Exit Chicago
Formerly 1653 N. Wells St,
now moved to 1315 W. North Ave.
A scene from the novel A Perfect
spoilers. © 2017 W. Lance Hunt)

Blindness (Scene has been edited for clarity, flow and to avoid

[Background to scene: It’s the opening night of Mercurial Visions’ nine city “Micherigan”
Tour. Scott and Jennifer have been in a cold war for some time; it flared up during the
show at Cabaret Metro before arriving at Exit when she left the sales stand to meet them
back stage. She is with her friend Chris. The members of Mercurial Visions (Scott,
Jonathan, AnnMarie and Nancy) arrived earlier for a few celebratory drinks along with the
photographer Ron. This is told from Jennifer’s point of view in Chapter 42—Exit.]

After we park on North Avenue, the three
of us walk past the Old Town Ale House to
Wells and then past the Second City
Theater and across the street to Exit. Chris
and I hello the bouncer, who’s slouching
on his stool outside the door. He waves us
in with a fistful of dollars, shifting on his
stool to open the door. Jonathan follows us
into the front bar. Music pounds through the room. A lot of the guys have on black leather
jackets, jeans, and boots; the chicks mostly wear either short black skirts with fishnet
stockings and granny shoes or long, flowing black dresses, going for the vampiress look.
People crowd the glossy black bar of welded-together machine parts: chains, gears,
shafts, and metal plates. Small video screens stuck between bottles behind the bar
repeatedly show the bloodiest scenes from Evil Dead II in slow motion. We push our way
along the bar and find AnnMarie and Ron drinking beers at the very end.
“The others’re in back, dancing,” Ron says as his camera flashes at us.
Grabbing my hand, Jonathan leads us through the passage at the rear of the room,
past the bathrooms and cigarette machine, and into the back room. It’s like the Colosseum;
rows of bench seats all around the sides of the room look down into a dance pit covered
with a dome-like iron cage. A chainsaw hangs from the very top. We lean over the waisthigh wall surrounding the pit and watch the swarm of jerking and twitching bodies.

“Stainless Steel Providers” comes on; Jonathan starts pulling me down the stairs
into the pit. Twisting my hand away, I wave him on without me. He bounds down the
stairs, and I lean on the wall to watch him dance, my forearms on the cage. Scott’s easy to
see; he’s big, like a gladiator, using his size and arms to hack out space for himself to dance
in. Nancy’s almost next to him, but she’s like a hooker working a room; she gives a lusty
move with this person, then another with the next person, and another with the next, and
the next. Long hair flailing, Jonathan dances alone in this crowd, moving as if he’s with an
invisible lover.
Once the mood of the songs changes too much, the three of them climb out of the
pit: the gladiator, the whore, and the lover, his skin glistening with sweat.
“Shots to celebrate,” Scott says, leading us back through the passageway to the
front bar.
The bartender lines up seven shot glasses. I squeeze myself in right behind
Jonathan. As the bartender finishes pouring each shot, one of us grabs it.
“To Metro,” Bossman Scott
says. “To finally cracking the big
time.”
The shots drained, glasses
clatter to the bar, upside down.
Another round gets poured. Vodka
still burning in my throat, I shake
my head.
“Don’t be a lightweight,” Chris says, grabbing her shot.
“Bad luck if you don’t,” Jonathan says, handing me the shot.
“To finally making a few bucks,” Scott toasts.
I sip it, feel queasy, and set the rest of the shot down.
“By the way, how much did we make tonight?” Scott asks.
“Sold seventy-odd shirts and about ninety CDs,” I say. “Probably forty of the
hangings. Definitely over two grand. Haven’t counted exactly.”
“And that’s as the opening act,” Jonathan says.
“That about covers the van and gas for the tour,” Scott says. “Maybe even some of
the food. Still have to cover the hotels. And the merchandise. Those goddamned credit
cards: the interest. Then rent on the loft.” He pegs me with his gaze. “This is no game.”
“Yeah. I got it,” I say. “The first six times.”
“Reeeally now?” he asks.

“I produce shows all the time. I run shoots, manage people and money. A hundred
times bigger than this. I made sure the booth was handled. Then I went back so I could
catch you guys onstage. For the encore. Feel what that’s like—”
“Ho, now,” he says. “Feel what that’s like? To be onstage? In the band? You’re not.
Ron doesn’t strut about onstage, bowing. The applause is for us. We four. Who play. Who
practice. Who give everything up. Like watching concerts—”
“Look, Bossman,” I say, “don’t you dare scold me. I’m not some groupie intern.
You don’t pay me. I pay for your electricity, gas, telephone, and most of your food. I never
see my lover. I live in a TV show, with strangers traipsing around my house. At all hours.
For your band.”
“My band? Is that all this is to you?”
“Hey, hey,” Jonathan says. “We’re supposed to be celebrating.”
“Mercurial Visions wouldn’t even be playing Metro without me. I bankrolled your
home slash rehearsing studio, your food, your electricity—all that. Without me, you’d be
living in some South Side shithole, playing the corner bar for fifty bucks and a free drink,
pretending you have a chance.”
“Look, bitch,” Scott says, “we didn’t need you. We certainly don’t need you now.”
“Don’t need me? Really?” I ask, yanking the thick stack money out of the bag and
shaking it at him.
Uncertain, his eyes shoot back and forth between the money and me.
“Well, then. Here’s what you don’t need me for,” I throw the stack of bills at him.
The stack bursts in midair. Bills flitter all over the bar, falling on tables, the floor,
and people’s heads and arms.
“You cunt!” Scott shouts, leaping up to chase down all the bills.
Nancy, AnnMarie, and Ron scramble to snatch up the bills before anyone else does.
Jonathan stands there, his mouth gaping.
I storm away and out the door. I don’t know if Chris is following me.
Don’t give a rat’s ass.
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