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T he “worst enemies in the struggle against real
anti-Semitism are the philo-Semites,” writes
DePaul University political science professor

Norman Finkelstein in Beyond Chutzpah: On the
Misuse of Anti-Semitism and the Abuse of History,
scheduled to hit bookstores on August 29.
“Alongside Israel, they are the main fomenters of
anti-Semitism in the world today. Coddling them is
not the answer. They need to be stopped.” Philo-
Semites, he says, are American Jewish elites who
use the Holocaust and the charge of anti-Semitism
to silence any criticism of Israel or themselves, and

at the top of the list he puts Harvard professor and
author Alan Dershowitz. 

Dershowitz responds by calling Finkelstein an
anti-Semite, among other things. And he thinks
DePaul—where, according to the head of his depart-
ment, Finkelstein is popular with students and facul-
ty—should dump him. “I think they think they’re
protected because he’s a Jew,” he told me. “That’s the
defense. ‘Well, how can he be an anti-Semite?
He’s a Jew.’ Well, he’s a Jew and an anti-Semite—
and a neo-Nazi supporter, and a Holocaust trivial-
izer, and a liar, and a falsifier of continued on page 26

Dershowitz, Finkelstein

ON THE COVER: CHRISTIANE GRAUERT (FINKELSTEIN), PAUL HORNSCHEMEIER (GUILFOILE), MARTY PEREZ (EMPTY BOTTLE, DRAG RACING), YVETTE MARIE DOSTATNI (CUPCAKE)
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Whose Holocaust
Is It Anyway?

Why Alan Dershowitz wants 
DePaul professor Norman Finkelstein fired

By Jeffrey Felshman
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Someone
Else’s Muff
Derek Erdman and I are proud
to have coined such phrases as
“Satan controls my robotic vagi-
na” and “I’m all fucked up from
huffing Scotch Guard” [“My
Muff Has Tusks!” August 19].
But the brilliant “My muff has
tusks” was borrowed from the
Kent, Ohio, punk band Sockeye,
because we found it so hilarious.

Julia Rickert

And Red 
All Over
In my review of Stephen
Marshall’s This Revolution
[“Yesterday’s News,” August 19],
I misremembered one of the
characters in Haskell Wexler’s
Medium Cool. The single mother
in that movie, played by Verna
Bloom, is white, not black. 

J.R. Jones

Disappearing
Streak
Thanks for shedding a little light
on the inconsistencies of the Red
Streak [Hot Type, August 19].
I’ve always preferred the RedEye,
but would always pick up both
papers each morning. It’s been
almost two months since I’ve
seen a Red Streak, either near my
home in Lincoln Park or in the
South Loop where I work. Not
that I’m missing out on much by
not reading it now. . .

Jill Bibb

Protesting
Warrior
For as long as violence, crime,
and perfidy in the name of
“social justice” has been a sort of
rite of passage for young, white,
middle-class Americans who
obey their professors, it has been
framed as “activism” that,
although unhelpful, is somehow
proportionate to imagined abus-
es committed by chimeric right-
wing cabals lurking always
behind them as they speak
drunkenly about President Bush
being Hitler in some live/work

space located in a newly gentri-
fied corner of the city. White kid
crime is “speech,” somehow.

In this case [“But Can He Hack
Prison?” August 19] we are pre-
sented with a carefully disheveled
young waif. You’d think the stakes
would be low enough in defending
Hammond that nobody would
have bothered hanging the frame
of “activism” upon his deeds. But
the story is big in local flavor, so I
suppose it had to be covered, and
nobody from ProtestWarrior
delivered a piece on the hacking
incident to the Reader, so I can’t
justifiably be surprised that it was
covered the way it was.

I have been involved with
ProtestWarrior in Chicago for
something close to two years.
Since the attacks detailed in the
piece were committed against
someone else’s Web site, the only
further light I can shed on the
incident is that it came about
towards the end of an escalating
string of attacks from social justice
activists in Chicago which were
intended to intimidate, threaten,
and harass my friends and me. In
fact, the threat to shut down our
Web site was first announced to
PW in Chicago in March of 2004.
The exact date of the attack was
given, indicating that it had been
planned for some time.

Prior to the anti-Iraq-war
demonstration at which the
threat was unveiled, PW had no
chapter in Chicago. The chapter
formed only after a pro-American
rally held earlier that year, which
was organized independently of
both PW and the extreme left,
was counterprotested by the
social justice movement in
Chicago. Their rude and exces-
sive behavior that day presaged a
consistent campaign of attacking
first and then redirecting blame,
to the victim, which only grew
more egregious over time.

Shortly prior to the 2004 RNC
in New York I received an unso-
licited phone call anonymously
warning me that I was “sur-
rounded” and that I shouldn’t go

to New York. I soon discovered
that my name, along with my
home address and phone num-
ber, had been posted to the Web
site from which the buses that
would take protesters to the RNC
were being organized.

Sometime later a video was
published with the names, home
addresses, phone numbers, and
faces of about ten Chicago-based
center-right activists. The video
ended with an animation of the
PW logo being shot up with a
gun. The video began with images
of swastikas and Nazis, recalling
incidents which occurred
throughout the country during
the 2004 election, in which social
justice activists used gasoline to
burn large swastikas into the
lawns of Republican voters.

The whole business of “outing”
Republicans has been a revealing
fixation of theirs. Another unre-
lated example would be the pub-
lishing of the names of RNC dele-
gates and the location of their
hotels alongside the cloddish
incitement that “the world isn’t
dying, it’s being killed, and the
people killing it have addresses
and phone numbers.” But aside
from the threat of malicious
spam, no one was really con-
cerned about being identified as
PW members. While the social
justice movement covers their
faces with bandannas when
speaking their truest convictions
or shriek about “persecution”
whenever their message, means,
motives, and associations are
called into criticism, those of us
who have gone out into the street
with our support for the U.S.’s
prosecution of a war against ter-
ror haven’t seen the need for such
protections.

I’ve been physically assaulted;
women who have stood with us
have been physically assaulted.
Last fall one woman who was to
join us at an army recruitment
facility was too frightened to
leave her car as she put it in
park, as it was immediately

“The FBI 
said Jeremy
Hammond had
hacked into a
conservative
Web site called
ProtestWarrior
and stolen
credit-card
numbers,
intending to
use them 
to charge 
donations to
liberal and 
radical groups
such as the
ACLU and the
Communist
Party USA.”
—“But Can He
Hack Prison?”
by Christopher
Hayes, August
19
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this, yet they have persisted in
carrying forward this com-
bustible affair.” The paper begged
for a “rediscovery of reason.”

After the march the Tribune let
out a sigh of relief. “The planners
and participants can consider
their job well done, and the resi-
dents of the capital, who had to
put up with a day’s inconven-
ience, are entitled to acknowledg-
ment of their patience. Such ora-
tory as there was was less super-
heated than might have been
expected.” (The oratory included
the “I have a dream” speech of Dr.
Martin Luther King.)

Around 300 marchers returned
to Chicago and demonstrated
outside the Sun-Times. They’d
expected better from that paper.
“It was quite obvious that the
[Washington] rally was com-
posed largely of responsible and
substantial people who were in
control,” the Sun-Times editorial
page allowed. Nevertheless, “the
time has come for the demonstra-
tions for civil rights to be taken
off the streets and into the confer-
ence rooms.” The paper hoped
that among the march’s leaders
“were some who agree with this
advice for the future conduct of
the civil rights crusade.”

Two years ago the Library of
America published a two-volume
anthology Reporting Civil Rights,
a history of race in America from
1941 to 1973 as written on the fly
by journalists. The anthology’s
one shortcoming is that it mis-
represents civil-rights coverage.
The journalism it presents is dis-
tinguished. A vast amount of the
journalism it omits was dismal.

4 CHICAGO READER  |  AUGUST 26, 2005  |  SECTION ONE

Hot Type

By Michael Miner 

B racing John H. Johnson’s
conviction that a national
market existed for a mid-

dle-class black press was a white
press where condescension
reigned. When Emmett Till was
murdered in 1955 a Sun-Times
editorial that began, “A revolting
crime against humanity has been
committed in Mississippi,” ended
with a pitying reflection: “A man
cannot help it if his skin is black,
but a man whose black heart
leads him to lynching has only
himself to blame for his crime.”

Forty-two years ago this week
white papers viewed the great
march on Washington with fore-
boding. “Today is a day to
breathe a prayer for peace in
Washington,” wrote the Sun-
Times on August 28, 1963. “This
is the day of the march for civil
rights in the nation’s capital and
the dread specter of possible vio-
lence hangs over the proceeding.”
The Sun-Times, “of course,
approves of the fundamental
cause of civil rights. It does not,
however, approve of the march
as a method to dramatize that
cause.” The risks were too great.

Daily News columnist
Raymond Moley wrote that the
“apprehensions” of labor leaders
that the march would get out of
hand “are shared by most
informed people.” The Tribune,
the paper of Lincoln, cited French
sociologist Gustave Le Bon to 
the effect that “like the savage 
and the child . . . the crowd is
intolerant of anything interposed
between its desires and their 
realization. . . . The organizers of
the Washington march know all 

Look Back in Anger
The shameful coverage of civil rights in the 60s shouldn’t be lost to history

hottype@chicagoreader.com
www.chicagoreader.com/hottype

If you’ve been “synagogue shopping” lately, you know that this is a
revolutionary program. But we at KAM Isaiah Israel know that once

you experience the community, the lifelong educational program, the
music, and spirituality that we offer, you’ll want to become a

permanent part of the KAMII family. We are located in Hyde Park,
only 15 minutes south of the Loop.

High Holiday tickets include a 
one-year family membership

High Holiday tickets are $250 per family and include all family members in the household;
synagogue membership for one year is included. This program is available for those who apply
before Rosh Hashanah. It does not apply to religious school or nursery school fees and is 
offered to those who are new to KAMII or have not been a member of KAMII at anytime dur-
ing the past five years.

KAM Isaiah Israel
1100 East Hyde Park Boulevard, Chicago, IL 60615

773.924.1234  •  Fax: 773.924.1238
info@kamii.org  •  www.kamii.org

Call 773.924.1234
Ask for Sandy Lieberman, Executive Director

Come for the 
High Holidays.
Stay for the Year.
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I t’s a stretch to say we
were closer. The Cuban
missile crisis was a real
showdown over a real

issue, and many on both
sides feared—and a few
hawks hoped—that the con-
frontation would end in war.
In contrast, the Able Archer
incident (the pivotal moment
came in November, inciden-
tally, not October) was mainly
a manifestation of Soviet jit-
ters during the regime’s
twilight years. U.S. officials
didn’t know anything was up
at first and were surprised to
learn of the frantic atmosphere in
Moscow. Still, the possibility that the
world would be vaporized over a misun-
derstanding was a constant fear during
the cold war (I won’t claim the threat has
entirely subsided), and in 1983 we drifted
closer to the edge than one likes to think.

According to a 1997 CIA analysis by
Benjamin Fischer, the incident had its
roots in Soviet anxiety over the U.S.
defense buildup that began during the
Carter administration. The Russians
knew they couldn’t compete and feared
they would soon be outgunned. Possibly
they were also spooked by stepped-up
probes of their early-warning intelligence
system and other mind games played by
the American military starting shortly
after Ronald Reagan took office.
Whatever the impetus, Soviet leaders
persuaded themselves that the U.S. was
planning a sneak nuclear attack and in
1981 ordered their spies to look for evi-
dence in an effort incongruously code-
named RYAN, the Russian acronym for
“nuclear missile attack.”

Soviet nervousness ratcheted up a cou-
ple notches in February 1983 as the U.S.
prepared to deploy next-generation
Pershing II nuclear missiles in West
Germany, just a few minutes’ flight from
the Soviet Union. In March Reagan
denounced the USSR as an “evil empire”
and shortly afterward announced the
“Star Wars” missile-defense initiative. This
was supposed to make the U.S. invulnera-

ble to Russian nukes, the mere thought of
which freaked the Soviets. In September
the Soviet military, under pressure from
higher-ups for responding lackadaisically
to U.S. incursions, shot down Korean Air
Lines flight 007, which had strayed into
Russian airspace and been misidentified
as a spy plane; all 269 aboard were killed.
The U.S. condemned the attack as evi-
dence of Soviet barbarism. Russian lead-
ers, by now thoroughly paranoid, argued
(and to some extent may have believed)
that the incident was a purposeful provo-
cation and declared that accommodation
with the U.S. was impossible. Further
complicating matters in October were the
U.S. invasion of Grenada and the suicide
bombing that killed 241 American military
personnel in Lebanon.

With tensions at code-red levels, in the
USSR especially, NATO in early November
launched its annual military exercise.
Called Able Archer 83, that year’s version
involved an unusually realistic buildup to
a simulated U.S. nuclear strike. The
Soviets knew about Able Archer but won-
dered if something else was afoot, having
themselves long planned to use war

games as a cover for the real
thing and suspecting the U.S.
might do likewise. On the
evening of November 8 or 9
Moscow reportedly sent a
flash telegram to its western
European outposts claiming
the U.S. had put its forces on
alert and was possibly about
to attack (we hadn’t and
weren’t, Western sources
agree) and asking for confir-
mation.

Meanwhile the Soviets
readied their own defenses.
The most dramatic press
account I’ve seen has Russian
fighter-bombers sitting on the
runways at peak alert with
their engines revving and
their nuclear weapons
primed. Learning of Moscow’s
panic, U.S. national security
adviser Robert McFarlane
decides on his own to scrap a

part of Able Archer that calls for Reagan
and other officials to disappear (I guess
into bunkers) and instead arranges for
the president to be seen in public, reas-
suring the Russians and defusing the cri-
sis. Good story, but I can find no corrobo-
ration of the details and think they’re
partly a garbled version of events and
partly fantasy.

The truth (for now) appears to be that
the Russians raised the alert status of a
dozen nuclear fighter-bombers but pre-
sumably had them stand down later when
no further reports of suspicious U.S.
activity emerged. U.S. officials knew
nothing of Soviet fears and found out
only after the fact following a report from
a Russian double agent in London. Some
contend that when word finally did reach
the White House, Reagan was dismayed
to learn the Russians thought him capa-
ble of precipitating Armageddon and
adopted a more conciliatory approach.
Our side doesn’t come off blameless;
clearly we had been goading the Soviets.
Still, the guys who came closest to push-
ing the button were the frightened old
Bolsheviks running the USSR. 

Exactly what was the deal with Operation Able Archer? I was right smack
in the middle of that whole thing (as a soldier stationed in Germany),
but I still don’t know what exactly happened except that a number of
history books hint that we were actually closer to war in October 1983
than we were during the Cuban missile crisis. —Bill Owen, Cincinnati
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The Straight Dope®
by Cecil Adams

Comments, questions? Take it up with Cecil on the Straight Dope Message Board, www.straightdope.com, 
or write him at the Chicago Reader, 11 E. Illinois, Chicago 60611. Cecil’s most recent compendium of knowledge, 
Triumph of the Straight Dope, is available at bookstores everywhere.

Eighteen days after the 1963
march four black girls died when
a church was bombed in
Birmingham, Alabama. “Only
criminal insanity can explain such
a despicable act,” said the Tribune
editorial page. But the right to live
is one thing, the right to vote
another. In March 1965 President
Johnson asked Congress to pass a
voting rights bill. “To those who
like that sort of thing,” snorted the
Tribune, “Johnson was credited
with hitting a note of high emo-
tion. We suggest that the legisla-
tive process works best when
emotion is wrung out of the dis-
cussion. There is far too much
emotion already about what are
called ‘civil rights.’”

In the Tribune’s view the right
to vote was a so-called civil right.
“In coupling mass voting with the
ideal society,” the editorial contin-
ued, “Mr. Johnson again present-
ed himself as a miracle man who
will bring about the reformation
of mankind’s soul, spread broth-
erhood to the farthest shore, edu-
cate and make everyone healthy,
wealthy, and wise. This is a brand
of socialistic nonsense which even
such medicine men as Upton
Sinclair never had the temerity to

preach in their palmiest days.”
If the price of a free black vote

was socialism, America would be
nuts to pay it. “Poverty is over-
come by men able and intelligent
enough to hold a job,” the
Tribune lectured. “It is overcome
as the post-war West Germans
overcame it—by working harder,
while their neighbors, the British
in especial, hit the featherbed. It
is not overcome by beatnik lie-
ins and the riots of mobs in cities
and on campuses. Nor will it be
overcome by visionary boondog-
gles, politically inspired.”

This blather is evidence of how
far the Tribune has come since. 

Federalism has come a long way
too. In the 60s it grew fat on segre-
gation, taking up the states’ rights
argument for allowing jim crow to
die in bed. The Tribune couldn’t
countenance the Birmingham
bombings, but William Buckley’s
National Review, which would
champion Barry Goldwater for
president the following year, was
able to. “Let us gently say,” it said,
“the fiend who set off the bomb
does not have the sympathy of the
white population in the South; in
fact, he set back the cause of the
white people there so dramatical-
ly as to raise the question whether
in fact the explosion was the act of
a provocateur—of a Communist,
or of a crazed Negro.” The maga-
zine said some evidence support-
ed this possibility.

“And let it be said,” the
National Review declared, “that
the convulsions that go on, and
are bound to continue, have
resulted from revolutionary
assaults on the status quo, and a
contempt for the law, which are
traceable to the Supreme Court’s
manifest contempt for the settled
traditions of Constitutional prac-
tice. Certainly it now appears that
Birmingham’s Negroes will never
be content so long as the white 

A two-volume
anthology pres-
ents a history of
race in America
from 1941 to 1973
as written on the
fly by journalists.
The journalism it
presents is distin-
guished. A vast
amount of what it
omits was dismal.

continued on page 6



In the view of this conservatism,
which has slowly taken over the
country, the cure for jim crow was
far worse than the disease. 

Clueless in
Chicago
The David Radler indictment let
Jim Thompson claim the only vin-
dication open to him: blameless-
ness on account of cluelessness.
“They either falsified the docu-
ments or kept them from the audit
committee and the board,”
Thompson told the Tribune ’s
John Kass after Radler was indict-
ed on August 18. “I’ve served on

6 CHICAGO READER  |  AUGUST 26, 2005  |  SECTION ONE

Hot Type

more than a dozen corporate
boards, and I’ve never been lied to
before by management.”

As head of the audit committee
of the Hollinger International
board, Thompson was supposed
to be the guardian at the gate,
challenging anyone who
approached the stockholders’
treasure. The committee met reg-
ularly with Radler, who in addi-
tion to being publisher of the
Sun-Times was president, COO,
and deputy chairman of the board
of Hollinger International. These
meetings would be followed by
meetings of the full board, which
looked to Thompson’s committee
for direction. During the period
from January 1999 to May 2001
Hollinger was allegedly defrauded

of more than $32 million by
Radler, Hollinger attorney Mark
Kipnis, and Ravelston, a private
holding company Radler ran with
Hollinger chairman Conrad
Black. (According to civil suits
now being litigated, Black, Radler,
and their friends actually raked
off many times that.)

Thanks to a bizarre ownership
structure, Black and Radler con-
trolled Hollinger International
through Ravelston despite holding
relatively little Hollinger stock.
This arrangement made the value
of that stock of dubious impor-
tance to them. The indictment
explains, “Every $100 that was
transferred out of International
and into Ravelston . . .would cost
[Black and Radler] $19, but give

continued from page 5

population is free to be free.”
Fourteen months later the

National Review weighed in on
the murders of Goodman,
Schwerner, and Cheney in
Mississippi. It noted that a federal
grand jury convened in Neshoba
County had returned indictments
against local police officers. “It is
everyone’s impression, including
ours, that some, at least, of the
Neshoba police are a crummy lot,”
said the magazine airily. “But we
pause for reflection. Are ‘violation
of the Civil Rights Act’ and the
even more tenuous ‘conspiracy to
violate’ going to become a catch-
all charge by which the Federal
Government can get its hands on
nearly any citizen?”

them $79.” A favored means of
making these transfers, according
to the indictment, was to sell off
newspapers and write into the
sales contracts spurious “noncom-
pete” clauses that diverted mil-
lions of dollars of the proceeds to
Ravelston. In one case, Hollinger
allegedly sold newspapers to a
company Radler and other
Ravelston officials partly owned:
they had “in essence, negotiated
an agreement with them-
selves . . . not to compete against
themselves . . . resulting in them
paying themselves . . . approxi-
mately $1.2 million.”

The indictment alleges ten 
separate sales in which the de-
fendants “failed to disclose 
[side deals and payments] to
International’s Audit Committee,
thereby breaching their fiduciary
duty.” A year ago, after Black and
Radler were banished from the
board, Richard Breeden, a former
chairman of the Securities and
Exchange Commission, submitted
a 513-page report to it that
reached the same conclusion
Fitzgerald’s grand jury would
reach: the audit committee had
been “repeatedly and deliberately
misled” by Radler and Black. But
Breeden also assigned moral cul-
pability, and he concluded that
the audit committee’s “ineffective-
ness is primarily a consequence 
of its inexplicable and nearly 
complete lack of initiative, dili-
gence or independent thought.” 

Thompson made his reputation
in 1973 by sending federal judge
Otto Kerner to prison. He per-
suaded a jury that by accepting
racetrack stock while he oversaw
the state’s racing board as gover-
nor, Kerner had deprived the pub-
lic of its “intangible right” to his
honest service. This intangible
right was teased out of the federal
mail-fraud statute; eventually the
U.S. Supreme Court would rule
that the statute didn’t support it,
but by then Kerner was long dead.

Now Fitzgerald has indicted
Radler on the theory that he
schemed to deny Hollinger
stockholders of not only money
and property but their “intangi-
ble right of honest services.”
Fitzgerald says Radler intends 
to plead guilty and cooperate
with the ongoing investigation,
whose ultimate quarry is pre-
sumably Black. 

One onlooker would like it to
be someone else. Anton Kerner
has been trying to vindicate his
father since he died in 1976. “My
interest is not that Thompson
goes to jail,” he e-mailed me, “but
that the standard of justice he
applied to Otto Kerner is either
applied to him or is repudiated
by the Department of Justice.”

Fat chance. Congress wrote
the intangible right to honest
service into law as soon as the
Supreme Court ruled it wasn’t
there. But though shareholders
must have some kind of right to
assume a board of directors isn’t
comatose, a board member sim-
ply isn’t as answerable as a gov-
ernor. Kerner knows that, but
he’s savoring the moment.   v
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Chicago Antisocial

By Liz Armstrong

Awkward lighting cast deep
shadows over a scummy
mattress and limp old

sad-eyed animal costume
attached to the wall, a home-
made Cabbage Patch Kid hang-
ing from the ceiling, rows of
chewed-up cowboy hats. A tan-
gled beaded curtain framed a
dark hallway that led to a short
flight of concrete stairs descend-
ing out into the darkness. And
beyond that: trash-filled muddy
moats around large islands of
gravel, one of them occupied 
by an old moving truck, inside 
of which was a dance party. 

It was the last bash ever at the
Humboldt Park storefront
live/work/play space Camp Gay.
After four years their landlord
isn’t renewing their lease, say the
five dudes who live/work/play
there, because he wants to turn
the first floor into a proper store-
front with a proper store. 

Now, it’s sad to see one alter-

worth the price of admission.” 
But I digress. By midnight last

Saturday, Brooklyn’s Parts &
Labor and the in-house bands
Lazer Crystal and Voltage had 
all set up in different corners of
Camp Gay’s storefront and were
playing round-robin style, a song
at a time. The place was so
packed that I was standing in
Lazer Crystal’s performing area,
straddling a faux philodendron
in a wicker basket. I’m not a
huge fan of any of the bands
individually, but the sound of the
three of them switching off was
almost holy, an ecstatic mix of
The Wall, “Steppin’ Out,” some-
thing you’d hear in a church on
the south side, and emo.

I let my hair fall over my face
and my hips do the talkin’. Some
personal space invader behind
me was pressing his warm 40 
of Cobra between my shoulder
blades so hard I thought it
might break. Then he reached

forward and pressed the carti-
lage flaps covering my ear
canals in and out, making that
conch shell/vacuum sound. I
didn’t mind because, honestly,
that’s one of my favorite ways 
to listen to music.

About an hour into it, Parts &
Labor hit a churning chorus, the
cue for the other two bands to
join in. A carnival-prize-size pink
Care Bear came from out of
nowhere and people threw it
around like a crowd surfer.
When Lazer Crystal’s drummer,
who’d been wearing a face-cover-
ing felt jersey decorated with
stuffed eyeballs, started to flag
because he was too hot, partygo-
ers descended like vultures on
his kit. The cymbals ended up
here, the toms over there, leaving
him with just his kick and snare.
Outside, Mahjongg’s Hunter
Husar was DJing out of the truck
while a handful of people danced
in, on top of, and near it. 

When he first moved into the
space in the fall of 2001, says
Todd Bailey, who’s been there the
longest of the five, “it was a big-
ger nest than it is now.” A hippie
jam band used to live there, and
before that Redmoon Theater
used to practice there. 

“We always wanted to have a
performance space,” says Bailey,
though “at first we tried too
hard.” Initial events included
Bailey hanging naked from the
ceiling by his ankles and Cassette
Jockey (a tape-deck DJ contest)
nights organized by his room-
mate Paul B. Davis (who’s since
moved to England). But they
soon realized that “if you could
have a really short, painfully
artsy event people would come
see something totally legitimate.
And if you could get that out of
the way people would feel good
about having a dance party after-
ward. That way, it wasn’t a totally
boring event that people could
take or leave.”

They’re looking to move the
whole enterprise to another
space, possibly in Garfield Park,
but not immediately. “Living in a
space like this is hard, and usu-
ally run by people who are
younger,” says Bailey, who’s all of
27. “It was a wonderful experi-
ment. I don’t mind leaving some
stuff to the next generation.”

Iknow I should be over it by
now, but every time I hear

Wednesday referred to as
“hump day” I giggle. If you do
too, there’s a party at Big Horse
Lounge for you. Every
Wednesday for the past month
and a half, the Wicker Park taco
stand has turned its back room
over to a bumpin’ disco party.

My friend Joe stumbled upon
it a few weeks ago and had such
a good time he asked another
friend to make flyers for the next
one, even though neither one of
them had anything to do with
the event officially. Joe loved the
DJ so much he gave him a DJ
name—Paris Loves Paris—but
the friend who made the flyer
wanted to name him DissKo. So
they put both names on there,
along with the guy’s real name,
Cesario Huerta. They dubbed 
the night Do Your Body a Favor,
after the line in Annie Hall
where Annie’s friends are trying
to persuade Alvy to try cocaine. 

Two Wednesdays ago about 
a hundred people showed up,
dressed all shiny and glam-
orous, and Huerta outdid him-
self: the longest diva howls into
outer space I’ve ever heard,
glorious xylophone solos, horn
trills from heaven. We danced
until our heads were wet and
the place reeked of BO. I went
from the floor back to the bar
dizzy, like I’d been on a cruise
ship for weeks. I was feeling
my way around in the inky
darkness when wham—what
felt like a million-watt violet
strobe sucker punched me. I’m
seasick thinking about it even
now, but it was a black eye I
was happy to get.   v

native space close its doors, but
it’s downright alarming to see
half a dozen go down at once.
Buddy, Diamonds, Foundation
Gallery, and Alterspace have all
recently either folded or threat-
ened to. The kids at Wicker
Park’s Hey Cadets! were evicted
after their first event, though
they’ve since taken over
Diamonds’ old digs. And a few
Fridays ago Texas Ballroom was
raided by a couple dozen police
before their show, advertised as
“a multimedia war between good
and evil,” had even begun. Police
told residents that they’d read
about it in the Sun-Times, where
Jackie Harvey-like columnist
Chris Whitehead wrote about it
after being handed a flyer by a
“young man” at an el stop: “I
haven’t been there, don’t know
anything about it, but the young
man says he plays bass and
dances like Prince and James
Brown, which alone ought to be

antisocial@chicagoreader.com

Top: Disco lovers at the Big Horse Lounge, Lazer Crystal at Camp Gay. Bottom: Todd Bailey playing in Voltage, trash pile, and partygoer at Camp Gay.

Another One Bites the Dust
Last rites at Camp Gay
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of Rob Lowe from the 90 Day Men—
are also club mainstays. And on
September 17, five employees of Bla—
plus Norwegian rock band JR Ewing
and DJ Joakim Haugland—will come
to the Bottle to return the favor.  

Pete Toalson, who programs the
Empty Bottle, has been building ties
with various movers and shakers on
the Oslo music scene for the last four
years or so. In March 2002, while
presenting the first Chicago shows by
Norwegian electronica artists Kim
Hiorthoy and Martin Horntveth, he
struck up a friendship with
Haugland, the owner of the

Smalltown Supersound label, who
was also on the program that night.
Inspired by Pipeline 2000, a musi-
cian exchange between Chicago and
Stockholm organized by John
Corbett and Ken Vandermark a few
years earlier, Toalson proposed doing
something similar with musicians in
Chicago and Oslo. 

He talked further with Hoagland
and met Bla booker Erica Berthelsen
on his first trip to Norway later that
year, but in the end it was Berthelsen
and Bla who figured out a way to set
up the exchange—and not just with

[snip] Boeing customers you never heard of. Daniel Gross made this list
for Slate: the Indian low-cost carrier SpiceJet, China Cargo Airlines, Shenzen
Airlines, Brazil’s GOL Airlines, Chile’s LAN Airlines, Ethiopian Airlines,
Vietnam Airlines, Lion Air (the first discount airline in Indonesia), Air Algerie,
and Air Angola. —Harold Henderson | hhenderson@chicagoreader.comOur Town

The Bottle (right) and its Norwegian counterpart, Bla

M
A

RT
Y 

PE
RE

Z 
(B

O
TT

LE
), 

M
A

RT
E 

H
EL

GE
SE

N
 (B

LA
)

continued on page 13

Great Ideas

Socialized
Medicine and
Now This
Empty Bottle staffers get a
working vacation courtesy of
the Norwegian government
By Peter Margasak

L ast week Empty Bottle owner
Bruce Finkelman had four
employees studying homemade

flash cards labeled with various
denominations of Norwegian curren-
cy. They’ll need to be able to count
kroner: when they arrive in Oslo with
a crew of local musicians later this
week, they’ll be staffing a club called
Bla for a night in a most unusual
form of cultural exchange. “It’s all
about trying to bring a little piece of
the Empty Bottle to Oslo,” Finkelman
says. The musicians headed over—
art-rock trio Pit Er Pat, hip-hop MC
Diverse, and Lichens, the solo project
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the Empty Bottle, but with clubs in
Moscow, London, Copenhagen,
Berlin, and Goteborg, Sweden. “The
reason we could do it this year and on
this scale is because we’re celebrating
the 100-year anniversary of our liber-
ation from Sweden, which is a huge
yearlong celebration in Norway,” says
Berthelsen. Three public grants—
from the Norwegian departments of
cultural affairs and foreign affairs as
well as a fund specifically dedicated
to the centennial celebration—
financed the project, the Chicago por-
tion of which will cost more than
$20,000 even with discounted air-
fares and hotel accommodations. 

Packing the club off to remote
locations isn’t new for Bla, which
opened in 1998. Last year the owners
took 45 musicians, 23 staff members,
and two 18-wheelers’ worth of equip-
ment more than 600 miles to the
coastal Norwegian town of Molde for
its annual jazz festival. 

During the Chicago exchange
Empty Bottle bartenders Jill Coyne
and Mike Tsoulos will be behind the
bar and Bob Johnson will be collecting
money at the door; Toalson and
Finkelman are also going over. To add
some more Chicago flavor to the visit
Finkelman plans to bring along bottles
of Wild Turkey and tamales from the
Mexican vendor who routinely hawks
them at the club from a plastic cooler.
In turn, the Bla staff is bringing aqua-
vit, a potato-based spirit flavored with
caraway seeds, and Jarlsberg cheese to
share with Bottle patrons. 

Bla’s done the exchanges with the
clubs in Berlin and Moscow, and
Berthelsen deems them great success-
es. “Nobody had ever heard the band
the [Russians] brought,” she says.
“The music was kind of balalaika-ish,
and the DJ was really commercial, but
the club was packed with Russian
immigrants, and everyone was drink-
ing a lot of vodka. Everyone was
totally pissed. It was great.” She
laments that since so many
Norwegians speak English the
Chicago exchange is unlikely to cause
much cultural confusion. “There was
some real charm in going into a bar
and having the bartenders only 
speak Russian or really bad English.
There were some wrong drink
orders, but nothing bad.”   v

Public Displays

The Litter
Sweater
Jonathan Gitelson turns a
common nuisance into art

By Susannah J. Felts

I t takes Jonathan Gitelson less
than a minute to blanket his car
with the sort of square glossy fly-

ers that are to cars parked near
nightclubs what bird shit is to those
beneath certain trees. Last summer,
shortly after he moved across the
street from the Funky Buddha
Lounge, Gitelson began finding his
Honda Civic bombed by as many as
ten flyers daily, often the same ads
over and over. (Green Dolphin Street
and a strip club on 144th Street are
repeat offenders, he says.) The near-
by sidewalks were littered with hun-
dreds more that had been removed
from other cars or abandoned in
stacks by derelict distributors. “I had
the idea that I wanted to do some-
thing with them, but I wasn’t sure
exactly what,” says Gitelson, who is,
among other things, a photographer.
“Over time I got the idea of making it
look like my car was buried under a
mountain of them.”

He began collecting them and by
January had enough to begin fastening
them to a canvas car cover he’d bought
at an auto parts store. After botched
attempts with a staple gun and “a
bunch of crappy techniques,” he hit on
the idea of threading the cards
through the middle, as if sewing on a
button, which allows them to overlap
and bend to the shape of the Civic.

This spring Gitelson began photo-
graphing the car and cover parked in
front of some of the businesses
responsible for the ads—Excalibur,
Tini Martini, Ontourage—and posting
the photos on his Web site, thegit.net.
After shooting outside the 144th
Street strip club he was pulled over by
a cop who had watched the shoot. He
wanted to know what was up, and had
radioed his buddies to come take a
look. Gitelson says his shoot at the

Our Town
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Inexplicably dressed-up Bottle staffers Bob Johnson, Jill Coyne, Mike Tsoulos, 
Bruce Finkelman, and Pete Toalson
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Our Town

Congress Theater caused a bit of a
traffic jam on Milwaukee. He’s often
enlisted passersby to help him get
the cover on and off the car (it only
takes ten seconds, he says), and lots
of people have used cell-phone cam-
eras to take their own pictures,
which Gitelson doesn’t mind. When
he photographed the car in front of
the Funky Buddha, several neighbors
told him how much they hated the
flyers. There, he says, “everyone real-
ly quickly picked up on what it was,
quicker than anywhere else.”

He hasn’t gotten too much flack from
club management. Green Dolphin
Street is the only place that’s given him
the boot. “They weren’t sure what I
was doing there,” he says. “They were
like, ‘What is this thing parked in front
of our place?’ I was trying to explain it
while I was photographing it. Once I
felt like I’d gotten enough photos I was
like, ‘Y’know what, I’ll just leave.’” That
film got ruined at the lab, but Gitelson
plans to try again someday soon.

The project’s made him much
more aware of where all the clubs are
in town, he says, but he’s never patron-
ized any of them and doesn’t have any
plans to. I ask him if he’s ever bought
anything or gone anywhere because of
a flyer left on his car. “I would have to
say no,” he says.   v

[snip] Hint: it’s not democracy. Tony Judt
writes in the New York Review of Books:
“There is a precedent in modern Western his-
tory for a country whose leader exploits
national humiliation and fear to restrict pub-
lic freedoms; for a government that makes

permanent war as a tool of state policy and
arranges for the torture of its political ene-
mies; for a ruling class that pursues divisive
social goals under the guise of national ‘val-
ues’; for a culture that asserts its unique des-
tiny and superiority and that worships mili-

tary prowess; for a political system in which
the dominant party manipulates procedural
rules and threatens to change the law in
order to get its own way; where journalists
are intimidated into confessing their errors
and made to do public penance.” —HH

continued from page 13

Gitelson’s Civic
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Feel the Need for Speed?
Satisfy it at your friendly neighborhood state-of-the-art drag strip.
Photographs by Marty Perez By Kari Lydersen

Y ellow, yellow, yellow, green . . . as the last
amber bulb lights up on the “Christmas tree,”
I step on the gas—no, wait, that was the

brake. My 1999 Honda Civic, with its mangled pas-
senger-side mirror, lurches forward as I correct my
mistake. By this time my first run down the profes-
sional drag strip at the Route 66 Raceway in Joliet
is more or less pointless, but I accelerate anyway,
apprehensive but exhilarated as I literally put the
pedal to the metal for the first time in my life. 

In 17 seconds, I get up to 71 miles per hour, a
speed I’ve driven many times. Reaching it in so
short a time, though, on the straight, narrow con-
fines of the quarter-mile strip, it feels much faster.
Professional drivers sometimes get up over 330 in
the same space—shifting five times in four sec-
onds—but today my dusty Civic and I are welcome
here, as are the minivans, pickups, and rusty beaters
lined up alongside gleaming vintage muscle cars,
sleek speedsters, and full-on funny cars. That’s
because this hot Saturday is devoted to one of the
raceway’s popular Test & Tune events, known in the
vernacular as “run what ya brung.” The events draw
a mix of curiosity seekers, serious racers tuning up
their skills for the professional circuit, and street
racers looking for a legal alternative.

In 2003, after sting operations caught young rac-
ers dragging on the southwest side, City Council
passed an anti-drag racing ordinance that instituted
a $500 impoundment fee and $150 towing and
storage fee for violators. “After The Fast and the
Furious came out there was more focus on street
racing,” says Brian Regnerus, who recently left his
job as Route 66’s spokesperson. “So we let people
know this is a safe alternative. Our business grew a
lot after that. It’s an opportunity for 16-year-old
kids who just got their license or 50-, 60-year-old
adults to do it in a controlled, safe environment.
When new cars come out people bring them here to
see if the manufacturers were telling the truth about
how fast they can go. Or you can come out here with
your Yugo, your tractor, or your grocery cart.”

Two cars go down the strip at a time, usually
matched up randomly, and the pro timing equip-
ment logs their performance to a billionth of a sec-
ond. And though there’s nothing riding on the
results, officials are happy to accommodate a
friendly grudge match. 

Route 66, which is adjacent to the NASCAR-
ready Chicagoland Speedway at 500 Speedway
Blvd. in Joliet, holds Test & Tune events almost
every Tuesday evening and some Wednesdays
through September 21. Regular joes simply pay
$25 and pass a minimal safety inspection to take as
many runs down the strip as there is time—usually
three or four per person. Tickets for spectators are
$15; kids under 12 get in free. Call 815-727-7223 or
see route66raceway.com for more info.   v
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Fiction

In his introduction to the new
anthology Chicago Noir, editor

Neal Pollack mourns a city he
remembers from back in the day,
when he labored in the trenches
as a staff writer for this paper.
Pollack’s ideal Chicago is a city
pocked with old-man bars and
dubious ethnic restaurants,
“weird little museums” and
empty storefronts—a city that’s
disappearing as planters replace
potholes and tourists replace
workers. His goal in putting
together the collection, one of a
dozen regional tomes in the series
Akashic Books launched last year
with Brooklyn Noir, is to pay
homage to that city. “Chicago
noir,” he writes, “has a special
quality of nostalgia, an extra
dimension that makes nearly
every story seem like an epitaph
for a city now gone.”

Pollack’s eulogy is a bit over-
wrought—there’s still plenty of
grit to be found in these parts.
His nostalgia trip may just be
the result of too much Texas sun;
he now makes his home in
Austin. But the 18 stories that
make up Chicago Noir do share a
certain dusty, wistful air, from
Peter Orner’s “Dear Mr. Kleczka,”
an imagined letter from the
paroled and laughing Nathan
Leopold to an indignant former
neighbor, to Pollack’s own contri-
bution, “Marty’s Drink or Die
Club,” set in a thinly disguised
Simon’s Tavern. Kevin Guilfoile,
author of the recent novel Cast of
Shadows, contributed the story
below. Pollack hits Chicago next
weekend for the Bouchercon
World Mystery Convention, and
he, Guilfoile, and others are pro-
moting the book around town
through September and early
October; check the Readings &
Lectures listings in the coming
weeks for more. —Martha Bayne

The kitchen was small and
square and further
encroached upon by splin-

tered cabinets and ancient appli-
ances, the latter kept in working
order by a combination of the
tenant’s unusual skills and his
hard-to-find tools. The walls of
the musty apartment cracked and
peeled, but mechanical objects,
clocks, lamps, televisions, and
especially radios had been
restored like museum pieces
among the ruins. Anything not
electrical, like walls, bathroom
tile, and ceiling paint, remained
in a state of ongoing neglect.

—Twenty-two-thirteen.
—Twenty-two-thirteen go ahead.
—Yeah, squad, do you have me

logged on?
—Negative. [Pause] Try again

now.
—Am I logged on now?

—Ten-four. I’m sending that
job again.

—Ten-ninety-nine.
This radio, Kimball Dent’s

original creation, had been cob-
bled together from sets aban-
doned in Dumpsters around the
city or in his shop downstairs by
aborted customers who realized
it was cheaper to buy new and
better ones than pay to have
them fixed. For Kimball,
hunched over a late-night bowl
of oatmeal in his kitchen, every
banal word squawking through
the receiver tonight between
shrill fits of static was like a cut
fastball thrown for a strike in the
middle of a perfect game. 

—Keeler and [unintelligible]
with a [unintelligible].

—Seventeen-thirty-five, I can’t
understand a word he’s saying,
his radio’s garbled.

—[Unintelligible] Milwaukee
and Keeler, stalled car blocking
traffic.

—Ten-four.
—Gonna be a red Honda [unin-

telligible]. Need to order a tow.
His heart beating at an acceler-

ated rate, Kimball seized the scan-
ner with both hands and reposi-
tioned it on the table for better
reception. He didn’t want to miss
a single thrilling exchange.

—Can I get an RD for a zero-
four-six-zero?

—Your RD is Henry-King-four-
zero-four-six-four-three, Henry-
King-four-zero-four-six-four-three
on event number zero-eight-six-
two-five. Zero-eight-six-two-five.

—Ten-four. Thanks.
The old analog clock on his

stove read 10:55. If it continued
like this for another sixty-five
minutes, until midnight, he would
be a witness to Chicago history.

—I still can’t log on. Hold me
down going in for a new PDT.

—One-three-three-five, please
call me in the sergeant’s office.

The Holy Grail of the police
scanner hobbyist.

—Can I get a female for a search?
A Zero-Zero Day.

—Twenty-one-ten.
—Twenty-one-ten, go ahead.
—Anyone know of a Dominick’s

near Paulina and Ogden with a
Western Union [unintelligible]
currency exchange?

Last year there had been over
600 homicides and more than
3,000 “aggravated batteries by
firearm” within the city limits. The
last time Chicago had a Zero-Zero
Day, a twenty-four-hour period,
midnight to midnight, with no
murders and no shootings, was
1999, and as far as Kimball knew
there were no witnesses then. No
ears listening in on the scanner
with an appreciation of the event
as it occurred. No one anticipat-
ing the countdown to midnight
the way he and dozens like him
were doing just now. 

—Yeah, uh, we were following
a youth on a bike that fits the
description of a suspect [unintel-
ligible]. We have him on the hood.

—Twenty-one-ten, is that a
negative on the Dominick’s?

In the middle of the Formica-
topped table, on the other side of
Kimball’s oatmeal but still at
arm’s length, was an approxima-
tion of a laptop Kimball had
Frankensteined from computers
so obsolete that cash-strapped
schools wouldn’t even accept
them as donations. Scanning
enthusiasts from across the
country were instant messaging
with Chicago hobbyists demand-
ing the latest news on the lack of
news, and the conversation
scrolled up the screen with the
speed of a stock ticker. Curiously,
cops and dispatchers weren’t
even acknowledging the feat over
their radios. Maybe they were
afraid of jinxing it. Maybe the
different shifts and the different
districts had no way of compar-
ing notes in real time. Maybe
they wouldn’t have any idea what
had happened until the CPD
command staff had their briefing
in the morning. It was funny to
think the scanning community
shared real-time intelligence bet-
ter than the Chicago PD. That
notion made Kimball chuckle.
He spat wet cinnamon and oat-
meal onto a small auburn oval of
mustache and goatee, then
rubbed his face with a moistened
washcloth he kept on hand for
mealtime grooming.

—I just on-viewed a traffic
accident at 95th and Pulaski.
Hold me down over here and dis-
patch EMS for me, please, squad.

—[Unintelligible] medic [unin-
telligible] contact the station.

—Ten-four. Let me know if you

Zero Zero Day
Excerpted from Chicago Noir, a new collection of

short stories edited by Neal Pollack

By Kevin Guilfoile | Illustration by Paul Hornschemeier
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need any more help over there.
His phone rang, a lovely clap-

per-and-drum trill. He allowed
those awful digital tones neither
in his home nor in his shop,
where the synthetic tweeting
might go on for minutes, unno-
ticed and unanswered under the
din of labor, static, and police
dispatcher conversation.

“Hullo?”
“Dent!” It was Jen Colino. In

the background, her own scan-
ner, an expensive Radio Shack
Pro-96, belched in harmony with
the homemade one in Kimball’s
kitchen. “Amazing, huh? Amazing!
Do you think it will hold up?”

“Dunno,” Kimball said, now
wondering if the cops weren’t
right to observe a superstitious
moratorium on discussion of the
Zero-Zero in progress. “We’ll
know in an hour.”

“Wanna come over for the finish?
I’ll open a bottle of champagne
at midnight. Like New Year’s.”

Kimball sighed. He didn’t have
a girlfriend, hadn’t for a long
time, and Jen Colino was the
only woman availing herself to
him currently. They had plenty
in common. She was a scanner-
head. She was sweet and kind of
pretty, maybe a little fleshy

around the face and under the
arms, but no more than he was.
Jen was plenty attractive enough,
was his point. But if they became
a couple she would be over every
night. She would make chicken
and they’d track the scanner
together, but she would want to
talk. Constantly. Over the dis-
patchers. Over the cops. Over the
paramedics. Although nearly
every one of his friends was, like
Jen, a member of the All Chicago
Scanner Club, Kimball believed
his hobby was a solitary pursuit,
and he wasn’t ready to give up his
bachelor benefits for a warm body
on the couch just yet. “No, I don’t
think so,” he said to Jen now. “I
don’t want to miss anything.”

All his life Kimball had chosen
paths he could walk by himself.
Maybe his parents imprinted
that on him when they made him
an only child. When he was a boy
he loved jigsaw puzzles, and
from there it was a small step to
taking apart radios and fitting
the pieces back together. He
liked keeping his own schedule.
Answering to no one but his cus-
tomers, who were in and out of
his shop as quickly as it took
them to set a television on his
counter and get an estimate. The

people he felt
closest to, the
dispatchers he
knew by name
and the cops
he recognized
by beat tags,
didn’t even
know he
existed.

Kimball
cupped his
right hand at
his temple and
leaned against
the kitchen
window, peer-
ing down at a
refrigerated
truck idling at
the four-way

stop below. With his eyes he
could follow Grand Avenue east
all the way to downtown but
Racine only as far south as the
Metra tracks on the other side of
Hubbard. The Italian joint
across the street was playing host
to its Monday-night-lasagna reg-
ulars and a fleet of Caddies and
Lincolns were squeezed into the
angled parking spaces in the tiny
lot. Along with the bakery and
butcher and the storefront men’s
club down the street, Salerno’s

was one of the last landmarks of
the old neighborhood. There was
still an Italian for every yuppie
on this thin sliver between the
expressway and the meatpacking
district, but you couldn’t really
call it an Italian neighborhood
anymore, not like the Polish and
Korean blocks up Northwest
where hardly anyone spoke
English and you had to check
with your waiter twice before you
put a spoonful of anything in
your mouth. There were still a
handful of aging or wannabe
wiseguys about. A few of them
passed the hot days in lawn
chairs on the sidewalk in front of
the bakery, telling tales of the
great Italian migration of the
’50s, from Cabrini-Green up
Grand all the way to Harlem. But
in the condo sales brochures and
restaurant listings, this neigh-
borhood was River West now, a
name as stripped of ethnicity as
the realtors could manage.

“I could come over there,” Jen
offered. 

“That’s okay,” Kimball said. “I
mean, I’m kind of tired. I’m
going to bed right after mid-
night.” He added, “Or sooner, if
somebody gets capped.” 

“Oh. Okay.” The disappointed

silence was interrupted briefly by
a unit responding to an alarm at
a Clybourn clothing boutique and
then continued for thirty seconds
or more, as Kimball lingered with
one ear pressed against the
phone receiver and the other lis-
tening for the dispatcher. 

Then the buzzer rang downstairs.
“Someone’s at the door, Jen. I

gotta go.”
“Who would be coming over at

this hour?” 
Her words were armed with

jealousy and Kimball wanted to
defuse them. “Could be a cus-
tomer,” he said. 

“You shouldn’t answer. You’ll
miss the Zero-Zero.”

“I’ll call you tomorrow.”
“Okay. Call me.”
Kimball hung up the phone

and walked to the intercom,
smudged with greasy finger-
prints, next to the apartment
door. With some frequency, folks
from the neighborhood brought
their televisions to Kimball’s
apartment after-hours. It most
often happened on nights of
Bulls playoff games. A desperate
basketball fan might arrive at his
doorstep, TV set cradled in his
arms like a sick baby. Kimball
continued on page 22
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tolerated such visits and even
encouraged them. His services
might not be needed much any-
more in the era of disposable
electronics, but they valued his
skills when appliance stores were
closed for the night. 

He pressed the button and
talked at the beige box in the
wall. “Yeah?” 

“Kimball?” a voice replied.
“Lemme in.”

“Who is this?”
“Gerry!”
“Gerry,” Kimball repeated.
“It’s me. Genuine. My TV in

your shop. You gotta let me in.”
Genuine Gerry was a neighbor-

hood character of indefinite
Central Asian origin. Possibly
Kyrgyzstan. Turkmenistan.
Tajikistan. One of those. It would
be a stretch to call him a neigh-
borhood resident, as he didn’t
exactly have an address. To get by,
Gerry relied on good weather and
the generosity of others, and in
Chicago the latter was just margin-
ally more reliable than the former. 

Story was he had been a
Comiskey Park beer vendor. His
nickname was from the Miller
Genuine Drafts he once poured
from his tray. Allegedly he’d been
fired over an aggressive response
to a drunken fan’s insult. Since
the spring, he parked cars at a
new jazz club around the corner
on Ogden, spending the hours
from 7 PM to 3 AM in an alu-
minum and glass box the size of
two old-fashioned phone booths
welded together. His most prized
of few possessions was a tiny
eight-inch black-and-white TV,
but during the day it wasn’t safe
in the parking lot booth. By long-
standing agreement, when he left
his shift, Genuine would hide the
television on Kimball’s second-
story back porch. In the morning,

Kimball would retrieve the TV
and take it into his shop for safe-
keeping until 6 o’clock on the
nose, right at closing, when
Genuine would stop by and
retrieve it for the night. Twice
Kimball had made minor repairs,
once to the antenna and once to
the loose knob, without charging
Genuine or even mentioning
what he had done. 

“Yeah, okay,” Kimball said. “I’ll
be right down.”

Kimball slipped back into the
kitchen to get a quick bead on
news coming over the scanner.
Nothing going on, just a trespass-
ing call from the University of
Chicago library. Gerry leaned on
the buzzer three times in annoying
succession, and Kimball grabbed
his keys, spun out the door, and
sprinted down the steps. 

Genuine was hopping on the
sidewalk, arms rigid at his sides,
his long, curly black hair, Ace
Frehley hair, you know, from
KISS, Jen had called it, bouncing
around his head. Kimball had
seen him high before, although he
was never certain what combina-
tion of herbs, inhalants, liquors,
powders, or pills got Gerry off.

“Let’s make this quick, Gerry,”
Kimball said. “I’m kind of busy.”

“Oh yeah, oh yeah,” Genuine
said. “You have a lady up there?
Jennifer?”

“No, man.” Kimball said.
“Just . . . stuff. It’s late.”

“I know. I know. This is the case.” 
Kimball pegged Gerry at about

his own age, forty, and wherever
he was from originally his accent
didn’t sound foreign, exactly. His
English was occasionally quirky
but always understandable, even
in his present state, and his
dialect sounded more like a nasal-
ly amalgam of Chicagoese and
urban slang than it did Middle
Eastern or Russian. His body

rigid, Gerry continued to hop like
he was underdressed for the cold.
But the night air couldn’t have
been much below seventy.

Kimball pushed aside the pad-
locked iron cage that stretched
across the door to his shop and
unlocked two dead bolts and
then waved Genuine Gerry
inside. Gerry rubbed his hands
together and blew on them. “It’s
right here,” Kimball said, walk-
ing quickly back to his work-
bench. He lifted the set by the
handle and held it out, but Gerry
was looking away, his eyes scan-
ning the broken merchandise.

The indoor fluorescent lights
were off, but plastic knobs and
chrome trim twinkled in street
light leaking between the iron
bars on the window. Hundreds of
small appliances lined every wall
in the narrow shop. Some were
awaiting repair. The ones that
had been wiped clean and pol-
ished and dusted with com-
pressed air sat near the front of
the shop in anticipation of their
owners. Many were shells, par-
tially hollow, which Kimball had
cannibalized for parts.

Gerry counted the shelves with
his finger, one, two, three, four,
five, six, all the way up to the
ceiling. “You got any of those flat
screens in here? Whatyacallem?
Plasma TVs?”

“Not today,” Kimball said, still
holding the television in his out-
stretched arm. “Sometimes,
though. Most of them are under
warranty. Repaired by the manu-
facturer. Occasionally I get one
of, uh, dubious origin that needs
to be fixed.”

“Dubious?”
“Well, I don’t know for sure, 

of course, but when a plasma
comes in here I usually suspect
it’s been stolen.”

“Uh-huh. And whaddya do?”

“I fix it. It’s none of my busi-
ness where it came from.”

Gerry began walking the
perimeter of the dark shop,
examining each television, radio,
toaster oven, and computer. He
didn’t look ready to leave.
Kimball leaned impatiently on
his left hip. Of course, if he didn’t
hate confrontation so much he
would have told Gerry months
ago to find a new place to stash
his crappy little TV. The secret to
a solitary existence is to never
make waves. Entanglements are
just like they sound, ways in
which you and other people are
hopelessly entwined. Kimball
reached up on a shelf and turned
one of several in a row of police
scanners to low volume.

—Go ahead.
—We’re at the CITGO at [unin-

telligible]. We have an individ-
ual refusing to leave. It’s going to
be a black male [unintelligible].

“Most of the stuff I get nowa-
days is old,” Kimball explained.
“Stuff with sentimental value, or
obsoletes the Compaqs and the
Sonys and the RCAs no longer
make. Big console sets. Lots of
record players. Tape machines.
That kind of thing.” 

Gerry turned to face him. “I
need money.”

“What?”
“Hundred-fifty dollars. I don’t

give him, he cracks me up.”
“Who?”
“The man. The man in the

green car.”
Kimball had no idea what

Gerry was talking about, but he
assumed the man in the green
car was a drug dealer. What else
could he be? On the other hand,
what dealer would give a guy like
Genuine a line of credit? 

“I’m sorry, Gerry. I don’t have
any money.” He was still holding
the television, waiting for

Genuine to take it.
“Maybe I take something from

here,” Gerry said. “Something
worth hundred-fifty.”

“No. No. No.” Kimball walked
toward Gerry and tried to force
him, again, to take back his own
set. “These things belong to my
customers.” Gerry was still study-
ing the merchandise. “Come on,”
Kimball said. “You have to get
back to work. Back to the club.”

“This is why it’s a good idea,
Kimmy,” Gerry said. “These
things, they don’t belong to you.
I take them, you tell the owner it
was stolen. Oops.”

“No. Come on. Leave.” He put his
hand lightly on Gerry’s arm and
tried to guide him toward the door. 

Genuine Gerry spun away
from Kimball and when he
regained his balance, his right
hand was holding a pistol, point-
ed away, toward the wall.

“What the hell, Gerry?”
“You let me take something. I

take something or I shoot it, your
choice. You ever fix television full
of bullets?”

—Can I get a description?
Suspect will try to blend in here.

—White T-shirt. Long black
jean shorts. Short Afro.

“Genuine, come on. Put the
gun away.”

Gerry was leaning over a set of
twin turntables Kimball had
already repaired and tagged for
pickup. “What are these?”

“Turntables,” Kimball said.
“Record players. You know, for a
DJ.” He made a noise in the back of
his throat like a scratching record.

“I should take.”
“No. No, you can’t, Gerry.”
Genuine took one step back,

turned his head away, shut his
eyes tight, and fired a bullet into
the machine.

“Gerry! Shit!”
continued on page 24
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“I told you. You let me take or I
destroy. Either way you lose.”

“No. No. No. Look, settle
down.” Kimball studied the situ-
ation nervously. Gerry seemed
terrified of his own pistol and he
held it away from his body the
way you would a snake or a lit
match. “Gerry, you have things
you can sell.” Kimball held up the
set. “You have a television.
Obviously, you have a gun.”

Genuine shook his head.
“Television is crap. Gun is not
mine.” He waved at an old
Waring blender on the counter.
“What is this worth?”

“Not a hundred and fifty bucks.”
With a sharp, stabbing motion,

Gerry shot the blender twice at
short range. The bullet pierced
the glass pitcher and ricocheted
off the concrete floor with a ping.
Kimball ducked and covered his
head, although if the bullet had
been coming for him his evasive
action would have been far too
late. This had to stop. 

He took a step forward. Gerry,
his back turned, was looking for
his next mechanical victim.
Kimball put an arm around his
shoulder. Gerry twitched but
didn’t move away. Kimball

reached slowly for the gun.
Genuine began to weep. He sur-
rendered the pistol and put his
hands to his eyes. “Please,”
Genuine sobbed. “Ple-ee-ease
just give me money.”

“Gerry, no.”
Genuine turned to Kimball.

His eyes appeared full of hatred.
Because he had seen Gerry cry-
ing? Because Kimball had taken
the gun? Between tears Genuine
yelled, “You goddamn wop! You
fecking dago!”

Kimball blinked at him. Wop?
Dago? These were slurs from
another era. Right street, wrong
decade. And Kimball was a mutt
bred from many ethnicities,
Scotch-Irish, German, even a fam-
ily rumor that would have made
him one-sixteenth Sioux Indian
and, if proven true, eligible for a
low-interest business loan. But
he wasn’t Italian at all. Genuine
Gerry didn’t know the first thing
about him and for some reason
that made Kimball angry.

“Relax, Gerry.”
“Give me the money!” Gerry

had squared himself with
Kimball and was waving his taut
arms beside his head. Now that
he no longer had the unfamiliar
pistol in his hand, he seemed less

scared and more agitated.
Quietly, Kimball recognized the
irony in Gerry’s demands, which
had become more confident and
assertive now that Kimball had
the gun. He also recognized the
upside-down logic of his own
fear, which had likewise and just
as oddly become more intense. 

“You’re not going to shoot me,”
Genuine said spitefully. “I know
you. You’re not going to shoot
me.” After one failed attempt, he
lifted himself up on a gray, paint-
ed workbench and sat there, feet
dangling. His tone was mocking.
“Come on, Kimmy. Just a few
bucks. A loan. It is nothing.
Hundred bucks and I leave. No
money, maybe I stay.”

Tears gone as suddenly as they
came, he now smiled an
unfriendly smile. A menacing
smile. The unhinged smile of a
dangerous buzz. Something
about it made Kimball hot under
his skin. This was an outrage. He
had the gun now, after all, and
Gerry was still threatening him.
And threatening him with what
exactly? This is why he preferred
machines to people. Machines
perform exactly as you expect
them to. There’s nothing ironic
about a machine. When a

machine acts erratically you find
the broken link in the chain, and
when you fix it the machine does
just as it’s supposed to. If you
wave a gun in a person’s face you
never know what’s going to hap-
pen. If you wave a gun in a per-
son’s face and you’re still more
scared of him than he is of you,
how do you fix that? 

Kimball pointed the gun at
the ceiling, just to remind Gerry
it was there. “You don’t know
me,” Kimball said. “How do you
know me?”

“What? For years I know you.
You keep my TV safe. In your
shop. We are friends.”

Kimball still wondered how
their relationship had become
inverted. He had the gun in his
hand, but he still didn’t have
control. Genuine continued to
threaten him. Continued to
blather on. Meanwhile, the Zero-
Zero progressed into its final
minutes and he was missing it. 

Genuine Gerry? Ungrateful
Gerry, they should call him. Here
he was, robbing the fellow in the
neighborhood who had been
kindest to him. Kimball had never
been afraid to answer his door,
hadn’t become cynical about help-
ing his neighbors, and for that he

gets an addict blasting away in his
shop, keeping him away from the
scanner, insulting him at all
hours, the waning hours of the
most important day in Kimball’s
otherwise uneventful life.

“I fixed your TV,” Kimball said.
“What?”
“Twice. It was broken. I fixed

it.” Kimball poked the gun at the
new antenna and knob, which
were clearly poached from
another make and model.

“I did not know,” said Genuine,
but the news seemed to please
him. “This what I mean. You are
nice guy. I know you. Now, you
give me money. I leave you alone.”

—He’s in custody. We have him
in custody behind the Office
Depot. He’s got blue jeans and a
green shirt. First name of Jimmy.

—Ten-four.
Cops and robbers, Kimball

thought. On the street, the gun
represents authority and power,
but only when possessed by the
willing. In a gangbanger’s hands,
or a cop’s, a gun has influence
because bangers and cops are
expected to use it. A cop is sup-
posed to exercise restraint, of
course, but a suspect will give
himself up because he knows the
policeman is empowered by the

continued from page 22
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law to shoot him. Genuine Gerry
surrendered his gun because he
realized Kimball was not. If
there are two people, neither of
whom is willing to use the gun,
then the gun is as impotent as
cooked spaghetti. And so is the
man holding it. A cop doesn’t
have power in a roomful of cops.
A cop has power over suspects.
Over civilians. For you to have
power, someone else must be
weaker than you. And a man
alone is by definition powerless.

“You don’t know me,” Kimball

said, and then he did something
unexpected, which was, of
course, the only point of it.

He fired the gun.
Genuine Gerry yelped and fell

forward onto the floor, his legs
up in the air like a baby’s. He was
swearing. “You shot me! You shot
me! You shot me!”

Kimball watched the blood ooze
from under Genuine’s hands,
which were pressed tight, one on
top of the other, against his thigh.
Kimball knew from the scanner
that if the bullet hit the right spot

in the leg it could be a bad bleeder,
and he watched evidence of that
fact form an amoeba-shaped red
pool across the painted concrete
under Genuine Gerry’s body.

“Call the police! Call the ambu-
lance! You fecking dago!”

Kimball walked to the shelf
and turned up the radio. 

—[Unintelligible] domestic.
The neighbor just got home and
said she heard a door slam inside
the apartment. Ex-husband has
physically abused her before. 

—Ten-four.

—Let me know what you have
when you get there.

“Call the ambulance! I’m dying!”
Kimball looked at an old class-

room clock on the wall. It was
11:45. “Fifteen minutes.”

“What?”
“I can’t call 911 for another fif-

teen minutes.”
“Call them now! I am dying!”

The skin on Genuine Gerry’s
face had stretched itself tight
across his skull. There was blood
on his jeans and his hair. When
he tried to close his bulging eyes,

his eyelids didn’t meet. 
“Fifteen minutes, Gerry.”
From the floor Genuine wailed

in five-second bursts and cursed
Kimball in Tajik or whatever.
Kimball turned up the scanner’s
volume knob another quarter
inch and as he waited for the day
to expire, he reminded himself to
call Jen in the morning, as prom-
ised, after he had given his state-
ment to the police. This had been
a night of revelations.

He might even ask Jen to 
dinner.   v
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quotations and documents.”
The two men first met on the

Democracy Now! radio program
in 2003, after Dershowitz pub-
lished The Case for Israel. “I was
supposed to debate [Noam]
Chomsky, and instead he showed
up,” Dershowitz recalls. “And he
was like a little worm.”

Finkelstein started out by accus-
ing Dershowitz of plagiarism,
characterized one of his argu-
ments as a “very lovely bar mitz-
vah speech,” and wound up by say-
ing he wasn’t sure Dershowitz had
even written The Case for Israel. A
few days later Alexander
Cockburn repeated the plagiarism
charge in Counterpunch, and then
Dershowitz and Finkelstein
exchanged letters in the Harvard
Crimson. Finkelstein wrote, “The
book he claims to have written is a
hoax.” Dershowitz briefly defend-
ed his work, then concluded, “I
will no longer dignify false and
empty charges leveled by these
serial fabricators. I rest my case.”

Finkelstein wasn’t about to let
him rest. In Beyond Chutzpah—
the title’s a reference to
Dershowitz’s 1991 book
Chutzpah—he charges that
Dershowitz quoted without
attribution from Joan Peters’s

1984 book From Time
Immemorial: The Origins of the
Arab-Jewish Conflict Over
Palestine. Finkelstein had read
Peters’s book carefully, combing
through the footnotes in an
effort to challenge her sources
and undermine her thesis that
Palestine was practically unpop-
ulated when Jews began moving
there and that most of the Arabs
who fled in 1948 were them-
selves recent arrivals. The use of
“fraudulent history” to cover up
Israeli “crimes” is one of his
favorite themes, and in Beyond
Chutzpah he writes that Peters’s
book is a “colossal hoax.”

Dershowitz counters that he read
the original sources Peters cited
and then quoted the originals. In
one footnote he writes, “See
Peters. Peters’s conclusions and
data have been challenged. . . . I do
not in any way rely on her demo-
graphic conclusions or demo-
graphic data, but I have quoted
several historical quotations that I
first came upon in her book.”

The centerpiece of Finkelstein’s
case that Dershowitz plagiarized
Peters is a quote from Mark Twain
that’s cobbled together from dif-
ferent parts of The Innocents
Abroad in Peters and is quoted in
much the same way in The Case

for Israel. Dershowitz says he
was using this quote before the
Peters book even came out.
Finkelstein also holds up the
word turnspeak, which he says
Peters mistakenly attributed to
George Orwell, probably
intending to use newspeak.
(Actually Peters seems to have
consciously coined the term
without reference to Orwell,
defining it as the “cynical
inverting or distorting of facts,
which, for example, makes the
victim appear as culprit.”)
Turnspeak is in pages from the
first edition of The Case for
Israel, which are reproduced in
Beyond Chutzpah. During their
radio interview Finkelstein
attacked Dershowitz for using
the word, and Dershowitz
replied, “I like it.” The current
edition of the book uses
newspeak. Dershowitz says that
Harvard reviewed all of
Finkelstein’s plagiarism charges
and found they had no merit. 

But plagiarism isn’t the main
target of Beyond Chutzpah. “Next
to Alan Dershowitz’s egregious
falsification of Israel’s human
rights record and the real suffer-
ing such falsification causes,”
Finkelstein writes, “Dershowitz’s
academic dereliction seems small

beer.” Finkelstein argued against
what he sees as the abuse of his-
tory in his 2000 book The
Holocaust Industry: Reflections
on the Exploitation of Jewish
Suffering, charging American
Jewish organizations with using
the Holocaust to extort money
from Swiss and German banks,
then giving only a small percent-
age to Holocaust victims. In a
2000 article he describes a con-
ference to determine compensa-
tion for slave laborers at which a
German delegate told him, “On
our side we all feel like we’re
being blackmailed.” He writes
that many Europeans may feel

the same way: “Kept under
wraps in deference to ‘political
correctness,’ the discontent will
only fester. To avert a resurgence
of anti-Semitism, the Holocaust
profiteers must be publicly
exposed and repudiated.” He also
accuses the same Jewish organi-
zations, along with the Israeli
government, of using the
Holocaust and the victimization
of Jews as an excuse to mistreat
Palestinians and as a justification
for repressive policies in Israel,
which he thinks only causes
more resentment. 

Israeli new historians such as
Tom Segev, Avi Shlaim, and Ilan
Pappe have taken similar posi-
tions without being vilified in
Israel the way Finkelstein has
been in the U.S. Finkelstein’s
work is cited admiringly on neo-
Nazis’ Web sites, and that—along
with his tendency toward over-
statement and intemperate lan-
guage—probably explains some
of the hostility he’s faced. 

But his work also has been
endorsed by Raul Hilberg, dean of
the Holocaust historians. And
though he’s been called a
Holocaust denier, both of his par-
ents were survivors of the Warsaw
ghetto and concentration camps,
and the rest of his family died in

Finkelstein

continued from page 1

WATCH OUR 
BACK!

(Back Page of Section 4, that is)

Be sure to check out the new look of 

the Reader’s billboard advertising 

page at the very end of this 

(and every week’s) issue.

WANT TO APPLY FOR
STUDENT LOANS?

WANT TO CHANGE
YOUR ADDRESS?

WANT TO RENEW YOUR 
DRIVER’S LICENSE?

Want to know where to get
all this information?

From Social Security benefits to buying surplus government property,
all kinds of government information are just a click or call away.

1  ( 8 0 0 )  F E D - I N F O



CHICAGO READER  |  AUGUST 26, 2005  |  SECTION ONE   27

the Holocaust. He grew up dur-
ing the 60s in Brooklyn, where
photographs of dead relatives
hung in the living room. His
father rarely discussed his experi-
ence, his mother readily talked of
hers. The Holocaust colored their
perception of the world. “They

didn’t trust anyone,” Finkelstein
says. “They were great humani-
tarians, they loved people. But
they were—it’s like that saying,
‘He’s a great philanthropist, but
he can’t stand his neighbors.’
They were like that.” It infuriates
him that anyone would try to use

their experience or the experi-
ence of people like them to
rationalize unethical acts. “I will
not have the suffering of my par-
ents used for any ulterior purpose,”
he told the London Sunday
Times in 2000, “whether it be the
prevention of the assimilation of

Jews or the defense of Israel.” 
In the introduction to The

Holocaust Industry Finkelstein
writes, “The current campaign
of the Holocaust industry to
extort money from Europe in
the name of ‘needy Holocaust
victims’ has shrunk the moral
stature of their martyrdom to
that of a Monte Carlo casino.”
He also told me, “I believe that
everything having to do with the
Holocaust is bad for the Jews.” 

Those are the kind of state-
ments that drive Dershowitz
nuts. Part of his latest book, The
Case for Peace, published in early
August, is devoted to trashing
Finkelstein’s views, and he says

Finkelstein should be ashamed
of the way he uses his parents to
advance those views. “He charges
his own mother with being a
Nazi collaborator,” he says. “Now
what could be lower than that?”
That’s a reference to an excerpt
from Finkelstein’s forthcoming
memoir that’s on his Web site
(normanfinkelstein.com), in
which he writes that, like Primo
Levi, his mother often said, “Too
delicate and refined, the best
didn’t survive.” He goes on, “Was
this an indirect admission of
guilt? Much later in life I finally
summoned the nerve to ask
whether she had done anything
continued on page 28

Finkelstein accuses Jewish organizations,
along with the Israeli government, of using the
Holocaust and the victimization of Jews as an
excuse to mistreat Palestinians and as a
justification for repressive policies in Israel.



of which she was ashamed.
Calmly replying no, she recalled
having refused the privileged
position of ‘block head’ in the
camp. She especially resented
the ‘dirty’ question ‘How did you
survive?’ with the insinuation
that, to emerge alive from the
camps, survivors must have
morally compromised them-
selves. Given how ferociously she
cursed the Jewish councils, ghet-
to police and kapos, I assume my
mother answered me truthfully.”
Finkelstein says Dershowitz “bla-
tantly inverts the meaning of
what I wrote, and in the process
he slanders the memory of a
Holocaust survivor and he slan-
ders her son.”

Beyond Chutzpah was sched-
uled to come out in April, but
Dershowitz conducted a very
public campaign against it. An
article in the Nation said he even
wrote Governor Arnold
Schwarzenegger to ask for help
in persuading Finkelstein’s pub-
lisher, the University of
California Press, to drop the
book, but Dershowitz denies that.
He did send the Crimson lists of
inflammatory quotes from
Finkelstein and responses from
his detractors (the compiler of the
lists wasn’t noted). He also threat-
ened a lawsuit over Finkelstein’s
charge that he hadn’t written The
Case for Israel, pointing out that
he has the handwritten manu-

script. And he wrote articles and
letters to editors and gave inter-
views, including one in which he
called Finkelstein the “equivalent
of a neo-Nazi.” 

“I really didn’t expect the mag-
nitude of the prepublication con-
flict,” Finkelstein says. “He start-
ed his campaign in October
2004, when he started writing
letters to my original publisher,
New Press, and already it was
clear that problems were arising.”
New Press suggested postponing
publication while they lawyered
the manuscript.

Hoping to get his book into
print sooner, Finkelstein
switched to the University of
California Press. But they too
seemed worried about a lawsuit
and insisted that his manuscript
be pored over by four lawyers—
only two had read his previous
books. “I was involved in a
process which had basically been
taken over by lawyers—where
the university press was, I think
it’s fair to say, shoved aside—and
it was now the lawyers who were

calling the shots,” he says. “They
were making all sorts of
demands on me and all sorts of
decisions, which I found unac-
ceptable, about which I had very
little negotiating space.”

But he went along with the
changes, and now that the book’s
headed for store shelves he doesn’t
want to talk about what they were.
“I’m not going to say anything,
because I still think it could be
pulped, it could be pulled from the
shelves—all sorts of things can
happen,” he says. “I don’t know
what tricks Dershowitz has up his
sleeve. He’s been acting very errat-
ic. At this point he says he’s not
going to sue, but I can’t predict.”

“If I wanted to sue him, I’d own
him,” says Dershowitz. Instead he
wants to come to DePaul next
year, when Finkelstein is up for
tenure, apparently intending to
crash the external peer review of
his work. “I will come at my own
expense, and I will document the
case against Finkelstein,” he says.
“I’ll demonstrate that he doesn’t
meet the academic standards of
the Association of American
Universities.”

“I don’t understand why he
always resorts—or maybe I do
understand—to strong-arm
tactics to try to bully, blackmail,
and threaten, rather than to do
exactly what he formerly claimed
he’s committed to, namely
battling it out in the marketplace
of ideas,” says Finkelstein. 
“Let’s see what happens in the
marketplace of ideas.”   v

Finkelstein
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ently to crash the external
peer review of his work.
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RATINGS
ssss MASTERPIECE
sss A MUST SEE
ss WORTH SEEING
s HAS REDEEMING FACET

• WORTHLESS

9 SONGS ss

DIRECTED BY MICHAEL WINTERBOTTOM
WITH KIERAN O’BRIEN AND MARGO STILLEY

By Jonathan Rosenbaum

S ex, drugs, and rock ’n’ roll
used to be a commercially
surefire package that today

seems less automatically reliable.
Which is presumably why
Michael Winterbottom’s 9 Songs
arrives in Chicago 15 months
after its Cannes premiere—dur-
ing the dog days of summer,
when art-house films that distrib-
utors aren’t quite sure what to do
with tend to surface. Sex is the
main course, the side dishes are
nine concert performances given
by rock bands, and the spices are
a few glancing references to
cocaine and prescription drugs. 

Even though it has few of the
narrative elements we usually
expect, this 69-minute movie is
surprisingly fresh and original.
The mise en scene, the editing
(by Winterbottom and Mat
Whitecross), and the camera-
work by Marcel Zyskind keep it
lively and attractive. The lighting
is often exquisite, and the actors
sometimes seem like inspired
jazz players. 

9 Songs is intermittently arous-
ing, but though the sex is real, it
isn’t really porn. Jonathan
Romney offers a pretty precise
description in the London
Independent: “Essentially, 9 Songs
bets us that it can make sex stand
for all the other things that rou-
tinely convey character.” It’s a
scriptless improv for two actors,
one professional (Kieran O’Brien),
one not (Margo Stilley), and
whether what we’re watching
when they’re getting it on qualifies
as fiction or documentary is part
of what keeps the film interesting. 

Matt, who’s English, and Lisa,
who’s American, meet at a
mobbed Black Rebel Motorcycle
Club concert at London’s Brixton
Academy, go back to his place to
have sex, then continue to meet
for sex over several months. We
learn almost nothing about them:
their snatches of dialogue are
banal, and there’s hardly any story
apart from the sex, which ends
when Lisa decides she wants to fly
back to the States. If this is a love
story it’s pretty trite, and only
Matt shows any sign of sentiment. 

Matt studies glaciers for a liv-
ing, but we never learn what Lisa
does, though we hear that she’s

21 and can easily guess that he’s
about a decade older. The action
is framed through his narrated
memories of her while he’s flying
over or trekking across portions
of Antarctica. I guess this pre-
tentious framing device, and its
supposedly poetic resonance,
qualifies 9 Songs as an art movie
rather than something more
experimental and underground,
but it feels tacked on. 

Two BRMC songs played at
the Brixton Academy—
“Whatever Happened to My
Rock ’n’ Roll” and “Love
Burns”—serve as bookends to
the action. The remaining seven

songs consist of bits of concerts
Matt and Lisa attend over the
course of their affair, at such
venues as the Forum, the
Hackney Empire, and the
Hammersmith Apollo. The cou-
ple rarely moves outside the
bedroom or the clubs, but a few
breathers are provided by one
glimpsed visit to the country-
side and a pebbly beach and a
few short forays to the kitchen. 

I n the 60s and early 70s movies
with rock, hard-core sex, and

not much else were what a lot of
young people were dreaming
about. Thirty years later 9 Songs

arrives and is barely noticed, its
transgressiveness so slight that it
has about as much drama as a
naked stripper slowly pulling off
her wristwatch. 

A friend once idly fantasized
about a movie musical in which
sex acts took the place of the
song and dance numbers.
Winterbottom’s film isn’t quite
that, because he typically starts
each sequence with an onstage
rock song, then lets the music
play over the sex before cutting
back to the concert again. He
doesn’t use extended takes or
MTV fragmentation, settling
instead somewhere in the mid-

Movies

Reviews

9 Songs 

Less Than Transgressive
For a movie that consists almost entirely of real sex 
and real rock ’n’ roll, 9 Songs feels remarkably conventional.
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dle: not entirely respecting the
integrity of either the sex or the
music, but not wanting to bore
the audience with any systemat-
ic program. 

The only things that are cre-
ative and expressive here are the
sex and the music, yet both are
so conventional they wind up
seeming like minimalist per-
formances. The selections, espe-
cially by Black Rebel Motorcycle
Club, but also by the Von
Bondies, Elbow, Primal Scream,
the Dandy Warhols, and Super
Furry Animals, seem locked into
traditions that are decades old
—including early Stones and
light shows of the same period.
My favorite number is Franz
Ferdinand’s “Jacqueline,” in
which the band’s body language
and energy nearly rival O’Brien
and Stilley’s. It’s followed by a
completely anomalous piano
solo by Michael Nyman at
his 60th birthday concert, pre-
sumably thrown in for the sake
of variety. 

Ultimately each move toward
breaking a barrier or assaulting

a taboo is
undercut by a
reliance on
conformity
and conven-
tion. There’s
raw sex, but
also fashion-

able body types—the tense com-
pactness of O’Brien, the lean
androgyny of Stilley. To keep his
film entertaining, Winterbottom
tends to skirt any real sense of
danger, anchoring every aspect
of the milieu firmly in the gener-
ic. Nevertheless, because he dis-
penses with all the usual psycho-
logical and dramatic machinery,
the actors’ performances and
their interactions with the 
camera become unpredictable
and existential.   v
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WHEN Multiple
shows daily
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3733 N. Southport
PRICE $8.75
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Music

By Franklin Soults

N o band that emerged from
the retro-rock class of ’01
has done so qualitatively

much with so quantitatively little
as the White Stripes. The
Strokes, the Hives, the
Libertines, and a few others have
been plenty impressive at col-
lapsing rock history so that the
Kinks’ 1967 craft meets the
Clash’s 1977 kick. But Meg and
Jack White’s neoprimitive combo
of drums, guitar, and no-bass
collapses not just rock but roots
as well, so that the Clash and the
Kinks merge with Slim Harpo,
Dolly Parton, and the Anthology
of American Folk Music. On
their first four albums they
found the crossroads where all
sorts of folk musics make turns
into pop, but on their latest, Get
Behind Me Satan, they make a
tactical retreat. Recorded on
analog equipment in 14 days at
Jack White’s home studio, the
disc is rawer and sparer than
almost anything else the duo’s
done, but they pay a price for
that simplicity.

The most obvious drawback, as
Sasha Frere-Jones noted in the
New Yorker, is that the sound of
the record is “muddy and
obscured, as if recorded in a
room covered with wet felt.”
What’s more (or less), Jack
White has matched that muffle
by putting a damper on his tal-
ents. On the Stripes’ last album,
2003’s Elephant, his loud and
wild electric guitar helped
advance the group past their
backwoods amateur shtick, but
here he relegates his ax to only
three cuts, trading it in for
acoustic guitar, piano, and
marimba, all of which he plays
competently—but no more.
Even on the roaring “Instinct

Blues,” just when a burning lead
should materialize, White plays 
a few tentative plucks and
scratches. And the album’s first
single, “Blue Orchid,” feels
unnecessarily abbreviated, like
it’s begging for a bridge to carry
its taut, suspicious mood home.

Frere-Jones called the sonic
shortcomings proof of White’s
self-defeating adherence to the
band’s “thirteen-songs-in-four-
teen-days malarkey.” That
“malarkey” is an essential part of
White’s ethos of immediacy—an
ethos that’s served him pretty
well so far. Get Behind Me Satan
knocked Mariah Carey down a
peg when it debuted at number
three on the Billboard chart,
three slots higher than Elephant
ever climbed. That success—the
sort of success that lets you play
a three-night stand at the
Auditorium Theatre—is due not
to White’s desire to shoot himself
in the foot but to his mastery of

song forms, and if you listen
through the murkiness, White is
more focused and ambitious
than he’s been since 2001’s White
Blood Cells. The approach he’s
chosen works because Satan is
largely about romantic con-
straints, a theme that makes the
group’s musical restraint mean
something. If this be malarkey,
there’s method in it.

Until now the Stripes’ songs
were exciting because they juxta-
posed Saturday night and
Sunday morning: the venal
desire embraced by blues and
confronted by gospel and the
romantic innocence that’s the
stuff of country and pop songs.

“I’m Finding It Harder to Be a
Gentleman,” a minor ditty from
White Blood Cells, neatly encap-

sulates this
dichotomy in
which the
erstwhile
gentleman
vents his
frustration
by dropping
his girl into
the mud
puddle he
was carrying
her across, a

chivalrous act so anachronistic
and quaint that it alone elevates
the tune above the muck of most

boy-disses-girl songs. Get Behind
Me Satan, by contrast, has
muddy shoes from start to fin-
ish—White’s romantic innocence
has completely collapsed into
corruption.

So if “Blue Orchid” feels frus-
tratingly truncated, that’s proba-
bly the point—it sets the album’s
mood by answering the question
“Will you still love me tomor-
row?” with a spiteful “No.” “You
took a white orchid and turned it
blue,” White spits, hinting at the
succubus accusation resorted to
by self-disgusted men from Saint
Augustine to the Taliban. The
haunting marimba and casual
mentions of murder on the next

Antipathy for the Devil
The White Stripes drag their feet at the crossroads.
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song, “The Nurse,” make his
promise “I’m never gonna let you
down” sound like a veiled threat;
and “Forever for Her (Is Over for
Me)” suggests that betrayal cuts
deeper than love. The pleasure of
desire usually comes when his
girl is absent, like in “My
Doorbell,” where he’s waiting for
her to ring it, and “Little Ghost,”
where she’s not even real.

The dark lyrical mood seems to
have sparked White’s musical
muse, and though the arrange-
ments on Satan are simple there
are surprising stereo separations,
bizarre instrumental choices
(marimba isn’t exactly a blues sta-
ple), and subtle echo effects. A
few songs misfire, particularly the
wearying ballad “White Moon.”

But most are either melodically
inventive or so confidently classic
in form that they feel like covers:
“My Doorbell” is a 60s-style soul
stirrer, “Little Ghost” sounds like
a rip of John Prine ripping the
Carter Family, and “I’m Lonely
(but Ain’t That Lonely Yet)” is
Hank Williams by way of Mahalia
Jackson. Many of the other songs
have the soft-plucking, high-
crooning, melancholy feel of Led
Zeppelin III or the claustrophobic
mood of Bruce Springsteen’s
Nebraska, two similar retreats.

But there’s the rub. Zeppelin
took a step away from the
expected on their third album
but didn’t completely abandon 
it. The Stripes’ step back is more
extreme—none of the album’s

songs is a full body tackle like
“Immigrant Song” or even White
Blood Cells’ “Fell in Love With 
a Girl.” And Nebraska and Led
Zeppelin III weren’t end points—
just momentary shifts in focus
that the artists followed with 
two of the biggest albums in 
rock history. Get Behind Me
Satan portends no such return.
The Stripes have dug in their
heels—Satan is White’s personal
reaffirmation of his roots in the
face of disillusionment.

It’s also an artistic recommit-
ment to the woman whose last
name he took, his pretend “sister”
and real-life ex-wife, Meg. Her
skills as a drummer have been
much criticized, but she’s essen-
tial to the White Stripes’ mission:

their live shows have always been
powered by Jack’s manic energy
bouncing off Meg’s coy implaca-
bility and brute timekeeping. 
She simultaneously plays the 
role of Jack’s sister and his lover,
a disturbing duality that’s befud-
dled every critic who’s tried to
explain it. What Meg is, no mat-
ter how you slice it, is her broth-
er’s keeper. On the 35-seconds-
long “Passive Manipulation,”
she’s the voice of reason that
counters his frustrated yearnings:
“Don’t just succumb to the wishes
of your brothers. . . . You need 
to know the difference between 
a father and a lover.” The song 
is unprepossessing as a whisper;
where once Jack let his guitar
ring as loudly as it could out the

windows of his little room, now
he’s turned down the sound 
and closed the windows to the
outside world, just so Meg’s 
voice can be heard.

It’s still possible that a new foil
might inspire Jack White to open
those windows again—he’s
recorded an album with Brendan
Benson as the Raconteurs that’s
set for release next year. But it’s
equally possible he and Meg
might hunker down deeper to
make good but minor albums
that’ll put them in a league with
willfully weird boy-girl duos like
the Moldy Peaches. For now,
they’ve snatched a modest success
from what could have been a DIY
failure. But even the White Stripes
can’t call a retreat a victory. v
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Theater

By Justin Hayford

W hen I saw David
Mamet’s original New
York staging of The

Cryptogram ten years ago, it was
such an excruciating experience I
couldn’t get out of my seat for
several minutes after the final
blackout. None of the three pro-
ductions I’ve seen since, includ-
ing this one, has matched the
intensity of Mamet’s own clipped,
brittle hour-long version. Even
Steppenwolf ’s intelligent, deeply
felt 1996 production, directed by
Mamet protege Scott Zigler, took
most of the opening 25-minute
scene to establish the play’s
stakes. The same problem ham-
pers Frank Pullen’s production at
Stage Left for the Journeymen—
but it’s about the only weakness

in this engrossing, disturbing
show. Once again I felt my legs
knocked out from under me, 
this time by the Journeymen’s
focused, vulnerable cast, led 
by brooding 14-year-old Jack
Donahue.

It reportedly took Mamet 15
years to finish the semiautobio-
graphical script, which depicts the
relentless, irreversible abandon-
ment of a ten-year-old boy, John,
by his errant father and trauma-
tized mother. A tense, manicured
howl of a play, The Cryptogram is
set in a suburban Chicago living
room in 1959, the year Mamet
was 11. As it opens John can’t
sleep—a problem he faces in all
three of the play’s extended
scenes, the second of them a night

later and the last a month after
that—perhaps because he’s so
excited about the camping trip
he’s supposed to be going on with
his father, Robert, the next day.
His mother, Donny, is making tea
in the offstage kitchen, hoping it
will settle the boy’s nerves, though
she talks through the door with
her friend Del, an effete man half-
heartedly attempting to connect
with the talkative John. After a
few minutes the teapot suddenly
shatters offstage, the first of sever-
al indications—the late hour, the
absence of John’s father, John’s
precocious ruminations on imper-
manence and uncertainty—that
something is seriously wrong.

In Mamet’s production the
sense of trouble was palpable

Little Boy Blue
An adolescent actor nails David Mamet’s grim take on the end of childhood.

THE CRYPTOGRAM JOURNEYMEN AT STAGE LEFT THEATRE
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from the scene’s opening
moments: the actors who played
Donny and Del, Felicity Huffman
and Ed Begley Jr., understood
that their characters’ superficial
chatter covered an abyss. Del
knows exactly where Robert is
and that he’s never coming back,
because he helped arrange
Robert’s departure in a pathetic
attempt to assert his own atro-
phied masculinity. Donny won’t
discover the finality of her hus-
band’s absence until the end of
the scene, when John finds a
note his father left for her, but
given the regularity of Robert’s
“late nights at the office,” she
knows there’s a crisis brewing.
Pullen’s actors, however—
Shannon O’Neill and Daniel E.
Brennan—communicate these

underlying truths only halfway
through the scene, which makes
for a flabby opening, equal parts
intrigue and idleness, that
stretches the play to an unfortu-
nate 90 minutes. Although the

actors regu-
larly tap into
the ominous
undercur-
rent—
Donny’s fum-
bling
attempts to
put on a
brave face are

particularly effective—they don’t
convey the pervasive sense of
dread that’s needed to unify the
splintered dialogue.

Donahue, on the other hand,
immediately conveys a keen

awareness of the chasm opening
beneath the boy’s feet. And true
to Mamet’s exacting style, he
communicates this awareness
indirectly. Stone-faced and dis-
tracted, he fiddles with one thing
after another, walks in circles, or
stares into the air as if hearing
voices. He fixates on the totemic
objects Mamet puts in John’s
way—an old stadium blanket, toy
soldiers, his father’s army knife—
while unleashing a barrage of
disquieting questions. Yet he
never connects with anything or
anyone. As the adults begin to
retreat into coded language
intended to protect him, John is
left increasingly alone, stranded
with emotions he can’t compre-
hend. With hardly a facial
expression or change in vocal

inflection, Donahue makes it
clear by the end of the scene that
his character is on the way to
being terrifyingly lost.

As the play progresses and
John becomes more and more
bewildered, Donahue’s under-
standing of the character only
deepens, and he delivers a per-
formance that’s almost too
painful to watch. Brennan and
O’Neill follow his lead in the
final two scenes, plunging into
The Cryptogram’s harrowing
depths as Donny and Del begin
to tear each other to shreds.
Occasionally they push too hard
to squeeze dark comedy from the
play’s more absurd moments,
perhaps in an effort to give
themselves and the audience
some relief from the bleak mate-

rial. But Pullen’s production
delivers a debilitating wallop by
the end, once Del confesses the
full extent of his betrayal to
Donny, she abandons her son,
and John marches upstairs with
an unsheathed knife. 

It’s rare that adults must rise to
the level of a child actor, but
Donahue is a singular talent in a
demanding role that reveals his
skill. Diminutive and childlike,
he’s able to portray a ten-year-old
convincingly, yet at 14 he can give
the role a psychological fullness I
didn’t see in other, younger
actors. Looming adolescence
makes his performance all the
more poignant: like John’s erod-
ing sense of security, Donahue’s
ability to bring this character to
life will soon be gone.   v

WHEN Through 9/10:
Thu-Sat 8 PM, Sun 3
and 7 PM
WHERE Stage Left
Theatre, 3408 N.
Sheffield
PRICE $10-$15
INFO 773-857-5395



36 CHICAGO READER  |  AUGUST 26, 2005  |  SECTION ONE

Books

By Jessica Hopper

J ames Frey’s characters just
laugh. They don’t laugh
heartily or drunkenly. They

don’t bust out laughing. They
don’t demurely cover their
mouths and giggle. If we learn
anything in his books about how
someone might laugh it is how
the narrator—a young Mr. Frey—
responds to it. Chances are he
will either laugh too or think the
laugher is a fucker for doing so.

If you’ve read Frey’s 2003
debut, the best-selling rehab
memoir A Million Little Pieces,
you’re already acquainted with
his shtick. He has unshackled
himself from what most of us
understand to be the rules of
sentence structure and gram-
mar. He alternates terse broken
sentences with loquacious run-
ons, and scorns quotation
marks, colons, semicolons,
adverbs, parentheses, and adjec-
tives—stylistic tics that surely
have Strunk and White spinning
in their graves.

In his follow-up, My Friend

Leonard, Frey has made peace
with the comma, albeit nervous-
ly. But given the amount of dia-
logue—not to mention Frey’s
nonstop inner monologue, his
penchant for conversing with a
dead woman, and his complicat-
ed relationships with his truck, a
grave, a bottle of wine, and his
pit bull puppies—quotation
marks would have been welcome
too. Many readers will find
themselves counting lines back
up the page to review, after a
long run of dialogue, whether the
exchange begins with “I speak”
or “he speaks.”

But for all its narrative silli-
ness, Frey’s annoying and con-
fusing manner serves him well.

His logorrhea draws you in,
keeping you close as Frey’s
tumultuous new life unfolds.
Which is what you’ll need to
hang tight to a story almost too
fantastic to believe.

My Friend Leonard picks up
where his first book leaves off. A
Million Little Pieces ends with
Frey, newly sober, leaving the
residential treatment center
where he has spent the last few
months. He wound up in rehab
after a police chase and minor
crime spree committed during a
spectacular multiweek crack ’n’
booze-induced blackout. My
Friend Leonard opens with Frey
doing time in county jail on his
felony convictions, anxious and

nearing his release, reading War
and Peace to an illiterate inmate.
The Leonard of the title is a
character introduced in A
Million Little Pieces as Frey’s
surrogate father, a fellow patient
and loving sponsor. Leonard—
whom Frey has repeatedly insist-
ed in interviews is for real—is
also high up in the world of
organized crime.

At the end of their stint in
rehab, the childless Leonard
“adopts” Frey, asking him to let
him help however Frey needs.

Leonard’s character is the soul of
the new book. He’s a movie fanta-
sy of a mafioso, a warmly benevo-
lent godfather. A man with deep
pockets, living by a fierce ride-or-
die moral code, he’s above the law,
using his ill-gotten gains to lavish
his friends with good times (fine
meals, expensive art, hookers). He
feeds, bankrolls, and houses Frey
when he’s at his most wounded
and raw. Leonard shows up with
groceries; he guides Frey, and
loves him unconditionally; he
swoops down and protects Frey
from himself and, sometimes,
other people. He gives Frey a job
in his organization dropping off
packages and not asking ques-
tions, a job that earns Frey vast
sums of cash. In exchange,
Leonard asks nothing, save for
being allowed the privilege to pro-
vide for his “son” and show him a
good life. The sort of savior any-
one would dream of, Leonard is
essentially Old Testament God in
a white Mercedes.

If Leonard is God, Frey is the

Putting the Pieces Back Together
In his new postrehab memoir, James Frey
spins a wild tale of unorthodox redemption.

MY FRIEND LEONARD JAMES FREY (RIVERHEAD)

For all its narrative silliness, Frey’s
annoying and confusing manner
serves him well. His logorrhea draws
you in, keeping you close as Frey’s
tumultuous new life unfolds.



prodigal son. He starts off scrap-
ing by as a doorman at a Chicago
nightclub. He’s an emotional
zombie, an insomniac whose
sleep is fraught with cocained
dreams, terrified to be sober, bid-
ing his time having vapid conver-
sations with girls in bars and
meaningful ones with the ghost
of his dead girlfriend. After
hooking up with Leonard, how-
ever, his spirit brightens and he
becomes hopeful. He begins to
learn how to love life. He buys a
Picasso with his mob money. He
gets a girlfriend. He writes a few
screenplays, and on a lark he
moves to LA to get a straight job.
Within a few chapters he’s
optioned some movies and
directed some others. He’s a reg-
ular guy with a house in a
canyon, living with the woman of
his dreams and making Leonard
proud—a far cry from the macho
incorrigible who arrived at rehab
toothless and kicking.

The whole story seems prepos-
terous, but somehow it works,
right down to the emotionally
gutting surprise ending. Frey lim-
its his characters to himself, his
dogs, Leonard, a girlfriend or
two, and Leonard’s henchman.
But in doing so he insures that
the story stays on track. He keeps
his readers in his pocket, a velvet-
lined emotional space where all
the dramatic power comes from
the way he grapples with life like
a thin-skinned newborn. It plays
like a perpetual season-ending
cliffhanger: will he succeed or
fail? And, most of all, it plays to
two powerful fantasies: That we
can be unconditionally loved,
provided for by a big daddy who
is as fierce as his love for us and
will exact cold vengeance on any-
one who threatens us with harm.
And that no matter our
wretchedness and failings, no
matter how grievous our suffer-
ing, we too can be redeemed.   v
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Letters

attacked by several male social
justice activists, who pounded on
the hood and screamed at her.

Others found that disagree-
ment crosses a jealously
assumed consensus pervasive in
the city and since have fallen
into line and into silence. We
have been libeled. The anticipat-
ed charge that activists from the
center-right are agents of the
CIA circulates. Early on, a
tremendous lie was constructed
and published, complete with
doctored images, alleging that
ProtestWarrior was once an
organization called White
Power, just prior to February of
2003. This claim was circulated
despite the facts that only a little
over half of Chicago PWs were
white at the time the claim was
made and that ProtestWarrior
didn’t exist as a national organi-
zation until long after February
2003. It’s also a non sequitur,
since white nationalist groups
oppose the war in Iraq, sharing
with progressives the notion 
that we are fighting a “war for
Israel” which is orchestrated 
by a “Zionist cabal.” David Duke
just recently published his 
statement of support for Cindy
Sheehan’s bid for a second 
meeting with the president.

By saying that, it’s not my
intention to convey that progres-
sives and Nazis are the same
thing, but rather I mention it in
the hopes that we can bring the
rhetoric back down to reality.
About 80 percent of these spasms
of hatred from the social justice
movement are indeed just words,
but words move men to deeds. If
we are to equate our brothers,
sisters, friends, and neighbors
with Adolf Hitler simply because
they have their own opinions,
then we grant ourselves license to
treat them like any morally firm
person would treat Adolf Hitler.
All of the times we have been
threatened and attacked I’ve
never doubted that the attacker
was acting with the approval of
their own conscience and felt that
whatever crimes may be commit-
ted against us would be only half
of what we deserved; all for
breaking the mirage of consensus
which hovers over our cities. This
righteous, self-justified atavism is
worthy of serious concern.

I fail to see where the “prank”
is in joining a public demonstra-
tion with an opposing viewpoint.
It’s true that a lot of PW’s work
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involves humor, but I hardly see
how that differentiates us from
anti-Iraq-war activists, who
themselves attempt humor with
their signage; “Buck Fush,” for
example. A lot of this misan-
thropy does happen through the 
conduit that Indymediacenter
provides, and each time they’ve
respectfully been made aware of it
they have responded by rebuffing
us with claims of cherishing free
speech while deleting our criti-
cisms from their site. Conversely,
Elac of rightwingextremist.com
was condemned and expunged
from PW for his ill-advised retali-
ation against Indymedia.

I hope from this readers can
understand the entire story in a
fuller context, which is not con-
fined merely to the walls of
Jeremy’s living room, allowing
us to better see all of the perti-
nent circumstances which have
led Jeremy Hammond to pose
coquettishly on his couch with
his gaze theatrically fixed upon
the horizon for the Reader’s
photographers.

Justin Fleming
ProtestWarrior, Chicago Chapter

Fighting the left ... doing it right ... in the 

Windy City

Ink Well by Ben Tausig

Flat Features
ACROSS 
1. Cub numbers, for short
6. Pot tops

10. Symbol of grace
14. Jewish Giant at Home With 

His Parents photographer
15. Eastern Istanbul’s continent
16. Like some A’s
17. Pitching ace’s apartment-hunting

requirement?
20. Ticket entitlement
21. One making a row
22. Taking offense
23. Do in, as a vampire
25. Per, slangily
27. “Give me food!,” perhaps
30. Chili chef’s apartment-hunting 

requirement?
35. Manages nicely
37. Consume
38. Erotic beginning
39. Country album?
40. Cards
41. Turn down
42. Roly-______

43. Parisian pal
44. Building custodians
45. Sprinter’s apartment-hunting

requirement?
48. Deep-cleaning soap ingredient
49. Scapegoats take it
50. Witnesses take one
52. British salt’s sobriquet
55. Doesn’t just sit there
57. Poetic Pound
61. Oral surgeon’s apartment-hunting

requirement?
64. Extinct birds of New Zealand
65. Beloved author Morrison
66. Bread
67. Get in a hand
68. Plead with
69. Racing family

DOWN 
1. Enervates
2. Forest unit
3. Start of a spell
4. Grass clumps
5. Storm heading: abbr.
6. A Jackson
7. Wight or Man
8. Scenes at the Field Museum
9. Animal pouch

10. Open for business
11. Stick figure?
12. Beginning
13. Line on a Manhattan addr.
18. Hopscotch need
19. Cry onboard
24. Cambodia neighbor
26. S.F. hours
27. Retool
28. Chopper topper
29. Dude
31. Make another hole

LAST WEEK: UNLIMITED ROAMING

51. Fishing bird
52. Tibetan leader
53. Clickable symbol
54. Future MD’s exam
56. Viet ______
58. Animal attractions
59. Stage gig
60. Way off
62. Disco ______ (Simpsons character)
63. Runner down under 

32. Dry (off)
33. Board for nails
34. ./- code
36. Last words before shooting?
40. Mimic
41. Craving
43. Menu phrase
44. Stoner’s bagful
46. Some are spare
47. Piece of eye candy




