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Food: Where does it come from? This 
question, as silly as it sounds, is becoming 
more commonly asked. With our produce 
sections today being provided with an 
option of “organic” or “regular” (or reggie/
reggs, as we green aficionados prefer) 
many are posing the question “WTF is 
an organic banana?” With this growing 
concern over our food dawns a crosshair 
on the American multinational agricultural 
biotechnology corporation, Monsanto. 
With many coming up in arms against 
Monsanto through organized marches, 
published literature, home farming, and 
a slew of internet propaganda, one can 
start to wonder: “Why does everyone 
hate these guys?” At that, what is a 
Monsanto?
Founded 1901 in St. Louis, Illinois, 
Monsanto has had a deeply embedded 
history in American innovation and 
invention. Getting its early grips in 
the game by engineering the artificial 

Jack and the Genetically Modified Bean-Stalk            
                          by: Eric Bluebaum

sweetener saccharin and selling it to the 
Coca-Cola company, Monsanto has had 
a long line of successful compounds and 
developments such as Round-Up, LED 
lights, Celebrex, AstroTurf, and All brand 
laundry detergent. Monsanto also had a 
significant role in the Manhattan Project 
via the Dayton Project, taking place in 
none other than Dayton, Ohio. Seven 
years prior, Monsanto had acquired 
Thomas & Hotchwald Laboratories 
(located here in Dayton) in which Charles 
Allen Thomas became a leading man 
in the company. His laboratory was 
transformed into Monsanto’s Central 
Research Department. After being 
personally selected by Leslie Groves, 
commander of the Manhattan Project, 
Thomas earned a contract from the US 
government to conduct nuclear research. 
During Thomas’ tenure at Monsanto, he 
served as President of the company for 
nine years and Chairman of the Board for 

five before retiring in 1970. (All while a 
resident of the Dayton area.)
So, if Monsanto is behind so many great 
inventions, what’s with all the beef? I for 
one love cheap laundry detergent, LED 
lights, and burning the shit out of my 
arms on AstroTurf. 
In the mid 1940’s, Monsanto began 
manufacturing DDT as a pesticide and 
insecticide to fight against malaria and 
typhus. Though initially successful, DDT 
did not undergo proper testing prior to 
and during its extensive distribution, 
which led to its eventual ban of use. 
Diseases and health hazards related 
to DDT exposure included but were not 
limited to: asthma, Parkinson’s Disease, 
decreased semen quality in men, higher 
rates of miscarriage and infant mortality, 
and various birth defects.
During the Vietnam War, the United 
States military contracted Monsanto 
to manufacture a series of herbicides 
intended to defoliate forested and rural 
land, in an effort to eliminate guerrilla 
cover area and food supply. This tactic 
would literally smoke and starve the 
Vietcong out of the jungle by eliminating 
their ability to use native forest land 
as camouflage. Of the many different 
chemical weapons manufactured by 
Monsanto, arguably the most effective 
and widely-used defoliate went by the 
name of Agent Orange. In the wake 
of the estimated twenty million gallons 
of herbicides and defoliates dispersed 
over a nine year timeline, nearly 
400,000 people were mutilated or killed, 
approximately 500,000 Vietnamese 
children were born with birth defects, 
around 5 million people were displaced, 
and 25 million acres of agricultural 
land had been destroyed. This was all 
done under the U.S. chemical warfare 
program codenamed Operation Ranch 
Hand. Ranch Hand was a chapter of the 
parent chemical warfare program known 
as Operation Trail Dust, carried out from 
1962-1971. In 1973, US involvement in 
Vietnam had ended and since then, there 
have been no official aid efforts put forth 
by the United States to atone for the 
hundreds of thousands of Vietnamese 
people affected or killed by Operation 
Ranch Hand. Children to this day are still 

being born with birth defects attributed to 
Agent Orange and its counterparts. The 
United States has shown no admittance 
of guilt and has sent no aid to the 
Vietnamese people.
By the early 1980’s, Monsanto became 
the first group to genetically modify 
a plant cell. This spawned the era of 
genetically modified organisms in which 
we now live. Monsanto has been one of 
the leading seed providers and in 2012 
was the leading vegetable seed supplier 
in the world. They are also the creators 
of the “frankenseed,” a seed engineered 
to grow only once and reproduce no 
usable seeds from the crop. This means 
that farmers will have to purchase seeds 
from Monsanto every year. Judging 
by the company’s history, one can 
certainly question the integrity of such 
a company making anything, let alone 
our food. In 2010, Covalence ranked 
Monsanto the least ethical multinational 
corporation in its 581 case study, falling 
behind Mcdonald’s, Nike, Halliburton, 
BP, Viacom, JP Morgan Chase, Fanny 
Mae, and Freddie Mac. Basically, you 
can destroy the housing market, run 
sweat shops, be Dick Cheney, poison 
the ocean, and still have more back-bone 
than Monsanto.

MARCH AGAINST MONSANTO
who/what/where/when/why

Who: Those of us that that are sick and 
tired of the super giant Monsanto, telling 
us what we are going to eat. 
What: We March to be seen & heard en 
mass. We March for change in labeling 
of GMO foods. 
Where/When: Saturday October  
12@2:00 Garden Station,509East 4th St 
Dayton, Ohio,45402. 
Why: We have a right, a fundamental 
right to know what is in our food. We 
are one of the very few countries in the 
world, who still accept GMO’s in our food. 
So many other countries have outlawed 
Monsanto. The have a right . We are 
grass roots , we are you & me. We love 
this earth , we love each other, we care. 
We are loud & proud. And say “ Hell No 
To GMO’s. 
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DIY: Wood Restoration by: Lisa patrick-Wright

 I really didn’t think this would work and especially didn’t think it would work this good! 
I tried this on a very old wooden bread box. As you can see it was pretty scratched up 
before. No harsh chemicals, no waiting to dry..just instant awesomeness!

Supplies:
Vinegar
Olive Oil
Worn Wood (that’s what she said)

Step 1: 
Mix equal parts vinegar to equal parts 
olive oil. I used 1/4 cup of each for my 
project

Step 2: 
Use a rag or paper towel, dip into mixture 
and rub into wood.

 
Lisa Patrick-Wright 

Co-Founder/Program Director,Grass Roots Enrichment and Wellness Center 
400 E. Fifth Street, Suite C. 

Dayton, Oh 45402 
937-723-6747 

www.grassrootsenrichment.com

Step 3: 
Take a clean rag or paper towel and wipe 
off any excess oil & vinegar
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Escort Missions by: David WilliaMS                                               
               

All gamers know them, all gamers hates 
them! The dreaded part of every video-
game; Grand Theft Auto, Red Dead 
Redemption, Jak and Daxter, Sly Cooper, 
Call of Duty, Infamous, Prototype, they all 
have it and it’s always the bane of every 
gamers’ existence.  Yep, that’s right 
kiddies I’m talking about the ever-present 
escort mission.  Whether it’s guarding a 
truck full of explosives, making sure the 
supply truck gets across town, or helping 
grandma across the street, every game 
has had it at one point or another.  It’s 
simple enough right? Make sure your 
buddy gets from point A to point B without 
losing too much health and you’re golden!  
But….it’s never that easy, there’s always 
guys with bigger guns, booby-traps, or 
crazy mutants that wanna just eat your 
delicious brains.  Another big thing is 
nine times out of ten your escort-ee 
never really has any real way to defend 
themselves, they’re always off in some 
random corner of the map yelling at you 
to help them get the over-powered bad 
guy off of their case.  It’s that moment 
in the game that all you want to do is 
get through it and get back to what the 
game used to be: scaling buildings, flying 
around being a bad-ass, platforming like 
a ninja, wielding a sword like the knights 
of old.  Let’s get this straight the games 
that have these escort missions aren’t 
bad games, every gamer loves these 
games and every game loathes the 
escort mission.  

But fear not my fellow gamer geek 
brothers and sisters we now have the 
answer our prayers after years, yes! 
literal years of crazy, painful escort 
missions.  The gaming gods have graced 
us with two games in response to the 
dreadful escort mission and their names 
are Bioshock Infinite and The Last of Us.  
Now to just get the specs out of the way 
Bioshock Infinite is a multi-platform first 
person shooter that was developed by 
the same team that did the first Bioshock, 
The Last of Us on the other hand is a 
third person, over-the-shoulder-shooter, 
PS3 exclusive by the critically acclaimed 
Naughty Dog (Crash Bandicoot, Jak and 
Daxter, Uncharted).  So these two games 
are from different worlds, Bioshock 
Infinite is a sequel and The Last of Us 
is a new IP, but that does mean that 
these games are too different.  They both 
have voice actor Troy Baker as the main 
character, they both have guns (yep lots 
and lots of shooting! Bang Bang Bang!), 
and get this folks, both games are one 
giant escort mission! 
Yep that’s right, you’re not dreaming, 
two games who have both been 
nominated for game of the year this 
year are just one big escort mission (the 
one thing that every gamer hates to do 
in a game).  In Infinite you play as US 
Marshal Booker DeWhit who must find a 
girl in a giant floating city in the sky and 
escort her out of the city without being 
trampled by mechanical madmen, shot 
by revolutionaries, or beaten to death by 
crazed citizens who think you’re pretty 
much the anti-christ.  And in TLOU you 
play Joel, a guy who survived a fungal 
outbreak that turns people into zombies, 
who since the outbreak has fallen into 
gunrunning, black-market deals, basically 

“Instead of throwing you into a random escort 
mission to help get Gangster Guy #1 from point A to 
point B or help this cowboy with his cattle, these 
two games get you emotionally connected with the 
escort-ee. They make you not just play the game, 
but play the game as though these characters are 

depending on you and you on them.“
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anything to survive in a post-apocalyptic 
world.  Well a deal goes bad and you get 
contracted to take this little girl, about 
15 years old, out of the quarantine zone 
you’re in, to the nearby capital building.  
As you could expect stuff goes south 
quick and you end up having to trek all 
the way across the country with this girl 
in tow, all the while fighting to survive 
infected, hunters, and the elements just 
for the possible chance that this girl has 
the cure for the fungal infection running 
through her bloodstream.  
So how do these games excel where 
other games have failed with escort 
missions?  For starters they get rid of the 
health bars, The Last of Us incorporates 
a small health bar that only comes up 
when your escort-ee is under duress and 
you have about 45 seconds to assist them 
with the zombie/hunter that’s attacking 
them before they die, you’ll always get 
there so there’s nothing to really worry 
about.  Second off, both Bioshock Infinite 
and The Last of Us both incorporate an 
assist system. During a firefight if you’re 
about out of a clip Elizabeth, the girl 
from Bioshock, will chuck you another 
gun from behind cover, or a health kit, 
or some salts (the way to replenish your 
vigors ie mana/magic), there will then 
be this back and forth with Elizabeth 
yelling, “Here catch!” and Booker yelling 
between shots, “Appreciate it.” It gives 
you a real sense of connection with the 
NPC and you really start to love having 
the back up from this character you were 
escorting.  Now in The Last of Us Ellie, 
the little girl, will find you ammo or health 
kits or supplies, but it’s normally not in a 
firefight it’s when you’re scrounging for 
supplies.  Other times she’ll point out 
a cool movie poster or your character, 
Joel, will find a comic she was reading in 
a house and he’ll yell downstairs that he 
found another one of them comics she 
was after.  The big difference between 
these two games and the female AI is 
that if you are under duress in The Last 
of Us, you know about to get your head 
smashed in by some gang leader, Ellie 
will come up with a brick yell, “HEY ASS 
HOLE!” and chuck the brick at his head, 
buying you enough time to hit the guy 
back, put two in his head, or use him as 
a human shield against his well-armed 
buddies.  
Both games have moments that not  
every gamer will experience they’re 
first play-through.  So if you’re playing 

Bioshock and you don’t go up to this kiosk 
or whatever then you and Elizabeth will 
never have a conversation about stuffed 
animals they’re selling or whatever.  And 
those are everywhere and in both games, 
little conversations hidden throughout 
the entire game to help the player’s 
connection with the female AI and to get 
an insight towards the both characters 
emotions.  The biggest one is the famous 
Joke Book in The Last of Us.  A book you 
only come across once in the game and 
allows Ellie to tell jokes at certain points 
that she can only tell IF you found the 
Joke Book in the previous level.  
These mechanics drive these games 
home into peoples’ brains.  Character 
interaction between the main character 
and accompanied AI, player to AI 
interaction via firefight support and side, 
in game conversations, they all help 
the player not just have an interest in 
the game play or the overall story, but 
they make the player care about this 
imaginary character on the screen.  I 
have played both these games this year 
and by the end of both games you care 
a lot about these AI girls that you’ve 
been escorting to safety and maybe 
that’s why these games are so good.  
Instead of throwing you into a random 
escort mission to help get Gangster 
Guy #1 from point A to point B or help 
this cowboy with his cattle, these two 
games get you emotionally connected 
with the escort-ee.  They make you not 
just play the game, but play the game as 
though these characters are depending 
on you and you on them.  Even if it’s just 
as simple as saying, “Hey come check 
this out,” or tossing you a health kit just 
when you need it, that little connection 
helps us to love these AI versus AI in the 
past.  Yeah there are times when they act 
a little glitchy, but the fact that this AI will 
help you with ammo or even stab a guy 
in the back that’s about to kill you, helps 
you get connected with these characters.  
We’ve come a long way with AI and 
NPC’s and interaction between players 
and characters.  It’s gone from this thing 
on the screen is just 1s and 0s to “Holy 
crap my best friend has my back and I’m 
never gonna let them down,” all the while 
trying to remember that that ‘best friend’ 
is just a video-game character.  Curse 
you video-game developers and your 
ability to make us care about people that 
don’t exist! 

www.victoriatheatre.com
(937)228-3630

Tickets ON SALE NOW!

NBC’s “America’s Got Talent”   
Top Human Finalist!

TOM COTTER   
October 18, 2013 • Victoria Theatre
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Into the Ether                                                                               
                                  by: Mindy Becker

There is always gonna be that person that 
makes me feel out of whack, no matter how 
‘in whack’ I feel. That person whose mere 
sudden, unexpected presence makes my 
heart sink, sail, and then waver and see 
red as I acknowledge their existence.
The dreaded EX. They live in your town, 
steal your friends, haunt your old spots 
and basically poison your water. Okay, this 
may not be true for some. Fine, I’ll admit it, 
but I don’t wanna. For me, there is one that 
is the epitome of the dreaded EX. Mutha 
trucka dug up my apple tree. Bit my guitar. 
Offered a shotgun and a shovel when my 
old dog was sick. A real, sweet piece.
Let me back up a bit. I will start by saying 
that I loved this person. If you get me 
drunk enough, I will admit that I STILL love 
this person. We spent our romantic days 
together diving into the river on a freezing 
first day of January, having picnics at 
midnight in the middle of nowhere, being 
belligerent in public and having each 
other’s backs because of it, and generally 
living a dark Rom-Com complete with all 
the intimate, tumultuous trimmings. But 
my most favorite thing of all, and one that 
I can not let go, is that we used to make 
music together.
There is always that thing with an EX 
that you used to do together that makes 
you think it was all worthwhile and 
special. Something sacred, even. We 
wrote unfortunate poetry-type songs that 
teetered between the edge of insane 
drunks and mad-scientists. That may 
sound boisterous but if I am the judge 
and jury here, it is belligerently accurate. 
Music that made my heart swell and my 
limbs numb. It is hard to play those songs 
today with a calm demeanor. Powerful 
emotions- that many of us with an EX have 
felt. Emotions that we can not shake, that 
are par for the awful course. The passion 
pendulum swings freely both ways, so if 
you are privy to this sort of arousal and 
excitement, there is bound to be an equal 
and opposite reaction.
How did we move from loving, gloriously 
uproarious, musical gazes to throwing 
bottles at one another? How did we love 
each other so much that we contemplated 
making murder on anyone who wronged 
the other to only move onto threats of self 
destruction because the other was the one 
wrong-doing?
One time...this one time, the EX ripped out 
his own tooth and fashioned it into a ring for 
me. It was the single most beautiful piece 
of jewelry that I had ever owned. I think 

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

937.767.0222

YELLOWSPRINGSBREWERY.COM

Wed - Friday 3pm-10pm
Saturday 1pm-10pm • Sunday 1pm-6pm

IT’S A BEACON OF HOPE
 FOR YOUR PALATE.

{Over the Line}
WORKS BY

Greg Tobias
October 19-December 7, 2013
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Into the Ether                                                                               
                                  by: Mindy Becker

I only owned it for eight lifetimes before I 
shoved it back in his face and begged him 
to leave and take his molar and madness 
with him. What can you do after that? You 
play the break-up game, over and over.
At the end, it was really rocky mountains. 
We tried. I think we both really did, in 
our own delirious ways. But the universe 
was too intense at that point for either 
of us to sway the rotation. When we did 
the great purge and release of items 
exchanged, valued and loved, it was a 
hard and horrifyingly empty moment. He 
said he wanted to get all his things from 
my possession. I said I was at work but 
he didn’t care. I allowed him to go to my 
house because I knew it was TIME. He 
took everything he had ever given me, 
fine, I was ready. But what I didn’t expect 
was to come home to a hole in my front 
yard where my apple tree used to be. So 
yeah, he bought me the apple tree. It was 
a gift. He had to take it back. I almost get it.
But not quite.
The reasonable part of me (and yes, there 
is one) said, “Double-You-Tee-Eff! He 
dug up MY apple tree in broad daylight?! 
What brand of bull-shit is this!?” He musta 
thought the same. The apple tree was 
returned the very next day, dead, and re-
planted in it’s old hole when I got home 

from work. I like to use this story to explain 
the awfulness of our situation. How bad it 
had gotten for two manic-romantic people 
trying to cope. But the truth is, it does not 
bother me that much.
We still tried to exist with each other. Under 
pretenses and false starts and stops, 
guises of ‘Let us simply be nice and make 
music together. It is fine’. It was not fine. 
And now we exist in the dreaded EX world. 
What a gray and ugly ether. A place where 
all of sudden, your friends and THEIR 
friends are all involved, taking sides and 
placing judgment. The sea parts and yet 
no one is Moses enough to walk down the 
middle. We have all been there. Unless 
of course, you married your high school 
sweetie and in that case I am happy for 
you. Really.
But if you have not married that sweetheart 
of ages and there is someone out there 
who makes your heart cringe, or your 
inspiration leap, or your madness sink in, 
or you feel good old-fashioned depressed; 
I want you to know, I’m right there with you.
Mindy Parade once planted a dead mouse 
to see if it would grow back. She has a 
blog thingy over at
http://conversingwithearthlings
wordpress.com. You can email her at  
missmockduck@gmail.com. 

www.WagnerSubaru.com

per
month

Lease

$149
Lease a new 2013 Impreza for $149/month on a 36-month lease 
(standard model). $1,949 due at lease signing. Some restrictions 
may apply. $0 security deposit - 12,000 miles per year.  
Now through October 31, 2013  
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“Beauty is ever to the lonely mind a shadow 
fleeting; she is never plain. She is a visitor 
who leaves behind the gift of grief, the 
souvenir of pain.” 
–Christopher Morely
It was the last day of summer, or maybe 
second to last, when two friends of mine 
decided to bring to an end the thirteen-
year dance of courtship and publicly bond 
themselves to each other. The ceremony 
took place along the edge of a cement 
basin pond called Lake Lindsay, an event 
and reception center in Hamilton, Ohio. 
In practice, the two were essentially 
already married, sharing a home and 
a child together. But when the groom’s 
father was diagnosed with cancer, the 
impetus for a ceremony intensified and an 
announcement was made.
On the drive there, my thoughts were not 
of past nostalgia or fondly remembered 
misadventures, but of construction detours, 
traffic, and baking heat that rendered my 
light wool dress an expensive gray sponge. 
The late afternoon ceremony fell on the 
heels of school dismissals and early-
weekend jumpstarters, filling the roads 
with oblivious mothers and adrenalized 
high schoolers. Now, I realize it takes a 
special brand of self-absorption to interpret 
the invitation to a wedding as yet another 
demand on my time; in my defense, I was 
in grad school.
Though I knew both the bride and groom 
(the latter from a common workplace 
and the former from the latter), it was 
my boyfriend Steve’s involvement in the 
wedding party that spiraled the event from 
an occurrence, a mere alignment of time and 
space, to an occasion. Occasion: meaning 
choreography, theatre, staging, and rented 
tuxedos from Price’s department store. 
I admire the organizational coordination 
demanded of event planners, but it is 
precisely this admiration that turns me 
into the worst critic of that most sacred of 
documents—the wedding invitation.
Traditional wedding invitations were printed 
in script, on a plain white heavyweight 
paper and sealed in a plain white envelope. 
This etiquette has all but disappeared; just 
look at any invitation kit sold at Staples 
or Target. Every one of them betrays the 
cause of simplicity with ribbons, metallic 
embossing, or strange lace trimmings. Not 
that I’m a traditionalist—no sane person 
can live in the world and expect anything 
to remain sacred—but if we are going to 
depart from tradition, let’s really go for it, 
and reimagine the genre. 
I spent a year and a half working in a copy 
center—not a print shop, a copy center. 

Peacocks and Man-Made Lakes                 
                                  by: Victoria Harley
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Every spring, the brides came out of the 
woodwork to have their gaudy kits lasered 
with Vivaldi or Palace Script in our massive 
Xerox machine. Inevitably, there were 
paper jams. Inevitably, there were tears. 
The groom also once worked behind the 
same sales counter, a few years before my 
time. His wedding invitations, white linen 
paper painted with peacocks, looked more 
like Her than Him. I imagine he might have 
felt Vietnam-like flashbacks when one of 
his groomsmen pointed out, weeks before 
the wedding: “There’s no date on it.”
Believe it or not, this is a fairly common 
mistake. Who among us hasn’t forgotten to 
include something in the subject heading 
of an email? Close attention to form 
creates a blind spot for content. I once 
spent several hours hand drawing a drama 
poster to completion, only to discover I 
had misspelled “Improv.” My own brother’s 
wedding invitations included incorrect 
driving directions to the ceremony—and to 
this day I refuse to let him forget. People 
depend on these messages to find their 
way in an often unfamiliar environment. 
The who, what, where, when, why, how 
questions always matter, and details count. 
Content and design are separate entities 
meant to join dynamically to produce a 
document that conveys information simply 
and clearly. Their successful marriage is 
almost as important as your own—
But I’ve digressed horribly. I parked my 
truck on a curbless asphalt drive leading to 
“the Beach House” and followed a concrete 
ramp down to the water. From a distance 
I could see bridesmaids in peacock-blue 
dresses whisking through rows of white 
folding chairs already filled with guests. I 
briefly considered turning around before 
anyone noticed my presence, but the 
wild breeze of an oncoming thunderstorm 
cooled my temper. The forbidding gray 
clouds rolled over the lake as one of the 
bridesmaids wrung a melancholy cry from 
her violin, her clothespinned sheet music 
dancing in the wind. A gentle silence 
cradled the assemblage of guests as 
friends, family, and colleagues held their 
breath against what was almost certain 
rain.
The violinist, fighting the elements (and 
her music stand), appeared to control 
each old, graying head like a master to her 
marionettes, their heads swinging toward 
the altar with each cessation of song. I 
found a folding chair amidst strangers; the 
hem of my dress riding up slightly, I tugged 
it back down, and folded my hands in my 
lap. Over the tops of styled heads, fedora 
hats, and bald spots, I spied Steve standing 
sentinel in a line of tuxedoed groomsmen, 

a wilting black lily limping from his purple 
pocket square. The groom’s father (serving 
also as the best man) stood at the front of 
the line, cracking wise to his guests with 
lines like “Don’t you people have a home?” 
as he stalled for time. “Don’t you think we 
oughta get started?” he called to his son. 
It wasn’t until the violinist turned out a 
familiar refrain, that we knew the ceremony 
had begun. At the groom’s request, 
he walked the aisle to the tune of that 
stern Darth Vader theme, now so deeply 
ingrained in our cultural memory that a sea 
of polite chuckles accompanied the groom 
and his mother down the aisle. She ceased, 
once the altar reached, as his groomsmen 
joined him like a defensive wall on the 
soccer field, their hands folded in front of 
their genitals. A procession of ladies in 
peacock-blue, a ring bearer, and flower girl 
built to the presentation of the bride to the 
tune of more traditional melodies. 
Maybe it was the weather, or the violin, 
but as I watched the bride walk the aisle 
with her widowed mother at her side, I was 
overcome with sadness. Not for me or for 
some harbored yearning to be in her place, 
nor for her or some misguided feminist pity 
about her future as a wife and mother. I 
drowned in melancholia, understanding 
perhaps for the first time the underlying 
sadness of a wedding ceremony. One 
family loses their child, turning her over into 
the custody of another, splitting forever the 
blood from the name, as woman bears the 
responsibility for union and perpetuation of 
a family line. 
Of course, the rules have changed 
somewhat over the last century. More 
often than not, both sons and daughters 
bridge the divides, generational, familial, 
or otherwise. The bride and groom, for 
instance, lived together for several years 
before the wedding and even conceived 
a child together. Far from shame, all 
attentions turned to the little girl in white, 
the product of their union, as she made 
her shaky, hesitant steps down the aisle. 
From her view, the bizarrely ordered 
gathering of strangers must have been 
terrifyingly novel. Fear registered in her 
wide eyes, endangering the already 
delicate operation, as she moved from the 
edge of curiosity to the edge of tears. Then 
the groom, her father, came into view and 
her fears evaporated into wide smiles as 
she reached with the loving instinct of a 
creature who knows she is loved. 
Having lost my own father in the spring, 
this deeply intimate show of love charged 
my nerves with a trembling white fire. I had 
only one vapid thought to bring my mind 

into focus: Clear mascara.
The rest of the ceremony passed quickly, 
as professional photographers and 
videographers captured the unseen and 
unheard moments at the altar. Almost as 
soon as we had been gathered together, 
we were disbanded and I soon found Steve 
at my side, ducking questions and photo 
opportunities alternately. Still shaking, 
possibly from emotion, possibly from the 
breeze, I wondered if he could see my 
face during the ceremony. Using him as a 
windbreak, I stood with my back to the lake 
and waited for direction.
As the collections of pressed and prim 
wedding guests shuffled from the theater 
of ceremony to the reception area, the 
groom’s father, who had been drinking 
moonshine from a jar for most of the day, 
set his eyes on us and approached from 
the edge of the concrete plaza. “Well, 
here I was worried he’d be all alone,” he 
laughed, his dull, sagging skin pulled tightly 
across his reddened nose. He opened his 
arms for a hug—or so I thought. As he 
pulled my body against his, I remained 
an unresponsive rag doll, my arms at my 
side. “That son of a bitch kissed me on the 
mouth,” I later reported to a friend, “not 
the lips. The mouth.” It took a few beers to 
shake the bouquet of musk and moonshine 
that clung to my lips. 
I might have slapped him, had I known 
he had much longer to live. I guess I do 
respect my elders. Ultimately, his loss 
is the greater of the two. Had it not been 
my body, I may have even applauded his 
willingness to grab life by the balls. Or 
the lips. If ever there was a time for it, a 
wedding might be the place for an old 
man to make another grab for youth. That 
said, I kept a safe distance for the rest of 
the night. He understood what many fail to 
appreciate: Everything is fleeting. 
One can only appreciate the colossal 
effort taken to bring about this strange and 
singular convergence of place and time 
and people when held against the day that 
came before, and the day that comes after. 
Time always runs out, but if you’re lucky, 
the rain comes after the ceremony.
Like Moe Szyslac, “I am no good at 
weddings.” Not anymore.
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Phoning in on (Fall) Fashion             
                                                                                       by: Beth Williams & Jason Roach

If you are like us, fall shopping is 
downright FRUSTRATING!!!  Fall pieces 
are hitting the stores months before 
the leaves have even thought about 
changing, not to mention it still feels like 
a sauna outside. By the time that life-
changing oversized mohair cardigan is 
on your radar, it’s nowhere to be found. 
On top of all of that, who can remember 
what the trends were at fashion week IN 
FEBRUARY?!?! That is where we come 
in, to give insight on our favorite trends 
and how to pull it off, so you ladies and 
fellas can look sharp and turn heads all 
season long.
Fall Colors: With the change of season 
in the the MIdWest, come so many 
beautiful colors. So take a cue from the 
changing leaves and try something new 
for your wardrobe. Whether you want to 
complement or contrast, our color guide 
will give you a fresh perspective.

 
 

For the ladies:
Leather Anything- Leather jackets are 
and always have been a fall staple, why 
not try something new this fall? Ditch the 
jersey leggings for a sexy leather version 
and pair them with a cozy oversized knit. 
With so many options and colors, it’s one 
of the most wearable trends this season. 
Just remember to keep it simple to avoid 
looking biker chic (or not!)
The Full Midi Skirt- There is no easier 
way to instantly look more ladylike or 
demure. As it cinches in at the waist, it 
helps create curves on a more boyish 
figure. For you shorter gals, be sure to 
keep it just below the knee, and pair it 
with a heel to elongate those stems.
Leopard Print- Leopard print has 
become a classic neutral, and adds an 
edge to an otherwise basic outfit. It was 
seen all over the Fall 2013 runways, and 
incorporated in so many different ways, 
from printed coats to sunglasses and 
everything in between.
Collars- Whether it’s bejeweled, peter 
pan or contrasting fabrics, collars are all 
over the place. Don’t have one? You can 
easily recreate this look with a statement 
necklace and a simple shirt
A Bold Lip- With shades like Eggplant, 
Ruby Red, and Oxblood it’s the easiest 
way to add some glam. Sound too 
scary? Try a more sheer formula. Stop by 
Square One Salon or Preen Apothecary 
to find your perfect shade.
Hats- Beanies ruled the runways this 
season, with everything from casual 

to evening. What better way to combat 
those bad hair days? Also, don’t forget 
about brimmed hats. Shoot for something 
with a more substantial brim. Where 
would you get such a thing? Brim, in the 
Oregon District, of course.
Ombre Hair- This trend won’t die, and is 
very much still kicking and going strong. 
To make it work for this season, the 
contrast should be a bit more subdued. 
Try adding some golden or copper tones 
to warm things up for fall. Talk to a stylist 
at Square One to see what colors work 
best for you.
Lace-Up Booties- Lace-up booties 
can give you so many different looks, 
from menswear-inspired to sexy vixen 
stilettos. Change up those sherpa lined 
boots you have been wearing season 
after season. You wear shoes more than 
anything else in your wardrobe, they are 
worth splurging on.
Awe Inspiring Outerwear- While 
Trenches and Pea coats are a classic 
option, why not up the ante this season? 
With bold prints and textures there is 
so much to choose from. Try Clash 
Consignment for some rare finds and to 
be sure no one else will be jocking your 
style.
Colored Handbags- You carry your bag 
everywhere you go, it may be just around 
Dayton, or to the ends of the Earth. It 
should make you smile, and turn heads 
at the same time. Shying away from 
neutrals makes you nervous? Try adding 
a bag with just a pop of color.

Emerald Green- It’s Pantone’s pick 
for 2013 and we couldn’t be happier. 
Try pairing this radiant green with 
other jewel tones such as sapphire 
or amethyst. If in doubt you can 
always wear it with all black, and let 
the color speak for itself.
Oxblood- This deep, sexy shade 
of red is still sticking around from 
last year. It’s everywhere from nail 
polish to patent leather. This color 
looks so striking and there are so 
many ways to wear it, whether it’s 
a cardigan or paired with a bold lip.
Grey- Grey doesn’t have to mean 
casual or boring, and it’s the new 
neutral for fall. With so many 
varying shades, you can find one 
that complements any skin tone. 
It’s definitely the “choose your own 
adventure” color.
Acai- This rich purple is a great 
way to contrast with more neutral 
fall colors. It’s vibrant and royal 
heritage, will bring out the King and 
Queen in all of us. Plus, it’s just 
an overall fun color to add to your 
wardrobe.
Rich Blue- This shade isn’t your         
grandfather’s blue. With powerful 
deep ocean hues, it’s a bold take on 
an American classic.
Cognac- Take a cue from the falling 
leaves, and take a chance on this 
caramel color. It’s like Khaki’s 
cool older (more fashion forward) 
brother, and it looks great paired 
with any color.
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Phoning in on (Fall) Fashion             
                                                                                       by: Beth Williams & Jason Roach

For the fellas: 
(The importance of) Grooming- 
Bearded, mustached, or baby-faced we 
all have our own unique approach to 
our facial hair, let alone the hair on our 
heads. Take some time and get your self 
groomed. With places like Square One 
Salon, Derailed, and The Bearded Barber 
around, what are you waiting for? Think 
about it this way. When you take her on 
a date to that cute and cozy Bistro (you 
know, the one across from the record 
store), you want her to be enamored by 
how effortlessly put together you are, not 
wondering if you own any mirrors. Keep 
that shit in check!
Hoodies/Sweatshirts- Remember the 
hoodie or sweatshirt that you loved? 
All the great memories you two have 
together; The bonfires, concerts, the 
weekend trips to Everywhere,USA. It’s 
that time, boys. Time to find a hoodie 
that will stick with you, even if your 
summer love doesn’t. Opt for heathered 
fabrics, color blocks, and patterns like 
houndstooth or herringbone. Animal print 
sweatshirts are definitely on the radar 
too! 
Cardigans/Mock neck sweaters- I 
know these types of sweaters can be 
intimidating and you may feel compelled 
to buy a pipe to pull it off, but you don’t 
have to! Go for warm and cozy, and don’t 
be afraid to look a little nerdy. I promise 
with a great knit cardigan on, someone is 
looking at you. Go for big buttons and a 

fitted look. Just ask yourself what James 
Bond and the Brawny man’s love child 
would wear. If you feel like you have to 
sit in front of a fire after you put it on, then 
you’re well on your way.
Mixed patterns- Warning! Brass Balls 
required! After so many decades of being 
scorned for mixing patterns, for the boys 
who don’t dress up every day this could 
be another daunting feat. Take your time 
when mixing patterns and the outcome 
will far exceed the effort. If you’re still 
not comfortable with the idea, then you 
should try horizontal stripes or big bold 
plaid prints. Paisley and polkadot get an 
honorable mention.
Colorful Corduroy- Its awesome to see 
how something I once considered so 
boring has had new life injected into it. 
Corduroy is a recent addition to my list 
of favorites, but with all the options now 
available, from shirt to pants to outerwear, 
there’s so many reasons to get into it. For 
those of you already hip to chords, try 
hunting down some new colors. 
The Weekend Bag- Summer is over 
and I bet with all the traveling we did our 
favorite duffel and book bags are well 
worn. For most of us, the next time we’ll 
hit the road is to celebrate the upcoming 
holidays, so now is the perfect time to 
and invest in a weekend bag that won’t 
leave mom and dad wondering about 
your general health. It should be big 
enough to carry two pairs of shoes, 3 
outfits, a couple accessories and all your 
toiletries. Look for durable fabrics, like 

canvas, that’ll make it through the winter.
Watches and Cuffs- Cool down your fall 
look with some nice wrist gear. With so 
many Etsy stores and antique shops 
taking over, this is the perfect season find 
a great timepiece that show off how rustic 
and rugged you can be. Nothing says 
gentleman like a big, bold watch face 
with a gorgeous, leather cuff. You might 
want to invest in a black and a brown, so 
your timepiece can finally keep up with 
your changing style.
Suspenders, Neckties, Bow ties, Belts- 
Yes, yes, yes, and yes. Try hunting 
down some leather suspenders. They’re 
pretty sweet and you can get them super 
skinny(just like your jeans, don’t deny 
it). Musician and poet Ryan Jones is 
wearing a pair to his wedding this month, 
paired with a floral bowtie and matching 
belt. Dusty, from ReCreate Music shop 
was looking pretty dapper in his Kelly 
Green suspenders when he recently tied 
the knot. Congrats guys!
Hats- I love a good beanie, but guys if 
you’re gonna do it, do it right. With a little 
patience and a keen eye you can find all 
the colors you never thought possible. 
If you need a brim on your hat, try 
something new. The are tons of options 
available. Leather bills and paneled hats 
are catching my eye this season. Head 
to Brim, in Dayton’s Historical Oregon 
District and let resident experts, Amelia 
and Brian, take care of you. Find a hat 
that fits you and your personal style and 
wear it proud. Don’t be afraid of floral 
prints and patterns.
Shoes- Guys, I really struggled here and 
I want you to know that. I’m very very 
picky about my shoes and you should be 
too. I’ve narrowed it down to boots and 
loafers. They’re all you really needs as 
it cools down. Try a pair of Red Wing’s 
or go check out Aldo’s collection. They 
say you can tell where a man has been 
and where he’s going just by looking at 
his shoes. Trust me, girls and guys alike 
notice good foot wear. 
  That’s all for this issue, friends. Stay 
tuned for the November Gift Guide!
About your stylists: 
Beth is a hairstylist at Square One Salon 
for over 7 years now & has been fashion-
obsessed since a young age. She has also 
won numerous awards for her costume 
styling and design.
Jason is a design and aesthetics consultant 
for competitive arts programs, and a retail 
veteran. His work has won numerous 
awards for its effect and presentation.
Big thanks to Travis Small for his graphics! 
See you soon!
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An Exquisite Corpse, Volume 1           
                                                                                  by: Thomas Grey     compiled by: J. Ambrose Sweigart

I could hear it coming. Soft, but seething. 
Like whispered profanity. Like a 
matchstick burning, slowly, backwards, 
ready to fire up at its sulfurous tip. I could 
taste it. Like blood, but sweeter. Like 
candy, but far more serious.
It started with the call of a whippoorwill.
I’ve always been bothered by the violence 
of birds, eager to peck at the flesh of a 
corpse or tear a minnow from a placid 
pond. The fluttering. The piercing cry on 
an otherwise featureless wind.
      “Whip-poor-will.” Make him suffer.
I had awoken unusually refreshed. My 
optimism was new and I walked around 
the one-room cabin holding it gingerly like 
a newborn, inspecting my new home. I 
brewed a small pot of coffee and layered 

up before walking outside to survey the 
crisp, late winter morning.
The southeast Ohio hills were matted with 
melting snow. There was an eagerness to 
the tranquility, like an arrow in flight. But 
I didn’t sense it immediately. I looked out 
over the landscape and smiled. Breathed 
deeply.
I was a man on the run. Still am, really. 
I’m still not entirely sure what I’m running 
from, but then I was oblivious. I only 
knew that I had fallen into something, 
like Alice’s hole, and there were hungry 
carnivores eager to devour me, and 
something massive in the balance. The 
pursuit had left me a shell of pallid skin, 
nights spent dashing through the farthest 
reaches of dream and days spent 
wondering what clues I had forgotten.
That’s why I went to the woods. And that 
morning, I allowed myself to believe that 

Chapter 1: A Murder of Crows

the demons hadn’t found me there. I 
pretended like the universe was a thing 
where physical location mattered. I felt 
alone. Safe.
I sat down on the porch bench that was 
little more than a log split in two length-
wise. Took a deep draw of black coffee 
– its heat sharp against my lips – and 
watched my breath billow, warmed by 
the drink.
The sound was like the crack of a rifle. 
“Whip-poor-will.” A soul had been let 
loose.
The memory came flooding back.
I was on the deck of a fishing vessel, 
trapped in a sea the size and blackness 
of the sky. Blood poured down the blade 
of the hooked machete in my hand, my 
hand dripped, it soaked up my sleeve.
The bodies of children surrounded my 
feet. Did I do this? Was I trying to save 
them?
    “Yes, you were,” said the voice in the 
night. “And yes you did.”
    “Who are you?” I called out, though 
I already knew. I couldn’t see him 
presently, but I recognized the growl in       
his voice. If I looked hard enough into the 
darkness, I suspected I would make out 
a set of sharp gleaming teeth hovering, 
hinting at an invisible beast behind it. The 
creature saw no need to answer.
I immediately began inspecting the 
bodies. Dead. Dead. Dead. All with 
muscle peeling from bone, in the throes 
of decay. The blood had soaked up to my 
shoulder.
    “Thomas.” The fourth child clung to 
life. His face was recognizable, but only 
barely. Was it a face I plucked from 
the grocery store line? Was his death 
genuine? It felt that way. “Thomas, you 
said we could trust you. You said you 
were strong. We loved you. We loved 
you.” His eyes closed. I felt the wetness 
of blood running down my temple. I was 
bathed in it.

I stood and screamed into the darkness: 
“Is this your device? Am I being tested?”
“Perhaps,” came the gurgling growl. “Or 
perhaps this was your choice. You were 
a fool to meddle in dreams.”
Dreams. Dizziness seized me. I fell to my 
knees, and fell and fell.
That’s when I awoke in the cabin with 
false optimism.
And on the porch the bird’s song made it 
clear: the war was still on.

Jason Watkins

Sauteed 
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Toasted 
White Bread

Boars Head 
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Grilled 
Buffalo 
Chicken

Mozzarella

Southpaw
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In today’s fast-paced world full of smart 
phones and reality TV, we sometimes 
forget that there was a time before 
internet search engines and lattes. As 
a society, we tend to try and ignore that 
era of humanity since most people view 
it simply as the lead up to being able to 
throw birds at pigs on their phone. But 
for those of us that have paid attention 
(and statistically since you’re still reading 
printed media that probably includes you), 
we are more than familiar with the movies 
and films produced by our forebearers. In 
a world without Adobe Premiere and CGI, 
people had to make movies the hard way: 
by actually making them. Sometimes the 
results were great and we ended up with 
cinematic masterpieces like Casablanca 
and Citizen Kane. Other times, we’ve 
fallen short and ended up with flops like 
Plan 9 from Outer Space, Killer Shrews, 
and anything that Nic Cage has been 
in. Most of those movies have been 
forgotten, ignored, or panned by the film 
community as not being worthwhile. I 
however firmly believe that B-movies still 
have an important place in society. Here’s 
why.

1. They are confidence boosters.
With all the high caliber blockbusters that 
flood the markets nowadays, it’s easy 
to get intimidated. After all, how does 
that kung-fu space musical you wrote in 
high school stack up against something 
like Titanic? Chances are that if James 
Cameron ever got the wild notion to do 
a rollicking singing flick about karate 
in space he could probably do it better 
than you, right? Maybe. But how does it 
stack up to so-called wastes of film like 
Hercules versus the Moon Men or Red 
Zone Cuba? Yeah, all of the sudden your 
Galaxy Samurai Musical treatment isn’t 
looking so bad, now is it? That’s because 
in Hollywood or any other film market, 
you have to pitch your idea to someone. 
More often than not, those ideas get 
shot down, but every now and then you’ll 
run across someone willing to say “A 
tornado full of sharks? How can we NOT 
make that movie?!” And even if you can’t 
find someone who’s willing to back you, 
you could always make it yourself. Who 
knows, maybe it’ll be the next Cannibal: 
The Musical. The truth of the matter is that 

Five Life Lessons the B-Movies Teach       
by: Dan Burke

there is a market or audience for nearly 
everything out there and, if you’ve got 
the drive and dedication, you can create 
a product that said audience will enjoy. 
Plus, let’s not forget that Aye Chihuahua 
is a real film that got made. If the fact that 
someone looked at that script and went, 
“Yep, this is the best possible use of our 
money and resources” doesn’t give you 
hope for your idea, then nothing will. 

2. You learn more from mistakes then 
you do from successes.
When I was young, I had somehow 
gotten the urge to stick a paperclip into 
an electrical outlet. Both my father and my 
grandfather were in the room as I decided 
to enact what I was convinced was a 
brilliant scientific experiment that would 
benefit mankind. As I shoved the piece 
of metal into the socket, both men stayed 
completely silent, save for the sound 
of stifled giggling that emanated from 
behind their clenched teeth. It was then 
that I learned three important lessons. 
The first is that my family is filled to the 
brim with horrible, horrible people. The 
second is that electricity is the Wu-Tang 
Clan of energy sources, in that it ain’t 
nothing to fuck with. And finally, the last 
important lesson was that you remember 
knowledge you’ve learned through 
screw ups a thousand times better than 
the knowledge you’ve learned through 
successes. It’s the same with B-movies. 
When you watch the Lord of the Rings 
trilogy, all you learn is that Peter Jackson 
is awesome because he can make a 
trilogy about what is essentially a hiking 
trip gone wrong. But when you watch 
Manos: The Hands of Fate, you learn a 
lot more because you learn what NOT 
to do. And hell, wasn’t it Thomas Edison 
who said “I have not failed. I’ve just found 
10,000 ways that won’t work. Now if you’ll 
excuse me, I have to go steal more stuff 
from Tesla” [citation needed].

3. Everyone’s gotta start somewhere.
It’s easy to look at actors and celebrities 
and be intimidated by their bodies of 
work. (Unless the actor in question is 
Rob Schneider, in which case the typical 
emotional response hovers somewhere 
between disgust and pity.) Actors and 
actresses famous for larger-than-life rolls 
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can certainly make your accomplishments 
seem small by comparison. I mean, how 
does my Xbox gamer score stack up to 
the Academy Awards that Clint Eastwood 
has won? Probably not that well. But the 
fact that the first movie he starred in was 
a 1955 sci-fi disaster called Revenge of 
the Creature is a little easier to swallow, 
especially since he was a nameless lab 
assistant. Jennifer Aniston is one of the 
most famous women on the planet and 
yet most people tend to overlook the 
fact that she was in Leprechaun. Yes 
that’s right, freaking Leprechaun. Before 
she got paid nearly a million dollars an 
episode for Friends, Jennifer Aniston got 
chased around by former Ewok turned 
mystical Irish monster Warwick Davis. 
Kinda puts her roll in You, Me & Dupree 
into perspective, doesn’t it? Hell, Demi 
Moore was the token female love interest 
in Master Ninja before she made it big. 
B-Movies remind us that these people are 
human and that the only thing separating 
us from them is hard work, opportunity, 
and a 300 pound bodyguard name Tyrone. 

4. You can do more with less.
George Romero’s Night of the Living Dead 
is the godfather of zombie cinema and 
single-handedly reinvented horror movies. 
And it did so on a shoestring budget. Most 
of the movie takes place inside, which 
you could attribute to a desire to create 
a tense, confined atmosphere. You could 
also attribute it to the fact they had less 
money than Pete Rose after a trip to 
Vegas. But they made it work. How? By 
using what they had to maximum effect. 
The same can be said of the movie Evil 
Dead, since the vast majority of the story 
is either in the confines of the forest or 
a shack. You could go ahead and write 
a sweeping space epic so good that it 
makes George Lucas long for the days 
when Han shot first, but if all you can 
afford to spend on the model spaceships 
are pie tins on strings, your product 
will suffer. (Or it could make the movie 
infinitely better, if you frame it in a comedic 
or satirical setting.) If you look back on old 
atomic era B-movies, most sets and props 
look like they were cobbled together by 
MacGuyver during a bad acid trip. Yet they 
retain their charm because we know that 
the creators were working with what they 
had. The same cannot be said of movies 
by companies that have the resources to 
make a good movie, but lack the drive 
to create anything other than something 
that’s trying to free you from the contents 

of your wallet. 
The point I’m trying to make is this: If 
you to make something, whether it be a 
movie, music, or invention, you need to do 
so by using what you have to maximum 
efficiency. And the best way to do this is 
to learn from the masters, many of which 
reside in B-cinema. So the next time you 
watch reruns of Mystery Science Theatre 
3000 and you see a monster that’s just a 
dude in a gorilla suit with a fish bowl on his 
head, pay attention. That gorilla monster 
might have something to teach you…You 
know, something useful. Not just that you 
shouldn’t do drugs. 

5. You might be the next big trend.
In Japan, giant monster movies (or kaiju 
as they are sometime called) are part of 
the cultural landscape. It’s a multi-million 
dollar industry that has a savagely loyal 
following. It has its own unique set of 
standards, clichés, and tropes associated 
with it, and each film can trace its lineage 
either directly or indirectly to the 1954 
atomic age film Gojira. The same can 
be said of the Clint Eastwood classic A 
Fistful of Dollars, which is the genesis 
point for dozens of spaghetti westerns. 
Texas Chainsaw Massacre and Friday 
the 13th aren’t exactly swimming knee-
deep in accolades and yet the slasher 
movie genre would not exist without them. 
These movies are important because 
they helped create various genres and 
sub genres that have forever altered 
the field of storytelling. Now, I won’t lie 
to you. Creating a new type of movie or 
storytelling setting is nigh-impossible 
nowadays. That’s why everything you see 
in the theater is a sequel, a remake, or 
an adaptation of a book. Film studios cling 
to these standbys because they know that 
they’ll make money. So, the odds of them 
taking a chance on something new and 
unproven is about as likely as Lindsay 
Lohan showing up to work sober: Slim 
to none. But making an indie or B-movie 
lacks those restrictions. True, it also lacks 
the resources, but on the off chance that 
your film develops a niche following, you 
then find yourself with a monopoly on the 
market. Ed Wood is still lauded today for 
his bizarre, low-budget accomplishments 
because he was willing to try something 
new. The same will probably not be said of 
whatever poor sap got roped into directing 
Cranked 3: The Re-Cranking. 
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DaytonMostMetro.com  

The Downtown Dayton 
LGBT Film Festival
The Neon
October 11-13
12:00 PM - 12:00 AM

Potted Potter
Victoria Theatre
October 12, 13 2013 
3:00 PM

Yellow Springs Street Fair
Downtown Yellow Springs
Saturday October 12
9:00 AM - 5:00 PM

The Rocky Horror (Puppet) Show
Dayton Art Institute
October 11, 12 18, 19, 25, 26 Nov 1, 2 
8:00 PM - 10:00 pm

Masquerage 2013
Montgomery County Fairgrounds
Saturday October 19
8:00 PM - 1:00 AM



COLUMBUS
CALENDAR

1206 N Pearl St.
Central Ohio’s most talented crafters will 
descend on an empty warehouse and unleash 
an array of handmade items possessed with 
the spirit of Halloween.

ATTACK OF THE KILLER CRAFTS! 10/19
12-8 p.m

KOBO

10/10CADAVER DOGS  'FLAUNT 'EM IF 
IT'S AUTUMN' TOUR KICK OFF

The Newport Music Hall  

Neko Case 10/19
7-8pm

COLUMBUS ITALIAN FESTIVAL 10/11-12

720 Hamlet Street

Blues for Smoke On Going

The Wexner Center
Feel the power of the blues resonate through 
contemporary art and culture in Blues for Smoke, 
a major interdisciplinary exhibition that explores 
the work of more than 40 artists through the lens 
of the blues and “blues aesthetics.” 

|27



28|

  A lot of people are starting to dip into 
the craft beer scene these days. It’s very 
obvious that a lot of bars are starting 
to hop on this wagon as well. Some of 
the people that have been in this game 
for a while take the hobby a little more 
serious than others. I myself enjoy the 
heck out of it. Outside of music and going 
to see shows, beer is about the only 
other hobby I have. No complaints here. 
Having worked in the industry for almost 
(and only) three years, I have learned a 
whole lot. 
  One thing I thoroughly enjoy is educating 
people on the subject. It’s a passion 
of mine. That’s why I find nothing but 
happiness every time I’m behind the bar 
and someone tests my knowledge about 
a certain beer we have on draft. Just this 
week, there were a group of men that 
were in town for a convention at WPAFB 
and, to their inconvenience, they couldn’t 
get in due to the shutdown. But to their 
unexpected CONvenience they found 
me and Lucky’s Taproom in the Oregon 
District. They loved the tap list! There 
were mass beers they couldn’t get at 
home, since they were all from different 
states spread across the country.
  Before their liquid lunch was over, they 
had asked me lots of questions about 
every beer on tap as well as many 
questions about our cuisine (for the fact 
they were all meat eaters and didn’t 
know much about vegetarian and vegan 
options). I was rather slow that day at 
work, so I got to nerd out about beer 
with them for a couple of hours and tell 
them about other craft beer destinations 
in our beautiful Gem City. Before they 
left, they gave me compliments about the 
information I supplied and told me they’d 
be back for sure (which was the truth, the 
very next day to be exact). This made my 
freaking day!
  My point behind all of this is not to brag 
about how genius I am on the subject. It is 
to show that you can share the things you 
know in a positive way. I’ve been around 
other “beer nerds” and have heard them 
talk down to less informed drinkers and 
that really pisses me off. Though I may 
agree with the point they are making, 
there are definitely other ways to correct 
or inform them. You know, instead of 

OH BEER:       by: Landon McKibben

doggin’ the dude, let him know what he 
was saying wrong and tell him the correct 
term or terms. Now this next part may be 
of no good use to you because you’ve 
been around the scene, but I’d like to 
point out some pretty common beer 
terms and their definitions for the not-so-
lingual, up and coming craft drinker. 

ABV: Alcohol By Volume. This 
percentage indicates the amount of 
alcohol in your beer.
IBU: International Bittering Units. A 
measurement of the iso-alpha acid 
concentration in beer. This is what makes 
your beer more bitter or “hoppy.” (Though 
in my opinion, IBUs have basically come 
to define the amount of hops in a beer, 
not technically how bitter the beer is.)
Gravity: The amount of sugar in a beer.
Hoppy: The flavor in a beer that seems 
to have an extreme taste and aroma of 
hops. “Hoppy” is a pretty broad term 
anymore, for the fact that there are so 
many varieties and aromas. But you get 
the point.
Malty: A beer with a really strong malt 
flavor. (Duh.) Malty typically means 
sweet, toasted, “bready” type flavors, just 
to name a few.

Yellow Springs- Wobbly Wheel
So far, I have been extremely impressed 
by this brewery. I’m very excited to see 
it do well, I’m even more excited to see 
what beers they are going to make in the 
future. A great staple here in the area it 
has become! Knowing they are starting 
distribution to Columbus, I wanted to 
give a shout out to these guys especially. 
Wobbly Wheel is hands down one of my 
favorite American IPAs around right now: 
Delicious citrus and grapefruit up front 
with a crisp clean bitter (but not too bitter) 
end to it. Very well-rounded. It comes in 
with a kick ass and well-hidden 8% ABV. 
Yeah, man. Get you some. 
Landon Shayne McKibben:
Bartender at Lucky’s Taproom. I enjoy 
beer, bud, music and singing in Grand 
Mammoth, a rock & roll band in Dayton.
LandonDYTbeer@gmail.com

BEER TALKING
101NOW SERVING LUNCH!
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Dirk Quinn Band

The Lost River Caveman

Friday Oct 11th

Saturday Oct 12th
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ADVICE: MAMA CASS
Dear Mama Cass,

I have rented the same cozy, clean 
apartment for three years. I love it; I have 
a ten minute trek to work, fifteen minutes 
to my parents’ house and am very 
close to a grocery. Keeping all of these 
benefits in mind, I recommended a friend 
of mine look in the area when she was 
recently house-searching.  She quickly 
moved in a few doors down.  We have 
been reasonably close for a few years 
now but since becoming neighbors, 
she is rabid concerning time we spend 
together. She plans joint shopping trips 
and gets miffed if I stop to grab so much 
as a carton of milk without checking to 
see if she needs anything while I’m at 
the store.  She keeps later hours than I 
do (I wake up at 7:30 for work and head 
to bed no later than 1 am) and often 
calls after she gets off work anytime 
from midnight to two am. I’ve taken to 
parking in my garage around back and 
hustling into the house, cowering like a 
refugee so she won’t happen to see me 
from one of her windows. If she does, 
she calls or comes over uninvited. The 
home I love has become a prison with a 
nosy, needy warden. I need space but 
value this friendship; how do I say “Back 
off!” nicely? 

--Fenced In

Dear Fenced In, 

Sometimes, being helpful backfires.  I 
hope that you haven’t taken this 
experience as a lesson in “Why not to help 
others”. It just so happens that this friend 
is taking advantage of you in this scenario. 
No big deal yet. Any relationship with 
another person has times of strain and 
typically, the best corrective measure is 
to communicate your needs.  When you 
two weren’t living so very close, it wasn’t 
necessary to outline some boundaries. 
Don’t feel guilty because your friendship 

has changed and now requires some 
different parameters.  As a relationship 
evolves, each person redefines his 
needs. You are not withdrawing from 
your friendship, you are maintaining your 
own sanity. The balance between self-
preservation and selflessness can be 
tricky for some people. Offering to share 
your neighborhood with a friend is an act 
of generosity (not as if the neighborhood 
is your domain, but obviously, before, it at 
least served as your refuge). 
Plainly, your friend is ignoring some very 
clear divisions of personal space.  Prior 
to your proximity, you two did not spend 
as much time together. While living 
closer allows for more contact, it has 
become obtrusive.  It seems as though 
she is filling some recent void in her life 
with you and your schedule.  Is she going 
through some emotional disruption? 
While that may be the case, she still 
should not be overwhelming you with her 
attention.  You cannot fix her problems 
by enabling her to focus on you in place 
of dealing with her festering issues. 
I recommend a frank conversation 
centered around establishing your need 
for privacy.  Be certain to not emphasize 
“alone time”; this phrase implies time 
by yourself and you should be able to 
have guests without her being able 
to misconstrue your entertainment of 
others as an open invitation to her, 
as well. Instead, highlight the last few 
years of your residence as a time of 
healthy development for you; you have 
established a routine and while it is 
flexible enough to allow for her friendship 
to take on a bigger role, you adamantly 
require the peace of mind afforded 
by consistency. So no more late night 
calls, no more spying and no more 
unnanounced visits.  Be firm; you care 
for her but require that she respects your 
time and space. 

Good luck! 
Mama Cass 

TICK KECK TOE

     Buying a New Car

So your ________ car from ________ left you stranded on the side of the 

________ in the pouring ________ for the last time. Guess it’s time to go to 

________’s car dealership! Now a lot of people dread buying a new ________ 

but with these ________ steps, you should be back on the road in no time. Before 

talking with a slimy ________ salesman, do some research.  Whether your 

________ for a hot new ________ or the most economical ________ ________ 

on the block, its best to know your options first. Then, when you’re finally ready 

to ________ with a sales guy, be sure to be on your guard. These ________ 

guys are worthless ________ that are trained to get you driving a ________ 

even though you can’t even afford a ________. Be direct, tell him what you want 

and if he starts to ________ like a ________, ask for a different sales rep.  Once 

you drive your new car off the ________ on your terms, you’ll be happier than a 

________ ________ in a ________ as you cruise down the road.

Telephone’s phrasal template word game

adjective

name

adjective

verb

verb

noun

something cheap

type of weather

year

animal

plural noun

noun

noun

adjective

adjective

verb-ing noun noun

noun

nounnounadjective

something expensive



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
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 zombiedogzdayton.com

@Zombie_Dogz
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Austin Radcliffe, 26, Currently living in Dayton, OH. 
Founder of the blog Things Organized Neatly. 

Artist, designer, photographer, woodworker & thinker, currently living in Dayton, OH....
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(937) 520-3782    605 E. Fifth St. Dayton, OH    45402

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

expires 11/1/13

THIS IS intentional
white space
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LOCAL COMICS
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WYSO Fall Membership Drive
Happening now thru October 13!


