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Thanks to the work of Five Rivers MetroParks, the Mad River 
Bikeway Trail extension - connecting Eastwood MetroPark to 
Hu�man MetroPark - is completed! This segment has been 
anxiously awaited, as it connects Fairborn, Riverside and 
Wright-Patterson Air Force Base to downtown Dayton, and the 
entire bikeway network.  Join MetroParks, and Bike Miami Valley, 
for the o�cial ribbon cutting ceremony - and a fun inaugural 
group ride!

Where: Eastwood MetroPark (Harshman Road entrance)
When:  Friday, June 21st.  11:30am - 12:30 pm

An Evening With StoryCorps Founder Dave Isay
Schuster Performing Arts Center-Friday, June 21st, 7:30pm
An evening with Dave Isay. Dave Isay is the founder of StoryCorps and the 
recipient of numerous broadcasting honors, including six Peabody Awards 
and a MacArthur “Genius” Fellowship. Isay's presentation on the power of 
listening and the history of StoryCorps begins at 8pm in the Schuster 
Center's Mathile Theatre. 

3rd Annual Mad Hatter Bar Crawl
Oregon Arts District-Saturday June 22, 2:00 PM - 8:00 PM
Kicking off at 2pm at Thai 9, then around 3ish heading over to Blind Bob's 
followed by Lucky's about 4 then off to Trolley Stop about 5 with the final 
stop at South Park Tavern at 6ish. A different featured brew at each stop!
Prizes and goodies along the way! Prizes for the best hat! Costumes 
encouraged!

Mythbusters: Behind the Myths
Schuster Performing Arts Center-Sunday June 23, 2013 7:00 PM
This all-new, live stage show stars Jamie Hyneman and Adam Savage, 
co-hosts of the Emmy®-nominated Discovery series, “MythBusters.” Get 
ready for an unexpected evening of on-stage experiments, audience 
participation, rocking video and behind-the-scenes stories. 

2013 Cityfolk Festival
RiverScape MetroPark-June 28-30 
The Cityfolk Festival will be back and better than ever, nestled in the 
heart of Dayton! Riverscape is the site for this dynamic International 
music festival, bringing the world together downtown along the Great 
Miami River on Monument Avenue, between Patterson and St. Clair 
Streets. No doubt, this is one of Dayton’s favorite summer parties!

Cap'n Johnny's Whizbang Dayton's BIG Variety Show!
Gilly's-Saturday June 29, 2013 Starts at 10:00 PM
WHIZ BANG is bringing out the big guns at this show with FOUR (4) members 
of Hollywood's own & ONLY carnival-style sideshow, The FreakShow Deluxe! 
The host is, of course, our own CAP'N JOHNNY BUSINESS leading the 
mayhem. Pain-proof man REVEREND TOMMY GUNN is going to do something 
astounding. Sideshow Siren & hottie with a body GINGER AIL will amaze. And, 
of course, our young magician protege KALEB KANE returns to the stage.
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  Above all else, monitor the world’s 
boredom. This motto marks the 
motivation for this, the first part of an 
effort to diagnose or, failing that, to just 
go ahead and write a prescription for a 
bored world, a world ennui’d.  It takes as 
a starting point the French Open over 
an open flame, following the sign of fire 
and the spray of sparks at this significant 
sporting event.

The French Open Aflame:
   This past weekend at the French Open 
tennis championship men’s finals match 
at Roland Garros, discerning which of 
the spectators was anti-gay was never 
easier.  They were the two men in pink 
pants with white masks bare-chested 
and bearing flares, who charged the 

World Ennui’d: FIRE Dr. S. Adam Mohsin

court reportedly to protest France’s new 
legislation legalizing gay marriage.  The 
flaming duo, for that potent moment of 
televisual spectacle, represented the 
not-gay and proud.  
  Flares? Pink pants? Those white 
masks? I could hardly keep my eyes 
wide shut.  What was the signal they 
were sending with this pyrotechnic 
homophobic spectacle?  Were they 
dressed in parody?  Or maybe they were 
really pro-gay rights, making spectacular 
bad-publicity for the anti-gay marriage 
protests that have seized France and 
beyond? 
   Who can tell?  In any case, they 
were a flaming spectacle, a flash of 
fire that left spectators with mouth’s 
agape befuddled.  The fancy tennis fans 

sneezed cappuccino froth in shock.  The 
announcers scolded “the clowns”.  
  Then, though my memory is hazy, I 
thought I saw something magical … With 
the flamers still being wrestled by the light 
of the flares, the server bounced the ball, 
resuming normality as if he had swatted 
away a fly, and as the fire extinguisher 
fanned the flames, sending a small 
pink inferno skybox bound, I thought I 
might at long last consummate a dream-
image I have had since childhood, of a 
tennis match played in front of the world, 
encircled by luxury and royalty, and 
engulfed in flames.

Fire-Speak:
  Bored, repressed, or stoked, the 
humans are burning things in circles.  
Roland Garros to Arab Springs to Syria’s 
many seasons of hell, to all of the signal 
flares on earth, fire is ruling the elements, 
carbonizing air, desiccating water.  
Anyone narrating this life has been 
reduced to reading signs in the language 
of fire.  Philosopher, poet, and madman 
Antonin Artaud writes in his manifesto on 
art, The Theater and Its Double,
     … When we speak the word ‘life’, it 
must be understood we are not referring 
to life as we know it from the surface of 
fact, but to that fragile, fluctuating center 
which forms never reach.  And if there 
is one hellish, truly accursed thing in 
our time, it is our artistic dallying with 
forms, when instead we should become 
as victims burning at the stake, signaling 
each other through the flames.
   Artaud is ranting to artists about their 
commitment to becoming consumed to 
the point of communion with the fiery 
forms that might be discovered as a latent 
language, harassing them to make some 
kind of sense, to tell a compelling story 
of where things are going, to decode the 
fire-speak.  Meanwhile, the chalkboard TV 
pundits, dallying with the interpretation of 
the many world conflagrations grab the 
megaphone and blab.
    I heard someone say about the French 
Open Flar-istas that they were a sign of the 
times, the way the world is now-a-days.  
The way society has become worse.  I 
ask if it was really more violent now than 
say 1968 almost anywhere in the globe, 
or … pick a war.  The reply: those that 
instigated the riots of the 60s are now 
the ones “in charge”, the leftist politicians 
and professors, and, naturally, they are 
sparking the chaos and conflagrations 
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everywhere else these days.  
   I know from where that interpretation of 
events emanates, and I do not find that 
decoding of the fire-speak to be the truth.  
It is seductive to some, it is, shall we say, 
Foxy, but it does not hold water.
    The hall of mirrors of politics and protest 
performed on television is not really a 
fun house; more like the monkey house 
where you lost your parents only to find 
your face up against a terrarium where 
rattlesnakes were mating while eating 
mice.  The whole scene is a confusing 
turn-off.  On TV, in the imaginarium of 
modern propaganda, the tools to confuse 
and manipulate, to mate with one’s mind, 
are those of mimesis and camouflage.  
Imagine a video of an ever-running fox 
superimposed over a forest on fire.  The 
fox is knocked up on Levitra and Flomax, 
drugs for coming and going, but postures 
like he’s not “Low T” and incontinent, like 
he’s all like, “fair and balanced.”

Drinking and Droning:
   Watching people watching a game of 
tennis against a backdrop of fire may 
be an apt metaphor for how we are 
engaged with the world in the day-to-day 
in the USA.  Certainly we have put our 
efforts into living with fire and not getting 
burned.  Unmanned Aerial Vehicles, the 
drone strikes, are but one example of 
keeping the burning way beyond arm’s 
length while still setting fire.  Walking 
through Dayton’s International Airport, I 
see signs enticing me to enter the hi tech 
world of the laid back leather easy chair, 
the headset, and the powerful rows of 
buttons.  I would not be alone what with 
the large monitors and the lady chair-
warrior in this type of living room cockpit.  
But this is an advertisement, not possibly 
true to the psychology of this remote 
pyrology.
   Alert for other signs of fire-play, I find 
not far, the airport bar. 
  In Gaston Bachelard’s Psychoanalysis 
of Fire (1938), he writes on alcohol as a 
way to enter into material communion 
with fire, even to the point of combustion.  
In his chapter “Alcohol: The Water That 
Flames”, he tells of texts throughout 
the 18th century that gave reports of 
alcoholics actually bursting into flames, 
leaving only ashes (perhaps sometimes 
politely, in a salutary side-effect, leaving 
behind an empty bottle for an urn): 
   The Annual Register of London of 1763 
… reports the case of a woman aged 

fifty, much addicted to drunkenness, 
who, over a period of a year and a half, 
had drunk a pint of rum or brandy per 
day, and who was found almost entirely 
reduced to ashes, between her fireplace 
and her bed, while the bed clothes and 
other articles had suffered little damage; 
a fact which merits attention.
   Yes, the fact merits attention that with 
the surrounding objects un-charred, there 
is proof that the fire came from within.  
With drinking understood as a type of 
communion with a more than symbolic 
fire, we might also see the water that 
burns for its alchemical properties, its 
role in the forging of metal and its work 
on the soul.  As Carl Jung theorized in 
the Psychology of Alchemy, all of the 
medieval writings about forging lead 
into gold in the crucible were nothing 
more or less than early and extended 
metaphors for working the material world, 
outer experience, into a guide for inner 
experience, for performing transformative 
work on our souls.  Of course the flames 
are deceptive in the fires of the 151, and 
Bachelard talks about alcohol’s hall of 
mirrors as seeing the “salamanders”. 
Through these amphibian illusions we 
might find ourselves once again up 
against the terrarium of the real and 
hairy world, but with the veil dissolved 
and the lights brighter, the sounds tuned 
in a human reunion, and then suddenly, 
imperceptibly, a shift in the next moment, 
as we are more than ever, and to all and 
everybody, remote.

Until the next fire.

Another log in the fireplace.

    We turn to our monitors of remote control 
to separate the body from bombing; 
to our glittering video refractions for 
distraction; and o! to alcohol to drink the 
fire and not get burned.  Last weekend, 
anybody drunk and watching the finals of 
the French Open became in that cosmic 
intersection of fire, liquor, and voyeur the 
consummate world citizen ennui’d. 
   May I compare the day-to-day in the 
USA today to being encircled in flames 
while playing tennis? I don’t mean for 
some us that we are necessarily playing 
an easy game: perhaps it is more like 
swatting at flies and slogging through 
thick red mud while fascists on fire come 
at you. You try to run but you can’t: a kind 
of American dream-running-away.
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potlucks are for the lionhearted
by: victoria harley

  Every word was once a neologism. 
That’s the gateway to rampant verbal 
disorder that most grammarians would 
actively steer you away from. It’s a scene 
enacted in a thousand classrooms, a 
bright and savvy child attempts to follow 
a pattern: If there is a Mothership, and a 
Sistership, then why not an Uncleship? 
This sort of lexical creativity might be 
gently corrected, or brutally squelched, 
depending upon the character of she 
who holds the chalk. Or expo marker. 
Arguably, children learning to speak 
understand the true nature of language 
better than anyone, and yet the roving 
authority of adult correctness hovers 
about our classrooms, delivering the 
prescriptive message: We do not create 
words, we only consume them— As my 
11th grade English teacher routinely told 
our class, “creative spelling and faulty 
mechanics are for new school prose 
artists and e.e. cummings” (someone 
who never lived to see AutoCorrect). She 
also used to say, “Why are you looking 
at me like I’ve got seven heads?” if we 
didn’t answer her discussion questions.
    Students of etymology, or anyone 
who’s played with Google’s n-gram 
viewer, discover that usage and 
connotation shift over time, even if their 
derivation remains constant. Linguists 
will often describe language as organic, 
or sponge-like, in a constant state of flux 
and adaptation—I can only conclude 
that their attempt to observe, analyze, 
and categorize every spoken word is an 
exercise in morphological masochism. 
Linguistic analysis resembles physics 
in its commitment to dividing elements 
into discrete parts (Sentence-Phrase-
Word- Syllable-Letter-Articulation to their 
Element-Atom-Quark-Lepton-Boson) 
But no matter how many leagues into 
the linguistic depths they plunge, their 
discoveries leave little satisfaction to the 
question of our origins. Instead it drowns 
deep the human mystery in terminologies 

and classifications, and makes obscure 
the capricious nature of the sounds that 
escape our lips. 
   And yet, when my editor asked for a 
piece about compound words, I clung to 
linguistic definitions like a life raft, unable 
to pluck even one or two compound words 
from my own memory or the swirling 
mass of vernacular I bobbed in. I grabbed 
for lexeme, a word whose definition is “a 
word”, but gives you something technical 
to use when you’re using words to 
handle words. Compound words, or 
lexemes if we’re playing linguists, brim 
with neological possibilities. When we 
want to attach gravity to our cause, we 
ask a keynote speaker to introduce the 
keystone concept, and when everything 

goes to pot, we take our potshots, grow 
potbellied with our best potman, as we 
take our chances at another holiday 
potluck.
  Compound words offer flexible alter-
natives to tediousness—though a look 
through a German newspaper or diction-
ary might indicate otherwise. Deutsch, 
with its reputation for long compound 
words (i.e. Rinderkennzeichnungs- und 
Rindfleischetikettierungsüberwachun-
gsaufgabenübertragungsgesetz: Cattle 
marking and beef labeling supervision 
duties delegation law) underwent nation-
al language reform in the mid-1990s and 
mid-2000s. The Council for German Or-
thography required public school curric-
ulums, and government administrations 

“The Ultimate origins of 
language seem to me as 

mysterious as the origins 
of  the universe itself.”

 - Kenneth Burke

305 N. Walnut St. Suite B
Yellow Springs, OH 45387

937.767.0222

YELLOWSPRINGSBREWERY.COM
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to adopt the changes. Naturally, they 
were met with resistance from language 
watchdogs and cultural curmudgeons, 
as textbook and dictionary producers 
experienced a boom in sales. The world 
also has German chemists to thank for 
the absurdly long compound names 
gracing the back of our “sugar” packets, 
shampoo bottles, and fertilizers—a leg-
acy of German prowess in 19th century 
chemistry. (And let’s face it, 20th and 
21st century chemistry too.) 
   Germany has no monopoly on com-
pound nightmares, Finnish, Welsh, San-
skrit, and Hebrew, among others, boast 
linguistic engineering on the scale of 
towers and turrets: standalone, breath-
taking, and easy to spot in a crowd. Visit 
the Welsh village and stand before the 
longest place name printed on a sign: 
Llanfairpwllgwyngyllgogerychwyrndrob-
wllllantysiliogogogoch, translated roughly 
as “St. Mary’s Church in the hollow of the 
white hazel near the rapid whirlpool and 
the church of St. Tysilio with a red cave”. 
When shopping in Holland, be sure to 
locate a Klantenservicemedewerker, or 
a customer service representative--the 
term is as tedious as the job itself. Most 
of English’s longest words fall under the 
technical or medical terminological rules, 
though a cheeky bastard might throw 
floccinaucinihilipilification at you, then 
proceed to define it for you: the act or 
habit of describing or regarding some-
thing as unimportant. If this ever hap-
pens to you at a smart-people’s cocktail 
party, you have my permission to throw 
a drink in their face— though not nec-
essarily your drink. Lexical bullying is a 
rare, but cruel experience. Arm yourself 
accordingly.
    Neologisms dominate political rhetoric 
and news media. Hackgate, Travelgate, 
and (more memorably) Nipplegate 
or Slutgate might not be as clever as 
“Gerrymandering,” first coined by the 
Boston Gazette, describing one of the 
contorted and salamander shaped 
districts redrawn by then-governor 
Elbridge Gerry. But the move to coin and 
define gross political corruption is of itself 
a political act, and though the balance of 
power is not restored through the creation 
of a new political term, a stone is cast. 
Psychiatrists tend ascribe the crafting of 
new words as normal behavior befitting 
a child, or a schizophrenic; both will use 
words that have meaning only to the 

person who uses them. And yet, under 
the connotation of theology, a Neologism 
is a new doctrine, quite literally new 
belief. Are we insane, childlike, or devout 
when we craft new sounds and mesh old 
names?
    Today, we craft stunt words with brash 
callousness—ginormous, smog, blog, 
edutainment, sexting, bexting, chexting, 
iPhone, iPod, iPad, guesstimate, 
metrosexual, podcast, pixel, bit—and by 
privilege of their novelty or prevalence 
of their technology, find themselves 
absorbed into the modern lexicon like 
alcohol into the bloodstream. Celebrities 
and politicians aren’t safe either. 
The Desilu portmanteau perverts the 
individuality of many a power couple 
even today (just ask Billary). 
   Compound words, the power couples 
of language, are sometimes described 
in terms of relationships, the nature 
of their coupling informing the part of 
speech. Bittersweet is considered a 
copulative compound word. Don’t get 
excited, it means there are two semantic 
heads, both adding to the sum of what 
bitter and sweet denote. In contrast, 
take actor-director, warrior-poet, or 
magazine editor- identity crisis voyager. 
These are appositional, these sematic 
heads don’t like to share, or copulate. 
Instead they jockey for space to 
describe the same referent. Darkroom, 
playground, gentleman, motorcycle, 
and judaskiss all follow an A + B routine, 
where A describes the semantic head 
B. Redhead, headhunt, pidgeonhole, 
greenhorn, and ladykiller combine in 
reference to an unexpressed semantic 
head, (i.e. redhead = Red haired person) 
and avoid taking the term literally—even 
if its funnier.
  But there is a temptation to scrutinize 
every compound word, and read or 
speak it as if for the first time. Without a 
sense of wonder, joy, or relief about the 
organic quality of language, we are likely 
to miss the work in fireworks, the wife in 
housewife, the boy in playboy, or the luck 
in potluck. Of which there is none.

Victoria Harley - Revisionist, enthusiast, 
and a little out of place. Dayton resident, 
25 years.harley.victoria@gmail.com
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    Let’s face it; reality ain’t all it’s cracked 
up to be, from condescending assistant 
managers to endless holiday traffic jams.  
Imagine what it would be like to have 
total control over your individual reality.  
What exciting fantasies would you fulfill 
if you could essentially do whatever 
you wanted? Communicate with God? 
Revisit deceased relatives? Practice the 
Kama Sutra with your favorite underwear 
model? What if it wound up that you 
could do all of those things and more by 
lucid dreaming, a proven phenomenon 
that even you could do with just an open 
mind and a little bit of practice.
   First, let’s explore the science behind 
dreams. When we rest our eyes under 
the security of our plush comforter and 
fall into a much needed snooze, unless 
interrupted, we go through five sleep 
stages which cycle six to eight times a 
night. These stages can be monitored by 
the use of an Electroencephalography 
or EEM. EEM measures the voltage 
fluctuations caused by ionic current 
flows within the neurons of the brain, 
or in other words measures the pace 
of brainwaves and neural activity which 
helps researchers track sleep stages and 
discover sleeping disorders.
   Stage one sleep is characterized by 
a light, easy to wake from sleep, and 
includes those entertaining muscle 
twitches and free falls that you might 

have experienced when just beginning 
to nod off. Stage two slows down the 
heart and breathing patterns.  Stage 
three and four are deeper sleep periods 
as indicated by “delta brainwaves”, or the 
slowest brainwave pattern. Then, about 
90 minutes into your “now not so much 
a nap”, you fall into the fifth and most 
interesting stage of sleep, REM sleep. It 
is in REM sleep that most of our dreams 
occur.
  During REM sleep, a number of 
physical and psychological changes 
to your body occur. Certain neurons 
called “REM sleep-on cells” located in 
the pontinetegmentum (a part of the 
brain stem) become active during REM 
sleep. These cells prevent the release of 
certain neurotransmitters (or messages 
to the brain) such as serotonin, histamine 
and norepinephrine. This imbalance will 
cause your blood pressure to rise and 
your heart rate and breathing patterns 
to speed up. This will also not allow you 
to regulate your body temperature. Your 
body releases amino acids and glycine 
which cause temporary paralysis (other 
than the eyeball spasms) until you 
leave REM sleep. This phenomenon is 
commonly known as “sleep paralysis”.  
Studies have also shown that not enough 
REM sleep can cause depression and 
impair memory and creativity.
  It’s during the REM stage that your 

brain creates a bizarre series of visual, 
verbal, and emotional messages.  It is 
not uncommon to have dreams that are 
related to things that stress you out, such 
as being naked at work, or your teeth 
falling out when biting into an apple. A 
benefit of lucid dreaming is the ability 
to edit these unwanted images and to 
spend your dreams on your terms, living 
whatever outrageous fantasy please.
   Some of you may be thinking, “I don’t 
dream.”  It is entirely possible that you 
don’t remember any of your dreams, 
but everyone dreams. During a typical 
lifetime, we spend about six years 
dreaming. The average human has three 
to seven dreams a night most of which 
quickly forgotten. One major theory for 
why this happens is that during REM, 
the aforementioned “norepinephrine” 
is blocked, which enhances spatial 
and procedural memory, causing an 
insurgence of forgetfulness once you 
leave REM sleep .A simpler explanation 
is that you are not consciously trying 
to remember your dreams.  I mean, do 
you even remember where your mind 
wandered off to while you were washing 
your face this morning?
 An easy, proactive way to start 
remembering your dreams is to keep a 
dream journal. Fundamentally, it is what it 
sounds; a diary you keep next to your bed 
(or sofa) in which you log your dreams as 
soon as you wake up. A good 30 to 50 
percent of dreams are forgotten about 
ten minutes after you are awake, so it is 
imperative to start recording as soon as 
you open those crusty morning eyeballs. 
Even if you don’t have any memory of 
any of your dreams, it is still important 
to record it just to keep the habit. After a 
while you will start recognizing patterns, 
and hopefully begin to recognize that you 
are dreaming so you can put yourself in 
control.
  To start actually controlling your 
dreams, the first step is to realize that 
you are dreaming. A good technique for 
this was discovered in 1985 by psycho-
psychologist Stephen LeBerge.  It is called 
the “Mnemonic Introduction of Lucid 
Dreaming”, or MILD. When you wake up 
in the middle of the night from a dream you 
try as best as you can to remember it in 
its entirety. Try setting an alarm for about 
four hours after you intend to pass out, or 
drink an abundance of water before bed 
so you can ensure you wake up during 
your dream. Eventually, when you start 

to fall back into slumber, keep reminding 
yourself of your dream, reinforcing the 
notion in your subconscious.  I like to use 
a dream mantra and often make it silly 
so it will stand out while I am sleeping. “I 
will dream about ostriches in fez caps, I 
will dream about ostriches in fez caps.”  
Then when you begin dreaming again 
you can look for what LaBerge calls 
dream signs, which are the radical things 
found in dreams, (such as said ostriches) 
or sea monsters or an abundance 
of naked ladies. These will be heavy 
indicators that you are dreaming, which 
should bring you into control as long as 
you don’t wake up. If your dream seems 
completely ordinary, while in your dream, 
start looking for reality checks. Things 
as simple as flipping on a light switch, 
checking the time, our counting your 
fingers can go awry. Try it right now and 
if you are unable to perform any of these 
tasks, you are probably in a dream.
   Another more advanced technique is 
called “Wake Induced Lucid Dreaming”, 
or WILD. Originally a Buddhist prayer 
form called “Dream Yoga”, WILD has 
been adopted as a therapeutic way 
to guide your dreams. The main goal 
of WILD is to get you in tune with your 
altered consciousness, to not feel so “out 
of it” when you are dreaming. The real 
goal of this method is to trick your body 
into falling asleep consciously, which 
requires a lot of practice and meditation. 
Try to hold on to a thin layer of cognizance 
while softly repeating your mantra in your 
head. Ideally, when you do reach REM, 
that small part of you will still be talking 
about ostriches, and then you can begin 
to look for your dream signs.    
  Lucid dreaming may seem like an 
abstract concept, like fortune telling or 
aura crystals. But by simply following 
these steps, even you can achieve 
sweet lucid goodness. Understanding 
your sleep cycles and the way your brain 
works is a great step in the direction of 
this amazing experience. Who knows, 
you might just find inner piece, or at the 
very least have the ability to ride a dragon 
though Candyland. Just remember, 
practice makes perfect, and whatever 
you do, don’t wake up!

Danny Hamen is a Columbus native, 
admirer of cats, of acting human and 
community college sports enthusiast (Go 
Cougars). dhamen@student.cscc.edu

  to dream of an android    
dreaming of electric sheep grazing 

on chrsistmas Tinsel by: danny hamen
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      In 1994 there was a television commercial 
produced by MCI Communications (now 
a subsidiary of Verizon) which promised 
that in the future, “there will be a road 
that will not connect two points; it will 
connect all points.” This metaphysical 
road being prophesized was known as 
“The Information Superhighway,” a now 
archaic epithet once ascribed to the 
Internet. Well, as Yogi Berra once said, 
“The future isn’t what it used to be.” 
  For certain, the Internet has, as pledged, 
provided us with a great wealth of 
information . . . it’s also provided us with 
more porn than you can shake a stick 
at, uninspired pop-culture commentary 
memes, and the ability to maintain contact 
with all of our high school frenemies. This 
‘superhighway’ has also given rise to 
bloggers.
   What exactly is a blogger?  To answer 
that question, it may help to ask another 
question: Which came first, the blogger 
or the blog?

Answer: The blogger.

  Before the inception of the ‘weblog’, 
terrible and uninspired writing did exist, 
yes, but it was quarantined.  If you 
wanted to read tawdriness and drivel, 
you had to be proactive, you had to read 
your friends’ journals- or you had to be 
a high school English teacher and read 
a student’s creative writing paper. But 
once our “artistic” and “creative” friends 

realized they could broadcast their 
writing on the Internet for free, well, that’s 
when the fiber optic road connected one 
too many points and we as a civilization 
entered into the second age of intellectual 
darkness.
  Sure, at first blogs seemed like an 
inspired innovation, giving voice to every 
man, woman and child. What possibly 
could go wrong? I guess you could say 
certain patterns began to emerge within 
the blogo-sphere. We began to see early 
on that people, if given the chance to 
speak, didn’t really have much to say, 
nothing of substance anyway. Most 
bloggers could be separated into one of 
three categories.  
In no particular order, let’s take a look at 
the three most ubiquitous bloggers:
Mommy Bloggers:
   So, you just had your first baby, eh?  
Sounds like you did sex right!  It also 
apparently makes you an instant expert 
in child rearing. Have you ever given any 
thought to perhaps documenting your 
child’s development, as well the trials 
and tribulations of being a new parent on 
the Internet?  Oh, you have!  Well then, 
direct your browser to Wordpress or 
Blogspot. Allow your motherhood to take 
a backseat as you enter a much bigger 
world, a digital nation we like to call the 
Cyberculture.  Don’t mind your baby 
screaming from the Pack ‘n Play, your 
number one priority from this day forward 
is to write witty posts about getting poop 

on your hand while changing junior’s 
diaper. Eventually you’ll graduate to 
engaging subjects, such as: child’s first 
day of school, carpooling offspring and 
friends to little league practice and/or 
ballet…and if you’re really good, you’ll 
one day be blogging about extreme 
couponing.  Until then, if that baby so 
much as farts at the dinner table, write 
about it!

Foodie Bloggers:
   Look, there are some of us who feel 
like an entire network dedicated to food, 
be it the preparation of, or best places 
to consume it, simply isn’t enough. 
Personally, I want to read a review of 
a local restaurant written by one of my 
mildly obese friends whom, because of 
their penchant for consuming calories is 
evidently an expert, not only in taste, but 
service quality, price and atmosphere. 
And by all means, take it upon yourself 
to convince me why that little bistro I love 
popping into on a late Friday afternoon 
for apéritifs and tapas, isn’t worth my 
money…because otherwise, I would’ve 
thought I was enjoying myself at a 
reasonable cost. In fact, next time I’m 
there, I’ll be sure to drink a toast to your 
highly developed palette.

Music/Movie Critic Bloggers:
   I don’t know about you, but before I 
go to see a movie, I want to first know 
what star rating my most annoying 

Cultural Rebuttal:  Ubiquitous Blogs
by: Tony Holloway

BRRRRRunchhh!

acquaintance gives it. I’d also like to read 
his or her lengthy critiques of the film’s 
dialogue, set design, cinematography, 
direction and performances. I trust only 
in their opinion, because they did take 
that film class at community college…
that’s where they were introduced to 
Ingmar Bergman films, which totally 
changed the way they viewed cinema. 
As well, I frankly can’t enjoy a new album 
until my annoying acquaintance—who is 
not only a film connoisseur, but a music 
aficionado as well—tells me if it’s worth 
my time to listen to. The truth is, I have 
no class, I have no taste and I need an 
overly opinionated recluse to work it out 
for me!
   You know what a blog is?  A blog is 
a megaphone. And just because a 
megaphone amplifies the volume of 
your voice, doesn’t necessarily make 
your words anymore significant than if 
you had whispered them to a wall. Don’t 
get me wrong, I believe everybody has 
the right to speak and be heard. But 
remember, just because people are 
listening, doesn’t magically make you 
an authority on any one topic. The same 
rules that applied before the rise of The 
Information Superhighway continue to 
apply today, that is, do your due diligence 
and think before you speak.

Now, please direct your browser to 
tonyholloway.tumblr.com
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Sub x by: brock Mckibben

Running, annihilated, up decrepit 
basement steps to drop-kick 
you in the mouth comes Sub X! 

Dayton’s newest... Not so new... 
Who are these guys?

   When mentioning this band  it seems 
to  hardly ring a bell with anyone. Why is 
that? Sub X has been around for nearly 
7 years. Starting with Mitch X (guitar/
vocals) and Nick X (drums), this street 
punk band has been running wild since 
2006. The band had been through 11 
bass players before Angus Burkhardt 
joined; shortly afterward Angus moved to 
lead guitar/back-up vocals. Matt “Frizz” 
Szafranski then became the new bassist, 
making him lucky number 13.
   The band has had the same line-up for 
two and a half years now and has changed 
quite drastically. You have Mitch and Nick 
who ‘birthed’ Sub X- influenced by more 
straight ahead punk bands including 
The Casualties (which they opened for), 
Rancid and The Unseen. While on the 
other side of the spectrum, newer guys 
Frizz and Angus are more influenced 
by bands like- Skeletonwitch, Torche, 
Kylesa and High on Fire coalescing into 
an amalgam of something I like to call 
“Street Sludge.” (Imagine getting a 40oz 
shattered over your head by an ogre 
wearing a leather jacket).
 Why haven’t you heard of them? 
Probably because they only play 5-8 
shows in Dayton a year due to playing 
DIY tours. Angus says “I feel the same 

amount of people show up for us whether 
it’s in town or out of town. Out of town is 
fan based and in town is friend based. Me 
and Mitch check Facebook/Reverbnation 
for bands in states/towns that we want 
to play in while Nick checks out college 
radio stations and that’s how we setup 
our tours.”
  I asked if it was worth it . . . to tour this 
way; Angus responded “It’s definitely 
worth it. Our jobs suck and it’s rad to have 
four guys that are down to split town to 
play shows. Nick and Mitch have been 
that way even before Friz and I joined. 
We can’t concentrate on one spot, like 
Lemmy said “If you’re not in a touring 
band, you’re not in a band.” It’s hard 
to make extra loot but there is always 
money for cigarettes, gas and food 
sometimes. We hear “It’s crazy you guys 
are from Dayton, Ohio. I wish there were 
more people here” and “You really need 
to stop in between songs so people can 
clap.” But the reaction is always pretty 
damn good and truth be told, we don’t 
have anything to say in between songs, 
were just pissed. It’s the networking for 
us that makes touring really worth it.”
   Yet another hidden secret in the Dayton 
music scene- do yourself a favor and 
let’s not keep them such a secret. These 
boys deserve it.

Questions, Comments, Suggestions? 
E-mail me at discosucks666@gmail.com 
Stay Strange Dayton!
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DIY by: Lisa patrick-Wright

DIY-Natural Insect Bite Healer  

Broad Leaved Plantain, a “weed” that 
grows everywhere. It’s also known as: 
Bird’s Meat, Common Plantain, Great 
Plantain, Rat-tail Plantain, White Man’s 
Foot.
  
Material List:
-Plantain Plant (grows every where. 
probably growing in the crack in your 
sidewalk right now)
-Mortar and Pestle
-Baking Soda
-Water 
 
Quick Directions:
Step 1 : Find a plantain plant in your 
yard, sidewalk or field.
Step 2 : Chew up a leaf and stick it on 
your insect bite.
 

Fancier Directions:

Step 1:  Find a plantain plant.

Step 2: Pick off a younger leaf and 
tear into tiny pieces.

Step 3:  Place in mortar and pestle 
with a pinch of baking soda and a 
little water.

Step 4:  Grind into a paste or poultice 
and apply to insect bite.

The itching does not stop immediately, 
but when it does stop it never returns !
 
 

 
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



Local Business coupon page

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

 
20th Century Modern Furniture    Art    Decorations 
Wednesday-Saturday 12 to 8
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   I was pumping nickels into a parking 
meter on St. Clair when I noticed the 
stately form of a French Renaissance 
building. At one time, the grassy lot 
across the street was occupied, by what 
building, I cannot recall. Its absence 
cleared a line of sight as the late afternoon 
sun served as a spotlight, throwing long 
shadows across the front steps of the 
hall. As I approached, looking both ways 
before crossing the empty street, the sun 
disappeared behind the shifting clouds, 
and the momentary illumination returned 
to a shadow-less, gray sigh.  

Memorial Hall [MH]: The show’s over.

Victoria Harley [VH]: Are you sure? It’s 
only five.

MH: I’m sure. Until the Greene-Keller 
wedding on Thursday, this place is 
empty.

VH: Weddings? Is that typical?

MH: It’s money. I’ve become a glorified 
dance hall—available for Bat Mitzvahs, 

receptions, ceremonies, and catered 
affairs. 
VH: And children’s dance recitals?

MH: Oh, that’s been going on for 
decades. 

VH: I remember—three years; jazz, tap, 
and ballet. We danced to Elton John.

MH: It wasn’t always this way you 
know— this used to be prime real estate; 
First Street, by the river. The Beach Boys 
played here in sixty-seven.

VH: A year after Pet Sounds. That must 
have been a great show.

MH: It was. Pet Sounds became the 
soundtrack of my life for a little while 
there. 

VH: Pining for your youth?

MH: You make it sound so narcissistic. 
There’s a melancholy that comes with 
nostalgia, trust me. To remember acutely 
the four hundred blows, to have each 

kind word tinged with the understanding 
that it has already passed. You, you’re 
lucky. You can move forward, both in 
time and space. I am confined to this 
single block-- that I have to share mind 
you-- unable to grow, change, or be 
given even the chance to adapt. You 
organisms, you don’t know how sweet 
you’ve got it. From day one, I have been 
looking back at history, not participating 
in it. My entire construction is an act of 
nostalgia, one that pines for the days of 
domes, columns, and arches.

VH: So Pet Sounds?

MH: So Pet Sounds. It’s not like I’m 
alone here when I say there’s something 
spiritual about the Beach Boys. That 
night, the kids waited outside for hours 
before they opened the doors. The 
frozen ground and frigid air refused to 
deter them.

VH: Had to be worth it.
MH: It was easily one of the most stirring 
musical performances these old walls 
ever saw. 

VH: And how was that not participating 
in the future?

MH: Well, I was lucky. I didn’t even 
know who they were, I just remember 
the droves of kids turning up in the cold 
to hear some band called the Beach 
Boys. If I had any idea what I was in 
for… they finished the night with “God 
Only Knows.” Their close harmonies and 
layered voices rose to a crescendo that 
echoed through the theatre, the atrium, 
and out the doors, into the night. Like a 
call to prayer.

VH: God Bless Brian Wilson? Was he 
even there that night— I thought the 
Boys were touring without him by then?

MH: Oh, he was there. Maybe not 
physically. . . 

VH: Some might say that you were built 
for greater things than pop concerts-- 
To host great musical expositions 
of the ages, for the opera, for the 
philharmonic.

MH: No, I was built for ‘the troops,’ as 
your generation terms it. 

VH: Memorial Day, Memorial Hall—

MH: Bingo. You might notice the bronze 
soldiers out front and the cannons and 
the glory paintings in the atrium.

VH: I’ve been meaning to ask, you were 
opened in 1910 as a functional memorial 
for….

MH: The Spanish-American War.

VH: “A splendid little war?” 

MH: Well, it was over in eleven days—it 
hardly qualifies.

VH: Tell that to a Cuban. Or a Filipino. 
They might beg to differ.

MH: Maybe. President McKinley 
intervened against Spain in our own 
interests, not the rebels. Maybe that’s 
why my builders included Civil War battle 
inscriptions on my exterior walls.

VH: Those stone inscription plates—
they’re filled in on the front side, but there 

The  Spanish-American War, THe spirit of Brian Wilson and hot wings: 

an interview with memorial hall by: victory harley
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are blank ones on your sides, almost as 
if—

MH: They were planning ahead?

VH: Well… yeah.

MH: It wasn’t called Armistice Hall. 
My walls are the skin on which history 
tattoos its mythology. My very existence 
is borne out of death. Or glory.

VH: They might not have been idealists, 
but they weren’t wrong. It was only 
seven years later that we entered World 
War One. The doughboy statue outside 
is one of the few Great War memorials 
in this town.  

MH: Oh, he was added later—both 
statues were.

VH: Oh?

MH: Yeah, the country commissioned 
some sculptor—the 14th Regiment 
Armory in Brooklyn has the exact same 
doughboy outside. Or damn near.

VH: When did they install them?

MH: The Twenties. Ah, to be young 
again.

VH: If you were built as a physical 
reminder, memento mori, of War, how 
well do you think you’ve accomplished 
the task?

MH: Well, first of all, I didn’t ask to be built. 
It was all the county’s idea. It wasn’t until 
the dedication ceremony that I had any 
conception of what my purpose in life was. 
I thought I was just going to be a simple 
little theatre, or maybe an amphitheater. 
I like the outdoors. I imagined a long 
career of visitors. Traveling musicians, 
and roving rhetoricians. Bright lights, 
and the murmur of concert symphonies 
under my roof.
   Then I felt them install the heavy bronze 
relief’s depicting local bloodshed, and 
etch each infamous proper noun into 
my clean virgin stone. I wouldn’t have 
minded so much if they meant it. I didn’t 
mind in fact. Not at the time. 

VH: But after 103 years--

MH: Not even—Seven. You said it 
yourself, in seven years we were back 
fighting Europeans again. Seven 
years, and our memories aren’t so 
good anymore. We’re ready to commit 
another generation of young men to the 
wills of the old and powerful. Don’t worry; 
we can’t wait to memorialize our future 
veterans, just as soon as they’ve served 
their purpose. 

VH: [reading from the engraving] To 
those, who in their hour, and their 
country’s danger, tendered their lives. To 
those who gave much and to those who 
gave their all. 

MH: Those who gave their all might not 
have much use for me.

VH: But surely it’s the gesture—

MH: Gesture. Yes. We can all pantomime 
honor. We commission architects to 
construct convincing tableaux, so we 
can remind ourselves to wear our solemn 
faces. Only no one seems to…

VH: Remember.

MH: Time passes, and they add another 
notch, another statue, and another 
message on the wall, but we still ask 
men to die.

VH: And women.

MH: Oh yes, of course. Racing to the 
finish line of equality.

VH: Changing the subject slightly—

MH: By all means.

VH: The Schuster Center.

MH: I was wondering when that would 
come up.

VH: Can you see it from here?

MH: No, thankfully. But on a cold night, I 
can sometimes hear Phil.
VH: Phil?

MH: The Philharmonic. They used to call 
me home. I can’t tell you what it meant to 
have Brahms singing from deep within or 
Sibelius, or Saint-Saëns, or Tchaikovsky. 

My walls used to hum. Now I’m lucky if 
my walls stand. 

VH: But the Schuster is acoustically 
malleable, the sound dampening panels 
are modular—

MH: Yes, yes, I know. Believe me, I do. 
The Schu—that place—is technically, 
acoustically, magnificent. They can 
satisfy the Philharmonic better than I 
ever could.

VH: Bad break-up?

MH: Can we talk about something else?

VH: What about seats? I’m sorry, but I 
don’t ever remember being comfortable 
in your theatre. Everything is so crammed 
together, there’s no leg room.

MH:  Well, I wasn’t designed for patrons 
of a 21st century build.

VH: Oh, right, because people were 
shorter back in the day?

MH: They were thinner.

VH: Oh, I see. Your seats aren’t too 
small, we just got too fat.

MH: It’s not all your fault. I see the 
garbage you’re fed. 

VH: What, at these catered affairs you’re 
now hosting?

MH: I mean, really, when did hot wings 
make the list of appropriate wedding 
foods? 

VH: Around the same time as Jello 
shots.

MH: It’s what I get for being at the mercy 
of the county historical society. They’ve 
found a use for me—even further 
removed from my creator’s vision.

VH: Let’s read from the brochure, 
Memorial Hall offers flexible rooms 
designed and equipped to service 
various types of meetings, conferences, 
receptions and parties. Facility rental 
includes: A charming and historic 
atmosphere; Accessible and inexpensive 
parking; Handicap accessible; Smoke-

free; Variety of tables and chairs; Setup 
and tear down included; Choice of 
caterer; Pantry area; On-site event staff.

MH: Charming and Historic. This is my 
legacy.

VH: It does tend to gloss.

MH: I guess I can’t complain; roughly 
a hundred years of service before they 
rendered me obsolete.

VH: Who is “they”?

MH: Everyone I guess. I swear I never 
used to be this bitter. I got used to 
audiences not noticing the messages 
on the walls, but I’ll never get used to 
not being noticed at all. For nearly a 
hundred years I was relevant. Religious 
revivals brought teeming masses to my 
doors. Joe Louis, Manuel Castro, Jimmy 
Kelly, Danny Budd, Joe Glick, and Jack 
Dempsey all boxed here. Poets spoke, 
virtuosos performed, and sopranos 
sang. 

VH: And now?

MH: Suzy Fisk’s School of Dance. I was 
lucky to see what I did, but now I’ve joined 
the growing ranks of vacant buildings 
and defunct centers of commerce.

VH: Few were able to escape the 
realities of economy. Unfortunately, 
Dayton just can’t support two performing 
arts centers. 

MH: Well, there never used to be two. 
My vaulted ceiling is starting to resemble 
a headstone. Maybe it’s best this way. 
The Arcade seemed to think so.

VH: So the trouble with being Memorial 
Hall. . .

MH: No one remembers you.

Victoria Harley - Revisionist, enthusiast, 
and a little out of place. Dayton resident, 
25 years.
harley.victoria@gmail.com
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    Ever seen the movie Good Fellas? Of 
course you have, idiot.  In the opening 
scene, a car is moving along an empty 
highway at night.  I’m at the wheel, 
sporting an enormous mohawk, ridiculous 
piercings all over my face and a dangling 
razor blade earring. Two other guys are 
in the car, clad in leather, studs and non-
traditional haircuts.  A knocking sound 
distracts us from our pleasant drive.  One 
of the passengers instructs me to pull off 
the highway. We exit the vehicle, walking 
towards the trunk of the car. The shortest 
in the group pulls a kitchen knife from his 
patch ridden jacket while I open the trunk, 
revealing a beaten, nearly dead cop He 
then stabs the helpless, choking officer 
while the other spiky hair character pulls 
out a pistol; fires three shots and finishes 
the gruesome job. Closing the trunk of the 
car, I stare blankly off into the distance 
and Ray Liotta’s voice says “All my life 
I always wanted to be a punk”.  Scene 
ends and Discharge’s “The Nightmare 
Continues” blares loudly over opening 
credits.
    Not a day goes by that I don’t picture 
that scene, thinking “I always wanted to 
be a punk.” Punks are one of films most 
radical and dynamic characters. They’re 
played as lovable, politically conscious 
smart mouths, purse snatching thugs and 
drug dealers used as bait for brain eating 
zombies. Which has become a genre 
staple.  Throughout time as societies view 
of the subculture has shifted, evolved and 
devolved, this character has been used 
by directors to say “hey check it out guys, 
I’m still cool”. I decided before writing this 
article that I wasn’t going to bore over the 
earliest, more obvious, punks in movies.  
That being said, I’m not doing Sid and 
Nancy. There’s a lot of stuff out there like 
The Wild One; someone gets called a 
punk while wearing a leather jacket etc., 
but that’s cosmetic and they’re just biker 
movies. As rad as it is, punks would never 
ride a motorcycle simply for financial 
reasons.  Wait, now I want a motorcycle.  
F***!
    The primitive punk is the street savvy, 
shitty punk, more commonly known as: 
Charles Bronson’s Target Practice. In the 
1974 classic, Death Wish, Chuck Bronson 
comes face to face with, what I regard 
as, the cavemen punks; purse snatching 

thugs who wander around aimlessly, 
spray painting walls and occasionally 
murdering and raping people. This 
opened the flood gates to a slew of 
revenge films. Some hapless fellow 
takes revenge in the streets, wasting 
punk dudes (who are basically the most 
reductive, bare-bones characters ever in 
film). Usually they have really shitty lines, 
if any at all. They say things like “Gimme 
yer wallet man or the kid gets it” or the 
timeless “F*** you pigs!”  You know, sh** 
like that. Which is how society viewed 
these punks for decades. If you saw a 
guy in a sleeveless denim jacket walking 
around downtown, it was likely that dude 
was going to mug you, so you and the 
rest of your drunken friends beat the sh** 
out of this kid. 
   And, so it went until the early 80’s, 
then two movies  finally decided to 
seriously delve into the reality of what 
these punk people were all about. The 
first is Penelope Spheeris’ The Decline 
ofWestern Civilization, a documentary 
about the L.A. punk scene in 1979-80, 
and the second being Roger Corman’s 
classic Suburbia. 
   Suburbia is the sad story of a runaway 
kid who meets up with a group of other 
runaways and joins their gang “T.R”. 
(The Rejected).  Goddamn, I can’t begin 
to say how much this movie rules. The 
kids in the squatter house run the gamut 
of stereotypes.  There’s the dirty, crusty, 
punk guy (played by Flea...yeah, that 
Flea), the skinhead kid, a junkie death-
rock dude and a couple of goth chicks. 
These stock characters were ever 
present in early punk movies.  The main 
character is a “nice” young boy whose 
mom is a drunken a**hole so he runs 
away, meets up with Jack at a D.I. show 
and quickly becomes part of the gang. 
A shitload of lovable dialogue and wild 
acts of burglary, vandalism and other fun 
filled criminal activities go down and then 
sh** gets messy when a neighborhood 
coalition takes things into their own 
hands.  A lot of mishaps ensue, from 
punks getting jumped by drunken jocks, 
drunken jocks getting jumped by punks 
and drunken jocks seeking revenge at 
local shows to girls overdosing on heroin 
and other unfortunate crap. Not going to 
lie, the movie is a total downer. Should I 

give away the ending....ehhhh  nah.  If 
you haven’t seen it, watch it. My favorite 
guy in the movie, surprisingly, is the 
skinhead. His name is Skinner and he’s 
like the house superhero.  Being a big 
guy he stands up for the smaller kids and 
he has some of the best lines. I know . . 
.I’m rambling. F** you.  Just watch it.
    The punk presence in American film 
exploded after these movies came out; 
not quite starring in films, but you saw 
more and more of them. No longer were 
they  just getting their brains blown out 
by Charles Bronson or Dirty Harry...
well sort of. Do you remember Star Trek 
IV? There’s this scene where Spock 
and Captain Kirk are on a twentieth-
century bus, there is a punk guy on the 
bus listening to a boom box and head-
banging, and suddenly Spock ‘Vulcan 
Death Grips’ this kid and the whole bus 
applauds him.  Not a bad adjustment to 
the usual mistreatment of the character.
      In Return of the Living Dead (1985),the 
lead characters are punks. That’s right, I 
said it, punks.  They aren’t tripping over 
teen angst with local cops, getting their 
heads blown off or ‘Vulcan Deth Gripped’. 
Instead they’re getting chomped on by 
toxic zombies.  Lines like Suicide’s, “you 
think this is a f***in’ costume?  It’s a way 
of life”. Or, Linnea Quigley’s classic “do 
you ever fantasize about being killed?”. 
Which is a line I suggest getting tattooed 
on your face.  
   If zombie movies aren’t your thing 
(loser), but, whacked out Emilio Estevez/
alien flicks happen to catch youreye, 
you’ll be more than willing to share your 
love with me over Repo Man (1984).  
Released a year before R.O.T.L.D., Repo 
Man is a story of a down-on-his-luck punk 
kid discovering that life as circle-pitting-
alley-kiddoesn’t get him any closer to 
happiness than when he does a bunch 
of speed and hijacks cars with Harry 
Dean Stanton. A sweet soundtrack and 
awesome script give this flick all the bad-
assery credit it deserves. The conclusion 
(spoiler alert) of this film is that our punk 
grows up and basically says “f** being a 
punk”.
   Enter the 90’s and the ever dreaded 
‘pop punk’. The punks in this era of film 
are pretty tame and the characters don’t 
play many roles, aside from the random 
thug type just waiting to be fucked up 
by Robocop, unless it’s a “period piece” 
about the 80’s .  I’m not going to say 
it . . . but, oh wait, yes I am. I hate the 

movie SLC Punk (1998), mainly because 
of Mathew Lillard.  This movie is, in my 
opinion, a crappy representation of the 
80’s with a boatload over overacting.  A 
coming of age film about a rich kid that 
thinks he’s punk; a mock-up character 
created by a director or producer just 
simply trying to connect to a subculture.
    The punk in today’s film is a model 
in thick framed glasses and a freshly 
printed Clash shirt or a witty emo girl 
or some goth girl CSI bullsh**. I’m not 
saying there are no recent good punk 
films. I’ve seen many independent films- 
that are clearly geared for the subgenre 
minded- that were good. For some, to 
make a movie with a punk rocker in it can 
be just as easy as having a huge boobed, 
blonde, professional abortionist.We, as 
a society, just prefer to typecast punks 
as thugs or socially rejected misfit kids 
with their own agendas. Is it believable 
that the guy driving the school bus is a 
punk -or- would it make more sense that 
he’s hijacked the bus and Batman will be 
there shortly to tie him up or do whatever 
it is that Batman does? You decide.
  Sadly, this reflects lamely on my life. 
From the beginning, I remember thinking 
it all my childhood; how I just wanted to 
be a punk. Some ruthless, jobless guy 
spray painting crap in an alley and doing, 
I don’t know, punk stuff. Now here I sit, 
typing on a laptop, checking the clock to 
make sure I have time to shower before 
work as my dog sits patiently waiting for 
the day I leave the door open so she can 
be free.  I’m 27, married, have a steady 
job and a decent car. I have no face 
piercing, a “normal” haircut and bank 
account.  Not to say I haven’t once lived 
the lifestyle and who can say if it was 
what I saw in my mind.  On film, at least 
there exists this timeless View-Master of 
sorts.

If you would like to rip into my logic or 
perhaps see a picture of me ripping 
into an (censored) please contact me 
at bryanbrady666@gmail.com. We can 
discuss nice things and if you’re really 
nice I’ll mention you and share awesome 
things about you with the rest of the 
world/Laundromat. party party party

Ocular Indigestion by: Bryan Brady
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Telephone’s phrasal template word game

Does your child love Minecraft? This 
creative camp will bring the game to life 
by taking a physical look at the Minecraft 
game environment using LEGOS  , Build 
Creepers, Zombies, Spiders and more! 
Re-create the game using boxes and 
other handmade props- learn design 
and problem solving and time set aside 
to game with friends! Models will be on 
display at Grass Roots for all to see!

Wear your own art and show the world 
how creative you are! Learn the skills 
and techniques of Linocut. Linocuts 
can be printed on any flat surface or 
fabric. The class will make as many 
prints as they want of their 
finished linocut print, and be 
able to rock their print on a 
t-shirt.

Hot Summer Dayz!

Takin’ dips in the _______, ice cream cones and sweatin’ your 

_______ off in  traffic jams! Summer _______ are here! Time for 

an ice _______ craft beer or maybe a $ _______ Forty. Go for a 

_______ on your fixie or a bust a quickie on your _______-speed. 

Head down to a _______ river or off to a _______ lake- one that 

isn’t polluted with Monsanto _______ run-off, Good Luck! Laying in 

the sun _______ up the rays while slathered in a _______ butter 

SPF _______; Slip-N-Slides, _______ parties and _______th of 

July _______ outs, bon-fires and getting’ high. Summer _______ 

are here! Nelsonville, Coachella, Bonaroo and more; _______ 

everyone that you can afford- and if not any of these, then we’ll see 

you on Blind Bob’s porch!

plural noun

verb

adjective

noun

noun

dollar amount

number

adjective adjective

noun

verb noun

number noun number

verb noun

verb

facebook.com/benriddlebarger

Torn asunder by: Ben Riddlebarger
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questionable advice
in questionable times

Dear Mama Cass,

    I’m really lucky to work with a few of 
my closest friends (among other, also-
agreeable acquaintances).  We all have 
great blue collar work ethic and l am 
proud of having a hand in a successful, 
small business.  However, I think one of 
my buddies/coworkers is fooling around 
with one of the other employees.  I’ve 
known him since grade school and he is 
definitely a womanizer.  He falls hard for 
girls all the time but it never lasts more 
than a few months at most. Anymore, 
neither I, nor our friends take his flings as 
serious and usually don’t bother getting 
to know his ladies beyond pleasantries 
and a few laughs. Last year, though, one 
of the girls he dated hit it off really well 
with our buds and we still all hang out 
regularly.  She told me recently that my 
girl-crazy pal gave her an STD. She said 
she was treated and has recovered but 
he never warned her.  Even worse, she 
told him and he said it was her problem 
because he’s clean.  He prides himself 
on never going to the doctor because 
“Western medicine is bogus” (a quote, I 
swear) and if he hasn’t shown symptoms, 
I wouldn’t be surprised if he has never 
been checked out.
  The biggest reason why any of this 
information is relevant right now is 
because the fellow employee he’s 
messing around with is the boss’s 
niece, she’s in a management position 
supervising all of us and she’s a really 
nice person who doesn’t deserve an STD 
from a guy who doesn’t really respect his 
sexual partners. Should I warn her? 

                  --Stuck  between a rock and a     
       friend’s hard place

 Dear Stuck, 

   It’s possible your friend may not have 
given his ex her STD. If she had sex with 
him after a brief courtship, she might’ve 
‘got down’ with some other dudes, 
too. However, rather than jumping to 
conclusions, talk to your friend. Tell 
him what his ex has divulged to you 

about her run-in with crotch cooties. 
More importantly, impress upon him the 
importance of sexual health. Anyone 
having sex of ANY KIND AT ALL (even 
phone sex, dirty talkers) should, of 
course, wear a condom and be regularly 
assessed by a health professional. Sexual 
diseases range in severity, it’s true. But, 
frighteningly, most of them can have very 
serious long-term side effects. In recent 
tabloid news, actor Michael Douglas 
revealed the source of his cancer to be 
HPV. 
   HPV is a specifically sneaky virus; 
often, men do not display symptoms and 
woman can suppress the virus altogether. 
Your friend needs to understand the very 
real and potentially life threatening risks 
associated with the very adult decision 
to engage in sexual contact. Safe, 
protected sex is very important but is no 
replacement for an informed, sexually 
active adult.
   Another idea: is it possible that maybe 
your bud is a creep? Sometimes, 
friendships from childhood become more 
habitual than chosen. Do you still like 
being his friend? Or, is he as lax about 
maintaining positive friendships as he is 
about respecting his sex partners?
  Don’t tell your manager until you talk 
to him unless you want to lose him and 
maybe others as pals. If you attempt 
a conversation and he’s a douche, I’d 
definitely consider tattling on him.  STDs 
are serious matters far more deserving 
of honesty and attention than idle gossip 
and backstabbing friends. Just make 
certain you’ve done your best to ensure 
your intentions and messages are true.

All the best,
Mama Cass
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Local comic artist by: Brian latimer & Etch




