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From Reader Review The Coast of Chicago for online ebook

Simon A. Smith says

| finally read this one. | know alot of Chicago writers point to this as the definitive collection of stories
about Chicago and the vibrant characters that inhabit it. | liked it. | really did, but i didn't loveit like | wanted
to. The thing that kept me from truly loving it was that while Dybek isavery lyrical, poetic writer, his stories
sometimes lack focus and momentum. Many of his stories are ABOUT characters and ABOUT places and
ABOUT tragedies without actually diving full-in and allowing the drama or action unfold in the moment.
There's alot more description than there is dialog, and | always like stories with good dialog.

Some of the stories are fantastic, though. | wish all of the stories would have been more like "Blight." No
guestion, Dybek is aterrific writer, but | get the feeling that he may make a better poet than writer.

Jason Pettus says

[Earlier thisyear, | had the honor of being asked to join the staff of the Chicago Literary Hall of Fame,
specifically to help choose the honoree each year of the organization's Fuller Award for Lifetime
Achievement. 2018's recipient was Stuart Dybek, and | was asked to write a critical overview of hiswork for
the accompanying program. I'm reprinting it in full below.]

It's been a fascinating thing this month to read through the entire prose oeuvre of Stuart Dybek in
chronological order for the first time, as we here on the staff of the Chicago Literary Hall of Fame have been
making plans for tonight’s ceremony, and have been gathering in the effusive praise from his friends and
colleagues you' re reading in this program. Like many, | had read his most famous book, 1990’ s The Coast of
Chicago, in my twenties soon after it had come out; like many, it was at the urging of awoman | was trying
to make into my latest romantic partner, a slam poet and former student of his who told me that "everything |
needed to know about her" could be gleaned from the book; and like many, once | did read the book,

Dybek’ s unforgettable prose took on alife of its own with me, apart from the six bittersweet weeks said
woman and | ended up together. (And strangely, like Dybek’s story “ Cérdoba,” said woman just happened to
live at the corner of Buena Avenue and Marine Drive, which made me feel like one of the sweet but hapless
male heroes of his pieces when coming across this fact last week.)

But still, | had never explored the rest of hisfictional work before this month, so | decided to start with his
first, 1980’ s Childhood and Other Neighborhoods. Even 38 years later, it's easy to see with this book why
Dybek started gaining a feverish cult following from his very start, because the writing on display is
startlingly unique; the magical realism of Gabriel Garcia Mérquez, the gritty urbanism of Nelson Algren, the
sweet nostalgia of the Saturday Evening Post, but with the naughty subversion of the Countercultural era.
(Also, what an astounding historical record of a Chicago that no longer exists, as best typified by the very
first story of the book, "The Palatski Man," in which aley-going knife sharpeners on horse-drawn carriages
till livein awild rural wonderland, right in the middle of the city.)

Next came The Coast of Chicago, deservedly now known as amodern classic, one of those magical moments
in literary history when everything came together perfectly. An expansion of Dybek’s ook back at his
childhood as a Polish-American in the Little Village neighborhood (in a post-war time when the area was
undergoing atransition into a mostly Mexican neighborhood), it's also athoroughly contemporary collection



of pieces about masculinity, sexuality, and experience-hungry youth, containing many of the most indelible
and heartbreaking stories of his career, such as the aching "Chopin in Winter" where we watch the twin fates
of adying immigrant grandfather and an illegitimately pregnant teenage neighbor. (Also, for those keeping
score, thisisthe book that contains the notorious "Pet Milk," mentioned over and over by his admirersin this
program.)

A decade later saw Dybek’s so-far only novel, 2003's | Sailed with Magellan, although this technically
comes with an asterisk for being a"novel in stories," the literary length that he' s destined to be mostly
remembered for. A non-linear look at the life of the sometimes infuriating, always engaging Perry Katzek,
thisis Dybek doing a deep dive into his checkered youth within a rough-and-tumble, pre-gentrification
Chicago -- aworld of mabsters and viaducts, dead disabled boys turned into Catholic martyrs, broke but
striving social workers living in rundown northside SROs, and as aways the women beside them who
propelled them along, messy mistakes and all. To me, it was my favorite of all his books, and one | know I'll
be coming back to again and again for the rest of my life.

And finally, a decade after that, Dybek gave the world the remarkable gift of 59 new storiesin asingle year,
with the twinned 2014 publications of Ecstatic Cahoots and Paper Lantern. A reflection of Dybek’s years of
honing his craft in the academic world, as both a beloved professor and working artist, these pieces are
mostly tiny little diamonds from a now master of his craft, fiction that often approaches flash-fiction but that
packs all the wallop of stories ten times the size. Split between genera stories (Cahoots) and specific love
stories (Lantern), these books see Dybek at the absolute top of his game, a crowning achievement to a busy
and award-packed career that is about to celebrate its half-century anniversary.

With all the wonderful anecdotes in this program from long-time friends who are intimately acquainted with
hiswork, I’m proud to be one of the few to say that it's perfectly all right if you're not familiar yet with all of
Stuart Dybek’ s books. It isin fact a perfect time to become so, with all of histitles still in print and with a
brand-new greatest-hits collection that was just recently published by Jonathan Cape/Vintage. Still as
relevant as ever, still as powerful as ever, heistruly one of America s greatest living authors, and a bright
star in the annals of Chicago’s literary history.

Y Ucel says

“K?? mevsiminde Chopin”, “Felaket Bolgesi” ve* GUmu? Perde” dykuleri ¢ok iyi. Di?er dykuler igin ayn?
?eyi sbyleyemeyece?m. Amabu Ug Oyki gergekten iyiydi.

Matthew says

Those were the days when the Belsen Street Pollacks came down the stairwells with their pockets filled with
broken glass, an old Jew shouting out of the window, little Skip Kowalcyk reaching up to grab hisfill of
undergarments from the laundry lines - old Trouthead Mulvaney was on the mound for the Cubs, the smell of
simmering beef heart and boiled tar in the air, Mayor Daley tapping the ash from his cigar as he rode by in
his grand Buick, like some kind of pristine ocean liner, outfitted in brass....

BLEH BLEH BLEH IF YOU LIKE THAT KIND OF SHIT UP THERE THISISTHE BOOK FOR Y OU.



Zinta says

I’ ve experienced that rare pleasure of hearing Stuart Dybek read his work—in Kalamazoo, Michigan, where
he is a sometime adjunct professor at Western Michigan University, and so sometimes, not at all often, has
read to alarge and hungry Kaamazoo audience, myself among them. That was poetry. Good stuff. Really
good stuff. And so picking up this collection of stories about my favorite city, Chicago, and Dybek’s
hometown, too, | knew | would be in for a street wise treat. Oh yeah.

Fourteen stories, and if you know anything about Dybek at all, you will know he is surrounded by awards
and an otherwise impressive publishing history, so no need to go there. He' s proven goods. I'll offer simply
my personal perspective and experience on reading this collection. And so, indeed, it resonated with me.
Dybek, like me, comes from arichly ethnic background. In his case, he is a second-generation Polish-
American, growing up in Chicago neighborhoods, southern side of that great city. Whereas | have a father
who isavisud artist, so influencing me to be visual in my own writing, Dybek’ s second art loveis
music—jazz, specifically—and so for him, that second art comes through in obvious and |ess obvious ways.
Here, too. Quite afew of these stories intertwine music. Music becomes something of a character itself
(“Chopinin Winter”), or else it serves as background, or it is fabric of the words, adding a jazzy rhythm to
his sentence structure, a bop and a bounce to his choice of expression. Nice.

The collection is an interesting mix of traditional sandwiched with flash fiction. The flash pieces reminded
me of Dybek’ s poetry. Poetry in prose, nearly. Because Dybek’ s style (see note above on musical influence)
isvery lyrical. There's something improvisational about his writing, yet carefully so. A great jazz artist
doesn't really improvise at all; he or she dipsinto that vastness of musical experience and freely lifts from it
and into light. What is surprise to othersis old blood to the maestro.

“A Kiss crosses the city. It rides a glass streetcar that showers blue, electric sparks along the ghost of a
track—atrack paved over in childhood—the line that she and her mother used to take downtown.

“A Kiss crosses the city, revolves through alobby door into arainy night, catches a cab along a boulevard of
black glass, and, running red lights, dissolves behind the open fans of wiper blades.

“Rain spirals colorlessly out of the dark, darkens all it touches and makes it gleam.

“Her kiss crosses the city, enters a subway tunnel that descends at this deserted hour like a channel through
an underground world. It’stimeless there, always night, asif the planet doesn’t turn below the street. At the
mouth of the station stands a kid who's gone AWOL and now has nowhere to go, a young conga drummer, a
congacero, wearing a fatigue jacket and beating his drum. He has the pigeons up past their bedtime doing the
mambo.” (page 105)

These are stories that put you into the unprettified ethnic neighborhoods that were, are, Chicago. The smells
are here, the tastes, the mix of languages, the music, the blend of humanity. Here the city kids and the first
generation immigrants, the junkies and winos and ex-cons and their corrupt cops. Here, too, are stories about
nothing, just the sense of being there, and so, stories about everything you need to know to share the
experience.

Dybek is a master of language, whatever medium he chooses—poetry or prose. He blends his arts, as all art



should be ablend, al from the same fountainhead. He is visual artist, too, with one paint stroke:

“The blue, absorbing shadow would deepen to azure, and a fiery orange sun would dip behind the glittering
buildings. The crowded beach would gradually empty, and a pitted moon would hover over sand scalloped
with amillion footprints. It would be timeto go.” (page 45)

Just don't go before acquainting yourself fully with the work of Stuart Dybek, and this collectionis an
excellent starting point.

Solistas says

Ay 10UV George Saunders Bp?BnKa e aUT? TO BIBA?0 OTA X?2pI0, O OTID?0¢ ?XEl KVEL Ol 2POPEC
BapOOUTEC ONA?0EIC VIO TN CUYKEKPILAN GUAAOY? dINYNU2Tev. H aA?8eta evat 2t dev
EUTIOTE?OMAL KAB?AOU TIC TIPOT?0EIG TWV CUYWYWPA @2V (AVE TEPIOC?TEPT TPAYUOTA VIO TA

eV O@?POoVTa TOUG KI 200 {NAE?0UV GTOLC CLVOOZAPOUC TOUC TIP? YIA TNV TOL2TNTA TWV BIPA2wv
TIOL TIPOTEVOULV -TO 2010 LOX 7€l VIO TOUC LOUCIKO?C KOK.) MOV ?PECE UG TIOA? 1N AEK?TN
AgKEUPP?0L VIO VO TPOCTEP?0W TO BIPA?0 UZAIG TO €200 UTPOCT? OV, TI?00 UZAAOV 2TavV
OLOOPAMAT?LETAl OTO ZIKY0 Twv 60sK 70S TIOL €01 TO W7POC TIOU YeEVV0NKO K TIOU Ol YOVE?G IOL
Anoav yia 15 xpia.

To ZIK?Y0 AOITTV €Al 0 TPWTAYLVIOT?G TOL BIBA?0L, N K?2p10 0TOBEP? TIOL CUVA?EL TIC 22 I0TOP7EC
TIOU BP?0KEl Kave?C €06?. To BIPA?0 dlaB?(ETAl e EVIO?0 TP?MO, 0AV ETEIC?0IA TOU €0TI?(0LV O€
OlOPOPETIKO?C ?PWEC TNC D10 ¢ UG YeITovI 2¢. O Dybek eval Xwp?¢ ap@ BoA?0 Vag XAPIOUATIK?G
VPO ?¢, TEPIOC?TEPO TOINT?C T P? Storyteller ? TOLA?X10TOV eKE? Aepve N (uyapl? 1o 1990 1oL
KUKAOQ?PNOE N GUAAOY?. TO TEPZEPYO EVAI 2T Ol KOAPTEPEC TOU OTIYU?C ?pX0VTal OTd TIO
MOKPOOKEA? KEPUEVA, 70WC VIAT? EKE? XOAIVAYWYE? TN EKPEACTIK? TOL OEIV?TNTA K TO TNO?010
AEEIAN0 TOU K ETITP?TEL OTOUC AVOYW?0TEC TIOU OEV ?X0UV {?0€l OVUECA OTIC EBVOTIK?C OU?OEC
TN V?2UAC TAELP?E TN TTPANG VA KATAA?BOUY TNV KABNUEPIV?TNTA TWV TRWIAYWVIOTV XWp?¢ va
TIP?TEL VO GTT?200LV TO KEP?AL TOUG VIO VO ATIOKPUTITOYPO 200UV TO GUUBOAIGU?.

ALaB?20ovTtag TN GUANOY? TI2POCA OTT? TEAE2WCE JIAPOPETIK? OT?2D 0 AVAYWWOTIK?C ELXAP?0TNONC.
>TO0 TP?TO0 HIO? 2U0UV HOoYeERUVOC. O Dybek TEpl@ep?tav OTr YEITOVI? TIOU TPOQPIV?C &?PEl KOA? UE
UTI?POXO0 TP?TO TEPIYP?POVTUC ATT? IOTOP?0 O LOTOP?0 KABNUEPIVIC OKNV?C K EVOUUXEC,
EIAIKPIVE?G OKAPELC TIOU £7XAV Ol 7PWEC TOV Y700 O€ VO OVEIPIK? TAA 7010 TOU €Al TO OE?TEPO
XOPOKTNPIOTIK? LET? TNV TPAN TIOU JIATEPV?EL PAEC TIC OEADEC TOU BIBA?0UL. H ay?rm Tou yia 1N
HOUCIK? ?XEl TEP?0El OTN YPO@? TOU K LTT?PXAV @oP?¢ TIOL &l ?Bala Xwp?¢ va "dlaBXw" ota
OA?0e1d, THPACUPHAOC ATITNV TP?LA TOU.

210 €€aIpeTIK? "Chopin in Winter" yia Tp?2del YO, IO VEAP? LOVCIK G LAVEL AYKLOG OTE? VAV

L0 ?p0, YEYOV?C TIOU BEWPE?TAL OTAUA OTNV KAEIOT? KOIV2TNTA TWV MOAWVN LETAVAOT .
KAglopvn oto om?ul TnN¢ T 2el 7Ad TO 7pYd TOU ZOTTV KAl OTO ATT? K?2TW SO U?PIOUA VO VEAPTC
HOBaVEL TI OKO?El OTTTOV ALYOU?ANTO TIITHTO? TOU TIOU TOV EKTINOE?EL VA EEXWP?LEL TA KOUU?TIO
TIOL T L€l N SUATLXIOUVN Marcy. ?tav N TEAELTA?0 OPATEETEZEl ATITO OTL?U ViA va (?0€l UE TOV
TIT?P0 TOL TIAI0? TNC O UIKP?C OVAKOA?TTEL TN dVAN TNG LOUCIK?C:



"...when the music finally disappeared, its channels remained, conveying silence. Not an ordinary silence of
absence and emptiness, but a pure silence beyond daydream and memory, as intense as the music it replaced,
which, like music, had the power to change whoever listened..."

2T0 VOl 2UECO TEPEUPRZAAOVTOIL KPP IOTOP?EC TIOL EVOUVALIVOLY TN aLVOoX? Tou BIBA?0UL: Ta

T A1 ? TIOU v 2{0LV GTOUC 0ONYO?¢ TIOL &?2X00aV TA (Y?TA TOU AUTOKIV?TOU TOUG GPBNCT?, 0 KPP
TIOU PMOE?El KATIKIA UTT?POC, N KUP?O TIOU (€l PE OEK 2DEC KATOIK2D1A KOK. 2TOV 08 OVEIC OTO
"Blight" pe Tou¢ Tpel¢ 2pnBouc (to am?Auto highlight tTng cUAAOY?C) 0 avayw?0Tng dev UTIOPE? TP?
va BaLU?0€EL TN A@ENYNHOTIK? SEIV2TNTA TOU CUYYPO @20 TIOL KATA@?PVEL VO TEI T?00 TIOAA? O€ T?0£(
ANeC aeA?0eC (ALy?tepeg atr? 40). E?K0A0 Ba yiv?2Tav Aa UTI?P0X0 HLBICT?PN A TIOU TIIPOKOAOLOE?
TI1¢ {w?¢ TOL Ziggy, Tou David K Tou Pepper K KUP?wG TIC BPATEC TOLC UE TO OU?EL OTIC Ol APOPETIK?G
TEPIOX ?C TNG TIPANG.

TNV CLV?XELO UWCE, O CLVEKTIK?C 70T0¢ TOL BIA?0L X Vetal. O Dybek pou polt2(gl oo va
TOPAC?PONKE AT? TIC YW?0EIC TOU K AVOAVETAL OE over the top CUUPBOAICHO?C TIOU EVAL OXEON
0dV0TO VO TOUG JIATEP?OEl 0 AVAYW?0TNG K BUO1?(€l TO HOUVTO,0VEIPIK? KA?UO TIOU E7XE @I 2EEL
HU?xpt To Blight yia X?pn (A O€1p?¢ ATEAE?WTWV TIIPOMOI 20EWV K HETO@OP?V TIOL Ba Ta?piaav o€
YOUPO CLYWPAP?O K ?X1 GE AV T?200 TAAAVTO?XO0 YPOa@ ? 2we AUT?C. Y TI2PX0UV OK?PTIEC K 2TOIEG
KOA?¢ oTIyU?¢ ?rwg 10 Nighthawks Tou PTA KL K TOV UTT?POX0, OLAVURO0 TIVOKA Tou Hopper ? 10
Insomnia Tou TEPIYP2PEL TN (W? TWV HOVAXIK? EEVXTNOWV TOL TEPVON TIG V?XTEC TOUC OTO 24700
diner TN TEPLOX ?C AAA? OE YEVIK?C VPO U?C VWO TC TP?TEL EA@VIK? VA TIPOOTB?0w yia va unv
TO 0?0 OTO KOUOOVO YIa UVEC.

EutuX?c 0TO TEAELTA?0 T?TAPTO TOL BIBA?0V ETUOTP?PEI OTIC IOTOPZEC TIOU TOU TALPI 2L 0LV, TIC
OTIA?C KOBNUEPIV?C 10TOP?EC 2TIWC OIUT? V1A TO 7UOPPO KOP?TOL LUE TO UTIAE-TIP?01VO Q?PEUN TIOU TIOA?
oLXV? AITIOBLU?El aTtTN {?0TN KOT? TN 01 2PKEIO TNG KUPLAK2TIKNE AEITOLPY?A G ? 2T TO
oLYKIVNTIK? Pet Milk pe to {evy?pl TIOL EAL?TOL OE VA TPVO TIOL TEPVZEL XWP?C VA OTAUAT?El OE
otabuo?c.

To TEAIK? TP?0N O €dl a?youpa BeTIK?. O TPOODOK 26¢ TIOV YEVV?BNKOV OTNV OpX? UTOPE? va
KOT?ppELOAV OTNV TIOPE?0 AAA? dev TELP?LEL. 200 Al ?Bala £5? 0O OOV O€ UEPIK PG AUOPYPEC
oL{NT?0EIC UE TOV TIIT?PA OV TIOL €710 2W0E TDAA? ATTOLT? TIOU TEPIYP?@EL 0 Dybek, T0 oKOoT?dI
O€ OUT?C TIG YEITOVI ?C, O PATOIOU?C UETOE? TWV EIOVOT 2TV, N BAIBEP? BPoX? 0AA? K O 2UOPYEC
B?ATeC OTO T?PKO, N QAVTAXTEP? DIAPOPETIK?TNTA OTO TEPIO?PIO LG EK TGV TIO 1010 2TEPLIV TIPAEWV
TNCAMEPIK?C K QUOIK? N MOUVGCIK? TIOL 2BYaIvE dUVAT? ATITA AVOIXT? TP?0UPA TWV PTWXNV
OLVOIK?uV (TA? Kadavt{?2dn¢ 2regre A?6l 0 ¢?20ep). Oa eTov?AB0w oTov Dybek K EATI?(w TNV
ETTAUEVN QOP? VA EZUAI TIO TEPIEKTIK?C. ZEVTVI By?KE TI?AL.

Jessica says

| really enjoyed this collection of short stories even though I'm not sure that | understand afew of the
endings since Dybek writes poetically. My favorite is Lights because | had totally forgotten about this
childhood activity..."Lights! Your lights! Hey, lights!" Makes me smile every time | think about it. | also like
the lines from Strays..."| never give any of them names. We don't know an animal's name. A name's what we
use instead of smelling." Have no fear...I'll continue to name my pets lest | mortify my family.

| think Dybek really captures the essence of the near South side of Chicago. The Coast of Chicago reminded



me of Sandra Cisneros The House of Mango Street...another author/poet who writes about her hometown of
Chicago.

lonut says

Thisisagreat book. | lived in Chicago for anumber of years and | am a catholic born in Eastern Europe so |
can definitely relate to parts of what Dybek describesin this book. Stuart Dybek grew up in the South Side of
Chicago. At the time, his neighborhood was an ethnic neighborhood full of poles, ukranians, czechs, etc.
Most of the charactersin the book still have customs coming from the old country, inherited prejudices,
church going rituals, love for music, etc.

Most of the stories have alife of their own yet some of the smaller ones are introduced just to create themes
or suggest feelings that will trigger in other stories. For example baseball is arecurring theme in this book,
from the neighborhood teams, to watching games, to the White Sox winning the '59 AL pennant. It is agreat
experience to live in atown that wins a pennant and one of the short stories describes how the Go Go Sox of
'59 won the AL pennant on Gerry Staley's sinker and Aparicio and Big Klu's 6-3 double play. The whole
town was affected by the air-raid sirens that were sounded to celebrate but so were the characters in one of
the short stories.

The same neighborhoods have later changed. One of the characters returns after awhile and finds the same
bars with the same names only that his neighborhood is Mexican now with many of the store namesin
Spanish and even the church bells don't seem to agree on the right time.

There is no experience that compares to making the journey from the numbered streets of the South Side to
the North Side of Chicago. Thisjourney is described multiple times in the book (driving on Lake Shore
Drive, riding the El train, switching buses). In the last short story in the book, the author describes such a
journey made by two loversriding the El train. The experienceis surreal but one understands that living in
Chicago and riding the El, you only need to glance outside the window to get a sense of where you are. The
experience transcendstime, "it was asif | were standing on that platform, with my schoolbooks and a smoke,
on one of those endlessly accumulated afternoons after school when | stood almost outside of time simply
waiting for atrain, and | thought how much I’ d have loved seeing someone like us streaming by".

Stuart Dybek also eventually made this journey in his career, he was born in the South Side of Chicago and
is now the distinguished writer in residence at Northwestern University.

Adam Dalva says

A good collection - especialy for Chicagoans. It's extremely front loaded, with the first two long stories
really standing out (in the 4.3-4.7 range). All the short vignettes are great, and the last piece is good, but the
book is dragged down, | think, by Nighthawks, along story suite that feels a bit forced around the theme of
the Nighthawks diner.

Dybek is also a poet, and the book is beautiful on the line-level, but it works best when he takes on tangible
reality, especially from the perspective of achild, in the close 3rd. Nitehawksis amoreroving voice, asis
Hot Ice, and there, despite the language being great, | lost my connection with linearity and with any sort of



rooting interest. Give me simplicity with this style.

Itisalso less of alinked collection than the cover would claim. Definitely worth reading for the great ones.

Vit Babenco says

The stories “ Chopin in Winter” and “Blight” are magnificent and they reminded me of Jack Kerouac

“There seemed to be some unspoken relationship between being nameless and being aloser. Watching the
guys from Korea after their ball games as they hung around under the buzzing neon signs of their taverns,
guzzling beers and flipping the softball, | got the strange feeling that they had actually chosen anonymity and
the loserhood that went with it. It was something they looked for in one another, that held them together.”
“Hot Ice” written more or lessin Charles Bukowski’ s mode is excellent as well.

Therest is pretty good.

Robert Palmer says

| read this short story collection when it was chosen for the " one book one Chicago " in 2004. | think the
reason the story's resonated so much for me was that | know the neighborhoods,the streets and the
people,which it so much easer reading than Dubliners by James Joyce.

The book really had me at the section titled "Nighthawks" ayoung man killing time at the art institute would
always end his day viewing Edward Hoppers painting named Nighthawks.Dybek than brings the paint to life
. The couple at the end of the counter who could just as easily pass for strangers killing time,they have a back
story. Ray the man behind the counter who is much older then he looks and nobody cares what he dose
during the day. The guy whith his back to the window nursing his cup of coffee , maybe an out of work hit
man. And finally,what about the empty water glass? It to has a story.

I know that if the Nighthawks section was all that | had read.,it would have been time well spent. However |
would not have liked to missed al of the others.

Paul Sebik says

Most of these stories have a narrator looking back to the time of the story from an undisclosed or
unimportant future vantage point. The way the character |ooks back indicates the story is vital memory(to the
character's existence even). Dybek's vivid flashes of past come in layer upon layer, rendering the story into
not just memory, but perhaps the most important time of these characters' lives. The sense of nostalgiais
thick and alive--it's hypnotic at times, but slows the read a bit, too. The short shorts are a pleasure.

So why 4 stars? Cleary in the entire book, Dybek is concerned with the world of dreams, or perhaps more
particulary the limbo * between* waking reality and dreamscape. It kind of goes along with the characters
looking back, thus they're caught between whatever their present and their vivid past. The long story
"Nighthawks" in the middle of the book is fascinated with this limbo. The language Dybek uses when in
dream or that limbo isincredible and poetic, and | loved that part of it. But the musing exploration of that
place just wasn't for me. | realize it's just a personal preference on my part (not my kind of writing), but
frankly: | was bored at times with it. Other stories besides "Nighthawks' were much more compelling reads
because they had the musing in it but weren't overwhelmed by it. | don't think 1'd ever read "Bijou" again



either. Human exploration through an audience's reaction(s) to a graphic documentary--for me: a"so what?"
read.

Andrea says

"The Coast of Chicago" isalyrical short story collection about growing up in Chicago in the 50's and 60's--
the poverty, the wild aimlessness of boyhood, those who escape the neighborhood and those who don't. Each
longer pieceisfollowed by a short-short, which was a fun pattern. Dybek adeptly captures the mood of the
city, especialy at night and in the winters. My favorite story in this collection is the smply gorgeous
"Chopin in Winter," which is about a boy and his grandpa who fervently listen to their upstairs neighbor
playing the piano. "Nighthawks" is another gem in this collection; in it Dybek imagines the lives of the
charactersin Edward Hopper's similarly titled painting. The final story "Pet Milk" was aso quite lovely, but
| still prefer "We Didn't,” which seems amost like a companion piece to it, in his most recent story
collection, "I Sailed with Magellan."

Andrew says

Blight is one of the best stories I've read in along time, and in some ways its quality dampens the rest of the
book for me. As ateacher of mine once said, "Stu really packsit in." A lot of the storiesin this collection
feel like novels. By the end so much has been seen and experienced that there's an ache for, but a satisfaction
in knowing that it Dybek did it right.

Rachel says

If you ever wanted to take atime capsule and go back in time to the Chicago South Side during the 60's and
70's, than this book will take you there. Dybek beautifully describes the lonliness and sadness of the back
alleys of aworking class neighborhood. | lived in the South Side, definitely during a different time, but he
captured afeeling that | had while living there. Y ou see fragments from that era on the street corners, and
mixed in with the new culture that's taken over the South Side. | love this book. When | read it, | could not
believe anyone could capture Chicago like he had. Thisis one of my favorites.




