
$800 to $2,000 range that Sadler says
attracted plenty of interest. “That store
generated about $1.7 million in a six-
month period. It also taught me not to
get hung up on price point.” By 2004,
when the museum hosted “Treasures of
the Forbidden City,” the exit shop was
carrying specially commissioned Asian
furniture and the museum’s business
enterprises were contributing more
than 18 percent of the museum’s oper-

ating revenue. 
About a third of Sadler’s busi-
ness is in special events,

which now number 200
or so a year. An inti-

mate little gather-
ing for up to 2,500
people in Stanley

Field Hall
begins with a
$9,000 space

rental; the

rex, acquired for $8 million in 1997.
Safari Ltd. is producing Sue products
including lunch boxes, backpacks,
umbrellas, playing cards, and stickers,
with the museum collecting royalties of
3 to 12 percent on the wholesale price.
In Japan, where a cast of the iconic dino
is currently touring, 35 specially created
Sue products are on the market, includ-
ing a comic book. The most popular
items, two molded figurines, have sold
35,000 pieces in the last six months.
The Field also helped develop (and will
collect royalties on) 50 products that
are being sold in conjunction with the
new King Tut exhibit opening here in
May; get ready for coffinette mugs and
lapel pins. Sadler says licensing is “a
way to extend our message,” just as the
retail shops are “a way to extend the
experience of the exhibition.” That Sue
Plush you take home today could be
tomorrow’s artifact.   v

The Business

It’s curtains for Marshall Field’s—
and a pox on Macy’s for that—but
the other Field in town is doing rip-

roaring business in Hugg-A-Planet pil-
lows and Balinese bat kites. Financial
statements that went to the Field
Museum’s board this month show that
revenue from its business enterpris-
es—largely retail—jumped 36 percent
to more than $11 million in 2004.
Laura Sadler, who oversees the muse-
um’s businesses, including the stores
and a new licensing program, studied
the fashion merchandising branch of
anthropology and got her training at
the Limited, I. Magnin, and the May
Company. She’s the one to blame for
the large commercial appendage
attached to any special exhibit worth
mentioning at the Field—a maze of T-
shirts and commemorative toys that
visitors have to navigate on their way
out. Under her leadership the muse-
um’s exit shops have sold everything
from a $4 Sue Skull Snapper toy to a
$42,000 pearl necklace.

The museum, home to a mind-bog-
gling 23 million specimens, is a
dinosaur itself: 112 years old and com-
ing off some tough times. Construction
at Soldier Field eliminated its parking
temporarily (and permanently on game
days) at the same time the stock mar-
ket took a dive. Attendance, which hit
nearly 2.4 million in 2000, when the
museum hosted the Dead Sea Scrolls
and opened its Sue exhibit, began to
fall, leveling off at about 1.3 million in
each of the last two years. Net assets
last year rose 10 percent, thanks in part
to a “rebalancing” of investments that
includes a diversity of hedge funds. But
corporate, foundation, and government
funding are all harder to come by these
days. As a result the Field’s been trim-
ming programs and staff: it had more
than 700 full-time employees in 2000
and is down by about 100 today. CFO
Jim Croft says that’s been accom-
plished by attrition and by elimi-
nating jobs supported by
special funding when the
funding ran out. The
museum’s “doing well
in light of the challeng-
ing not-for-profit mar-
ketplace,” he says, with rev-
enues up almost $8 million in 2004.

But it hasn’t yet raised the money to
pay for improvements, including the
huge new underground repository it
just opened (a capital campaign with a
goal of $176 million is pending), and a
midyear belt tightening this summer
reduced the $61 million budget for
2005 by 1.5 percent. Going forward,
Croft says, earned income from activi-
ties like retail sales will be increasingly
important. 

Sadler joined the Field in ’97 after a
ten-year stint as director of retail oper-
ations at the Lincoln Park Zoo. “When
I started, business enterprises were
contributing about 5 percent of the
museum’s operating revenue,” she says.
“That wasn’t enough.” Her first major
project was an assessment of the muse-
um’s retail operations that resulted in
moving the main gift shop just inside
the busiest entrance. That was followed
by the launch of a satellite store with a
distinctive mascot—a 40-foot bra-
chiosaurus skeleton—at O’Hare in
2000. (The O’Hare outpost now
accounts for 8 to 10 percent of the
museum’s retail revenue, which hit
$6.2 million last year.) Exhibits like
“Chocolate” and “Pearls,” with their
obvious commercial potential and
sponsors (a subject of consternation for
museum purists), were a bonanza.
Sadler took experts from the museum
staff to a gem and jewelry trade show
to put together a line of products sold
in an exit shop during the “Pearls”
exhibit, some under the label “Curator’s
Choice.” The doodads ranged in price
from an $8 bracelet to
the $42,000
necklace, with
items in
the

museum also sells all the liquor used at
the party and takes a commission from
its half-dozen approved caterers. Group
tours, which can be arranged for as few
as 15 people, account for an additional
10 percent; they were goosed this year
by the elegant Jackie Kennedy exhibit.
But the fastest growing department in
Sadler’s collection is product licensing
to manufacturers who pay to spin off an
item or pattern from the museum’s col-
lection. Though the Art Institute has
been actively licensing since the 80s,
the Field just began looking closely at it
a couple of years ago, after gallery
owner Joel Oppenheimer approached it
about doing limited-edition Audubon
prints from its collection. We’ll soon be
seeing products like Brunschwig & Fils
wallpaper and fabric based on the
Field’s patterns, but the hottest licens-
ing property in its stable is Sue, the
world’s largest and most complete T.

A Cash Cow Named Sue
Attendance may be down at the Field Museum, but business is booming in the gift shop.
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Laura Sadler

By Deanna Isaacs

thebusiness@chicagoreader.com
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BBQ Bonanza
Our newly updated and expanded guide
to barbecue in Chicago

Barbara Ann’s
7617 S. Cottage Grove | 773-723-4780

Not Rated  $
BARBECUE/RIBS | LUNCH, DINNER: MONDAY-
SATURDAY | CLOSED SUNDAY | OPEN LATE:
FRIDAY & SATURDAY TILL 3, MONDAY-THURSDAY
TILL MIDNIGHT | CASH ONLY  

Along with Lem’s and the Rib Joint, Barbara
Ann’s forms one corner of an inverted trian-
gle of south-side barbecue that the rest of
the city would do well to study. Ribs and tips
are quite good, maybe second only to Lem’s
or Honey 1, but Barbara Ann’s turns out par-
ticularly excellent hot links. Fat and complex-
ly spiced with hints of sage and hot pepper,
they have a coarse grind that proves an
unmistakably direct relationship to pork,
something not actually all that common in
your garden-variety sausage. The business
model of a rib joint and an affiliated neigh-
boring motel (Motel Two) is oddly perfect.
Note: Barbara Ann’s is temporarily closed
but according to the owner will be reopening
shortly; call before heading there. Mike Sula

Biasetti’s
1625 W. Irving Park | 773-281-4442

Not Rated  $$$
ITALIAN, STEAKS/LOBSTER, BARBECUE/RIBS |
LUNCH: FRIDAY-SUNDAY; DINNER: SEVEN DAYS |
OPEN LATE: FRIDAY & SATURDAY TILL 11:30,
MONDAY-THURSDAY TILL 11 

Until four years ago Biasetti’s was the same
restaurant my friend Dolores used to go to
with her family in the 50s: a great neighbor-
hood steak house, not expensive, the kind of
place where NFL helmets were lined up in
profile above the bar and surrounded by
Christmas lights year-round. The house salad
was iceberg lettuce with a couple of croutons
and beet slices thrown on. Then the Ko fami-
ly sold the business, and hundreds of regu-
lars like me held our breath. The current
owner, Terry Lyons, has redecorated, killing
the kitsch but somehow keeping the feel of
the old Biasetti’s. They still bring you the
great antipasto plate when you sit, with
olives, cukes, radishes, and cherry peppers.
Stan Zimmerman, a sweetheart of a guy, still
plays keyboards and sings standards at the
bar Thursday through Saturday. And the best
thing on the menu is still the ribs: sweet and
slightly crisp on the outside, perfectly tender
when you bite in, delivered to your table in a
slab like carryout from The Flintstones. I’m a
vegetarian who eats meat only at Biasetti’s,
that’s how good they are (though the man-
agement recently added a couple of pasta
items for your non-meat-eating compan-
ions). The salad’s still the same. After 10 or

Restaurants
Listings are excerpted from the Reader Restaurant Finder, an online
database of more than 1,400 Chicago-area restaurants. Restaurants
are rated by more than 2,000 Reader Restaurant Raters, who feed
us information and comments on their dining experiences. Web
ratings are updated daily; print listings reflect the most current
information available at publication time. Reviews are written by

Reader staff and contributors and (where noted) individual Raters.
Though reviewers try to reflect the Restaurant Raters’ input,
reviews should be considered one person’s opinion; the collective
Raters’ opinions are best expressed in the numbers. The complete
listings and information on how to become a Reader Restaurant
Rater are available at www.chicagoreader.com/restaurantfinder.

Great Barbecue on the 
North Side? Oh, Honey.

corn, which he says “takes the fat off.” Today he
looks for similarly lean ribs—unlike most barbecue
cooks, who think fat is necessary to keep the meat
from drying out. “A lot of people can’t cook lean
meat and make it real juicy,” Adams says. “And I
can. I guess that’s my gift.”

Adams’s wife, Patricia, developed the tomato-
based sauce, which relies on a little honey. “Honey”
was her father’s nickname, and the restaurant is
named after him. 

On July 5, fed up with the boom-and-bust cycle at
their west-side shack, they closed down and began
looking for a new space. While fans fretted about an
uncertain opening date, the Adamses focused their
search on the north side, which has suffered from sub-
standard barbecue since N.N. Smokehouse closed in
2000. They settled on a Bucktown storefront just
north of the comparatively swank Ixcapuzalco and on

the same block as Think. Adams wanted to have slabs
on hand all the time, and ordered a gleaming new
eight-foot Belvin pit that could comfortably bunk a half
dozen adults. “When I saw that pit coming in, I’m like,
‘Wow! That’s me.’”

They’ve made other changes too. The new 
place has a seating area, which ought to preserve
countless engine hoods from sauce stains. And they
hope to start delivering once they get settled in. The
price of slabs is rising a couple bucks (to $17.50) to
cover the higher rent. Smoked chicken and turkey
legs are on the menu now, but otherwise they
promise the same ribs, tips, and links they made
their name on.

Two weeks before the September 22 opening
Adams was champing at the bit, not at all nervous
about smoking in volume on a big new pit. “Nawww,”
he said. “I can’t wait to get on that thing.” —Mike Sula

In Business

Robert Adams Sr. (bottom) and Robert Junior (top) at Honey 1’s new location

In a just world Robert Adams wouldn’t have needed
to close Honey 1, his celebrated west-side barbecue
joint. Pilgrims would have traveled from distant

lands, pitching tents on his sidewalk and chanting its
name in the same breath as Black’s, Arthur Bryant’s,
Moonlite, and McClard’s. Businesses would have
spawned and multiplied all around him, catering to the
masses his restaurant attracted and employing hard-
working people from the Austin community. Robert
Adams would have been a millionaire and a hero.

In fact Adams’s most faithful customers did come
from outside the neighborhood. His fussy, inflexible
approach to slow-smoked, meaty ribs first inspired
chatter on online food forums about a year and a half

ago, and before long print and
broadcast food journalists joined
the chorus. You could always
count on his having a supply of
excellent, inexpensive, and filling

rib tips, but you had to call two hours in advance for
full racks: the neighbors weren’t buying them, and he
refused to have big slabs of pork sitting around all day.

“I would get a big push on the TV from James Ward
or something,” Adams says. For a time there’d be a
rush, and then it’d die off. “I didn’t have a lot of neigh-
borhood customers,” he says. “You can’t blame them in
a way because that was a lower-income neighborhood.
When I didn’t have the outside customers it was dead.” 

Adams grew up on his grandfather’s soybean and
cotton farm in Marianna, Arkansas, about 50 miles
southwest of Memphis. Sam Hermon raised pigs to
help feed his 15 children and many more grandchil-
dren. He was a whole-hog kind of guy who put every
part of the pig to use—sausage from back fat and
shoulders, souse from the head, cracklings from ren-
dered fat. He even brewed a tea out of the hooves. “It
was strong,” says Adams. “Get you out the bed if you’re
sick, for sure.” He learned all he knows about cooking
from his grandfather. 

When Adams arrived in Chicago in the late 60s he
went to work in a candy factory, then started driving a
dump truck. When he wasn’t working he cooked bar-
becue on a smoker made from a 55-gallon metal
drum, and he did it year-round. “I’d push the snow out
the way,” he says with a huge laugh. “In order to be a
real barbecue cook you have to cook all the time. It
never gets too cold for you. It never gets too hot.”

He took requests to cook for friends and, as his rep-
utation spread, from strangers. About eight years ago
he started thinking of opening his own pit but hesitat-
ed. Cooking barbecue was no problem; running a
restaurant was a little intimidating. His son Robert
Junior kept after him.

“I always wanted something of my own,” says Robert
Junior. “Something that was family.” Two years ago they
began hunting for spots. They chose a little place on the
5100 block of West Division because it already had a
four-foot aquarium smoker made by Belvin-J & F Sheet
Metal. For almost 40 years these Milwaukee Avenue
fabricators have been making the tempered glass-and-
steel aquarium-style pits you see all over the south and
west sides. Though a four-footer is relatively small, it’s
much larger than a barrel smoker. “I almost killed
myself on that thing,” Adams says. 

All the praise they received kept them going
through the slow periods. “As long as people said
the food is good, I could never get discouraged,”
Adams says. He’s particular about nearly every
aspect of his process, smoking with a mixture of red
oak, cherrywood, and only a bit of hickory, which if
used in excess “poisons” the meat, giving it a bitter
taste. His grandfather fed his hogs exclusively on
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Honey 1
2241 N. Western
773-227-5130




