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1. It is against the law.

driver since they are approaching each other instead of going in 
the same direction.
3. The potential impact is greater.
4. When coming over the crest of a hill, motorists will not see the 
oncoming cyclist until crossing the top. 
5. Motorists making right turns will only look to their left.
6. Drivers pulling out, making left turns, will only look to their left.
7. When riding on the right side, motorists can slow behind 
cyclist and wait until it is safe to pass.  
8. Primary tenets of safe riding are to be visible and predictable. 
9. Motorists who check their rear-view mirror or behind them for 
a passing car before opening the door will not see a bicycle 
coming from the front.

that govern vehicles. 

Last week we asked on our Facebook page whether or 
not it is illegal to ride against traffic. Luckily, all our fans 
answered correctly. Of course it is illegal. Here are 10 
reasons why riding against traffic is a bad idea 
(as discussed on www.bikeforums.net).

The Tour de Dayton rolls again 
on Saturday August 17th, 
between 9:00 am and 3:00 pm.  

Organized by the Neighborhood 
Leadership Alumni Association, this free 
10 mile cycling tour lets you cruise at 
your own pace along Dayton's bike 
friendly streets, with stops at local  

businesses and points of interest. Starting at Welcome Stadium 
(where there is plenty of parking), this year’s tour covers 
southwest neighborhoods (Carillon, Miami Chapel, Edgemont, 
Madden Hills, Lakeview, Pineview, & Highview Hills).  
For more information and to register for this free ride, 
visit http://tourdedayton.wordpress.com

Summer Jam

Turkey

Red Onion

Pesto

Tomato
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DIY: aromatherapy by: Lisa patrick-Wright

 
The simplest DIY yet!

 

 
Lisa Patrick-Wright 
Co-Founder/Program Director,Grass Roots 
Enrichment and Wellness Center 
400 E. Fifth Street, Suite C. 
Dayton, Oh 45402 
937-723-6747 
www.grassrootsenrichment.com

on the cheap!

Step 3: 
Light candle and in 5 minutes you will enjoy the healing of aromatherapy and the 
magical scent of coffee will fill the air!
 

Step 2:
Place tea light candle in the center 
of cup and coffee beans.

Step 1: 
Fill coffee mug to the top of cup with 
coffee beans.

Materials:
Coffee Cup
Coffee Beans
Tea Light Candle
Matches or Lighter
 

Drink coffee to send a wake-up call to the brain? Or just smell its rich, warm 
aroma? An international group of scientists is reporting some of the first 
evidence that simply inhaling coffee aroma alters the activity of genes in the 
brain, in ways that help reduce the stress of sleep deprivation. 
-Science Daily



Photos Amanda Jasnowski
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  As I’m sure most of my fellow Daytonians 
are well aware, Springboro, Ohio made 
national news last month when the 
local school board began considering 
proposals to add creationism to their 
curriculum.  Like a lot of you, my knee-
jerk reaction was to roll my eyes when I 
read the headlines.  I thought to myself, 
how many times must we have this 
debate?  Why can’t science remain in 
the classroom and religions keep to their 
designated houses of worship?  After 
all, science and religion are mutually 
exclusive, right?  Right?  But then I had 
this moment of clarity, an epiphany if 

you will: if you take away the empirical 
evidence, the stringent peer review, the 
pragmatic hypotheses, judicious theories, 
and undeniable facts, what then is science 
exactly?  As far as I can tell, without all that 
fancy research, science is just a bunch of 
people in corduroy jackets, telling us how 
stuff works.  As I asked myself this most 
profound question, I was taken aback 
by how smart I sounded.  I knew I was 
onto something momentous, possibly 
something revolutionary.  Immediately 
I started wishing Carl Sagan was still 
alive, you know, so I could challenge his 
intellect.

  What if places like Springboro are 
more forward thinking than we give them 
credit?  More importantly, what if I am 
more forward thinking than everyone?  
I’ve come up with a plan that I think will 
challenge your current notions of public 
education, sacred as they may be.  
Ladies and Gentlemen, I have blasted 
into smithereens this archaic institution, 
and in its wake I have single-handedly 
reinvented the broken-down paradigm 
that is the public school system.  It’s a 
real game changer, folks!  How did I do 
it, you ask?  Simple.  I removed all logic, 
rationality, and reason.  
   First, I took into account how our 
local schools are funded.  We, the 
residents and home owners of this or 
that municipality, vote on levies and 
pay our property taxes, which are then 
allocated to various civic places, such as 
our respective school districts.  Ergo, if 
it’s all of our collective money and we all 
have differing opinions and beliefs, then 
we all have a say in what our neighbors’ 
children are being taught.  Boom!  That’s 
the curriculum.  Not only will the science 
classroom be getting a facelift, all other 
subjects of study are going to evolve.  
Pun most definitely intended!
   Still not with me?  I understand this is a 
big pill to swallow.  If I may, I’d like to walk 
you through a typical day at my proposed 
school of the future, which I’m currently 
calling: The Amalgamated Institution of 
Knowledge, Philosophy, Religion,  Pop 
Culture & Other Stuff.  

Ring!  Ring! Goes the bell.
  
Let the school day begin:

Homeroom 
This is a classroom where students 
gather in the morning and take a moment 
to reflect on the day ahead.  They are 
encouraged to pray to their deity of 
choice, meditate, practice yoga, ponder 
the meaning of life, pledge allegiance 
to or deface any flag of their choosing, 
writhe around in mental agony while 
suffering from an existential crisis, and 
make fun of or verbally assault those in 
the room who don’t share their particular 
beliefs.  

Cultural Rebuttal: evolution vs. creationism  
                                                            by: tony holloway

SUSHI 

HALF OFF

3-6pmDaily!
See restaurant for details

ROLLS

Sake & Wine Tasting

Flight of 4 Tastings-$9.5



|11

First Period:  History
Culled from a hodgepodge of resources, 
history was never so engaging.  We’ve 
included everything, while abandoning 
the oppressive restraints of chronology.  
It’s hard enough to tell the story of human 
civilization without having to adhere to 
the Gregorian calendar.  Students will 
learn historical accounts from Wikipedia, 
The Bible, The Qur’an, The Torah, The 
Bhagavad Gita, History Channel’s Ancient 
Aliens, You Tube’s Drunk History, as well 
as countless other arbitrary sources.  

Second Period:  Literature
Not so much a class per se, but a quiet 
hour of reading.  Students are permitted 
to read anything they want, except for 
any volume of the Garfield Treasury.  In 
addition, the collected works of Jonathan 
Swift are henceforth banned.  The 
community as a whole decided satire is 
just too snarky and condescending, not 
to mention it just isn’t funny.

Third Period:  Math
The overwhelming consensus of our 
school districts’ residents was that math 
is hard.  The majority confessed to not 
doing very well in math class when 
they were in school.  Most admitted 
that outside of adding, subtracting and 
multiplication, they didn’t use any other 
form of mathematics in their day-to-
day lives.  Taking those concerns into 
consideration, we’ve trimmed down 
arithmetic to its bare essentials.  Going 
forward, we will only teach the basics.  I 
also think teachers will be more liberal in 
grading students.  If a child can make a 
compelling argument as to why one plus 
one equals three, we feel like that’s good 
enough.

Lunch
The menu consists of veggie patties and 
a glass of water.  Students are prohibited 
from packing their own lunches, as the 
contents of their brown bag might make 
their classmates envious.  There goes 
the Twinkie and Zinger swapping.

Fourth Period:  Science
Sure, the theory of evolution will still be 
taught.  If the science teacher spends fives 
minutes explaining cellular mutations, 
such as incremental reconfigurations of 
the DNA sequence, they must also devote 
five minutes to explaining the mutational 

properties of pubescent humanoid turtles 
and how it directly effects their aptitude 
for martial arts.  Science class will teach 
everything that deserves to be taught, 
including creationism. We’ve also added 
magic to the syllabus.  Why do we 
allow magic only to be taught at private 
schools like Hogwarts?  Why can’t public 
school kids learn magic too?  Ask one of 
our community’s nerdy residents…why 
indeed?  Students will also learn about 
The Force, Midi-chlorians and all.  They’ll 
learn about the galactic ruler, Xenu, who 
brought billions of people to earth 75 
million years ago, stacked their bodies 
around some volcanoes, and blew them 
up with hydrogen bombs, as proposed by 
Scientology.  They’ll learn all of that and 
much, much more!

Fifth Period:  Economics
This is just a good solid hour where we 
get the kids out of the classroom and take 
them out to the local mall.  This gives them 
the opportunity to buy things, anything, 
whatever they can afford.  What’s the 
point, you ask?  It’s obviously to teach 
them the importance of stimulating the 
economy.  There was a wise bumper 
sticker that once read: “He who dies with 
the most toys wins.”  I think we all can 
agree, that is the most valuable lesson 
we can learn about economics.   

Sixth Period:  Art
I don’t know, I guess the students can 
draw or paint or something.  Enough 
residents felt that students might benefit 
emotionally from expressing themselves 
through some sort of visual medium.  
Whatever. 

Seventh Period:  Conspiracy Theories
This class is taught by one of our very 
own denizen suburban ne’er-do-well 
potheads.  Basically, the last period of 
the day is about doubting and mistrusting 
everything you learned earlier in the day.  
We like to think of it as ‘teaching the 
controversy’.  For instance, if a student 
learned about the assassination of John F. 
Kennedy by Lee Harvey Oswald in history 
class, then he or she will be watching the 
director’s cut of Oliver Stone’s JFK this 
afternoon in Conspiracy Theory class.  
Did your child come home after school 
today inspired to become an astronaut 
after learning about Neil Armstrong and 
Buzz Aldrin walking on the Moon?  Hmm, 
interesting.  Did your child ever stop to 

consider that maybe the late film auteur 
Stanley Kubrick helped the government 
fake the Moon landing by filming the lunar 
module on a sound stage in Hollywood?  
We’ll teach them that!

   As you can see, in the future, our students 
will have a much more demanding 
workload than they do currently.  The truth 
is, right now, they’re only being asked to 
absorb facts and figures.  What about 
baseless claims, speculation, deceptive 
allegations, fallacies, misleading talking 
points, and lies?  Are we simply to 
accept that these things have no place in 
education?  Well I, for one, am sick and 
tired of it!  I’m mad as hell and I’m not 
going to take it anymore! 
 Let’s give it a try.  We’ll give the plan 
a couple decades, enough time for a 
student to make it through K-12, graduate, 
maybe go to college, and then start 
seeing what kind of impact they’ll have 
on the country.  Worse case scenario:  
my concept doesn’t work and we end 
up euthanizing an already moribund 
public school system.  Either way, in the 
not too distant future, only the families 
that can afford to send their children to 
private school are going to receive an 
education anyway.  The rest, and by “the 
rest” I mean the majority, can lead a life 
a servitude, catering to the every whim of 
the financially stable.  
 To the majority, I say, it’s going to be 
rough.  There isn’t any doubt about 
it.  Yes, life will be a constant struggle.  
There’s going to be some suffering, both 
mental and physical, but there is a silver 
lining.  One guy walked up to me the other 
day in a parking lot and he handed me a 
pamphlet that promised, when we die, all 
of our suffering will end.  So rejoice, my 
brothers and sisters.  Salvation is nigh! 

Tony Holloway
While he expects no one to testify on behalf 
of, nor even acknowledge his notable 
faculties, Tony is recognized within certain 
social circles for his self-proclamation.  
As is such, he is a self-proclaimed writer, 
self-proclaimed skeptic, self-proclaimed 
absurdist and a self-proclaimed humorist.  
You’re more than welcome—but certainly 
not obligated—to follow him on Twitter: @
tonyholloway and/or Tumblr: tonyholloway.
tumblr.com
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  One particularly early morning, before 
the sun emerged from behind the clouds 
that hang trapped over our valley, I 
reached towards my bedside table to 
turn on the three-way lamp.  With a last 
gasp, it sprang into action, before that 
sad little ‘pop’ that signifies extinction, 
celebrated the death of my second to last 
incandescent bulb.  Under my kitchen 
sink I found its sibling, hiding safe in a 
crinkled white box of heavyweight paper 
and lightweight cardboard.  A 60-watt, 
frosted, soft white bulb, smooth and 
perfectly shaped; it looked stately next to 
the jamboree of halogen, LED, and CFL 
usurpers gathered beside it. Careful not 
to jostle the filament, I returned to unite 
the counterparts together for one last 
crusade against the dark.

Incandescent Blub (IB): How many 
writers does it take to screw in a light 
bulb?

Victoria Harley (VH): I think I’ve heard 
this one.

Patented Novelty: the last glow of an incandescent bulb               
by: victoria harley

IB: Go on, guess.

VH: I don’t kn-

IB: Three.  One to change the light bulb, 
one to say that they’d already had the 
idea for changing a light bulb, and one to 
point out that someone else had already 
changed a light bulb, and changing 
another one was unoriginal.

VH: You’ve been waiting a long time to 
get that out?

IB: I got a million of ‘em.

VH: I don’t know.  60-watts is not that 
bright.

IB: I didn’t say they were clever jokes.

VH: Ok, in you go—

IB: Wait, this is my last shot at a short 
lived-life.
VH: It’s also your first.  You want a stay 

of execution?

IB: Thanks.  I am an endangered 
species.

VH: The box says you’re good for up to 
1,000 hours—is that a promise?

IB: Promises are best kept, so…no…

VH: Consumers expect bang for their 
buck.  I guess that’s why we’re having 
a hard time paying $4.79 per bulb these 
days.

IB: Best not to start down that path.  
Energy Star’s goons will come after you.  
These new compact fluorescents are 
being pushed pretty hard.

VH: Are those the curly ones?

IB: Yeah—they think they’re hot shit now, 
but give it time, they’ll be replaced just 
like me.

VH: Hot shit—isn’t that what you are?  
Don’t you give off mostly heat? 

IB: The entire success of the EZ Bake 
Oven rests on that truth, but people didn’t 
care back in the day.  Their minds were 
blown at the indoor lighting that didn’t 
blow out when it got too windy. 

VH: A light to read by—or work by.

IB: The workday did get longer, but what 
a debut I had. Incandescent light bulbs 
were the star of the Columbian Exposition 
in Chicago.

VH: When was that?

IB: 1893.  An entire ‘Dream City’ was 
lit by over 200,000 Westinghouse light 
bulbs as a part of the exposition of 
electric lighting and electrical systems.  
The white stucco city was clean and 
bright, constructed to mimic Classical 
architecture, imagine the strange pairing 
of modern glass bulbs against columns 
and arcades, wide avenues bathed in the 
light of street lamps.  It was the ultimate 
celebration of art and science.  

VH: I thought it was supposed to celebrate 
the Columbian exchange.

IB: Oh sure, sure.  It was kind heavy 
on the European half of the exchange, 
but even then you could get Pabst Blue 
Ribbon AND Juicy Fruit.  Although, the 
incandescent bulb was clearly the draw.

VH: Clearly.  Was Edison there?

IB: Oh, he wanted to be.  His business 
partner J.P. Morgan and he quoted too 
high of a price for the Fair’s budget to 
handle. Westinghouse swooped in with 
his business partner, Nikola Tesla, and 
underbid Edison by about $100,000.  It 
was a high profile job and marketing gold; 
really though, it was just a basic business 
negotiation.  To call their competition with 
each other as a ‘War’ was to editorialize.  
Edison did electrocute a circus elephant 
to publicly demonstrate the supposed 
dangers of AC, as a tactic to undercut his 
competitors.

VH: Yikes.  If he’s your creator—doesn’t 
that make him, like, your vengeful God?

IB: Yes and no.  He did design the bulk 
of what you hold in your hand, but it was 
an improvement on a crappier design.  
He polished it up and designed a system 
to which it could fit.  Definitely useful, 
definitely significant, but most of his 
success is owed to holding the patent 
for it.  He deserves credit for developing 
practical applications and designing with 
the consumer in mind.  He was a better 
businessman than Humphrey Davy.

VH: Who?

IB: Exactly. He demonstrated 
incandescence to a room of scientists 
by heating a platinum strip until it glowed 
brightly.  That was in 1802; it was 
nearly eighty years later when Edison’s 
patent went into effect.  It concerned 
improvement on the older design, not the 
basic process itself.

VH: Improved sounds less impressive 
than invented
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IB: He, indirectly, invented Hollywood.  
Motion picture producers moved to 
Southern California to escape Edison’s 
motion picture patents and maybe to find 
themselves.  The Hollywood film industry 
is rooted in piracy and yet they prosecute 
modern media pirates as thieves and 
traitors.

VH: I did get one of those MPAA Cease 
and Desist letters.  Now I know why it 
pissed me off.

IB: Intellectual property is a sticky area. 

VH: Isn’t that what patents are for?  To 
promote progress and protect authors 
and inventors? 

IB: Patents grant only the right to exclude 
others, not to make, sell, or use the 
invention itself.  Ironic, as the latin ‘patere’ 
means to lay open.  The Wright Brothers 
are notorious for their exclusion of others 
from their work.  Their secrecy was such 
that the Dayton Daily News didn’t even 
report on their development, test flights, 
or experiments. 

VH: Fine investigative work as always.

IB: Well, it later that came back to bite 
them.  Public doubt reflected in a headline 
like “Flyers or Liars?”

VH: Kind gave ‘em a chip on their 
shoulder? 

IB: It only worsened once their patent 
was accepted.  They spent so many years 
suing others for adapting their invention, 
one that had been conceived by Matthew 
Piers Watt Boulton in 1868-

VH: Who?

IB: --that it slowed industry development 
of new aircraft.  It was so bad, that the 
United States didn’t have a single suitable 
aircraft to fly in the war.  Our airmen flew 
French planes instead.

VH: Maybe the Wright Brothers were long 
range pacifists.

IB: Possible, but unlikely.  The patent 
was loosened some by the government, 
probably a war-time-special-change-in-
law, and granted the patent to a pool of 
manufacturers. 

VH: So even if you do secure a patent, 
it’s only as good as the government that 
guarantees it. 

IB: Just like money.

VH: You sound resentful.

IB: Well, I am being systematically 
phased out by the same governing body.  
By 2014, the manufacture, importation, 
or sale of my kind will be banned.  How 
they plan to punish those who break the 
law and how anyone can compare the 
sickly light of a warming fluorescent light 
to my soft diffused glow is another matter 
entirely.

VH: Yeah, I can’t argue with you there.  
But what are my alternatives?

IB: Fire.  Sun.

VH: No really.

IB: Really.   Do modern humans really 
have bonfires for efficient heat and light 
energy?  Hell no, they do it because they 
like that experience of light and heat.  Rich 
assholes pay $5 for a packet of firewood 
scented like hickory.  Effective energy use 
doesn’t enter into it, although building a 
fire each night will teach you more about 
fuel, light, and heat than the light bulb 
box in your hand.  There are just certain 
scenarios in which a fluorescent light just 
doesn’t cut it.  Why deprive ourselves of 
the options when there are glowworms, 
fireflies, neon lights, aurorae, lasers, 
foxfire, stars, and lightning to excite our 
minds, and illuminate our world?

VH: I’m putting you back in the box-- I’m 
not sure I want to use you just yet.

IB: Please, not on my account.  The 
function of man is to live, not to exist.

VH: And the function of light bulbs?

IB: Incandescence.

Victoria Harley - Revisionist, enthusiast, 
and a little out of place. Dayton resident- 
25 years.

Enjoy Ohio's Bounty!
Enjoy Ohio's Bounty!



  No mountains, no National Parks, no 
ocean, no lakes. Dayton, birthplace of 
aviation license plate legacy, has been 
milked dry, and a city of inventors stopped 
inventing even tag lines for the city a long 
time ago.  However, neither airplanes, 
inventing, nor inventing airplanes explains 
the real reason for Dayton’s existence, 
let alone its greatness.  
   According to the US Geological Survey, 
“Although rivers in the Great and Little 
Miami River Basins greatly influenced 
the early development of the region’s 
economy, it has been the availability of 
abundant ground-water supplies that has 
spurred rapid growth and development in 
the [Dayton] region since the beginning 
of this century.” The Great Miami Buried 
Valley Aquifer, out of sight, out of mind, 
long unheralded and without festival, or 
monument.
  It is an artifact of phallic-centric Western 
culture that the monuments must take the 
form of great shafts.  These monuments 
must be placed on high.  However, 
Dayton’s greatness is subterranean; 
its beauty flows stately and staidly 
underground.  
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 I find the US Geological Survey’s 
description of this, our greatest feature, 
rather poetic, as they elucidate its 
history in what must certainly be one 
of the bureaucracy’s more Tolkien-like 
moments:
   “The aquifer is found in bedrock valleys 
incised into uplifted         Silurian and 
Ordovician bedrock by a tributary of 
the Teays pre-glacial drainage system. 
These valleys were buried by sediments 
deposited by advancing glaciers (tills) 
or filled in by coarse-grained sediments 
deposited by glacial melt-waters 
(outwash).”
 Though this sounds like the birth of 
Mordor, I like to imagine the placidly cool 
perfection of this underground aquifer, 
unperturbed by man, accessible only 
by Slip ‘N Slide through a basement 
door of the Dayton Engineers Club 
(located at 110 E. Monument Ave).  As 
the inexorable mythology goes, this 
underground aqueous Eden could only 
stay undisturbed for so long.  
 Enter the Five Rivers Fountain.  
Conceived as a monument to the 
confluence of the five rivers who flow as 
confidently as their names off the tip of 
every Daytonian’s tongue (lest a citizen 
be sent to remediate in West Virginia), the 
fountain celebrates our watery greatness 
by picking it up and throwing it high in 
the air for every good citizen to see and 
salute. It is one of the world’s largest. 
 In addition to the aforementioned 
Western habit of requiring monuments 
to be soaring, perhaps another reason 
to shoot the Great Aquifer in the air is to 
perform a conspicuous ritual sacrifice.  
This fundamental cultural drive is 
elucidated by Georges Bataille in his first 
volume on general economy called The 
Accursed Share.  He writes, “I will begin 
with a basic fact: The living organism, 
in a situation determined by the play 
of energy on the surface of the globe, 
ordinarily receives more energy than is 
necessary for maintaining life; the excess 
energy (wealth) can be used for the 
growth of a system (e.g., an organism), 
if the system can no longer grow, or if the 
excess cannot be completely absorbed 
in its growth, it must necessarily be lost 

without profit; it must be spent, willingly 
or not, gloriously or catastrophically.”  
 Historically, catastrophic expenditure 
might include war, sacrificing virgins, 
or mass suicides. Glorious expenditure 
might include things like ostentatious gift 
giving, lavish squandering, or, perhaps, 
large fountains.  While the EPA assures 
us that the cost of this flashy expenditure 
(businesses regularly flush more than 
this amount everyday just to prevent 
flooding, they say) is outweighed by the 
benefit of this civic wet magnificence, the 
fact is the fountain has its haters. 
  Sometimes, when inspiration runs dry, 
I like to imagine the birth of this damp 
wonder and the engineers who vied to 
conceive it.  A call for entries goes out: 
“Engineer your aquifer skyward.  Make 
drinking water fly.  (Entries involving 
spitting will be deported to Kentucky.  
Pissing… to Michigan).” 

  

   With the aquifer, the ghost of the great 
flood of 1913, and the problem of how to 
monumentalize flying water, the project 
to create the Five Rivers Fountain is 
like a microcosm of a Dayton heritage 
aptitude test, like a Dayton legacy “Laugh 
Olympics”.  It seems the initial idea was 
to suck the river water out and spray it in 
a flamboyant display flying skyward.  It 
also seems this idea was not fully vetted 
by either hydro-engineers or mothers.  
Who knew, but apparently there’s mud 
down there below the river and sucking 
stream water meant sucking silt, which 
sucks if you are a pipe or a fountain or a 
fountain pipe.  And few liked the idea of 
turning the water into something misted 
on the skin like an eau de toilette.  Most 
moms thought that just sucked.
  So there was a change in blueprints.  

The fountain would shoot straight 
drinking water, no more silt.  Once 
again, mud undisturbed, peace reigns in 
the subterranean kingdom of the Great 
Miami Aquifer.  The saga ends and there 
is nothing more to see here.  
 Something didn’t quite sit right with 
me about this story. I mean a Dayton 
Engineer making such a rookie mistake 
as sucking silt and spraying it on 
people in celebration was a good thing?  
Hydroelectric technician please.
   While I plan to spray the lid off “Fountain 
Gate” in a forthcoming exposé, here 
is just a squirt of what I discovered in 
the archives of the Dayton Engineers 
club.  Located through the hidden door 
behind the bookcase to the left of the 
underground aquifer Slip ’N Slide access, 
the building itself is a grand structure.  I 
give you “Five alternative plans submitted 
for the Five Rivers Fountain.”

1. Five Rivers Silt Spray for CSA
  One set of blueprints clearly shows 
plans to purposefully siphon the silt for 
Community-Supported Agriculture (CSA).  
The depth and gauge of the system of 
tubes and the negative pressure created 
by the hefty turbines makes it a well-
designed silt-sucking machine, the 
model mud sucker.  Along the periphery 
of the drawings, in rows that appear to 
line the river, are what seem to be tiered 
agricultural plots, something like rice fields 
along the Great Miami and Mad Rivers.  
The trajectory of the affluence would 
land it evenly dispersed up and down 
the rows.  By all appearances, it seems 
a perfect solution to turn the banks of the 
river into well-fertilized rice paddies; yet 
the plan was scrapped.  The only note, 
written in cautionary red and stapled to 
the plans, read: “MUD BUGS”.

2. Five Rivers Aquatic Nanotech Drone 
Defense
  Sure everyone knows about the pop-
top as evidence of the genius of Dayton 
dwellers.  Ever hear of the MUD BUGS 
program?  Formally known as Militant 
Underwater Drones Born of Urban 
Ground Silt, these nano drones are 

 Thrusting aqueous: five monuments to a great aquifer  
                     by: Dr. S. Adam Mohsin

  “The last piece to the puzzle was to 
find out what lunatics were behind 

these plans.  As it turns out, all of these 
disparate suggestions were submitted 
by a single dissident engineer from the 

WPAFB, Private Bradley Edward Raining, a 
prankster genius who has either taken up 
residence in Hangar 18 or has long since 

been deported to Indiana, our nearest 
Siberia.” 
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buried deep in the silt, laying dormant, 
and waiting for activation to arise 
together en masse like robot locusts.  
Not on the cover of your Welcome to 
Dayton brochure, but not a shabby piece 
of engineering.  It seems the CSA silt 
spray proposal stumbled accidentally 
into this, inadvertently dredging up the 
drones, stepping severely on the toes of- 
no- squashing the very BUGS of our civil 
defense force.

3. Five Rivers Hologram Deity Program
  A less hostile civil defense strategy 
deployed the forceful jets of the fountain 
to launch a spray of hologrammatic 
crystals.  Each crystal droplet contains 
the whole of the image.  With a billion 
of them sprayed as vapor, the refractory 
particles then would create a virtual 
image cloaking the city.  Under normal 
conditions, the fountain would humbly 
dribble water, arousing no suspicion of 
its super-purposes.  When the hologram 
jets are activated and the crystalline haze 
disperses in front of the sun, the city (or 
its flying attackers) sees nothing but 
jungle, or God in the sky… or an already 
bombed out city.   

4. Metro-Parks Organ of Pheromonal 
Pipes
  A slightly more psychedelic proposal 
somehow also made it into the files of the 
Five Rivers Fountain call for proposals.  
Similar to the hologram proposal but 
relying on olfaction for its camouflaging 
tactic, the blueprints seem to call for 
fragrance and pheromone cartridges to 

Great Music. Amazing Art. Good Vibes.

be loaded into the base of the jets.  When 
activated it would become essentially the 
world’s largest, maybe only, pheromonal 
pipe organ. Scrawled writings on the plans 
indicate what looks like a rudimentary 
eugenics program, where birth rates are 
manipulated through direct hormonal 
induction to procreate.  Seriously, you 
can’t make this stuff up.

Finally buried in the bottom of the files, I 
found number…

5. The Five Rivers Hookah
  The last blueprint for a fountain was 
tattered, riddled with burn marks, and 
reeking of patchouli.  It was not much 
more than the instruction manual for the 
Smokey 9000, a large-scale industrial 
performance smoke machine, the world’s 
most powerful. Formerly found in the 
basement of Hara Arena; left behind from 
a Winger tour.  Engineers at Hara had 
wanted to re-purpose it into the world’s 
largest water pipe but got distracted.

 The last piece to the puzzle was to 
find out what lunatics were behind 
these plans.  As it turns out, all of these 
disparate suggestions were submitted 
by a single dissident engineer from the 
WPAFB, Private Bradley Edward Raining, 
a prankster genius who has either taken 
up residence in Hangar 18 or has long 
since been deported to Indiana, our 
nearest Siberia. 

Contact:
Dr. S. Adam Mohsin
orgonebomb@gmail.com
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  Ever since I was old enough to clench 
a Kerouac novel, I’ve always had a 
fascination with train hopping.  As a 
blue-haired adolescent, nothing seemed 
more romantic than gathering all of 
my belongings, (at that time probably 
consisting of some Magic cards and 
Clash cassettes) bundling them into a red 
bandana tied to a stick as I hightail it on 
the next locomotive out of town.  As cliché 
as that sounds, I feel like that dream has 
been a pervasive ideology crossing the 
minds of most suburbia bound youths 
living life under their parents’ rooftops.  
Surely the most intimate way of travel is 
the life of a hobo, slurping raw sardines 
and swapping ghost stories under 
the moving star-filled sky with other 
unwashed, traveling strangers.  In my 
eyes, hopping trains is one of the last 
red-blooded sports that has remained 
pure and true.
 Ever since the great depression, 
thousands took to the railroad as a free 

Love and 
train hopping by: danny hamen

way to search for work in new places.  
Artists such as Woody Guthrie, Roger 
Miller, and Merle Haggard certainly 
romanticized the notion, singing about 
escaping the Dust Bowl in search of a 
new life.  From there, it seems like riding 
the rails fit perfectly in that time and 
place.  Now that it is the 21st century, I 
feel like there is a division between those 
who chose the life on the rails and those 
who had that life chosen for them.  I was 
determined to find out why the life of 
poverty was so appealing.
   I sat down with a gentleman who goes 
by the pseudonym, Rat.  He was not a 
large man, draped in used tie-dyed and 
military cargo attire with unkempt facial 
hair matching his nickname.  Rat’s father 
died when he was young.  In mourning, 
his mother and he developed a hefty 
heroin addiction.  After watching his 
mother overdose when he was 15, Rat 
began evading the police, struggling with 
drugs, and he decided to take a life on 

the tracks.  “It’s not about the destination, 
it’s about the ride.  I traveled the rails for 
twenty years.  Feeling the weight of a 
container from under you racing across 
this great country was the only home 
I’ll ever know. It’s the closest feeling to 
absolute freedom.”  Some might argue 
that all those years of self-reflection 
saved the man’s life while others might 
say that he is just a dirty, toothless hobo.  
Whatever the case, train riding proved 
functional in this man’s life and he didn’t 
just do it for the thrill, but to escape the 
burden of his tragic life.

  I also talked with a chap who is referred 
to by the hobos as “Bull”, an elite 
member of the railroad security.  “We 
understand that these are not dangerous 
people.  I can’t think of a single case of 
a violent rider, not to say there hasn’t 
been one.  Most of the time it is the 
homeless or just some idiot kids looking 
for a thrill.  I was a first responder to a 
case where two teenagers were crushed 
between boxcars, so I know, firsthand, 
the dangers. It is my job to protect their 
safety and if that means throwing them in 
jail, so be it.”
 “Jail…?”  Rat looked at me with an 
inquisitive face while scratching his 
elongated whiskers, as I recanted Bull’s 
story.  “I never minded it so much myself, 
got a free shower, and a full belly.” I asked 
him what he thought about the dangers of 
train riding.  “Well shoot, look at all of the 
folks dying in cars. Man was not meant 
for these god danged contraptions, but 
boy is it fun.”  It’s hard to imagine a life 
without death. Riding trains is obviously 
not safe and should be taken seriously.  
With that in mind, it undeniably has 
created an entire subculture to its liking. 
  I was pleased to discover that there 
exists an entire subculture devoted to 
living life just as Rat does, celebrating 
the fleeting life of a smelly traveler.  In 
Britt, Iowa, there is an entire festival 
celebrating the life of hobos called “The 
National Hobo Convention”, complete 

with a Hobo King and Hobo Queen who 
ride floats in the Hobo Day Parade.  
Following the parade, mulligan stew 
is served to a multitude of people in 
a nearby park.   Every August, hobos 
travel from all across the country in order 
to make this event.  Their communities 
called “jungles” are nothing more than 
tent filled clearings in the forests overrun 
with deviant travelers alike.  Linda 
Hughes, curator of the event, describes 
the hobo life as such: “A hobo is one who 
travels and works.  A tramp will travel and 
a bum will do neither.”  She claims she 
turns a blind eye to those arriving illegally 
from the trains, for she understands it is 
out of necessity.
  After the American Civil War ended in 
the 1860’s, many recently discharged 
soldiers would hop a train home returning 
to find that his home was no longer 
there.  The exact origin of the word hobo 
is unknown.  Author Todd DePastino 
suggests it may derive from the term hoe-
boy meaning “farmhand.”  Bill Bryson, in 
his book Made In America, offers insight 
to the etymology of the term as perhaps 
a railroad greeting, “Ho, beau” or even an 
abbreviation for “homeward bound.”
  Finally, I asked Rat about some safety 
precautions and measures to take that 
might help readers with their first train 
adventure.  He listed so many that it 
made my head spin. As a writer, I would 
feel irresponsible saying that is okay to 
hop trains with just his and my advice. But 
here goes anyway: (1) If you can’t count 
the bolts on a moving trains wheels, it’s 
going to fast! (2) Bring a sleeping bag.  
(3) Don’t ride ‘suicide cars’ (floorless 
cars)! (4) Always maintain three points of 
contact- one hand, two feet or two hands, 
one foot. (5) Avoid riding on top, in case 
of a tunnel!  
   If it is something you are considering, 
do your research, know your train, where 
it is going, and where you need to get off.  
Hopping trains is not something to take 
lightly and should not be done on a whim 
when intoxicated.  Respect the railroad 
and in turn, it will respect you.  And once 
you make it safely in that iconic boxcar 
adventuring down towards the edge of 
the world, you will then know the intimacy 
of the transient life of a train rider.

Danny Hamen is a Columbus native, 
admirer of cats, of acting human and 
community college sports enthusiast (Go 
Cougars). dhamen@student.cscc.edu

“As a writer, I would feel irresponsible 
saying that is okay to hop trains with just 
his and my advice. But here goes anyway: 

(1) If you can’t count the bolts on a moving 
trains wheels, it’s going to fast! (2) Bring 
a sleeping bag.  (3) Don’t ride ‘suicide cars’ 

(floorless cars)! (4) Always maintain 
three points of contact- one hand, two 

feet or two hands, one foot. (5) Avoid 
riding on top, in case of a tunnel!“
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Would You Just Look At It?
  I’m talking about Dayton, dudes!  I’ve been 
living in this city for roughly three years 
now and it has been a growing experience, 
to say the least.  If your eyes have been 
open and you haven’t been living in a cave, 
it’s hard not to see the amazing changes 
that have been occurring downtown.  With 
everything from amazing selections of 
new and used records at Omega Records 
and the Record Gallery to a wide array of 
awesome clothes and odds and ends at 
Clash and Feathers, it is very obvious that 
we are growing in the right direction here.  
Righteous dining spots, such as Lily’s and 
Salar, have recently opened, adding to 
the choices in the District.
  The same can be said about craft beer 
and its growing availability here in the 
DYT. There are breweries popping up all 
over town, like the newly opened Toxic 
Brew Company, and others are in the 
process of opening in places like the old 
Foundry Nightclub (whaaaaa?) and even 
Carillon Park!  You can definitely get some 
amazing draughts from established places 
like Trolley Stop, South Park Tavern, and 
Lucky’s Taproom, but something equally 
exciting is that it is becoming so popular 
that you can get great craft beer at your 
local “hipster” bar, Blind Bobs, in bottle or 
draught!  Also, what may seem unexpected 
to some is that you can evewn get good 
crafts in bottle or draught at Ned Pepper’s, 
an Oregon staple for bikers that has more 
of a nightclub vibe in the later hours. Craft 

Oh Beer: head hunter Ipa
by: landon Mckibben

beer is slowly becoming a constant in this 
town and that is a beautiful thing.
  With all of this growing, it’s hard to not be 
excited for the future.  Business is doing 
well which means us Daytonians are 
doing well.  Throughout the next couple of 
articles, I’ll be talking a little more in-depth 
about some of these places to learn why 
they hopped on the craft revolution wagon 
and what they think is to come of the 
brew-ture!  Get it?  Shop local, eat local, 
and drink local. It makes a difference and 
comes back to us all tenfold.

FAT HEAD: Head Hunter IPA
  Starting in Pittsburgh, Pennsylvania, then 
relocating to Middleburg Heights, Ohio, 
this brewery started off strong and has 
been keeping the pace since its inception.  
Winning eight awards since their opening 
in 1992, these guys know how to brew 
beer.  The one that stole my heart is their 
Head Hunter IPA, a very citrusy and floral 
West Coast style American Pale Ale.  Its 
dry hopped, which means at the end of 
the fermenting process raw hops are 
thrown into the batch to give it as much 
last minute bitterness that it can absorb.  
Its 7.8% ABV isn’t too much to handle but 
to some it may be too bitter.  I love this 
stuff; it’s dank to a “T”!  Get it at Belmont 
Party Supply, Arrow Wine, or Liquor Wine 
and Warehouse.  I hear it’s stocked at 
some Kroger locations, but I’m not really 
into grocery stores so I couldn’t tell you 
the truth in this. Cheers!

BRRRRRunchhh!

expires 9/1/13
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 Hagel Sverige! (Hail Sweden) And the 
undying, seemingly infinite amount of 
incredible bands have poured out of 
the Scandinavian region as a whole 
(exception=Abba).  Why has great music 
never died there . . .?  Who knows? 
Even in the late 70’s, early 80’s, Sweden 
was pumping out hard rock bands that, 
in a perfect world, would’ve destroyed 
disco in a cocaine overdosed heartbeat.  
Norrsken (aurora borealis) was formed in 
1995 (originally called named, Winterorb) 
by Swedes Magnus Pelander - guitar 
(currently of Witchcraft), Joakim Nilsson 
– vocals, and Rikard Edlund - bass 
(both formed Albatross, both currently in 
Graveyard) and Kristoffer Sjödahl - drums 
(currently in Dead Man). Their 70’s heavy 
rock and slight stoner rock sound would 
influence each of their later bands.
   Witchcraft, formed by Magnus Pelander 
in 2000, was designed to be a studio 
project to record “No Angel or Demon” 
as a single to immortalize Bobby Liebling 
(of Pentagram/Bedemon) and Roky 
Erickson (of 13th Floor Elevators).  The 
single was released in 2002 and Lee 
Dorian (of Cathedral and owner of Rise 
Above Records) caught wind and swiftly 
signed them.  They released their self-
titled album Witchcraft in 2004, followed 
by the sophomore album Firewood in 
2005, and The Alchemist in 2007.
Each of these three albums are nothing 
short of a masterpiece! The sound 
quality becomes clearer with each 
release, albeit I like the first the best 
because it was recorded on all vintage 
gear in a basement in Sweden, giving 
it a very personal feel.  The muddiness 

Witchcraft by: Brock Mckibben

in every song makes you feel as you’re 
in the basement with them.  All three 
of these albums also stick to the same 
regimen, but each having different ways 
of keeping the “Witchcraft” sound. That 
sound is hard rock with hints of stoner 
riffs (not excessively) and sometimes 
has slow, beautiful intros that are quite 
medieval at times.  Witchcraft really 
stands out because of Magnus’ vocals.  
Sounding classically trained, he gives 
this mysterious and haunting feel to the 
music instead of grunting and screaming. 
Songs about murder, selling your soul, 
past love, politics, temptresses, and of 
course, witchcraft, are all in the bands 
repertoire.
   Witchcraft’s newest album Legend was 
released 2012 on Nuclear Blast and was 
a heart breaker for me. With the addition 
of another guitarist and the songwriting 
becoming more radio friendly, the 
band has lost the original sound that 
captivated me since I started listening to 
them.  Regardless, Witchcraft will always 
be one of my favorite bands (any one 
of the first three albums and are totally 
worth listening to).  Here are a few places 
where you can check them out:

 http://www.witchcrafthome.com/
 http://www.facebook.com/witchcraft
 http://www.twitter.com/WitchcraftBand
http://www.youtube.com/user/WitchcraftBand

And don’t forget to eat your lingonberry 
jam!
Questions, comments, suggestions? email 
me at discosucks666@gmail.com
Stay Strange Dayton!

Studio 54 Disco Party
Dayton Art Institute, Friday July 19, 7:00 PM - 11:00 PM
In conjunction with our summer exhibition Andy Warhol: Athletes, the most 
famous night club of all time will open in Dayton for one night only! Travel 
back in time to the 1970s and dance the night away to the disco sounds of 
Studio 54. It promises to be a multimedia extravaganza. Whether you 
remember Studio 54’s heyday or were born after it closed, you’ll want to be 
sure you’re name is on the guest list for The DAI’s Studio 54 Disco Party

Cool Films Series: 'The Birds'
Victoria Theatre, Friday July 19-21 Starts at 7:00
One of Alfred Hitchcock’s most memorable and bizarre thrillers is back on the 
Victoria screen. Based on an original story by novelist Daphne du Maurier, 
Tippy Hedren pursues Rod Taylor to a small northern California town where 
the local fowl are turning foul. Learn more about the movie from the 
American Film Institute.

Chouffe Fest 2013
Thai 9-Thursday, July 25, 5:00 PM - 09:30 PM
Have you ever wanted to see what you would look like as a gnome?? Come 
to Chouffe Fest 2013 and find out by having an artist do a gnome caricature 
for ya!! Join beer enthusiasts and Hannah's Treasure Chest in celebrating 
Chouffe Fest 2013!! The gracious host of this event, Thai 9, will be raffling off 
a LaChouffe Gnome statue, shirts and some big bottles of AuChouffe beers!

Dayton Celtic Festival
RiverScape MetroParkk-Friday July 26, 6:00 PM - 11:00 PM
Celebrate the sights and sounds of Ireland, Scotland and Wales at the 
twelfth Annual Dayton Celtic Festival. Three stages offer continuous live 
musical and dance entertainment with seating undercover. Enjoy Celtic 
culture, children's activities, food, beverages, traditional Gaelic Mass, Celtic 
breakfast, and more! No registration required.

Free Shakespeare's 'As You Like It'
Newcom Founders Park-Friday July 26, 7:00 PM - 08:30 PM
Free Shakespeare! announces their farewell tour of As You Like It, directed by 
Travis J. Cook, The play features original music from Charlie Tipton. Tackling 
themes of community, independence, and homecoming, As You Like It 
promises to be a fitting goodbye for what has become a popular summer 
highlight for audiences across the region
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Ocular indigestion
by: Bryan Brady

  The words come to me like moths to a 
flame. Imagine a house fast asleep with 
the exception of one prepubescent boy; 
the blue hue of a television provides 
the only light. The only sound is an 
occasional beep from a nearly dead 
smoke detector. The boy is me and I am 
moments away from an encounter that 
will change who I am as a person forever. 
At the moment, the boy (me) is staring 
in awe at two dry humping characters 
on some late night Cinemax soft-core. 
After about five minutes, I realize that 
although these boobs are interesting, 
they are a mystery that I will not solve 
for another two to three years.  I change 
the channel to USA and see a little 
program called Up All Night dominating 
their airwaves. It is in this moment that I 
discover TROMA Films.
 TROMA’s slogan is “Movies of the 
Future.”  They are God-like legends of 
trash, splatter, and pure independent 
sleaze. Throughout the course of my 
life, TROMA has served as the sweat 
lodge of my creative brain. It’s also been 
like a family crest, at least for a few 
members of my family. From the first 

time I watched Class of Nuke ‘Em High 
to the first time I went to a Horrorama, 
TROMA had me.  I remember staying up 
as late as I could to catch Bloodsucking 
Freaks. The first DVD I ordered online 
(and begged my mother to use her credit 
card) was Redneck Zombies. Ever since 
my first job at a video store where I was 
written up for playing The Toxic Avenger 
instead of Disney Pixar’s “THE DUMB 
FUCKHEAD LAMP THAT DID SHIT 
WOWZERS” or something along those 
lines, I have been in love with TROMA, 
as you can obviously see. 
   What actually is TROMA? Bryan, you 
idiot . . . review some shit! Don’t just go on 
and on about your little boner for a slew 
of ‘80’s B-movies! I’m getting to that. Now 
let’s see… do you want the wiki version 
or the alcoholic-who-smokes-butts-out-
of-an-overflowing-ashtray version? Oh, 
you want to read what I have to say, 
great. Let’s begin then.  TROMA Films 
started way back in the early ‘70’s by two 
guys, Lloyd Kaufman and Michael Herz.  
After a series of failed attempts, they 
began to branch out to soft-core porn 
and eventually the distribution market. 
They basically rolled around New York 
with cans of films, trying to sell them to 
movie theater managers and every one 
out of, let’s say, ten theaters agreed to 
show these flicks. Up until this point, 
they had only been making cheesy 
comedies and boob flicks. Enter Joel M. 
Reed, a strange spectacled man with a 
dream of a horror movie (Bloodsucking 
Freaks). It’s not the original title of 
the film, but rolls off the tongue better 
than The Incredible Torture Show. And 
tongues definitely did some rolling (or 
whatever that means) when TROMA 
Films released it in the late ‘70’s. It had 
a huge reception and it’s still considered 
to be one of the most controversial films 
of all time. 
  The story follows Sardu and his 
assistant, Ralphus who together run an 
S&M torture show that draws quite the 
crowd.  Sardu stands at the edge of the 
stage delivering powerful dialogue while 
Ralphus, a little person with a sweet 
‘70’s afro and ‘stache, prances around 
the stage cutting off the arms of girls 

and eating eyeballs. The crowd loves 
it and finds it even hilarious at times. 
BUUUUTTT guess what? Oh no, those 
aren’t the best fucking special effects 
that have ever existed before in live 
theater.  No, no… it’s real, but they don’t 
know that. In fact, one spry little sniveling 
smarmy s-word critic decides to talk a 
bunch of shit about the show on his way 
out of the theater, giving Sardu motive. 
Now enraged by this dumb, cuntish 
critic, he decides to kidnap and torture 
him, as well as kidnap some famous 
ballerina and stage a ballet where the 
critic is brutally kicked to death by the 
tortured and brainwashed ballerina. 
  

Throughout the film, we get to see a 
number of Sardu’s incredible torture 
methods that seem to work on these 
nubiles.  Tools are delivered to him via 
a big wooden box marked “fragile”. We 
even discover that Ralphus and he are 
part of a large worldwide white slavery 
ring that brings in quite a lot of cash and 
just like Sardu, Lloyd finally brings in 
some cash to store it in a jail cell filled 
with naked cannibal girls. With this cash 
and that of a few other features (Mother’s 
Day, Combat Shock, etc.), Michael Herz 
and he were able to make the film, that if 
you’ve ever even heard of TROMA, you 
will know them for The Toxic Avenger.     
   Should I? Ah hell, here it goes. Nestled 
in America’s blown-out, cholesterol-
packed heart sits the town of Tromaville; 
a pleasant place famous for being “The 
Toxic Chemical Capital of the World”.  
Meet Melvin Ferd.  He’s a 98 lb. weakling, 
working as a janitor at the Tromaville 
Health Club. Melvin is a nice kid, enjoys 
mopping floors and hee-yucking around 
the gym, but one unsavory group of 
health club members don’t seem to 
like him. Actually, they don’t really like 
anyone, especially pedestrians. At night, 
the group of whiskey-guzzling preppies 

“A crowd gathers around the 
scene as Melvin slips out of 
the barrel, writhing around 
on the sidewalk in agonizing 

pain. His skin, dripping and 
boiling, bursts into flames 

as he beelines it home.  
There, he is transformed 
into “The Toxic Avenger”.”



hot rod around town playing a little point 
based game of hitting people with their 
car. Ever played . . .? It’s fun.    
  There’s a scene where they hit a kid on 
a bicycle then back over his head and 
it explodes. I dubbed this scene onto a 
VHS tape repeatedly until it filled nearly 
20 minutes of tape. I thought it was so 
f***ing hilarious that when and if I ever 
had friends over, I would just play the 
20 minute tape in the background of 
our wild 13 year-old parties, but sadly, it 
never happened. 
  So, these people are bad and they 
decide to play a prank on Melvin which 
involves getting him to dress in a tutu, 
jive walk the gym, and make out with a 
sheep, wearing lipstick in the dark. When 
the lights flick on, Melvin is flabbergasted 
and in his insane, overwhelming anxiety, 
he runs up the stairs of the gym and dives 
out of a window landing smack dab into 
a barrel of toxic waste being delivered 
by two coke-snorting rednecks. A crowd 
gathers around the scene as Melvin 
slips out of the barrel, writhing around on 
the sidewalk in agonizing pain. His skin, 
dripping and boiling, bursts into flames 
as he beelines it home.  There, he is 
transformed into “The Toxic Avenger”, 
an enormous mutant that has the power 
to sense whenever anyone is doing 
something bad and who always seems 
to arrive promptly on the scene, mop in 
hand, to fuck them up royally.     
  The Toxic Avenger was an amazing 
success. It even spawned a cartoon 
series and toy line. The funny thing is 
that most of the kids who watched the 
cartoon in the ‘80’s were definitely not 
allowed to watch the movie. There’s 
something about tits and gore that some 
parents don’t find suitable for children, 
but it definitely opened the flood gates 
for TROMA.   
   With the rise of VHS, TROMA was 
able to take their distribution ring to the 
next level. Every young independent 
filmmaker wanted to be distributed 
by TROMA or work for them. At the 
beginning of all their movies was usually 
this three minute introduction by Lloyd 
and Michael who are both surrounded 
by Tromettes, bikini-wearing, big–
haired, dancing ‘80’s babes.  TROMA, in 
the ‘80’s through the early ‘90’s, looked 
like the best party ever. Now, I don’t 
know what you do when you’re making 
a lot of money, but I know what most of 

my friends and Lloyd Kauffman do… 
spend it on a shit ton of cocaine! So 
the production value of some potential 
gems went a little down the tube (see 
Toxic Avenger 2 & 3, as well as Class of 
Nuke Em’ High 2 & 3).    
   This brings us closer to the TROMA of 
today. In the mid- late ‘90’s, Lloyd began 
working closer with Trent Haaga, Patrick 
Cassidy, James Gunn, Gabe Freidman, 
and a number of other creative geniuses 
who together started pumping out titles 
like Tromeo & Juliet, Terror Firmer, and 
even a fourth installment of The Toxic 
Avenger: Citizen Toxie.  Each of the 
films are unique and hilarious, and the 
DVD’s also included an almost full-length 
documentary of the TROMA filmmaking 
process, which surprisingly was not the 
wild bikini party they had originally lead 
people to believe.  In fact, a TROMA set 
is typically a hectic, sweaty, anger-fueled 
shit fest of screaming and tears, but they 
get the job done. They even started their 
own film fest called Tromadance, a truly 
independent film fest where anyone can 
enter their work or just go to watch and 
it’s very inexpensive to attend.     
    Lloyd began writing books like All I 
Need To Know About Filmmaking I 
Learned From The Toxic Avenger and 
Make Your Own Damn Movie.  Read 
these for the funniest and most in-
depth history of TROMA.  As I aged and 
gained the freedom to actually go to 
Horror Cons, I eventually met the legend 
himself and we drank rum out of a flask 
in a parking lot.     
    Goddammit, there is just so much you 
can pack into an article about TROMA 
Films. These people have worked so 
hard for so long producing so many 
fucking movies, it will make your brain 
tumors hurt. Watch Poultrygeist: Night 
of the Chicken Dead; keep your eye out 
for Return to Nuke ‘Em High. I wasn’t 
going into this piece thinking I was 
going to cover the entire history of this 
nearly 40 year-old company, but more 
as a nostalgic piece of literary fuck all.  
I skipped stuff and even flubbed a few 
facts, big deal; this is a magazine about 
gardens and pictures of bikes. Eat my 
s**t, Dayton. B-Dawg OUT!
   
  If you want to talk about TROMA 
movies or animal porn you know what to 
do.  bryanbrady666@gmail.com. 
Thanks for the feedback, Bruce! 

Telephone’s phrasal template word game

Cookouts are _______ but going to the grocery store can be a 

_______ wracking experience. From the unruly and _______crowds 

to the _______ who thinks you work there, even a Buddhist _______ 

will come out with their _______ in a twist. The _______ aisle is the 

absolute worst. Even if it’s _______ degrees outside, you better 

remember your _______ for those sub-zero temperatures! Once 

you manage to _______ all the ingredients you need, you will have 

to deal with the _______ self-check out machines. If you have any 

_______ left, these things will _______ it right out of you. Oh and 

don’t forget that _______ shopping cart that _______ into your car 

while you were shopping! Once you get back to _______, with the 

_______ experience behind you, you’ll have a _______ reason to 

drink too much when you realize you forgot to buy _______ for the 

_______. 

adjective

number

noun

verb past-tense

verb

adjective

place

body part adjective

noun

noun

noun

noun verb

adjective

adjective adjective

noun

noun

noun
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Advice From
Mama CasS: Truth on Tap
Send your advice enquiries to: advice@

telephoneweekly.com
Dear Mama Cass,
  My best friend is getting married this 
October to a great guy. However, since 
he proposed last summer, she has slowly 
transformed into a monster. She has burned 
through two wedding planners and five 
event locations. She claims none of them fit 
her preferences but I’m pretty sure at least 
one of the planners and two locations have 
bowed out of her association. She asked 
me to be the maid of honor but has since 
pushed me to the edge, too. I don’t want to 
lose her as a friend but she is stressing me 
out so badly, I don’t want to be anywhere 
near her. Is there a way to bow out and not 
lose face?
Help! 
--Bullied by the Bride

Dear Bullied,
 No, you can’t quit your post. It’s evident that 
your friend needs you very much. There is 
an acronym that I use to determine what’s 
truly bothering me when I’m upset: HALT, 
or Hungry, Angry, Lonely, Tired. For me, 
Hungry is typically the root of my problems. 
I’m guessing your friend is touching upon 
all four sources of frustration but I’d bet the 
most applicable is Lonely.  
 The bride is often the most-focused upon 
wedding participant. It sounds like your 
friend’s wedding is quite a to-do and a whole 
lot of guests means a whole lot of critics.  
The pressure of producing perfection that 
embodies her wedding fantasies and 
impresses her guests is probably leaving 
your friend feeling dislocated. I find that 
worrying often reduces my capacity for 

flexibility and rational problem-solving. 
Who is going with her to meet wedding 
coordinators and tour event locations? 
Maybe you can be her level-headed 
sidekick. 
    If the gentle introduction of critical thinking 
skills doesn’t effect her rampages, let her 
know you’re stressed, too. I recommend 
delivering that news after a glass or two of 
wine. Take her out for a few drinks and a 
bite to eat at a place that offers an intimate 
setting. For example, one of my favorite 
local watering holes has healthy appetizer 
choices and a secluded porch for two. If I 
were in your place, I’d take her to a similar 
spot and say something like, “ I want you 
to relax tonight. There’s some wedding 
weight conscious (nearly everyone diets 
before weddings) food on the way and 
here’s a bottle of wine for us. Let’s start out 
by talking about something other than the 
wedding; we could both use a breather!”
 After a bit, let her know that you’re worried 
about her. Clearly,  her behavior is erratic 
and unusual.  Offer to help how you can 
and realize it’s possible that how she needs 
you might not be how you want to needed 
but it is probably how you can help. This 
wedding isn’t about you but it shouldn’t 
take it out of you, either. Remember not to 
threaten your un-involvement or criticize her 
too harshly.  When she asked you to be her 
maid of honor,  she chose you to be there 
for her during one of the most intense times 
in her life. So, figure out how to be there in 
a way that doesn’t kill your friendship.  Be 
creative! 

Best of luck,
Mama Cass

expires 9/1/13
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