
           DAYTON  - DEcember 2013 - ISSUE 17

free!

 anarchists & crafts
by Victoria Harley / illustrated by Erin Dreis

westward ho: the spontaneous escape from servitude
by Danny Hamen / illustrated by Erin Dreis

    Photo Amy Powell







We were all having a great 
time until my wierd, drunk 
uncle showed up...



  HAPPY                        HOLIDAYS

2013
HOLIDAY EVENTS

937.767.2686

For information on all events visit:
yellowspringsohio.org

  HAPPY                        HOLIDAYSGIFT BASKET
GIVE-AWAY

  HAPPY                        HOLIDAYS

Enter for your chance to win:
www.jailhousesuites.com/gift-basket.html

12/6-12/8 Miami Valley Pottery 
Kiln Opening Sale10a-5p 

12/7-8 John Bryan Community 
Pottery Holiday Sale
11a-5p;  100 Dayton Street

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

12/14 Yellow Springs Holiday Fest

Shopping, Gallery Hopping & DIning 10a-6p

Free Movie “Elf” at the Little Art Theatre 
10:30a and 3:30p

   
     Holiday in the Glen 1:00 - 5:00p, Glen Helen 
      Building, holiday art projects, music, snacks goody bags 
     Santa 1:30-4:30p 
     YS Kids Playhouse Performance 3:00p

Wagon Rides 1:30 - 4:30p; Dino’s Cappucino’s

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
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When my mother gave birth to my half-sister Erica, I was twenty years old. Sitting in the hospital room with my camera, she made giving birth look easy.  I photographed as Erica made her way into the 
world, cut her umbilical cord myself, and was the very first to hold her.  In that moment, I gave her a name she inevitably didn’t get to keep.  And she peed on me.  
Ever since, having a much younger sibling has given me the unique experience of observing the way in which I may have been raised.  Photographing Erica has become a window into my own elusive child-
hood. 
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305 N. Walnut St. Suite B
Yellow Springs, OH 45387

937.767.0222

YELLOWSPRINGSBREWERY.COM

Wed - Friday 3pm-10pm
Saturday 1pm-10pm • Sunday 1pm-6pm

IT’S A BEACON OF HOPE
 FOR YOUR PALATE.

Painted Paper 
Collage on Canvas

WORKS BY

Jane Dippold
December 11-February 2

Opening Reception
 

Saturday, December 14, 5-9

}{

Westward Ho: The Spontaneous Escape from Servitude              
                                     by Danny Hamen

   Huddled on the distant horizon, cradled 
between the crusts of the earth is a staggering 
range of Coloradoan Mountains. Their 
matchless splendor zooms by delicately in an 
awe inspiring speed from the view of a rusty 
red pickup truck along a narrow mountain 
highway, ‘California Uber Allies’ shrieking 
from the blown dashboard speakers. To my left 
is Brody, a blue Mohawk’d mid-forties punk 
holding a glass spoon stuffed with homegrown 
Pineapple Express. He was too busy blowing 
into his governmentally regulated truck 
breathalyzer to focus on driving in a straight 
line. To my right was Jack, a twenty-something 
misogynist construction worker who, as far as 
I could tell, dropped out of Kindergarten and 

was now emphatically deep-throating a rolled 
up doobie of Strawberry Cough. We had just 
finished mounting a 50,000 dollar window in 
a multi-million dollar estate tucked in a ranch 
outside of Aspen called ‘House of the Lord’ 
and I couldn’t be more stoned.
  How did this happen? How did I get here? 
Who were these bizarre individuals? Why do 
my fingernails look like tiny potato chips? 
These were among a few questions I began 
to ponder while racing down that particular 
stretch of freeway. For I am just a scrawny 
young adult from the Midwest who enjoys the 
occasional game of Magic the Gathering, who 
loves watching Netflix naked, and hasn’t lifted 
a shovel since I was in the sandbox. Not that 

I was privileged my entire life, but living in 
rented apartments in the city throughout your 
whole childhood, carpentry and landscaping 
are not necessarily a required skillset. Now 
here I am unshaven and foul-smelling, head 
to toe in grime, ready to eat my packed insta-
lunch and get back to work shoveling dirt.
  It started with a yawn. Have you ever had that 
moment in life where you take a good look 
at it and realize that you are on an enormous 
treadmill? No matter how fast you run, or how 
hard you sweat, you are motionless, destined 
to stay in the same position of mediocrity. I get 
that feeling a lot when I am repeating orders 
into the eyeballs of bespectacled seniors at my 
country themed hell. Serving, though lucrative 
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DIY: Infused Oils                      
                                    by lisa patrick-wright

 DIY Infused Oils are great for gifts! 
Try these or get creative with your own 
ingredients. I mixed up Rosemary, Garlic & 
Peeper for mine. Simple but, fancy! 

 

Supplies:
Lemons
Rosemary
Garlic
Olive Oil
Pepper Flakes
Peeler
Sauce Pan
Stove Top
Empty Glass Jars 

Rosemary Olive Oil
1 Cup extra virgin olive oil 
4 rosemary sprigs (about five inches long) 

Warm rosemary and olive oil together over 
very low heat for five to seven minutes. Cool 
half-hour. Place rosemary in jar. Pour olive 
oil into bottle with funnel. Seal. 

Lemon Olive Oil 
1 Cup extra virgin olive oil 
peel from 2 lemons 

Warm lemon peel and olive oil together 
over very low heat for twenty minutes. Cool 
half-hour. Break lemon peel into jar. Pour 
olive oil into bottle with funnel. Seal. 

Garlic Chili Olive Oil 
1 Cup extra virgin olive oil 
6 garlic cloves, peeled 
1 1/2 teaspoons chili flakes* 

Warm olive oil, garlic, and chili flakes over 
low heat for eight to ten minutes until garlic 
is lightly brown. Remove from heat. Let 
cool. Remove garlic and slice. Place garlic 
in bottle. Pour olive oil and chili flakes into 
bottle with funnel. Seal. 

Olive oils can be refrigerated for up to one 
month.
 
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

Westward Ho: The Spontaneous Escape from Servitude              
                                     by Danny Hamen

in cash flow, is not a field that is profitable in 
life fulfillment. I go in, smile, and leave with 
cash in my pockets: pockets perfectly lined with 
holes that drop down into the endless vortex 
of local bars and payments on a hundred year 
old campus house. I had taken the semester 
off, mainly due to bureaucratic financial aid 
mishandlings, so this was my life. My lease was 
up and I was desperately looking for a change 
of scenery. I had a friend trying to head west, 
so we put an ad up on the social media seeing 
if somebody with a car was also heading in that 
direction and before we knew it, we had our 
man.
  His name is Nate. He is not a bad person, but 
had just recently spent a year or so locked up 
for stealing DVDs out of their sleeves in the 
local Target and for other kleptomania-related 
crimes against the state. He figured there was 
nothing morally wrong, as long as he stole from 
‘the man’ and the DVD was worth watching. 
He lived with his mother in a Clintonville 
mansion, holding a dead end job as a “Hot 
and Ready” Little Caesar’s sign waver. He had 
also come down with the illusive adventure 
bug. He had just finished his time in the pen 
and, now off of probation, had just purchased 
a vehicle the previous day. He said he wouldn’t 
mind driving 18 hours both ways to drop us off 
in Boulder Colorado. Obviously he was a bit of 
an eccentric; for he promised that we wouldn’t 
have to spend a dime on gas, as long as we kept 
him company and shared the wheel when he 
started to swerve out of sleep deprivation. 
   It was 11 PM; eight hours into the trip. With a 
belly full of crusty hot dogs smothered in crock 
pot sausage gravy from a Nebraskian truck stop 
called ‘Handies’, I was ready to take the wheel. 
I thought about the month that lay ahead. I 
had no job, no apartment, few connections, 
no actual plan, and an entire month to find 
beauty before I had to make it home for Turkey 
Day. This is the time, I thought. I am 24 with 
virtually zero responsibilities other than the 
upkeep of my toenails and the enrichment 
of my flossing habits. I drove until 7 AM and 
at that point, I was contemplating vehicular 
homicide in order to catch up on some much 
needed snoozing. I pulled over, let Nate finish 
off the excruciating final stretch, and fell into a 
colliery of scrupulous napping.
 “PUT YOUR HANDS WHERE I CAN SEE 
THEM!” I jerked awake, violently slamming 
my head on the ceiling of his Honda Civic. 
Outside my window were the police, fingers 
on their pistols. I raised my hands while 
simultaneously regretting bringing along 
a joint to make the final moments of the 
ride less miserable. My hands went up, and 
the hope for making it to Colorado before 
spending time in jail soared out of the window. 
“Your buddy here was going 100 miles per 
hour. You don’t have any weapons on you, do 
you?” I fingered the linings of my coat with my 
imagination, wondering if bear mace is illegal 
in Kansas. “No, just woke up, my friend here 
must have been sleep deprived. We have been 

driving all night.” He glared at me with fuming 
judgments, waltzed back to his cruiser, printed 
off a ticket for 177 dollars, and let us drive on, 
knowing we were now in the pockets of the 
Topekian Kansas greater metropolis area.
  We arrived at the foothills at 10 AM. The 
mountains stroked the skyline as I stood 
atop his budget sedan, already gasping with 
mouthfuls of inspiration. I had my backpack 
full of clothes, mostly socks and underwear, 
a couple of books, a browned banana, and 
an electric ukulele included with a micro 
amplifier that attached to my belt. I was 
ready to meet the world and sing about the 
hardships of living in the great plains of Ohio. 
Nate, of course, didn’t budget enough cash to 
get home, so I took what little I had out of my 
trip fund to ensure his safe return. Now we just 
had to meet our host. 
   Our first stop was to meet up with my travel 
companion’s longtime friend in the suburbs 
of Boulder. He had a garage full of musical 
equipment, and a kitchen fully equipped with 
legal, medicinal grade Mary Jane. Obviously 
we combined the two and started rocking out, 
forcing out a melody that truly embodied my 
new found enthusiasm for life. We were soon 
stopped by two crusty teenagers, who said we 
sounded great and asked if we wouldn’t mind 
gigging together. Two minutes into town and 
we were already making connections. It was 
at that moment I had realized: universe, I’m 
ready for you.
   The people I met in Boulder over the next 
couple of days were amazing. They were high as 
hell all the time, yes, but truly a ragtag cast of 
strange characters. I made a list of just a few of 
the remarkable individuals I had met either in 
bars, street performing, or bumming around 
couches. It goes as follows, “Ferby, Pookie, Maz, 
Gummy, Kujo, Evil, Clifford, Chancy, Ginger 
and Baba O’Riley”. When you are constantly 
stoned, having a fun-sounding name is a sure 
way to attract a fun crowd. Sure, life was a 
party filled with smiles and red, squinty eyes, 
but I wasn’t here for that. It was nice to rest 
up, but I was ready for a grueling voyage, to 
see the unaltered mountainside with nothing 
more than a walking stick and some budget 
trail mix. The universe gave me a solution. 
I was randomly contacted by a friend who 
apparently was doing tree service just outside 
of Aspen. He was staying in a tiny tin burrito 
airstreamer with no electricity. He offered to 
‘swoop me up’, so he did, and I was ready for 
the next leg of my journey into the land of the 
unfamiliar.
  Next issue, I serenade naked men in a natural 
hot springs on the side of a mountain, slide 
down the aspen ski slope on a stolen “beware 
of skiers” sign, and get tricked into drinking 
an internet super amphetamine called Jack3d 
while on a job sight, by an enraged 21 year old 
body builder. Stay tuned.
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Burial Rites: An Arresting Literary Debut          
                            Book Review by Natalie McCollum

   It’s one of those accidental discoveries 
that causes your normally quiet, composed 
self to have an outburst like a knee-jerk 
reaction. You’ve got to share it and it’s all 
you can do to not go waving a book around 
shouting, “Read this! Read it now!” Now 
that I have brought your attention to this 
novel about Iceland’s last public execution, 
where do I begin raving like a mad woman 
about things so much deeper than a shallow 
grave, buried in the pages of this book? I’ll 
start with a couple of observations that 
jumped out at me early in the read, though 
they are certainly not superficial in relation 
to the less obvious, more layered elements. 
  The first thing that struck me about 
this story is its similarity to Nathaniel 
Hawthorne’s The Scarlet Letter: This is 
the story of a woman wearing not a literal 
“A” for adultery, but stigmatized with 
“M” for murderess. The second peculiar 
literary kinship is with Nabokov’s Lolita, 
which portrays its villain as a sympathetic 
character, a protagonist committing obvious 
evil acts that the reader fights to not identify 
with and internally “root for,” as we do 
most heroes/heroines. The protagonist in 
Burial Rites, however, is not so obviously 
evil, at least not to the extent that we can be 
absolutely sure of.  
   Based on a true story and a real person’s 
life, Burial Rites attempts to give a more 
ambiguous portrayal of Agnes Magnúsdóttir, 
an Icelandic woman convicted for her 

role in two murders committed in 1828. 
Author Hannah Kent has carefully and 
painstakingly researched this woman’s life, 
the cultural and historical landscapes of 
nineteenth-century Iceland, and all available 
documents recounting the incident that 
occurred on a remote farm in northern 
Iceland. Kent noticed while researching that 
many records portrayed Agnes as a “witchy 
woman,” a flawed stereotype historically 
attached to the female archetype that strays 
from behaviors, ideas, and images that 
have been deemed socially and culturally 
acceptable; when we think of violent crimes 
and serial killers, for example, we usually 
expect these people to be men. When 
it’s a woman, she gets cast as a “witch” – 
inherently evil and incapable of human 
empathy. As Jeanette Winterson, author 
of The Daylight Gate and numerous other 
dark fantasy novels notes, “The woman as 
witch happens historically when the idea of 
the Goddess, with her power and sexuality, 
is too threatening to be allowed in the 
social order. The witch is both fearful and 
fascinating, as women are. But if she gets 
tricky, you can always burn her.” I might add 
that this female version of power and the 
divine only becomes a threat in patriarchal 
societies, in which men traditionally 
occupy roles of leadership, political power, 
and dominance in relationships. Agnes 
especially wears this black hat in the 
comparatively less progressive nineteenth 
century, when gender roles were much 
more entrenched, as evidenced in the other 
characters’ initial reactions to the idea of 
a female killer: they at first refuse to even 
call her by her name and instead refer to 
her as “the murderess.” It’s as if her crime, 
certainly not new to human experience, is 
so taboo for a woman that she doesn’t even 
deserve a human identity with a personal 
name. That is precisely the stigma that this 
book seeks to subvert, and in my experience 
of reading it, the author far exceeded her 
goal. This is one of the most beautiful and 
gut-wrenching explorations of the human 
condition I’ve ever read. I was crying by the 
end.
   By the end, Agnes has transformed from 
an impersonal “murderess” to Agnes, a 
33-year-old woman with a difficult past and 
traumatic childhood.  By the end, we have 
listened along with the family charged with 
the responsibility of holding her in custody 
until her execution date to the story of an 
abused woman whose lover and employer 
exploited affections and work roles for 
his selfish interests. We have come to 
understand that yes, while this woman did 

plunge a knife into a dying man’s stomach, 
it was motivated by love and empathy, like 
putting a suffering animal out of its misery, 
and not a premeditated crime of passion 
as her prosecutors have misconstrued. As 
Agnes laments to Tóti, her chosen spiritual 
counselor, “To know what a person has 
done, and to know who a person is, are very 
different things...It’s not fair. People claim 
to know you through the things you’ve 
done, and not by sitting down and listening 
to you speak for yourself...No matter if 
your innermost self whispers, ‘I am not as 
you say!’—how other people think of you 
determines who you are” (pp 103-04).   And 
so the reader agonizes with Agnes and the 
people who have come to know her as the 
human being, at the injustice of ambiguous 
circumstances in which one human tried to 
show mercy to another and is now denied 
mercy in facing the ultimate punishment: 
her own life for that which she took. 
   Above all, this book asks the reader to see a 
human being as an individual with a unique 
set of circumstances that made her into the 
person you see in the present moment, 
regardless of actions that tempt our human 
minds to judge, label, and group into mass 
categories of faceless offenders. It’s the old 
adage; you can’t know a person until you’ve 
walked a mile in her shoes. Burial Rites is 
a darkly poetic walk through the last six 
months of a condemned woman’s life told 
in alternating points of view to restore 
balance to an unfairly skewed history (or, in 
this case, herstory).
    Almost two hundred years after her death, 
Agnes has been given a second chance via the 
retelling of her story from an arresting new 
voice in literature that’s hard not to listen 
to. Every human being deserves a second 
chance…Even if it happens posthumously. 
Pick up this book on Amazon or even the 
Dayton Library (I did) and give Agnes her 
second chance.
  Natalie McCollum is a poet and novelist from 
Dayton, Ohio. She published her first book, 
Ashes to Angels, in 2010. The ebook is currently 
available on Amazon.com and the print edition 
can be found at Dayton Metro Libraries. Visit 
her blog at nataliemccollum.blogspot.com 

Jason Watkins
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Burial Rites: An Arresting Literary Debut          
                            Book Review by Natalie McCollum

NOW
OPEN FOR
LUNCH

MON - SAT: 
Lunch : 11am to 5pm | Dinner: 5pm to 10pm
Closed Sunday

515 WAYNE AVE. DAYTON, OH
WheatPennyDayton.com



    I wanted this to be different. I wanted to 
show you that shopping for Christmas isn’t 
one of the worst coming of age experiences 
we have. I wanted to create a list of cool 
things that anyone would be happy to 
unwrap, but I cant. I won’t. There’s a 
tragedy that plagues gift buyers every year, 
and I feel like i’ve been sent to shed light on 
these false idols. Gift Cards.
    Oh you like getting gift cards? Pffft. Relax, 
this paper isn’t going to start glowing and 
draw attention to your delusions. You have 
obviously been so battered by awful gifts 
that your immediate reaction to gift cards 
is a perverse form of Stockholm Syndrome. 
Remember that movie Outbreak? If you 
don’t here’s a quick recap. Virus with 100% 
mortality rate appears. Kills off a whole 
region of people in Africa. We firebomb 
the hell out of it, and things settle down. 27 
years later a more resilient strain of the same 
virus appears. Cute ass monkey stows away 
on a ship and brings the virus stateside. It 
spreads like crazy. It spreads like gift cards.
   Of course I’m missing the end, but I’d 
be a jerk if I gave everything away. And you 
my dear friend, you would be a jerk if you 
thought gift cards were the answer. I get 
it. We all have those friends and family 
members. They either through graceful 
procurement own everything that intrigues 
them, or shopping for something they like 
is harder than walking away from that bad-
ass jacket you saw at the quirky consignment 
shop.
   If you own said bad-ass jacket you found 
while thrifting, then you owe it to those you 
called loved ones to bite down on a piece 
of leather and bear through the pain. Don’t 
misunderstand me, gift cards are definitely 
acceptable in certain conditions. We all 
know Colby loves that coffee shop right 
across from the cellphone store and Tina 
can’t enough of that sewing boutique, so 
getting them giftcards is practically perfect.
  Regardless, it’s all about the sentiment. 
Take some time and really make it worth the 
effort. Trust me your friends and family will 
appreciate, or they’ll just lie and tell you they 
did. Either way you’ll feel good about it.
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Gift cards or grief cards?                    
                                                       by Jason Roach

“Remember that movie Outbreak? If you don’t here’s a quick recap. Virus with 100% 
mortality rate appears. Kills off a whole region of people in Africa. We firebomb the 

hell out of it, and things settle down. 27 years later a more resilient strain of the same 
virus appears. Cute ass monkey stows away on a ship and brings the virus stateside. It 

spreads like crazy. It spreads like gift cards.”
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Gift cards or grief cards?                    
                                                       by Jason Roach

 “Next thing I knew, the car was on its side 
and I had to climb out of the passenger side 
door. My girlfriend was banged up pretty 
good. The officers just kept telling us horror 
stories about people dying in accidents like 
that.” 
“Wow.”
   Bar talk makes for interesting conversation 
about 1 in every 2,517 instances. Usually 
it’s, “Yeah, bro, we’re out celebrating!” or 
“You know where they got bitches around 
here? Like, easy ones?” If you’re unlucky 
enough you’ll get an “I’m not a crackhead 
or a drunk, I just need a few dollars to catch 
the bus.” We’re all hurting, and there’s 
no shame in that. We all want something 
and whether it’s a celebratory libation, a 
wet hole, or spare change, we all have that 
something in common. That void. That 
need. It’s the one thing that tethers us to 
the person next to us. Bars usually play a 
pretty good host to the weary that way.
  I’m not a misanthrope and I don’t think 
that the world is so petty or small enough 
to be out to get any single one of us, but 
the idea of collective struggle does fascinate 
me. Be it a struggle paying bills, finding an 
identity, or waiting in a line, the idea that 
we’re all fighting an uphill battle to the 
very bitter end is a neat, compact idea and 
something to keep in mind.
  Talking to this guy about how he survived 
a horrifying car accident on the way to a 
theme park with dozens of pot brownies 
in his trunk, losing his job, and moving 
back in with his parents all at the tender 
age of 30 was one of those sob stories that 
made me think of Candide’s Martin, who 
“was firmly persuaded that all was equally 
bad throughout, [and] bore things with 
patience.” I don’t enjoy the struggle, but 
I like the notion that the person next to 
you is having a bad go of it and is probably 
worse off. Perspective is a word that comes 
to mind. 
  “It’s hard because now I’m back at the 
bottom. I’m an assistant who’s having to 
tell these guys they’re using the wrong 
lens. I want to tell them, ‘Let’s compare 

The Cost of Living                       
                             by Eli Samuel Johnson

resumes,’ but it’s all about who you know 
in this business.” It doesn’t matter what 
business it is; it’s usually more about who 
you know than what you know. It’s about 
what you say and not what you mean. It’s 
about crippling yourself with debt to get a 
mediocre education in your chosen field 
instead of meaningful work experience. It’s 
about all the stuff that shouldn’t matter, but 
that’s the game we’re playing. 
  “I don’t know if this is a new beginning 
or what. I mean, I’m 30. I’m starting over.” 
   This guy speaks for a lot of people. Not 
for me, but other ones. All those folks 
who say 30 is the new 20 are about half-
right. People are moving back in with 
their parents during a break from school, 
getting a job as a barista, or selling clothes 
at the mall. They’re redrafting our resumes, 
reevaluating our life choices, finding a new 
group of friends, finding themselves all over 
again. 
  But it’s not all sour grapes. There are things 
to find solace in. The little things. For me 
it’s coffee, warm socks, good company, 
long kisses, the Brian Jonestown Massacre, 
stretching, just existing in a room and being 
out of my own head. It doesn’t have to be 
much. But when I can forget that there is no 
more rat race and we are now the Hamster 
Wheel Generation, I breathe more easily. 
I remember that we are all struggling and 
how good it feels to help someone else with 
their own problems because we can step 
away from our own for a spell. 
   That’s why I like listening, being a catalyst 
for someone else, and helping when I can. 
I enjoy observing, learning, growing. I did 
what I could for that poor soul and I’d do 
the same for you. We don’t have to be good 
at this dance, so long as we show moxie. 
No need to be overzealous, just live as 
enthusiastically and lovingly as possible. So 
to the guy at the bar whose biggest quarrel 
with humanity is not feeling appreciated for 
wearing high water pants and fedoras every 
day the rooster crows, I beg of you. Talk to 
someone who knows real strife and listen. 
Just listen.

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

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

Get Your Christmas Shopping Done Early

Check Out Our New Menu Items!
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Anarchists & Crafts
BY Victoria Harley

   A number of years ago, I worked at the 
main branch of the metropolitan library 
as a library aide, a position that consisted 
mostly of shelving returned books. But 
since people don’t really read anymore 
and there weren’t enough books being 
returned to shelve, I spent most of my time 
shelf-reading. This means checking the call 
number on the spine of each book to make 
sure it was in the right place. (It’s as mind-
numbing as it sounds.)  I was assigned to 
section 700. Library aides exist for those of 
you who never fucking bothered to learn 

about Dewey and his relative location/
relative index system. Despite the many 
open carts and signs encouraging you to 
place your books down for re-shelving, you 
stuff the latest Guinness Book of World 
Records or Anthology of Garfield comic 
strips back onto the shelf you didn’t find it 
on, as you sneeze into your hand.
  Working in a public library gives you 
a naturalist’s-eye-view of humanity: 
Frotteurists, voyeurs, gropers, and good old 
fashioned lechers (a tapestry of rich and royal 
hue). There were others who passed through 

our stacks: archivists, lost-looking grant 
writers, the unemployed, the overemployed, 
immigrants, high school students, and 
other assorted refugees. One creature in 
particular, whose appearance caught little 
notice at first, but whose periodic arrival, 
like a bird caught in migratory flight, left a 
deeper and more lasting impression on my 
memory than the remaining multitude. 
   She always arrived early, like a robin. A 
woman, tired and mousey would appear in 
the 740s, her arms cradling crafting books, 
fleece coat around her shoulders. With sad 
eyes, she tilted her head to examine the 
titles. Canvas totes and wire baskets loaded 
with dozens of the thin and slick arts and 
crafts books, she seemed interested in all 
of it. Sewing, knitting, crocheting, cross 
stitching, beading, jewelry-making, quilting, 
scrapbooking, decoupage, stenciling, 
stamping, and soap making—anything to 
while away the time or fill the empty nest. 
It’s easy to paint a picture of the middle-
aged middle-class woman who’s “really into 
crafts,” especially when any Michael’s or 
JoAnn Fabrics can happily furnish you with 
examples—yet to take such a narrow view of 
what constitutes “arts & crafts” denies the 
industriousness of countless individuals 
who enjoy working with their hands, as well 
as the product of their labor. I’m reminded 
of that punky kid I went to high school with 
(and that you probably went to high school 
with too): sharp clothes and a sharper 
tongue, the sort of person who could 
take a shitty old coat and turn it into an 
apocalyptic vision of a proto-punk future—
hard and black and full of safety pins. Punk 
is all about expression, customization, and 
the shunning of consumerism, notions 
that actually dovetail with the arts & crafts 
movement many of us define so narrowly. 
  When I was in high school, I became 
aware of a circle of “punk knitters,” hell-
bent on yarn, tea, and the re-appropriation 
of mainstream conceptions of femininity. 
They communicated their existence through 
a medium that only made sense at the time, 
LiveJournal. In the 19th century, craftsmen 
revived a medieval guild model as a method 
of gathering artisans together—in the 21st 
century, we blog. (Especially when we find 
yet another way to use wire coat-hangers in 
The Big-Ass Book of Crafts.) Those who 
feverishly invest long hours into a single 
product find comfort in the industry itself, 
while others hold tight to an ideology that 

rebels against an unseen retail buyer for the 
region. The yearning for unique and hand-
crafted goods can be found in the searching 
eyes of the antique mall ghouls, yard sale 
hunters, and cultural festival crowds, 
looking for that lost Wedgewood plate, or 
kitschy Mexican bobblehead to bring their 
administrative assistant at the holidays.
  In the 19th century, the arts & crafts 
movement was an active response against 
the trend toward mass production, a natural 
outgrowth of the Industrial Revolution. To 
some, London’s Great Exhibition of 1854 
represented the culmination of industry’s 
greatest scientific achievements. To others, 
it was merely a back-slapping session for the 
captains of industry. Karl Marx dismissed 
the event as a symptom of capitalist fetishism 
and while I imagine the exhibition was 
probably hyped and sold the way an award 
show or worse, a TEDtalk, might be today, 
it’s also possible that Marx just didn’t have 
the shilling for a ticket. 
  The Great Exhibition, closely modeled 
on, if not directly stolen from France’s 
own series of National Exhibitions (that 
preceded the Hyde Park exhibition by 
nearly a decade), featured the Crystal 
Palace, an all-glass and cast-iron structure 
that remains the enduring the symbol of 
the fair. The massive glass palace resembled 
an enormous greenhouse. Yes, as it turns 
out, man’s greatest triumph over nature 
was glass. Windows were a big deal back 
then. Anyone who had the fortune of 
passing through Dayton’s Arcade (before 
they had to close their doors) might have 
an inkling of what the Crystal Palace sought 
to achieve. Mankind had not only learned 
to make their space warm and dry, but to 
render the outside elements a pleasant view 
through panes of glass.
  But while many were impressed, others 
silently regarded the crude manufactured 
ornaments on display with a suspicion and 
contempt. Distastes gathered in whispered 
tête-à-tête over empty glasses. Some of them 
might have been thinking of John Ruskin, 
the ‘reigning’ art critic of his day, whose 
critical work on art, both fine and decorative, 
drew a connection between the social health 
of a nation and the health of that nation’s 
design. Ruskin’s prolific work as a writer 
and lecturer secured him as an authority 
on painting, architecture, and beauty. But 
maybe he spent too much time idealizing 
form—he had his first marriage annulled 
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after refusing, for six years, to consummate 
the relationship. He himself commented, 
“Though her face was beautiful, her person 
was not formed to excite passion.” Some 
have speculated that Ruskin, who was so 
used to classical depictions of the female 
form (marble statues), didn’t realize women 
had pubic hair. It’s also possible that he 
couldn’t handle menstruation. Poor Effie 
Gray. No woman could have made Ruskin’s 
cut—(and who would want to?) and its 
possible that no woman ever did. No, he 
wasn’t gay—though you might think so—but 
his attentions were aroused by young girls, 
a reputation not helped by his infatuation 
with the nine year old Rose LaTouche, one 
of his students. 
  In Ruskin’s time, manufactured goods 
were probably poor (not unlike Ruskin’s 
taste in women). It was an emerging 
philosophy as much as an industry, and the 
resulting products were both functionally 
and aesthetically disappointing. It’s worth 
noting here that Ruskin helped to revive 
the discussion around aesthetics and engage 
a new group of thoughtful new designers 
and craftsmen. In England, practitioner 
of the arts & crafts philosophy William 
Morris distrusted machinery, feeling the 
move toward manufacturing deprived 
people of both meaningful work and of 
finely crafted products. Morris is famous 
for his naturalism, medieval motifs, and 
flattened patterns. In Belgium and France, 
this manifested as Art Nouveau. In Russia, 
independent of the arts & crafts movement 
in Britain, artists revived medieval Russian 
folk motifs and folk architecture. In the 
United States, Gustav Stickley revived hand 
crafted furniture, while Mission Style and 
Prairie School architecture took hold in the 
Southwest and Midwest respectively.  
  Revivals of older days and forgotten 
traditions make sense in a bleak landscape 
of industrial design. One can see how the 
future must have looked bleak, seeming like 
one of dull repetitive work that produced 
poor quality goods. This may be why there 
has been such a resurgence of DIY and 
contemporary arts & crafts in the face of 
ever-alienating structures of human society, 
or perhaps because of them. Today’s arts 
& crafts practitioners benefit from the 
internet’s power to disseminate information 
at a rate previously unimagined, even under 
the glow of the glass dome at the Great 
Exhibition. No sooner than I start mocking 

bloggers, I find myself enshrining their 
practices with laurels and pretty words. But 
a quick Google search for “DIY” will reveal 
hours of potential projects to excite the 
imagination and engage those idle hands.
  The best DIY finds are those that reveal 
a new purpose for an old thing or that 
demonstrate a technique that can be 
applied to many projects. Modge Podge is 
your friend. Another quick Google search 
tells me how to make a couch from wooden 
pallets, a shoe-holder from cut PVC pipes, 
customize mugs with sharpies, or paint my 
keys with nail polish to distinguish them 
from one another. A good DIY page makes 
the project seem, well, DIY-able. Attainable. 
Possible. But best of all, unexpected. It 
pulls down the good of the manufacturing 
giants and puts them into your hands 
for your approval, experimentation, or 
customization. 
   DIY Hacking is possibly the best extension 
of this principle, except rather than 
adhering to some kind of creative “purity” 
and being responsible for the production of 
the item from start to finish, they hack their 
own mass-produced gadgets and rebuild 
them, make them better, faster. Example: 
using roughly $100 of materials and a heck 
of a lot of innovation, Raffael Herrmann 
from en.code-bude.net converted his old 
stereo equipment into a webradio capable 
of running internet radio signals without 
requiring him to run his computer. Others 
have re-programmed their microwaves to 
read product barcodes, interpret the data, 
and then apply the correct cooking time. 
These are fairly innocent applications, 
but hacking, since its origins, bears 
strong resemblance to pranking. If fairly 
basic microwaves have the potential for 
exploitation, imagine the possibilities 
inherent in a complex system, device, or 
network. Information sharing, total access, 
and decentralization are fundamental 
to hacker ethics—only no one can really 
make that claim. As it happens, the most 
important practice of a hacker ethic? It’s 
implicit and silent, not openly debated. 
However, their actions imply some basic 
principles: All information should be free. 
Computers can be used to change life for 
the better. Computers can be used to create 
art and things of beauty. Distrust Authority. 
Technology Punks? Anarchists & Crafts? 
Maybe.
 I’m almost ashamed of my lack of 

imagination as I peruse the countless ways 
in which my peers have taken control, even 
if it be a mere measure. I see a fervent desire 
to laugh at the rules and it’s giving me hope. 
I’m pretty sure he wasn’t thinking about 
hacking, but Albert Einstein was right when 
he said “imagination is more important 
than knowledge.” The walls of your own 
imagination become the only barrier to 
your project. The trend of 21st century arts 
& crafts to re-purpose mass produced goods 
set it apart from the total crafting of the 
19th century. But even then, some saw mass 
production more positively and viewed 
standardization as evidence of democratic 
principles at work. (Unsurprisingly, they 
were German.) Hermann Muthesius, a 
champion of mass production, failed to see 
the threat to individualism and creativity 
that so many contemporary designers 
bewailed. 
  The division of labor rests at the center 
of this debate. Today there is hardly an 
item in view that isn’t the result of a highly 
sophisticated division of labor. The pencil on 
my desk is made of wood, graphite, rubber, 

and metal. The wood had to be grown over 
many years as a tree in a forest or farm, it 
then had to be cut down, transported, sawed 
apart, then fashioned and painted. The 
metal that holds the eraser to the wood had 
to be mined, then processed, then melted, 
then shaped. Already we are at the mercy 
of thousands of other people. Initially, 
Morris only imagined Adam Smith’s pin 
factory illustration, the micro-level view of 
a principle in action. Morris later conceded 
that machinery could be useful, but only 
when he found manufacturing houses 
capable of handling his designs. Not to 
mention the fact that his hand-operated 
looms had to be manufactured and were 
themselves mass produced goods.
   Maybe custom manufacturing is the future 
and it is time after all, to invest heavily in 
a 3-D printing company. It seems most of 
us are content to buy the plain white coffee 
table from IKEA and decoupage it to our 
heart’s content—We’ll get our kids to show 
us how to hack our microwaves.
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DaytonMostMetro.com  

It's a Wonderful Life: A Live 
Radio Play
Victoria Theatre
Dec 3-15

Handmade Holiday Dayton 2013
Yellow Cab Building
Dec 6-7 

Celebrate! Bells will be ringing!
Westminster Presbyterian Church
Saturday December 07
6:00 PM

The Nutcracker
Schuster Performing Arts Center
December 13, 14, 20, 21
7:30 PM

Woodland Lights
Washington Township Recreation Center
December 6-30, 2013
6:00 PM - 9:00 PM

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

12/5
1/1

12/14

12/5
12/15

Holiday Art Jumble
Yellow Springs Arts Council Gallery
12/7–1/12
Find unique gifts of arts and crafts!

12/7
1/12

7-8
John Bryan Community
Pottery Holiday Sale
12/7-8, 11a-5p 
100 Dayton St.

Youngs Christmas Tree Farm
11/29-12/15 9a-6p 
Cut or choose your own tree

COLUMBUS
CALENDAR

Woodland's Tavern

Wexner Center

12/7
8 PM

Bicentennial Park

The Short North Arts District Gallery Hop occurs every
 first Saturday of each month, thousands of visitors 
converge on the strip to see new art exhibits and add 
to their growing collections.

Perhaps the most infamous rock doc every created, 
Cocksucker Blues provides a “fly on the wall” look at 
the Rolling Stones’ first trip back to the United States 
after their disastrous Altamont concert in 1969. 

Short North

German Village Meeting Haus  

Jeff Stahler, Moderately Confused 
Creator and Cartoonist 

12/5 - 20

German Village’s own nationally syndicated cartoonist 
opens a show on his home turf just in time for your 
Christmas shopping!

Mr. Gnome

12/6
5 PM

GRAND ILLUMINATION

Celebrate the season as Downtown Columbus comes 
alive during the holidays. Stroll along the illuminated 
Scioto Mile Promenade to Bicentennial Park where 
visitors can enjoy the stunning holiday light display.

12/7GALLERY HOP

12/13,
7PM

Cocksucker Blues
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Gift Card Sale

They Wish They Were As Nerd As Us         
                                                                                                            by Jasmine Myrick

  Over the past two decades, a slow 
transition has been taking place. I’m not 
talking about the fact that we now have 
televisions with internet capabilities, or 
phones the size of watches, or even the fact 
that Mark Wahlberg has progressed from a 
cheesy Vanilla Ice wannabe to a reputable 
actor (thank god).
   No, I’m talking about something much 
more pertinent to us as a proud community 
of nerds and geeks. I’m talking about the 
fact that the actual terms “nerd” and “geek” 
no longer possess a negative connotation. 
More importantly, the very traits that got 
us pinned with these labels have actually 
assimilated into mainstream culture.
   For those of you far too young to realize 
that every Rorschach ink blot looks like a 
space invader, let me break it down for you.
  Back before Corey and Topanga were 
even conceived and the word “Atari” still 
meant something, nerds and geeks were 
the outcasts of society. To be referred to in 
these terms was an insult and no one except 
other nerds and geeks would dare to be 
associated with us.  In retrospect, it’s not 
surprising, considering how mainstream 
media portrayed us: either overweight or 

dangerously thin, proudly wearing our faulty 
pocket protectors, and always having spare 
tape on hand just in case the piece holding 
our glasses together came loose. We played 
Dungeons & Dragons religiously, could tell 
you which volume of X-Men Wolverine first 
appeared in, and eagerly awaited the new 
release of whatever form of nerdiness that 
we happened to be obsessed with. For these 
reasons, we were often the targets of swirlies 
and flagpole wedgies. (Seriously, do people 
still do those?)
    But not anymore. I tell you, friends: times 
have changed.
  We are no longer the wounded gazelles on 
the Serengeti, waiting to be preyed upon. 
We are the unsung heroes of society. We 
write the stories they read, shoot the films 
they watch, and build the shit that they 
don’t need, bought with money that they 
don’t have, to impress the people that they 
don’t like.

  We run this bitch.
You want proof? Try this on for size.
1: Mainstream clothing stores now sell            
    anime and super hero shirts, and make a       
    killing.

2: Everybody and their mother loves The  
    Big Bang Theory.
3: We have the hottest celebrity women,  
    like Rosario Dawson (Rent), Eliza  
    Dushku (Buffy), Aisha Tyler a.k.a  
    LANAAAAAA  (Archer), and Felicia  
    Day (The Guild).
4: Day of the Doctor.
5: Every Emmy that Game of Thrones has  
    been nominated for/won.

“But wait,” you say. “All of those things are 
just popular because they are advertised 
with pretty women.”
   Well then, how do you explain the fact 
that computer engineers make more money 
directly out of college than any other major, 
or the popularity of things like ‘Wreck 
It Ralph’,  Minecraft , or the Bro Army 
following of YouTube sensation PewDiePie.
Scratch the last one. Even I can’t explain 
that.
   Fine, still don’t believe me? Go to any 
major electronics or game retailer this 
holiday season. I can guarantee you’ll see 
hoards of people going all Hunger Games 
on each other trying to get a PS4 or Xbox 
One. Grown men have stood for hours in 
the rain and snow for GTA5, CoD: Ghosts, 
and Assassin’s Creed IV. They have just now 
caught on to the dedication that we have 
possessed for decades.
    Ten years from now, where will we be? 
Will people have forgotten about trying 
to keep up with the Kardashians, and 
instead, be trying to keep up with us nerds 
and geeks? For the love of god, I hope so. 
Despite all of this, without the time, mana, 
dedication, and a real non-hipster pair of 
glasses, they will never know the joy and 
honor that comes from being a true nerd.
    So next time that jock wants to demean 
you for spending so much time painting 
your mini figures, ask how many hours he’s 
clocked in trying to improve his kill streak. 
And speaking of killing, those of you who 
will be braving all of the crazy middle-aged 
women out and about this holiday season, 
especially those of you who work in retail: 
May the Force Be With You, and May the 
Odds Be Ever in Your Favor.
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 zombiedogzdayton.com

@Zombie_Dogz

Happy Holidays 
From Zombie Dogz
We’ll Be Back In March!

They Wish They Were As Nerd As Us         
                                                                                                            by Jasmine Myrick



We LOVE our pets!
On December 14th, 
test drive any Subaru 
and receive a free pet 
tag. 

www.WagnerSubaru.com

They deserve it!

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

12/31/13
THE FINEST COLLECTION 
OF METAPHYSICAL CRYSTALS 
IN THE DAYTON AREA





  Assured by design to be perceived antagonistic, 
Noam Chomsky, now a wizened 84, has begun 
alluding in recent interview to the subject of 
US drone policy as “by far the biggest terrorist 
campaign in the world” and “a terror generating 
machine... a terrorist operation” While drones 
themselves may be considered antagonistic 
by foreign cultures due to their increased 
employment and specifically their participation 
in displays of force and open aggression in 
sovereign airspace,  they are not being used 
currently in the United States.  Luckily for us, 
the president has authorized their use by way of 
pen with the help of the FAA in several cities 
by 2015. Unmanned Aerial Vehicles (UAV’s) 
have many proposed ‘concepts’ of use, harmless 
sounding ideas such as weather emergencies and 
traffic violations, to such ambiguous purposes 
as crime solving and surveillance.  Like any new 
technology, there are not many ways of judging 
their merits without a necessary period of trial 
and error, which we will get into a little later.
 I attended a drone seminar earlier this year 
sponsored by the Dayton city government to see 
what all of the hub bub was about. Throughout 
the seminar, the organizers attested to the 
heightened degree of safety the community 
would possess and most certainly feel, and raved 
about the numerous jobs that developing and 
implementing this technology would bring. 
They were kind enough to put on a presentation 
explaining how they used aerial photos to bring 
a burglar to justice, yet, when questioned by the 

DRONES by Matt hobbs

attendees had, in my humble opinion, no solid 
explanation as to how the photographs actually 
helped. About the same time we were receiving 
poor answers from trained professionals, I 
couldn’t help but wonder, was this what the 
Wright Brothers had in mind when they 
developed flight, and if not, just how much they 
would be rolling around in their graves. I wasn’t 
convinced by any means of a useful purpose and/
or effectiveness in such a role. What is much 
more convincing is their current use in Yemen 
and Pakistan, foreshadowing their existence on 
the world stage.
  Amnesty International recently released a 
report on the subject of drones. One particular 
story, taking place in the most northern regions 
of Pakistan, involves a 68 year old grandmother 
named Mamana Bibi going to see her 
granddaughter, and as she was walking with her 
granddaughter, a drone targeted her and killed 
her, before the eyes of her young granddaughter. 
The US government has not acknowledged her 
death and likely never will, so no one may be 
brought to justice, or any compensation to her 
family for her death. Amnesty International’s 
report states “It’s time for an investigation of 
alleged unlawful killings resulting from US 
drone strikes.” I don’t find this statement so 
outlandish, but it is going to take public action 
and civil disobedience to make our elected 
officials budge to the tune of organizing the 
proper authorities and implementing of the 
rule of law in our flagrant foreign military 
dealings, which is hard work. Ideally this takes 
place before the defense contractors get together 
and conspire to siphon as much money as 
they possibly can from the Pentagon and the 
taxpayers, who pay for our militant Mecca, as 
they go about their business with open intent 
or a particular trained ignorance, into designing 
silent killers and information gatherers largely 
for information gatherings sake. It should be 
stressed, these murders should be addressed and 
those responsible held accountable before any 
more research or development takes place. It just 
might seem like asking too much from those in 
power, if there even is such a thing.
   With habeas corpus out of the picture as each 
armed drone lifts off, there no longer is any 
need for the government to track down and 
bring people to justice, when they can simply 
kill those who are considered by our leadership 
undesirable.  Osama Bin Laden is a good example 
of this new tactic being implemented during our 
‘new’ gilded age of corporate money-dominated 
politics. The idea that people are so terrible as to 
not be tried in a court of law is surely not one of 
a dignified society, but more along the lines of 
the cold cutthroat belief system embedded in the 
totalitarian power structures of multinational 
corporate entities.
  All of this being said, I would suggest it is 
time for the public to inform themselves on the 
matter, as to develop a particular consciousness 
on the subject, and therefore a stance on the 
question which drones present our immediate 
future.

Stay Strange: Nuggets, Pebbles 
by Brock McKibben  and Psychedelic States

DIY Holiday Gifts at Grass roots!

Saturdays, Dec. 7 - Dec. 21
10-11:30 am
Cost: $12/session or $40 for all 4 weeks
Ages: 3-12 yrs.

Beautiful and thoughtful gifts made 
from the heart, Your child will have a 
chance to make gifts for their whole 
family and wrapped with natural and 
lovely care. Terrariums, Ornaments, 
Sweet Concoctions, Natural Beauty 
products and more!

|

Complimentary 
Veterinary Care

Acupuncture, Chinese Herbal 
and Holistic Medicine 
Including Food Therapy 

veterinaryalternatives.comYellow Springs 767-1579
Centerville 433-2202

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

  In middle school, I was a little more into 
music than your normal thirteen year old. 
My brother, all of our friends, and I would 
bicycle from Crystal Lakes to New Carlisle 
with our allowances (and all the money we 
hustled during lunch period) to visit Mark at 
Headquarters music. I remember buying the 
self-titled Stooges album on a whim during 
my eighth grade year and just being blown 
away at how raw those assholes were! Not to 
mention how different it was, compared to 
the mundane classic rock bands I heard in 
simultaneous rotation on the radios of my 
elders. SEARCH AND DESTROY!
  If you traveled even slightly off the beaten 
path from the music that was force fed down 
your throat, you would eventually run into 
gems such as the Stooges, but the truth is 
that some of us need more. (Even though I 
will love ol’ Iggy until the day I die.)
  I started getting into album art. What 
drew me in at the time were the “trippy” 
record covers of certain bands. Oh, how I 
hate that word now but back then, it was 
true. I overused the hell out of that word! 
I remember my momma taking me to the 
library in Springfield. I checked out the CD 
section as soon as I walked in the door. I was 
impressed, considering I was a teenager on 
a constant quest for the new or new to me. 
I quickly gathered a few albums based solely 
on artwork and band names that I thought 
I had heard of before - There was one in 
particular that I couldn’t wait to listen to. 
The band was called “The Nuggets”...
   As soon as I got home, I put “The Nuggets” 

Stay Strange: Nuggets, Pebbles 
by Brock McKibben  and Psychedelic States

on and discovered two things: 1. How big 
of an idiot I was because Nuggets: Original 
Artyfacts from the First Psychedelic Era, 
1965–1968 is a compilation of psychedelic 
garage rock and not a band. 2. I just 
discovered psychedelic music! This is where 
it all really started for me. The delving, the 
researching, the hope of finding something 
new to me but that was actually in the past! 
So confusing , yet stimulating! The bands 
featured in Nuggets are mostly American, 
but the first volume does not discriminate as 
there are bands on it from other countries. 
This first volume was comprised by Jac 
Holzman (founder of Elektra records) and 
Lenny Kaye (future guitarist of the Patti 
Smith Group, like that really matters). The 
double album was released on Elektra in 
1972 with original liner notes by Lenny.
    Long story short, The Nuggets compilations 
expanded widely after Vol. 1 and they were 
not the only ongoing compilations of that 
special era to surface. Showcasing bands 
such as the Electric Prunes, the Shadows 
of Knight, the Seeds, 13th Floor Elevators 
and the Chocolate Watchband, Nuggets 
was just the tip of the iceberg to introduce 
a whole collection of like-minded bands. 
Pebbles, Psychedelic States and many other 
collaborations were formed that spread 
freaky, technicolor garage rock music all 
over the world. Don’t take my word for it. 
For those of you who don’t know about it, 
please check it out and let me know what 
your opinion is!
Email me discosucks666@gmail.com
Stay Strange America
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Charlie Sherman                                                     

                                                                                                    by M. Ross Perkins

  Charlie Sherman had a crippling fear of 
buzzards.
   He assumed that at some point during his 
early childhood, some buzzard or vulture 
had swooped down and plucked him like a 
human radish and had instilled within him 
a phobia that lingered throughout his adult 
life. Having an elementary understanding of 
psychology, he concluded that the memory 
of this mysterious trauma must have been 
deeply repressed by a clever mechanism in 
his brain. 
 He was thankful for this. Because, he 
imagined, if he were able to recall the horror 
of that awful event, he would be much too 
afraid to wander under the open air without 
constantly having to dash between areas of 
shelter. From his house, to his car, to the 
grocery store entrance, back to his car again, 
and so on. That would be like slavery, he 
thought.
 Charlie was generally well-liked by his 
colleagues at Ko-Zee Korner Home 

Furnishings. In June of 1971, he sold a sofa a 
day for the entire month. This was no small 
feat and in honor of the achievement, his 
supervisors awarded him a commemorative 
tie clip in the shape of a loveseat, which he 
tearfully accepted and wore to work every 
day with pride. He was known to suffer from 
no major disabilities nor medical ailments, 
only male pattern baldness and occasional 
flares of eczema. 
   As far as anyone could tell, Charlie was a 
typical, sane, and rational citizen. However, 
none of his friends and co-workers had even 
the slightest knowledge of his strong, anti-
buzzard sentiments.
  Charlie lived in a suburb of San Diego, 
3 miles from Ko-Zee Korner Home 
Furnishings, in a modest 2-bedroom ranch 
style home. To the future observer, it would 
seem that his entire life was sewn with 
green polyester that smelled like Benson & 
Hedges, Alberto VO5 shampoo, and motor 
oil. He had never married and had only ever 
once been with a woman, Betty Carmichael, 
who was homely even in the prime of her 
adolescence. In 1959, she had allowed him 
to have his way with her, an act that they 
both found anticlimactic. She later died of 
cervical cancer.
  Once, an edition of the local newspaper 
had been delivered to Charlie’s door, 
displaying a giant color photograph of 
a California Condor on the front page, 
under the headline: Endangered Condor 
Population Shows Signs of Rebound. This 
prompted him to write a lengthy op-ed 
denouncing the shortcomings of modern 
American journalism, which the paper 
declined to publish on the grounds that 
it was a gross overreaction to the subject 
of the piece. The language, they said, 
was a “menagerie of offensive logic and 
juvenile clichés [that eventually] drove our 
copywriter to addiction.” Charlie scowled 
and chalked the rejection up to the left-
wing, environmentalist conspiracy and for 
several weeks, he peered through his mail 
slot cautiously before retrieving the daily 
issue. “No god damned vultures today,” he 
said to his cat, Muffins. Charlie often used 
this kind of language, when in the privacy 
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Charlie Sherman                                                     

                                                                                                    by M. Ross Perkins

of his home and speaking to Muffins, who 
of course was made to stay indoors, always. 

. . .
  On one occasion, he was standing at a gas 
pump when he spotted a circling black dot in 
the air, swinging like one of those miniature 
motorized airplanes that were made to be 
tethered to the center of a child’s ceiling. 
“Buzzard!” he said, through gritted teeth, in 
an exclamatory whisper. 
   It was then that he noticed a young mother 
on the sidewalk, pushing a small infant 
in a stroller. Frantically, he rushed toward 
her and attempted to rescue the child, 
but was unable to release the plastic safety 
buckle before being struck squarely under 
the chin by the lady’s curious uppercut. 
Charlie’s front teeth bit painfully into his 
tongue, which began to bleed a little. (His 
immediate thought was that the scent of 
the blood would only further entice that 
vulture, as if the flesh of the child wasn’t 
enough.)
  Amidst much clamor and shouting and 
hullabaloo, Charlie tried to explain the 
urgency of the situation, but found that 
the woman was too naïve. She would never 
realize what a courageous hero he was being. 
Charlie twitched and stammered. 
  “You’d better wise up, lady, y’understand, 
‘cause those things are like goddamned 
Stuka dive bombers, up there. Yeah, you 
goddamned better believe it, alright. An’ 
then y’go and sock me in the goddamned 
jaw like that...” 
  He then tried his best to imitate the 
terrifying trademark sound of a vulture in 
attack descent, which amused the oblivious 
child. But being that the lady was too young 
to have endured the horror of the second 
World War, she had never known of a Stuka 
dive bomber and demanded an immediate 
apology. Charlie became offended and 
steadfastly refused, until finally, at the 
behest of the station’s assistant manager, he 
left before the authorities got involved. “Last 
time I risk my neck for some goddamned 
idiot baby,” he growled as he chirped the 
tires, fishtailed, and sped away. He touched 
his fingers to his tongue and assessed the 
bleeding, which made him furious. Charlie 
hurriedly rolled down the window and 
shouted back towards the scene of the 
incident, “I don’t need this shit!” His lip 
began to stiffen and quiver, and tears welled 

up in his eyes. Quietly in the background, 
The Yardbirds were playing their hit song, 
“For Your Love,” over the local radio. 
Charlie increased the treble, the highest 
end of the frequency spectrum where a tin 
can becomes shrapnel, but he decided that 
he hated the shit and clicked it off.

. . .
  One day, several months later, a very 
peculiar thing happened which changed the 
life of Charlie Sherman forever.
   He woke up on a Sunday at his usual hour, 
roughly 6:30 in the morning. Muffins was 
at his feet, slightly stirred, looking annoyed, 
and appearing to need a few more minutes 
to get up-and-at-’em. Charlie sat up and 
swung his legs over the side of the twin bed. 
  He immediately noticed that something 
was amiss. A funk in the atmosphere, 
unsettling. He glanced at the house slippers 
by his nightstand and wondered if perhaps 
he was only detecting a fluctuation in the 
weather or an impending lunar event of 
some kind. After all, Muffins was unfazed 
and in his normal mode of apathy. But 
something was different nevertheless and 
he wasn’t sure exactly what it was.
  In the shower, Charlie couldn’t seem to 
shake the strange uneasiness. He squirted a 
dime-sized blob of Alberto VO5 shampoo 
into the palm of his hand and stared down 
at it, momentarily losing track of what 
he was doing. He shuddered and sighed. 
Then as he proceeded to wash his hair, he 
felt some minor palpitations in his heart. 
This worried him. But he finished cleaning 
himself and wrote the feeling in his chest off 
to common jitters. 
  By mid-day however, his restless anxiety 
had still yet to pass. Charlie had just begun 
to sit down in his Ko-Zee Korner recliner 
when the phone rang out suddenly, causing 
another palpitation. He rolled his eyes and 
grumbled as he lifted himself to answer the 
call. It was his friend, Jerry Tomlin, whom 
he’d met years ago in the Navy. Charlie had 
received a medical discharge after serving 
only 2 months on a Destroyer, the USS 
Edson, during the early days of the Vietnam 
War. 
  “How the hell are ya, Sherm?” squawked 
Jerry, on the other end of the line. Charlie 
hated being called “Sherm,” but he had 
always let Jerry slide, on account of their 
long history. And Charlie typically cited 

this permissiveness as an example of his 
non-confrontational demeanor, when he 
practiced hypothetical first-date banter in 
his head. The conversation carried on.
  “Oh, you know,” said Charlie, with a 
forced chuckle and a hint of irritation. 
“What’s new, Jerry?” 
  Jerry’s voice was always far too loud on the 
phone.
  “Well, hey boy, I’m callin’ to see if you’d 
be up for coming down to La Mesa for the 
day. We’re taking the Skylark out and I 
thought, hey what the hell, let’s call up old 
Sherm and see if we can’t get him out of 
the house for a while. You feel like gettin’ 
the wind in your hair? You ain’t got much 
left, but, uh...” He guffawed, which caused 
the speaker in the handset to vibrate and 
tickle Charlie’s eardrum. Jerry Tomlin was 
perhaps the only person in the universe at 
that time who would have been entertained 
by a quip about Charlie’s male pattern 
baldness.
  Charlie hesitated. He wasn’t wild about 
the idea of riding in the Skylark. He had 
a dream once that a California Condor 
swooped down and snatched the scalp off 
his head, while he and Jerry were riding 
with the top down. Jerry tried to give chase, 
but in the dream he was driving from the 
back seat and the buzzard wore Charlie’s 
commemorative loveseat tie clip on its wing. 
   “Aw, I don’t know, Jerry...”
    “Now, I ain’t gonna hear that, now Sherm. 
You get your ass out here and see these new 
Mags I put on. What’s it been? Seven, eight 
months now?”
  Jerry always used the word now a lot. 
   Charlie ceded. Although he wouldn’t admit 
it to Jerry, he thought this might actually be 
a good remedy for the inexplicable nagging 
feeling in his head. He sighed again and 
tried to sound even more inconvenienced.
  “Alright, alright, goddamn it,” Charlie 
mumbled, “Gimme a half hour.” 
  He hunched over the kitchen sink and 
pinched the bridge of his nose tightly. 
With a heavy groan, he mentally assured 
himself that there were only about 50 or so 
California Condors left on the planet, so 
the odds of one scalping him in the back 
seat of that Buick were very much in his 
favor. Besides that, if one did happen to 
show up, it’d probably get scared off by all 
the people wanting to take photos and pet it 
and admire the disgusting thing.
  He took up his keys and stepped out, 

peeking nervously into the sky for any sign of 
buzzard activity. All clear. On the doormat 
below him was the Sunday edition, free of 
any alarming photographs or headlines, 
which came as a relief. 
  As he locked the deadbolt, his stomach 
let out an audible growl. He was hungry, 
aching hungry, and yet nothing sounded 
even remotely appetizing. He thought about 
stopping at Wenson’s drive-in, but the idea 
of digesting a hamburger made him have to 
cover his mouth for a moment.
  Route 52 was Charlie’s preferred route to 
La Mesa, albeit several minutes out of the 
way. He enjoyed the few miles of quiet and 
free-flowing highway on the edge of the San 
Clemente Canyon, which was known for 
its large sycamore trees. As he merged onto 
52, he clicked off the radio and cracked his 
window slightly. 
  It was at this moment, when the San 
Clemente air began to circulate around 
the inside of the vehicle, that Charlie first 
noticed it: a smell, out in the distance.

. . .
   The scent was oddly familiar to him. Sweet 
almost, like a bakery bun, but also with 
mildly sour notes which hovered beneath. 
It invoked a deja vu, reviving some far-off 
memory that he could not quite locate. 
He squinted and stuck his nose out like a 
rabbit, taking in short, rapid bursts of air 
and trying his best to analyze the smell. It 
seemed to be getting closer, he determined. 
Straightening up in his seat, he peered over 
the steering wheel with an expression of 
dismay and curious confusion on his face. 
Slowing down as he drove further, the scent 
became more and more intense, and with 
that intensity came a most peculiar trigger 
in the mind of Charlie Sherman. 
  Never before had he experienced such 
a heightened awareness of his own nasal 
sense. As minutes and lines and highway 
signs blurred by, he became frustrated 
and annoyed, muttering to himself, 
“Goddamned smell, what is that?...That 
smell, I know that smell...” 
  Soon, however, he became distracted by 
the highway as it began to wind from East to 
South. A hundred yards ahead, he could see 
the landscape suddenly open up into a great, 
massive desert plain. And furthermore, the 
sky above the clearing was completely free 
and unscathed. Not a single cloud, nor 
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aircraft, nor bird could be seen for miles. 
Charlie leaned forward, gazing straight 
upward through the windshield and was 
instantly taken by the absolute, undeniable 
buzzardlessness of it all. 
  Still, the infatuating smell grew even 
closer, until it seemed as though it was 
directly beneath his nose. His pulse slowed 
and became heavier. He felt separated from 
himself.
   He pulled onto the shoulder of the 
highway and shifted the car into park. 
Continuing to stare upward, entranced by 
the calming relief of a sky so void of any 
vulture threat, he breathed steadily. But 
after several moments of awe and wonder, 
he so happened to glance to his right. 
At last, there she was: the source of that 
incredible, familiar smell. 
  Outside, no more than 50 yards from where 
Charlie had suddenly and unpredictably 
parked, the mangled carcass of an adult 
female deer lay strewn across a patch of 
rusty desert dirt.

. . .
   Charlie froze, unable to pull his gaze from 
the calm and grotesque sight before him. 

His eyes became glassy and his jaw fell open 
slowly, a look not unlike that of a freshly 
fixed junkie slipping into a blurry, pacified 
hole. As he stared at the carcass, his head 
slouched downward toward his chest and 
three ripples of neck fat appeared beneath 
his chin. His mouth hung open and his eyes 
remained fixed on the deer, all the while. 
Charlie blinked. Behind the lobes of his 
ears, he felt a sour, biting pinch. 
   He was salivating.
   Without looking away, he steadily opened 
the car door and stepped outside, blearily 
glancing only for an instant to check for 
circlers. Leaving the door ajar, he ran his 
fingers along the warm hood of the car, and 
stepped softly with caution as he started 
toward the doe. Each dazed footstep felt like 
minutes and his hands hung motionless, 
unswinging at his sides. Something was 
happening, he thought. Something both 
inside and outside of himself that he had 
neither the strength, nor the comprehension 
to control.
   As he came within a few feet of her, he 
began to shamefully cry like a child, guilty 
and scolded. Hesitating for a moment, he 
glanced over his shoulder and muttered 
desperately through the tears, pleading 
with himself, “No, Charlie. No...No, that’s 
horrible, Charlie...” He glanced around 
again, as if he was being watched.
   He took a step forward, hesitated again, 
and momentarily took another step 
backwards. But this flight reflex would 
last only seconds and within mere seconds 
more, Charlie was on his knees beside her, 
horrified.
 Weeping hysterically and screaming 
out to himself in hideous, compounded 
realization, Charlie’s vision became black. 
He cried out again and, without decision, 
senselessly plunged his teeth into the fur, 
ripping and tearing and shredding with 
violence and ferocity unloaded. And as he 
chewed, endless tears streamed down his 
face. And he chewed again and shrieked in 
horror. And he sobbed and shouted with 
his mouth completely full, saying only “Oh 
God! Oh God! Oh God!” And he coughed 
up that petition to heaven and he choked 
on those words and he choked on that deer. 
And when his eyes became wide enough 
with terror and shock and confusion, his 
vision returned (tinted red) and he watched 
his own hands. He had no desire to stop 
them, whatsoever.

   Bearing down on top of Charlie Sherman, 
through every moment of weeping and 
chewing and tearing and wailing, the 
horrors of humanity rolled in a massive, 
jagged wheel. 
  At once, there was his mother, her body 
torn apart inside an automobile, her face 
crushed and still recognizable. Her left ear, 
torn and dangling, as they said it was. A rag 
doll, rolling in the wheel. 
  There was his father, smoking, belt in 
hand, having emptied a bottle of liquor 
onto Charlie’s bare, prepubescent back. 
Slamming the belt, once, twice, seven, nine 
times. He heard himself pleading, “I’m 
sorry, daddy! I’m sorry, daddy!” Charlie 
tasted his father’s liquor, rolling in the 
wheel.
   There was Betty Carmichael, screaming in 
pleasure, a dozen men inside her, climaxing 
endlessly as she begs for abject humiliation. 
Laughing and screaming, “Charlie! It feels 
incredible, Charlie!” Betty Carmichael and 
her pitiful cervix rolled in the wheel and 
Charlie watched her tumble. 
  A thousand pulling triggers, a thousand 
exploding temples, a thousand limp bodies! 
My Lai, Dresden, the gouging of eyes, the 
pounding of fists, the burning of cities, 
the rape of a million silent daughters and 
sons, rolling and rolling! And in the very 
bottom, beneath the heap of wrath, rolling 
in the wheel, pulled to its outer rim by 
heinous centrifugal torture, there was 
Charlie, chewing and spitting and sobbing. 
A beast of mind, a beast of teeth. And as the 
mutilation continued, the deer contorted. 
Her hind leg stiffened and rose upward. 
45 degrees at first, then further. The leg 
flinched and shook and, with each second, 
rose further until it stood directly upward 
like an obelisk.
  Just then, in the midst of all this awful, 
incomprehensible chaos, the sound of a 
muffled radio crept upon him. A group 
of 5 unsuspecting, debonair teenagers, out 
for a drive on the beautiful San Clemente 
Highway, happened to spot Charlie from 
the road. Believing perhaps that he was ill 
or in need of assistance, they pulled over 
several yards ahead of his car, disengaged 
their engine, and presented themselves. 
Charlie didn’t notice, of course. He 
remained crouched, with his back to them.

. . .
  “The hell’s he doing out there,” one of 

the teenagers said quietly to another. The 
boys were wearing letterman jackets from 
a local high school. The girls were dressed 
in matching pleated skirts with flashy white 
socks and sweaters. 
   In their own oblivious conversation, the 
two young ladies giggled about an unpresent 
third-party, a girl at school named Kelly 
Trope. They said that Kelly was a slut 
because her father was poor.
  After a moment, one boy, the largest of 
the three, stepped forward and shouted, 
“Hey, mister!...Mister, say, what’s going on 
out there?”
  Charlie heard the voice calling out from 
behind him and froze.
   The kids glanced at each other, then back 
at Charlie, who was still huddled and visibly 
panting.
   “Mister?”
   Charlie rose slowly.
  He dropped his hands to his side and 
turned to them with eyes full of shame and 
shock and terror and hatred. His clothes, 
his face, his hands, all were stained dark 
brown with blood. The girls let out horrified 
screams in tandem. One boy held his hand 
over his mouth, looking very much like 
someone about to become sick. Another 
grabbed a wad of hair at the back of his own 
head with a scream lodged in the bottom of 
his throat, like in a dream. The third boy 
doubled over and puffed frantically on an 
asthma inhaler. Charlie, meanwhile, crept 
towards them as if possessed. And then, a 
very unlikely thing happened.
  Charlie crouched low to the ground and 
splayed his arms out like a marionette. His 
eyes shot intensely calm, territorial daggers 
at the petrified youths and he began to bob 
his head fluidly forward and backward and 
forward again, quickly and repeatedly. 
  One of the boys cried out, “He must be 
some kind of faggot or something!” 
  Charlie Sherman stared stone-faced as 
he bobbed his head again and again until 
finally, with a roar of agony, he vomited 
painfully in their direction. One of the boys 
jumped back instinctively, although well 
outside of Charlie’s range. The girls both 
screamed, over and over and louder and 
louder in the clamor of the moment, before 
prancing terrified back to the car as the boys 
followed. The larger boy fired the ignition 
and the blaring radio resumed suddenly. As 
they sped away, kicking gravel underneath, 
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    The Perfect Holiday Punch

Here’s a great recipe for ________ punch that will keep everyone 

________through any holiday party! First, you need ________ gallons 

of ________ for the base of the punch. This will balance out all the 

________ liquor we are about to add. Next, pick your favorite type of 

rum from ________ and add an amount suitable for the ________ you 

are entertaining. This step will dictate how the party goes, so don’t add so 

much that grandma ________ ends up ________ in the afternoon while 

your ________ uncle ________ ends up getting into a drunken rage that 

ends with the Christmas Tree in a ________. Finally, be sure to add tons 

of ________fruit. Once you have all the ingredients in the ________, 

________ it thoroughly so everything is mixed. Give it a taste, ________ 

in a ________and serve!  
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noun

adjective

Telephone’s phrasal template word game

adjective

city group of people

number

verb

adjective

noun

adjective

emotion
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verb
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the refrain of Linda Ronstadt’s Different 
Drum, muffled, was leaking loudly through 
the windows.
  Charlie began to weep again, as the kids 
careened away. He covered his face with 
his hands and collapsed onto his knees, 
coughing and trying to catch a breath 
between his sobs. Life had always been a 
game of make-believe. And Charlie knew 
that, now. He opened his eyes. 
  Before him stood three vultures, pacing, 
distantly investigating, and confused. They 
cocked their heads and rolled their necks 
towards the ground, trying to assess him.
  Charlie wiped his nose. He locked his eyes 
upon the three massive birds and gritted 

his teeth. Glaring, unwavering, he saw 
inside their beady eyes the mark of familiar, 
unmistakable disgust. He hissed. And in 
an instant, the vultures took to the sky, 
horrified.
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The Joy of Coloring: Snuffleupagus’ Beginnings BEN Riddlebarger
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