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Leading Ladies of the Nerd World                  
                                                                                   by Jasmine Myrick

When I say “strong females,” what do you 
think of?
    Some of us think of our mothers. Some of 
us think of women in positions of political 
and professional power. Others even think 
of women who have taken a strong claim to 
their sexualities. If you thought of all three 
in some strange Oedipus-fuelled fantasy of 
Hillary Clinton in fishnet stockings…Well, 
to each their own.
   As I’m sure we all know, we as a society 
have to go out of our way to find strong 
females in mainstream media. Yeah, there’s 
Oprah, Ellen, Margaret Thatcher—even J.K 
Rowling and Lena Dunham. But all of these 
women are the heads of either government 
or some multi-million dollar ideas. (Right 
on, ladies!) But the ladies that we’re exposed 
to on a minute-to-minute basis are typically 
actresses and singers who unfortunately 
are, more often than not, sexualized for our 
entertainment. 
   Now, don’t get me wrong— as I said earlier, 
it’s a woman’s prerogative to take control of 
her sexuality in whatever way she sees fit. 
However, we all know that’s not what is 
going on when certain famous youths decide 
to wear flesh-toned latex and twerk on 

10. Princess Zelda (The Legend of Zelda): 
Yeah, she’s always getting kidnapped. 
But when she’s not, she’s typically full of 
knowledge. She is absolutely integral to 
Link being able to fight the forces of evil.
9. Lightning (Final Fantasy XII): A wicked 
fighter, she knows what she wants and she 
won’t let anyone stand in her way.
8. Riza Hawkeye (Full Metal Alchemist): 
An occasionally maternal figure to the two 
young protagonists. And she’s a damned 
fiend with a firearm.
7. Katniss Everdeen (The Hunger Games): 
Not only does she manage to outsmart the 
tyrannical Capitol during the actual games 
themselves, but by being the first dissenter in 
seventy-five years, this teenage girl manages 
to single-handedly lead a revolution.
6. Samus Aran (Metroid): One of the 
original badass ladies, she saves the universe 
on countless occasions and doesn’t even 
need the orange suit to do it.
5. Cercei Lanister (Song of Ice and Fire/
Game of Thrones): Unlike the others, 
Cercei is definitely a villain, but she is just 
as underhanded, driven, and brilliant as any 
of her male counterparts.
4. Hermione Granger (Harry Potter): A 
necessary tier of the magical trio, she is the 
brains of the operation. Not only is she 
the brightest witch of her age, but she has 
unwaveringly stood by her friends in the 
face of death more times than I can count.
3. Wonder Woman: By setting the paradigm 
of female heroes since 1941, she is literally 
the female Superman.
2. Daenerys Targaeryen (Song of Ice and 
Fire/Game of Thrones): An exiled princess 
of the Khaleesi, she is determined, strong, 
and compassionate—traits the will serve her 
well as she peruses the Iron Throne.
1. Buffy Summers (Buffy the Vampire 
Slayer): Realizing that there were forces 
that were bigger than her or any of her 
friends, she sacrificed any chance of being 
a normal person and having a normal life. 
She sacrificed relationships with those she 
loved, in order to claim the title of the 
Slayer and protect innocent people from the 
demons and the forces of darkness.

 I applaud these ladies and any of the 
dozens of others who could have been 
included on the list. After looking this 
over, it’s easy to understand why any of us 
would take chainmail, a sharp mind, and a 
reliable team of comrades over a Grammy 
and millions of dollars, any day.

national television. That is her being used 
as a sexual object in order to bring in more 
money for whatever agent and corporation 
represents her, plain and simple.
  Fortunately, for us in the nerd world, we 
have a myriad of strong females who don’t 
answer to anyone and don’t have to rely 
on T&A to get the job done. This is, of 
course, after you eliminate harem anime 
and Princess Peach (an idiot always getting 
kidnapped; just carry some damn mace!) In 
comparison, we’re probably a lot better off 
than the young men and women who rely 
on mainstream television as their primary 
sources of entertainment. Our ladies have 
strong female role models who kick ass 
and take names, while still maintaining 
approachability and a semblance of 
femininity, whatever that may mean to 
them. Our men see these same women and 
gain a respect for them as self-sufficient, 
autonomous beings, rather than sexual 
objects.
  As I’m writing this the New Year is slowly 
approaching, and in the spirit of the season, 
I’m going to give you guys my top ten killer 
queens of the nerd world.

Toasted 
Ciabatta

Grilled 
Porketta

Sauteed 
Red 
Onion

Pineapple

Cream 
Cheese

Sweet 
BBQ 
Sauce.

Pig Kahuna

Rob Barrows
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Leading Ladies of the Nerd World                  
                                                                                   by Jasmine Myrick

Lap Dances for the Newly Unemployed         
                                                                   by Kristina Bringman

  Up until recently, I had a fairly limited 
knowledge of gentlemen’s clubs, aside from 
that one night I fancied myself a dancer at 
the age of nineteen, when I passed out in the 
dressing room before my shift ended.  So on 
the day I lost my job, a friend of mine had 
the grand idea to blow off some steam at 
a local strip club.  I suggested trivia, wings, 
and beer but his heart was set on the female 
anatomy. Pasties trumped trivia, so off we 
went on our voyeuristic adventure.
    Now, we’ve all seen movies that either vilify 
or glamorize the pole, but the experience I 
encountered initially that night had me 
in a twisted state of dichotomy where the 
lines of empowerment and objectification 
were a little blurry. The feminist within was 
conflicted.  Watching the women on stage, 
it was almost a catch-22 at times. I went 
from “hell yeah” to an almost pitying “oh 
sweetie,” before I really took it for what it 
is: CHOICE. Just like choosing to dye your 

hair or choosing to get liposuction, it might 
not be for everyone, but it’s a personal 
decision. Claiming power and using it 
is a very dominant move. Some argue 
degradation, but if someone owns it and 
pursues of her own free will, who is anyone 
else to judge? (Let’s redirect any judgment to 
where it really belongs: one’s taste in music.)    
    After my lap dance from the tall, Eastern 
European blonde, I saw the power she 
emitted but also flashes of movies and 
newsreels in my mind, showing the darker 
side of the business. There is, without 
a doubt, a human trafficking problem; 
women are drugged and coerced to be sex 
workers throughout the world, but that’s for 
another article.  
   Hit the rewind button to 1993. My 
four hour stint started with an interview, 
a suggestion to head to the tanning bed 
the next day, and being told to tell the 
bartender I was under 21 at the start of 

my shift. At this particular club in the 
early ‘90’s, you had to “make drinks.” This 
meant that if you worked a six hour shift, 
you needed seven drinks to be purchased 
for you in order to get your hourly wage 
for the night. Otherwise, you owed the 
house the difference. So when I was asked 
by the bartender if I was “old enough,” as 
the first patron bought a drink for me, my 
immediate thought to that very open-ended 
question was “if I’m old enough to deal 
with this shit…” And before I knew it, the 
thought translated into an audible “yes.”  I 
ignored the manager’s suggestion to subtly 
order a screwdriver (code name: orange 
juice, for the not-quite-legal) and proceeded 
to make all my required drinks. I didn’t 
finish my shift due to an impromptu nap in 
the back, so I walked out of there with tips 
only, no hourly time paid. Needless to say, I 
realized that the hustling mentality of small 
talk and flirting for cash wasn’t for me and 
I never returned.
    A friend of mine worked in the clubs 
from the early to mid ‘90’s and later 
returned for a year in 2000.  Upon 
describing my recent outing, she recanted 
her time as a dancer.  Starting in 1991, she 
worked at a variety of clubs throughout 
Dayton and also spent a year on the road 
with a female burlesque review. Her first 
night, she said she had to get drunk to have 
enough nerve to get on stage (as I did, also) 
but after that, she enjoyed it. “It was all 
about how you interacted with the crowd 
and the performance. It honestly wouldn’t 
have been any different if I had been 
wearing clothes.  I never felt objectified or 
degraded.  I was comfortable with myself 
and chose to do the job.”  
   She elaborated on her motivation to do 
go into the business: “I was 19 and a single 
mom. I was there to pay bills and take 
care of my daughter and it was a quick, 
temporary fix that lingered longer than it 
should have. It worked for the time that I 
needed it. There were many girls, including 
me, who became caught up in the lifestyle 
that can sometimes accompany the job, like 
drugs, alcohol, and partying off-site with 
customers. I was wild and caught up for 
a bit, but eventually being rich one night 
and broke the next grew old for me. If you 
just get in, make your money, stay out of 
potentially harmful situations, and then go 
home, you’ll be fine.”
   After returning to the business for a 
short time in 2000, she said the industry 
had changed dramatically in the five year 
span that she was gone. The booths were 
a new development, as was the pressure to 

go “above and beyond.” To her, the patrons 
and dancers alike had changed. Looking 
back, she realizes it was her. Although she 
admits to a small amount of regret (but 
quickly added that she thinks that’s true 
with anything in life), for the most part, she 
had fun. She also stated that, mentally, it 
was a very hard job at times and that it was 
definitely not easy money.    
    While I did notice the difference between 
the boundaries at the club I attended 
compared to the clubs of years gone by, 
it once again came down to the personal 
choice of each individual dancer.  I saw one 
older dancer stumbling around on stage, 
clearly drunk, then in the next second I 
was having a conversation with a 21 year-old 
who “doesn’t drink on the job.” From the 
friendly conversation at the rail to making 
friends in the ladies’ room -- let’s face it, 
nothing brings two females together like 
discussing footwear through the stalls -- I 
have to say that I’d definitely go again. The 
one commonality I noticed was that all the 
women were very respectful of me and each 
asked if my friend was my boyfriend when 
she approached our table. (That would be 
“no.”) All in all, it was a fun and entertaining 
night. Now, for years to come, the day I was 
fired will be overshadowed by the night of 
some good old-fashioned debauchery with a 
good friend…And my first lap dance.
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DIY: Terrarium Globe        
                                                               w  by lisa patrick-wright

These globes are simple to make and very 
pleasing to the eye. You can use them as 
ornaments at Christmas and/or hang them 
wherever you like anytime. I used  clippings 
from our spider plant and a six pack of $4 
ornaments for this project.

Supplies
Clear Christmas Ornament/s
Spoon
Dirt
Stick
Small Plant
Water

Step 1: Remove top of ornament, spoon 
in dirt. Fill ornament about a quarter way 
full and pour a small amount of water in 
to dampen.

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

Step 2: Gently fold plant closed and side 
into the globe/ornament as far as you can

Step 3: Take a stick and gently push plant 
deeper into the dirt. Using the stick, cover 
root and pat down surrounding dirt.

Step 4: Place the top back on to the 
ornament and hang. Finished!

217 N Broad St • Fairborn 
937.878.2171
www.WagnerSubaru.com

Get a great deal on a new Wagner Subaru  
and Subaru will Share the Love and donate $250 to 
your choice of charity now through January 2, 2014.

Purchase as low as

APR Financing
for up to  48 months
Now through January 2, 2014. Some 
restrictions apply. See Dealer for Details. 
Subject to Credit Approval.

0.9%
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   Mutha Truckin’ writer’s block. It’s a brain-
dead aluminum cage with dumb-dumb 
siding and I have been living inside of it for 
weeks. I open Google Docs. (I’m so inept as a 
writer that I don’t even know if and/or how I 
should trademark that. I mean, isn’t Google a 
verb now? And how do people make those 
tiny trademark symbols, anyway?) Then, 
I start typing about Roseanne or that guy 
who bit my guitar or serving that Puddle of 
Mudd band one time at that one restaurant, 
and I can’t get past two paragraphs that are 

The Point... and How to Lose It              
                                                           by Mindy Parade

DIY: Terrarium Globe        
                                                               w  by lisa patrick-wright

full of bologna. The ideas are there, I swear! 
But I’m starting to think that they are too 
there.
    My ideas for recent articles are too plentiful 
and too detailed, that I can not even focus. I 
can not squeeze one story out of my wired 
brain to form a measly 800 words and send it 
off to the editor with my usual apology and 
‘tail between the legs’ disclaimer. So, instead 
of apologizing to the editor solely, I’d like to 
extend that apology to you, if you are even 
still reading this garbage.

I’m sorry. (How many words is that now?)
  Maybe since there is too much on my mind 
to fashion one coherent story line, I’ll treat 
this as a diary entry and write whatever 
comes to mind. First off, it’s Christmas time.
   Christmas Time is Crazy Time! Strip away 
family and/or a partner and Christmas 
becomes a bleak, dark reminder of everyone’s 
happy family partner time and I wanna punch 
it in its red, white, and green face. I would 
totally be holed up inside a bottle of cheap 
whiskey, if it weren’t for the saving grace 
of a seven year old Rocket Man. He makes 
me forgo groceries to be able to afford him 
CRAP, just so I can make him happy. That’s 
what being a parent is all about: participating 
in a consumer-driven society and buying that 
damn Lego (trademark?) set just so you don’t 
feel guilty or inadequate.
     Next up, New Years!
    Screw the new year! Damn the old year. 
I don’t care. I don’t make resolutions or 

revelations. I make a great balloon drop in 
my living room for a tiny dude who wishes 
it lasted longer and then we go to bed. The 
End.
     Okay, fine. I should obviously make a 
resolution to write more. I have been slacking 
lately and can not put my finger on the why. 
I know all the tips and tricks, I am just not 
that into utilizing them, for some reason. In 
case you find yourself suffering from a case of 
writer’s block, I’ll let you in on the secrets of 
the trade. (Apparently.)
     Don’t be afraid to write something terrible! 
Write what you know! Write in a different 
location! Use a different writing implement! 
Talk to an imaginary friend! Goof around on 
Facebook! Learn how to put that damn tiny 
™ next to Facebook!
     Who are these suggestions even for? They 
are way too clean and square for me. Let me 
offer you my advice for writer’s block: Get 
drunk. It works. There is a famous saying by 
a famous dude somewhere that states, “Write 
Drunk. Edit Sober.” I say, “Write Drunk. 
Make the Editor Edit That Shit.” If you 
don’t have an editor, send it to me. I’m sober 
sometimes and long for human interaction.
     More advice for writer’s block? Take drugs. 
I don’t really take drugs but I want you to. 
And I want you to tell me what becomes 
of that. Drugs allow you access the parts of 
your brain that you can’t normally reach or 
normally don’t want to. If you can figure out 
how to take drugs and type or write, please 
do share it with me. I adore that sort of thing.
     My last piece of advice is actually the 
same as one of the professional slivers: write 
what you know. But, dude. Write what 
you really know. Write about the awful, 
awkward scenario of losing your virginity. Or 
losing a loved one. Or losing your teeth. Or 
losing your mind. Because that is the shit that 
people can relate to and like to hear about. 
There is nothing quite like a real, honest, 
uncomfortable, dumb, funny, but interesting 
story to put people in the mood.
     So I covered Christmas, New Years, and 
Writer’s Block, all in one fell swoop. I do not 
know what ‘One Fell Swoop’ means, but I use 
it all the time. I made the 800 word count, 
so that’s good. I also made the deadline for 
submitting this article, so that’s good too.
     And by ‘made the deadline’ I mean ‘wrote 
this at the last minute and emailed it in...one 
week late.’ (836 words, not counting these.)

  Mindy Parade is lonely and wants you to text her about 
your thoughts on the Quadratic Formula. She has a blog 
thingy over at ConversingWithEarthlings.wordpress.
com. You can email her atmissmockduck@gmail.com

"Let me offer you my advice for writer’s block: Get drunk. It 
works. There is a famous saying by a famous dude somewhere that 

states, “Write Drunk. Edit Sober.” I say, “Write Drunk. Make the 
Editor Edit That S**t.” If you don’t have an editor, send it to me. 

I’m sober sometimes and long for human interaction."
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Shaking in a cold driver’s seat, I waited for the 
engine of my car to warm up on an unusually 
cold fall night. I say it was ‘night’ because it was 
dark—though it was barely six o’clock. Muscles 
seizing up with involuntary shivering, I began to 
wonder how human beings survived winter at all.

The Moon (TM): If you’re looking for the 
Mexican blanket, it’s behind the seat.

I looked out the rear window at a glowing full 
moon, hovering behind the wet exhaust and crisp, 
black air that stood between my eyes and its face.

Victoria Harley (VH): That is you right, 
and not some fun, new carbon monoxide 
leak?
TM: Well, I’m no mechanic.
VH: Good eyes, though. I knew I kept a 
blanket in here.
TM: Not at all. 
VH: Sorta forgot you were there.
TM: It’s tough to compete with the light 
pollution. Don’t you ever just turn things 
off?
VH: But how else will I know that Pepsi is 
Dayton’s number one soft drink?

Verneshot and Hot Rocks: An Interview with the Moon                 
                                                                                        by Victoria Harley

TM: There’s too much to compete with 
these days.
VH: I will admit, the last time I noticed 
moonlight was the last time I was without 
power. 
TM: See? I’ve become invisible.
VH: As a light source, that was the last 
time I noticed you.
TM: Right, that’s the sun you’re thinking 
of.
VH: Are we gonna do this? Do I have to 
boost up your confidence to an uncaring 
world? Because, trust me, if they don’t 
care now—
TM: I’m not that needy. I do have resources 
of my own. I just like to corner people in 
these types of situations.
VH: Situations?
TM: Waiting for your car to warm up. Or 
your dog to take a shit. Or your cigarette to 
run its course. I’m always there.
VH: Always?
TM: Well, most of the time.
VH: It’s hard to vouch for you. You seem 
to have a different face every day. 
TM: And you don’t?
VH: Well, I guess I look a bit older.

The frost from the windshield began to slide down 
over the wipers as melting snow dripped from the 
tail pipe of the car.

TM: Does that bother you?
VH: A little. If we’re going to be honest...
TM: Road damage is a part of life. Yellow 
teeth is the sign of a life well-loved.
VH: You seem to have kept yourself pearly 
white. How old are you?
TM: If we’re going to be honest, four and 
a half.
VH: Four and a half what?
TM: Billion. Years.
VH: Is that all?
TM: My agent advised me not to spread it 
around.
VH: Well, from where I sit, you look pretty 
good to me. But then again, I don’t have 
the best long-distance vision.
TM: Near-sightedness has run rampant. 
VH: But it works in your favor. 
TM: That it does. I’ve been mistaken for a 
planet, a god, and a finish line, all within 
a few thousand years. The Sumerians were 
the first to take an interest. They didn’t 
know what to make of me, but they took 
heavy notes anyway. China still celebrates 
me through festivals and art, while others 
blame me for causing illness, madness, and 
hysteria. Most rational beings recognize the 
me as a convenient timepiece, a periodic 
recurrence one might base their calendar 
on. For better or worse, I’ve remained a 
public figure for some time.
VH: A celebrity and a villain. What more 
notoriety could you ask for? Do all the 
songs and stories mean nothing? Pink 
Floyd?
TM: Saucerful of Secrets was better.
VH: Possibly. Probably.
TM: Listen, I used to be a muse, forever out of 
reach, surrounded in mystery and enigmatic 
vapor of imagination. Composers, painters, 
writers. Henry Mancini owes his career to 
“Me River.” (That’s what I’d have called it 
anyway.) Jules Verne, H. G. Wells, Arthur 
C. Clark, Isaac Asimov, and C.S. Lewis 
crafted tales of colonization, lost histories, 
and undefined futures. In Verne’s From the 
Earth to the Moon, he tells a story about 
The Baltimore Gun Club trying to construct 
an enormous cannon for the purpose of 
firing men into space in a giant bullet. It 
didn’t take long for other skeptics to piss 
on Verne’s science. Konstantin Tsiolkovsky, 
Soviet rocket scientist, concluded that in 
order for a cannon of space travel to work, 
it would have to be implausibly long. Robert 
Heinlein had a huge boner for Me-related 



 | 13

Verneshot and Hot Rocks: An Interview with the Moon                 
                                                                                        by Victoria Harley

stories. My favorite imagined me as a penal 
colony for Earth-- a massive prison for 
political dissidents.
VH: The Moon is a Harsh Mistress.
TM: Yes it is.
VH: I mean..Nevermind. So, you were 
mysterious and alluring. What happened? 
TM: I’ll tell you what happened. In 1969 
NASA sent some guys 238,900 miles, so 
that they could take a walk on me. All the 
mystery? Gone. No more charming silent 
French films, or operettas, or science fiction 
stories in the New Yorker. Just moon rocks 
and freeze-dried ice cream.
VH: Well, you have to admit that astronaut 
ice cream is kind of great. When kids paste 
their glow-in-the-dark solar system stars on 
their bedroom ceilings, they spend ample 
time deciding where the moon should go. 
I think we still dream of the moon.
TM: Who is “we?”
VH: Human beings—wolves, bats, owls, 
and a mess of others. It was only a few 
years ago that they made that movie—that 
one with Sam Rockwell.
TM: Somehow, this isn’t helping.
VH: Okay, so you were hot shit in the 60s—
people love a revival. 
TM: Come on. Even in the scientific 
community, it has been a while since anyone 
took me seriously. Not when black holes, 
dark matter, and string theory dominate 
popular astrophysics.
VH: There is popular astrophysics?
TM: I thought for sure this year was going 
to be different, that I’d finally get a shot at 
a comeback. And like so many has-beens, 
I had computers to thank for my meteoric 
rise to the middle.
VH: Well, forgive my ignorance, but what 
made this year so special?
TM: Seriously? Does no one read the—never 
mind. In the last year, detailed computer 
simulations and rigorous chemical analyses 
yielded interesting findings concerning my—
VH: Birth?
TM: Origin. Thanks to those uncomfortably 
revealing Apollo missions of the 1970s, 
scientists found my chemical composition 
nearly identical to the Earth’s mantle. 
VH: Green cheese, right?

The car was rumbling softly now and the warmth 
of the heater had fogged the windows at their 
edges. I tossed the blanket aside and sat up 
straight.

TM: I’m so sick of that joke.
VH: Is that news?
TM: This chemical evidence shaped the 
work of scientists studying theories of 
planetary formation.
VH: But you’re not a planet—
TM: Since the 1970s, scientists believed 
I was the result of a collision between 
Earth and a Mars-sized object. But now 
that these physicists can design highly 

detailed computer simulations modeling 
unobservable phenomena--such as the 
creation of the Moon from the Earth—
they’re finding holes in these explanations. 
VH: Isn’t that relying too heavily on 
computers? How do you know they’ve 
been programmed correctly?
TM: The process is painstaking and 
multidisciplinary. But obviously the 
creation of Earth is something that scientists 
couldn’t have been present for.
VH: It would be a neat trick though.
TM: So anyway, a couple of Ivy-league 
scientists—
VH: Harvard? I bet it was Harvard.
TM: Well, as a matter fact it was Harvard. 
Anyway, when scientists put the giant-
impact model (the current theory of lunar 
formation) to the test, they found problems. 
Turns out, for this theory to hold up, I 
would have to be made of part impactor, 
part Earth. So they tested other leading 
theories, using simulations-- 
VH: Leading theories. I hear a story 
coming.
TM: What? You in a hurry or something?
VH: Sort of.
TM: Everyone’s in a hurry. Always running 
from something.
VH: I’m listening. So you found out you’re 
made from the Earth. Then what?
TM: Oh, you don’t care.
VH: Sure I do. Listen, I realize it can’t be 
easy for you up there, all alone, orbiting an 
inhabited planet. At least you’re not 2006 
RH120.
TM: Who?
VH: See? Even you don’t know it—it’s the 
five meter-wide rock that orbits the sun, 
but like an itinerant uncle, it only re-
enters the Earth-Moon orbit every twenty 
years or so.
TM: Five meters?
VH: Can I ask you something? 
TM: What?
VH: Do you spend a lot of time watching 
the Earth?
TM: You make it sound perverse.
VH: Look on the bright side; yours is a 
quiet world. It hasn’t been mined, trashed, 
or claimed for anyone. Like the empty 
plains of the Old West.
TM: Those plains weren’t empty. Be 
careful—your sense of romance will devour 
you. My days may be numbered.
VH: Well, you live in a dangerous 
neighborhood. 

The snow nearly melted, I cleared my throat and 
shifted gears.

VH: I’m sorry you’re having an identity 
crisis. Maybe the Cold War Space Revival 
of 2025 will cheer you up. Until then, keep 
the flags off your back.
TM: Just do me a favor and turn off a light 
once in a while.
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  My heart was throbbing to the beat of 
a motel vibrating bed. I thrust my shovel 
into a pile of dirt in terror while Miley 
Cyrus’ “Wrecking Ball” screeched out 
the windows of my foreman’s parked car. 
We were building an Aspen castle winter 
home for a business weenie from The 
New York Times. We began at sunrise as 
my boss handed me a Styrofoam cup filled 
with an ominous citrusy liquid, assuring 
me that it would help get the job done. I 
chugged it, assuming it was a hyper-sweet 
energy drink that might add some much 
needed ‘pep in my step.’ Unfortunately, 
it turned out to be a banned internet 
pre-workout super amphetamine called 
Jack3d, which now was furiously running 
through my bloodstream. The harder I 
pushed my shovel into the ground, the 
faster my heart sprinted, and deeper and 
deeper I began to fall into a world of self-
examination. 
  Sometimes when traveling for a long 
while, you begin to lose your sense of 
purpose. (What is my place here? I have 
an entire life in Ohio; family, friends, 
school, a job, a sizable Pokémon card 
collection.) Every time I met a new face, 
they would ask me what I was doing there. 
This was a seemingly simple question. 
However, it can be easily dissected. After 
my contractual lease obligations, I took a 
leave of absence from work and evacuated 
home. I didn’t know what I was looking 
for or where I was going. But I had 
wanted to experience beauty, beauty in a 
stranger’s eyeballs or the way the breeze 
kisses moss on the side of a lonely grotto, 
or the way I feel when looking down into 
my soul. I had no purpose, other than to 
live life in a new way. 
  I had been gone for two weeks. I was 
living in an airstream with no electricity 
that belonged to a man I had never 
met. My bunkmate was a friend from 
Ohio who worked in tree removal. The 
airstream belonged to his boss. The idea 
of an enraged lumberjack man barging 
in and inhaling the overbearing billows 
of body odor, pot smoke, and feet that 
occupied the trailer while I was present 
frightened me, so I decided to try out the 
Aspen temp agency while my friend was 
away. As long as my hands were busy, I 
had a purpose.
  Even day was different at Aspen temp, 
though they always included heavy 
lifting. Brawn seemed to be my only 
skill, considering I was never much 
of a carpenter. Some days, I would be 
lifting furniture into a high end Aspen 
jewelry store. Other days, I would be 
shoveling dirt in an estate tucked behind 
a mountain valley. That particular day, 
I met Cody. He walked into the agency 
with major purpose, his small red face 
freshly pricked from the outdoor cold. 
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He looked straight at me in the waiting 
area and pointed as I was sipping budget 
coffee, eyes reddened from morning 
restlessness. We walked outside together 
and hopped into his black pickup. He 
started his engine and looked at me and 
said, “I hope you like drugs.” 
  Cody was a 21 year old bodybuilder 
from Alaska. He owned a plane and 
used to run a drug smuggling ring until 
things got too hot. He claimed that 
because many Alaskan residents had 
received money from the government 
for drilling rights, they would happily 
pay top dollar for narcotics. His specialty 
was methamphetamine. I could tell by 
the way he fidgeted uncomfortably in his 
seat, by the way his temper instantly lost 
itself during typical conversation, and the 
by way his teeth were nestled uncandidly 
inside his mouth. We passed around a 
joint of Blueberry that he had grown 
legally and we talked about women. The 
way he discussed them was grotesque and 
typical for an uneducated drug kingpin 
boy. “That bitch is cheating on me, I just 
know it. I may seem rock hard on the 
outside, but I go crazy over bitches.” I 
could honestly empathize, though it’s no 
wonder he had problems relating to girls 
when he constantly bragged about how 
much he liked their tits. We arrived to the 
worksite. I unknowingly Jack3ed off and 
we got to work.
  “I fucking knew it; I am going to 
MURDER her.” My heart felt like it was 
being squeezed by an orange juicer. I was 
dancing in dirt, head in the clouds from 
overstimulation. He started screaming. 
“THAT BITCH JUST SENT ME A 
PICTURE OF MY BEST FRIENDS 
COCK IN HER HAND!” He flipped 
over the wheelbarrow in a fit of fury and 
began smashing wooden planks with his 
forehead, splintering them to pieces. He 
then projected his rage onto me. “If you 
even look at me for the rest of the day, I 
will finish you,” he promised. I swallowed 
hard and realized that it wouldn’t have 
been so bad if he hadn’t continued to 
spill me details of how he was going to 
mutilate their corpses. Then he began to 
sob, turned on the local pop crap station 
in his car to full volume, and started 
exclaiming, “I am going to jail tonight!” 
  All days weren’t too bad. Once, I 
finished work four hours early on a day 
that included my Australian overweight 
boss calling me a “wanker bozo” more 
than twice. So I decided to hike up the ski 
mountain that sat feet from the edge of 
the main road, visible to the entire town. 
The mountain was closed for ski and 
snowboarders, but was open to anybody 
who enjoyed a scenic hike. The large 
mechanical ski lifts towered motionless 
above me, as I strolled my way up. There 

were no signs of life the entire way, 
other than the occasional lonely crow. I 
brought my ukulele and some Blueberry 
I had acquired from Cody, so I would 
take frequent stops to sing to the resort 
town from atop a large boulder. Higher 
and higher I climbed, until Aspen looked 
like a Micro Machines play set. It was 
gorgeous. At that moment, a wave of 
relief lifted off my soul and I absorbed the 
entity of love that lingered atop the peak.
Just then, my belly lurched. The Kum N’ 
Go tacos I had consumed that morning 
were digested and ready for departure. 
This was not the place. I knew from taco 
experience that something more than wet 
leaves wasd required for a proper anal 
cleaning. I began to panic and dance 
around violently, scanning the area for 
a solution. I spotted a tiny wooden shed 
hidden behind a couple of pine trees 
in the distance. I sprinted over, praying 
that its contents included a toilet, or 
even scraps of discarded construction 
paper, ANYTHING. I opened the 
door to find stacks of large yellow signs 
reading, “Beware of Skiers.” Afraid of 
hemorrhaging, I knew better than to 
use those. Then a light bulb turned on. 
Trees whizzed by as I flew down the ski 
hill atop a giant metal hexagon, my body 
releasing scores of flatulence on nearly 
every bump. I arrived down the hour 
climb in two minutes, raced to the nearest 
coffee house and released my bowels with 
overpowering satisfaction.
  I finished my day with a naked dip in a 
110 degree hot spring that I found on the 
side of a freeway. It smelled like sulfur and 
included floating pieces of green moss 
that would rest on the water. I loved it. I 
started singing, strumming my uke in an 
anthem of nakedness. I finished my song 
to three naked old men on the other side 
of the pool applauding and asking for an 
encore. I obliged, blushing because I was 
so close to their uncircumcised wieners. 
Jake, Todd, and Ed were nice guys who 
enjoyed the occasional nude dip as much 
as I. We talked about purpose and I left, 
my songs still lingering in their ears. 
I wandered back to the airstream and 
wondered about love and how I was going 
to find it. 
    Next issue, I fashion a deer skull walking 
stick when lost off of a mountain trail and 
I make it to Denver to head bang with 
The Cadaver Dogs, who take me home in 
their great white creeper van tour bus. See 
you then. 
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How I Leave on the Waddling Wheel: The Sad Story of Syd Barrett             
                                                                                                                                                                                        by Audrey Horne

  Of the many legendary tales of Rock ‘n 
Roll tragedy, Syd Barrett’s is by far one 
of the most intriguing and mysterious. 
Barrett, a founding member of Pink 
Floyd and a pioneer of psychedelic music, 
suffered from major psychological issues, 
leading him down a long and twisted path 
throughout his short career. His struggle 
with mental illness was exacerbated by 
his notoriously heavy use of drugs as well, 
namely hallucinogens and stimulants. 
These unfortunate circumstances greatly 
limited Barrett’s musical output during 
his most productive years and led to what 
is considered by most to be a less-than-vast 

career catalog of music. He was prominently 
featured on only one Pink Floyd record and 
subsequently released only two solo albums. 
While Barrett was only musically active for 
a single decade, he is widely considered 
to be among the most revolutionary and 
influential psychedelic musicians of the 
1960s.
    Syd Barrett, whose birth name was Roger 
Keith Barrett, was born in Cambridge on 
January 6th, 1946. His father was a highly 
respected pathologist and scholar who 
was also known to have modest musical 
inclinations. Syd was said to have tinkered 
with the piano as a child and in 1956, at age 

10, he began playing the ukelele. Further 
pursuing his interest in string instruments, 
he picked up the banjo at age 11 and began 
teaching himself to play the acoustic guitar 
at age 14. These early years, when Barrett 
was attending art school, also mark Barrett’s 
introduction to the blues, a genre which 
greatly shaped his musical interest and 
intuition. Barrett is said to have also been 
inspired by literature at this time, including 
“The Hobbit” and “The I-Ching,” among 
others.
  Between 1962 and 1964, Barrett was 
exposed to the music of The Beatles, The 
Rolling Stones, and Bob Dylan, greatly 

influencing him to form a band of his own. 
Thus, in 1965, Barrett became the lead 
singer and guitar player of a band called 
The Tea Set. This band featured young 
musicians Roger Waters and Nick Mason. 
Waters, whose mother had once taught 
Barrett in the late 1950s, was a close friend. 
The two had often spent time together, 
listening to music and discussing art. The 
Tea Set, however, ran into a problem when 
it was discovered that another band they 
were set to share a bill with had also chosen 
to go by the same name. Barrett promptly 
chose to create a new moniker for the 
band, by combining the names of two blues 
musicians he admired, Pink Anderson and 
Floyd Council. By the end of 1965, this 
revamped group was known as The Pink 
Floyd Sound. 
    The Pink Floyd Sound was soon chosen 
to be the house band at a new London club 
known as The UFO, where Jack Braceland 
created now-famous (but then never-before-
seen) light shows using oil and a projection 
lamp. As more and more English youths 
became “turned on” to the psychedelic 
underground culture, so rose Pink Floyd’s 
popularity. By the end of 1966, the band 
was under the management of Andrew 
King and Peter Jenner, two inexperienced 
but enthusiastic newcomers in the music 
industry. King and Jenner booked The 
Pink Floyd at many festivals and psychedelic 
events, including one held at the Royal 
Albert Hall, one of England’s most 
prestigious venues. With their new-found 
leadership and sound, it wasn’t long before 
Syd Barrett and Pink Floyd were the leaders 
of the newest, hippest (and freakiest) music 
scene in London.
     Syd Barrett was making waves throughout 
the world of pop music by stretching the 
limits of not only compositional practice, 
but state-of-the-art technology as well. Barrett 
implemented heavy use of the Roland Space 
Echo, a delay machine that used a series of 
moving tape loops to record, replay, erase, 
and repeat the sounds of his guitar. (He 
also famously used a cigarette lighter as 
a slide, which can be heard on numerous 
early Floyd recordings. See the cosmically 
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ethereal “Astronomy Domine” and the 
mind-numbing “Interstellar Overdrive.”) 
Barrett’s trademark guitar sound became 
a staple of the English psychedelic genre, 
featuring sporadic and highly cerebral solos 
that danced between the beautifully melodic 
and the terrifyingly abrasive. Furthermore, 
his vocal style was used as a mold for many 
psychedelic front-men as well. This tone was 
characterized by his thick English accent, 
stiff enunciation, and matter-of-fact (even 
monotonous) spoken tone. 
   In 1967, Pink Floyd landed a contract 
with EMI Records and their first two 
singles were released to public and critical 
acclaim. The songs, “Arnold Layne” and 
“See Emily Play” showcased Syd Barrett’s 
trademark surrealist wit, the former being 
written about a local menace who at the 
time was known for snatching women’s 
clothes from backyard washing lines. After 
the success of these two singles, EMI saw 
fit to release Pink Floyd’s debut album, 
“The Piper at the Gates of Dawn.” The 
sessions took place from February until 
May, at the legendary Abbey Road studios 
in London. (Abbey Road was churning out 
landmark psychedelic achievements at an 
astonishing rate, during these months: The 
Beatles were recording “Sgt. Pepper’s Lonely 
Hearts Club Band,” The Zombies were 
cutting the beautiful “Odyssey & Oracle,” 
and The Pretty Things were making their 
oft-forgotten masterpiece, “S.F. Sorrow.”) 
“Piper” spent 14 weeks on the UK charts 
and peaked at number 6, declaring to the 
world that The Pink Floyd had officially 
arrived as a psychedelic juggernaut. 
   However, the optimism of Pink Floyd’s 
newly found success was overshadowed 
by growing concerns over Barrett’s drug 
use and mental state. In one notorious 
incident at the UFO club in ‘67, Syd had 
to be physically led onto the stage. He stood 
motionless as the band played, staring 
directly into the flashing stage lights, with 
his guitar dangling around his neck and 
hands hanging to his side. This is an image 
often invoked to paint an image of Barrett 
in the moments directly leading up to his 
psychological collapse. Many reports tell 
similar stories of Barrett’s stage presence 
during this time, often describing him 
playing one chord throughout entire shows 
or not playing at all. 
   In a decision that shaped the future of 
popular music, Pink Floyd (with heavy 

hearts) asked Syd Barrett to leave the band 
in 1968, citing his inability to cope with the 
stresses and requirements of their success. 
Barrett’s final contribution to the band, 
“Jugband Blues,” can be heard on the final 
track of their second release, “A Saucerful 
of Secrets.” This composition reveals a 
self-portrait of Barrett previously unseen 
in any other work. Entirely self-referential 
and tragically vulnerable, “Jugband 
Blues” tells of Barrett’s departure from 
Pink Floyd in a way that only he could. It 
would seem that he directly addresses his 
bandmates’ decision to give him one final 
(implicitly measly) album cut by singing 
in an unmistakeable tone of stoicism and 
sarcasm: “It’s awfully considerate of you to 
think of me here / And I’m much obliged 
to you for making it clear that I’m not here.” 
He goes on, in a classically Barrett-esque 
line, to simultaneously make a declarative 
statement and pose a rhetorical question in 
one masterful double entendre: “And I’m 
wondering who could be writing this song.” 
In this line, Barrett is illustrating the dual-
notion that he, the author of the song, is no 
longer fully able to know himself through 
the distortion of his psychosis. Yet, he is 
perhaps also questioning whether this song 
could come from any other mind than his 
own. 
    In the years that followed, many legends 
surfaced, telling of Barrett’s heartbreaking 
downfall. In one particularly disturbing 
story told by critic Johnathan Meades, 
Barrett was discovered locked in a linen 
cupboard, howling and thrashing violently. 
He had allegedly been trapped there by his 
“friends” who slipped pieces of LSD-soaked 
bread under the door. Another tells of 
Barrett beating an acquaintance’s girlfriend 
over the head repeatedly with a mandolin. 
At one point, the members of Pink Floyd 
approached psychiatrist R.D. Lang with a 
tape recording of Syd in conversation. Lang 
declared, in his professional opinion, that 
Barrett was “incurable.” 
 Nevertheless, Syd Barrett made a 
commendable attempt at a solo career by 
releasing two defining and idiosyncratic 
albums in 1970, “The Madcap Laughs” 
and “Barrett.” These albums are generally 
heralded as masterpieces of “outsider” 
music and have made a lasting impact on 
countless artists since. After the release of 
these two back-to-back records, Barrett went 
into self-imposed seclusion and was not 

seen by any of his former bandmates until 
an infamous encounter in 1975. 
  While Pink Floyd was recording the 
album “Wish You Were Here,” a full-length 
homage to Barrett, a strange man randomly 
entered the studio and stood in the control 
booth watching the sessions. The members 
of Pink Floyd stopped the take, asking 
the engineer who this unfamiliar person 
was. The stranger was pale, obese, and 
completely bald. Even his eyebrows had 
been completely shaved off. 
   No sooner than his presence in the 
studio had come into question, the man 
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began jumping up and down, babbling and 
brushing his teeth with an old toothbrush. 
Disturbed and confused, the members of 
Pink Floyd watched in horror as they slowly 
realized, one-by-one, that the man in front 
of them was their old friend, the once 
brilliant and vibrant Syd Barrett. To this 
day, the members of Pink Floyd describe 
how they each immediately burst into tears 
and mourned the living loss of a forgotten 
genius, all but dead to himself and the 
world.
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   Do you remember your first nightmare? 
Not an easy question to answer. But we 
get by just remembering what that first 
nightmare was. We may have repeated it 

in our heads many times over the course of 
our lives. Maybe confused our friends when 
attempting to relay its complicated twists 
and turns or even bored them with our 

poor storytelling techniques. But it is your 
nightmare. So no matter how ridiculous it 
sounds or looks on paper, it still made you 
roll over in your sleep, open your eyes in the 

dark, and think or shutter. You may have 
walked to the bathroom and passed a mirror 
and, in an act of bravery, dared to look at 
your face. Those moments cause a sense of 
dread when you think to yourself, “What if 
this one time, it’s not me in the reflection.” 
Is the sensation of fear you feel as you wake 
from a terrifying dream not perhaps the 
same as that first one? The one you cant 
remember, as a baby lying in a crib alone 
screaming for your mother. Something 
scared you then and you get to embrace 
that same feeling every time you have one 
of these nightmares. And like an aroma you 
haven’t whiffed in years, it takes you back, 
way back to a time you can’t remember, a 
time when you didn’t even exist. This is the 
first human sense: fear.
     Now, I hope I’m not dooming this article 
as some pseudoscientific look into dreams 
and the reptilian brain. Because honestly, 
I’m just a piece of shit writing about an 
amazing movie and I figured that all the 
nightmare talk would tie into this review.
   As a young girl is walking through an 
airport, there is an eerie bit of music 
playing, a piano and subtle whispers coming 
from what sounds like creepy little men 
saying “la la la la la la la” to the tune of the 
melody. She is alone. As she approaches the 
automated sliding doors exiting the airport, 
she is immediately confronted with the 
hellish thunder and rain of a stormy night. 
Through the commotion, she is able to 
hail a cab and climb in. She is a foreigner 
and can hardly pronounce the name of 
her destination to her stone-faced cabby. 
They drive through dense woods and the 
headlights flash across your screen. As they 
peek through the trees to meet you, a lone 
mystery thing is sitting in a forest, staring 
at the tiny cab. They arrive at a peculiar 
mansion of sorts and the young girl gets out 
of the cab and begins to walk towards the 
door. However, just as she makes her way to 
the large frame, it opens and a frightened 
woman is standing in her path, shouting 
obscurity and nonsense, masked by the 
intense downpour and thunder. She then 
runs out into the stormy night and the girl 
with her bags soaking wet attempts to enter 
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the mansion. She is met with confrontation 
when trying to buzz her way in and a voice 
on an intercom tells her to go away. 
   Again, out into those woods this time 
her eyes locked on the frantic and howling 
woman running through them. The 
frightened woman is taken in by a friend 
who tries to find out just what has her so 
scarred. She tells her that it is too fantastic 
and surreal for any one to believe. He friend 
tosses her a towel and the trembling wet 
woman goes into the bathroom. Inside she 
cannot shake the grim feeling that she was 
followed and is now being watched. She 
peers through the bathroom window, stares 
into the night and is met by two glowing 
yellow eyes. She is shocked and attempts 
to lunge back as an enormous male arm 
bursts through the glass grabbing her neck 
then painfully pulls her out into the night 
through the small window. There outside on 
the roof of this luxury apartment building 
you witness as she is stabbed repeatedly and 
a cord is tied around her neck as she crawls 
helplessly onto a stained glass fixture. The 
glass gives and her body pummels into the 
lobby of the building the rope catching her 
around the neck and suspending her in the 
air as blood and glass rain down on her now 
fatally wounded friend.
   This is of course the first seven minutes 
of Dario Argento’s nightmarish Suspiria 
(1977). 

   Dario Argento’s nightmarish Suspiria 
(1977) is the story of Suzy Bannion, an 
American ballerina who has traveled to 
Frieburg Germany to study dance at an 
extravagant school. She is immediately met 
with challenges, but is eventually allowed 
into the university. Upon arrival, she is 
informed that the head directress Helena 
Markos is away sick. There was a grizzly 
murder of one the students, the night 
before, and the school is being run by a 
once-famous ballerina, Madame Blanc. 
Suzy finds it a little hard to fit in with the 
aristocratic, mostly European students but 
is able to make friends. Then all at once, 
strange things begin happening to her. 
She is struck ill and is forced to board at 
the school. A box of rotten meat in an attic 
has spoiled so badly that maggots infest 
the rooms, forcing all the students to sleep 
on cots in a gymnasium. Suzy’s new friend 

Sarah relays the information that may have 
gotten the previous students butchered 
horrifically: that there are three ancient 
witches secretly running the world. 
    They are called the Three Mothers: Mater 
Lachrymarum (the Mother of Tears), Mater 
Tenebrarum (the Mother of Darkness) and 
Mater Suspiriorum (the Mother of Sighs). 
Suspiriorum is the oldest and wisest of these 
three witches. And unfortunately her home 
is the black forest of Freiburg, at the dance 
academy. Sarah finds several secret winding 
corridors and eventually uncovers the layer 
of a witch who is undoubtedly the head 
directress, Helena Markos. After a fight 
involving telekinesis and magic, Sarah does 
come out the victor. She kills the witch, 
bringing her ancient home crumbling down 
with her.
   Dario Argento is a famous director, well 
known for Suspiria, Inferno and 2007’s 
Mother of Tears. He also supervised the 
production of George A Romero’s Dawn of 
The Dead (1977), wrote Once Upon A Time 
In The West (1968), and has done more for 
Italian Horror than any other director. He is 
often revered as the Italian Hitchcock.
Suspiria is a lot more than just some gore 
hound movie. The way it was shot and 
the camera tricks and strange lighting 
techniques make this movie dreamlike and 
phenomenal. The soundtrack was made 
by Italian prog rock maestros Goblin, also 
famous for their work on Dawn of the Dead. 
Strange, eerie, and uncomfortably moody. 
This soundtrack plays in my living room all 
the time, as I lay on the floor drunk and just 
pretend I’m watching Suspiria.
   Suspiria goes as far as you want it to. 
You can let it play and just sit there, smug 
and unfazed by some 70’s movie, as you 
mess with your cell phone. Or you can 
become involved with it, as it arouses deep 
subconscious senses. You sit there paralyzed 
and think to yourself. Am I dreaming this? 
Was this film’s intention to feel like some 
bizarre nightmare? Am I going to be able to 
make it to the gas station in time for beer o 
clock? Think about these things while you 
watch. I’ll be sitting here, waiting to find 
out if you remembered to pick me up some 
smokes.
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Saving Private Hip Hop                                                                                                                                                                               
                       by Eli Samuel Johnson

   I never got into hard drugs. Or the 
soft ones. I don’t smoke cigarettes and 
whenever I’m around marijuana I just 
tend to sneeze a lot, get an urge to play 
Mario Kart 64 and then take a long, long 
nap. I’m not square. I just have other 
vices, and music happens to be one of 
them. 
  People will get hooked on the craziest 
stuff—Flesh-eating drugs, hallucinogens, 
eating glass. I’m hooked on music. I hear 
a melody, a new funky synth sound and 
latch onto it for weeks until the next fix 
comes along. I’m not a musician by any 
means. I’m just a voyeur.
  A good friend of mine plays in a Neü 
Psychedelic Punk Rock band that’s 
based here in Columbus and we have 
had so many conversations about 
which Menomena record is our favorite 
(Friend and Foe), which Wu-Tang verse 
is our favorite (yet to be decided upon), 
how crazy Sam Cooke’s death was (real 
goddamn crazy), and what we would name 
our respective hypothetical bands. His are 
all outlandish and horrifyingly offensive, 
while mine are just void of creativity, so I 
don’t feel comfortable sharing either with 
the masses. 
   But considering my own lame attempt, 
I got to thinking about how I would be if 
I were a rapper. Not my name, but how 
many chains I wouldn’t wear, how much 
swagger I’d not have, and just how many 
F-bombs I’d drop each verse. The exercise 
was enlightening. It got me to go back 
and listen to a lot of my favorite Hip-
Hop albums and pulling, stealing, what 
have you, from my favorite artists. Just 
borrowing bits and pieces. 
   I’d refrain from freestyling. Ever. Let 
me be clear, even in the hypothetical, 
I’d be mediocre, at best, as a rapper with 
minimal stage presence. But I know that 
I could never summon genius on a whim. 
Freestylers, like a lot of Jazz musicians, 
have this inherent ability to throw musical 
darts out into the soundscape that always 
seem to hit their target. That takes an 
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irrational neglect for fear that I’m just not 
capable of.
   I know I’d never bring up money, not 
even the money I don’t have. I wouldn’t 
rhyme about women, unless it was the 
empowerment of them. I wouldn’t rhyme 
about the game I can’t spit or my lavish 
one-room apartment. I wouldn’t be in the 
business of endorsing businesses. I would 
do my best not to perpetuate stereotypes, 
conjure up hate, reference my ex-flames, 
or make a weak attempt at irony at a la 
Lorde. 
   I’d sample a lot of T. Rex, Dilla, 
Gramatik, and Miles Davis. I’d want to 
collaborate with Mazzy Star, Senim Silla, 
Karen O, Sean Price and Yasiin Bey.  No 
album I put out would be anything short 
of listenable, but nothing more than 
inspirational. It would also be as easy to 
miss as “Masters of the Universe.” My 
final album would be totally out there with 
lots of awful references to space travel and 
owning local sports teams. People would 
say, hypothetically, “Boy, he sure was OK 
before he went full Kool Keith.” 
  I’d strive for the obscurity of references 
that makes Doom so great, the wisdom 
of the Wu, the soulful appeal of Yasiin, 
fame of J-Live, and touring range of 
probationary period Binary Star.

   Thing of it is, Hip-Hop isn’t dead and I 
won’t claim to be able to resuscitate its lost 
greatness. It’s just stagnant is all. See, as 
one rapper once said, “You got Hip-Hop, 
and you got Hip-Pop.” That was a while 
ago now, but stands true to this day. But 
from Weezy rapping about putting cough 
medicine in his chalice to Drake rapping 
about the first girl to let him touch a 
boob, the milk’s gone bad. It all preserves 
the sub-intellectual innuendo of berating 
women and gay people (mainstream Hip-
Hop’s subclasses), promoting get-rich 
quick schemes (drugs, rapping, basketball, 
or sticking it to the (white) man, and using 
homophobic slurs to get the point across.   
 Young studs like Tyler the Creator, 
Earl Sweatshirt, Kendrick Lamar, the 
Underachievers, and Bishop Nehru are 
all a part of a new generation. It’s a new 
breed of Horrorcore, third eye, Illuminati 
rap. Their hearts are in the right place, 
but it takes a push onto something else. 
Something greater. I just wish I knew 
what it was. If I were a rapper, that’s who 
I’d want to influence, so they’d influence 
the masses. I’d want to save Hip-Hop so 
Hip-Hop could save the world from itself.

Hypothetical mic drop. 



ADvice w/ MAMA CASS
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Dear Mama Cass,
   Recently,  my Uncle Ronnie celebrated 
his 85th birthday at his retirement home. 
Despite the restriction on alcohol on 
the premises (we are a party family), 
most invitees attended and my uncle was 
ecstatic. However,  the festivities were 
temporarily halted by a nursing home 
coordinator who interrupted to ask my 
breast-feeding cousin to nurse her baby in 
a private room instead of the public event 
space. I was galled but my cousin obliged 
quickly, saying the baby needed to eat 
more than she cared to argue.  Since the 
party, I’ve considered writing a letter to the 
nursing home chastising the coordinator 
for waylaying our celebration for a petty, 
puritanical request.  Some members of my 
family disagree, citing the retirement home’s 
religious affiliation and right to run their 
private business as they see fit. Who’s right?

Furiously,
A Lactation Defender 

Dear Defender,
   Breast-feeding is a contentious issue 
in America right now, so a disagreement 
between family members and other players 
in this situation is not unexpected.  First, 
while furthering your convictions by voicing 
them is laudable, rarely does fury translate 
to level-headedness. I would recommend a 
calming period before writing a letter that 
might relate more rage than reason.  Relax 
and research before spitting out a potentially 
venomous (and thus easy to dismiss) 
complaint.
   In terms of my personal views on public 
nursing, they are ranging. I plan to breastfeed 
my imaginary future-babies. I also believe 
that tots are hungry often, anywhere and 
without concern for surroundings. If it’s 
time to feed a baby, not much else matters. 
However, if I am in a public space when my 
future-babe starts howling, I will probably 
drape a cloth over my kiddo and breast. I 
am not ashamed of being physically capable 
of nourishing a child. But, in our society at 
large, breasts are more often equated with 
sex than parenting. I don’t champion this 
reality nor do I feel that keeping my nipple 
between me and my kid is pandering to 

puritanical mores. I’m just not interested 
in being ogled while nurturing my kidlet. 
But if I’m towel-less with a howler, I’m 
not going cast about for a shroud or stuff 
myself into a cubby to nurse in shame. I’m 
going to provide my child with food first 
and foremost. But I hope I don’t ignore my 
environs wilfully and making a display of 
my choices as if my baby were a prop in the 
melodrama of My Personal Rights.
  Breast-feeding isn’t about mothers’ 
rights; it’s about children’s rights. Breast-
feeding isn’t about a mother establishing 
herself as more than a sex object or vessel 
for human-germinating; it’s about having 
the freedom to feed a hungry child the 
best food available.  I have found that 
many women rabid in their pursuit of no-
holds barred nursing do not do the best 
job remembering that they aren’t at the 
forefront of this battle; the posterchildren 
for the right to breastfeed publicly are our 
children, not ourselves. While it is our 
responsibility as parents to voice the needs 
of our offspring, it is not our responsibility 
to trample the views, requests and opinions 
of others. Forcing other people to deal with 
breast-feeding is not going to turn the tide 
of popular opinion. Force is distasteful. 
  I don’t think it was reasonable for your 
cousin to be ushered into a private room 
to nurse. However, your cousin was on 
the premises of a private business. The 
nursing coordinator was well within her 
lawful rights to make this request and had 
your cousin refused, she well might have 
been asked to leave. I would also be angry 
if I were in your place or hers. But instead 
of a mad missive, I recommend sending 
some information regarding the health 
and wellness aspects of breast-feeding along 
with a note suggesting that a more modern, 
comprehensive attitude toward visitors 
might encourage the well-being of residents 
of the nursing home. 
You can’t change people’s minds for them 
but you can show them mutual respect. 

Good luck! 
Mama Cass
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Five-Classic Rock
Friday Jan 10th

Erica Blinn & the 
Handsome Machine

Saturday Jan 11th

Acoustic Thirstdays
with Alex speller

Thursday

The Old Time Acoustic Jam
with Rick Good and Ben Cooper

Wednesday
      It’s a Brand New Year

Welcome to the year of our ________, ________. This year we tell 

ourselves we’ll be better at ________. We make promises to stop ________ 

________ and hopefully, we’ll see our family and ________ more often. 

Whereas all of these sentiments are ________, sometimes we need to be 

more grounded in our resolutions. For instance, instead of saying, ‘I am 

going to stop eating ________’, try something like, ‘ I am only going to eat 

________ on the weekends’. Instead of setting a ________ goal that you 

will never accomplish, try for a more ________ approach. Also, instead of 

going ________ turkey on your ________ addiciton, consider ________ 
yourself off of it slowly. With moderation and a little ________ you’ll be 

sure to meet your ________ goals for 2014!  

noun

plural noun group of people

Telephone’s phrasal template word game

adjective

adjective

adjective

type of food

number

verb-ing

adjective noun

adjective

verb-ing

type of food

verb-ing

noun
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Cures and Preventative Care for the Common Bangover
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