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On the Table

Chicago Needs
More Cheese
And the Grant Park
Advisory Council has 
just the thing.
By Lynn Becker

W hat’s missing from
Chicago’s cultural land-
scape? A Hollywood-style

walk of fame, according to the Grant
Park Advisory Council. It’s promoting
the idea of putting stars on the beaux
arts walkway that runs along the east
side of the Metra tracks in Grant
Park, from Balbo to 11th Street.

“When we met with the mayor he
said there are areas of the park that
need to be activated—people don’t
even know they are there,” says coun-
cil member Bob O’Neill. “You create
destinations in the park that will
bring people there. So this is a good
example of a possibility of a sidewalk
in Grant Park [bringing] more energy
to the south end. It would take what is
one of the more beautiful walkways of

Grant Park and bring people to use it.”
The idea came from Gene Martin

and Ron Renke of the Motion Picture
Hall of Fame Foundation, who told
everyone at an October 24 advisory
council meeting that they could cre-
ate a promenade of three-foot-wide
granite stars honoring Chicago’s most
prominent citizens. Renke said
there’d be room for 400 to 500 stars
and there’d be no problem coming up
with nominees—celebrities, of course,
but also Congressional Medal of
Honor winners, authors, musicians,
architects, and athletes. The price? A
mere $15,000 per star, including
installation, dedication ceremonies,
and annual maintenance.

This is just the kind of public-private
deal the Daley administration seems
to love. “There are no costs to the city
of Chicago or Grant Park, period,” said
Renke. The Park District might even
make a little money—the foundation
put a similar walk in downtown Las
Vegas, and the county gets $2,000 for
each star. The entire tab is picked up
by the honorees—or by their fans,
employers, publishers, etc. According
to Martin, a star dedicated to Sophia
Loren in a walk of fame in Palm
Springs was “funded by an unknown
gentleman—you know, ‘I’ve never met
that lady, and here’s my $15,000.’”

The foundation, which has nothing

to do with the Hollywood Walk of
Fame, got its start 13 years ago in
Palm Springs, where it has put almost
250 stars along Palm Canyon Drive,
the city’s prime shopping street, hon-
oring everyone from Marilyn Monroe
to Cheetah the chimp. The foundation
began the Las Vegas project late last
year and has signed a contract with
Branson, Missouri. It’s also apparently
negotiating with, among other cities,
Detroit, Philadelphia, Atlantic City,

and Gatlinburg, Tennessee.
The Chicago proposal was enthusias-

tically received by the council members
and local residents at the meeting. “I
think this will be a fantastic attraction,”
said one woman. Someone else sug-
gested substituting the kind of star the
city uses, with six points rather than five.

Renke told the gathering, “We’re not
too far from wrapping up that agree-
ment.” But Park District spokesperson
Jessica Maxey-Faulkner says so far the

[snip] Abstinence makes the, uh, heart grow fonder. “There is no evidence at all that telling kids not to fool
around has any more impact when the message is promoted by schools than it does when parents say the same
thing at home,” writes Arthur Caplan of the Center for Bioethics at the University of Pennsylvania at msnbc.com.
“Eleven states have tried to evaluate their abstinence-only programs and the results have been dismal.... Evaluators
of the Texas program found the same thing.... In fact, more students reported having had sex after taking an absti-
nence-only sex ed course than they did beforehand.” —Harold Henderson | hhenderson@chicagoreader.comOur Town

Wayne Newton at a walk of fame in Vegas similar to the one proposed here
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district’s only contact with the founda-
tion has been a meeting where officials
recommended that it run its proposal
past the advisory council. On
November 7 Bob O’Neill sent a letter
to Park District superintendent Tim
Mitchell saying his group endorsed the
proposal. Maxey-Faulkner says the
Park District, the alderman, various
city departments, and other communi-
ty groups now get to weigh in.

Would a walk of fame really
become a tourist destination here?
The foundation’s Palm Springs and
Vegas projects are no guide, since
they were created on streets that were
already main drags. The bigger ques-
tion is, is this really the best Chicago
can do? “It won’t be Branson in Grant
Park,” O’Neill insists. But isn’t a side-
walk with stars too generic and mun-
dane for a city known for cutting-
edge design? Wouldn’t it look dated,
even embarrassing next to the high-
tech wonders of Millennium Park?

Individual character and relevant
locations make memorials meaningful.
Think of the Haymarket memorial,
which marks the site of the 1886 riot, or
the Merchant’s Hall of Fame, which
consists of the sculpted heads of
Chicago’s storied retailers atop columns
outside the Merchandise Mart.
O’Neill’s own group clearly gets the
concept—it’s raising funds to relocate
the bust of former Chicago Symphony
Orchestra music director Georg Solti
from its current location near the
Lincoln Park Conservatory to Grant
Park just south of Symphony Center. 

The original Hollywood Walk of
Fame draws on that city’s historic
identity as the motion picture capital
of the world—stars in a sidewalk make
sense there. But the Motion Picture
Hall of Fame Foundation is trying to
turn the idea into a franchise—creat-
ing a Planet Hollywood of memorials,
one in every city. It’s worth remember-
ing that it didn’t take Chicagoans long
to run Planet Hollywood out of town
and replace it with Gino’s East, pur-
veyor of Chicago-style deep dish.   v

Shopping

Trench
Warfare
The things they coveted 
at H&M’s Stella
McCartney launch
By Heather Kenny

S ince 6:15 AM a trio of fashion
students from Mount Mary
College in Milwaukee had been

waiting in front of the H&M on
Michigan Avenue. Armed with a plaid
blanket and printouts of clothes from
the retailer’s Web site, they’d road-
tripped the night before to be first in
line for the November 10 unveiling of
the new women’s collection by design-
er Stella McCartney. By 9:30 the line
stretched to the end of the block. “No
thanks,” said a woman in oversize sun-
glasses and a patchwork leather jacket
when someone offered her part of a
muffin. “I don’t eat before a big sale.” 

These shoppers were taking no
chances after last year, when Karl
Lagerfeld’s one-off collection for
H&M—known for offering trendy
wares at Wal-Mart prices—sold out in
a few hours. People have muttered
that McCartney’s name—her dad’s the
Beatle—has more to do with her
prominence than her talent; in fact
Lagerfeld, whom McCartney replaced
as head designer for the French cou-
ture house Chloe in 1997, sniped at
the time, “I think they should have
taken a big name. They did—but in
music, not fashion.” Still, McCartney’s
designs, which range from rock-chick
cool to unapologetically feminine,
have a devoted following. McCartney
is “our generation’s rock star designer,”
said Rebecca Rivich, an antiques deal-
er who drove in from Whiting,
Indiana, with her husband in tow. She

was excited at the prospect of owning
a piece by a designer she couldn’t nor-
mally afford. “I’ve stood in line for
lesser things,” she added. 

When the doors opened at ten, the
line streamed forward in an orderly
fashion, but when I got inside
women were already pinballing all
over the front of the store, grabbing

sweaters and dresses like they were
the last cans of soup before a hurri-
cane. Within two minutes one of the
mannequins posed on a white run-
way was knocked over. The thud
caused but a split-second lull. There
was a veneer of civility—“excuse me”
when bodies collided, “sorry” when
continued on page 16

[snip] Killer boyfriends. Patricia Schnitzer of the University of Missouri and Bernard
Ewigman of the University of Chicago studied 149 Missouri children who died of
inflicted injuries between 1992 and 1999. According to a report in a recent Pediatrics,
they found that “children residing in households with unrelated adults were nearly
50 times as likely to die of inflicted injuries than children residing with 2 biological
parents” or children residing with a single parent. Most killers were male. —HH

Boutique of the Week

Amy Doehla spent so much time in the restaurant and
bar biz that she’s probably served everyone reading

this, but a year ago she decided that Weldon, her line of
minimalist silver jewelry and pliant leather handbags,
could spend no more time on the back burner. Her stuff
had been selling “incredibly well” at StinkerBelle on
Division, but then it closed down. Her friend Karen Brody,
an aesthetician working there, suggested they open a
new place together. “For a moment,” Doehla says, “it
seemed like a good idea.”

In that moment she took a look at Tatine’s old space
on Damen, around the corner from StinkerBelle. The ceil-
ing was the exact shade of green she’d envisioned in a
store of her own, and the kind of old schoolhouse lights
she wanted were already installed. She and Brody
promptly signed a lease, and Willow had its grand open-
ing the weekend of October 21.

Doehla sells more than her own wares; she says her
taste is a mix of ye-olde and new, “kind of all over the
place.” Offerings include Cerealart’s limited-edition, 
candy-colored oversize ceramic cookie jars in the shape of
a cartoon bunny, reproductions of antique French drinking
glasses, rustic leather-covered journals, Ige’s suit-fabric 
pillows screened with metallic ink, mirrors with cutouts 

of an eye patch and parrot so that
when you look at yourself you appear
as a pirate, vintage leather belts and
handmade belt buckles of layered
resin, and a stack of three tiny ivory

egg-shaped plates tied up with twine. Plus she has candles
and beauty products, and the art on the walls is for sale.
Almost everything’s on the low side of somewhere between
$9 and $400. And Brody does facials, aromatherapy, and
waxing in the back. —Liz Armstrong
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908 N. Damen
773-772-0140
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Our Town

hangers snagged clothes—but you
could tell any one of these women
would just as soon have bent back
your pinkie until you dropped that
pair of McCartney’s 80s-style narrow
jeans with zippered ankles. 

“Do you think this is the belted

trench?” asked John Stoops, a
bespectacled producer with a fledg-
ling comedy troupe, Local 386, as we
both inspected a pale pink double-
breasted trench coat. He was working
off a list of descriptions provided by
his girlfriend, who had suggested he
might find a Christmas present for

her here. Stoops was an oasis of calm
in the midst of the pandemonium;
other boyfriends and husbands
assigned to hold garments looked
shell-shocked. “I’ve never seen any-
thing like this,” one mumbled.

The hottest items turned out to be
the trench, which also came in a bronzy

green, and a blousy gray zip-up sweater
with an oversize collar. Salespeople
bearing replenishments were quickly
surrounded, and when supplies ran
out, bartering ensued, including one
complicated transaction involving
three parties and various sizes.
Bystanders watched like cats waiting to
be fed as one of the women laid some
of her loot down on a table. “Hold on,
I’m looking for my size!” she cried.

Some women, including one who
copped to being a rep for Ralph
Lauren, tried on their finds behind
displays or walled-off sections of the
store. The rest of us waited in long
lines for the dressing rooms. When I
finally got in, after about 20 minutes,
I found that the coveted trench made
me look as if I were swaddled in a
parachute. The louche 30s luxe of a
champagne-colored silk wrap dress
was enticing, but once on it was boxy
and gaped at the hem. I didn’t have
much hope for a tulip-shaped black
chiffon skirt that narrowed at the
knees, as such shapes can be unfor-
giving for women with hips. But
instead of giving me the proportions
of a fertility idol, the fabric draped
flatteringly around my curves. 

When I left, all of the mannequins
modeling McCartney’s stuff were gone
and most of the racks were filled with
regular merchandise. Latecomers lin-
gered over leftover chain bracelets
and T-shirts. The store had been open
for all of two hours.   v

[snip] Now there’s a case for suburban “snout houses.” Reason
Express wonders if the French riots will cause American city plan-
ners to think twice “before simply assuming that Euro-style living
is the best thing ever. Or to put it bluntly, would some front-load
garages come in handy when the New Urbanist, pedestrian-friend-
ly on-street parking is just a bull’s-eye for a firebomb?” —HH

continued from page 15
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In Section 2 of the Reader and at chicagoreader.com
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