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“Fuck grace. We all 
do what we must to 
get through it.”pg. 40

Some of y’all already know this 
about me but I’m a little bit of 
an organization freak. It’s one 
of those blessings-curses in 
that it does most often make 
for a peaceful environment. 
But it can also feel like one of 
those maddening itches you 
can’t quite scratch when things 
are awry, like disheveled piles 
of papers and random shit 
everywhere on what should 
otherwise be clean and inviting 
work surfaces. But overall I fi nd 
it a pleasant way to pass the 
time by putting things in their 
place and squaring everything 
up. Naturally, as the odometer 
turns over on this planet and 
we get to spin into another new 
year, I always fi nd it a great time 
to dig deep, explode dark, dusty 
piles of accumulated crap, and 
refresh anything and everything 
I can make time for. There are 
a couple of tools especially that 
have helped me with this task 
over the years, so I’d like to 
spend the start of 2021 briefl y 
extolling their virtues.

First up is that staple of 
church groups and anarchist 
bookfairs alike: the six-foot 
folding table (and its adorable 
cousin the four-footer). These 
are really unsung heroes of 
our civilization. Folded up, 
these tables are practically 
two-dimensional. Set up, they 
really shine. Whenever I have 
a big organization project, the 
fi rst step is to pop one up so 
I have a fresh, sturdy surface 
to work with. The table then 
becomes a port in the storm, 
where things come and go, get 
identifi ed, labeled, grouped 
together, repacked, or tossed. 
Whatever the outcome, at the 
end of the project the table 
is empty and it goes back to 
its upright position. Another 
thing I love is a good metro rack 
(chrome or black wire with 
the notched poles and plastic 
sleeves)—double envy points if 
they have wheels. Anyone who’s 
worked in the service industry 
already knows how much abuse 

these shelves can withstand. The 
simple design, functionality, and 
adjustability make for an elegant 
solution to almost any home or 
business organizational need. 
Do I sound like a catalogue? 
Last, there’s something out 
there called the “Really Useful 
Box” and it comes exactly as 
advertised. Not only are they 
pretty durable and available in 
almost every conceivable size, 
but they aren’t thin or tapered 
like a lot of your standard plastic 
containers. The ANTIGRAVITY
archives—both sizes—fi t into 
these boxes perfectly. So, 
whatever your resolutions are 
for 2021, I hope they include 
a prayer of gratitude to those 
simple tools—a trusty pen, a 
favorite-colored sticky note—
that change your dreams and 
ideas into real results.

And speaking of blowing up 
dark and dusty corners, you 
may see a lot of changes to 
your ANTIGRAVITY this 
year—some fundamental, and 
some around the edges, as a 
lot of personal life events are 
happening over here among AG 
editorial. I’d like to think that 
this magazine has somehow 
thrived amid chaos and ever-
churning change, whether 
that was taking a hit early 
on during Katrina, this last 
historically-challenging year, or 
even simply existing as a print 
magazine during the medium’s 
apocalyptic decline. Themes 
of destruction and rebirth are 
always present within these 
pages, and this fi rst issue of 
2021 is no exception. I hope 
you’ll stick around as we work 
out some growing pains and 
continue to evolve. And even 
as we bear down on issue #200, 
which is just around the corner, 
know that ANTIGRAVITY
will always remain a work in 
progress, a process even the 
best of us—especially the best of 
us—never escape. Here’s to the 
promise of new chapters, and 
what delights and fresh breezes 
they may bring. —Dan Fox
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your philosophical bent towards 
knowing and understanding what it 
is to be free in the real world?

CAPRICORN
Happy you season, you beautiful, 
hard-working hedonists! The sun 
is transiting your sign this month, 
and it is a most auspicious time to 
fully step into your truth and live in 
accordance with your best plans, as 
well as impulses. Be discerning, keep 
your wits about you, and protect 
your heart. Saturn and Jupiter have 
both been transiting your sun for the 
last 2.5 and 1.5 years respectively, 
and you might be feeling less 
integrated into the community and 
more inwardly focused. Venus will 
enter your sign on January 8th, 
indicating now is a good opportunity 
to take a few weeks to focus on love 
and other personal relationships, as 
well as beauty and rest.

AQUARIUS
You are sure to be feeling a burst 
of potential now that Jupiter has 
entered your sign. The flip side, 
of course, is that Saturn has also 
entered your sign. Just when you 
are feeling like people are finally 
on the same page as you in terms of 
humanitarian goals and collective 
care, the environment will impose 
blockages that you (we!) must 
overcome. The sun will move into 
your sign on January 20th, and 
hopefully by then you will have had 
time to adjust and plan. You are 
the fixed air sign, like electricity, or 
the deep cold of winter that stings 
your nose. The sun’s movement into 
your sign is like a jolt to this electric 
nature, so use it wisely!

PISCES
The sun will be transiting your 
11th and 12th houses this month, 
indicating the end of a yearlong 
chapter. As you know, your season 
will begin later next month. Like 
birthdays themselves, entering the 
month where the sun transits our sun 
sign is an opportunity to be reborn, 
to shed the old, and set intentions 
for the new. The recent great 
conjunction of Saturn and Jupiter is 
bound to be having lasting effects on 
your subconscious as it transits your 
twelfth house (the house associated 
with Pisces). You may not understand 
clearly the changing flow of how you 
relate to society, and will benefit 
greatly from trusting your naturally 
strong intuition.

ARIES
The month starts for you with a 
focus on the big picture. This can 
feel uncomfortable for Aries, since 
your focus is so often on right here, 
right now. The sun will be transiting 
your tenth house of public image and 
career. This is an excellent time to 
make moves to affect real change in 
the world. Your ruling planet, Mars, 
will be in fellow fire sign Sagittarius 
until January 8th. This is potent 
energy to understand why you do what 
you do—and then doing it! Create, 
move the earth, use that compulsive 
nature and fire to start new projects, 
and then harness the cardinal 
Capricorn energy to see them through.

TAURUS
This month starts with a grand 
trine between the sun in Capricorn, 
the moon in Virgo, and Taurus on 
the descendent. For you, lovely 
Taurus, if you’ve been feeling stuck 
or stubborn, the 4th is a good day to 
tune in to yourself and journal about 
how (or even if ) you’d like to be more 
driven, and how you could work to 
make your emotional reactions more 
malleable (but still authentic!). Mars 
will be transiting your sign starting 
on the 6th through the end of the 
month, strengthening the bond 
between your ego and your will.

GEMINI
This month the sun will be 
transiting your eighth house, with 
a conjunction of the sun and Pluto 
on January 14th. Earth seasons are 
not always the easiest time for our 
free, breezy way of being, but we 
are all forced to live through them, 
and this eighth house-Scorpio-
Pluto energy is going to make the 
wind howl through the caves of 
our subconscious and our deepest 
desires. Harness this difficult, 

transformational energy by having 
the conversations that you’ve been 
avoiding, either with yourself (twin-
to-twin) or the people with whom 
you share deep soulful connections.

CANCER
This month the sun will spend 20 days 
transiting Capricorn, your sister sign. 
The Cancer-Capricorn axis concerns 
dependence vs. independence, or 
perhaps emotional vs. structural 
support—Cancer will fish for you; 
Capricorn will teach you how to fish. 
Both have their value. We all need 
support sometimes, but this season 
might be about breaking unhealthy 
patterns where you are providing 
too much support, without setting 
parameters that teach your loved 
ones to nurture themselves. The new 
moon on January 13th is a good time 
to do what you can to let go of these 
patterns and set intentions for more 
sustainable ways of showing love.

LEO
You are bound to feel the large 
shift in energy that is happening 
after the great conjunction of 
Jupiter and Saturn in Aquarius 
last month. These planets are 
foils for one another, the former 
about our boundless potential, the 
latter about discipline. Likewise, 
Leo and Aquarius are opposite (or 
sister) signs, an axis of individual 
vs. collective, or ego vs. superego. 
Finding the way to harness your 
obvious, brighter-than-the-sun 
individuality within this 2.5 year 
cycle of societal focus on the 
collective might be difficult, but it 
will be worth it. The full moon on the 
28th will be a good opportunity to 
take time to recognize any toxic ego 
needs and release them in the name 
of what you can provide: true love, 
humility, and leadership.

VIRGO
This month the sun will spend most 
of its time in Capricorn, your fellow 
earth sign. Being in a season that 
shares an element with our sun 
sign is generally beneficial, and this 
month the sun will transit your fifth 
house of creativity and romance. 
If you’ve felt afflicted lately (who 
hasn’t?) it might help to let your 
conscious mind breathe. There is 
a way to be of service to others and 
hardworking without sacrificing too 
much fun, romance, or creativity. 
Give yourself moments to feel shiny, 
to rest, and to seek pleasure.

LIBRA
Venus, your ruling planet, will 
be in Sagittarius and transiting 
your third house of intellect and 
communication for the first ten 
days of the month. The third house 
is ruled by your fellow air sign, 
Gemini, and is an arena of somewhat 
scattered, loose, impressionable 
energy. This Sagittarius/Venus 
energy transiting this house might 
find your energy particularly 
scattered when it comes to love 
and relationships. The sun will be 
transiting your fourth house of 
home and security during Capricorn 
season, and then move into your 
fifth house when Aquarius season 
starts. This whole month is a good 
time to go inward, investigate your 
emotional needs, and then invest in 
deep, loyal connections.

SCORPIO
Where your fixed water meets 
cardinal earth, it can feel like a 
meteor disturbing the still surface 
of a lake. The best option is to 
ride these ripples and waves, to 
recognize that your feminine 
receptive nature can’t be in control 
at all times, and to take the blows 
and transform that energy. Pluto, 
your ruling planet (and planet of 
transformation), will conjunct the 
sun on January 14th in your third 
house. Has your communication or 
intellect been suffering? Transform 
it. Is it solid? Transform it still. 
There is always room to explore 
further depths of yourself.

SAGITTARIUS
Venus will finish its transit through 
your sign over the course of the first 
ten days of the month, bringing love 
and relationships to the forefront 
of your day-to-day experience. 
Sagittarius can sometimes get a 
bad rap for how they operate in 
relationships, but your bluntness 
and dedication to personal freedom 
(when mediated) are core strengths 
that keep you from living in other 
people’s bullshit. However, learning 
temperance in these habits and 
desires during Capricorn season 
could lead to building better 
relationship foundations. Jupiter 
(your ruling planet) recently moved 
into Aquarius, another freedom-
loving sign, but one with a focus on 
collective goals. How can you apply illustration by Artemesia Trapeze

by Taylor Balkissoon
WILD WAVES

This month we bid adieu to our longest-serving ( five years!) astrologer Christina 
Igoe (who you can still follow on Instagram at @iamastrology). For 2021 
ANTIGRAVITY welcomes Taylor Balkissoon, a “queer mixed race person 
(Jamaican and French Canadian), Gemini Sun-Cancer moon-Virgo Rising, with 
Mars and Venus and Jupiter conjunct in Leo,” who also DJs and works with 
Southern Solidarity. You can find sign-specific playlists and additional spiritual 
content on her Instagram at @what_are_the_wild_waves_saying.

Happy Capricorn Season, folks! When many people think of Capricorns they 
think of repressed workaholics. We can, however, subvert these stereotypes by 
collectively channeling the sea goat. Healthy Capricorn energy embodies the 
capacity and the will to enact lasting changes in the physical realm, as well as a 
(sometimes unnerving) idealism, endless energy, and deep empathy. Capricorn 
works hard, plays hard, and feels hard.

In mid-December, Saturn and Jupiter both moved into Aquarius after spending 
two-and-a-half and one-and-a-half years in Capricorn, respectively. Our 
collective energy is shifting from a focus on personal security and responsibility 
to collective care. Entering a new year with new Saturn-Jupiter energy might 
be invigorating for some and a struggle for others; regardless, we will all be 
experiencing a collective shift in the arenas where we experience restriction, 
as well as potential. Luckily, on January 6th Mars will move into Taurus from 
restless Aries, and this double dose of Earth energy will ground us in making the 
decisions that protect ourselves, those we love, and our communities from harm.
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to suggest, and you and your 
garden deserve to tap into the 
indefi nite and undefi nable to 
create a synergistic landscape 
of subtle whimsy and complex 
practicality.

I used to use one of those 
vegetable garden planners, 
not so much for myself, but 
for clients who loved the idea 
of seeing what a space might 
transform into once the 
appropriate amount of work or 
money had been put into the 
project. I can say, defi nitively, 
that no project I have ever 
drawn up on a computer for 
someone else’s garden has ever 
come to fruition. That is not 
because I am a terrible gardener; 
it is because these things take 
time to achieve and even the 
most pastoral nature will not 
bend to our whims, at least not 
for long, at least not without 
much force and plentiful 
money. It is also because my 
clientele generally were not 
wealthy enough in time to make 
their digital fantasies real, nor 
wealthy enough in money to pay 
me to make the same said digital 
garden a reality.

Meet yourself and your garden 
where you already are, and 
you can take it anywhere 
from there. Do not escape 
the reality of your garden 
with unnecessary objects and 
daunting plans. Make your 
garden an escape from your 
reality, where rules twist, 
curve, and die to be born 
again—where plans are laid 
only as seed falls to the earth. 
Do not walk in unprepared, but 
take it step by step and be there 
with it. What you reap will take 
you infinitely farther than a 
fantasy drawn up by a black 
hole of shopping therapy for 
garden goods ever could.

Ian Willson | @hotplantsnola
DIRT NERD

Growing vegetables is never 
going to be cheap or free. It is, 
at its center, an exchange of 
energy for energy, elements for 
elements, food for food, life for 
life, life for death, death for life.

Gardens are built up at best 
with homemade or local 
compost, but more likely with 
food industry byproduct-
based fertilizers (and that’s 
the organic stuff  you should 
be using) and dirt that was 
probably unsustainably 
harvested or created, which 
you’re going to have to buy at 
a store and pour out of a bag 
that is made of plastic, the 
ultimate undoer of Earthly 
worlds. The wood we build our 
garden beds with came from 
trees that may or may not have 
been sustainably harvested, but 
certainly died either way. We 
think nothing of killing pests 
with our varied organic means, 
so long as we don’t have to 
watch them suff er.

Even if we fi nd a way to live in 
a world outside of capitalism, 
we don’t ever get to live in a 
world outside of trade; and 
while it’s not a zero-sum game, 
eating and growing will always 
be about exchange. That said, 
the consumer market based off  
the cuteness of growing one’s 
own food has gone full post-
postmodern over the last few 
years, and there are products 
out there that harp on our food-

growing fantasies in a way that is 
severely detrimental to both our 
gardens and the souls we hope to 
help those gardens nourish.

Before I go deeper into what 
you don’t need to spend money 
on to grow food, here are the 

things you do need to spend 
money on (or otherwise make 
exist in your life) if you want 
to make growing food a part of 
your life: Seeds and/or plant 
starts, soil, a water source, a way 
to distribute that water, and 
fertilizer. Less necessary but 
very helpful addenda are organic 
pest management, mulch, maybe
some basic gardening tools, 
and structural components 
like wood for raised beds and 
trellising for vegetables that 
need trellising.

No amount of planning will 
prepare you to garden, and at 
worst, playing out the fantasy of 
growing food will stop you from 
actually doing the thing. Buying 
things you don’t need will hinder 
you from doing the actual work 

you want to be doing. The worst 
of these things that you don’t 
need to buy, in my opinion, is 
the garden planner. These come 
in many forms, mostly digital, 
and cost too much money. That 
said, they are fun and they tickle 
a part of the brain most of us 
like tickling. But, like social 
media completely consuming 
our desire and competence 
to actually socialise with the 
humans we love and care for 
by feeding into baser cravings, 
planning one’s perfect, tidy 
garden on a neat sheet of digital 
paper can replace the urge to 
garden, either by satisfying 
the itch or by overwhelming 
the mind with the monstrous 
burden you have bestowed 
upon yourself with your 
idyllic ideations of a perfect 
permaculture urban homestead.

I think you should dream big, 
and feed those dreams by 
reading up on all the gardening 
resources. I think you should 
start to actualize your dreams 
by prepping your garden space 
before it is time to grow again, 
and that you should start to 
perceive, on the ground, in 
the real places you want to be 

growing, what you want to grow 
where, and the steps you will 
take to make it so. Sure, use 
your computer to make plans 
and draw sketches of the world 
you want to see in your yard. Go 
deep on your plant varieties, as 
there is a barely-tapped universe 
of bizarre tropicalia waiting 
to be discovered, and there 
are native plants begging to be 
utilized in home landscapes 
that have rarely ever yet crept 
out of the swamps. None of 
that can be found through a 
gardening app, but by melding 
your limitless imagination with 
the practically infi nite resources 
out there on our bioregional 
possibilities, just waiting for you 
to synthesize them. There is so 
much more you can do than any 
garden planner will even begin 

ANTI-PLANNIST

illustrations by Rachel Speck | @tropicalgothprints

Do not escape the 
reality of your garden 
with unnecessary objects 
and daunting plans.

Questions for the Dirt Nerd? 
Email ian@hotplantsnursery.com.
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RAISING LOUISIANA
by Erin Hall

SAINT VINCENT

If you followed Writing for Two 
back in the day, you already know 
quite a bit about me and my 
experience becoming a mother. 
If you’re newer to these pages, 
I’ll give you a brief overview. 
Almost immediately after getting 
married to my boyfriend of over 
ten years in February of 2017, 
we unexpectedly conceived our 
first child. Our son Emmett was 
born after 41 hours of mentally 
and physically grueling labor on 
December 8th that same year. 
Just ten days later, my father 
fell into a coma from which he 
would never emerge. We buried 
him when my son was a month 
old, just days before my 34th 
birthday.

What followed was a herculean 
effort to balance becoming a 
new parent with the intensity 
of grieving this shocking and 
unexpected loss. When our son 
turned two in December of 2019, 
the air finally felt like it was 
clearing. We had always wanted 
more than one child, so my 

husband and I began planning 
for baby number two. We had 
no idea how much harder things 
would get.

When The River Meets 
The Sea

My mom was sick for more 
than a decade. In many ways, 
I’d been preparing myself for 
her death for a long, long time. 
I even wrote about it in these 
very pages way back in 2012. 
She had a complex set of rare 
autoimmune disorders, and to 
say she suffered emotionally 
after my father’s death is the 
understatement of the century. 
And yet, it somehow came as a 
surprise to me when, just a few 
days after my 36th birthday, 
my phone screen lit up during 
Sunday evening dinner, 
displaying my uncle’s name.

“Erin, I’m at your mama’s house. 
She’s passed.” Such a simple 
set of words. But held within 
them was a finality I simply 
could not abide. A stream of 
desperate “no”s came flooding 

out of my mouth. I crawled 
to the staircase weeping and 
begged my husband to call my 
therapist. I sat on the floor of our 
half bath and emptied the full 
contents of my stomach into the 
toilet. I terrified my toddler so 
much that it would be a solid 24 
hours before he felt comfortable 
coming near me again.

I’ll never forget waking the 
next morning, the sun peeking 
through the curtains as the 
realization dawned on me: 
They’re both gone. I don’t 
have parents anymore. At that 
moment, I wanted nothing 
more than to join them. The 
idea of having to get out of that 
bed and function was more than 
I could handle.

But function I did. Because there 
was a child in the next room who 
needed me. As we were quickly 
packing up to head to Alabama 
and set arrangements, I also had 
to explain. I had to sit down with 
my two-year-old and tell him that 
his grandmother was dead. The 
idea of death and its permanence 
is hard for adults to grasp 
sometimes, so you can imagine 
how hard it was to relay to such 
a tiny little brain and heart as 
Emmett’s. He was barely two and 
death had already cast such a 
huge shadow over his life.

That same day, I called my 
doctor and asked to be put back 
on the antidepressants I had 
finally weaned myself off of after 
my dad’s passing. She had them 
called into the pharmacy in my 
hometown. The day before we 
buried my mother—in between 
selecting the flowers for her 
casket and meeting with the 
funeral director—I picked up 
my prescription. I was checked 
out by someone I went to high 
school with, who couldn’t help 
commenting on the fact that my 
purchase consisted of only two 
items: Zoloft and a pregnancy 
test. I was three days late.

Quarantine Trimester

The test I took in January was 
negative. The stress of losing 
my mother so suddenly had 
thrown my body off, it seemed. 
My husband John and I talked 
about whether we should put 
our plans on hold. Was it wise 
to keep trying for another 
child in the wake of what had 
just happened? Ultimately, 
we agreed that putting things 

off wouldn’t help, especially 
considering the anxiety I was 
feeling about the possibility of 
secondary infertility.

Just a few weeks later though, 
cases of the novel coronavirus 
began surging and before we 
knew it, everything was upside 
down. Our son’s school was 
closed and just a few days later, I 
woke up feeling like I’d been hit 
by a bus. Sure enough, the test I 
took that day was positive.

I would go on to spend my entire 
first trimester quarantined 
with an increasingly manic 
toddler who desperately needed 
interaction with other children. 
I was nauseated every day until 
2 p.m. I still had freelance work 
to do. Pregnancy is never a 
walk in the park, but pandemic 
pregnancy is a special kind of 
isolating hell.

Setting Intentions

As we adjusted to life in 
quarantine, we began to think 
about what our goals were for 
the birth of our second child. 
COVID precautions prevented 
my husband from being present 
for the dating ultrasound at 
eight weeks, so I sat in the 
room alone, breathing into my 
cloth mask, praying to hear our 
child’s heartbeat.

While we were happy with the 
prenatal care we received from 
the midwives at Ochsner during 
my pregnancy with Emmett, 
his delivery left a lot to be 
desired. Due to staffing issues, 
we were unable to birth in the 
Alternative Birthing Center as 
we had planned. I did not have 
the option of a birthing tub 
for pain management, and the 
midwife on call was so busy, I 
only saw her twice during nearly 
five hours of grueling back labor. 
We did not have a doula, so 
my husband and I were left to 
handle labor virtually alone.

I ended up opting for an 
epidural, which slowed down 
my progress significantly. I 
then had to be augmented with 
Pitocin for hours upon hours 
before I reached full dilation. 
After two hours of pushing, 
I suffered a hemorrhage. My 
birth story isn’t unique, and 
it’s not nearly as traumatic as 
many women’s experiences, but 
it’s not something I wanted to 
repeat either.

ANTIGRAVITY Senior Editor, freelance writer, rescue dog aficionado, 
and hobby baker Erin Hall previously penned the column Writing 
for Two, which focused on her experience navigating pregnancy 
and parenthood for the first two years of her first son’s life. She now 
coordinates and oversees our Raising Louisiana column and is 
passionate about giving voice to the diversity of parenting experiences.
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We approached this second 
pregnancy in a more 
purposeful and intentional 
manner. After discussing what 
we wanted from the experience 
and how COVID-19 would 
affect those goals, we began 
to look into the possibility 
of having a home birth. Like 
many people, we didn’t really 
know anyone who had birthed 
at home. It seemed exceedingly 
crunchy and we worried about 
how safe it was.

As we began to do more 
research, though, we became 
confident that it was the right 
decision for us. We spoke with 
Effie Michot from New Orleans 
Midwives about the process, 
and were so encouraged by 
her expertise, kindness, and 
empathy. We were concerned 
I might have heavy bleeding 
again, and she presented us with 
a detailed plan to manage all 
possible scenarios.

We also secured the services 
of a doula. Thanks to Raising 
Louisiana contributor Malaika 
Ludman, I was connected 
with Rea Keith of Birthmark 
Doula Collective. We clicked 
instantly and she was in regular 
communication with me 
throughout my second trimester.

She encouraged me to work 
with my therapist to process 
Emmett’s birth as well as the 
compounding trauma of losing 
my father immediately after 
delivery, not to mention also 
losing my mother right before 
I fell pregnant this time. I 
underwent months of EMDR 
to get into a healthy headspace 
for labor. I confronted the 
trauma and pain I’d endured, 
and worked to reframe those 
experiences in a way that put 
me in charge of my feelings, 
rather than allowing them to 
take the wheel.

My pregnancy progressed 
without complication, so I 
stayed qualified to birth at 
home. We chose not to share 
our plans with very many 
people, however. A big part of 
my preparation for labor was 
staying in a positive headspace, 
and we were sure that if we 
shared our intention to birth 
at home, most people would 
meet it with either derision or 
anxiety. I felt that this birth 
had the opportunity to be 
very healing for me, and I was 

committed to staying in the 
right frame of mind to make 
that happen.

The Nearly-Veiled Child

The third trimester of pregnancy 
is never fun. In second 
pregnancies you tend to show 
earlier and get bigger faster. I felt 
clumsy and sore and tired 24/7, 
and I still had a toddler to chase. 
As my due date approached, I was 
working hard to remain positive. 
I was having a lot of signs of 
pre-labor, so I knew my body 
was getting into gear, but it’s 
always a question mark when the 
festivities will really begin.

It was the Monday morning of 
Thanksgiving week. Emmett’s 
school was closed for the holiday 
and I had promised him we 
would ride the ferry across 
the river for some breakfast 
beignets. When I awoke at 
5:15 in the morning, I knew 
something was going on. I’d been 

having Braxton Hicks (“practice 
contractions” they’re called) for 
months, but the tightening I was 
feeling in my lower belly this 
morning was a different beast.

I spent about 90 minutes 
tracking the contractions to 
see if a pattern would emerge. 
It became clear that this was 
the start of labor, so I woke 
my husband up. He headed 
downstairs to juice lemons from 
our tree and mix up a batch of 
“labor aide” for me to sip on. 
I got into the shower to see if 
warm water slowed things down 
at all. When it didn’t, I texted 
the midwives and my doula to 
give them a heads up. Everyone 
was excited and they told me to 
touch base if things got more 
intense or if the contractions 
were consistently one full 
minute in length. It didn’t take 
long for that to happen.

I let everyone know that things 
were speeding up quickly, and 
they all headed on their way. I 
remember having a moment 
where things shifted and the 
contractions became more 
than I could speak through. A 
wave of nausea overcame me 
and I rushed to the bathroom 
sink. As I was standing there, 
I heard voices. The birth team 
had arrived and instantly sprang 
into action. Rea pulled a bottle 
of peppermint oil from her bag 
for me to sniff as I swayed in the 
dark of the bathroom, willing 
myself not to vomit.

A few contractions later, I asked 
to move to the birthing space 
(a.k.a. our bedroom). Leaning 
over and swaying seemed to be 
the best way to manage the pain, 
so I found myself hunched over 
my dresser, moaning low and 
trying to focus on my breathing. 
I was vaguely aware that things 
were happening around me, 
but it wouldn’t be until after 

the birth that I would realize 
how much the midwives and my 
husband were accomplishing as 
Rea helped me walk headfirst 
into the most intense experience 
of my life.

As I stood there, a small trickle 
of amniotic fluid ran down my 
legs. I asked if I could go to 
the bathroom. Rea warned me 
that sitting on the toilet would 
make my contractions more 
intense, but that it was also a 
very productive way to move 
labor along.

As soon as I sat down, I felt the 
most insane pressure. In that 
moment, fear seeped in around 
the corners of everything. I had 
known it would come—how 
could it not? Every time a 
contraction began to build, Rea 
would remind me to “Take that 
first deep breath” before telling 

me to walk towards the pain 
rather than trying to escape it. 
I whisper-whined “no no no 
no” with every contraction, as 
Rea countered with, “Yes, this 
is where we have to go.” Nausea 
swept over me and no amount of 
peppermint oil was keeping it at 
bay. Looking back, this was likely 
the start of transition.

The midwives were still working 
to fill up the birthing tub, but 
I was desperate for the relief I 
was certain being in the water 
would bring. I swayed with my 
hands on the bathroom counter 
for a few contractions, but they 
were coming so hard and fast 
that I began to lose the script. 
I cried and begged to get in the 
water and finally the tub was full 
enough for me to do so.

Hitting the water felt amazing, 
but I had maybe 15 seconds 
before the next contraction 
was on top of me, and the 
pressure that I couldn’t imagine 
getting any worse was steadily 
increasing. I’d had music 
playing in the background the 
entire time, but I have a crystal 
clear memory of being in the 
tub between contractions and 
hearing Dolly Parton’s “Hard 
Candy Christmas” come on. 
The hilarity of Dolly singing 
about getting drunk on apple 
wine while I felt like my body 
was being torn in two will 
probably stick with me the rest 
of my life.

Just when I thought the pedal 
was all the way to the floor, my 
body found another gear. I will 
not sugarcoat what happened 
next: I was scared shitless. I 
repeatedly said “I can’t do this! 
I can’t do this!” to everyone in 
the room. When they replied 
“but you ARE doing it!” I just 
whimpered, “I don’t want to.” 
YouTube is full of beautifully-
shot natural births with majestic 
women marshalling their pain 
to bring new life into the world. 
Mine was not such a birth. 
Nobody would play my delivery 
in a childbirth class to inspire 
parents-to-be.

Rea suggested a position 
change and frankly I’d never 
wanted anything less in my 
whole life, but somehow I 
moved from sitting to get on 
my hands and knees. At this 
point, I felt an inescapable 

cont’d on pg. 40

YouTube is full of beautifully-
shot natural births with 
majestic women marshalling 
their pain to bring new life into 
the world. Mine was not such 
a birth. Nobody would play my 
delivery in a childbirth class to 
inspire parents-to-be.
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Isabel Ryan Theriot

TIPS FROM THERIOT

This buildup is caused by calcium 
and magnesium ions. Oh, ions. 
You wash and wash with dish 
soap, water, and a sponge, and 
they just won’t budge! Well, don’t 
worry—there is hope. Soak the 
glass in a mixture of half white 
vinegar and half warm, distilled 
water. Distilled water is better 
than tap water because it is 
mineral free and, as we know, the 
rings are caused by mineral ions. 
Let it soak for about 20 minutes. 
Follow this by using a sponge and 
dish soap to wash the glass. You 
can use a scouring pad along with 
the sponge, to add a little extra 
scrubbing power. Don’t scrub too 
hard, though; we don’t want to 
scratch the glass! Finally, dry the 
glass. If you still see a ring or two, 
try spraying the glass with pure 
white vinegar and wiping it with 
a clean cloth or rag.

I have a fi ne, blue velvet skirt 
suit of my mother’s that could 
use some laundering. Should 
I make any attempt to do it 
myself, or is this why dry 
cleaners exist?
Oh, that sounds lovely! I’m quite 
a clothes horse for vintage, 
so I completely relate to this 
dilemma. The answer to this 

question depends on the type 
of velvet that you want to clean. 
Is the skirt suit made of silk, 
knit velvet, or fi ne velvet with 
plain weave? If so, it should 
be dry cleaned. If the suit is 
made of cotton velvet, such as 
crushed velvet, you can wash it 
at home. Hand washing velvet 
is the best idea, if washing it at 
home. Submerge the item in a 
sink or bathtub of cool water 
(H2O, not the ubiquitous men’s 
fragrance of the same name 
from the  ‘90s). Add less than a 
tablespoon of a gentle laundry 
soap (one that says “gentle” or 
“hand wash” on the bottle). Baby 
shampoo also works. Gently 
agitate the water with your 
hands to distribute the soap. 
After this, soak it for about an 
hour. Finally, lay your fab skirt 
fl at to dry (I like to use a mesh 
drying rack, so that both sides 
dry evenly). I hope this helps!

What is the best way to get 
funky smells out of clothes 
if you are not in a situation 
where you can wash them? 
For instance, if travelling (not 
that I do that anymore).
I toured with a band as a roadie 
for a while (shout out to Quintron 
and Miss Pussycat) and, after 
a month or so of being on the 
road, one tends to run out of 
clean clothes. Also, in some cases, 
clothes worn by the artists on 
stage aren’t washable. Often, the 
only solution to remove the van-
stage stink from one’s clothes is 
to lean on Febreze. But Febreze 
can be toxic—to the tune of 
damage to vision, skin allergies 
and irritation, and developmental 
and reproductive eff ects, just to 
name a few. But there is still hope! 
Luckily, you can make a non-toxic 
version yourself. I like to call it 
GretaThunbergBreze. To make 
this solution, you’ll need a 16 
ounce misting spray bottle (often 
used in hair salons; I like these 
bottles for clothes, because they 
don’t leave water spots, vs. regular 
spray bottles which sometimes 
do), a funnel, a fork, two cups of 
distilled water, one tablespoon of 
baking soda, and ten drops of the 
essential oil of your choice. Pour 
the baking soda into a bowl. Next, 
add ten drops of essential oil to 
the bowl and use the fork to mix 
these ingredients together. Use 
your funnel to pour the baking 
soda mixture into the spray 
bottle. Add the distilled water 
and gently shake to combine the 
ingredients. Now, holding the 
spray bottle about eight inches 
away, GretaThunbergBreze your 
stinky clothes.

I have an old cast iron sink. 
The enamel is chipped in some 
places, causing it to have rust 
stains. I use a cleanser on it, 
which works for a while, but 
the stains keep coming back. 
What should I do to remove 
the stains?
As someone who cleans for 
a living, I spend a lot of time 
scrubbing rust stains off  of 
beautiful enamel sinks and tubs; 

I fi nd that the orange stains 
usually ooze from the overfl ow 
holes. Removing the stains is not 
hard. But unless you constantly 
scrub around the cracks where 
the rust seeps through, you will 
always deal with this problem. So 
I recommend cleaning the rust 
stains, then sealing the cracks. 
There are a few ways to remove 
the stains, but I tend to do it one 
of two ways. First, spray the stain 
with a mixture of vinegar and 
water. Let this mixture sit for 
about 20 minutes. Next, sprinkle 
some Bon Ami over the rust stain 
and onto a scouring pad. Use the 
scouring pad to scrub the stain 
away. If the stain is stubborn 
and won’t budge, use pumice 
(pumice also works wonders on 
calcium deposits inside of toilet 
bowls). I use a pumice stone that 
has a handle because a) I fi nd 
that it’s easier to maneuver and 
b) if I am cleaning a toilet I don’t 
have to stick my hand into poopy 
water. Let me take a moment 
to expound on the majesty that 
is pumice stone. The pumice 
stone’s ability to disintegrate 
rust and calcium deposits with 
minimal eff ort is, like the Hope 
Diamond, worth a quarter of a 
billion dollars. Unlike the Hope 
Diamond, you’ll pay only $6 for 
the convenience that it provides. 
As you can see, this mighty stone 
really rocks (sorry, I had to do it)! 
Anyway, after you remove those 
pesky rust stains, you’ll want 
to seal the cracks in your sink. 
You can do this easily. After the 
cracks are clean and dry, smear 
some metal fi ller (such as Devcon 
50345 Metal Patch and Fill) over 
them. Let this dry. Next use 320 
to 400 grit sandpaper to smooth 
out the lumpy metal fi ller. 
Finally, paint the area using a 
small paint brush with appliance 
epoxy. And voilà! Permanently 
pretty sink!

How the hell does a person 
get water rings out of a 
drinking glass?!
I hate hard-water-stained 
drinking glasses. These rings/
spots make a glass look dirty. 

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

Well folks, we made it; it’s now 2021! HALLELUJAH! Hopefully this 
year brings brighter days... fi ngers crossed over here. Anyway, as we all 
know, with a new year comes New Year’s resolutions. Many people focus 
their attention on getting their homes in order: decluttering, organizing, 
and cleaning. I am here to help you with that last item. Here we go!

illustrations by Ben Claassen III | @dirtfarm

Febreze can be toxic—to the tune of 
damage to vision, skin allergies and 
irritation, and developmental and 
reproductive effects, just to name a 
few. But there is still hope! Luckily, you 
can make a non-toxic version yourself.
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CRAW & ORDER
by Morris Blart, Esq.

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.

As we stare down the incoming 
avalanche of horrors that will 
arrive when federal eviction 
protections expire, let us also 
consider who will be overseeing 
these proceedings. In the vast 
majority of Louisiana parishes 
(excluding Orleans), eviction 
cases are heard by an elected 
offi  cial called a justice of the 
peace. Despite the semantic 
similarities, a justice of the 
peace is not a judge. In fact, in 
the Pelican State, a justice of 
the peace isn’t even required to 
be a lawyer. This means that if 
your defense against eviction is 
that you are being discriminated 
against in violation of laws like 
the Fair Housing Act or, I dunno, 
the United States Constitution, 
the person you need to convince 
probably does not have the 
training to decide if you are right 
or wrong under the law. If you’re 
lucky they’ll have an intellectual 
interest in the law, but it’s far 
more likely that they’ll just want 
to get on with their day, since 
the eviction hearing is probably 
being held in their living room 
and Infowars just released a new 
exposé about Biden’s plan to 
simultaneously impose sharia 
and martial law.

On the other hand, the lack of 
qualifi cations needed to become 
a justice of the peace does illustrations by Luke Howard | @lukehwrd

present some unique ratfucking 
opportunities. For example, 
what if you won an election for 
justice of the peace and just 
happened to be unreachable 
to the largest landlord in 
your parish? What would the 
consequence of such an action 
be? And exactly how long could 
you get away with it before 
facing any consequences?

IN RE: JUSTICE OF THE 
PEACE CODY KING, 

WARD 6, MOREHOUSE 
PARISH, STATE OF 

LOUISIANA

Equidistant from Monroe 
and the Arkansas border sits 
Bastrop, Louisiana, a paper 
mill town without a paper mill. 
Bastrop is three quarters Black 
and the biggest employer is 
the chicken slaughterhouse 
in neighboring Farmerville. 
The seat of Morehouse Parish, 
Bastrop is rapidly shrinking 
in population and one of the 
poorest cities in Louisiana, 
with an average annual 
household income of $20,000. 
The people of Bastrop could 
use some good news.

In early 2018 a welder named 
Cody King won an unopposed 
election to become the justice 
of the peace for Morehouse 

Parish. After assuming offi  ce, 
King essentially didn’t do 
anything else. In a complaint 
fi led to the Judiciary 
Commission, one of the 
largest landlords in the Parish 
reports that she reached out 
to King to fi le an eviction in 
October 2018. After multiple 

November of 2020, the Supreme 
Court of Louisiana affi  rmed his 
removal and fi ned him around 
$2,300. So, just to reiterate: folk 
hero Cody King, a welder with 
no legal experience, shut down 
evictions in Morehouse Parish 
for two years by sitting on his 
hands, pocketing landlord fi ling 

What if you won an election 
for justice of the peace 
and just happened to be 
unreachable to the largest 
landlord in your parish?

attempts at contact, King fi nally 
responded in February 2019. 
Instead of holding the eviction 
hearing, King overcharged the 
landlord for the fi ling fee and 
then just ghosted. No hearing 
was held and no eviction 
occurred. Instead, without 
any assistance available from 
the state, the landlord was 
unable to evict the tenant and 
was forced to pay the tenant 
to vacate the residence. When 
the other tenants heard that 
evictions weren’t happening, 
they also stopped paying their 
rent. Again, the landlord was 
forced to resort to buyouts. 
Apparently, King never even 
returned the fi ling fee.

According to Constable Thomas 
of Morehouse Parish, King was 
pretty much unreachable. As a 
result there was not one eviction 
successfully fi led during King’s 
tenure. Constable Thomas said 
he’d never seen anything like 
this in his 25 years of service.

When his hearing came up 
in front of the Judiciary 
Commission in December of 
2019, King didn’t show up. He 
did, however, off er a sworn 
statement. According to his 
statement, King was too busy, 
since his welding job meant 
working 60 to 70 hour weeks. 
Also, he thought that the parties 
should “just fi gure it out” 
amongst themselves. And, as 
for being a justice of the peace, 
he had no idea “what to do or 
how to do it.” The Commission 
issued a recommendation that 
King be removed from offi  ce. In 

fees, and avoiding phone calls, 
and the only cost was removal 
from offi  ce and $2,300.

There’s no indication that 
King’s decision to declare a 
one-man eviction moratorium 
in rural Louisiana was 
intended to be an ideological 
act of subterfuge but, at the 
same time, King has pretty 
much remained silent on the 
issue. And, in true welder-
from-Bastrop form, he has no 
social media footprint from 
which to glean any hints. 
Yet whether he’s a Maoist 
infiltrator or just comically 
incompetent, someone 
really needs to get this man 
a GoFundMe. To my readers 
outside of New Orleans, I ask: 
have you considered running 
for justice of the peace?
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than the general population—
without a corresponding benefit 
for commercial tenants, while 
simultaneously increasing 
residential property taxes and rent, 
would be a recipe for displacement 
and gentrification no matter 
when it happened. But during a 
pandemic that has already created 
economic disaster for musicians, 
small businesses, artists, and other 
members of the cultural community, 
the effects could be especially 
devastating. Williams himself 
acknowledges the situation he is 
creating but avoids responsibility, 
telling The Advocate he “is not 
the tax collector,” even though he 
doesn’t “see how everybody is going 
to be able to pay their taxes on time.”

At the most basic level, this is 
an issue of equity. The decision 
Assessor Williams is making—
whether he takes responsibility or 
not—is one that will make the city 
less equitable. The most wealthy and 
well-connected will benefit far more 
than the average resident, some of 
whom may now find themselves 
even deeper in debt. We’ve seen time 
and time again that trickle-down 
policies like these don’t benefit those 
most in need, and this one is no 
different. Of course, public policies, 
including tax rates, are nothing but a 
series of codified choices, and these 
choices can be reversed. There still 
may be a chance for that to happen 
here—the New Orleans City Council 
may have a chance to override this 
decision early in 2021. We need 
to continue to fight for a more 
equitable city. We all deserve to be 
culturally rich AND cash rich.

To keep up-to-date on this issue, 
follow MaCCNO on Facebook
(@MaCCNOpage) and Twitter 
(@musicculture504); and follow 
the Greater New Orleans Housing 
Alliance on Facebook  and Twitter
(@GNOHA).
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The Music and Culture Coalition of New Orleans (MaCCNO) is a broad-based coalition and registered 501c3 non-profit corporation that collaborates with, organizes, and empowers 
the New Orleans music and cultural community to preserve and nurture the city’s culture, to translate community vision into policy change, and to create positive economic impact.

This space is provided to MaCCNO as a community 
service and does not necessarily reflect the opinions 
or editorial policies of ANTIGRAVITY

The City of New Orleans is culturally 
rich and cash poor. While this has 
long been the case, the economic 
effects of the COVID-19 pandemic 
and related shutdowns have made 
this situation even more acute, 
creating a $50 to $100 million 
revenue loss for the City of New 
Orleans and a near total loss of 
income for tens of thousands of 
musicians, service industry workers, 
and small businesses. This is a crisis, 
and one that is hitting the cultural 
community particularly hard. Of 
course, in a city where municipal, 
business, and personal financial 
wellbeing are largely dependent 
on tourism—and the nature of the 
pandemic makes travel particularly 
dangerous—virtually everyone, from 
global chains to grassroots pop-ups, 
are taking an economic hit. While 
the distress is universal, aid is not. 
Once again, the most vulnerable 
residents and small, local businesses 
are being left behind to flounder and 
sink while major corporations and 
wealthy property owners are being 
thrown economic lifelines.

In early October, City Assessor 
Erroll Williams gave a huge gift to 
many commercial property owners 
in the city, with some of the biggest 
beneficiaries being large corporate 
chains—the Sheraton, Marriott, 
Harrah’s, and the Hilton will all have 
their property assessments slashed 
by over $10 million each—and hotels 
in general will see their assessments 
slashed by an average of over 50%. 
When calculations are complete, 
the largest hotels will see their tax 
bill drop by between $1.5 and $2.5 
million. While hotels may be the 
biggest beneficiaries, all commercial 
properties, from restaurants 
to warehouses, will see some 
reduction in their assessment and 
corresponding tax payment. Overall, 
this means a reduction of about $40 
million in tax revenue to the city. 
Meanwhile, residential property 
taxes have risen roughly 18% over 
the past year, corresponding with a 
rise in property values throughout 
the pandemic. As a result, while 

Inequitable Assessments:
Corporate Chains Get Surprise Tax Breaks

While the Community Suffers
commercial property owners will 
be paying less, homeowners will be 
paying more, and a greater portion 
of the burden of funding city services 
falls on residents. And this is all 
happening during a pandemic that 
has created massive unemployment 
and caused many families to struggle 
to pay their monthly mortgage.
 
Certainly businesses, particularly 
locally owned small businesses 
and those that rely heavily on 
tourism, live performances, or 
other social gatherings are in dire 
need of assistance. However, these 
exemptions aren’t actually for 
businesses, but rather for the owner 
of the commercial property—an 

industry, and this is just a new policy 
that further streamlines the process. 
According to The Advocate/Nola.
com, one of the people lobbying 
heavily for these tax breaks was 
Mike Sherman, former Director of 
Intergovernmental Affairs for Mitch 
Landrieu and current managing 
partner of Sherman Strategies, “a 
project-based legal consulting firm 
that thrives at the intersection of 
law, real estate, and government 
relations” that represents 30 hotel 
owners. It seems that the wealthiest 
corporations, who provide the least 
direct benefit to New Orleans, can 
use their considerable resources to 
buy direct access and have their taxes 
slashed, while the rest of us end up 

extremely important distinction in 
a majority Black city with a history 
of redlining, racist lending practices, 
and a large racial wealth gap, which 
have all led to large disparities 
in property ownership. A Black-
owned business is not necessarily 
in a Black-owned building, and only 
the building owner is getting the 
tax break—the business still has to 
pay all of their taxes (and rent). Of 
course, for national corporations 
and chains, the building is likely not 
owned by a New Orleans resident at 
all, but rather a large corporation. 
For these properties, like the 
aforementioned hotels, fast food 
chains, and others, the money saved 
by lowering taxes—which previously 
helped fund city services—won’t 
benefit New Orleans at all, but will 
instead be siphoned up and shuffled 
out of state as corporate profit. It’s no 
surprise that global hotel chains are 
the biggest beneficiaries—tourism 
in New Orleans is an extractive 

footing the bill and the long-standing 
inequity in New Orleans grows.

Members of the cultural community 
in particular are likely to find 
themselves on the losing end of 
Assessor Williams’ tax cut scheme. 
While business owners who are 
fortunate enough to own their 
own property will likely see some 
benefit, we know the majority of 
small cultural businesses rent their 
space—which means while their 
landlords see relief, they will not (any 
rent reduction will be entirely at the 
discretion of the property owner, 
and all other taxes and fees, like 
sales taxes, will still be due in full). 
Meanwhile, with residential property 
tax rates rising an aggregate of 18%, 
most homeowners and some renters 
will likely be paying more in 2021.

Cutting property taxes for 
commercial property owners—who 
tend to be wealthier and whiter 

Once again, the most vulnerable 
residents and small, local businesses are 
being left behind to flounder and sink 
while major corporations and wealthy 
property owners are being thrown 
economic lifelines.
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TALES FROM THE PEN
by Leather

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.

How many of y’all have heard that 
term? Do you know what it means? 
I’m 55 years-old and I’ve heard it all 
my life, and I’m just learning what it 
really means. You see, growing up in 
New Orleans I’ve always dealt with 
racism. But it wasn’t until I went to 
prison in Ferriday, LA did I really 
learn what it meant—well, all of the 
hidden meanings. I always thought 
that white people who didn’t care 
for other races such as blacks were 
evil and did really bad things to 
people they didn’t care for. But 
that’s not true.

You see, they’re really smart, at least 
the ones in prison are. In prison 
they’ve learned to adapt to their 
surroundings. They understand 
there’s power in numbers. And in 
most of the jails I’ve been in, blacks 
are the majority, so it would be 
impossible for them to win if a riot 
broke out. So what they do is they 
tolerate us. But there are all kinds 
of signs to let you know when you’re 
around them, certain things they 
say and do to let you know they’re 
racist, such as their tattoos like skulls, 
lightning bolts, dogs, rebel flags, 
etc. You can even tell by how they 
congregate even with something as 
simple as church call (that’s where 
Christians pray at night right before 
lights out). It’s funny because usually 
there’s 10 or 15 people in church 
call but when a black guy [is there] 
there’s only about 6 or 7. That’s crazy, 
because even in prayer there’s racism. 
How can there be hate in church call? 
Let’s not say hate, let’s say dislike.

And it’s so obvious in this town. On 
this unit, there’s bias. For example, 
just about a week ago a black inmate 
passed out on the basketball court. 
We all started calling for deputies, 
“Man down, man down!” For a 
good 7 minutes, nobody came. 
Then a white guy who was smoking 
mojo passed out. Now here comes 
the medical staff and an army of 
deputies to the yard. They went 
straight to the white inmate even 
though we called for the black 
inmate first. Now all the blacks are 
yelling “Black Lives Matter!”

Now I don’t want y’all to think I’m 
being biased because I’m not. I try 
my best to judge every situation 
as fair as I can. To better prove my 

Just A Good Ole’ Boy

point, the very next day two black 
inmates got into a fight. One pulled 
out a knife and stabbed the other 
guy repeatedly. Now in this prison 
there’s cameras on every dorm, 
three to be exact, and an officer in 
the control room whose job is solely 
to constantly monitor the cameras. 
But for some reason this fight went 
on for maybe 15 minutes. Might not 
seem like a long time, but you have 
to realize a heavyweight boxing 
match only lasts around 3 minutes, 
so imagine being stabbed with a 
homemade knife for 10 minutes. 
Man, blood everywhere. It took 
deputies and med staff almost 15 

automatically something clicked in 
my head. It hit me like a ton of bricks 
exactly what he meant, as if I’ve 
known all my life. I didn’t want to 
assume what they meant, so I started 
asking the white guys I knew around 
the dorm if what I was wondering 
was true. And I was amazed at how 
honest some of these white guys 
were. You can tell by the way they 
act, by their tattoos and names such 
as Bobcat, Wrongturn, Moondog, 
Billy Bob, Critter, and John Boy.

If you’re not aware of what’s going 
on around you in jail, you could find 
yourself at the wrong place at the 
wrong time. And if that happens it 
could easily cost you your life. You 
gotta watch how you move, because 
there is no manual on jailhouse 
etiquette, but there are unwritten 
rules that you must learn, and if 
you don’t know them the best way 
to learn is to observe. Things like: 
when you go to the restroom to do a 
number two, always take one pants 
leg completely off. This is in case 
someone tries to attack you when 
you’re using the bathroom, a time 
when you’re vulnerable. There’s 
only one other time an inmate is 
vulnerable and that’s when he’s 
lying in bed sleeping, but only a 

worry about. These extremists 
are very dangerous, and given the 
opportunity would do serious harm 
to anybody who wasn’t like them, 
anybody with different views. These 
are the ones who commit serious 
hate crimes such as burning down 
churches, bombings, mass shootings. 
A lot of these Good Ole’ Boys live in 
small towns all across America with 
people who share their views, people 
who own their own land. A lot of 
them come from money, old money, 
where they pretty much live in 
isolated areas where they don’t have 
to deal with other people outside 
their own race.

A lot of these Good Ole’ Boys 
make a living by cooking meth, 
growing weed, or making good old 
fashion moonshine, where they 
make money in the dry counties 
somewhere in the Deep South, like 
Huck-A-Buck Louisiana, where 
times haven’t changed much 
since the 1800s, where blacks and 
whites lived separately, blacks in 
the bottoms or across the tracks, 
and white folks lived uptown with 
their yale manners, fancy cars, 
and big houses, and they have no 
problems with blacks cleaning their 
homes or raising little Bobby Jr. 

minutes to respond. As a result, 
a young man died that day, what 
a shame. Now I’m not saying that 
was because the guy was black, 
but because they took so long to 
respond. That just shows me how 
much human life means in prison 
here in Concordia Parish, LA.

As I reminisce about the phrase 
“Just a Good Ole’ Boy,” I can 
remember shows like the Dukes of 
Hazzard’s theme song: “Just a good 
ole’ boy, never meaning no harm.” 
Ha, living in a small town with only 
white folks, no blacks, with their 
rebel flag on their car. I loved that 
show. I never thought it had any 
hidden meaning.

And if you’re wondering how I came 
to this conclusion and what made 
me write this article, I was lying in 
my rack one night, and I overheard 
two white guys talking. One said to 
the other one, “I’m sure glad we still 
have some good ole’ boys around 
here” or these black guys would take 
over. Of course, you know he used 
the N word instead of black guys, and 

wuss would hit a man while he’s 
asleep. Not that it doesn’t happen, 
because it does.

But as far as the Good Ole’ Boys, they 
don’t bother anyone. They mostly 
stick to themselves in their own 
circle. But if you aggravate them, 
make no mistake: they will fight and 
the difference between blacks and 
whites is that the white guys train 
every day for combat, exercising, 
kicking, and punching, getting 
themselves ready for war. Because 
in their minds they don’t know 
when, but they know that sooner or 
later they’ll have to go into battle, 
so physically they’re getting their 
bodies ready.

I used to think that being a racist 
meant that you hate all other 
races. That’s not all true. What I’ve 
figured out is that they just want 
their own space and have a strong 
sense of pride for their race just like 
me. Is that a crime? I don’t think 
so, but I do think some of them go 
too far. Those are to me extremist, 
these are the ones you have to 

And it’s amazing to me that there’s 
still people who are living in the 
past, after all that America has 
been through. Me, I’m proud to be 
American, and I don’t care what 
color you are. But some people want 
to own that title as Americans.

So if you are one of these Good 
Ole’ Boys please stop and take a 
minute of your time, to get to know 
some ways of other races. Learn 
about different cultures, different 
traditions. Take time to learn about 
your fellow man. This country 
has a lot of problems: poverty, 
homelessness, disease, coronavirus. 
These are problems that affect 
everybody and it doesn’t matter 
where you’re from or what color 
you are. We fight for this beautiful 
country, side by side, because we 
are all God’s children. Just think: 
if you needed a heart transplant 
would you really care who it came 
from? So if you’re one of the Good 
Ole’ Boy do me a favor, just try 
being a Good Boy. Love is the 
answer, it doesn’t matter what the 
question is! —Leather
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Prologue

I started working in the 
entertainment industry in New 
Orleans, costume department,  
in late 2017. As a production 
assistant (PA), my days were 
consumed with fi ling and 
delivering paperwork, fulfi lling 
lunch orders, and returning 
garments to stores. At this level 
there was very little physical 
handling of wardrobe. After 
an accumulated 90 days of on-
set costuming, I was inducted 
into the IATSE (International 
Alliance of Theatrical Stage 
Employees) Local 478 union 
offi  cially as a set costumer. The 
starting rate of a set costumer 
is exceptionally higher than 
for a PA, and this position 
allows more creative input 
to the overall project. I felt 
being in the union would serve 
as a professional badge of 
acceptance and job security. 
As I’ve approached this point 
of my career, I have yet to feel 
as accepted and secure as my 
predominantly white colleagues. 
(For the sake of anonymity I 
will not be directly referring to 
anyone by name in this article.)

I’ve worked on at least six shows 
where I am among very few 
Black women, or the only one in 
the entire crew. Only once have 

SCENE NOT HEARD
Racial Disparities in the Film Industry 

Need Another Look
by Christine M. Hamilton

I worked on a show where the 
crew was predominantly Black; 
and even still in the wardrobe 
department, out of 10 Black 
women only two of us were 
department heads. As white-
washed as this industry is on a 
macro-scale, this is refl ected just 
as heavily interdepartmentally. 
The costume department 
(particularly in New Orleans) 
is heavily saturated with white 
women. Considering the hiring 
process is mostly about “who 
you know,” it continues to be 
as such. I’m fairly new in the 
costume world, though with 33 
years of experience being Black 
(and working about 17 of those) I 
can easily detect when I’m being 
racially discriminated against in 
the workplace.

Since childhood, I’ve had 
countless experiences where 
being a brown-skinned girl 
was deemed a disadvantage. 
Honestly, the majority of those 
experiences involved white 
women. I can recall times in 
grade school where I was picked 
over by crushes that preferred 
white and fairer-skinned girls 
because of their proximity to 
white beauty standards, or at 
summer camp being the only 
Black girl, constantly teased 
and isolated by the white 
girls I wanted to befriend. 

As an adult, in nearly every 
professional work environment 
I’ve experienced, there’s been 
at least one white female co-
worker who decided they did 
not like me. Many of those 
women used their privilege 
to jeopardize my position 
via microaggressions, false 
accusations, questioning my 
competence to do my job, or 
making conscious eff orts to 
intimidate me. I am not here to 
attack white women. I’m only 
acknowledging that theoretically 
and historically there is a 
pattern of victimization and 
abuse of privilege when it comes 
to white women, and more often 
than not, Black women are the 
collateral damage.

“A supervisor went out of their 
way to make sure I never worked 

in town again, giving me bad 
recommendations, when to 

my knowledge we never had a 
problem while working together. 
The following season I was not 

rehired, but replaced with a white 
woman with less qualifi cations.” 

—Anonymous Black Costumer

Over the years I’ve managed to 
establish healthy relationships 
with a small percentage of 
white women where I feel seen 
and supported in my Black 
existence. I’m grateful for those 
friendships and accountability, 
while understanding that 
white women overall still have 
some work to do. Among well-
meaning white allies, many 
still utilize the advantages they 
have, whether consciously or 
subconsciously. We live in an 
era where white women were 
among 53% of voters that got 45 
elected into presidency. Their 
power and infl uence impacts 
millions, whereas Black women 
are fi ghting every day just to be 
seen, heard, and respected. I 
could go on about the many jobs 
I’ve worked where I went “From 
Offi  ce Pet to Offi  ce Threat” (as 
writer Erika Stallings puts it), but 
I’ll say that I’ve been challenged 
the most working in the fi lm 
industry. There are tactics white 
women use to keep their Black 
colleagues positioned beneath 
them—a knee to the neck, so to 
speak. Very few have taken the 
time to actually teach, encourage, 
or uplift me.

Black women are expected to 
show up polished and on point 
with our performance in order, as 
proof that we do indeed deserve 

to be there. Any inadequacy is 
a refl ection of how we (Black 
women) just aren’t talented 
enough, or don’t have what it 
takes to thrive in this industry. 
The toll this can take on one’s 
morale has often left me feeling 
discouraged and invisible.

“ [A popular locally-fi lmed] Black 
show, now has almost an entirely 
white costume team because all 
of the Black women were deemed 
trouble in one way or another. 
And in lieu of [ being] promoted 
from within, [these supervisors] 
hired white women from outside 
in leadership roles. There is one 
Black costumer left on this show 
and that’s because she ‘falls in 
line’ and seeks no advancement.” 
—Anonymous Black Costumer

Act I: Stepping on the Scene

My fi rst show was an unpaid 
internship on a weeklong shoot 
for a pilot series. The designer 
and assistant designer (both 
white women) were awesome. 
They made that week fun 
and educational for me. The 
department consisted of us 
three, one set costumer, and 
the costume coordinator, who 
I would be working closely 
with (all white women). The 
coordinator position was just 
above mine. Though it wasn’t 
the head of the department, it 
was high enough for her to feel 
she had the leverage to boss 
me around. Quite frankly, she 
lacked basic common sense 
and wasn’t very good at her job. 
This woman antagonized me 
from the second she met me 
to the end of that long work 
week: starting petty arguments, 
dismissing me, and once told 
me to ride on the tail bed of 
the utility truck because she 
didn’t want me to ride in her 
car. The tension came to a head 
when she proceeded to call 
the designer over the phone 
(in front of me), alleging that I 
was yelling at her. The reality 
was that she was overwhelmed 
by her job and couldn’t handle 
having to coach me on the 
task at hand. I could also tell 
that she didn’t respond well to 
my assertive personality. She 
claimed that I was causing her 
to start “shaking” and she “had 
never been spoken to this way.” 
I never even raised my voice 
at this woman. She just didn’t 
like that I challenged her ability 
to perform, simply by asking 
questions that she apparently 
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didn’t know the answers to. 
I was ready to leave that job 
without any second thought, 
but thankfully the designer saw 
through her act, apologized for 
the coordinator’s actions, and 
asked me to stay on. I stayed 
but kept my distance. I have so 
many stories similar to this one.

Act II: Behind the Smoke, 
Mirrors, and Wardrobe

I was hired to work on a 
television show as a full-time 
set costumer. It was well-known 
that I had very little experience 
on this level prior to being hired, 
but the assistant designer (a 
white ally) insisted and believed 
enough in me to persuade the 
costume designer to hire me. It 
is well-known across the film 
industry that this particular 
(white female) costume designer 
has a notoriously problematic 
reputation. While on the show 
there had been whispers of a 
“situation” with her and a Black 
female production assistant, 
presumably regarding racial 
discrimination. This led to 
security being called and the 
PA losing her job, putting 
her reputation on thin ice. In 
hindsight, that situation should 
have been the first red flag. 
However, an opportunity like 
this would have been crazy for 
me to pass on, and the pay rate 
was far beyond what I’d made 
thus far in the industry.

Seemingly, the wardrobe team 
was pretty diverse, consisting 
of mostly Black women, one 
woman of Asian descent, and 
three white men (one of whom 
was my set partner). Initially, 
my relationship with the 
designer was affirming. She 
would often praise even the 
smallest progress I’d make, 
rant about how “cute” I was, 
brag about me to other crew 
members, and boast to me that 
the principal actors and other 
crew members really liked me. 
As far as I knew, I was doing 
a great job. There were many 
challenges and many more 
hiccups, but I felt supported 
and was catching on pretty fast.

There were conversations 
the designer would have with 
me about her professional 
experience and personal 
opinions about inclusion in the 
Southern film union and how 
she deemed herself responsible 
for the increase in hiring Black 

stepping on toes, aggressively 
asserting herself upon other 
crew members in dramatic 
fashion. At this point, I was 
keeping my head down, doing 
my best, and learning along the 
way while working in a high-
stress environment.

Act III: Horror, Harm,
and Hell

It was four months into this 
eight-month show before the 
two of us had an issue. I’d made 
a relatively large mistake of 
bringing the wrong wardrobe 
change to set for one of our 
principal actors. I took full 
accountability for this; however, 
it should not have fallen solely 
on me. There were other team 
members involved, but I was the 
only one heavily reprimanded 
for it. Arriving to set after a 
series of angry text messages, 
the designer firmly invited me 
into a conference room at the 
location where we were filming 

my attempt to have dialogue 
with her about it, she quickly 
interjected, screaming that this 
was “my time to listen.” My 
younger, less professional self’s 
natural response to folks yelling 
in my face would have been to 
match that energy. The mature, 
more professional Christine 
sat there silently looking away. 
I was already triggered, and if 
I had looked her in the eye, I 
know I would’ve said or done 
something that I’d later regret. 
Even then, this woman loudly 
demanded that I “look at her 
when she spoke to me.” Keep in 
mind that the rest of the crew 
was still filming and there were 
people actually working in this 
office that could hear all of this 
happening.

I held back tears until she left 
the room, privately vented my 
frustrations, but also knew 
I needed to get right back to 
work. I wasn’t able to shake 
off the uneasy nerves of anger 

and humiliation. I somehow 
managed to get through the 
rest of that work day. Following 
this altercation, there was no 
acknowledgement of it. The 
next time, she spoke to me as 
if nothing happened. She even 
attempted a light-hearted, 
non-work related conversation 
with me.

To this day, I have not received 
an apology or formal follow-
up on this altercation. I 
felt the need to consult the 
production’s HR director. After 
our first phone conversation, 
I was transparent about the 
fact that I felt like I was being 
targeted and my job was at 
stake. The representative 
and I agreed that the next 
steps would be to have the 
producer of the show have a 
conversation with the designer 
to address “an anonymous” 
crew member’s concerns about 
her character and management 
style. In no way did I feel there 
was a way to do this without 
her connecting the dots to 
me; however, I trusted that by 
me addressing this early on, 
there would be an opportunity 
to turn everything around. 
Unfortunately, not so much.

I was notified when the 
conversation happened, but 
there were no details shared 
with me regarding how the 
exchange went over. After a 
week, I started to notice the 
costume designer dramatically 
overreacting to things I did on 
set and challenging every move 
I made. I was being accused 
of actions that I was clearly 
not responsible for. To her 
advantage, she’d recently hired 
a new wardrobe supervisor 
that had no knowledge 
of her manipulative ways 
and convinced her that my 
performance was poor. She 
would start petty arguments 
with me on set in front of other 
crew members and actors that I 
worked closely with, screaming 
loudly and conspiring exchanges 
to make me appear incompetent 
to my actors and peers.

I was ultimately terminated 
based on my “performance.” I 
continued consulting with HR 
and  Compliance, challenging 
my termination under the 
claim of discrimination and 
retaliation. After several months 

Black women are expected to show 
up polished and on point with our 
performance in order, as proof that 
we do indeed deserve to be there. Any 
inadequacy is a reflection of how we 
(Black women) just aren’t talented 
enough, or don’t have what it takes 
to thrive in this industry.

women in wardrobe. Eighty 
percent of our conversations 
were one-sided, considering 
she liked to talk a lot about 
herself and had this notorious 
“white savior” mentality. She 
would share how she worked 
on many Black shows like 
Martin and In Living Color and 
how in those environments 
she was the only white lesbian 
woman. She insisted that 
she could relate to feeling 
excluded and unwelcomed, 
and thus used her success 
to offer job opportunities to 
other marginalized groups. 
She had an affinity for urban 
wear and would pride herself 
on the knowledge she had of 
Black culture and fashion. I 
couldn’t help but feel like she 
was overcompensating or trying 
to earn some kind of credit with 
me for being “down” (my word 
usage, not hers). I’d seen how 
she spoke down to most people 
and arrogantly imposed herself 
upon other department heads: 

(a functioning law firm) for a 
conversation. She immediately 
began yelling at me, initially 
about how I’d embarrassed her 
in front of executives with the 
mistake I’d made. She went on 
to accuse me of gossiping about 
her with other crew members, 
“looking at her” a particular 
way, and having an attitude with 
her. She called me “ungrateful” 
after “all she’d done for me.” She 
said my confidence was getting 
to my head and that I wasn’t 
doing my job well. She claimed 
that everyone on the team 
had complained about me and 
that I was not helpful to my set 
partner. I was basically accused 
of being the weakest person on 
the team. Not only was there 
no evidence of any of these 
accusations, but not once had 
there been any conversation or 
coaching regarding these alleged 
mistakes I’d been making 
leading up to this moment. All 
she had were praises for me 
up until a few days prior. In 

cont’d on pg. 42
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After COVID-19 hit, Sia 
Karamalegos was among the 
many New Orleanians whose 
loss of work left her unable to 
make rent. Considering the 
economy was in total freefall, 
she hoped her landlords would 
be sympathetic. Karamalegos’ 
Uptown home is owned by 
Newman, a wealthy private 
school with a long history of 
educating the New Orleans 
elite. When they refused to give 
her a break on the rent, she 
began thinking about what it 
meant that an institution with 
so much would offer to give 
back so little to the community. 
Their multiple revenue streams 
include the $24,000 yearly 
tuition, donations from parents 
and alumni, and multiple 
rental properties that bring 
in over $165,000 of their $31 
million yearly revenue. And, 
because they are classified 
as a nonprofit, they are also 
exempted from paying property 
taxes on any of their holdings, 
whether or not they are used for 
the purposes of education.

As someone who worked in 
New Orleans public education, 
Karamalegos has seen firsthand 
that this tax break comes 
with larger consequences. “I 
know property taxes help pay 

MONEY FOR NOTHING
A Journey into the World of Nonprofit Exemptions

by Holly Devon

for public schools,” she says. 
“It makes me angry thinking 
about how this impacts us 
macroeconomically.” Property 
taxes are the largest source 
of revenue for the city of New 
Orleans, providing 46% of the 
Orleans Parish tax revenue; the 
Orleans Parish School Board 
receives 27% of the property 
tax. Newman is classified as a 
nonprofit under the Louisiana 
Constitution because they serve 
the purpose of education. But 
if the money they don’t pay on 
their commercial properties 
bolsters their own programs 
instead of going to the severely 
underfunded school system, 
exactly whose education is 
benefiting from this exemption?

New Orleans is home to a 
dizzying number of nonprofits, 
and thanks to the nonprofit 
exemption, currently about 
4,400 properties worth about 
$3.9 billion have been left off 
the tax rolls in Orleans Parish. 
Louisiana is one of the only 
places in the country with an 
almost unqualified nonprofit 
exemption. Some states require 
that exempt property has 
to directly serve the public 
good, and must be accessible 
by the general public. Other 
states specify that nonprofits 

benefiting economically from the 
exemption must serve vulnerable 
populations, or else they clearly 
explain which commercial 
activities are included in the 
exemption and why.

Because Louisiana has such 
an expansive nonprofit 
exemption, New Orleans 
recipients of this property tax 
break include everything from 
small neighborhood churches 
and community centers to 
Mardi Gras krewes, the Roman 
Catholic Archdiocese, and 
Tulane University, which has an 
endowment of $1.43 billion, an 
annual tuition of over $56,000, 
and owns about 19.5% of the 
assessed value of nonprofit 
property. In the former case, 
the nonprofit exemption 
often makes it possible for 
these smaller organizations 
to contribute to the social 
safety net, which both benefits 
the public and lessens the 
burden of taxpayers. However, 
when it comes to nonprofit 
institutions with enormous 
revenue streams like Tulane, 
the exemption allows them to 
capitalize on their exclusivity 
while avoiding paying their fair 
share for public infrastructure 
that benefits their staff, 
administrators, students, and of 
course, the city as a whole.

The question of who pays 
taxes and who doesn’t is a 
delicate one for politicians, 
since many nonprofit leaders 
are power players in the city. 
For years, bringing up the 
millions of dollars missing 
from the property tax rolls was 
considered a political taboo. 
“Nonprofits are sacrosanct in a 
poor city,” says Councilmember 
Kristin Palmer, who says 
she has been a supporter of 
tightening their exemptions as 
long as she has been in office. 
“I think the words I heard 
were ‘political suicide.’” As 
Councilmember Jay Banks puts 
it, “Nobody wants to talk about 
this. But the fact of the matter 
is we have been kicking the can 
down the road a long time.” 
To Councilmember Banks, it 
may make sense to exempt 
nonprofits from paying taxes on 
properties that serve a public 
function; but, as he says, “The 
wheels come off when you have 
these investment properties 
that are off the rolls. It’s an 
attitude of, ‘everybody should 
pay taxes except me.’”

In the past, attempts to hold 
nonprofits accountable for 
paying taxes on commercial 
properties have been 
unsuccessful. In 1982, current 
Orleans Parish tax assessor 
Erroll Williams, then serving 
as finance director under 
Mayor Dutch Morial, tried to 
argue before the Louisiana 
Supreme Court that an 
office building and parking 
garage owned by the hospital 
Hotel Dieu should not be 
tax exempt because it was 
being operated commercially. 
The state supreme court 
said that in keeping with 
the 1973 Constitutional 
Convention, the Louisiana 
nonprofit exemption would 
not limit “activities that can 
be classified as commercial.” 
Because the Louisiana 
Constitution is so broad, 
pursuing legal action made the 
tax base lose ground instead 
of gaining it. In 1997 then-
tax assessor Thomas Arnold 
tried to argue that a vacant lot 
inherited by Tulane should 
not be tax exempt, suggesting 
that no one’s education was 
being served by Tulane sitting 
on land, waiting for its value 
to go up. “The Louisiana 
Supreme Court said that when 
Tulane sells the property, 
whenever that is, the money 
will go into Tulane’s education 
fund,” says Williams. “So we 
had to start taking all the 
vacant land off the tax rolls.”

The implications go further 
than just the opportunity 
cost for the city’s continually 
underfunded infrastructure. 
“We don’t have enough units 
going into the marketplace,” 
says Councilmember Palmer, 
pointing to the fact that the 
severity of the New Orleans 
housing crisis means that 
the city is in desperate 
need of affordable housing 
development: “Nonprofits are 
holding onto lots for future 
redevelopment when we need 
them now.” According to the 
Jane Place Neighborhood 
Sustainability Initiative, “61% 
of New Orleans renters are cost-
burdened, spending more than 
a third of their income on rent 
and utilities, while 38% spend 
more than half their income 
on housing costs,” and that to 
begin addressing the current 
crisis, “more than 33,000 new 
affordable housing units are 
needed over the next 10 years.”
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The commercial activities of 
Tulane University, including 
investment properties like 
these vacant lots, are protected 
under the reasoning that they 
all contribute to the university’s 
educational fund. Considering 
this comes at the direct expense 
of housing the New Orleanians 
who are most in need, it is 
worth looking closer at that 
educational fund. Tulane 
University has a $1.4
billion endowment, which is 
essentially a donor-driven 
investment portfolio. As such, 
the endowment provides 
substantial income to Tulane 
each year. According to the 
website of their investment 
management office, “the 
Endowment is unique among 
the University’s revenue streams 
since it provides perpetual 
support... To put the power of 
the Endowment in perspective, 
a $1.0 million gift made 10 years 
ago and invested in the Pooled 
Endowment generated more 
than $500,000.”

At over $50,000, the yearly 
tuition at Tulane costs almost 
double what the average New 
Orleanian makes in a year. 
Top notch resources, like their 
endowment and their four 
million library books (which 
city residents can only fully 
access if they pay a $250 yearly 
subscriber fee), are part of what 
justifies the hefty tuition. One 
of their recruitment strategies 
is presenting the city’s unique 
culture as an integral part of the 
Tulane educational experience. 
Other elite schools may have a 
similar ranking to Tulane, but 
they don’t have New Orleans. 
“You can take classes like ‘New 
Orleans Cities of the Dead,’ 
about cemetery architecture, or 
‘The Music and Culture of New 
Orleans’ as part of our Tulane 
Interdisciplinary Experience 
Seminars,” reads the admissions 
website. “The classes are cool  
but the way so much of what we 
do is woven into the fabric of our 
city is even cooler.” If students 
are willing to pay so much for 
an education that is intertwined 
with the city of New Orleans, 
shouldn’t Tulane be paying for 
that classroom?

“I don’t want to single out 
Tulane,” says Councilmember 
Banks, adding that his mother 
was the first Black woman to 
receive a degree from Tulane. 
“All of these entities need to 

be stepping up.” Tulane is the 
biggest individual player in 
the New Orleans nonprofit 
commercial property game; 
they even receive a special 
$5 million exemption in the 
Louisiana Constitution that 
was originally given to the 
university in 1884. But they are 
not alone. Loyola University 
also owns significant amounts 
of exempt properties, as 
does Xavier, Touro, Ochsner, 
Children’s Hospital, and the 
WWII Museum. As of 2019, 
the assets of the Archdiocese 
of New Orleans included an 
endowment of $306 million, as 
well as a conservative estimate 
of $77 million worth of land 
and buildings.

For Banks, asking these 
nonprofits to pay their fair share 
of the public infrastructure is 
non-negotiable, especially in 
light of the current economic 
crisis. Mayor Cantrell recently 
told city council that New 
Orleans is “facing budget 
shortfalls of over $100 million.” 
The biggest impact of the 
shortfall will be felt by those 297 

personnel slated to be cut, and 
the City’s general fund, which 
consists of locally generated 
taxes and fees and accounts 
for most City departments’ 
operations and personnel funds. 
“I’m hoping that people will 
come to the realization that we 
are coming to the end of the 
road,” says Banks. “There is no 
qualifying that it has to happen. 
The budget has to be balanced 
at some point by somebody, and 
the more people carrying the 
load the lighter the load is on 
each individual.”

In February of 2020, the 
Ad Valorem City Council 
Committee, chaired by 
Councilmember Helena 
Moreno, released a report 
designed to address “an 
already stretched” city budget 
and “explore all options to 
find funding and best utilize 
every dollar.” The committee 
acknowledged that the state 
constitution’s “definitions for 
the exemptions are overly broad 
and out of step with national 
norms,’’ and contradicts the 
need to expand the tax base. 

According to the report, raising 
revenue from tax exempt 
properties is at the top of their 
agenda. As their next step, the 
committee created the New 
Orleans Task Force on Nonprofit 
Parcel Fees to explore how the 
City might go about bringing 
nonprofits into the tax base.

Because the exemption is 
provided for in the state 
constitution, changing it falls 
outside the city government’s 
purview. The council would 
therefore have to create 
a separate fee to apply to 
nonprofits in lieu of property 
taxes, rationalized essentially as 
an infrastructure fee. However, 
there is a fundamental problem: 
not all nonprofits abuse the 
exemption. As the New Orleans 
Baptist Association protested 
in a released statement, 
“removing exemptions for 
religious nonprofits would 
disproportionately disadvantage 
under-resourced communities 
by forcing the closure or 
forfeiture of property of small, 
neighborhood churches which 
oftentimes perform a central 
social and religious function.” 
If an already struggling 
neighborhood church that 
provides necessary services to 
their parishioners were forced 
to pay a fee that prevented them 
from keeping their lights on, 
the added tax dollars would 
then come with a serious cost 
to our larger social fabric. “In 
one corner you have the big 
boys, Tulane and the Catholic 
Church, with the smaller 
churches and organizations in 
the other,” says Andreanecia 
Morris, the Executive Director 
of HousingNOLA and the Chair 
of the New Orleans Task Force 
on Nonprofit Parcel Fees. 
“Somehow both realities need to 
be addressed.”

The question of how to fairly 
charge two essentially different 
types of organizations that are 
lumped into the same category 
is the question the task force 
is now facing. According to 
a report completed by the 
Louisiana Budget Project in May 
of 2020, there are a few different 
formula options going forward, 
including applying the fee by 
land square footage, per land 
parcel, and by building square 
footage. If the fee charged per 
parcel, it would hit the smaller 
property owners the hardest, 
whereas under the building 

“Nonprofits are sacrosanct in a poor 
city,” says Councilmember Kristin 
Palmer... “I think the words I heard 
were ‘political suicide.’” 



All Saints Day (November 1) at the Backstreet 
Cultural Museum with the North Side Skull and 
Bones Gang. (photo by Matthew Seltzer)
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square footage scenario, the 
smaller organizations would be 
least aff ected, and the biggest 
property owners would pay 
the most. The downside is that 
charging by building square 
footage leaves the vacant lots 
untouched, which in the case 
of Tulane means $100 million 
worth of property left on 
the table. Still, it would be a 
real start for bringing the big 
nonprofi ts into the tax base.

The task force was just gaining 
momentum on the issue, 
intending to have a measure 
on the ballot this fall, when the 
pandemic hit. Since then the 
process has stalled. According to 
Councilmember Moreno’s offi  ce, 
the committee fully intends 
to pick it back up when city 
government is once again able to 
safely meet, and the public can 
expect to see something more 
concrete this spring. When the 
measure does go on the ballot, 
the bigger the voter turnout the 
more impactful the precedent 
will be.

However, if we are serious 
about applying real fairness to 
our tax structure, this proposal 
only scratches the surface of a 
deeper issue. Currently there 
are 17,000 registered nonprofi ts 
in Louisiana. “We have to have 
a whole conversation about the 

concept of nonprofi ts,” says 
Morris. “Saying this as someone 
who runs three nonprofi ts, there 
are too many here in Louisiana.” 
The problem with having such a 
vast network of nonprofi ts goes 
beyond tax evasion. As Morris 
puts it, “the nonprofi t industrial 
complex aids and abets the 
responsibility of the social 
safety net being removed from 
government.” When a nonprofi t 
does the work of meeting the 
needs of vulnerable people, they 
are having to both expend their 
resources on the work itself as 
well as fundraise from wealthy 
donors. Because these donations 
count as tax write-off s, the rich 
are able to pick and choose 
where they put their money, 
instead of paying the same 
taxes as the rest of us. Public 
infrastructure suff ers as a result, 
and the nonprofi t network is left 
fi ghting over whatever scraps 
fall from on high.

In New Orleans, the problem is 
further compounded by the fact 
that even if the city were able to 
unite around making wealthy 
institutions pay their fair share, 
we would then have to contend 
with the state Legislature. Under 

the current state constitution, 
New Orleans’ autonomy 
is completely undercut by 
Baton Rouge. The Bureau of 
Governmental Reporting has 
been fruitlessly petitioning the 
state to change the nonprofi t 
exemption since 1996. 
Politicians have consistently 
supported institutionalized 
tax evasion for the wealthiest 
and most powerful Louisiana 
institutions, and as a result, the 
tax structure relentlessly bleeds 
those who have the least to give.

As COVID-19 austerity 
continues to wreak havoc on 
the New Orleans economy, 
we need more from our 
politicians than a hastily 
thrown together package of 
misleading propositions that, 
at best, would be a band-aid 
for our infrastructural bullet 
wounds. With the city in crisis, 
we must think carefully about 
the consequences of addressing 
budget shortfalls by cutting 
government jobs and ignoring 
major infrastructure needs. 
The outcome of this scenario is 
predictable. The fewer people 
are employed, the less money 
will circulate to restaurants, 

shops, and artists who badly 
need the work. Government 
will continue to weaken the 
social safety net, and more and 
more people will fall through 
the cracks.

But there is another possibility. 
Faced with the task of making 
up for budget losses, we can look 
to restructure the tax system 
in the interest of reclaiming 
money that rightfully belongs to 
the public from those who have 
more than enough. By bringing 
more wealthy taxpayers into 
the base, we may end up with 
enough to inject funds into 
areas that badly need it, while 
simultaneously lowering tax 
rates for everyone. With this 
option, the outcome is less 
certain; Louisiana has not once 
attempted it since the colony 
was founded in 1674. Maybe 
2021 is the year we fi nd out.

Tax exemptions for wealthy nonprofi ts come at the cost of failing and 
outdated public infrastructure, which can result in street fl ooding, as 
seen here at N. Claiborne and St. Philip Streets, November 2020.

Illustrations by Artemesia Trapeze, graphic by 
Tyler Rosebush, photo by Angela Calonder
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How public are public meetings? 
They’re not well publicized, 
sometimes scheduled without much 
notice, and agendas change quickly. 
In New Orleans, 17% of people can 
only access the internet though their 
phones, and 20% have no internet 
access whatsoever. People also 
face less material barriers to civic 
participation—not being sure what to 
say or assuming this ought to be left 
to the experts.

Before the pandemic, if you could 
make it down to City Hall in the 
middle of a work day, you could spill 
your guts directly to councilmembers 
(or committee members, or City 
planning commissioners), face to 
face. The physicality of speaking 
your mind in a room full of your 
fellow citizens held a certain power. 
You could always submit comments 
digitally as well, and meetings were 
livestreamed before too, but now these 
are the only ways to show up.

While other cities have enabled 
live video and call-in commenting, 
New Orleans has exclusively stuck 
to Microsoft forms. A staff er reads 
comments out loud, time permitting. 
Offi  cials often turn off  their cameras 
during this portion. In For the 
Record, we’ll be sharing selections 
from the previous month’s meetings—
because those who are able to and 
make the eff ort to speak their minds 
deserve to be heard, not just archived.

This month we look back at 
November 12’s meeting regarding the 
2021 budget. While funding for other 
social goods and services are on the 
chopping block in double digits, 
NOPD received only an 8% decrease, 
still allocated the most funding of 
any city agency. 556 people wrote 
in to voice their opinions. In these 
comments the express phrase 
“defund the police” appears 61 times. 
“Defund NOPD” appears 109 times. 
The word “reallocate” appears 49. A 
non-exhaustive list of reallocation 
suggestions: mental health services, 
education, libraries, transportation, 
housing, food stamps, citywide free 
wifi , hurricane preparedness, youth 
programming, grants for artists 
and farmers, reparations to Black 
and indigenous New Orleanians, 
and fully funded relocation of the 
residents of Gordon Plaza. Fewer 
than fi ve people were not in favor of 
cutting the police budget.

Banning NOPD’s use of tear gas on 
citizens without further plans to 
defund NOPD is like telling us you’re 
only going to abuse us with a wooden 
bat instead of a steel rod.1

This city is led by its citizens and 
there’s a lot of love here.2

FOR THE RECORD
by Marisa Clogher

illustration by Sadie Wiese @s.wiese.art

D-E-F-U-N-D defund defund 
NOPD.3

GUN VIOLINS (a poem)
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A lack of imagination, creativity, or 
brilliance may lead you to say this 
couldn’t all be achieved, that it isn’t 
fi nancially feasible. I’d respond, 
then let’s pay the grandmothers, 
holding together families with 
dimes, to review the fi nances. Your 
community is asking for change. Do 
not make us demand it.5

1.  Nicole M.
2.  Jake G.
3.  Chelsey B.
4.  Cameron
5.  Bernadette F.

Follow instructions at council.nola.
gov to submit public comments. Tell 
your neighbors and friends how to do 
it. Interested in reading all comments 
after a meeting? You can email 
your councilmember or fi le a public 
records request.
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A local resident campaigns prior to the December 5 election, which 
included Parishwide Proposition No. 2, a new millage that would’ve 
substantially reduced public library funding. The initiative was 
defeated with 57% voting “No.” (photo by James Cullen)

A vigil is held on December 13 in Jackson Square 
for Quawan Charles, a 15-year old Black child from 
rural Louisiana who went missing on October 30. His 
body was discovered days later in a sugarcane field 
20 miles from his home. Charles’ family and others, 
including the ACLU, believe local law enforcement 
has been negligent and apathetic in pursuing 
Charles’ case. (photo by Angela Calonder)



All Saints Day (November 1) at the Backstreet 
Cultural Museum with the North Side Skull and 
Bones Gang. (photo by Matthew Seltzer)

Aurora Nealand and The Royal Roses perform to a socially-
distanced crowd at the Broadside on December 12 in 
support of Feed The Second Line, a fundraising initiative 
started by the Krewe of Red Beans to buy and deliver 
groceries to the elder culture-bearers of New Orleans. 
(photo by Katie Sikora)
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DRAW-A-THON 2020
Though COVID-19 prevented the physical gathering for this annual, 24-hour 
marathon of doodling, Antenna Gallery was still able to pull off “Draw-A-Thon 
2020: Mapping Our Dreams” as a virtual event, including a digitized version of 
the famed “Draw-A-Tron 3000.” Where normally participants would be invited to 
input requests to a cardboard and paper machine, this year’s Draw-A-Tron was 
constructed via Google Forms and a special algorithm. Below are some of the 
requests which this “magical machine” received and transformed.
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How did you get started as a 
barber?
Stan Norwood: My grandfather 
and my uncle were both barbers, 
though I never actually saw 
either one of them cut hair. I 
used to stand and watch my 
uncle shave all the time. He 
used to live with us and when he 
passed away, we were all living 
in the same house. I was 9 and 
we were cleaning out his room 
and I found all of his equipment. 
I actually used it to cut my own 
hair to go to his funeral.
Michael Pellet: I’ve been 
cutting hair since I was 14. 
I grew up on Cleveland and 
Rocheblave. That’s where I 
started cutting hair. One time, 
when I was a kid, I went to the 
barber to feel good, to get a 
haircut that was a style. This 
old barber, he tried to do a 
flattop and it had a hole in the 
top and I thought, “Oh no. I can 
do this myself.” I did and I’m a 
barber today.
Ronnie Dents: I’ve been cutting 
hair since I was about 12 years-
old. I just kinda wanted to get 
my own hair cut more frequently 
than I was getting it done, so 
I started cutting my own and 
I messed up a lot of the time. 
I kept doing it and over time I 
ended up getting good. People 
were noticing and being like, 
“How do you have your hair cut 
every day?” That led to cutting 
friends’ hair and that developed 
continuously until this point.

Are you from the 
neighborhood your 
barbershop is in?
Jamal McCoy: 15 years ago 
I had a shop that was in the 
footprint of the VA hospital. 
They came and did a land grab, 
so I was part of that. We had 
to move because of eminent 
domain. So that’s when I 
purchased the current building, 
on Broad. We’ve been here for 
over 10 years. I really love the 
neighborhood.
SN: The barbershop that I 
work in now is actually the 
first place that I got my hair 
cut. So the barber who cut my 
hair when I was 5 years-old is 
now working right next to me. 
I am from here. I’m a product 
of my environment and I mean 
that in a good way. I have a 
tremendous amount of stories of 
success of people coming from 
the same kind of communities 
that everyone looked down 
upon. I’ve always said that if 
you take any community and 

HEAD SPACE
Looking Sharp and Feeling Seen
in a New Orleans Barbershop

by Sabrina Stone
photos Katie Sikora

“It’s like a trick. You have to let down your guard to get a haircut. 
Nobody sees it coming but you end up being in a space where you 

actually open up because you have to.”  —Ronnie Dents

Women have carved out infinite spaces where they can share 
their feelings, fears, concerns, burdens, and accomplishments 
with other women: book clubs, bathrooms, dressing rooms, spas, 
salons, slumber parties, BYOB painting sessions, and so on. There 
are classes to help with prenatal care, breastfeeding, and new 
parenting. Women asking other women for help is expected.

Men are complex creatures who need the same sorts of spaces 
but have far fewer to choose from. We all make stronger choices 
when we feel seen and heard, when we can voice our worries, our 
ambitions, when we can speak to someone who’s “been there” and 
knows how this next step goes. Neighborhood barber shops have 
always been that sort of place, and New Orleans is no exception.

I spoke to four barbers with more than a century of cutting 
experience between them. Each of them is an advocate for the 
members of their community, each has put a stamp on the city, 
and each has formed personal connections with clients over many 
years, being in turn a friend, confidant, priest, analyst, and a 
lending hand in any way necessary. Jamal McCoy has been the 
owner of HeadQuarters Barber Beauty & Natural Hair Salon in 
Tremé for over a decade. He throws community events, like bicycle 
and turkey giveaways, fathers’ day BBQs, and meet-and-greets 
with up-and-coming politicians. Ronnie Dents works at The JuJu 
Bag Café & Barber Shop in Gentilly and is a muralist, who features 
the kids who sweep in his shop as his subject matter. Michael Pellet 
is an independent barber from New Orleans East, who writes 
poetry and does advocacy work for the Lincoln Beach Project, the 
New Orleans East Coalition, and the Community Advisory Group. 
Stan Norwood has been working at Dennis’ Barber Shop on Freret 
Street, on and off, for 35 years. He reads up on law and politics and 
has sought basic training from medical doctors and psychologists, 
so that he can be there for his clients, whatever they may need.

I asked these four men, over a series of phone calls (one of which 
was interrupted by a surprise visit from Stan’s childhood friend, 
Birdman) about the essential role that they, as barbers, play in 
their communities.

you take all successful people 
out and leave everyone else in, 
you’re gonna create a poverty-
stricken community. That’s the 
problem with being sold the 
American dream of once you 
become successful you leave 
your community, you go get the 
picket fence and you leave to the 
suburbs. No, not in my book. In 
my book, you build where you 
are. Make a success story of the 
place that you are. Be influential 
to the ones around you. Be 
inspirational to the ones around 
you and you will create a great 
community that way.

What does it mean to 
provide a safe space in the 
community? 
SN: We are the place where it’s 
safe to ask questions all the time. 
You’re not the first person to 
walk in here not knowing what 
to do and you’re not the last. 
Someone has crossed our path 
with what you’re going through 
already and, in some instances, 
what they felt like was their 
solution probably added to their 
problem, and I’m not gonna 
allow that to happen to you. We 
deal with a lot of single parents, 
single moms, single dads. We 
tell them all the time, “You’re 
not alone.” We deal with school 
issues, you name it. We go over 
and beyond to make sure that 
the whole kid is taken care of. 
If there’s tutoring necessary 
we pair people together. If your 
kid needs a ride, going in this 
direction or that direction, you 
drop ‘em off at the barbershop 
and I’ll get them a ride home.
RD: We have a chalkboard 
outside of our shop, put up 
by the Community Advisory 
Group, that asks people, “What 
makes you feel safe?” I designed 
it for them. I think it’s a great 
idea, that when you’re trying 
to provide assistance, you ask, 
“What do you need?” There’s 
possibility in that. A lot of 
people who want to help have 
never gotten into the hearts 
and minds of the people who 
they were helping. That’s what 
barbers do. We’re so up close. 
The therapy just naturally takes 
place. A lot of times they don’t 
want to talk but one day they’re 
gonna walk in here and be like, 
“This is what’s going on.” And 
you gotta be like, “Alright, let’s 
talk about it.” ‘Cause we’re here 
for an hour.
JM: I encourage community 
involvement always, getting 
back to old values. You know 
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how they used to say, “It takes 
a village to raise a kid?” Well, 
just having that sort of real tight 
community where you can rely 
on your neighbor to be your eyes 
is like that. We look out for each 
other and create an inclusive 
community where people are 
working together. We highlight 
fathers in the community that 
are doing positive things. A 
lot of people want to see more 
action from police in terms of 
community involvement, in 
ways of feeling that we’re all 
working it together instead 
of feeling like the police are 
against them, so I invite them 
to events. We have police from 
our district come out and be 
involved, not in a policing mode 
but in more of an interacting, 
small talking with the people in 
the community, eating, and just 
engaging in a good wholesome 
way that makes people feel like 
the police are human too. I find 
that those kinds of things are 
effective. We give a lot of events 
besides just cutting hair and 
they’re all based around the 
community.
MP: My barbershop, when I 
cut hair in my neighborhood, 
it was always a place of peace. 
New Orleans was very territorial 
with wards in the ‘90s. I lived 
in the 3rd Ward, but a block 
over was the 4th Ward, and 

on the other side, we were 
connected to Calliope. I literally 
cut everyone’s hair from all 
around. There was none of that 
territorial beef ‘cause everyone 
needed their hair cut and I 
stayed neutral to the situation 
by becoming a barber. Once 
you’re in the chair though, 
I’m that guy. I want to know 
what’s going on: your birthday, 
interviews, weddings, going out 
of town? It’s my responsibility to 
make sure you’re looking good 
everywhere you gotta go.

Is there a multigenerational 
aspect to the barber shop?
RD: I’m a muralist. I studied 
with [Brandan] BMike [Odums] 
and a lot of my murals are 
based off of the kids that would 
come into the barbershop and 
sweep in there. We’d give ‘em 
a little change on the side for 
sweeping, so they can learn 
how to make a dollar and have 
a place to be where it’s not bad 
influences and they’re safe. 
I’ve run into some really, really 
smart kids. They’ll tell me what 

they like, what their ambitions 
are. And I’m able to gauge from 
an older perspective and I’m 
really listening to what they 
actually want... I remember 
when I was a kid, people didn’t 
know how to talk to us the way 
that we wanted to be talked 
to, or listened to, especially at 
that age. I’ve developed a good 
relationship with the kids in 
the neighborhood... I painted 
a mural next door to the 
barbershop, of one of the boys. 
He’d come in and sweep and 
later he said, “Ever since you 
painted me, my life has never 
been the same.” That changed 
the way I felt about art and 
what it can mean, what it can be 
used for.
SN: I’ve cut the hair of the 
grandfathers, the fathers, 
and the grandsons, even the 
great-grandsons and the great-
grandfathers. At the shop where 
we are, right now [in Freret], 
gentrification has taken its 
effect. We own the shop but the 
neighborhood is not at all what 
it was. (I’m actually president of 

the neighborhood association 
and it’s difficult.) We still see the 
same clients but they aren’t all 
able to come because it used to 
be all walk-up and everybody 
lived here. Now, they don’t live 
here anymore, so I have people 
drive in from Baton Rouge, from 
Slidell. They come from all over 
because this is their safe haven. 
This is home. I’ve worked here 
for 35 years. It’s been home for 
a very long time. Without it, I 
wouldn’t know what to do. I’ve 
been blessed to be in people’s 
lives and have an impact.

What is the hardest part of 
the job?
MP: In the ‘90s, with the 
government gifting crack 
cocaine to my community, 
a lot of my clients died, but 
fortunately they had fresh 
haircuts right before they 
passed. I lost a lot of clients in 
that era but I was always ready 
to make sure that they’d have a 
good welcome home.
SN: I’ve been to funerals to cut 
hair. I’ve lost almost 30 people to 
street violence. If I cut your hair 
while you were living, I’m gonna 
cut your hair at the funeral 
home. It’s hurtful to see that. 
These are people I’ve known, 
that I’ve given their first haircut 
to. Just this past weekend we 
lost a guy. He was 42 years-old 

“You’re not the first person to 
walk in here not knowing what 
to do and you’re not the last.”

Stan Norwood, Dennis’ Barber Shop
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and I’ve been cutting him since 
he was maybe 5 years-old. It’s a 
tumultuous situation. What we 
do, people have no idea of the 
impact. We are way more than 
just a barber standing at a chair.

What do people talk to you 
about, in the chair?
JM: I didn’t know I was signing 
up to be a therapist. I didn’t 
know that’s what it all was, but 
it’s definitely that. People come 
and talk to me about all kinds 
of things. For a lot of men—and 
Black men in particular—who 
come into my shop, they tend 
to not feel like they’re [often] in 
an environment where they can 
express a lot of their emotions, 
things that they’re going 
through. The barbershop is like 
a bar or those places for men to 
talk about what they’re going 
through and know they’re not 
gonna be judged. ‘Cause of that, 
the barber is a very personal 
selection. Aside from them being 
able to cut your hair properly, a 
barber is a person you spend a 
lot of time with, so you build a 
relationship with them.
RD: It’s New Orleans; I’ve had 
people who come and sit in the 
chair and they just got out of 
jail, plenty. They fresh out and 
they need to get a haircut. That’s 
happened a bunch of times. I’ve 
had people who have said, “Man, 

I’m really going through it” with 
their personal relationships. I’ll 
listen and give a more guided 
response. With teenagers, 
they’ve got that jaded sense of 
reality. You know, when you’re 
16 and you know just enough 
to think you know things but 
you really don’t. I’ll shed light 
on certain things. They’ll begin 
to tell me that they have issues 
talking to girls or something like 
that and it’ll be like, “OK, I know 
a little bit about that.” They’re 
not dismissive, they’re like, “I’m 
trying to see what you got to 
say about that.” Same for men 
with their ambitions, things that 
they want to be. Men have told 
me that their parents were not 
supportive of their ambitions 
and that bred insecurities, so we 
talk through that and go back 
into the past and sometimes 
they can separate themselves 
from that emotion and say, 
“That’s not me. That was a result 
of how I was spoken to.”

SN: Because of questions I’ve 
been asked, I have a podcast that 
streams live from the barbershop 
and talks about recurring things. 
Right now we’re covering the 
questions that come with being 
a new father, because it does not 
come with a handbook. Some of 
the topics are things that people 
are not comfortable talking about 
unless they are in a comfort zone.

Do you think they ever take 
your advice?
RD: They not coming over here 
like I’m their pastor and they 
know what my responses are 
gonna be. I’ll have ideas and 
they’ll be like, “I tried that.” So, 
I’ll be like, “Let’s try this.” There 
are all those things that make 
you not want to listen to a more 
prescribed theology. I’m just 
Ronnie. I’m they partner. I’m 
they friend. I probably get better 
opportunities for that than even 
the people who are licensed.
MP: Throughout my years 

people have come to me to 
advocate for them. They’ll bring 
me information about what’s 
going on and I would be a voice 
for people who can’t speak for 
themselves. Sometimes people 
don’t know how to speak out 
and sometimes they have jobs 
where they can’t and I’ll be the 
whistleblower. I’m a resource 
because they know they can 
come to me.

Does the barbershop play a 
role in physical health as well 
as mental health? 
MP: Men feel more comfortable 
talking about their medical 
issues with barbers than with 
almost anyone else in our lives. 
Prostate exams, colonoscopies. 
I’ve had clients who have had 
prostate cancer. One long-
term client of mine, he had 
kidney cancer. He works with 
FedEx now. He fought it off. I 
supported him through that, 
showing up at the hospital while 
he’d get tests and treatments. 
He is the greatest person to be 
around. He is that guy and when 
he was in treatments, we were 
all like, “He gotta get right so we 
can all get back to the party!”
SN: I have eight or nine different 
doctors who come in as clients 
and have helped train us, so we 
do health assessments here at 
the barbershop. They’ve taught 

“The relationship with your barber 
becomes much stronger because touch 
takes things to a whole different 
place... There’s some energy being 
transferred and a lot of trust and a lot 
of letting down your guard.”

Jamal McCoy, HeadQuarters Barber 
Beauty & Natural Hair Salon
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us how to look at clients, how to 
observe their actual day-to-day 
health, because we see them all 
the time and I can notice that 
your eyes are not looking right 
or your ankles are swollen or 
you’re breathing funny. We can 
get a blood pressure cuff  out... 
Sure enough, there have been six 
or seven people who have gone 
into congestive heart failure. 
They had fl uid around the heart, 
older gentlemen, ankles swollen, 
really short breath. I’ve actually 
been able to save a few people, 
just on that simple information. 
One was talking with slurred 
speech; that’s not normal for 
him. ‘Cause we talk, we notice 
everything. I said, “Come on, 
man. We gotta get you to the 
hospital, I think you’re having 
a stroke if you haven’t had one 
already.” And he’s like, “I feel 
fi ne.” But the way he said it, the 
language wasn’t normal, so I 
jumped up, got the car, and said, 
“Alright, I understand what 
you’re saying but what you’re 
saying and how you’re looking is 
two diff erent things. We’re going 
to the hospital.”

What makes barbershops so 
essential?
RD: There is a time when men 
can communicate and express 
their emotions but it’s in a 
certain kind of environment 

and the barbershop allows 
that space. The fact that 
we have more testosterone 
means that we can tend to be 
more aggressive, but that isn’t 
an inherent mandate. The 
relationship with your barber 
becomes much stronger because 
touch takes things to a whole 
diff erent place. They’d never 
let their brother touch them 
like that, that many times up so 
close. There’s some energy being 
transferred and a lot of trust and 
a lot of letting down your guard. 
Also, in the worst times, people 
need a haircut. Even when there 
is no money, people still get 
haircuts ‘cause you need ‘em.
MP: As far as our community, 
there’s not many things that 
we do have, from birth. Hair 
is one of those things. It’s for 
protection and adornment, with 
it you can have personal pride 
and style… It’s not all about the 
money. We’ve built real personal 
relationships. It’s expanded my 
network, with all the diff erent 
careers and businesses my 
clients are in, it’s given me 
opportunities. I have faithful 
clients, people who will support 
me, make sure I eat, no matter 
what happens in my life. That 
makes me feel safe.
SN: Some of the barbers of 
my generation, we talk about 
trying to get younger barbers to 

understand that they’re not just 
a person who cuts somebody’s 
hair. It’s about: have the 
awareness and understanding 
of knowing that being a great 
barber is not just giving a great 
haircut, it’s being a great person, 
it’s being a well-rounded person, 
it’s being a person that’s fi lled 
with information, a person 
who, if he does not have the 
information at the moment will 
go out and get the information 
to be as helpful as he can to 
every client that comes across 
his path. Things of signifi cant 
importance, things that we 
take for granted, you may not 
see them as that important 
but someone else does. Those 
are the things that we have 
to really stress the issues on. 
We do our best. It resonates 
amongst people. If there’s 
information needed: go to the 
barbershop. Trying to fi nd 
some help with something? 
Go to the barbershop. If you’re 
uncomfortable talking to 
someone, talk to your barber. 
Ask us questions.
JM: The barber is like the hub 
of the community. We get to talk 
to a lot of diff erent people from 
a lot of diff erent backgrounds, 
lot of diff erent ethnic groups, lot 
of diff erent lifestyles. You might 
have a person that’s a judge 
sitting next to somebody that’s 

a convicted felon that’s back on 
the streets, trying to get his life 
in order. Or a cook might be next 
to an attorney. You have a mix of 
all diff erent types of people so 
you get together a lot of diff erent 
perspectives. We give meet-
and-greets for politicians—
we just had one with Jason 
Williams and another with 
Clint Smith—so that people can 
get information. Having these 
types of events and bringing 
people from all parts of the 
community, whether it’s police, 
the neighborhood association, 
or just a regular old Joe out of 
the neighborhood who feels like 
his voice is never heard—[they] 
get to bump shoulders, to talk 
directly to people who have 
infl uence in your community. 
We use it as a platform for the 
everyday person, who might not 
have a voice, to have a voice.

Ronnie Dents,
JuJu Bag Café & Barber Shop
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OCTOBER 22, 2020
4:53PM CDT (Zoom)

How have you been?
Alex Brownstein-Carter: We’ve 
been good! We live together, and 
we’re both full-time students. We 
sit in each other’s rooms all day 
and do homework and have anxiety 
attacks, and our backs hurt. [Laughs] 
We’ve been trying to arrange the 
songs from the album for the band, 
tabbing out the guitar lines and 
combining the drum parts so they 
can be performed on a kit, which 
takes forever.
David Sigler: Alex has been very 
diligent in writing out tabs for all 
the guitarists, and for Joe [Ceponis, 
bassist]. We haven’t dived into 
writing out the songs in traditional 
notation yet. Me and Eric [Buller, 
guitarist] talked about getting in 
Finale or Sibelius, using that in 
combination with Guitar Pro to have 
an actual score. Tabs can only reflect 
so much. They don’t reflect rhythm, 
really. Alex isolates everybody’s part 
and sends it to them so they can 
listen to it by itself while looking at 
the tab. That gives them a sense of 
rhythm and pulse. I’d love to write 
out the whole thing in traditional 
notation one day. It would be 
great to have. But that’s a massive 
undertaking.
ABC: I can’t even read music, so 
that’s one of the things holding 
me back from doing that. But 
obviously I’d love to do it in the 
future. One thing that’s interesting 
about the arranging process is that, 
a lot of the time, we end up with 
eight different guitar parts and 
three or four drum parts. So when 
we’re arranging for five-piece—or 
four-piece, as we did in the past—
we need to condense everything 
down, three guitar parts into one 
part. Sometimes you’re playing 
a high-register part and a low-
register part at the same time.
DS: It definitely requires some 
maneuvering, but maybe a little 
less so now that we have David 
[Sabludowsky, of Casual Burn] in 
the band. We don’t have to scramble 
so much to combine what was three 
guitar parts on the record into one 
guitar part and figure out how to 
finger that on the fretboard. We can 
divide it up between three guitars 
now. I think the music is better that 
way, having separate voices, instead 
of compacting them all into one or 
two parts.

I know the last album took some 
doing to pull off live. This one 
seems much more ambitious.
DS: It is. It’s coming together, 
though. We’re about five songs in, 
and it’s gonna work! We’ll be able 
to play mostly everything. There 
might be a few tracks we need to 
rework, so they’ll have their own 
unique character live that’s slightly 
different from the recording. But 
Alex also invested in some really 
cool technology for the band. He 

Nightmares & Soup with

Primpce
by Raphael Helfand

got a sample pad and a new drum 
machine, so we have a new arsenal of 
sounds that’ll really help us pull this 
album off live in a way we didn’t last 
time and be as faithful to the album 
as possible.

I guess it’s a blessing and a 
curse that you have all this 
time when you can’t perform 
the album live, because now 
you’ve got the chance to 
practice it and get it up to 
speed. Are you practicing in 
person? I saw you had a Zoom 
practice a couple weeks ago.
DS: Yeah, we’re practicing in person 
now, twice a week. We have a nice 
little space at Fountainbleau. 
We share it with this surf rock 
band Shark Attack. They’re very 
kind. If it wasn’t for them, we’d be 
practicing at the house and annoying 
my landlord. We want to start 
recording live videos of songs as 
we’re perfecting them. The end goal 
is a full hour-long livestream set, 
if we’re not able to play live for the 
foreseeable future.

Alex, is that a new tattoo on your 
arm? No, not that one, the naked 
lady looking one.
ABC: Oh, yeah. No, I’ve had that 
for like seven years. It’s actually 
from a Goya painting. It’s a witch 
riding an owl.

Ah. I thought maybe you just 
went and got a classic naked lady 
arm tattoo.
ABC: I mean, I did. She is naked. 
David, show him your body.
DS: Have you seen my Mahler 
tattoo? [Takes shirt off to reveal 
upper arm] That’s Gustav Mahler 
conducting a symphony. It’s from a 
1920s German magazine.
ABC: Have you seen my Prince 
tramp stamp? [Turns around and 
lifts shirt to reveal the Love Symbol, 
shows some butt-crack]

The next interview was postponed 
until three weeks later, 12 days after 
Goodbye Marines’ physical release. 
When the Primpce boys joined the 
Zoom call, David was chowing down 
on a bowl of amorphous white goo. 
We talked about said goo for a good 
five minutes, but I’ll only include the 
bare essentials here.

NOVEMBER 12, 2020
4:11PM CST (Zoom)

What’s that you’re eating?
DS: It’s white soup.

New England clam chowder? 
Cream of corn?
DS: Nope, just white soup. My dad 
sent me a bunch of it. I’m broke right 
now, so it’s pretty much all I’ve been 
eating lately.

I met Alex Brownstein-Carter when I started serving soup at 
Mopho, the tragically-named ( but very good!) Vietnamese 
fusion restaurant on City Park Avenue, in the late summer of 
2017. We were chatting about music one day, and he let it slip 
that he had a band, and I let it slip that I was an aspiring music 
journalist. A couple weeks later, he sheepishly passed me a CD 
of Primpce’s debut album, The Best Thing to Get to Do is to 
Learn to Inspire You. I was skeptical at first. The long-winded 
title and intentionally lo-fi presentation were red flags of the 
extreme hipsterism I was only just beginning to welcome into 
my life. On first listen, I was a bit confused but still intrigued. 
I left it in my car for weeks, playing it whenever I drove. Alex’s 
stuttering drumlines and jarring vocal affectations, along with 
David Sigler’s skronky yet clean guitar lines overlaid in dense 
counterpoint, were things I didn’t yet have the musical lexicon 
to process. I was into it, though, and when I saw them live, 
performing in their boxers with matching lime-green tees and hi-
vis safari hardhats, I was sold.

Shortly after Alex and I both quit Mopho, I joined Primpce on 
the final leg of their 2018 tour. Traveling with the band, I learned 
more about their influences (not just Captain Beefheart!), their 
Alabama roots, and their bowel movements. But even with all 
this intimate knowledge of the band, I was entirely unprepared 
for their second album, Goodbye Marines and Hello Dad It’s 
Son or Mr. Worm The Monster, which went live on streaming 
in September and came out on vinyl on Halloween via Syncro 
System Records. On it, they reach far beyond their art rock 
origins and bring in childhood mythologies, toy commercials, 
Pentacostal exorcisms and auditory hallucinations, along 
with North African and Middle Eastern pentatonic scales and 
polyrhythms. The result is a sonic soup that would have made for 
an impossible listen in less gifted hands. Instead, it’s one of the 
most exciting releases of 2020, and the liner notes alone provide 
a delicious buffet of lore for the inquisitive fan.

What started as a straightforward interview devolved into three 
sprawling conversations. The following transcripts include a 
tattoo show and tell, musings on soup ( both sonic and liquid), 
and a track-by-track breakdown of Goodbye Marines.

Left to Right: Alex Brownstein-Carter, Eric 
Buller, Joe Ceponis, David Sigler, David 
Sabludowsky (photo by Sean Moore)
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I’ll be honest; it looks quite 
disgusting.
DS: I’ve grown to like it, actually. 
Do yourself a favor and get yourself 
some white soup.

I’ll look into that. Anyway, we 
talked about doing a track-by-
track breakdown of Goodbye 
Marines, so if y’all are still down, 
I’ll forge on ahead with that, for 
time’s sake.
DS: Sounds good!
ABC: I like that idea.

1. Dirashe Lyre Dance
ABC: The original song [from 
Sublime Frequencies compilation 
Staring Into the Sun—Ethiopian 
Tribal Music] is two people playing 
lyres. The first time I heard it, I 
was mystified by the deceivingly 
complex polyrhythmic interplay 
between the two lyres, and how 
they were able to create that on 
these two-stringed instruments. It’s 
also interesting how it’s recorded. 
The background ambience is way 
louder than the song itself. There 
are people talking really loud, and 
the lyres sound so distant.
DS: What I like about it is the 
improvisatory aspect. It’s not like 
everybody’s playing everything 
note for note. But when we go to 
arrange a Primpce song and we’re 
taking any sort of non-Western 
music that has improvisation in it, 
we’re not improvising at all. We’re 
looking at moments in these songs, 
finite phrases.

You started the last album with a 
pretty straightforward cover, and 
now you’ve started this one with 
a loose interpretation. What’s the 
appeal in starting your records 
with the work of others?
ABC: Continuity, I think. It’s the 
only cover, so we wanted to get it out 
of the way so there would be a nice 
flow of originals for the rest of the 
album. Also, I like when albums start 
with an instrumental track. And 
again, everything is in the order of 
when we wrote the songs, and that 
was the first one we completed.

2. Mr. She-Scary with One Eye
ABC: Mr. She-Scary with One Eye 
is a monster I drew when I was four. 
My dad recently gave me a bunch of 
drawings I did in preschool. They’re 
all monsters that I would name, 
and the preschool counselor would 
write out the names for me. Mr. 
She-Scary is a circular ghostman 
with one eye. He’s actually on the 
album cover, right in the middle. 
See that? She scary!

This is the first song where you 
sample song bank tunes, right?
ABC: Yeah, I used a Kawasaki 
children’s keyboard. I actually used 
that same keyboard to come up 
with the riffs for multiple songs, 
so a few of them contain the same 
DNA. There are like six different 
song banks that I was triggering 

a guitar part,” even though it might 
not even exist—it’s just from all the 
crazy digital distortion.

You used to start Primpce shows 
by reading from your diary from 
when you were nine, and you’re 
reaching back even earlier on this 
track. Why do you think you’re 
so drawn to source material from 
your childhood?
ABC: Maybe it’s a quarter-life 
existential crisis thing. The further 
I get from childhood, the more 
nostalgic I get about it. I digitally 
converted all my old home videos 
like five years ago, and I lost my 
mind watching them. It made me 
hyper-obsessed with my childhood.
DS: It’s still very much Alex. His 
individualism is inherent in the stuff 
he wrote when he was eight, or even 
younger. So it feels like really fitting 
source material that isn’t too self-
serious but still very related to self. 
Some of the shit that came out of this 
little kid’s mouth is really bizarre, 
and it just works. It’s not all verbatim. 
Alex will whip up prose that uses little 
bits of phrases from stuff he wrote as 
a kid and then glue it together with 
even more surreal imagery.
ABC: “Mr. She-Scary” is a 
combination of the mythology of 

So the Iraqi song is just in the 
instrumental, not something you 
interpreted lyrics from.
ABC: Yeah, except we used similar 
vocal phrasing to what’s in the 
song. Lyrically, it’s all just a stream 
of consciousness based on a Uline 
catalog that included a bin cart. 
I was trying to write lyrics using 
imagery sourced from mundane 
office products.

4. Flossing Sand
ABC: This one references another 
recurring nightmare I used to have 
when I was a boy of being chased 
by a small clown. I ended up killing 
him in a dream. I knocked his head 
off with a broom, and I was never 
haunted by that clown again. When 
we first wrote the verse, we joked 
about how it sounded like a scary 
lullaby you would sing to a baby to 
give it bad dreams.
DS: The anti-lullaby.
ABC: So I started looking up old 
traditional lullabies and trying to 
subvert their tropes to make a really 
dark one. But it’s also weird because 
I’m addressing my dad in it. I’m like, 
“Have a horrifying sleep, dad.”
DS: I’m really fond of that one 
because it was our first time writing 
on a keyboard together. I was taking 

a piano class and feeling kind of 
confident with fingerings. As soon as 
we started writing together on piano, 
we realized it was almost as easy 
as writing on guitar. There’s some 
crazy polyrhythmic stuff later on in 
the song that’s sort of reminiscent of 
Philip Glass or Steve Reich. A lot of 
that happened accidentally.

5. You Think It’s Funny
ABC: We got the phrase from 
a sample from the Kawasaki 
keyboard. It had these weird, 
almost vocal-like overtones. The 
more you listen to it, the more 
you can hear this demonic voice 
whispering, “You think it’s funny.”
DS: The video gave it a different 
context. It was Eric’s idea to take 
TikTok videos and make them look 
like they’re dancing to Primpce. 
As soon as we started doing that, 
it seemed like this very pointed 
satire of bizarre YouTube culture or 
TikTok dancers. But Alex didn’t have 
any of that in mind when he was 
writing the lyrics.
ABC: I saw some documentary 
about Francis Bacon, where he 
quotes some artist saying something 
like, “The reek of death smiles out 
at me.” I love nightmarish imagery 
involving smiles. I think the smile, 
and the human face in general, is the 
scariest thing that exists.

Who else in that body horror realm 
are you into, other than Bacon?
ABC: David Lynch is the master of 
making smiles uncanny. In Inland 
Empire there’s a scene where Laura 
Dern confronts the antagonist, 
and they’re staring at each other, 
and then all of a sudden her face is 
superimposed on the antagonist’s 
face in this crude photoshop, and 
she’s smiling really garishly, and you 
hear this horrifying stab of strings. 
I remember seeing that shit in 
the theater when I was a teenager 
and jumping out of my seat. I had 
nightmares about it for weeks. I have 
it tattooed right here. [pulls down 
shirt to show scary chest tattoo]
DS: It’s the most terrifying smile 
ever. I couldn’t get it out of my head. 
The song is about scary smiles, if it’s 
about anything.
ABC: It’s a critique of humor too, 
how so much of comedy is a song 
and dance act and how annoyingly 
performative and fake a lot of 
comedy seems to be.
DS: A lot of what Alex and I find 
humorous are things that are meant 
to be humorous but are humorous 
for different reasons than they were 
intended to be. So much of what we 
have giggle fits about is bad comedy, 
people working really hard to be 
funny but totally failing, comedians 
that are so over the top that it’s 
funny in a surreal way. Jim Carrey 
is a good famous example. Daniel 
Songer is a good YouTube example.

6. Goodbye Marines
DS: The name of this song is tied to 
the first album, as far as consistency 

and improvising with, so some of 
the DNA from “Mr. She-Scary” is 
present on “You Think It’s Funny” 
and a few others.
DS: Alex would take these song 
bank tunes and slow them down or 
speed them up, and put different 
parts of them on top of each other. 
We’d take a certain moment from 
that and write additional parts to it, 
and it would turn into a song. And 
then another song would be birthed 
out of another moment from that 
same sample.
ABC: I was trying to come up with 
an initial groove to start the song. 
I wanted to create a jarring, weird 
polyrhythm I couldn’t conceive 
of consciously. I like leaving it up 
to chance. It often yields more 
interesting results for me, to the 
point where I almost depend on that 
too much and don’t trust my own 
creative voice a lot of the time.
DS: But all it takes is one moment from 
one of these tunes, one little motif we 
hear, to inspire an entire song.
ABC: The recordings of these song 
banks and the speakers they’re 
coming out of are so poor that it 
creates these fucked up overtones. 
And when you crank up the sample, 
you start auditorily hallucinating. 
You’re like, “Oh, wait! That can be 

the monsters I drew and a recurring 
nightmare I have now where 
I’m in my childhood home and 
a boogeyman is knocking on the 
door and looking inside through a 
window... It’s funny talking about 
this shit because I have this voice in 
my head that’s just like, people won’t 
think any of this is interesting!
DS: Aw, man. I think that’s a) not 
true, and b) if it is true for some 
people, it is what it is. Don’t let 
that cause you to second-guess 
everything.
ABC: I need one of those pills they 
shove rectally up Donald Trump to 
make him perform well.
DS: Me fucking too, man.

3. Bin Cart
Here, you’re taking some 
cliches—people being made on 
an assembly line, or being lined 
up at a slaughterhouse—and 
putting a Primpce spin on it. Did 
the Iraqi song you got the chorus 
from have something to do with 
any of those themes?
DS: All the lyrics were written after 
all the songs were completely done 
instrumentally, so very rarely was 
there any sort of influence from a 
particular part of the instrumental 
on the lyrics.

“I think the smile, and the 
human face in general, is the 
scariest thing that exists.”
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goes. The title of the first album 
came about after Alex woke up with 
a long, nonsensical fragment of a 
sentence stuck in his head.
ABC: This time it was a waking 
dream I had. I could hear this man in 
a Southern accent saying, “Goodbye, 
marines! Goodbye, marines!” But 
the rest of the album title doesn’t 
come from that.
DS: “Hello Dad It’s Son” is a Primpce 
insider. I was joking about how 
when my dad leaves me a voicemail, 
he always starts with, “Hey David, 
it’s Dad,” as if I can’t tell from his 
voice or from the caller ID. So I was 
thinking how funny it would be if I 
called him and said “Hey Dad, it’s 
Son” in the same way. And “Mr. 
Worm the Monster’’ is another of 
Alex’s childhood illustrations. If you 
look at it, you’ll see he initially wrote, 
“Wilma,” and then it’s crossed out.
ABC: I think the counselor who was 
interpreting the title thought I said 
Mr. Wilma because I was a little boy 
with a speech impediment, and then I 
corrected her. I said, “No, it’s wowm!”

7. H.A.G.S.
DS: We pulled out my old seventh 
grade yearbook and were reading all 
the notes. The “Devin” referred to 
in the song is actually me. Musically 
speaking, this is one of my favorites. 
We’re learning it right now as a band, 
and it’s so much fun to play. It’s all 
over the map. There are so many 
shifts in mood.

8. Spiritual Warfare
So this one samples both an 
Azerbaijani wedding DJ and a 
Nigerian televangelist.
ABC: The song started with 
that insane drum machine solo 

from the Cavad Recebov video. 
I was transfixed by it. I slowed 
down the rate of the solo and it 
sounded way cooler, like it was 
sourced from real drums. We 
were originally just gonna write 
a melodic accompaniment to the 
slowed down drum solo, but we got 
underwhelmed by that process. 
Then I had the idea to take different 
rhythms from that drum solo and 
combine them to create these 
monster polyrhythms that are 
constantly changing. And then we 
wrote instrumental accompaniment 
to it, which was a challenge because 
it’s the longest song we’ve written. 
And every time the rhythm changed, 
we had to change the guitar and the 
bass parts.
DS: It was a really cool but really 
frustrating musical exercise.
ABC: All the lyrics are quotes 
from different televangelist videos 
from SCOAN [Synagogue Church 
of All Nations in Lagos, Nigeria] 
and Pastor T.B. Joshua. I made a 
supercut a few years ago compiling 
the most deranged, violent 
moments from these videos, which 
are primarily of exorcisms. It’s 
really disturbing. They have a very 
contemporary demonic mythology, 
where traditional religious 
mythologies interact with things like 
Facebook. A lot of the people having 
these exorcisms have contracted 
demons through Facebook, or 
through their phones.
DS: It’s sad. People are conned 
into this idea that they’re ailed by 
demonic powers, and they spend 
money at this huge megachurch to 
be healed.
ABC: What particularly fascinated 
me about it is that it seemed like the 

people making the videos all had 
this collectively unrealized fetish for 
violence and suffering. People make 
pilgrimages from all over Africa to 
visit this ministry. They have these 
bleeding, cancerous holes, and 
they’re like, “Please, T.B. Joshua, 
deliver me.” And as he’s performing 
the exorcism, the camera is 
constantly zooming in on their 
physical ailments, and there’s always 
this creepy robotic voiceover that’s 
like, “Look at the pus and infection.”

9. Cicada Dance
ABC: We built that whole song 
around cicada samples. I don’t 
really know shit about cicadas, but 
before they vibrate themselves, 
they make these sparser clicks. It 
usually goes, “K-k-k-k-k,” and then 
“Kccchhhhh!!!” So I would take 
those initial clicks and do a call-and-
response, play the same thing on a 
hi-hat and write a whole drum part 
around it, so the cicada is leading the 
rhythm, and all I’m doing is trying to 
embellish and expand on it.

10. Worm Surprise
ABC: We were cutting up these vocal 
samples from these toy commercial 
jingles and fragmenting them. I 
don’t know exactly what they’re 
saying in the commercials, but it 
sounded to me like, “It’s a worm.”
DS: When you mess with these 
weird kids’ songs—speed them up, 
slow them down, stack them on top 
of each other—they create their 
own sonorities and melodies. It’s 
not totally unique to one person’s 
ear either. It’s pretty distinct a lot 
of the time. But it takes a lot of 
experimentation to get it to a point 
where you hear something that’s not 

there in its natural form.
ABC: Back in like 2013, I started 
recording covers of children’s toy 
jingles because I love the format. 
They only have a certain amount of 
time—like 15 seconds—so they have 
to really fragment the song, and 
they end up writing these irregular 
phrasings. I realized if I interpreted 
it on my own, it sounded like a weird, 
proggy punk song. And then I started 
getting really into the polytonality of 
combining two disparate songs. It’s a 
cool alchemy where you never know 
what you’ll come out with. There are 
these micro-loops that only last for 
half a second. When they’re repeated 
over and over again, they have a 
hypnotic effect. You’ll take one little 
fragment of a song and loop it, and 
all of a sudden there’s this menace. 
You hear this weird tension that’s 
not actually there. It’s like you’ve 
unearthed this evil thing that’s not 
meant to be heard.

You mentioned YouTube culture 
before, and this all reminds 
me of the nightmarish section 
of YouTube Kids where the 
algorithm creates scarier and 
scarier videos from existing 
content [“Something is Wrong on 
the Internet” (Medium, 2017)]. 
Have you seen any of that stuff ?
Both: No!
DS: A lot of our stuff is accidentally 
nightmarish. That’s what’s so funny 
about it. It’s a happy accident, or not 
so happy I guess.
ABC: When I started writing 
“Worm Surprise,” I was listening to 
Macintosh Plus. I’d always avoided 
vaporwave because it was always so 
trendy, but I love the way she chops 
up some of these weird old muzak 
samples. It feels like how it would 
sound if a computer virus could 
make music. And I was like, “Oh, 
I really wanna try to do the same 
thing!” [Laughs]

Amidst a hellishly busy pre-
Thanksgiving week, we talked 
one last time. The internet in my 
apartment was spotty, so we spoke 
over the phone. With little time to 
waste, we got right into it.

NOVEMBER 18, 2020
6:48PM CST (Phone)

11. Wedding Request
ABC: The failed demolition of the 
Hard Rock Hotel took place around 
the time we were recording this song, 
and I was working at Green Goddess 
in the French Quarter, so I was able to 
get a recording of it. It was a very loud 
sound, and it really scared me. I think 
I bumped my head on something, 
it was so loud. I hope I never hear 
anything that loud ever again.

And the lyrics are text from 
junk mail?
DS: Yeah. For a while I kept getting 
spam emails that would have these 
auto-generated non-sequiturs. 
They would congratulate me for the 

Saturn Bar, 2018. Left to Right: Sigler, Brownstein-Carter, Buller (photo by Sam Weil)



35  *  ANTIGRAVITY  *  JANUARY 2021

“upstanding clicks” I was making 
on my mousepad. They had words 
like “crediblepresent,” “trueclick,” 
“pleasantgenius.”
ABC: I Googled the text from the 
emails and found more digital 
footprints from the same source. 
There were these huge blocks of text, 
this spam generator creating this 
beautiful poetry. It was all on this 
Geosite with all these old, forgotten 
blog posts that had hundreds of 
spam comments left on them—huge, 
beautiful blocks of nonsense.

12. Leather’s Leather
ABC: I’d just read [Toni Morrison’s] 
The Bluest Eye. It’s fantastic. In 
the passage I quote from, the 
protagonist is getting taunted by 
these neighborhood bullies who keep 
repeating this racist chant, spreading 
rumors about her father, how he 
sleeps naked and is the town drunk. 
But when she quotes the taunt, she 
also quotes this rhythmic pattern that 
correlates to it. So we started with 
that rhythm and wrote from there. 
All the vocal samples in that song are 
from a conversation I heard between 
two big thrift-heads at a thrift store 
in Chalmette. It was really just one 
of them, this guy with a really thick 
Chalmette accent scream-talking on 
and on about this blue leather couch 
he’d found. I stood next to them for 
like 15 minutes and recorded.

13. Mommy Big Boy
ABC: The instrumental sample is 
from a song bank on a children’s 
drum pad. And the lyrics are all from 
Facebook posts by someone I went 
to high school with who posted very 
prolifically in the early 2010s. She’d 
write these really confessional, 
touching posts about her unrequited 
love and loneliness, and I saved a lot 
of them. And all the lyrics are direct 
quotes from that.

Would you show her the song?
ABC: I would. I think she would 
appreciate it. I haven’t reached 
out to her, but I’d like to. I hope 
she wouldn’t find it exploitative, 
because I think there’s some real 
poetry in her words.

14. Kush Begot Nimrod 
This one’s a classic. You’ve been 
playing it live for years. What 
made you decide to retool it for 
the album?
ABC: Well, we’d never really done 
a proper recording of it, and it just 
seemed right. That’s another one 
that’s a loose interpretation of a 
traditional western Saharan song 
[“Gourmi Praise Song for the Sarki 
(Hausa)” by Moussa and Issa].

When you say, “My new dream 
I’m in college, I am the Zumba 
instructor,” is that something else 
from one of your dreams? Or is it 
a dream of yours, in the figurative 
sense, to be a Zumba instructor?
ABC: Absolutely not. We took the 
actual lyrics from the traditional 

song and translated them 
phonetically into English, and I took 
some liberties. It’s the same notes 
and same exact phrasings. But I 
interpreted it in my typical stream-
of-consciousness babble. And when I 
talk about how I’m in college, I am in 
college! I didn’t have a dream where 
I was a Zumba instructor, but my 
cousin is a Zumba instructor, so that 
was probably on the brain.

15. Extreme Demonic Possession
ABC: The sample comes from one 
of the first ever Primpce practices in 
early 2017. We were trying to record 
our practice, and when we listened 
back to it, the recording had glitched 

influence is definitely in the album, 
at least in the later stages when I 
was mixing and added in some extra 
percussion. It’s definitely there on 
“She and You and He.”

16. She and You and He
ABC: This is the other commercial 
song. It’s a progression from “Worm 
Surprise.” I was inspired by the 
way RP Boo combines samples 
that are in different keys to find a 
polytonality that’s dissonant but 
still works. We approached the latter 
half of the album from an electronic 
production perspective, but in a 
Primpcian way. That song is our 
attempt at making EDM.

all from the notes we heard in that 
urinal flush.

18. The Librarian
DS: This one is my favorite song 
on the album musically. The whole 
time we were recording this song, 
I was taking a 20th century music 
history class, and I was really 
inspired by the music of Alexander 
Scriabin and Igor Stravinsky, and 
then later Alban Berg and Arnold 
Schoenberg. The middle of “The 
Librarian” has an atonal piano 
section inspired by a lot of that 
music. And there are these whirling, 
deceptive cadences in the guitar 
parts. I’m really proud of how that 
song is really rapid-fire, constantly 
shifting, so dense, but there are 
several very distinct sections. It’s a 
strange musical journey.

Who is Paul G. Chester Alcantara?
ABC: In 2014, me and my friend and 
film collaborator, Zach Sharp, made 
a feature-length film called Chacing 
Pavements. We found the script 
on an old screenplay-formatting 
website. We were intentionally 
looking for odd, unpublished scripts 
by amateur screenwriters, and we 
stumbled across the screenplay for 
this truly bizarre romantic comedy 
that was written by a 16-year-old 
boy from the Philippines. He wrote 
it in English, but he seemed to 
be learning English at the time, 
because it was very broken. And 
it was hilarious, intentionally and 
unintentionally at the same time. 
We made the entire thing, word for 
word. We’d also found some scripts 
for a few short films that he wrote, 
and I’d had them on my computer 
for a while. One of them is called 
“The Librarian,” and we sourced 
a lot of the lyrics from that and 
Chacing Pavements. I found phrases 
that were interesting to me from 
throughout those scripts and pieced 
them together, so the song ended up 
being this nonsensical collage.

If there were to be a connecting 
thread for this album, would you 
say it’s that process of removing 
things from their original 
intention and incorporating them 
into Primpce’s artistic universe?
ABC: It’s good to hear someone able 
to come up with an overarching 
thread, because at this point, I’m 
not sure there is one. Every song 
has its own source of inspiration 
that we follow through on with our 
own ideas. So now I guess we have 
to step back a bit. I think we place a 
lot of importance on non-musical 
things. We try not to draw from 
direct musical inspiration, in terms 
of coming up with an initial idea 
for a song. We employ our musical 
knowledge and influences later. But 
I think it’s important that a lot of 
these songs’ ideas were generated 
from sources that are totally 
divorced from music. We didn’t 

out. It was sped up like 20x and also 
looped, so that it would progress 
about half a second and then loop 
back like a quarter of a second, and 
these loops continued to slowly 
advance. The glitch had its own fixed 
rhythm. It sounded so psychedelic, 
so we wrote an instrumental to it.

We were talking about RP Boo 
the other day, and when I was 
listening back to this track, it 
occurred to me that it starts 
out sounding a lot like his song 
“Bangin’ On King Drive.”
ABC: I think we did that one before 
I’d even heard of RP Boo. He became 
an inspiration for me later. But his 

17. Facebowl
This one is maybe the most 
abstract song on the album. It’s 
based around a sample of a urinal 
flushing, right?
DS: I think of this one as an atonal 
funeral dirge.
ABC: I was peeing in the bathroom 
at the Earl K. Long Library at UNO, 
on the third floor, which is where 
we took the picture for the cover of 
the album, which is a glory hole we 
found way in the back. I flushed the 
urinal, and the flush was very tonal. 
So I recorded that and slowed it 
down, and it was even more musical 
than I expected. And we were able to 
write the initial chord progression, cont’d on pg. 39

“I was peeing in the bathroom at the 
Earl K. Long Library at UNO, on the 
third floor... I flushed the urinal, and 
the flush was very tonal. So I recorded 
that and slowed it down, and it was 
even more musical than I expected.”
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REVIEWS

THE AVALANCHES 
WE WILL ALWAYS LOVE YOU
(MODULAR RECORDINGS)

Every radio signal ever 
transmitted is still traveling
throughout the Universe. 
Whether or not these messages 
will ever reach another living 
species is unknown, but 
our voices will live on in the 
vastness of space, long after 
we are gone. We Will Always 
Love You, the third album from 
The Avalanches in 20 years, is 
centered around these concepts 
of death, loss, and the cosmos. 
The album’s infl uences run deep 
and the songs weave together 
a myriad of samples (including 
the Voyager Golden Record) and 
collaborators. What results is 
a joyous, kaleidoscopic album 
that captures the duality of life 
and death with wonder instead 
of despair. It is true that the 
album could have done with 
a bit more editing; there are 
several moments where it lags, 
in particular toward the second 
half. This is minor, though, when 
the album is taken as a whole. 
Each track shines in its own way, 
but notable standouts include 
the titular “We Will Always Love 
You,” “Refl ecting Light,” and “We 
Go On.” Fittingly, We Will Always 
Love You ends with the Arecibo 
Message and the reminder
“[m]y voice is still gonna be 
here.” —Mary Beth Campbell

B L A C K I E
FACE THE DARKNESS
(SELF-RELEASE)

Noise rap pioneer B L A C K 
I E is back! On Halloween he 
dropped Face the Darkness, his 
fi rst album in three years, and 
is supposed to drop another 
album this month. Face the 

Darkness is classic B L A C K 
I E, defi ned by raspy shouting 
over a jarring mixture of intense 
beats, forceful saxophone, and 
melancholic piano. Throughout 
the album, Michael LaCour 
pushes his body to its very 
limits, straining his voice on 
repetitive chants for songs 
like “Look Around” and the 
title track. Face the Darkness
aptly describes LaCour’s raw 
lyrics, which combine with his 
unyielding approach to make 
this album one of the most 
cathartic releases of 2020.
B L A C K I E has yet to amass 
the widespread recognition 
that Death Grips and a whole 
subsequent generation of 
internet rappers have enjoyed in 
recent years. However, it should 
be acknowledged that LaCour 
roughed it out in the trenches so 
those artists could later fl y high.
Face the Darkness is a testament 
to an unconventional, rugged 
sound that paved the way for 
others. I am eagerly anticipating 
how he will follow this eff ort 
on his mysterious January 8 
release. —William Archambeault

CASH ADVANCE
DISPATCHED STATIC
(BILLY’S BALLROOM RECORDS)

Dispatched Static is the debut 
album from Cash Advance, a 
collaboration between members 
of New Orleans stalwarts Pope
and Wasteman. Cash Advance’s 
sound leans more toward that 
of Pope’s, a warm and poppy 
combination of ‘90s indie 
rock and Americana—think 
Pavement with a twang. Fuzzed 
out guitars and sharp drums 
punctuate a sonic environment 
that feels as comfortable now as 
it did three decades ago. That is 
not to say that the band is a mere 

copycat. Though their sound 
is familiar, they have also very 
much made it their own, and 
the songs on Dispatched Static
have the distinction of feeling 
timeless. These tracks capture 
perfectly a sense of American 
melancholy that, though it 
seems more palpable now, has 
always been lurking beneath the 
surface (“Renaissance Man”: 
“But he’s been busy sleeping 
his life away / There’s no peace 
like the present / When you’re 
stuck out in the past”). Other 
notable tracks include “Heat of 
the Night,” “Lost Boys,” and the 
psychedelic “Eleanor’s Boots.” 
—Mary Beth Campbell

MILEY CYRUS
PLASTIC HEARTS
(RCA)

On this seventh studio album, 
Miley Cyrus fi nally understands 
her source material. Cyrus 
has been sticking herself to 
diff erent genres for years: trying, 
appropriating, dismissing, 
moving on. Plastic Hearts’
glam rock/pop tendencies 
are perfectly suited to Cyrus’ 
rasp and melodrama, and her 
features lend legitimacy to the 
album’s vision. “Gimme What I 
Want” and “Prisoners (featuring 
Dua Lipa)” are pretty standard 
pop songs, and they’re good 
fun. “Edge of Midnight” is a 
“Midnight Sky” remix featuring 
Stevie Nicks, and the album’s 
rock/pop intersection is in its 
clearest distillation here. Two 
covers, “Heart of Glass” and 
“Zombie,” close the album, 

and Cyrus’ voice is precisely 
suited to them. On this album, it 
doesn’t feel like she’s signaling 
infl uences that she can’t fully 
aff ect herself, as it has felt in 
previous attempts. Lyrically, she 
oscillates between self-power, 
self-pity, and self-reckoning. On 
“Angels Like You” she sings “I 
know that you’re wrong for me / 
Gonna wish we never met on the 
day I leave / I brought you down 
to your knees / ‘Cause they say 
that misery loves company,” 
casting blame in many 
directions. Plastic Hearts is a 
success story in trying, trying, 
trying again. —Marisa Clogher

LYRIC JONES
CLOSER THAN THEY APPEAR
(EMPIRE)

Lyric Jones’ new album is 
reminiscent of the more 
refi ned era of classic hip-hop. 
Rapper/singer/drummer Jones 
showcases her lyrical prowess 
and prioritizes technique on 
this nine-track triumph of an 
album. Her seamless fl ows and 
conscious vibes are amplifi ed by 
beats overfl owing with elements 
of jazz and late ‘90s/early aughts 
neo-soul. On the track “Face 
To Face” Jones raps about 
police violence: “No more being 
silent / They violent but say we 
squander / Some make believe 
perfect dealt hand /  Truth is 
we stronger /  But painfully we 
still seeing strange fruit over 
yonder.” On this emotional 
track, Jones harnesses a sense of 
communal rage and fear while 
simultaneously holding space 
for those who have lost their 
lives to systemic racism. The 
album (executive produced by 
Phonte of the acclaimed hip-hop 
duo Little Brother) is an exercise 
in the art of MCing. The track 
“Want To Say” initially sounds 
like a standard braggadocio 
rap, but when examined more 
closely, Jones cleverly pays 
homage to a generation of 
rappers who infl uenced her. 
The track includes subtle nods 
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to A Tribe Called Quest, Slick 
Rick, and Slum Village, to name 
a few. Closer Than They Appear 
creates a bridge between the 
old and new schools of hip-hop 
and Lyric Jones travels between 
the two with ease. —Shirani 
Jayasuriya

BAD OPERATION
S/T
(COMMUNITY / BAD TIME)
 
Bad Operation’s storied cast of 
characters have come together 
to produce an animated mix of 
what they call New Orleans ska-
punk tunes, or “new tone”—and 
it’s obvious they’re really excited 
about it. Dominic Minix and 
ANTIGRAVITY’s own Robert 
Landry, among other local greats 
Daniel “D-Ray” Ray, Brian Pretus, 
and Greg Rodrigue make up the 
Bad Operation crew. They bring 
their self-titled album to life 
with a smart and funky use of the 
Hammond B3 organ coupled with 
strong trombones and upbeat 
drum tempos, which act as the 
main soundbites throughout the 
project. But that’s not to say the 
music is formulaic. If you listen 
closely, you’ll find each musician’s 
personal signature woven into 
the songs, like the humorous 
ramblings folded in with the 
melodies on “Brain”: “Agh, he 
texted me earlier saying we 
couldn’t even record. I had to take 
off of work, but… I don’t know, 
we’ll finish the album sometime. I 
don’t even think this album’s very 
good. Fucking pandemic. I guess 
we’ll play that show with People 
Museum in 2021?” The songs ebb 
and flow between slower jams and 
fast-paced bangers, keeping the 
listener on their toes. My favorite 
track has to be “Kinda Together,” 
where you can hear Minix doing 
some hypnotic spoken word over 
enthusiastic neo-Caribbean beats. 
Put simply, Bad Operation is just 
downright fun. It’s the type of 
music we all need to put the past 
bullshit year behind us and start 
2021 on a slightly higher note.
—Julia Engel

BARTEES STRANGE
LIVE FOREVER
(MEMORY MUSIC)

Earlier this year Bartees Strange 
released his debut EP Say Goodbye 
to Pretty Boy, which was made 
up solely of covers by big room 
indie rock stalwarts The National. 
That EP showcased his unique 
take on the indie rock genre while 
also serving as an examination 
of how genres tend to work as 
a form of musical segregation, 
with the idea for the EP coming 
from him noticing the lack of 
other POC at one of their shows. 
On the track “Mossblerd” from 
his debut album Live Forever, 
Strange supports this idea with 
the lyrics “Genres keep us in our 
boxes / Keep us from our commas 
/ Keep us niggas hopeless / Keep 
us from our options” laid over an 
industrial beat that wouldn’t be 
out of place on a RZA tape. The 
rest of Live Forever fits his genre-
hopping exploits while mainly 
staying rooted in indie rock. 
The first four tracks alone jump 
from Moses Sumney-esque self-
reflection on “Jealousy,” blistering 
guitar assaults on “Mustang,” 
Detroit-style blues-rock on 
“Boomer,” and then slick-back 
R&B on “Kelly Rowland.” This 
is all carried out with the energy 
and tangled word play of indie 
rock heavyweights like Archers of 
Loaf. “It’s nice to think that folks 
are near, waking up was hard this 
year / But if I didn’t move the 
way I did then tell me how else 
could I be” is the lyric he closes 
with on “Mustang,” a relatable 
self-affirmation that turns into a 
mantra as he roars “Could I be?” 
—Brandon Lattimore

TANK AND THE BANGAS
FRIEND GOALS
(VERVE)

Friend Goals is a neatly wrapped 
gift from Tank and the Bangas: 
shiny paper, fluffy bow, dancey 
beats, leaping flutes, playful 
lyrics. It’s a trophy for making 
it through 2020 and a reminder 
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(see: “Self Care”) that we’re not 
done yet, so we should really 
keep enjoying all that time we’ve 
still got to ourselves. When 
you’re as popular as Tank and 
the Bangas, you’ve got your 
pick of the litter and they chose 
well—Christian Scott aTunde 
Adjuah, CHIKA, HaSizzle, 
Duckwrth, and Pell make some 
satisfying appearances. “Fluff” 
is a loopable, hypnotizing track. 
Fat bass and wood block hold 
down the beat for “TSA,” a 
funny, sexy, accurate musical 
representation of modern air 
travel. Who knew how badly 
we needed to hear PJ Morton 
croon, “Oh no! They just took 
my cologne / I just bought this 
new bottle and now it’s all gone 
/ What do you think I’m gonna 
do with it anyway? / Spray, spray 
you to death?” “To Be Real” is 
high energy ‘90s-esque hip-hop 
bounce with major Missy Elliot 
vibes. Tank and the Bangas have 
always been musically ambitious 
and they pack a lot of contrast 
into this six track EP. Let’s see if 
they’ve got a full-length album 
as strong as this to follow it up in 
2021. —Sabrina Stone

DUFF THOMPSON
HAYWIRE
(MASHED POTATO RECORDS)

Local country linchpin Duff 
Thompson recently released 
Haywire, a captivating debut 
album from this co-founder of 
beloved label Mashed Potato 
Records. Throughout the album, 
his craftsmanship shines in his 
ability to manipulate wayward 

vintage instruments, setting a 
forlorn yet nostalgic tone. Each 
track has its own set of legs 
leading the listener through 
worn love songs, wandering 
ballads, and garage-leaning tone. 
Using tape delay and reverb, 
Thompson devises a dreamy 
landscape while punching 
through lines such as “Spend all 
your time chasing things that 
never move”—it messes you up 
in the way any great song tends 
to do. A mix of folk, garage, and 
country nostalgia, Haywire is a 
stunning debut from a refined 
musical renaissance man. As any 
Mashed Potato release should 
be, Haywire features good 
company, including Steph Green 
(Carver Baronda), Sam Doores, 
and Max Bien-Kahn (Max & the 
Martians). —Danielle Dietze

L’INCREDIBILE STORIA 
DELL’ISOLA DELLE ROSE 
(ROSE ISLAND)
SYDNEY SIBILIA
(GROENLANDIA / NETFLIX)

If you’re like me and you tore 
through HBO’s newest psycho-
thriller installment The Undoing 
at warp speed, you probably 
took note of the stunning actress 
playing Elena Alves. Matilda 
De Angelis is actually an Italian 
actress who hails from the 
small northern city of Bologna 
(a fact that makes me love her 
even more, since I spent nearly 
eight months living there in 
2015); The Undoing was her first 
appearance on the American 

screen. Back in Italy, De Angelis 
has another noteworthy project 
under her belt as the lead 
female protagonist in Netflix’s 
new movie, L’incredibile storia 
dell’Isola delle Rose (Rose 
Island). The film is based on the 
true story of Giorgio Rosa, an 
engineer who, disenfranchised 
with the harsh realities of 
modern European life, was 
determined to build his own 
island in international waters 
off the coast of Rimini in 1968. 
Here, we see a different side 
of the actress as she plays 
the reserved and practical 
professoressa Gabriella. She 
stars alongside Elio Germano, 
who plays Rosa. The fact 
that this film is based in any 
sort of reality is frankly jaw-
dropping. It illustrates a wave 
of ‘60s European rebellion 
that birthed such phenomena 
as pirate radio stations, but on 
an even more grandiose scale. 
L’incredibile storia capitalizes 
on quintessential Italian 
humor, casting Rosa in a light 
that reminds me of Mr. Bean, 
if Mr. Bean was an eccentric 
Italian guy content living on a 
one-house island in the middle 
of the Adriatic Sea. De Angelis 
and Germano are absolutely 
charming in this film, leaving 
you with the sense that it is in 
fact possible to find peace in this 
world—all you have to do is build 
it. —Julia Engel

ORDINARY TIME
NIKKI MAYEUX
(TILTED HOUSE)

In Ordinary Time, Nikki Mayeux 
converts the ordinary world 
into a type of mythology. This 
collection weaves religion, 
sexuality, parenthood, and grief; 
and within it, time isn’t fixed. 
There are characters mingling 
across centuries, with one poem 
titled “The Widow Judith As 
Tallulah Bankhead Defends Her 
Decision Never To Remarry 
After Beheading Holofernes.” 
The collection is timely in its 
exploration of sickness and 
extraction. In “Rembrandt 

Tulips,” she writes of tulips in 
Holland intentionally infected 
with viral infections for an 
aesthetic beauty achieved in 
doing so, tulips which later 
became “genetically modified to 
emulate the symptoms / without 
the sickness.” Ordinary Time is a 
collection of dialectics. Mayeux 
not only holds these warring 
truths at once, but tills them to 
make them bloom. In “Remedy” 
she writes “it’s funny how / 
you learn to hate / the thing 
that won’t die / instead of / the 
killing tool.” —Marisa Clogher

SELF EMPUNISHMENT
BRIAN WALSBY
(PELEKINESIS)

Anyone contemplating 
independent work in the arts or 
even just general freelance work 
should consider this essential 
reading. Self Empunishment 
compiles an impressive number 
of interviews that artist/writer 
Brian Walsby conducted with 
self-motivated individuals 
in the arts, primarily music 
and visual. Walsby pries open 
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want to just make an album directly 
inspired by some other experimental 
post-punk band.

Do you see any connection 
between the songs that draw 
from non-musical ideas and the 
ones that are interpretations of 
real songs, or other fully formed 
pieces of art, like the Ethiopian 
tribal song?
DS: I think it’s about framing them 
in a diff erent context. In the case 
of those songs that were inspired 
by more directly musical sources, 
we made sure to abstract them, and 
then write our own music, and then 
mix the DNA of the two, putting 
what would normally be in one 
musical context in the complete 
opposite musical context. Hopefully 
there’s some alchemy there, and 
it comes out with something that 

A lot of the time, I’m not super 
conscious of where my musical 
ideas are coming from. My musical 
DNA comes out regardless. With 
my classical guitar background, I’ve 
played a lot of music from Latin 
America and Europe, and that 
comes out when I write melodies 
and harmonies. But if Alex already 
has some Kawasaki samples that 
he’s clashed on top of each other 
and some crazy polyrhythms from 
Ethiopia, that’s all the more exciting 
for me to work with. So as far as your 
question goes, I think the latter is 
true. It’s not like we’re handling each 
of the infl uences as its own unique 
thing we need to focus on more than 
the rest of the music. There are some 
exceptions, where Alex might want 
to stay true to the original rhythm 
or melody. But I think, for the most 
part, we’re down to just throw 

Primpce
cont’d from pg. 35

sounds strange and new.
ABC: One of the reasons why we 
referenced the Ethiopian, western 
Saharan, Iraqi music that we did 
reference—besides the fact that it 
really appeals to us—is that I have 
a bone to pick with most Western 
bands. I think there are too many 
Western bands that are only 
listening to Western music. Even 
the more experimental bands, you 
can tell they don’t really branch out 
much from their Western bubble. 
I’m not trying to be on my high 
horse, but I do think it’s important 
that we show respect to non-
Western music, as a Western band.
DS: Alex defi nitely made a point of 
that. I study mostly Western music, 
classical music of the Western 
tradition. So putting a Western 
interpretation of non-Western 
music in the context of electric 
instruments makes for something 
immediately diff erent-sounding. 
There’s no way we’re gonna sound 
like any other band if that’s the 
way we’re gonna go about it. We 
want to make more of a genre soup 
than a genre stew, where you can 
immediately pick out what’s what.

When you’re making genre soup, 
do you still think it’s important to 
treat each ingredient as its own 
individual entity, or do you want 
pure chaos?
DS: It’s more like, “What happens 
if we pair two unlikely musical 
characters? Does it off er something 
unique?” If it does, we keep at it. 

whatever comes to us in the mix.
ABC: The album is an amalgamation 
of the aesthetic we’ve been honing 
for years. It’s aged into this thing, 
and I’m not entirely sure what it is. It 
all came together unconsciously and 
intuitively. Each song starts with its 
own idea, and we just adhere to that 
idea and see what works.
DS: I think that subconscious, 
intuitive element of our songwriting 
lends itself to the soup analogy. The 
music doesn’t hinge on people’s 
ability to recognize something. I 
pride myself on that. It’s so exciting 
to hear what people might pick 
out of certain songs, what bands 
they connect us to. But I’m never 
expecting them to pull out one 
specifi c thing. It’s defi nitely soup.

Well, I think that’s probably a 
good place to wrap it, fi nally—
ABC: It’s not a pureed soup. There 
are chunks, there are many lumps. 
We’re not babies; we don’t need 
pureed soup.
DS: I disagree. It’s all pureed and 
very well-mixed.
ABC: Alright, Gerber baby. You have 
some nice pea soup.
DS: I’ll wear my bib proudly.

“You’ll take one little fragment of a 
song and loop it, and all of a sudden 
there’s this menace. You hear this 
weird tension that’s not actually there. 
It’s like you’ve unearthed this evil 
thing that’s not meant to be heard.”

Goodbye Marines and Hello Dad it’s 
Son or Mr. Worm the Monster is out 
now on all major streaming platforms, 
including primpce.bandcamp.com.

the brains of notable fi gures 
from groups like Descendents, 
Melvins, and Dinosaur Jr. for 
their perspectives on making 
a livelihood in art for the long 
run. Thankfully, this book has 
no space for shallow rock star 
facades. Many of the interviewees 
are welcomingly honest about 
the trials and tribulations of 
self-employment. For instance, 
Alice In Chains singer William 
DuVall explains why he is so busy 
that he sometimes only gets one 
hour of sleep despite being in an 
objectively successful band that 
regularly plays amphitheaters. 
There’s a lot of reminiscing 
about the punk world circa the 
1980s in the interviews, which 
can be quite interesting if the 
reader is into that. The insider 
asides and occasional nerd-outs 
might be a bit too numerous 
for the uninitiated, but they 
are all part of giving readers 
an idea how interviewees got 
down their current paths. Self 
Empunishment isn’t a how-to 
book for success (some of the 
subjects aren’t even terribly 
successful), but it does off er 
valuable insights from some 
hard-working folks who jumped 
off  the deep end a long time ago. 
—William Archambeault

NO MAN
ADRIENNE BATTISTELLA
(SUIS GENERIS)

There may be no substitute 
for the thrill of live music, but 
ANTIGRAVITY photo editor 
Adrienne Battistella’s solo 
show at Suis Generis (showing 
through January 5) comes 
pretty damn close. NO MAN
is a fi rst rate series of portraits 
of some of the raddest and 
baddest female and nonbinary 
musicians who have come 
through New Orleans in the 
last decade. Technically the 
compositions are fl awless; one 

image shows an otherworldly 
Alynda Segarra playing in an 
old and opulent church. A 
candelabra gleams above her 
head and almost unbelievably, 
rays of light emanate from 
her banjo like a benediction. 
The series features some real 
legends; in one, Erykah Badu, 
her face laced with shadow, 
salutes an Essence Festival 
crowd. In another, Dolly Parton 
sashays across the stage cradling 
a bedazzled acoustic guitar. But 
the show really comes to life in 
the grit and grime of the New 
Orleans underground. Shots 
like the one of Monet Maloof 
(pictured above), crouched 
onstage shrieking into the mic, 
take all the kinetic energy of 
a live show and compress it 
into a single frame. Gland’s 
Kallie Tiff au kneels down and 
bends backwards into a sweaty 
Saturn Bar crowd; Valerie June 
beams above her guitar in the 
unmistakable Circle Bar alcove. 
These photos feel warmly 
familiar, but when you realize 
you are looking at pictures of a 
bygone era, they hit you like a 
gut punch. For most of us, it’s 
nearly impossible to recognize a 
golden age until it’s already over. 
But the best photographers can 
catch these moments midair 
and strip them down to their 
essence. In NO MAN, Battistella 
does exactly that, leaving us 
with a vision of our glory days 
to last until the next ones come 
along. —Holly Devon



urge to push. There were a lot 
of tears. A lot of me looking 
desperately between my 
husband and Rea and crying 
“It hurts.” I begged for a break, 
but it wasn’t coming. Audrey, 
one of the midwives, was 
supporting my perineum as she 
monitored the baby’s progress 
in a mirror laid on the bottom 
of the tub. Effie continuously 
checked the baby’s heart rate 
to ensure he was safe.

As the baby began to crown, 
I felt the infamous “ring of 
fire” and knew the journey 
was nearing its end. Audrey 
mentioned that the bag of 
waters was somehow still intact 
around the baby’s head and that 
he very well may be born en caul. 
I looked up at my husband and 
sobbed “he’s a veil child!” I’m 
sure my collapsing into tears 
at this revelation confused the 
midwives, but John understood.

My father had been born en 
caul and had spent my entire 
life telling us he was a “veil 
child” and that his having 
been born this way allowed 
him to see the future. He 
didn’t use this great power for 
much other than accurately 
guessing the correct answer to 
the multiple choice quiz that 
popped up during commercial 
breaks of National Geographic 
on Sunday nights. But as this 
child was set to carry my 
father’s name, I couldn’t help 
being overcome by emotion.

On the next push, our son’s face 
was born and the amniotic sac 
burst. The cord was wrapped 
around his neck, but Audrey 
was able to slip it around his 
head. Effie then reminded me 
about how she might ask me to 
do things that felt impossible 
during delivery, but that I needed 
to listen to her. She asked me to 
pull my right leg into a lunge. At 
that point, she may as well have 
requested a back handspring—
that’s how impossible the mere 
idea of moving felt to me in 
that moment. But somehow, 
I grabbed my leg and pulled it 
forward. This made the space 
needed for his shoulders to 
emerge, and in one smooth push 
from that position, our son was 
born. I felt a surge of relief the 
likes of which I had never known.

Suddenly, underneath my leg, 
a little face popped out of the 
water. I reached down to pull 
my son to my chest, and I gladly 
settled back against the wall of 
the tub, in complete shock at 
what I had just accomplished. 
We noticed the cord was 
wrapped yet another time, so we 
slipped it over his head quickly. 
The midwives covered us both 
in warm blankets and checked 
everyone’s vitals as the umbilical 
cord slowly stopped pulsing.

so dizzy I couldn’t even sit up 
without immediately feeling the 
need to vomit. They checked 
my vitals constantly, gave me 
remedies both natural (Yunnan 
Baiyao) and medicinal (Pitocin) 
to help stop the bleeding, and 
helped me get cleaned up and 
dressed. They examined me and 
discovered that, amazingly, I 
didn’t need any suturing. I’d had 
a mild tear with Emmett, but 
this time I had managed to avoid 
tearing altogether.

They performed a newborn 
exam on the baby to ensure all 
was well. When they placed him 

of labor and her response was 
a defiant and immediate, “Fuck 
grace. We all do what we must 
to get through it.” It was exactly 
what I needed to hear.

Making Peace

As I write this, I’m three 
weeks out from delivery. My 
recovery this time has been so 
very different than it was with 
Emmett. Back then, even before 
my father fell ill, I was already 
showing signs of postpartum 
depression, and I was pushing 
my body beyond its limits. 
My milk was severely delayed 
coming in due to birth trauma 
and high doses of Pitocin in my 
system. I therefore struggled to 
establish a supply and Emmett 
had to nurse around the clock to 
get what he needed.

This time around, I was very 
focused on giving myself the 
rest and space I needed to bond 
with my child. I spent the first 
two days after delivery not 
leaving my bed. We had “picnics” 
for every meal and John and 
Emmett would join the baby 
and me in bed. We curled up 
and watched movies. We took 
restorative naps.

The midwives came to check 
on me and the baby twice in the 
first week and have been back 
twice more since. They’ve been 
reachable by phone 24/7 and 
have helped me troubleshoot 
everything from nursing issues 
to the baby’s sleep patterns. 
After Emmett’s birth, I went 
seven weeks without seeing 
my care providers. The way 
postpartum care for mothers 
is overlooked in the traditional 
hospital system is criminal.

My body went through 
something amazing and 
terrifying when I gave birth 
to both of my sons, but the 
difference in the fallout between 
my hospital birth and my 
home birth couldn’t be more 
pronounced. Despite this baby 
being nearly two pounds heavier 
than his older brother, I did 
not tear at all during delivery. I 
needed zero stitches.

With Emmett, I spent weeks 
applying deadening spray and 
using a perineal bottle every time 
I went to the bathroom. This 
time, I didn’t need the spray at 
all and used the bottle for maybe 
four days total. I’ve been able to 
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John didn’t cut Emmett’s cord 
and he hadn’t intended to cut 
this one either. But since this 
is likely our last child, he had 
a moment of impulsivity and 
decided to go for it. As soon as the 
cord was severed, the midwives 
set about getting me out of the 
tub to deliver the placenta and 
get my bleeding under control. 
They handed the baby to John, 
who held him skin-to-skin, with 
Emmett tucked lovingly under 
his other arm.

For the next few hours, the 
midwives attended to me in the 
most amazing fashion. I was 
incredibly weak and feeling 

in the cloth to weigh him, the 
entire room was shocked to hear 
that I had just given birth to the 
largest baby the New Orleans 
Midwives have delivered in all 
of 2020. Our guy clocked in at a 
whopping 10 pounds 6 ounces!

During this time, Rea focused on 
making sure our entire family 
was fed and cared for. When I 
couldn’t sit up to eat the soup 
she had prepared for me, she 
crawled into bed and spoon-fed 
it to me. I felt weirdly ashamed 
by that level of vulnerability, 
but Rea didn’t miss a beat. I 
apologized to her for my lack of 
grace during the hardest parts 

Vincent Floyd, 10 pounds 6 oz.



establish breastfeeding with little 
issue and my supply is more than 
enough to keep my baby satiated.

I am not the kind of mother 
who will say that hospital 
births are in any way inferior 
to home births, or that women 
who end up with cesarean 
sections are inferior to those 
who birth vaginally. The 
reality is that all mothers fi ght 
like hell to get their babies 
earthside. But I do believe the 
medical system has a tendency 
to pathologize pregnancy in 
a way that does a disservice 
to many women. I know had 
I been in the care of an OB or 
even hospital midwives, this 
birth would have gone very 
diff erently. Google “cascade 
of interventions” to get an 
idea why. I think they would 
have panicked because of my 
“advanced maternal age” (I’m 
36). They would have panicked 
because of my BMI (plus-size 
women are treated like ticking 
time bombs for complications 
during pregnancy). They would 
have insisted on increased 
scans and tests. They would 
have estimated the baby’s size 
to be so large, they would have 
wanted to induce to get him out 
earlier. When induction didn’t 
work because my body wasn’t 
ready, they would have insisted 
on a c-section.

And while I would never resist 
any measures needed for the 
safety of my child, I gave birth 
to a nearly 10.5 pound full-term 
baby boy in a tub in my bedroom 
with zero complications, no 
perineal tearing, and manageable 
blood loss. I had a textbook 
pregnancy with no issues of high 
blood pressure or high blood 
sugar. There was no reason for 
me to be treated like I was ill. 
Pregnancy is not a sickness.

If I had it to do all over again, 
I would choose a home birth 
every time. The New Orleans 
Midwives are consummate 
professionals who only accept 
low-risk patients. I trusted them 
implicitly to transfer care if it 
became necessary for my safety 
or the safety of my child. Their 
support, combined with that 
of my doula and my husband, 
allowed me to have the most 
healing experience of a natural, 
unmedicated birth.

Emmett was present the entire 
time and was able to be in or 

out of the birthing space as 
he chose. He is an incredibly 
curious child, and I was happy 
to share with him the beautiful 
realities of childbirth. He was 
in the room when his brother 
came into this world. He heard 
his fi rst cry. He saw all the 
blood, but never showed an 
ounce of fear. To him, it was just 
the natural order of things.

I got to labor in my own space, 
in my own clothes. I did so 
unencumbered by monitors, 
wires, or catheters. I played 
my own music. On top of my 
mother’s vintage vanity in the 
corner of my bedroom, I burned 
her favorite candle next to a 
picture of us as a way to invite 
her into the birthing space. After 
delivery, I slept in my own bed. 
I was cared for in a nurturing 
fashion, without the drawback 
of someone bursting in at 2 
a.m. to check my vitals. And I 
have continued to be carried 
and supported in the sensitive 
postpartum period.

We took a few days after the 
baby’s birth to decide on a name 
for him, but fi nally settled on 
Vincent Floyd. His middle name 
honors my father, and his fi rst 
is a nod to a saint best known 
for his charity and compassion. 
While we haven’t completely 
ruled out having a third child, 
it’s pretty unlikely. I require 
space and time for my body and 
soul to heal after labor, and I 
can’t imagine going through 
pregnancy again.

If this is the way my childbearing 
journey ends, I am fully at peace 
with it. I ended things on my 
terms, with a labor and delivery 
that was restorative and helped 
me to realize that, regardless of 
how imperfect I may feel, I have 
been party to a miracle not once, 
but twice. I sometimes think we 
forget how mystical birth truly 
is, and how sacred each of us 
is in turn. I’ll never be able to 
forget that now.
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of closing, reopening, and again 
closing my case, I was left with 
no redemption or justice for 
how I was treated. I’d presented 
emails, text messages, even 
names of witnesses. However, 
that was apparently not enough 
evidence to hold against her. 
I am now left sifting through 
resentment. As a crew member, 
I felt the appropriate channel to 
address the matter was HR. This 
situation left me feeling that it is 
the employers and department 
heads who are granted 
protection and it is my job as a 
subordinate to take the abuse 
and get over it. I was unfairly 
released from my job and am 
still processing the residual 
trauma. It is disheartening to 
know that this form of work 
culture will continue, given 
that it is diffi  cult to physically 
prove microaggressions in the 
workplace. I had good intentions 
when I initially raised concern; 
however, it appears now that I 
could’ve avoided this outcome 
had I remained silent.

“To my white friends/work 
colleagues... I know you mean 

well, but the fact that you 
witnessed this happening to 

me... you saw the injustice, the 
harassment and said nothing... 
THAT is a privilege. The fact 
that you could watch from the 

sidelines, while witnessing clear 
injustice where someone’s job is 
at stake should not sit well with 

you. And if it doesn’t matter 
to you, you are a part of the 

problem.” —Anonymous Black 
Costumer

Epilogue

How do we change this vicious 
cut-throat cycle? How can 
microaggressions be proven 
in HR claims? I can’t help but 
believe that if I were a white 
woman, there never would’ve 
been an issue. That designer 
would have acknowledged the 
drive and passion I had for 
my job. I could have fi nished 
working on the show, potentially 
been hired on another show 
with her in L.A., and advanced 
further in my career. How am 
I supposed to feel motivated 
or hopeful that I will be hired 
based on my ability and talent, 
when there are so many people 
in my industry that can’t fathom 
seeing a young Black woman 
thrive or be in the same pool 
as them? I wrote this piece as a 
means to heal, though I am still 
very defl ated and discouraged. 
I see so many things for myself 
and future in this industry, but 
when I think about all that it 
takes to reach those heights, I 
have to choose my peace. I know 
that I will always be successful 
in achieving my goals. I know 
that I am talented. I know that 
I have a very unique style and 
story to share with the world. I 
do not need the entertainment 
industry to defi ne me. I only 
wish for the opportunity to 
thrive in peace.

illustrations by Ruth Mascelli

SCENE NOT HEARD
cont’d from pg. 17

GUMBO DIPLOMACY

To describe our coastal 
ecosystems (“An estuary is an area 
where fresh and saltwater mix 
forming a rich gumbo of plant and 
animal life.”)2

To beg for federal money to fi ght 
climate change (“Louisiana is the 
roux for our nation. If we neglect 
it, the consequences will be far-
reaching and irreversible.”)3

To sell buzzwordy tech to the 
oil industry (“Data Gumbo 
is... creating the massively 
interconnected blockchain 
network GumboNet™ for 
industrial companies including 
oil & gas”)4

To name our hedge funds (Gumbo 
LLC: “We’ve created a protocol 
to remove as much of the human 
element as possible.”)5

To lament gentrifi cation (“We’re 
becoming ‘Any City’ with 
gumbo. Property investors and 
speculators are interested in 
turning a profi t not the protection 
of our historical areas.”)6

To sell condos to the “I add 
tomato” crowd (“The immediate 
neighborhood around 500 
Tchoupitoulas is a dynamic 
mix of scales and transitions… 
gumbo of styles”)7

To sell refurbished ventilators 
(priced at $3,037 by Gumbo Medical, 
LLC; presently out of stock)8

To make tax increases and 
austerity easier to swallow (“I 
recall saying two things our state 
would never run out of were 
gumbo and gumption ... now is the 
time for both.”)9

To give tokenism some of dat 
full-bodied fl avor (“New Orleans 
is representative of a ‘gumbo’ of 
ethnicities and cultures, and its 
City government must be a leader 
in inclusion.”)10

To promote political orthodoxy 
(“I know that these things I am 
suggesting will not be popular 
with anarchists or new comers 
that do not understand the gumbo 
that is our city.”)11

To roux-wash Andrew Jackson’s 
legacy (“Not only did Jackson’s 
gumbo of citizens fi ght together, 
we prayed together.”)12

To establish soft dominance over 
foreign diplomats (“[Making 
gumbo] was my way of breaking 
down barriers, connecting with 
people and starting to see each 
other on a human level. A bit 
of lagniappe is what we say in 
Louisiana!”)13

by Steven Melendez & Beck Levy

In November, President-elect Joe Biden selected Baton Rouge native Linda 
Thomas-Greenfi eld to serve as ambassador to the United Nations. Thomas-
Greenfi eld, who has served as a diplomat for 35 years, signaled that her 
appointment would represent a turn to allyship—with “a Cajun spin.” 
Gunboat diplomacy, with its bitter notes of 19th century imperialism, will be 
replaced by what she calls “gumbo diplomacy.” What exactly does that mean? 
We set the pot to simmer and took a journey into gumbo-as-metaphor for some 
guidance (don’t worry, we took turns stirring). Here’s how people are using 
Louisiana’s offi  cial cuisine: 1

1.  Louisiana Revised Statutes, Title 49 §170.12.
2. From “Aquatics Study Guide,” a publication 
by the Aquatics Station for the Louisiana 
Envirothon (Louisiana Department of 
Environmental Quality).
3. National Disaster Resilience Competition 
Phase II Application, State of Louisiana, Division 
of Administration, Disaster Recovery Unit.
4.“OOC Oil & Gas Blockchain Consortium 
Awards Data Gumbo First Contract to 
Implement a Blockchain Pilot in Water Haulage,” 
September 2019, Businesswire.
5. GUMBO LLC: “A Boutique Cryptocurrency 
Hedge Fund.”
6. From a public comment by Carolyn G. of 
Burgundy Street. submitted to the City Planning 
Commission’s 2018 Short Term Rental Study.
7. From a May 2014 City Planning Commission 
report and recommendation (denial).

8. The Carefusion (Pulmonetics) 
LTV1000Ventilator, SKU: LTV1000.
9. From a February 2016 speech by Gov. John Bel 
Edwards, transcription available on nola.com.
10. From “Spanish Language Version: Doing 
Business in the City of New Orleans” in 
an Offi  ce of Community and Economic 
Development report.
11. From a July 2020 email to Mayor LaToya 
Cantrell and the City Council by Mary M. 
entitled “statue vandalism and street renaming.”
12. From a June 2020 email to Council Member 
Jay Banks by Elizabeth S. entitled “We Need to 
Preserve the Statue of Andrew Jackson.”
13. Analysis from WaPo opinion columnist James 
Hohmann, November 2020.

image courtesy of the public domain
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The Knight of Pentacles enjoys 
the confidence one experiences 
when following a path that is 
either well-worn or guarantees 
a specific outcome as long as 
the stated steps are adequately 
followed. The road this Knight 
travels offers a sense of purpose 
so assured it is easy for her to 
delay gratification, plan for the 
distant future, and feel she has 
earned her success. While she 
eschews the status-quo, she 
strives to meet the standards that 
she believes will make her appear 
worthy in the eyes of those to 
whom she wishes to register her 
dissent. In other words, once 
she wins the game, she plans to 
call the game meaningless and 
brutal and unethical and every 
other insult she can summon. 
Of course, it takes a lifetime to 
win the game she is playing and 
few among us would dismiss 
and demean our own hard-won 
accomplishments thusly. Our 
Knight is no different and as 
she rides toward her chosen 

destiny her greatest downfall 
is a tendency to overlook—or 
downright judge—those with a 
differing approach or altogether 
differing desires.

Our Knight of Pentacles is 
fortunate to meet the Page of 
Cups, who delivers a message: 
A person’s shadow aspects are 

that this makes her better than 
others, not to mention more 
deserving of material comforts 
and social approval. The Page 
offers up her one and only cup 
to our Knight as it sloshes with 
unruly emotions and creative 
waves that keep irregular hours 
and are frequently wholly 
misunderstood for decades or 

The World card appears to 
validate that the tethers have 
indeed been cut and we will no 
longer be taking orders from 
the person we no longer are. 
We know what shadows cling 
to the undersides of our best 
traits and this makes us more 
capable people in every area of 
our lives. The best part of this 
new insight is freedom from 
the judgments we were once 
required to carry in order to 
make the worst of our behavior 
acceptable. We likely even 
judged those like that sweet 
Page of Cups who offered so 
much and expected nothing. 
How do we treat those who 
can do nothing for us? How 
will each of us take our lessons 
from those we have been 
taught to see as unfit to teach? 
May we remake the world 
now in the knowledge that all 
beings are sovereign.
—Michelle Embree (@michelle_
embree); illustration by Karla 
Rosas (@karlinche_)

darkest around their very best 
qualities. It is a rare epiphany to 
notice the complicated nature 
of what we might consider our 
most positive traits. The Knight 
of Pentacles is good at working 
steadfastly toward the goals she 
sees as good, but her pursuit of 
such is often rooted in a belief 

centuries or until the end of 
time. Take it, she says, before you 
lose the very heart that set you 
on this path. Our Knight comes 
to the full sobering recognition 
that every being exists to live 
the dream that is life and follow 
their own destiny through the 
mighty numinous.

We will no longer be 
taking orders from the 
person we no longer are.






