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“It isn’t war you’re waging, 
but it isn’t perfect harmony 
you’re seeking either.” pg. 10

Like so many of you, I was 
devastated to hear about the 
passing of Hollise Murphy at 
the end of July. In a year already 
overfl owing with so much death 
and tragedy, losing Hollise seems 
extra mean. As it’s been made 
clear by the outpouring of stories, 
Hollise was a real champion of 
the New Orleans underground 
music scenes (in all their myriad, 
kaleidoscoping forms), and it 
was always a pleasure to see 
him at a show—especially in the 
pit. To an outside observer, a 
mosh pit can look like a chaotic, 
destructive, and dangerous 
mess—and indeed some of them 
are—but never when Hollise was 
in one, spiritually 
directing all of 
that energy into 
a dance of love 
and communion. 
One thing I always 
marveled at was 
Hollise’s self-
awareness and 
agility. He was not 
a small man, and 
yet his movements 
in the pit always 
seemed pinpoint 
accurate; you could 
be on the edge, 
inches from his wailing arms 
and legs, and somehow never be 
touched. I know if I were to try the 
same feat, onlookers wouldn’t be 
so lucky!

On the surface, these genres—
punk, hardcore, metal, 
powerviolence, thrash, whatever 
you want to call them—always 
speak to death and discord, 
seemingly plumbing the depths 
of negativity and the most 
painful heights of volume. But 
what I think is often missed 
is how much camaraderie 
and ecstasy is found in these 
scenes, and Hollise certainly 
personifi ed that positivity 
under all the carnage. A fellow 
Gemini, Hollise had a piercing 
stare that could bore a hole 
right through you—it never 
felt like he was trying to take 
something, but instead give 
something, a searching for 
connection, like, “Isn’t what’s 
happening right now the most 

mind-blowing thing ever??? 
Isn’t this happiness???” It has 
been my great honor to publish 
ANTIGRAVITY as an ode to 
everything Hollise stood for and 
cared about, and I’m so grateful 
we were able to cover him for 
the past decade, on stage and off . 
It was always a treat getting pics 
of him in the monthly photo call; 
we could’ve easily made AG a 
Hollise Monthly of sorts!

Hollise and I weren’t close or 
anything, but we always had kind 
and reassuring words for one 
another whenever we’d cross 
paths. Our conversations were 
brief but always threatened 

to spiral into a 
kind of endless 
feedback loop, 
something like: 
“No, I appreciate 
what you do.” Like 
so many of us, 
Hollise seemed to 
be trying to pay 
a debt back to a 
culture that had 
so enriched him. 
Where that debt 
ends and begins no 
one really knows, 
and no one will 

ever really be able to satisfy it. 
I know I feel that way, and I’m 
pretty sure a lot of you do, too. 
And whatever your passion, 
whatever your scene, isn’t that 
what it’s all about? A profound 
respect and admiration for what 
came before you, a burning 
desire to honor it, participate and 
contribute to it, and shepherd it 
forward for the next generation?

And like all the music Hollise 
loved, I hope you fi nd that while 
the pages of ANTIGRAVITY
contain their fair share of 
death, destruction, violence, 
injustice, chaos, and rage—the 
world is, after all, a fucked up 
place—that beneath and beyond 
is some hope to keep you 
going, perspective to let your 
friends and family (biological 
or chosen) know you love 
them, and inspiration to keep 
searching for the light. What 
do you think, Hollise? Is that 
what’s up? —Dan Fox
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illustration by Artemesia Trapeze

by Taylor Balkissoon
WILD WAVES

Happy Virgo Season! This beautiful, adaptable earth energy is resilient, 
practical, and dedicated. In a way, Virgo is a foil for Leo’s boisterous, 
egocentric approach to life. Once we have integrated the ego and its needs, 
Virgo season offers lessons in service and humility. It’s an excellent time 
to tie up loose ends, develop healthy habits, and focus on your stability 
and community. The new moon in Virgo on the 7th is an excellent time 
to purge negative thought patterns, unhealthy habits, and disorganized 
communication. Virgo’s ruling planet, Mercury (the planet of communication 
and intellect), will be transiting Libra all month and retrograde on the 27th, 
by which time the sun will have entered Libra. Both Libra and Virgo are—at 
their best—charming, adaptable, balanced, and kind. It is in our best interest 
to learn how to cultivate these traits within ourselves and to support our 
loved ones in ways that encourage collective healing. The full moon in Virgo’s 
sister sign Pisces on the 20th will provide loving lessons and rewards from 
balancing faith and practicality—if you have done the inner work to establish 
equilibrium between self-love and service to others.

ARIES
This month the sun will join Mars 
in its transit of your 6th house. 
Last month’s energy will hopefully 
have encouraged you to refine 
your health routines, learn more 
about yourself, and communicate 
effectively. On the 2nd, Mars will be 
in opposition to Neptune, triggering 
hidden or repressed anger issues 
and inviting you to examine the 
higher vibrational ways to deal 
with conflict. This could also be an 
examination of your will to succeed 
and how your emotional reactions 
to collective issues can inspire 
your creative problem-solving 
skills to the benefit of you and your 
community.

TAURUS
You are bound to be feeling more 
grounded this season after a growth-
oriented Leo season. The sun’s 
transit of your 5th house might have 
you particularly revved up in the 
realms of romance and creativity. 
The new moon in Virgo on the 7th is 
an excellent time to write down what 
you would like to manifest. Your 
ruling planet Venus will spend the 
first 10 days of the month in fellow 
Venusian sign Libra before moving 
into the intense, watery depths 
of your sister sign Scorpio. If you 
are feeling more self-protective or 
experiencing trust issues, know that 
these are valuable lessons and that 
you should trust your intuition and 
embrace your inherent value.

GEMINI
This month might be very 
emotional for you, Gemini. The 
sun and Mars will be transiting 
your 4th house of home, security, 
and emotional health. Though 
this transit might be a little 
watery for your liking, focusing 
on your physical and energetic 
foundations can be incredibly 
rewarding and ultimately 
relaxing. Mercury, your ruling 
planet, will be transiting your 
5th house in fellow air sign Libra, 

bringing balance and harmony 
to your interactions with others 
and encouraging healthy new 
partnerships—if you are able to 
communicate effectively and 
honestly, that is.

CANCER
This earthy Virgo season is an 
excellent time for you to take a look 
at your communication patterns 
and the ways your passionate nature 
influences your intellectual pursuits. 
The sun and Mars will be transiting 
your 3rd house, and the new moon 
in Virgo on the 7th will also occupy 
this area of your chart. Venus will 
be moving into fellow water sign 
Scorpio on the 10th, bringing forth 
lessons about ego and trust. Cancer 
is an energy that usually prioritizes 
intuition over logic, so perhaps 
logical, analytical Virgo season and 
these 3rd house transits are here for 
balance—the heart and mind must 
work together.

LEO
Learning how to balance practicality 
and emotion can be difficult, and 
this month you are being asked to 
do exactly that. As the sun and Mars 
transit your 2nd house, you might 
be feeling particularly reactive 
when it comes to your resources and 
what you have to give and receive 
materially. As you continue the 
start of this new cycle around the 
sun, now is a good time to take a 
look at your material foundations. 
Once Venus moves into fellow fixed 
sign Scorpio on the 10th, your focus 
may be split between material 
and emotional foundations. Trust 
yourself and the process.

VIRGO
Happy You season, Virgo! Your 
solar return is an excellent time 
to leave old patterns behind and 
embrace change. Your mutable 
earth energy will be particularly 
potent this month as the sun 
and Mars transit your 1st house. 
Dedication to your goals is being 

highlighted—embrace your most 
effective organizational habits and 
meditate on the things that keep 
you motivated. The new moon in 
your sign on the 7th is an excellent 
time to write down what inspires 
you and what you want to manifest. 
It is also a good time to release 
self-limiting beliefs. The full moon 
in your sister sign Pisces on the 
20th will reward you if you have 
demonstrated dedication to your 
growth and your goals.

LIBRA
As you come to the end of your solar 
cycle, take stock of the last year 
and the lessons you’ve learned. As 
the sun transits your 12th house 
the comprehensive results of your 
choices and actions over the past 
year are being illuminated by your 
subconscious. It may feel uneasy, it 
may feel liberating—ultimately it 
depends on your attitude. If there 
are cycles that you are ready to 
release, do it in ways that embrace 
Virgo’s practical and kind nature. 
Venus (your ruling planet) will 
continue to transit your sign for the 
first 10 days of the month before 
shifting into serious, brooding 
Scorpio. Embrace balanced self-
love for the Libra portion of this 
transit, and the Scorpio transit 
will provide new levels of trust, 
understanding, and depth in the 
realm of relationships.

SCORPIO
This Virgo season will have you 
looking at the big picture in terms 
of how your strong intuition and 
depth can best be of service to 
your community and society as a 
whole. The sun and Mars will be 
transiting your 11th house, house 
of humanitarian pursuits and 
friendship. Simultaneously, Venus 
and Mercury will be transiting 
your 12th house until Venus moves 
into your sign on the 10th. There 
will likely be tension between your 
desire to focus on being a good 
lover and friend and your desire to 
independently contribute to the 
greater good. Both can be achieved if 
you take time to face your shadows 
and remove toxicity or resentment 
in either of these departments.

SAGITTARIUS
Virgo and Sagittarius might not 
appear to have that much in 
common on the surface—Virgo is 
considered more calculated and 

introverted while Sagittarius can 
be impulsive and dramatic. As 
the sun transits your 10th house, 
your career and goals are likely 
to be your main focus, and it is an 
excellent time to be creative in your 
approach and generally roll with 
the punches. Sagittarius and Virgo 
are both mutable signs, and though 
their approaches are different, 
a great deal can be learned by 
integrating earth and flame into a 
sustained, well-banked fire.

CAPRICORN
Your ruling planet Saturn has 
several aspects with personal 
planets this month, indicating that 
the rapid growth we are likely to 
all experience during Virgo season 
will affect you most strongly. Fellow 
earth sign Virgo can teach you to 
be more adaptable, and Saturn’s 
continued transit through Aquarius 
will keep you focused on how your 
innate power can initiate great 
strides in collective, societal goals. 
The sun will move into fellow 
cardinal sign Libra on the 22nd and 
though your shared action-oriented 
nature might have you jumping 
into things headfirst, it is important 
to remember what Virgo season 
teaches you about being calm, 
focused, and adaptable.

AQUARIUS
The sun and Mars will be 
transiting your 8th house this 
month, guiding you to take a look 
at deep-seated patterns around 
control, fear, death, regeneration, 
and understanding your highest 
emotional potential. Aquarius 
can be stereotyped as unfeeling 
and distant, but it is because the 
breadth of your empathy is so 
broad and deep that it must be 
contained and carried. On the 
10th, Venus will move into fellow 
fixed sign Scorpio, intensifying the 
experience of having to process 
subconscious emotional patterns 
that might negatively impact some 
of your relationships.

PISCES
Virgo season will be starting off 
with a bang for you! On the 2nd, 
Mars will oppose your ruling 
planet Neptune, triggering sudden 
insights about how your ambition 
and your higher emotional good 
are (at times) connected and 
(at times) in conflict with one 
another. Your sister sign Virgo 
might not be as intuitive as you 
but can offer great lessons in clear 
communication. The new moon 
in Virgo on the 7th is an excellent 
time to start new cycles in how you 
communicate and set boundaries. 
The full moon in your sign on 
the 20th will bring opportunities 
to engage your most beautifully 
chaotic Piscean ways—if you have 
learned the lessons your earthy 
sister had to teach you.
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add around 10 drops of lemon 
essential oil and 7 or 8 leaves 
of basil to the bottle, shake and 
spray. If you’re looking for more 
of an air deodorizer, add a 1/2 
cup of baking soda to 10 ounces 
of distilled water. Next, squirt 
about 20 drops of the essential 
oil or oils (10 drops each for two 
essential oils and so on and so 
forth), then shake and spray. If 
you are trying to slay air-born 
bacteria, mix 2 tablespoons 
of 70% rubbing alcohol or the 
highest proof vodka (I prefer 
rubbing alcohol, because the 
smell of ethanol makes me 
retch) that you can fi nd with 
distilled water and add 20 drops 
of your favorite essential oil or 
oils, then shake and spray. I hope 
that one of these potent potions 
makes your home’s air smell 
sweet and clean.

Isabel Ryan Theriot

TIPS FROM THERIOT

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

illustrations by Ben Claassen III | @dirtfarm

I recently moved into a home 
that smells like cigarette smoke. 
How can I get rid of the smell?
So the people who formerly lived 
in your home decided to not only 
paint their lungs with tar, but to 
paint the walls with it too? Nice. 
The fi rst thing you’ll have to do 
to remove the cigarette smell is 
to wipe down all the surfaces in 
your house. This is tedious, but 
it’s your best bet if you want to 
completely cleanse your new 
digs. If the house is furnished 
with any of the previous tenants’ 
stinky stuff , you’ll have to wipe it 
down or air it out (put it outside 
or near open windows or doors). 
If you want to give this nicotine-
smell-eradication mission its 
best chance, bring the furniture 
to the dump or throw it onto the 
street for garbage collection (that 
almost never comes now, because 
the New Orleans Department 
of Public Works is completely 
incompetent and hires sanitation 
companies that pay their workers 
barely enough to survive). 
Maybe you’re considering giving 
this furniture to someone or 
donating it? I defi nitely do not 
suggest gifting stank furniture to 
Goodwill or to your friends; that’s 
just rude. Anyway, I digress. To 
clean the house, mix up a spray 
bottle fi lled halfway with white 
vinegar and halfway with water 
(I like to add an essential oil to 
give the solution some umph), 
spray all the walls, windows, and 
fl oors with this spray and wipe 
away the stench. You’ll also want 
to air your house out, so open the 
windows and doors for the day. 
Using fans is helpful too. If you’re 
stubborn and keep the smelly 
furniture, you’ll have to wipe 
down every inch of it, or saturate 
any cloth furniture and let it dry. 
Letting furniture sit in the sun is 
also helpful. After your vinegar-
air cleansing day, place some 
bowls of vinegar and baking soda 
around the house; these will help 

Hey y’all! Where ya been all of my August?! Oh yeah! You were looking 
at beautiful photographs in this here magazine. I was too. I was also 
twiddling my fi ngers so that I could bring my typing A-game to this 
September edition. I’ve been, as you probably have, worried about 
how things are going with this frustrating and terrifying pandemic 
fi asco. To help distract myself from my anxious melancholia, I’ve been 
spending time cleaning ( for money mostly), reading about cleaning, 
and answering your cleaning questions. I hope that this pithyish 
column will help to remedy the annoying cleaning issues that you’ve 
been fretting about and maybe even bring a smile to your face.

suck up any remaining smell. 
Also, if possible, using an air 
purifi er or two works wonders.

I have tiny ants all over my 
kitchen counters. Help!
What happened when the Pink 
Panther stepped on the ant? Dead 
ant. Dead ant. Dead ant, dead 
ant, dead ant, dead ant, DEAD 
ANNNNT (sung to the tune of 
the Pink Panther theme song). 
Now, not only will you know 
how to eradicate ants, you have 
a cute joke to tell your friends 
and family! Boo, you have sugar 
ants. Sugar ant is a term used to 
describe a variety of ant species 
that seeks out sweets in your 
home. These sugar ants are teensy 
and annoyingly persistent in 
their quest to raid your kitchen 
counters, cabinets, and sinks for 
food to haul back to their nest. 
I recently dealt with sugar ants 
in my kitchen, and I found a way 
to kill them (makes me feel bad) 
and to repel them that works like 
a charm. To kill the ants that are 
pompously crawling right in front 
of your face, fi ll a spray bottle 
with half vinegar and half water 
and saturate the poor cute things. 
To deter them, grab a lemon and 
peel it. Place a few pulp-free peels 
in places where you’ve seen the 
ants. Because lemons have an 
acidic oil that is toxic to ants and 
disrupts their trail, they skedaddle 
as soon as you put the peels out. 
To banish the most stubborn of 
these Formicidae, I grabbed some 
salt and pepper and sprinkled 
it around the corners and grout 
on the counter. Salt absorbs 
water and vapor from the air, and 
since ants breathe through their 
exoskeletons, when they come 
into contact with salt they shrivel 
up and die. The pepper is just an 
added punch in the face; the smell 
irritates them—seriously. Because 
of this lemon, salt, and pepper 
combo, I haven’t seen ants in my 
kitchen in about a month! Yippee!

Is there an eco-friendly/DIY 
way to make air freshener for 
my home?
When the COVID insanity fi rst 
took hold of our nation, I started 
making cleaning products. One 
of those products was an air 
freshener/air sanitizer. That’s 
right—my fear of contamination 
was so deep, I felt that not only 
wearing a mask and disinfecting 
surfaces was necessary, but 
cleansing the air in front of 
my face was important too. 
The fi rst thing that you’ll need 
is an 8-ounce misting spray 
bottle. The misting spray bottle 
will nebulise the freshening 
solution, causing it to become 
a sassy suspension of liquid 
droplets that will hang out in 
the air longer. There are a few 
diff erent recipes that you can 
follow, depending on how potent 
you want your freshener to be. 
If you’re looking for a solution 
to add a nice, fresh smell to your 
home’s air, fi ll your misting 
spray bottle with distilled water 
and add about 20 drops of the 
essential oil of your choice, or 
10 drops of essential oil and a 
few sprigs, leaves, or peelings 
from the plant or fruit of your 
choice. A freshener that I really 
enjoy is lemon-basil. For this 
delicious concoction, you’ll 

Because lemons have an acidic oil 
that is toxic to ants and disrupts 
their trail, they skedaddle as soon 
as you put the peels out.
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Ian Willson | @hotplantsnola
DIRT NERD

illustrations by Rachel Speck | @tropicalgothprints

Questions for the Dirt Nerd? Email 
ian@hotplantsnursery.com.

I believe plants feel things the 
way we feel things, that they 
experience joy and pain and 
sadness and pleasure, and that 
they do so in a way that we don’t 
yet understand. I also believe 
that science will back this belief 
fi rmly within a couple of decades 
and history will not leave me 
sounding like a rambling new-
agey geriatric millennial about 
it. I remember being taught as 
a child (and not even a young 
child) in science classes that 
animals don’t have feelings or 
consciousness because they 
weren’t aware of themselves 
as existing. Science has moved 
past this. We are now allowed to 
believe that our dogs love us as 
much as we love them (maybe 
cats too, maybe). And we can 
acknowledge that pigs in mud 
are, in fact, happy. Based on 
some cursory research, I think 
this sea-change in our offi  cial 
position on animal feelings 
happened around 2015. And 
yeah, I think the same thing 
is going to happen soon with 
plants. So brace yourself.

Meantime, this isn’t even about 
that. I am not here to make 
vegetarians feel bad about 
killing vegetables, not today 
anyway. I have written that 
piece before, and I will probably 
write it again, but this is not 
that. Yes, factory farming plants 
is as bad as factory farming 
animals, and not just because of 
the harrowing and irrevocable 
environmental consequences; 
but again, this is not that.

This isn’t about how we have to 
kill what we eat, the inevitable 
transference of energy from 
one living source to another, 
or the hard lines we draw 
between where one thing ends 
and another begins. OK, maybe 
it’s a little bit about those hard 
lines. Because this is about 
how we have to kill everything 
around what we eat in order 
to have anything to eat. This 
is about how we have to do 
just that, not just on a massive 
scale in order to feed an ever-
struggling population bursting 
at the seams, but in our own 
cute home gardens where we 
aspire to commune with nature, 
and where we try to fi nd some 
semblance of inner peace and 
outer resilience through the 
fruits of our labor.

I came to terms with this 
awkward fact probably 15 
years ago while landscaping. 
And while I still romanticize 
scenes of pastoral beauty and 
the liminal space where we 
humans intersect with the 
plant universe, my worldview 
shifted that day as I ripped 
tree after tree out of the 
ground to make space for 
some landscape architect’s 
benevolent and expensive vision 
for someone’s new backyard. 
My job as a landscaper was not 
primarily to nurture life, but 
rather to destroy all life that 
wasn’t deemed nurturable. 
Landscaping is killing insects, 
ripping out weeds, pulling out 
old and unattractive plants to 
make way for new. It is cutting 
hard lines in the grass so that 
the grass does not impede 
on vacant soil deemed more 
attractive as empty. It is pruning 
unproductive limbs, pruning 
unattractive limbs, removing 
leaf debris from the ground 
which, left alone, would create 
habitat and food for all manner 

of bug and rodent before 
becoming rich soil to feed plants 
all over again.

Growing food is hardly 
diff erent. It doesn’t matter how 
sustainably you are trying to 
grow, how in kind with nature, 
how permacultural. In order 
for the things you want to grow 
in the world to have space to 
exist, other things need to not 
exist. It’s not a zero sum game, 
not by a long shot, and there 
are plenty of ways to integrate 
your food-growing practices 
with what is already alive 
and thriving around you, but 
only by degrees. By and large, 
growing food is about death and 
displacement as much as it is 
about growth and nurturing.

And that’s OK. Because we all 
need to eat. Sure, my perspective 
on plant consciousness may 
read as a little too woo for 
many palates, but I will never 
be a believer in the breatharian 
notion that we can survive 
on nothing more than the 

“universe’s energy,” or come 
around to thinking that we 
can sustain ourselves simply 
by drinking our own urine and 
sunning our buttholes. We all 
need calories, because calories 
are energy, literally. And for now 
anyway, without plants there is 
no turning the energy of the sun 
into something we can eat. Thus, 
we need to encourage the plants 
so that we (or other animals that 
we eat) are able to eat to thrive, 
and we don’t all die from not 
eating. And to do that, we have 
to kill things we are not able to 
eat. And it will remain this way 
until science teaches us how to 
photosynthesize ourselves.

And maybe, once we come to 
terms with the pain and misery 
we are brutally infl icting on 
plants all the time, we will fast 
track the science that makes 
our skin eat the sun effi  ciently. 
But until then, it’s important we 
own the truth of our inevitably 
destructive behavior while doing 
the best we can to mitigate it 
by working with nature when 

and wherever we are able. Pull 
the weeds and squash the bugs, 
but don’t spray glyphosate 
or sprinkle those chemical 
pesticides willy-nilly. Encourage 
ecosystems and biodiversity; 
recognize that you will have to 
kill. But you don’t have to kill 
everything. It isn’t war you’re 
waging, but it isn’t perfect 
harmony you’re seeking either. 
Rather, it is balance, as nature 
always should be, a yin and 
yang sort of thing, good only 
existing by way of evil creating 
its necessity, both always at 
interplay, neither being sure 
which is which at any given 
moment, the elegant emblem 
always superseding other cool 
boardwalk ‘90s emblems such as 
green alien heads or that S with 
the points at either end that we 
all just started remembering 
how to draw again.

As much as we may claim to 
love nature, the truth is that 
wilderness untouched by human 
hands is not a place we want to 
be, and it doesn’t want us there 
either, and that is fi ne. There is 
an innate and reasonable desire 
for a degree of pastoralism in 
the natural world we seek to 
reside in—little touches the soul 
so much as the subtle hint of a 
human hand in an apparently 
wild place. Think of the arched 
wooden bridge deep in the 
woods over a bubbling brook, 
or the solitary monk’s quarters 
atop an inhospitable mountain. 
A garden is the same: it is a place 
where we are working with 
nature but against the wild. To 
garden is to work with a place 
that does not want us there, to 
change its mind ever so slightly, 
to create a balance that is not 
only soothing to something deep 
inside us, but also absolutely 
necessary to our survival.

VEGETABLES IS MURDER

By and large, growing food is about 
death and displacement as much as 
it is about growth and nurturing.
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months prior to see if she could lend 
us some extra breast milk. At this 
point, I was still hopeful my supply 
was coming and I just needed to buy 
some time. Thankfully, Erin had 
enough in her bank to loan us two 
bags full. I immediately went home 
and started pumping. The suggested 
program to help my supply was to 
nurse him on demand and pump 
every three hours. Which basically 
meant pumping or nursing around 
the clock. It was a daunting task but 
I managed to do it.

That first pump with the machine 
was another gut-punch. Again not 
knowing anything, I pumped for 
almost 30 minutes and got less than 
an ounce. For reference, a normal 
pumping session is usually 5 to 
12 minutes. Needless to say, the 
nips were not happy with me and I 
definitely produced more tears than 
breastmilk. I was a mess. I watched 
Teddy guzzle Erin’s milk like he was 
starving and I don’t think I will ever 
be able to explain in words what all 
of that did to me mentally.

I went places I shouldn’t have. I 
thought about how we both would 
have died during labor if we lived 
in a time without modern medicine 
available to us. I thought about how 
even if we got through labor, he 
would have starved to death because 
I couldn’t give him what he needed. 
These thoughts consumed me; that 
week unfolded as the hardest week 
of my life. I sobbed constantly and 
panicked watching the breast milk 
reserve dwindle, knowing formula 
was imminent and I had no other 
choice in the matter (Ochsner does 
offer breast milk from their bank for 
purchase, but the task of obtaining it 
and affording it was a bit outside of 
our capabilities). So I sent Dan to the 
store to purchase formula.

“Get the best, most organic one you 
can find,” I told him. Off he went to 
Target where he found Earth’s Best 
organic formula. It claimed to be 
“the closest thing to breastmilk.” 
He also got me all the lactation 
supplies they offered: supplements, 
cookies, protein bars, etc. At home, 
I continued to try and get my supply 
up. Nursing was so fucking hard. My 
back ached, I could never get him 
in a comfortable position, and I was 
having these hormonal surges that 
made me feel like I was on fire and 
sweat profusely.

Why was this so hard for me?! 
Breastfeeding felt like trying to 
sherpa an unskilled climber up 
Mount Everest with only a half-filled 
oxygen tank and one of my toes 
frozen off. I knew he depended on 
me for survival, but I questioned 
if I had the strength to make it 
myself. Did other moms experience 
such difficulties trying to feed their 
babies? Come to find out, yes.

RAISING LOUISIANA

again gets smacked in the face with 
expectations vs. reality. What started 
as Teddy dropping some weight in 
the hospital led to him not peeing or 
pooping for 24 hours (a millennium 
in baby time) once we were home, 
followed by scary phone calls to staff 
nurses who told us to bring him to 
the ER. Apparently, not pooping 
is OK but not urinating means 
something bad is happening.

I was terrified for him but also 
terrified at the prospect of having 
to pack a three-day-old baby up 
and dealing with the ER during 
COVID-19. At this point, I was 
solely nursing. I had absolutely 
no idea something could be wrong 
with my milk supply or with his 
latch. Over the previous three days 
in the hospital, lactation nurses 
observed all of that and no one 
mentioned that anything could be 
wrong. They said dropping weight 
is normal, and he seemed to be 
latching fine. The last day in the 
hospital he was circumcised and 
they mentioned that he needed to 

poop/pee by 6 p.m. that night. So I 
naively assumed this was a case of 
newborn pain and digestion.

At 11 p.m., the diaper still dry, we 
consulted with a family member 
who is a forensic pediatrician. 
She suggested taking his diaper 
completely off for a while. We did 
and he was able to make a small pee. 
That got us through the night with 
no ER visit but we scheduled an 
emergency visit to the pediatrician 
the next day. Back to Ochsner we 
went—worried, overwhelmed, and 
tired. During the visit, we weighed 
Teddy and realized he had dropped 
too much weight beyond the allotted 
limit of “normal birth reduction.” 
He seemed hungry so I began to 
nurse him. The doctor went through 
the exam asking questions and 
finally told me she thought I wasn’t 
producing enough milk for him. This 
is the moment in the movie where 
they cut to a dolly zoom of my face (à 
la Jaws). “Scuze me whuuut?”

After 35 years of life, watching 
my sister birth four children and 
breastfeed them for at least a year 

In late January, at the age of 35, 
I gave birth to my son Theodore 
(Teddy). I spent nine months 
preparing: taking classes, working 
with my doula, asking all the 
questions at my appointments with 
the midwives at Ochsner Baptist, 
and watching YouTube videos 
of everything from live births to 
how to swaddle correctly. I felt 
knowledgeable, confident, and 
definitely prepared. I mean, women 
have been giving birth since the 
dawn of history. I knew I could get 
through it with as much gusto as the 
brave women before me.

Cut to 19 hours of active labor 
later, me screaming NO! NO! NO! I 
CAN’T DO THIS!, and then facing 
the reality that the little man was 
not coming out on his own. He was 
stuck at 9.5 cm for almost a whole 
day, sunny-side-up (posterior 
position, face up). When his heart 
rate began to drop, we knew a 
c-section was imminent. Of course, 
I was devastated and scared and 
really confused about how this could 
have happened to me. But alas, we 
did what was necessary—I got an 
epidural and they prepared me for 
surgery while my husband suited up 
for the operating room.

About an hour later, our baby boy 
was born at 8 pounds, 4 ounces and 
struggling to breathe with fluid in 
his lungs. Another blow. For almost 
30 minutes I laid on the table, 
begging them to let me know what 
was happening. My midwife gave 
me updates as the doctors suctioned 
and worked to stabilize him. Finally, 
after what seemed like an eternity, 
they brought him over to me and 
placed his head by mine. I was not 
able to hold him until after I was 
sewn up. My husband brought him 
to our assigned hospital room to 
hold him skin-to-skin.

I’ve really had a hard time 
processing my son’s birth day. I 
still can’t look at the labor pictures 
my doula took. I cry when I think 
about how—so badly—I wanted my 
first child’s birth to bring happy 
memories. But as any mother will 
tell you, no matter how hard the 
birth, it is still the most joyous and 
proud day of your life. You feel 
depleted but powerful, scared but 
so confident.

Through many tears, an unplanned 
c-section, and the beginning of our 
lifelong journey into parenthood, 
we made it home. The story really 
begins here, where a new mom once 

each, and talking to countless 
moms along the way, I had no idea 
this could be an issue. Yes people, 
I always assumed you either did or 
didn’t breastfeed your kid—like it 
was a choice. In some ways, I felt so 
betrayed—by my doctors, midwives, 
and society. All nine months of 
pregnancy I heard, “Are you going to 
breastfeed?” I always thought that 
question was kind of dumb. Like 
do other moms choose to NEVER 
put their child to their breast to 
give them nourishment and bond 
with them? Of course I was going to 
breastfeed my child! It was one of 
the things I looked forward to.

Leaving that pediatrician visit, I 
felt irate. I was told I needed to 
supplement him with formula until 
my supply came in properly. The 
doctor assumed it was delayed, a 
common occurrence with cesarean 
births. There was no way I was going 
to give my child synthetic garbage 
at such a young age. So we called 
our friend (and AG’s senior editor) 
Erin, who had just had a baby two 

FED IS BEST

Adrienne Battistella is ANTIGRAVITY’s senior photo editor and owner of 
Adrienne Battistella Photography. She lives on the Westbank with her husband 
(and AG EIC) Dan, son Theodore, and two rescue dogs Annie and Luna.

cont’d on pg. 41

Still holding firm to all the stigmas, 
I begrudgingly fixed bottle after 
bottle. I was continuing to pump as 
much as I could but by month two, I 
was only able to produce about 1 to 
2 ounces per day. I stopped putting 
him to my breast because the 
anxiety wasn’t helping him—or me.

by Adrienne Battistella
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Mardi Gras tradition. Most recently, 
musicians, venues, and performers—
in a movement started by DJ Soul 
Sister—led the way in instituting 
vaccine/negative test mandates to 
attend shows, a decision that helped 
pave the way for a citywide mandate. 
With its back against the wall, the 
community has come together to 
work in its own best interest, but 
in doing so has also demonstrated 
tremendous leadership and a 
potential new path forward for the 
city that prioritizes local needs over 
outside investment.

The push for a more equitable city 
through community leadership 
will not be easy—particularly 
because we are still dealing with the 
immediate and ongoing health and 
economic impacts from COVID-19’s 
Delta variant, which often creates 
a necessary focus on just getting 
by day-to-day. It’s hard to think 
strategically when you are worrying 
about next month’s rent or next 
week’s groceries. Even though it is 
an added burden, we need to present 
a vision of a more just and equitable 
New Orleans, because rest assured, 
the individuals and organizations 
who have a vested interest in the 
status quo have already been using 
their time and influence to keep 
wages down, to keep music off 
the streets, and to keep agents of 
change out of positions of power. 
For those of us who are fortunate 
enough to have the capacity, we 
need to keep organizing and pushing 
forward necessary policies and 
reform initiatives, while we also 
help maintain the community safety 
net. It’s a tall order, but a necessary 
one—the pandemic has made 
clear how deeply precarious and 
unacceptable conditions were for so 
many. We can’t allow anyone to take 
us backwards.

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

We’re 18 months deep into an 
ongoing pandemic and at the peak 
of the fourth wave, which is hitting 
Louisiana harder than almost 
anywhere else in the world. We just 
lost the fall festival season, and most 
supplemental assistance—including 
enhanced unemployment—has 
stopped. Early in the summer, it felt 
like the end was in sight; now the 
timeline is more unclear than ever. 
It’s tough. Yet, there are new rays 
of hope—by the time this column 
is published, 75% of adult New 
Orleanians should have had at least 
one dose of the vaccine, mandatory 
mask and vaccine requirements 
at many businesses are starting to 
push the caseload down, and there 
have been fewer business closures 
than expected. It is beginning to 
feel like we are at a crossroads as a 
city. As we chart a path forward, we 
can rely on the voices and systems 
that had positions of prominence 
pre-pandemic and regress, likely 
replicating and worsening existing 
inequities; or we can seize on this 
opportunity, follow the lead of the 
community, and create a stronger 
and more equitable city. The former 
is easy—without pushback, those 
that have held positions of influence 
will easily retain them. Forcing 
change will be difficult and will have 
to be led by those with far fewer 
resources—but who also have the 
most at stake.

The core of the struggle for a 
post-pandemic vision for New 
Orleans is about power. A radical 
realignment of the city’s priorities 
or a true push for equity in wealth 
distribution and access to political 
decision making are a threat 
to those who had positions of 
influence prior to the shutdowns 
in March 2020. In particular, 
you see this with the tourism 
industry, which has spent the 
past year and a half desperately 
lobbying to maintain the status 
quo. Last October, New Orleans & 

Company worked with Assessor 
Erroll Williams to significantly 
cut property taxes for businesses 
impacted by the pandemic, an 
action that disproportionately 
assisted large multinational hotels 
and other chain businesses and 
left residents paying a greater 
percentage of the city’s tax 
burden; the Louisiana Restaurant 
Association helped successfully 
lobby for the early end of enhanced 
unemployment benefits; and the 
Convention Center is moving 
ahead with their half-billion-dollar 
hotel redevelopment. They have 
no vision for a stronger, more 
sustainable, and more equitable 

needed developments and policy 
reform. Those with power want to 
keep it, and though they will cast 
themselves as heroes working for 
“the good of the city,” it’s clear that 
many are really working simply for 
their own benefit.

Meanwhile, it has been the groups 
most impacted by the pandemic—
including service industry workers, 
musicians, venue owners and other 
cultural community members, 
small community organizations, 
and grassroots nonprofits—that 
have been leading the way towards 
a more inclusive, equitable support 
system and recovery process. 

tourism industry; instead they 
would rather just hunker down 
and wait out the pandemic, then 
proceed just as before—with the 
same people in charge. Legacy 
neighborhood organizations, 
generally wealthier and whiter 
than the population of the city as a 
whole, also have a vested interest 
in maintaining the status quo, as 
it allows them to retain a level of 
control over how neighborhoods 
develop and how public space is 
used. Currently, this is manifesting 
most prominently in battles over 
affordable housing developments 
and outdoor music venues, where 
a familiar cadre of organizations 
center the concerns of wealth 
and whiteness over sensible, 

Almost immediately after the 
March 2020 shutdowns, mutual 
aid groups started to form to create 
a community-centric safety net. 
Several organizations, including the 
New Orleans Musicians’ Clinic, the 
Krewe of Red Beans, and Culture Aid 
NOLA launched food distribution 
programs. Other nonprofits—
including Ashé Cultural Arts Center, 
Junebug Productions, Antenna, and 
MaCCNO—launched self-funded 
grant programs for COVID-19 
assistance. Small business owners, 
musicians, and neighborhood 
residents created safe outdoor 
performance spaces in vacant lots, 
on front porches, even the banks 
of Bayou St. John, and the Krewe 
of House Floats launched a new 

Back to the Status Quo or a Stronger City?
Who Will Determine the Future of Post-Pandemic New Orleans?

With its back against the wall, the 
community has come together to work 
in its own best interest, but in doing 
so has also demonstrated tremendous 
leadership and a potential new path 
forward for the city that prioritizes 
local needs over outside investment.
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TALES FROM THE PEN

Have you ever thought about 
what your [incarcerated] 
family and friends are doing 
for fun, enjoyment and/or 
recreation? Let me tell you 
about it. The D.O.C. handbook 
states that all D.O.C. inmates 
are to receive at least an hour of 
recreation/yard call a day. 2311 
is what it’s called. However, 
this rule is hardly (if ever) 
followed in D.O.C. holding 
camps (satellite camps). An 
inmate may go days or weeks 
without leaving his cell or dorm 
for anything. Everything is 
delivered (commissary, chow, 
medical, etc.). And yard call 
is being postponed every day 
for a plethora of reasons such 
as weather, lack of security, 
being busy, and the list goes 
on. So with all that being said 
an inmate would have to fi nd 
things for entertainment 
around the dorm.

Depending on your preference, 
that could be one of many 
things. If you’re into sports 
there’s gambling on every 
sport, also a good debate for 
every opinion. If you like card/
board games there’s a long 
list of those for free and/or to 
gamble on. There’s books, mags, 
newspapers to read from, and 
radio, mp3s and iPods to listen 
to. You have a t.v. that most 
likely has some form of cable, 
although some facilities may 
only have a few local channels. 
You have workout groups that 
work out around the clock.

Then there’s contraband such 
as drugs, phones, cigs, etc. to 
use as you please, they just cost 
an arm and a leg back here. We 
have what we call epping, which 
means telling a story about 
yourself from jail or home. Most 
(or many) are bold face lies but 
we listen anyway. So from the 
outside looking in you might say 
we have plenty to do back here. 

Jacorey “Yolo” James

Our correspondent Yolo is currently serving a sentence at 
a facility in Ferriday, Louisiana. The following has been 
transcribed (with minimal edits for clarity and format) from 
handwritten letters. Because of barriers that restrict and 
complicate communication with people in prison, we are unable 
to independently corroborate claims herein.

Rec Call

And I didn’t even touch on call 
outs such as religion services, 
classes, etc. From someone 
doing time most of the time 
you’re bored out of your mind. 
That’s why so many of us get 
into trouble and get more time, 
because 75% of our day is idle. 
We hardly ever move.

You’re around the same people 
all day every day, so with all 
those things I named earlier 
you do with the same people. 
Eventually you get tired of the 

anything, maybe a tattoo artist 
or two. All those things and 
more to use as entertainment or 
recreation while in the dorm.

Now when rec/yard call is 
called a whole new realm of 
the jailing system is unlocked, 
because remember, in the 
dorm you’re around the same 
groups of guys 24/7 doing the 
same ole things. Now once 
doors are open to the yard 
(most facilities have a couple 
yards fenced off from one 
another) you’ll be able to see 
inmates you don’t normally 
get a chance to see (more epps, 
more lies). On the other hand, 
the yard isn’t only in your 
backyard. The back door to 
other dorms most likely leads 
to this yard also, so you’re able 
to contact and communicate 
with those dorms to pass notes, 
snacks, contraband, you name 
it. It could be one to three of 
these doors on your yard, with 
a yard to your right and left. 
So basically you’ve went from 
being able to contact maybe 

certainly not least and my 
favorite of all activities on the 
yard, you have sports.

Now most facilities will have a 
basketball court, fi eld for football 
or soccer, horseshoes, and 
volleyball net. Just as your gym 
rats don’t miss an opportunity 
to work out, you have your 
sport junkies that take every 
opportunity to pick up some 
sort of ball and go at it with 
the next inmate. Most battles 
are extremely competitive and 
bragging rights are always on 
the line, so things can get pretty 
heated at times, but we try to 
keep it in the name of the game. 
But you’re dealing with convicts, 
so it’s bound to get a little heated 
every once in a while. But it’s 
pure fun, nothing like some good 
competition to get the juices 
fl owing. And I’ve always loved 
sports so this part is right up my 
alley. I try to attend every chance 
I get (which aren’t very many).

The last part of recreation is my 
least favorite of all and I still 
can’t fathom why us inmates do 
it, but it’s fi ghting one another 
for fun or because we can’t 
think of anything better to do. 
The worst part of it is, most 
times, the people fi ghting have 
nothing against each other and 
are only fi ghting so that they 
don’t get jumped by everyone 
else. For the love of me, I don’t 
know who came up with these 
rules, but it states that when 
“rec call” is called, every stand 
up man is to go to the day room 
and line up against the wall. 
Now whomever called “rec call” 
must be the fi rst to fi ght, and 
when they’re done, anyone who 
has problems goes after that. 
Then it gets real stupid, if you 
ask me. If I’ve already fought 
and want to see any other two 
people fi ght, I voice it and if the 
dorm agrees they must fi ght or 
face the consequences, which 
could be one of many things 
like you get jumped, all your 
property stolen, you get trained 
(which means people take turns 
hitting you, and so much more). 
Now this I don’t agree with, but 
I have played a part in it. Well 
I didn’t have much of a choice, 
now that I think of it. SMH... 
If you’re ever wondering what 
is done for recreation behind 
bars, this can shine a light on 
your darkness.

Until next time,
Yolo

same opponents, people cheat, 
there’s bullying, the whole 
9 yards. So you enter those 
tasks at your own risk. The 
t.v. is usually ran by a group of 
inmates that are violent and 
will pop off  for anything. To use 
contraband you must be strong 
enough to hold and protect it, 
don’t mention smart enough, 
because it is illegal so the people 
are after it. Although some 
gamble, straight up most bets 
are schemes and are not handled 
fairly so that’s a whole other ball 
game. Some people are able to 
stay to themselves and read or 
play card games alone, while 
others move around the dorm 
jocing with/off  fellow inmates. 
You’ll have your guys who can fi x 

25-35 other inmates, to a 
couple hundred just by walking 
out your back door.

Then you have your gym rats, 
we call them. They won’t miss 
an opportunity and tool to 
work on their bodies and work 
out. In the dorm it’s push-
ups, sit-ups, water bags, and 
jumping jacks. On the outside 
you have sets of equipment to 
choose from such as weights 
bench, pull-up bars, field to 
run, etc., and your gym rats 
take every chance to use these 
that they can. So you have your 
inmates who come out to talk 
with friends, pass something, 
work out, to get fresh air and 
clear their heads, but last and 
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So who makes up your backing 
band, the Growing Boys?
The Growing Boys, a somewhat 
regrettable name that started 
as a joke when we’d busk (and 
the band would accumulate 
members throughout the day), 
is at its core Zach Thomas (bass) 
and Nikolai Shveitser (pedal 
steel). They’ve been in every 
incarnation of a band that has 
seen many drummers, guitarists, 
and fiddlers. We had the most 
consistent lineup for this album, 
with Sam Gelband (drums) and 
Dave Hammer (electric guitar) 
having been in the band for a 
while before COVID and playing 
our monthly at St. Roch. It is 

Good, Bad
and Sideways with 

Chris
Acker

by Danielle Dietze

If you’re unaware of who Chris Acker is, you might mistake him for 
another friendly face in the corner store’s sticky beer aisle, or maybe 
you recognize him as St. Roch Tavern’s bingo night co-host. But when 
he’s not running games of chance, he’s the frontman and songwriter 
for a country-folk get-up whose new album Odd, Ordinary, and 
Otherwise is out now on Gar Hole Records. At the beginning of the 
lockdown, when days stretched endlessly like laundry on the line, Acker 
and his roommate Nikolai Shveitser began to record the album in 
their shotgun home, spending days and nights writing and recording 
the material on a borrowed Panasonic tape recorder. The third full-
length by Acker weaves stories from busking alcohol-stained streets 
to janitorial work at a famous Bourbon Street strip club, molding an 
album that is both a love letter and a mirror to the city he now calls 
home. Acker’s country-steeped songwriting is tirelessly likened to John 
Prine or even Guy Clark, two legendary folk songsmiths who mine the 
heart of humanity through storytelling. While Acker does meander in 
life’s unrefined pockets, his nasal drawl and contemporary vantage 
point are one in their own. At its best, a Chris Acker song folds around 
you like the familiar legs of a lover (“Styrofoam”). At its worst, it rips 
through your heart like a corkscrew (“Nick and Joe”). Yet, no matter 
which it makes you feel—good, bad, or sideways—Acker reminds you 
that it’s OK, if not tolerable. I recently spoke with Acker about his early 
days playing sax, his affinity for obituaries, and what’s ahead for him 
in this unpredictable landscape.

certainly the tightest and my 
favorite version of the Growing 
Boys. We have had some great 
incarnations, though, lots of 
friends just filling in for random 
gigs or tours. I’d like to think the 
Growing Boys have seen about 
15 members.

This album came out of 
a period of self-isolation. 
What did this time teach you 
about your creativity or view 
of music? It’s kind of like a 
messed up Walden of sorts, eh?
Haha, exactly. It’s hard to say 
what I learned, but I think the 
ultimate creative achievement 
for a lot of people is finding joy 

in the process. Lockdown made 
it so all you had was doing it for 
the sake of doing it, and there 
was a window of time where I 
found myself really in love with 
making up songs, and I was more 
thankful than ever for the ability 
to entertain myself. But it only 
lasted so long. So I learned to 
love the process, but not in any 
sort of sustained way. I guess 
that’s what I gotta learn next.

What was the process of 
recording to tape with 
your roommate Nikolai 
like, compared to how you 
constructed your previous 
albums?
The album itself was recorded 
90% live and 100% digitally, but 
me and Nikolai cut demos of 
the songs on a little Panasonic 
tape recorder (shout out to 
Marlow for letting me borrow), 
recording over a tape of Neil 
Young’s Weld. Sorry, Neil. That 
was a really fun way to develop 
the songs. It was like a lockdown 
project and motivated me to 
finish a lot of stuff I’d only kind 
of started. Nikolai and I first 
started playing music together 
in 2015, so aside from his insane 
abilities as a musician, I feel 
really comfortable with him. 
We were able to get really silly 
and make these songs happen 
somewhat naturally, just 
tweaking and arranging things 
here and there. Zach also started 
coming over in the summer, 
and we’d work them out, so it 
began as a very original Growing 

Boys thing. And then in the fall, 
Dave and Sam brought their 
perspective to it, and they really 
brought it to life.

What band, movies, or art got 
you through quarantine? Any 
intense phases? I had a big, 
unapologetic Liz Phair phase 
a few months into it.
That’s amazing, I actually 
had no idea about Liz Phair 
until quarantine when a close 
friend of mine also had a Liz 
phase. She rules! This might 
be terribly uninteresting, but I 
had a huge White Album phase. 
I found a tape of it in a free 
box, and when me and Zach 
were doing food distribution 
twice a week in June and July 
of 2020, we would just listen 
to it on loop, and I just became 
obsessed with how unhinged 
they are on that record—it had 
never really occurred to me. 
Like the most famous band 
in the world just goofing so 
stupidly while also putting 
in the most solid songs of 
their career. I’m always really 
inspired by bands that aren’t 
afraid to get dumb, and stuff 
like the song “Birthday” is 
so, so, so dumb. I think it 
contributed to me writing a 
song like “Caviar.” I also read 
Moby-Dick, which I’d consider 
long enough to be a phase.

You joke around about the 
Southern affectation on 
your first record (Re-Runs) 
compared to your voice now. 
What has the transition 
throughout growing into your 
sound been like to now, your 
third record?
Yeah, there are just moments 
like when I say “baby” in the first 
few seconds of that album that 
I have trouble forgiving myself 
for. That’s largely because I still 
like those songs, and I wish I 
could have given a more self-
aware performance for them. 
I’m from Seattle—there was 
no reason for me to be singing 
like that. But at the same time, 
I was 23, impressionable, and 
obsessed with music from 
Texas and Louisiana. I don’t 
think I had enough confidence 
to sing like myself so I sang 
like things I liked, however 
comically inaccurate it was at 
times. Over time I’ve become 
more comfortable with my 
songwriting voice and less 
concerned with traditional 
elements, and I think that has 
led to finding my own singing 
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voice. There are songs on Re-
Runs like “Dallas Does Debbie’’ 
where it doesn’t bother me, and 
I can kind of hear myself fi nding 
myself already.

What about storytelling 
makes it an integral part of 
your music?
I wish obituaries were just 
one really good story about 
someone—cut the facts—
because often a story speaks 
to the whole of a person more 
than facts about them can. They 
highlight what makes a person 
extraordinary. And that’s kind 
of the motivation with a story or 
observational song.

John Prine told Paul 
Zollo in an interview for 
Bluerailroad, “You can write 
about anything. Anything at 
all. As a matter of fact, the 
less familiar, the better.” I 
sense a similar sentiment 
to your writing. So what 
is constructing a song for 
you like? Do you have a 
philosophy behind it, or is it 
just spontaneous?
For me songs typically come 
about in various drafts. It’s 
a lot of writing getting sized 
down to something digestible. 
And sizing down is an eff ort to 
fi nd the most concise way to 
say what I want to say, and to 
discover what that actually is. 
I think Prine is right, because 
when you’re writing about 
something less familiar you’re 
making an eff ort to understand 
it, and for me that makes the 
sizing down process way more 
interesting and I can really fi nd 
a unique perspective. I don’t 
really subscribe to the idea that 
you have to live something to 
sing it, you just have to listen to 
understand it. And Prine was 
the best at that, understanding. 
The little unrefi ned moments 
and corners of our lives are 
often the neglected ones, but 
if a song can be an eff ort to 
understand them you can get 
something special sometimes.

Do you remember the fi rst 
song you wrote? When you 
started writing those songs, 
was your intention to become 
a professional musician?
It was the fi nal assignment in 
a creative writing class in high 
school. Whether or not you 
played an instrument you had to 
write a song, which was rather 
unfair. But luckily I’d been 
playing guitar for two months 

and wrote a song that I couldn’t 
tell you one thing about; but I 
know that my teacher fi lmed it, 
so it’s somewhere. I remember 
feeling like I liked doing it—
like a lot—but I don’t think 
I admitted I wanted to be a 
songwriter as a life for another 
fi ve years. But I am pretty sure 
I was down from the get. Me 
and Sam Gelband had a high 
school band and started writing 
songs together. Then around 
18 we each started writing stuff  
independently. It should be 
mentioned I still have yet to 
make a living off  of it so still not 
professional, but getting there.

I heard you played saxophone 
in the high school marching 
band. Was that your fi rst 
encounter playing music? Are 
you a big jazz guy?
I did play in the high school 
marching band my freshman 
year. We’d march on the football 
fi eld at halftime and make a 
big R for “Roosevelt,” and play 
“September” by Earth, Wind & 
Fire. I guess that was my fi rst 
musical endeavor and began a 
long tradition of underwhelming 
performances in my life. I 
wanted to play sax when I heard 
Sonny Rollins, but I never got 

to the point of playing Sonny 
Rollins. I spent a lot of time with 
the fi rst 10 seconds of the Pink 
Panther theme, though. I’m a 
shedding jazz cat from way back.

What were some of the 
records you remember 
picking up from your local 
record store in high school, 
and how did that infl uence 
your sound?
It was Mossy Bottom Records 
in the U District of Seattle. It’s 
an apartment building now. I 
remember going in and being 
like, “I like John Prine and 
Woody Guthrie, can you show 

me what the blues are?” and 
being given records for free just 
because the owner Nick was 
so excited. Jesse Fuller’s “San 
Francisco Bay Blues” album. 
He also turned me on to Guy 
and Townes   [Van Zandt], I 
remember picking up Old No. 1
very vividly. I used to play shows 
there with Sam Gelband and get 
paid in records. We got so much 
music that I still listen to today, 
really timeless folk and country 
and blues. Sam got really into 
‘60s British psych-folk stuff  like 
Pentangle and Bert Jansch. It 
ruled. Totally changed our lives.

We all have our reasons to 
linger around this gluttonous, 
sticky place. So what about 
New Orleans drew you in, and 
what’s keeping you around?
I remember the fi rst time I 
went to this now-deceased 
house venue on St. Claude. 
There was a string band playing, 
people were climbing on chain 
link fences between trees in the 
backyard, there was a guy doing 
backfl ips naked, and people 
playing chicken shit bingo. That 
was kind of what drew me in, 
just stuff  that seemed too wild, 
stuff  I’d never seen before. I 
was scared. But then what kept 
me here is (cheese alert) my 
friends. Most of my adult life 
has been here, and I just have 
all these sweet people in my life 
that I can’t quit. Oh, I like the 
music as well. Yes, the music. 
That too.

If there’s one thing we’ve all 
been slapped in the face with 
this year, it’s uncertainty. So 
with that, what do you have in 
store for the future? And how 
has this uncertainty changed 
what you might’ve held onto 
for the future?
I wish I could say my future, 
truly, but I guess I’ll be trying to 
keep making music until I can 
tour again. But in this time of 
uncertainty, I have learned that 
that shit is cool, and I do want 
to do it again but never count on 
one thing to bring you joy, ‘cause 
you’ll be toast on that odd day 
it doesn’t. I used to put so much 
weight on being a musician. But 
also, “So what?” Focus on my 
friends, make jokes, and forgive. 
Grow stuff  in cinder block beds 
and put things on a charcoal 
grill. Watch football, get a dog, 
put canned oranges in a salad.

“I’m always really inspired by bands 
that aren’t afraid to get dumb”

At The Broadside in June

Chris Acker’s new album, Odd, 
Ordinary, and Otherwise, is out 
now via Gar Hole Records (cover 
art by Sasha Pearl). For more info 
go to chrisacker.bandcamp.com.
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On June 16, 2020, while protests 
against police brutality in the wake 
of the murder of George Floyd raged 
across New Orleans and across the 
world, about 100 demonstrators 
took to the streets of Gretna and 
Harvey to protest the killing of Black 
men by the Jefferson Parish Sheriff’s 
Office (JPSO), including Modesto 
Reyes, a young welder and rapper 
who was killed by police following a 
traffic stop in Jefferson Parish (two 
days after George Floyd’s murder); 
and Keeven Robinson, who was 
killed in 2018 by JPSO agents after a 
brief footchase.

Sheriff Joe Lopinto initially said 
that Reyes tripped while running 
away from two deputies and rolled 
over to point a gun at them. But an 
independent autopsy revealed that 
he had been shot twice in the back 
and therefore could not have been 
turning around. JPSO deputies 
aren’t required to wear body 
cameras, and neither of the deputies 
involved in the shooting were 
wearing them.

Robinson’s death was ruled a 
homicide after the Jefferson Parish 
Coroner’s autopsy found that he 
died of compressional asphyxia due 
to “significant traumatic injuries to 
the neck.” According to statements 
from deputies who were at the scene, 
Robinson resisted arrest, and one 
deputy kneeled on his head. After 
they handcuffed him, JPSO agents 
noticed Robinson wasn’t breathing 
and was unresponsive. One public 
defender called Robinson “our own 
George Floyd.”

What began as a peaceful 
demonstration in front of the 
JPSO headquarters ended with 
multiple arrests and injuries. 
Lawyers representing some of 
the protesters allege “brutal and 
unnecessary” beatings at the 

by Drew Hawkins
photos Julie Dermansky

hands of JPSO deputies, with one 
attorney saying that JPSO did not 
follow normal arrest procedures, 
intimidating and abusing 
protesters that they arrested.

More than a year later, those 
arrested are still dealing with the 
legal repercussions and the physical 
and psychological trauma inflicted 
by law enforcement. “At one point, 
one of the guys who arrested me 
whips out a knife with the blade 
facing my stomach while we’re 
driving at high speeds in this van,” 
said Loam Durapau, a New Orleans-
based artist and one of the protesters 
who was arrested. “My train of 
thought was like: this guy is going to 
gut me. They have me in a van and 
this is it.”

Durapau and a friend named 
Nate Smith, also a New Orleans-
based artist, were ambushed by 
law enforcement while they were 
walking beneath the overpass of 
the Westbank Expressway, zip-tied, 
and thrown into an unmarked van 
with eight other JPSO deputies. 
Durapau said from the moment 
he and Smith were put into the 
van and the door was shut behind 
them, there was an immediate shift 
in the demeanor of the deputies. 
“We were in their world,” Durapau 
said. “There was glee. There was 
laughter and smiling on their face. 
It was really disturbing.”

Despite the fact that they were 
arrested within eyesight of JPSO 
headquarters, Durapau said the 
van aggressively drove around for 
about five to 10 minutes. During that 
time, deputies goaded, insulted, and 
physically assaulted them. “They 
immediately started wailing on 
Nate. He had one guy holding down 
his legs and another guy punching 
him,” Durapau said. Durapau is 
white and Smith is Black. Durapau 

said deputies were much more 
violent and abusive towards Smith. 
“To me, they were gentler. I mean, 
I got slapped and punched and my 
nose was broken by them, but I 
wasn’t getting the beating that Nate 
was getting.”

Smith and Durapau both had their 
hands zip-tied behind their backs, 
posing “no threat to the deputies,” 
according to Kara Larson, attorney 
for Durapau. They also weren’t 
restrained with seatbelts, Larson 
said, which meant that their bodies 
were thrown around as the vehicle 
made aggressive turns, an abusive 
police practice known as a “rough 
ride.” It’s the same practice that 
killed Freddie Gray after Baltimore 
police officers shackled his hands 
behind his back, put him into a 
van without restraining him with a 
seatbelt, and drove around taking 
sharp turns at high rates of speed, 
causing his body to be thrown about 
the van. As the van carrying Durapau 
and Smith drove around Gretna, the 
pair feared for their lives and were 
met with further abuse and insults.

“I was yelling at them, trying to get 
them to stop hitting Nate, while 
at the same time one of the guys 
is slapping me in the face, calling 
me a pussy for not fighting back, 
and calling me a little bitch for not 
hitting him back,” Durapau said. 
“He wanted a reaction. He wanted to 
find a reason to justify why they just 
broke my nose and why they were 
beating the shit out of Nate.”

***

Just a few hours before, Smith and 
Durapau were among the people 
participating in a protest against 
police brutality and demanding 
the use of body cameras by JPSO 
deputies. The demonstration began 
in front of the JPSO headquarters 

in Harvey (immediately adjacent to 
Gretna). From there, the protesters 
marched down the lower part of the 
Westbank Expressway, holding signs 
and chanting the names of Black 
men killed by police.

JPSO deputies formed a line on 
one of the exit ramps to prevent 
the protesters from accessing 
the upper part of the Westbank 
Expressway. As the group passed 
the exit ramp, a woman recognized 
one of the deputies standing in 
the police line. She and a handful 
of others broke away from the 
main group and began walking up 
the ramp. “She recognized one of 
them as being someone who was 
involved in their family member’s 
murder,” Durapau said. “They 
hadn’t been communicated with 
by Jefferson Parish, and to then 
have that officer there present in 
that moment—someone who was 
involved directly, you know—they 
wanted to speak to that person. 
They wanted to get an answer.”

Durapau said that when he and 
Smith saw the group break away, 
they decided to join and help 
support them. When they met the 
line of JPSO deputies, he said the 
deputies quickly turned hostile. 
“One of them was saying, ‘We’re here 
to protect you, we’re here to care 
for you.’ But almost after finishing 
his breath, he immediately turned 
to, ‘We’re going to arrest you.’ So 
he changed very quickly from we’re 
going to make sure you’re safe to 
we’re now going to try to kidnap you,” 
Durapau said.

The larger group of protesters 
marching down the lower part of 
the Westbank Expressway saw the 
commotion, turned around, and 
began making their way up the exit 
ramp toward the police line.

The first person arrested was Uma 
Kumar-Montei, a Tulane student 
who grew up about 10 minutes 
from where George Floyd was 
murdered in Minneapolis. She 
said the killing felt close to home 
and she wanted to participate 
in every protest that she could, 
which brought her out to 
Jefferson Parish that day. She said 
that as a JPSO deputy was chasing 
down individuals in the small 
group in order to arrest them, he 
tripped and fell.

“He fell almost right in front of me,” 
she said. “I mean, I had to laugh a 
little. And as he was getting up, I said 
something like, ‘Don’t fucking touch 
him,’ or something, and he turned 
to me and grabbed my arm. I said, 
‘What are you doing?’ and he said, 
‘I’m arresting you.’”

As Kumar-Montei was being 
arrested by the deputy, a legal 
observer approached to make sure 
that she was OK. “The cop was being 

ROUGH RIDE
Protesters face harsh treatment from JPSO
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really violent,” she said. “He was 
twisting my fingers back and holding 
my hand in a weird way so it was 
putting a lot of pressure on my wrist. 
The legal observer was asking if I 
was alright while a group of people 
was trying to get the cop to stop 
arresting me.”

The deputy eventually separated 
Kumar-Montei from the rest of 
the group and brought her up the 
ramp behind the police line. She 
said she had a lighter tucked into 
her bra beneath her shirt, and when 
a deputy noticed the outline of it, 
he moved to pat down her chest. 
Another deputy stopped him and 
called for a female officer.

“So then this female cop comes up 
and just gropes me in front of all 
of these male officers, all over my 
body,” Kumar-Montei said. “As a 
brown woman, I get patted down 
pretty much every time I go to the 
airport, and this wasn’t just a pat-
down. There’s a protocol you’re 
supposed to follow so you don’t 
violate someone. They didn’t have 
any regard for protocol or anything 
like that. I’ve experienced sexual 
violence before and I remember 
thinking, ‘Wow, they’re really 
doing everything they can to make 
me feel horrible.’”

Kumar-Montei was placed in a police 
vehicle at the top of the exit ramp. 
She said while she was waiting to find 
out where she would be taken, one of 
the deputies tried to make small talk 
with her. He told her that her parents 
would probably be happy that she 
was learning a lesson. She said she 
snapped back at the officer. “I said, 
‘First of all, the amount of privilege 
it takes to say that...’” Kumar-Montei 
said. The word “privilege” enraged 
the deputy, who then took her out of 
the vehicle and brought her to the 
railing on the side of the highway. 
“He has me handcuffed, bent over 
the edge of the highway, and he 
says, ‘Don’t you ever fucking talk to 
me about privilege again,’” Kumar-
Montei said. She was terrified.

The deputy put her back into the 
vehicle and she was eventually taken 
to jail, or the “JP Hotel” as she was 
told. The chaotic scene on the exit 
ramp eventually calmed down and 
the group of protesters made their 
way back to the lower part of the 
Westbank Expressway. A short while 
later, the demonstration started to 
come to an end. Loam Durapau and 
Nate Smith were beginning to make 
plans to get back across the Crescent 
City Connection (CCC) to New 
Orleans, where they lived.

“Things were dispersing, people 
were leaving,” Durapau said. “Then 
we heard about two protesters that 
had been stopped in the road, had 
their windows smashed out, and 
were arrested by the cops. And then 
we saw the van.”

Durapau said an unmarked police 
van raced towards him and Smith, 
screeching to a halt right in front of 
them. Other JPSO vehicles swooped 
in from multiple directions, boxing 
them in. Deputies spilled out of the 
vehicles and grabbed Smith. “It was 
pretty surreal,” Durapau said. “It 
was like an ambush.”

Durapau said he believes the 
deputies recognized Smith from 
the scene on the exit ramp earlier 
in the day. When Durapau tried to 
intervene, he was thrown to the 
ground and had his hands zip-tied 
behind his back.

loss of potential employment 
opportunities, fines and fees, and 
temporary loss of voting rights for a 
felony conviction.”

There are also lasting physical and 
psychological impacts from that day. 
Durapau still suffers from pain and 
difficulty breathing through his nose. 
“He [Durapau] showed me pictures 
taken right after it had happened, 
and he visited my office a short time 
later,” Larson said. “He had clearly 
sustained serious injuries to his face 
consistent with being punched or 
kicked. He was also, understandably, 
in a lot of fear.”

angry and took their anger out on 
the protesters.”

***

In many ways, the events of June 16 
were the culmination of tensions 
that had been building for weeks. On 
May 29—four days after the murder 
of George Floyd—a small group of 
people gathered at the intersection 
of North Claiborne and Esplanade 
avenues in the Tremé. They held 
signs and chanted to protest the 
brutal slaying. The next day, over 
a thousand people marched to 
New Orleans Police Department 
headquarters. It was the beginning 
of daily demonstrations that took 
place in the city over the course of 
several weeks.

On June 2, a few days after the first 
protest in the Tremé, hundreds of 
people marched up the overpass 
and onto I-10, shutting down 
traffic for over two hours. They 
faced a line of New Orleans police 
officers clad in riot gear and began 
calling out the names of Black men 
killed by law enforcement across 
the country.

Both Kumar-Montei and Durapau 
participated in the demonstration 
on the interstate after hearing 
about it through the New Orleans 
Workers Group (now called 
the Workers Voice Socialist 
Movement). “There was a unity, 
a bond between everyone that 
was there. I felt like we were 
moving as a group in solidarity 
together,” said Durapau. “There 
was a lot of emotion, and it’s a tense 
environment, but at the same time 
you’re standing up and facing dead-
on an oppressive system and there 
was a unity there.”

Kumar-Montei, Smith, and Durapau 
were three of the five protesters that 
were arrested that day. They, along 
with the others, still have active 
legal cases with charges ranging 
from minor, such as obstruction of a 
roadway, to serious, such as resisting 
arrest and battery on a police officer. 
Their cases could have long-term 
effects as well.

“Broadly, the protesters face 
a wide range of charges, from 
misdemeanors to felonies,” said 
attorney Kara Larson. Larson met 
Durapau through an organization 
that connects volunteer attorneys 
with people arrested during the 
2020 police brutality protests. 
“Incarceration is the most 
obvious impact of a conviction; 
however, there are other real and 
substantial consequences of any 
type of conviction, which include 

Durapau said he’s still experiencing 
intense anxiety and paranoia as a 
result of the abuse. “For the first 
two weeks after Nate and I were 
arrested, I was fucking terrified,” 
he said. “I thought that they now 
have my address, they know where 
I live. I thought that white van 
would appear on my block, and I 
would just disappear.”

In addition, both Kumar-Montei 
and Durapau had their masks 
removed by JPSO deputies, 
none of whom were wearing any 
sort of facial covering, thereby 
potentially exposing both of them 
to the coronavirus. “JPSO showed 
up to the protest unmasked, 
accompanied by a tank [MRAP]. 
It is unconscionable to me that 
JPSO wasn’t wearing masks at 
that point. This was June 2020!” 
said Larson. “I think they were 

“My train of thought was like: this 
guy is going to gut me. They have me 
in a van and this is it.”

Protesters march along the Westbank Expressway on June 16, 2020



by a senior offi  cial at the DOJ as 
“serious, wide-ranging, systemic 
and deeply rooted within the 
culture of the department.”

The night the NOPD gassed 
protesters, on the other side of the 
bridge, JPSO deputies and Gretna 
police offi  cers were staged in a 
parking lot just past the parish line. 
A JPSO helicopter hovered above 
the New Orleans Uptown area on 
standby. They were waiting for 
protesters to enter Jeff erson Parish, 
where there’s no consent decree 
and there are no body cameras. 
What JPSO does have is a history 
of violent abuse, especially towards 
people of color.

“I’m hesitant to laud NOPD’s 
handling of the protests when its 
handling still resulted in tear gas 
being fi red on protesters,” said 
Larson, Durapau’s attorney. “That 
said, when I heard about the protests 
in New Orleans, I was like, ‘Some 
people might be arrested.’ When I 
heard about the protests in Jeff erson 
Parish, I thought, ‘Some people are 
defi nitely going to be arrested.’”

An attorney representing other 
protesters arrested on the Westbank 
on June 16 said that people are 
much more likely to be assaulted 
and injured by JPSO than by NOPD. 
“The individuals that chose to 
protest in Jeff erson Parish were 
courageous for choosing to stage 
a protest there,” they said. “I’ve 
handled criminal cases in New 
Orleans and Jeff erson Parish. JPSO 
threw one client down the stairs. 
Other clients have been the victims 
of illegal searches and seizures. It 
feels like the JPSO operates without 
consequences. There are no body 
cams and no accountability.”

Many of the charges against the 
protesters arrested by the JPSO 
are still in screening, meaning 
the District Attorney’s Offi  ce 
hasn’t yet decided whether or 
not to prosecute the cases. Their 
attorneys are calling for all charges 
to be refused. They believe that 
none of the protesters should be 
prosecuted for any off ense arising 
out of the protest. But given the 
JPSO’s violent history and Gretna’s 
reputation as the “arrest capital 
of the United States,” the future of 
their cases remains unclear.
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At one point, Chief Deputy 
Superintendent John Thomas, 
the NOPD’s second-in-command, 
took a knee along with his fellow 
offi  cers. “We feel ashamed for 
what this offi  cer did to tarnish 
the badge,” Thomas said into a 
bullhorn addressing the protesters, 
a reference to Derek Chauvin, 
the former Minneapolis offi  cer 
eventually convicted of murdering 
Floyd. For some, it was a sign of 
police openly acknowledging and 
condemning an unjust killing at 
the hands of one of their own. For 
others, it was an empty gesture 
intended to assuage the crowd. 
“Seeing NOPD kneeling on the 
bridge, it felt really wrong,” said 
Kumar-Montei. “It didn’t feel 
genuine. It seemed extremely 
performative.”

Whatever it was, the moment 
was short-lived. The next day, 
thousands of protesters marched 
through the city’s Central 
Business District, up St. Charles 
Avenue, and into the Lower 
Garden District before making 
their way onto the CCC. This time, 
when they met a line of NOPD 
officers in full riot gear, the mood 
was one of confrontation rather 
than reconciliation.

Organizers passed bullhorns to 
community members who had 
been hurt and directly impacted 
by NOPD abuses. They used the 
opportunity to express their 
feelings and frustrations. “It was 
really raw and powerful to hear 
all of these things being spoken 
directly to the police, and people 
were getting emotional and 
passionate,” said Kumar-Montei, 
who was again near the front of 
the police line. “But the police 
interpreted that as dangerous.”

“It seemed that the police 
department was confusing 
understandable Black anger with 
violence, and grew impatient with 
it or fearful of it,” said Katie Lamb, 
who joined the protest where it 
started at Duncan Plaza. “I did not 
see any of the young men or women 
speaking as hostile,” Lamb said, 
who is also a nursing student at the 
Louisiana State University School of 
Nursing. “They were young people 
who needed to speak their piece to 
the organization that constantly 
victimizes and even murders them.”

Despite protesters remaining 
peaceful throughout the day, NOPD 
ordered the crowd to leave three 
times over the course of a few 
minutes. However, people on the 
scene, including journalists and 
legal observers, report that they 
were unable to hear the warnings. 
Shortly after 10 p.m., police fi red 
tear gas and rubber bullets into the 
crowd. “From where I stood at the 
top of the entrance ramp, I could 
not hear commands,” said Lamb, 

who was about fi ve rows of people 
back from the police line. “So for 
me, it did seem sudden and without 
warning to see the fi rst canister of 
tear gas launched.”

NOPD Superintendent Shaun 
Ferguson initially denied that 
rubber projectiles were used, 
despite videos posted on social 
media showing protesters being 
hit with them. Months later, an 
internal investigation confi rmed 
their use and found multiple 
department failures, including a 
lack of policies regarding responses 

“It was probably the worst pain I’ve 
ever experienced because it was so 
prolonged. It felt like I was inhaling 
sandpaper and I thought I was 
going to stop breathing,” Kumar-
Montei said of the tear gas. “It was 
completely unexpected. The night 
before the police took a knee with 
us. On the CCC, I saw the NOPD 
tear gas children.”

The chaos on the CCC was the 
most violent encounter between 
demonstrators and the NOPD last 
year. For weeks after, daily protests 
grew in size, but they all remained 

to protests and a failure to warn 
demonstrators before retaliating 
with tear gas and projectiles. The 
lack of clear guidelines and policies 
was cited by Ferguson as the reason 
none of the offi  cers involved were 
reprimanded—they didn’t break the 
rules because there weren’t any.

“The NOPD defended their choice 
stating they couldn’t let us cross 
the CCC for safety concerns,” said 
Lamb. “But I have major, major 
safety concerns with launching tear 
gas into a crowd that was essentially 
trapped on all sides due to the 
concrete guardrails of the elevated 
entrance ramp. We couldn’t get 
away from it all, and there were 
children present at portions of this 
demonstration.”

peaceful. It’s possible that the 
NOPD recognized that they handled 
the incident on the bridge poorly, 
which was indeed unprecedented 
and had never before occurred in 
the city. Though it should be noted 
that the NOPD regularly controls 
large and sometimes unruly crowds 
on Bourbon Street and the many 
parades held in the city during 
Carnival season—and they do it 
without tear gas or rubber bullets.

The NOPD may have also been 
infl uenced by the federal consent 
decree that had been in place 
since 2013 after the United States 
Department of Justice issued 
a report alleging civil rights 
violations and other misconduct 
by the NOPD, described in a report 

Top: Uma Kumar-Montei; bottom: Loam Durapau
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Mykia Jovan performs at the inaugural Jazz at Congo Square festival, organized by Delfeayo Marsalis to highlight 
the cultural importance of Congo Square, on August 8. (Photo by James Cullen)

Second line on August 19 for local radio personality, second line advocate, and 9th Ward Hunters Black Indian Charles “Action” Jackson, 
who passed away on August 8. (Photo by James Cullen)



The Congo Square Preservation Society performs a “Call to the Ancestors” at the inaugural Jazz at Congo Square festival, organized by Delfeayo Marsalis, on August 8. (Photo by James Cullen)



The Congo Square Preservation Society performs a “Call to the Ancestors” at the inaugural Jazz at Congo Square festival, organized by Delfeayo Marsalis, on August 8. (Photo by James Cullen)
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PaulTerGeist The Clown poses at Holy Name of Mary Church Cemetery in Algiers. (Photo by Matthew Seltzer)
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The idea, they say, is to set up 
teams to handle emergency calls 
about people dealing with mental 
health or substance use related 
crises, or requests for a welfare 
check on a potentially sick person, 
without sending armed police. 
The initiative is called Help Not 
Handcuffs, and New Orleans is 
among many U.S. cities exploring 
such programs. So what exactly 
is the plan for this initiative 
that cops, prison reformists, and 
politicians all seem to love?

“Our goal is to make sure that when 
someone calls 911 for a mental 
health crisis, that they are met with 
support and not with cops who bear 
handcuffs, tasers, sirens, and scary 
uniforms,” said Orleans Parish 
Prison Reform Coalition (OPPRC) 
Executive Director Sade Dumas. 
“It’s to make sure that people do 
not end up in jail for being sick,” she 
said, broadly referring to individuals 
who have (or are perceived to have) 
mental health diagnoses.

Founded in 2004, OPPRC has been 
involved in several campaigns, with 
the longest and most resource-
intensive one being the effort to 
stop the Orleans Parish Sheriff’s 
Office from adding a new, massively 
expensive complex specifically 
designated for mentally ill people 
called Phase III. Instead, the 
group advocates building a “crisis 
stabilization center.” How different 
such a facility would be from a jail 
isn’t yet clear.

by Steven Melendez & Beck Levy
illustrations by Hyena Hell

The George Floyd uprisings of 
last summer made terms like 
“abolition” and “defunding the 
police” household conversation. 
Organizations all over the 
country—and all over the reform 
versus abolition spectrum—are 
pushing, in particular, for non-
police intervention options and 
alternatives to imprisonment for 
people experiencing or perceived as 
experiencing mental health crises.

People with mental illnesses make 
up more than one in five of those 
shot and killed by police, according 
to an oft-cited statistic based on 
Washington Post data. Some sources, 
like the nonprofit Treatment 
Advocacy Center, report even higher 
percentages. “Mentally ill” is a shaky, 
subjective term, one that evolves 
with culture. Accurate diagnoses 
can take years to determine, even if 
one has access to excellent health 
care providers—so it is difficult to 
imagine how someone could make 
an on-the-spot assessment during an 
encounter with someone who seems 
distraught or disoriented.

Just as the category of “mentally 
ill” is nebulous, so too is another 
frequently conflated category—
people who use drugs. In reality, 
most people use some kind of mind-
altering substance with regularity, 
whether it is coffee, a prescription, 
or something considered 
recreational. Whether people are 
considered drug users (or “addicts,” 
with even stronger criminal 

connotations) has less to do with 
the substance itself and more to do 
with how the substance is culturally 
perceived, medically regulated, 
or criminalized—and who is using 
the drug. Given this quagmire of 
misunderstanding, stigma, and risk, 
like “the mentally ill,” people using 
drugs are often also wary of calling 
emergency services in crises.

Help Not Handcuffs, programs like 
it, and the discourse surrounding 
them must be understood within 
the context of this exact moment. 
Though the uprisings of last summer 
were generative, they haven’t yet 
succeeded in defunding the police. 
Yet the mere suggestion of a less 
bloated, expensive, militarized 
police force—let alone the radical 
notion that perhaps we ought not 
have police at all—has resulted in a 
tremendous backlash. In addition to 
the usual post-protest wave of laws 
criminalizing dissent and legalizing 
politically-motivated vehicular 
manslaughter, the spectre of the 
“violent crime surge” is back big.

“Tough on crime” is as reliable a 
platform as “if it bleeds it leads” 
is a reliable moneymaker for 
mainstream media, even with 
evidence that funding police 
typically doesn’t do much to 
stop violence. But politicians 
and candidates now also have to 
acknowledge, if not woo, voters who 
want to see big changes in policing 
and imprisonment. Help Not 
Handcuffs is being shaped within 
this tension—and this may be the 
key to understanding why the mayor, 
councilmembers, prison reform 
advocates, and the police are united 
in support of the initiative.

From Campaign to Task Force

Because people with mental illness 
are often punished rather than 
given medical treatment, some of 
the largest populations of people 
with mental illness are in jails, not 
hospitals. Help Not Handcuffs’ 
backers say they want to separate 
emergency mental health responses 
from policing.

OPPRC, along with groups like Help 
Not Handcuffs co-founders Court 
Watch NOLA, held informational 
sessions around the city about the 
idea this spring. In June, the City 
Council unanimously passed a 
resolution setting up what it calls a 
Crisis Intervention Strategy Task 
Force. That 13-member committee 
is intended to study the issue, hold 
public meetings, and within six 
months, make recommendations 
to the council on how to set up such 
a program. Dumas and OPPRC 
Deputy Director Lexi Peterson-
Burge are among the members of 
the task force, and Peterson-Burge 
successfully nominated Dumas 
to co-chair the group at its first 
meeting on August 23.

The task force resolution calls for 
the group to “develop a strategy 
around establishing a mobile crisis 
team, staffed by specially trained 
personnel who are not members 
of law enforcement.” But the 
few details we learned about the 
initiative suggest that cops will be 
an intrinsic part of the program, 
maybe even its bottom line, though 
Council President Helena Moreno 
explicitly said she doesn’t believe the 
crisis team should be part of the New 
Orleans Police Department.

That’s an opinion proponents 
say the police hold as well. “They 
are not trained behavioral health 
interventionists, and they don’t 
want to be, right?” said Dr. Jennifer 
Avegno, the director of the New 
Orleans Health Department, an 
emergency medicine physician, and 
a member of the task force. “That’s 
not why they got into doing what 
they’re doing, so they have been 
incredibly supportive.”

While politicians claim widespread 
support, exactly what form the 
program would take in New Orleans 
remains to be seen until the task 
force report is in. “I always think it’s 
dangerous to have politicians weigh 
in on something in detail,” said 
Councilmember Kristin Gisleson 
Palmer. “My goal is still to listen to 
the experts in the field.”

Interrupting Criminalization (IC) 
are experts—they’re a group led 
by people who for years have been 
organizing to decarcerate, defund 
the police, and create new ways of 
responding to harm. One resource 
they created is a guide to evaluating 
programs like Help Not Handcuffs 
through an abolitionist lens. The 
document is a checklist in the form of 
questions that establish guidelines to 
assess if a program might successfully 
address the problem or could be in 
danger of worsening it by expanding 
the police state.

Dumas is familiar with the 
resource, and said that OPPRC 
is advocating for “aspects from” 
it to be implemented, although 
she distanced herself from those 
standards, saying the specifics would 
ultimately be up to the task force—of 
which she is co-chair.

There’s a large gulf between 
the guidance of these seasoned 
organizers and the local initiative. 
Help Not Handcuffs leaders were 
united in saying that their program 
will be reached by calling 911, one 
of many discrepancies between the 
abolitionist checklist and the New 
Orleans plan. And in a majority 
Black city, where Black people are 
disproportionately targeted for 
criminalization, there’s a compelling 
argument that forcing Black people 
to interact with police or the 911 
system that’s so entwined with 
police is itself state violence.

“Help Not Handcuffs”
Unlikely Bedfellows Take on Crisis Response
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The Crisis of Policing

Currently, the NOPD maintains a 
Crisis Intervention Team (CIT), 
consisting of hundreds of officers 
who’ve received “40 hours of 
intense training from mental 
health experts” to “respond to and 
de-escalate mental health crises” 
in the city. Exactly what typically 
happens when this team arrives 
is hard to know, because the 
official statistics only track cases 
on calls classified after the fact as 
“disturbance, mental,” for which 
officers fill out a special crisis 
form, according to the most recent 
CIT annual report, a requirement 
of the NOPD’s consent decree with 
the Department of Justice.

But we know its response to calls 
classified as “disturbance, mental” 
overwhelmingly involves taking 
people to the hospital, not onsite 
de-escalation: The report found 
98% of such incidents “concluded 
with either voluntary or involuntary 
commitment to a psychiatric 
hospital” last year.

“They say half the time, I suspect 
it’s more, people are handcuffed,” 
said Meghsha Sqawsan Barner, 
who worked with OPPRC as a co-
facilitator of the campaign.

Regardless of the exact numbers, 
few argue that police are the 
optimal response to people in 
crisis. An NPR report last year 
called police crisis intervention 
teams “largely ineffective,” citing 
a study that found they haven’t 
significantly reduced police 
violence and “only modestly 
helped reduce arrests of people 
with a mental illness.”

Eugene, Oregon: New Orleans’ 
Sister City?

Help Not Handcuffs advocates 
say they’ve studied models from 
around the country, and a frequent 
point of comparison is the Eugene, 
Oregon, program called Crisis 
Assistance Helping Out On The 
Streets (CAHOOTS) that has been 
in place since 1989. But Eugene 
is strikingly different from New 
Orleans—it’s a college town, where 
the 21,000-student University 
of Oregon is one of the biggest 
employers; and as a Vera Institute 
of Justice report pointed out last 
year, it’s more than 80% white.

“You also have more progressive 
laws around drug use, for 
example,” said Mary Beth 
Campbell, a public health 
professional who grew up in the 
Pacific Northwest but now lives in 
New Orleans and volunteers with 
Trystereo, New Orleans Harm 
Reduction Collective (and is an 
ANTIGRAVITY contributor). “And 
there is more money put in mental 
health services in general.”

Avegno, a New Orleans native, 
acknowledged that the comparison 
isn’t quite intuitive. “While Eugene, 
Oregon, and New Orleans are not 
super similar, there were definitely 
some frameworks from this model 
that I think most other places 
are using to replicate,” she said, 
pointing to other cities that have 
set up such programs including 
Denver; Rochester, New York; San 
Francisco; and Austin.

In New Orleans, the organizational 
structure is largely yet to be 
determined: Moreno suggested 
the program could be managed 
through the Health Department, 
while Dumas implied a nonprofit 
could lead it. Where such agencies 
fall within administrations varies 
from city to city.

Exactly what types of calls the 
program would handle is also still 
up in the air, since there’s no firm 
decision yet on exactly how 911 calls 
would be routed to the new teams 
or who would make the decision 

on what the program’s territory is, 
versus the police versus EMS. But the 
program’s purview might go beyond 
what people traditionally think of as 
mental health crises or drug issues.

But no decisions have yet been made 
about who’d staff the New Orleans 
teams. Dumas suggested “people 
who were previously bartenders and 
baristas” could be good candidates 
for training, since they already 
know how to de-escalate unpleasant 
situations. Avegno discussed the 
possibility of pairing behavioral 
health experts with people with so-
called “lived experience,” not just 
professional experience.

But even some social workers have 
said they’re already too involved 
in law enforcement. Given the 
history of police both preventing 
and involuntarily administering 
medical treatment to those deemed 
criminal, it is difficult to imagine 
them deferring to the lead of Help 
Not Handcuffs teams on how to treat 
people they’re there to care for.

Directly Impacted People

A common refrain among Help Not 
Handcuffs organizers and supporters 
was that people directly impacted 
by mental health crises ought to 
have a core role in planning and 
executing the initiative. “It’s all about 
centering people who are closest to 
the problem,” Dumas told us. Among 
a potential dispatch team, LaToya 
Johnson, a social worker who worked 
with OPPRC as a co-facilitator of the 
campaign, said “  You’ll have directly 
impacted people.” We asked how 
organizers were ensuring that would 
be the case. “We’re just doing our 
best to forge relationships and invite 
more people to the table,” Barner 
answered.

But among the advocates and 
politicians we interviewed, nobody 
identified themselves as living 
with a mental health diagnosis. 
However, Palmer and Barner both 
referenced family members who live 
with—or died from—issues relating 
to dysfunctional drug use and 

mental health disabilities. But being 
proximate to impact is not the same 
as being directly impacted. So we 
went looking for people who are.

The Depression and Bipolar Support 
Alliance (DBSA) is a peer-led 
support group for people living with 
mental health diagnoses. Woody, 
who has been a DBSA member for 15 
years and volunteers as a facilitator, 
said that there is really no way to 
understand mental illness unless 
you’ve experienced it. “If you’ve 
never felt like killing yourself, you 
have no idea,” he told us.

Woody has lived with Bipolar II 
disorder for 25 years, and at times 
it has debilitated him. But finding a 
diagnosis that fit his symptoms, and 
could thus guide treatment, was a 
long journey. It was an appointment 
with a psychiatrist at Metropolitan 
Human Services District (MHSD), 
who he had to wait six months to see, 
that ultimately set Woody on a path 
to recovery—he said he has been in 
remission now for three years.

MHSD did not return requests 
for comment, and was not 
acknowledged by Help Not 
Handcuffs organizers during 
interviews, who instead stressed 
that there is currently no alternative 
to calling the police when someone 
is experiencing a mental health 
crisis. In fact, MHSD does have a 
crisis response team, which can 
be reached 24 hours a day (at 504-
826-2675) in the event of a “mental 
health, addiction or intellectual/
developmental disability crisis.” 
Anecdotally, community members 
who did not wish to be identified 
told us that MHSD does not always 
dispatch police, but that it is not 
unheard of.

In August, the City also began a 
separate pilot program in NOPD’s 
Third District to involve MHSD in 
some mental health-related 911 calls.

Woody was not familiar with Help 
Not Handcuffs, and said DBSA was 
not approached by any individual 
or coalition related to it. He said 
there is no other group like DBSA 
in New Orleans that he is aware of. 
(The local chapter of the National 
Alliance on Mental Illness did not 
return requests for comment.)

There was one occasion in 
which somebody (Woody isn’t 
sure who) called for a wellness 
check on him. A wellness check 
is when someone calls the police 
and requests that they visit a 
person to determine if they are 
a threat to themself or anyone 
else. Woody’s encounter with the 
police was brief and uneventful, 
but wellness checks can result in 
police brutality or even murder. 
In a dramatic incident earlier this 
year, Councilmember Jay Banks 
performed a wellness check on 
political rival and current mayoral 
candidate Belden “Noonie Man” 
Batiste that led to police being 
called (Banks declined to comment 
about the incident on the record).

In our interview with Banks, he said, 
“If a person is in a mental health 
crisis, what good, what benefit can 
the police actually bring to them?” 
Batiste was surprised to hear 
that Banks was a vocal supporter 
of Help Not Handcuffs. “In the 
police report, he told them I was 
bipolar and mental,” Batiste, who 
does not identify himself as fitting 
that description, told us. “If he’s 
supportive, why did he come to my 
house? Why he didn’t call a crisis 
unit or doctor or anybody?”

None of the crisis intervention 
tactics Woody has found effective, 
together comprising what he 
describes as a “holistic approach,” 
could be accomplished in a single 
day. “I wish for a safe space,” 
Woody said. “Somewhere that 
you’re not locked in,” he said. “Just 
anything that’s going to make 

Politicians and candidates now also 
have to acknowledge, if not woo, 
voters who want to see big changes 
in policing and imprisonment. Help 
Not Handcuffs is being shaped 
within this tension—and this may 
be the key to understanding why 
the mayor, councilmembers, prison 
reform advocates, and the police are 
united in support of the initiative.
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somebody feel safe and protected 
and seen and cared for. We need 
something that’s not the streets or 
the hospital or jail.”

The Hospital

Involuntary hospitalization—known 
to disability rights advocates as 
“psychiatric incarceration”—didn’t 
come up in our interviews, despite 
medical professionals being 
foundational to Help Not Handcuffs’ 
plan. “The jail is not a treatment 
facility and the police really aren’t 
equipped to be able to handle a 
medical emergency,” Banks said.

Transport of people with 
mental health disabilities by law 
enforcement, which Dumas named 
as a feature of programs Help Not 
Handcuffs is using as models, can 
result in violence and death when 
performed by law enforcement 
officers. On the topic of hospitals, 
the Abolition and Disability Justice 
Collective (ADJC) writes that we 
ought not “reproduce the very 
systems we are trying to abolish.” 
Their recommendations clash with 
“emerging proposals” like Help 
Not Handcuffs, which they say are 
“concerning because they suggest we 
should replace policing and prisons 
with social workers, mental health 
treatment, and hospitalization.”

Woody from DBSA said he was 
hospitalized once when he was 
experiencing a mental health crisis. 
He went voluntarily, was put on a 
72-hour hold by the New Orleans 
coroner (which is standard even 
for voluntary admissions), but 
was released in 48 hours. “My eyes 
were opened to the fact that the 
hospital environment is not a very 
therapeutic environment,” Woody 
said. “What I found out was they 
hospitalized people so they can be 
aggressive with medications.”

So how would a Help Not Handcuffs 
stabilization center differ from a 
hospital? Would such a center offer, 
mandate, or encourage medication? 
Is corruption and influence from 
pharmaceutical reps preventable? 
Many public services in New 
Orleans are provided by contractors. 
Privatization creates additional 
barriers to transparency and thus 
accountability to the public.

Harm Reduction,
or Harm Production?

Interviewees involved in the planning 
of Help Not Handcuffs often used “drug 
users” and “people living with mental 
illness” interchangeably. Mental 
illness, drug use, and criminality are 
commonly conceived of as being not 
only linked but used in the creation 
of an imagined other—the unhinged, 
drug-addicted criminal lowering your 
property value. Drug criminalization 
has long justified racist policing and 
violent police tactics.

We decided to find out what the 
“directly-impacted” drug-using 
community of New Orleans had to 
say about the initiative. Trystereo 
had never heard of and hadn’t been 
approached about joining Help Not 
Handcuffs, despite there being no 
comparable group in the city. But 
drug users are no strangers to being 
excluded from plans to save them.

Trystereo volunteer Jonah 
summarized the work the group 
does: “We distribute sterile 
syringes and naloxone and safer 
injection equipment throughout 
the drug-using community in 
Southeastern Louisiana.”

Campbell, wondering how Help Not 
Handcuffs would be funded, says 
on one hand, “there are drug users’ 
unions advocating for health and 
housing and other rights,” the kind 
of work harm reductionists have 
been doing for decades. “But now 
because of where we’ve gone, [the 
powers that be] co-opted all these 
funds... And we’re starting to see that 
they’re going to go to these groups 
who are using the language, but not 
actually practicing harm reduction.”

We asked if the group ever had 
what they’d consider mental health 
crises at community events. “There 
are instances,” Campbell said. 
“People who aren’t quite talking 
about suicide but you can tell that 
they’re on the edge of it.” But she 
was hesitant to characterize those 
incidents as crises, and so was Jonah. 
Campbell told us that involving the 

police in those situations would 
damage trust between volunteers 
and participants.

Of the stabilization center, Palmer 
suggested that “if somebody is 
picked up for public intoxication 
or potentially drugs they can be 
dropped off there instead of jail.” 
Harm reductionists wondered why, 
if Palmer was so concerned about 
drug users not having safe places to 
consume substances, she wasn’t a 
vocal proponent of evidence-based 
solutions like safer consumption 
sites (SCS).

Campbell described an SCS a little 
like a stabilization center, but not 
exactly the way Help Not Handcuffs 
seems to envision it. “It’s a space 
where people decide, ‘Hey, I want 
to be here just in case I overdose.’” 
The key, Campbell explained, is that 
accessing the site is voluntary, not 
coercive or punitive. “I think you’d 
be hard-pressed to find any human 
being who responds well to that 
approach,” she said.

OPPRC and Moreno also spoke at 
length about “stabilization centers.” 
The term can mean different things, 
but they’re mental health facilities 
where people are intended to be 
treated quickly and often stay for (at 
most) a few days.

“We would still have to make that 
determination as to who goes there,” 
said Moreno. “But what I do know is 
that there are many people in crisis 
and family members have really 

no place to turn. And maybe this 
could be an opportunity for some 
of those family members to get 
some assistance when their family 
member is in that crisis mode, 
through a center like this.”

Those details could determine if 
constitutional due process rights 
could be violated by the program. 
We asked Simone Levine, executive 
director of Court Watch NOLA, 
if that was a concern. Levine said 
constitutionality would hinge on 
“whether [the person in crisis] 
would be considered to be detained, 
regarding if due process would be 
what they were losing. And I don’t 
know enough, honestly, about the 
potential center to be able to respond.”

Can We Afford to be Safe?

In a city perennially straining 
against manufactured budgetary 
limits, nobody has come to a firm 
decision about how to pay for the 
program. “All of this stuff is up in 
the air,” Banks said. “This is all 
discussions at this point—none of 
the money has been identified.”

Initially, some proponents said the 
funds could come from the NOPD 
budget: In a June email, the New 
Orleans chapter of Democratic 
Socialists of America (DSA) described 
the Help Not Handcuffs effort as 
“a campaign to take $10 million 
dollars out of the New Orleans Police 
Department budget and direct those 
funds to a non-police crisis response 
program.” (DSA didn’t respond to 
multiple inquiries sent between June 
and August.)

“I’m not hearing about any 
reductions to NOPD,” Moreno said, 
though she suggested the program 
could lead to jail population cuts 
that could free up money.

Palmer, who is campaigning for an 
at-large council seat on a platform 
that includes taking on “violent 
crime,” said the program could free 
up more police resources to focus 
on crime. An NOPD representative 
is also on the task force, as required 
by the council resolution that set it 
up. Similarly, Banks told us that the 
program would free up police time 
and funds for fighting “more violent 
offenders and the threat to all of us.”

If anything, it appears that Help 
Not Handcuffs would increase 
police funding. Organizers with 
OPPRC, along with the politicians 
who support their efforts, all 
mentioned that no matter what 
form the initiative ultimately might 
take, the police and 911 dispatchers 
need more training—a reform that 
abolitionists emphatically caution 
inevitably expands the budget and 
reach of policing.

Will Help Not Handcuffs fundamentally 
change the way this city treats its most 
vulnerable residents, or will it merely 
be an expansion of the already vast 
punishment bureaucracy?

cont’d on pg. 40
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Hollise is a living legend. It never 
mattered if you’ve known him for 
five years, five months, five weeks, 
five days, or even five seconds. He 
always made an impact on your life 
in the most genuinely positive way. 
I’ve seen an overwhelming amount 
of appreciation for him that has 
been pouring in from all across the 
U.S. as well as several countries 
overseas. That’s just how much of 

Shocks were felt around the underground music world when Hollise Murphy 
passed away on July 30. Hollise was an indestructible force both on and off 
stage. He shouted up a craze as the vocalist of Fat Stupid Ugly People (FSUP), 
an energetic powerviolence trio that featured him alongside guitarist John 
Angus Schexnayder and drummer Chris Prince. As one of New Orleans’ most 
devoted music fans, he was a constant presence in the city’s mosh pits. He was 
even well known far outside the city from his trips to see other bands perform 
elsewhere, always elevating any show he decided to grace with his presence. The 
36-year-old left behind a legacy that will continue to shape underground music 
in New Orleans for years to come.

Fat Stupid Ugly People went out on a high note with a fiery set at Parisite 
Skatepark as part of Creepy Fest on July 16. At one point during the set, 
someone placed a Burger King crown on Hollise’s head. When I joked with 
him later that he had finally become “the crowned king of the New Orleans 
underground,” he immediately replied, “We’re all kings.”

Hollise never made things about himself, but his funeral and second line on 
August 14 were electric celebrations of what he meant to people. During the 
service, his sister Deonnice sang a touching rendition of Michael Jackson’s 
“Man In The Mirror,” a deeply reflective song that she used to duet with 
Hollise. A lifesize cutout of Hollise paraded alongside a brass band and a 
large group of friends and family. Local punk band The Pallbearers even lived 
up to their namesake, something that would surely put a grin on Hollise’s 
face. In addition to the large in-person gathering, a livestream of the event 
garnered over 2,400 views.

Hollise is no longer with us but his spirit lives on, encouraging each of us to be 
better people and seek out the gnarliest of riffs. On the following pages, just a 
few of Hollise’s bandmates, heroes, and friends share their stories about what 
made him such a great figure in their lives. If given the space, they would easily 
fill multiple books with tales of their love for him.

an incredible person he was. His 
social skills and charisma were 
always unmatched compared to 
everyone else. I remember times we 
would be walking around downtown 
and it would take us what felt like 
two hours just to walk one block, 
because we kept coming across 
friends that knew him and would 
stop to talk. I’ve had the pleasure 
of holding over a 20-year-long 

friendship with Hollise and it has 
been an unforgettable adventure 
every step of the way. Hollise was 
always the person who made the 
party an absolute blast, and it 
was never the same fun without 
him there. The one thing in life 
he always loved was music and 
going to see the show. People like 
Chris [Prince] and I (along with 
former members Seth, Tyler, Lou, 
Jherri, and Jason) made it possible 
for Hollise to become the show. 
His passion for the music always 
made it a spectacle to behold, 
whether he was on stage with FSUP, 
NEMESIS DESTROYER, had the 
microphone handed to him from 
another band, or in the pit getting 
everyone hyped up. He was always 
the highlight of the show. The love 
for his friends he’s made along the 
way is irreplaceable, and his legacy 
will be forever carved into our 
community’s history. He’s the most 
incredible frontman you could ever 
share the stage with and the most 
awesome best friend/big brother 
you could ever ask for. It has been 
the highest honor having him in 
our lives. His wish is for all of us 
to Stay Awesome. —John Angus 
Schexnayder (FSUP)

Hollise’s impact on FSUP’s 
success was monumental. Me and 
Angus are pretty good musicians 
and managed to put some good 
songs together, but Hollise really 
made the band unique. He not 
only could execute any type of 
hardcore vocals exceptionally 
well, but had so much energy 
and was a great entertainer. He 
knew how to engage the crowd 

and get people excited about the 
music. Additionally, he was a 
great networker due to his great 
personality and how outgoing 
he was. He could engage in a 
meaningful conversation with 
any type of person, and almost 
instantly become a close friend. 
In doing so, he made a lot of great 
connections and got us a lot of 
really good shows, as well as 
attracting people to our shows. He 
was the driving force behind our 
band. His love and passion can’t be 
matched. —Chris Prince (FSUP)

RIP to one of my oldest friends. 
Someone who I can say, without any 
reservation, is the model for how 
people should treat each other. He 
took pride in everything, and for 
the rest of his life, he would rep our 
little shit town Red Church and our 
Boy Scout Troop 317 when he saw 
me. Whenever you were talking to 
Hollise in a circle, he would always 
look outside the group when talking. 
I used to rip on him when we were 
younger like, “Hollise, man... the 
conversation is in here.” But when 
we got older, I realized that was 
because Hollise was always pulling 
other people off the wall, through 
the conversation, and straight into 
the limelight. —Jason Rodriguez 
(Goura, ex-FSUP)

Hollise was probably the most 
positive person I’ve ever met. I feel 
lucky to have been his friend and to 
have spent as much time with him as 
I did over the past few years. We did a 
lot of travelling together. We hung out 
constantly, either watching movies or 
going to shows. It got to a point where 
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if he wasn’t at a local New Orleans 
show, people began to question where 
he was or why he wasn’t there. He 
was a constant figure and everybody 
loved him. In June 2019, I broke 
my right leg in three places. A freak 
accident, but really severe. Hours 
after it happened, I was all drugged 
up at the hospital: They gave me 
fentanyl, dilaudid, and morphine 
for the pain. I could barely talk on 
the phone at this point, but I called 
Hollise at 11:30 p.m. And of course 
he came and picked me up in his 
van. Once I was coherent, I realized 
I was in bad shape. I thanked him 
for picking me up and bringing me 
home that night, but I knew I needed 
help. I couldn’t drive. I asked Hollise 
if there was any way he could assist 
me over the next few months: take 
me to the hospital, physical therapy, 
grocery store, etc. He was my savior. 
He took me to every single doctor’s 
appointment for four months, no 
matter the time. Hollise had a habit 
of staying up all night, and most times 
my appointments or physical therapy 
was early in the morning. He would 
come over the night before and hang 
out all night, either watching movies 
or listening to music until it was time 
to bring me to the doctor’s. He always 
came through for me. I never missed 
a single appointment. Plus, he would 
bring me to the store, post office, 
etc., not to mention help me out with 
whatever I needed at home since 
I was pretty much helpless. I can’t 
imagine anyone helping me out the 
way he did. He was like my guardian 
angel, not to mention he was just a 
wonderful and fun guy to be around. 
Everyone wanted to be his buddy and 
I’m grateful for the time we were able 
to spend together. He was one of a 
kind. The world will not see another 
more gracious person than Hollise 
Murphy. I will forever miss him and 
I know everyone else who knew him 
will feel the same way. He was the 
epitome of kindness. I hope a little bit 
of his personality rubbed off on me.
—Carl Elvers

We all know that Hollise Murphy 
was a beautiful, positive ray of punk/
metal sunshine and a confident 
enigma in an otherwise downward 
spiraling world of confusion. As 
I look back, one thing stands out: 
Hollise was such a huge part of the 
NOLA scene that I have no idea 
when I actually met him! I know 
others that say the same thing. 
This mystery, I think, is due to the 
fact that when being friends with 
Hollise you felt like you knew him 
ALL your life. There was no set 
point in my existence of making 
his acquaintance... or not knowing 
him. I felt like I knew him right 
outta the gate. It was as if we went 
to kindergarten together, maybe 
were both raised by the same 
parents, or were possibly both 
created in a clandestine laboratory 
in Guatemala? He was Family (with 
a capital F), that’s the bottom line, 
ever present, and flashing that 

gregarious smile that immediately 
let me know that “This is gonna 
be fun.” Valhalla awaits thee, 
my brother. —Mike IX Williams 
(Eyehategod)

The first time I met Hollise I was 
doing merch after my band finished 
playing. He came up and started 
chatting about all the bands that 
had just played, his band FSUP, and 
music in general. I was instantly 
amazed by his excitement and 
sincerity about music, his kindness 
and immediate support. He wanted 
to buy a t-shirt and I shamefully 
told him I didn’t have one in his 
size. He told me that it was alright 
and maybe next time. We continued 
talking and with each passing 
moment, I became increasingly 
disappointed that I let that magic 

man down. I ordered one the 
very next day and printed it upon 
arrival. The next show we played I 
ran to the merch bin the moment I 
caught a glimpse of him, presented 
him with his tee, and I received 
the first of many, “That’s what’s 
up.” It was a shot of dopamine. He 
immediately put it on, another shot. 
During the show he was up front, 
fist raised with a big smile, having 
fun, three more shots. I never let 
him down again. Hollise’s t-shirts 
thereafter were presented to him 
the moment I saw him, 3XL and 
free. For if a band was cool, Hollise 
would be rockin’ their tee. Forever 
brokenhearted... —Heather Vinz 
(Static Static, Heavy Lids)

I’m pretty sure it was January 2014 
when I first met Hollise Murphy. I 
was playing a show in Baltimore and 

the crowd was sedate, like they were 
bored or on ludes, with the exception 
of this one huge dude—he had a 
crazed look in his eyes and started a 
one-man pit, grabbing the mic and 
singing along, doing stage dives even 
though it was clear no one would 
(or could) catch him. He didn’t care 
that no one else was into it. He didn’t 
care that he was the only person in 
the room going off. Hollise had just 
ridden the Greyhound bus 36 hours 
to get there and sure as shit wasn’t 
going to let anyone stand in the way 
of him enjoying every second of it. 
He talked to me that night like an old 
friend, and indeed, this gregarious 
dude who I’d just met was suddenly 
an old friend. That’s the best way I 
can describe this die-hard: your best 
friend, even if you just met him. I saw 
him many times over the years in 

many different cities—Los Angeles, 
Tucson, Dallas, and best of all, NOLA, 
where we were lucky enough to 
share the stage with his band. All my 
friends who knew him loved him. No, 
really... everybody. No one ever said a 
single bad thing about him. That’s the 
level of respect everyone in the scene 
had for Hollise Murphy. Nothing but 
love for The King. Thank you for the 
honor of knowing you, old friend. 
—Chris Dodge (Trappist, Spazz, ex-
Despise You, ex-Infest)

Ten years ago on the eve of Hollise’s 
26th birthday, we were leaving 
a friend’s house in Lakeview to 
go see Shitstorm at Zeitgeist. We 
were pretty high, and we noticed 
a police car nearby while walking 
to my car. At the time, I had long 
hair and a Rasta beanie and Hollise 
had on a Mutilation Rites shirt 

with an image of Baphomet on 
it, but we tried to play it cool like 
nothing was out of the ordinary. 
Needless to say, we were promptly 
pulled over and Hollise tried to 
eat his weed. The officer ran out 
of his car with his gun drawn and 
yelled, “Spit it out! Do you want 
to die tonight motherfucker?!” 
With a mouthful of weed, Hollise 
mumbled, “No!” We both went to 
jail, and our friend bailed me out. 
Once I got out, we met with a bail 
bondsman to figure out how much 
it would cost to get Hollise out, and 
it wound up being a few hundred 
bucks. We grabbed some pickle 
jars, printed Hollise’s mugshot out 
and taped them to the jars with a 
description of what happened and 
“Free Hollise!” written on them. 
Then we put the jars at Siberia and 

Checkpoint Charlie’s. Word spread 
fast and everybody who knew 
Hollise chipped in to get him out in 
time to play a show with Fat Stupid 
Ugly People at the Dragon’s Den 
that Sunday (six days after being 
arrested). Everybody there wished 
him a happy belated birthday. He 
brought everybody together to 
enjoy life to the fullest and look 
out for each other. Fast forward to 
August 5, 2021, and the City Council 
just pardoned 10,000 marijuana 
convictions and agreed to no longer 
charge people for simple possession. 
If he were here, I think he’d say that’s 
pretty rad. —DC Young

We’ve only met Hollise twice back 
in 2010 and 2011 ‘coz he organized 
a show for us in New Orleans in 
both years. We’ve known him to 
be a warm, sincere, funny and a 

“He was the glue that held us all together.”

Fat Stupid Ugly People at Bayou Park Bar, 2011
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happy-go-lucky kind of guy. He’s 
so accommodative and really takes 
good care of us and our tour driver. 
His hospitality is really embedded in 
my mind til today. And he never fails 
to wish me on my birthday each year. 
That really means a lot to me. Really 
sad he went off before we even 
got to see him again. Our deepest 
condolences to his family. For sure, 
this world has lost yet another great 
person. —Azean (Wormrot)

I first met Hollise at Dixie Taverne 
in the early 2000s. He started 
showing up at a bunch of hardcore 
gigs with enthusiasm that the 
scene really needed. Oftentimes, 
the shows would just be people 
standing there staring at the 
bands with not much movement. 
Suddenly, there was someone there 
that consistently kept the pit alive 
and he had the right attitude. The 
dude was 16. Naturally we became 
friends and that friendship grew 
every year. Hanging at hundreds of 
gigs, so many jokes cracking, lots 
of t-shirt complimenting, music 
recommendations, one point could 
sum up what I was trying to say... 
Hollise taught us how to live.
—Bill Heintz (The Pallbearers, The 
Unnaturals, Dummy Dumpster)

Hollise always kept it positive and 
I don’t think his light will ever 
go away. After trying to recount 
all the good times and moments, 
this is the one that really makes 
my heart swell. I remember he, 
Adam [Harris], Bauer (my dog), 
and I going on a road trip to Austin 
for Housecore Horror Film Fest 
2014. On the way back, Adam’s 
van broke down in Houston. It 
was a Monday and it was hot, even 
though it was in October. Plus, 
we were all exhausted and most 
likely hungover (well, not Hollise, 
of course). The traffic was the 
worst and that stretch between 
Austin and New Orleans just plain 
sucks. We were so ready to get 
home. As exhausting and long as 
that trek home was, I never felt 
too annoyed. Hollise kept it funny 
and positive, as he does. In fact, 
I actually enjoyed it because we 
all just laughed the entire time. If 
he wasn’t there, I imagine things 
would have been different and not 
nearly as fun. That’s just a small 
example of his magical effect. It’s 
hard to think of that trip since both 
Hollise and Adam are gone now. 
I remember them both nerding 
out over music while Bauer and I 
watched them from the backseat. 
It gives me a little comfort to think 
they’re doing the same thing now. 
It also breaks my heart a little, 
but I’ll continue to try and keep it 
positive. Just like Hollise would do. 
—Lillian Aguinaga (artist)

Hollise was as cool as it gets. 
Whenever I’d get time to go out to 
a show, whether it was local bands 
or national acts, he’d be there, all 

smiles, hugs, and always a new band 
to discuss. Such a loss for everyone 
he came in contact with. He will be 
missed. —Phil Anselmo (Down)

Every encounter I had with 
Hollise was over-the-top filled 
with pure love! So much of it that 
it was intoxicating! To say that 
he was an enlightened soul is an 
understatement. The impact he’s had 
on me and my family will never be 
forgotten. Truly a one of a kind soul 
that touched so many of our lives and 
across the board with nothing but 
über positivity! I thank the universe 
for introducing us when we did! RIP 
Hollise. —Marzi Montazeri (Exhorder, 
Heavy As Texas)

Hollise Murphy was the most 
special person many of us will 
ever know. He was the best of us. 
Whether you grew up with him, 
just got here, or were just touring 
through, he made sure you felt 
welcome here, like family. That’s 
just the way he was. Everyone knew 
him and everyone loved him. Last 
year Lillian and I orchestrated a 
small birthday party for him. We 
knew we had to keep it low-key 
or the whole city would show up. 
Nevertheless, he was a man that 
needed to be celebrated. Every year 
of life we had him on this planet was 
a blessing. Every person he met was 
blessed by his support, love, and 
kindness. He would often message 
his friends to tell us how awesome 
he thought we are. It always 

warmed my heart receiving a text 
from him. He was the glue that held 
us all together. No show here will 
ever be the same without him and 
he will be missed for all eternity.
—Emily Morgan (Torture Garden)

All I can say is he was truly one of 
a kind. You always knew you were 
at a good show when he would walk 
through the door with his smile 
and laughter. He always inspired 
everyone. In an already depleted 
music scene in the area, I know it’s 
never gonna be the same to not have 
Hollise there anymore. I will always 
love him, always miss him, and I’ll 
NEVER forget him. —Pat Bruders 
(Down, Swingin’ Doors)

If it wasn’t for Hollise, I simply 
wouldn’t be involved in the New 
Orleans underground like I am 
now. Growing up in New Orleans 
(late ‘90s, early 2000s), I was often 
ostracized for the music/things that 
I liked. Weird thing to say about 
NOLA, but because I’m Black, it’s 
just how it was. I still did whatever I 
wanted, but it didn’t come without 
nonsense and realizations of 
expectations when folks started 
calling me “white” for these things. I 
was a lil loner emo kid going through 
a lot. After 2005 and a lot of fucking 
moving over the span of a few years, 
we moved to the Northshore and 
as I got older, it was a talented, 
yet mess of an example of a music 
“community,” but I did make some 
good “We gotta get the fuck out of 

here” friends that I still have to this 
day. Any chance I could get to GTF, 
we would pile in a car and trek the 
causeway to get back to the (at the 
time) High Ground/THEE Cypress 
to catch literally anyfuckingthing 
we could. Once those venues were 
gone, though, we’d go to Siberia or 
OEJ which is where I first really 
saw Hollise and truly, the first time 
I saw someone that looked like 
me showing up like that. And on 
top of it, he wasn’t being ignored 
or had people making fun of him, 
he was dominating the pit, taking 
up all the space. I was always like, 
“Damn... hell yeah.” I just didn’t see 
any other Black folks doing this shit 
and I always felt like I never could 
belong ‘cos of what I experienced, 
so I was fine being in my own lil 
corner. But he didn’t give a shit, 
clearly! Every time I’d go out, I’d see 
him, and would be more and more 
comfortable. I was finally starting to 
get over the othering feelings I had 
and by the time I moved back here 
as an adult I really embraced punk 
as my favorite. I was going to almost 
any and every show I could. I’m not 
that old, 27 now, but I may have 
met Hollise for the first time when 
I was like 22. One day at some show 
at Siberia, we dapped off through 
mutual friends and smoked and 
talked about who was playing. Later 
on, the lot of us got into the pit and 
he crashed into me and I thought 
that was a wrap and that he was just 
a really fuckin’ cool dude. I was so 
grateful that he’d always be around 
and I would always catch him with 
a joint in my hand like, “Yo hit this” 
and we’d take three seconds to talk 
about the band (“Yo that shit was 
so fire, cuz,” “Who the fuck was 
that?” ‘cos he almost always knew 
OFC). Then I’d grab it, dap him 
off to go find my other friends and 
make my rounds, hang by myself 
on that stoop next door to finish it, 
and go right back in. But THEN??? 
I saw Fat Stupid Ugly People live 
and was mind-blown. There just 
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weren’t any other local bands on 
my radar showing out like y’all did 
with a fuckin’ badass fat Black man 
up front. (I learned of others after, 
shoutout to Raccoon City Massacre 
and GLAND back in 2015 who were 
also important for me to see in their 
representation!). But there’s one 
instance that made me realize how 
much of a community-centered 
person he was that I always would 
think about. I remember seeing 
Death (Detroit punk) at their first 
ever New Orleans show at Siberia 
and OFC Hollise was there! So many 
people were, but I stayed right up 
front the entire time. I think they 
closed out with “Let The World 
Turn” and I was a fucking mess as 
they dedicated it to passed loved 
ones, and I was thinking heavy about 
a friend that passed earlier that 
year. As it ended, I ran into him by 
the merch table and was crying and 
freaking the fuck out and he was so 
there for listening to me explode 
with admiration for one of my 
favorite bands and how important 
they were to me. The merch guy was 
really sweet and suggested that we 
take a picture with the band, but 
when I went to get him in the pic he 
waved me off and said he’d take it 
and send it to me. Merch guy gave 
me a free Death shirt, I hugged all 
the bandmembers (who were all SO 
SWEET TO US), some other friends 
and Hollise, and it was an absolutely 
crucial sense of “you fuckin belong 

here” that I never really felt before. 
I’ve thought about that a lot and cry 
thinking about it now ‘cos seeing 
him, it was always like that! It’s what 
I really hope to perpetuate in these 
different creative communities. As I 
get older, I go to more shows and see 
more POC in the crowd every time. 
I can’t help but think that a lot of 
those folks felt comfortable seeing 
Hollise in the same way I did and 
showed up ‘cos he’s been steadily 
just always out here. I hope that 
part could be transferred somehow, 
that the younger POC folks who 
feel like they don’t belong in a pit 
or on a punk stage could learn of 
Hollise somehow, and start to not 
give a fuck like I did. The kids seem 
alright though ‘cos I fuckin see ‘em 
out here as more and more barriers 
get broken by similar powerhouses 
of color. Cool vibes and good times 
ahead for them. —YOKO (artist)

I met him at several of our shows. 
First time he was wearing a grass 
hula skirt! The type of very nice and 
sociable person that I can aspire to 
be, pretty much impossible to attain. 
—Kurt Brecht (D.R.I.)

The first time I saw Hollise I was 12 
years-old at a show at Cypress Hall. 
I watched him take out a crowd of 
people standing on the side of the pit 
like they were bowling pins. I’m not 
gonna lie, I was pretty intimidated. 
I definitely never could’ve imagined 

he’d be the kind, gentle person he 
was that would teach me so much 
about life. Hollise always knew just 
what to say, and on the rare occasion 
he didn’t, he at least had the right 
song to play for you. He lit up every 
room he walked into. The moment 
Hollise walked in the club everyone 
in attendance knew their night had 
just gotten better. Hollise did more 
for the New Orleans scene than 
anyone just by being there. He lived 
his life doing what made him happy 
and answered to no one. He was 
one of the friendliest people you’d 
ever meet. Whether you knew him 
for two minutes or two decades, 
he managed to make a lasting 
impression through his kindness 
and amazing sense of humor. I don’t 
think there’s anywhere I’ve visited 
across the country where I didn’t 
meet someone who knew Hollise. At 
just about every show or festival I’ve 
traveled to, after telling someone I 
was from New Orleans, their first 
question would usually be: “OH! Do 
you know Hollise?!” He had a laugh 
and smile that was contagious. I 
don’t think I’ve ever laughed harder 
in my life than I would after hearing 
his impression of Vinnie Stigma 
from Agnostic Front. “STIGMA, 35 
FAWKIN YEARS!” There wasn’t 
an ounce of hate in Hollise’s body. 
Even if he didn’t particularly 
like something, the most I ever 
heard him say bad about anything 
was, “Meh.” In one of the last 

conversations I had with my brother, 
he told me better days were soon to 
come, we just gotta keep the faith. 
Even in the worst of times Hollise 
would keep that positive mental 
attitude that we all knew and loved 
him for. I think the world could be 
a much better place if we all took 
a chapter or even just a few pages 
from Hollise’s book. Rest in power 
brother, I know you’re watching over 
us from the million man circle pit in 
the sky. —Dominic Bischone
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For more photos, stories, and art, 
as well as ways you can contribute 
to Hollise’s family, check out the 
public Facebook group “STAY 
AWESOME: a memorial page for 
Hollise Murphy.” “Stay Awesome” 
and “PMA” designs by Bill Heintz 
(“Stay Awesome” photo by Donald 
Rager, “PMA” photo by David 
Young); candle image and photo by 
Lillian Aguinaga.
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REVIEWS

MESOPEAK
S/T
(STRANGE DAISY)

Mesopeak is the solo project of 
New Orleans’ Robert A.E. Landry, 
who handles drumming duties with 
several local acts, BAD OPERATION 
and The Self-Help Tapes among 
them. On his fi rst release under the 
Mesopeak moniker, Landry presents 
a set of songs he has written and 
refi ned over fi ve years, playing all 
of the instruments himself. The 
fi nished product has a coherent 
sound built around cascades of 
open-tuned guitar chords and 
multi-tracked vocals. The repetition 
of clean guitar lines achieves a 
trance-like quality, which often 
functions as the song’s hook in 
lieu of a traditional chorus. The 
vocals are chiefl y recorded in a 
breathy delivery reminiscent of the 
shoegaze-y end of the alternative 
spectrum, with lyrics projecting an 
introspective focus on the past and 
the sadness, doubt, and anger that 
can arise from such explorations. 
The most eff ective moments come 
when the songs break out of their 
established motifs to deliver bursts 
of emotion, such as the distorted 
riff s bookending the brooding verses 
of “Habits” or the screamed vocals 
punctuating several of the songs, 
providing much-needed catharsis 
(“Hospital Room,” “Shame”). 
Perhaps the best distillation of the 
album’s strengths comes with “The 
Over-Under,” which pairs a series 
of earworm guitar lines with vocals 
that grow in intensity as the noise 
around them swells. —Will Hibert

LIZ PHAIR
SOBERISH
(CHRYSALIS)

If Liz Phair is a victim of her 
success—her 1993 debut Exile in 
Guyville the yardstick against which 
every subsequent eff ort has been 
measured—it doesn’t help that, 
like cult artists from Lou Reed 
to Alex Chilton, she sometimes 
indulges her worst tendencies, 
resorting to shallow provocation. 
But if one might have questioned 

her instincts after a couple albums 
underperformed critically and 
commercially, her moment seems 
to have come around again. This 
collection of mature, self-aware 
songs is a worthy successor to her 
‘90s heyday that doesn’t try to 
recapture past glory, but rather 
shows an artist who has evolved 
on her own terms. From “I don’t 
have the guts to tell you / that I 
feel safe” (“Ba Ba Ba”) to the title 
track’s “I did a shot ‘cause I’m 
terrifi ed,” she sounds as unforced 
and vulnerable as she ever has. Even 
the provocations—a gratuitous shot 
at Reed, “Hey Lou,” and the obvious 
sex joke “Bad Kitty”—are smarter 
than they seem. If the former is 
uncalled for, the latter makes it clear 
that Phair’s bitterness is earned: “I 
don’t live in a world that appreciates 
me / You could say that I’m ahead of 
my time.” —Tom Andes

TV POLE SHINE
TO SCREW IN A LIGHTBULB
(SELF-RELEASE)

On the spectrum alongside People 
Museum and Primpce, both of  
whom they’ve shared a stage with, 
TV Pole Shine blends pop with 
elements of New Orleans jazz and 
funk, adding to a sub-genre of indie 
pop that is wholly unique to the 
New Orleans scene. Describing 
their sound as “Spasm Rock,” the 
12-piece’s music is meant to be 
experienced live, as they incorporate 
theatrical choreography and 
audience participation into their 
shows. To Screw in a Lightbulb, 
their debut full-length, manages 

to capture this theatricality with 
short, vaudevillian interludes. 
Guitar-driven rock collides with 
the bombast of a brass band, 
generating a sound that propels you 
to move. The songs run the gamut 
of experience and emotion, though 
there is a playful humor and obvious 
love of life running throughout the 
entire album. The central mission of 
the band seems to be best expressed 
in “Ego Death - Part 1,” whose 
message we should all probably 
heed: “Let’s move for the next / Send 
me there / Let’s move for the people 
and the places that we’ll be.”
—Mary Beth Campbell

UT/EX
S/T
(SELF-RELEASE)

UT/EX’s debut EP is three songs’ 
worth of emotionally-charged 
catharsis. Growled vocals express 
dismay over jagged guitar and 
pounding drums on opener 
“Genufl ect.” Short, melodic 
interludes add refreshing space 
to this collection of aggressive 
downers. This tiny slice of skramz 
revival will be much welcomed by 
those still clinging to their old Pg. 
99 and City of Caterpillar records. 
Two decades after those bands’ 
peaks, people are still getting 
together to make loud music 
to bum out to. In typical New 
Orleans fashion, there aren’t many 
strangers in this band if you actively 
follow the local underground scene. 
Members of UT/EX currently play 
in Romasa, Space Cadaver, and 
Torture Garden, in addition to 
other groups. Coral Mercy, perhaps 
best known for her output as a 
noise artist, makes her debut as a 
gnarly vocalist on these recordings. 
She closes this EP by alternating 
between spoken word and end-of-
the-rope screams on “Sappho.”
—William Archambeault

WE WERE PROMISED JETPACKS
ENJOY THE VIEW
(BIG SCARY MONSTERS)

Scottish indie rock band We Were 
Promised Jetpacks’ fifth studio 
album Enjoy the View provides a 
soundtrack to the liminal space of 
uncertainty and apprehension that 
has dominated the world for the 
past year and a half. The album’s 
lead single “If It Happens,” with 

its familiar landscape of driven 
bass lines and ambient synth, 
echoes the sentiment of coming to 
peace with relinquishing control 
and embracing the unknown: “If 
it happens, then it happens / If 
it doesn’t, then it doesn’t / And 
I’m not going to lose any sleep 
about it.” The second lead single 
“Fat Chance,” released June 29, 
reveals a shift in musical direction 
for the group, presenting a 
hopeful, almost defiant anthem 
of persevering despite the odds. 
The fresh sound features tight 
percussion and interwoven 
guitar melodies, providing a 
bright backdrop for lead singer 
Adam Thompson’s pensive lyrics. 
Overall, Enjoy the View presents 
itself as a vulnerable reflection on 
a precarious existence in which 
nothing is certain. In the words of 
Thompson, “Just don’t think about 
it.” —Victoria Conway

YVES TUMOR
THE ASYMPTOTICAL WORLD
(WARP RECORDS)

Yves Tumor’s music plays with 
genre, each of their albums rooted 
in a specific sound that then 
morphs into something wild and 
raw. On their surprise EP, The 
Asymptotical World, Yves Tumor 
delves into goth, new wave, and 
shoegaze—genres which work 
well with their penchant for 
metamorphosis. An understated 
rhythm section and wailing 
guitars complement dramatic 
vocals, creating song structures 
that start out familiar before 
twisting into a new, slightly 
sinister form. Each song is based 
around a different type of tumult 
and desire. It would be easy for 
them to become overwrought, 
but Yves Tumor weaves a wry 
sense of self-awareness into 
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each song, preventing them from 
being bogged down by their own 
seriousness. The album opens with 
“Jackie,” an explosive lament of 
tortured love that is reminiscent of 
early My Bloody Valentine. Other 
notable tracks are the deliciously 
goth “Crushed Velvet” and the 
unnerving darkwave of “...And 
Loyalty Is A Nuisance Child.” 
Like the mathematical concept it 
is named after, The Asymptotical 
World takes the listener on a trip 
to a darker desire and a new, inner 
version of reality—one which we 
are always close to grasping but 
can never quite reach.
—Mary Beth Campbell

BRIAN JACKSON, ALI 
SHAHEED MUHAMMAD, 
AND ADRIAN YOUNGE
BRIAN JACKSON JID008
(JAZZ IS DEAD)

Jazz Is Dead 008 is the latest 
in a series of collaborations 
featuring noted producers Ali 
Shaheed Muhammad (A Tribe 
Called Quest) and Adrian Younge 
(Kendrick Lamar). Joining them 
on this session is keyboardist 
and flutist Brian Jackson, best 
known as Gil Scott-Heron’s 
primary collaborator throughout 
the 1970s. Together, Jackson and 
Scott-Heron helped pave the 
way for rap and hip-hop. Scott-
Heron’s distinct vocal delivery 
served as an inspiration to many 
rappers, but the duo’s music 
arguably had a bigger influence 
as the source of countless 
samples. Decades later, Jackson’s 
keys interface seamlessly 
with Shaheed Muhammad and 
Younge’s performances on 
various instruments on tracks 
like “Mars Walk.” “Nancy Wilson” 
and “Ethiopian Sunshower,” 
two of this album’s highlights, 
both feature Jackson picking up 
his flute for ethereal melodies 
that call to something higher. 
Ultimately, this instrumental 
album serves as a great 
testament to Jackson’s skills as a 
collaborator. While his name may 
appear prominently on the cover, 
Jackson never tries to force his 
way into the spotlight. Instead, 
he takes a step back and works 
with Shaheed Muhammad and 
Younge to sculpt beautiful sounds 
together. —William Archambeault

DAVID ENSMINGER
PUNK WOMEN: 40 YEARS 
OF MUSICIANS WHO
BUILT PUNK ROCK
(MICROCOSM)

This collection of short writings 
pays tribute to the countless women 
within punk who have sweated it 
out on stages and created something 
that inspired others. Some rose to 
become undeniable influences in the 
genre, ranging from Siouxsie and 
the Banshees packing dancefloors 
and Bikini Kill charging the riot 
grrrl movement, to Against Me! 
propelling trans women further 
into the mainstream. In addition to 
honoring big names, Punk Women 
acknowledges many smaller forces 
that have paved the way for others 
across the decades. In one section, 
Osa Atoe, musician and author 
of the iconic Shotgun Seamstress 
zine (and former ANTIGRAVITY 
contributor), emphasizes punk’s role 
as a force for positive change within 
communities. This book forgoes 
any real sense of grouping, hopping 
from subject to subject across 
various time periods, styles, and 
geographies for a somewhat chaotic 
zine feel. Author David Ensminger 
sometimes includes dates for bands 
and subjects but oftentimes does 
not. This decision occasionally 
makes it difficult to contextualize 
these women’s output, but it also 
speaks to the timelessness of their 
contributions, whether they are 
gray-haired veterans best known 
from the 1970s or young up-and-
comers. —William Archambeault

THE RED NATION
THE RED DEAL: INDIGENOUS 
ACTION TO SAVE OUR EARTH
(COMMON NOTIONS)

The Red Deal caps off the several 
years of resistance movements 
led by Indigenous people across 
the U.S. and Canada. In this 
manifesto, Indigenous resistance 
movements and the ruling class’ 
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VARIOUS ARTISTS
BLACK BEAUTY
(ARTHUR ROGER GALLERY)

Black Beauty is an exhibition of 
nearly two dozen pieces curated 
by Tim Francis. The exhibit’s 
name is an ode to the song “Black 
Beauty” by legendary jazz pianist 
Duke Ellington. Upon entering 
the exhibit, viewers are engulfed 
by an ethereal atmosphere of wide 
open space and white walls draped 
in magnetic colors and images. 
Frederick J. Brown’s “untitled” 
displays a humanesque figure in 
bold oil colors on paper and serves 
as the icebreaker. A standout 
piece is Lezley Saar’s homage to 
the author and groundbreaking 
book, “Nella Larsen... Passing.” 
The 84” x 55” acrylic on velour 
depicts a fair-skinned, racially 
ambiguous woman partially hidden 
beneath an elegantly embroidered 
sheer muslin curtain. Renowned 
artist Fahamu Pecou accents the 
beauty of dark brown-skinned 
twins on golden canvases in the 
adjoined pieces “IBEJI TAIWO 
& IBEJI KEHINDE,” Ibeji being 
the Yoruba term for twins. “Even 
If Your Voice Shakes,” by New 
Orleans’ own Brandan “B-Mike” 
Odums is a 96” x 120” portrait 
surrounded by a 3D collage of 
books, pillows, and vinyl records 
adorned with historical African 
American figures. The anchor and 
closing piece of the exhibit is a 
colorful short film “Black Magic” 
by Rashaad Newsome. Just shy of 
24 minutes, the film is a salute to 
Black LGBTQIA existence, beauty, 
and ballroom culture. Black Beauty 
is visually stunning and bursting 
at the seams with substantive 
references to global Black culture, 
writers, musicians, activists, 
and dance. (On display through 
September 18) —Jamilla Webb

responses to them (the massive 
police confrontation at the 2016 
Standing Rock protests, the 
whiplash of anti-protest laws 
in the aftermath) reveal how 
energy extraction is “deeply 
entrenched within class society” 
and sustained by U.S. imperialism, 
mass incarceration, and austerity. 
For the authors—the Indigenous 
revolutionary activists known as 
the Red Nation—Indigenous-led 
struggles are genuine examples 
of the ways movements can resist 
the global climate crisis and build 
a new future for everyone. As an 
explicitly revolutionary socialist 
counterpoint to the Green New 
Deal (GND), The Red Deal draws 
on Indigenous resistance for 
socialist environmental politics, 
noting that “we find that much 
of what gets framed through an 
environmental lens... often misses 
the point about capitalism (and, 
sometimes, Indigenous sovereignty, 
too).” And it is this case that The 
Red Deal makes stunningly clear: 
that the fulfillment of the GND 
doesn’t lie in reforms, but in the 
struggle against capitalism “from 
below and to the left.” The Red 
Deal calls readers to step into the 
“strong current of history that is the 
tradition of Indigenous resistance,” 
at once flipping on its head the 
presumption that Indigneous 
people and their struggles are 
outside of history. Indigenous 
movements are the models for 
preserving the planet and the seeds 
for future forms of development 
and sovereignty. —Lee M. Abbott

MAURICE CARLOS RUFFIN
THE ONES WHO DON’T SAY 
THEY LOVE YOU
(RANDOM HOUSE)

Maurice Carlos Ruffin could’ve 
rested on his laurels after writing his 
debut novel, We Cast a Shadow, that 
was a finalist for the PEN/Faulkner 
Award, the PEN Open Book Award, 
and the Dayton Literary Peace Prize. 
But in his new short story collection, 
The Ones Who Don’t Say They Love 
You, he shows vignettes of Black life 
in New Orleans without relying on 
cliché imagery of swamps and Mardi 
Gras. The characters in this collection 
are trying to survive and thrive under 
desperate conditions, like in the story 
“Ghetto University,” where a fired 
college professor resorts to sticking 
up tourists in the French Quarter 
to make a living: “Dell doesn’t know 
what I’ve been doing. I spent the 
first week of disenfranchisement 
inquiring at other local institutions of 
higher learning, even the vocational 
schools. Yet, as you can imagine, 
a city with a 30 percent illiteracy 
rate isn’t exactly aching to employ a 
professor of English who specializes 
in the verse of Alexander Pushkin.” 
Or “Before I Let Go,” where a woman 
wants to save enough money to keep 
her house from being auctioned off by 
the city after a slew of gentrifiers start 
to move into the neighborhood. Each 
story gives us a panoramic view of the 
city through the eyes of a different 
character, which in turn makes us 
see that the city is as complex as the 
people within it. All of the stories run 
between two and 43 pages, and the 

THE GREEN KNIGHT
DAVID LOWERY
(A24)
 
What does it mean to be honorable? 
This is the main question posed by 
The Green Knight, the latest release 
from A24 and director David Lowery. 
But as audiences inhale the heady 
fumes of the potion that is Lowery’s 
retelling of the Arthurian legend, 
they’ll find themselves transported 
to a magnificent fever dream where 
they may be left with more questions 
than answers. Based on the 14th-
century chivalric romance, The Green 
Knight tells the story of Sir Gawain 
(Dev Patel), who unwittingly finds 
himself playing a deadly game with a 
formidable adversary: the half-man, 
half-tree creature of the film’s title. 
Out to prove his honor and earn his 
place at King Arthur’s Round Table, 
Gawain embarks on a journey that 
will test his chivalry and fortitude. 
Don’t be misled by the weaponry: 
this is no hack-and-slash action 
film. Sparse dialogue allows the 
lush landscapes and other-worldly 
atmosphere to take center stage. The 
world around Gawain is as much 
a character in the film as any, and 
Patel’s wide-eyed, earnest portrayal 
of a knight who wishes to be pure 
of heart places us right there with 
him as he enters and exits from one 
strange stanza to the next. Lyrical 
and surreal with a hint of heavy 
metal, The Green Knight feels more 
like a gem of a film you’d find on VHS 
in an old rental store’s basement 
than a current release. Lowery’s 
commitment to honoring the open-
ended nature of the film’s source 
material coupled with the slower 
pacing may put off some viewers. But 
for those who are willing to embark 
on an emotional journey and draw 
their own conclusions, they’re sure 
to carry the luster of this film with 
them for days while learning its one 
inevitable truth: the Green Knight 
comes for us all. —Caroline Morris

variety creates a smooth pacing that 
effortlessly moves readers through 
the book. If you like stories of 
resilience and hope in the face of life’s 
troubles, then you’ll love The Ones 
Who Don’t Say They Love You
—Danny Cherry, Jr.
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NOPD didn’t provide a statement in 
time for our deadline, and the Police 
Association of New Orleans didn’t 
respond to multiple inquiries. But 
in the August 20 press conference
announcing the pilot program with 
MHSD, NOPD Superintendent 
Shaun Ferguson said the department 
was “excited” about that program.

But even if a case is initially handled 
by the crisis response program, the 
police might still arrive on the scene. 
In existing programs around the 
country, including Eugene’s much-
touted CAHOOTS, teams can and 
do call for police backup. “EPD rates 
of CAHOOTS requesting backup 
are higher than what has previously 
been reported in the news media,” 
according to a Eugene Police 
Department report from last year.

If the program is then unlikely to be 
paid for by NOPD reductions, there 
are funds available through this 
year’s federal pandemic relief law for 
“mobile crisis intervention services” 
for the next fi ve years, as cities test 
such programs. It’s unknown, and 
likely up to a future Congress, if that 
money will be earmarked forever 
or suffi  cient to fund the program. 
Another possibility, Avegno 
suggested, is that as Help Not 
Handcuff s-style programs develop 
here and elsewhere, insurers 
including Medicaid may become 
more willing to pay for their services, 
especially if they’re cheaper than 
emergency rooms and traditional 
inpatient stays. But here, too, the 
details remain to be solidifi ed.

“I think we’ll have to have another 
conversation in a few years about 
how to sustain this,” Dumas said.

Will Help Not Handcuffs Help?

Since at least 2016, OPPRC has 
been mobilizing its base to oppose 
the proposed “Phase III” of the 
Orleans Parish jail complex, 
which would house people with 
perceived mental illness and other 
medical issues. A federal judge 
has ordered the City to build that 
facility, which offi  cials have argued 
is unnecessary. An OPPRC web 
page about the proposal lists two 
goals: “Stop the City from building 
a $100 million+ new jail facility” 
and “Work with stakeholders and 
community members to build a 
crisis stabilization center that would 
provide care outside of a carceral 
setting for people with serious 
mental illness.”

Where is the line between 
monitoring someone for their safety 
and surveilling them? Recent trends 
like predictive policing have blurred 
the line, in the name of protecting 
people and promoting public safety—
two goals Help not Handcuff s shares.

For an initiative like Help Not 
Handcuff s to function according to 
its stated values, every detail will 
matter. But at this stage not many 
are known, and the ideas and plans 
around which there seems to be 
consensus already contain complex 
contradictions. A cynical view 
is that, intentionally or not, this 
program would be an enormous gift 
to a police department in perpetual 
need of rehabbing its image, 
politicians curating their stances 
during election season, and a prison 
reform nonprofi t that would benefi t 
from political currency—and needs 
wins in order to court funders. But 
maybe there is cause for optimism, 
too, if taken in good faith, in the 
unanimity that the status quo does 
not do right by people living with 
mental illness.

Will Help Not Handcuff s 
fundamentally change the way 
this city treats its most vulnerable 
residents, or will it merely be 
an expansion of the already vast 
punishment bureaucracy? Will 
OPPRC have spent years mobilizing 
people to fi ght against Phase III, 
only to back a replica? Perhaps 
some avenue still remains for 
the project to make good on its 
pledges: to center directly impacted 
people, to off er a real alternative to 
arresting people in crisis, to create 
a safe haven for people to fi nd their 
footing—and then some. With so 
few details available, it’s diffi  cult to 
assess how OPPRC’s membership, 
base, and sympathizers might 
respond to a reform that does the 
opposite of defunding the police. 
We asked Trystereo volunteer 
Jonah how a crisis would ideally be 
addressed. “Access to stable housing, 
a sense of security in life. So... not 
being poor,” he said.

We asked Woody from DBSA what the 
one thing he wishes readers who don’t 
live with mental health disabilities 
would know. He answered without 
hesitation: “That compassion and 
empathy are paramount.”

“HELP NOT HANDCUFFS”
cont’d from pg. 30

An extended version of this article will be 
available at antigravitymagazine.com

Disclosure: Co-author Beck Levy 
occasionally participated in and 
did contract work for OPPRC 
between 2017 and 2020.



much as I could but by month two, I 
was only able to produce about 1 to 
2 ounces per day. I stopped putting 
him to my breast because the anxiety 
wasn’t helping him—or me.

It was so difficult getting him to 
sleep. He would close his eyes 
and 10 minutes later be up again. 
It was hard; I was exhausted. 
At 2.5 months-old, I decided to 
end my breastfeeding struggles 
and just give him formula. Even 
though I was sad, I felt my anxiety 
dissipate. About a week later, 
Teddy was sleeping through the 
night, napping on schedule, and 
was the coolest, most chill baby I 
had ever known. I can’t help but 
think that accepting the reality 
and committing to stopping 
breastfeeding altogether was 
the best decision for both of us. 
I began enjoying feeding him. I 
joined social media groups that 
really honored formula as a viable, 
perfectly safe alternative to breast 
milk. I felt supported by my 
husband and team.

Teddy is about to be seven months 
old. He is growing, thriving, and 
meeting all of his milestones. He has 
some cheeks people shout about in 
public. He is the reason I wake up in 
the morning. I am so thankful I have 
a workable solution to keep my baby 
safe and fed.
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illustrations by Victoria Allen | @vs_illlustration

According to the CDC, “Sixty 
percent of mothers do not 
breastfeed for as long as they intend 
to. How long a mother breastfeeds 
her baby (duration) is infl uenced 
by many factors including: Issues 
with lactation and latching...” At 
this point, I really wasn’t sure what 
was causing my low milk supply, so 
I met with a lactation consultant. I 
was still holding out hope that it was 
stalled due to my c-section.

After an hour-long visit from the 
lactation consultant, I was given 
her opinion. She thought he had a 
tongue-tie that was causing a weak 
latch. The directions we got were 
to see a speech pathologist who 
would refer us to a dentist who could 
clip his tongue. Then we would do 
physical therapy and ultimately keep 
working with lactation consultants 
to fi x the problem. She warned that 
she wasn’t a specialist, so technically 
she couldn’t diagnose a tongue-
tie, but she had worked with a lot 
of babies with similar issues and 
Teddy’s was comparable.

FUCK. There was no way I was 
clipping my baby’s tongue unless 
I was 100% sure it was necessary. 
After hours scouring the internet, 
I came across lots of information 
about the big business of tongue-
tied babies. One ex-lactation 
consultant claimed diagnoses 
were up 800% and though they 
tell you “it is about as painful as a 
circumcision,” it is actually weeks 
of pain and trauma for your baby. 
She said parents are hearing things 
like “posterior tongue-ties... speech 
problems later in life” etc., which 
are meant to scare them into a 
completely unnecessary procedure.

I was very skeptical that Teddy had 
anything wrong—in the back of my 
mind I always knew it was me. I’ve 
always had hormonal problems 
and I believed this was just another 
unfortunate side eff ect of that. But 
we made an appointment with a 
speech pathologist for a second 
opinion. She ultimately reassured 
us that nothing was wrong with 
Teddy’s tongue.

I am concerned other new parents 
may be faced with a similar 
diagnosis, so I think it is important 
that you do your research. Get 
second, even third opinions if you 
have to. I know how vulnerable 
it feels in the wake of bringing a 
newborn home from the hospital.

After confi rming Teddy was fi ne 
and my lack of milk supply was 
due to hormonal issues, I faced the 
fact that formula was inevitable. 
Still holding fi rm to all the stigmas, 
I begrudgingly fi xed bottle after 
bottle. I was continuing to pump as 

RAISING LOUISIANA
cont’d from pg. 13

For more info, resources, and support 
groups, check out the following:

@theformulamom
“Helping moms feel good about formula!”
instagram.com/theformulamom

@lowsupplymom
“Celebrator of all feeders / advocate 
for low supply education”
instagram.com/lowsupplymom

Louisiana Tongue Tie
Support Group
Vetted “Preferred Provider” list for 
the entire state
facebook.com/groups/
LouisianaTTSupportGroup

ChatterNola
Speech/Language therapy, ABA, and 
early-intervention. Home visits
chatternola.com

FOR THE RECORD
by Marisa Clogher

The Broadside Theater 
has been an indispensable 
space during this miserable 
pandemic because it has 
provided a venue to celebrate 
its musical culture free from 
the stultifying constraints 
imposed by the industry which 
now dominates so many of our 
music venues... It is exactly the 
sort of development the City 
should be encouraging, and 
its worth to the community 
will extend far beyond this 
emergency period.1

I believe it is in our city’s best 
interest to support this outdoor 
music venue as it has supported 
us. The Broadside has been a 
lifesaver for musicians in our 
community, providing a place 
to work and sustaining our 
musical incomes while also 
providing our community with 
a safe and responsible way to 
enjoy our culture. This is a 
venue that provides a totally 
diff erent experience than the 
venues in the Quarter or on 
Frenchmen St. We have played 
music in venues all over this 
city and I see the Broadside 
becoming a new cultural staple 
in our community.2

New Orleans musicians play 
outside, especially the brass 
bands. It’s part of our history 
and unique culture. Now that 
these fantastic venues, which 
end the live music early in the 
evening, are a real possibility, I 
ask and plead with you to give it 
a chance. We know it’s safer to 
play outside.3

On August 10, the City Planning Commission held a meeting 
where they discussed the future of The Broadside’s zoning and 
permitting. The venue, which opened up in the fall of 2020, is 
the sister business of The Broad Theater and has been holding 
live, outdoor music while indoor shows are especially unsafe. 
Temporary permit rules allowed outdoor live music to exist 
over the past year, but it’s unclear when those rules expire. The 
Broadside has been working for a zoning change that would allow 
the venue to permanently have outdoor live music. During the City 
Planning Commission meeting, commissioners noted that they 
supported the venue, but without a text amendment—which would 
change the restrictions that apply to The Broadside’s zoning 
classification and would happen at the City Council level—there 
was little they could do. The text amendment change would open 
up possibilities for other venues also seeking to host live outdoor 
music. There were 16 public comments submitted, all in favor of 
The Broadside being allowed to host outdoor shows.

The business has provided badly 
needed income for musicians, 
support staff  and service 
industry workers, and given 
countless residents a respite 
from the mental and physical 
stress of the pandemic.4

COVID taught us many lessons 
and we should adapt. The 
Broadside is one of the safest 
music venues in New Orleans 
- and their response to COVID 
is one that should be applauded 
and supported... The venue is 
safe, kid friendly, and good for 
our city’s musicians.5

1 Benjamin L.
2 Jeremy K.
3 Craig K.
4 Ethan E.
5 Devin D.

illustration by Sadie Wiese @s.wiese.art

To follow up on this issue, you can 
email your City councilmembers
or the mayor’s offi  ce. To submit 
a public comment, follow 
instructions at council.nola.gov. 
Interested in reading all comments 
after a meeting? You can email 
your councilmember or fi le a public 
records request.
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ADVERTISER DIRECTORY
FOOD, DRINK & GROCERY

Mid City Pizza
Homemade sauces and dough
440 Banks St.  70119
504-483-8609
6307 S. Miro St.  70125
504-509-6224
midcitypizza.com

Molly’s Rise and Shine
Breakfast spot from the
Turkey and the Wolf people
2368 Magazine St.  70130
504-302-1896
mollysriseandshine.com

New Orleans Food Co-op
Community-owned, local products, all natural
2372 St. Claude Ave.  70117
504-264-5579
nolafood.coop

New Orleans Trap Kitchen
Commissary kitchen in Bywater hosting 
pop-ups and the Bywater Sunday Market
instagram.com/notrapkitchen

Stein’s Market & Deli
Jewish-Italian deli, eclectic beer selection
2207 Magazine St.  70130
504-527-0771
steinsdeli.com

Suis Generis
Food evolution, new menu weekly
3219 Burgundy St.  70117
504-309-7850
suisgeneris.com

The Joint
Barbecue, sides and fi xins, full-service bar
707 Mazant St.  70117
504-949-3232
alwayssmokin.com

Turkey and the Wolf
Sandwiches, cocktails, and everything nice
739 Jackson Ave.  70130
504-218-7428
turkeyandthewolf.com

MUSIC EQUIPMENT

Webb’s Bywater Music
New and used, sales and service
3217 Burgundy St.  70117
504-304-5965

RECORDS / CDs / TAPES

Euclid Records
Two fl oors of new & used vinyl, tapes & CDs
3301 Chartres St.  70117
504-947-4348
euclidnola.com

Domino Sound
Used & new vinyl specializing in reggae 
& int’l music
2557 Bayou Rd.  70119
504-309-0871
dominosoundrecords.com

These community-minded New Orleans businesses and organizations make ANTIGRAVITY possible. To show them 
love is to show us love. Please check with businesses directly for up-to-date hours and COVID-19 protocols.

COFFEE, TEA & JUICE

Coffee Science
We do it with science!
410 S. Broad Ave.  70119
facebook.com/coffeesciencenola

Euphorbia Kava Bar
Premium kava selection & herbal intoxicants 
8726 Oak St.  70118
504-655-5406
euphorbiakavabar.com

Fourth Wall Coffee
Tea drugs fl owers books & wine
614 Gravier St.  70130
instagram.com/fourth.wall.coffee

HiVolt Coffee
Gluten-free, veg-friendly, catering
1829 Sophie Wright Pl.  70130
hivoltcoffee.com
504-324-8818

Sacred Grinds
The only cafe in Mid-City’s Necropolis
5055 Canal St.  70119
504-482-1143
facebook.com/SacredGrinds

Whatever Coffee
Coffee pop-up and concierge for Stein’s Deli
2207 Magazine St.  70130
504-356-1117
steinsdeli.com/home/coffee

Z’otz Cafe
Eclectic mom & pop cafe
8210 Oak St.  70118
504-861-2224 
zotzcafe.com

REAL ESTATE

Goldberg Realty
Shopping for a home shouldn’t be that hard
504-616-8377
goldbergrealty.net

MUSEUMS & GALLERIES

Contemporary Arts Center
Multi-disciplinary arts center
900 Camp St.  70130
504-528-3805
cacno.org

Whitney Plantation
Louisiana’s only museum with an 
exclusive focus on the lives & histories of 
enslaved people
5099 Louisiana Hwy 18  70049
225-265-3300
whitneyplantation.org

BARBERS & SALONS

Factotum Barber
Tight cuts, close shaves and a slice of old 
New Orleans
902 Piety St.  70117
504-208-9801
factotumbarber.com

HEALTH & WELLNESS

Access Health Louisiana
Healthcare at affordable prices with 32 
clinics and school-based health centers 
located throughout Southeast Louisiana
504-575-3700
accesshealthla.org

Dynamo
Lady-owned, romantic boutique for every body
2001 St. Claude Ave.  70116
504-534-8697
dynamotoys.com

Maypop Community Herb Shop
Herbs & concoctions from experienced, 
community-minded herbalists
2701 St. Claude Ave.  70117
504-304-5067
maypopherbshop.com

New Orleans Abortion Fund
Affi rming bodily autonomy and providing 
healthcare access to those in need
Help Line: 504-363-1112
neworleansabortionfund.org

New Orleans Shaolin
Martial arts training in a non-macho 
environment
3921 St. Claude Ave.  70117
nolashaolin.com

Rosalie Botanicals
Medicinal herbs, extracts, spices
& local products
3201 Toulouse St.  70119
504-488-4425
rosaliebotanicals.com

BARS & ENTERTAINMENT

The Broad Theater
Independent movie theater showing fi rst-
run, classic, and independent fi lms
636 N. Broad St.  70119
thebroadtheater.com

Carnaval Lounge
Music, food, and drinks of New Orleans 
and points south
2227 St. Claude Ave.  70117
carnavallounge.com

The Domino
Neighbohood bar, wine, games
3044 St. Claude Ave.  70117
facebook.com/thedominola

Sea Cave Arcade
Arcade and restaurant located in the Bywater
3000 St. Claude Ave.  70117
facebook.com/seacavearcade

Twelve Mile Limit
Cocktails, cheap beer, Cuban-inspired food
500 S. Telemachus St.  70119
facebook.com/twelve.mile.limit

BOOKS / COMICS / MEDIA

Crescent City Comics
Comics, graphic novels, models,
gaming & more
3135 Calhoun St.  70125
504-309-2223
4916 Freret St.  70115
504-891-3796
crescentcitycomics.com

New Orleans Film Festival
Discovering, cultivating, and amplifying 
diverse voices of fi lmmakers
neworleansfi lmfestival.org

MERCH

Inferno Screen Printing
Full service screen printing & merchandise
504-305-4025
infernomerchstore.com

WEB & TECH

C4 Tech & Design
Web and IT solutions for
small businesses and nonprofi ts
504-896-8324
c4tech.com

DECOR, GIFTS, APPAREL

DNO
Dedicated to New Orleans
1101 First St.  70130
504-941-7010
dno.la

Glitter Box N.O.
Handmade gifts & artful offerings by 
woman and non-binary artists
1109 Royal St.  70116
504-568-0955
Glitterboxno.com

Merchant House
Antiques, art, vintage & home decor market
1150 Magazine St.  70130
504-233-2240
merchanthouse.co

No Rules Fashion
Daring fashion in the heart of the 
French Quarter
927 Royal St.  70116
504-875-4437
norulesfashion.com

TOBACCO /  CBD / VAPE

The Herb Import Company
Vitamins, herbal remedies, detox, spiritual 
supplies, hookahs, pipes & vaporizers
5505 Canal St.  70119
504-488-4889
712 Adams St.  70118
504-861-4644
711 St. Peter  St.  70116
504-525-4372
herbimport.com
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To inquire about advertising in 
ANTIGRAVITY get in touch at

advertising@antigravitymagazine.com
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The Seven of Wands is a less-
than-welcome sight for those 
who prefer to avoid conflict, 
but this card is showing up to 
encourage us. When you are 
asked to do something, do you 
consider this an expectation on 
the part of the person asking? 
If you do, there is a good chance 
you had the unfortunate 
experience of growing up with 
a manipulative or tyrannical 
parent. Generally, a question 
regarding our willingness to do 
a favor or engage in an action 
can be taken at face value, 
rather than being perceived 
as a command. This is just 
one example, but a variety 
of common disagreements 
might register the same level 
of distress as conflict. If this 
sounds like you, learning how 
to manage your response will 
change everything in your life. 
In circumstances of actual 
conflict, reasonable levels of 
distress will be notable but 
should not overwhelm our 
nervous system to the point 
of activating fight-or-flight 
reactions. The Seven of Wands is 
not a warning—it is a reminder 

that we can handle what comes 
our way and that we are fully 
capable of adopting skills of 
assertion if we were not gifted 
these by our family of origin.

Listening is a powerful tool 
and is the primary foundation 
underlying effective 
assertiveness. Most of us would 

hear what is actually being said, 
which opens our opportunity 
to ask clarifying questions 
and keep our requests and 
points simple. Even if the other 
person is operating in bad faith, 
listening still provides us the 
advantage to notice weaknesses 
in our opponents and use their 
hubris as leverage when needed. 

to disagree strongly but still 
hold our composure or show 
ourselves as formidable by 
keeping focused on what we 
know in the face of strawman 
arguments or other detours 
and deflections. A blustery 
personality is accustomed to 
taking charge by throwing 
everyone and everything off 
balance, but these types tend 
to be lacking in tools when 
they are confronted by those 
who see their ruse and keep 
themselves centered. The 
Five of Wands can offer us a 
creative conflict that manifests 
more than simple winners 
and losers. This exchange is 
uncomfortable, but if we are 
to grow as people we cannot 
be consistently comfortable. 
If we are to experience 
meaningful connection with 
others we need the ability to be 
directly assertive rather than 
accommodating or controlling. 
May we take a deep breath and 
show up for the task. —Michelle 
Embree (@Michelle-Embree)
illustration by Karla Rosas
(@karlinche__)

like to be unflappable, though 
very few of us actually are. 
Those who do possess the sturdy 
veneer we seek will tell us there 
is no magic or grit that spares us, 
but rather it is an active stance 
we must hold. Temperance 
teaches us the secret kept in 
plain sight; she teaches us the 
art of listening. When we listen 
closely, we calm the mind and 

As an added bonus, listening 
allows the verbose to ruin 
their own game with too many 
words and stark contradictions. 
The stoic repose we seek is 
not a product of toughness or 
slick detachment but rather of 
focused action.

The Five of Wands represents 
the upcoming opportunity 

The stoic repose we seek is 
not a product of toughness 
or slick detachment but 
rather of focused action.






