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DIY: hanging gardens by: Lisa patrick-Wright

 
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

(not nearly as morbid as it sounds)

Supplies:
-Moss ( found or store bought)
-Small Plant
-String or Hemp Rope

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 years tour covers southwest 
neighborhoods (Carillon, Miami Chapel, Egdemont, Madden 

Hills, Lakeview, Pineview, & Highview Hills).  For more 
information, and to register for this free ride, visit: 

tourdedayton.wordpress.com

Step 1: 
Place small plant in the center of 
your square piece of moss

Step 2: 
Form moss around plant and tie a 
knot with your string around the top 
of the moss

Step 3:
Wrap the remaining string around the 
moss until plant is secure Make loops on 
either side for hanging

Step 4: 
Find a spot in your home or outdoors 
to hang your plant

Extra: You can make several and hang 
with thin string and create a beautiful 
string garden on your patio. Enjoy!



Photos Amber Rose Ortolano
shuttermade.com/amberrose
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art.
If you haven’t checked out one of the 
Dayton Art Institute’s ‘Prime Time Parties,’ 
you are missing out a on some great fun! 
The recent Studio 54 disco party was 
the perfect way for Daytonians to play 
dress-up, dance, drink and support the 
DAI. The evening was packed with well 
designed costumes, classic music, and 
a raffle filled with surprisingly exciting 
prizes. Andy Warhol, Truman Capote and 
a pack of Drag Queens could be found 
dancing the night away! Next up is the 
Renaissance Ball, where you get the 
chance to party to like it’s 1499. Join the 
fun at the Dayton Art Institute, November 
15th from 7:00 to 11:00 pm.

food.
There is a better Butter on Brown Street 
these days. Like all restaurants, it takes 
time to figure yourself out, and Butter 
finally knows itself. Better service, better 
food, and better attention to detail have 
whipped Butter into shape. No doubt, this 
petite diner fills up quickly, and waiting in 
line can be rough, especially when UD is 
in session. However, the menu is unique, 

AREA CODE                     
by: Josh stucky w/ Mark brewer

(try the Asian Omelette...Yum)and aims 
to find a way to bring all kinds of tastes 
to Dayton. Their service team gets an 
A+! Want something over-the-top, try the 
Almond Joy Pancakes....sometimes you 
feel like a nut! Butter is located at 1106 
Brown Street. They Deliver!

theatre.
Rumor has it that ‘Avenue Q’ was one 
of The Human Race Theatre’s highest 
grossing productions ever! No surprise. 
It was superb! It was a show filled with 
laughs and spot-on performances by an 
amazing cast. A special shout-out to Katie 
Pees Arber. The Daytonian actress gave 
the audience a dual performance that 
was two times perfect! The Human Race 
always brings the best in Theatre, but the 
combination of Zoot Theater Puppetry 
and a script that pushes every envelope, 
was a welcome change of pace! Bravo! 
The Human Race Theatre is located at 
126 N. Main St. Find out what’s coming 
next atwww.humanracetheatre.org/
area code is written by joshua stucky. 
photos are done by mark brewer. the 
article highlights what’s great in Dayton!

Toasted 
Ciabatta

Grilled 
Porketta

Sauteed 
Red 
Onion

Pineapple

Cream 
Cheese

Sweet 
BBQ 
Sauce.

Pig Kahuna

Rob Barrows
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                                                                 trolling  craigslist            
                                                          by: mindy parade

There is one main reason why I have the 
internet- to lurk around Craigslist. 

This is a fact. 
This is an obsession. 
I am totally okay with this.

    Craigslist, for those of you living under 
pop-rocks, is an online classified site 
that offers the opportunity to find a car, a 
job, a black-metal band-mate, a bug-free 
sleeping room, an antique sickle, free 
trash, a vintage nightstand or a brand 
new, one-night stand. Basically, anything 
you have ever wanted, whether you know 
it or not.
    All of this is fine and wonderful, but, the 
most wonderful part of Craigslist is the 
personal ads.  
  Oh sweet Craig, your personals . . . I 
love them. My brain receives them as 
entertainment in the form of modern, 
busted poetry; creating their very own 
language rhythm. There are nine different 
categories of personals to chose from 
and while we will examine them in all their 
desperate glory in just a moment, there 
are a few rules you need to know first.

    
    You’ll need to be fluent in the language 
to navigate this new land. This may seem 
daunting, learning a new language and 
all, but some of it you may already know! 

Like, the acronyms: ‘SWF ISO SWM, DDF 
for dinner and drinks’. That’s an easy one! 
(Single White Female In Search Of Single 
White Male, Disease and Drug Free, for 
dinner and drinks.) 
  But sometimes they are a bit more difficult 
to decipher: ‘59 YO BBC seeks SSBBW 
4 WS. HMU. Can’t host’. (Trust me, you 
don’t wanna know.) You can figure out all 
the acronyms by spending hours upon 
hours reading through post after post until 
it all comes together. Or, you can ask me 
to spill the abbreviated beans, I’m lonely 
and like talking to people.
  Two other language tid-bits are the 
‘hidden phone number’ and the dollar 
sign ($) S’s.  “Daddy $eeks Baby Made 
of $ugar” is a subtle hint that the poster 
is willing to pay for company. The hidden 
phone nine3seven number is a way for 
your potential five8zero date to see if you 
are savvy enough to pick up on what they 
are five8eightzero putting down.    
   After you have it all deciphered, you can 
browse freely the vast array of love that 
awaits you on CL! (Craigslist)    
   Okay, maybe there is not a vast array of 
love for you while trolling CL. For instance, 
if you are a Str8 male looking for a W, you 
may be out of luck. From my experience 
reading the laments of men, all the women 
are ‘Bots’. Meaning a seemingly real lady 
will respond to their ad but all they get are 
‘Pros’ directing them to a website where 
they are requested to offer their credit 
card number to get a date. 
   Sorry fellas! This is the M4W section 
and it is a sad, sorry puddle of lonely men. 
It’s really quite unfortunate for them, but 
you can’t feel too terribly because 87% of 
these eligible gents are not even remotely 
familiar with the English language. 
   To hell with spelling! These posts are 
run on sentences where nary a complete 
thought or punctuation point is to be 
found. A recent headline on CL reads: 
“well lady s cl wont let tell u” . . . verbatim. 
These are not unique. Others are subtle 
with their pronoun-mishap endearments 
like: “Seeking women for monogamous 
relationship.” 
  Sometimes, my brain hurts from 
reading these things. I always thought 
that perhaps if they put in some effort, 
like running a spell check, they may fare 
much better and snag that BBW who is 

looking for DP. 
   Men with very real literacy challenges 
aren’t all you’ll find here, there are also 
some darlings looking to cheat on their 
wives: “SWM, attached. Not looking to 
change my situation, just looking for 
something on the side.” How tempting! 
Unfortunately, ‘home-wrecker’ is not on 
most ladies bucket list so these ads have 
no appeal.     
  Of course, there are some OK guys. 
Men looking for a ‘good girl’ to settle 
down with. I really do hope that these 
men find someone. At least they’re trying 
and sometimes they spell correctly . . . 
mostly. 
  Lots of times, they include a pic! You 
can browse through all the fellas and 
put a face to their charming ad! Unless, 
of course, you get the dreaded ‘dic pic.’ 
Ugh. No. Bros, NO ONE wants to see 
that. Stop.    
    Okay sure, I know what you’re thinking, 
“Hey! Surely someone wants to see 
that!” You are correct, and don’t call me 
Shirley. 
   The M4M personals are a very active 
section of the CL personals. Dic Pics 
galore! You’ll find Dads seeking Sons, 
Tops looking for Bottoms, First Timers, 
Chubby Chasers, Twinks, Bears, Teddy 
Bears...everything! The Dayton M4M’s 
are posting 30 plus entries a day! And 
they’re successful, Dayton pride indeed! 
    You’ll never find a post from a depressed 
guy that couldn’t find a ‘Tree Trunk’ or a 
‘Bare Bear Pool Party’. In fact, the only 
disappointments you can locate in the 
M4M personals are warnings, like this 
classic: “Heads Up. The dude hosting a 
glory hole in Carlisle is a fake! Beware!” 
There’s some obvious camaraderie here, 
and why not? These dudes are actually 
getting some.   
    However, your lady counterparts are 
not as successful. As I already mentioned, 
most of the ladies on CL are ‘Bots’ or 
SPAM. The W4W section barely posts 
five ads a day and it’s usually a bust. How 
do I know . . . ? Nun-ya!    
  A potentially romantic idea on CL 
personals is the ‘Missed Connections’.  
Posts from people who are trying to reach 
out to others that they felt a real connection 
with. Maybe someone at Walmart; a brief 
conversation about processed cheeses 

and now they just can’t stop thinking 
about that big, sexy smile! 
   Some are only scorned lovers blurting 
out the nitty-gritty business of their failed 
relationships and they want the world to 
know how much of a ‘Big B’ their exes 
are. 
  If you’re lucky you’ll catch one about 
somebody you know, and that, is the 
cream of the Craigslist crop, right there. 
Unless of course, you find one about 
yourself. I, myself, am still looking.      
 There are sub-categories for these 
sections: Casual Encounters (One night 
stands), Strictly Platonic (This is where the 
married men looking for a little something 
on the side hang out), Miscellaneous 
Romance (I dunno guys, I want this 
one to be about hermaphrodites and 
transsexuals but it’s really just ‘Casual 
Encounters, again’), and last and leastly, 
‘Rants and Raves’.  
  R&R is the bridge that the trolls live 
under. It is supposed to be a place where 
you can rave or rant about local business 
and such but it is never used accordingly. 
Instead it is full of racist, bigoted, ignorant 
comments that would make the most 
novice reader get angry and offended. 
    Here’s a tip: Don’t do that. These people 
are solely existing to do exactly and only 
that. They argue all day, back and forth, 
trying to outdo each other with vulgarity 
and potty-wit. Just let us have our thing 
. . . I mean let them have their thing. I 
recommend sticking to M4M for the most 
uplifting and light-hearted entertainment.     
  The only section not yet fully covered 
is the W4M. The only ‘real’ women here 
post MAYBE once every ten days and 
they are asking for the moon, fellas. They 
want a guy who is good with kids, who 
is respectful, honest and mature. A man 
who knows how to treat a lady like a 
princess. A man who, unlike other men, is 
spontaneous and romantic and achingly 
handsome. 

Oh, dream on, ladies. Lower your 
standards and get outta my pool!

Mindy Parade smells hamsters more 
often than not. She has a blog thingy over 
at ConversingWithEarthlings.wordpress.
com. She can be reached at 
missmockduck@gmail.com

“Heads Up. The dude hosting a 
glory hole in Carlisle is a fake! 

Beware!”

Osama Selfie: Ben Riddlebarger
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Allostasis adaptogens: how does your garden grow?  
                                                                                                              by: rebecca cress-ingebo MLS. MSN, LMT

    Allostasis is a theoretical approach to the 
body as it adapts to change. Adaptogens 
are those agents (organic food sources) 
that help increase the body’s capacity 
to experience stability through change. 
Many are familiar with homeostasis as 
a set point balance theory. Allostastic 
theorists are focused on the dynamic 
processes of the body’s neuroendocrine 
adaptation in order to prevent allostatic 
overload. Allostatic overload gives rise 
to popular American diseases; obesity, 
diabetes, heart disease, depression 
and asthma. So homeostasis is stability 
through balance, while allostasis is 

stability through change.

“The best doctor gives the least 
medicines.” -Benjamin Franklin 

 
   Home grown herbals that boost allostatic 
immunity have been used in Ayurvedic 
medicine and Asian herbology forever. 
So what do we westerners know about 
these raw materials? Not enough. 
In 1997 when I reviewed The Spirit 
Catches You and You Fall Down, it 
was apparent that even California only 
fashionably embraced this ancient 
wisdom. Anne Fadiman, its author, wrote 

a cross-cultural medicine classic making 
an anthropological exploration of the 
Hmong population in Merced County, 
California. Following the case of Lia 
(a Hmong child with a progressive and 

unpredictable form of epilepsy), Fadiman 
mapped out the controversies raised by 
the collision between western medicine 
and the healing traditions of Asian Hmong 
immigrants. Separated from the Laotian 

“The role of herbal adaptogens is to increase immunity as a 
preventative measure and aid in dealing with chronic disease. 

Adaptogens do this by improving mitochondrial function, regulating 
neurotransmitters, tumor inhibition, antioxidant cell integrity 
activity, and also by enhancing antifungal or antibacterial or 

antiviral capabilities of the immune system.”

Photos Rebecca Cress-Ingebo
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forest where her parents could foraged 
for herbs to “fix Lia’s spirit,” her family 
was resigned to the Merced County 
emergency system. Lia’s healthcare 
providers had little understanding of 
Hmong herbalistic traditions. Fadiman 
reveals the philosophical rigidity of these 
two ethnographically separated cultures. 
 In a shrinking world, Fadiman’s 
painstakingly provided an account of 
the Hmong immigrants as a haunting 
lesson for healthcare consumers. Have 
we bridged this East and West divide to 
create a cohesive health delivery system 
yet? If so, herbal knowledge would be 
more integrated into health and wellness 
training. Even as a Licensed Massage 
Therapist here in Ohio, our curriculum 
only brushed by some aromatherapy 
herbal principles. 

“It’s bizarre that the produce manager 
is more important to my children’s 

health than the pediatrician.” 
-Meryl Streep

 The role of herbal adaptogens is to 
increase immunity as a preventative 
measure and aid in dealing with chronic 
disease. Adaptogens do this by improving 
mitochondrial function, regulating 
neurotransmitters, tumor inhibition, 
antioxidant cell integrity activity, and also 
by enhancing antifungal or antibacterial 
or antiviral capabilities of the immune 
system. 
 This summer, try to grow a few 
adaptogens. The leading adaptogenic 
herbs are: American ginseng, Ama, 
Ashwagandha, Asian ginseng, 
Astragalus, Cordyceps, Dang shen, 
Eleuthero, Guduchi, He shou wu, Holy 
basil, Jiaogulan, Licorice, Lycium, Prince 
seng, Reishi, Rhaponticum, Rhodiola, 
Schisandra, Shatavari, and Shilajit. 
Herbs are the easiest plants on the 
planet to grow, they are often perennials 
and prosper with container gardening. 
Even if you are in an apartment, urban 
gardeners have all kinds of re-purposed 
vertical options. No excuses, you cannot 
subscribe to the “health is wealth” 
philosophy if you are gardenless. At 
the very least grow a little fresh food 
to boost your immunity. http://www.
verticalgardenpatrickblanc.com/ 
If you decide to join herbal enthusiasts, try 
not to become a nutraceutical nut taking 
lots of supplements. Instead, attempt to 
evolve as a lifelong apprentice of natural 

food and medicine practices.  There 
are herb shop owners to help like the 
proprietor of the Yellow Springs Village 
Herb Shoppe, Owa. He has a degree in 
botany with a minor in organic chemistry. 
His expertise can point you to a plethora 
of research studies and he can make 
other adaptogenic recommendations like 
Bee Pollen, Goji Berries and the Tea of 
Life. 
  There are also herb study groups to 
guide your interests. Explore the Greene 
County Herb Study Group in Xenia 
(http://greene.osu.edu/topics/master-
gardener-volunteer-program/greene-
county-herb-study-group ) or join the Cox 
Arboretum’s Herb Garden volunteers 
(6733 Springboro Pike • Dayton • 
Phone: 937-434-9005).  Learning the 

adaptogenic science of herbology is a 
lifestyle, not a high dive into the deep end 
of an alternative medicine chest. 

“Let food be thy medicine and medicine 
be thy food” -Hippocrates

1.)  Houghton, Peter J. The Role of Plants 
in Traditional Medicine and Current 
Therapy. The Journal of Alternative and 
Complementary Medicine. Summer 
1995, 1(2): 131-143.
2.)  McEwen BS. Protective and damaging 
effects of stress mediators. New England 
Journal of Medicine. 1998a; 338(3):171–
179.
3.) The Role of Adaptogens in Stress 
Management. Australian Journal of 
Medical Herbalism 2010 22(2).



  Though it easily might have been, this 
article is not about Dayton’s one National 
Park, namely the Dayton Aviation Heritage 
National Park, a place I have never been.  
I like to imagine this park as a place with 
an array of park benches perched before 
a scene of vast and dispersed wreckage, 
where version after version of flying 
machines that almost made it protrude 
from the earth like chopsticks – a place 
where the almost floating has been 
relegated to historical flotsam.  
  In my aviation heritage park, there 
are great clumps of earth and fractured 
mechanisms pushed into the shapes of 
birds and other winged things. Out into 
the field there would be the detritus of 
almost-flight piled into animal effigy 
mounds marking the births and deaths 
of all the manned arrows, revealing the 
bestial inspirations and mad passions, 
the animals and Eros that drove these 
explorers to rise and then die there.  My 
aviation heritage park would look like 
this: A landscape composed of layers of 
ancestral airplanes burned in place in 
order to honor the air, bury the blueprints, 
and craft a humble hill of remains.  One 
such hill might be in the shape of a hawk 
with a snake in its mouth, constructed 
by this pre-aviation culture as if to say 
to the gods above, “Well, we were going 
for something along these lines.  Nothing 
as mighty as yours of course but not the 
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 earthworks to earthlings: tune in ohio earthlings  
                          by: Dr. sean simon

feeble thing it was. Maybe next time, 
thanks.”
  I gratefully owe this fantasy of mounds 
and history to the Paleo-Indians once 
known as the “Moundbuilders”.  The 
Hopewell and the Adena, people of the 
Woodland Period (1000 BCE – 1000 
CE) who were once tenants of these 
here parts, well before our quest for 
mechanical aviation, had notions of 
“heritage” and “park” that were somewhat 
different from ours. 
 I understand if for many people this 
is not a hot topic, the matter of these 
scattered mounds.  For one thing, these 
earthworks are mute.  They are simple 
“conical mounds” or “lumps” as we 
say in everyday speech.  And where 
the builders have actually rendered 
enormous earthen animals, these signs 
are not much more articulate, though 
certainly more unnerving.  

  Difficult to ignore, for example, are the 
lumps that are the winding belly-parts of 
a perfectly molded 1000 feet long serpent 
eating an egg, or the wonderful lump in 
Southern Ohio near the Scioto River of 
an elephant-looking thing, a sculpture 
based on an image that would have been 
impossible to behold in reality owing to 
the fact that there were no such animals 
present anywhere near these magnificent 
Lump-crafters.  Yes, the effigy mounds 
send, to us humble interpreters of distant 
signs, at best, mixed signals.
  In what follows, I have turned to our 
favorite enormous inscrutable lump, the 
cultural trace known as our internet, 
to generate random artifacts that say 
perhaps little to most people but a whole 
lot to me who has never been, but for one 
exception, to the great Indian earthworks 
breezed over below.  And if the data I 
present here appears spotty, less than 
comprehensive, I refer our dear readers 

to the cover of this papyrus that is clearly 
marked not Internet but Telephone.

Hopewell Culture National Historical Park 
Chillicothe, OH
    Here lie the mounds and earthworks that 
comprise the remains of the ceremonial 
grounds of the Hopewell.  Hacking 
away at these has unearthed numerous 
carvings of animals and smoking pipes, 
some fashioned from exotic metals, 
some ceremonially smashed.   
  One carving in particular catches my 
eye.  Discovered by archaeologists in the 
1920s, the Hopewell Mushroom Effigy is 
a “13-inch long wood mushroom covered 
with copper” “surrounded by other 
large, plate copper objects rich in bird 
symbolism.”  The good anthropologists 
of ohiohistory.org summarize their 
understanding of this figurine with a 
humble shrug that allows you to use your 
imagination: “While this object is probably 
larger than the original after which it 
was modeled, it resembles a poisonous 
mushroom of the Amanita variety.  The 
function of this object is unknown.”  
Unknown indeed.  For why would they 
wrap this glorified pizza-topping in copper 
and bury it among their many stone bird 
pipes?  What could be so special?  The 
mysteries of archaeology are indeed 
vast.
    A  footnote to this mound story: a few miles 
as the crow flies lies “Tremper Mound” 
that, according to ohiohistorycentral.org, 
“some people believed … was an effigy 
mound built in the shape of an animal, 
such as a tapir or even an elephant.  
Neither of these creatures lived in North 
America at the time the mound was 
built.”  Here I might intervene as armchair 
anthropologist to refer the reader to the 
mysterious mushroom which just perhaps 
may go some way towards explaining 
the existence of this fantastic and fully 
hallucinated earth elephant.  But what do 
I know this is why you earn degrees
in these things.

Fort Ancient 
Lebanon, OH
  A large prehistoric hilltop complex of 
walls along the Little Miami, Fort Ancient 

may be ancient but is no longer thought 
to be a fort.  Among archaeologists and 
speculators of old, the fantasy of the 
Moundbuilders generated at least two 
big false assumptions that perhaps said 
more about these new Americans than the 
ancient ones.  The first misunderstanding 
was that wherever there were complexes 
of earthen walls, they must have been 
defense complexes.  The moniker “Fort” 
for example still sticks to “Ancient” 
though it seems more likely that the 
great complex was a ritual center, more 
Burning Man or Bonnaroo than the DOD 
or Pentagon.  
 A second misunderstanding was 
that there once existed people, the 
“Moundbuilders”, who were a different 
race than the Native Americans who 
were being so ruthlessly dealt with by the 
settlers of the continent.  The assumption 
was that the savages could not have 
been the same as those sophisticated 
races who built the elaborate earthworks 
and fashioned the amazing art buried 
within.  
   David Hurst Thomas explains in his book 
Skull Wars that though racial prejudice 
once compelled anthropologists to 
discount the Indians as Moundbuilders, 
“Once anthropologists began to 
understand the impact of European 
invasion on Native America, they 
recognized that Indians were excellent 
candidates for having built the ancient 
American earthworks.”  Here we have 
the original American inconvenient truth.

The Newark Earthworks and Mound
builders Country Club
Newark, OH
   The Newark Earthworks is the world’s 
largest ancient mound site, a wonder 
of the world.  I hear the Moundbuilders 
Country Club is nice too.  As Christopher 
Maag of the New York Times put it, “The 
Hopewell Indians used sharp sticks 
and clamshells here 2,000 years ago 
to sculpture seven million cubic feet of 
dirt into a sprawling lunar observatory 
and the spiritual center of their far-flung 
empire.  Today it is an easy Par 3 flanked 
by sand traps shaped like kidney beans.”  
The big city slicker reporter continues in 

“At a distance of eight feet below 
the surface and directly west 
of the line of excavation the 
workmen came upon a human 

skeleton, entombed in a sitting 
posture and facing due east.”
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disbelief, “For generations, few thought it 
strange that golfers at the Moundbuilders 
Country Club whacked little white balls 
across ground once hallowed to an 
ancient community.”
Apparently New Yorkers are not as 
passionate about their golf as we Ohioans.  
Sure the earthwork and ceremonial 
site “required decades of labor” but so 
too does a golfer’s short game.  And 
though the ceremonial mounds include 
“an octagon large enough to hold four 
Roman Colosseums”  and constitute an 
astrological calendar twice as accurate 
as that at Stonehenge, should these facts 
forestall a man checking his timepiece to 
note that just enough daylight remains 
to play the back nine through the dead 
center of the octagon, where once every 
18.6 years the full moon rises in perfect 
alignment?  I beseech your sense of 
propriety.

Serpent Mound
Adams County, OH
   And then there is Serpent Mound.  The 
snake, ancient energetic symbol, three 
feet high and winding for over 1,000 feet 
along Brush creek, eating an egg.  Thank 
you Hopewell.  Let us enjoy the silence.

Miamisburg Mound
Miamisburg, OH
 Lastly, in our sampling of Ohio 
Indian mound heritage, we turn to the 
Miamisburg Mound. Built by the Adena, 
it is the largest conical Mound in the 
state.  Of the large conical mounds along 
the riverbanks, archaeologists have 
generated one theory in particular that I 
like very much and will run with here.  A 
1932 article in the Dayton Daily News by 
Mr. Howard Burba summarizes this novel 
theory of the birth of the information age 
in “The Day They Opened the Miamisburg 
Mound“. 

  “Long study by the Prof. August 
Poerste, the best known authority on the 
topography and geology of the Miami 
Valley, and one of the foremost authorities 
on the subject in the world today, indicates 
that the mound at Miamisburg was but 
one of a chain that extended up and down 
the Miami Valley for a distance of many 
miles.  He has pointed out that there is 
every indication that aboriginal man used 
these mounts in this particular part of the 
country, if not indeed all over the states of 

Ohio, Kentucky, and Tennessee, for the 
purpose of communication.  By building 
fires upon them it was possible for them 
to flash their messages over a great 
distance, since the fires were sufficiently 
elevated to form an unbroken chain of 
signal fires.”  Good enough for me.  It 
seems what we have here is the true 
origin story of the telephone.  
  Before I hang up on this rambling 
little thank you call to those ancients 
who left these messages from far away 
in time, I offer a final reflection from 
my trip to the Mound.  As I climb the 
stairway, a charming modern amenity, I 
find myself standing 100 feet on a high 
ridge overlooking the Great Miami and 
the former Mound Nuclear Laboratory, 
suddenly remembering that I am standing 
on a grave.
    An excavation performed in the late 19th 
century fills in the details of this image.  
Burial mounds including this one I stand 
on were formed as the dead were burned 
in small huts, with the next in succession 
burned in a hut containing those ashes, 
and so on as the Mound grew higher and 
wider.  Mimicking this process, I quote 
from the same 1932 Dayton Daily News 
article, which in turn quotes a paper from 
July 24, 1869:

“At a distance of eight feet below the 
surface and directly west of the line of 
excavation the workmen came upon a 
human skeleton, entombed in a sitting 
posture and facing due east.”

     Standing here I find something haunting 
about a skeleton seated in this mound, 
meditating towards the east.  I look again 
across the road at the other cultural 
mound, in this case a defensive mound, 
a mound which grew out of the project 
to trigger the nuclear bomb dropped 
on Nagasaki Japan.  Then, the wind 
changes and a bird flies, my thoughts turn 
to the genius of the Plutonium battery, a 
technology born from the same project, 
still, decades later, powering the Voyager 
satellite, which, having at last escaped 
the solar system, still sends signals from 
the depths of space to us Earthlings 
who, 11 billion miles away, can only ever 
receive signals that are already those of 
the distant and past.

Dr. Sean Simon specializes in thought 
augmentation. He is not a plastic surgeon in 
Miami.  thedoctorseansimon@gmail.com

Enjoy Ohio's Bounty!
Enjoy Ohio's Bounty!
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Salar is a straightforward sensation. Why? 
Chef Margot Blondet and her supporters 
have brought garden to table Peruvian 
food to Dayton. Peruvian cuisine is a 
relatively recent hot new food trend and 
the result of a nearly 500-year melting 
pot of Spanish, Japanese, Chinese, 
African and the native Quechua culture. 
It is Ms. Blondet’s mission to bring these 
sophisticated fresh flavors to the plates 
of Daytonians. 
Several months ago after a nerve-
rattling search for reliable investors, Chef 
Blondet and Daniel Meza-Cuadra, her 
husband, opened their dream restaurant. 
They had done three months of research 
and taste testing to bring back one of the 
Oregon District’s favorite dining locations 
at the corner of Fifth and Brown Street. 
Dr. Michael Ervin, owner of the building, 
is one of her supporters.  He held the 
spot as she procured backing, refined 
her menu and recovered this venue’s 
employee and fan base.
The Culinary Arts field is Chef Blondet’s 
third career. First it was fashion in Milan, 
Italy and then she became a French 
language instructor while living in France. 
When her best friend, Paola Marsano, 
opened a chef school in Lima, Blondet 

TOP SHELF chef margot blondetby: ella V. Adalois

formally studied the culinary arts. She 
explains, “I have always loved good 
quality food and elegant fashion, which 
is why I wanted to open a place with very 
high standards. Everything we cook is 
from scratch. You know some kitchens 
say they do this, but they cheat. I got such 
a shock when I first moved to Florida and 
saw Americans making eggs from a box. 
What is so hard about cracking an egg?”
Garden to table ingredients and 80% 
French cooking methods are this 
chef’s eclectic forte. She is also a self-
proclaimed salt maniac. She stands 
before her collection of Artisan Sea Salts 
from around the world as she elaborates, 
“This is why we named the restaurant 
Salar, it is the Spanish verb for ‘to salt.’ 
You can’t live without sodium; it is the 
essence of life. I am going to have a salt 
tasting event someday.”
Husband Meza-Cuadra painted the 
Nazca Lines, ancient geoglyphs from 
southern Peru, as part of the wall décor. 
There are elusive Amazonia fertility 
vessels peaking at you from behind the 
bar, water cascade and bubble walls 
- elements reminiscent of the Andean 
Waterfalls. The sophisticated, but subtle, 
touches of the owners’ Latin American 

roots are ambiance flourishes throughout 
the restaurant.
Chef Blondet’s menu reflects not only 
her heterogeneous Peruvian heritage, 
but also her world travels. “You know, I 
am a people pleaser. It makes me happy 
to see the smiles on people’s faces 
when they discover new flavor profiles.”  
Appetizers, entrees and salads are from 
numerous Latin traditions; Peru (Beef 
Huancaina Lasagna), Spain (Chorizo in 
Sherry), Argentina (Tenderloin Skewers), 
Italy (Warm Caprese) and France (Lamb 
Loin Chops). Among her favorite foods 
are fresh fish dishes and this menu is ripe 
with options: Peruvian Seafood rice, Red 
Quinoa Crusted Chilean Sea Bass, Pecan 
and Sage Encrusted Salmon, Cerviche 
(Liche de Tigre), Mussels Chalaca, and 
a Causa Terrine. The potato originates 
from Peru where there are over 4,000 
varieties, so it is not surprise that this is a 
popular side dish at Salar. 
“Americans like soups, salads and 
sandwiches for lunch. So we opened 
two weeks ago with a new lunch menu. 
We have crafted the American standards 
with a hispanic twist like an Inca Salad, 
Spanish Chorizo/Roasted pepper pizza, 
and Grilled Chicken with Sofrito rice. I 

want to educate my customers’ palates so 
they appreciate that food should be alive 
and fresh. Preservatives are in processed 
food, and well, I can always taste them. I 
don’t want chemicals for my customers,” 
says Chef Blondet. “Our desserts are 
French influenced with ingredients from 
Latin America like mousses with passion 
fruit.”
This Chef is as maternal about her staff 
as she is her patrons, “It is important 
to guide my 40 or so employees. They 
are my family.” Chef Blondet gets this 
management style from raising her 
blended family of seven children with her 
high school sweetheart.  “Lester Gates, 
my sous-chef, is like my son. But I am 
also a general at work. Lester and I, are 
very well synchronized in the kitchen, I 
trained him since he was a line cook.”
It is the human factor issues of running a 
restaurant that are so challenging; each 
employee is a world unto themselves, 
according to Chef Blondet. “I feel very 
responsible for the staff, they have bills to 
pay and count on this job.” Some of her 
staff members hail from Lebanon to Peru. 
“For example with training,” she says, “I 
don’t have much bar experience, so I 
brought in one of the best mixologists from 
New York, Brian Van Flandern. Together 
we developed our bar menu. We want 
to ensure that we have the finest crafted 
cocktails. He developed our signature 
Salar drink with Pisco and other Peruvian 
ingredients and Brian trained my staff. 
Our goals are to have everything from 
the food to the beverages be as creative, 
authentic and original as possible.” 
Then there is her very busy general 
manager in this Salar adventure, Harry 
Trubounis. You sense the protective 
respect he has for her talent as they map 
out the future of Salar, “Chef plans various 
tastings, we have a DJ on weekends, the 
back patio offers late night fine cigars for 
sale, we provide some on and off-site 
catering, carry-out dining and there are 
always other special events. Margot is 
very invested in this place, but please 
don’t bother her on Sundays,” says 
Turbounis.
Turns out Sundays are the day she gets 
to reconnect with her nuclear family. 
She says, “I want to make my children 
breakfast, make sure they have good 
lunches, and see them. My hours are 
flexible at the restaurant, but when 
you own a restaurant you are always 
planning, training, shopping, and it can be 

Photo Ella V. Adalois



a 24 hour a day job. So you have to close 
the door sometime. This Friday (July 26) 
we are cooking for the Peruvian Air Force 
Officers at WPAFB and their guests to 
celebrate Peruvian Independence Day. It 
is actually Sunday July 28th but we are 
making the celebration during the work 
week.” 
Next time you are planning a culinary 
outing, a celebration or just a multicultural 
adventure; don’t miss out on Salar and 
this big hearted chef in one of Dayton’s 
most prestigious dining districts. 
Entree prices range from $13 to $28, 
new lunch menu prices range from $9-
$18. The restaurant will be open for lunch 
Monday through Friday from 11 am. to 2 
pm. and dinner 4 pm. to 10 pm. Monday 
- Thursday, and 4 pm. to midnight “or 
so” on Friday and Saturday, and closed 
Sunday. Reservations through Open 
Table: http://www.opentable.com/salar 
. Other contact information: Email: 
salarrestaurantandlounge@gmail.com; 
Phone: (937) 203-3999; 400 E. 5th St, 
Dayton, OH 45402.
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                    Good little imperialists   
                                                                                                                                           by: victory harley

“Is this okay?” the concierge asked as he 
laid an unadjustable plastic band across 
my wrist. I nodded as he ratcheted the 
clip down with the firm press of his hand. 
It was gold and resembled a hospital 
bracelet, serving much the same purpose: 
to distinguish the guests/patients/inmates 
from the rabble/sane/public. When inside, 
the wristband guaranteed bottomless 
alcoholic beverages, enormous buffets, 
and a seat on the beach; when outside, it 
marked you like a tag clipped to a doe’s 
ear. But then again, one does not blend 
with the local culture when staying in la 
Zona Hotelera in Cancun, Mexico.
I stood waiting beside my mother at the 
front desk while the concierge called to 
see if our room was ready. We had left los 
Estados Unidos early that morning, and 
arrived by shuttle to the resort by midday. 
Many tourists come to Cancun, but never 
make it to Mexico. Between the all-
inclusive culture of gorging, binging, and 
pampering by a zealous hotel staff, some 
find very little draw to the outside world—
and judging from the rows of American 
restaurants staffed with Mexican workers 

(i.e. Jimmy Buffett’s Margaritaville, Bubba 
Gump Shrimp Co., Hard Rock Café) the 
immediate world outside colluded to 
further insulate tourists from anything 
resembling Mexico.
Up until then, my visions of the Land of 
Enchantment were largely informed by 
my parents’ travels. Their photographs 
of dusty dirt roads, exotic wildlife, ancient 
stone pyramids, and colorful street food 
excited my imagination. Years before 
my father was diagnosed with cancer, 
he and my mother toured many Mexican 
cities, always returning calmer, darker, 
and with suitcases filled with coffee and 
tequila. Even after his diagnosis, the 
two made special trips south together, 
refusing to be defeated or deterred by the 
discomfort of travel-- though the strain of 
his flagging health registered faintly in 
photographs of their fatigued faces and 
half-smiles. When my father died this 
past spring, my mother lost her life-long 
traveling companion. That’s the trouble 
with the life-long guarantee—how long a 
life lasts is an unknown quantity of X. In 
my father’s case, X equaled sixty-three 

WAGNER SUBARU
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 

Elliot Ward
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years.
In the months following his death, there 
was little cessation of professional 
responsibilities for either of us, or for 
either of my two brothers. In typical Harley 
fashion, we buried ourselves in work, 
revisiting the remaining compartments of 
our lives in an attempt to drive out the 
bitter recollections of a slow death from 
our memory. 
It was in this spirit than my mother 
suggested we take a trip together—and 
though I was given plenty of room for 
input, I left the bulk of the decision-
making to her. “A real getaway,” was the 
phrase that bubbled to the top of every 
conversation about the voyage, a mantra 
of indulgence for a family that recently 
had little to indulge in. And what could be 
more indulgent than Cancun? 
At our resort, we waited to check-in, 
wandering the grounds of the resort 
to find our bearings, and find a bar. 
Again, romanticized visions of resort 
life clashed with harsh reality. Instead of 
wide brimmed hats and madras pants, 
I watched my American compatriots 
stand in line for the buffet wearing only 
their bathing suits, their shadowy, flabby 
asses hanging from Lycra and rayon 
bikini bottoms. The jet-setting fashions of 
designer resort wear have been thrown 
out in favor of tube tops, t-shirts and 
cargo shorts. David Sedaris, author of Me 
Talk Pretty One Day (and many others), 
once observed that Americans traveling 
overseas often dress as if they’ve come 
to mow the country’s lawns. I’m inclined 
to agree. There’s something unsettling 
about the proportion (most) shorts and 
t-shirts divide the body into. Too often the 
clothes hang several inches slack from 
the arms and legs, their hems falling at 
the elbows and knees, turning forearms 
and shins into human spokes.
My fellow travelers appeared cooked 
(and not tanned), their red (and not 
brown) fleshy bodies shuffling shirtless 
around an ornate hotel lobby, the flip-
flopping of their sandals echoing in 
an atrium of marble and mahogany. 
Everything was beautiful about the hotel, 
except the guests. Side note: Grown 
men should not wear shorts. Unless you 
are engaged in an activity that requires 
them (i.e running, cycling, basketball) or 
you’re in the privacy of your own home, 
don’t suffer the embarrassment. I rarely 
see an adult male in shorts that does not 
look like an overgrown man-boy. Sadly, 

this look has been exported to most of 
the world, and after a few days of casual 
eavesdropping in the casual dining area, 
I came to find that the casual look came 
with tourists of many nationalities. (I can 
see why France despises us.)
Disgusted by what I saw, and feeling 
conspicuous as I stood poolside, fully 
clothed, I felt an overwhelming urge to 
get away, not one hour after our arrival. 
Although after a few days, it was the less 
of the grotesque, and more of the beautiful 
that twisted what little confidence I once 
had in my own physical attractiveness. 
The native women are dark, curvy, and 
narrow-waisted. I have no idea how 
the genealogy produced busty, yet 
pencil thin figures resembling wasps, 
or hourglasses, or mud-flap silhouettes, 
but it’s clearly not in my blood. My own 
whiteness was a mark against me, both 
under the sun, and under the hawkish 
eyes of merchants who backed off only 
when I replied vete in clear Spanish.
Truthfully, I might have preferred the 
Cancun of forty years ago, that quiet 
fishing village positioned on the coast 
of the humid Yucatan peninsula. Today, 
an eternal “spring break” (woo!) persists 
day and night along the sandy strip. For 
a nineteen-year-old slut, bottomless 
alcohol, and topless romps through cheap 
nightclubs might be a vision of paradise. 
My ideal holiday, like TV misanthrope 
Bernard Black, is “somewhere where 
I can read, sit, and have a quiet drink.” 
For the sober mourners, who up until 
now always had a bit of business to 
distract us, the wide yawning expanse 
of time afforded us brought us closer to 
an aching truth. I wanted a getaway from 
myself. Instead, time, death, and the 
cruelly habitual business of life held court 
in my mind, as all the other places to go 
closed their compartment doors for seven 
days. A place less traveled might have 
better served our “rest and recharge” 
aim. Cancun attends the body—not the 
mind; the flesh and not the soul.
Of course, it was not always so. The 
earliest peoples of the Yucatan revered 
the corporeal and the spiritual as a 
unit in harmony. Maya worship of the 
sun and stars resulted in astrological 
accomplishments predating Copernicus 
and Galileo, and prognostications that 
gained a lot of Google juice around 
the year 2012. It also resulted in the 
human sacrifice, typically of young men, 
whose potent, virile bodies served as 

the ultimate tribute to the Gods. A ruling 
class sacrificing the young—nothing 
changes. The priests, the reigning class, 
carried out these sacrifices at cenotes, 
naturally formed wells of freshwater. We 
know this, not from written records, but 
from the human remains dredged from 
the bottom of these cenotes.  
As it turns out, the Maya had beach homes 
in Cancun too. El Rey, an archaeological 
park in la Zona Hotelera is the home to 
the ruins of a Maya residential park. It is 
also home to hundreds of iguanas who 
pose atop the unexcavated rock walls, 
basking in the heat of the stones and 
the sun. The ancients could see what 
1970s hotel developers saw-- the Riviera 
Maya. Today, nearly a hundred miles 
of resort hotels and tourist destinations 
line the coast, over 50,000 beds, fluffed 
and waiting to serve the body ample 
sun and sustenance. The wealthy once 
traveled south to escape the ailments 
that accompany winter. Today we fly to 
the far reaches of the planet to overeat. 
Can’t she enjoy anything? I came 
to understand, rather than resist the 
appeals to the body during my first and 
only massage. I found Jesus, or rather, 
he found me. Jesus was the roving spa 
rep whose job was to wander the resort 
and make appointments for interested 
patrons. It was he who brought me 
to Mary, the tiny, but strong-handed 
masseuse, and it was Mary that brought 
me to tears. Incidentally, there’s a muscle 
that relaxes when you cry. The mind 
wanders in the dark, and long dormant 
repressions fall apart. We committed our 
earthly selves to the care of strangers in 
the wake of committing an earthly body to 
the grave. There in the dusk of the small 
room, resting face down on the table, the 
remaining compartment doors closed, 
and I gave into bodily repair. 
By the third day, we had become good 
little imperialists. We learned to recline 
on resort loungers as dark-skinned 
employees brought us drinks, and took 
away our cares. Although “going native” 
wasn’t one of the services offered by 
the resort— we did manage make it 
outside the hotel. Unfortunately, once 
outside we saw miles of resorts in each 
direction, each more expansive than the 
last, towering above the narrow sandbar. 
We turned to each other, shrugged, then 
went back inside.

Victoria Harley - Revisionist, enthusiast, and a 
little out of place. Dayton resident- 25 years.
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(2) Put 1 tbs of the mixture on the center 
of the dumpling skin

 

(3) Moisten the outer rim with water. Fold 
the dumpling in half so the skin is lined 
up and sealed. 

Cooking:
Heat 2 tbs of desired cooking oil on 
medium heat, arrange the dumplings 
bottom side down and cook for 1 minute.
Carefully add 4 tbs of water and cover 
the lid. Turn down the heat and cook for 
5 minutes.
Be careful to not burn the dumpling.
Remove from heat when its cooked 
through. Serve with a dish of soy sauce, 
adding minced garlic and sesame oil. 
(Add hot oil if you like it spicy!)

Created (Photos) by Reany Kao 
(reany@shensdayton.com)

Now that you are relaxed & slightly 
drunk it’s time to prepare:

Asian Style Chicken Dumpling 
with Watermelon Rind

Ingredients:
1 pack of dumpling wrappers                                                         
400 g of ground meat (your choice) 
200g of finely chopped watermelon rind                                          
3 Tbs of finely chopped or minced ginger
4 Tbs of soy sauce
1/4 cup chopped green onion
1 tbs of Salt
1 tbs sesame oil
1 tbs Sake or vodka
cooking oil of  your choice

(1)Mix all ingredients well & cover with 
plastic wrap. Leave in fridge for couple 
of hours to set
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DIY: food & drink by: reany kao

  For an Asian Watermelon is not just a yummy, cooling, summer fruit it is also an 
effective medicine. Traditionally used to treat “summer heat”, similar to heat stroke.

  Chinese food is often divided into 3 characteristics- hot, neutral, and cold. But, not 
in terms of  a spicy ‘heat’ however, but the reaction your body has to it. Does the food 
help to heat or cool the body.

  Watermelon is a “cold” food; it helps to cool the body and reduce water retention.
  Today, we are going to use the rind in a dumpling and use the red flesh to make a 
refreshing watermelon cocktail.

Watermelon MartinI

(1) Mash 2 cups of watermelon and drain to yield 7~8 oz of juice without pulp.

(2) In a shaker, combine:
-drained watermelon juice

-3 oz of Sake or Vodka
-1/4 of a fresh squeezed lime

-1/2 oz of simple syrup, or one tsp of sugar.
-a pinch of fresh ground ginger

Shake well and serve in a martini glass with a sugar-coated rim 
Garnish with watermelon

Yields two servings or 1 large drink if you hate sharing...
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Cultural REDIRECT: Full Millennial jacket             
                                                                                                          by: victoria harley

  If you describe yourself as a Gen 
Xer, congratulations; you’re a victim of 
marketing.
  Telephone’s July issue featured an 
article from a self-described Gen Xer, 
Tony Holloway, about the rise of the 
Millennials—no, not the latest release 
from the Terminator franchise, but the 
replacement of the aging MTV generation 
with “little bastards [who] are already 
planning and saving for retirement.” 
While I appreciated the old codger’s 
familiar complaint about these kids today, 
I find generational chunking hopelessly 
incapable of representing the actual 
human experience of time, particularly 
with the dissolution of the nuclear 
family, (which had been considered the 
dissolution of the regular family) and the 
tendency for babies having babies to 
disrupt predictable trends in birthrates. 
Time is experienced in the present only. 
The future approaches gradually from 
the horizon as the past slips further and 
further away in the rear-view mirror. 
  In Hitchhiker’s Guide to the Galaxy 
Douglass Adams writes, “Time is an 
illusion, lunchtime, doubly so.” If you 
don’t buy it, ask how long summer feels 
to a seven-year-old. Then ask a fifty-year-
old. Time is relative. The dividing of time 
is subjective. The names for the days 
exist only because human beings say 
they exist. The astronomical positioning 
of our planet yields unique patterns to 
those who would look for them, but their 
translation into calendars continues for 
the ease of our fragile minds, who, once 
disabused of this way of thinking, might 
begin to resent any clock other than 
their own. Human cooperation, namely, 

economic exchange, might be said to be 
responsible for this collusion of the clock. 
The willingness to agree on definitions of 
time makes the billing easier.
  It is for this reason I object, in the strongest 
possible terms, to the portioning out of 
human experience into “generations.” 
Though ample scholarship exists on 
the topic, the arbitrary division of say, 
a person born in 1978 from a person 
born in 1981, echoes the absurdity of 
historical periodization or relegating 
adulthood to the age of eighteen—does 
anyone actually experience time in neat, 
ordered chunks? Did you suddenly wake 
up one morning with good judgment? 
Where do the boundaries begin and 
end when it comes to your adoption of 
cultural touchstones? 
  Holloway included the Clash, Elvis 
Costello, the Velvet Underground, and 
French New Wave into his narrative of the 
scintillating and vibrant café culture of his 
generation, one concerned with interests 
and not being interesting. Never mind 
that Joe Strummer, Costello, Lou Reed, 
and Francois Truffaut were born in 1952, 
1954, 1942, and 1932 respectively, and 
are technically a part of the generation(s) 
Gen Xers were rebelling against. Now, 
I appreciate that the flowering of these 
artists came during the 1961-1981 
period, or whatever time period has 
been agreed upon as Generation X 
(unsurprisingly, there has been debate), 
but what is to prevent Generation X from 
adopting any cultural icon still living 
during the years they were born into? 
Alfred Hitchcock continued to make films 
until the seventies, would you like to 
add him to the Gen X roster? Or Pablo 

(and the collusion of the clock)

“Is it impossible for a Millennial to relate to the 
agonized charm of “Young Americans” or the silent 

fury against institutionalization portrayed in 
The 400 Blows? Much as it pains me to rehash the 

broad generalizations Holloway assails at my 
own unchosen generational demographic, I feel 

compelled to answer the charges laid against us.”
Elliot Ward
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(and the collusion of the clock)
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Picasso? He etched neo-expressionist 
works (condemned as pornographic) 
up until his death in 1973. What of the 
influence of non-living cultural figures? 
Marxism and Beat poetry didn’t die with 
their authors; they found, find, and shape 
future discourse. 
     What of the future? Do older generations 
shut their eyes and ears to the world 
once the mothers of their designated 
era have finished giving birth? Or does 
the internet not affect Generation X, 
since it is technically a Millennial and 
beyond phenomenon? Is it impossible 
for a Millennial to relate to the agonized 
charm of “Young Americans” or the silent 
fury against institutionalization portrayed 
in The 400 Blows? Much as it pains 
me to rehash the broad generalizations 
Holloway assails at my own unchosen 
generational demographic, I feel 
compelled to answer the charges laid 
against us. I won’t bore the reader with 
an itemized refutation—suffice it to say, 
words like always, never, any, everyone, 
crop up with regularity concerning what 
“my generation” knows, doesn’t know, 
does, and doesn’t do.
  Of course, Holloway is entitled to his 
view—as well as a rambling opinion 
piece about the way we were, or the 
songs exchanged, and insights gleaned 
from his own corner of the universe, but I 
have question the motivations for writing 
the essay in the first place. Let’s, for the 
moment, grant Holloway’s generational 
premise, and presume the essay is for 
the benefit of other Gen Xers, a ballad 
of his generation’s growing pains and 
complete incompatibility with the values 
of the younger generation (or lack 
thereof). But any winking to the older 
generation, accomplished through a 
series of subjective references to songs 
“most of Gen Y won’t get” is horribly 
undercut by the open letter that begins 
“Dear Millennials.” Our editor’s belief 
that “the Millennials aren’t interested 
in hearing from us,” might have been 
wrong had Holloway made a sincere 
attempt to address us on equal footing. 
Unfortunately he persists in alienating 
the audience he’s supposedly trying to 
reach, closing his open letter with “Good 
Luck Suckers.” 
   Where is this anger coming from? Was 
Holloway’s heart broken by a woman (or 
man) born between 1981 and 2000? He 
seems primarily concerned with taking 

“us” down a peg, via public insult. To 
take a page from Bill Irvine—insults 
achieve the same desired effect: to 
rise on the social hierarchy by pushing 
others down it. Holloway generalizes 
about a large group of people who had 
no choice in the circumstances, place, 
and time of their conception and birth. 
The essay is then, directly or indirectly, 
an act of self-aggrandizement, or self-
improvement-- the very quality he rails 
against at the outset of the essay. Isn’t 
this the complaint you have against “my 
generation” as you compare it to some 
misremembered vision of your own life 
in the nineties?
  For the record, Generation X was initially 
used to describe the children growing 
up in the aftermath of the second world 
war—photographer Robert Capa coined 
the term in the 1950s, the title to an 
exhibition of portraits. Doug Copeland 
revived the term in his 1991 release 
Generation X: Tales for an Accelerated 
Culture. It was also the name of Billy 
Idol’s punk group—named after a 
sociology text he noticed on his mother’s 
shelf. Anyone interested in dispelling the 
image of Gen Xers as slackers more 
interested in drugs and aggressive 
apathy ought to read The Generation X 
Report a study that reveals a generation 
of active, centered, responsible, and 
family-oriented adults, who to this day 
hold the most education of any segment 
of the population--- if you buy into this 
sort of thing.
 No generation has a monopoly on 
culture, or counter-culture. Both are 
bought and sold by men in suits, 
corporatized, capitalized, and glorified by 
the aging hipsters who once answered 
its clarion call in the dawn of their youth. 
In 1987 (incidentally, the year of my birth) 
Nike used The Beatles’ “Revolution” 
in a television commercial. To many 
it represented a defeat of counter-
culture, and yet Yoko Ono believed the 
commercial was “making John’s music 
accessible to a new generation.” It took 
twenty years for the song to be co-opted. 
It only took Tame Impala (a reference 
many Gen Xers might not get?) a few 
months to let their music be used to 
advertise Blackberry. No one is safe, no 
one is holy, and rest assured, nothing is 
sacred.

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



Flyboys: Fly beer
In my last article I was writing about how 
excited I have been watching Dayton and 
seeing it grow in such a positive way. The 
availability of good beer is expanding 
(which is something I am especially stoked 
on)! Around every corner of Dayton there 
seems to be a place with craft bottles 
and or draft popping up. More and more 
breweries being built and more and more 
beer events are sprouting up around the 
DYT which is way rad.
Recently my man Shawn McTaggart told 
me about an event that really caught my 
attention. One reason being is that I’ve 
never been to this place and the other is 
that the idea was really neat. The place 
is called Flyboys Deli. It’s out on Far 
Hills in Oakwood, which is a place I don’t 
frequent often. I hate to say it but I get 
used to my set places around town and I 
stick to them. I’m trying to get out of that 
habit. As you know, I have a love for beer 
so I made the trip out to see what this 
place was all about.
Steve Crandall, the owner of Flyboys, 
greeted me and then took me upstairs and 
gave me the dirt on the upcoming event. 
His idea: to showcase local breweries 
at his deli. To do that he invited Dayton 
Beer Company, Yellow Springs Brewery 
and Toxic Brewery (not yet confirmed) to 
bring some of their locally brewed beer 
to the shop and take over the taps for an 
evening. 
Flyboys has a six-tap system so what 
they are going to do is have the Brew 
Companies bring two beers a piece and 
have a rep from each brewery there to 
mingle and talk amongst the guests. 
They will also have some special foods 
paired with the beer on tap. Steve also 
has a goal to have some local live music. 
The place has an awesome setup too 
with a rooftop patio, two floors to eat and 
drink on and a bunch of Wright Bros. 
memorabilia. 
The event is Saturday August 17th from 
6-9pm. This is a big first for a business 
only opened for 6 months so head out 
to Flyboys Deli at 2515 Far Hills Ave to 
have a local pint or two!

Oh Beer
by: landon Mckibben

Turbo Shandy!!
Alright, now all of you beer nerds don’t 
freak out about me talking about a 
shandy. I’ve been wanting to write about 
this beer for a while now. I’m usually not 
a fan of them but this one tickles me a 
little. The brewery is Hoppin’ Frog out 
of Akron, Ohio. Known for heavy hitting 
beers like B.O.R.I.S. an imperial oatmeal 
stout this beer took me by surprise. Its 
very citrusy with strong hints of lemon. 
Coming in at 7% it does not showcase 
that booze at all. Drink it in the sun. Get 
a little buzzed. Head up to Belmont Party 
Supply to pick up a bomber (the only size 
Frog sells) before you sit on the porch!

Landon Shayne McKibben:
Bartender at Lucky’s Taproom & party 
supplier @ Belmont Party Supply
I enjoy beer, bud, music and singing in 
Grand Mammoth, a rock & roll band in 
Dayton.
LandonDYTbeer@gmail.com

Photo Kerry Duane Brown
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  Every musician from Dayton that has 
played a local gig within the last half 
decade knows the name Richard Brown. 
Richard is a man who has never been in 
a band himself, but has probably been 
to more shows in this city than most 
natives- combined- just to show support 
to local players. He is a 54 year old proud 
Daytonian, born and raised, who used to 
work at the GM plant 7 days a week for 
12 hours a day, leaving time after work 
to essentially just eat, sleep and shower. 
He didn’t have much time for a social 
life. But as of six years ago he has been 
continuously going out for six, sometimes 
seven nights a week to listen to every 
kind of music (including karaoke) that our 
city has to offer!
  Imagine the planning it takes to hop 
around from venue to venue only to see 
small parts (maybe a full set if he’s lucky) 
of all the acts that you wanted to catch 
that night. That is determination! 
  During the interview I asked him what 
he did this weekend and being a man 
of few words he answered “ I went to 
eleven shows in three days. I was out for 
eleven hours yesterday”. That blew my 
mind! I didn’t even know there were that 

     Richard brown: 
   Daytons biggest music supporter by: Brock Mckibben

many shows on that particular weekend. 
I asked Richard how he’s kept his energy 
level up for six years (and counting)? He 
responded ”I’m just making up for lost 
time. I love the Dayton music scene so 
much because I can park in the Oregon 
District and walk to every spot that has live 
shows. There is so much talent downtown 
and I like how personal the gigs are and 
that I get to meet the musicians after their 
set to talk, get autographs and have my 
photo taken with them”.
  I was curious if he had an estimate on 
the number of shows he’s witnessed 
in these last six years... The answer is 
unreal. 1,600! That is about 266 shows 
a year and that alone is why everyone 
in this city, not just musicians, needs to 
tip their hats to the music man known as 
Richard Brown! 
We love you Richard.

  Richard’s YouTube account has tons of 
videos from local bands. Check his page 
out at YouTube/User/Theboxxcar

Questions, Comments, Suggestions? Email 
me at discosucks666@gmail.com
Stay Strange Dayton

expires 9/1/13

Dayton Rocks Dance Party!

Hey There Morgan
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Ocular indigestion: The burning
by: Bryan Brady

   I sit on the side of a make believe beach 
somewhere in the farm-lands of South 
Western Ohio watching my wife and her 
friends splish-splash in dyed blue water, 
laughing as they bob up and down. The 
nasally, mucus, gargling sound of the 
singer from third eye blind can be faintly 
heard over the sound of my cell phone 
playing some low-fi grindcore through a 
low-fi speaker which basically sounds 
like TV static. 
  I lay on this fake beach in my black 
shirt and pants drinking hot beer why? 
Because we are camping. And who am 
I? I’m the guy who dies first. My plan 
in every camping situation is not to live 
till the end or be impaled during sex. 
Nope I wanna be so stoned and drunk 
that as I sit in my lawn chair spitting 
one liners to no one and passing in and 

out of consciousness that the machete 
going into my brain feels like a mere 
suggestion. 
   My heart goes out to you comic-relief-
drunk-slasher-movie guy. You are us, the 
audience. And when you die we mourn 
a little but then feel a little relieved and 
say to ourselves, now kill the rest of 
those f**kers Jason, do it for Spoojy (or 
whatever dumb nickname the dooshbag 
had).
  Most slashers play by these rules 
and its 2013, we know, we get it, duh. 
When I watched Cabin In The Woods I 
wasn’t happy to see some far fetched 
over thought analysis of the American 
horror genre, nope I just thought to 
myself “great now some 15 year old jerk 
is going to act like he’s better then me”. 
Correction: they already do. 
   F**king humans, with your swimming-
pool-pea-cocking-take-the-girls-to-
the-woods-so-you-can-bang bullshit. 
We need murderers and stalkers to 
correct the nightmare of non stop 
human breeding. Not some smart 
phone, facebook, “text 420 to CABIN 
to receive a scary ringtone” crap. Ugh, 
lets talk about my favorite slasher. THE 
BURNING. It doesn’t play by the rules 
per se (but that’s just because when it 
was made the rules didn’t exist yet).
    His name was Cropsy, he was a regular 
guy working as a caretaker at some 
upstate summer camp. He was said to 
be creepy by some of the campers. So 
the little bastards decide to play a prank 

on him by putting a burning human head 
at the foot of his bed (I know WTF?) He 
wakes suddenly and freaks the f**k out, 
kicking the head, which lands next to his 
favorite canister of kerosene he keeps by 
his side at all times. Cropsy is engulfed 
in flames and runs out of the cabin as 
the little f**kers see what a mess they’ve 
caused and run off (probably to try to get 
some pussy- or whatever humans do). 
   We cut to a hospital as an orderly is 
showing the newest doctor around the 
ICU ( hhmmmm...) The orderly asks 
the doctor if he wants to see something 
really freaky. Of course the doctor does 
because no matter how educated or 
respected you are everyone in this 
movie acts like an immature tween. 
He takes the doctor into a room where 
Cropsy is surrounded by medical sheets 
or whatever. The orderly keeps telling 
the doctor how he’s never gonna believe 
how burned up and freaky this dude is. 
Orderly leans in and HOOHAA Cropsy 
grabs his arm and everyone screams, 
end scene. THE BURNING.
  Made in 1981 and directed by Tony 
Maylam this flick deserves just as much 
respect as any other 80’s slasher- but 
here’s the number one problem with the 
whole thing. The summer this movie was 
being shot a little movie- not far from 
their location- was also being made, 
you might have heard of it: FRIDAY THE 
13TH? 
  Well, no shit, The Burning crew was 
in a neck and neck race to release 
their movie before the Friday people. 
However as it turns out Mrs. Voorhees 
got her head cut off before Cropsy could 
get his, and the flick fell into obscurity. 
   Not to mention the producers canceled 

“But, its not working out too well for 
one unlucky camper named Alfred, who is 
being chased by an omnipotent Cropsy.  A 
male camp councilor who kind of bears 

a resemblance to Ted Bundy/Jeremy 
Price (shout out to mah boi!) who is also 
chasing after them to intervene in the 

whole 'killing this kid' thing.”
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Telephone’s phrasal template word game
production so the last 10 minutes of the 
movie are just a bunch of edited up slop 
made to look like a real ending. They 
even went as far as making a re-shoot 
where some pointless hooker gets killed 
near the beginning I guess so you can 
get an idea of what Cropsy’s been up to 
since he was released from the hospital? 
Sad.
   We are introduced to the stupid sacks 
of blood that await their pruning (I’m not 
just being morbid Cropsy’s weapon of 
choice is a big pair of gardening scissors 
and people really are just stupid sacks 
of blood). Its a mixed matched group 
of campers ranging from all ages, like 
young young little kids and teenagers. 
Also there are a few questionable 
scenes of nudity (I wouldn’t get too 
excited to watch because this movie 
would probably land you in prison if you 
downloaded it. Times where different 
then :) 
   But wait till you see Jason Alexander 
in his film debut, yep George Castanza. 
The poor dude has never had hair. He 
plays one of the older campers which 
consist of dudes who look like they’re in 
their 20’s mixed with 16 year-olds. The 
casting is truly bizarre. Mostly because 
it appears that the filmmakers had got 
permission from an actual, working 
summer camp to shoot their film. I 
believe this may be the reason they 
couldn’t finish on time. Also this movie 
kinda plays like a mix of Porky’s and The 
Prowler. 
  Now I’m not kidding here guys and 
keep this in mind if you see it, this 
movie takes a loooong time before the 
bloodbath gets going. There’s plenty of 
creeping around and heavy breathing 
shots behind bushes but mostly its a 
laugh roller coaster of a buddy-buddy 
you just had to have been there flick.
 Eventually after a bunch of shirt 
grabbing and new yowk goi tawk the 
older campers are sent out on the 
camps ‘end of summer canoe and camp 
trip’. This is where the fun starts. They 
all get out to an island in the river and 
set up camp. One couple goes out to do 
a little de-virginizing and gets chopped 
up. In the morning the campers realize 
their canoes and some of their group 
are missing so they build a raft and send 
their bravest to head back to camp to 
get help. The rafters notice their canoes 
a few miles down the river and start 

paddling up to them when out pops 
Cropsy and he graphically cuts them to 
pieces. 
  Now keep in mind that there are a 
bunch of little kids in this group and not 
all of them actors but the reactions and 
fear in their faces is kind of unsettling. 
At some points you’re like damn do I 
really want to watch this? Then you take 
another swig of whiskey and say F##K 
YEAH I DO! 
   The camp councilors do their best to 
keep the kids safe. But, its not working 
out to well for one unlucky camper 
named Alfred who is being chased 
by an omnipotent Cropsy. A male 
camp councilor who kind of bears a 
resemblance to Ted Bundy/Jeremy 
Price (shout out to mah boi!) who is also 
chasing after them to intervene in the 
whole ‘killing this kid’ thing. 
  Here folks is the last 10 minutes I 
was speaking of earlier. Sloppily, the 
councilor finds the boy in an old mill and 
has a flashback upon seeing Cropsy 
there. That’s right . . . Jeremy Bundy 
(as I dub him) was one of the original 
pranksters who set Cropsy on fire in the 
beginning of the film, making a hole “da 
soize ah joizee” in this films plot. 
  Fancy editing, flashbacks and some 
re-shooting does in fact give this film a 
decent ending where fatefully Cropsy is 
set on fire again and HELLO the whole 
movie was in fact a campfire tale told 
by some dumb looking guy in a turtle-
neck.
  Probably didn’t do too good of a job 
getting you to seek this movie out, 
unless you’re one of the millions of die 
hard Jason Alexander fans. Who knows 
you might be. I sit around the campfire 
and listen to my friends as they talk 
about whatever it is humans talk about 
and I suddenly realize, I may not be 
happy that no one is being killed but I 
am OK with it. Slasher movies have 
soundtracks, reality just has crickets 
and if I’m gonna get my head cut off, 
I’d at least like there to be some shrill 
violin, oboe crap happening, I’m drunk 
enough. Good night.

If you would like to rip into my logic or perhaps 
see a picture of me ripping into an (censored) 
please contact me at bryanbrady666@gmail.
com. We can discuss nice things and if 
you’re really nice I’ll mention you and share 
awesome things about you with the rest of the 
world/Laundromat. party party party

Hung Over

Well, you did it again. Your plan to go out and only have _______ beers with 

_______ turned into an _______ all night event. Now it’s Sunday _______

and your _______ neighbor’s eagerness to get out his _______ and chain 

saw at 7:30 am is causing your massive _______ ache to swell. However, if 

you follow these steps, you should be ready to hit the _______ streets again 

in no time! As soon as you wake up it is imperative to take a _______ bowel 

movement. This will clear out all of the _______ in your _______ from the 

night before. Then, eat as much _______ and _______ food as you can fit 

into your _______. Finally, take a shower. Even though you can’t _______ 

yourself because your nasal cavities are clogged, you’re giving off a _______

odor that upsets the _______ around you. There you have it, follow this plan 

and hopefully you will be _______ again before noon!

body part

number

time of day

verb-ing

group of people adjective

plural noun

verb

adjective

nounadjective

adjective

adjective

noun

adjective adjective

body part

plural noun
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Mama CasS: 
Truth on Tap

Send your advice enquiries to: 
advice@telephoneweekly.com

Dear Mama Cass,
  My girlfriend and I recently moved in 
together after dating for a year. Bills are 
paid, groceries are stocked and chores 
are done by both of us fairly. But, she’s 
been slowly redecorating my place since 
she got here. I was fine with some paint 
changes and furniture but I’m really 
bothered by the new additions: religious 
relics. There are two gothic-like crosses 
downstairs and a bleeding Jesus picture 
in our bathroom. How can I get rid of 
them without being mean?

--Distressed by Displays

Dear Distressed,
  You’ve possibly gotten yourself in a 
Christian-flavored pickle. I take it that 
you do not fancy yourself as devout...
or even really interested in J.C. That’s 
totally fine. But, moving in with someone 
who might quietly pray for forgiveness 
before slipping into your mutual bed of 
sin probably wasn’t your wisest decision. 
Oops.

 Now that you’re shacking up with Mary 
Magdalene, it would behoove your 
religion-directed squeamishness to talk 
to your significant other about some of 
those big ticket topics such as: “Do you 
think we are going to burn in hell for 
engaging in premarital cohabitation?” 
and “Hey, are you pretty darn religious?”

  It’s possible that your girlfriend has an 
off-beat sense of humor. But I’d bet you 
two moved in together way too quickly 
before knowing rather pertinent details 
about one another. You can’t undo your 
hastiness so instead, talk to your special 
lady and communicate your discomfort. 
You deserve to be at [your own kind of 
pagan] peace at home but keep in mind 
that you did invite her to share. That 
means compromise: a tenet of morality 
which transcends religion.
Good luck!

--Mama Cass

advice@telephoneweekly.com

First Friday
Food Truck Rally
Dayton Food Park, Friday, August 2, 5:00pm-9:00pm
Join us at 200 JEFFERSON STREET across from the Dayton Convention 
Center for the August First Friday Food Truck Rally! Enjoy Local Art, Music 
& Amazing Street Food! Just a stroll away from the Oregon Arts District!

First Friday with Ghostlight & Thistle
Brim, Friday, August 02, 2013 5:00 PM - 9:00 PM
Summer hats, air conditioning, sweet treats from Thistle Confections, and 
housemade gourmet sodas from Ghostlight Coffee's new pop up shop 
jirQ. Yup, you read that right. Housemade sodas. And they're delicious.

Courteous Mass Dayton
Fifth Third Field-Friday August 02, 5:30 PM - 8:00 PM
Come see the city from your bike! Courteous Mass Dayton is a community of 
bike minded individuals who gather on the first Fridays of the month and take 
a street ride tour of the city.

The Rubi Girls Decade of Decadence Party and 
Film Screening
Dayton Art Institute-Saturday August 03, 7:30 PM - 11:30 PM
The Rubi Girls documentary premiered in San Francisco in 2003 and has 
garnered awards and played around the world. In celebration of the tenth 
anniversary, The Rubi Girls invite you to their Decade of Decadence Party 
and Film Screening.

Germanfest Picnic
Carillon Historical Park- August 9-11,  All Day Event
Dust off the dirndls and lederhosen, belly up to a stein of ice cold beer and 
bite into a succulent schnitzel or a plump, juicy bratwurst smothered in tangy 
sauerkraut. It’s time again to “get your Gemuetlichkeit on” at the 30th Annual 
Germanfest Picnic. 

Reel Late at The Vic: 'Night of the Living Dead'
Victoria Theatre-Saturday, August 10, 10:30 PM
Remember coming to the late show at the Vic back in the day? Well, 
whether that’s part of your youth or not, join us for the 10:30 p.m. showing

 
Nearly True Tales of Pharmaceutical Woe 
By SZON 

 
“Stop taking Jitterex if you 
experience gambling, sexual, or 
other intense urges…”* 
 
 

 
Hey listen yeah, you gotta get 
my husband off this stuff… 

 
…he’s up all night jacking off 
and rolling dice. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
I liked him better when he just 
had the Jimmy Legs… 

 
 
 
 
 

 
If I never have to hear “Always 
bet on black!” before he spins 
an imaginary wheel and bops me 
it’ll be too soon. 

*actual drug side effect 

	  
	  
	  

Snake 
Eyes! 
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