amass a force like 
that, big enough to create our 
own environment—one that is 
survivable?

As with every issue, within the 
pages of this month’s off ering 
we only begin to answer a 
question like this, whether it’s 
by telling stories of reclaiming 
historic, sacred land, or 
making a connection with our 
incarcerated friends and family, 
hopefully dispelling some of 
their loneliness. As always, 
thank you for reading, and try to 
stay dry out there. As hurricane 
seasons go, we still got a long 
road ahead. —Dan Fox
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Christina Igoe | @iamastrology

Kallie Tiffau | @ultramirror

STAR HUSTLER

ARIES
On the 9th of this month, your ruling 
planet, Mars, starts a retrograde 
phase in your sign that will last until 
November. This is a rare opportunity 
to slow down and think about what 
you want to do, then make a plan. 
Mars’ energy makes you impatient 
and headstrong, so with its backward 
motion, you will have time to really 
sit with your plans and choose 
wisely. This retrograde motion also 
creates a quick temper: be especially 
careful in your reactions around the 
28th through the end of this month.

TAURUS
On the 11th, Jupiter (the planet 
of abundance) goes direct in your 
house of adventure. Jupiter has been 
in a trine to your sign for the entirety 
of this year, but its forward motion 
will give you a lot of momentum. 
This is especially true if you want 
to change your environment, learn 
something new, or align your life 
more closely to your philosophies. 
You want the world to be a more just 
place? How are you enacting those 
ideologies?

GEMINI
On the 9th, Mars goes into a 
retrograde phase in your house of 
friendship. It will stay in this space 
until the end of the year. During its 
retrograde phase, you may feel a 
disconnect between you and your 
community, and feel unclear about 
your role in the bigger picture. One 

way to get around these feelings is to 
get more involved—if there is a cause 
that you want to organize for or a 
group that you want to join, consider 
a leadership position. Most of the 
insecurity you are feeling is totally in 
your head.

CANCER
On the 11th, Jupiter goes into a 
direct motion in opposition to your 
sign. It has been in opposition to 
your sign for the entire year, but in a 
direct motion, it brings a lot of great 
opportunities for growth. If you 
want new or diff erent work, it may 
seem to appear out of nowhere. This 
is also a good time to meet someone 
new, win a scratch-off , or fi nd really 
good deals. On the 30th of this 
month, Saturn also goes direct in 
opposition to your sign, pressuring 
you to make healthier decisions. Get 
on track.

LEO
On the 9th, Mars goes into a 
retrograde phase in a trine to your 
sign. This retrograde motion may 
take the wind out of your sails at 
fi rst—but remember, it’s for the 
best. It makes us slow down enough 
to really consider what we want to 
be doing with our time and energy, 
and as we unlock those truths, 
gives us the patience to change. On 
the 6th, Venus enters your sign, 
bringing love into your life. This is a 
good time for falling in love with the 
world around you.

VIRGO
On the 11th of this month, Jupiter 
goes direct in a trine to your sign. 
If you have been feeling like you 
keep hitting a wall, expect a big, 
energetic boost. If you want to 
breathe new life into work, family, 
love, or even pick up projects that 

you had to pause in the spring due to 
this retrograde phase, now is a good 
time to do so. The sun is in your sign 
until the 22nd, illuminating where 
you are and the path to where you 
want to be. Take time this month 
to inventory what you have, what 
you’ve lost, and what you want.

LIBRA
Mars is in opposition to your sign 
for the rest of this year. On the 9th 
it goes retrograde, slowing down 
the aggressive energy of this transit. 
There has been a sense of spinning 
your wheels since the end of June, 
but this backward motion of Mars 
creates an opportunity to fi gure 
out what you actually want to do. 
Think about the thing you’re upset 
about, obsessed with, or frustrated 
by, and think about what you can 
do to change it. Moving in the right 
direction takes a lot of courage, so 
any celebration of progress should 
be measured in millimeters.

SCORPIO
On the 9th of this month, Mars goes 
retrograde in your house of health 
and work. This is kind of a tough 
placement for Mars retrograde 
because it usually means you will 
have discomfort and discord in your 
home, work, and health. Be patient. 
Go see a doctor. Pay attention to 
your body when you use it—you 
could be clumsier than usual. 
Change is coming to these parts of 
your life: so without big drama, what 
do you need to change?

SAGITTARIUS
The retrograde motion of Mars this 
month rules your sign from the 9th 
on. It lands in your house of ego 

and pride, and humbles you a bit 
in your spaces of mastery. As the 
age-old saying goes, “Check yourself 
before you wreck yourself.” Take a 
moment to understand where you 
could learn more—even if you are 
already the expert. The universe 
may humble you in ways that are 
straight up annoying, so be patient 
and don’t take it personally if you 
get a fl at tire.

CAPRICORN
On the 11th, Jupiter goes direct 
in your sign, where it will stay for 
most of the rest of the year. This is 
a positive change of motion—there 
are a lot of new opportunities 
coming your way. Some things 
may even feel too good to be true 
because of how stressful this year 
has been for you, Capricorn—but 

this planet’s direct phase gets the 
universe on your side. If you have 
important work to do, getting into 
the groove of it will be a lot easier 
when Saturn goes direct on the 30th 
in your sign. Take a day or two this 
month between the 11th and 30th to 
have fun. You’ve earned it.

AQUARIUS
Mars is the planet of war, and 
it is fi ring up your house of 
communication this month. It is 
retrograde in a position in your 
chart that infuriates you with truth. 
There is plenty for an Aquarius to 
be upset by. In your micro world, 
make sure not to scream at your 
people for how you feel about 
the macro world. Your voice in 
necessary change is crucial—fi nd 
your podium, whether it’s at 
a family meal, shouting into a 
microphone, or tweeting the truth. 
Say what you need to say.

PISCES
Mars is retrograde in your house 
of value this month starting on the 
9th. There is a tendency with this 
placement to be really hard on 
yourself because you want change 
to be happening faster. Slow down. 
Think of reasons to love where 
you are, where you’ve come from, 
and where you are going. On the 
11th, Jupiter goes direct in your 
house of friendship. This is a 
perfect time for a socially distant 
gathering. You benefit greatly 
from having your people as close 
as possible this month.

As the age-old saying goes, 
“Check yourself before you 
wreck yourself.”

Mars is the planet of war, passion, and desire. It rules our actions and reactions. 
Mars starts a retrograde phase this month on the 9th that will last until 
November 13. This retrograde phase happens in Aries, the sign ruled by Mars. 
Retrograde phases in Mars usually make us either overreact or not react at 
all. It is rare for Mars to be retrograde in Aries: the last time was in 1988, and 
the next time will be in 2067. Unlike 1988, this retrograde phase starts with a 
square to stoic and responsible Saturn at the end of September. Some advice 
for this transit: look at where Aries is in your chart—there is important work to 
be done there, because change is coming. Be thoughtful about your reactions. 
Are you screaming? Do you want to be? Be careful not to exhaust yourself. 
Overextension is a part of this planetary shift—take rest breaks.

On the 11th, Jupiter goes direct in Capricorn, where it will stay until 
December. With this direct motion, there is less confusion and more direct 
action. Watch your own life and the world at large. Where do you see the truth 
coming to light and freedom from irresponsible power becoming a practice? 
The sun spends most of this month in Virgo, the sign of organization and 
cleaning. I know, we all organized that one drawer when quarantine started. 
This is a time to straighten up that drawer again, make an appointment for 
a physical (if that’s possible), and clean up the shaky boundaries in your 
relationships. If it’s not healthy, it has to go. On the 22nd, the sun enters 
Libra, where it illuminates fairness, equality, and beauty.

On the 29th, Saturn goes direct in Capricorn, which is the beginning of the 
end of this planet’s three-year transit in Capricorn, which will be totally 
done in December. Saturn rules responsibility and infrastructural integrity, 
and as we ramp up to election season, it is important that you watch these 
powers carefully. Saturn in direct motion will knock down the things that 
need it, but that may mean some serious social shifts. Buckle up: there will 
be a lot of dynamic, pressurized energy beginning this month and going 
through the end of the year.
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summer, water it with deep 
strokes earlier in the season, 
so that its roots grow extra 
large and extra hard before it 
gets extremely hot and humid 
outside. This way, you won’t 
have to add to their misery with 
constant moisture later in the 
season, and their deep roots 
can seek out little bits of water 
as needed with their extensive 
root network.

Of course, to a degree this holds 
true for all plants, indoors and 
out. The more you water the 
outdoor plants earlier in the 
season, the less you’ll have 
to water them when they are 
already overwhelmed with 
water above, and the more 
you encourage root growth by 
watering indoor or potted plants 
early in the game, the less likely 
you are to have unused water 
sitting in the soil around the 
roots instead of inside them, 
wetting their beards instead of 
letting them taste it.

Humidity also screws up 
pollination for fruiting 
vegetables in the summer 
season. Pollinator insects collect 
pollen off  of the little dangly 
thing that swings in the back of 
male plant fl owers (i.e. stamen), 
and transfer them to female 
plant fl ower bits, and that’s 
how most fruit starts growing. 
But from July into September, 
insects are often too wet from 
moisture in the air for pollen 
to stick to their bodies, and 
this severely inhibits growth of 
peppers, tomatoes, cucurbits, 
and others this time of year. 
Fortunately, we humans can 
hand-pollinate these vegetables 
quite easily. Just use a Q-tip or a 
small painting brush, dip it into 
a male fl ower, stir gently like you 
would macaroni in a pot, then do 
the same again inside of a female 
fl ower. Just a bit of pollen from 
one male plant is usually enough 
to pollinate many females; you 
don’t need to be a hard hitter or 
a deep stroker to collect enough 
pollen to do so.

Ian Willson | @hotplantsnola
DIRT NERD

Rachel Speck | @tropicalgothprints

WET ASS PLANTS

My inaugural Dirt Nerd, written 
four years and some change ago 
at the onset of a more innocent 
sort of summer, was about the 
importance of watering your 
plants regularly and thoroughly, 
and checking on them seven 
days a week, especially if they 
are in pots. The main takeaway 
back then was that it’s important 
to drench your plants until 
water drips down the sides of the 
pots and through the bottom; 
only then can you be sure your 
plants are wet enough.

But overwatering is a thing 
too. It is absolutely possible 
to overwater your plants, 
indoors and out, year 
round, but especially—and 
counterintuitively—during these 
hot summer months where 
the humidity in the air is at its 
fi ercest. If you have to bring out 
a bucket and a mop every time 
you water your plants indoors, 
you’re overdoing it.

It’s easy to look to your leaves 
for signs of watering issues, 
but it can be hard to discern 
what those leaves are telling 
you. If just the tips of your 
leaves are turning brown, you 
are overwatering them—unless 
you are overfertilizing them, 
the latter being the likely case 
if the rest of the leafy bits are 
exceptionally verdant and 
green. Another way to spot 

LAWNS ARE HELL

signs of overwatering in your 
leaves is if the leaves of your 
plant are yellow and falling 
off , emphasis on the “and.” If 
you have yellow leaves that 
are not falling off  but holding 
tight, they are likely thirsty and 
would prefer a gulp rather than 
a spit of water.

A very clear sign of 
overwatering that is prevalent 
in a lot of common vegetables 
but also houseplants, especially 
succulents, is edema. Edema 
is what happens when a plant 
takes up water faster than it 
can use it or let it transpire 
through its leaves. It manifests 
as blisters and lesions where 
the water has ruptured plant 
cells. These lesions look like 

weird plant pimples and 
usually aren’t directly your 
fault, but more an issue of 
humidity and air pressure 
combined with your watering 
practices. To avoid edema in 
your plants, you need to give 
excess water a chance to jump 
out before you let more of it 
get inside of them. Fortunately, 
edema generally doesn’t kill 
plants, but it still makes them 
gag, it still makes them choke, 
and it does tend to make them 
lose a few leaves.

Perhaps the easiest way of all 
to know if you’re giving your 
plants too much water is to look 
upon your soil. If you see a top 
layer of algae, slimy green and 
gooey, your plant is defi nitely 
overwatered. Always water your 
plants from the top and make 
it drop to the bottom of your 
pots and plant trays with the 
assistance of gravity; letting 
soil sit in a pool of water as a 
watering method is a sure way 
to encourage algae growth and 
root rot.

Additionally, it’s very important 
to let your soil lose most of its 
moisture in between waterings; 
in order to encourage air 
circulation and healthy root 
growth your soil should have 
water come into it dry and then 
leave it soggy.

Many plant owners get 
concerned when they see fungus 
popping up out of the soil in 
their pots and gardens. While 
there are defi nitely many fungi 
that are detrimental to plants, 
when you see some mushrooms 
popping up next to your plant, 
it is generally an indication of 
a good, rather than a bad thing. 
Though you won’t often see it, 
fungus has already made up its 
mind before it comes up to the 
surface; it generally has been 
living within your soil for some 
time. And though watering may 
encourage the mycelium to 
send forth fruiting bodies above 
ground, their presence is usually 
not a sign of overwatering.

Our inevitably humid air is 
more of a detriment to outside 
growing this time of year than 
the heat itself. You see, plants 
are bottom feeders. They want 
to be wet in and around their 
roots, but they do not enjoy their 
leaves being in a persistent state 
of wetness. There’s nothing you 
can do about moisture held in 
the air, but when you make it 
rain on your plants with a hose, 
what you want to see is some wet 
soil, not soaked leaves; direct 
your water as much as possible 
under your plants as opposed to 
on your plants.

Mediterranian herbs, which 
include most common kitchen 
herbs like oregano, thyme, and 
sage, are among the hardest to 
grow in the Gulf region in the 
summertime. Born of the arid 
desert, you can’t hurt their 
feelings, but they like pain. The 
hotter the better. However, the 
humidity factor goes against 
everything they were born to 
believe in. So if you want your 
herb garden to last through the 

If you’ve got questions for the 
Dirt Nerd, feel free to email
ian@hotplantsnursery.com.

If you want your herb garden to last 
through the summer, water it with 
deep strokes earlier in the season, so 
that its roots grow extra large and 
extra hard before it gets extremely hot 
and humid outside.
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Isabel Ryan Theriot

TIPS FROM THERIOT

the paste with warm water 
the next morning. If the stain 
remains, repeat the process. 
Good luck!

How do I clear a clogged 
drain naturally?
As a professional cleaner, I 
see lots of clogged sinks and 
bathtubs. A slow-draining tub or 
sink is one of the most annoying 
things that I encounter when 
cleaning; it’s exceedingly hard to 
clean a sink or bathtub properly 
if you can’t rinse the dirty water 
out of it. A lot of the time, the 
cause of a clogged drain is hair 
that is trapped in the drain 
strainer (those little, metal bars 
that criss-cross on the inside of 
the drain). I’ve found the perfect 
tool for removing this dirt-
covered, congealed hair to be 
tweezers; that’s right, they’re not 
just for painfully yanking hair 
from your face! This process is 
tedious, but tweezers are perfect 
for getting in between the 
strainer bars and picking out the 
hair. (FYI: Dental kits include 

tweezers and other pointy 
implements that are great for 
this hair removal adventure.) 
Removing a big, gross glob of 
hair from the drain strainer with 
a pair of tweezers and watching 
the water swoosh down the 
drain afterwards is one of the 
most satisfying things ever! If 
the clog is further down the pipe, 
baking soda, white vinegar, and 
boiling water is an option. Pour a 
half cup of baking soda and a half 
cup of vinegar into the drain. Let 
this mixture sit in the drain for 
an hour, and then pour boiling 
water down the drain until the 
water fl ows freely. Whoopee, 
free-fl owing water!

Ben Claassen III | @dirtfarm

My sweet, dumb Boxer mix has 
a nervous habit of licking the 
furniture when she’s anxious 
(a.k.a. every time we leave her 
alone or it rains). Our cream-
colored sectional is covered in 
dried drool stains. How can we 
get them out?
Yeah, the stains caused by a 
drippy dog mouth can really take 
away from the look of a couch. 
Before cleaning the couch, read 
the fabric tags. Diff erent types of 
fabrics require diff erent cleaning 
products and procedures. 
Check out the tags on your 
couch for the following letters: 
“W” stands for water-safe, “S” 
means solvent cleaners only 
(no water), “WS” means you 
can use both water or solvent, 
and “X” means vacuum only or 
have the piece professionally 
cleaned. Here I’ll tackle couches 
that fall into the “W” and “WS” 
categories. For this cleaning 
project, you’ll need white 
vinegar, tried and true baking 
soda, cold water (hot water can 
cook the proteins in dog saliva 
and make the stain worse), dish 
detergent, a spray bottle, and a 
clean, white rag (using a white 
rag is important; the vinegar 
in this solution can cause a 
colored cloth’s dye to bleed 
onto your fabric). Add 1/4 cup 
of white vinegar, one teaspoon 
dish detergent, one teaspoon of 
baking soda (sprinkle the baking 
soda into the bottle slowly, so 
that the solution doesn’t fi zz 
everywhere), and one cup of cold
water to the spray bottle. Shake 
the bottle to mix everything up 
and lightly spray the cleaning 
solution onto the stain without 
soaking it. Let the solution sit 
for 15 minutes. Now wet your 

clean, white cloth with cold 
water, then wring out the excess 
water. Blot the stain with the rag 
to fl ush out the vinegar solution. 
Let the spot air dry; you can dab 
it with a dry cloth to quicken 
the drying process. Once the 
stain is dry, inspect the area. If 
necessary, repeat the process 
until the stain disappears!

The fl ooring in my house is 
terrazzo. How do I remove 
stains without damaging it? 
Ah, terrazzo—my favorite type 
of fl ooring in the world. Terrazzo 
is beautiful; it’s a mix of Portland 
cement and colored marble 
chips that was used widely in 
South Florida in the ‘60s as a 
fl oor fi nish. As carpet became 
more popular, old terrazzo 
fl oors were covered up. Now that 
carpet is becoming less popular 
(FYI: carpet is a disgusting dirt 
trap that you will never, ever get 
completely clean), homeowners 
are ripping it out and fi nding—to 
their delight—lovely terrazzo! 
The only drawback to this type 
of fl ooring is that you have to 
be very careful when cleaning 
it. Since it is made of cement 
and tiny marble chips, you can’t 
use anything too acidic (white 
vinegar) or too alkaline (castile 
soap) on it. You must use a pH-
neutral cleaner (a.k.a. something 
with a pH of 7 or 8), such as a 
mild dish soap and water. To 
remove stains from terrazzo, 
fi rst remove all loose dirt by 
vacuuming or sweeping. Next, 
clean the area with a mixture of 
mild dish detergent and water 
and let this dry. To remove any 
stubborn dirt, wipe the area 
of the stain with a mixture of 
warm water and baking soda. 
Now, cover the stain with a paste 
made of baking soda and water. 
Smooth the paste over the stain, 
and let it sit overnight. Remove 

Got cleaning questions? Email me: 
isabel@antigravitymagazine.com.

Hello, hello! Happy (suff ocatingly hot) September, every 
masochist’s favorite time of year. I’m back again to help you 
clean your things. In this edition, I’d like to talk about baking 
soda. Baking soda is a real workhorse in the cleaning world: 
deodorizer, cleanser, and stain remover, oh my! Baking soda is 
another cleaning staple that you should always have in your 
home. Also, if you mix baking soda and vinegar, you create 
magic. Remember that 4th grade science fair bubbling volcano 
that you created with vinegar and baking soda? Well, that 
chemical reaction isn’t just fun to look at; it’s also a powerful 
cleaning mixture. OK, here we go!

Remember that 4th grade science 
fair bubbling volcano that you 
created with vinegar and baking 
soda? Well, that chemical reaction 
isn’t just fun to look at; it’s also a 
powerful cleaning mixture.
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RAISING LOUISIANA
by Erik Alexander

Erik Alexander is a parenting blogger 
whose focus is LGBTQ families. 
He is a stay-at-home papa to two 
independent, sassy little girls, ages 
four and two, and a newborn baby 
boy. He came to New Orleans 20 
years ago by way of south Mississippi. 
He met his husband Douglas in 2006. 
He created his blog, Nolapapa.com, to 
help give other aspiring parents in the 
LGBTQ community hope and insight 
on parenting and personal growth. 
(You can fi nd his fi rst column in the 
March 2020 issue.)

Family Expansion in the
Time of Pandemic

My husband and I have two amazing 
little girls, but we were constantly 
asked if we ever wanted a boy. We 
knew in our hearts the answer to 
that question was yes. However, like 
most people, adding a third child to 
the mix felt like a massive amount 
of energy, planning, and time to 
actually make it happen. We are 
starting the school selection process 
with our oldest child, who will be 
fi ve in November. To add anything 
else to our plate seemed impossible. 
Nonetheless, that little dream had 
been sitting in the back of our minds.

A Sudden Opportunity

All the wonderful things that have 
happened in our family’s life have 
always come to fruition naturally. 
In the past, the more we tried to 
force things, the more they seemed 
to fall apart. These days, we feel like 
we’ve reached a point in our lives as 
a couple and as parents where we 
know what we’re doing and can trust 
our instincts. We focus on what our 
family needs and we make it happen. 
Everything else takes a backseat. 
Both of our girls need that. They 
deserve that.

In early February, I was cleaning 
around the house when I got a text 
message. I took one look at the 
screen and my broom dropped to 

the fl oor. Our adoption attorney had 
texted asking if we knew anyone who 
was interested in adopting a baby 
boy. I nearly fainted! She knew we 
wanted a baby boy, and the message 
felt strategic. My husband Douglas 
happened to be home, so I ran 
upstairs as fast as my house slippers 
would carry me.

I tried to think about how I was going 
to calmly tell him. Traditionally, 
when I am given information of that 
magnitude, there is little to no chance 
of a calm conversation. I burst into 
the kitchen, nearly scaring him to 
death. I then handed him my phone. 
I one-hundred-percent expected 
him to tilt his head and say, “Yeah, 
right. We can’t do that right now.” 
Instead, his eyes got as big as saucers 
and he slowly lifted his head to look 
at me. I smiled. He smiled. Then we 
both laughed. “What do you think?” 
I asked him. He told me that we 
needed to see if we could truly make 
this happen on our end. Adoption 
is incredibly expensive (a private 
adoption can range between $35,000 
to $50,000, depending on the agency 
and outside sources they work with), 
and it seems like every year it goes up.

After a day and night to meditate 
and to crunch numbers, we reached 
our decision. With smiles on our 
faces, we looked at each other and 
enthusiastically said, “LET’S DO IT!” 
Were we insane? Had we just lost the 
last remaining pieces of our minds? 
Or were we just taking another 
faithful leap straight into one of the 
most crazy and frightening journeys 
life has ever presented us with?

The following day, we got the ball 
rolling on our adoption process. 
Since it had been over two years 
since our last adoption, we had 
to completely start over with 
the most crucial tasks: our home 
study, background checks, and 
certifi cations, not to mention the 
hundreds of pages of paperwork. We 
were in an absolute race against time 
because—I think I failed to mention 
this part—our baby boy was to be 
born in only one month.

One month!? It seemed oddly 
reminiscent of the breakneck pace 
of our fi rst baby’s adoption. We 
scrambled to get everything required 
by us accomplished in the window 
of time allotted. During that mad 
dash, we also brainstormed about 
how we were going to set up our new 
living arrangements. Up until that 
point, both of our girls had their own 
room. Little did they know, things 
were about to change. But actually, 
little did we know, everything for the 
entire world was about to change.

COVID-19 and a Newborn

While we were transforming our 
youngest daughter Ella’s room 
into the new nursery, COVID-19 
hit. Almost overnight, the city 
was thrown into the kind of panic 
usually reserved for impending 
hurricanes: long lines everywhere, 
food and supply shortages, and 
general pandemonium. We were 
all unceremoniously dropped into 
this scary new way of life. And in the 
middle of all of this, we were about 
to have a new baby.

The whole situation threw our 
anxiety into overdrive. How were 
we ever going to do this? All of  the 
post-baby planning we had come up 
with had to be completely scrapped. 

about this adjusted way of life felt 
absolutely terrifying. I am sure 
many parents can sympathize with 
trying to hold back your emotions 
in front of your kids. On top of it, 
many of us were also thrust into the 
role of a teacher overnight. There 
is an old saying that rings so true 
to me lately. I never really grasped 
the depth of it until our way of life 
changed entirely, but it’s “This too, 
shall pass.”

In the ocean of this odd new 
life, there are extremely terrible 
moments. Some days, the waves 
can be so stormy that they threaten 
to capsize the boat. But then, some 
days are the brightest and happiest 
we’ve had as a family, and we laugh 
and jump into the waves with our 

I anticipated that our girls would 
be in school. I had my parents and 
in-laws coming to help me with the 
baby. And then, it was like the air got 
sucked out of the room and society 
just came to a screeching halt.

New Orleans got eerily silent. The 
entire world seemed to stop in its 
tracks. Then, as if the universe 
decided it was perfect timing, our 
birth mother went into labor. New 
safety restrictions were put into 
place everywhere and that included 
the hospital where she was giving 
birth. Unfortunately, this meant 
only one of us was allowed to be 
there for our son’s birth.

As the moment of our fi rst meeting 
grew closer, my adrenaline kicked 
in. I was fi lled with a mixture of 
excitement and fear. It fi nally sunk 
in that we were on our own when 
Douglas got home with our newborn 
son. Two toddlers and a newborn—
with no school, and no outside help 
whatsoever. Cue the paper bag 
breathing treatments.

Despite the challenges, my husband 
and I were determined to make this 
work as best as we possibly could. 
However, he is a hospital doctor, so 
our stress level increased tenfold 
as we braced for him to move to the 
front lines. One month led to 100, or 
so it seemed.

I knew it was imperative that the 
girls not see my fear, but everything 

children. This will pass. And I know 
we are all growing from this. My 
family is defi nitely growing from 
this. The time together during this 
quarantine has forged a bond so 
strong between the girls and their 
baby brother—one that otherwise 
may have been diffi  cult to create 
amongst the normal in-and-out foot 
traffi  c of everyone else in our lives.

Today, our family is thriving more 
than ever. The girls are so incredibly 
eager to help me in any way they can 
with their brother. As hard as it was 
in those early weeks and months, as 
I look back on it now, the timing was 
genuinely perfect. We all do what’s 
best for our families, despite how 
diffi  cult and frightening that can be. 
I may be kicking and screaming in 
my head sometimes—and sure, I may 
let out a scream or two as well—but 
at the end of the day, things will get 
better if we have faith they will get 
better. I know this and I trust this. 
The life my husband and I have built 
for our family is a testament to this, 
every single day.

Victoria Allen | @vs_illlustration

Two toddlers and a newborn—
with no school, and no outside 
help whatsoever. Cue the paper 
bag breathing treatments.



the parish you catch your charge 
in. For lots of people they can’t 
make that trip to visit their loved 
ones, because it costs money, 
time off  work, etc. Just another 
way to make sure you are lonely. 
Because in my case there was 
30 guys shipped after 14 days 
quarantine. We were all split up 
and put in small dorms that hold 
70 inmates. This dorm is general 
population with inmates from 
all over Louisiana. Right now I’m 
in Ferriday, La. I’ve never heard 
of this place, and I don’t know 
anybody here, which proves jail is 
the loneliest place in the world.

Its concept is by design. There’s 
a term inmates use when the 
walls start closing in and some 
inmates say the walls start 
talking to them. Some lose 
their minds. This is why jail has 
become more like mental health 
institutions. This is why jails 
employ so many social workers. 
This is why everybody is on 
medication. I’ve been there so 
I know fi rsthand. This is also 
why so many inmates fall into 
a state of depression, a feeling 
of abandonment by everybody 
you ever trusted, making 
everyday living hard, in some 
cases impossible. This is why I 
say this is the loneliest place in 
the world. Not even your own 
imagination can get you out of 
this state of mind.

It brings me great pain knowing 
I’m locked up with thousands 
of other people who feel this 
way. Most people don’t know 
this but if you spend a certain 
amount of time in jail, you’re 
automatically eligible for 
government assistance when 
you get out,  because you’re not 
fi t for society. It’s because very 
few prisons off er rehabilitation, 
mostly just dead time. I’ve been 
locked up a year and a half just 
to go to D.O.C. camp and I’m only 
being housed in another Parish’s 
county jail that gets paid off  for 
every inmate they house for 
Orleans Parish.

So remember, when you’re 
talking to someone who’s been 
incarcerated, keep in mind 
they come from a cold, dark, 
and lonely place. Prison: The 
Loneliest Place in the World.
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TALES FROM THE PEN
by Leather

The Loneliest Place
on Earth

For this topic I would like to 
start with a simple exercise, 
and the exercise is to fi nd the 
darkest closet in your house. Go 
in it, close your eyes, stick your 
fi ngers in your ears so you can’t 
hear anything, and relax for a 
few minutes. Now tell me what’s 
the biggest emotions you feel? 
You will all feel diff erent but one 
of the biggest emotions you will 
feel is loneliness. Like millions 
of Americans, loneliness is 
one of my biggest fears, and 
one I face right now because of 
incarceration. And I’ve faced it 
a lot in my years here on earth. 
It’s sad and painful. But this is 
one of the fears you’ll have to 
face if you’re ever incarcerated, 
because when you’re behind 
bars your mind starts to play 
tricks on you. You’ve been taken 
away from your life as you knew 
it. You have to deal with the loss 
of your job, family, friends. If 
you don’t have a good support 
system, the truth of the matter 
is these walls, bars, and glass 
have a way of mentally messing 
with your mind. You have all 
kinds of thoughts, thoughts you 
never had before: forgetting 
your favorite songs, forgetting 
people’s names you’ve known all 
your life, forgetting your kids’ 
birthdays. It’s crazy.

But so many people can’t handle 
being locked up like an animal, 
because when you’re locked up, 
you’re often locked out. This is 
why so many inmates attempt 
to kill themselves. This is also 
why so many are on medicine. 
Because once the judge gives 
you time, the minute he strikes 
the gavel your mind frame 
changes. As you walk out the 
courtroom, you can feel a part 
of your life taken away. And this 
is for inmates with short time. 
Imagine if you’re ever 40 with 20 
plus years, it feels like your life 
is over and that’s if you’re guilty. 

Just imagine if you’re innocent 
or wrongfully convicted, this will 
really give you an empty feeling.

There’s people who never shake 
back from this experience, even 
though you’re incarcerated 
with a variety of people, sorry 
to say, but none of whom you 
can trust. You can’t trust the 
courts, you can’t trust lawyers, 
and once you’re in jail you can’t 
trust the guards, and you surely 
can’t trust no inmate. This is 
why this is the loneliest place 
on Earth. There’s a stage where 

intimate relationships with the 
guards. These relationships 
are one-sided. Inmates start 
having feelings for the female 
guards, willing to fi ght if another 
inmate looks at her. These 
inmates start to hallucinate. 
This is how lonely the mind gets. 
They’re so desperate for human 
companionship that they can’t 
grasp reality. They can’t tell 
right from wrong, up from down, 
what’s good and what’s bad.

Here is where self-compassion 
is important. You see, self-
compassion is an attitude 
that involves a certain set of 
feelings, thoughts, motives, 
desires, urges, and behaviors 
that can be directed towards 
any living thing (e.g. ourselves, 
another person, a group of 
people). Therefore, when we 

you even question if you can 
trust yourself. The people on the 
outside, your family and friends 
seem not to be in your corner. 
Most of the time this ain’t the 
case. It’s just fear of everybody 
who you ever loved, or who ever 
loved you will abandon you, 
move on, forget about you, or 
die on you. This causes changes 
in your thinking. If you don’t 
have a strong mind you’ll lose all 
sense of thought. This is when 
you start becoming a product 
of your habitat, starting to feel 
that loneliness is normal. A lot of 
inmates try to kill the loneliness 
with church, exercise, start 
getting involved in homosexual 
activities. Some inmates form 

talk about self-compassion we 
are specifying that this attitude 
is being directed internally 
towards ourself. This involves 
being aware of our own pain 
and suff ering, but most inmates 
don’t do this because it is not 
something we are taught about 
or talk about a lot, because 
the idea of self-compassion 
can carry some negative 
connotations. Most men I’ve 
come in contact with think this 
is soft or too “touchy feely” 
and often fall into a state of 
depression.

And on top of that, once you’re 
in prison they make sure they 
ship you 4 to 5 hours away from 

The following has been transcribed (with minimal edits for clarity and 
format) from handwritten letters by our correspondent “Leather,” who 
is currently serving a sentence because of charges related to a family 
dispute, subsequent warrants, and the labyrinthian carceral state in 
general. Leather was previously incarcerated at the Orleans Parish 
Prison but has recently been transferred to a facility in Ferriday.
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CRAW & ORDER
by Morris Blart, Esq.

There is nothing more 
important right now in New 
Orleans than the fi ght to save 
the lives of at-risk tenants 
during the COVID-19 pandemic. 
And yet we’ve watched as 
every single one of our city’s 
politicians equivocate about 
being powerless or having 
no authority to do anything 
under the law. But they’re 
wrong; the law is only as rigid 
as their imaginations. Here’s 
what people who understand 
power do: they act however 
they want and wait for the law 
to catch up to them; and by the 
time it does, they’ve already 
surrounded themselves with a 
team of lawyers and then keep 
bluffi  ng until the law concedes. 
This month we take a look at two 
recent housing decisions coming 
out of our federal courts that 
show how the reactionary right 
continues to use their power 
to push their agenda—without 
letting little setbacks like law or 
precedent get in the way.

The Inclusive Communities 
Project v. Heartland 

Community Association

The Fair Housing Act (FHA) 
protects people against 
discrimination in the sale 
or rental of a property on 
the basis of their race, color, 
national origin, religion, sex, 
familial status, or disability. 
Discrimination is usually 
thought of as an intentional 
act, e.g. a landlord won’t rent 
to you because of your race, or 
maybe your lease is not renewed 
because your disability makes 
you talk to yourself. However, 

Luke Howard | @lukehwrd

contemporary bigots rarely just 
come out and say bigotted things 
out loud. Instead, they work 
around their bigotry by using 
coded language or enacting 
“neutral” policies that have the 
eff ect of segregation, like bars 
with a “no saggy pants” policy. 
Back In 2015, a conservative 
Supreme Court surprisingly 
held that the FHA did prevent 
discrimination when neutral 
policies had a segregative eff ect 
or disparate impact.

Five years later and with an 
even more conservative bench, 
the Supreme Court refused 
an appeal from a Fifth Circuit 
Court of Appeals case called 
The Inclusive Communities 
Project, Inc. v. The Lincoln 
Property Company (“Lincoln 
Property”). When the Supreme 
Court refuses to hear an appeal, 
the decision from the appellate 
court stands. The Court’s 
decision was important in that 
it left in place a monumentally 
awful ruling impacting the 
rights of millions of Texans, 
Louisianans, and Mississippians 
to be free from housing 
discrimination by private 
landlords. Lincoln Property’s
meaning is complex but it has 
resulted in a very clear impact: 
it is basically impossible to win 
a fair housing case on the basis 
of a neutral policy having a 
segregative eff ect.

In the recent case, The Inclusive 
Communities Project (ICP) 
v. Heartland Community 
Association (HCA), a Dallas 
homeowners’ association made 
it illegal for homeowners to 
rent their homes to people 
on Section 8. As a result, all 
Section 8 residents were unable 
to renew their leases and new 
Section 8 tenants are unable to 
rent housing in the Heartland 
homes. When the new policy 
went into eff ect there were 96 
Section 8 tenants in Heartland, 
every single one of them Black. 
Moreover, 84% of all people 
on the Section 8 waiting list 
in Dallas were Black at the 
time the lawsuit was fi led. 
Quite obviously, the decision 
to prevent Section 8 tenants 

had the eff ect of reducing the 
amount of Black tenants at 
Heartland. However, due to 
Lincoln Property, both the 
District Court and the Court 
of Appeals decided that since 
Heartland’s ban on Section 8 
tenants didn’t cause the racial 
make-up of the 96 current rental 
tenants using Section 8 vouchers 
or the racial make-up of the 
Section 8 voucher waiting list, 
they could not be found to have 
violated the Fair Housing Act. In 

2019—the culmination of a 
powerful alliance between the 
growing anti-capitalist housing 
movement and otherwise 
apolitical neighborhood 
cranks—provided a modest 
compromise: whole home 
STRs will be allowed in 
commercially-zoned areas 
and banned in residential 
ones. While the intervening 
pandemic has likely confused 
any quantitative analysis of 
whether these regulations 

other words, to bring a succesful 
future claim for Section 8 
discrimination, a tenant would 
have to prove that his landlord 
was directly responsible for 
the centuries of systemic 
racism that have resulted in 
disproportionate poverty rates 
in the Black community. This 
is an absolutely outrageous 
outcome and, as with so many 
other legal decisions, the Fifth 
Circuit is fi nding new loopholes 
and technicalities to permit 
discrimination.

This case, along with Lincoln 
Property, is a message to Texas, 
Louisiana, and Mississippi 
landlords that the Court 
is going to sign off  on your 
discrimination as long as you 
can fi nd even the most minimal 
exclusionary pretext. You’ve got 
to give it to the racists here: if I 
had read the Supreme Court’s 
2015 decision I would have told 
them not to try it, but they’ve got 
the type of sticktoitiveness and 
deep pockets that our guys lack.

Melissa Hignell, et al. v. City 
of New Orleans

Short Term Rentals (STRs), 
much like free market 
capitalism, are bad. The 
modest STR regulations 
enacted by the New Orleans 
City Council in November 

were suffi  ciently restrictive to 
bring down rents or prevent 
displacement, it hasn’t stopped 
the torrent of litigation on the 
subject. So let’s pour one out for 
the unfortunate New Orleans 
City attorneys, whose jobs for 
the next few years will be split 
between fending off  astroturfed 
lawsuits from Airbnb hosts 
and challenges to the Cantrell 
administration’s eff orts to 
unconstitutionally silence 
dissenting voices.

Hignell, et al. v. City of New 
Orleans is only one of these 
recent STR suits. Right after 
the STR regulations went 
into effect, Melissa “Mel” 
Hignell and a couple of other 
STR mavens got together to 
sue the City of New Orleans. 
When people sue collectively, 
lawyers are careful to put the 
most sympathetic plaintiff as 
the first name on the lawsuit 
because they will inevitably 
become the face of any media 
about the suit. So what do 
we know about this very 
sympathetic Mel Hignell? 
Hignell lives in Portland, 
Oregon and runs a little 
empire of STRs called White 
Spider Rental Concierge, 
LLC. Despite a documented 
history of flouting local STR 
ordinances, Hignell and her 
team of 56 labret-pierced, 

Let’s pour one out for the 
unfortunate New Orleans City 
attorneys, whose jobs for the next 
few years will be split between 
fending off astroturfed lawsuits 
from Airbnb hosts and challenges 
to the Cantrell administration’s 
efforts to unconstitutionally silence 
dissenting voices.
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cat-eye lensed employees 
operate STRs in New Orleans, 
San Francisco, Portland, 
Palm Springs, Nashville, 
Savannah, and Bend, Oregon. 
Specifically, in 2016 Hignell 
purchased a three bedroom 
property on Alvar Street in the 
Bywater for $400,000. This 
was a time when the Landrieu 
administration essentially 
allowed Airbnb to write the 
laws governing the industry, 
and Hignell was free to rent 
it out full time to tourists 
from her actual home in the 
Pacific Northwest. After 
making money hand over fist 
for years, the house now sits 
on the market for $525,000. 
And yet somehow Hignell feels 
oppressed.

Hignell’s lawsuit alleges 
that the new STR 
regulations violate the First, 
Fourth, Fifth, and Eighth 
Amendments of the United 
States Constitution, as well 
as a more underground 
Constitutional provision 
called the Commerce Clause. 
There was a lot of work done 
on this case by the lawyers, 
with both sides submitting 

voluminous pleadings. Finally, 
Judge Ivan Lemelle (a Clinton 
appointee) dismissed Hignell’s 
claims, finding that the STR 
regulations are constitutional.

The arguments advanced 
by Hignell are speculative 
and hyperbolic but there 
are a couple of interesting 
things to note. Hignell’s Fifth 
Amendment argument, that 
the STR regulations violate 
the Takings Clause (“nor shall 
private property be taken 
for public use, without just 
compensation”) is a not-so-
discreet effort to get a judge to 
say that all zoning regulations 
are unconstitutional. This is 
an argument long-favored by 
Cato Institute types who’d 
have you believe that the 
founding fathers declared their 
independence to make sure 
that chemical plants could be 
placed next to pre-schools. 
Hignell and her lawyers also 
argue that the regulation 
was intended to discriminate 
against people from out of 
state by unconstitutionally 
regulating interstate 
commerce and therefore 
violates the Commerce Clause. 

Essentially, because whole 
home STRs now require a 
homestead exemption in 
some neighborhoods, people 
from out of state are legally 
prevented from participating 
in certain aspects of the 
STR market. In the hands 
of a different judge, this 
argument could have won the 
day. Hignell also argues that 
because the regulations cap 
how many people can rent 
out each bedroom, her First 
Amendment right to free 
association has been infringed, 
an argument I had to read 
thrice before understanding its 
tortured logic. If I am reading 
this argument correctly, she 
appears to be equating her 
inability to cram eight frat boys 
into a two bedroom STR to the 
state refusing to allow a civil 
rights organization to meet.

All this to say, the STR 
operators are who you thought 
they were: free market 
extremists who will put their 
ability to make money over 
literally any other concern. It’s 
a relief that they lost this round 
but you can bet they’ll be back 
for more. And really, how long 

before Cantrell and the Council 
just decide it’s not worth the 
fi ght anymore? Probably as long 
as it takes for the new deputy 
chief administrative offi  cer of 
the City’s Offi  ce of Business and 
External Services, Peter Bowen, 
to walk across the hallway for 
his daily tea with the mayor.

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.
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The French Quarter is, in some 
form or another, about 300 
years old. It’s weathered fires, 
plagues, wars, and hurricanes. 
It has seen preservation 
and planning successes and 
preservation and planning 
disasters. Like all urban spaces, 
it is not static, but rather subject 
to constantly changing social, 
political, technological, and 
environmental shifts. Its age and 
prominence makes it a frequent 
target of “big ideas”—some, 
like the infamous Riverfront 
Expressway, doomed to fail. 
Others, like the transformation 
of Bourbon Street into a world 
famous tourism hub, have 
profoundly impacted the 
neighborhood. The latest big 
idea, a proposal championed by 
Mayor Cantrell to pedestrianize 
the French Quarter—greatly 
limiting cars while turning a 
number of prominent streets 
into pedestrian malls, outdoor 
dining areas, and small parks—
was announced at the end of 
May. Will it be profoundly 
transformational or a historical 
footnote? That remains to be 
seen, but either way, input from 
the cultural community will be 
crucial since—as usual—thus far 
the City has neglected to engage 
working musicians, street 
performers, and service industry 
workers, all of whom could see 
their activities impacted if any of 
these changes become a reality.

Currently, the French Quarter 
Pedestrianization Proposal  
(which can be viewed at nola.
gov/mayor/french-quarter-
pedestrianization/) is not a 
cohesive plan, but rather a series 
of “concepts” with varying levels 
of impact, all of which, some of 
which, or none of which could 
ultimately become reality. 

Pedestrianize The French Quarter? Maybe.
But Not Without Input From the Cultural Community.

These concepts are: the Slow 
Car French Quarter, which 
would reduce speeds and limit 
much of the Quarter to local 
traffic only; the Safer Rampart 
Street concept, which would 
add high visibility crosswalks, 

pedestrian mall daily from 7 p.m. 
to 4 a.m.; the Decatur/N. Peters 
Concept, which would expand 
sidewalks and limit some traffic 
on Decatur Street; and the Safe 
and Social Concept, which would 
limit traffic after 5 p.m. in the 

has noted that these proposals 
would provide more space 
for street performers, to our 
knowledge, no performers have 
been consulted. In fact, while 
the plan repeatedly highlights 
opportunities for dining, music 

protected bike lanes, and safety 
bollards to Rampart Street; the 
Civic Spine with Pedestrian 
Mall Expansion Concept, which 
would create a new pedestrian 
mall from Chartres to Rampart 
Streets (likely Orleans Avenue) 
and connect and expand 
existing pedestrian malls on 
Bourbon and Royal Streets; 
the French Market Pedestrian 
Concept, which would close 
French Market Place to vehicle 
traffic and expand the space for 
vendors and outdoor dining; the 
Frenchmen Street Pedestrian 
Mall Concept, which would 
turn Frenchmen Street into a 

section of the French Quarter 
between Canal, St. Louis, 
Decatur, and Dauphine Streets. 
So, the proposal includes a lot, 
but it’s also not all-or-nothing—
different concepts and ideas 
could be carried out and see 
great success, while others never 
make it off the drawing board. 
At MaCCNO, we encourage you 
to view it through that lens and 
support the parts you like and 
oppose those you don’t.

Of course, the problem is many 
people haven’t even seen the 
full plans yet, let alone provided 
input. While Mayor Cantrell 

is ignored almost entirely—a 
particular problem when it looks 
like indoor live music will be 
prohibited for the foreseeable 
future. For years, we have 
been fighting to simply keep 
the Royal Street Pedestrian 
Mall accessible for some of 
New Orleans most well-known 
performers—imagine if the city 
worked with the performers 
to create attractive, functional 
busking pitches, just like they 
are working to create spaces for 
outside dining! A quick scan of 
New Orleans tourism literature 
shows a clear embrace of street 
musicians, who are both shown 

From the “Frenchmen Street Pedestrian Mall Concept” section of the French Quarter Pedestrianization Proposal
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and mentioned as one of the 
reasons to visit the French 
Quarter. They’re a significant 
part of the marketing of the city 
as a destination, and it’s not a 
stretch to say their presence 
brings millions of dollars to 
the city every year. But when 
there is finally an opportunity 
to support them? A prominent 
place in an announcement, 
but barely an afterthought 
in implementation. Street 
performers need access and 
opportunity, not just lip service. 
We can use this plan as an 
avenue to make sure their needs 
are addressed.

the musicians, venue owners, 
and employees who really 
understand how the street works.

The wide variety of concepts 
and political realities of New 
Orleans suggest that it is unlikely 
that the majority of the French 
Quarter Pedestrian Plan will 
be implemented. But it does 
contain some ideas that could 
provide significant benefit with 
few drawbacks. A re-imagining 
of parts of the French Market 
to reduce traffic, increase 
outside dining, and create more 
opportunities for busking could 
help re-invigorate a struggling 

Similarly, the needs of gigging 
musicians and service industry 
workers need to be included 
before these plans advance 
any further. In particular, 
musicians need to be consulted 
regarding any changes that 
would impact Bourbon or 
Frenchmen Streets. Limiting 
traffic to French Quarter 
residents only, for example, 
would likely create significant 
challenges to musicians getting 
to a gig on Bourbon Street; and 
currently these plans offer no 
accommodations for loading or 
parking. A park and ride system 
has been suggested for service 
industry workers, but this is 
not an attractive alternative 
for musicians and performers 
with bulky gear. The potential 
pedestrianization of Frenchmen 
Street presents another set of 
challenges. If the street is fully 
pedestrianized every night—
which would further incentivize 
patrons to bar-hop or congregate 
outside—how would this affect 
venues with a cover charge? 
Could it lead to an even further 
shift away from a focus on live 
music towards alcohol sales—
and a corresponding lack of 
compensation for musicians? 
You can’t determine that with 
traffic counts and pedestrian 
flow charts—you need to talk to 

area. Expanding the crowded 
sidewalks on Decatur Street, 
too, seems both useful and 
not particularly controversial. 
Frenchmen Street could certainly 
use a bit of a facelift, rebuilding 
sidewalks and removing 
obstructions that make it difficult 
to navigate on busy nights. It’s 
also worth exploring how a more 
radical transformation could 
help or hurt the neighborhood 
and business districts. However, 
nothing should move forward 
until the city commits to working 
with the cultural community 
members, small business owners, 
and service industry workers 
who play an instrumental role 
in making the French Quarter 
and Frenchmen Street the icons 
that they are. We should have 
had a seat at the table from 
the beginning, and we need 
to demand one now. E-mail 
the City Council District C 
Office at Kristin.Palmer@nola.
gov or Barbara Lacen-Keller, 
Constituent Outreach Manager 
of the Department of Cultural 
Economy at blacenkeller@nola.
gov and let them know we have a 
stake in this too.

Street performers need 
access and opportunity, 
not just lip service. We can 
use this plan as an avenue 
to make sure their needs 
are addressed.
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On Friday, August 14 a motorcade 
organized by the New Orleans Workers 
Group traveled to central Louisiana 
to protest the detention of migrants, 
including a group of over 40 African 
asylum seekers on hunger strike, who 
are being held at the Pine Prairie ICE 
Processing Center, a privately-run 
facility operated by The GEO Group. In 
addition to protesting the very premise 
of borders, the criminalization of human 
migration, and the inhumanity of 
cages, the group had heard disturbing 
reports from Pine Prairie in particular 
of pepper spray being disseminated via 
air vents as retaliation for the hunger 
strikes. The motorcade included three 
photographers who regularly contribute 
to ANTIGRAVITY. The following is 
their verbal and visual recollection of 
the day’s events.
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¡Ningún Humano es Ilegal!
Protesting ICE in the Heart of Trump Country

words and photos by Laura Borealis, Jason Kerzinski, and Matthew Seltzer
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We left a little after 1 p.m. in a caravan of 30 cars 
from the Walmart parking lot in Ville Platte. 
Some Ville Platte cops told us we had to disperse, 
that we needed a permit to continue because we 
were considered a parade. Sixteen miles later, me 
and my two companions arrived at the detention 
center, a drab-looking building obscured by 
pine trees. As we passed the front entrance of 
the facility, I noticed the entryway was heavily 
fortified by police. They knew we were coming. We 
continued past the entrance, turning right into 
a church parking lot, where we regrouped, then 
parked alongside LA-106.

We marched along the edge of the road toward 
the detention center, following behind a 
U-Haul truck with members of the New Orleans 
Workers Group. One of the organizers raised 
a megaphone to their lips: FREE THEM ALL. 
FREE THEM ALL. Passing drivers looked on, 
slowing to observe the commotion. We marched 
until we were directly across the street from the 
detention facility.

Eyes obscured by dark shades, one cop mean-
mugged the crowd as he paced back and forth, 
clutching his baton. I was terrified of his presence. 
He stared down protesters with their fists held 
high. The sun glared down on us and we chanted: 
FUCK ICE. FUCK ICE. The police pepper sprayed 
us, but their tactics only strengthened our resolve. 
I watched protesters attend to the medical needs 
of those who had been doused with pepper spray 
and tried to understand what I had just witnessed. 
The cops instructed protesters to back away from 
the street. FUCK ICE. FUCK ICE. The protesters 
would not stand down.

Later we made our way as a group back to our 
vehicles. At first it was just a faint banging sound, 
as if against a window pane, but gradually getting 
louder. Then through the pines and barbed 
wire fence, I saw it: a small window alive with 
the arms of people, migrants imprisoned in 
that facility. With each bang on the window we 
cheered louder and louder, motorists beeping 
their horns, our applause explosive, sending 
messages of love. With every call and response, it 
felt as if the walls of the detention center would 
collapse. —Jason Kerzinski

Jason Kerzinski
Jason Kerzinski

Laura Borealis
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We set out with goals named by the 
New Orleans Workers Group: to 
demonstrate solidarity with African 
migrants on hunger strike as well as 
all detained people, and to help the 
hunger strikers break out of their 
isolation in order to call attention 
to these crimes against humanity. 
These goals were achieved that 
day, though not without enduring 
excessive violence from police and 
taunting from right-wing locals. 
The aggression exhibited by these 
groups on the day of the solidarity 
action illustrates the ever-deepening 
divisions of the perceived realities of 
people in this country, as well as the 
continuous suppression of our rights 
to freedom and assembly. I’ve been 
present at many rural direct actions 
as part of the campaigns against 
the Bayou Bridge and Keystone XL 

pipelines. Typically the local police 
in these small towns have never 
before encountered anything like 
a caravan of protesters from New 
Orleans rolling up to their parish to 
disrupt business as usual. Sometimes 
their response is sheer confusion; 
sometimes that confusion results in 
extreme hostility and force.

For nearly an hour, the police tried 
to keep us from even getting close to 
the detention center. But those who 
came to show solidarity with hunger 
strikers managed to assemble on 
the side of the road across the street 
from the ICE facility. Organizers 
led chants through megaphones 
while others held up signs reading 
“¡Ningún humano es ilegal!” and 
“You Are Gassing Them / We See 
You.” Mere minutes after the group 

assembled, the cops got aggressive. 
An organizer yelled out, “deescalate!” 
The cops’ response? To immediately 
start pepper spraying as many people 
as they could, while pushing the 
crowd and gripping their batons. 
Our medics assisted with those who 
had been pepper sprayed. Protesters 
stayed united and avoided arrest.

Not backing down, the group 
gathered directly across from the 
ICE Processing Center to continue 
to shout messages of solidarity to 
the people inside. And the people 
inside—they shouted back.

Other local characters who showed 
up to the scene included a white man 
on a motorcycle who kept circling 
and trying to intimidate the caravan 
by yelling at us to “get the fuck out.” 

Another man posed with a giant gun, 
and yet another bearded middle-
aged white man fi ercely clutched 
a “Trump 2020” fl ag in his hand, 
screaming, “I’m doing this, bitch! I’ll 
fucking put a bullet in your fucking 
head!” It’s a population like this that 
makes Pine Prairie not just a place 
where an ICE facility can safely 
exist, but will even be defended.

We cannot continue to let ICE get 
away with this level of repression 
because they think that no one 
is paying attention. We must 
continue to demand the migrants’ 
immediate release, a halt to 
ongoing deportations, and that 
Oakdale Immigration Court Judge 
Scott Laragy be condemned and 
investigated. No human is illegal. We 
are watching. —Laura Borealis
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On our way to the camp, roads were 
blocked by multiple police trucks, 
forcing us to take an alternate route. 
We collected ourselves and decided 
the best course of action would be 
to park off-road near the entrance. 
We banged on pots, honked our 
horns, and screamed in support 
of our migrant friends—and were 
immediately met with hostility 
by local, state, and parish police 
officers. They ran up to the U-Haul 
and tried to pry the driver out of the 
truck. Officers punched protesters, 
even grabbing one by the neck and 
punching her in the face while she 
was caught in a headlock. Many of us 
were attacked and pepper sprayed. 
Our motorcade rushed to our side, 
providing us with water for our eyes. 
In that moment, unable to see, I 
knew that I was proud of what we 
were doing. I knew that no pain I 
would face today could match the 
pain of our migrant brothers and 
sisters trapped in camps around 
the country. In this moment I 
remembered the stories of my family 
burned and gassed in camps across 
Europe by the Nazis.

The pain was worth it. Inside the 
detention center, migrants held 
up signs showing they heard our 
support, as they banged on the glass 
behind barbed wire fences. When I 
could open my eyes, disappointment 
and horror flooded my senses. 
Pine Prairie residents stood side 
by side with the police who had 
just assaulted us, holding Trump 
flags proudly and sporting assault 
rifles. We collected ourselves and 
made a game plan to meet up at 
a nearby church. One band, one 
group, and one sound—that was our 
mission. Without even a moment 
to breathe we were blocked into 
the parking lot by rifle-wielding 
citizens screaming racial epithets. 
Our cars were surrounded. The 
burns on my body faded from my 
awareness as tensions grew hotter. 
Worry crept into my psyche. I’ve 
never experienced such hate before. 
Spitting as they promised to put 
bullets into us, I wondered if we 
would all be able to stick together.

Towards the highway we went, 
battered and bruised. Our 
motorcade crept down the road. 
Other than the sound of hazards 
flashing, my vehicle remained 
silent. Many of our cars needed gas 
to make our three hour journey 
home, but police from every town 
within a 20 mile radius had blocked 
off every gas station. But we made it 
to the interstate and found a place 
to fill up, then made our way back to 
New Orleans. This fight is not over. 
—Matthew Seltzer
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keeping the peace at

Lincoln Beach
words and photos by James Cullen

The concrete monolith of 
the levee is a menacing wall 
between Hayne Boulevard, 
Lincoln Beach, and Lake 
Pontchartrain—an unnatural 
border that is as much about 
keeping things in as keeping 
things out. Ostensibly, the 
levee exists to keep the water 
from reaching us, but in 
reality it exists to keep us from 
reaching the water. A squat, 
black chain-link fence sits on 
top of the massive concrete 
structure as an exclamation 
point, driving the point home 
like the railroad spikes that 
anchor the track just on the 
other side of the wall. Unlike 
the river levees which formed 
naturally over time as the river 
danced with the shoreline, 
the brutalist wall along Hayne 
Boulevard is a rampart.

“The people who built and 
designed the levee system, they 
have failed,” Michael Pellet 
says emphatically. “And those 
people have also segregated 
land. It’s not about the levee, it’s 
about the land around the levee. 
Because we know now the test of 
it doesn’t work. You can examine 
it right now. There’s cracks in it. 

It’s increasing global warming 
because of the concrete. It 
increases flooding because 
of the concrete. It increases 
the flooding of the streets. It 
increases the heat. It serves no 
literal purpose. It’s not a levee, 
it’s a prison wall.”

New Orleans for Lincoln 
Beach, cofounded by Pellet 
and Tricia Wallace in April of 
2020, is a community-based 
grassroots effort to clean up 
and redevelop the historically 
Black beach, as well as an effort 
to help rectify the economic 
and environmental racism 
the Black community in New 
Orleans has faced and still faces. 
It is about reclamation and 
redemption. And for the past 
few months, Pellet, Wallace, 
artist Reggie Ford, and a host 
of others have been doing the 
heavy lifting of cleaning up the 
site, which has been abandoned 
since 1965, and whose 
deterioration was expedited by 
years of neglect and Hurricane 
Katrina. But no good deed goes 
unpunished in New Orleans, 
where co-opting the ideas of 
the Black community without 
compensation is a way of life.

In May of this year, Mayor 
Cantrell announced that the city 
was assessing Lincoln Beach 
to determine the feasibility 
of cleaning up and reopening 
the site. Councilwoman Cyndi 
Nguyen echoed Cantrell’s 
statement, calling the reopening 
of Lincoln Beach a “top priority.” 
There was only one problem. 
The work to clean up and 
develop the beach was already 
being done by New Orleans for 
Lincoln Beach. But the City 
refuses to acknowledge the 
group or their work, setting up 
a showdown between City Hall 
and the citizens of New Orleans 
who expect better.

To understand Lincoln Beach 
we must first look at Seabrook, 
the Orleans Levee Board/
Orleans Levee District, and the 
long history of economic and 
environmental racism that has 
been foisted on the New Orleans 
Black community. You can 
play connect the dots, from the 
development of the Lower 9th 
Ward and Gordon Plaza to the 
interstate that bisects the Treme, 
oaks painted on its columns to 
remind its residents of what 
was taken from them. And if you 

keep tracing you will find your 
way to the Lakefront, where 
property and privilege combined 
to disenfranchise Black New 
Orleanians from even the most 
basic of summer pleasures.

Seabrook sits in the crook of 
Lake Pontchartrain where it 
meets the Industrial Canal. It 
was the predecessor to Lincoln 
Beach. It is unsightly, even 
today. The murky waters lie at 
the bottom of the seawall steps. 
The canal carries whatever 
detritus and funk it funneled 
from the Mississippi into the 
lake here. There are a few signs 
that say “No Swimming Beyond 
This Point” but I can’t see why 
anyone would want to swim 
before it, save for necessity.

The whites-only beach that 
would become Pontchartrain 
Beach was originally situated 
behind Old Spanish Fort. 
But with the development 
of the seawall, and real 
estate booming due to the 
National Housing Act of 1934, 
Pontchartrain Beach moved 
to Milneburg, a location 
originally promised as the 
site for a Black beach. This is 
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the first in a string of broken 
promises between the city and 
the Black community. So Black 
swimmers and sunbathers 
moved east, to Seabrook.

By all accounts, Seabrook was a 
deathtrap. The combination of the 
seawall and the Industrial Canal 
caused sinkholes to form, and it 
was not uncommon for swimmers 
to be sucked under and drowned. 
There were no lifeguards 
provided, and no lights either. The 
real estate community thought 
that Seabrook was still too close 
to the white beaches and white 

Levee Board. The seawall along 
Lake Pontchartrain, the planned 
communities of Lake Vista and 
Lakeshore, and the construction 
of Lakefront Airport were all 
in the purview of the Orleans 
Levee District. The development 
of these properties led to 
massive cash influxes that were 
supposed to go toward building 
impenetrable levees—levees 
that were breached in multiple 
places during Katrina.

In 1938 the Levee Board 
acquired the property in Little 
Woods now known as Lincoln 

subdivisions, and that the sight 
of Black swimmers would drive 
down tourism and real estate 
prices. By 1943, swimming was 
banned at Seabrook. The police 
were tasked with maintaining this 
edict by force, which they were 
happy to oblige. (Much of this 
history is recounted in Andrew 
Kahrl’s feature in 64 Parishes, 
“The Making, Unmaking, and 
Memory of White and Black 
Beaches in New Orleans.”)

The key player in all of this 
was the Orleans Levee Board, 
which oversaw the Orleans 
Levee District. Created in 
1890 and disbanded after 
Hurricane Katrina in 2006, 
the Orleans Levee Board and 
its corresponding district 
had, much like Robert Moses’ 
Triborough Bridge Authority, 
tremendous power and little 
oversight. The board was formed 
initially to improve substandard 
levees and protect the city from 
storm surge, but its powers 
were soon expanded by the state 
Legislature. In 1928 the state 
constitution was amended by 
Act 292, which gave the Orleans 
Levee Board agency “to perform 
certain works of reclamation, 
construction, and improvement” 
as well as authorizing the board 
to “sell, lease or dispose of land 
not dedicated to public use.” 
This constitutional amendment 
was the beginning of a massive 
property and real estate 
development scheme by the 

Beach. They also relocated 
a slew of fishing camps from 
Seabrook to the area just west 
of Lincoln Beach at this time. 
The camps dumped raw sewage 
into the lake, and the water 
around Lincoln Beach became 
contaminated. But this didn’t 
concern the Levee Board. For 
the Levee Board and white New 
Orleanians, the redeeming 
value of Lincoln Beach was its 
distance from the city center. “It 
was a long ride,” John Terrell, 
78, remembers. “You had to 
catch at least three buses to 
get there.” Terrell, who lived 
Uptown near the Magnolia 
Projects, remembers Lincoln 
Beach fondly, despite the trip. 
“It was a lot of fun as a child. 
That was the only place we 
had to go as far as the rides go,” 
Terrell recalls.

It wasn’t until 1951 that there 
was any real improvement at 
Lincoln Beach, when Mayor 
Chep Morrison decided to 
upgrade the facilities. The site 
expanded from 2.3 acres to 17 
acres, and the beach was filled 
in with white sand. Still, the 
lake water remained polluted, 
which led to the construction 
of two swimming pools equal in 
size to those at Pontchartrain 
Beach. It was also outfitted with 
a bathhouse, a restaurant, and 
rides and attractions. By 1954 it 
was rededicated with a ribbon 
cutting ceremony (much of this 
history is collected in Andrew 

No good deed goes 
unpunished in New Orleans, 
where co-opting the ideas of 
the Black community without 
compensation is a way of life.
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Kahrl’s The Land Was Ours: How 
Black Beaches Became White 
Wealth in the Coastal South).

For many Black residents of 
New Orleans, Lincoln Beach 
was difficult to access by public 
transportation, and the gate 
fees were more than many 
could afford. But despite these 
obstacles, Lincoln Beach could 
offer dignity. During the horrors 
of the Jim Crow South, it 
provided a respite for Black New 
Orleanians who were unwelcome 
in white spaces like Pontchartrain 
Beach. It was one of the only 
outdoor recreational spaces for 
Black people in the city.
 
“As a child it was a place where 
we were able to go; it was like 
a shelter,” Irma Phillips, 69, 

remembers. “My family and I, 
we were able to go to Lincoln 
Beach and shed ourselves of 
racism. Lincoln Beach was 
a shelter of calm, peace, and 
laughter for us. Family picnics, 
rides, dances—just having fun. 
And we didn’t have to worry 
about people throwing rocks at 
us, calling us filthy names. It was 
just peaceful.”

In addition to this peace was the 
celebration of Black music and 
culture. On Pontchartrain Beach 
they had Elvis. But on Lincoln 
Beach they had Fats Domino, 
Little Richard, the Neville 
Brothers, and Irma Thomas. It 
was sacred ground.

By 1965, however, it was all over. 
Integration allowed Black New 

Orleanians into formerly white 
spaces—spaces that were more 
centrally located with better 
access by public transportation. 
But the fool’s gold that was an 
integrated Pontchartrain Beach 
spelled the end for Lincoln 
Beach, as white flight eventually 
doomed the sustainability 
of both sites. Lincoln Beach 
receded back into the sands.

In 1999 Lincoln Beach was 
bought by the City of New 
Orleans from the Orleans 
Levee Board, and there have 
been numerous attempts at 
the city level to bring it back. 
During his tenure as mayor 
(from the mid-90s to the 
early 2000s), Marc Morial 
had an elaborate plan that 
never got off the ground. Then 

there was the collaboration 
between developer Sean 
Cummings and the City, 
along with sculptor John 
Scott. At the time, Cummings 
was the acting director of 
New Orleans Building Corp., 
an agency created to make 
money from flipping blighted 
and underused City-owned 
properties. This was an early 
foray into gentrification for 
Cummings, who went on to 
develop the Rice Mill Lofts 
(among other properties). The 
project promised to have people 
swimming in the waters of 
Lincoln Beach by July 4, 2005. 
But it never happened. And by 
August 29, 2005, everything 
changed. In a city facing a 
massive recovery effort post-
Katrina, Lincoln Beach was 
a footnote. John Scott died 
in September 2007, and this 
iteration died with him.

Since Katrina and until the 
recent clean-up effort, Lincoln 
Beach has had a more transient 
population. “The people in 
Little Woods, they’ve been using 
the beach up until Hurricane 
Katrina,” Ford explains. “Then 
Hurricane Katrina hit, and 
another group of people came 
in. Kind of like some spiritual 
people. They used to hang out 
on the beach. Then another 
group came in. A lot of explorer-
type white kids would come in 
and hang out here and spray 
paint and just chill. Then they 
disappeared off the scene... Then 
the Latin community started 
coming out here. And that Latin 
community has been out here 
heavy for at least three years 
swimming in these waters.”

Reggie Ford doesn’t trust the 
city. The personable Jackson 
Square artist hasn’t been shy 
about telling anyone who will 
listen, either. Reggie has become 
an unofficial spokesman for 
New Orleans for Lincoln Beach. 
He sees a long history of the 
city saying one thing and doing 
the other, especially when it 
comes to the Black community. 
“They’re gonna push us into the 
Bayou,” Ford reflects grimly.

Before West End was a white 
neighborhood, it was where 
Black New Orleanians enjoyed 
Lake Pontchartrain. Then they 
were forced to Milneburg. And 
from Milneburg to Seabrook, 
where they tried to make a 
stand. From Seabrook they were 

from the June 26, 1955 Times-Picayune
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pushed to Lincoln Beach, until 
white people decided instead of 
pushing any further, they would 
just leave instead.

What Ford hopes for is that 
instead of more gentrifi cation, 
the City could fi nd a way to 
work with its residents. But 
he has his doubts. “After 
speaking with Cyndi Nguyen, 
the councilperson who is over 
this area, she’s talking about her 
vision of seeing it connected 
with South Shore Harbor,” Ford 
said. “She’s talking about jet-skis 
and all that stuff , when everyone 
that comes here uniformly says 
this is a place of tranquility, 
of relaxation. We don’t want 
to hear jet-skis. It’s just a safe, 
relaxed beach for meditation, 
relaxation, and unwinding.”

Ford’s fears are not unfounded. 
In 2016 Lakeshore Landing was 
approved by the City Council. If 
built, it would feature riverboat 
gambling, a 5,000 seat theater, 
restaurants, and retail space. 
Ford intimated that Nguyen 
wanted to use it as an “anchor 
property” to develop the area and 
bring tourism to Lincoln Beach.

The tension between the City 
and the organization New 

Orleans for Lincoln Beach has 
been mounting. In an August 12 
statement, Mayor Cantrell said 
“It is not a safe place. And we 
continue—as we’re cleaning it 
up—again capturing alligators, 
livestock from the water. So we 
do not want to put our people 
at risk.”

Ford sees this as a dodge by the 
City in an attempt to control the 
beach. “There has not been one 
safety issue back here on the 
beach. The only safety issue I see 
is the train tracks, because you 
have to cross the train tracks 
to get to the beach,” Ford said. 
He envisions a scenario where a 
“Rainbow Bridge” like the one in 
Crescent Park could be built to 
cross the tracks.

The members of New Orleans 
for Lincoln Beach have put a 
lot of thought into what they 
would like to see. Yet the city 
still hasn’t engaged with them 
in any meaningful way, which 

Pellet fi nds frustrating and 
denigrating, especially in his 
dealings with councilmember 
Nguyen. “When you begin to 
separate yourself from the 
people in your mind and think 
you are not a part of them you’re 
dehumanizing them. You’re 
gonna say things that are very 
condescending to them. Cyndi 
Ngyuen told us, on Lincoln 
Beach, ‘Say Michael, do you 
know it might take more than 
$20 to develop Lincoln Beach?’ 
Quote unquote that’s what she 
said, on Lincoln Beach, she said 
it on a phone call, I felt insulted. 
The reason why I felt insulted 
is because I know damn well 
it’s gonna take more than $20,” 
Pellet said.

New Orleans for Lincoln Beach 
isn’t merely battling for the right 
to clean and develop the beach. 
They are battling for autonomy, 
for the right of the community 
to dictate what happens in 
the community, for economic 

and environmental justice for 
Black New Orleanians—and 
for the dignity of a community, 
New Orleans East, that is often 
maligned and neglected. New 
Orleans for Lincoln Beach 
knows this won’t come without 
a fi ght. But for the organizers, 
it is worth it. They want to feel 
like Irma Phillips felt 60 years 
ago as a little girl. She felt safe at 
Lincoln Beach. She felt whole. 
She felt free.

“Everyone that comes here 
uniformly says this is a place of 
tranquility, of relaxation. We 
don’t want to hear jet-skis.”

For more info on the status of Lincoln 
Beach, follow New Orleans for Lincoln 
Beach on Facebook: 
@NewOrleansForLincolnBeach. For 
updates by Reggie Ford, you can follow 
him on Twitter (@ReggieFordart) and 
Instagram (@reggieart).
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by Harriet Burbeck

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

NATORI GREEN

Natori Green is an artist who 
explores race, gender, and family 
through works that span a wide 
range of media. She has recently 
expanded her practice to include 
garments created with her 
daughter Wynter.

Are you able to make work right 
now? What does your practice 
look like during the pandemic?
Yes, my practice has more time 
to flourish because I am not on 
the go like I was pre-COVID-19.  
I create art in my kitchen, at my 
dining room table, and on the 
floor of my living room, and then 
place all of my materials back in 
place every night. Organization 
for me helps minimize the 
craziness of our times right now.

Have you lost work or 
opportunities due to the 
pandemic?
Before the pandemic, I worked 
two part-time jobs, attended 
college, attended the Material 
Institute (fashion program), 
and exhibited artwork, all while 
being a single mom shuttling 
between my activities and 
my daughter’s activities. I 
have been very fortunate this 
year to have the opportunity 
to actively display artwork 
in several galleries, which 
resulted in me having to face 
gallery shutdowns, exhibit 
cancellations, awkward 
COVID-19 openings, and job 
layoffs from both of my part-
time jobs. Second Story Gallery, 
which I am a member of, closed 
during the beginning of the 
pandemic. I have experienced 
losses during this time but also 
gains. Like with the Material 
Institute—although the class 
was canceled at the physical 
location, students and teachers 
were able to connect via Zoom.

You are in a group show at 
Antenna Gallery that opened 
last month. How does a show 
that opens during a pandemic 
operate compared to other 
openings you have had? 
Reconstruction 2020 was my 
fourth exhibition held during this 
pandemic. Navigating through 
the decisions of whether to 
have an opening during a health 
crisis is unprecedented. For 
my part, archiving the exhibits 
on my website has been a great 
alternative to the physical gallery 
space. The pandemic has shifted 
the norm of art show openings 

Even if you are someone who doesn’t care for the internet or 
screens in general, you can probably appreciate the benefits the 
internet has provided to us throughout the pandemic. It has 
kept lots of us employed, in school, entertained, and in touch, 
which has certainly been very important. But the internet is 
also a miserable pit full of lies, bad news, and new ways to argue 
with old friends and strangers, and it’s horrible. Screens get 
exhausting and infuriating after a while, and now, as we enter 
the seventh month of pandemic, I am frankly sick of them, their 
undeniable necessity notwithstanding.

Screens have, in any case, been the main way of interfacing 
with artwork this year, and if you look at art or make it, you 
are probably familiar with the experience of squinting crankily 
at the illuminated, pixelated image of a piece of art that was 
created to be looked at in person, and still not quite getting 
what you want from it. If so, I have some good news for you! 
Galleries are starting to reopen, and you can go to them! (If you 
are healthy, not immunocompromised or living with someone 
who is, and take all the necessary precautions, of course!) This 
month I talked to two artists who have exhibited in real-life 
galleries recently, or who have such shows coming up in the 
near future. Josiah Gagosian and Natori Green discuss the 
strange new shape of exhibiting art in person, and the unique 
benefits of life lived at a slower pace.

for everyone. The project 
behind the exhibition was a 
collaboration between Material 
Institute, Assemble, and Faustine 
Steinmetz. Reconstruction 2020 
came together within a short 
time frame curated by Jessica 
Lynne Brown.  It’s wonderful 
when I send a video of the group 
shows I participate in to people 
with underlying health issues 
who cannot attend in person.

The work you made for this 
show is wearable art, which 
you made with your daughter 
out of recycled materials. Can 
you talk about this work, and 
the process of making it?
From May 1st to June 12th, 
I and other students worked 
in isolation at home creating 
garments out of unconventional 
materials due to the temporary 
closure of the Material Institute. 
My garments were made of 
plastic trash bags that I fused 
with hot glue and thread 
and needle. Plastic Resort 
Wear examines the overuse 
of plastic in our society by 
finding a way to transform 
plastic’s short lifespan into 
something wearable and long 
term. I enjoyed researching the 
effects of plastic consumption 
and experimenting with how 
malleable it is. My daughter 
helped make the flowers, a 
box-shaped hat, and created 
a painting for the show. Her 
involvement in the show was 
important to me because I 
believe all kids are creative and 
an art career has no minimum 
age requirement.

Did you attend the in-person 
opening for Reconstruction 
2020 or your recent show at 
Second Story Gallery? If so, 
what were they like?
I attended in person the opening 
of both Antenna and Second 
Story Gallery. Antenna had a 
maximum of ten people total in 
the gallery space at once. Both 
galleries had available hand 
sanitizer, COVID-19 signage, 
and masks were required. It 
was great to see other people in 
attendance but weird having to 
keep social distance from friends 
who came out to support. At 
this time it is very difficult to 
navigate the natural desire to 
display your work publicly. 
Artists and galleries are in this 
together figuring out what is 
appropriate for both shows.

Top left:  “The Black Book” (2020)
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How have you been looking 
at artwork over the past few 
months? Is there any work 
you have seen lately that has 
resonated with you?
During the shutdown, I visited 
virtual museums such as the 
Google Arts & Culture page which 
has a treasure trove of art and 
artifacts to view, [as well as] The 
Met, The Louvre, The National 
Museum of African Art, The 
National Museum of Modern and 
Contemporary Art, Korea, and 
others. I do not let the confines of 
my house stop me from traveling. 
I have been researching mostly 
Black visual artists such as 
Frank Morrison, Bryan Collier, 
Kerry James Marshall, and 
Hurvin Anderson to name a few. 
I stay connected to the shows 
happening in the St Claude Arts 
District. It is so important for me 
to study artists of color and also 
popular artists like Jeff Koons, 
Picasso, and Andy Warhol to 
understand their careers and how 
they got to legendary status. Art 
history is very intriguing to me.

What is making you happy 
right now?
Before anything else in the 
world, I am happy spending 
quality time with my daughter. 
Having the opportunity to 
exhibit and connect with 
other talented individuals in 
New Orleans during this time 
makes me happy as well. As 
I mentioned earlier, I have 
participated in four group shows 
since the pandemic changed 
everyone’s lives. I have juggled 
school, my daughter’s education, 
a fashion program, a new job 
position as Communications 
Lead & Volunteer Coordinator 
of the Broadmoor Improvement 
Association, and managed my 
art endeavors while being a 
single parent. Organizing the 
Sisters Solidarity wellness / 

Black Lives Matter group show 
at the Second Story Gallery 
on September 12, and other 
upcoming exhibits, makes 
me happy. On paper, my life 
should not work but with the 
grace of God and people in our 
community’s encouragement, 
it does.

Natori Green’s wearable artwork 
can be seen in person at Antenna 
Gallery in the group show 
Reconstruction 2020 until 
September 6, and online here: 
isolation.materialinstitute.org/
natori-wynter-green/. Later in 
September, look for her work 
at Second Story Gallery. More 
can be found on her website, 
natorigreen.com.

JOSIAH GAGOSIAN

Josiah Gagosian draws, paints, 
and sculpts complex works that 
address nature, culture, and 
spirituality. His work connects 
ideas relating to selfhood with 
larger, universal ideas.

Are you able to make work right 
now? What does your practice 
look like during the pandemic?
I have a small studio space at 
home so thankfully, I’ve been 
able to continue creating work. 
I have attempted to become 
much more disciplined about 
my process over the past several 
years, so what began as a more 
fickle and intermittent habit 
has evolved into an almost daily 
practice. Even if it’s only for a 
couple hours, I make myself 
sit down and work. I find that 
when I’m distracted or not 
feeling particularly creative, 
just showing up and going 
through the motions is often 
enough. The fact that I work in 
various media and that there 
are many disparate facets to my 
process helps. If I don’t feel like 
painting, I can draw. If I don’t 
feel like drawing, I can gather 
photographic material or sculpt. 
Reading and writing are also a 
critical part of my process, so 
much of the preparation for 
my visual work often looks like 
me with a book in hand taking 
notes, writing poetry, or maybe 
consulting my tarot deck. The 
pandemic has removed much 
of the artificial urgency from 
my life, despite the continuous 
atmosphere of anxiety and 
uncertainty. I don’t feel so 
hurried or rushed to finish 
anything. There are no deadlines 
for the time being, but the work 

does help give shape to my days. 
Like many artists, I have always 
been prone to periods of self-
isolation, so some of that has 
felt like practice for my current 
situation which has involved a 
lot of inner reflection.

Have you lost work or 
opportunities due to the 
pandemic?
I just completed my MFA at the 
University of New Orleans this 
May, so I am still very much an 
“emerging artist.” I was working 
as a Graduate Assistant, teaching 
my own introductory painting 
class at the beginning of the 
pandemic, and I was hoping to 
find a more permanent teaching 
job. Of course, that has not worked 
out quite according to plan, and 
I am currently unemployed. 
However, I have been 
extraordinarily fortunate. Unlike 
many of my fellow graduate 
students, I was still able to have 
my thesis exhibition this January 
and was also part of a group show 
at Søren Christensen Gallery 
right before the stay-at-home 
order took effect. The sales of my 
work from both those events have 
helped sustain me financially, 
and I am also now represented by 
Spillman-Blackwell Fine Art and 
I am really excited to see where 
that takes me. I went from being a 
student, to gallery representation 
and Julia Street and Ogden debuts 
in less than a year, which is more 
than I had ever really dared to 
hope for. So, despite the weird 

contradictions of pandemic life, 
my career seems to be moving 
forward much faster than I had 
anticipated. Of course, I still have 
to figure out how that translates 
into financial stability during a 
pandemic. I was a bartender for 
many years before returning to 
school, so that would have been 
my emergency employment 
backup in the past. Now, of course, 
that isn’t very feasible.

Starting this month, your 
work is appearing in the 
Louisiana Contemporary 
exhibition at Ogden. Can you 
talk about the work you have 
in that show?
The sculptural painting I 
have at the Ogden is called 
Cipactli, que se traga al mundo 
entero (Cipactli, who swallows 
the whole world). It is part of 
a series of three sculptural 
paintings I created based on 
Mesoamerican cryptids. The 
pieces address certain places, 
specifically bodies of water, 
that I have lived near, and my 
relationship to those spaces 
both as an individual and as a 
human in general. As a human, 
I am inextricably bound up in 
this enormously destructive 
force that is obliterating the very 
landscapes that, as an individual, 
I have derived life and identity 
from, landscapes that I view 
as sacred. When I first started 
making sketches, I wanted to 

"Ahuizotl, que inunda nuestras casas" (2018)

cont’d on pg. 33
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79RS GANG
EXPECT THE UNEXPECTED
(SINKING CITY)

Expect the Unexpected is an apt 
title for this distinctly Mardi Gras 
Indian record that also doesn’t quite 
sound like the genre’s cornerstone 
recordings, or even 79rs Gang’s past 
releases. Bumping bass collides 
with the distinct pitter-patter of 
Indian tambourines on opener 
“79rs Bout to Blow.” On this album, 
Big Chief Romeo Bougere of the 
9th Ward Hunters and Big Chief 
Jermaine Bossier of the 7th Ward 
Creole Hunters spin their tales 
over diverse tracks that include 
vibrant electronic production, a 
brass band blowout, and even a 
sparse piano closer. The lavish 
arrangement and production on 
“War Cry” (featuring Nicholas 
Payton’s soaring trumpet) creates 
an epic feel that perfectly matches 
the duo’s snapshot of Mardi Gras 
Indian battles. Bougere and Bossier 
already have a full-length album 
and a 7” under their belts as 79rs 
Gang, but those recordings favor a 
less embellished approach to vocals 
and percussion. Those recordings 
work well, but Expect the Unexpected
feels explosive in comparison. 
The duo have found a powerful 
collaborative partner in Lost Bayou 
Rambler and producer-at-large Eric 
Heigle. The multi-instrumentalist 
thickens the 79rs’ sound with 
drum programming and bass synth 
parts, transforming tradition into 
something contemporary, much in 
the same way that his work with the 
Ramblers makes Cajun music feel 
modern. This album revolutionizes 
Mardi Gras Indian music in the same 
way that hard-hitting funk ruffl  ed 
feathers on Indian recordings in the 
1970s.  —William Archambeault

BRIGHT EYES
DOWN IN THE WEEDS, WHERE 
THE WORLD ONCE WAS
(DEAD OCEANS)

Bright Eyes is back after a nine-year 
absence. Their newest album was 
bred of a desire to put everything 

the band’s three musicians had 
experienced separately into an 
album together. There are some 
obvious standouts, such as “Forced 
Convalescence” and the previously-
released “Mariana Trench,” but 
the album isn’t fl ashy. You couldn’t 
call it a departure from their now-
iconic sound either, which makes 
it a natural extension of—and 
excellent addition to—the Bright 
Eyes catalogue. Conor Oberst’s 
trembling vocals have always lent 
an air of uncertainty to their music, 
but with respect to the terrifying 
mess that is living in the United 
States in 2020 (driven home here by 
lines like “There’s nothing left / no 
more to tear apart…”), the return of a 
familiar, beloved voice is a welcome 
remedy. The band members did not 
shy away from our current reality 
in their descriptions of a “world 
waving goodbye,” but they also made 
a deliberate decision to include some 
of the joy that stems from all the 
beautiful moments that took place in 
their lives in the last nine years apart. 
This album neither wallows in the 
fact that there is no way to go back 
to the way things were, nor applies a 
glossy coat to the anxiety and panic 
of living through a pandemic with a 
transnational crime syndicate leading 
the country. It allows the listener the 
permission to feel everything they 
need to feel in order to get through 
the day, because we need “to feel like 
there’s something to look forward to. 
We have to hold on. We have to hold 
on.” —Katie Sikora

CORIKY
S/T
(DISCHORD)

It’s 2020 and America is being ravaged 
by a pandemic, unemployment is 
rampant, militarized and unmarked 
federal stormtroopers are kidnapping 
peaceful protestors, a new video of 
police brutality seems to appear every 
few hours, the country is being run 
by a narcissistic dementia-riddled 
tyrant trying to politicize public 
health measures while sacrifi cing the 
poor, and the country actually feels 
like it is fi nally on the verge of a much-

needed revolution. We could all use 
a Fugazi album. Just like we almost 
impeached the aforementioned 
tyrant, we almost got that album. 
Coriky took the backbone of The 
Evens—Ian MacKaye and Amy 
Farina—and added the scientifi c and 
fl uid bass lines of Fugazi’s Joe Lally. 
I’ve never wanted to love an album 
more than I wanted to love this one. 
However, like the Democratic party’s 
choice for presidential nominee, I’m 
left underwhelmed and disappointed. 
Perhaps it’s because Guy Picciotto 
is my Bernie Sanders, and I’ve 
desperately wanted new music from 
him since Fugazi went on a seemingly 
permanent hiatus in 2003. Even 
without Guy, I feel this album could 
have been so much more. At best, 
Coriky produces songs that would 
fi t on Instrument (the soundtrack to 
Jem Cohen’s Fugazi documentary). 
At its worst, it’s wallpaper with some 
extremely, disappointingly average 
lyrics. “Clean Kill,” the opening track 
and fi rst single, was a promising tease. 
It defi nitely feels like an Instrument
track. Lally shines here as usual, and 
the dynamics of a Fugazi track are 
prevalent. Lyrically, it’s also one of 
the stronger songs on the record, as 
it paints the picture of a drone pilot 
going through a mundane day of 
small tasks while updating her relief, 
who will also be dropping bombs on 
Yemen wedding parties in the most 
disconnected manner. It’s shocking 
what we’ve allowed to become our 
norm, and this track perfectly paints 
that picture. The only other standout 
track is “BQM” with its solid build-up 
to the group sing-a-long and semi-
explosion of greatness; but in line 
with the overall disappointment this 
album induces, that moment is cut to 
just a tiny short burst. But hey, at least 
it left me wanting more. I expected 
this record to be the revolutionary 
soundtrack to this uprising, but it 
feels very “get out and vote” instead 
of “defund the police.” It’s a band-aid, 
and I’m sad that I put so much faith 
in it. However, I’m even sadder that 
I wrote these words, because I love 
these musicians so much. When I saw 
there was a track called, “Say Yes,” 
I hoped that it was an Elliott Smith 
cover (it wasn’t). But it made me think 
that if Ian and Amy had stripped The 
Evens down further into an acoustic 
Elliott Smith-esque album, it may 
serve them better than this toe-
dipping into the Fugazi ocean.
—Kevin Barrios

FANTASTIC NEGRITO
HAVE YOU LOST YOUR 
MIND YET?
(COOKING VINYL LIMITED)

Have You Lost Your Mind Yet? is 
the latest album from Oakland-
based Fantastic Negrito (née 
Xavier Dphrepaulezz). Fantastic 
Negrito’s sound is a blend of funk, 
hip-hop, soul, blues, and rock, 
showcasing the intersection and 
contradictions between the many 
diff erent aspects of U.S. music and 
the country itself. “How Long” is 
a gorgeous bluesy number that 
tries to appeal to the humanity in 
those who enact violence. “I’m So 
Happy I Could Cry,” featuring Tank 
and the Bangas’ Tarriona “Tank” 
Ball, examines the ways we try to 
fi ll voids within ourselves—but 
also that true happiness does and 
can exist. Other collaborations 
on this album are with Bay Area 
rapper/legend E-40 (“Searching 
for Captain Save a Hoe”), Japanese 
guitarist Masa Kohama (“Your Sex 
is Overrated”), and vocal artist/
activist Gina Madrid (“Justice in 
America”). In a May interview with 
Glide magazine, Dphrepaulezz 
explained that “[o]n this album 
I wanted to write about people I 
knew, people I grew up with, people 
whose lives I could personally 
aff ect, and whose lives have 
impacted me.” The songs on this 
album are politically and socially 
charged, but not without their 
moments of hope and joy. They are, 
after all, what keep us going.
—Mary Beth Campbell

FONTAINES D.C.
A HERO’S DEATH
(PARTISAN)

A Hero’s Death is the second full-
length from Irish indie punks 
Fontaines D.C., released just over 
a year after their acclaimed debut 
Dogrel. Like Dogrel, the songs on 
A Hero’s Death are grim and darkly 
funny, imbued with equal parts 
nihilism and empathy. In other 
words: this is a band (and album) 
that is more than fi tting for the 
world we now inhabit. The album 
opens with a somber statement in 
“I Don’t Belong,” a chafi ng against 
those who have expectations of 
others. The frantic, psychedelic 
post-punk “A Lucid Dream” is a 
rumination on the band’s own 
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rise, as well as the chaotic search 
for one’s own identity (“Ah, you’re 
all prone / To being anyone else / 
Other than you?”). “Love Is The 
Main Thing” is an art-rock dirge, 
reminiscent of Joy Division and 
The Velvet Underground. Finally, 
the titular “A Hero’s Death” is a 
bleak and rollicking send-up of the 
productization of human beings. 
Like so many other great punk 
bands before them, Fontaines D.C. 
force you to face uncomfortable and 
scary truths (“And please don’t lock 
yourself away / Just appreciate the 
grey”). —Mary Beth Campbell

GANSER
JUST LOOK AT THAT SKY
(FELTE)

Ganser’s sophomore album, 
Just Look at That Sky, works to 
build a dynamic landscape big 
enough to hold all of our warring 
frustration and admiration. The 
sentiment “Just look at that sky” 
is one usually aimed at delicately 
inspiring awe, and while this is 
partly the effect on this album, 
it’s also more commanding than 
this. On “Bad Form,” they sing, 
“Look at the sun” repeatedly 
with increasing forcefulness as 
the song comes to a close. This 
bleeds into “[NO YES],” a softer 
song that lends itself to more 
delicate sky-gazing. Just Look... is 
a tonally inquisitive album, with 
instrumental inflections on “Bad 
Form” that mimic a question-and-
answer series. “Shadowcasting” 
acts as its name suggests; the 
sound goes lower and slower, 
then is offset by a set of arpeggios 
that sound like windchimes. It’s 
a soothing break, but you feel the 
tension directly underneath. On 
“Told You So,” they sing, “I’ll wake 

up tomorrow, I’ll wake up alright” 
which becomes more insistent 
with each iteration. Rather than 
offering answers, this album 
simply provides the background 
for working out the questions, 
dancing and yelling the whole way 
through. —Marisa Clogher

GULCH
IMPENETRABLE CEREBRAL 
FORTRESS
(CLOSED CASKET ACTIVITIES)

Gulch plays Hardcore with a capital 
H. Impenetrable Cerebral Fortress’ 
titular opening song starts the album 
off with an explosive combination of 
rabid-dog vocals, aggressive riffage, 
and decimating drums. Impenetrable 
Cerebral Fortress is technically the 
group’s first full-length, but the eight 
tracks fly by in a dizzying 16 minutes, 
every second of which feels urgent. 
Gulch’s sound is a hybrid of different 
metal and punk styles united under 
the banner of aggressive emotions 
and the overarching umbrella of 
Hardcore. The only time the group 
lets up is on their closing version of 
post-punk icons Siouxsie and the 
Banshees’ “Sin in My Heart.” Their 
rendition is a slow burner compared 
to the rest of the material, but 
almost feels excessive in force when 
compared to the original version’s 
artsy and dramatic execution. Then 
again, Gulch wouldn’t have it any 
other way. The band made tidal 
waves with their first 7” in 2018 but 
haven’t returned to properly follow 
it up until now. Despite their small 
discography, the band has already 
amassed a cult following. Don’t 
expect to get a physical copy of this 
album anytime soon unless you’re 
willing to pay absurd markups on 
Discogs. The entire first pressing 
sold out almost instantaneously. 
Some people in the hardcore world 
argue that Gulch is overhyped, but 
their anger appears to be resonating 
with more than a few people.
—William Archambeault

HO99O9
BLURR
(TOYS HAVE POWERS)

Ho99o9 has had a lot to say in 
recent months. Topical singles like 
“Pigs Want Me Dead” and “Pray or 
Prey” have been eerie soundtracks 
for the summer of George Floyd 
and Black Lives Matter. The metal 
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/ punk / rap provocateurs continue 
to stay timely on BLURR opener 
“Beneath the Earths Crust,” 
yet another piercing depiction 
of mid-2020. On it, Ho99o9 
addresses COVID-19 fears and a 
“government shit show.” BLURR 
is an eclectic mixtape, spanning 
the entire spectrum of the duo’s 
sound. On the opener, they scream 
their laments over a slow doom 
metal instrumental, courtesy of 
Mammoth Grinder guitarist Mark 
Bronzino. In contrast, “Hardcore,” 
laden with angelic background 
vocals and spacious wah-wah guitar, 
stands out as one of Ho99o9’s 
most laid back recordings to date. 
BLURR, like most mixtapes, has 
its highs and lows. The duo end 
on an especially high note with a 
collaboration featuring Eyehategod 
agitator-in-chief Mike IX Williams. 
United together, the trio lay waste 
to “Firefly Family,” a revved-up 
number that jumps back and forth 
between industrial production and 
metallic hardcore aggression.
—William Archambeault

KILLER WHALE
TASTES LIKE YESTERDAY
(DEVIL IN THE WOODS)
 
New Orleans-based Killer Whale 
is the project of Louisiana native 
Thomas Johnson, who according to 
the band’s website also spends time 
in Austin and San Francisco. Johnson 
cooks up mid-tempo jams that reflect 
his travels—songs that sound like 
they belong as equally in an urban 
California bedroom as they might 
at an outdoor music festival. His 
guitar defines these compositions: 
bent blue notes, major key melodies, 
shades of funk, soul, and R&B—a jam 
band with pop sensibilities. Over 
everything, Johnson’s gruff tenor lifts 
into falsetto. This music wants to take 

us away “to another time and place,” 
as “Canopy” promises. Even love 
songs like “Plenty of Time” are laid 
back. New Orleans animates “High 
on Yo Love,” which varies the pattern 
without sounding out of place. Yet, 
from “I used to get worked up trying 
to be someone I had in my mind” to 
“Well, maybe your culture will just 
explode,” Johnson acknowledges the 
world from which his music promises 
we can escape. Maybe we can’t really 
escape the world. But momentarily, 
transcendence seems possible, 
and to borrow Johnson’s song title, 
“Everything Is Cool.” —Tom Andes

LAWN
JOHNNY
(COMMUNITY / MUSCLE BEACH)

Lawn, a post-punk outfit based 
out of New Orleans, hones in on a 
familiar social consciousness in their 
mature sophomore album, Johnny. 
The 9-track LP balances heavy 
themes with equally heavy-hitters, 
reaching a sweet spot between 
catchy jingles and aggressive vision. 
The album single “Jane Ryan” is a 
poised buildup culminating in the 
anthemic cry to “Respect the place 
you’re coming from.” Carefully 
navigating neuroses in three-minute 
sludge riffs, the album’s punk-
leaning tones transcend into pop 
humility: “This credit card is my 
saviour” Rui DeMagalhaes sings in 
“Summertime.” DeMagalhaes, who 
grew up in Nicaragua and Venezuela, 
meets Mac Folger’s Bible Belt 
upbringing. The symbiotic musical 
connection between the two sears 
their diverging perspectives into a 
new life. In “Nighttime Creatures,” 
Mac complains, “We’ve all got 
something to prove.” Bringing in 
social taboo, the titular “Johnny” 
grapples with being an outcast from 
something you never even wanted 
to be a part of. Through golden 
hooks and frustrated shouts, Lawn’s 
latest offering accomplishes a self-
awareness some bands never reach. 
—Danielle Dietze

THE MEKONS
EXQUISITE
(SELF-RELEASED)
 
Exquisite as in exquisite corpse, the 
surrealist method of composition 
in which collaborators pass a 
text around, each contributor 

prevented from seeing what 
previous contributors have written. 
The title refers to the fact that the 
album was recorded in COVID-19 
lockdown: according to liner notes 
on Bandcamp, members “sang and 
played into their mobile phones and 
emailed, uploaded, and WhatsApped 
their wailings, beatings, scratching, 
and strumming.” Yet, despite the 
sound collage that opens it, this is 
the most accessible record they’ve 
made in years. Heavy on the bass, 
incorporating dub and reggae into 
post-apocalyptic folk, The Mekons 
sound like they could dance their 
way to the end of the world—at least 
until the next depressive dirge. The 
title track’s “quest for the lowest 
possible cost of production” gets 
explicitly political. Elsewhere, lyrics 
range from existential (“I’m not 
afraid of human beings / only the 
inhuman inside them”) to decadent 
but still political (“There’s gonna 
be a party tonight / gonna get 
some wood and build a fire in the 
rain”). The latter is from “Corn and 
Grain,” which seems to be about 
resurrection. It’s maybe an antidote 
to this: “Goodnight ladies, the 
boat went down, all we worked for 
fucking gone.” —Tom Andes

NATION OF GUMBOLIA
FILÉ
(GUMBOLIA MUSIC)

Nation of Gumbolia has released a 
fiery debut album featuring storied 
drummer Joe Lastie Jr. Filé explores 
their roots in the Mardi Gras Indian 
world, simmered with Lastie’s 
expertise in traditional New Orleans 
jazz, brass band, and gospel styles. 
Each track incorporates its own 
take on broader genres—think R&B, 
rock’n’roll and soul—combined with 
the band’s ceremonial roots. Nation 
of Gumbolia is a newly formed group 

that has done just a handful of live 
performances, including French 
Quarter Festival in 2019. They 
enlisted Lastie—a fourth generation 
New Orleans musician who has 
played with the likes of Fats Domino, 
Irma Thomas, and Preservation Hall 
Jazz Band—to add an essential layer 
of expertise to the album. “No No 
No” and “Dive in That Gumbo’’ meld 
accelerated drumlines with Mardi 
Gras Indian calls, flutes, and electric 
guitar; “I Be Sowing,” is built on a 
base of neo-traditionalist jazz with 
touches of rock’n’roll, and Neville 
Brothers-type funk. Echoing the 
recent release of 79rs Gang’s Expect 
The Unexpected, Filé reflects upon 
new interpretations of the rhythms 
that New Orleans has loved for 
generations. Their take on it is all 
their own: methodical, inventive, 
and expertly crafted. —Julia Engel

ORVILLE PECK
SHOW PONY
(COLUMBIA)

Orville Peck, the mysterious, masked 
queer cowboy, shook up both the 
indie rock and country worlds in 
2019 with his debut album, Pony. 
His follow up, the six song EP Show 
Pony is a tight collection of songs 
that expands upon Peck’s signature 
shoegaze take on country music. 
Show Pony opens with the wistful 
“Summertime,” a beautifully 
desolate yearning for better things. 
The trucker ballad “Drive Me, 
Crazy” is reminiscent of Nebraska-
era Springsteen (“Tall tales we make 
up, our eyes on the road / Nothin’ 
lasts forever, that’s how it goes”). 
Peck, in his aesthetic and music 
style, draws heavily from the older 
eras of country music while bringing 
in his own modern voice. Closing 
track “Fancy” is a queer cover of 
Bobbie Gentry’s 1970 story-song 
about the unapologetic rise of a sex 
worker from outside New Orleans 
(“I got me a Georgia mansion / And 
an elegant New York townhouse 
flat / And I ain’t done bad”). And, 
we would be remiss if we did not 
mention “Legends Never Die,” his 
glitzy duet with Shania Twain—both 
an homage to ‘90s country pop and a 
celebration of the new era of country 
music for which Peck is a herald.
 —Mary Beth Campbell

Reviews Cont’d on pg. 34



33  *  ANTIGRAVITY  *  SEPTEMBER 2020

fi nd a way to address a socio-
political issue in a manner that 
was more nuanced, complex, 
and rooted in a personal mythos 
and spirituality.

Cipactli is the name of a Nahua 
cryptid with various alligator 
and amphibian traits, a ravenous 
creature with a mouth at every 
one of its joints, often associated 
with the deity Tlaltecuhtli, the 
devouring “earth monster.” My 
mother’s side of the family is 
Mexican, and that particular 
mixture of European and 
Indigenous cultures has always 
informed my work. In the 
painting, the gaping maw of 
Cipactli surrounds an image 
of a nude, tentacled, three-
headed male fi gure born aloft 
on an oil buoy before a burning 
oil refi nery. With this sort of 
grotesque imagery I wanted to 
reach beyond overly obvious 
pronouncements concerning 
binaries of good and evil to call 
up a more primeval destructive 
force out of which all our greed 
and ambition emerge, and by 
which they will eventually be 
“swallowed whole.”

The structure and aesthetic 
of the piece is rooted in 
Mexican culture, but the 
piece also pays homage to 
the carnival traditions of the 
Americas, particularly as I have 
experienced them here in New 
Orleans, where I have lived 
for 15 years. My husband and I 
used to make elaborate masks 
every year and march into the 
French Quarter with the Krewe 
of St. Anne. It was through 
these experiences that I became 
interested in the funereal 
other-side of Carnival, in its 
role as a channel, not just for joy 
and whimsy, but as a dynamic 
and defi ant response to death, 
violence, and oppression.

How have you been looking 
at artwork over the past few 
months? Is there any work 
you have seen lately that has 
resonated with you?
When I dropped my work off  
at the Ogden I was able to view 
the current exhibitions there, 
but that was the fi rst time I had 
viewed any art in person since 
First Saturday back in March. 
Entwined, in particular, is a 
stunningly diverse and elegantly 
curated show featuring a broad 
array of styles, media, and 
conceptual approaches. I look at 
a lot of art online and I am pretty 
active on social media, especially 
now with all this extra free time. 
I often use Instagram as a way 
to see and discover other artists’ 
work. Fran De Anda and Milka 
Lolo come to mind as a couple of 
Mexican artists whose paintings 
I am enjoying right now. I am 
also completely entranced by 
Bisa Butler’s textile work and 
the particular ways she engages 
a complex and often painful 
past and present with a vision 
that just sings with life and 
color. More locally, I’m really 
digging Ida Floreak and Keith 
Perelli’s work right now for their 
approaches to acrylic painting 
and collage respectively, both of 
which I use in my own work.

What is making you happy 
right now?
I speak about solitude, but 
really, I’m never truly alone 
these days. I live with my 
husband, two dogs, and a cat. My 
work is only an extension of my 
time with them. The things that 
nourish me and energize the 
work are the things that truly 
matter, the relationships and the 
love that permeate my life, the 
people (human and non) who 
form my motley little family. 
Crises have a way of recentering 
your life and stripping away 
unnecessary distractions. I feel 
a certain clarity now. I suppose 
that’s what I consider “happy.”

Louisiana Contemporary opens 
at the Ogden Museum of Southern 
Art on September 5. You can fi nd 
information about Josiah’s work 
at spillmanblackwellart.com, and 
more images on Instagram:
@josiahgagosian.

Parts one and two of the “Lonely 
Palette” series can be found in the 
May 2020 and June 2020 issues.

LONELY PALETTE
CONT’D FROM PG. 29

that’s what I consider “happy.”
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THE PSYCHEDELIC FURS
MADE OF RAIN
(COOKING VINYL LIMITED)

“A flight of crows my insect heart / 
The ticking veins this godless dark.” 
So opens Made of Rain, the first full-
length album from The Psychedelic 
Furs since 1991. As one of the foremost 
bands in the post-punk/new wave 
scene, The Psychedelic Furs’ moody 
power-pop has influenced countless 
bands over the decades. It has been 
almost 30 years since the release of 
their last album, World Outside, but 
the Furs manage to avoid sounding 
dated or as though they are trying to 
grasp at relevance here. Made of Rain 
is what you would expect and hope for 
from a new Psychedelic Furs album—
moody, sardonic new wave. The 
songs are, at times, darker and more 
introspective in tone than even the 
early works, but the band has, after all, 
lived much life since their last album. 
And from this they strike a balance 
between the dark and the hopeful. 
Lead singer Richard Butler seethes 
on the deliciously gothic “Come All 
Ye Faithful” and “Don’t Believe” 
while offering a more sentimental 
lilt on songs such as “Stars” and the 
anthemic “You’ll Be Mine.” Made of 
Rain may not be genre-defining, but it 
holds its own in the new wave canon. 
—Mary Beth Campbell

R. SCULLY
EAT YOUR TOES
(SELF-RELEASED)

There is a market for children’s 
music packaged both as fun for kids 
and gentle on a parent’s fraying 
sanity. Trawling through Google, you 
can find several children’s albums by 
famous recording artists, but they’re 

often—like Christmas albums—more 
of a novelty. André 3000 and Johnny 
Cash are the elusive exceptions, but 
these albums are rarely hip enough 
for rad parents or weird enough 
for kids. R. Scully, formerly of the 
Morning 40 Federation, wants to 
create something the whole family 
can enjoy with his new release, Eat 
Your Toes: R. Scully’s Songs for All 
Ages. The New Orleans-based multi-
instrumentalist finds inspiration in 
his three kids and creates a wide-
ranging and earnestly fun collection 
of silly songs. Tracks like “See Me 
Dance” and the title track “Eat 
Your Toes’’ strike that rare balance 
between goofy, funky, and the type of 
true weirdness that springs from the 
minds of children, creating a Captain 
Kanga-Beefheart vibe. Other tracks, 
such as “Wybonesy” and “Ceci 
Darlin,’’ sound like standard folk 
songs for children. Finally, “Love in 
My Heart” and “T-Roy’s Pirogue” are 
a couple of hyper-localized, NOLA-
inspired standards for folks who 
wish WWOZ had a children’s hour. 
Eat Your Toes shows that former 
party-rockers can land comfortably 
in the goofiness of parenthood, 
finding that an audience of three 
munchkins might be more fulfilling 
than a bar full of adults. —Andrew 
Mullins, III

TRANCHE
END OF WATCH
(SELF-RELEASED)

In 2020, the river of ‘90s musical 
resurgence has washed past the 
greasy paroxysm of early grunge and 
well into the poppy introspection 
of late ‘90s/early 2000s indie 
rockers. At the same time, some of 
the decade’s darker and moodier 
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Veronika Lee

RED LIGHT FEVER

VIRTUA MALL 1.0

It’s a hot August Wednesday 
and I’ve washed up ashore in 
aquamarine waters. A mirage of a 
Patrick Nagel-esque retail space 
appears and soft, thumping synths 
beckon me inside as I turn my back 
from the glittery water. Expecting 
to hear “Rio” by Duran Duran, I am 
instead greeted by a sleek A.I. torso 
queen in cat-eye glasses.

I’m not dreaming, and I have not left 
New Orleans. I am playing “Virtua 
Mall,” a retro-esque video game 
for Mac and PC that showcases the 
sounds of synth chanteuse Delores 
Galore (a.k.a. Gabrielle Washington) 
and her creative partner Pearce
(a.k.a. Dexter Gilmore), the duo 

Orleans music scene. The game 
plays out like an Italo disco version 
of Myst directed by Jim Wynorski, 
where you can navigate the familiar 
yet futuristic virtual mall that 
houses a movie theater (showcasing 
local videos at that) and an arcade 
where you can play a game within 
the game, the somehow soothing 
“Alien Skrilla” fi rst-person shooter. 
There’s just something about 
aiming mindlessly at space invaders 
that adds to the game’s tranquility-
inducing escapism. On the second 
fl oor of the mall, players can 
guest DJ in a pulsating club full of 
gyrating dancers.

“The idea spawned from our live 
stream series ‘The Chamber,’ 
where we play music videos from 

being another free 3D creation 
platform). Washington has high 
praise for the creative force and 
founder of Blender, Ton Roosendaal. 
In contrast to multipotentialites 
like Elon Musk and Jeff  Bezos, 
Roosendaal seems to just “want 
people to create and not make 
money [off  of them].”

Speaking of money, it is not out of 
desperation that Delores Galore 
has generated her virtual space. 
The artist insists that as a Black 
creative, she is selling more music 
than ever before. “One of the reasons 
[for this] being that people have 
realized that Black artists are under-
represented, undervalued, and 
oftentimes go unheard. I feel with 
people being isolated and stuck at 
home they are able to refl ect on how 
they have contributed to that and 
how they would like to fi x that issue. 
One solution... actually buying and 
searching for Black artists’ music 
you enjoy. I really hope it is not a 
fad, because there are so many Black 

independent artists, so we thought, 
‘How could we experience all of 
these artists in one place that 
felt like a virtual experience?’” 
Washington calls attention to the 
entrepreneurial aspects of the game. 
“In classic mall fashion, you will 
see a kiosk where you can purchase 
music from artists’ Bandcamp.”

According to Gilmore, the two 
started learning how to code from 
YouTube tutorials which led them 
to the completely free, cloud-based 
3D software Unity. (According to the 
company’s site, Unity is “the world’s 
leading platform for creating and 
operating interactive, real-time 3D 
content [that] enables you to quickly 
create, easily operate, and fully 
monetize your game.”)

“The software we use has a huge 
community that wants to learn 
Unity for video game creation and 
we use Blender to make the objects 
in the game,” says Gilmore (Blender 

better known from Sexy Dex and The 
Fresh. While musicians everywhere 
have been struggling to adjust to the 
changing music business landscape, 
Washington and Gilmore have 
adapted by literally creating their 
own world. According to Washington, 
she and bandmate Gilmore wanted 
to fi nd “a new and interesting way 
to distribute visual art and music in 
a way that felt interactive to people, 
being that we cannot perform 
physically in front of an audience.” 
While she still sequesters herself 
away to compose music via Ableton 
for her solo project, Washington and 
Gilmore take their combined sounds 
a step further.

Looking at the pastel Miami Vice-
esque visuals in their “Virtua 
Mall” collaboration, gamers are 
instantly transported to an ethereal 
neon sphere where the true stars 
are the San Junipero-like beats of 
Delores Galore, Pearce, and other 
independent artists from the New 

artists out there doing really cool 
things, and they need to be heard. 
I do have this thought that funds 
may run out, but then I think about 
people out there that have way more 
money than I, and how they can 
support artists long term. We will 
have to wait and see.”

Virtua Mall 1.0 is available 
for purchase and download at 
virtuamall.net.

infl uences have begun seeping 
into the underground metal and 
punk scenes, forgoing the self-
satisfaction of technical prowess 
for unpredictable song structure 
and atmosphere. Tranche—a New 
Orleans-based side-project between 
Laura Fisher, Jeremy Marx, Devin 
Kerrigan, and Jonathan Arceneaux— 
has a new release, End of Watch, 
which strikes an impressive balance 
between the dystopian dreamscapes 
of the ‘90s underground and the 
contemporary dark folk of artists 
like Emma Ruth Rundle. Each 
member of Tranche has their 
primary musical project (Biglemoi 
and Matron, to name two). These 
bands’ sounds are much lighter than 
Tranche, opting more for a shoe-
gaze than a death stare. The songs 
can be algebraic and self-eff acing. 
Tranche, on the other hand, lets it 
rip. They create more abstract and 
gloomy soundscapes punctuated 
with Fisher’s seering and haunting 
vocals. Unfortunately, the band says 
this might be their last collaboration, 
as they’re shifting to focus on their 
other projects. Let’s hope it’s just a 
temporary pause for Tranche and 
that End of Watch sprouts weird 
tentacles to hold this band together. 
—Andrew Mullins, III

Got a message to 
broadcast?
ANTIGRAVITY is 
currently offering 
hella cheap COVID-19 
era ad rates. Email 
advertising@
antigravitymagazine.com 
for more info!

Got an album, video, or something else 
in production? Want to talk about how 
it’s getting made? Contact Veronika at 
veronikald37@gmail.com.
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In the realm of fire, the Wand is 
the carrier of the flame. The Ace 
of Wands is handed over from 
the mighty spirit of Inspiration 
herself; in perfect timing we 
receive a gift of passion strong 
enough to move an idea from 
a simple thought-form into a 
material reality. In this instance, 
we will need to be assertive 
and we might see this Ace of 
Wands as a strong spine holding 
us up as we push onward, 
demanding what we know to be 
right. A similar thought might 
occur suddenly among many 
persons; and though it is likely 
unconventional, if this vision 
unfolds, it should be pursued. It 
is an absolute truth that there 
is no stopping an idea whose 
time has come. This one will 
mean fewer words and finer 
points and the kind of calm that 
destabilizes your opponents’ 
confidence.

The Tower fell some months 
back but the façades continue to 
crack and decay. It will be easy 
to see which allies are made of 
two-faces and which among 
us have misrepresented our 
agendas. What was covered is 

be necessary to respond with 
a clear and uncompromising 
message, but the real magic 
comes when the dust settles and 
the backstage dramas are left in 
plain sight. This Tower takes the 
whole illusion with it as it falls 

losing ourselves into the basic 
actions of pleasant work. We may 
hear our mind whisper you were 
born for this and we should listen 
to those words. Every action 
toward justice counts. Now is 
not the time to underestimate or 
undermine ourselves. It is wildly 
important that we withhold our 
consent when asked to witness 
ourselves as the perpetually 
inadequate consumer, the passive 
recipients of images and their 
attendant meanings. It is now that 
we become ever more fiercely 
ourselves. We need to hear one 
another’s voices speaking in the 
tones of truthfulness. We need 
marches in the streets and letters 
written by the thousands. We 
need mutual aid networks and 
educational materials. We need 
stories and other medicines. We 
need it all. May your purpose rise 
to meet you. —Michelle Embree; 
illustration by Karla Rosas

We need marches in the streets and 
letters written by the thousands. 
We need mutual aid networks and 
educational materials. We need stories 
and other medicines. We need it all.
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revealed and a lively, perhaps 
heated clashing of concerns will 
ensue. This is where we need 
our Wand, our Ace, our spine. 
Anger is a perfect emotion, same 
as the others. Its purpose is to 
alert us to broken boundaries 
and simultaneously motivate 
us to regain equilibrium. It will 

and should you cast your spells 
in favor of justice, may you bind 
wrong-doers from securing non-
disclosures.

We find both reprieve and 
purpose in the Eight of Pentacles 
at this time. Despite the tumult, 
we wind up in our best element, 






