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217 N Broad St.Fairborn, OH 45324 Sales: (888) 485-8610
http://www.wagnersubaru.com/

There’s a lot to love about a Subaru. The safety. The go-anywhere 
versatility. And right now, you can get it all for a great deal. But hurry. 
Offers end September 3.

Picture yourself in one of the season’s best 
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DIY: CHIP CLIPS GOT YA’ DOWN?

 
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

CHIP CLIPS GOT YA’ DOWN?
Try this simple DIY Bag Sealer

Supplies:
-Empty Plastic Bottle 
-Utility Knife

Step 1: 
Cut the top off of your plastic bottle

Step 2: 
Slide opened bag through the open 
mouth of the bottle. Pull top of bag down 
and around the bottle top tightly.

Step 3: 
Screw lid back on to bottle

Fresh chips every time!

by: Lisa 
patrick-Wright



Photos Nicholas McElroy
nhmcelroy.com

8 |



 | 9



10 |

leisure.
  Since the day of the ribbon-cutting at 
RiverScape, Dayton has had a gem! The 
fun-filled, immaculately landscaped park 
has done more to drive people downtown 
than anything else...well maybe the 
Dragon’s Stadium? RiverScape, once 
known as Van Cleve Park, has truly 
become the public gathering spot, and the 
ideas and activities keep multiplying. No 
doubt, festivals a’plenty rule RiverScape, 
but check out the Bike Rental, Inventor’s 
Walk, and live music! RiverScape is 
full of change as the year progresses, 
offering some really cool birdwatching, 
winter ice-skating and spring flowers that 
are remarkable!  One of the best times 
to visit the park is in the early morning. 
The river plays an important role in 
the tranquility, and the idea of being in 
the city yet surrounded by nature is a 
great juxtaposition. Dogs love walking 
the waterway, they too enjoy the bird-
watching! RiverScape has something 
going on everyday....
check it out at MetroParks.org!     

Film. 
 We are in an era of really great 
independent filmmakers in America. 
If you want to catch some of their 
incredible work, don’t head to the 
multiplexes! We are fortunate enough 

AREA CODE                     
                 by: Josh stucky w/ Mark brewer

in our city to have one of the country’s 
leading art house cinemas...the much-
loved Neon Movies. It’s in the details with 
the Neon, comfortable chairs, affordable 
snacks, a variety of beverages, and a 
knowledgable staff make the experience 
more than just a movie. Highlighting 
really thought-provoking films and going 
as far as to have the movies’ directors, 
actors and writers actually visit Dayton 
is very cosmopolitan! Moving away from 
the days of Rocky Horror and Cinerama, 
pushed the Neon forward with a blend 
of popular and progressive   films. The 
dual theater approach allowed the 
Neon to bring Dayton more of the indie 
films people were begging for. The Film 
Festivals at the Neon, including LGBT, 
Jewish and Big Lens, just keeps growing! 
The popcorn is fresh and so are the films 
at the Neon! Grab some Milk Duds and 
a seat at 130 e. 5th st.

DINE. 
  God knows, Dayton has her share of 
pizza places, patio seating , beer joints 
and live music venues. How about a 
combo pack of all 4! South Park Tavern 
can answer the call.  Let’s talk Pizza. 
SPT has it all when it comes to choices. 
Ranging from crabmeat to sauerkraut, 
they have thought 
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DIY: FOOD & DRINK by: Reany

  *Pleurotus Eryngii is a type of mushroom 
you can find in many Asian grocery stores. 
The Chinese call it 杏鮑姑 (xing bao gu), 
and the English name for it is the King 
Trumpet Mushroom. Compared to the 
more common white button mushroom, 
the Pleurotus Eryngii mushroom has so 
much more texture, even after cooking.  
However, if you cannot find it, then the 
white button mushroom can also be 
used (omit  4 T water-  the white button 
mushroom tends to release more liquid 
after cooking).

Cooking Method:
Step 1:  Add Dish# 1 in a clay pot or fry 
pan! Heat up in med heat.
Step 2:  Put in 10 thin slices of ginger & 
cook till ginger is brown.
Step 3: Put in hot pepper slices, 
mushroom chunks & sauce dish# 2.  
Cook untill mushroom is soften and 
sauce is somewhat glassy and thicken.
Step 4: Remove basil leaves from 6 
springs of basil  (recycle these unwanted 
stems to your sake jar)
Final Step:  After stir in the basil leaves, 
covered the lid & turn off heat.  Now its 
ready to be served.

Sauces:
Sauce Dish 1:  Sesame oil & cooking oil 
1T each.
Sauce Dish 2: Rock sugar or regular 
sugar 1T, Water 4T, soy sauce & sake 2T 
each. 

  At my restaurant, I like to infuse vodka 
with different ingredients to create 
my own flavored vodka in order to 
eliminate some of the chemical after-
taste.  Recently, I have played with a 
hot pepper vodka infusion to make our 
Bloody Marys, and customers actually 
love it in place of the more sour-tasting 
hot sauce.  This time, we are trying a 
new twist with the leftover bottle of sake 
that was purchased from when we made 
watermelon rind dumplings in our past 
article.
  Using vodka as the liquor makes the 
drink called Bloody Mary, and using 
tequila makes it a Bloody Maria. What  
can we call it if Sake is used to make this 
drink?  Bloody Maya!  
The first ingredient you’ll need is plain 
sake (not the unfiltered type!).  A good 
quality sake will create a better quality 
drink, so something premium like Junjo 
or Daijunjo- make sure it’s not a flavored 
sake!

Ingredients: 
A bottle of 750 ml clear sake
A piece of ginger
8 springs of Thai basil
4 hot peppers,  like  jalapeño
1 can of tomato juice
500 gram Pleurotus Eryngii (aka King 
Trumpet Mushroom)

Sake Infusion: 
1.  Bottle of 750 ml sake
2.  2 springs of whole Thai basil washed & 
air dried (and 6 stem from the mushroom 
dish).
3.3 hot pepper, washed, cut in half & 
seeded
 Put all ingredients and sake in a jar 
and store it in the refrigerator for 3 days. 
Shake the jar a couple of times per day.  
Open after 3 days to taste.  Continue to 
infuse it until desired intensity of flavor.
 Days later.......In a tall glass, filled 
with ice.  Put in 2 oz of infused sake, 2 
shakes of salt & pepper, couple dashes 
of Worcestershire sauce (optional).  Roll 
your drinks back and forth between 2 
glasses.  Mixed well and topped with 
tomato juice.  Float 2 thinly slices of 
ginger on top and use a remaining basil 
stem as a stir!

Created by Reany
reany@shensdayton.com

King Trumpet Mushroom 
Soup &  Bloody Maya's
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 | 13

                                                                    HITCHhikers           
                                                                    by: mindy parade

 In and around Dayton, Ohio, there’s 
only one kind of hitchhiker: the kind you 
wouldn’t pick up. Straight up scary folks, 
drunk and dirty, and probably completely 
unaware that they are actually hitchhiking. 
You’ll also see some lovely ladies waving 
down traffic, but they don’t really count as 
hitchhikers. But, they’re not looking for a 
ride to anywhere in particular.
 So imagine how funny I felt when on 
September 11th, 2007, I found my self 
pulling over on the highway and putting 
myself in the “hitchhikee” position. To 
be perfectly honest, I already felt funny 
driving down the road that day because 
riding along in the backseat with me was 
a huge flower bouquet made entirely out 
of vegetables.
  I turned onto 675 South with the incredible 
edible delight in the back seat and 
standing there on the side of the highway 
holding a cardboard sign that read “75 
South” were two punks! I had just read 
a book about two punk girls hitchhiking 
all over Europe and was totally prepared 
to invite these two (one from each of the 
sexes) into my ‘91 Honda Accord. I pulled 
over onto the shoulder and they both ran 
to the car as I threw open the doors for 
them. That’s when I noticed there were 
two dogs as well. I found this rather 

comforting and they all piled in. 
  I moved the veggie bouquet to the floor 
boards and the girl, two dogs and the 
baggage all flooded the back seat while 
the boy rode co-pilot. I don’t know quite 
what it was, but from that instant I was 
in love. 
  Over the incredibly loud hot rod engine 
of the ‘91 Honda Accord, I yelled, 

“Where are you going?”
“75 South,” the boy replied.

“It’s right here!” I exclaimed, “You could 
have walked!”

They erupted into laughter and joked 
about getting a ride anyway. “Where are 

you trying to get to?” I asked.
“I’m gonna ride with her to Louisville and 

then catch a ride to Michigan myself,” 
explained the boy.

“I love Louisville!” I shouted.
“Not Louisville, Louisiana!” they cried.

“What?” I asked.
“LOUISIANA!” 

  I shrugged my shoulders and smiled 
because I couldn’t hear a thing. “I 
have a 12 pack of beer at home and a 
beautiful arrangement of vegetables 
in the back seat, you guys want some 
dinner before you go?” I don’t know why I 

felt comfortable to ask these two back to 
my house when I didn’t know them, I just 
know that I did.

    “It’s up to her,” the boy said pointing to 
the back seat. 

    “I love dinner!” She announced.

  So I took them home. On the way there, 
I found out that their names were Grip 
and Danielle and the dogs are Roger and 
Rocket. I told them that my son’s middle 
name is Rocket and we all agreed that 
those were the only Rockets we knew.
 We pulled up to my house and I 
welcomed them right in. My roommate, 
Nick, was sleeping on the couch and I 
poked him in the gut and said, “I brought 
home hitchhikers!” He grunted and rolled 
over thinking I meant I just brought 
some friends home because he knows 
that there is no way I would have never, 
under any circumstances, brought home 
hitchhikers. He finally stirred to see 
those two beautiful strangers walking 
around our house, flipping through our 
record collection and asking about all the 
old punk flyers adorning the walls. He 
introduced himself and I swear it’s like we 
have known these kids forever because 
the conversation flowed like an easy stream. 

  Danielle followed me into the kitchen 
where I planned on chopping up our veggie 
bouquet and serving it with Mahogany 
rice, coconut milk and whatever spices 
wouldn’t make Nick barf.  She asked if 
she could help and I told her it was all 
under control and reminded her that she 
was a guest and should just relax, open 
a beer and allow me to prepare a feast 
for them before they headed back to the 
highway. 
 But instead of heeding my always 
poignant advice, she did my dishes! Tell 
me you wouldn’t be in love too! Grip was 
constantly offering us pot to thank us but 
neither of us smoked so we just said, “No 
thanks, man.”  We had a rather enjoyable 
time, making dinner, playing with the 
dogs and my son and getting to know 
things about each other that you might 
not normally get to know one hour within 
meeting someone. I believe we all knew 
that this was concentrated time together 
and traded in generic pleasantries for 
interesting, real tidbits of a special brand 
of conversation. 
   After I put my son to bed and the dogs 
were fed we sat down to dinner. The 
conversation over dinner was mostly 
marinated in music. By some cosmic 
force, everything they wanted to hear, 
we had readily available. Simon and 
Garfunkel? It’s over here in this pile…
That one song by Woody Guthrie? Why, 
it’s in that pile…Four Non Blondes? The 
Slits? Jimmy Rodgers? Mitch Hedburg 
comedy CD? It’s all here…you know, the 
kind of magic reminiscent of a good first 
date. My heart swelled and caught fire to 
match the warmth in the room. After we 
dined, they helped clear the table and 
do the dishes (of course!) and I packed 
them some road snacks consisting of 
homemade hummus, carrots, apple chips 
and even a doggy bag for the hounds. 
Nick volunteered to drive them to the 
entry ramp to 75 South, and we bid a very 
fond farewell indeed. 
  After they left, I felt melancholy sink in 
and really missed my new friends. On the 
way to work the next morning, I looked for 
them on the highway and was sincerely 
disappointed to not have seen them and 
their cardboard sign. 
  I hope they made it to where they were 
going, not only geographically, but in 
their goals and dreams as well. They will 
forever be safely tucked away in my brain 
until we meet again.

Illustration Elliot Ward



  Wellness practitioners acknowledge that 
there are seven specific facets of health:  
Emotional, Environmental, Intellectual, 
Physical, Social, Spiritual, and Vocational 
(also called Occupational or Financial). 
The National Wellness Institute notes 
the philosophical origins of mental and 
physical soundness start with spiritual 
wellness following these tenets: 1) It is 
better to ponder the meaning of life for 
ourselves and to be tolerant of the beliefs 
of others than to close our minds and 
become intolerant, and 2) It is better to 
live each day in a way that is consistent 
with our values and beliefs than to do 
otherwise and feel untrue to ourselves.  
  Foundational to wellness is the spirit. 
Before we had a functioning mind and 
body, we were a concept. Getting in touch 
with our raison d’etre in the clatter of 
modern life takes initiative. Depending on 
your faith tradition, this spiritual seeking 
attitude can take the form of meditation, 
prayer or some other practice of study 
like Yoga. Having an authentic sense of 
self about your place in the universe is 
step one to having all other aspects of 
health in balance.  “Happiness in not a 
matter of intensity - but of balance, order, 
rhythm and harmony.” Thomas Merton
  Merton was one of the great spiritual 
social justice thinkers of 20th-century 
and his sanctuary is in our tri-state 
arrondissement. Living as a French 
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  Wellness: Silence, Spirituality and Social Justice 
                                                                        By: Rebecca Cress-Ingebo MLS, MSN, LMT

Trappist Monk in rural Kentucky, he 
disarmed life by authoring over 70 books 
on the knowledge of mercy that is at 
the philosophical core of Christian life. 
He had an interfaith understanding of 
cross-cultural nonviolence thus creating 
space for dialogue that might not have 
happened otherwise. His facility for 
understanding radically different points 
of view came from the silence he sought 
in monastic life. Spirituality, Silence and 
Social Justice were Merton’s mantras.
 In seeking spiritual wellness, you too 
can tread on the soil of Thomas Merton’s 
thinking at the Abbey of Our Lady of 
Gethsemani.  As retreatants, you are 
encouraged to craft a purpose, some 
values and a vision for your life. This 
Trappist monastery near Bardstown, 
Kentucky in Nelson County is affiliated 
with the Order of Cistercians of the 
Strict Observance. It is the oldest 
monastery in the U.S. that is still in use. 
These monks support themselves by 
running retreats, manufacturing Port 
Salut cheese, fruitcake, fudge and  
by providing a gift shop which sells 
Merton’s books. Gethsemane retreats 
are silent and unstructured providing 
abundant opportunities to hike trails, 
woodlands and expansive fields. By 
design, the Abbey’s mission is to support 
monastic spiritual living and to offer Saint 
Benedict’s hospitality for guests.  http://
www.monks.org/retreats.html 
 Gethsemani follows the Rule of St. 
Benedict for hospitality and stewardship. 
“It emphasizes the preeminent position 
which hospitality occupies in every 
Benedictine monastery. Benedictine 
hospitality goes beyond the exercise 

of the expected social graces—the 
superficial smile or warm reception of 
expected guests. Hospitality for Benedict 
meant that everyone who comes—the 
poor, the traveler, the curious, those 
not of our religion or social standing 
or education—should be received 
with genuine acceptance.” This is the 
directory of where local and international 
Benedictine Retreat Centers can be 
found at: http://www.osb.org/retreats/ 
  If you want to explore Gethsemani but 
not experience the silent retreat, you 
can also stay at Bethany Spring about a 
mile away.  It is also known as Merton 
Institute Retreat Center. They have either 
private, self-directed retreats or you can 
participate in their programs for spiritual 
development such as the Bridges to 
Contemplative Living with Thomas 
Merton. http://www.bethanyspring.org/
 Spiritual retreats of all types are 
available around the world. This is 
becoming a wellness junkie’s method 
of travel. Travel magazines routinely list 
their top ten meditation spots in places 
like Spirit Rock, California and Plum 
Village, France, or from Dharamsala, 
India to Assisi, Italy. But the tri-state 
area is similarly teaming with equally 
enlightening spiritual getaways. One 
way to explore the local possibilities is 
through Retreat Finder. It is a website 
that highlights local and national spots 
for example, Indiana has 33 and Ohio 
has 36 - http://www.retreatfinder.com/
directory/united_states/midwest.aspx. It 
is a way to feel safe in traveling alone 
and a way to get in touch with what life’s 
demands may have taken away from 
your soul. In short, a healing place.
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2013 Gentlemen of the Road
Troy Memorial Stadium, Friday August 30-31
Friday: Edward Sharpe & The Magnetic Zeros Saturday: Mumford & Sons
With following guests to join over the weekend: Old Crow Medicine Show, 
The Vaccines, Half Moon Run, Those Darlins, Willy Mason, Bear’s Den plus 
more to be announced

Fritz the Nite Owl Hosts Blade Runner
Englewood Cinema, Friday August 30-10:00 PM
Columbus, Ohio's late-night Emmy winner Fritz The Nite Owl will host Ridley 
Scott's BLADE RUNNER. Fritz will host the film throughout complete with 
vintage commercial breaks shouting back to his 17 year run on 
WBNS 10tv from 1974-1991.

Ohio Renaissance Festival
Saturday August 31-Oct 20, Sat & Sun 10:30 AM - 6:00 PM
Forget your cares and step back in time to this 30-acre re-created 16th 
Century English village and enjoy over 400 years of fun in a single day! The 
festival offers something for everyone featuring nearly 100 shows daily on 
11 stages, over 135 unique arts and crafts shops, hearty food and drink, 
games of skill and human-powered rides to amuse all ages. 

First Friday Food Truck Rally
Datyon Food Park- Friday September 06,5:00 PM - 9:00 PM
Mobile eateries participating include: Ringo’s North Star Mobile Eatery,
Caribbacanas LLC, Fressa Truck, G’s CUE BBQ, Horseless Buggy Eatery, 
La Pampa Grill, Tik’s Thai Mobile, The Monchon, Kona Ice, Missouri Avenue 
BBQ,East Coast Eats, Mohawk FreeStyle Grill and Cold Stone Creamery.

Miamisburg Starving Artist Fall Arts and Crafts Festival
Miamisburg Library Park-Sept 07, 8:00 AM - 5:00 PM Sept 8, 12am-5pm
Celebrating 44 years of outstanding arts and crafts, the festival boasts over 
100 artisans exhibiting on the Miamisburg Library Lawn in the 400 block of 
Central Avenue (Rt. 725), Miamisburg. No items cost over $50!
 
 

Insomniac Junkies

The Higbees
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 What’s wrong with Dayton? Just ask 
anybody, and they’ll tell you: poverty, 
unemployment, failing schools, derelict 
properties, apathy. One organization 
that’s working to reverse what’s wrong is 
East End Community Services, located 
in the Twin Towers neighborhood across 
from the striking spires of St. Mary’s 
church on Xenia Avenue.
 Drive through the neighborhood and you’ll 
notice that many derelict or abandoned 
properties have been torn down, and 
new houses going up in their place. 
That’s East End Community Services in 
action. Since 2010, they’ve demolished 
110 properties, reusing materials when 
possible, and replaced them with 84 
energy-efficient 3- and 4-bedroom homes 
and smaller handicapped accessible 
bungalows.
  The houses look so shiny and new you 
might suspect they represent one of those 
dreaded inner-city gentrification projects 
that lure trendy middle-class families into 
the city and displace the poorer folks who 
can’t afford to live there now.
  Not the case. The new homes rent for 
a reasonable $650/month or less. In 15 
years they will be eligible for tenants 
to buy under a kind of lease/purchase 
program for less than market value. East 
End has also helped elderly residents 

with home repairs and handicapped 
modifications so they can stay in their 
homes.
 The housing program is just one of many 
others East End has developed over the 
past 15 years.
  Founded in 1998 as an offshoot of St. 
Mary’s Development Corporation, East 
End follows a “place-based community 
development” model. Executive director 
Jan Lepore-Jentleson remembers asking 
the residents of the neighborhood back 
then what they needed most. They said, 
“Our kids have no dreams. Help our kids 
be successful.” Their local elementary 
school, Ruskin, was one of the lowest 
performing in the city; only 7% of 4th-
graders were passing the standardized 
math test.
 East End responded by opening a 
charter elementary school in a former 
church building. They started with 52 
students. Over the course of several 
years, they grew to 250, while Ruskin 
was torn down, and those students 
bussed to other schools.
 Eventually, Dayton Public Schools (DPS) 
joined with East End to rebuild Ruskin 
under a new model as a community 
school, with a management team made 
up of representatives from East End 
and DPS, as well as Ruskin’s principal, 

parents and teachers. Through their 
various partnerships, East End provides 
a tutoring program staffed with teachers 
and education majors, art and music 
classes, and after-school care for Ruskin 
students.

Sounds successful, doesn’t it?

 Success is never that easy. Lepore-
Jentleson admits that even with excellent 
teachers and smaller classes, they had 
trouble “moving the needle.” The charter 
school’s students’ test scores stayed 
low despite the improvement in their 
educational setting. That’s when East 
End realized they needed to expand 
their programs to include families, and in 
particular, mothers, many of whom were 
isolated and undereducated themselves.
 And so they developed their Taking 
Off to Success (TOTS) classes for 
parents who are pregnant or have 
children under kindergarten age. 
Through the 12-week classes parents 
learn parenting skills, safety strategies, 
stages of child development, and other 
important information. The hope was that 
children would benefit from a learning-
rich environment at home as well as at 
school.
  Although the goal of the TOTS classes 

East End Community Services                       
                 by: carol narigon 

Photo Carol Narigon



|17

was to increase kindergarten readiness, 
an unexpected side effect occurred: 
parents didn’t want to leave when the 
classes were over. Many were isolated 
through poverty or language barriers, 
and the classes provided more than 
just an education. So they started an 
alumni association that meets at Ruskin, 
providing a supportive community and 
eventually increasing their participation 
in the school.
 Through the evolution of the TOTS 
group, East End realized the need for a 
preschool in the community in addition 
to the local Head Start preschool, which 
was full. So at 2:00 when the bell rings for 
the Ruskin K-8 students, the “farm team” 
comes in to run the afterschool tutoring 
program and a three-hour late preschool 
for the little ones.
  East End also offers activities for older 
students, including an art studio and 
a youth center that is being rehabbed. 
Older kids can attend a variety of classes 
and programs designed to help them 
make good choices, succeed in school, 
and go on to college or a job.
  In addition to housing development and 
various school initiatives, East End also 
supports a seemingly unlimited number 
of other programs, including a clinic 
for the frail and elderly that provides 
blindness prevention and dental care, a 

future thrift store, a community garden, 
help with utilities, and a Work Experience 
Program (WEP) for federal cash-
assistance recipients.
 Stop by during business hours and 
you’ll find several interns working in a 
large common room as part of the WEP. 
Some might be performing office support 
and building maintenance under the 
guidance of Dianne Poling to fulfill their 
work hours. Others take one of the week-

East End Community Services                       
                 by: carol narigon 

long classes in the computer lab with 
Dan Poling, who teaches them how to 
build a resume, search for a job online, 
and develop interview skills.
  During their 15 years in the Twin Towers 
neighborhood, East End has adapted and 
grown to meet the needs of a changing 
demographic. When they opened in 
1998, the neighborhood was made up 
almost entirely of white Appalachian 
families. Now 40% of their neighbors 
are African American and Latino, as well 
as immigrants from Turkey and other 
Middle Eastern countries. However, 
the problems they address remain the 
same: poverty, unemployment, lack 
of education, the need for affordable 
housing …. 
   It’s a daunting list, but under the dedicated 
leadership of Lepore-Jentleson, the 
board,  staff and volunteers, and through 
their many partnerships with private and 
government agencies, East End has 
continued to listen to their neighbors and 
to develop a holistic range of programs 
that serve the needs of the Twin Towers 
neighborhood. 

 Find out more about East End 
Community Services on their website: 
http://www.east-end.org.

Red Onion

Gub

Grilled 
Roast Beef

Cajun 
Turkey

Banana 
Peppers

Jalapenos

Sub Roll

Pepper Jack 
Cheese

Nuclear Sub

Photo Carol Narigon

Photo Carol Narigon

Photo Carol Narigon
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 Sinisha’s Lament          
                                                                   by: harry kaplan

Part I
  As Lermontov argued in his well-known 
treatise on the use of barium enemas in 
the treatment of dysphagia (1724), the 
meaninglessness of existence is poorly 
reflected in the undertaker’s trousers 
(брюки гробовщика) and can find full 
expression only in the haberdasher’s 
lymph nodes (Вы чертовски 
издеваешься?).  Soundly rejected by his 
peers, the aphorism is widely recognized 
today as the apex of Lermontov’s terminal 
dementia, and was frequently cited by 
members of the Czar’s inner circle as the 
primary reason why Nicholas eschewed 
the use of vowels in official oratory after 
1910.  
  Indeed, the enigmatic phrase had long 
puzzled Sinisha, a highly sensitive man 
whose underwear had been severely 
taunted before being deep-fried by 
hooligans on Shrove Tuesday. The 
bastard son of an incontinent parsley 
sorter, the incident had carved a deep 
scar in Sinisha’s psyche, leaving him 
unable to trust his favorite torque wrench 
for more than a few seconds per week.  
Because of the emotional handicap 
engendered by the unprovoked savagery 

that his undergarments had endured, he 
managed to survive the lean years only 
by coaxing small amounts of ammonium 
dichromate from a height-challenged 
dowager who took her lunch in Gorky 
Park on alternate Tuesdays. 
 The misfortunes of his youth had left 
an indelible stain on Sinisha’s soul, 
which if it could speak would tell a tale of 
countless failures and disappointments, 
culminating in his unsuccessful attempt 
to infuse truffle oil into a mute.  He 
shuddered when recalling the shame 
he had endured when the newspapers 
began publishing accounts of his 
lackluster scientific career.  The resulting 
scandal had left him exhausted and he 
was afraid he might lose his mind if he 

didn’t tie a string to it, which he tried to 
do on several occasions, but without 
appreciable success.  Worst of all, he felt 
that his brain was revving in neutral—an 
engine disconnected from its driveshaft, 
spinning in place and burning petrol, but 
without noticeable forward motion unless 
he squinted really hard.
 A chance encounter with Ivanka—the 
woman of his dreams—changed his world 
in an instant. It happened at her book 
signing on Red Square where she had 
set up a small kiosk in hopes of attracting 
some of the pilgrims from their dreary, 
shuffling queue to view Lenin’s ageless, 
though slowly putrefying remains.  He 
had left the queue when nature’s call 
became too urgent to ignore, but when 
happenstance took him past Ivanka’s 
stand, all thoughts of relieving himself 
vanished and he elbowed his way to the 
front of the line to purchase a copy of her 
tome.  Although they were strangers, she 
had inscribed on the flyleaf of her book (a 
magnificent exposition on pre-Columbian 
crumpet waxing) an impromptu ode 
to his nostrils, which had flared to 
unprecedented proportions when their 
eyes met.  Unfortunately, an ill-timed 
explosive sneeze launched a payload 
toward her bosom that he knew he would 
live to regret.
  And yet, in that same moment, Sinisha 
experienced the profound feeling that 
his world had been transfigured from 
an inexorable ride on an express train 
to oblivion, to a feeling that he had just 
swallowed a bread dumpling that was too 
large for his esophagus to accommodate 
without thoughtful mastication.  She was 
a light in his darkness, a salve for his 
damaged passions, an inoceramid clam 
that would lift the veil of melancholy from 
his soul and replace it with a Hermes 
scarf of dubious provenance. 
 After their first meeting, Sinisha 
maintained a fitful correspondence 
with the woman.  At first he didn’t know 
whether to believe her when she stated 

in one of her first missives that she had 
run away from a posh home at the age of 
37 to began a career trading in sorghum 
and pumice.  And, Oh! But weren’t her 
letters intoxicating?  Each was infused 
with her favorite fragrance—Syrup of 
Ipecac—and that drove him mad.  He 
waited expectantly each day by the door, 
peeking through the window, waiting 
for the postman.  After the letter was 
deposited in the box, he would rush to 
retrieve it and then, with trembling hands, 
tear open the envelope and inhale her 
fragrance.  These hesitant excursions 
towards imagined ecstasy in her arms 
would leave him weak, nauseous, and 
slightly befuddled.  He needed her, 
but she was as elusive as she was 
beautiful—like a sow beetle beneath an 
obscure boulder in a rhino enclosure.   
 After a whirlwind courtship, their 
relationship settled into a routine that 
would alternate between torrid days 
locked in a sweltering customs cage at the 
airport to nights of introspective, mutual 
flatulence in his flat in the Arbat.  After 
some months, though, their encounters 
began to bore her, and she would leave 
for several weeks at a time, only to burst 
back into his life and demand that he 
return her fondue forks.

Part II
 On that fateful day, Ivanka had been 
gone for weeks and Sinisha was in a 
deep depression. Through the haze of 
his melancholy, he heard a jingling of 
keys and a turning of the lock. The door 
swung open to reveal her standing in the 
open doorway, her buzzard-like pectorals 
pulsating like a Montenegrin cheese 
vendor after a heavy rain.
  For some reason, she was inconsolable.  
Desperately fighting back tears, Ivanka 
explained that she was sorry, but must 
leave immediately for Arbugaeva, 
where the newly discovered corpse of 
a mammoth, legs poking through the 
thawing permafrost, was already being 
devoured by a pack of rabid Chukchi.  
Sinisha forced a brave smile, but his 
amateurish attempts to provide her solace 
only served to infuriate her.  At that point, 
he broke down, but his maudlin pleading 
only sickened her and reinforced her 
growing suspicion that he would never 
properly trepan a cantaloupe, despite 
having trained his Venus Flytrap to yodel.  
Her disappointed scowl burned him like 
a candied yam dropped from a serving 
spoon onto a bare leg at Thanksgiving.  
Sinisha pleaded with her, he groveled 
on the floor, he barked like a panda 
overdosed on Viagra, but it was all to no 
avail.
  Disgusted by the craven entreaties of 
her former lover, Ivanka turned to leave, 

'I am a bear rug,' Sinisha whispered to no one in particular. 
'Yes, that is it. A hairy, tattered, mangy, bear rug.' His eyes 
were made of glass. He looked through his glass eyes at 
his aging body, following the mounds of soft white flesh 

to the horrid, steep-sided Kilimanjaro into which his once-
flat stomach had grown. He sighed deeply. 
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her porcupine wrap tossed haughtily 
over her left shoulder and a thick slice of 
Bavarian Leberkäse in her rucksack. She 
would eat this on the train, she thought, 
if the porcupine didn’t get to it first. She 
suspected that she would never see 
Sinisha again, except, perhaps, in the 
revolving door at the 
State Department Store, where he 
sometimes slept when hiding from the 
turnips that perpetually plagued him.

Part III
 The door slammed and Ivanka was 
gone once again.  Sinisha remained 
flat on his back on the floor, like a throw 
rug. No, he mused to himself, he was a 
bear rug. Just hide and fur and paws and 
an open mouth full of great yellow bear 
teeth. And then the familiar odor of dirty 
dinner plates and sour vodka reached his 
nostrils and he gripped his middle as his 
stomach spasmed again and again.
  A toilet flushed in the apartment next 
door, causing the ancient pipes to rattle 
in the walls. He could hear the spinning 
of the toilet tissue roll in the flat next 
door—a sound that both sickened and 
amused him. He knew that his neighbor, 
Stryzhn, couldn’t afford toilet paper, but 
had spun an empty roll in the holder in 
an attempt to create the impression that 
his affluence had somehow increased. 
That he now traveled in the same circles 
as those who walked confidently through 
Gorky Park, without fear of arrest by the 
stink police. But Stryzhn fooled no one. 
  ‘I am a bear rug,’ Sinisha whispered to 
no one in particular. ‘Yes, that is it. A hairy, 
tattered, mangy, bear rug.’ His eyes were 
made of glass. He looked through his 
glass eyes at his aging body, following the 
mounds of soft white flesh to the horrid, 
steep-sided Kilimanjaro into which his 
once-flat stomach had grown. He sighed 
deeply. The years had not been kind 
to him, and his youthful dreams were 
now nothing more than moths eating a 
threadbare sweater in a forgotten closet. 
More than anything he had wanted to rid 
the world of flatulence, but the committee 
had rejected his proposal out of hand 
and banished him to an unused broom 
closet in the university’s basement. 
 Despair washed over him like a 
pomegranate bobbing in the decadent 
Jacuzzi of some nameless Party 
official, named Ivanov. His left arm 
jerked spasmodically, and involuntarily 
lengthened by several centimeters. Not 
to be outdone, his buttocks flattened 
like a wigmaker’s carapace and covertly 
began sending coded messages to 
Michael Bolton. 
   He longed for a cup of tea, but knew that 
the heavy silver samovar on the kitchen 
table contained only live herring, most 

of which could polka, but who tended 
to speak slowly and with a pronounced 
lisp. But why did it always have to be 
this way? Tea was Ivanka’s favorite 
beverage; indeed, she was unable to 
go more than a few minutes without it. 
Of course, her tea-drinking ritual both 
sickened and fascinated him. She 
would clamp a sugar cube between her 
teeth and sip her tea through it, as her 
grandmother had instructed her to do. 
Her grandmother, who had but a single 
tooth, and that one kept in a safe deposit 
box in Magnitogorsk. 
 On more than one occasion he had tried 
to gain Ivanka’s favor by drinking tea in 
the same manner, but the last time he 
tried he had botched the job, spewing 
hot chai onto her favorite canary, which 
promptly expired. The memory of that 
embarrassment caused an annoying 
twitching of his epiglottis and rendered 
him temporarily impotent. He squeezed 
his eyes shut in a futile attempt to blot 
out the scene, but the memory of the 
little yellow bird lying flat on its back, legs 
stretched to the ceiling, beady eyes open 
but unseeing, was etched too deeply into 
his brain. He shivered with shame and 
self-loathing. 
 Writhing in an agony of loss beyond 
pain, Sinisha lay helpless on the floor, 
missing her beyond all understanding, 
wishing he were dead, but incapable of 
suicide. Once, many years before, he 
had eaten an entire case of Alka Seltzer 
Plus in an desperate attempt to end it all, 
but succeeded only in discovering a new 
form of locomotion, when the resultant 
gases, escaping rapidly through the 
nozzle of his nether region, propelled 
him around the room like a model rocket, 
eventually blasting him through the 
wall and into the bedroom of Gospodin 
Stryzhn, who at the time was making 
love to a circus geek. Of course, Sinisha 
apologized profusely and turned to leave, 
but Stryzhn, unamused in the extreme, 
managed to insert a chicken into the still-
sputtering orifice, thus ending Sinisha’s 
ill-conceived journey to oblivion.
To be continued…

  Harry Kaplan was found cowering in a duck 
blind in Thule Greenland in 2005. His origins 
remain murky. Some say he was marooned 
there by the US Navy after an experiment to 
create a flan without milk or eggs went horribly 
wrong, and crew was forced to jettison their 
shirt garters. Others say he was born in London 
in 1922, the second son of a haberdasher who 
had tattooed spats onto his horses and kept a 
pregnant marmoset in his trousers. All we know 
for sure is that he becomes nauseous when 
explaining Fahrvergnügen to quintuplets.
Harry can be reached at: editor@
telephoneweekly.com



“Out for a walk, after a week in bed, 
 I find them tearing up part of my block 
And, chilled through, dazed and lonely, 

join the dozen In meek attitudes, watching 
a huge crane. Fumble luxuriously in the 
filth of years. Her jaws dribble rubble. An 
old man Laughs and curses in her brain, 
Bringing to mind the close of The White 

Goddess.…You would think the simple fact 
of having lasted Threatened our cities like 

mysterious fires.”

James Merrill, 
“An Urban Convalescence”

  I never ‘knew’ the Schwind building (1912-
2013), aka Gibbons Hotel Annex, aka 
Ludlow Manor Apartments, aka Moraine 
Apartments, but on video it looked like a 
white stallion.  Then the knees buckled, a 
snort of nostril smoke, and no more. 
 Looking for more information about the 
deceased Schwind building, imploded on 
August 17, 2013, 27 South Ludlow Street, 
Dayton, Ohio, I came across the Downtown 
Dayton Partnership’s website that lists its 
plans for the “Strategic Building Reuse 
Project”.  It explains that a design team in 

The Syntax of the Schwind Demolition: 
fragments in the wake of pragmatism              
                                      by: Adam Mosin

the fall of 2012 “evaluated the condition and 
potential to redevelop eight underutilized 
buildings along the Main Street corridor.”  
The late Schwind was one of four buildings 
making the final cut, listed as having 
“the flexibility to accommodate housing, 
proximity to downtown’s recreational and 
cultural amenities, access to parking, and 
IS IN A CONDITION THAT REQUIRES 
LITTLE RENOVATION.”
  I emphasize this last part because if any 
of the Partnership has yet to stroll down 
Ludlow recently to see the gargantuan 
glacial slabs of concrete wreckage that 
once was the mighty Schwind, they may 
want to reevaluate their diagnosis.

#Mercy-killing architecture
 Buildings are like bodies, filled with 
consciousness, minds ever-changing, 
schizophrenic even. But some people are 
uncomfortable with the schizophrenic on 
the block so the best polite effort is made 
to project a coherent identity, to help weave 
a sensible social narrative which bestows 
a practical unity on this material thing that 
faces us daily with its tragic affliction of 
being a rather polite skeleton inhabited by 
unruly and mercurial mental life, unstable 
ghosts walking its halls, forever trying 
to punch the elevator to go through its 
roof, resentful of the dead pile of blocks 
entombing their motion.  “Somebody give 
this thing a purpose and another, and now 
a new one that fits better goddammit . . . 
die!” America, a nation reluctant to accept 
euthanasia, adores the wrecking ball.
   Anytime an historic building is targeted by 
developers, a community divides into two 
minds.  One appears as the level-headed 
rationalist. Citing the codes the building 
could not keep up with, the expense of 
bringing it up to them, the cool rationalists 
will PowerPoint you to the inevitable 
verdict: euthanasia. Outrun and overtaken 
by codes (codes are fast), the building must 
submit. Against concrete the quickness 
of legalese will always win the race. Silly 
flying buttresses.

#New words on the block
 When a building has been flagged for 
removal, we press the delete key.  There is 
no escaping it. This is how we humans grasp 

the world: as a system of codes, a string 
of letters, with word and syntax governed 
at all times by a watchful grammar. Need 
proof?  How do we understand our very 
biological essence today? As DNA, the 
genetic code, a system of letters that Xerox 
and delete, cut and paste, and compose 
our being.  Analyzing the continuity into 
units – it’s what we do, it’s pragmatic if also 
artificial and synthetic. Our dependency 
on this analytic outlook is also why we 
are troubled to the core by the little things 
that flow, like the river (can you point to it? 
can you step in the same one twice?) and 
time. The fluid and unit-less perform a kind 
of demolition on our ability to reason; they 
take the wrecking ball to our rationality.
  To see a building as a piece of syntax to 
be deleted is to understand the block as 
a sentence and the city as a statement. 
We wrestle with slogans and claim 
interpretations of the infrastructure, stringing 
the signs and square footage into full blown 
real estate revitalist manifestos. And where 
these slogans and city codes (Revitalize! 
Renew! Up Dayton!) meet concrete and 
mortar, there is friction and heavy debris. 
In the Schwind demolition, the sanguine 
journalists gleefully reported the success: 
only a little debris on a neighboring roof, a 
near perfect deletion. Though to me, looking 
at it now, it appears that the neighboring 
buildings were only artificially separate 
units after all: the residue and collateral 
damage of demolition, the pieces of next 
door on the roof next door, are reminders 
that the material world knows nothing about 
the frictionless fantasies of our visionary 
manifestos.

#City planning and cell division
  Maybe city planning is like cell division. 
The magic and miracle of cell division, the 
smooth perfection of genetic replication, a 
dance that gives all indications, on paper 
at least, that it can go on indefinitely, 
bestowing eternal life on the organism, 
does not go on forever – at least not for 
you. As far as you will know, and you will 
have to take the explanation of the biologist 
on good faith, the waltz of your cells will 
end in mutation and fatigue, like a 1950s 
dance marathon, exuberance and collapse.  
  Like the growth of the cell, the life of the 
building evolves and then ends. In the 

body, each chromosome in the dance 
comes equipped with its own self-destruct 
mechanism, a type of digital watch, ticking 
off the seconds until death. With each 
replication another piece of its telomere, 
its end length, drops off, burning the 
candle down. If downtown development 
is anything like the organic growth of cell 
division, with the genetic recombination of 
blocks and the swapping of store names, 
the mating of market forces and drywall, 
reinforced concrete and desire, greed and 
the wrecking ball, then demolition is like the 
falling away of DNA.

#Snail slime and consciousness
  Maybe buildings are like the snail slime 
of the mind. Laid down in the present, they 
linger in our wake as we move forward, 
showing where we’ve been, shining a bit, 
but quickly losing their luster, making us 
want to throw the very houses off our backs 
in hope that something can be done about 
the quality of slime we can’t seem to stop 
leaving behind.
  But wait, no, nevermind, it is no longer 
useful to think of architecture as something 
like the snail slime of the mind, a physical 
trace laid down by labor and left glittering 
behind us soon to fade away in the sun. 
Time to move on.

  Perhaps if we all carried our houses on our 
backs like snails all we would have to worry 
about with regard to a consciousness that 
pays little mind to its material conditions, the 
bodies in which it finds itself, would be a little 
snail slime.  Instead, our mucous is more 
often turned into speech, our musings into 
plans, and yesterday’s mental secretions 
are already hardening into highways, 
architecture, and arteries. Expressways 
arcing out into space branching endlessly 
are often likened to neural pathways.  
While brain cells die, while minds change, 
while buildings age, what concretizes in the 
form of constructions will naturally be a bit 
of a nag, a type of temporal drag on our 
progressive evolution.  Perhaps we sense 
this instinctually, hating our houses, hating 
our buildings, hating our bodies, for not 
keeping up with a pace set by the realm 
where we spend an increasing amount of 
time: the virtual. Perhaps the frictionless 
realm of abstraction breeds resentment 
for material, like the concrete slabs and 
centenarian structures that cannot think but 
only memorize yesterday.

Contact:
Adam Mosin
orgonebomb@gmail.com
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  Mathematicians or Indie Rockers? The 
answer is both . . . and more (except 
they’re not really mathematicians). 
Dayton, Ohio’s Riley is a newer band 
that encompasses post rock, math rock 
and indie rock while sometimes using 
bossa nova and jazz rhythms, but the 
group doesn’t lick the seal and shut the 
envelope there. 
  Not fitting neatly into any single style, 
Riley has a sound that’s familiar yet 
far enough removed from a lot of the 
“genre-definers” that keeps the audience 
involved and interested. Frantic and 
strange at times, simple and melodic at 
others.
 Eric Bluebaum (guitar/vocals) has this to 
say about the band “We don’t want to play 
just for musicians, but for audiophiles. 
We take a lot of inspiration from older 
jazz musicians like Buddy Rich and 
Gene Krupa while also taking some from 
newer guys like Jojo Mayer and Benny 
Greb. We want to make technical parts 
more accessible and we focus a lot on 
dynamics.” 
 Colin Pauley, (percussion) who met Eric 
in high school gave some insight also. 
“We try not to pigeonhole ourselves and 
try hard to create something that doesn’t 
sound like everything else. I’ve never 
played a song the same way twice. I 
want to keep it fresh with little tweaks 

RILEY by: brock Mckibben

here and there. We all know where to 
come back in if we stray a little off the 
original structure. We want to take you 
on an emotional roller coaster and make 
you battle your personal demons. The 
music is not a gimmick, it’s a real thing. 
I’m channeling my thoughts through the 
music.”
 Riley has had Kyle Moore (bass) and 
Kelly Hanus (keyboards/vocals) recently 
join to make the band a whole. You can 
check out the band live Friday, September 
6th at Blind Bob’s. The songs they will 
be playing at the show are ones they 
hope to record in the next few months. 
The songs have a good combination 
hybrids with signature changes and solid 
grooves (i.e: bands like This Town Needs 
Guns and Maps and Atlases). The band 
will also be playing the 6th show with Half 
Ghost (Dayton) and Instead of Sleeping 
(Pittsburgh).
  Here are some links to check out Riley 
before the show… If you haven’t already.
the bandriley.bandcamp.com 
facebook.com/thebandriley
Instagram - @thebandriley
Email - thebandriley@gmail.com

Questions, Comments, Suggestions? Email 
me at discosucks666@gmail.com
Send me some audio files of your band and 
I may write about you. Stay Strange Dayton

#5
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When Robert W. Walker of Hartford, 
Ohio first began painting 16 years ago he 
was captivated by the mythological half 
human half fish, the mermaid.  Each of his 
oil pieces takes anywhere from 3 weeks 
to 6 months, “When you spend that long 
on a painting they all become “real” with 
a personality and soul, so I name them 
and add them to my collection... and my 
microcosm grows!”
 Rather than considering his work 
strictly fantasy based Walker imagines 
an alternate reality that exists as a 

The Imagination of Robert W. Walker         
                                                                     by: Katie Modras-Anible

speculative future of our own world.  
Through each series of paintings 
he creates, one may look in through 
different windows into this fantastical 
dystopian reality.  Walker explains how 
some of these series of paintings; the 
Zombies, the Mermaids, the Animal/
Human Hybrids, play active roles in his 
alternate reality and how they tie into the 
overall concept;
“Private companies control our water 
now. There are places in the world where 
a bottle of water is more expensive than 

a bottle of coke. In a time where not 
everyone can afford water – and knowing 
there’s not just an endless supply – that’s 
where my zombies come in. They turn to 
the only reliable source of water which 
is - each other. A new plague falls upon 
us called the Thirst. What do we do to 
deal with this thing? We use bombs – we 
bomb the world. Everything is destroyed, 
there’s hardly anyone left, but nature 
is very strong. It starts growing and 
coming back.  There’s small pockets of 
people and animals that live and with all 

the radiation mutations start happening 
and everything gets kind of weird for a 
while. We start seeing mutations in the 
people and animals and they become 
those who help us to learn to live with our 
environment instead of against it. And 
that’s where my Animal Hybrid series 
comes in. My Mermaids tie in because 
they were there the whole time and are 
the story tellers of it all.”  
Walker and his partner Eddie Cooke 
have been traveling the states showing 
his work in art shows and music festivals.  



The self promoted artist travels by way of 
a revamped Winnebago, lovingly called 
the Winnie, the outside emblazoned in 
another colorful scene from his world. 
Walker’s work can be seen hanging at the 
eclectic boutique, Clash Consignment in 
Dayton Ohio throughout the month of 
August and he will also have a featured 
piece in the shop’s Phobia Art Show on 
Sept. 13, 2013.  

View and purchase Robert’s work 
through his websites - 

www.rw2gallery.com  and -
 www.etsy.com/shop/RW2Gallery

Katie Modras-Anible is an old art student, 
weirdo craft folk artist and experimental 
musician and performer, hangs out with 
husband Andrew and dog Jarvis- mostly. 
Loves most everything. Katie Anible-
Modras’s blog: monasondog.tumblr.com
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Enjoy Ohio's Bounty!

Enjoy Ohio's Bounty!

A “Whole-istic” Approach to Learning

Imagine Invent Create Design Experiment Play Question

Design & Architecture
Build Utopia

Eco & Environmental Consciousness
Green Houses, Alternative Energy, Urban Gardening

Science
From Natural Sciences to Turning Sci-fi Into Reality

DIY projects
Make Your Own Toys, Soaps, Sorbet, etc.

Art & Culture
Cave Art to Graffiti

Music Exploration
Experiment with Sound, Make Instruments, Record, Play)

Every 
Tues & Thurs

12-2 pm

$20 1/day 
$ 40 2/ days
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No Your Neighbors 
By SZON 

	  
	  

	  

Yard Signs of the Schizophrenic 

Mid-century Modern
Art Deco
Industrial Design
streamline
Op/Pop
Furniture
Lighting
Vintage Fashion
Jewlery
Decorative Arts

            szon



Vera Scekic  |  Untitled (sliced cell), 2013, acrylic, pouring medium, drafting film on wood, 10 x 8 in. courtesy of the artist. 
From Close to the Edge: Claire Houghton and Vera Scekic  |  On view: November 1-December 21, 2013 at the Dayton Visual Arts Center.
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  Christopher’s has an eclectic culinary 
duo Chris Robinette and Marishah 
Paddock. Each chef has created an 
innovative identity with everything from 
traditional fare to authentic ethnic dishes.  
“This is my 17th year working here,” says 
Robinette. “Obviously you have to be 
passionate about food to last that long 
in restaurant world. My first food job was 
at Suttmiller’s Dinner Club on North Main 
years ago. When I first began here, I 
started with sandwiches, moved to sauté 
and then worked my way up the line. Our 
owner, Chip Pritchard, had a restaurant in 
Indianapolis, so the menu was set. When 
we opened over twenty years ago, Chip 
was at the forefront of the ‘buy local’ and 
‘cook from scratch’ trend in restaurants. 
As more places got on board with the 
philosophy, it did become progressively 
more difficult to procure ingredients from 
local farms.”
  “But we still try buy everything from 
local vendors, like our meat comes from 
Dot’s and our bread is from the Belmont 
Bakery or Rahn’s,” explains Paddock. 
She began her cooking career as a 
student at Art College in Portland, Maine.  
“I started dishwashing and moved to 
garde manger learning a lot of the basic 
techniques. At the Blue Moon in the 
Oregon District, I worked with the salads, 

TOP SHELF chef:                         by: ella V. Adalois
Chris Robinette and 
Marishah Paddock

appetizers and desserts. When the Blue 
Moon closed, I spent some time working 
at the Trolley Stop. Then I took a break 
to travel in Europe. I spent a little time 
raising cattle on a farm in Sidney. Now I 
have been here six years. My background 
is more the vegan/vegetarian side of the 
kitchen. John Baker works with me. He 
is very strong with meats, using French 
cooking techniques and he’s inventive 
with our Thursday Night Themed dinner 
specials.”
    Baker is very involved with the catering 
side of the business at Christopher’s. 
Many of the items on this extensive 
restaurant menu are available for a 
variety of catered events like business 
breakfasts and for takeout. http://
christophers.biz/catering/the-catering-
menu/. Some of Baker’s training 
started when he worked at the Hobnob 
Restaurant in Wisconsin. He describes 
Christopher’s culinary teamwork, 
“Most kitchens are very autocratic. The 
Executive chef sets the menu and then 
there is no room for cooks to share their 
ideas. Not here, Chip listens to our input. 
It is a very democratic way of working. 
August was Western Mediterranean Sea 
month featuring dishes from Costa Del 
Sol, Côte d’Azur, Tuscany and Naples.  

Each week we have regional dishes 
based on the theme and I try to write an 
essay about the plan for our electronic 
newsletter.”
http://christophers.biz/category/the-news/
 Robinette assists with procurement 
duties developing breakfast and lunch 
specials, “Breakfast starts at 7:30am 
and we end at 1pm. We have had on our 
menus Peach Filled Pancakes, Chorizo 
and Egg Sliders, Philly Hash, Rodeo 
Omelet, Denver Scramble, Breakfast 
Burritos, and Italian Frittatas. We serve 
lunch right through to dinner and specials 
have been Shrimp Po’ Boy, Chicken Gyro, 
Mexicali Black Bean Burger, Giant Sloppy 
Joe, Yuengling Haddock Sandwich, and 
Meatball Sub. I make the homemade 
soups. Mushroom and tomato bisque 
are our regulars, but we have up to five 
or so soups each day.  Some would say 
I put cumin in everything, but I do like 
seasonings with a kick. My favorite flavor 
profiles are more southwest. We have 
been able to update and reinvent some of 
the regular recipes over the last decade. 
Christopher’s is traditional American 
Fare menu. But we do have some ethnic 
offerings (like Falafel and Hummus) as 
staples on the menu. The diversity of 
dishes plays out in our specials.”
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    “One of regular customers said ‘the way 
you dine at Christopher’s is by selecting 
the specials’” says Paddock.   “I come up 
with most of regular dinner, vegetarian/
vegan and dessert specials: Honey 
Barbeque Chicken with Walnuts and Blue 
Cheese, Quinoa Sauté, Citrus Glazed 
Chicken, Coriander Vegetable Stir-Fry, 
Pork Chop with Spiced Peach Compote, 
and Schwälder Kirschtorte. John makes 
our Kreatopita on Saturdays. Then we 
have our Fresh Catch and this week it 
is Swordfish Tacos. It is rewarding for 
all of us to see recipes we’ve developed 
or discovered become some of our top 
sellers.  Chip set the foundation of the 
Christopher’s fare and then allows us to 
be innovative.” Some of Christopher’s 
recipes are provided through their online 
website.
    There are specific fixed menu selections 
we could call Christopher’s Originals 
that include eight different Outstanding 
Omelets, thirteen different Country 
Breakfast options, sandwiches like The 
Kitchen Sink (an oversized Club),  The 
Fillmore, Rocking Wraps, Home Cooked 
Dinners like the Manhattan Beef or 
Turkey, Gifts from the Sea platters named 
Neptune or Poseidon, Dining Specialties 
like the Portabella Stacker, Stroganoff 
Your Way, there are three course prix 
fixe options, Dinner for Two pricings, 
and summer beverage menu’s with 
drinks like a delicious Basil Lemonade. 

Christopher’s also has a rotating beer 
and wine menu.
 The collective creativity of this chef 
owned and run restaurant makes it an 
unassuming little Gem in one of the 
busiest areas of Kettering commerce 
at the corner of Woodman and Dorothy 
Lane.  The seating capacity is about 115, 
making it cozy with booths and small 
tables on one side and a great spot for 
meetings in the back of the restaurant 
with seating for larger groups. Paddock 
is also a printmaker and painter in charge 
of the monthly rotating artist displays on 
the walls of Christopher’s.
  Saint Christopher is the Patron Saint 
of travelers so their mission is to provide 
a little home away from home at the 
dining table.  If you haven’t travelled to 
Christopher’s lately then take the advice 
of one of their European regulars, “I drive 
over here at least once a week. Their 
menu is always fresh with weekly and 
monthly specials. Plus their list of regular 
options is full of old favorites from your 
mum’s kitchen. I love Christopher’s!”

Open: 
Monday - Saturday: 7:30am - 9pm, 
2318 E. Dorothy Ln. Kettering OH 45420 
Phone:(937) 299-0089 
http://christophers.biz/ 
Reasonable regular pricing with the 
average being under $10, from $4.50 to 
$17.95. 
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Telephone’s phrasal template word game
     Festivals

It’s that time of year again, the much anticipated _______  _______  and _______ 

festival is right around the corner! Whereas it’s tempting to eat enough_______  to feed 

the whole _______ , here are a few tips to ensure that you enjoy the _______  

festival. Rule number one, while at the festival, make sure you drink as much _______ 

as you can. If you don’t stay hydrated, you’ll be sure to turn into a cranky _______ . 

Rule number two, be sure to slather yourself in plenty of SPF _______  _______ 

-screen. This will protect your skin from becoming _______  and _______ . Finally, if 

that _______  guy you knew in high school offers you mind altering _______ , under 

no circumstance should you take them. This would definitely hinder your experience, 

when you start to think the funnel cakes are _______  and the _______  breather is 

a demon from _______ . 
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