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Paintings by Lisa “Cecil” foster 
Lisa “Cecil” Davis left Cleveland at the 
age of seventeen to join the US Air 
Force, a career that she would go on to 
continue for the next twenty-two years.  
At this time in her life, she also started 
to explore her self-expression through 
artistic means.  She explains to us, the 
viewer, the way in which she transferred 
her energy from one chapter of her life to 
the next. “The twenty-two years I spent in 
the United States Air Force has given me 
a diverse range of experiences.  My goal 
is to somehow relay those experiences 

Next Chapter::sharing experience through art by: Katie Modras-anible
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in a most interesting way through my 
artwork.  I want to create unified pieces 
that tell a story...my story.”   
 In 2011, she began her next adventure 
with formal training in art and aesthetics.  
Through the natural frustrations that 
come along with learning how to view 
one’s surroundings and then being able to 
effectively capture what the mind and eye 
is seeing, she watched herself growing 
and learning because of that challenge. 
“I find creating art to be relaxing and it 
makes me happy, even when it frustrates 
me.  This type of frustration is good; it 
means that I’m learning something new 

and challenging myself.” Davis achieves 
her works predominantly through water-
based oils on canvas.  At times she 
approaches a piece by first layering 
paper, fabric, and other collage materials 
before painting and drawing on the outer 
most layers. Her artwork presents a 
realistic approach through a dreamlike 
haze; her process of layering creates 
great depth and a surrealistic air.  
 Davis plans to further hone her craft as 
she continues actively producing work. In 
the future she explains that her “ultimate 
goal is to buy a downtown loft over a retail 
space and to turn it into an art gallery and 

studio.  There I will create and teach, and 
offer a space for others to create and 
display their work.  More importantly, 
I want to give young art lovers a place 
to be creative where they have time to 
explore, experiment, and play with ideas.  
A place where they can have the tools to 
be free to let their creativity flourish.” 

Katie Modras-Anible is an old art student, 
weirdo craft folk artist and experimental 
musician and performer, hangs out with 
husband Andrew and dog Jarvis- mostly. 
Loves most everything. 
Katie Anible-Modras’s blog: monasondog.
tumblr.com
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DIY: for the Kids! by: Lisa patrick-Wright

The New-Royal Bug Hotel

Do you have a young, budding 
entomologist at your house? Encourage 
your kiddo to study those insects outside 
by creating a backyard habitat for bugs. 
 
Supply list:
Box
Scissors
Naturally found objects (sticks, stones, 
pine cones, leaves, etc..)
 

 

Have your kids check the box weekly 
to report any new residents living in 
the hotel! 
 

 
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:
Gather natural found objects.

Step 2:
Cut the flaps off your box and use them 
to make compartments for your hotel 
inside your box.

Step 3:
Pack each compartment with different 
natural objects (pack tightly).

Step 4:
Place bug hotel in the yard and away 
from house.



8 |



Photos Vivian Fu
vivianfu.com

 | 9



10 |

  I’m turning 35 this year and because 
I am a pessimist, my birthday signifies 
that my thirties are half over.  Within the 
last year alone, I have noticed several 
telltale signs of my increasing age.  For 
example, the other day I was sitting in 
front of my computer, writing, when I 
noticed my shoulders were beginning to 
stiffen, so I simply stood up and stretched, 
which caused my neck to cramp, in turn 
sending a debilitating pain shooting down 
my spine, nearly causing me to drop 
to my knees.  For the better part of the 
afternoon, I was forced to lie down on 
the couch with a throw pillow strategically 
placed to support my ailing neck.  Another 
sign of impending fate is my thinning hair, 
which I tend to crack jokes about with my 
hair stylist, secretly hoping she’ll reassure 
me it’s not that bad.  To date, she’s never 
consoled me.
 I suppose it’s not uncommon for every 
aging generation to harbor some 
resentment toward their younger, up-and-
coming counterparts.  I was born near the 
end of Generation X, lingering somewhere 
near the cusp of Gen Y, also known as 

Cultural Rebuttal by: tony holloway

The Millennials.  On some level, I identify 
with their ideology and creed; yet on the 
other hand, I am unable to relate to their 
steadfast work ethic and conservative 
views.  Probably safe to say that most of 
us have endured work seminars aimed 
at educating employees on the various 
generations currently occupying the 
workforce.  When it comes to Millennials, 
I’ve been told they are young adults, born 
between the years 1981 and 1999, raised 
by well to-do parents inside unbroken 
homes.  Coming out of college, they are 
actually eager to get out there and face 
the world.  
  Admittedly, I was intimidated by this 
younger set, because I viewed them 
as being stronger, more educated, and 
better equipped to deal with the future 
than I was at their age.  These twenty-
somethings are armed to the teeth 
with business and marketing degrees, 
and if they aren’t currently pursuing an 
MBA, they’re most definitely planning 
to achieve a post-graduate degree of 
some type within the next five years.  
Never mind a recent study conducted by 

The Center for College Affordability and 
Productivity, which revealed that 5 million 
recent college grads are working jobs that 
require less than a high school education, 
with an ever-increasing national student 
loan debt topping one trillion dollars.  
The majority of these graduates not only 
remain unfazed by these statistics, but 
they still seem optimistic and resolute. 
Because while they’ll ravenously consume 
any self-improvement book put in front 
of them, they’re not much interested in 
reading the news.
   As a Gen Xer, I feel I’m in the position 
to say that one of my generation’s 
drawbacks was our complacency during 
times we should have been angry and 
motivated to do SOMETHING.   And why 
wouldn’t we have been though?  I recall 
as a kid being told that the Cold War was 
over, and that peace, love and happiness 
would reign over us for the rest of our 
days.  From the inside looking out, our 
lives could be whatever we wanted them 
to be; our world was malleable.  The 
only instruction we were given was to 
understand and appreciate the distance 
traveled, and the sacrifices it took to get 
here.  So we grew up with an awareness 
of history, if only because we got to sing 
along to Billy Joel’s “We Didn’t Start the 
Fire,” a song which most Millennials aren’t 
familiar.  The housing market was strong, 
gas was under $2, the term “government 
bailout” only existed in the pages of an 
Ayn Rand novel, and the only complaint 
most of us had about banks was that they 
charged $25 overdraft fees.  And then 
one morning, 9/11 happened, and by 
that evening, the world had irrevocably 
changed.
  As far back as any Millennial can 
remember, terrorism and war have 
always been a part of the white noise and 
ether prominent in the world.  I suppose if 
one doesn’t possess the eyes to see the 
contrast, nor the recollection to fully grasp 
the solemn measure of innocence lost, 
they may choose to look inward instead of 
outward, opting to rely solely on self.  In the 
workplace, this self-important generation 
doesn’t have peers, they have mentors 
and competitors; people aren’t people, 
they’re resources or obstacles. Outside 
of the office, they’re writing blog posts 
about themselves, the story of Millennials 
by Millennials.  They don’t have any 
downtime; every social event is a work/
life balance opportunity.  They dress up to 
go to coffeehouses where they network 
with other young professionals.  In the 

How I Learned to Stop Worrying and Love the Millennials
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‘90s we hung out at coffeehouses, but we 
wore flannel shirts and ripped blue jeans; 
we talked about philosophy and French 
New Wave films; we exchanged mixed 
tapes of bands like The Clash, Velvet 
Underground, and Elvis Costello.  It was 
more important to us to be inquisitive than 
it was to be interesting.  Gen Y doesn’t 
seem to be all that adaptive, yet they 
expect everyone to embrace them.  
  My words may sound harsh, but make 
no mistake about it; I’m on the Millennials’ 
side.   Because it wasn’t until I realized 
my fear and anxiety was 100% spot on—
Millennials are in fact a better version of 
me—that I was able to breathe a sigh of 
relief and hand the future over to them.  
The best part is I don’t have to walk 
around ashamed of my forfeiture. Like 
any other species, I’m at the mercy of 
natural selection.  Gen Y was born on the 
receiving end of evolution; they inherited 
better DNA simply because they were 
born a generation later.  Case in point, I 
worked with a Millennial who never ate 
breakfast or lunch, she just consumed a 
couple of Bud Lights and a plate of potato 
skins at her favorite dive bar after work, 
whilst networking.  If that isn’t proof of 
their genetic superiority, I don’t know what 
is.  I myself have to watch my calories, 
limit my sugar intake, and consume no 
more than 1,500 to 2,000 milligrams of 
sodium a day.  
  Unlike me, Millennials recognized the 
value of a dollar early on, and resemble the 
Silent Generation who had to grow up in 
the wake of The Great Depression. These 
little bastards are already planning and 
saving for their retirement.  Did you know 
they’re already crossing achievements off 
their bucket lists?  I haven’t even started 
compiling a bucket list!  I didn’t think I 
needed to yet!  
  When I was discussing this article 
with my editor, he pointed out that the 
Millennials aren’t interested in hearing 
from us.  Believe me, I get it.  Just as 
Mike & The Mechanics so deftly observed 
in their 1989 hit “The Living Years” (yet 
another reference most of Gen Y won’t 
get), “every generation blames the one 
before.”  The glaring difference between 
a Millennial and me is, Millennials are 
looking to leave their mark on this world, 
whereas my personal modus operandi 
has been to lead a low impact existence.  
I don’t even want to leave a footprint.  
I’m like a cat in a litter box covering up 
my turds.  Because of my attitude, I’m 
sure most twenty-somethings view me 

as weak-willed.  Although my editor is 
probably right, the youth isn’t concerned 
with my opinion, that doesn’t mean they 
shouldn’t listen.   
So here it is…
Dear Millennials,
 You’re young, energetic, and every 
thought is a treasure.  You’re seeking 
money and power?  Who am I to tell 
you these goals are vapid?  My twenties 
were a total crapshoot.  I entered into that 
decade with far too much self-assurance.  
I briskly walked through that door thinking 
I had figured some shit out.  My twenties 
were a series of mislaid plans and false 
ideals.  I didn’t have an respect for gravity 
until I witnessed my very own plummeting 
high hopes.  
  When the world changed, I should have 
been better equipped to deal with the 
blowback.  Instead, I checked out and 
began vacantly coasting through life.  
The other day, someone actually had to 
remind me that I was married for a while 
in my twenties—seems like something I 
would remember.
  Anyway, if no one else has worked up 
the nerve to apologize to you, allow me 
to be the first.  A lot of people became 
greedy and left you picking up a big mess.  
I know there are some Baby Boomers out 
there, well into their Medicare years, still 
competing with you for jobs; but I promise 
you, this Gen Xer won’t be another 
obstacle for you on your path to victory.  
I’m stepping aside, retiring early, going 
to kick my feet up on a tropical beach 
somewhere with a bottle of rum, a pair 
of floral print board shorts, and my newly 
acquired carefree disposition.  I didn’t 
have it all figured it out back then, but you 
seem pretty confident that you do.  So, 
I’m slapping you on the ass and sending 
you into the game.  If you need anything, 
don’t call.  I hope your thirties are gentler 
and less introspective for you than they 
have been for me.    
Good luck, suckers!

Tony Holloway
While he expects no one to testify on behalf 
of, nor even acknowledge his notable 
faculties, Tony is recognized within certain 
social circles for his self-proclamation.  
As is such, he is a self-proclaimed writer, 
self-proclaimed skeptic, self-proclaimed 
absurdist and a self-proclaimed humorist.  
You’re more than welcome—but certainly 
not obligated—to follow him on Twitter: @
tonyholloway and/or Tumblr: tonyholloway.
tumblr.com

 
(937) 520-3782    605 E. Fifth St. Dayton, OH    45402
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  The epic poem The Dream of the Rood, 
like many early English works, reflects 
the rough assimilation of paganism into 
Christianity in ancient and medieval 
England. Though scholars speculate 
about the identity of its author, the source 
remains something of a mystery, casting 
further doubt on its message.Though the 
story is decidedly Christian, the themes 
convey a deep respect for all things 
natural. The speaker retells a vision of the 
cross, but the story has an express focus 
on the tree from which Christ’s crucifix 
was hewn. The tree speaks, thinks, and 
empathizes, and is regarded as almost 
a comrade to Christ, a mode verging 
on animism. Though I am sure biblical 
scholars can point to various passages 
that disprove this incongruity, animism, 
or the belief in the spirituality of natural 
objects, was often practiced by “heathens” 
who haven’t been properly introduced to 
sin, guilt, and the Lord. Animism, in its 
various forms, was regarded as a stop-
gap, rather than as a distinct set of beliefs 
and customs adapted to respect the earth 
that supported them (Shinto, to name 
but one of the thousand incarnations 
of belief, is still practiced in Japan). 
Christians regarded these practices as a 
placeholder, or the hold music for a life-
long phone call to Christianity.
  Compromise re-routed worship of 
the natural world through Christian 
stories, taking shape through poetry and 
mythmaking. Some visual interpretations 
of Dream of the Rood depict the tree of the 
cross as the Tree of Life, one of two trees 
referred to in Genesis. In Eden, the Tree 
of Life gave immortality to those who ate 
its fruit, and was revoked from man after 
sampling from the Tree of Knowledge. 
Without the “Fall”, there wouldn’t be any 
reason for a Christ. For the Tree of Life 
to be cut down thematically satisfies the 
Christian journey from human error to 
human salvation. Man continues to act 
thoughtlessly, cutting down a holy tree to 
serve as raw material for Christ’s crucifix, 
adding two more victims of human ego to 
the story:  Christ and the Tree. 

  The Trees of Life and Knowledge are 
then inextricably tied, as knowledge 
of good and evil, Etz haDaat tov V’ra, 
might be better described as the Tree of 
Knowledge of Everything. With knowledge 
comes loss of life, encouraging that old 
adage “ignorance is bliss.” Good and evil 
(tov V’ra), working as paired opposites, 
is a compound figure of speech, an 
all-inclusive term for, well, everything. 
If my language becomes redundant, 
it’s because the totality of cognitive 
existence is damn near impossible to 
put into words that don’t sell it short. As 
soon as one attempts to synonymize 
ancient terminology, one discovers the 
limitations of modern language. Similarly, 
2001: A Space Odyssey, a contemporary 
allegory of knowledge, intelligence, and 
the “Fall”, made a much more compelling 
film than text. Although I’m sure someday, 
someone will loudly explain my own 
blasphemy to me, I don’t see how my 
description of a large black monolith 
can compare to the patterns of light and 
sound that evoke fearful portents against 
human optimism. 
  Black monoliths aren’t typically the 
symbol of the “Fall” (yet). In western art, 
the fruit of the tree is commonly depicted 
as an apple, largely because of an old 
Latin pun (what other kind is there?), 
while some argue the pentagram shape 
found in the center of sliced apple led 
to its selection as the fruit to end all 
fruits. Other versions have preferred 
a fig, or pomegranate, or ancient fruit 
that might have been Monsanto’d out of 
existence. The American psychonaut,  
Terrence McKenna, theorized that the 
fruit was actually a mushroom, one that 
stimulated nascent cognition. Apart from 
the allegorical substitution, McKenna’s 
“Stoned Ape Theory” combines 
evolution, psychology, and psychotropic 
drugs, claiming this mushroom aided 
visual acuity, stimulated sexual desire, 
and promoted community bonding 
(also known as ‘group sex’). McKenna 
believed this was truly man’s first 
religious experience, one that broadened 

Animism, Lucifer, and  Other Low Hanging Fruits by: victoria harley

Why there’s no success like failure, and why failure is no 
success at all.
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the imagination beyond the limits it had 
once reigned, while diminishing human 
ego, and the destructive forms it can 
take. Anyone who has taken mushrooms, 
accidentally or no, might know the whole 
of the world in a handful of leaves, sand, 
or water. Or they might just go to King’s 
Island.
 Knowledge, intelligence, cognition, 
awareness, understanding all words are 
used when we struggle to distinguish 
man from animal, and define ‘humanity’ 
and yet God forbade man to eat from 
the Tree of Knowledge, the thing that 
arguably makes us human. Were humans 
human before eating of the tree? Or were 
they something else?  Something less 
interesting? Something less inspiring? 
“But of the tree of the knowledge of 
good and evil, thou shalt not eat of it: for 
in the day that thou eatest thereof thou 
shalt surely die.” Lives were threatened. 
Information was protected. Disobedience 
was punished. 
   The Tree of Life and the Tree of 
Knowledge share roots; their themes 
continually re-told across cultures, 
stories as current as tomorrow, and as 
old as civilization itself. It will come as 
little shock to many that images of a man, 
a woman, a tree, and a snake can be 
found in ancient Babylonia, dating from 
as early as 2100B.C. (In this particular 
context, I feel the distinction Before 
Christ is pointedly important, and I’ll let 
the toothless BCE remain a wallflower.) 
These recurring tales of knowledge and 

life-giving trees portrays man’s quest for 
knowledge as an act of rebellion against 
God, Gods, Godheads, Aspects, and 
Divinity. 
 Omnipotent beings seldom tolerate 
disobedience—just ask Prometheus or 
Pandora, Eve or Edward Snowden. Is 
ignorance bliss? Is it merely the well-
intended advice of a protective parent, or 
an affront for our allegorical, evolutionary, 
and human destiny to seek knowledge 
and its power inherent, even at the risk of 
our lives.  In the wake of the WikiLeaks 
phenomenon, we discover that we’ve 
been treated to quite a bit of ignorant 
bliss, and for some years I might add. 
Can I ever enjoy a phone call again? Did 
I ever really before? A handful of citizens 
have gone to great lengths to draw back 
the veil that occludes the workings of a 
federal program of surveillance of its own 
public, while others have endeavored to 
acquire and disseminate knowledge. 
   Rebellious energy in the face of 
oppressive limitation continues, as it 
must, but the fire is burning lower than it 
once had. Aaron Schwartz, programmer 
and political activist known for his work 
with CreativeCommons, Wikipedia, 
Reddit, (and about a million other things 
you probably love) organized major tech 
companies (Google, Wikipedia, Mozilla, 
and others) against the Stop Online 
Piracy Act (SOPA). Months later, he 
hung himself in the face of over a dozen 
felony charges, resulting in 35 years in 
prison, $1 million fine, asset forfeiture, 

restitution and supervised release—all 
for downloading too many JSTOR 
documents at once. He was twenty-six. 
Why was it necessary for the world to see 
Schwartz as a felon? Why is it necessary 
for our nation to see Snowden as a spy, or 
a traitor, or a terrorist, or a devil? Though 
the revelations of leaked documents 
go largely unnoticed by the public, the 
phenomenon of whistleblowing echoes 
the first stories of creation. The political 
realities of an all-seeing, all-knowing 
God-State, one in which knowledge 
is stored away secretly, create an 
uncomfortable dichotomy for any free-
thinking person: innocent obedience or 
guilty disobedience.
  John Milton’s Paradise Lost, an epic 
poem boundless in scope and cosmic 
in proportion, hinges on this dichotomy. 
His tale portrays the devil as an 
antihero, a figure later championed by 
the Romantics, whose fervent interest 
in genius and free expression found a 
tragic hero in the fallen angel. Lucifer 
was the brightest star in Heaven before 
he was punished for opposing oppressive 
limitation, and like man, he experienced 
his own fall from paradise. Milton’s poem, 
though decidedly Christian, makes a 
sympathetic figure out of Lucifer. As 
William Blake surmised, “Milton wrote in 
fetters when he wrote of Angels and God, 
and at liberty when of Devils and Hell… 
he was a true poet and of the devil’s party 
without knowing it.” Perhaps this had less 
to do with Milton’s faith, and more to do 
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with his own tenuous relationship with 
Government. Rebellion against political 
and religious tyranny fueled the writing of 
Paradise Lost (when it wasn’t interrupted 
by the Civil War), and contained subtle 
digs against the Church, the State, and 
every authority in between.
   So long as thinking individuals refuse to 
compromise their identities, views, and 
deepest held suspicions about authority, 
you will find a dearth of bliss. To live in 
ignorant bliss is to accept the role of a 
slave. Cohen Brother’s devotees will 
recall A Serious Man, a modern Job story, 
in which the main character, Laurence, 
asks his rabbi, “Why does God make us 
feel the questions if he’s not going to give 
us answers?” to which the rabbi replies, 
smiling “I don’t know, he hasn’t told me.” 
Faith is not ignorance, but it certainly 
enjoys a boon from innocent obedience. 
As a sociologist acquaintance of mine 
would posit, a shocking number of 
people crave authority, happily accepting 
the spanking of a stern daddy; the price 
perhaps is a culture lulled into heavy sleep 
by the men who watch us at night. Life 
remains inextricably tied to knowledge, 
as young men and women pay for it with 
their lives, knowing that the fruits of their 
labor will go largely uneaten. 

We’ve lost our appetite for fruit. 

Victoria Harley - Revisionist, enthusiast, 
and a little out of place. Dayton resident- 
25 years.



    Religion, politics, and now the weather:  
there are now three topics it is not polite 
to talk about at dinner. Did it happen to 
be unseasonably hot today?  So what, 
what’s it to you?  Can it, hippie.  Look, 
it’s June and those guys are still playing 
hockey on ice somewhere.  
    It used to be weather was the ultimate 
fallback topic for talking with anyone.  
Weather was as welcome a subject as 

mom and apple pie, the birth mother and a 
gluten free non-GMO apple tart.  Mention 
the heat next family gathering and wait 
for your words to plop in the mashed 
potatoes.  They’ll make the sound of a 
pig falling dead in the mud in China.
 “Should we talk about the weather?  
Should we talk about the government?”,  
ask R.E.M. in their “Pop Song ‘89”, a 
North American artifact that clearly shows 

there was once a choice for the people 
who walked this asphalt. If weather has a 
future, it will bear little relation to its roots 
as the staple of small talk.  We pretend 
weather is innocent, so anodyne that 
it is worthy of multiple iterations on the 
evening news where they will always 
take one more look at the weather, just 
in case some cloud decides to stage a 
sneak attack.  The easy breezy patter of 

CloudBusted: A Farewell to weather  
by: Dr. S. Adam Mohsin

THE CHAMP
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the chief meteorologist is as lulling as TV 
bowling.  
    In a world where we must now track our 
molecules, what will count as weather-
worthy?  Don DeLillo contemplated the 
future of meteorology in White Noise, 
narrating an airborne toxic event that 
hovers over the suburbs, generating 
dazzling sunsets and horror, The Blob 
of the post-modern.  On Earth today, 
we measure our factories’ carbon farts, 
color-code smog and asthma, size up our 
ozone holes, and, on special occasions, 
Geiger-count the clouds.
 Post-Chernobyl, the fruits of Soviet 
fission hit the jet stream pissing off most 
of Western Europe.  Three Mile Island 
brought us Strontium-90, born aloft in 
clouds then to grass to cows to milk.  
Heavy metal lactose wasn’t just a vegan 
hardcore band anymore.  Fukushima 
generated gorgeous cyber-maps of 
radioactivity windswept towards the 
coast of California, an ironic target since 
no one in California is a hypochondriac.  
In the words of Bob Dylan, “You don’t 
need a weatherman to know which way 
the wind blows.” 
  In 1942, Wilhelm Reich published The 
Discovery of the Orgone, Volume 1: The 
Function of the Orgasm (Die Funktion 
Des Orgasmus). If you do not know 
what Orgone is or what it might have to 
do with sex or weather, then the court-
ordered burning of over six tons of his 
publications on August 23, 1956 at an 
incineration plant in New York was, 
from one point of view, a success.  “The 
hitherto misunderstood formations of 
clouds and thunderstorms are dependent 
upon changes in the concentration of the 
atmospheric Orgone.”
  As a student of Sigmund Freud, Reich 
set out to define and discover the 
biological basis for sexual repression, a 
problem he ascribes to many Germans, 
particularly those more militarily inclined 
throughout the 1930’s and 40’s, in his 
book The Mass Psychology of Fascism.  
Orgone, according to Reich, was a 
universal energy, a kind of bio-electricity 
that could be released from the body as 
much as tapped from the clouds.  Reich’s 
Cloudbuster was a series of metal 
tubes which when pointed at the sky 
and grounded in water would conduct 
Orgone from the clouds producing rain.  
Voila!  Enormous thunder clappers 
would dump water on your field, solving 
world hunger- not quite, although we 

did get a great Kate Bush song (and 
video) from of it. She channels Reich’s 
son remembering the family farm while 
Donald Sutherland plays Reich in the 
video for “Cloudbusting”.
“I still dream of Orgonon I wake up crying.
You’re making rain, And you’re just in 
reach, When you and sleep escape me.” 
  Why crying?  Well see, Reich also built 
Orgone accumulators, wooden boxes like 
telephone booths with layers of wood and 
metal, though William S. Burroughs liked 
his with a layer of rock wool.  Whether 
the USFDA who prosecuted Reich 
objected more to his claims that the box 
cured impotence or cancer is hard to say.  
They may have just generally disliked 
the weird German sex-therapist and his 
experiments on his farm in Maine called 
“Orgonon.”  In any case, refusing to quit 
his work on orgone, he was sentenced 
and died in prison.  
    Reich’s “Orgasmotherapy” [no comment] 
was as much a political project as it was 
personal psychological therapy.  People 
who are brought up with a negative 
attitude toward life and sex acquire a 
pleasure anxiety, which is physiologically 
anchored in chronic muscular spasms.  
This neurotic pleasure anxiety is the 
basis on which life-negating, dictator-
producing views of life are reproduced by 
the people themselves.”  
  I know I’m fighting an uphill battle on 
this one but it’s not what it sounds like, 
Mom.  Reich’s therapies focused mostly 
on the restricted and shallow breathing 
of individuals, their tense diaphragms, 
and rigid spines.  He targeted what he 
saw as a widespread military posture, 
finding it illustrative of the way body 
rigidity, repression, and aggression were 
inextricably bound.  
 Let us simplify; to illustrate this bio-
political therapy, we might imagine a fat, 
hateful misogynistic radio personality.  
We will call the patient, R. Treelimb.  He 
is addicted to opiates and seems not 
to feel anybody’s pain.  For the sake of 
comparison, let’s say he is like one of the 
patients that Reich successfully treated 
in Germany in the 1940’s who likewise 
were repressed and angry.  Fortuitously, 
we have the benefit of consulting Reich’s 
notes.  Steady yourself, reader, for a 
deeply Freudian moment:
  “He jumped up, his mouth contorted with 
pain; beads of perspiration covered his 
forehead; his musculature was as stiff as 
a board.  He hallucinated an animal, an 

ape.  In doing so, his hand had the bent 
attitude of an ape’s paw, and he uttered 
sounds from the depth of his chest, ‘as 
if without vocal cords,’ he himself said 
afterward.  It was as if someone had 
come very close to him and threatened 
him.  Then, trance-like, he cried out, 
‘Don’t be angry, I only want to suck.’”
   A cryptic, subconscious revelation then 
surfaced.  As the patient was laid back 
on the table, Reich would help the man 
relax his hips, chest, and abdomen, 
coaxing him to a kind of heavy orgasmic 
breathing.  The happy ending to this story 
is that R. Treelimb eventually learns to 
love.  He will no longer function in society 
as an airborne toxic event.
  Are you partly cloudy about what all 
this means?  Wondering if Qatar is really 
going to fly those robot clouds over the 
stadium for the World Cup? You know the 
ones. 
   Dr. Saud Ghani, head of a Mechanical 
and Industrial Engineering group at Qatar 
University, told CNN in a recent interview 
that the artificial robotic cloud could 
potentially drop the temperatures on the 
pitch by 10 degrees Fahrenheit.  “The 
finished product would be a rectangle 
made up of carbon fiber and solar panels 
the size of a jumbo jet,” said Ghani. “It 
would use sophisticated monitoring 
gear to track the transit of the sun and 
would use four electric powered engines 
to maneuver to the precisely the right 
position to drop a cool shade across the 
stadiums.”
  It certainly seems like the future, which is 
so bright you have to wear (robot) shades. 
Oh, it gets brighter.  The developer of the 
robot clouds believes “that the technology 
could also be useful in security and 
communications. Radio and camera 
transmitters could help facilitate wireless 
communication and provide an eye-
in-the-sky for broadcasters or security 
forces.”  Yes, but making robot clouds for 
the government to hitch a ride on is so 
passé; our NSA has been way up in our 
internet clouds for years.  

Quoth The Jagger: “Hey, hey, you, you, 
get off of my cloud!”

Contact:
Dr S. Adam Mohsin
orgonebomb@gmail.com
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 My unclothed body raced down the 
paraded streets of Columbus Ohio, skin 
glistening in the moonlight, followed by 
an armada of 750 some fellow nude 
bikers as my bare escorts, chanting and 
roaring, creating a din so profound that I 
couldn’t help but feel like I was a part of 
something big. Children gawked, moms 
blushed, students cheered and I sang a 
celebratory coo at the practicality of the 
bicycle and the beauty of nakedness. 
On June 16th Columbus participated in 
the World Naked Bike Ride for the fourth 
time; a nonviolent act of civil disobedience 
taking place in four continents in protest.
 “We face automobile traffic with 
our naked bodies as the best way of 
defending our dignity and exposing 
the vulnerability faced by cyclists and 
pedestrians on our streets as well as 
the negative consequences we all face 
due to dependence on oil, and other 

Naked crunch and 
the race for humanity by: danny hamen

forms of non-renewable energy..”
  Okay, so I maybe I didn’t have the 
“balls” to ride completely nude, but 
rather sported a pair of tight boxer 
briefs, a tall plush pompadour wig and 
some sparkly body paint on my nipples. 
(Okay, and some phallic imagery on 
my chest, I didn’t want to feel left out!) 
“Bare as much as you dare” is WNBR’s 
motto, so seventy five percent of the 
participants were like me; hidden in body 
paint, skivvies, and ridiculous wigs in the 
irrational fear they might be recognized 
by their grandparents. However a good 
quarter of the group (mind you that’s 
roughly 250 pairs of naughty bits) went 
all out full nudity, creating a powerful yet 
strange feeling of fulfillment. Breaking 
the law feels good, even if I’m not the one 
necessarily doing it.
  I heard about the Worlds Naked Bike 
Ride from a friend a couple years ago, 
and remember bluntly disregarding it as a 
couple of bike geeks looking for attention. 
Upon further enquiry, I discovered it 
actually has a rich and unique history 
originating not surprisingly in Europe 
as a collaboration of different protest 
groups under the outfit Manifestación 
Ciclonudist, or Naked Bike Rally. The 
message is simple but sometimes varies 
across cultures as to the main focus; 
decrease dependency on oil, support 
cyclists’ rights, clean up the environment, 
and celebrate the human body. Since the 
initial run in 2004 the WNBR expanded 
from 28 cities in 10 countries to 74 

cities and 17 countries, from Hungary to 
Paraguay.
  A common complaint for the bike ride is 
that it congests traffic and takes up the 
road, which is quickly retorted from the 
group as “We are the road!” Yes, maybe 
a bit esoteric, but the message is firm. 
Not surprisingly the puritans view it as a 
form of sexual deviance and debauchery, 
but I feel that is a refreshing reminder of 
fundamental freedoms that make being 
human awesome. And the feeling of nips 
in the wind, don’t even get me started. 
For the record, it’s probably best not to 
let your child out at night during the ride 
or they might receive a free anatomy 
lesson.
    Even though indecent exposure is illegal, 
events of arrests are extremely rare which 
in certainty the beauty of the protest. Get 
enough eager pissed off people together 
and even the police are unable (or at least 
unwilling) to do anything. (There was one 
I saw smiling and filming on his smart 
phone.) Historically non-violent protests 
including sit-ins have been extremely 
impactful and have helped plant the seed 
of change. Needless to say, I feel that the 
message wasn’t applicable to everyone 
in the ride, for some people just wanted 
to get naked. And from my experience, 
the hordes of people honking, waving and 
whistling probably weren’t completely 
aware of our environmentally conscious 
intentions. Hopefully they looked up the 
website.
   I did get a chance to sit down with Ryan 

Pace, an OSU grad student and one of 
the WNBR’s main coordinators who I 
remember to be wearing only painted on 
white stripes. He is celebrated among the 
Columbus bike groups for jumping in front 
of the gun when one of the riders was 
threatened to be arrested during an early 
ride. Pace experienced the first 2004 
WNBR in Portland and felt it essential 
to bring it to Columbus. “The WNBR is 
a political theater that demonstrates the 
power of people. The message should 
highlight the vulnerability of bike riders, 
the economical use of bicycles, and the 
pride of the body,” boasts Pace, who 
reached as far as NPR to advertise the 
ride. “In Guatamola, being naked in public 
is not just a slap on the wrist. Globally, the 
importance of this ride is monumental.” I 
asked Pace as many others have before 
if the rave like party at the end of the ride 
distracts from the message. With great 
certainty, Pace responded “Part of the 
message IS the party!” To paraphrase, 
“Should we be ashamed of a good time 
and celebrating what we accomplished? 
We have ignored the transformative value 
of the temporary anonymous zones! 
This is an exercise in creating an ideal 
community, so why shouldn’t we ‘live it 
up’ our new brethren? And best of all the 
party is a part of this thing globally.” 
  So, I asked Pace with an eager mind, 
“How do we get this nakedness to 
Dayton?” “That’s simple. Embrace your 
community! Get involved with people 
who already are a part of the bike culture. 
You will be surprised by the amount of 
sponsors and contributions we have 
had to get this thing off the ground. Start 
making phone calls, the first step to a 
successful ride is communication. And 
most importantly be ORGANAZIED. 
Know where you are going, where you 
turn, and where you end up so there is no 
chaos, which the police will appreciate.” 
So Dayton, start talking about it and it 
will happen, even if it’s just dudes crusin’ 
down Fifth St. in their skin suits. Start 
somewhere and people will notice.

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

We’d love to hear your thoughts on 
Dayton participating in this event? Send 
your comments to: 
editor@telephoneweekly.com



In Defense of Garden Station
by: eileen cooney

The city of Dayton went from a flurry of 
excited chatter about the take-down of 
DOMA and Prop 8 to an angry Facebook 
mob over some recent news regarding 
Garden Station last week. A “Defend 
Garden Station” Facebook page was 
created and is already up over 1,900 
members and still growing. A Change.org 
petition has also already been started and 
all within less than 12 hours of Garden 
Station sharing their news. A grassroots 
movement is underway and going strong 
from a wide range of supporters.
So what’s all the noise? Garden Station 
made the announcement that the city 
Dayton is considering making the property 
a part of a proposed development deal. 
Back in January the City filed a Request 
for Qualifications (RFQ) with a deadline of 
Jan 29, and surprisingly Garden Station 
was included. Lisa Helm, the woman that 
gets it all done at Garden Station, had 
asked the city to keep her informed but 
never heard a word back until a developer 
had been chosen. 
Back in 2008 Dayton Circus Creative 
Collective worked with the City to obtain 
this little corner of Fourth and Wayne. 

Because of its designs of being a 
community space full of art and garden 
space, a deal was struck to lease the 
area for $10 per year. 
This is an area of Dayton that has reflected 
just how badly downtown area residents 
want to be a community and are willing 
to work together in order to make that 
happen. Thousands of hands have molded 
what it is today and tens of thousands of 
hours have been spent by hundreds of 
local organizations. Downtown residents 
grow fresh produce; wedding ceremonies 
performed, music, art and life pour from 
it. Locals businesses, children’s groups, 
churches, business associations, local 
farmer’s markets, the list could go on and 
on, and what do they all have in common? 
They have all put time and effort into 
beautifying this community space. Built 
by the people for the people.; can we as 
a great community find a way to keep it 
for the people?

For more information:
www.facebook.com/gardenstation
www.daytongardenstation.org
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 We were all young once, right? Of 
course we were, but, I’m talking about 
‘beer years’ here. As I’ve said in the past, 
I’m not above a cheap beer; although 
I do love my pricey crafts, as well. 
Though, that wasn’t always the case. 
One experience definitely stands out as 
the defining moment in my crossover 
from domestics to crafts. I tip my hat to 
one specific individual and one special 
place for this personal milestone. Take a 
trip back in time with me and enjoy this 
experience (cue trippy time machine 
music).
  I was at Kings Table (PLACE), freshly 
21, and not nearly as hairy. I was there 
for two dollar bottle night (Translation: I 
was there to get drunk off beers, such as 
Rolling Rock, Stella, Blue Moon, etc., for 

as cheap as possible). I arrived stag- like 
a boss. Sittin’ by my lonesome, sippin’ 
on a crappy ass Heineken, I glance 
across the room and see Dug Camfield 
(INDIVIDUAL), a friend of mine, doing the 
same thing as me. The only difference 
between the two of us was that he had 
this bright red 22 oz. bottle on his table. 
I gave him a “hello” as I walked up to his 
table, then quickly asked him what he 
was drinking. It was Rogue Brewery’s 
Double Dead Guy Ale. The beer came 
with its own glass which is something I’ve 
never seen before. “Let me get a drink.” I 
quickly and lightheartedly demand. 
 Dug quickly respopnded “Nah man, 
I’m kind of weird about that, plus it was 
$18.” 

Oh Beer: Double Dead Guy Ale
by: landon Mckibben

been around since 
1847...but we still 
have the freshest 
beer on tap!

Enjoy Ohio's Bounty!

been around since 
1847...but we still 
have the freshest 
beer on tap!

Enjoy Ohio's Bounty!

Tired of boring finger nails? 
Want funky, fun colorful nails? 
Join the printmaking workshop 
and experience marbling nails. 
Be creative and have the best 
nails for any occasion.

Children will learn the basic herbs, 
aromatherapy, and natural remedies to 
help cure the common cold, what to use 
for scrapes and burns, and other natural 
cure-alls. Each child will take home their 
very own apothecary cabinet and a 
natural healing basket full of salves, 
syrups and home remedies that they 
concocted themselves!

My first thought was “DAAAANG”. But 
of course, I played it cool and acted 
uninterested as if I didn’t really want a sip 
anyway. Like a boss.
  I went back to my table to drink more $2 
European-piss when, to my surprise, the 
bartender starts heading over to my table 
with my very own Double Dead Guy! Dug 
bought me one (like the doll he is) and let 
me tell you, that beer was DE-LIC-IOUS! 
It opened my palette; it opened my mind. 
The best part was that it opened the 
door to my journey and wonderment into 
the world of craft beer. (cue trippy time 
machine music) 
 I thank the likes of people such as 
Dug; people that seek an opportunity to 
introduce others to craft beer. I try to do 
the same for the people in my life, friends 

and workplaces alike. I would also like to 
thank Kings Table for keeping it so real. 
I used to go there to hit on women and 
drink Irish whiskey, but now I go there 
to enjoy one of their 56 beers on draft. 
That’s right, I said it, “56.” Head out to 
Beavercreek, pay them a visit and tell 
them Landon said “Hey!”  
  Lastly, grab a Double Dead Guy from 
your local craft beer store and broaden 
your barley/hops horizon. It’s an American 
Strong Ale originating in Ashland, Oregon 
from Rogue Brewery. Coming in with a 
slight boozy taste and a 9.5% ABV, it has 
a nice balance of maltiness with flavors 
of toffee and caramel.It’s tasty and one 
of my craft intros. Let me know what you 
think. Cheers!

Photo Stephanie Baker
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  I was at South Park Tavern some time 
ago, at an open mic night, and I heard this 
musician that made me turn around in my 
seat and actually listen to what he had to 
say. Not through threats or spewing out 
semi-clever jokes to draw me in; it was 
simply the subliminal invitationof his 
music that made me want to listen, and I 
wasn’t the only one. This was apparent to 
me because everyone in the tavern had 
their eyes and ears on him; you could’ve 
heard a pin drop in between each song.
  This artist’s name is Brett Hill. Inspired 
by experience and nature, Brett’s music 
takes on a spiritual form in some context 
and is innately soulful, but not of the 
‘soul music’ genre. His guitar work is 
interesting. Using strange chords and 
chord structures that envelope you into 
his world, the audience can’t help but 
enjoy the ride.
 Upon a short interview, I asked Mr. Hill 
if there was a message that he was 
trying to spread through his songs and 
his response was, “I think people should 
appreciate experience as a whole, 
whether they enjoyed it or not. Try to love 
every aspect of life and be excited that 
you’re alive and have made it through. 
After all, it is the harder experiences 
people have that make them stronger in 
mind and spirit in the long run.”
 I asked Brett what he feels when he 

plays and he quickly said, “Solidarity 
and solitude… I am playing for me, not 
the audience. I will play the same for 
two people or 1,000 people because 
I pour every piece of myself into every 
performance. It gives me the best 
possible high on earth and I will never let 
my mood alter one of my sets.”  Seeing 
this young man perform, sweat dripping 
from his chin after the first two minutes 
of his performance, you can tell he is true 
to his word. 
  On the subject of words, his lyrics are 
very serious and heartfelt. I asked him to 
narrow down a line of his own lyrics that 
he considers to be his favorite. He retorted 
sharply and quickly, “In the mirror/ and 
the here and now/ lies an answer/ that 
will reveal itself somehow/ but don’t try 
to explain it/ for all your words are false/ 
the answer to existence lies within your 
pulse.”
  Brett Hill is an amazing solo act that 
deserves any attention that he can get. 
Although he doesn’t have any upcoming 
shows, you should keep his name in the 
back of your head because he will be 
playing out again soon. And get ready for 
pin dropping song breaks.

Questions, Comments, Suggestions?  
Contact me at discosucks666@gmail.com 
Stay Strange, Dayton.

Roadsigns on the 
cosmic highway by: Brock Mckibben

Erica Blinn and 
The Handsome Machine
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SUSHI 

HALF OFF

3-6pm

Daily!

See restaurant for details

Sake & Wine Tasting

Flight of 4 Tastings-$9.5

ROLLS

illustrations by Elliott wardSo far I’ve spent this whole day trying to make 
a belt out of herbs. It was such a waste of 

thyme!  -Ben Riddlebarger
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Advice From
Mama CasS: Truth on Tap

Dear Mama Cass, 
     My roommate steals from me- food in 
the fridge, change from my coin jar and 
a pair of shoes have all gone missing.  
He’s also helped me out when I’ve been 
late on rent a couple of times, but I paid 
him back. Is his borrowing part of a trade 
I don’t know about? 
 --feeling cheated

Dear Cheated,
     
    How many times have you been late 
on rent? More than twice, and you really 
take on the role of crappy roommate 
in this scenario?  Pay your bills on 
time; otherwise, you have little room to 
complain.  Sharing a fridge opens you 
up to the unfortunate compromise that all 
cohabitants must eventually face: sharing 
food. Suggest going to the grocery 
together and splitting the cost; you might 
feel less territorial and more generous.   

Keep money in your room or the bank. 

Good luck,
Mama Cass

Dear Mama Cass,
   I was parallel parking at my friend’s 
house the other day and I scraped her 
bumper with mine.  I finished pulling into 
the spot and then checked the damage. 
My bumper had a small scratch about the 
length of two quarters and barely thicker 
than a bobby pin. Her bumper was totally 
fine except for a mini-dent that I popped 
out with my hand. Her roommate saw 
the accident and is threatening to tell my 
friend. What should I do?
--bad driver

Dear Driver,

  Definitely, definitely, definitely tell 
your friend immediately.  It’s true (and I 
suspect you know it) that you should’ve 
come clean immediately, but you’re 
human. Give yourself a break for being 
sneaky; self-preservation is human 
nature. Keeping a potentially costly 
secret is not okay, though. While I’m 
sure your MacGyver fix-it looks better 
than a sudden concaved presence, your 
solution might not be up to par. Moreover, 
you made a mistake and fibbed about it 
because omission is just another form of 
lying.  Remember to apologize for both 
of your misdeeds and ask how you can 
help. 

Good luck,
Mama Cass

First Friday
Downtown Dayton / Oregon Arts District-Friday, July 5, 5:00 PM - 10:00 PM
Explore. Create. Stay out late. Check out downtown's artistic offerings on 
First Friday. The beginning of every month starts with a bang in downtown 
Dayton. First Friday is a free event held from 5 to 10 p.m. at several locations 
throughout downtown.

July First Friday Food Truck Rally
200 S. Jefferson St.-Friday, July 5,  5:00 PM - 9:00 PM
Join us at 200 JEFFERSON STREET across from the Dayton/Montgomery 
County Convention & Visitors Bureau for the July First Friday Food Truck 
Rally! Enjoy Local Art, Music & Amazing Street Food! Just a stroll away from 
the Oregon Arts District!

Cool Films Series: 'The Apartment'
Victoria Theatre-Saturday July 6, 7:00 PM
Each summer, the silver screen takes center stage. Our annual summer film 
series presents films from Hollywood’s classic era, as well as modern classics, 
each weekend in July and August in the air-conditioned comfort of the 
Victoria Theatre.

NOLA Summer in Dayton: Paul Sanchez
Canal Street Tavern-SWednesday July 10, 8:00 PM
Paul Sanchez is part of the “NOLA Summer in Dayton” Concert Series 
sponsored by Abita Brewing Company and presented by Yeah You Right 
Music Inc. Never one to be categorized or stay in the lines he has a career 
as varied as New Orleans itself. Sanchez is a songwriter, musician, singer, 
producer, writer and actor.

Zoot Summer Series: Dr. Faustus
Dayton Art Institute-Friday July 12, 7:00 PM - 9:00 PM
Zoot's Summer Series is an entirely new concept in professional, outdoor 
theatre! Have a delicious boxed meal, a fabulous bottle of wine, and 
experience a Zoot show at the same time!
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Local comics

Telephone’s phrasal template word game
Food Trucks

Food trucks have been _______ all over _______ and it makes 

me so hungry just thinking about it. Going to a food truck is the 

most _______ and _______ way to dine out! Every month _______ 

food trucks gather for the First Friday _______ Truck Rally! At the 

event, you will find local _______, _______ & amazing street food! 

Personally, I am really _______ to try the _______ hot dogs from 

_______ or the _______ cuisine of _______. Be sure to _______

yourself before the rally because you will be tempted to _______ 

food from _______ different food trucks. I always end up _______ by 

the end of the night! Whether you have a hankering for _______ or 

_______ you will find dining options the whole _______can enjoy! 

verb-ing location

adjective adjective number

noun

plural noun plural noun

emotion adjective

made up food 
truck name

verbadjective made up food 
truck name

verb

large number verb-ing

plural noun

plural noun group of people

The rebuilders of oz by: ben riddlebarger

facebook.com/benriddlebarger




