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Syllables, Syntax &  SENTiment                                                                                                                                                                    
                     by Coco Gagnet | Illustrated by  brittany schwarck

I find that most of my problems with other 
human beings are rooted in communication. 
We’re often in search of the jargon to most 
accurately transmit our thoughts and feelings, 
and sometimes not most accurately, but most 
effectively. Finding the most sensitive or 
poignant way to put something is rarely an 
easy task. Most of the time, we become slaves 
to impulse and make assertions that are often 
regrettable. For instance, right now, I’m not 
sure exactly how to say what I want to say. It 
seems like we have yet to master the language 

we’ve created or maybe mastery is impossible. 
Maybe words can never wholly express what 
we really want to articulate. Does language 
fail us or do we fail it? The world would be 
a much easier place to navigate if we could 
say what we mean and mean what we say. 
Sometimes I feel like I’m grasping for a 
vague interpretation of what’s really there. 
Sentences and syllables and syntax can only 
do human suffering and elation so much 
justice. I’m often overcome by a feeling that 
seems like it could never possibly be put into 

coherence, and I wonder if it’s because I feel 
it’s futility, or immeasurability. 

I believe in nonverbal communication. 
There are physical, sometimes intangible 
transactions between living things. We can 
sense eye contact from 40 feet away and 
I believe it’s arguable that it’s not only a 
primitive survival mechanism, but a vehicle 
for tacit, meaningful connection. I think that 
we vibrate around one another and language 
acts as a seismograph for all the tremors of 
human interaction. That’s why words are 
so important. They give form, metaphysical 
substance to all the things that are so easily 
(and so often) miscommunicated. Words 
lend a sense of permanence to all the 
momentary action. They fill the space. On 
the whole, we use “just to fill space” with a 
negative connotation, but that’s what people 
do: fill space. 

Our homes, relationships, and families. 
All the paraphernalia of our existence is 
one continuous, purposeful act of filling 
space. We’re all just giving structure to our 
emptiness. Speech is structure and though 
language cannot wholly interpret feeling and 
neither can action, their combined gravity 
provides the medium for communication, 
the thing that activates our connection with 
the people around us as opposed to letting it 
lay dormant and frustrated. Maybe we can’t 
master language because we’re perpetually 
becoming masters of ourselves, but language 
offers us some control on the inescapable 
lawlessness of our own interiority. We 
subject language to the slavery of our 
miscommunication, but without words it 
would be subject to the slavery of silence. 

I feel the weight of language in all its 
intangibility. Words inflict pain, but they also 
absolve us of it. They hurt and manipulate, 
but also heal and vivify. I have faith in the 
power of language, but little in others 
capacity to convey it. We’re all so capable 
of hurting people and uplifting them, and 
most of the time talking, exchanging, is 
the most effective method of doing so. I’ve 
ached and I’ve made others ache when 
words, intent, promises and actions don’t 
align; they all spiral off into this abyss of 
turbulent confusion. But I’ve also known the 
joy of clarity and the worth of offering it to 
others. That kind of synergy is one of those 
brief moments of equilibrium and if words 
can give me an accessible shot at happiness, I 
want to use them as wisely as I can. 
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Syllables, Syntax &  SENTiment                                                                                                                                                                    
                     by Coco Gagnet | Illustrated by  brittany schwarck

What We’re Drinking: Why Style Matters                      
                                                                                                                                                                                     by Tom Morgan | Illustrated by  ERIN DReis

Stripped of its history and pedigree, style is 
a contract between producer and consumer. 
Style tells consumers that this beer is hoppy 
or this beer is malty or this beer is sour so that 
they can judge whether or not they want to 
purchase a given producer’s beer. Style thus 
indicates a set of characteristics connected 
to a particular type of beer, characteristics 
that should reciprocally inform consumer 
expectations. If I order an American IPA and 
it is more malt-forward than hop-forward, 
I am annoyed. Why? Because hops are the 
defining characteristic of an American 
IPA—hop aroma, hop flavor and hop 
bitterness—so there should be citrus, resin, 
and evergreen in the nose and body, along 
with a fair share of bitterness in the body and 
lingering bitterness in the finish. Malt may 
be present to provide balance and backbone, 
but everything in this beer is in the service 
of showcasing hops. Similarly, if I order an 
English Brown, the emphasis should be on 
the malt and not the hops—my expectations 
are that the beer will have a rich malt character 
with toffee, caramel, biscuit, and bread crust, 
along with hints of dark fruit and coffee. 
Chocolate and/or hop flavors would make 
this an American Brown, not an English 
one; a small claim to difference, certainly, 
but still one that matters. These expectations 
extend well beyond those connected to just 
flavor: a Saison, for example, should have 
a dry body, while a Russian Imperial Stout 
should have a chewy, thick body. Clarity, 
color, carbonation level: they all connect 
back to style. This is the language of beer. It 

is the nomenclature we use to communicate 
regarding beer. To not attempt to educate 
yourself—to willfully disregard the established 
language of beer and pretend that it doesn’t 
matter—essentially says that your interest in 
beer is insincere. 

So when I hear a brewer proclaim “I can’t 
be bothered with style” or “style limits my 
creativity,” all I hear is “I am a lazy brewer 
who doesn’t care about my customers.” 
If you want to experiment, go for it. 
Experimentation is fantastic. But market 
it as such. As a homebrewer, I brew all 
kinds of esoteric things: I spent all last 
year brewing Brettanomyces-only beers. 
But I’m brewing for myself, not customers. 
When commercial brewers decide to brew 
a random creation and slap a style name 
on it because they assume consumers won’t 
know the difference, they become part of the 
problem. The phrase “you need to know the 
rules before you can break the rules” may 
be cliché, but in this situation it has merit. 
Impress me with your ability to produce 
quality American Pale Ales or Oktoberfests 
that reflect established categories before 
you expect me to embrace your cutting edge 
ways. Respect your craft. To put it another 
way, while passion is important, so are skill 
and knowledge. After all, if you don’t have 
passion for beer, quite honestly, then you 
shouldn’t be brewing. Thus, if everyone has 
passion, then what will set you apart as a 
brewer is the skill and knowledge you use to 
craft your product. And one of the central 

components of beer skill and knowledge 
is an awareness of and respect for style. I 
wouldn’t pay a random stranger off the street 
to fix my car, regardless of the level of her 
or his passion for cars. The same holds true 
for beer. Passion alone has limitations. Just 
because you love beer doesn’t mean you can 
produce good beer. To those of you reading 
this, I suggest using the same rules of logic 
you all apply to other consumer goods when 
it comes to considering beer.

To return to style, and the contract 
it represents between producers and 
consumers: breweries that disregard or 
blatantly ignore style when marketing their 
beer perform a disservice to craft beer. This 
point is important, so let me repeat it, as I 
want it to sink in. Breweries that ignore 
style—intentionally or unintentionally, it 
doesn’t matter—are hurting consumers in 
general and craft beer writ large.  I speak 
here both ethically and economically. If good 
beer is a civic responsibility—and it is—then it 
behooves producers to perform their actions 

in good faith towards the consumer. While 
expediency is often the excuse, it doesn’t 
make it acceptable. Similarly, consumers who 
reward beers with excessive scores on social 
media sites when that beer clearly doesn’t 
fit the style, or who provide degradingly low 
scores for well-made beers because they dislike 
the brewery, are also part of the problem. 
Yes, you, with the straight 5s on Untappd, 
including similar scores for beers that are 
clearly infected, are part of the problem. Like 
and dislike are perfectly acceptable when 
hanging with friends who share similar ideas 
about beer. But when you are providing 
information to other consumers online, your 
opinion alone outside the parameters of style 
is not enough. After all, viewers seeing your 
comments don’t know whether or not you 
love or hate certain types of beer. And that 
type of information matters. Thus, you owe 
it to others consumers to provide appropriate 
information and feedback. In other words, 
you owe it to other consumers to know what 
you are talking about. Again, these are the 
ethical and economic dimensions of beer 
referred to above. Get educated. Learn. 
Otherwise, you’re a bad beer citizen who 
disregards and disrespects craft beer. Which 
leads me to next week’s topic: putting the 
“craft” in craft beer. 

a free ride for the winner 
and 9 friends on the 

Dayton Most Metro Brew Tour!

write in their name and 
the bar s/he works at on 
the form 

upload a photo of the form
to facebook or instagram

tag #brewnews to make 
sure your vote is counted

introducing

a four hour bus trip to YS Brewery,
Toxic Brew Co and Dayton Beer Co 

Oh, and the bar will get $100 worth of 
advertising in the brew news

You can vote once a week
until May 10th!

vote here

I NOMINATE__________________
BECAUSE S/HE IS THE BEST 
BARTENDER IN DAYTON AND WORKS
AT_________________________

The Prize
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  You know that feeling when you have a 
drink and are hit with an intense memory 
of a specific place? There’s a term for that: 
terroir. It’s a French word that literally means 
“soil” or “land.” Slightly more romantically, 
it is often summed up as “the taste of a 
place.” But I’m in the camp that believes it’s 
about so much more beyond the particular 
soil content. It’s about drinking a glass of 
wine and remembering a moment in time, 
the people watching, the view from a café, 
the conversation with a friend, the feeling 
of the sun in your eyes and the sound of 
traffic on the street, both complexly and 
neatly encompassed in something you are 
consuming 4,000 miles away, years later. 
 Upon first speaking with me, it’s quite 
likely that I’ll mention having lived in 
New Orleans. Leaving Nola was one of 
the toughest decisions I’ve ever made, but 
the draw of being close to my family and 
the opportunity to open a restaurant with 
them pulled me away from a place that will 
always have my heart and despite having 
only lived there for 3 years, it feels more like 
home than anywhere else. In Chronicles, 
Vol. 1, Bob Dylan writes of New Orleans, 
saying “Bluebloods, titled persons like crazy 
drunks, lean weakly against the walls and 
drag themselves through the gutter. Even 
they seem to have insights you might want 
to listen to. No action seems inappropriate 
here. The city is one very long poem.”
  There is a kind of poetic synesthesia in 
the notion of terroir. It’s not a neurological 
phenomenon, but it’s pretty mind-blowing 
when you experience it. For me, every time I 
have a Sazerac it’s like going to the Roosevelt 
Hotel and sneaking into the pool all over 
again. Sazerac is cliché (the official unofficial 

cocktail of New Orleans) and not my favorite 
cocktail, but it holds a special place in my 
memory. 
 The ingredients of a Sazerac consist of 
a brown spirit, an anise flavored liqueur, 
bitters, sugar, and lemon. There are many 
variations and many ways to prepare it, but 
here’s how I typically make a solid Sazerac: 

Chill an old-fashioned glass and set it aside. 

In a cocktail shaker, combine:
1 tsp. simple syrup
2 dashes Peychaud’s bitters
1 dash angostura bitters (Totally optional 
and nontraditional, but I like it.)
2 ounces rye
Stir (Do not shake! This is not a drink meant 
to be consumed super cold and the flavors 
get better as the drink warms up.)

Dump ice from the original old fashioned 
glass. Coat glass with your choice of Absinthe, 
Herbsaint, or Pernod. It’s my understanding 
that Ohio has a very limited availability of 
Absinthe, so I opt for Pernod, but to me 
Herbsaint is the gold standard. By coat, I 
mean pour a splash into the chilled glass and 
give it a good swirl, then discard. 

Strain the contents of the cocktail shaker 
into the anise-liqueur coated glass. 

Add a twist of lemon, rubbed along the 
rim. Purists probably say to discard that 
too. However, I like the twist in mine and 
I figure that’s okay because it’s my memory 
of learning to love a city that at first seemed 
confused, hot, and violent, and turned out 
to be one of the biggest influences in my life. 

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

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

 zombiedogzdayton.com

@Zombie_Dogz

We are back!
Check our facebook to 
see where we will be!
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S P O N S O R E D  B Y  F I F T H  T H I R D  B A N K

In an inconvenient spot on a stretch of land 
past the freeway lies a queue of things that 
will never be remembered or forgotten. This 
is the case because they are all the things that 
are simply never noticed. A dew drop frozen 
on the end of a leaf. A perfectly formed star-
shaped scab on the elbow of a small child. 
A faint spritz of perfume covered up by the 
odors of a cheap, dirty bar. Even the well 

AUGERY:
Sulfur Time Change Mechanism                                                                                                                                                                               
                       written & illustrated by  Adam Eckley
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wishes of grocery clerks, neighbors, friends, 
and strangers are piled in the far corner of the 
meadow which seems endless and eventually 
disappears into atmospheric perspective. 
I seem to have knowingly walked here by 
myself, but I stand here - filled with inquiry - 
as to what my business is. I now sit on a soft 
and rotten log, chewing on the leather band 
of my frozen watch.

omegamusicdayton.com

omegamusicdayton.com



M Ross draws three random records from his 
“dope” collection of LPs. He then listens to them 
and writes about them. 

Willie Nelson - “Red Headed 
Stranger”
(1975, Columbia KC-33482)

Willie Nelson, though often heralded 
as one of the greatest living American 
songwriters, is often neglected and 
devalued in the ears of many listeners. He 
is taken for granted in large part due to 
his fantastic “permanently high grandpa” 
persona, yes. However, he is truly most 
often forgotten due to his “existential 
reliability.” For so many payers-of-
attention to the popular music this-and-
that (be it country music or otherwise), 
Willie Nelson as we know him has always 
existed and to a degree, will always exist. It 
is widely accepted that, like the alpha and 
the omega, Willie Nelson “is, was, and 
will be,” but is scarcely understood and 
thus, scarcely appreciated.
Red Headed Stranger is Willie Nelson’s 
masterpiece. It is neither an orthodox 
country record, nor a purist folk record, 
nor a record to be lumped in with lesser 
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Record Roulette                                                                                                                                                                                   
                          with M Ross Perkins | Photo Stephanie baker

efforts and contractual obligations 
that may have called into question his 
reputability at times. (See “The Woman 
with the Rose Tattoo,” Nelson’s post-
bankruptcy paean about “the new Zesty 
Steak Melt from Taco Bell.” However, 
one should also note that even this 
terrible career stain includes an extremely 
clever and subversive lyric about lifelong, 
inescapable debt slavery that he managed 
to sneak past Taco Bell’s marketing 
department.)
Rather, this is an album of shocking 
literary vision that rivals other highly-
regarded concept records, notably the 
ones with the obnoxious marketing 
campaigns. Red Headed Stranger receives 
no such endorsement from Target or 
Spencer’s Gifts. It rarely earns a spin 
during “look-how-obscure-I-am” circlejerk 
sessions and its cover art cannot be 
found drawn on your prepubescent 
nephew’s Trapper Keeper. Instead, Red 
Headed Stranger naturally sells itself with 
its immensely touching and beautifully 
fluid composition. This record, released 
in 1975 at what could be considered the 
peak of Willie Nelson’s creative output, 
features not songwriting but instantly 
enjoyable “albumwriting” from start to 
finish.

Bee Gees - “Bee Gees’ 1st” 
(1967, Atco SD-33-223)

Every Tuesday night in Vandalia, a 
bingo hall rolls through its 30 minute 
intermission as the house caller spins 
“You Should Be Dancing” and gives Barry 
Gibb his due airtime. “Whatcha doin’ 
on your butt,” Gibb implores, conveying 
both the presupposition (“you should be 
OFF of your butt”) as well as the obvious 
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implication (“you are ON your butt”). 
At this point, some haggard old trailer 
trout, entirely oblivious to the song’s 
profound relevance to his own life, slurs 
“I jesh lub dee Bee Gees.” Conversely, 
every Tuesday night, some trust fund kid 
with a trash stache sits shotgun at the bar. 
He straightens his purposely ridiculous 
eyeglasses and proceeds to defecate on 
everything that The Bee Gees have ever 
been known to represent. Among these 
items, the young man lists smarminess, 
chintziness, and gaudy, nonsensical 
fashion without picking up on any irony 
whatsoever.
Every time this happens, the person (be 
they Vantucky trailer trout or be they 
vile 5th Street hipster), should be asked 
firmly and directly whether or not they 
have ever heard The Bee Gees’ 1st. When 
they admit that they in fact have not, the 
person should be told without hesitation 
that they’re talking out of both sides of 
their ass.
The brothers Gibb and...others…
recorded The Bee Gees’ 1st between 
March and April of 1967, nearly a decade 
before they donned golden chains and 
made themselves the go-to antithesis of 
respectability. March and April of ‘67 
were the final two months of production 
of The Beatles’ Sgt. Pepper’s Lonely Hearts 
Club Band and it appears as though the 
rascally Gibb brothers had somehow been 
listening through the studio walls. This 
extremely psychedelic record features 
exactly what you would not expect and 
teaches us why The Bee Gees are regarded 
as true pop music go-getters, worthy of 
appreciation.

Emitt Rhodes - “Emitt Rhodes” 
(1970, Probe SPBA 6256)

Much of what I’ve contributed to 
Telephone in the past has involved sad 
stories of bafflingly tragic circumstance in 
popular music. But if all of those stories 
were to be compared to other mysterious 

tragedies throughout history, Emitt 
Rhodes would be our “Amelia Earhart.” 
However, in this comparison, we have to 
imagine that Amelia Earhart is alive and 
well and her exact current location is 
known by many. We have to imagine that 
she at some point became simply “sick of 
this shit” and intentionally smashed her 
Rock ‘n Roll aeroplane into the mighty 
mother ocean. Such is the case of Emitt 
Rhodes, the genius songwriter and multi-
instrumentalist, functionally missing by 
his own accord since 1973.
Emitt Rhodes’ self-titled 1970 release, 
shown here, is said to have angered Paul 
McCartney, who was undoubtedly miffed 
by its effortless achievement of what 
McCartney himself could never quite 
figure out how to do during his own solo 
career. And while no one is quite sure if 
Sir Paul’s exact words were “Emitt Rhodes 
is better than me,” I will lie for the sake of 
wow-factor and say that they were. This 
was the first album that Emitt Rhodes 
released as a solo venture, but not the 
first that he had recorded. Due to record 
company nonsense, his debut record 
(called The American Dream) was released 
in 1971, third in his career chronology. 
This wackadoo is one example of the kind 
of thing that probably motivated Rhodes 
to retire from music and instead pursue a 
career in commercial nonexistence.
Rhodes is a genius who deserves a far 
greater stack of ribbons and accolades 
than he will ever receive in his lifetime. 
He was revolutionary in his use of DIY 
home studio technology in the late 
1960s and early 1970s, accomplishing 
feats in his analog living room that the 
MacBook’d Dubstep lackeys of 2014 
ought to respectfully bow their stupid 
haircuts to. Not only was Rhodes the sole 
writer of the songs on this release, but 
he was the sole instrumentalist on the 
entire record as well. He is an enormously 
prolific writer, singer, drummer, bassist, 
keyboardist, guitarist, and producer who 
is often referred to as “The One-Man 
Beatles” and his cultural invisibility is 
a vomit-worthy case of classic music 
industry banality.
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Invisible Illness                                                                                                                                                                                                            
    by Cheryl Frasier | Illustrated by  ERIN DReis

I’ve laid amongst luscious organic avocados in 
the Wayne Ave Kroger produce department. 
I’ve become one with a Jenga-esque display of 
Busch’s Baked Beans at Dot’s Market. I’ve tilted 
my head back for a drink at the bar and my body 
followed. I’ve counted ceiling tiles, read obscure 
and poetic graffiti written on the undersides of 
tables, and felt the blow of an ice block on the 
back of my puffer coat cushioned head. I can 
tell you exactly what any given floor will feel 
like when it connects suddenly and violently 
with any given body part. I can tell you what 
emergency room has the warmest blankets and 
the most attentive staff. I pass out. A lot. This is 
my invisible illness.
I have a condition known as POTS (postural 
orthostatic tachycardia) with orthostatic 
hypotension and nuero cardiogenic syncope. It’s 
a mouthful, I know, and I’ll spare you the medical 
terminology and just say that basically, I can 
pass out at any given moment, with or without 
warning. There are many other pesky issues 
that come along with POTS (including, but not 
limited to, dizziness, digestive issues, migraine 
headaches, muscle and joint pain and my least 
favorite of all, extreme fatigue and the dreaded 
“brain fog”) but the losing consciousness bit is 
kind of the kicker.
I’ve opened my eyes to find friends, lovers, 

strangers, animals and various insects looking 
upon me with curiosity, fear, pity. It would be 
easy to see me strewn across the floor, with or 
without accompanying produce or canned 
goods, and say, “That poor girl. What an awful 
disability to live with!” That’s the thing with 
having an invisible illness; I look completely 
normal! I’m not in a wheelchair, I don’t walk 
with a cane, I have no outward deformity. Unless 
you are someone who is very close to me, lives 
with me, treats me, or just happens to be at the 
right (wrong) place at the right (wrong) time, 
you probably have no idea that there is anything 
wrong with me. 
If you see me out it is because I am having a good, 
low-symptom day. There are days that I feel I can 
take on the world. I can read, walk, work out, 
get drunk, have sex, party hard, party medium, 
take photos, write poetry, pay bills, do taxes, get 
on stage, live life to the fullest. There are days 
when I may attempt these things and play off the 
unwanted results. It’s easy to play off dizziness 
at the bar or a party by simply playing drunk. 
Passing out at the gym can be explained by “going 
hard, bro.” Brain fog causing an inability to form 
complete sentences? I’m just a ditzy girl, duh! 
How convenient! So far, it doesn’t sound that 
bad, eh? There are the bad days. The days my 
eyes won’t focus and my ears won’t stop ringing. 
When I can’t get out of bed without passing out. 
The days I can’t walk a straight line. The days I 
can’t leave my house, make my husband dinner, 
help my child with her homework or do anything 
productive. How about a week straight of days 
like this? You wouldn’t know; I would never let 
you see. It’s invisible.
Having an invisible illness just plain sucks and 
here’s why. No one understands. You look like 
a completely normal, functioning human being. 
No one understands your limitations. Why did 
you cancel plans at the last minute? Why can’t 
you come to my party? Why don’t you work? 
Why do I have to pay taxes while you sit on your 
ass and drink soda, eat bon bons, and watch 
tv? People with invisible illnesses get a bad rap. 
We are often put in the lazy or crazy category. If 
you have depression, you are just crazy. Bipolar 
Disorder, schizophrenia, you are REALLY 
cuckoo! Oh, you have fibromyalgia? You know 
that’s made up, right? You just want attention. 
Rheumatoid arthritis, that’s just for old people, 
right? Sticklers, what the hell is that? Epilepsy, 
are you sure you have that? I’ve never seen you 
have a seizure. Celiac, Crohn’s, good God man, 
how many times can you shit in a day? POTS, 
it’s like a parlor trick, watch my girl Cheryl pass 
out for attention. Yeah…We are all just lazy, crazy 
attention whores who just don’t want to work or 
follow society’s rules. 
There is never a shortage of high and mighty  

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

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

Soon,

|
GEM CITY FOOD TRUCK

LIKE US ON FACEBOOK FOR
UPDATES ON OUR LOCATION

Every Friday at 
Ghostlight Co�ee

11am-2pm

Every Tuesday at
Toxic Brewery

5pm-9pm
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    by Cheryl Frasier | Illustrated by  ERIN DReis

douche bags who are willing to pass judgment 
and declare you a lazy, fat faker. Or maybe that’s 
just my experience. People like that can make 
people like me reclusive, ashamed, and even more 
hesitant to participate in society. It’s bad enough 
that folks with invisible illnesses have to suffer a 
myriad of physical and mental ailments, but we 
also suffer a society that largely misinterprets our 
disabilities as hand outs. Yeah, give me that social 
security disability check; I don’t need to feel like 
a productive member of society. I don’t mind 
people thinking I’m a lazy POS. I like feeling 
helpless and useless. I don’t mind that I have had 
to give up my dreams, that as a photographer I 
can’t hold a camera without shaking. That as a 
writer I forget how to use simple words like “the” 
and “and.” That as a performer I have to deal 
with the anxiety of passing out on stage, not to 
mention deal with actually passing out on stage. 
I love that people don’t respect me. It’s fun to 
spend all my money on the doctors who took 
almost 15 years to diagnose me. Yes, that social 
security check totally makes up for missing out 
on so much of what makes up human self worth.
Here are some fun facts about invisible illnesses 
that support the idea that it would be “fun” and 
“a privilege” to get to have one of these exciting 
and interesting chronic ailments that cause you 
to be unemployed, either by choice or by law. 
Invisible Disabilities are defined as symptoms 
such as debilitating pain, fatigue, dizziness, 
weakness, cognitive dysfunctions, learning 
differences and mental disorders as well as 
hearing and vision impairments. These are 
not always obvious to the onlooker, but can 
sometimes or always limit daily activities, range 
from mild challenges to severe limitations 
and vary from person to person, day to day. – 
Invisible Disabilities Association - IDA
Seven out of every ten deaths in the U.S. are 
caused by chronic conditions. (CDC, National 
Center for Chronic Disease Prevention and 
Health Promotion) 
Approximately 96% of people who live with an 
illness have an illness that is invisible. These 
people do not use a cane or any assistive device 
and may look perfectly healthy. (2002 US Census 
Bureau)
The divorce rate of the chronically ill is over 75% 
(National Health Interview Survey)
Various studies have reported that physical 
illness or uncontrollable physical pain are major 
factors in up to 70% of suicides and 50% of 
these suicidal patients were under the age of 
35. (Mackenzie, T., Popkin M. :”Suicide in the 
medical patient”)
Depression is 15%-20% higher for the chronically 
ill than for the average person. (Rifkin, A. 
“Depression in Physically Ill Patients”)
“Because pain often shows no physical signs, 
people including health professionals will 
often not believe sufferers are in pain which 
is one of the reasons they are at such a high 
risk of depression, anxiety, social isolation 
and relationship breakdown.”- Coralie Wales, 
President of Chronic Pain Australia 
Sounds like a reasonable trade off for a “free” 

paycheck, right? Some sufferers are so rejected 
by society and the medical community that they 
end up homeless. Mental disability patients go 
without treatment and become the so called 
“crazy people” on the streets. Some chronic 
pain sufferers push down the agony with pills 
that lead to addiction. The anxiety sufferer may 
only find refuge in a bottle of whiskey. The man 
with depression might not make it through a 
day without a bag of weed.  Society is unkind 
to those who don’t/can’t pull their weight. 
People generally can’t be bothered with the 
reason I can’t work, the reason Charlie pushes 
his shopping cart, the reason little Bobby can’t 
sit still in class, the reason Phil started hitting 
the rocks.  Without a good support system, and 
the ability to shrug off the assholes who want 
to paint you as lazy or crazy, invisible illness can 
wreck you, beat you down, and even end your 
life.
When I was first diagnosed with POTS about 11 
years ago, it was considered a pretty rare disorder. 
Not many doctors were familiar with it and 
certainly not with the degree of my symptoms (at 
one point I was passing out around five times a 
week.) I felt crazy. I had huge issues with anxiety 
and was afraid to go anywhere because I didn’t 
want to pass out in front of people. I felt alone 
and no one understood. I think many invisible 
illness sufferers feel the same way. They want so 
badly to talk to someone and have them get it. 
I was finally referred to this saint of a doctor, 
Dr. Grubb, at the University of Toledo clinic for 
autonomic disorders. He understood everything. 
During my first visit, he just let me talk and ask 
questions for four hours. I met people in his 
clinic with the same issues, but with different 
triggers. There was a man there who would pass 
out the second any cold liquid hit his throat. 
There was a 16 year old girl who had to quit high 
school because she was considered a liability. She 
passed out several times a day. Her little brother 
told me that he always knows when she wakes up 
in the morning because he hears the loud crash 
of her body hitting the floor. She was in a full 
body cast the next time I saw her. Suddenly, I 
didn’t feel so alone. There were other people like 
me.
If you have an invisible illness, there are other 
people like you. People you can connect with, 
and trust me, talking to them or reading about 
them will make you feel less alone. Get online, 
Google depression, fibromyalgia, IBS, POTS, 
RA, whatever you have, and look up support. If 
you happen to know someone with an invisible 
disability and find yourself jealous that they 
don’t work or find yourself having a hard time 
understanding their issues, talk to them. If 
you care about them, ask questions and try to 
empathize. If you really care about them, do 
some research of your own. Or you can just be 
an insufferable dick and try to convince yourself 
and everyone else that they are just lazy or crazy, 
but whatever. We’ve dealt with worse. The point 
is that there are resources out there to help you 
deal with your struggles and the struggles of 
others. 
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Why compost?
Composting is an awesome way to convert 
food scraps, leaves, and other organic waste 
into a super nutrient-rich material that 
can, once complete, be used as homemade 
fertilizer for your houseplants and gardens. 
I like to think of it as recycling because now 
these completely natural biodegradable 
materials will actually biodegrade instead of 
being buried in a landfill where they will sit 
completely intact for hundreds of years. 
There are many ways to go about home 
composting. Some choose the old fashioned 
heap in the back yard, contained by a three 
sided fence and flipped over every once in 
a while. Or you can purchase a fancy (or 
not so fancy) composter, some being stand-
alone varieties or above ground barrels with 
a handles for rotating. There are endless 
shapes and sizes of bins on the market. But 
now we come to the question of “How does 

how to make dirt & grow your own worms!                     
                                                                                                                                                                                                     by Jody Suttle | Illustrated by  JODY SUTTLE

one do this without a yard or a sizable porch 
for storing one?” There was a time when I 
would gather my food scraps and garden 
waste and haul it to my local farmer’s 
compost pile because I hadn’t the space 
to store one of these contraptions. One 
day, I was discussing this dilemma with my 
farmer friend and he suggested building a 
worm bin. As with traditional composting, 
there are many routes you choose from for 
your bin. My first worm bin was literally a 
wooden box made out of untreated wood 
with a sheet of plywood on top. This worked 
alright, but I had to keep it outside because 
worms would escape and dirt and liquid 
from the process would leak through the 
wood. (Composting worms need to be kept 
inside and I’ll go more into that later.) You 
can find very sophisticated bins online that 
have all the ‘tools’ and gadgets, but they 
get very pricey. I broke down and bought 

a Vermifactory that has 5 tiers for the 
wormies to work through and it has been 
worth the investment. However, now that I 
see how this thing works, one can be built 
with very little money and will function just 
the same!  
The basics here are as follows:

Build your bin
Pick out a few stackable bins. This can be as 
small or as big as you want or have room for. 
Pictured here are ‘Hefty’ brand bins that are 
14” x 11” wide and 6” deep. (Note: These 
worms are surface feeders, so I wouldn’t go 
with really deep bins.) Leave one bin as is 
and cover the outside walls with a dark duct 
tape. This is necessary because the worms 
do not like light and it is important to 
prevent light from getting in. This will be 
your base bin.
Flip another bin upside down and drill 40 
or so holes in the bottom (You can drill 
more or less, depending on the size you’re 
going with. I feel that more holes are better, 
but the plastic can crack if you drill the 
holes too close together.) For this, you will 
want to use a drill bit that is 1/4” to 5/16” 
in size.  If you want several tiers, repeat this 
with however many bins you choose to have.  
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Prepare the bedding
The bedding mixture should consist of all 
or most of the following:

• Soilless potting mix (Used mix from    
    previous years’ pots work great.)
• Coco fiber (I picked up a brick of this  
    at my local hydroponic store and a little  
    goes a long way! Saw off a chunk and  
    pour some water over top, then let it  
    stand  until it absorbs the water and  
    becomes big and fluffy.)
• Lots of shredded paper. (The worms  
    prefer old paper bags and paper towels.  
    Avoid glossy dyed paper like that used in  
    junk mail.)
• Shredded fall leaves
• Crushed egg shells (The worms like  
    these to lay their eggs under.)

I find it easiest to mix everything together in 
a wheelbarrow. This way, you can soak your 
coco fiber and all, without making a huge 
mess. Add enough water to the mixture so 
that it’s not dripping when you scoop it up 
in your hand, but a little water comes out 
when you squeeze it. Fill your base bin 4/5 
of the way with your bedding material.

Acquire your worms            
First off, a little introduction to “Red 
Wigglers.” These guys aren’t just ordinary 
worms. These worms are scrap eating 
machines! Well, sort of. They actually 
slurp up the slime and bacteria that is 
created when food starts to rot, which is 
why you should chop up the scraps before 
feeding them to your worms (more on this 
later).  These worms devour your food waste 
and turn it into a power-packed plant food 
that is more dense in nutrients than regular 
compost created out in the traditional 
pile.  When using this stuff, take it easy 
because a little goes a long way!  Some 
worry about the fact that these guys aren’t 
Ohio natives (neither are Earthworms). 
But unlike Earthworms, Red Wigglers are 
surface feeders and cannot survive in our 
extreme hot/cold seasons. Naturally, when 
you’re using the castings (worm poop), some 
of these guys may get out into the wild but 
this should be of no alarm. It is important 
to keep your bin indoors and out of direct 
sunlight. I have mine sitting on a table right 
in my living room. Under the kitchen sink is 
a good spot or anywhere that stays between 
60-80 degrees Fahrenheit. Temperatures 
much colder or warmer than that will hurt 
or kill the worms.
So, you should have no problem finding 
mail-order worms on any vermicomposting 
supply website. I purchased mine at sales@
unclejimswormfarm.com and they come 
with instructions on how to perk them 
up after shipping. Remember, you should 
only have to do this once, for your wormies 
will multiply and you can share them with 
friends! Note: They will not overpopulate 
your bin. They will only grow to fit the space 
they are given. Want more worms? Make a 
bigger bin!

Putting it all together
Now the fun part! Bury your worms in a 
corner of the base bin and add a little water. 

Let them get acclimated to their new home 
for a couple of days. Now it’s time to feed 
them.
What they eat:
Your worms will love scraps like avocado 
skins, banana peels, greens, broccoli stalks, 
coffee grounds, tea leaves, mango skins, 
etc. They love anything that is rotting, like 
slimy zucchini or cabbage. They even like 
laundry lint and dog hair! These worms are 
now your pets and you’ll want to feed them 
a fairly balanced diet. Don’t get carried away 
with only coffee grounds or only dog hair. 
It’s also important to avoid acidic foods like 
citrus and raw onion or garlic.
Now, there is a little strategy to making the 
bin work properly... 
Start with your scraps chopped up and bury 
them in one spot in your bin.  Check on 
your worms after a day or so to see how 
things are going. Once your worms are 
established and comfortable, they will start 
eating more and more quickly and laying 
eggs. You’ll want to feed them in a circle, 
starting at one corner and moving around 
the bin. The worms will follow the food. 
Eventually, you’ll notice the consistency of 
your bedding and food morph into beautiful 
black gold! Once they have eaten their way 
around the bin, it’s time to add your first 
tier. Take your second bin (the one with 
holes) and set it right on top of your base 
bin, fill it 4/5 with bedding as you did with 
base layer. Now repeat the feeding method 
and your worms will wiggle their way up to 
the next level and eat their way around the 
bin. You can repeat this as many times as 
you’d like, depending on how many tiers 
you’ve made and how much space you have. 
As they leave their previous tier behind, 
they are also leaving behind castings which 
are now ready to harvest and use!

Toasted 
Ciabatta

Grilled 
Porketta

Sauteed 
Red 
Onion

Pineapple

Cream 
Cheese

Sweet 
BBQ 
Sauce.

Pig Kahuna

Rob Barrows
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The following is a journal entry written nearly 
two years ago while I was volunteering at the 
NGO Arbre de Vie (meaning “tree of life” 
in French) orphanage in Benin, West Africa. 
Though distance now separates me from the red 
dirt that I love, my memories of this place are 
branded in my mind forever. I rarely retell my 
Oro stories to Americans because most of them 
are baffled to the point of disbelief that such a 
practice still occurs in the modern day…

September, 2012
Saketé, Benin, West Africa
Perhaps one of the greatest running themes 
of my past three months in Africa has 
been learning to deal with circumstances 
out of my control. I’ve felt, over and over 
again, simply powerless. Whether it’s due 
to a sudden deluge or simply a lack of 
knowledge, I’ve surely slipped out of my 
control-freak ways. Yet again, I face another 
uncontrollable circumstance that comes 
with the territory of being here in Saketé, 
Benin: the annual Oro festival.
You see, the small town of Saketé is an eerie, 
yet compelling suffuse of religions. On the 

The Festival of Oro: Benin, West Africa                        
                                                                                                                                                                                                                           by Lauren Weidenhammer

road that I live on alone, there are at least 
five different mosques and churches. Each 
entity of religion makes itself known by 
obnoxious megaphones on the exteriors of 
their buildings, bellowing chants or hymns 
for the entire town to hear. Perhaps the most 
alien of all religious practices here in Saketé 
is voodoo. According to my limited research 
on the topic, there are various versions of 
voodoo, but the type celebrated here is 
West African voodoo, which 23% of Benin 
practices. Voodoo apparently has its roots 
in the territory of Benin, and you can find 
voodoo masks and trinkets in practically 
every souvenir market in Cotonou, the 
large beach city in the southern part of the 
country.
The tradition of Oro is a now practically 
extinct. In essence, it is a three week 
festival celebrated by the men of the area 
who have been initiated into the practice. 
The leader (or in our case, the mayor) 
ultimately decides if his town will observe 
Oro or not. The majority of Benin has done 
away with the festival, most likely because 
of the difficulties it produces for women 

and children in the community. However, 
Saketé, in its true indigenous fashion, has 
clung to the tradition. Rumor has it that 
Saketé has kept the tradition in order to 
stimulate the economy. As none of the 
surrounding areas offer a place for Oro, the 
festival brings in many visitors. 
Normally, Oro is celebrated in August. 
However, this year, it has been pushed 
back until September. The reason for the 
delay is complex. Last year, the Islamic 
observance of Ramadan conflicted with the 
festival, causing all sorts of chaos and grief. 
Therefore, the leaders of each religious 
entity came to a compromise: Oro would 
be pushed back until September if during 
the festival, there was no religious music 
whatsoever heard throughout the entire 
month. I’m guessing this includes the music 
from nearby mosques that so often robs me 
of sleep. I can be thankful for that, at least. 
Nevertheless, Oro is basically a few weeks 
of time during which the men of Oro, who 
are said to be voodoo spirits, dwell in walled 
forests and march around the town during 
the wee hours of the morning, making a 
whipping (literally, it sounds much like a 
horse whip) sound with their “Oro sticks.” 
Each night of Oro, those who aren’t part 
of the festival are supposed to stay inside 
after dark, and if they are caught violating 
this rule, are subject to death. Here’s the 
catch: there are several days during the 
three weeks when such “festivities” occur 
during daylight, and therefore all women 
and children must stay inside for the entire 
day. The eves of Oro “lock down days” 
apparently turn Saketé into a ghost town. 
A normally loud and smoky place, Oro 
transforms this city into a hammock of 
silence. It’s fascinating to think that archaic 
practices such as those observed during Oro 
can still be justified in the world. However, 
as I sometimes forget, Africa and America 
are incomparable – they are two completely 
different worlds coexisting. 
All in all, my knowledge of Oro is limited 
to the whispered rumors and stories retold 
by those who have lived in Saketé far 
longer than I. The truth is, I think that 
all this voodoo mess, though interesting, 

is somewhat ridiculous. However, I know 
that it is necessary to respect it in order for 
me to stay safe. Therefore, as we enter into 
this time of uncertainty, I ask for prayer for 
the safety of myself and all of the children 
of Arbre de Vie. I pray that God will use 
this orphanage as a light amidst this dark 
community.

I vividly remember a day, not long after writing 
this entry, when I went jogging one morning 
during Oro. Interestingly enough, sometimes 
certain “areas” of town would be “closed” to 
women and children, while others were not. On 
that particular September day, the area of town 
near the orphanage was “closed” but the road 
I lived on, where the market was located, was 
“open.” I thought I would be safe to take a few 
laps around the compound where I lived…
A few minutes after putting in my white 
earphones, I took off down the winding road, 
kicking up red dirt as I trekked along. Getting 
lost in the playlist buzzing in my ears and 
distracted by the lush palm trees surrounding 
me, I missed the woman crouching outside her 
gate, apparently warning me, in broken French, 
to turn around. Not long after, two men on a 
moto (the most common form of transportation 
in West Africa) came zooming towards me. I 
stopped, startled and scared. 
One of the men began making the cutthroat 
motion of a knife to a neck, and the other began 
rattling off a warning, in French: “You must go 
back. This road is closed. They can kill you!” he 
explained. 
“What? I thought it wasn’t closed until the church 
building farther down. I live on the market road, 
which is open. I will go home now!” I replied.
Of course, I had never ran faster in my life, until 
I finally reached my gate and locked it behind 
me quickly. 
I will never forget the way that the man on 
the moto, dressed in a navy blue suit, mimed 
a machete in the air across his neck. When 
people ask me about my “adventures” in Africa, 
I’m often embarrassed at my own stupidity of 
taking the wrong route during Oro. But now, 
in retrospect, I’m sort of enamored by the entire 
occurrence. Though I could have easily been 
killed without much of a second thought in the 
tradition of Oro, I managed instead to survive.
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PITCH, VOTE, IGNITE  AT THE

SUMMIT 2014
UPDAYTON

Make Dayton a better place to live, work and play. Submit your ideas online then
join us at the Summit to vote for your favorite and take action to ignite change.    

Mark your calendar for the UpDayton Summit on Friday, April 11th, 2:00-6:00pm 
at the Dayton Art Institute.Register and submit ideas at 

updayton.com/summit 

Up All Night After Party from 6:00-9:00pm at the Southern Belle.
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DIY: Humane Gravity Mouse Trap                                                                                                                                                                               
                                            by lisa patrick-wright

Here is a simple way to make a mouse trap 
with everything you already have in your 
kitchen. Whenever I have had a mouse in 
my house I have felt very conflicted. They 
are so cute and the thought of killing 
conflicts with my morals. That is... until 
there is more than one and then they must 
be eliminated. Let gravity take control 
instead of a backbreaking trap and catch 
that pesky mouse!

Supplies:
Mouse
Paper Towel Tube
Cheese (any type of food)
Tall Kitchen Trash Can (no bag)

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 1:
Place food at one end of the tube

Step 2:
Place tube at the end of a counter or table, 
with 50 percent of the tube overhanging the 
counter.

Step 3:
Wait patiently until mouse enters tube. Feel 
like a true trapper.

Step 4:
Collect mice. Take them to a beautiful, 
happy field and set them free.

DaytonMostMetro.com  

6th annual UpDayton Summit
Dayton Art Institute
Friday April 11, 2:00 PM - 6:00 PM

Cap'n Johnny's Whizbang 
Dayton's BIGGEST Variety Show
Gilly's
Friday April 11, 9:00 PM

Art Salvo
Clash Consignment Co.
Friday, April 18at 5:00pm - 10:00pm

Dayton Brew Tour
Saturday April 19, 1:00 PM - 4:00 PM

Kettering Moraine Oakwood 
Chamber of Commerce Community 
Expo
Kettering Recreation Complex
Saturday April 12, 10:00 AM - 3:00 PM
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DIY: Humane Gravity Mouse Trap                                                                                                                                                                               
                                            by lisa patrick-wright
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THE ART OF CRYSTAL LEISURE                                                                                                                                                                            
                                                                                                                          Interview by Sam Hill
  

How would you describe what you do?
When I think about a way to answer this 
question, my mind goes sort of everywhere. 
More specifically though, it goes to that 
little place where all of my ideas stem. My 
paintings start out as a seed with this urgency 
to create and to bring something kind of 
new or untapped into a tangible forefront. 
And it’s with this sense of “right now” that 
I convey thought to canvas or in my case, 
repurposed wood. Everything I do in this 
life, my work, my school, the order in which 
I run errands or decide which restaurant to 
dine, it’s all tied into how I can work this into 
an art opportunity at some point. I’m always 
networking. I love people, so it’s way too much 
fun that it’s actually a part of it all. 

Why do you create art? 
I kind of want to quote Delia Deetz from 
Beetlejuice right now. “If you don’t let me gut 
out this house and make it my own, I will go 
insane and I will take you with me!” 
I don’t think it’s quite as dramatic, but It’s 
definitely on that level. Just sort of going 
back to the sense of urgency, it’s a desire to 
expel something outside of myself. To make 
something beautiful. I’ve always made things. 
I’ll be out and about and I’ll see something and 
I’ll be like “That’s amazing!” But I probably 
won’t buy it even if I have the cash because I 
feel like I could make it myself and add this or 
that to it as well. It just feels really good. 

What life experiences have had the largest 
impact on your work? 
Really, everything is a big influence. I guess 
the first thing that comes to mind as far 
as “big” goes would have to be the passing 
of my Grandpa Bob. He sort of became my 
favorite model. He was the quirkiest man I’ve 
ever known. He’d wear those bolo ties with 
western shirts and, at the same time, he’d be 
sporting those captain’s caps. He’d always wear 
turquoise and silver. He taught me how to 
drive when I was like 7. My sisters and I would 
spend summers at his lake house and it would 
be nonstop nonsense. It was the best time. He 
also did some acting in Chicago when he was 
my age which inspired me to move there and 

try it out myself, back in 2007. I was in one 
short film but I think I’ll stick with painting. 
Making Grandpa proud though.
I will say that little things on a daily basis 
can have a big impact on how my work turns 
out. I can say my most inspiring time of the 
day is when I’m completely exhausted and 
I’m hunched over my easel at 1:30 or 2am, 
trying to send myself to bed but the ideas keep 
spilling. It’s so cruel.  
How often do you clean your ears?
I’m actually kind of a weirdo about cleaning 
my ears. It’s the first thing I do when I wake up 
and when I get home from school or work. It’s 
kind of become my special thing. Ha! Thanks 
for asking?



THE ART OF CRYSTAL LEISURE                                                                                                                                                                            
                                                                                                                          Interview by Sam Hill
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What cartoon character would you
 want to be stuck in an elevator with and why?

Christian Roerig: Mufasa
because I could lay on him and 
gather wisdom through osmosis.

Josh Deane: Fat Albert and the gang. 

Danny Hamen: Captain Crunch 
to help alleviate munchies. 
(Danny Hamen gets high and rides 
in elavators... with cereal)

Dustie Pitstick: Foghorn leghorn
because I feel his charm would 
wear thin right about the time that 
I would be thinking of turning to 
eating my fellow passenger to live. 
Who doesn’t like wings?! 
(Dustie Pitstick likes to eat formerly 
charming chickens)

Brett Hill: The Mad Hatter
I’m quite sure he’d have some tea and 
biscuits on him. Some good soliloquy. TICK KECK TOE

Cost: $12 per session/ $40 for all 4 weeks
Ages: 3-12 yrs.

10-11:30 am

Spring Forward

Let’s get ready for Spring! kids will 
learn how to make: homemade 
sidewalk chalk, bubbles and games 
out of nature found objects. We will 
also learn how to dye eggs naturally 
and learn how to make and outdoor 
weaving center!

Saturdays, April 5-26

www.practiceyogadayton.com | 937-321-7676 | 504 E. Fifth St.

NOON-1PM 
MON., WED., FRI.
ALL LEVELS
Moderately heated, moderately paced 
for a refreshing mid-day break.

Special $10 drop-in rate through March! 
[ Also available: $39 month unlimited for new clients! ]

YOGAFORLUNCH!
| nourishment for body + soul |

TELEPHONE ASKS ...all the important questions



# weekly |25

TICK KECK TOE

Telephone’s phrasal template word game

Spring Cleaning

Spring time means new ________ beginnings.  It’s a perfect time to clean 

the ________ out of the garage and the skeletons out of the ________. 

Why not take ________ and throw back a few glasses of ________ to 

ensure that you have a ________ start to spring weather. Hey you can 

even plan a garage sale with your neighbor, ________. Spring cleaning 

is the perfect time to clean out your emotional ________ as well. Go 

for a ________ hike or perhaps ________ would help clear the mind. 

Regardless, if you start the season off on the right ________ you’ll end 

enjoying the ________ weather more. 

celebrity

verb-ing

amount of time

adjective

liquid

plural noun place

The Tad Casters
Saturday April 12th

Acoustic Thirstdays
with Alex Speller

Thursday

The Old Time Acoustic Jam
with Rick Good and Ben Cooper

Wednesday

The Elderly Brothers
and 4:20 Celebration

Saturday April 19th

Jeff Powers
Friday April 11th

TELEPHONE ASKS ...all the important questions

adjective

noun

adjective

body part

adjective
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Nate Lovett is one of the presenting artist for Comic Book Studio Day @ Rosewood Arts 
Centre. He will be teaching an illustration workshop.




