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The Net

Baring It All
Christopher Gutierrez start-
ed his LiveJournal blog to
answer questions about his
best friend's band, Fall Out
Boy. But his increasingly
personal posts have made
him something of a celebrity
in his own right.
By Jessica Hopper

C hristopher Gutierrez is sitting
alone on a bed in a room that
reeks of dirty cat litter, a lapel

mike hooked to the zipper seam of
his hoodie, a computer resting on his
lap. He reads aloud from a script dis-
played on the monitor: “So bring on
the heartbr—shit!” He starts the line
again. “So bring on—shit!” He makes
another half-dozen attempts, each
ending with a string of obscenities,
before a muffled voice comes through
the door leading to the living room:
“Don’t just read it, Chris. You gotta
lecture it. Slow down.” Gutierrez
takes a breath and tries again, this
time with prideful flair. “So bring on
the heartbreak! Bring on the failure.
Bring on the scabbed knees, wrong
turns, and sleepless nights, because
I’m not broken yet.” 

Gutierrez is the 31-year-old man
behind the the blog Askheychris
(askheychris.livejournal.com). Today
he’s recording 12 of the 25 tracks he
plans to release as an audio compan-
ion to On the Upswing of Life, Love
and Regret, a self-published 90-page
memoir culled from his online writ-
ing. He and his friend Eric Bee, who
works as a commercial sound editor,
have put together a makeshift studio
using borrowed equipment in a

house near Clark and Diversey: the
wireless mike is transmitting to a
receiver in the living room, which
feeds into a digital camera they’re
using to capture the audio. 

For its first couple years
Askheychris averaged 5,000 hits a
day, mostly from people between the
ages of 16 and 21, but its numbers
have taken a dramatic uptick since
March, when Gutierrez was tied to a
scandal involving his former best
friend, Pete Wentz, bassist and pri-
mary lyricist for the Chicago band Fall
Out Boy, whose latest album, From
Under the Cork Tree, has sold over two
million copies. Gutierrez was suspect-
ed of leaking self-portraits of Wentz
fondling his own semierect penis in
front of a Morrissey poster. The two
had been publicly feuding through
their blogs, and while neither will go
into specifics about their beef, it
appears to have had something to do
with Wentz inappropriately IMing
Gutierrez’s ex-girlfriend. Gutierrez
claims he had nothing to do with the
photos: “I keep saying, if I was gonna
do it, I would’ve made money off it,”
he says. But he doesn’t mind the pub-
licity. After the scandal broke, his blog
peaked at nearly 20,000 hits a day.
Traffic has since slowed to 15,000. “If
I didn’t fully know the power of it, I
wouldn’t have used my journal to
respond to what a certain person from
a certain band did to me,” he says. “I
know it sounds crappy. I know it’s
LiveJournal, and I know how people
my age look upon it, but it does carry
a certain weight.” For the record,
though, “if he’d been in front of me, I
woulda knocked his teeth out.” 

If it hadn’t been for Wentz,
Gutierrez might never have even
started blogging in the first place.
The two had been close since the
mid-90s, having bonded over van-
dalism and hardcore, and for a cou-
ple years they played together in a
band called Arma Angelus. Wentz
left the group in 2002 to concentrate

on Fall Out Boy, and Gutierrez spent
the next two years as their roadie.
The song “Grenade Launcher” on the
band’s 2003 full-length, Take This to
Your Grave, mentions him by name
(“Hey Chris, you were our only friend
/ And I know this is belated, but we
love you back”), and as Fall Out Boy
became more well-known, so did
Gutierrez. The band posted his e-
mail address and IM handle on their
Web site in December of 2003 after
asking him to judge an essay contest
where winners would get into a
secret New Year’s Eve house show in
Boys Town. Fans immediately started
to hound Gutierrez with questions
about the band and himself. “The
first ten were cool, the second ten
were annoying,” he says. “By the 50th
I wanted to stab someone.”  

Gutierrez started Askheychris a
month later as a way to address every-
one’s questions at once, but it evolved
into a personal forum. “I’m not a
writer—I’m a storyteller. That’s all this
is,” he says. He did have some previous
experience: in 1994 Gutierrez started a
zine called deadxstop that he passed
out for free at hardcore shows, and in
the introduction to his book he recalls
telling one of his earliest stories, about
his first kiss, to a “captivated audi-
ence” of “dudes and skanks” at a
party. Much of his blog consists of
transcripts of IM chats with friends
and details about his job as a hair-
stylist at Elizabeth Arden Red Door,
long-distance running, and going to
shows. Some posts are honest
accounts of growing up in a broken

[snip] No good deed will go unpunished. Writing in In These Times, Brian Cook describes the
House Republicans’ immigration bill that has sparked megaprotests: “The act defines ‘smugglers’
of immigrants so broadly that it would include a counselor helping victims of domestic violence, a
church volunteer providing them with food or clothing, or a worker driving a fellow employee to
the bus stop. Such senseless acts of kindness [by citizens or noncitizens] could be rewarded with
up to five years in prison.” —Harold Henderson | hhenderson@chicagoreader.comOur Town
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home, others of failed romance and
hard-won life lessons. For good meas-
ure, there’s also one about having his
pubic hair waxed at work, and anoth-
er about how Gutierrez likes his blow
jobs (enthusiastic, in short). It reads
like a mix of Oprah’s pragmatic feel-
good sermons, James Frey’s bloody-
knuckles recovery-speak, and Henry
Rollins’s defiant machismo: “this is
my testament to not letting you win.
to not letting you get the best of me.
because while i dont have much, what
i do have i will fight tooth and fucking
nail for.”

On the Upswing was printed in an
initial run of 1,000 copies in December,
and features stories about everything
from Gutierrez’s first time masturbat-

ing to a fight he got into on a train on
the way to the Shedd Aquarium. “I
never really wanted to admit to myself
that I wanted to do a book, like, ‘who
would want to read my crap?’” he says.
It was only after regular readers of his
blog kept insisting that he decided to
give it a shot. “I just kept commenting
to them, ‘OK, if I’m going to do this,
you really have to buy it,’” he says. The
first edition, available through askhey-
chris.com, is nearly sold-out, and he’s
currently trying to secure distribution
through Borders. In addition to his first 
spoken-word CD, which he hopes to
release through the Web site later this
spring, Gutierrez is already at work
writing a follow-up. He’s also started
making public appearances: last
month he spoke to 30 fans of his blog

at Adams State College in Alamosa,
Colorado. “It’s pretty amazing that any
college would ask me to come speak,”
he says. “I’m just some kid with a beau-
ty school education and a blog.
Whether it’s 5 or 500—having a captive
audience, talking to them about myself
for 90 minutes—I’d love to keep doing
that.” He’s hoping to include some of
the live reading, recorded by an Adams
student on digital video, as a bonus
track on his CD. 

“It’s surprised me that anyone would
take interest in my life, outside of my
being the guy from the song,”
Gutierrez says. “There are people that
once they get to reading my journal
and it’s not all ‘I hung out with Fall
Out Boy today,’ they move on. That’s
fine—I prefer it that way. But some

people have stayed for the content—or
for the entertainment value.
Essentially that’s what I am: entertain-
ment. But hopefully, along the way,
I’ve made some kids think, too.”   v

continued from page 14

Free Shit

freeshit@chicagoreader.com

To celebrate its 40th anniversary, Peet’s is offering 
a free cup of coffee or tea every day in April from 

1 to 3 PM. Plus, if you stop in on a Friday and buy 
anything after 1 PM, 
you’ll get a free 
quarter pound of 
coffee to take home. 
On weekends 
there are 

complimentary tastings in the 
afternoon where you can learn 
about various brews and 
beans. It’s like a wine 
tasting—but you’ll be 
decidedly less mellow 
afterward. —Megan Roberts

Peet’s Coffee
and Tea
1000 W. North
312-475-9782

Cuppa Joe
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