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Motel Beds + We Care Arts                     
                                                                                              by Matt Hobbs

   The Motel Beds are a steadfast rock band 
hailing from Dayton that has recently 
signed to Misra records. In 2014 they will 
be releasing a compilation of their later 
material internationally on Misra, titled, 
“These Are the Days Gone By”.  Two soft 
release all ages concerts will take place 
before the official international release at 
the Yellow Cab venue in Dayton January 
18th, and The Tree Bar in Columbus Ohio, 
January 31st, which hand-painted alternative 
cover art upon 500 vinyl issues of the album 
will be available for sale. To accomplish 
these new, rather inspired album covers, 
they have conspired and coordinated with 
a Dayton local non-profit outfit, We Care 
Arts, which provides assistance for those 
with emotional, mental and/or physical 
disabilities, in a way which these persons 
can come to their facility and create artwork 
which intends to foster confidence and 
empowerment.  Judging by the variety of 
interesting patterns and designs from these 
covers, I think they have accomplished 
exactly that; but my best advice is to go to 

a the show(!), and find out for yourself, 
helping a good cause. A portion of the 
proceeds for the album sales will directly go 
to We Care Arts. Tommy Cooper, guitarist 
of the Motel Beds, was kind enough to chat 
on the upcoming festivities, and a few topics 
on the band.

M:  When did you start playing with the 
Beds? Did you always want to play with a 
rock outfit?
T: About 10 years ago, P.J., (lead singer of 
the Beds), and I got together and formed an 
act and I played acoustic guitar, it was only 
two of us in the beginning. We basically 
grew out of that into a band.
M: How do you feel about music as a 
means to change our social reality?
T: Music at times can be pure enjoyment, 
and it’s able to override whatever is going 
at the moment, and can allow people to 
relate to one another. I think that people 
take things from music whether they realize 
it or not.
M: How exactly did this union between 

you and We Care Arts begin?
T: Leo DeLuca from Misra originally 
suggested it, and we thought it was a cool 
idea. 
M: How do you feel our society gives a role 
for disabled persons?
T: Not too sure, but any time you can 
empower disabled persons, let’s say 
something as seemingly insignificant as 
making a poster (Tommy is a graphic 
designer when not playing with the Beds. 
–M) accessible to the visually impaired, 
it matters. It’s the small stuff which helps 
including them.
M: Do you feel the album release will 
help provide awareness to the talents and 
virtues of our disabled community?
T: I think so, myself I’m blown away by 
the album covers, the level of quality and 
creativity, diversity of the art they are doing. 
I mean the prolific output of 500 covers 
and their originality, it’s so accessible, and 
I’ve been told some of them listened to the 
music before they began designing, so there 
is that connectedness. It’s just been a great 
experience.
  Please don’t take my word for it, but these 
guys put on a great show, and play a long 
set filled with the goods, original melodic 
riffs, one of the best rock rhythm sections 
around, and aren’t exactly too shy about 
putting on a dastardly performance. If 
that is not enough, Dayton’s own three 
piece Good English, and mainstay favorite 
Smug Brothers will also be on the bill for 
the Dayton show.  In Columbus long time 
indie rockers Tin Armor and Feature Films 
will open for the Beds. To attend either 
should be an exciting experience, to hear 
some great road worn and tested tunes, to 
have a one-of-a-kind album before official 
release, and the opportunity to walk away 
knowing you are actively supporting our 
local disabled community in a fun creative 
way. Hope to see you there.

Dayton show as listed:
WHERE:
Yellow Cab
700 E. Fourth St.
Dayton, OH 45402
WHEN:
Saturday January 18, 2014
Doors @ 7 PM
Show starts @ 8 PM sharp

Columbus:
01/31/2014 • COLUMBUS, OH • TREE 

BAR • W/ TIN ARMOR + FEATURE FILMS 
More info to come.

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
On Display Through 

February 2

}{
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DIY: Hippie Hemp Coasters      
                                                                                  by lisa patrick-wright

Here is a simple way to make some groovy 
coasters!

Supplies
Hemp String
Coffee Mug
Felt
Hot Glue Gun & Glue
Pen

Step 1: Trace the bottom of a coffee mug 
onto a piece of felt and cut out circle

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 3: Continue to wrap center outward 
until you cover entire felt circle in hemp

Step 4: Finished and ready to use

Step 2: Start in the center of the circle. Glue 
end of hemp in the center

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

Now through February 3, 2014. Some restrictions apply. See Dealer for Details. 
Subject to Credit Approval. Cannot be combined with any other discounts or offers.

Purchase as low as

APR Financing0% for up to 60 months
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“Maybe I’m old fashioned, but I like my sex in a bed.”
   Thus spoke Arnold Beckoff, the central 
character of Harvey Fiertstein’s Torch 
Song Trilogy, the story of one drag queen’s 
pursuit for meaning, fulfillment, and love in 
1970s New York. The Human Race Theatre 
will present the entire series, comprised of 
three one-act plays, at the Loft Theater from 
January 30th to February 15th, as a part of 
their ongoing mission to produce thought-
provoking and emotionally stimulating 
theatre. 
   Set against the backdrop of the sexually 
untamed seventies, Fiertstein’s tale balances 
acerbic wit with devastating poignancy 
as his protagonist, Arnold, yearns for a 
meaningful relationship both with himself 
and those around him. Director Scott 

What If I Don’t Glow in the Dark?: Why Arnold Can’t Find Love in a Backroom              
                                                                                          by Victoria Harley

“Arnold is not a spectacle; he lives in music, in the deep, sad sentimental 
croons that came crackling out of his mother’s phonograph during his 
childhood and out of his persona on stage. “You sound like one of your 

songs,” Laurel says. “I am one of my songs,” Arnold replies.”

Stoney commented, “Arnold has his own 
creed, his own moral sense. His approach to 
finding romance is pretty traditional. And—
even though he’s gay—it’s pretty straight.” 
  I’ll admit ignorance here. When my 
editor gave me this assignment, I had never 
heard of the Torch Song Trilogy and the 
last time I saw (or heard) Harvey Fiertstein 
was in that episode of the Simpsons when 
Homer becomes a junior executive and gets 
a personal assistant. However, drag life is 
not entirely foreign to me. My best friend 
growing up—I’ll call him Randy (and no, the 
pun is not lost on me, nor would it be lost 
on Arnold)—was a teenage drag queen. His 
family was not accepting of his sexuality and 
it got so rough that Randy came to live with 
my family during our senior year of high 

school. Today, his own mother confesses, “I 
wish I would have realized what a blessing 
having a gay son is.”
  Randy, like Arnold, donned dresses, 
robes, hot shorts, feather boas, high heels, 
kitten heels, stiletto heels, mermaid tails, 
cocktail dresses, sun dresses, dominatrix 
boots, bandanas, foundation, concealer, 
foam padding, false eyelashes (falsies), and 
hell of a lot of wigs—all for his persona, 
the woman he became when those colored 
cabaret lights hit his makeup-contoured 
décolletage. Strutting up and down 
whatever makeshift catwalk the bar had set 
up that night, men and women, gay and 
straight alike, would bring him singles, 
coyly folding them between skin and four 
layers of tights, as Randy emulated the 
much admired songstresses of his youth. 
(Brittney Spears, Christina Aguilera, and 
sometimes Cher.) Arnold’s act is “strictly 
torch,” as part of his loving emulation of 
Helen Morgan, Ruth Etting, and Billie 
Holiday— his much admired songstresses of 
the twenties and thirties. 
  The journey begins in International 
Stud (1978) with Arnold’s search for a 
partner in contemplation of that age old 
question: What does it take to get a man? 
It continues in Fugue in a Nursey (1979) 
when Arnold has found a partner while his 
former lover from the first act, Ed, claiming 
to be bisexual, has chosen a woman as his. 
In Fierstein’s wonderfully complex weave 
of dialogue, the two couples explore the 
social mores of the period, inadvertently 
(or advertently) questioning all sexualities, 
straight, gay, or in between. 
    When Fiertstein combined his third act 
with the first two, he created the Torch 
Song Trilogy. This makes the third act 
supreme in terms of thematic and dramatic 
action. Set five years after the action of Act 
Two, the third act is set in the future and 
concerns Arnold’s desire to adopt a child. 
Stoney posits that this third act makes the 
Trilogy particularly relevant for a modern 
audience, as adoption rights remain an 
outstanding social issue. “I think [Fierstein 
is] being prophetic, thinking about a future 
in which it would be easy to do, or it would 
be legal…There is still a struggle about 
that.” 
    “And it hurts me…To see this multitude 
of men so love starved that they resort to 
sex in a dirty backroom instead of the way 
God meant us to be. It is cheap, Murray. 
And I refuse on moral grounds to support 
the degradation these men have brought 
themselves to. Period.”

   Fierstien was writing in the wake of 
Stonewall, but before the high water 
mark of the AIDS epidemic of the 1980s. 
Prior to the events of 1969, the American 
landscape remained a hostile environment 
toward homosexuality and as a result, 
toward all sexualities. On the sliding scale of 
“normative” behavior, the further one was 
from white, hetero-Christian patriotism, 
the more adversity one was likely to face. 
Compounding fears about an international 
communist conspiracy pushed the move 
for conformity to devastating levels. 
Homosexuals became a sore point for the 
State Department who believed them to be 
more susceptible to blackmail, the thinking 
being: because homosexuals have something 
to hide, they could be induced to commit 
crimes under the threat of exposure.
   “Sweeps” of public parks and bars were 
common; anyone found in violation of the 
law would face not only arrest, but public 
humiliation, harassment, termination 
of employment, jail time, and possible 
institutionalization. Homosexuality has 
been treated as sin, as crime, and most 
recently as illness, and in the 1950s and 
60s, all three. Blacklisting became common 
practice, as did the intrusive presence 
of federal, state, and local government 
officials.
  No establishments welcomed openly gay 
people, with the exception of a handful 
of bars, frequently run by straight 
management, and not infrequently by 
organized crime. Though club owners were 
providing a service to a niche market, they 
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by no means catered to their customer. 
Bars were frequently raided by police (who 
patrons referred to as ‘Betty Badge’ or ‘Lily 
Law’), or were subject to ludicrous sting 
operations. For instance, any conversation 
that led to two men leaving together could 
be grounds for arrest, as could a man 
buying another man a drink. A woman 
could be arrested for wearing more than 
three articles of men’s apparel or vice versa. 
  As a consequence of the state treating 
homosexuality as criminality, these 
“criminals” found relative safety in 
corruption. An underground railroad of 
bars provided just about the only place for 
homosexuals to meet publicly—or as public 
as a discrete alley-way watering hole can be. 
Stonewall was just such an establishment. It 
had no running water, (glasses were cleaned 
by running them through a tub of water), 
no fire exits, and the toilets were frequently 
overrun, but it had one thing that set it 
apart: a dance floor. Despite its flaws, it 
didn’t take long for Stonewall to become 
the gay bar in New York. Lily Law was 
paid off to stay away, or to run a scheduled 
raid. This meant the management had 
time to signal its patrons, and prevent 
unnecessary arrests. Like any law, it could 
be circumvented and paid for.
   But when a raid took place on a hot 
June night in 1969, something about an 
overzealous Betty Badge, or the frustration 
of being treated as criminals (yet again), or 
maybe the summer heat pushed its patrons 
to the brink, resulting in the spontaneous 
break out of a riot in the club and on the 
street outside. This was by no means the 
first blow struck for sexual freedom, but it 
might be considered the birth of the “gay 
community” as a visible and active citizenry. 
By 1970, communities in Los Angeles, New 
York, and Chicago held their first gay pride 
parades—making visible the invisible, as a 
diverse and newly anointed society took its 
place on the cultural stage. 
   Law is slow to change. But culture is 
even slower. Our basic national premise 
that is the pursuit of individual liberty and 
freedom from coercion should cover the 
basics-- but its selective application can be 
attributed to political opportunism and 
dominant cultural ideologies. (As Orwell 
put it, “some animals are more free than 
others.”) As a result, arbitrary changes 
to our legal codes create hideous lapses 
in liberty and the institution that was 
designed to protect our natural rights now 
deems itself the source of liberty. This hurts 
everyone, gay or straight—we’re all expected 
to wait for our overlords to hand down 
equality and freedom, when in fact, it was 
never theirs to give.
  That’s the problem with freedom; you 
can’t get upset when someone uses theirs. 
      When the federal government introduced 
the personal income tax in 1913, marriage 

became the public’s business, and an 
institution that once solely resided in the 
realm of community found itself under 
bureaucratic scrutiny. Prior to this time, 
culture was the arbiter of marriage. It 
was the dominant cultural ideology that 
informed sodomy law and made illegal 
all sexualities that didn’t fit a “normal” 
experience. The law is slow to change, but 
culture is even slower. Today, Americans’ 
exposure to “alternate lifestyles” remains 
largely relegated to what mass media 
presents to us, particularly in fly-over 
country where contact with gay culture is 
limited to what seen on the Bravo Network 
or Modern Family. 
“Heterosexuality has done ‘nada’ for your 
wit.”
  Nearly ten years after Stonewall, Fierstien 
wrote the first two single-act plays, 
International Stud (1978) and Fugue 
in a Nursery (1979). On its surface, the 
play might appear as a tool for raising 
consciousness about homosexual lifestyles—
after all, the play’s the first act is set entirely at 
a gay bar, The International Stud. (This was 
an actual pickup bar at the time, complete 
with a backroom.) However, Fierstien’s 
concerns quickly bloom from the particular 
to the universal, as his characters articulate 
their deeper yearnings. Though a sheltered 
Midwestern audience can certainly expect 
to have their consciousness raised (among 
other things), they should also expect a 
suspenseful, vivid, and honest story about 
the human condition. 
  Fierstein indicts sexual mores, both 
straight and gay, that were common to 
the period, and does so with the sharp 
wit of experience. Though aspects of the 
Trilogy might be autobiographical, Stoney 
agrees “Arnold, certainly sounds a lot like 
Harvey.” The stories, gleaned from the 
common experience of that time and place, 
render the production a loving period-piece. 
That said, it’s important to consider the 
particular context for the words spoken and 
actions pantomimed. “A lot of the 70s and 
early 80s were all about the sexual freedoms 
we had gotten as a result of the 60s. We 
all went a little crazy, and everybody went 
a little bit crazy, and everybody was a little 
confused,” Stoney admits. An audience can 
mistake even the most staid playwright’s 
humor as “antiquated” and “irrelevant” 
when context is abandoned. Take anything 
at face value and expect to miss its soul. 
  “There’s nothing I need from anyone 
except love and respect. And anyone who 
can’t give me those two things has no place 
in my life.”
    From the moment I picked up a copy 
of the Torch Song Trilogy, I couldn’t put 
it down. Not because of spectacle. The 
Trilogy is not a play about a drag queen—it’s 
a play about Arnold. Arnold finds plenty 
of admirers as a performer, but he wants 

a fulfillment from the rest of his life, the 
life he lives offstage. The play supports his 
desire and the audience is only treated to 
a view of Arnold in full drag at the start 
of International Stud. Drag has found a 
straight audience and the act of female 
impersonation finds homes in vaudeville, 
all-boys schools, TV sketch comedy, and 
other avenues, but there remains a fine 
line between entertainment and artistry, 
performance and embodiment. Two people 
may laugh hysterically at the same thing for 
entirely different reasons. 
  Arnold is not a spectacle; he lives in 
music, in the deep, sad sentimental croons 
that came crackling out of his mother’s 
phonograph during his childhood and 
out of his persona on stage. “You sound 
like one of your songs,” Laurel says. “I 
am one of my songs,” Arnold replies. His 
performance is a dedication to those who 
suffer for love, like the old, tired, cabaret 
singers of the blue twenties. Throughout 
the play, Arnold nurses his lovers as if they 
were children and offers the unconditional 
love and acceptance of a mother.
   The Trilogy is a period piece, a glimpse 
into a time and place gone by. It is not 
an endorsement, nor a roadmap, nor 
a ratification of any one lifestyle, and 
in some ways, it remains relegated to a 
showmanship our culture now demands of 
the queer community. Fierstein entertains 
and quips for an audience as much as he 
questions and indicts. Though some scenes 
may unseat a sheltered theatre-goer, the 
Trilogy was mainstream enough to garner a 
Tony award in 1982. Come on Dayton. It’s 
2014. Put on your big boy pants and come 
to the Loft.
    Torch Song Trilogy will run from January 
31st-February 16th 2014 at the Loft Theatre. 
Call 937.228.7591 for Ticket Information. 
Preview - Thu. Jan 30th. Opening Night - 
Fri. Jan. 31st: Special appearance by the 
Ruby Girls (they’ll help you find your seat.) 
Pay What You Can - Wed. Jan 29th : Bring 
a canned good in lieu of ticket. First come 
first serve.

Jason Watkins

Sauteed 
Red Onion

Toasted 
White Bread

Boars Head 
BBQ Sauce

Grilled 
Buffalo 
Chicken

Mozzarella

Southpaw
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   Time is a big fat ostrich racing down 
the road with me on his back, gripping 
his feathers and racing to the next bizarre 
spectacular. I’m alone with the bird, other 
than my thoughts of fleeing, and the world 
is turning in uniform motion. I escaped 
Columbus, Ohio to breathe a life of street 
performances and hard labor in the greater 
Coloradoan area. I had been on my way 
for three weeks and time was tickling at my 
face, for in one week I would be feasting on 
turkey back in the Midwest and scouting 
Craigslist for a reasonable place to live. I was 
still in Carbondale, sleeping in a motionless 
airstream with no lights in the foothills of 
the Rocky Mountains. 
   Two days ago, I was lost. I took a long 
hike up a red rock on the edge of town to 

Westward Ho Pt 4: Life, Love and a Deer Skull               
                                                                                          by Danny Hamen  

the top of the peak with a ukulele and some 
discount trail mix on my back. I sang about 
beauty and love and other clichés atop the 
crowning, and met four strangers my age 
that cheered me on to sing more. We all 
sang together, until the cold took a sudden 
turn and encouraged a retreat from the top 
of the massif. Four miles into my journey 
down, I knew that I had to beat the sun, so 
I decided to skip the dull switchbacks that 
were slowly moving me down and tromp 
through uncharted territory, like an idiot. 
Thicker and thicker the track became, until 
it seemed like my entire body was covered 
in itchy burs and poison ivy. I hacked and 
slashed my way down until the run became 
unsettlingly steep and treacherous. I scanned 
around and found a hefty walking stick 

lying beside a deer skull against a pine tree. 
Naturally, I fashioned the deer skull to the 
top of the staff and, with great importance, 
I marched down the mountain. 
     Darkness fell with great impact. I panicked. 
I clasped my deer skull walking stick and 
took a deep breath. Three hours down and 
I had no idea where I was, other than the 
obvious notion of downward. I stumbled 
past a creek inhabited by hundreds of 
cattails, swaying with the moonlit breeze. I 
tripped over my own feet and somersaulted 
butt-first to the next landing, bruising 
my tailbone. I got up and turned on my 
flashlight to find a strange bike graveyard 
art project that somebody had positioned 
on this random part of the mountain. Bike 
chains, pedals and skinny wheels decorated 

the trees all around me, creating an eerie 
ambiance alone in darkness. I was expecting 
a psychopathic serial killer cyclist to fly out 
from the trees on his bone covered bicycle 
and puncture my throat with a flaming tire 
gauge. Instead, I found a safe trail leading 
to the side of the freeway, ten miles away 
from my temporary home. I put out my 
thumb and started walking, wondering 
why I was receiving frightened glances from 
everyone who passed me. Then I noted my 
appearance; my face was blackened from 
mud and I was covered in prickly burs, 
clasping a giant walking stick with a skull 
attached to it. Clearly, I looked insane. I 
walked the ten miles, even as it began to 
rain, too stubborn to give up the staff that 
saved my life.
    The next day, the Aspen mountain opened 
to skiers and snowboarders, so I arrived at 
9 AM to sing on a crowded corner. It was 
Veterans Day. I caught a ride with a Vietnam 
vet and George R. R. Martin lookalike 
named Richard. He told me that he was 
drafted, so he spent his entire military 
career causing mischief in order to get 
discharged. He boasted about trading truck 
beds of beer for military helicopter joy rides. 
He dropped me off with a warm smile and 
wished me all the best in the universe. It was 
freezing that morning, which encouraged 
tips. Street performing, for me, is one of the 
purest forms of entertainment. The music is 
free. It creates an atmosphere of optimism 
around the block.  That day, a reasonable 
number of people were impressed with my 
early morning dedication and showered 
me with dollar bills and warm, caffeinated 
beverages. Children would gather around 
me and dance like little crazed midgets, 
smiling at my tiny guitar, their parents 
seemingly impressed that they could find 
joy somewhere other than a tiny electronic 
device. I made 20 dollars an hour that day 
and played for four straight hours until 
my fingers were frozen and I was shaking 
aggressively from the cold. With my 
earnings, I bought a giant, fizzy alcoholic 
beverage and began to interact with the 
tourists, all draped in North Face and 
Gucci, and wondering what I was doing in 
such a place.
  On Friday, my bunkmate JT and I 
decided to book it for Utah and check out 
Canyonlands National Park. We got to 
the edge of the park late in the night and 
dreamed in his truck. We woke at sunrise. 
The sky was filled with burnt orange, 
displaying a cratered Mars-like terrain in 
the horizon. In the bed of his pickup was a 
Ninja motorcycle, so I hopped on back and 
we flew through the park, stopping at every 
notable scenic point. The park reminded 
me of Wiley E. Coyote territory; massive 
red rocks randomly balanced on other 
rocks, seemingly ready to be pushed onto an 
unsuspecting Roadrunner. I felt like I was 

“The park reminded me of Wiley E. Coyote territory; massive red rocks 
randomly balanced on other rocks, seemingly ready to be pushed onto an 

unsuspecting Roadrunner. I felt like I was that cartoon mouse holding two 
pistols in a giant cowboy hat, desperately trying to head west.”
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that cartoon mouse holding two pistols in a 
giant cowboy hat, desperately trying to head 
west. Ninety percent of our encounters 
with humans were with foreigners, all 
eager to see the beauty that is our national 
park system. Clearly Americans were more 
worried about the Sunday night cartoon 
lineup than exploring the vast expanse of 
the Canyonlands. 
  We had little money, so we stopped at a 
ranger station and asked where we could 
camp for free. She directed us to a tiny 
spot just outside of the park where we 
could lay our heads. Her directions led us 
to a frightening winding road down a cliff, 
complete with the wreckages of two old 
Volkswagens that had apparently taken 
their turns too sharply. We made it to the 
bottom and found an old dirt trail that took 
us to an isolated camping spot. We built a 
fire and smoked some grass, and by the 
time the sun came down, we were ready to 
explore. We danced up intimidating craters 
and played and twirled and sang until we 
could live no more. But we made it back to 
our tent, ate Top Ramen, and dreamed.
   The next day, we saw more of the park and 
left to check out a local Microbrewery in the 
tiny town of Moab, Utah. We were surprised 
to find that pints of the local IPA sold for 
$2.50. We each bought one, engaged in a 
celebratory cheers, and swallowed a dirty, 
watered down brew that nearly came right 
back up. I politely asked the bartender why 
the beer tasted like mud. He reminded me 
of the crummy Utah Mormon beer laws, 
making it so that any beer on tap could not 
surpass an alcohol content of a measly two 
and a half percent. We gathered our things 

and hauled them back to Colorado without 
looking back.
   Fortune radiated on me, the next day. I 
found out that some good friends of mine, 
the Cadaver Dogs, were winding down their 
US rock tour in Denver in two days’ time 
and heading back to Columbus. JT agreed 
to trek the three hours to Denver and 
drop me off. I met with an acquaintance 
of mine named Kim who had just recently 
moved to the city. She took me and my 
belongings into her well-kept apartment 
and let me sleep on her furniture. She was 
an overqualified cocktail waitress at an 
upscale hotel chain. Kim was happy with 
where she was, her joy spilling out of her 
body language, and that made me happy. I 
met her at the hotel at midnight, when she 
got off. I remember waiting in the foyer, 
cat scruff on my face and holes in my black 
jeans, watching a wedding wind down; 
old, rich women in thousand dollar gowns 
acted serendipitously belligerent amongst 
the crowd. I couldn’t have felt more out of 
place. We made it to her home, drank craft 
beer, and listened to records on the carpet. 
We talked about the world around us and 
slept and dreamed and then I was gone. Her 
smile has stayed with me.
   In the next and final installment of my 
journey, I live the life of a roadie, finishing 
out the Cadaver Dogs tour by lifting 
equipment, selling t-shirts, and pretending 
that I am a part of the band. We break into 
a casino rooftop and flee from an apartment 
filled with giant bongs and cockroaches. 
Until then, remember: life is a marvel, filled 
with desire and adventure. Don’t lose it 
without a little exploration.

– New York Post

–The New York Observer
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www.victoriatheatre.com

NEW $25 SEATS NOW AVAILABLE!

(937)228-3630
Call (937) 461-8295GROUPS SAVE!

LEADERSHIP SPONSORS 
Morris Home Furnishings 

WRGT-TV FOX45 
PERFORMANCE SPONSOR 

Dayton Daily News, a product of CMGO

JANUARY 28 - FEBRUARY 2 
SCHUSTER CENTER

Ask about $10 WINE FLIGHTS Friday 1/31!
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DAVE ACKELS                                                                                  



|15

Telephone: You paint on old window panes. What got you started on that? Also, it 
seems you’d have to paint ‘backwards’ so that when viewed from the other side the 
image makes sense...?
Dave: I found a window in the alley behind my house in college and just started 
painting on it. It was just clicked I guess. It is all painting backwards, but I don’t really 
know any other way, I never took a painting class. 

Telephone: The characters that appear in your paintings and on your skateboards- 
do they have names? Any anthropomorphism on your part? 
Dave: Sometimes they have names, it’s rare. I just want to convey a tone mainly. It’s 
cool that people can relate to them, I want there to be a human element to them.

Telephone: Currently, who are your favorite artists?
Dave: Neil Blender is probably my favorite. Don Pendleton too. Lesser known I would 
have to say Dan Donavan. 

Telephone: Not so famous and unlikely to be last words...?
Dave: I just want to thank everyone, who has supported Absorb. 

DAVE ACKELS                                                                                  
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DaytonMostMetro.com  

The Intergalactic Nemesis
Book 2 Robot Planet Rising
Victoria Theater
Friday January 24
8:00 PM

Muse Machine's Musical 2014: 
Seussical
Victoria Theatre
January 16 - 19

ArtStreet Friday Film Series: 
'Taken'
University of Dayton, ArtStreet
Friday January 24
8:00 PM

3rd Annual MSD Brew Ha-Ha
Montessori School of Dayton
Saturday January 25 
 6:00 PM - 10:00 PM

Freezin' for a Reason
Caesar's Creek
Saturday January 25
1:30 PM

(937) 559-5778
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Virginity Loser                                                                                                                                                                                    
                       by Mindy Parade

    Hi Mindy! How I lost my virginity: We did 
it in the woods behind the house because 
the girl assured me that she was a loud one 
and I didn’t want to get caught by parents, 
who were home at the time. It was amazing 
and loud and now I get horny every time I 
go near a forest. 
   I received this text message one day after 
I asked people to text me the story of losing 
their virginity. I do not know this person 
but I thanked him for sharing his lovely 

memory and we began a correspondence. 
I asked how old he was when he lost his 
virginity and he said 20. I admired his 
restraint! A few days later, I received this:
I lost my virginity to Tom Gable from 
Against Me! when I was 19. We had been 
dating for probably a month. We were in 
love and it was perfect. His ‘room’ was like 
the much later Harry Potter’s room under 
the stairs. It was a great room. He had just 
the right amount of stuff in it. Tom has 

“I like to bare and share all, much to the dismay of those 
privy to me. I feel that if just one person can relate and 

feel not so alone in the world because of something that I 
have shared, then I’ve done my job. (I’m a kitchen manager.) 

There is nothing worse than feeling alone in something 
that everyone in the world takes part in. “

Funky G
Friday Jan 17th

Winter Sounds
Saturday Jan 18th

Acoustic Thirstdays
with Alex speller

Thursday

The Old Time Acoustic Jam
with Rick Good and Ben Cooper

Wednesday

Puzzle of Light
Friday Jan 24th
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since become a rock star, which alone was a 
strange experience (for me). He has recently 
come out as transgendered, like in the 
Rolling Stone magazine. She is now called 
Laura Jane Grace and I am so effing proud 
of her. I hope and look forward to getting to 
know her again someday.
  I absolutely love this memory. It was texted 
to me by a friend that I know well, but I 
had never heard this story. I felt so happy 
for her to have had such a wonderful first 
time experience, but I was starting to feel 
a bit discouraged regarding my motive. I 
originally asked people to share their first 
time experiences in the hopes that they 
could share with me any awkwardness they 
may have felt. I wanted to bond with people 
over guilt, shame, and reasons for therapy.      
So far, I was only receiving wonderful 
stories dripping with positive nostalgic 
residue and I started to feel bad about my 
own experience. I wondered where all the 
traumatic virginity losers were. I suppose 
that’s the thing, though. If you have had a 
bad experience, you are less likely to share 
it with others. That’s not how I, personally, 
like to operate. I like to bare and share all, 
much to the dismay of those privy to me. I 
feel that if just one person can relate and 
feel not so alone in the world because of 
something that I have shared, then I’ve 
done my job. (I’m a kitchen manager.) 
There is nothing worse than feeling alone in 
something that everyone in the world takes 
part in. That may even be the definition of 
alone, so it’s the epitome. Then I received 
this one:
  It was my first and last Kentucky Derby. 
We partied all day and it was the drunkest 
thing I’ve ever seen. I was making out with 
random dudes all day. J and I went down 
some slip-n-slide and got lost from everyone. 
When we finally found them, I laid down 
on a blanket and heard a voice next to me 
say, “You can’t lay there with your shirt on.” 
I looked to my left and there was a midget! 
We proceeded to get lost again and stopped 
at random parties before we finally made it 
back to a friend’s house. There was this dude 
who I had not even talked to all day, but 
I was wasted and I basically took his hand 
and led him back to a bedroom. We made 
out for a while and then all of a sudden he 
was on top of me putting a condom on and 
I remember thinking, “Well, this is kind of 
hurting my head,” because it kept hitting 
the head board. Other than that, I don’t 

remember enjoying it so much. We never 
spoke again. I will never go back to the 
Kentucky Derby because I felt like a whore 
and also now I don’t agree with horse racing 
because I have my morals.
  Now, that’s a story! It has everything! 
The Kentucky Derby, a midget, slip-n-
slides, alcohol, later-developed horse racing 
morals...This was also sent from a good 
friend and I never knew this whole story, I 
just knew that she was 22. This text gave me 
the real courage to write about my first time 
because she, like everyone else, was so open, 
and I felt it was only fair. For me, it starts 
with a guy named Elvis and it gets worse:
I remember hanging out with my friends 
and this dude Elvis was egging me on about 
sex. I lied and said I had done it TONS 
of times because I’m cool like that. He 
asked me to prove it, to which I said no. I 
remember being handed drink after drink 
of vodka and was finally being led into a 
bedroom. Before I knew it, and before any 
awesome foreplay, Elvis was de-flowering 
me and it really hurt. I faked enjoying it 
and when he was done he asked, “Hey, can 
Nick have sex with you too?” Apparently his 
friend had been in the room watching the 
whole time and to prove I was so cool with 
it all and how much I loved trains, I agreed. 
Both dudes sucked and there was no love 
or fun involved at all. When it was all over 
and done with, we exited the bedroom and 
I remember being so dizzy from the vodka. 
(It was also my first time being drunk!) My 
used-to-be-virgin body was sore and my legs 
gave out. I pretended it was all cool and 
awesome and plopped into a chair to play 
Mike Tyson’s Punch Out on 8-bit Nintendo, 
because that is what I really wanted to do 
with the whole evening anyway.
   Nick and Elvis left the building and I never 
really gave it a second thought. I believed 
that that was what girls were supposed to do: 
have sex with dudes, so that they would like 
you. It never seemed like a pivotal moment 
until I got older. Therapy probably should 
have stemmed from this at some point. If I 
didn’t embrace my special brand of crazy so 
hard, it would have.
I was 12 years old.
   If you text Mindy Parade, she will probably write 
about it. 937.610.8895. She has a blog thingy over 
at ConversingWithEarthlings.wordpress.com. You can 
email her atmissmockduck@gmail.com  

www.AltonBrownTour.com www.victoriatheatre.com

(937)228-3630

Call (937) 461-8295
GROUPS SAVE!
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Off the Radar:
Because Pop Stars Are People Too                                                                                                                                                                                 
                                                          by Jacob S. Combs

   The day before Christmas Eve this year was 
as normal as it was supposed to be. No last-
minute shopping for the people I forgot to 
buy gifts for, no important phone calls, no 
eviction notice. I woke at 8:30, kicked my 
feet around the house while entertaining my 
morning buzz, and got to work shortly after 
10. That evening, though, was considerably 
different from my idea of “normal.”
   After sneaking out of work a little earlier 
than usual (five years as an artist’s assistant 
affords me these rights), I ran home and 
started cleaning like a maniac. I always wait 
until the hours leading up to a house full 
of people before trying to make my home 

mildly presentable. I like to think I’m still at 
an age where I can get away with it.
   Since September of 2012, my roommate 
and I have hosted over twenty shows in our 
near-empty middle room. The past just-
over-a-year has brought musicians from 
all over the country, granting us intimate 
experiences with people all across a colorful 
spectrum of travelers, couch surfers, and 
starving artists. This particular show was a 
little more familiar than most: solo-folkie 
Wes Tirey was paying Dayton a visit for 
the holidays, venturing away from his new 
home of Asheville, North Carolina. Once 
the show was confirmed some weeks back, 
I contacted my buddies Eric and Erica of 
Passenger Pigeon to come from Columbus 
for an evening and give Dayton a house 
show like it hasn’t seen since 2008.
   In contrast to the comforting laziness of 
Punk Rock Time (taking show times as mere 
suggestions and showing up more than an 
hour late), people started arriving before 
I was even out of the shower. By 9:15, we 
had a full crowd. By the time Matt Hobbs 
finished his opening set, the chambers of 
my small dwelling were packed wall-to-wall, 
live bodies spilling through every threshold, 
occupying every corner.
  I volunteered my own band to go on 
second, racing to get a performance out of 
me before bourbon and ganja took over for 
the evening. Tuning acoustic instruments in 
the company of an excited, talkative crowd 
is a task itself. Playing songs to a crowded 
room of people listening intently is a 
mouth-drying, palm-sweating feat. Seven 
melancholy songs later, it was time to drop 
the ukulele and play host once again.
   The party I walked back into was different 
from the one I walked out of. I saw faces 
I didn’t expect to see. Faces that had gone 
away a long time ago. They now fall asleep 
and wake up in cities I’ve only ever visited 
or heard about. These were friends of mine. 
As much as I say I hate Christmas (and I 
do), it seems to be the only time of the year 
I can depend on seeing these faces, getting 
to hear how the last year has been for them, 
and offering them a familiar face to smile 
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at. As badly as I wanted to freeze time and 
admire the humans in my presence, the 
show was halfway done.
    If you’ve ever been to the Cat House (named 
for the cats living there), you’re probably 
aware that we don’t own a PA system. We’ve 
borrowed friends’ systems as needed in the 
past, but our space is essentially for quiet, 
intimate performances. On this night, in a 
house packed with individuals in varying 
states of intoxication, my bandmates and 
I gave our kindergarten-teacher-best to get 
everyone to play the Quiet Game before 
Wes Tirey went on. Then, during one of 
Mr. Tirey’s most beautiful, haunting pieces, 
I heard the back door open, followed by 
a drunken “Why the fuck is it so quiet in 
here?!” then a collective “Shhh....” from 
other audience members. Sometimes, these 
things just happen.
  Passenger Pigeon is one band I never 
have to worry about in this town. Yeah, 
they’re acoustic. Sure, they’re only two 
people. And yeah, they aren’t very loud 
without a microphone. None of this really 
matters, though. Even though they moved 
to Pittsburgh and got hitched in 2009 and 
stopped making music for a little while, 
their hometown performances will always 
include our favorite singalongs and their 
brand of inoffensive, tongue-in-cheek 
humor.
  This late in the night, I felt homesick. 
Here I was in my own house, surrounded 
by so many of those I hold dear, so many 

who I had missed for so long. Yet, there 
were others who I missed. Friends who 
probably wished they could be in Dayton 
for this three to five days. When Eric and 
Erica started playing some of my favorite 
songs from State School’s Cats In Boxes EP, 
I thought about the times my buddy Aaron 
and I attempted to sneak into their shows 
whenever they played at bars. We were 
both under age. He’s in Seattle now. When 
“Let the Hurricane Roar” started with its 
too-familiar hook “glory glory hallelujah, 
hallelujah glory glory,” I took a brief second 
to scan the room for Sara Jayne. We always 
used to sing this together at work. She 
moved to Brooklyn. Even long after their 
last song, the feeling never really left me.
  The party was over by 2 am. I sat in a 
wooden chair, dozing off to The Adventures 
of Pete & Pete while my old friend Phil 
finished a six-pack and ate bowl after bowl 
of the soup that I left on the stove. I offered 
to make him a bed on the couch before I 
called it a night, but he declined, opting for 
his old bed at his mom’s house.
  I said, “When Christmas is over with, I 
want to hear all your stories from the last 
year in San Francisco.”
   Jacob S. Combs is a daydreamer who is easily startled 
and doesn’t know what he wants to be when he grows 
up. You can reach him atjsethcombs42o@yahoo.
com and tell him your own experiences with seasonal 
anxiety/depression.
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Stay Strange: 
Attila (The Huns of the Big Apple)                                                                                                                                                                             
                                                     by Brock McKibben

   Long before the song “Piano Man” was 
even a thought, Billy Joel (age 21) was 
forming a band in the dusty basement of a 
wallpaper store in New York. The year was 
1969 and this was not your average music 
venture: Joel on a Hammond B-3 and 
vocals, teamed up with only one other 
member, a drummer by the name of Jon 
Small (age 23). The wallpaper store was 
owned by Small’s parents and doubled as 
the late night rehearsal space for the hard 
psychedelic pop-rock two piece called 
Attila.
Billy and Jon’s previous group “The 
Hassles” (which Joel eventually forgot the 
name of) was successful, but the two were 
not happy with the sound. They were 
frustrated with people who turned down 

ideas of new sounds without hearing 
them first, so they did their own thing. 
Joel rewired his B-3 to bypass the Leslie 
tone cabinet and plugged it straight 
into guitar effect pedals and amplifiers, 
resulting in a very near-to-guitar sound. 
He called the end result “pure raunch.” 
He also designed a keyboard bass with 
unorthodox couplings of standard organ 
stops; think a Ray Manzarek-esque style, 
but heavier. Small had a standard drum 
kit, but used it in a violent way to attack 
a song as fast as possible while keeping 
his beats quick and precise. For the song 
“Brain Invasion” (the closing track to 
the album), Jon takes a semi-progressive 
approach to his drum fills while keeping 
it short, sweet, and neat.

www.victoriatheatre.com/series/family
(937)228-3630

SATURDAY, FEBRUARY 1 
1:00 & 3:30 P.M. • VICTORIA THEATRE

With their usual wild inventiveness and ingenious story-telling,  
The Zoot Theatre Company returns to the Victoria Theatre, with their  

imaginative and captivating puppets! Get ready for a cunning new production of 
Lewis Carroll’s ALICE IN WONDERLAND. Experience this fantastical tale like never 

before with an incredible Cheshire Cat, an over-the-top Queen of Hearts,  
an amazing Mad Hatter, the bemused Alice herself, and much more. 
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  I love how different this is from the 
radio Billy Joel that most of us know. I 
think everyone should give this super 
strange album a listen. It is exciting to 
see the progression into what made Mr. 
Joel famous versus what he and Mr. Small 
dreamt up to set themselves apart from 
the rest. Especially because later down the 
road, Billy himself was quoted as calling 
the album “psychedelic bullshit.” It doesn’t 
matter to me that Attila’s honeymoon 
ended in 1970 when the album was released 
on Epic Records. (The breakup happened 
only a year after the band started, due to 
Joel stealing Small’s wife.) I love and believe 

in this record! I couldn’t care less what the 
critics have to say…Even if one of those 
critics is Billy Joel himself. Stephen Thomas 
Erlewine of Allmusic has written “Attila 
undoubtedly is the worst album released in 
the history of rock & roll - hell, the history 
of recorded music itself. There have been 
many bad ideas in rock, but none match the 
colossal stupidity of Attila”. Well Stephen, 
we will agree to disagree and that, my 
friends, is the beauty of it all. “Difference 
makes the world go ‘round.”
  Questions, Comments, Suggestions? Email me at 
discosucks666@gmail.com Stay Strange, America! 

Tuesdays Through Feb 4th
6-7:30 am
Cost: $15 Drop-in
Ages: Adults &  teens

Dhanda Yoga 

This is a moderate to fast-paced class, which 
is athletic in nature, helping you build 
strength, confidence & grace in your body and 
mind. Dhanda yoga utilizes a staff as a fulcrum, 
lever, and guide to assist the postures and 
movements. This class blends martial arts with 
yoga and other core exercises to stretch, 
strengthen and energizethe body.

Warm Up At The Tavern

Warm Spiced Wine

Irish Coffee

Coffee & Baileys
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WHAT IS ‘ABSTRACT DICTATION’?
   Abstract Dictation (AD) is a literary 
mishap centered around failure. More 
specifically, Abstract Dictation celebrates 
the failure of technology.

ORIGINS & EARLY DEVELOPMENT
    It all started on a fateful day in October 
of 2013. I was still in my infancy of learning 
the ins and outs of a recently purchased 
iPad and noticed on the touch-keyboard, 
next to the space bar, a microphone button. 
Todd Uttley explained what it represented. 
It was a ‘dictation’ feature. By hitting the 
microphone button, speaking, and then 
hitting ‘DONE,’ my iPad could decipher 
what was said and change it into print...Sort 
of. The end result was something close to 
what was actually said...Sometimes exactly 
what was said, but other times just a bit 
off and still yet other times, more than just 
a bit off. It was way off! That failure, that 
inability, is what would become known as 
Abstract Dictation. Todd went on to show 
how multiple sources of sound, specifically 
two or more people talking at the same time, 
yielded even more off-ness or mysteriously 
-- even beautifully -- cryptic results. Some 
words appeared in the deciphering despite 
having never been spoken or referenced. 
Even new words would appear in the 
fragmented (at best) sentences that were 
unknown, or recognizable. Yet other times, 
the end result appeared to be an answer to a 
question that was never asked. It seemed as 
if whatever was on the other end listening 
and deciphering was sentient.
   The dictation feature on my iPad was 
designed to do one thing but was being 
utilized to get a different result, in a different 
way. This anomaly yielded a new form of 

THE PHENOMENON OF ABSTRACT DICTATION                                                                                                                                                                                      
                                                     by Shawn Abnoxious

Belles-Lettres type cryptic word rendering. 
I recognized Abstract Dictation as one 
part Ouija board, one part Nostradamus 
Quatrain, one part Magic 8-ball and, most 
importantly, one part technology. Failed 
technology.

‘SOMETHING’ IS LISTENING
  In the following weeks and further 
development of Abstract Dictation, 
it became verily apparent that one 
of the key components for capturing 
Abstract  Dictation is wireless access. The 
dictation itself and the software needed to 
complete the process are not actually inside 
any individual tablet or smart phone. It 
instead requires an unidentified source on 
the other side of the dictation button, in 
order to work. (The part that tries and fails.)
  Exactly what that source is...Call it a 
computer program or a secret hush-hush 
conspiracy to build a hidden Artificial 
Intelligence...Remains unknown. 
Something is listening. Something is 
working or NOT working and, ironically 
enough, that’s what makes Abstract 
Dictation work.

ABSTRACT DICTATION TERMINOLOGY 
Protagonist 
   The person with the device directing the 
pod, initiating the session, and possibly 
directing the subject matter via a script. 
The protagonist also has the responsibility 
of capturing, cataloging, and publishing 
results which may include reading the 
finished product, as well as teaching others 
how to execute Abstract Dictations.
Pod 
   A group of 2 or more Grunts assembled to 
capture Abstract Dictations. 
Grunt 

   A non-protagonist participant in a Pod.
Session 
 A catalogued grouping of Abstract 
Dictations over a specific time period. 
Given identity (i.e. title.)
Script
 Specific words, phrases, or sentences 
assigned to Grunts by the Protagonist.
Foul
   Sometimes, for whatever unknown reason, 
the dictation ‘won’t take’. This is called a 
Foul.
Net
  The app or program that the Protagonist 
uses in conjunction with the device to 
capture the Abstract Dictation.
Device 
 Smart Phone, tablet, or other device 
wielded by the Protagonist.
Solo
 Abstract Dictation done by a lone 
Protagonist using alternative media sources.
Public Conclave 
A meeting of enthusiasts or newcomers that 
is intended to spread, explain, and promote 
the concept of Abstract Dictation.

ABSTRACT DICTATION NECESSITIES
   A Device (e.g. smart phone, tablet or other 
device) that is connected to the internet 
AND has the ability to take dictation (the 
dictation microphone button).
 A Net (or application) to be used in 
conjunction with the device.
A Protagonist and Grunt or Pod.
 In a Solo Abstract Dictation, television, 
music or even large crowds can be used as 

an alternative or additional source in place-
-or even in addition to a Grunt or Pod-- but 
results are very inconsistent in the capturing

HOW TO CAPTURE ABSTRACT DICTATION
1. Assemble a Pod. Disseminate roles of 
Protagonist and Grunts.
2. The Protagonist will declare subject 
matter, device, and Net usage. 
3. The Protagonist will initiate and capture 
the duration of the dictation recording for 
anywhere from 5-10 seconds. 
Note: If a foul occurs, try again. Possibly try 
shortening the dictation’s duration or maybe 
choose a new net.
4. Share the results by reading aloud or 
publishing the results of the Abstract a 
Dictations as creatively as possible: zines, 
blogs, twitter, etc. (Twitter can serve as an 
awesome Net. Use #AbstractDictation)

THE INEVITABLE FIX?
   As with any failure or problem, there will 
be an eventual attempt to fix this identified 
loophole. Technology is always changing 
under the guise of advancement. Already, 
one and a half months since the discovery, 
definition, and capturing of the earliest 
Abstract Dictations, signs are appearing 
(increase in fouls when using various nets) 
that are making it harder and harder (but 
not impossible) to initiate and capture 
Abstract Dictations. Nothing last forever.

EXAMPLES of ABSTRACT DICTATIONS
AD (From Script) 12/07/2013 
Go to the world is being meant the world is 
been the world is good.
Grunt(s): Julie, Olive 
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Protagonist: Shawn Abnoxious 
Device: IPad  Net: Springpad
Session: N/A Date: 12/07/2013

AD-C:1
Alright talk at same time talk blogger blog 
it does not matter at grand scheme of the 
bulls in the book Louttit switches
Grunt(s): Jay Simmons
Protagonist: Shawn Abnoxious
Device: IPad Net: Springpad
Session: C Date:11/24/2013 
AD (From TV) 10/23/13
Monastery tries to go whatever Keep it or 
lose
Ha ha eat off has been beautiful Fucking 
buffalo you buy anything but I feel fucking 
fiddle collapsible Not that lucky. Anything 
you want to Ludivina possibly 30
Grunt(s): None-Solo (Secondary Media TV)
Protagonist: Shawn Abnoxious 
Device: IPad  Net: Springpad
Session: N/A Date: 10/23/2013

FURTHER READING:
The first three Abstract Dictations (AD) 
Sessions- “A” (with Zach Gabbard) “B” (with 
Brian McCabe) and “C” (with Jay Simmons) 
appear in the Cincinnati based Zine Bad 
Day at The Plastic Mines #5. Inquire via 
e-mail to ShawnAbnoxious@gmail.com

WEB OUTPOST:
Drop by the THWART Blog for direct 
referencing and feel welcome to leave a 
guest dictation in the page’s comments 
section. (The comments section can serve 
as a Net too!)
http://shawnabnoxious.blogspot.com/p/
what- is-abstract-dictation-abstract.html

HERE:
Join the 1st Public Conclave of Abstract 
Dictation on Thursday, January 30th at 
The Listing Loon, located in Cincinnati’s 
Northside Neighborhood. Bring your 
iPad or smartphone to become a certified 
Abstract Dictation Protagonist, participate 
as a grunt, or just watch and hang.
Contact: The Listing Loon      
(513) 542-5666
listingloon@gmail.com
“Abstract Dictation is a new literary mishap 
celebrating the failure of technology. Failure 
can be a beautiful thing...If you let it.”
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by Harvey Fierstein
featuring Jamison Stern

with 
 Jamie Cordes Lisa Ann Goldsmith Patricia Linhart Jon Hacker Philip Thomas Stock 

directed by Scott Stoney

P R E S E N T S

A Ground-breAkinG CulturAl Milestone

Performed live at THe LoFT THeATre in Downtown Dayton • 126 N. Main Street

Torch Song Trilogy SponSored by
Sam Rinehart CFP, CLU Private Wealth Advisor. Ameriprise Financial, Inc.

Rob and Leesa Comparin • AIDS Resource Center Ohio • Dr. Robert L. Brandt, Jr., MD • The City of Dayton Human Relations Council 
Larry S. Glickler—Bradford, Connelly & Glickler Funeral Home • Miami Valley Fair Housing Center

The LofT SeaSon SponSor

organizaTionaL SupporT provided by

addiTionaL LofT SeaSon SupporT

January 30 – February 16, 2014
Join Us  
online

This production  
contains adult content

$25 SeatS available at all PerformanceS

                          For tickets: 937-228-3630
or online: www.humanracetheatre.org  

or www.ticketcenterstage.com

ADvice w/ MAMA CASS
   A friend of mine is a bad tipper. I don’t 
think we have ever received truly bad service, 
maybe a hiccup here and there, but nothing 
deserving of the 8 -10% she typically designates 
to the server. I have a great time hanging out 
with her but when it comes time to pay, I’ve 
started  secretly leaving huge tips to make up 
for her awful gratuity. Covering up for her 
selfishness isn’t a big deal if we are having a 
drink or two, but it’s getting costly to eat out 
with her. We used to grab dinner together 
often but I’ve bowed out a few times lately and 
I can tell she’s beginning to feel slighted. What 
do I do?

Bridging the Gratuity Gap

Dear Bridging,
  It has been very generous of you to make up 
for your friend’s monetary inconsideration. 
However, you are only enabling her misbehavior 
by covering it up and not confronting her. 
There are many ways to approach a friend with 
an issue and the most efficient methods rarely 
involve keeping silent while growing resentful 
and breeding distrust. Why does she feel 
slighted? Because you are slighting her. Rather 
than assume your adult friend is capable of 
handling some well-intentioned criticism, 
you’re taking great (financial) pains to not 
speak with her honestly.
  Additionally, feel bolstered in knowing that 
you’re in the right, in terms of your belief 
that service staff deserves compensation 
commensurate with responsibility and 
performance. The skill set of professional 
servers is vast and can easily make or break a 

meal.  However, the real reason to tip and do 
so properly is this: enjoying service at the hands 
of a member of the service industry is entering 
into a social contract. By walking into a service 
establishment, customers agree to be waited 
upon. In exchange for the privilege of having 
a person at their beck and call, the customers 
are expected to subsidize the server’s wages. As 
a result of this arrangement, the establishment 
can afford to pay servers less without trading 
money for level of workmanship. Additionally, 
the server is motivated to satisfy the customers 
fully and the customers do not have to pay 
outrageous amounts of money for menu items 
that are priced to include high labor costs. 
($30 hamburger, anyone?) Your friend’s failure 
to participate in this system is not a righteous 
attempt to stand up against the tyranny of the 
status quo. It’s denying hard-working folks the 
money they’ve earned by being your indentured 
servant. That’s what being waited upon comes 
down to: hiring a temporary servant.
  So, your friend is being a jerk. Either you two 
should start taking your parties to Fuddrucker’s 
or you can stop being cowardly, point out 
your unease and financial strain and talk to 
your friend like she’s your...I don’t know...
friend?  Yours is the kind of revelation that 
goes hand-in-hand with a present. I’m thinking 
a pocket calculator only capable of determining 
20% of a total.

Good luck,
Mama Cass

Need a word of advice? Contact Mama Cass 
at advice@telephoneweekly.com

|

Complimentary 
Veterinary Care

Acupuncture, Chinese Herbal 
and Holistic Medicine 
Including Food Therapy 

veterinaryalternatives.comYellow Springs 767-1579
Centerville 433-2202
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Limited-edition LP release show for “These Are 
The Days Gone By.” First 500 LPs hand-painted 
by the artists at We Care Arts. Portion of sales 
to benefit WCA
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TICK KECK TOE

Closed Mon & Tues (except for photoshoots)
Wed & Thur: 12:30p - 5p

Fri - Sat: 12p - 6p
Sun: 12p - 5p

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

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

Telephone’s phrasal template word game

adjective

     Staying Warm

It’s January. This means that you can’t avoid the ________  degree weather 

and freezing your ________  off. Also, complaining only makes people 

think you’re a ________  jerk. When the temperature hit sub artic levels, 

its time to pull out the long ________ ‘s and the ________  coat. Don’t 

forget to ________  open the hand warmers and a nice wool ________. 

Finally, when all else fails, curl up under ________  blankets with your 

significant other or your pet ________ . Also, A positive ________  

attitude will keep you warm on the inside even when the ________  cold 

is frost ________  your face off.  So this winter, take a few steps to ensure 

you’ll be warmer than a ________  wrapped in ________ . 
plural noun

type of clothing

adjective

animal

adjective

body part

number

verb

name

verb-ing

number

adjective

animal
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The Joy Coloring: Mommy’s Lil’ Cowpie illustrated by Ben Riddlebarger 
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ONE FOLEY ARTIST 
HUNDREDS OF SOUNDS

THREE ACTORS
DOZENS OF CHARACTERS

THOUSANDS OF  
COMIC-BOOK PANELS

Book two: Robot Planet Rising

   “Brilliant... The ending makes you want to  

high-five your neighbor in anticipation of the next installment!”

- CultureMap Austin

JANUARY 24 • 8 PM
VICTORIA THEATRE

SAME FORMAT.  NEW STORY. NO PREVIOUS INTERGALACTIC EXPERIENCE NECESSARY.
LIVE-ACTION GRAPHIC NOVEL


