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Telephone's editing policy seeks to find a balance between creative license and adherence to conventional rules of language. We 
understand, appreciate, and strive to respect these conventions. However, we also value the liberty of our writers to employ non-

traditional uses of grammar, punctuation, and vocabulary if they feel that this is necessary.

Therefore, you may discover atypical styles and methods of rhetoric in this magazine. These inclusions reflect the decision of the editor 
not blindness on the part of our editing staff.

-editor
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Nerd Fitness: One Man’s Quest to Level Up His Life. . . and Yours        
                                                                                                                        by: Jasmine Myrick

Any competent gamer knows that there are 
countless ways to level up your characters: 
eating tiny mushrooms, gaining experience 
points, stuffing your Pokemon full of 
copious amounts of Rare Candy, etc. It 
seems though that we all get so caught 
up in improving our characters that we 
occasionally neglect the betterment of 
ourselves. Let’s face it. Unless you’re 
LARPing, nerd life can be pretty sedentary. 
I’m definitely guilty of sitting on my ass for 
hours (okay, maybe days) at a time playing 
Skyrim.
  However, when it gets right down to it, nerds 
have the best resources for being physically 
fit, healthy, and awesome; we know the 
importance of patience, persistence, proper 
fueling, and walking ridiculous distances.
  These are some of the ideas that one of 
my personal heroes, Steve Kamb (creator of 
Nerd Fitness), built his business upon.
  Since its foundation in late 2009, Steve 
and his Nerd Fitness team have made a 

“Honestly, if it weren’t for these guys, I wouldn’t have run 
the Warrior Dash Obstacle Course 5k this past summer and 
increased my badass level. I also wouldn’t be on my quest 

to simply walk to Mordor. Yeah, there’s seriously a site that 
measures the mileage from Hobbiton to Mt. Doom...”

commitment to making sure nerds don’t 
just play, read, and watch epic adventures; 
they live them. The site is founded on 
the idea that much of the conventional 
wisdom about fitness and nutrition is 
counterproductive. It’s created for the 
purpose of generating more money for the 
fad diet/weight loss pill/exercise machine 
industry that just lives for bikini season. 
(The conspiracy theorist in me loves this.) 
Instead, NF focuses on building gradual 
lifestyle changes when it comes to making 
proper nutrition sustainable and freaking 
delicious, and making exercise fun, efficient, 
and productive.
  The site has numerous resources, including 
amazing success stories from everyday people 
(single moms, game designers, or college 
students), regular updates and inspiring 
blogs from Steve himself, and a message 
board full of people who are significantly 
less douchey the ones you’d find on certain 
body building websites. The community (or 

as they call themselves, “The Rebellion”) 
is now over 120,000 strong, comprised of 
some of the most supportive, down to earth, 
nerdy people you will ever meet.
 What’s more, NF doesn’t just focus 
on health. A major part of Steve’s work 
revolves around living his own “Epic Quest 
of Awesome” and encouraging others to do 
the same. If there’s anything you’ve always 
wanted to do or have only done in games 
but weren’t sure if you could do in real life, 
everyone at NF will encourage you to get 
off your ass and do it. And they’ll point you 
in the right direction to get started. That’s 
right! You too can take archery lessons, learn 
guitar, travel the world, or learn parkour 
and roam the city via rooftops. (Disclaimer: 
they are not responsible if you choose to 
shoot a cop and steal his car. Three stars for 
stupid ideas).
 Honestly, if it weren’t for these guys, 
I wouldn’t have run the Warrior Dash 
Obstacle Course 5k this past summer and 
increased my badass level. I also wouldn’t 
be on my quest to simply walk to Mordor. 
Yeah, there’s seriously a site that measures 
the mileage from Hobbiton to Mt. Doom, 
and you can measure your miles walking 
from destination to destination. Screw you, 
Aragorn; this is fitness made right—fitness 
made for nerds.

Red Onion

Grilled 
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Burger
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Nerd Fitness: One Man’s Quest to Level Up His Life. . . and Yours        
                                                                                                                        by: Jasmine Myrick

  HAPPY                        HOLIDAYS

11/22 Asanda 5yr Anniversary/Iona 1yr Anniversary
6-9p;  Celebrating with 25% off your order, hors d'oeuvres

11/29 Holiday Tree Lighting
6p; 232 Xenia Ave.

11/29 Yellow Friday
10a-6p;  A pleasant alternative to malls & big box stores

11/29 Holiday Fire Truck Rides
6:30p; 4 Xenia Ave., Courtesy of Miami Township Fire & Rescue

11/29 Reindeer Shuffle
6-10p; Participate in a holiday 
scavenger hunt at local watering holes & restaurants.

11/30 Small Business Saturday
Shop local all day

11/30 Holiday Clearance Sale Lisa Goldberg’s Studio
10a-1p

11/29-12/1, 12/6-12/8 Miami Valley
Pottery Kiln Opening Sale
10a-5p

12/7 Santa Pancake Breakfast 
9-11:30a,;  YS Methodist Church 
Games and crafts plus a photo with Santa. Children free.

12/7-8 School Forest Festival 
9a-3p;  Bryan Park Road, Enjoy hot chocolate, cookies and hayrides

12/14 Holiday Festival 
10a-6p; Santa at the Glen 1:30-4:30p, wagon rides, kid & adult fun,
 Little Art Theatre: Elf 

11/29 – 12/15 Young’s Christmas Tree Farm 
9a-6p; Cut or choose your own tree

11/29-1/1 Legendary Lights of Clifton Mill 
6-9p; 3.5 million lights adorn the mill, gorge and bridge, $10 ea over 6

12/7-1/12 YSAC Holiday Art Jumble 
We-Su 1-4p; 111 Corry St., A sale of donated arts and treasures

12/26 Kwanzaa Potluck Feast 
4-7p; Bryan Center

12/30 YSKP KIDDO Alumni Show
YSKP Alumni entertain at the YS Brewery

2013
HOLIDAY EVENTS

937.767.2686

For information on all events visit:
yellowspringsohio.org
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The Importance of Safety Goggles               
                                   by: Wendy Parker

“If you or someone you love has been 
involved in a serious, debilitating accident 
involving the attempt to replicate anything 
you’ve ever seen on HGTV or DIY 
Channel, call the law offices of Herman 
and Schmegmal. We get reimbursed for 

“One show encouraged me to rent and operate a nail gun that has the 
ability to shoot a nail approximately the size of a small steak knife with 
the deadly force of a .22 caliber handgun. The only safety rule mentioned 

was to ‘be sure to use protective eye wear.”

YOUR severed limbs.”
<Insert shot of stern-faced, mid-40’s white 
guy, pointing his finger at the camera, 
taunting it with his un-severedness, 
appealing to the ladies with his complete 
accompaniment of digits and dimpled jaw.>

I’m waiting for this commercial, because it’s 
coming. We’ve become the most litigious 
society on the planet, going to such lengths 
as to include safety warnings on everything 
from Kool-aid to condoms. (Warning: 
Placing condoms over your head in a 
manner that covers both the nostrils and 
mouth could cause asphyxiation. Condoms 
are meant for your little head, not your big 
head, fucktard. And if you seriously didn’t 
know the difference and actually needed 
this warning, don’t fuck at all, just go ahead 
and roll the condom down over your nose 
and mouth and go sit in the corner.)
All this to-do about warnings, and yet 
the do-it-yourself channels have failed to 
properly protect themselves by neglecting to 
issue extensive warnings about ‘not trying 
this at home.’ Mostly because they’re all 
owned by Home Depot and Lowes, who 
actually do want you to try this shit at home, 
so the contractors you have to hire to repair 
all the fucked up things you’ve done to your 
house in the attempt of a DIY project can 
spend tons of money with them after you’ve 
already spent tons of money with them 
while you were fucking things up. Follow 
along.
One show encouraged me to rent and 
operate a nail gun that has the ability to 
shoot a nail approximately the size of a 
small steak knife with the deadly force of 
a .22 caliber handgun. The only safety rule 
mentioned was to ‘be sure to use protective 
eye wear.’
I’m assuming this is to protect your eyes 
from the shattered glass of your neighbor’s 
front picture window. You might also want 
to include ear plugs, so you won’t have to 
listen to the anguished cries of the mailman 
after you’ve nailed him in the skull while 
attempting a simple shingle repair on the 

roof, which is at least twenty feet from the 
ground.
Never any mention of the deadly force 
gravity may have upon your spleen should 
you fall off the roof while inadvertently 
murdering a federal employee with the 
rented nail gun. I did check with Home 
Depot and you definitely do not get your 
deposit back if someone dies while using 
a contracted weapon of destruction from 
their establishment.
Another show offered up advice on how 
easy cutting bathroom tile can be. They kept 
emphasizing the importance of keeping the 
saw blade moist and yet failed to mention 
how quickly the entire area becomes moist 
when your finger on the hand pushing the 
tile goes right across the blade, along with 
the tile. A ‘spatter effects’ class should be 
offered up with the tile cutting suggestions. 
Also, “Coping With Stumps, A Personal 
Journey,” would be a great PSA-type show 
to schedule closely following “Tile Cutting 
101.”
Above all, it bears to be noted anything 
accomplished on a 30 minute DIY show 
usually takes seven months in real time. 
This isn’t because of the difficulty level of 
the projects, it’s the inordinate amount 
of time you will spend in physical therapy 
after falling off the ladder while attempting 
a simple faux-finish on your ceiling that 
holds the transformation time up. That 
and the fact you have to wait three months 
for a painting service to come cover up the 
giant penis-shaped swastika you accidentally 
brushed into the gesso, before knocking 
yourself out on the fireplace during the 
ladder mishap. The emotional scar of a 
giant, penis-shaped swastika painted on 
your ceiling being the first thing you see 
when you wake up from the fall is on you 
for attempting a ‘swirl/stomp’ pattern, 
when clearly, you should have gone with a 
‘sweeping arch.’ Amateur.
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DIY:Mod Podge Jars                     
                                      by: lisa patrick-wright

I love glass jars and can never throw them 
away. They are just too pretty!  Here is a 
simple DIY that could make for a really nice, 
personalized and inexpensive homemade 
gift.

 

Supplies:
Scissors
Old Magazines, Comic Books or any other 
favorite printed image
Fall Leaves
Mod Podge
Used Old Glass Jars
 

Step 3:  
Coat top of object with a heavy coat of Mod 
Podge. Continue to smooth until it looks 
clean and tight and let dry.

Step 1: 
Cut out images you want to use or gather 
materials and coat one side of glass jar with 
Mod Podge. Adhere first image or leaves

Step 2: 
Smooth out object to remove air bubbles or 
lines.
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  Walking the streets by bustling bars and 
overpriced boutiques, I saw a painting in 
the window of a consignment store. It was 
probably the size of one of the walls in 
my studio apartment. I think it was an oil 
painting, but I can’t be sure. It was an old-
timey landscape of a scene by the pool—a 
group of cloth-laden beauties, both men 
and women, all getting ready to hop into 
the cool waters. It was a beautiful painting. 
It was transcendent. I wanted it. It was 
$7000. Alas, I wanted to be able to go to 
happy hour and still not be able to afford 
my student loan debt, so suffice it to say I 
didn’t go home with that painting. And of 
course it wasn’t until after I’d closed my tab 
that I remembered I had to pay the water 
bill. Shucks. 
  Researchers at Arizona State University 
have recently discovered that ants can 
change their priorities based on experience, 

“As it happens, individual ants are much 
like individual neurons in the human 
brain in that both play a pivotal role 

in the decision-making process and the 
how is still uncertain. . .”

A Colony of Dunces                      
                     by: Eli Samuel Johnson

much like humans. And not so much 
in the vein of, “Stove’s hot, don’t touch 
it,” but more to the tune of being able to 
weigh out different paths when presented 
with multiple options. In an edition of the 
science journal Biology Letters, Co-authors 
Taka Sasaki and Stephen Pratt, both with 
ASU’s School of Life Sciences, found 
that ants are able to effectively implement 
strategizing during the decision-making 
process. 
 “The interesting thing is we can make 
decisions and ants can make decisions—
but ants do it collectively,” said Sasaki. “So 
how different are we from ant colonies?” 
Sasaki and Pratt gave multiple colonies 
of Temnothorax rugatulus ants a series of 
choices between two nests with varying 
qualities. These particular ants prefer a 
smaller entrance and low light exposure, 
so they had to prioritize as in one instance 
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A Colony of Dunces                      
                     by: Eli Samuel Johnson

the entrances to the nests differed and in 
another the intensity of brightness was 
altered. 
  “It’s kind of like a humans and buying a 
house,” said Pratt. “There’s so many options 
to consider—the size, the number of rooms, 
the neighborhood, the price, if there’s a 
pool. With all of these things, just like with 
a human house, it’s very unlikely to find a 
home that has everything you want.”
  According to the researchers’ data, the 
ants were able to intelligently re-prioritize 
their preferences based on the sort of 
predicament they faced, meaning that like 
humans, ants are able to take the past into 
consideration when faced with a dilemma. 
The distinct difference being that ants do 
this as a colony. I find it difficult enough 
to decide on my own whether to buy a 
can opener, beer, or coconut water at the 
store, so I can only imagine the discipline 
and cooperation this process must take. 
As it happens, individual ants are much 
like individual neurons in the human 
brain in that both play a pivotal role in the 
decision-making process and the how is still 
uncertain.
  “This helps us learn how collective decision-
making works and how it’s different from 
individual decision-making,” said Pratt. 

“And ants aren’t the only animals that make 
collective decisions—humans do, too. So 
maybe we can gain some general insight.”
   So maybe one day we’ll know how humans 
make snap decisions, or more interestingly 
how they make the wrong choice, time and 
time again. That old adage –  “Life teaches 
you lessons until you learn them” –  Well 
it holds up, even in the scientific field. 
Humans every day clutch for things they 
can’t reach, foolhardily attempt to open a 
can of chili without a can opener, or lift 
what they can’t pick up. Is it really so simple 
as knowing what’s possible, knowing the 
rules of the game? Or does sentiment have 
something to do with it? Maybe humans are 
handicapped by their sentiment, the feeling 
of yearning instead of practical need. Of 
course we know we want the house in the 
nice neighborhood with good schools for 
the kiddos we might have later. But this 
one-bedroom apartment comes with a pool 
and a bitchin’ deck. So it’s not until later we 
learn the mistake that we’ve already made. 
It’s that knowledge we should thank Sasaki 
and Pratt for—That we are stupid because 
we feel. Kudos to the ants, and hooray for 
science. 

APR Financing
Purchase as low as

for up to 72 months
Now through December 2, 2013. Some restrictions apply. 
See Dealer for Details. Subject to Credit Approval.

2.9%

217 N Broad St • Fairborn 
937.878.2171
www.WagnerSubaru.com
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 Did I ever tell ya about the time 
I got a standing ovation at a funeral and 
almost plucked out that dude’s dumb glass 
eye because it’s what my mother would have 
really wanted? No? Oh! Lemme start at the 
beginning...
 My mother lost her battle to 
cancer in 2008. Actually, it was more like 
a ‘Staring-Eye Contest’ that she lost. She 
wasn’t much of a fighter, but she did glare 
at it hard everyday. Her funeral was held at a 
cheap hall that her husband had rented out. 
He had sleazed his way into being her power 
of attorney while she lay dying in a hospital 
bed. I know because I was there, cussing 
him out. My mother lay dying between us 
as we shouted over her to one another. I was 

Putting the ‘FUN’ in Funeral                    
                                            by: Mindy Parade

“As for me, I have decided to simply be ‘taxidermied’ 
and ‘animatronned’ and then be given to a different 

friend every year.  Then, they have to put me in a 
corner of their house and listen to pre-recorded 

Mindy-isms, specifically made for them.”

also begging my mother to see that this fool 
would simply spend her money on alcohol, 
pills and strippers. He had the gall to spit 
back at me the crude and ballsy reasoning 
that as long as he told my mother the truth 
about how he was spending HER money, 
he was still a good person for being honest. 
With that logic, couldn’t I make murder 
all over him as long as I told everyone, 
including him, my intentions before hand? 
I bet everyone, especially the nurses at the 
hospital, would think I was a really good 
person, too.
 Even though this ‘power’ granted 
him the luxury of squandering away her 
retirement on drugs and strippers, he was 
still able to afford this garage-temple for 

the service. He arranged the entire funeral 
without the help or assistance of any of 
my family members and it was ominously 
reflected. He submitted an obituary that 
was incorrect. (It stated all his children as 
HER children and he even used his last 
name instead of hers. She never took his 
last name. She had been using her maiden 
name since she and my father divorced 
ages ago.) He refused to produce a copy of 
my mother’s will to us. (Sadly, we were too 
weakened from our loss to pursue it much.) 
He also delayed a funeral for her for two 
weeks because he was demanding more 
autopsy reports be done. He wanted proof 
of medical malpractice, of course. (Only a 
professional scammer and moocher would 
continue on in this way after their wife 
died.) On funeral day, he was drunk and 
on pills and had apparently bathed in an 
ashtray. He’s classy like that.
 I sat in the back next to a couple 
of friends of mine and watched the odd 
eulogy acted out by some man I had never 
met in my life. He wore stained, wrinkled 
clothes and was sweating profusely while 
he read some excerpt from the bible about 
sexual relations. I could only assume he was 
the husband’s minister/drug-dealer that my 
mother had never met either. I thought it all 
was extremely inappropriate and couldn’t 
be any worse until her husband stood up to 
read a bit from her diary. I could not believe 
what I was hearing. He really thought it was 
a befitting tribute to a loved one to read 
aloud their extremely personal account of 
how they found out they had cancer? What 
made it even more tragic were the fun facts 
that not only was he blitzed and sloppy, but 
he never could read very well, having only 
one eye and all. A member of the funeral 
party who was only slightly drunk and 
pilled-out decided to come to the podium 
to assist him and together, they were a 
horrifying, stuttering mess of illiteracy 
that almost made the whole thing utterly 
unwatchable, except it had the unfortunate 
pull of a house on fire: you simply COULD 
NOT look away.
 After this hot mess, they stumbled 
to their seats and the pit-stained minister/
drug-dealer walked back to the podium and 
thanked everyone for coming on behalf of 
the family. “And you are?...” I thought to 
myself. It was all too much. He then walked 
over to the front row of pews and sat next 
to my mother’s inebriated husband without 
another word.
 And then there was silence. 
Like, five full minutes of silence. Were 
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Putting the ‘FUN’ in Funeral                    
                                            by: Mindy Parade

we supposed to take turns speaking? Was 
something decent about to happen? Should 
we leave? I sat there fuming and confused 
and my friend next to me later told me 
that she knew I was about to do something 
because she could feel my body twitching 
and pulsing. After what seemed like forever, 
I stood up and pretty much marched to the 
front and stood behind the podium and 
looked out at all the confused faces and 
knew they were waiting for me to do some 
ninja moves and take out her husband. 
(By the way, I could have TOTALLY taken 
him. That douche was swaying and I had 
the power of rage for a man who abused my 
mother’s love and kindness for ten years. 
I bet that would have packed a powerful 
punch.) I didn’t know what I was doing, 
honestly. I just opened my mouth and this 
is what escaped:
 “I think it is really awesome that 
everyone showed up to honor my mother. 
But we all know that this scene would 
have totally bummed her out. She didn’t 
or doesn’t want people to be depressed or 
sad, EVER. She has always simply wanted 
happiness and ease. When my sisters 
and I were young, she would treat us to 
McDonald’s every once in a while. The one 
with the giant playground. One time she 
was sitting inside by herself and we were 
outside horsing around. We could see her 
through the window, so naturally we began 
picking our noses and flicking imaginary 
boogers at her. She sat on the inside, alone, 
and opened her mouth and caught every 
single one and fake-swallowed them all. 
This was just a regular day in the life for us, 
but she later told us that the people inside 
the restaurant looked at her like she was 
crazy. ‘Are you? Are you crazy, Mom?’ We 
asked, because we really didn’t know. “No 
way,” she exclaimed. “I’m just a mom!”...
THAT’S my mom.”
 I was done talking and just smiled. 
It really is a great story that I love about 
her simple and bizarre character that I 
luckily inherited. And then, out of the 
somber silence came some clapping. And 
then people stood up and offered raucous 
applause. Even I am not so full of it to 
think that this standing ovation at a funeral 
was for my superb storytelling skills. This 
clapping was an appreciation for breaking 
up the tragic charade we were all witnessing 
that was simply not doing her justice. After 
I spoke, nearly everyone got up to reminisce 
about a really funny or ridiculous story 
about my mother. Nearly everyone. Not the 
husband, of course. He did not have any. 
Good.
 It was nothing but tales of her 
dressing up in costume for no reason, 
playing practical jokes at work, being the 
family party planner, and signing everyone’s 
Christmas presents with names like ‘Rico 
Suave’ or ‘Milli and Vanilli’ instead of 

Santa. It was a service that ended up being 
something she would have loved.
 After the funeral, the husband 
approached me in the parking lot. Everyone 
was tense. He said, “Yer gonna hafta put 
our differences aside if you want any of 
your mother’s ashes.” I SWEAR everyone 
thought I would do something crazy like 
blow up on him or pluck out his gross glass 
eye and feed it to the stray dogs that were 
running around. But instead I remembered 
the very last conversation I had with my 
mother. It was that time he had gotten her 
to sign the power of attorney papers. She 
signed it while she was under the influence 
of morphine and that is what started the 
loud argument between us. After he was 
asked to leave and go cool down by the 
nurses, my mother said, “I really wish, my 
one last wish, would be for you and the 
husband to get along. It would make me so 
happy, Mindy.” I stared down at the sickly 
form that was once my mother. She had 
lost her awesome, 80’s frosted hair from the 
chemo and her healthy, curvy figure, too. 
She did not wear her dentures anymore, 
which gave her face a sunken-in appearance, 
because at this point, she did not care and 
had already given up. She was weakly and 
desperately clutching my hand with hers 
and I could not believe those hands once 
sewed my Barbie’s clothes and taught me 
how to swing a soft-ball bat, a million light-
years ago. She looked much older than she 
was and her eyes were constantly full of 
tears. I looked right into those wet eyes and 
said, “No.”
 When the husband tried to 
manipulate me at the funeral, I said to him, 
“I don’t need my mother’s ashes as proof 
that I loved her. I have memories much, 
much stronger in my heart that I can spread 
around. Goodbye.”
 Having never seen the will, I do 
not even know if she wanted to be cremated. 
I just know that I did make a promise to my 
mother during our very last conversation. 
It was not the promise she wanted, but it 
was definitely the RIGHT thing to do: to 
not give this man any good graces because 
he truly was a wretched person who did 
not deserve them. I really wish that after all 
those years together, my mother could have 
seen that.
 As for me, I have decided to simply 
be ‘taxidermied’ and ‘animatronned’ and 
then be given to a different friend every 
year.  Then, they have to put me in a corner 
of their house and listen to pre-recorded 
Mindy-isms, specifically made for them.
 That’s all MOM, right there.

Mindy Parade wants you to text her about the time 
you lost your virginity. 937.610.8895 She has a 
blog thingy over at  conversingwithearthlings.
wordpress.com You can email her at 
missmockduck@gmail.com.
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It’s My Party and I’ll Cleave if I Want to: 
BY: David Williams

   Good morning or evening, or whatever my 
fellow geeks, nerds, and gamers. Today we’ll 
be taking a break from the bit filled world 
of videogames and venturing into the world 
Goblins, Dragons, and Kobolds. Yep, that’s 
right we’re taking a look at the decades old 
game Dungeons & Dragons! Way back in 
1974 Gary Gygax and Dave Arneson created 
this masterpiece and it has been blowing 
minds for generations.  
   You may not know anything about D&D or 
you might have some preconceived notions 

about a bunch of dudes sitting around in 
basement with polyhedral dice, wearing 
wizard cloaks and elf ears and you’re not far 
off, but whats so weird about that…really?  
The basics of D&D game play are: you create 
a character (including his/her backstory), 
roll your characters stats with polyhedral 
dice, write down those stats on a character 
sheet, then prepare for the wave awesome 
that awaits!  
 Players need someone to describe the 
environment & the actions of creatures and 

characters within the game. That person is 
the Dungeon Master (DM).  The DM creates 
the monsters you fight, the world you live 
in, the townspeople you meet, everything.  
The players interact with each other as their 
characters, deciding what they need to do in 
the world, and fight crazy creatures. Lots of 
crazy creatures!  
 Primarily, you are either role-playing as 
your character or in combat which normally 
involves your character, which is represented 
as a small figurine on a tiled grid laid out on 
a sheet of grid-paper, or a dry-erase grid mat.  
Sounds simple enough right? Well, let’s 
look a little deeper into other aspects of 
D&D like meta-gaming and keeping stuff 
‘in game’.  Meta-gaming is basically using 
any information you know, but that your 
character wouldn’t, and using that to 
govern your choices within the game.  This 
might sound crazy but you are playing as a 
different person and you have to act like 
they would.  Think of Mark Ruffalo playing 
Bruce Banner in the Avengers, he knew that 
the Loki’s staff was messing with everyone’s 
head, but he still had to act like he didn’t 
in the scene.  The same goes for D&D- play 
your character, not yourself. 
  Most DM’s will also try and keep as much 
in game as possible, basically the age old 
writing idea of “show don’t tell”.  So instead 
of saying, “I’m really angry at your character 
for this,” actually act it out and call your 
friend by their character’s name.  If you’ve 
never played D&D before and you walk in 
on a group of people in the heat of their 
session, holy shit is it creepy!  
  My first experience with D&D was typical: 
most people who have never played D&D 
before get introduced by one of their friends 
who has played multiple times (never should 
you decide to be the DM if you’ve never 
played D&D in your life).  So I sat in on his 
campaign and watched him and five other 
people argue for 45 minutes about whether 
to kill a horse or not. I finally spoke up to 
the guy who was causing all this trouble 
and he jumped down my throat telling 
me I wasn’t there and going off the deep 
end.  I thought he was nuts.  A couple of 
the guys took me aside after the game and 

told me that in game arguments normally 
don’t last that long and that I shouldn’t had 
talked because I wasn’t actually “there”, but 
they did apologize for the outburst.  Since 
then I’ve been a part of many campaigns, 
I’ve been a druid that could shift into any 
animal that ever existed, an elf that had 
a mechanical arm, and most recently a 
Dragon Shaman! 
  To an outsider it looks crazy that I’m talking 
to my friend who is over 6’ playing a dwarf 
or sitting next to my friend who is wearing 
fangs because he’s playing a vampire.  And 
you know what that’s just fine, that’s 
the point of D&D: sitting around with 
5-7 friends, having fun, experiencing an 
evolving story, and seeing each others acting 
abilities at work.  The group I’m in now 
has a Lawful Good Knight, a racist Dwarf 
( humans, a 600 year old vampire, and guy 
who is mentally insane and thinks he’s 
The Sky King and loves to weave baskets.  
Since the start of the game we’ve had one 
character regain his sanity, die, then come 
back to life as a half-demon, another who 
has lost his father to a tongue eating demon, 
and a vampire who had to fight and kill 
his resurrected wife.  Now each of us does 
have a back story to go along with this so 
needless to say we’re a little invested in who 
these characters are now.  The person who 
is DMing our campaign has made sure to let 
us understand that he will be following the 
rules as close as possible, meaning that most 
people can house rule things so if someone 
would normally die they don’t, but he’s 
said, “no your dudes can die and if your 
character has a problem with another one 
of the players’ actions you can try and kill 
him”.  With this in mind we are all seasoned 
D&D players, the DM has gone so far as 
to provide background music, sketches of 
the NPCs, as well as an extensive city map 
of the first town we were in.  So instead of 
the course of actions going, “Oh I wanna 
go to the market district”, “Ok you’re in 
the market district”.  We actually had to 
show the course we wanted to take on the 
map.  He’s even told us that we will keep as 
much as in game as possible, so if we have 
a problem with a character’s actions we tell 
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Funky G
Friday Nov 22nd

Elderly Brothers
Saturday Nov 23rd

Charles Walker Band
Friday Nov 29th

Rock Jam!
Thurs Nov 21nd

the character, or if we need help we don’t 
ask the healer for health, we yell across the 
room mid-fight for assistance.  
 With every campaign comes jokes and 
funny things that happen; it’s not all fathers 
being brutally murdered and certain death.  
Sometimes something completely hilarious 
happens and we all laugh and make a couple 
jokes, followed by “that was out of game”.  
In our campaign it’s a common phrase, that 
way if we say something the DM and players 
know whether it’s our character or us saying 
what we have said.  
  So what makes a good D&D game?  A DM 
who takes time out of his/her schedule each 
week to hash out what happens next in the 
story and insures that the players are having 
fun is key.  Also, having players who are 
invested in their character and not afraid 
of “becoming” someone else. And finally… 
good food and drink, you’re gonna be there 
for a long, long while and tasty munchies 
and caffeinated beverages never hurt (try 
and keep alcohol to a minimum, trust me).  
  Alcohol and D&D can mix, your character 

goes to a bar and grabs a dwarven ale, sure 
pop open a cold one, but keep in mind 
you’re going to be dealing with a lot of 
challenging decisions and puzzles. In a 
previous campaign we had a monk who 
worshiped the Greek god Dionysus so he 
drank wine all night and became drunk, 
both in and out of game, and got stat 
bonuses depending on how much he drank.  
See? D&D isn’t just for pimply faced nerds, 
it’s also for pimply faced nerds who like 
booze! 
  Granted it’s not for everyone; if you’re not 
comfortable living inside your head and 
becoming someone else for a while or if 
you don’t enjoy fighting hoards of Goblins, 
Gargoyles, and dumping a Dragon’s 
mountain of gold into a never-ending Bag 
of Holding, then D&D is probably not for 
you.  But if you’ve ever wanted to be a Half-
Orc Barbarian, wanted to cast spells from 
an enchanted staff, or jumped on top of 18’ 
tall molten lava elemental and stabbed it in 
the eye causing it to explode then D&D is 
perfect for you! 
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DaytonMostMetro.com  

The Second Coming of Ziggy 
Stardust and the Spiders 
From Mars
Gilly's
Nov 23 8:00 PM

Robert Wittman-Art Detective
The Dayton Art Institute
Nov 21 8:00 PM

Such A Night! A Celebration of The 
Band’s Last Waltz to Benefit 
WYSO
Dayton Art Institute
Nov 27 7:00 PM

The Grande Illumination tree 
lighting
Courthouse Square
Nov 29, 7:45 PM

Ice Skating at Riverscape Metropark
Nov 29, 2013 - Feb 28, 2014

miamivalleytrails.org

bikemiamivalley.org

SAVE THE DATE:  
The Bike Miami 
Valley quarterly 
advocacy social will 
be December 11, 
at Brixx, 6-8pm.

Be there for the event recap, regional updates and 
latest action alerts!  There's exciting news for the 
Miami Valley, so join us to continue to help elevate 
the cycling movement in the region. We will also 
have signups for upcoming volunteer opportunities, 
2014 Board of Directors announcements our 
awesome BMV T-shirts for sale and more.

Bundle up but do not overdress :Sweat and wet clothes can be worse 
than a little chill.
Take care of your bike: Remove salt and wipe it dry, clean it often, 
clean your chain more often.
Be visible: It gets dark early, make sure your lights are charged and get
some re�ective gear.

Join us: sign up for our Winter Ride Challenge. See 
www.courteousmassdayton.com and click on Winter Ride 
Challenge for details.
Ride with us:
Courteous Mass rides are held year round. Only black ice and 
thunderstorms stop us. The next ride will be December 6th – leaving 
5:30pm from the Dragons’ Stadium.

Want to keep riding in winter? 
Here are some tips:
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Join Mad River Mountain for a trip to the movies! On 
Thursday, November 21st, Mad River Mountain is teaming 
up with Studio 35 for a night of movies about 
snowboarding and skiing!

Mad River Mountain Film Festival 

Drink and Draw Social Club Ohio 

The Wexner Center

Gateway Film Center

Studio 35

11/21
7pm

Destroyer (solo)
11/21
8 PM

This popular series introduces young indie scene music 
innovators in our intimate black box venues and welcomes 
breakout bands to larger theaters.

A LA CARTE FOOD TOURS: 
A TASTING TOUR OF GERMAN VILLAGE

11/23
1-4 PM

This 3-hour tour of German Village is special because you'll 
see and taste what makes this charming district unique. 
Experience German Village's charming old world 
architecture, and feel the influence of its German heritage.

German Village Meeting Haus

12/3
7-9 PM

Bring along your Microns, graphites, Moleskines, etc and 
take part in some socializing, sipping of drinks and sketching.

NerdKO and GeeksPodcast present the 
Doctor Who 50th Anniversary Special

Join NerdKO and GeeksPodcast for a special FREE live 
presentation of the Doctor Who 50th Anniversary Special 
"The Day of the Doctor." Giveaways, raffle prizes and of 
course... plenty of Doctor Who. Free tickets are available at 
the box office

11/23,
1:30-4PM

Brothers Drake Meadery & Bar  

Legendary Lights of 
Clifton Mill
11/29-1/1 6-9p (6 & under free)
3.5 million lights illuminate the mill 

11/29
1/1

12/14

29

10-Minute Play Festival
First Presbyterian Church of Yellow Springs
11/22-11/23 8p 

22-23

30 Small Business Saturday
Shop Small at locally-owned shops and
galleries.
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The Art of Self-Domestication                            
             by: Eli Samuel Johnson

  “Cleanliness is next to Godliness.” Wrong 
again, my fabled clandestine life wizards. 
It’s down and to the left. But it is damned 
important and, as I’ve found, impressive 
to any potential person of interest. My 
indifference for a long time led me astray 
of any sort of ambition in the sphere of 
self-betterment and that included, but was 
never limited to, cleaning up my living 
space. But after having consolidated 24 
years of hording, small cons at the record 
and bookstores, thrifting for warm sweaters 
and bad T-shirts, I’ve had to clean up my 
act in more ways than one. That means 
more Tupperware, more shelves, and less 
magazine subscriptions. For that I apologize, 
Rolling Stone. We gotta go full-digital. So 
my doses of Matt Taibbi’s column must 

Ghostlight Coffee is thrilled to team up with   
Dayton Art Institute’s Leo Bistro for the holidays! 

Join us Tues. through Fri. 3:30-8pm for coffees, 
teas, sharable snack plates, beer, wine &           
signature cocktails by the Dayton Cocktail Co.  

November 22nd through January 3rd...  

Ghostlight Coffee is thrilled to team up with   
Dayton Art Institute’s Leo Bistro for the holidays! 

Join us Tues. through Fri. 3:30-8pm for coffees, 
teas, sharable snack plates, beer, wine &           
signature cocktails by the Dayton Cocktail Co.  

November 22nd through January 3rd...  
Ghostlight at 

Night at the DAI 
Ghostlight at 

Night at the DAI 

 
20th Century Modern Furniture    Art    Decorations 
Wednesday-Saturday 12 to 8

 
(937) 520-3782    605 E. Fifth St. Dayton, OH    45402

Dhanda yoga 
Tuesdays, Nov 12-26; Dec 3,10
7:00-8:30PM
Cost: $50 all 5 sessions, $15 drop-in

Big Mind Meditation 
Thursdays, Nov 14-21, 
Wed November 27, Dec 5-12
7:00-8:30PM
Cost: $50 all 5 sessions, $15 drop-in

be enjoyed via the web, my doses of David 
Sedaris are now audibly administered, 
and I’m actually, come to think of it, still 
collecting more music and books than I 
know what to do with. Perhaps I’ll read and 
listen to them...Then put them in storage. 
   So my life is a little cluttered, but that’s not 
to say it can’t be cleaned up. Starting with 
the belongings, I invested in some pseudo-
sturdy Norwegian wood for the books and 
records, some plastic trunks for my winter-
wears, and a Swiffer and kitchen cleaner for 
my poor cleaning habits. It’s not to say that 
there are seeds from ‘Everything Bagels’ 
scattered throughout my apartment or loose 
coffee grounds covering my kitchen counter. 
It’s not to say that there aren’t either. See, 
living gets dirty. I’m not the kind of guy who 
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848 East Franklin Street, Centerville, Ohio (937) 938-9349
www.thereikiroomofdayton.com

Reiki is a Japanese 

technique that 

promotes healing 

through stress 

reduction 

and relaxation

848 East Franklin Street, Centerville, Ohio (937) 938-9349
www.thereikiroomofdayton.com

12/6/13
THE FINEST COLLECTION 
OF METAPHYSICAL CRYSTALS 
IN THE DAYTON AREA
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Complimentary 
Veterinary Care

Acupuncture, Chinese Herbal 
and Holistic Medicine 
Including Food Therapy 

veterinaryalternatives.comYellow Springs 767-1579
Centerville 433-2202

Get Your Christmas Shopping Done Early

Check Out Our New Menu Items!
makes his bed futon everyday, but I’m also 
not so silly that I believe the “it’s just going 
to get dirty again” maxim pertains to all 
things domestic. 
  I have a horrible habit of letting laundry 
pile up, to the point where I’ll find myself 
looking for an undershirt to wear when I 
realize it’s under the other undershirts, 
which are also under the underwear. I have 
a lot of clothes, and I think buying more of 
them is a subconscious reaction to “there is 
laundry to be done.” It’s a part of hording, 
and possibly a part of being a guy whose 
mom did his laundry through high school. 
Thanks, Ma. But now I’m “launched.” Sort 
of. I can’t ship my laundry cross-country to 
be done and folded and I haven’t found a 
way into the heart of a woman who loves to 
do it. Time to saddle up and be a man. Or 
maybe just a person.
  The idea of the stay-at-home man/woman 
is a farce these days. There are far too many 
single folk and the “traditional” relationship 
axiom is no more than a fable anymore. So 
self-domestication is crucial for any man 
who hopes to make it without a maid. 
  Cleaning, responsibility, these are things 
that come more naturally to women because 

they’re smarter. And if men are to ever have 
any hopes of becoming half the humans 
that their counterparts are (who are finally 
gaining more equality in the workforce- 
albeit at a snail’s pace) already good at 
household labors.  I’m envious of the 
prestige that comes with being able to get 
shit done and am working, if lethargically, 
toward being able to call myself a real life 
grown up. It’s not to do with age and to an 
extent, even gender. There are 40-year-old 
men and women out there who don’t know 
a mop head from a plunger. It’s just about 
initiative and know-how. 
  Believe you me, there is hardly a more 
crackerjack feeling than knowing how to 
properly administer Murphy’s Oil Soap to 
a new desk or bookshelf. And Swiffering is 
as meditative as I’ve ever felt. Cleaning can 
be therapeutic—it’s sexy, and a step toward 
being completely sovereign. Go on, now. 
Get yourself some wood cleaner, a good 
broom, and some bleach for the bathroom 
and listen to Taj Mahal while turning your 
living space into a sanctum. It’s one of the 
most sublime feelings there is. You’ll lose 
yourself in it. Which reminds me, I’ve got 
to go change the laundry over.

In and Out of Line

Nov 1st - Nov 30th

A collection of recent abstract 
and representational works by Jen Noren

Presented at Edison

“Take a road 
trip to art”

1973 Edison Drive, Piqua, Ohio 45356  JenniferNoren.com



 zombiedogzdayton.com

@Zombie_Dogz
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  You got me again, November. Twenty-two 
years into my human form, and you still 
defeat me. September and October have left 
us their golden leaves and rotting pumpkins. 
Now, here we are.
 Sitting by myself at the end of a quiet 
bar, eyes not leaving my open journal. I’m 
mostly aware of what’s around me, hearing 
voices but not looking up to match a face. I 
am not here to make friends.
  I recount recent events during my second 
glass of Maker’s on the rocks.

It’s Almost Your Half-Birthday by: Jacob S. Combs

It’s not that I don’t miss her. I just know 
she’ll be fine without me. I’ll be fine, 
eventually. I’m not worried. Drink.
  Nights like this are soon to be few and far 
between. Next week, I’ll be back down to 
one reliable source of income. I consider 
this before ordering a third drink.
  I have friends out west who I haven’t seen in 
a while. A plane ticket won’t be happening 
anytime soon, and this isn’t proper weather 
to get comfortable in empty boxcars. Maybe 
a weekend trip to Chicago. I’ll make new 

friends and start going by my middle name.
 I am not here to make friends. The bartender 
gets it. He seems to strike conversation with 
my fellow drinkers before anyone can ask 
what I’m writing about. He’s protecting me. 
I’m going to tip him kindly.
  I can’t help but pity individuals who don’t 
withdraw when the days get short. What 
a perfect time to ignore the world around 
you, to take a seat in the corner and build 
a wall. The wall only lasts for two-and-a-half 
drinks.
   My journal entry soon becomes a collection 
of non sequiturs, and I find myself chatting 
up the gentleman next to me. I tell him how 
I came out to get some writing done. He 
doesn’t ask what I’m writing about. I like 
that about him.
   This kind soul’s name is William. I tell him 
that’s my dad’s name, as if it’s something to 
take pride in. William is a bus driver, forty-
six years of age. He’s divorced, but remains 
on good terms with his ex-wife, with whom 
he has two adult children.
  With a life behind me less fruitful than his, 
I tell William I’m a musician.
  After a lengthy retelling from my time in 
shitty high school punk bands to the meager 
DIY music career I’ve made for myself now, 
William quietly listens, nodding his head to 
show his attention. He’s a good one.
 I excuse myself to the restroom, sloppily 
asking William to watch my stuff while I’m 
away. When I come back from relieving 
myself and wiping a string of spittle out 
of the hair on my chin, I notice a signed 
receipt on the counter in front of William’s 
chair. William left. He had had enough of 
my house shows. He knows all about the 
couch surfers I’ve hosted in the past year. 
I wasn’t finished yet, and now he’ll never 
know about the time I got stuck in New 
Orleans, or the time I had a panic attack in 
Hollywood.
  William has things to do. I am not here to 
make friends.

 Jacob S. Combs is a daydreamer who is easily 
startled and doesn’t know what he wants 
to be when he grows up. He can be reached 
at jsethcombs42o@yahoo.com.

Gift Card Sale
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This is a serialized work of fiction written by Thomas 
Grey and compiled by J. Ambrose Sweigart. See the

continuation in our next issue.

Chapter 5: THE STORY OF YOU 
  At this point, you may begin to wonder why 
I’m being indirect. Yes, I have something 
important to tell you. But I have to be careful 
how I do it. The process is important.
  So here’s my first revelation: This story was 
written specifically for you.
 More accurately, I don’t know who I’m 
writing to. But I know they are meant to 
read this. So if you are reading this, there is 
a strong chance you are the one I’m looking 
for.
  And I’ve been given a task to pass along to 
you, a heavy burden the weight of a billion 
souls. Much is at stake, and since I don’t 
know how long this will take to reach you, 
the circumstances will likely be dire by the 
time you reach the period at the end of this 
sentence.
  But I can’t tell you directly what your 
mission is. Not yet. That’s because there 
are others watching from behind your eyes 
– as well as everyone else who has read this 
– and we can’t risk them figuring out that 
you’re the one, the remaining Archetype.
  Think of it like this: If I were to tell you 
that I need you to kill a man, with a knife, in 
front of his family, you would clearly recoil. 
But some of us find ourselves, through 
means uncertain, standing before a king 
with a razorblade at our side and a whole 
empire in the balance. The queen will look 
on almost approvingly, but the blood-thirsty 
prince will growl. Your chance could last 
only a moment, and only then will you 
realize your role.
  I don’t know that the scene will look just 
like that, but that’s how it will feel when the 
moment comes. So we must not tip off the 
king. We must choose our words carefully.
  Read on.

Chapter 6: THE ID
The one good thing I can say about lucid 
dreaming is it helped me quit drinking. On 
the flipside, I received no more restful sleep, 
and I was forced to watch men die. But I’ll 

focus on the positive.
  It took some time to be able to wrest myself 
into lucidity on a regular basis. At first I 
would lie still, counting down from 100 or 
pretending I was walking down a staircase 
and attempting to relax with each step. That 
never worked.
  Instead, I would simply find myself walking 
down the road and getting a sense that I 
was dreaming. At first, I would wake up 
immediately in my excitement. Other times, 
I would wander for a few minutes.
  I often found myself on the beach, for 
reasons I don’t understand. I would 
approach people on the street. “Am I 
dreaming?” I would ask, naively.
  “No,” they would say. “But I need you to 
help me. I’ve lost my son.”
  Or maybe, “No, but where is that report?”
 Or sometimes, “No, but you look good, 
honey.”
  They would try to distract me, pull me 
back into the dream, and it usually worked. 
Then one day I tried something different.
  It was a summer afternoon, not a cloud 
in the Florida-like sky. We were on a 
boardwalk populated by small crowded 
storefronts and a steady stream of girls in 
bikinis rollerskating by, guys with suntan 
lotion slathered on their noses and children 
with ice cream cones.
  Behind them, a tall black glass skyscraper 
loomed. I decided to jump onto it. So I 
crouched my legs and leapt. I felt gravity give 
way without really trying and I was almost 
pulled upward. I made it maybe 30 feet into 
the air, crashing through a palm tree on my 
way back to the ground. I came nowhere 
near the top of the building, but it was clear 
this was not reality.
   So I looked around for other clues. Indeed, 
there were stairways extending from the 
beach to nowhere in the sky. I considered 
climbing one, but for some reason did not. 
Actually, I know the reason.
   Instead, I walked straight up to one of the 
girls in a bikini and asked if she’d like to 
fuck me.
  She laughed hysterically, pointing at my 
disheveled brown dress shoes and plaid 

shorts. I walked away quickly, starting to 
fall back into the oblivion of dreaming but 
I reached into my pocket and found it. My 
touchstone.
 It looked like a small, green potato, maybe 
the size of a Matchbox car. It had no reason 
to be there, but I recognized it immediately. 
I waived it in the air and it left a wake 
of twinkling stars. It was the texture of 
rubberized sandpaper. I rubbed it on my 
cheek and my awareness intensified.
   I walked back to that girl and grabbed her 
by the wrist from behind and turned her 
around. She let out a coquettish moan and 
allowed me to plunge my tongue into her 
mouth. I ran the palm of my hand down her 
back and into her shorts. My other hand 
ripped off her top. I sank into a sensation 
of wet, slick, erotic groping. She was at some 
moments two women, at others simply a 
senseless mound of breasts and thighs and 
nape of neck with no discernible face.
  It ended as quickly as it began. Oh God, 
I wasn’t wearing protection. She’d be 
pregnant. Guilt consumed me. I shot awake, 
my underwear soaked.
  This is how and why I perfected lucid 
dreaming. I would reach into my pocket and 
find the stone, or sometimes would trip over 
it. It eventually appeared in almost every 
dream. And once I had it, I had no limits to 
what I could do. Usually, this consisted of 
grabbing the nearest three or four women 
and devolving into a wet gyrating mess.
  Sometimes, I would conjure up Angela. 
Even then, though, I would find myself 
having sex, though much more gingerly. I 
would hold her tight.
During the day I never felt the urge to 
reach into my pocket. Then, I could tell 
waking from dreaming. When I was awake, 
emptiness was my touchstone.

An Exquisite Corpse, Volume 1                      

                                            by Thomas Grey / compiled by J. Ambrose Sweigart 
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  In the previous issue of Telephone, we 
began educating you on the Lovecraft-esque 
horror that is the ‘super-powered simian’ 
in popular graphic literature. Well, strap 
yourself in because we’ve saved the best (and 
worst) for last…

6. Grape Ape
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/The_Great_
Grape_Ape_Show
The Primate
Big ass purple ape
The History
  Grape Ape was the brainchild of Hannah 
Barbara and drugs (probably) during that 
wonderful period in our nation’s history 
when nothing had to make any sense. Grape 
Ape was exactly what he said he was; a forty 
foot tall indigo primate with a green hat and 
a crippling speech impediment. Grape Ape 
spent his time traveling the country with 
his normal sized dog buddy Beegle Beagle, 
most likely searching for the unimaginative 
son of a bitch that cursed them with such 
horrible names. Grape Ape seemed to show 
at least rudimentary signs of intelligence, 
often taking cues from Beegle Beagle when 
he wasn’t sneezing hurricane-force blasts 
of air and snot. If you took the novel Of 
Mice and Men and anthropomorphized the 
characters while having a brain aneurism, 

The 10 Most Dangerous Primates in Comic Book History (Part Two)        
                                                                                     by: Dan Burke

this would most likely be the end result. 
The Horror
  It doesn’t take a genius to figure out that 
maybe, just maybe, a gigantic purple knuckle 
dragger might be a little bit dangerous to 
the general public. But Grape Ape’s real 
terror isn’t his size, nor is it the possible 
repercussions the fashion world might face 
if his green bow tie caught on. No, Grape 
Ape’s danger is much more sinister than 
that.     
  Do you remember the movie Cloverfield? 
You know, that giant monster flick where 
an albino bat baby drop kicks the Statue of 
Liberty’s head? You do? Good. Now, do you 
remember the part in the subway where the 
hipster douche bags and the stoner with the 
camera get attacked by those giant cricket 
monsters? Well guess what. Those weren’t 
the inbred love children of Jimminy Cricket 
lashing out against a cruel world (although 
we are working on a screenplay along those 
lines.) Those things were fleas; giant, blood 
sucking, disease carrying, people-exploding 
fleas. Fleas that the Cloverfield monster 
brought with him because he was infested 
with them. Now imagine that instead of a 
jovial grape giant, Grape Ape is a mammoth 
primate riddled with similar fleas. Have we 
properly destroyed your childhood? Good, 
because it gets worse. 
  Granted, since Grape Ape isn’t anywhere 
near as big as the Cloverfield monster, his 
parasites probably won’t be as big. If the 
bugs in the movie are the size of wolves, 
then Grape Ape probably “only” has fleas 
the size of gerbils in his fur. And if you’re 
not intimidated by fleas the size of rodents, 
then you should have special industrial 
underpants to put your mammoth steel 
balls in. But even that still doesn’t take into 
account the menagerie of other parasitic 
horrors that could be riding on Grape Ape; 
chiggers, ticks, bed bugs, and even pubic 
lice of epic size would be unleashed on the 
general public. It would be at least as bad 
as four, maybe even five Snookis, but less 
hairy. 

7. Gorilla-Man
http://marvel.com/universe/Gorilla_Man_

(Kenneth_Hale)
The Primate
Mountain Gorilla
The History
  Kenneth Hale was an old time adventurer 
who had a serious hard-on for immortality. 
Kenneth decided to go to Africa in search of 
the fabled, immortal Gorilla-Man, because 
this was before people bought sports cars 
when they wanted to pretend they weren’t 
getting older. Gorilla-Man’s deal was that 
anyone that put a cap in his ass and kill 
him got to be immortal, which of course 
Kenneth did. Unfortunately, Kenneth 
forgot to read the “Gorilla-Man legend” 
fine print, otherwise he would have realized 
that in killing the Gorilla-Man, he would 
become the Gorilla-Man by inheriting his 
curse. 
The Horror
  Gorilla-Man’s entire premise rests on the 
fact that he’s cursed into being Gorilla-Man 
and anyone that kills him will suddenly find 
themselves beating up luggage and teaching 
sign language to a kitten. And that’s literally 
the only prerequisite for becoming Gorilla-
Man. This isn’t like Thor’s hammer, where 
only people that are worthy and have great 
hair and cheekbones can wield it; literally, 
anyone who wants to become Gorilla-Man 
can, so long as they can pull the trigger. 
There’s no test of character you’d have to 
pass or moral dilemma you’d have to solve 
to become Gorilla-Man. You just have to be 
bad ass and depraved enough to want to 
shoot an endangered species in the face. This 
isn’t a problem if only good guys become 
Gorilla-Man, but typically good guys aren’t 
the kind of people that like shotgun blasting 
apes in the goddamn chest.
   No, typically the kind of person that would 
kill a gorilla would be a punk ass poacher 
or some other morally bankrupt individual. 
Someone that’s either greedy enough or 
desperate enough to want to drive an entire 
species of animals toward extinction for 
fun or profit. And once they do inherit the 
curse, you now have an amoral quarter-ton 
animal with the smarts of a human and the 
dark soul of a Goldman Sachs employee. 
It’s roughly analogous to replacing Sean 

Connery in The Highlander with Mighty 
Joe Young, only Joe has a wicked heroine 
addiction and regularly mugs people to feed 
his habit. And don’t you pretend for a god 
damned second that you wouldn’t watch 
that movie, because you know you would. 
  And let’s say for the sake of argument 
that this new dickwad isn’t too keen on the 
prospect of eating bananas until the sun 
burns out. Well, once he (or she) figures 
out how to get rid of the curse, what do you 
think they’re going to do? Will they A) find 
a kind soul to alleviate the pain and sacrifice 
of humanity to shoulder this burden or B) 
go on a massive killing spree in the hopes 
that they cause enough carnage to goad 
the police into killing them? Because while 
we really, really wish that we could choose 
choice A, choice B is probably a bit more 
likely (and honestly would be a lot more 
bitchin’ to see.)

8. Gorilla-Girl
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Gorilla_Girl
The Primate
Gorilla
The History 
  Gorilla-Girl is an incidental character in 
the Marvel series The Initiative, which was 
basically about a boot camp for up-and-
coming superheroes. But instead of going 
the awesome route and giving us R. Lee 
Ermy with laser eyes, Marvel decided to 
go the slightly racist route and introduce 
a young black heroine named Fahnbullah 
Eddy that could turn into a gorilla. 
Fortunately for her, she quickly realizes that 
being both a female and a minority with 
a lame super power doesn’t equal a long 
lifespan in the super hero industry. So, she 
manages to get the hell out of dodge, right 
after she gets her ass handed to her by an 
infinitely more awesome Terminator/Thor 
clone hybrid. (One that might have also 
been part smoothie machine.)
The Horror
  This isn’t the first time that people have 
dabbled with the mind-fuckingly bizarre 
theory that the only thing better than a 
solider with a gun is a monkey solider with 
a gun. Sure, the rumor that the Taliban 
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was training monkeys to kill turned out to 
be false, but that’s only because monkeys 
don’t understand the concept of blowing 
themselves up to get to a paradise filled with 
monkey virgins. Drafting Gorilla-Girl is the 
first step in a long process that eventually 
leads to merciless, hairy, primate death 
machines. Death machines that specialize 
in *puts glasses on*...Gorilla warfare 
(YYEEAAHH!)

9. Gleek
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Gleek_(Super_
Friends)
The Primate
Blue space monkey from the planet Exxor. 
The History
  If you’ve ever watched an episode of the 
cartoon show The Super Friends, then you 
already know who this little guy is. Gleek 
was the pet of the Wonder Twins Zan and 
Jayna and was on the bottom of the Super 
Friends totem pole of importance. Yes, even 
lower than Aquaman and the minority-hire 
superheroes, which is to say pretty fucking 
low. Aside from being both blue and from 
space, Gleek didn’t really have any super 
powers, despite the fact that those two 
previously mentioned traits would make 
you the god king incarnate at Dragon-Con. 
The Horror
 Gleek’s job, when he wasn’t speaking 
in tongues, was to basically be small and 
unnoticed by the bad guy, so he could go 
and bail out the other, more useful heroes. 
When you combine that with his unofficial 
role as comic relief and his fairly high level 
of intelligence, makes for a monkey with 
years of repressed emotional issues. And 
an inferiority complex (according to the 
Telephone simian psychology team anyway.) 
Can you imagine how much bottled up rage 
a person would have if they were constantly 
the butt of jokes made by Apache Chief? 
How long do you think it would take before 
Gleek said to himself, “Fuck those guys. No 
seriously, fuck them hard. I’m sick of pulling 
their asses out of the fire, only to have the 
rodent-themed pedophile and the black 
guy with no pants make fun of me. Until 
I start getting some respect, you can find 
someone else to carry around Zan’s punk 
ass when he turns himself into a bucket of 
water, WHICH IS THE ONLY DAMNED 
THING HE CAN DO.”

10. Hit-Monkey
h t t p : / / w w w . c o m i c v i n e . c o m / h i t -
monkey/29-67438/
The Primate
Japanese Snow Monkey (a.k.a. A Macaque)
The History
 It’s a tale as old as time itself: assassin 
escapes pursuers, pursuers injure assassin, 
assassin takes refuge at a hot spring where a 
tribe of monkeys tends to him. The assassin 
then earns the distrust of a particular 
monkey who for some reason studies the 
assassin as he practices martial arts. The 
pursuers eventually find and kill the assassin 
in addition to the monkey tribe. Finally the 
ghost of the assassin haunts the pursuers, 
grabs some guns and seeks revenge. You 
know, pretty basic stuff when you get right 
down to it. Frankly, we’re kind of surprised 
nobody has done this sooner, as it happens 
here at Telephone at least two or three 
times a month. Four if we get Kerry drunk 
enough. 
The Horror
  Hit-Monkey’s obvious skills as a ghost-
whispering killing machine are deadly 
enough as is, but that isn’t the true threat. 
No, his threat is much more dangerous and 
could affect us all in the real world. Why? 
Because if Michael Bay finds out about 
this comic book, he will never stop making 
movies about it. Ever. It has all the elements 
required to make a great action movie: 
revenge, martial arts, gunplay, explosives, 
and hot girls. Oh, did we forget to mention 
that the ladies love the Hit-Monkey? Because 
they totally do. And let’s not forget that 
a monkey is perfectly suited for an action 
movie franchise. They’re strong, agile, and 
most of them can act better then Nick Cage. 
(Okay, who are we kidding. All of them can 
act better then Nick Cage). 
 If this threat isn’t dealt with soon, our 
grandchildren could be forced to suffer 
through Hit Monkey 27: Hit-Monkey versus 
Transformers. Also Dragons. 

Telephone’s phrasal template word game
    Turkey Time

It’s that time! It’s time to have over your  ________  family. It’s Time to 

kick back and watch  ________  ball for hours. Most important though, 

it’s time for that  ________  meal with  ________  covered in gravy, a  

________  pound turkey stuffed with  ________  and a pile of mashed  

________ up to your eyes. That’s right, Turkey Time! However, don’t 

forget to spend this  ________  time of year being thankful for all the  

________  you have in your life. Once you realize that you’re married 

to the most beautiful  ________  in the world or that you have the best 

job being a  ________ , filling your  ________  with  ________  and 

covering it all with  ________  cranberry sauce, taste so much better.  This 

is the time of year to come together like the  ________  and really let the  

________  around you know that you care. 

adjective

type of food

adjective

animal

profession

plural noun

group of people

plural nounnumber

plural noun

body part

adjective

noun

body part

adjective

plural noun
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The Joy of Coloring: super smash spectacular BEN Riddlebarger
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Dayton Art Institute / NCR Theatre | Wed, Nov. 27th 7PM
Thirty local musicians celebrate the amazing performances of The Last Waltz live on the stage.

Admission: $15/Advance $20/Door  |  All admission proceeds benefit 91.3 WYSO
For more info: visit wyso.org.

our community. our nation. our world.


