
Henry: Yes, I look down on people that don't live on the Red Line, but I can't just sit idly by while 

two of my best friends move to the Blue line. That's the worst of all lines! And compared to 

the glorious Red, the other ones are just kind of … there. The Green and Purple lines don't 

matter. No one willingly takes the Orange line. The Brown line stops running at like ten 

o'clock. And I don't have a fucking clue where the Pink Line even goes to. Look, I've lived in 

this city my entire adult life. When I get on the Red Line, and I smell that day old urine and I 

see the stains all over the seats and the homeless guy sleeping on four corner seats: I feel like 

I'm coming home. That's where I belong, with drunk Cubs fans and angry commuters on the 

train that goes everywhere. It's the backbone of this city for a reason! You can get on a Red 

Line train and get to anywhere you need to go, you just have to deal with frat boy vomit and 

some smelly guy jerking off in the corner. That's not too much to ask! Too many people think 

that in order to be successful they have to move away and live on another line. But I don't. 

Especially not the Blue Line. I lived on the Blue Line, in a shitty Logan Square basement that 

was what I imagine the Sarlaak Pit from Jedi is like. Just a dank hole where no light ever 

came in the tiny windows. Do you have any idea how hard it is to take a woman back to your 

place when it's a Garden apartment in Logan Square? Most of them acted like I was offering 

them candy in the back of my tinted van with a video camera rolling. My favorite excuse was 

"I don't want to have to take a Pace Bus home". What the fuck does that even mean? That was 

the worst 12 months of my life, cause the only that was worse than being home was getting 

home, crammed in by luggage toting tourists and swarms of hipsters. Like locusts who don't 

understand the concept of Irony. Look, you guys can live wherever else you want to in this 

city and I'll still come visit you. But I won't if it's on the Blue Line. And you know why? 

Cause FUCK the Blue Line. That's why. 

 


