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T APE T WO : SIDE A
ap	1 PERFECT DAY BY LOU REED

hh	2 EXPERIENCE BY LUDOVICO EINAUDI, DANIEL HOPE, I VIRTUOSI ITALIANI

ms	3 KEEP HER SAFE BY LYDIA VIOLET, JOANNA MACY

db	4 FORGOTTEN YEARS BY MIDNIGHT OIL

ap	5 WELLERMAN - SEA SHANTY BY NATHAN EVANS

hh	6 THE SYSTEM ONLY DREAMS IN TOTAL D... BY THE NATIONAL

hh	7 HAPPINESS DOES NOT WAIT BY ÓLAFUR ARNALDS

hh	8 THE TRUMAN SHOW: TRUMAN SLEEPS BY PHILIP GLASS, VALENTINA LISITSA

hh	9 EXIT MUSIC (FOR A FILM) BY RADIOHEAD

ap	10 GREY GARDENS BY RUFUS WAINWRIGHT

db	11 BRAVADO BY RUSH

sd	12 ROLL THE BONES BY SHAKEY GRAVES

T APE T WO : SIDE B
km	1 L BALLADE BY SHAWN PHILLIPS

db	2 HOLLOW BY SMALL TINES

hh	3 I KNOW IT'S OVER BY THE SMITHS

hh	4 WE MIGHT BE DEAD BY TOMORROW BY SOKO 

ap	5 HELL BY SQUIRREL NUT ZIPPERS

cm	6 NOT NOTHIN' BY STROKE 9

cm	7 IF THIS PLANE GOES DOWN BY TIM MINCHIN

cm	8 WINDMILLS BY TOAD THE WET SPROCKET

hh	9 END OF THE LINE BY TRAVELING WILBURYS

km	10 HEB IK DAT NODIG BY WENDE

db	11 BORN WITHOUT WINGS BY WHITNEY MONGÉ

sd	12 100% ENDURANCE BY YARD ACT, ELTON JOHN

As 2022 closes, we thought we'd attempt to 
normalize (while also embracing the sacredness of) 
death and dying. Probably not as festive as other 
end-of-year stuff people are putting out there, but we're not other people... We're these people. 

When the death card comes up in a tarot reading, it typically means an end of something—relationships, 
interests—not so much an actual life. We often perceive this change negatively—because it sets us on a grief 
journey of some sort, big or small. And yet, with each "winter" we find ourselves in "spring" again. Definitely 
not the same as we ever were (I'll pause while we both sing Talking Heads to ourselves....), but maybe 
better? 

I may ask myself I like to remind myself that spring (or healing) will come when it's ready, and winter is 
for nesting, for efforts that create soothing moments of tenderness, for slowing down enough to hear your 
breath and feel your heart beat. Taking the time to create sacredness in any moment. 

I think you'll find those tender moments in this issue as well. My interview with Melanie Scheckles shows 
how beautifully she connects to people—as a death doula and in general. A phone call with my pal, Kevin, 
turned into me begging him to share more on poems based off of headstones in a cemetery. I reached out 
to David (a guest writer from a previous issue) to see if he'd want to review a short movie he texted me 
about after he saw it at a film festival. 

In each issue, I find that murmuration I craved when I started the quarterly to begin with—or really, it finds 
me—if I slow down and let it happen. Ok, with that, I kindly ask you to partake in the double mix tape to 
your left, hygge yourself, and enjoy our final quarterly for 2022. Happy new year!

� Thank you for being on this journey with us, 
ANNI POPPEN

Owner/Artivist of Mowgli Studio
Pitbull Mama to Gertie & Vinnie

Vegan at Keep On Vegan On

Slowing down is one of my favorite 
things to do. Reading before I 
get out of bed in the morning, 
sketching in my journal, long 

bundled-up walks in the woods, 
stopping to throw rocks on frozen 
ponds, a fire going while listening 

to music. Making sure I say no 
to meetings and working less. 

Winter was made for this pace, 
and I couldn't be more grateful.

T APE ONE : SIDE A
ms	1 NIGHTFLYER BY ALLISON RUSSELL

km	2 RÓ BY ÁRSTÍÐIR

hh	3 DIE DIE DIE BY THE AVETT BROTHERS

ms	4 IF I COULD TALK TO A YOUNGER ME BY BÉLA FLECK, ABIGAIL WASHBURN

ap	5 INTERMISSION: YOU'RE MOVING OUT TODAY BY BETTE MIDLER

cm	6 MACK THE KNIFE BY BOBBY DARIN

hh	7 THE CARNIVAL OF THE ANIMALS, R. 125 BY CAMILLE SAINT-SAËNS, YO-YO MA, KATHRYN .

hh	8 CLAIR DE LUNE, L. 32 BY CLAUDE DEBUSSY, MARTIN JONES

hh	9 LUX AETERNA BY CLINT MANSELL, KRONOS QUARTET

sc	 10 SO LONG BY DANIELLE PONDER

ap	11 BOTTOM OF THE RIVER BY DELTA RAE

db	12 DONE (DONE) BY DOLLY VARDEN

T APE ONE : SIDE B
sd 1 BUSCANDO MÁS ALLÁ BY EL MATÓ A UN POLICÍA MOTORIZADO

hh	2 THE END OF THE WORLD BY FINDLAY

hh	3 THE DAY THAT I DIE BY GOOD CHARLOTTE

sd	4 IT'S OVER BY THE HALLUCI NATION, CHIPPEWA TRAVELLERS

hh	5 WORK SONG BY HOZIER

km	6 DU TRÄUMST BY ISOBEL WALLER-BRIDGE

ap	7 MY BODY LIES OVER THE OCEAN BY JASMINE ASH

hh	8 A LIFE OF ILLUSION BY JOE WALSH

hh	9 GAIA BY JULIAN LENNON FEATURING PAUL BUCHANAN & ELISSA LAUPER

sd	10 SOMEONE GREAT BY LCD SOUNDSYSTEM

ap	11 BENEDICTION AND DREAM BY LILA DOWNS

sd	12 EULALIA BY LISA RICHARDS

MIX TAPE
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KOHLRABI
This was the first year we had grown these (from 
seed! www.rareseeds.com) and what a delight! The 
strangest looking plant we’ve grown so far; root stem 
vertically out of the ground into a heartish-shaped 
bulb, and then leafy greens out of the top. Kohlrabi 
(Kohl is German for cabbage; Rabi is German for 
turnip) has the taste of a cross between a broccoli 
and turnip. The tough verdant leaves may be eaten 
like greens or collards but require longer cooking 
time. Bon Appetite!  

Prep 15+ mins     Cooking  40-50 mins

INGREDIENTS
1 Kohlrabi 
2 cups rice or quinoa
1 medium onion
1 garlic clove
2 tablespoons flour
1 cup vegan sour cream (if you wanna make it from 
scratch, go here!) 
Olive oil
Salt & Pepper
 

1. Parboil kohlrabi for 20-30 mins. Once cool, peel away 
outer skin. Cut off root end for balance. Cut off tops and 
save for later. 
 
2. Scoop flesh (leaving ¼ inch wall) and chop finely along 
with greens. 

3. In skillet sauté chopped onions, garlic, and kohlrabi 
(flesh and leafy greens) in olive oil until tender. 

4. Prepare rice or quinoa in separate pan.
 
5. Transfer it all to a large bowl with the cooked rice or 
quinoa. Salt and pepper to taste. 
 
6. Stuff the hollowed-out kohlrabi with the 
deliciousness prepared above (leftover deliciousness may 
be used to line the bottom of the casserole dish). 
 
7. Place in casserole dish. Spray with non-stick cooking 
spray or wipe with something that won’t allow it to stick. 

8. Bake in oven at 350 degrees for 40-50 mins, or until 
kohlrabi is slightly toasted on the outside.
 

SAUCE
» Skim pan juices.
» Blend 1 cup vegan sour cream with 2 tablespoons flour. 
» Temper with a few ladles of hot juices. 
» Whisk until thick. 
» Drizzle over kohlrabi in casserole dish.
» Serve and eat!

I remember the last time I hung out with my 
cousin Wally in public (before visiting him for 
a final time in the hospital). My cousins, Wally 
and Dorothy, were meeting Mom and me for 
lunch. It was a beautiful day. 

When we walked into the restaurant, I saw them 
right away. Wally paused for a second and said, 
"You're looking good kid." It felt otherworldly, as this 
isn't a normal interaction between Wally and me. 
This was more like a hello from my Dad or Papoo. 
Wally sorta snapped out of it and even followed up 
with, "Huh, not sure where that came from." Just a 
few months later, on December 31, he would pass 
away. It's like the veil between here and there—
wherever there may be—was thinner. 

At his funeral, there was a therapy dog. Of course, I 
know about therapy dogs from those who comfort 
people in nursing homes to dogs who can sense 
seizures and assist their human. It never occurred to 
me there could be dogs who go to funerals. It really 
did bring the whole family joy to have them there. 

I can't remember which organization was at the 
funeral service, but shortly there after I noticed 
Pastor Pollock (who use to be my pastor back in high 
school and college when I was attending church with 
my dad, step family, and grandparents) was a part of 
LCC K-9 Comfort Dogs.   

LCC K-9 Comfort Dogs are working animals, trained 
to interact with people of all ages and circumstances 
who are suffering and in need. The dogs participate 
in scheduled and special events. Dogs are 
permanently placed with churches, schools and 
other ministries involved in Christian human care by 
LCC. Permanent placement includes full training for 
handlers and caregivers along with ongoing support, 
coaching and training. LCC K-9 Comfort Dogs live 
in the homes of assigned caregivers. The LCC K-9 
Comfort Dogs serve every day in the community in 
which they are placed and are deployed in times 
of disaster and crisis to bring comfort to all those 
affected, including first responders and the volunteers 
who serve them. LCC K-9 Comfort Dogs were in New 

York and New Jersey visiting victims of Superstorm 
Sandy, and in Connecticut after the tragedy at Sandy 
Hook Elementary School. Lutheran Church Charities 
currently has over 130 LCC K-9 Comfort Dogs 
serving in more than 26 states. LCC operates three 
training facilities in Illinois.

[SAMSON FROM LCC K-9 COMFORT DOGS]

MEET MY FRIENDS

RECIPE

DO YOU HAVE A FAVORITE VEGAN 
RECIPE YOU'D LIKE TO SHARE? EMAIL 
US AT ANNI@MOWGLISTUDIO.COM!

05

https://www.facebook.com/LCCK9Samson/photos
https://www.rareseeds.com
https://cookieandkate.com/vegan-sour-cream-recipe/
mailto:anni@mowglistudio.com


CLIENT LOVE + COVER STORY

THE SPEED OF TRUST
Mel and I met multiple first times 
over different versions of ourselves in 
Champaign-Urbana. I'm quite sure I met 
her when I was renting out movies at That's 
Rentertainment. Then years went by and 
our group of friends started to overlap. I 
specifically remember meeting her at the 
first CLAW wrestling match while I was 
buying a shirt. The third first time we met 
was when we discussed boundaries around 
a shared experience. Third time is a charm, 
as they say, and I'm grateful for it. 

From there, Melanie found herself on the path to 
becoming a death doula and started Threshhold Doula. 
I had the great pleasure of working as her designer in 
the beginning, and now I absolutely love watching her 
brand grow and flourish under the guidance of a different 
designer. 

If you aren't already following her on the social medias, 
go ahead and click those links to the left. She imparts 
moments of wisdom, soothing surrender, and beautiful 
ritual around a natural part of life so many of us try to 
avoid (our own death, of course, but the loss of those we 
love more often). You'll feel the generations of women in 
her family come through in her posts, while also knowing 
these nuggets of nurturance wouldn't be so fruitful 
without Mel's added soul. 

Maybe halfway through the interview Mel says, "The 
speed of the hospital is not the speed of trust." The speed 
of trust. I would like to take those words as a personal 
mantra into my 2023 and beyond. May we all lead at the 
speed of trust. 

We discuss her podcast at the end of the interview being 
released in January (we recorded this in October). She 
has started recording, but it may take some more time. 
She did want to share her legacy workbook and workshop 
that she plans to offer at the beginning of the new year. 	
I know I'll be following along to learn more! 

"[Jessica's] real sense of the vivid tenderness of life stuck with me.... always"
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certain that that's Michael McDonald 
I hear singing in there, and Michael 
McDonald is now with the Doobie 
Brothers—I saw them on What's 
Happening—but dad held firmly to his 
position. "I don't know who it is, but 
I know it's not the Doobie Brothers.” 
(Eight year old me, in my head: "Really? 
That's what you got? Seriously?") We'd 
generally continue until the song ended 
and hopefully the deejay would settle it 
once and for all. But somewhere, out in 
the ether, remain countless unresolved 
discussions. I'd guess that I was right 
more often than not, but of course I'd 
say that, it's my story. And it was all 
in fun.

When dad would go into full on Bard 
Mode, he had the 'usual' stand-bys. 
It was almost a guarantee that at 
least once per journey that he'd do 
his "Schneewittchen und die sieben 
Zwerge" (Snow White and the Seven 
Dwarfs.... in German) or he'd recite 
the Lord's Prayer in Middle English. 
The ENTIRE Lord's Prayer. In Middle 
English. (This is normal, right?)

Once he'd recited one or the other 
(or BOTH!) of those, if there was still 
time left in the commercial break, he'd 
launch into highlights from George 
Carlin's AM FM album, The Hippie 
Dippie Weather Man, most often 
topping the list. Within seconds we'd 
all be joining in as our favorite line 
came up and much laughter was had 
by all. Great memories.

When the occasion called for more 
poetry however, there was one author, 
one poem, that he'd go to first more 
than any other: Edgar Lee Masters, 
"The Spoon River Anthology." To the 
young me, I just listened to the words. 
Incredible, wonderful (sometimes 
very twisted) stories that rhymed 
occasionally. Words that seemed to 
harken back to a different time. Words 
that, ironically enough, seemed to 
come alive—to give a voice back to 
those who had passed. You see, The 
Spoon River Anthology was inspired by 
the tombstones in an old cemetery in 
Lewistown, Illinois, "The Hill,"

I was born and raised just outside 
the hustle and bustle of the Big City, 
Chicago, in the quaint, picturesque 
community of Evergreen Park. Sounds 
great, doesn't it? Evergreen Park. 
Before you even close your eyes to 
conjure those mental images, you can 
practically smell the wafting pines as 
you imagine acre upon rolling acre of 
mighty blue spruce and scots pine, oh! 
and the balsam fir! Look no further! 
Could this welcoming oasis in fact be 
heaven on earth? Nope. It's St. Mary's 
Cemetery and you're standing at 91st 
and Kedzie. South Side of Chicago. 
Completely different sets of smells 
altogether. Not to overlook the beauty 
and serenity of St. Mary's, whose 
forever residents run the gamut from 
vaudeville stars to journalists and 
patriots to gangsters and politicians 
(not to mention grandma and 
grandpa!) but there's not actually all 
that much evergreen anywhere in 
Evergreen Park.

Some of my earliest memories are 
thanks to my mom taking me along 
as she  volunteered time charting 
cemeteries for what she called the 
Chicago Hysterical Society (officially 
known as Chicago Historical Society.) 
I developed a lifelong fascination with 
wonderful graveyards, burial places, 
and practices. Chicagoland cemeteries 
cover the spectrum from a few toppled 
pieces of limestone in an overrun 
forest to the majestic monuments 
and a virtual Who’s Who of Chicago 
History at Graceland Cemetery (Have 
you ever seen Lorado Taft’s Eternal 
Silence??) and even an odd German 
burial ground nestled between runways 
at O’Hare. Even after I’d set off on my 
own, I loved charting solo excursions 
including many more distant resting 
places like Père Lachaise, the most 
prestigious and most visited necropolis 
in Paris, where I got to ‘meet’ Moliere, 
Melies, Isadora Duncan, Edith Piaf, Jim 
Morrison, Oscar Wilde AND Chopin! 
(What a neighborhood!)

It's difficult to remember a time 
before Netflix, before cable TV even, 
but memories of mine from long ago 
recall fantastic family road trips.... 
once in awhile even venturing far 
enough away to warrant spending an 
evening in a motel (swimming pools 
and free breakfast!) but the majority 
of time we'd venture off early in the 
morning and return home before 
dinner. It got to the point where I 
could anticipate the duration of the 
excursion by monitoring the Friday 
night meal prep—mom in the kitchen, 
making sandwiches or, more precisely, 
spamwiches (Mom's fascination with 
the great mystery meat continues to 
this day—with practically no effort at 
all—she finds a way to work SPAM into 
every meal with outstanding results.) 
She nailed those spamwiches though—
just the perfect amount of mustard. 
Yum.

Lucky for us, Wisconsin and Michigan 
were a bit more honest when it came 
to the descriptive naming of places 
and there was no shortage of locations 
in our immediate surrounding area 
to explore. Rivers, creeks, dunes, from 
tiny ponds to the Great Lakes, every 
destination contained lessons and 
ample opportunity to create memories 
and family bonding.

Our new car (an orange AMC Hornet 
Sportabout) had AM and FM radio 
and wherever we went, we were 
surrounded in music. Dad favored jazz 
and mom loved her some classical, but 
there was so much music coming out 
then it seemed as if there was always 
something worth singing along to on 
WLS or Super CFL. Harmony moved 
with us in all directions. Well, most 
of the time. It was the radio that was 
responsible for the very first time I 
argued with my dad.... the first time I'd 
argued with anyone.

Music (and musicians) was of 
paramount interest in our family. If 
we weren't listening to music, more 
than likely we were talking about it 
or the people that made it. The very 
first concert they took me to was Cat 
Stevens at the Auditorium Theatre in 
Chicago where I became totally hooked 
on the piano playing of Jean Roussel 
(probably because I had only recently 

myself begun taking piano lessons). 
The concert was a mind-blowing 
experience—especially to five-year-old 
me—the lights, the instruments, the 
songs... It was 1971 and Cat Stevens 
was all over the radio. 

We returned to Chicago the following 
day to hear Andre Watts perform the 
music of Chopin and Liszt. Orchestra 
Hall was much different than the 
Auditorium. For one thing, the air 
didn't smell the same AT ALL... and 
the lights weren't flashy. The music 
provided all that. In Watt's hands, the 
piano sang. On stage, it looked kinda 
like the one we had at home in our 
living room, but the way he played 
brought it to life. His piano definitely 
went to 11.

There was always music playing in the 
car and occasionally in between songs, 
most often over or during commercials, 
we'd keep ourselves entertained with 
poetry or reciting comedy routines of 
George Carlin, Mason Williams or the 
Smothers Brothers. But dad's personal 
favorite would be poetry. Many of 
his favorite poems he'd committed 
to memory, which worked out well 
for the car! At home he'd often read 
from a book or read us something 
he'd recently written, but while driving 
(he drove the majority of the time) he 
would drop full-on into Bard Mode and 
often his poems outlasted the length 
of the commercial break, which at my 
young age, I'd usually grow impatient, 
"cuz we were missing out on Pablo 
Cruise or Atlanta Rhythm Section" or 
something equally as innocuous.

The argument! (HA! You thought 
I'd forgotten, didn't you? See what 
happens when you get me talking 
about music??)

So... the very first argument I had—
with my dad—was unfortunately only 
the first of many similar arguments 
we'd have; for at least the next thirty 
years or so! And my guess is that we 
were not the only (hopefully) family 
having such an argument. It goes like 
this: A popular song comes on the 
radio. No one is sure who is playing. 
I say that I think it sounds like the 
Doobie Brothers. Dad says no, it 
isn't the Doobie Brothers. I'm fairly 

Where are Elmer, Herman, 
Bert, Tom and Charley,
The weak of will, the strong of 
arm, the clown, the boozer, the 
fighter?
All, all are sleeping on the hill.
One passed in a fever,
One was burned in a mine, 
One was killed in a brawl, One 
died in a jail,
One fell from a bridge toiling 
for children and wife—
All, all are sleeping, sleeping, 
sleeping on the hill.

Originally published in April of 1915, 
the book itself was banned from the 
bookshelves of Lewistown's schools 
and libraries until 1974. "If the dead 
could speak" obviously concerned 
several folks in that town, and the 
poems contained information, some 
real, some constructed from Masters' 
own imagination, but in book form, 
there before the ages forever.

The majority of poems represent the 
person lying in that grave, although 
some prefer rather to speak of their 
neighbors (probably not unlike they 
did while alive)! The poems can be 
randomly selected and read and 
enjoyed arbitrarily, but it's highly 
recommended to read this book cover 
to cover at least once. A play was 
adapted from the Anthology in 1963 
and it occasionally pops up in local 
community theaters. Podcasts have 
discovered the vast richness of the 
material and it's wonderful to see and 
hear generations one hundred plus 
years on still appreciating the work.

Edgar Lee Masters was not an author 
by profession, but a lawyer. A lawyer 
in Illinois who practiced with another 
young lawyer from Illinois named 
Abraham Lincoln. Masters also had 
a friend named Percy Grainger, an 
Australian composer and musician. 
who was inspired by the Anthology 
to compose "Spoon River," based on a 
preexisting fiddle tune which had been 
heard by Captain Charles H. Robinson 
at a country dance in Bradford, Illinois 

in 1897. Originally written for piano, 
the military band arrangement is 
fantastic. 

I grew up hearing poems from the 
anthology all my life but didn't read 
it completely for myself until I was in 
college at the University of Illinois. 
Several years later, around 2016, I 
learned that there was an actual 
Spoon River in Illinois. For those 
who love to take to the road, I highly 
recommend grabbing your GPS and 
finding your way to London Mills to 
begin your trek southward. If you 
time it right, you'll spend a few hours 
meandering through some absolutely 
beautiful countryside on your way 
toward Savannah and Lewistown 
(where you can visit The Hill for 
yourself, several of the tombstones 
immortalized in the Anthology are 
identified by a number and a tag). 
In October, when the fall colors are 
at their best, there is a Spoon River 
Drive Festival that really brings the 
area to life with arts and crafts and 
culinary delights to be found in the 
small towns along the drive. Much like 
the Anthology itself, the drive any time 
of year will take you back in time, a 
time where you might have run into 
Lucinda Matlock when she was among 
the living. And as for me, almost sixty 
years later, I still love finding a new 
cemetery to explore - in real life or on 
the page!

   At ninety-six I had lived 
enough, that is all,
And passed to a sweet repose.
What is this I hear of sorrow 
and weariness,
Anger, discontent and 
drooping hopes?
Degenerate sons and 
daughters,
Life is too strong for you—
It takes life to love Life.

                                      
from Lucinda Matlock “The Spoon River 
Anthology” by Edgar Lee Masters

?

SPOON RIVER 
DRIVING
BY KEVIN MCGUIRE
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when they designed the current gloomy 
encarnation of the world.
“I dunno!” Scarper at one point vents 
to Vera in what seems like a nod to 
the reader, “Maybe I’m too stupid, but 
some of it makes no sense to me at all!” 
But this is actually the strength of this 
series and this medium. Even if you 
don’t hem and haw over the author’s 
meaning with some of the more cryptic 
imagery, the look and feel of the story 
convey better than prosaic words can 
the subtle aches and raging passions of 
adolescence.

The second and third books mostly 
focus on Vera and Cas respectively, 
each navigating their own absurd but 
familiar journey from children to not 
quite adults. For some readers, the final 
volume titled The Book of Forks, might 
detract from the whole by explaining too 
much, like a magician deconstructing 
the trick. But the conclusion is 
satisfying and leaves enough unknowns 
to feel like we only got a glimpse into 
this surreal world that is disturbingly 
like our own. 

IF THIS THEN
» Jon J. Muth (kids book)
» Sock Monkey (graphic novel)
» Le Petit Prince (kids book)
» Neverwhere (graphic novel)
» The Fall of Freddy the Leaf (kids book)
» Bertolt (kids book)
» I Kill Giants (graphic novel)
	

IF THIS THEN 
» A Man Called Ove (2015 Sweden)     
» Midnight Gospel (Netflix series)

» After Life (movie)
» After Life (Netflix series)

» Fleabag (Neflix series)

When I recommend this podcast to 
others, I always feel a bit awkward 
(well, more awkward than my usual 
bursts of answering questions no one 
asked awkward).... it's about planning 
to die, why would that be something 
anyone wants to listen to. I try to 
cover up my insecurity with, "He has a 
really great voice." Can I sell a podcast 
or what? 

But seriously, he really does have a 
great voice. Add in his approach to 
topics from what happens to my digital 
profiles in the afterlife to how to be 
memorialized to past life regressions 
and being death positive normalizes 
something our culture often stays hush 
hush about. I mean, my experience 
has been between my dad asking me 
to sing at his funeral when I was in 
eighth grade (he wasn't dying at the 
time and why did he think I would be 
able to sing at all?) and me melting 
down with my mom over not vaxing in 
2020 by saying, "Fine.... then I guess I 
need to know if you want to be buried 
or cremated".... it's not pretty. This is a 
direct result of our culture teaching us 
to detach from the sacredness that is 
death. It turns us (or at least me) into 
a buffoon, so I took matters into my 
own hands.

The way I look at it now, if I have this 
all figured out logistically and suddenly 
find I only have a few months to live.... 
I can spend those months not fretting 
over how my person will access my 
bank accounts, but instead quality 
time talking about far more important 
things. Like, how do you want me to 
visit you after I die? .... I hope I get to 
be in the form of a deer.	

IF THIS THEN
» Goodnight Lovelies (podcast)
» DS Moss interview (article)
» Midnight Magic (podcast) 
» This Podcast Will Kill You (podcast)

The first few pages of The Motherless 
Oven, the opening volume of a brilliant 
three graphic novel arc by Rob Davis, 
may prompt the reader to start over a 
few times. Familiar words are being used 
with new occult definitions alongside 
imagery that is stark and clearly 
meaningful, but the meaning is not clear 
to the reader, yet.

The story starts amidst a downpour of 
knives - a blunt indicator that this is a 
dangerous and dystopian world. Scarper 
Lee is an adolescent of indeterminate 
age. When or how he was born is much 
less pressing than when he’s going to 
die, in three weeks’ time. In the days 
that follow, Scarper’s predestinedly 
short life is upended by a pair of new 
acquaintances from school - Cas, an 
observant social outcast from the 
deaf class, and Vera Pike, a mysterious 
new girl who seems to challenge all 
authorities, from school, to the police, to 
the very concepts of life and death that 
are taken for granted in this strange 
community.

While some of the allegory of this world 
is a little heavy-handed - Scarper’s mom 
is a literal kitchen appliance - others 
examples are subtler or even downright 
opaque. The police that chase the 
trio with intent to enforce Scarper’s 
deathday pursue them in a “clockwork 
jalopy” that you can outpace at a gentle 
stroll, but will never stop. Mortality can 
be evaded for a time but will eventually 
catch up with everyone. That is, 
except for the ancient immortals that 
conquered death before reinstating it 

Whenever a student asked, “Do I have to 
do this?”— my junior high trigonometry 
teacher would say “All you have to do 
is die.” The kids would challenge him 
and he’d run down their questions of all 
the things you had to do and when he 
pressed what would happen if they didn’t; 
eventually you’d end up at death. I used 
this same retort for nearly all of my 20 
years of teaching. 

Death is something I have thought about 
often over the years. My own, death in 
general, the death of my closest friend 
when he was 21. As an artist I have and 
continue to explore death in my own 
writing. Just as I am exploring death 
now in this piece. I have often thought 
about death and its impact on the living 
and how the perpetual presence of death 
impacts communities. In particular how 
the perpetual presence of death impacts 
communities. 

This year the Chicago International 
Children’s Film Festival added a new 
category called New Dimensions which 
is geared towards the 18-25 year old 
audience, and it was judging these films 
that I was able to view “The Sons of 
Toledo”. 

The film follows Marc (played by Marcus 
Temple) from morning to night on the 
day he finds out his younger brother has 
been killed. We know little of his brother, 
Terrance, little about their relationship, 
little about how he was killed, little about 
who he was. We do know Marc chooses 
to go to work at his barber shop before 

going to help prepare Terrance for his 
funeral. But in this not knowing we 
learn much. 

Though scenes are punctuated by brief 
cutaways, most of which break the 
fourth wall. These direct to camera 
moments tell us more about the 
communal context this story impacts 
and drives us back to the community 
of the barber shop and the catharsis 
to be found there. “There” not being 
the shop itself but the community that 
thrives in the conversations amongst 
the paterons and barbers, amongst 
the adults and the youth, amongst the 
men and the women. The intimacy 
of joking, of singing, of storytelling, 
of the direct conversations about the 
struggles of Toledo, of the strength of 
the community born of its very mud, 
of the cutting of hair. Few things are 
more intimate than the touching of 
another’s head and the shaping of one 
of our most sacred features; hair. 

This is why it seems Marc has chosen 
to go to work, to be in community, 
to serve in community, to hurt in 
community, to find strength in the 
communal mud of community. His 
grief at the same time so private is also 
so communal. It is this juxtaposition of 
private grief and communal strength 
that makes “The Sons of Toledo” as 
powerful in its representation as it 
does in its catharsis. 

IF THIS THEN
» Dead To Me (Netflix series)
» Six Feet Under (HBO series)
» Upload (Amazon series)
» The Good Place (TV series)
» 306 Hollywood (documentary)

MOTHERLESS OVEN
BY ROB DAVIS

THE ADVENTURES 
OF MEMENTO MORI
BY D.S. MOSS

SONS OF TOLEDO
WRITTEN BY MATT FOSS + MONTY COLE 
DIRECTED BY MONTY COLE
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Someone within my second tier of social 
interaction recently died. Someone I had 
spent hours and years working alongside 
with, discovering (whether you wanted to 
know or not) their temperament, interests, 
and character. 

What I learned later was his death 
was thought to be a suicide, of sorts. 
A terminal diagnosis brought about by 
the lifestyle they led prompted them to 
burn that wick to the very bottom of 
their candle. They kept all this extremely 
private, and only their parents discovered 
how bad it was when they became hospice 
caregivers. 

In trying to wrap my simple brain around 
the situation, I found myself thinking 
about and re-watching Flowers in my 
grief—a weirdly great show about family 
dysfunction and mental illness. The 
opening scene (no spoilers, I assure you) 
is of the main character unsuccessfully 
trying to commit suicide. From there the 
viewer is catapulted into the many facets 
of mental struggles each character is 
contending with.  

Created by Will Sharpe, an up-and-coming 
actor/director with a knack for finding 
empathy in absurd situations and making 
them endearing,

“I wanted to leave a door open to 
hope, because I do believe that, even 
in our darkest hours, even if it’s 
buried deep in the recesses of our 
consciousness, there are always 
some fragments of hope. And those, 
surely, are the most valuable pieces of 
ourselves…”  

The series also stars Julian Barrett (The 
Mighty Boosh!!!), Olivia Colman, Anna 
Chancellor, Daniel Rigby, and Sophia Di 
Martino. Soundtrack by Arthur Sharpe 
(Will’s BAFTA winning brother) offers 
a dreamy mix of somber eeriness to the 
series. Good stuff.   

FLOWERS
CREATED + DIRECTED BY WILL SHARPE

Suicide + Crisis Hotline 
Call or Text 

988

https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Jon_J_Muth
https://www.goodreads.com/series/80049-sock-monkey
https://bookshop.org/a/23933/9780152164157
https://bookshop.org/a/23933/9780063070721
https://bookshop.org/a/23933/9780943432892
https://bookshop.org/a/23933/9781592702299
https://bookshop.org/a/23933/9781534399495
https://www.imdb.com/title/tt4080728/?ref_=fn_al_tt_1
https://www.netflix.com/title/80987903
https://www.imdb.com/title/tt0165078/?ref_=nv_sr_srsg_6
https://www.netflix.com/title/80998491
https://www.imdb.com/title/tt5687612/
https://www.netflix.com/title/80219707
https://www.imdb.com/title/tt0248654/
https://www.amazon.com/Upload-Season-1/dp/B08BYYHCLN
https://www.imdb.com/title/tt4955642/
https://www.imdb.com/title/tt6296764/
https://vimeo.com/657123403?fl=pl&fe=vl
https://vimeo.com/657123403?fl=pl&fe=vl
https://thispodcastwillkillyou.com
https://try.luminarypodcasts.com/listen/the-midnight-miracle/653fda38bfecf800129c4337
https://frqncy.media/blog/ear-buds/ear-bud-ds-moss/
https://open.spotify.com/show/2BDKZ27GzBT2P4f25NBRUl?si=14dfbd8447ff46e7&nd=1&dlsi=d7cd3645d5d1407d
http://remembertodie.libsyn.com/?utm_source=podnews.net&utm_medium=web&utm_campaign=podcast-page


THE GREY GARDENS REMODEL

Champaign-Urbana lost a lot of great friends over the last few 
years, and we (as a team who found ourselves and our friendship 
in C-U) have been trying to figure out the right way to honor them. 
I don't want a sterile list of people, but multiple spreads featuring 
each of them isn't very us either. 

Serindipitously, while planning this issue I stumbled across the 
remodel of the Grey Gardens house in 2019. Finally, a tribute that 
made sense to us. I knew this was exactly how we were going to pay 
tribute to one of our dear, dear friends. 

Angie Heaton (who I wish had her own Grey Gardens-esque 
documentary, because she was otherworldly with a soul that could 
brighten up any room) is most well known for her incredible music 
(spotify | apple | parasol), but those of us who are lucky enough to 
know her a little bit more have been privvy to some great things: 
If you see a comb on the ground you're going to want to pick it up 
and give it to Angie, the second she learns anything she's going to 
share it with any person she crosses paths with that day (whether 
she knows you or not), she started the hashtag #TSUSRT (That's 
Some Urbana Shit Right There.... her hashtag needs its own hashtag 
even), and she loved the 1975 documentary, Grey Gardens. 

Cancer took Angie far too soon. She was bigger than the 
combination of personalities that oozed out of that documentary 
(which is saying something. If you haven't seen it, go watch it. Then 
follow it up with Documentary Now!'s parody for a great laugh). 
The documentary features Edith Ewing Bouvier Beale ("Big Edie") 
and her daughter Edith Bouvier Beale ("Little Edie"), who were the 
aunt and the first cousin of Jackie O. The house (one of the leading 
roles of the film as well) was designed in 1897 by Joseph Greenleaf 
Thorpe and purchased in 1923 by Big Edie and her husband. After 
he left, Big and Little Edie lived there for more than 50 years (in 
squalor and isolation. Their house was infested by fleas, inhabited 
by numerous cats and raccoons, deprived of running water, and 
filled with garbage and decay). 

Seeing someone love this house back into life and sell it for 20 
million dollars is bittersweet. It's a beautiful home, but as a 
granddaughter of a pack rat who hoarded everything as a result 
of living through the Great Depression.... there's a part of me that 
grieves the loss of character hidden in the piles of garbage. 

DESIGNS » ON THE INSIDE
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ANGIE DOING HER BEST LITTLE EDIE » HALLOWEEN 2019

https://youtu.be/WVu3EhJkRvI?si=o9s1FufwcDkNxWfz


MIX TAPE CONTRIBUTORS
AP (anni poppen)
CM (christopher monson)
DB (david bradburn)
HH (hannah howell)
KM (kevin mcguire)	
SD (scott durfor)

PHOTOGRAPHY + VIDEOGRAPHY
cover + spotify pics (justine bursoni)
letter from me (val oliveiro)
meet my friends (lcc k-9 comfort dogs)
recipe pics (scott durfor)
cover story video (anni poppen)

ARTICLES 	
meet my friend (anni poppen)
recipe (alberta & fred moore)
cover story (anni poppen)
spoon river (kevin mcguire)
design » on the inside (anni poppen)

REVIEWERS
motherless oven (christopher monson)
flowers (scott durfor)
sons of toledo (david bradburn)
adventures of momento mori (anni poppen)

DON'T WANT TO MISS THE NEXT ISSUE OF MQ? 
Subscribe [right here]! I promise I won't email you except for the four issues per year. 
Gotta love an email signup that promises that!
 
IF YOU'RE WITH A NON-PROFIT + WANT TO COLLABORATE 
Please email me at anni@mowglistudio.com to schedule a chat!

IF YOU WANT TO SUPPORT OUR WORK 
Check out that coffee cup icon below or our affiliate page to share the perks

ROLL CREDITSDID YOU KNOW?

Field Museum Exhibition 
Runs though August 2023

Death: Life's 
Greatest Mystery

The ways that we experience death, 
celebrate life, and wonder about 

what’s next are part of what makes 
us human— yet it’s also a subject 
we often push aside. At the Field 

Museum’s newest exhibition, you 
can explore perspectives on death 
and life through culture, science, 

and art.

» fieldmuseum.org/exhibitions «

https://www.fieldmuseum.org/page/traveling-exhibitions/death-lifes-greatest-mystery
https://mowglistudio.com/mq/
mailto:anni@mowglistudio.com
https://buymeacoffee.com/mowgliquarterly
https://buymeacoffee.com/mowgliquarterly
https://www.facebook.com/MowgliStudio/
https://www.instagram.com/mowgli.studio/
https://www.youtube.com/@annipoppen
https://www.mowglistudio.com
https://bookshop.org/shop/mowglistudio



