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Trail Etiquette
Usually we are all about street riding, but lately, in talks with 

other cyclists, we have heard quite a few stories of close 
calls on the trails. Let's take a look at trail etiquette:

None of the trails in the Miami Valley are just for bikes, encounters with 
pedestrians, skaters, and horses are a regular thing. Cyclists have to yield 

to all others.

Cyclist are often the fastest and most quiet people on the trail. It is 
important to make yourself heard, either with a bell, or by announcing 

something like “coming up on your... (left/right).”

When riding alone stay on the right side of the path.

When riding in a group call out obstacles, like “joggers up”, “dog”, “bikes 
up”, and ride in single line when passing others.

Do not ride double wide in the areas with blind spots.

Before stopping on the trail check behind you and, if necessary 
announce to others that you stop, move to the side, do not block the path.

Stop and look at every road crossing.

miamivalleytrails.org

WAGNER SUBARU
217 N Broad St.Fairborn, OH 45324 Sales: (888) 485-8610

http://www.wagnersubaru.com/

There’s a lot to love about a Subaru. The safety. The go-anywhere 
versatility. And right now, you can get it all for a great deal. But hurry. 
Offers end September 3.

Picture yourself in one of the season’s best 
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DIY: Paper Chandeliers by: Lisa patrick-Wright

 
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

Supplies:
-Magazine
-Glue
-String
-Paper clip

Step 2: 
Tie string to a paper clip and side 
into the thickest part of the spine.

Step 3:
Hang wherever you desire.

Extra: You can cut the magazine into 
different shapes before gluing to 
create paper sculptures

Step 1: 
Start one page at a time- Slide glue 
near the spine of the magazine fold 
page and glue. Continue gluing 
each individual page until magazine 
becomes a cylinder.

The Tour de Dayton rolls again on Saturday 
August 17th, between 9:00 am and 3:00 pm. 
Organized by the Neighborhood Leadership Alumni Association, 

this free 10 mile cycling tour lets you cruise at your own pace 
along Dayton's bike friendly streets, with stops at local businesses 
and points of interest. Starting at Welcome Stadium (where there 

is plenty of parking), this years tour covers southwest 
neighborhoods (Carillon, Miami Chapel, Egdemont, Madden 

Hills, Lakeview, Pineview, & Highview Hills).  For more 
information, and to register for this free ride, visit: 

tourdedayton.wordpress.com



Photos Taylor Harmon
tsharmon.blogspot.com
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SHOPPING.
 People watching is a major plus to 
shopping in the Oregon District. Perhaps 
the best view is from the windows of Brim.  
Located smack dab in the middle of the 
action, this hat and accessory store gives 
its patrons a chance to discover their 
hidden personality. It is really all in the 
details at Brim. The interior is chock full 
of eclectic, exciting features...everything 
from the bathtub lounging area to the 
penny covered counter! Shopping is a 
blast. Each hat perfectly placed on the 
shelf beckons you to try it on. With that 
comes a big smile as you look into the 
mirror and ask, ‘How do I look?‘ The 
hats are American made, and along with 
socks, ties, leather goods and jewelry, 
you are set to be whoever you want! The 
clientele is as unique as the space. They 
come from far and wide to get a piece 
of the ‘rust-belt chic‘ Brim is known for. 
Special orders are available at Brim 
which is located at 464 E. 5th St. While 
you’re there, say hello to Guiness! 
      

LUNCH.
 When  word went out that CoCo’s was 
leaving Wayne Avenue to relocate at 
250 Warren Street,  doomsday warnings 
were issued city-wide! My-oh-my, how 
wrong we can be! CoCo’s did what 
many restaurants seem to struggle to 
achieve...they got better! Lunchtime on 
CoCo’s patio is a marvelous way to relax 
and chat with friends. The Italian grilled 
cheese with tomato bisque is not only a 

AREA CODE                     
                 by: Josh stucky w/ Mark brewer

staple, its a MUST!  People rave about 
the Ahi tuna salad with the sesame soy 
dressing and the Reuben rivals a New 
York deli! Service is smiley, food is timely 
and the bar, High Violet, makes a tasty 
Bloody Mary! Parking is perhaps the 
most convenient of any restaurant in the 
area. CoCo’s can handle a large party 
with ease and reservations are always 
suggested. Check out CoCo’s on the 
web at 228coco.com.     

COFFEe.
 Dayton is blessed to have some great 
coffee shops. One of those has been 
recognized by Barista Magazine, 
Imbibe, the New York Times and Zagat, 
who chose it as one of the ‘10 Coolest  
Independent Coffee Shops in the US!‘  
Press, located at 257 Wayne Avenue, 
remains humble through all the praise, 
continuing to focus on the perfect ‘roast!‘ 
The  atmosphere is open and inviting with 
a simple drink menu that allows for ease 
of ordering. Don’t be fooled, however...
Press can do it all from pour overs to 
cold brews, espressos to a French 
press. Local art adds a nice touch to the 
space, but doesn’t overwhelm the vibe. 
Dogwood Coffee is the brand of choice 
for Press, which provides a wide variety 
of beans. If you haven’t tried Press, don’t 
wait for Urban Nights...the place gets 
CRAZY busy! While you are there, pick 
up one of the way-cool Dayton T-shirts 
or Prints. I did! Press is located at 257 
Wayne Avenue.
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 Today, I am sharing one of the easiest 
and tastiest tofu dishes you could 
possibly make using tofu noodles. A 
good low-carb replacement for any dish 
that calls for noodles. So, be brave and 
creative, impress your vegetarian friends 
by serving this refreshing tofu noodle 
salad at your next gathering. 

Ingredients:
Celery heart, tender part- 2 stalks
Carrots- 1 large or few baby carrots
Green pepper-1 or any color pepper
Cucumber- 1
1 tsp. ginger
5tsp hot oil (spicey)
3tsp sugar
3tsp sesame oil
3tsp white vinegar
1/2tsp salt
2tsp soy sauce
(Apples- trust me)

Shred the ginger, carrots, celery, green 
onion and green pepper into thin strips. 

Soak the tofu noodles in cool water for 
two minutes, and drain well. 

DIY: FOOD & DRINK by: Reany

In a large mixing bowl, combine all of 
the ingredients. Cover and let chill in the 
refrigerator for an hour before serving.  

Lastly, what do you do with the left 
over carrots and celery? That’s a main 
complaint I have when I make a dish from 
most recipes, the left over ingredients. My 
all time favorite juice is a glass of ginger 
apple. 

In a juicer, put a few stalks of celery and 
carrots to fill up 1/2 glass, then juice 
enough apple to fill the rest of glass and 
add a small piece of ginger as a final 
touch!

Created by Reany
reany@shensdayton.com

Tofu Noodles Salad
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                                                                    Dental Damn!           
                                                         by: mindy parade

 The 26th of March 2010, was a day 
that changed my life. It was E day. For 
those not hip to dental lingo , ‘E’ stands 
for Extraction. Extraction as in ripping all 
of the teeth from your skull. There are 
forums on the internet dedicated entirely 
to the discussion of getting one’s teeth 
removed and they pleasantly refer to it as 
their ‘E Day’.
  On my very own special E Day, I arrived 
at the dentist’s with my friend Jeremie 
and stared at the McDonald’s across the 
street. I was craving it like crazy. (Crazy 
because it’s McDonald’s, and I know it 
sucks, so there must be some lunacy 
within me. Like I needed more proof) 
Jeremie crossed the street to pick me up 
some, and I ate a nugget. I started to eat 
another but they called my name. That 
was the last solid piece of food I ate for 
the next two months.
  The wonderful gal with pretty gold teeth 
led me to a room, read my chart and said 
. . .“You’re getting all your teeth pulled 
today?!”
  I nodded. She shook her head and asked 
if I was ready for that. Her attitude was
making me increasingly nervous. 
Seriously? Didn’t I make the appointment 
for that exact purpose? I didn’t need her 
to remind me that I’m a special brand 
of crazy, I just ate McDonald’s, didn’t I? 
Then the dentist comes in and asked if 
I’m ready.
 “ Yes, I’m f**ken’ ready already! Let’s just 
get it over with.”
  He proceeds to then shoot my gums with 
Novocaine. Novocaine is all I get for this 
ordeal because of another ordeal titled 
“Medicaid”.
They do not pay for sedation. Of course 
not. Why make people on government 
assistance comfortable when they are 
trying to weed us all out anyway? Well, 
I’ll show them survival of the fittest. I’m all 
‘Darwin attitude’ until the Novocaine shots. 

They are by far the most excruciating 
pain I have ever gone through and mind 
you, I chose to birth my son drug free. (As
in ‘pop a squirrel the size of a watermelon 
through a hole the size of an acorn with 
nary an aspirin or acupuncture technique 
to appease me’.) I would rather birth 
a thousand babies in a row than have 
Novocaine shot into my gums twenty 
times with a needle the size of a bic 
pen. I actually cried and was shaking 
uncontrollably afterward. The Dentist was 
real nice and tried to calm me down and
explained that I was shaking because 
there was adrenalin in the Novocaine.
 What is this, SAW XII? To make 
conversation, he asked what I’ve been 
up to and I had to push my lips together 
with my fingers to force the word ‘Math’ 
to escape. He tells me he has a Ph. D. in 
Math. Jesus Christ, am I being punked? 
OK, bring out Ashton, let’s have a good 
laugh and then some good laughing gas, 
and we’ll all go home. He leaves me in 
the room alone so my mouth can get 
good and numb while he goes and does 
‘exponential tooth decay’ or whatever 
dentists with math degrees do.
  Eventually the dentist comes back with 
his gold-toothed sidekick. There is a 
T.V. in the corner, and playing on it is . 
. . ready? . . . Maury Povich. And what 
else would be on that putrid show but 
“That’s my Baby’s Daddy! or I Think He’s 
the Daddy or Maybe It’s One of the Guys 
from my Twenty Foot Long List . . .” My 
torture chamber has been completed and 
the dentist goes to pull the first tooth. I 
couldn’t really feel it, which is great, but 
I could HEAR it, which was not great. 
It’s so ‘not great’ that it should be in the 
Guinness Book of World Records for the 
‘World’s Most Un-Greatest Thing Ever in 
the History of All Things Un-Great.’ The 
creaky-crack of your own teeth being 
pulled out of your skull is not a sound 

“My torture chamber has been completed and the dentist goes to pull 
the first tooth. I couldn’t really feel it, which is great, but I could 

HEAR it, which was not great. It's so 'not great' that it should be in the 
Guinness Book of World Records for the ‘World's Most Un-Greatest 

Thing Ever in the History of All Things Un-Great.”



Enjoy Ohio's Bounty!
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anyone should ever have to endure. I 
slobbered out, “No! I don’t want to hear 
that!” The dentist stops, looks at me and 
asks if I’ve brought my Ipod. What am I, 
posh?
 No, I didn’t bring an Ipod! So I get to 
hear 27 teeth being ripped from their 
home. Also gracing my ear canal is...
ready?...Maury Povich, with play-by-play 
commentary. The Dentist and Big Gold 
Teeth were actually into it!
 “Oh no she didn’t just say he had his 
daddy’s nostril!”
  “Hell nah! He’s white! That ain’t no white 
man’s nose!”
 The trauma induced by this scenario 
is such that if I ever see Maury Povich 
again, my dentures will fall out voluntarily.
Teeth pulled, mouth gushing blood like 
crazy, scarf wrapped around my head, 

and ushered quickly out the door. I forgot 
to ask for my teeth. I saw them for half a 
sec, lying in a sad pile on the stainless 
steel table before Big Gold Tooth covered 
them quickly with a bloody paper towel. I 
wanted them but not as badly as I wanted 
to get the hell out of that dentist’s office. 
I cried the entire way home and felt so 
totally insane for just putting myself 
through such an agonizing and terribly 
traumatic ordeal. And all because of 
Periodontal Disease, which to this day 
I muse was brought on by a prehistoric 
dinosaur virus. But don’t worry, I had a 
bottle of Vicodin.
 Mindy Parade only drinks Vermouth at Silly 
String Fights. She has a blog thingy over at 
ConversingWithEarthlings.wordpress.com. 
You can email her at missmockduck@
gmail.com  

Enjoy Ohio's Bounty!
Wisdom with Cocky 
by SZON 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

	  
	  

	  
	  
	  
	  
	  
	  
	  
	  
	  

	  
	  



 What are the limits of forgiveness? At 
what point does further absolution of 
intentional evil invalidate all integrity 
and rectitude? In his mind’s eye, Meyer 
recalled the numerous tense encounters 
he had endured over the past year 
with his neighbor’s sock puppet, a 
misogynistic raconteur who claimed to 
have climbed Mount Everest without 
benefit of crampons. Indeed, even at the 
time of introduction he had recognized 
within that argyle troll the false pursuit 
of a saintliness so manifestly narcissistic 
that achievement of the goal would 
have negated the manifest goodness of 
knitted foot coverings the world around. 
He knew in the deepest recesses of his 
being that, in achieving sainthood, the 
accursed sock would have attained only 
the basest perversion of his fraudulent 
confabulations. 
 These thoughts Meyer held closely, 
revealing them neither to his wife, nor 
to his enigmatic twin, who slept fitfully 
beneath the flannel wrap on his throat. 
Today he would confront the puppet, 
drag him into the light of day, and expose 
him for what he was--a malignant tube of 
hubris whose penchant for duck butter 
endeared him only to fellow travelers and 
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  MEYER AND THE SOCK PUPPET 
                    Fiction by: Harry Kaplan

fifth columnists. 
  He stood now before the heavy oaken 
door of his neighbor, an unpleasant 
beast of a man named Myhaylo who 
had emigrated from the Ukraine during 
the great kalimba shortage of ‘64. He 
lifted the ring and let it drop. It hit the 
door with a dull thud that echoed within 
the antechamber like an apple-headed 
chihuahua worrying a newt. No answer. 
He slammed the ring against the door 
again and again, the rage rising within him 
as he recalled the multiple humiliations 
he had suffered at the hands of the 
puppet since being bested at dressage 
when his latigo became entangled in a 
bedouin. ‘Never again’ he thought. 

     At that moment, the door swung wide and 
Myhaylo stood before him--a refrigerator 
of a man, but without an integrated ice 
maker. Meyer saw immediately that the 
haughty puppet covered his right hand-
-a perverted symbol of valor awarded to 
Myhaylo for his inhuman depredations at 
Dnipropetrovsk during the second matzo 
harvest. The puppet stuck his tongue out 
at Meyer and winked. 
  A bitter taste filled Meyer’s mouth and 
he suddenly realized he was eating his 
own pocket lint. ‘Leave us,’ he said.
 The big man placed his hands on his 
hips and leaned forward, menacingly. 

‘I need to be alone with the puppet’

‘Я чую все, що ви повинні сказати, в 
ляльковий’ …

Meyer and the Sock Puppet, Part Two

 In his mind’s eye, Meyer imagined the 
puppet, insolent, brash, and ineluctable, 
a viperous being whose sole saving 
grace was his massive sputum collection 
that spanned the centuries. Indeed, 
the puppet held the only example of 
Beethoven’s sainted spit, which, it 
was said, vibrated at exactly 32,768 
hertz—the same frequency as Barbara 
Streisand’s nose. Beyond this, the 
puppet was irredeemable.
  A collision between them was inevitable, 
thought Meyer--ever since the puppet 
had made that snide comment about 
his hair. Yes, it was true: both of them 
wore hair weaves, but Meyer’s was 
vastly superior, each strand having been 
plucked individually from the buttocks 

SUSHI 

HALF OFF

3-6pmDaily!
See restaurant for details

ROLLS

Sake & Wine Tasting

Flight of 4 Tastings-$9.5

“At first the puppet retreated a few steps, but 
upon realizing Meyer’s predicament, he regained 
his courage and lunged forward, neatly severing 

Meyer’s carotid artery with a single thrust. Unfazed 
by the instantaneous loss of consciousness, Meyer 
parried, cutting the puppet in two and causing his 

gizzard to fly into the air.”
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of an Arabian sheik using surgical 
tweezers. The hairs, each retaining its 
follicle, had been woven into a majestic 
golden mullet that reached nearly six 
inches below his shoulders and simply 
oozed quality and bits of hummus. The 
puppet’s own coiffure, in contrast, was 
anemic at best, having been crudely 
fashioned from the soiled underbelly 
hairs of a potbellied pig that had once 
dabbled in chinchilla ranching. There 
could be no comparison; of this he was 
sure--whether the discussion concerned 
style, quality, or aroma.
  Yes, a settlement of scores was definitely 
in order and long overdue. Having 
rid himself at least temporarily of the 
overbearing, yet insouciant, Mayhaylo 
(whom he had sent to the Dollar Store in 
search of a Bonsai tree shaped like Liam 
Neeson), Meyer and the puppet had 
negotiated the terms of the duel. It would 
be on the morrow--swords at twenty 
paces. His own second was a mute, yet 
profligate crooner whose porkpie hat 
carried a blinking advertisement for Jiffy 
Lube. For his second, the puppet had 
enlisted a pair of threadbare insulated 
underwear that would accompany him 
to the field of battle and provide precise 
interpretations of The Code Duello in 
medieval Serbian. The appointed time 
was sunrise, which meant that Meyer 
would have to forego his usual morning 
cleansing and thus would arrive at the 
field of battle with nearly two pounds of 
waste impacted in his colon. Although 
he understood the ramifications of this 
handicap, he knew as well that the 
puppet, unable to gesticulate, ambulate, 
or even grasp a sword without a 
forearm and hand stuffed into his nether 
regions, would also be at considerable 
disadvantage.
 The hour grew near. Meyer sweated 
as he awaited his nemesis at the small 
copse of trees behind the Wal-Mart 
where all his future days would be 
determined--if there were to be any at 
all. The pressure was acute. A single 
bead of sweat gathered, swelled, rolled 
down his forehead, trickled onto his 
nose, and finally dived from the tip 
onto his protruding upper lip. He tasted 
it. It was redolent of Mercurochrome 
and bile, with just a hint of 10W-30. He 
knew this flavor--it was the same liquid 
in which his sainted mother had been 
embalmed twenty-two years before, 
after been struck by a speeding hearse 

that contained the mortal remains of the 
founder of Jiffy Lube. True, the family’s 
subsequent wrongful death suit against 
the corporation had been unsuccessful 
monetarily, but they had won oil changes 
for life, and that, he had thought in 
retrospect, really was the ultimate victory.
  A flock of pigeons rose en masse into 
the air and he knew that the puppet was 
approaching.

Meyer and the Sock Puppet, Part Three

  Meyer steeled himself for the approaching 
battle, reciting the Kama Sutra in Pig 
Latin, as he was wont to do before 
engaging in any strenuous activity. Today, 
however, he found himself struggling with 
the agglutinative pronunciation of its title, 
‘Amakay Utrasay.’ He repeated this to 
himself, sotto voce, while tickling himself 
with an antique pickle fork supplied by 
his second. By degrees, the mantra-like 
repetition of the book’s title allayed his 
agitation, and he relaxed a bit. 
 As his mind began to wander he recalled 
a previous duel in which his sword 
had become stuck in its scabbard due 
to the wholly unexpected congealing 
of the chicken fat with which it had 
been lubricated. Alarmed at the dismal 
prospect of being done in once again by 
the wholly unpredictable vicissitudes of 
rancid poultry lipids, Meyer attempted to 
withdraw his weapon: a test of its lubricity, 
he thought to himself, just a little test. To 
his horror, the sword was indeed stuck 
fast, and no amount of tugging would 
move it from its holder. 
 Meyer became frantic, pulling on the 
sword with the frenzy of a pastry baker 
whose yeast had died, or possibly was in 
a medically-induced coma. He struggled, 
he raved, he gesticulated like a man 
possessed by eukaryotic flagella. He 
made promises to God that he knew 
he could not keep, but hoped that God 
would not notice. If he could just withdraw 
the sword, he prayed, he would enter a 
monastery and whitewash the lavatories. 
And he would not send a bill. Okay, if he 
did send a bill, the payment terms would 
be quite favorable, possibly net 120. But 
it was all for naught—the sword remained 
stuck.
  Left with but a single option, he withdrew 
from his belt the elaborately etched silver 
poniard that he had carried ever since 
he had been called upon to perform an 
emergency prostatectomy on a goat. 

Clutching the little dagger tightly in his 
right hand, he advanced on his foe. At 
first the puppet retreated a few steps, 
but upon realizing Meyer’s predicament, 
he regained his courage and lunged 
forward, neatly severing Meyer’s carotid 
artery with a single thrust. Unfazed by 
the instantaneous loss of consciousness, 
Meyer parried, cutting the puppet in two 
and causing his gizzard to fly into the air, 
where it was devoured by a wayward 
seagull that had been lazily circling the 
field of battle. The seagull squawked with 
satisfaction as Meyer slumped to the 
ground, too weak to continue because 
he was dead.
 In the distance, a hummingbird the 
size of an elephant seal hovered over 
a roach motel, emitting the rapid chirps 
characteristic of the species that indicated 
he was finally satiated, but nonetheless 
longed for the cheroot that lay forgotten 
on his night stand. 
 Meyer’s empty eyes surveyed the scene 
one last time. ‘Amakay Utrasay’ he 
whispered hoarsely, ‘Amakay Utrasay.’ 
Somewhere a dog was whistling The 
Battle Hymn of the Republic in Hindi, 

 zombiedogzdayton.com

@Zombie_Dogz

and people were lining up to purchase 
advance tickets to Jackie Gleason’s 
second exhumation.
  A smile slowly spread across Meyer’s 
face as he realized the puppet was finally 
gone. And then he too winked out of 
existence and was no more.

The End.

Harry Kaplan was born in Bad Gottleuba-
Berggießhübel in 1977, which he left in 
disgrace in 1998 after failing to properly 
pronounce the name of the village during a 
major solar flare. Moving to Heidelberg that 
same year, he developed a penchant for 
lawn clippings and Nutella, but was force 
to flee the city when he was discovered 
coating the Mayor’s lawnmower with the 
delicious sandwich spread during Herbst 
Fest.  Now completely delusional, he splits 
his time between counting his arm hairs 
and engaging in psychotic rants against 
the Canadian geese that have become 
squatters in his backyard.You can reach 
Harry via: editor@telephoneweekly.com
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Yellow Springs is a regional dining 
destination for the Miami Valley. Brian 
Rainey of the Sunrise Café has made 
a big culinary contribution to this foodie 
village also known for its nature trails, 
an art cinema and eclectic shops. In his 
early twenties, Chef Rainey mentored 
as a server and then a sous chef at the 
Sunrise Café. Then he took the plunge 
to become the Sunrise’s owner and 
executive chef. 
“You caught me at a busy time, we 
recently lost a really good sous chef and 
line cook so I am back working a lot on 
dinner service. It is time I would like to 
spend growing the business, developing 
different menus and also more catering 
opportunities. (The Sunrise caters boxed 
lunches, Breakfast and Dinner buffets.) 
We are doing more catering around 
town with WYSO, for example, and 
collaborations with other businesses like 
the movie theatre. Our Monday night 
Dinner and A Movie with the Little Art 
Theatre has been a very popular event,” 
says Rainey.
Another reason why it was a busy 
time is that July was Restaurant week. 
Rainey’s summer 2013 menu has offered 
Prosciutto and Basil Wrapped Peaches, 
Caprese Salad, Sunflower and Kale 

TOP SHELF chef Brian Rainey:                by: ella V. Adalois
Natural Cuisine from the Heart

Salad, Scallops with 5-Spice Peach 
Salsa with Yellow Cauliflower Puree, 
Wagyu Sirloin with Chipotle Butter, 
Roasted New Potatoes and Smothered 
Greens, Quinoa and Wild Rice Stuffed 
Pepper with Southwest Cherry Sauce. 
Homemade fresh fruit pies are also a 
specialty of this kitchen.
“I have always been a big cookbook 
nerd soaking in all the possibilities,” 
explains Rainey. “But my biggest cooking 
influences come from my family. My 
grandfather was a Chicago artist and 
had his studio in the back of a Chinese 
restaurant. So my father grew up eating 
and making Asian food. We do a really 
good version of General Tso’s Chicken 
at the Sunrise. My grandma was a 
German Austrian immigrant and cooked 
with meticulous European methods. At 
the Sunrise, we have enjoyed preparing 
all kinds of dishes, to name a few, 
Mediterranean, Indian and Thai. But the 
best quality ingredients are what drive 
our choices. We look at what the farmers 
produce all summer and then we build 
from there.”
Rainey admits that living in the village 
near local farms offers him an edge 
with the locavore philosophy of food 
preparation, “We are supplied by about 
16 different farmers in the area. All of 
our breads are made in house, pickles, 
hummus, soups, salad dressings, veggie 
burgers and all sauces are made from 
scratch. I make a lot of the jams myself 

from black berries, cherries, peaches and 
quince. Now that I have been in business 
for almost ten years, the purveyors know 
us and come to me.”
Tourist traffic in summer is increased 
with all the Yellow Springs village events, 
“Street Fair and Third Friday Fling are 
guaranteed great business days. Most 
holidays, especially Mother’s Day, 
Father’s Day, Valentines, and even New 
Year’s Day, we run seasonal specials 
that bring in locals too. It used to be that 
we were known for our breakfasts and 
lunches, but now we have equal foot 
traffic for our dinners. Jacqui Creeping 
Bear just did a training recently with 
our evening staff including the cocktail 
menu.”
Breakfast includes eight different egg 
combinations, three vegetarian options, 
omelets, the best pancakes you ever 
tasted and some specialties like Huevos 
Rancheros. Lunch “Plates and Pastas” 
include Tandoori Chicken, Incan Black 
Bean and Greek selections. Sandwiches 
range from Falafel Pita to NY Style or 
Veggie Reuben.  House lunch specialties 
include the Chris Rainey (Chef Brian’s 
father) Surf and Turf – a salmon cake for 
the surf is stacked with a veggie burger 
for the turf. There are Salads, Soups 
and Sides that are made fresh daily. For 
complete list of choices and ingredients: 
http://www.sunrisecafe-ys.com/lunch.
html
  Sometimes it is the simple American fare 
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that brings customers back. Chef Rainey 
has turned the classic meatloaf into a 
Wednesday dinner celebration, “Here 
we grind our own wagyu sirloin to be 
mixed with local organic lamb and pork, a 
reduction of shallots and red wine, truffle 
oil, house made organic bread crumbs, 
local organic eggs, spices and fresh 
herbs poached in Amish butter topped 
with caramelized onions and deglazed 
with red wine vinegar. It is served 
with mashed potatoes and seasonal 
veggie, and then finished with a creamy 
reduction of mushrooms and port wine. 
Our Vic Burger has experienced different 
phases of fame also. Local village celebs 
also come because we are known for 
our vegetarian specials. Vegetarian is 
actually my favorite style of cooking and 
we have a Vegan lentil loaf available.”
This summer the Martini Lounge has 
returned on Friday and Saturday nights 
from 10pm to 2:30am. They serve Top 
Shelf Cocktails, Craft Beer, Fine Wines, 
burgers, appetizers and wings. Patrons 
love the patio, “We hope to have a 
complete outdoor station done this year. 
People like our outdoor space when the 
weather cooperates and we’ve got new 
umbrellas this season. Travis Hotaling, a 
mural local artist, is doing a four seasons 
painting throughout the restaurant. It 
starts in the back of the restaurant with 
a winter scene and ends with fall in the 
front of the house. He just finished some 
great free range chickens by one of the 
booths. It’s a work in progress because 
he can only get in here when we are 
closed on Tuesdays.” 

When Rainey is not hard at work his 
kitchen, he is busy in his hausgarten. 
There he grows many of the organic 
herbs and other ingredients that make it 
into his homemade fare at the Sunrise. 
“I have four kids, ages two, four, nine 
and twelve, and I spend my time away 
from the restaurant coaching soccer 
and baseball; taking them to lessons 
(violin) and whatever else I can do to 
help my wife. So gardening is my hobby 
at home. Yellow Springs garden-to-table 
restaurant owners and chefs don’t have 
much time to get together, but we have a 
great deal of respect for each other. We 
support each other and we have good 
working relationships.”
Chef Rainey has some pipe dreams 
for other culinary endeavors, “I would 
love to have a really fresh burrito place 
and maybe a Chicago style Chinese 
restaurant. But I would be competing 
with myself if I opened them in Yellow 
Springs. At this point, after living so close 
to my work, I am not going to start a new 
place with a big commute. So I just keep 
dreaming and maybe add some of these 
ideas to our menu at the Sunrise!”

Sunrise hours are: 
Breakfast & Lunch M,W,Th,F  7:30 AM-
2PM; Sat-Sun 8:00 AM-2PM; 
Dinner M,W,Th, Sun 5PM-9PM; F,Sat 
5PM-10PM; Closed Tuesdays. 
For reservation and contact information:  
http://www.sunrisecafe-ys.com
Phone: 937-767-7211.
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 Interview with Matched Luggage       
                                                                                                                 by: victory harley

  In an evening’s attempt to make space in 
the attic, I stumbled upon the cornflower 
blue set of Samsonite hard-case luggage. 
A little faded, but still solid, they stood 
sentinel in order of size, a rank and file of 
overnight bags at the ready. They bore the 
scars of use, and the stickers of foreign 
destinations, but it had been years since 
any had seen action. I knocked at the 
nearest one with my foot, and examined 
the airline tags still clinging to the handle.

Victoria Harley (VH): Pan Am?
Samsonite Suitcase (SS): Never head of 
‘em.

VH: Don’t lie—there’s a tag.
SS: Oh Pan Am. Sure. 

VH: When was that?
SS: Who remembers?

VH: Do you need air? How long have 
you been up here?
SS: Luggage is designed to be stuffed 
away into dark places. Just turn the light 
off on your way out.

VH: You’ve got thick skin.
SS: Forty-some years of travelling the 
world will do that to you.

VH: The world? Are you sure you don’t 
mean the area?
SS: Listen, I’m not going to list, like some 
kind of sommelier, the many varietals of 

my life’s travels. 

VH: Well, that’s good—I didn’t ask.
SS: I can’t tell you how many times I’ve 
been waiting in an airport, quietly enjoying 
the cool spot on the floor, when some 
jackass disturbs my reverie, and begins 
rattling off The List in a desperate attempt 
to impress or shame their companion. 

VH: The List? Oh, of places they’ve 
been?
SS: Oh, and they always do it in a cadence 
that brings you to the edge of violence.

VH: Murder is still illegal, by the way.
SS: It should be. The only thing worse 
than hearing one pretentious traveler 
berate an unsuspecting homebody is 
when two pretentious travelers engage in 
a pissing contest for the title of “Most Well 
Travelled.”

VH: You don’t have to be in the airport 
to find them. You just described every 
grown-up party I’ve ever been allowed 
to attend. 
SS: Well, thanks to discount travel, it’s 
gotten worse.

VH: It’s bad for people to travel more?
SS: God yes. These long-weekend deals 
make anyone who’s willing to spend more 
time in transit than in the destination.
VH: It has been a long time since I had 
a direct flight. 

SS: Back in the sixties, flying was--- 
significant. And expensive.

VH: Is that how they could afford those 
outrageous stewardess outfits?
SS: No, unequal pay between the genders 
is how. 

VH: Oh yeah.
SS: Incidentally, if bold flight attendant 
uniforms are what you miss, fly an Asian 
airline. To this day their flight attendants 
resemble the small, pretty sky waitresses 
of the 1960s. But the whole service 
industry has changed so gradually in this 
country that no one has noticed.

VH: And pretty girls are a part of good 
service?
SS: Possibly. All I’m saying is flying was 
a lot more comfortable then. Customers 
were treated as guests, and the whole 
thing ran more like a luxury train ride. The 
seats even faced each other. None of this 
cattle crowing crap your modern airlines 
resort to today.

VH: I won’t pretend to argue that 
flying has become uncomfortable— 
or that those were indeed “the days.” 
But today, it’s the process of moving 
through security that makes the entire 
practice distasteful.
SS: Security?

VH: How long has it been since you set 
foot in an airport?
SS: Only twenty-six years.

VH: Well, remember how luggage use 
to be the only thing they x-rayed? Now 
they push people through it too?
SS: On the conveyor belt?

VH: More or less. They strip us 
down to nothing with body scanning 
machines—or you can choose to be 
groped instead. Gate Rape tends to 
take the wind out of your sails.
SS: I always expected to be x-rayed—I 
never thought they’d turn it on the 
customer. In my day, you arrived at the 
airport, bought a ticket at the counter, 
and then walked to the gate to wait for 
boarding. 

VH: Well, we’re not customers, not 
under this operation. We’re citizens 
under scrutiny. That’s how they can 
treat us like prisoners and ask us to 
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 Interview with Matched Luggage       
                                                                                                                 by: victory harley

take off our shoes and belts. 
SS: As I said, the service industry has 
changed some. Camus once wrote, “there 
is no pleasure in travelling, and I look upon 
it more as an occasion for spiritual testing.”

VH: And Seneca said “every change 
of scene is a delight.” Isn’t it up to the 
person travelling?
SS: The person—yes. But what about the 
baggage you bring with you? I weigh you 
down with your own possessions, yet I get 
beaten and hauled and abused-- left behind 
in the hotel room while the rest of you live 
it up on the streets of—somewhere. Only 
traveling salesmen know my pain.

VH: I thought they went extinct.
SS: It’s a euphemism.

VH: I don’t think so—
SS: Well, it is, and its mine, and by 
“travelling salesman,” I mean anyone 
who makes their trade out on the road. 
Musicians, actors, comedians—

VH: Sales reps, talent scouts, serial 
killers—
SS: Don’t be cynical. A life on the road is 
no laughing matter.

VH: I don’t know—sometimes an 
odyssey is the only metaphor for life. 
SS: Have you read the Odyssey? There 
is nothing worse for mortals than a 
wandering life. The road has taken many 
of the great men of the world. Alexander, 
Hudson, T-Rex. As Robbie Robertson 
said, it’s a goddamn impossible way of life.

VH: Well, he should have asked the rest 
of his band mates.
SS: Yeah, publishing rights turned out to 
be really important. 

VH: Death by travel makes for a decent 
legacy—look at Buddy Holly or Otis 
Redding.
SS: Being short-changed out of existence 
is hardly a decent legacy.

VH: What about Hank Williams?
SS: Interestingly enough, he was 
supposed to fly, but an ice storm left him 
in the care of a driver. Hank had to make 
a New Year’s show in West Virginia, but 
during the trip, the driver stopped for gas 
and noticed Hank wouldn’t wake up.

VH: What happened?
SS: No one is quite sure, but officially, his 
heart stopped beating. 

VH: How old was he?
SS: Twenty-nine. 
VH: You know, I’ve always loved his 
voice, but every time I see a picture 

of him, he’s wearing some god-awful 
country getup.
SS: Well, some of that was the industry, 
but a lot of that was Audrey.

VH: Audrey?
SS: His wife. She more or less forced him 
into fringed shirts, and suits with musical 
notes sewn on them.

VH: No wonder he was addicted to 
painkillers.
SS: He had a bad back. Overdose was 
most likely the cause of death.

VH: Most likely?
SS: Well, they didn’t always check for 
that kind of thing. It was 1952. You can 
editorialize all you like about the cause 
of death—fame, fortune, drugs, love, or 
just plain old human frailty. There are a 
hundred versions of the same stories, as 
every Hank Williams tribute site pledges to 
tell you what you need to know. A meeting 
of the Alabama state legislature led to the 
dedication of the Hank Williams Memorial 
Lost Highway..

VH: I’ve seen it. I-65 is a dark, dark road 
after the sun goes down. Nothing but 
swamp and sky. But that wasn’t the 
highway he died on?
SS: No, but it begins in his hometown, 
and goes all the way to Montgomery. Why 
a government needs to busy itself about 
the dedicating of highways to country 
musicians, I can’t say, but it probably 
made someone happy.

VH: Not Hank though.
SS: The body wears out—I should know, 
I’ve been brought to a ton of funerals.
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VH: But probably just as many weddings.
SS: Maybe initially the ratio was even, but 
it seems the young people today don’t 
marry as quickly as they used to.

VH: We like to shop around.
SS: Well, while you window-shop, death 
is frequent and steady as ever, and it 
happens to everyone.

VH: Well, what about all those divorces? 
They started as marriages.
SS: Oh, this family is too Catholic for 
divorce.

VH: And too modern for marriage. But 
I’ll make a deal with you—the next time 
there’s a wedding, I’ll leave you behind 
in a hotel closet.
SS: That’s all I ask.

VH: Where did you come from anyway?
SS: Your mother bought me from a 
department store in Milwaukee in 1967.

VH: What were you doing there?
SS: I was part of a larger Samsonite 
display, a rotunda of hard line matched 
luggage. Back then we came in ivy, 
sunshine, scarlet, and cornflower—I guess 
she liked blue.

VH: What was she doing there?
SS: I’m not the one to ask.

 This luggage set is feeling a little 
wanderlust. Make its decade, and rescue 
it from our family’s attic. Interested buyers 
can contact the author.

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



  It’s been said that our culture is bought 
and sold by men in suits. This story begins 
as two of this breed visited my door one 
afternoon. They fit the bill alright: male, 
suit and tied. These two specimens were 
white men in suits, seniors. Demographic 
prerequisites of the U.S. ruling class. 
I watched through the window as they 
conferred on the sidewalk, chatting strategy 
I was sure, tabulating either souls or sales, 
perhaps both.  
 Seconds later they had glided to the 
doorstep to begin witnessing for Jehovah.  
They were my first white Witnesses among 
the many discussions and awkward 
inquisitions held on the various doorsteps 
of my life. These two looked more like 
Mormons in a time machine.  Matching 
white shirt and ties, but old and no bikes.  
  As the men approached the doorstep, I 
wondered if they would be offended if I 
greeted them in the white plastic theater 
mask – part Phantom, part Jason Vorhee’s 
hockey-mask – sitting on my coffee table.  
The mask was a souvenir of a recent 
Broadway show called Sleep No More, a 
fully immersive, participatory, erotic, and 
gory take on Macbeth, currently playing in 
a large building in New York’s meatpacking 
district.  
  In this Eyes Wide Shut meets Disney’s 

Oh Creation!              
      by: Adam MoHsin

haunted house, the audience runs and 
shuffles from room to room of shock 
and sensory confusion, the actors 
subtly manipulating the course of the 
narrative, the masked audience members 
subordinate to their own anxiety and 
uncertainty. The character-guides provide 
answers and relief just as they disorient 
and threaten. A strange and spectacular 
living Shakespearean museum.
  “Do you know how long you will live?”, 
one of the two religious salesmen queried.  
The sanctimonious have a way of being 
forthright, a hypnotic directness in their 
opening questions.  He handed me a 
Watchtower magazine entitled “Creative 
Design” and then another entitled 
“Pornography”. For a minute, it felt like art 
school.
 Peering through my plastic mask’s gaping 
eye holes, I took him by the hand as he 
appreciated my disguise, and passed him 
on to someone else in our house, another 
white-masked handler who lead him and his 
partner to a crowded room in the basement.  
A sign on the door stated “Capacity Exactly 
143”.  Room for one more. I recalled 
the belief of the Witnesses that exactly 
144,000 Christians will be resurrected to 
heaven.  The irony was as thick as the air 
in this basement lair,  unusually warm even 

for August. The two old men held fast to 
each other’s eyes, searching, accounting, 
taking inventory. Sweat beaded up and 
coursed down the temple of the taller man 
as he seemed to steady himself for mortal 
combat.  
  Cuing my spaghetti Western ringtone, 
something by Morricone, I diffused the 
tension, leading them through a corridor 
of bright light and gesturing to the two 
Pterodactyls parked on the front lawn.  I 
thought a dinosaur joyride was just what 
we all needed. They donned their helmets 
and we soared over the houses, frightening 
some Mormon missionaries who were 
trying to use the wrong gears on their new 
bikes, their legs zipping around in circles 
like two squirrels chasing sweet tarts, each 
head rattling around in an ill-fitting helmet 
like an egg in a cereal bowl.
  If you Google map the distance from the 
Creation Museum in Petersburg, KY to 
Dayton, TN you will find it to be exactly 
333 miles, half the number of the beast, for 
those counting, or exactly 666 miles in the 
event of a round trip.  
 Dayton, TN is significant as the site of the 
1925 Scopes Trial in which the State of 
Tennessee prosecuted high school teacher 
John Thomas Scopes for teaching evolution 
in a state-funded school. Scopes, found 
guilty and fined $100, would be a fantastic 
companion were you to bring him back for 
a trip to the Creation Museum. Perhaps 
he would be a good sport about it, making 
jokes about how his time machine must 
surely be on the fritz, traveling backwards 
rather than forwards in time. 
   As my door to door Witnesses park their 
flying dinosaurs, I spy our destination: 
the Creation Museum’s dragon exhibit.  
“Dragon Invasion” proposes to answer 
a number of questions, and answers 
could not have come a moment too soon 
this day: “Why are there so many dragon 
legends from cultures around the globe? 
Why do descriptions of these magnificent 
animals often sound similar to what we 
call dinosaurs? How could our ancestors 
carve, paint, or write about these creatures 
if they have truly been extinct for millions 
of years?”  
 The questions figuratively joust at the smug 
faces of the evolutionists:  “Evolutionists 
struggle to explain the intriguing evidence 
that people lived at the same time as 
dinosaurs. God’s Word indicates that 
dinosaurs and man were created on the 
same day, so biblical creationists are not 
surprised to uncover clues that ancient 
man had indeed seen these beasts.”
Illumination at last, I finally get it. If 
humans draw dragons, they must have 
seen dragons, and because dragons are 
dinosaurs, ergo, humans lived among the 
dinosaurs. I contemplate calling up some 

cartoonists to corroborate the veracity of 
this syllogism. Certainly Miyazaki has some 
explaining to do.
 I love the idea that I could sketch the past 
into being, creatively designing the history 
of the universe, fantasizing paleontology 
into cosmology. Why stop at dragons? The 
power and joy of creatively designing the 
world through art, the passions and talents, 
the delirium and divination of the great 
storytellers that were awesome enough 
to capture the imaginations of the ancient 
world and inscribe their performances in 
the written word and the fantastic image …  
all this seems lost on the fundamentalists, 
rigidly literal mind.
  My mind reels as I stagger out of the 
dragon exhibit into the one on bugs.  There, 
the eyes of God stare back at me from 
massive moth wings.  I stumble backwards 
and fall into some garbage cans and piles 
of crumpled newspaper.  Where the hell am 
I?  Some kind of unholy alley?  
 I’m in “The Anti-Museum: An overview and 
review of the answers in Genesis Creations 
‘Museum’”, Daniel Phelps, President of 
the Kentucky Paleontological Society, 
describes the exhibit called “Graffiti Alley”:  
“One wall features newspaper story 
clippings of the Columbine Massacre, 
9/11, gay rights, prayer out of school, and 
various crimes. Another wall has graffiti 
saying ‘Today Man Decides Truth’ with 
‘Truth’ marked over and replaced with 
‘Whatever’.”
 I can’t handle this Truth anymore and break 
from my congregation to gather myself 
atop the Men’s Room throne, our porcelain 
god. In my pocket I find the Watchtower 
magazines gifted to me by the Witnesses. 
 I open the one called “Pornography: 
Harmless or Toxic?” (Watchtower, August 
1, 2013) for a perusal and there I find further 
answers to questions I never thought to ask, 
as well as some deeply ambivalent advice 
on pornography addiction. It reads without 
a hint of irony, “You think you can beat it 
by yourself.  But that is not true.  You can 
beat it only with help.”  Then, recounting 
the successful recovery, one repentant 
soul reports, “Afterward, I felt a huge gush 
of relief. These moments were painful, 
but they resulted in feelings of peace and 
approval.” 
If this was a test I was failing. 
  BTW is Prince still a Jehovah’s Witness?  
Because this article is beginning to sound 
like a cross-section of Prince’s career, 
straddling Dirty Mind and Lovesexy.  Is 
Prince now writing for The Watchtower.  
Perhaps we close with some prophecy.
  “Sign o’ the times mess with your mind/
Hurry before it’s too late/ Let’s fall in love, 
get married, have a baby/ We’ll call him 
Nate if it’s a boy/Time, time.”

I open the one called “Pornography: Harmless or Toxic?” 
(Watchtower, August 1, 2013) for a perusal and there I find further 
answers to questions I never thought to ask, as well as some deeply 
ambivalent advice on pornography addiction. It reads without a hint 
of irony, “You think you can beat it by yourself.  But that is not true.  

You can beat it only with help.”
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  Here we are again Daytonians, beer 
week is right around the corner! Never 
heard of Beer Week? Dude it’s the best 
week in Dayton for beer! All around town 
there will be awesome food pairings 
with beer (duh) rare tappings including 
mass amounts of firkins (which are free 
standing casks) and mass good beer 
everywhere! 
  It all starts with an awesome beer 
parade truckin’ down 5th street in the 
Oregon District on August 18th going 
from the Dublin Pub down to Thai 9 
(which is where the first firkin will be 
tapped to start things off right). The 
week ends with Ale Fest in Carillon Park 
hosted by Joe Waizman. It’s a huge beer 
festival with food, entertainment and lots 
of 4 oz. pours of great booze from around 
the world costing only $35 pre-sale ($40 
at the entrance.) Bars all around Dayton 
contribute to this week long festivity 
including the likes of Thai 9, Lucky’s 
Taproom, Blind Bobs, Trolley Stop, South 
Park Tavern, Dublin Pub and many more. 
Even Spinoza’s out at the Fairfield Mall 
are bustin’ out some rare brews for it.
  Now, I don’t have enough space or 
time to name everything going on so I’m 
going to talk about one specific place, 
Lucky’s Taproom and Eatery. If you’ve 
read anything of my past articles you 
know that’s where I tend bar. So, I’m not 
choosing favorites here- I just know our 
tap list and events are going to be bad-
ass and I want to share, OK? Get up off 
me!
   Lucky’s is located at 520 East 5th Street 
in the Historical Oregon District. Lucky’s 
is known for having awesome food; 
including a huge selection of vegan and 
gluten free options. And, is also very well 
known for having an amazing selection 
of American micro-brews on draft. There 
is something here for everybody. 
   With that being said let me tell you what 
Drew has in store for you (Drew being 
the owner of course). Monday August 
the 19th we’re doing a Lagunitas, Hop 
Stoopid keep the glass event. You buy 
a pint and you take home an awesome 
mason jar. Hop Stoopid is a delicious 
double IPA out of Petaluma, CA. Tuesday 

Dayton Beer Week: 
Lucky’s Taproom by: landon Mckibben

we are doing a Goose Island 25th 
anniversary keep the glass which is an 
extra special/ strong bitter (ESB.) Then 
Wednesday the 21st we’ll be doing a 
food pairing with Left Hand brewery out 
of Colorado. Thursday we’ll be having 
our 3rd Annual Firkin Drag Race. We 
have reps from Cavalier Distributing and 
Premium Distributing;  they’ll bust out one 
cask a piece and whoever sells the least 
has to wear a dress the rest of the night. 
It is hilarious. On top of those scheduled 
events there will be rare tappings 
throughout the week. Also the day after 
Ale Fest Lucky’s will be having a classic 
car/motorcycle cruise in. Bring your hot 
rod or chopper out and enjoy yourself a 
pint! Contact Lucky’s at 937-222-6800 
for information. Beer week is always a 
blast! It is a great way to support locally 
owned bars so come check us out along 
with all of the other supporting bars!

Chinookie from Full Pint Brewery
 

 This IPA is one of my new favorites. 
Being brewed out of N. Versailles PA. 
Full Pint Brewery threw chinook hops in 
this beer 4 times during the brew process 
then dropped chinook in it again for a dry 
hop process. This means they literally 
threw the raw hops in the beer after the 
fermentation process to give it an even 
stronger chinook nose. It has a nice pine 
and grapefruit taste with a not so hateful 
6.2% ABV. It is pretty bitter though 
coming in at 103.1 IBUs so if you don’t 
like a bite, you won’t like this. Pick it up at 
Belmont and tell Natalie I said “Hi!”



 This is true Daytonians! Orebro, 
Sweden’s fuzzed out, desert rock/
stoner trio are scheduled to be playing in 
Dayton, Ohio once again! This will be the 
third time that these spaced out heavy 
hitters are coming back to kick the ever-
living sh*t out of our eardrums! These 
guys have been around for 12 years and 
have played over 400 shows in Europe, 
South America and the USA. They have 
been on extensive tours with huge bands 
and have played a ridiculous numder 
of music festivals... Yet these guys are 
proudly coming back to the Gem City. We 
must be doing something right! 
   Thursday, August 22nd is the date the 
Truckfighters will be pillaging the brain 
of everyone standing in front of the beer 
soaked stage at Blind Bob’s. These guys 
are no amateurs. Carnivorous energy 
ensues from the absolute beginning of 
the set. A wall of audible thickness kicks 
your ass from the very beginning of the 
set while blood erupts from your ears due 
to relentless hammering’s of feedback. 
Locally, you probably won’t hear a louder 
band the rest of the year.

The Third Coming of 
The Truckfighters by: brock Mckibben

  The band is currently on Fuzzorama 
records and have given us a great gift 
of three super heavy albums since 2001 
and a motion picture documentary titled 
“Fuzzomentary” that was released in 
2011. I think I am speaking for the vast 
majority of us when i explain how pumped 
I am to see this great band in Ohio for a 
third time! The band is made up of Dango 
(Niklas Källgren) - guitar, Poncho (Andre 
Kvarnström) - drums and Ozo (Oskar 
Cedermalm) - vocals and bass. If you 
have never been to a Truckfighters show 
then let this be your first.
  They will beat you to the floor. They 
will be sharing the stage with Cincinnati, 
Ohio’s rock’n’roll power trio Valley of the 
Sun and Grand Mammoth.
  Check them out on the internet before 
they arrive. On their website they have a 
2013 USA tour trailer!

www.truckfighters.com
kwww.facebook.com/truckfighters

Questions, Comments, Suggestion? Email 
me at discosucks666@gmail.com
Stay Strange Dayton

expires 9/1/13
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  As I delicately place a vinyl copy of Elliot 
Smith’s single “Needle in the Hay” onto 
the turn table, the needle softly cracks, 
the record begins to turn. Suddenly 
an invasion of illusive sadness fills my 
soul. I am moved and start to ponder 
if life is worth living; romanticizing a 
heroin addiction that is simultaneously 
horrifying and blissful or (more likely) 
if I should just mope around the house 
all day in melodramatic protest. I wasn’t 
particularly unhappy in the instant before 
I decided to play this song, but now 
my mood shifts, and every depressive 
moment that I’ve ever had during these 
particular minor chords is brought back to 
life. The sad movies, the heartbreaks, the 
years spent in solitude in my childhood 
bedroom; so grounded that my dinner 
plates were often slid under the door in 
dungeon style fashion.
 I take off the record, and start 
serendipitously jamming out to a 
particularly uplifting Talking Heads 
album, air guitar in hand, ready the face 
the day in glitz and glam, marveling at 
the power music has on my emotions.
“Music oft hath such a charm. To make 
bad good, and good provoke to harm,” 
bellowed Shakespeare’s protagonist 
Duke Vincentio in the play “Measure 
for Measure.” As far back as the days 
of frilly language and frilly tights it was 
common knowledge that music has 
the ability to manipulate emotions. The 
‘diminished fifth’ was considered to be 

‘Diabolus in Musica’ (the devil in music) 
and completely freaked out early concert 
goers, causing them to run to the hills! 
What is it about music that has the ability 
to change psychological and cognitive 
function? Why is it that your favorite song 
has the ability to pump you up? Why is 
it that we feel included to put ourselves 
in a room with a thousand strangers 
breathing heavily and sweating profusely 
to see our favorite band play? Until 
recently little research has been done 
confirming these questions other than 
anecdotal evidence. 
 Researchers have theorized that music 
has a distinct function in the brain 
separate from interpreting language 
and other sounds making it uniquely 
human. Simply, when you are digesting 
sounds, if there is a melody involved your 
brain undergoes physiological changes, 
especially in the right hemisphere that 
isn’t normally present when presented 
with other auditory stimuli. You might 
have experienced getting the “chills” 
when listening to a favorite song. That is 
because your cerebral blood flow actually 
changes when listening as measured by 
PET scans. The regions affected by the 
change of blood flow in the brain are 
the, orbitofrontal cortex, ventral stratum, 
midbrain, and the prefrontal cortex.
  Alternately, when weird or disagreeable 
sounds are heard, the cingulate cortex 
activates, which signals conflict of 
emotional pain. This evidence has led 

researchers to correlate emotion with 
tonality. It works in the same way that we 
are able to decipher a speakers emotions 
by their tone,  and sheds some light as 
to why Elliot Smith’s music is universally 
depressing.
 The direct link that scientists have 
correlated with mood fluctuation is that 
music actually adjusts hormone levels 
when it is being processed in its brain, 
lowering cortisol (stress, arousal) and 
increasing melatonin (sleep, relaxation) 
depending on six variables of a song; 
tempo, pitch, key, contour, rhythm, and 
intervals between notes. Generally, slow 
songs in the minor key caused feelings 
associated with sadness, fast songs in a 
major key elicited happiness, and songs 
of dissonance aroused fear. Another 
variable that had to be considered is 
that music is a purely subjective artistic 
medium, and responds differently to 
different people in different ways. (For 
Justin Beiber’s high pitched squeal affects 
me less prolifically that others, and from 
what I am I told people actually get teary 
eyed during Limp Biscuit’s unappetizing 
cover of “Behind Blue Eyes”.)
  The power that music has on the brain 
goes beyond mood elevation, wielding 
the ability to improve neural functioning. 
According to Robin L. Brey, MD of 
Neurology Now, merely listening to music 
can arouse the “brain and the body-mind 
connection” and can actually reactivate 
speech centers of the brain, as well as 

your brain on sound: therapeutic jams         
                                                                                by: Danny Hamen

improve memory and coordination. “In 
part,” Brey explains, “it’s because the 
brain is a very large and complicated 
network with the potential for rewiring. 
And if the connections to one area are 
damaged due to neurological diseases, 
then other connections can be coaxed 
into play—sometimes in pretty creative 
ways.” The amazing thing about music 
therapy and music in general is that 
it affects so many parts of the brain 
simultaneously, so it can be used to treat 
and regrow neural connects depending 
on different ailments. The rhythm and 
beat of a song stimulates the part of the 
brain that controls motor control which 
has been shown to help stroke victims 
and patients with Parkinson’s just as 
a song’s lyrics and vocal melody can 
help improve someone with speech 
impairment caused by brain trauma. 
Alternately, because music is known for 
its correlation with memory, it has also 
been shown to alleviate stress in patients 
with dementia, as well as indirectly 
inspire memories that would otherwise 
be lost in Alzheimer’s patients. 
 Why the human brain is emotionally 
conducive to responding music is still 
unclear. Evolutionarily is a stand to 
reason that it is a way for humans to 
communicate beyond language; a 
universal mechanism for portraying 
emotions from one human to another. 
So, while evolution should positively be 
a foundation for our understanding of the 
functionality of music, it is unfortunately 
not obvious why a specific arrangement 
of sound affects emotions so intensely, 
so writers such as Ivan Turgenev are 
forced describe it in beautiful words. “The 
sweet, passionate melody captivated his 
heart from the first note; it was full of 
radiance, full of the tender throbbing of 
inspiration and happiness and beauty, 
continually growing and melting away; 
it rumored of everything on earth that is 
dear and secret and sacred to mankind; 
it breathed of immortal sadness and 
it departed from the earth to die in the 
heavens.”
  Danny Hamen is a Columbus native, admirer 
of cats, of acting human and community college 
sports enthusiast (Go Cougars). dhamen@
student.cscc.edu



expires 9/1/13

848 East Franklin Street, Centerville, Ohio (937) 938-9349
www.thereikiroomofdayton.com

Reiki is a Japanese 

technique that 

promotes healing 

through stress 

reduction 

and relaxation

848 East Franklin Street, Centerville, Ohio (937) 938-9349
www.thereikiroomofdayton.com



     Coffee

Its 6:30am and your brain needs its daily kick in the _______ or else you will be a 

_______ and _______ human for the whole day.  You’re feeling very _______

about your new _______ coffee maker that is supposed to have your_______ cup 

of _______ waiting for you the moment your _______ hits the ground. However, 

instead a nice cup of _______, all you have is coffee ground soup that is _______off 

the counter and dripping all over your nice _______. The next best option is to go 

to the coffee shop. Once you get there, plan to wait behind some _______ jerk who 

thinks they know more about _______ than the guy behind the counter, only to find out 

that the establishment only takes _______. Then this _______ protests about how 

_______-bucks will always take his credit card. However, all of this seems worth it the 

moment the_______ barista puts that hot and steamy _______ in your hands and 

you’re ready to have a _______ day.
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Truth on Tap: advice from mama cass
Send your advice enquiries to: 
advice@telephoneweekly.com

Dear Mama Cass,
  My best friend and I have been planning a 
trip together for six months. We are flying to 
Virginia, hiking part of the Appalachian Trail 
for fifteen days and then meeting up with 
a few friends for a weekend of white water 
rafting before carpooling back home. I have 
done almost all of the research about the 
hike, designed an itinerary, written supply 
lists and booked our flight by myself. We 
are catching a ride back with her friends 
but even in that case, I have been in more 
contact with our car-hosts than she has. 
Now, two weeks before our departure, 
she is behind on savings for the trip and 
has been going out drinking most nights, 
blowing through money we are supposed 
to be pooling for travel. I am worried that 
my dream vacation will be ruined by her 
inability to plan ahead but I’m afraid to bring 
up my concerns in case my complaints sour 
our experience. Help!
--Headed for trouble

Trouble,
 It does seem like you’ve taken on the 
lion’s share of planning for this adventure. 
But, it seems like you are pretty keen on 
being in charge. Instead of railing against 
your friend’s willingness to hand over the 
reins, appreciate what she brings to the 
enterprise. Sally Scheduler, as you seem 
to be, can make for dry companion. I’m 
betting you lit upon your bud as a fellow 
hiker because she is great company. True, 
being prepared is important. But, do you 
want two weeks of dual micromanagement 
or would your expedition be more fun if you 
set off into the mostly wild with someone 
who will show you a true blue good time...
and maybe bring the fun you’re afraid 
to provide. Talk to her about money but 
otherwise, don’t be a martyr. Everyone 
brings something to the table. Appreciate 
her capacity for fun as much as I’m sure 
she’s been appreciating your maps, facts 
and charts. Above all, stop stressing. You’ll 
enjoy yourself much more if you lighten up.
  Good luck!
    -Mama Cass

Canoegrass
Great Miami River Levee, August 16-17
Canoegrass is a weekend celebration of bluegrass music, the best of the 
human spirit and river life. The banks of the Great Miami River will come 
alive with the best entertainers in the region.

NOLA Summer in Dayton: Davis Rogan Band
Canal Street Tavern, Friday August 16,  8:00 PM
Davis Rogan Band; lead character and inspiration from HBO's 'Treme'.

Masquerage Theme Release Party
Wheat Penny Oven and Bar-Sunday August 18, 5:00 PM - 7:00 PM
Join AIDS Resource Center Ohio for a party to celebrate their annual Party 
of Parties, Masquerage 2013. This will also serve as a sneak peek at the 
brand new pizza place, brought to us by Wiley and Liz, the creative forces 
behind Meadowlark!

2013 Eichelberger FilmDayton Festival
The Neon-August 23-25
The FilmDayton Festival is back for the 5th year with submissions of shorts 
from around the world, great features you wouldn't see elsewhere, valuable 
workshops for professionals or those looking for a behind the scenes view, 
the FilmDayton Awards, and our popular Pitch-It contest where you can 
share your movie plot idea for a chance at cash and prizes.
 

AleFest
Carillon Historical Park- Saturday August 24, 1:00 PM - 4:00 PM
14th Annual AleFest Dayton is a craft beer festival showcasing the finest 
beer styles of the world in an educational, responsible, and enjoyable 
fashion.

Telephone’s phrasal template word game
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