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Yellow Springs Brewery Smokin’ Handsome Brown Ale        
                                                                                                                        by: Brian Johnson

Brian Johnson Chats Up Yellow Springs 
Brewery’s Lead Brewer Jeffrey McElfresh 
and Partner Nate Cornett on a Recent Silver 
Medal Win at the 2013 Great American 
Beer Festival.

B: First off, what was the inspiration for 
starting the brewery?

N: I bought this domain name back in 2010, 
as a pipe dream. I was just a home brewer 
who had eventually started volunteering 
for other breweries. Which was, I guess, the 
start of it. It just started out as a hobby. I 
just wasn’t happy with my job at the base.

B: Oh, right on. That re-invention idea, 
kinda like reinventing yourself and 
making something new happen. . .Okay 
fast forward like two years when you open 
the brewery here in Yellow Springs. What 

kind of aspirations did you have kind. . . 
or intent on winning a medal at G.A.B.F?

N: I mean, we obviously wanted to win a 
medal, but our hopes weren’t super high. 
Our aspirations were to just make good 
beer. And to sell as much locally as we can.

B: I was told that you only entered one 
beer, is that true?

N: Yes

B: How many other entries were there?

J: In our flight there were 80 entries. 
Overall, there were over 4,000.

B: Four thousand?

J: Yes

N: Before we go too far, I wanted to take 
you back to when I first started volunteering 
in breweries. Which is where I met Jeffery, 
who also wanted to open up a brewery. So 
we met and we just became friends there.

B: At what brewery did you meet?

N: Rivertown

B: Where is that?

N: Cincinatti

B: Tell us about the beer that won. Do you 
sell a lot of it here?

J: Generally it’s just a smoked version of 
our Brown Ale. Which is something that 
we’ve made from the beginning, called 
Handsome. So to mix it up every once in 
a while we add smoked malt to it. That was 

“. . .among the most coveted in the brewing world”

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

937.767.0222

YELLOWSPRINGSBREWERY.COM

To Find an Establishment
Near You Visit:

IT’S A BEACON OF HOPE
 FOR YOUR PALATE.

Available on Draft 
in Select 

Dayton Bars 

Photo: Sarah Browning
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Yellow Springs Brewery Smokin’ Handsome Brown Ale        
                                                                                                                        by: Brian Johnson

one of the beers where the category was 
still open at the G.A.B.F. which is how that 
beer got entered in particular. So here on 
site we make it. It’s not seasonal but it is a 
rotational beer.

B: So the smoked malt, what is the process 
for smoked malt?

J: There’s a couple of companies in Germany 
that actually do beech wood smoked malt. 
It’s a specific type of wood that they burn 
and slow smoke just regular German malt.

B: How would you say that effects the 
flavor of the beer.

J: It’s huge. Like the difference between 
microwaving and grilling food.

B: Oh, okay.

N: It’s just like smoking meat. You get that 
smokey flavor into the meat, ya know?
It’s like the malt picks up on those same 
flavors.

B: Ah, okay.

N: We brewed it especially for G.A.B.F. 
because we thought it was going to be a 
small class. And, then come to find out, as 
soon as we tried to register for G.A.B.F. it 
had already closed out. It had been closed 
out for like an hour. So a lot of breweries 
didn’t get to get in, the competition had 
already closed and they’d stopped accepting 
entries. At that point they said, “Hey, 
there’s a waiting list.  we put our name in 
the list and they contacted us and told us 
that that we could serve two beers on the 
festival floor, but they wouldn’t be judged 
because that list is still full. And we thought 
“why not, we’re going anyway and the 
exposure would be good.” They contacted 
us a couple of weeks later and said that they 
had room to judge one of the beers. The 
Captain Stardust which is pretty much our 
flagship beer, would have been our obvious 
choice, but that category was maxed out and 
they weren’t accepting anymore entries for 
that category. Luckily, the second beer, the 
Smoked Handsome, our smoked brown ale 
was still open, and we were able to get that 
one in.

B: Awesome, kinda like an Underdog  

“My goal is the same as it was before we entered G.A.B.F. and before we even started 
here which is to continue to gather knowledge and brew the best possible beer that I 

can.”-Jeffrey McElfresh

story! You don’t even think you’re going 
to get in. . . and then all of a sudden you 
get your one in, and then it wins!

J: Yeah so one beer, one entry, and one 
medal is definitely pretty spectacular. Pretty 
amazing!

B: Could you like describe G.A.B.F a little 
bit more? Like go into detail for people 
who don’t know?

N: Yeah, it’s the largest craft beer festival in 
the country, not sure if it’s the biggest in the 
world, but it rivals anything else out there. 
There were over six hundred breweries 
across the country there, so yeah, just a huge 
convention center.

B: Do you know how many people attend 
this event?

J: It sells out every year. It’s huge

N: There’s four sessions that go from 
Thursday through Saturday. One on each 
day, and two on Saturday. and the award 
ceremony is on Saturday morning. and 
the awards are given out Saturday morning 
before the first session. So everyone has a 
chance to come in and taste all of the medal 
winning beers.

B: So outside of your own, what was your 
favorite beer?

N: I couldn’t tell you, all of them are 
professionals and they’re all good.
That’s what makes it so amazing in my mind, 
that a tiny seven barrel brewery from Yellow 
Springs can come home with a medal from 
an event like that.

J: I mean, we’re competing against brewing 
companies like Dogfish Head, Stone, Sam 
Adams. . . just huge stalwarts of the craft 
beer industry. So its a privilege to get in, but 
it’s just astounding to bring home a medal.

B: So what’s the plan for Y.S. Brewery and 
G.A.B.F. next year?

N: Just try and keep up with demands. Grow 
slow and grow quietly. We’ve entered the 
World Beer Cup so that’s the same scenario 
where we’re not expecting anything but...

B: When is the World Beer cup?

N: It’s in April, in Denver. Every two years. 
So we figured we’d might as well hit it while 
the iron is hot.

B: That’d be a nice spot to be in.

J: My goal is the same as it was before we 
entered G.A.B.F. and before we even 
started here which is to continue to gather 
knowledge and brew the best possible beer 
that I can. the medals are fantastic and the 
reception is perfect. But I really just want to 
brew the best possible beer that I can.

Photo: Sarah Browning
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The 10 Most Dangerous Primates in Comic Book History: Part One        
                                                               by: Dan Burke

Comic books have a disproportionately 
large population of monkeys and apes 
that have super powers. “And why not?” 
you ask yourself, what with your heart 
full of ignorance and your face made of 
bitch. “Those little guys are awesome! 
They run around and throw poop and act 
semi-human. They’re like smaller, more 
talented versions of Robin Williams”. You 
might think that, but as history has proven 
that’s not the case at all; these bastards are 
dangerous enough on there own so one can 
only imagine the kind of horror they could 
cause with super powers. 
 For example....
1. The Super Apes
  http://marvel.wikia.com/Super-Apes
The Primates
 Miklho (a lowland gorilla), Peotor (an 
orangutan), and Igor (a baboon). 
The History
 The Super-Apes are three unfortunate 
primates that had the shitacular luck to 
be part of a Russian space project run by 
a B-level mad scientist called The Red 
Ghost. Ghost was of course a card carrying 
member of the biggest club in comic book 
history; The Petty Geniuses Club. It’s like 
the Breakfast Club only with more of an 
emphasis on gene splitting and spite. 
  Ghost had managed to con the Russians 
into shooting him and his hairy drinking 

buddies into space so he could get a hit 
of that sweet, sweet cosmic radiation that 
gave the Fantastic Four there mojo. One 
could argue that sending up apes to test the 
radiation was actually smarter then doing it 
yourself like the Fantastic Four did. But it’s 
that same kind of pussy logic that led to the 
Soviets losing the Cold War hippie, so shut 
your doobie hole! 
  To nobody’s surprise Ghost and the Super-
Apes gained badass powers; Ghost could 
become intangible, Igor got shape shifting, 
Peotor got magnetism, and Miklho got 
strength.
The Horror
 First off, The Red Ghost is obviously 
a disturbed loner that hasn’t touched a 
vagina since he worked at the Westminster 
Dog show. The loneliness, coupled with 
his ability to faze through walls and panties 
makes him a formidable sexual predator. 
Throw in the fact that Igor the baboon is 
a shape shifting wing man and his buddy 
Miklho is super strong and there won’t be a 
sorority house in American that’s safe. But 
the most terrifying part of all this is Peotor, 
whose magnetic powers would allow him to 
slow the flow of iron to a person’s brain and 
cause them to pass out (a trick Magneto’s 
used on more then one occasion). All 
that’s missing is an endorsement deal from 
Rophanl and The Super-Apes will be next 

to Ben Roethlisberger in the Date Rape 
Hall of Fame.
2. Moon Boy the Monkey
  http://marvel.wikia.com/Moon_Boy
The Primate
  Moon Boy (extra-dimensional missing link)
The History
 In a startling display of false advertising 
Moon Boy is not, in fact from the moon. 
This already makes Moon Boy a pretty shifty 
character. Couple that with the fact that 
Moon Boy isn’t even from our dimension 
and you’ve got yourself one shady foreign 
ape looking to take jobs away from decent, 
hardworking American chimps. Granted, 
his Moe Howard haircut and imposing four 
foot frame make him about as intimidating 
as a drunken Danny Devito (or really just 
Danny Devito), so what makes this guy such 
a threat?
The Horror
http://dinosaurswithguns . tumblr.com/
post/534575482/devil-dinosaur
 This. This is what makes Moon Boy 
dangerous. 
  The dapper reptile in the picture above is 
Moon Boy’s longtime companion the Devil 
Dinosaur. This bloodcurdling behemoth of 
primal terror became best buds after a rival 
tribe of Moon Boy’s (Moon People? Moon 
Dudes?) killed his mother and siblings. 
Realizing that having a multi-ton avatar of 

slaughter as a friend would be a good thing, 
Moon Boy befriend the razor toothed 
rapscallion. Not only has the Devil Dinosaur 
resisted the completely natural urge to snack 
on his hairy hommie but he can recognize 
and listen to him. This not only makes him 
smarter then most dinosaurs, but it also 
means that he’s capable of very human 
concepts like revenge. We here at Telephone 
will readily admit that there isn’t a single 
one of us that wouldn’t use a dinosaur 
against people who’ve slighted us in the 
past. Having a pseudo-sentient primate with 
even worse impulse control is literally the 
second worse doomsday scenario involving 
apes and dinosaurs that we can think of (the 
first would be if the apes were also zombies. 
Nazi zombies).   
3. Mandrill
  http://marvel.com/universe/Mandrill
The Primate
  Human mutant/mandrill creature
The History
  To be fair, Mandrill shouldn’t technically 
be on this list since he’s actually just a 
human mutant that has a mandrill-esque 
body. Of course if you’re the kind of person 
willing to split hairs over something like 
that (and statistically, you probably are) 
then you probably have bigger problems 
to worry about. Problems like cleaning the 
inside of your windowless van so that the 
children you lure into it aren’t tipped off by 
the intense smell of urine and fear. 
Mandrill began his life of crime when 
his parents abandoned him for being a 
monkey, like any good parent would. After 
wandering the Mew Mexico desert for 
awhile he ran into another mutant, the 
albino hottie named Nerka (http://marvel.
com/universe/Nekra). Together the two 
spread moderate, unremarkable fear and 
carnage through the Marvel universe.
The Horror
  Being a thoroughly average bad guy isn’t 
what got Mandrill on this list, nor was it just 
his primate appearance. No if that was the 
only criteria for this list Mandrill would’ve 
joined the surprisingly large group of non-
listed hairy evil-doers. Mandrill earned a 
spot on this list because of his strange and 
horrifying secondary power; the ability to 
control women through his pheromones. 
That’s right the ugly, beastly, lonely evil 
super villain can enslave numerous comely 
females with his stank. He’s basically a 
walking Axe advertisement if Axe got drunk 
and started using chimps and Spanish fly. 
If you’re keeping count at home, Mandrill 
and the Super-Apes make up four examples 

ETCH
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of rape happy apes. And unlike his fellow 
forced sex compatriots the Super-Apes, he 
isn’t just an animal that’s being ordered to 
do something horrible. No, Mandrill has 
a concept of society’s laws as well as what 
humanity considers right and wrong. He 
has, in fact been shunned by society due to 
his genes and his appearance meaning that 
he’s actually motivated to have unspeakably 
soul scarring relations with his captives. 
We’ll go ahead and give you a minute to 
shower off the physiological implications of 
the rage fueled monkey assault in that last 
sentence. You done? Good, because it only 
gets worse from here...
 4. Beppo the Super Monkey
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Beppo_(comics)
The Primate
  Kryptonian Monkey
The History
  Okay bare with us because Beppo’s person 
history is pretty messed up, even by fictional 
super monkey standards. Beppo’s started 
out as one of several test animals for Super-
Man’s dad. After what we can only image 
were years of brutal cosmetic tests Beppo 
saw his opportunity to escape by stowing 
away on baby Super-Man’s ship. Currently, 
we have no information supporting our 
theory that Beppo shot Krypton the double 
bird as he flew off into space, but there’s no 
information to the contrary so the odds are 
still pretty good. 
  After landing on Earth Beppo decided 
to take off and chill in the jungle for a bit, 
what with him being a monkey and all. 
Eventually he ends up hanging with Super-
Boy but gets scared off by some fireworks 
and flew off into space, because evidently 
apex jungle predators are less frightening 
then sparklers. Go figure. Eventually Beppo 
got ret-conned out of existence, making all 
of his negligibly mild actions moot. 
The Horror
  Oh boy, where do we start on this one? Well, 
for starters it’s important to note that Beppo 
possessed all of the same powers as the Man 
of Steel, albeit somewhat scaled down due 
to his tiny monkey nature. And this isn’t 
just any monkey were talking about; this 
is a monkey that spent years on the wrong 
end of odd, possibly painful experiments. 
Experiments performed by beings that, for 
all intents and purposes looked exactly like 
us. And since Kryptonians and Earthlings 
are nearly identical to Beppo there’s really 
no good reason for him not to assume 
we’d want to perform crazy harmful shit 
to him (which to be fair we totally would). 
Add in the fact that he can throw poop at 
supersonic speed and shoot lasers out of his 
eyes and you’ve got an adorable little time 
bomb waiting to explode at a moments 
notice. One moment you could be handing 
him a banana and the next you could be 
pulling back a bloody stump and cursing 
God for your folly. 

  And just because Beppo doesn’t technically 
exist anymore doesn’t mean that the horrors 
over yet. If the Super-Man movie was any 
indication, Kryptonians and Earthlings 
are totally capable of squeezing out a baby 
together. Beppo spent a lot of time in the 
jungle, surrounded by other lady monkeys 
that would easily fall for his rugged alpha 
male charm. And since he no longer exists, 
people would have no idea that he may have 
fathered a litter of super strong apes and just 
assume that they belonged to the only other 
person on the planet with that same power 
set; a.k.a. Super-Man. This would most 
likely lead to a very, very uncomfortable 
Justice League meeting full of terrible, 
shameful questions and Aquaman crying. 
5. Blip 
http://members.shaw.ca/gori l lagaller y/
myweb2/blip.htm
The Primate
  Space Monkey 
The History
 Blip started out as the token monkey 
companion of Space Ghost’s two underage 
sidekicks Jan and Jace. Why Space Ghost 
needed two teenagers was never really clear, 
nor was his need for Blip. If we had to guess 
Space Ghost probably picked up Blip as a 
spare sidekick on the off chance someone 
called him on all that child endangerment 
shit he was pulling with Jan and Jace. In 
his defense, it’s not like Jan and Jace were 
MENSA members or anything; who dresses 
up in a super hero costume to protect there 
identity if there just going to use there real 
names anyway? It’d make more sense to rob 
a bank naked with your social security card 
stapled to your dong. 
The Horror
  Space Ghost gave all his sidekicks a fairly 
impressive set of powers and gadgets; they 
all got communicators, jet packs, suits that 
let them survive in space, and the ability to 
become invisible (but no dental coverage). 
The fact that he was willing to arm two 
hormone and potentially parentless youths 
with this super arsenal is questionable 
enough, but arming a monkey just seems 
like you’re asking for trouble. It’s as if Space 
Ghost woke up one day, looked into a 
mirror and said, “I have officially run out of 
fucks to give and have become dangerously 
insane because of it. I will now give a simian 
cutting edge space weaponry and see if 
anyone has the balls to say anything, which 
they won’t, unless they want me to laser 
them straight in the goddamn face.” Forget 
everything you think you know about the 
future; there will be no armies of robots or 
zombies or hordes of aliens that snuff out 
humanity. No, our end will come at the 
hands of a translucent monkey sidekick 
pressing the launch bottom to our nuclear 
stockpile, and we will have no one to blame 
but ourselves. 



12 |

  Ohhh cheat codes, is there any greater 
thing in the history of video games? Those 
wacky little thumb-twisters game developers 
dropped in to make our favorite games even 
crazier! 
  You wanna unlock every character in a 
fighting game?   Done! 
You wanna fly a tank?   Sure, why not!  
You want to be invincible?  Shoot lasers 
from your eyes? 
  For years cheat codes have been the secret 
steroid-blast that every gamer used at one 
time or another.  Not everyone wants to 
grind out exp. points just to play every 

  by David Williams

sweet ride in a racing game or toil through 
unending story-lines when all you and your 
buddies want to do is bash each other using 
unlock-able fighters.  
   Everyone, and I do mean everyone, knows 
of the Konami code, that famous, up, up, 
down, down, left, right, left, right, B, A.  
It’s in scores of games and even made an 
appearance in Disney’s Wreck It Ralph.  
Games like Grand Theft Auto and  many 
other open world games have always have 
a nice long list of cheat codes to make the 
game nuttier than it already is.  
  So why is it that games are using cheat 

codes less and less? Well it’s simple, cheat 
codes are free, DLC isn’t.  The gaming 
industry (in a never-ending quest to fill 
our empty lives and their bottomless 
wallets) has ditched the cheat code for the 
more profitable DLC. Now that alternate 
costume that you would’ve unlocked with a 
cheat code or through hard work can now 
be bought for a crisp $2.99.  
 It’s called Downloadable Content 
(DLC) and it’s changing the videogame 
aftermarket.  Most DLC ranges anywhere 
from $2.99-$19.99 depending on the game 
and how much you buy.  Everything from 
alternate costumes, extra characters to extra 
multiplayer maps can be bought and added 
to your game via the online transaction.  I 
myself have bought numerous DLC packs, I 
even bought my first Season Pass (a digital 
pass that normally costs twenty bucks and 
allows you to download all upcoming DLC 
for free).  Season Passes to videogame DLC 
is just like a Season Pass to Kings Island, if 
you don’t use it enough you don’t see the 
value of your money pan out; so you better 
hope the DLC that the devs. are coming 
out with equals at least twenty bucks, most 
times you end up saving ten dollars.  
    Now I’m all for lasting love for a 
videogame, new maps for The Last of Us 
multiplayer? Great! Everyone hates the 
Downtown map anyways.  A new story 
mission for Bioshock Infinite? Oh and 
it takes place in pre-fall Rapture? Can 
someone please clean up the droll that’s 
spilling out of my mouth?  There’s a darker 
side to DLC though.  Games that once had 
no DLC and just simply had all that stuff via 
a cheat code or perseverance are now being 
sold for cold hard cash.  A prime example 
is the upcoming Lego Marvel Superheroes, 
yes I’m a 22 year old male and I’m totally 
stoked for a kid’s game.  The characters 
that you once could just purchase with 
the in game currency are now being sold 
as DLC and a few of them are in day one 
DLC! Come on, you guys are coming out 
with these characters day one for a pre-order 
bonus, can’t you just put them in the game 
that I’m already paying for?  I love extra 
characters, extra weapons, vehicles, you 
name it.  You give me the chance to play 
as a cute, adorable Lego version of Thanos 
I’m gonna take it.  But in the earlier Lego 
games those characters just used to be able 
to be bought for the in game currency.  
Now Traveler’s Tale, the developer of the 

Lego titles, is allowing some of your favorite 
characters to be bought via DLC pack/pre-
order bonus.  
   And there my friends is the root of all evil; 
money. Rather,  the love of it.  If you can 
take something that was once free (cheat 
codes) and make it cost something (DLC) 
why not? Make an extra $2.99 off of every 
person that bought the game, that’s at least 
another $2 mill in your pocket.  
   Now I’m not saying the gaming companies 
are evil for this, game devs’ don’t make nearly 
as much as they should and most DLC is 
fairly priced. But games like Darksiders II 
that make some of their levels so difficult 
that players have to buy a weapon pack DLC 
just to continue the story is evil.  If your 
game is so hard that people have to spend 
real money for the game they already bought 
your game probably needs some polish.  
Now, if your game is free, like DC Universe 
Online and your DLC pack is $10, sure, I’m 
in for a few bucks, help you guys keep the 
servers running, support the people that 
made a fun game available for free.  But, if 
you make a $60 game and then offer DLC 
on the same day it comes out in a ‘super, 
crazy, mega deluxe pack’ that costs $40, 
SCREW YOU. Come on man, that’s $100 
for a game and DLC on the release day.  
If you were gonna make it part of the game 
on its release why not make in a New-Game-
Plus reward, or a hidden item accessible via 
a cool cheat code that people could find 
online on your Twitter page or something.   
  Bottom line is don’t mess with your 
gamers.  I love the idea of Season Passes 
if a game developer says, “Hey guys we’re 
going to release 3 DLC packs for ten bucks 
a piece, you can buy them separate or the 
Season Pass for $20 and basically get one 
of the DLC packs for Free!”  I also support 
buying a DLC pack for a game that was free 
for me (DC Universe Online, EVE 514, and 
so on).  I’m not a fan of DLC in a full price 
game within the week that it comes out. 
Come on guys just make it part of the game 
and come up with some cooler DLC later 
down the road, it won’t hurt that much.  
  So where are the cheat codes of yesteryear? 
Well…they’re still there it’s just gonna cost 
you a few Microsoft points or a little cash 
on the Playstation Network to access them.  
Holy Hell!  I can become a Vampire Lord 
in Skyrim? SHUT UP AND TAKE MY 
MONEY! 

"Games that once had no DLC and just simply had 
all that stuff via a cheat code or perseverance 

are now being sold for cold hard cash."
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“Grief is so painfully real, regardless of its 
origin. The love of, and attachment to, an 
animal friend can equal that of human 
relationships. Likewise, the loss of an 
animal can be just as devastating.”
  So I lost her cat. Yeah, I’m that guy. I can’t 
be trusted.  I am a negligent, worthless 
excuse for a neighbor. But let me tell you, 
losing someone else’s animal can be just as 
emotionally crippling as losing your own, 
and curiously harder because you know 

Bizarre Cat Triangle                        
                                                  by: Danny hamen

“Four excruciating hours later, I was on my 
hands and knees, screaming in desperation. 
“MATTY! MATTTTY! WHERE ARE YOU? THE FUTURE 

OF MY RELATIONSHIP WITH YOUR OWNER REQUIRES 
YOUR ATTENDENCE!” 

deep down in your heart that you are the 
bastard that lost the cat. This is the side of 
the antagonist; a story of love and brutal 
self-loathing. 
  Ok, so I’ll start from the beginning. My 
roommate and I were out shooting pool, 
sipping on inexpensive suds, when an 
attractive young lady seductively (in our 
heads) approached the table and asked 
us to play. My roommate and I looked at 
each other, and before I could say a word 

he looked deep into my eyes and whispered 
under his breath “dibbseys”. I personally 
found this to be a repulsive fashion of 
treating women like objects to be traded 
and claimed. Plus, it was unfair because I 
saw her first. So I ignored his comment and 
went for it. 
  Things were going great. We bonded over 
music, shared laughs over drinks and talked 
about our obsessive love for animals. She had 
golden hair and blue eyes that reminded me 
of the female lead in the Spiderman movies. 
We were less than a week in and I couldn’t 
be more optimistic. As it happened, she 
lived two doors down from me, which I 
thought was a fun coincidence that would 
bring us closer together.  
  “My landlord is going to be in town today 
and he doesn’t know I have a cat, so would 
you mind watching her for a couple of hours 
while I am at work and school?” “Sure,” 
I said. I claimed it would be no problem. 
After all, what kind of work is required 
when looking after a cat> And this would 
surely earn me some easy brownie points. 

Illustration By Erin Dreis
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Bizarre Cat Triangle                        
                                                  by: Danny hamen

You put food out, it eats, it poops and just 
lives in your house. She warned me that this 
particular princess was an especially skittish 
kitty, and for safe keeping it might be best 
to keep her in her crate. “No,” I said, “That 
won’t be necessary.” There was no possible 
way I could mess this up. As soon as she left 
me at 6 AM with my new feline companion, 
I closed my basement door, closed the door 
to the attic, put out Meow Mix, and let her 
roam around the living room, ready to fall 
back into a gentle sleep. 
  I woke up and started business as usual; 
grooming, groaning, and cigarette smoking. 
I walked around the house curiously to see 
if Ms. Matty was frolicking about. A couple 
hours zoomed by with so sign, but I just 
assumed she was hiding and adjusting to 
the house. Eventually, I thought it would 
make for a fun game to try and find her. 
Four excruciating hours later, I was on my 
hands and knees, screaming in desperation. 
“MATTY! MATTTTY! WHERE ARE YOU? 
THE FUTURE OF MY RELATIONSHIP 
WITH YOUR OWNER REQUIRES 

YOUR ATTENDENCE!” My only clue was 
an ordinarily large amount of cat urine in 
my roommate’s underwear drawer. It had to 
be close. And I was running out of time.
She arrived with little concern. “Oh don’t 
worry, I have her toy, she will come out 
for me.” Together we danced through 
the house, making the same motions I 
had made for hours and hours before she 
arrived. Eventually, she began to panic. 
“Where is SHE!? Did you let her out??  She’s 
LOST! YOU KILLED MY CAT! WHERE’S 
PATTY!?” At that moment, I realized I had 
been screaming the wrong name of her 
precious pet the entirety of the time we were 
searching, which I could only imagine salted 
her wounds. Hours later and still with no 
sign of Patty, she stormed out to leave me 
with my thoughts. 
  Weeks drifted by and she slowly broke 
things off. I really couldn’t blame her, and 
to be fair, she handled it very well. I did 
not. I was haunted by cat noises that would 
constantly stop me in my tracks, causing 
me to sneak around the house like a ninja, 
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returning an eloquent “purr” in hopes of 
drawing out a response, always to no avail. 
I was tormented by the same dream every 
night. I’d be lying in my bed, befouled in 
depression, and out of nowhere Patty would 
hurdle under my covers and save me from 
my everlasting distress. I would call my 
neighbor, and she would rush over, and all 
three of us would have a loving embrace. 
28 long days later, I was at work, waiting 
tables, moving on with my life, knowing 
that I will have to live the rest of it as a 
“cat killer.” Suddenly, I got a call from my 
roommate saying he found Patty under the 
sink, burrowed in its own miniature crawl 
space, skin and bones from malnutrition. 
My heart sank. My life was saved. My dreams 
have been answered and all was well with 
the world. However, he had not forgotten 
about his “dibbseys”. 

  Like a knight in shining armor, he marched 
into her house with Patty wrapped in a 
plush towel and relayed his daring efforts 
leading to the rescue of her best friend. 
And in a frenzy of relief and gratitude, she 
took him out for a celebratory “thank you” 
drink. Ultimately, they hit it off and now 
live together, both currently my neighbors. 
In retrospect, now that it is all done and 
over with, I can honestly say that they are 
ten times more compatible than we ever 
would have ever been. In some odd way, I 
feel that the universe was the responsible 
party for the missing cat, not me. For that 
is what brought those two together. In the 
end, my roommate got his dibbseys. And I 
got an unforgettable life lesson about the 
dangers of pet-sitting. 
Danny Hamen “Notorious Pickle Wrangler”
Contact him at:danny@telephoneweekly.
com
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Octagons, Oddities, and Obscurity:              

The Final Days of the Montgomery County Fairgrounds BY: Victoria Harley

“VRH: But aren’t they building two new racing grounds on either side of Dayton? 
MCF: Oh don’t get me started about that. Daytonians used to race horses on the streets. Before and after 

we established the track here at the grounds. And yet, when they’re looking for a place to put a racino—
VRH: I hate that word.” 

Illustration by Erin Dreis
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I arrived at the Montgomery County 
Fairgrounds on a brisk autumn evening, 
the sun’s orange yolk sinking behind a 
black industrial skyline. The yellow-fingered 
sunset made its last warm grasp through 
the wrought iron gates of the grounds, its 
fading beams slipping from the city streets 
like fine silk from a loose grasp, before 
vanishing into the dusky haze of oncoming 
night. Across the street, the looming figure 
of Miami Valley Hospital absorbed the day’s 
warmth into its sandy walls, as the shadows 
of the grandstand grew longer in the dying 
light. 

VRH: Christ, its cold out here.
MCF: I’d offer you something warm to 
drink, but I’m afraid I only have well water 
and straw. And those are really for the 
horses.
VRH: Well, where can I go for a little cover? 
This wind is relentless.
MCF: Try the Octagon Building on the hill. 
It won’t disappoint.
VRH: Octagon? That seems needlessly 
complicated. Whose idea was that?
MCF: Well, I don’t remember who 
suggested it initially. But whoever it was, 
he was behind contemporary architectural 
trends by about thirty years.
VRH: That sounds like Dayton. I still like 
it though.

I pulled back the heavy door, and peered 
inside the white board-and-batten building.

MCF: What’s not to like? Octagons are 
powerful shapes, and they can be found all 
over the world. The Florence Baptistery, 
the Tower of the Wind, the Basilica of San 
Vitale, there’s an entire district in Barcelona 
that uses non-regular octagons on a grid--
VRH: Those are all in Europe.
MCF: Well, they’re all over. And why not? 
It’s not a terrible design— Our own octagon 
offers more space, more light. Plus it was 
cheap to build.
VRH: Ah-ha.
MCF: There were a lot of houses built that 
way in the 1850s, mostly because of some 
guy called Fowler… Bronson? No. Orson. 
Orson Fowler. He wasn’t even an architect. 
He was a phrenologist.
VRH: A what?
MCF: A charlatan. Phrenology was a pseudo-
science, or rather it is a pseudo-science. It 
wasn’t back in the day. The “scientist” used 

a pair of forceps to measure the bumps in a 
person’s head, in order to make assertions 
about their moral character. It didn’t last.
VRH: Do you think popular medical 
science unhealthy?
MCF: Only when consumed in the form of 
daytime TV. 
VRH: What about in Fowler’s day?
MCF: Fowler was known as a “lifestyle 
pundit,” so I guess he must have had some 
kind of audience.
VRH: Like one of those guys on “the 
Doctors”?
MCF: Probably. 
VRH: And was this Octagon built before or 
after the dubious career of Mr. Fowler?
MCF: It was built in 1874, just in time for 
the Southern Ohio State Fair. It cost about 
$3400. No one noticed though. They were 
all lining up to see Goldsmith Maid.
VRH: Please tell me that was a travelling 
medicine show.
MCF: She’s a racehorse. Or was… We did 
host the Aggregation of Monstrosities.
VRH: The freak show?
MCF: Oh please, ‘freak’ is such a harsh 
word.
VRH: Right, because ‘monster’ has such 
positive connotations--

Around the corner, an ambulance siren 
screamed into the dusky air.

VRH: Does that happen much?
MCF: Not really. Every twenty minutes or 
so. The bands practicing at BHA makes 
more noise than that.
VRH: I’ve often tried to imagine what the 
world sounded like before the invention of 
the automobile.
MCF: Quieter. Not that I’m complaining. 
VRH: Of course.
MCF: The thud of horse hooves can be 
deafening after 174 years. This place belongs 
to the equines—and that’s our problem. 
John Patterson called the Montgomery 
County Fairgrounds a poorly maintained 
and under-utilized asset. “Horses and mules 
had for twenty years trampled down the grass 
and reclined under the shade trees, while 
working man had no place where he could 
take his family and eat his Sunday lunch 
under a tree, without fear of molestation.”
VRH: Fear of molestation— if he only knew 
what that meant today.
MCF: Keep a brisk pace when you pass the 
outbuildings.

Illustration by Erin Dreis

VRH: If horse racing is what you’re known 
for then why don’t I see more of it?
MCF: Well, the County Fair and The 
Dayton Horse Show run trotters and pacers 
every year, but at this point we’re being 
marketed as a stable for horse owners. 
VRH: But you have all this space.
MCF: Don’t say that too loudly. Nan might 
hear you.
VRH: But aren’t they building two new 
racing grounds on either side of Dayton? 
MCF: Oh don’t get me started about that. 
Daytonians used to race horses on the 
streets. Before and after we established the 
track here at the grounds. And yet, when 
they’re looking for a place to put a racino—
VRH: I hate that word.
MCF: I know, me too. So we missed that 
opportunity, and now the County Fair is 
taking about moving to Brookville.
VRH: You’re kidding.
MCF: The board wants a more rural setting 
for the Fair. But we’ve been getting a lot of 
calls about stall rentals, so maybe we have a 
future after all.
VRH: I don’t know, I’ve heard rumblings 
about real-estate developers eyeing this 
property. The same company behind Deeds 
Point, and this supposed “Water Street 
District,” development.
MCF: A concept made up overnight— they 
used to call it Ballpark Village. Maybe if I 
start calling myself “historical” someone 
might take the time to save me. 
VRH: I think of you that way.
MCF: Thanks, but tell it to the 
Commissioner. No one cares that the first 
Ohio State Fair happened here, or that 
the Wright Brothers demonstrated their 
biplane before a crowd of 75,000, or that 
the Coliseum was home not only to the 
UD Flyers, but both a pro and semi-pro 
basketball team, the Dayton Mets and 
Dayton Acmes respectively. The arena used 
to get so packed that the Fire Department 
had to come close the doors. 
VRH: What happened to the teams?
MCF: Well, UD built the Fieldhouse for 
the Flyers in the fifties, so they moved 
out. Nationally televised basketball kinda 
took care of the rest. That and both team 
sponsors, the Acme Aluminum Company 
and Metropolitan Clothing Company no 
longer exist.
VRH: Okay, so maybe basketball is out—but 
surely there are other uses for the grounds—
MCF: Oh, sure. We get by. Rodeos, saddle 

races, dog shows, and little league teams 
kept us afloat in the sixties. The occasional 
demolition derby when times were really 
tough. Back in the day, people used to lift 
hot air balloons and make parachute jumps 
here.
VRH: When was that?
MCF: 1890, maybe 1891? They were pretty 
primitive, but there was something stirring 
about the great white balloons rising above 
the gray city, their reflection dancing in the 
waters of the Great Miami. The whole city 
had its eyes on us, now they can barely stand 
to look in my direction. 
VRH: Maybe you just need a new coat of 
paint.
MCF: Maybe—or a time machine. I’d give 
anything for the days when Barnum and 
Bailey rolled into town with their organ 
grinders singing out into the dull day, exotic 
animals prowling in grand cages, and the 
way colored lights made everything magical. 
The whole town would wake early to watch 
follow their procession into town, spend the 
day watching them unload, then cheer with 
joy as they raised the big top into the sky.
VRH: It must have been a sight in those 
days.
MCF: It was. But like all seasons, and all 
sensations, it was ephemeral. And all 
that’s left after the show are crumpled 
paper banners and stray dogs sniffing at 
overturned garbage cans. I think it was Ben 
Hecht who said “time is a circus, always 
packing up and moving away.” 
VRH: You feel that time leaving you behind?
MCF: Don’t you?

We silently regarded the fading light, and I 
braced myself to face the cold once more.

VRH: Is there nothing to be done?
MCF: The abandoned fairground is 
practically a trope at this point. I have little 
choice but to accept membership among 
the bevy of other things lost and forgotten. 
If these buildings haven’t been scraped 
from the turf in another ten years, maybe 
we’ll meet again… And close the gate on 
your way out.

Victoria Harley - Revisionist, entusiast and 
a bit out of place - Dayton resident 25 yrs.



18|

DaytonMostMetro.com  

9 to 5: The Musical
Playhouse South
Saturday Nov 9, 10, 16, 17 8:00 PM

Dayton's Annual 
Transylvanian Convention
Timothy's Bar & Grill
Nov 6-8, 2013 10:00 PM - 1:00 am

Renaissance Ball
Dayton Art Institute
Friday November 15,
7:00 PM - 11:00 PM

Xenia Restaurant Week
Runs thru Sun, Nov 9

ARTtoBUY Holiday Gift Gallery
Dayton Visual Arts Center
Friday Nov 1-Dec 21 11:00 AM - 6:00 PM

YOU ALREADY KNOW

YOU’RE GONNA LOVE IT!

1 POINT STROKE

.5 POINT STROKE

TM

©
LI
TT

LE
ST

A
R

NOVEMBER 29 – DECEMBER 1 
SCHUSTER CENTER

www.victoriatheatre.com

(937)228-3630

GET YOURTICKETS NOW!

PRESENTED BY

ANNIVERSARYSCHUSTER CENTER

PERFORMANCE SPONSORS
Key-Ads, Inc. 
Clear Channel
Dayton Daily News, a product of CMGO
Emerson Climate Technologies, Inc.



|19

COLUMBUS
CALENDAR

11/9

The Wexner Center

Thru 11/14

Delve into the dark side of human desire with 
Shadowbox Live's Madness and Lust, a dance 
theater production based on Emily Bronte's 
Wuthering Heights.

Veteran's Memorial 300 W. Broad Street

9TH ANNUAL CRAFTIN' OUTLAWS 11/16

Over 75 handmade exhibitors on hand, food, 
drinks and DIY activities. All ages welcome.

DR. DOG 11/ 7 

Newport Music Hall

The Modern Table: Ohio Furniture Designers

Riffe Gallery  

11/7
1/12

Ohio Furniture Designers showcases the works of 
26 artists, including industrial designers, fine 
artists, furniture makers, engineers, an architect 
and others

Wexner Center Anniversary Party 2013

MADNESS AND LUST

SHADOWBOX LIVE 

29
Legendary Lights of 
Clifton Mill
11/29-1/1 6-9p (6 & under free)
3.5 million lights illuminate the mill 

11/29
1/1

12/14
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Chapter 3: THE TAXI DRIVER
An Exquisite Corpse, Volume 1                      

                               by Thomas Grey / compiled by J. Ambrose Sweigart / Illustrated by Adam Eckley

This is a serialized work of fiction compiled 
by J. Ambrose Sweigart See the continuation 
in our next issue. 

 My mother died shortly before Christmas 
in 2007. We hadn’t talked much the 
previous year and she never told me she was 
sick. She had moved to Florida a few years 
before to live with her boyfriend. I stayed 
with a college buddy about an hour away in 
Kissimmee when I went down to attend her 
funeral.
I was keenly aware when I arrived that it was 
the first time for a long time I had allowed 
evening to set upon me without a drink. 
“Wanna grab a beer?” I said to Tim.
“No, man,” he sort of muttered, scratching 
his head as if he had just woken up even 
though he had just gotten home from work. 
“I have an early meeting tomorrow, and I 
have to prepare.”
“Mind if I pop out then?” I asked, then 
realized he had picked me up at the airport. 
He was supposed to take me to a car rental 
after work the next day. “Some place nearby 
I could walk to?” 
“Not really,” he said. “I think I have a beer 
in the fridge if you want it.”
It was only one beer, after which I was 
stranded. It was an anxious feeling gnawing 
in the back of my stomach as I laid on his 
couch that night listening to the wind rustle 
in the trees outside.
That’s when the Taxi Driver first came to 
me.
In my dream, I was in New York. I was 
wearing a tuxedo, and was apparently leaving 
some theater performance. Angela was at 
my side, still alive. She looked beautiful, in 
a black evening gown that sparkled.
Angela and I hailed a taxi cab, and as we got 
in, I ordered the driver to take us home. We 
smiled and laughed. I miss her. It was my 
fault, really. But I’ll get to that some other 
day.
I’ve been to New York only once over a 
long weekend. I don’t know the geography. 
But in my dream I became aware that we 
weren’t driving the right direction. I asked 
the driver where we were going.
“There’s no time to explain,” he said, his 
voice quivering with fear as he glanced 
nervously in the rearview mirror. “I have to 
show you.” 
The driver looked old – in his sixties, 
perhaps. He wore a greasy cap with a short 
brim and had a grey beard. A cigar burned 
in the ashtray. 
Suddenly, everything outside the window 
looked very strange. It was a normal 
suburban street with trees and homes, but 
they seemed foreign to me. 
I started to worry, and demanded to know 
where we were going. But the driver just 

Illustration by Adam Eckley
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THE CHAMP

shook his head. 
“I shouldn’t have done this,” he wailed, his 
eyes watering as he drove. “We’ve gone too 
far.
“This isn’t your dream anymore,” he said. 
It was only then I realized I was dreaming. 
But I was captive and had no control. 
“I’ve gone too far, too fast,” he repeated over 
and over, looking in the rearview mirror 
time and again. Then he began repeating, “I 
have to show you. You have to see.” 
This is where the driver lost control of the 
vehicle. I don’t know why. It slid onto a 
curb and came to a stop. He climbed out 
and ran and I followed him. I don’t know 
what happened to Angela. 
As he ran, he looked behind him, and terror 
flashed into his eyes. 
I turned around and saw a figure, it had a 
female form but moved like liquid, all of 
its features oozing forward but in a halting 
pattern like stop-action photography. She 
was a blur. 
I ran as fast as I could but I suddenly felt 
as if I was on a treadmill. I turned around 
again and she was right there. She looked 
like she was made out of molten platinum. 
She lifted her forefinger and pointed it at 
me, and it extended like a baton until it 
touched my chest.
I felt like I was falling, like my heart would 
stop and darkness would swallow me up. 
I bolted awake and shot off the couch. I was 
standing in Tim’s living room, heart racing, 
breath coming in shuddering spurts.

Chapter 4: A DANCE with THE VOID

The next lucid dream came a week later. 
I would much later realize it was the next 
time I fell asleep sober. I was on the airplane 
on my way back to the Cincinnati airport 
from the funeral.
 I was in a hallway. It was a scene that would 
later become familiar. Except this time, I 
didn’t know which door to open. I chose 
wrong.
 Through the doorway, I stood on the 
precipice of eternity. The sky stretched out 
from the door frame in a galactic spiral and 
I stared deep and long into it. I leaned into 
it, felt its cold press against my face, and I 
don’t know if I fell but I suspect someone 
nudged me from behind.
 I felt myself pulled in every direction, the 
molecules of my body shatter into dust. I was 
formless, a flowing cloud of consciousness. 
I experienced time as a consumable entity, 
spanning from my head to my toes. The 
peace was short lived; suddenly, as if a 
tempest grabbed me by the toes, the cloud 
I had become was sucked into a whirlwind.
   I looked down and could see my body, 
asleep on the airplane. I could see the young 
man next to me listening to his headphones. 
I could hear the plane as a dull hum. I 
floated above it.
 The knowledge that I was dreaming came to 
me slowly. I settled down into my own body, 
felt the sensation of my sleeping fingertips 

limp against the chair’s arm. Then I lifted 
myself out of it, felt the motion of my form 
knowing my corporal flesh was immobile.
 I lifted out of the airplane and hovered in 
the sky, watching the silver whale of metal 
swim serenely through the kelp forest of 
clouds.
  “You think yourself a god.”
The voice came from beside me, but it 
didn’t occur to me to wonder who it was. 
I have my suspicions now, but still can’t be 
sure.
  “Am I?” I said. “No, of course not. This is 
just a dream.”
 “Is it?” The voice responded. “Prove it.”
 Terror seized me immediately. What if this 
wasn’t a dream? The situation was suddenly 
serious. Was I on the cusp of becoming 
something? Is this what spiritual revelation 
felt like?
 What if the sack of flesh on that airplane, 
now careening serenely through the sky, was 
the illusion? This reality felt just as real.
 “You think yourself a god,” the voice hissed 
in my ear. “Prove it.”
 The airplane’s engine was a warm hum. I 
don’t remember waking, but my eyes were 
wide. I glanced left and right, wondering if I 
had gasped or screamed while sleeping, but 
there was no indication I had done anything 
conspicuous.
Dreams were forever changed for me. And 
I began to go to sleep at night sober, in the 
hopes – and sometimes the fear – that I 
could wrest myself to consciousness again 
within a dream.

 From Edger Caycle’s association of Research 
and Enlightenment: Later in life, Cayce 
would find that he had the ability to put 
himself into a sleep-like state by lying down 
on a couch, closing his eyes, and folding 
his hands over his stomach. In this state 
of relaxation and meditation, he was able 
to place his mind in contact with all time 
and space — the universal consciousness, 
also known as the super-conscious mind. 
From there, he could respond to questions 
as broad as, “What are the secrets of the 
universe?” and “What is my purpose in life?” 
to as specific as, “What can I do to help my 
arthritis?” and “How were the pyramids 
of Egypt built?” His responses to these 
questions came to be called “readings,” and 
their insights offer practical help and advice 
to individuals even today.
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THings organized neatly

Austin Radcliffe, 26
Founder of the blog Things Organized Neatly. 
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    Sometime in the mid 2000’s, two hipster/
alien brothers from planet Carbondale, 
Illinois moved to another bizarre planet: Los 
Angeles, California. After playing together 
in various different bands and solidifying 
a seismic/progressive/post rock sensibility 
between the two of them, they made the 
transformation into what was is now called 
Tweak Bird.

Caleb Bird (guitars, vocals) and Ashton Bird 
(drums) combine brotherly forces to create an 
outer space hard rock duo that add elements 
of noisy freak-outs to pop hooks, creating 
what I like to call “Heavy Ass Indie”. In my 
opinion, a two-piece either has it or they 
don’t - there is rarely any middle ground. 
But needless to say, Tweak Bird has it! There 
are so many different angles to their sound 
that keep it interesting, relatively simple, and 
fun… not to mention, BAD ASS!

Using a Theremin in a few songs, Caleb 
deals psychedelic damage to the brains of 
any listener not wearing an aluminum foil 
hat. He also uses a baritone guitar equipped 
with all the fuzz and low end that you would 
ever need. Ashton’s drumming is perfect for 
a two-piece. He uses fills that are sometimes 
simplistic, sometimes technical, but always 
necessary. He is never boring and he knows 
that he doesn’t need to be super flashy. That’s 
very important when you only have one other 

member to work with. A word I use, maybe 
too often, is “tasteful.” But that is exactly 
what Ashton is behind the drums.

Shortly after being a support act on tours with 
Tool and Big Business, the Bird brothers went 
into the studio with Deaf Nephews. Deaf 
Nephews is a production crew that includes 
members such as Toshi Kasai of Altamont 
and Dale Crover of the Melvins. The band’s 
self-titled full length came out in 2010 on 
Volcom records. Two years later, in the 
summer of 2012, Tweak Bird went on tour 
with The Melvins. That same year, Volcom 
released their second EP, titled “Undercover 
Crops.” (The duo also released “Supersonic”, 
a live recording put out by Capsule, in 2011.)

Tweak Bird has conquered expansive tours and 
played with a vast number of amazing bands. 
But they deserve even more recognition than 
they’ve already gotten. Please check them out 
and buy their music.

http://www.facebook.com/tweakbird
http://www.last.fm/music/Tweak+Bird 
http://twitter.com/tweakbird

Questions, Comments, Suggestions? Email 
me at  discosucks666@gmail.com
Stay Strange America! 

stay strange: Tweak Bird by: Brock Mckibben

Angela Perley and 
the Howlin’ Moons

Saturday Nov 9th

Photo by Gary Copeland
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Reinventing the Spiel                      
                                    by:Mindy Parade

Illustration by Erin Dreis
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One time, I invented Peanut Butter and 
Jelly Chicken Wings. I then invented a 
song about it. Another time, I invented the 
‘Wallet Kick Trick’ where I would let my 
wallet drop, dangle on its chain and then 
kick it with my foot and catch it in the 
giant back pocket of my Jnco Jeans. And 
yet another time, I invented myself. Or re-
invented, I guess you could say.
 When I was younger, I was poor 
and insanely ashamed of that poverty. There 
were no standards or shame in my family. 
They kind of sucked. I remember being 
called into the principal’s office, one time 
in the third grade. And like most kids who 
want to be good, I was nervous. The nerves 
shifted their slick gears to embarrassment as 
soon as I realized why I was there. A teacher 
had bought me shoes. My shoes always had 
holes in them. Not little holes sufficient for 
ants to crawl in, but giant monster openings 
for my big toe to hang out and display my 
soiled sock. Note: the embarrassment didn’t 
occur until I had sympathetic adult women 
in my face, telling me they had bought 
me shoes. And not just any shoes. They 
were beautiful, white canvas with circular 
splashes of color all over. A real treat for a 
third grade girl. I sheepishly accepted them 
and will remember forever this lovely lady 
telling me that if anyone asked about my 
shoes, to say that my mom bought them and 
dropped them off for me that day. Who the 
chuck was that wonderful woman?
 Before third grade, I was oblivious 
to the lower class lifestyle I was experiening. 
It seemed normal. Third grade was when I 
got breasts. Of course! I was chubby from 
my diet of sausage and sauerkraut and 
Ramen noodles and soda. So my mom 
sprang for my first bra, which I wore until 
the fifth grade. It was grey and torn and I 
thought nothing of it until they made us 
change during gym class, a rule I also didn’t 
understand. It was for hygienic reasons and 
I was numb to those reasons. (As sad as it 
is to admit, I reeked of body odor and piss 
and beer and cigarette smoke.) That first 
day changing in gym class was terrible. The 
girls all made fun of my grey and busted bra 
because theirs were all white and shiny and 
new, and of course the news got across to 
the boys because children are cruel that way. 
I was snubbed and pretended not to care.
 As years went on, my personal 

Reinventing the Spiel                      
                                    by:Mindy Parade

style became different, as a rebellion to new 
shoes and new bras. I figured if I couldn’t 
have those things, then I would embrace 
what I did have, which was lower class and 
weird. I was an outcast! Like many people I 
knew, I found Punk Rock. And I used it to 
invent the New Mindy.
 Punk Rawk! What a glorious 
place for outcasts to live! For me, it was not 
about the music as much as the acceptance. 
(To this day, I still have never listened to 
an entire Misfits album.) Among Punk 
Rockers, I was not weird at all. I was even, 
dare I say, cool. I dropped out of school at 
age 16 and moved into a house with a bunch 
of other punk kids and those were the some 
of the best years of my life. I remember 
having epiphany after epiphany with regard 
to who I was as a person, and started to 
really love that person and not be ashamed. 
It did not hurt my pride at all when the 
electricity was shut off, which was often, 
and we would roast veggie dogs over candle 
flames. It was disgusting, but fun for the 
first time in my life. When I was younger, 
that sort of thing would have embarrassed 
me. But at this point, I found comfort in 
the fact that my friends were doing the same 
thing and did not appear to be fazed in the 
slightest. These people introduced me to 
a level of confidences within myself that I 
never even knew I had. Their acceptance 
of me and their own weird, bad-ass selves 
was inspiring and helped shape me into 
the strong woman-child I am today. Those 
few years are a whole other story alone and 
while I would love to swallow all that and 
vomit it out for you now, that is not my 
current point. (I think I have a point?)
 Currently, I have fully accepted 
my upbringing and how it has made me 
a stronger person. And that who I was, or 
where I had been, is not me now. It is a part 
of me, sure, but I no longer live there. Oh, 
what I wouldn’t give to be able to travel back 
in time to the young Mindy and tell her, 
“Don’t worry! I promise it will get better! 
YOU are gonna invent Peanut Butter and 
Jelly Chicken Wings, for crying out loud!”

Mindy Parade did a cartwheel once. You 
can text her at 937.610.8895
She has a blog thingy at: 
ConversingWithEarthlings.wordpress.com

"These people introduced me to a level of 
confidences within myself that I never even knew 
I had. Their acceptance of me and their own weird, 
bad-ass selves was inspiring and helped shape me 

into the strong woman-child I am today."

Get Your Christmas Shopping Done Early

|

Complimentary 
Veterinary Care

Acupuncture, Chinese Herbal and 
Holistic Medicine Including Food Therapy 

veterinaryalternatives.comYellow Springs 767-1579
Centerville 433-2202

Specializing in:
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 In 1971 President Richard Nixon 
announced to the nation that the United 
States will be waging a war on illegal drugs 
in an effort to improve our society and 
provide a better place for the youth of 

The Boring War on Drugs                      
                                     by: Eric Bluebaum

America to grow up in. In the forty years 
after, the incarceration rate has quadrupled, 
the Mexican Drug Cartels have taken over 
their country, and organized crime has 
skyrocketed far surpassing its predecessors 

An American domestic government propaganda poster circa 2000 concerning cannabis in 
the United States.
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in munitions, personnel, diversity, 
ruthlessness, and birthing a new variety 
of damaging substances the likes we have 
never seen before. The vast dysfunctional-
ism of the drug war has been accepted by 
some of the American people, but to really 
understand its damages one must address 
the history of this destructive path we have 
taken and the depths of its tyranny and 
destructive nature. 
 What makes an addict? Some 
would argue that a drug addict is a malicious 
hardened criminal that will do anything, 
legal or not, to get their fix. But what could 
possibly turn a functioning person into such 
an individual? Why would anyone subject 
themselves to harmful drugs such as Heroin 
or Methamphetamine which have been 
clearly defined as life ruining substances? 
We have all seen the Faces of Meth ad 
campaigns and religiously watched Breaking 
Bad, so why do it? Are they predisposed to 
becoming a junkie or is there something 
along their life path that could transition 
one into going along the wayward trail?
 Dr. Gabor Maté, Physician and 
author of Portland Society, argues that 
addiction is dependent upon environment, 
stating that one’s environment will have a 
far greater effect on how someone deals with 
trauma or stress. He continues to state that 
people who have been abused are far more 
likely to commit suicide or abuse drugs. Dr. 
Maté contends that abuse has an epigenetic 
effect on the brain. This means that if the 
abuse is traumatic enough that it can literally 
change the genetics in someone’s brain 
predisposing them to addiction or suicide. 
Such statistics often ring true in suicide 
victim’s autopsies. Dr. Mate also disputes 
against the theory that drug addiction 
could be genetic, stating that the amount of 
diseases that are genetically transferred are 
very rare and even if the gene is passed on to 
the child that it scarcely flourishes. Therefor 
someone being genetically predisposed to 
addiction is a very lofty claim and has very 
little substantial evidence or studies proving 
this theory. 
 So, if someone’s environment 
affects their susceptibility to drug abuse how 
can we prevent or treat this issue? Is there a 
federally funded treatment program and if 
so what are the results? How can we prevent 
addiction from happening?
 Unfortunately, treatment is not 
free. In actuality, when caught with a drug 

offense treatment is not always the proposed 
solution. Instead one can either pay for their 
own treatment or go to jail and pay a fine 
on top of that. According to drugpolicy.org, 
1.55 million people were arrested in 2012 
on non-violent drug offenses. Of those 
arrested 749 thousand were arrested for 
marijuana related charges. Of those arrests 
658 thousand were arrested for possession 
only, which leaves approximately 800 
thousand people arrested for what most of 
America considers “real drugs”. These “real 
drug users” will more than likely be sent to 
prison for rather than treatment facilities 
which more than likely will not treat these 
people. These people will actually be faced 
with an even more traumatic environment 
where drugs are still available and the only 
education one receives is at an institution 
commonly known as “con-college”. 
 The reality is that we do not have 
a working system to treat drug addiction 
and everyone isn’t fortunate enough to 
have a healthy environment to live in. In 
all reality, one doesn’t have to undergo any 
sort of abuse or trauma to use drugs. Drug 
abuse is a disease that not everyone has but 
drugs are widely used across the country 
in a recreational environment. While not 
advocating the use of drugs, accepting that 
drug use is inevitable can start to contradict 
our current course of action towards drug 
users and especially addicts. How can we 
knowingly punish others for something that 
we may have done ourselves? What kind of 
results would we have if we built treatment 
facilities instead of prisons? How can the 
current drug war ever be won?

According to this graph the US prison 
population plummeted to zero in 2008

 zombiedogzdayton.com

@Zombie_Dogz
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A Georgia man recently saved his family 
from a fire and then reentered the burning 
home for his prized stash of Bud Light. A 
Romanian national living in England was 
last week convicted for a series of burglaries. 
The man’s calling card was peeing on the 
beds of his victims. Last week, someone 
chased a man four blocks to return his 
backpack, which he had accidentally left at 

THE WEIRD, THE WILD 
     by: Eli Samuel Johnson

a bar. What’s ‘weird’ anymore? Of these, I 
would say the latter.  

There’s not much that surprises me as of 
late, other than the odd good deed done 
by a fellow human. It’s one of my foibles, 
certainly due in part to my being so callow. 
I’m puerile by many standards, precocious 
by others. To be brief, I’m still very much 

Dhanda yoga 
Tuesdays, Nov 12-26; Dec 3,10
7:00-8:30PM
Cost: $50 all 5 sessions, $15 drop-in

Big Mind Meditation 
Thursdays, Nov 14-21, 
Wed November 27, Dec 5-12
7:00-8:30PM
Cost: $50 all 5 sessions, $15 drop-in

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

12/1/13
THE FINEST COLLECTION 
OF METAPHYSICAL CRYSTALS 
IN THE DAYTON AREA

"But I’m young. Still a dullard in many ways and 
I’m making this all up as I go along, making it work 

with stale gum, sticks and a few quarters to my 
name. I’m nonplussed at anyone who can even 

feign having any of this hooey figured out."

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

 
(937) 520-3782    605 E. Fifth St. Dayton, OH    45402
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in my infancy as a human. But that doesn’t 
mean I’m not learning. 

Over beers, of course, while discussing the 
goings on and some of the astonishingly 
obvious acumens wise men once offered, I 
came to the conclusion that people aren’t 
as strange as they are peculiar. They (we) are 
mostly just feral creatures with opposable 
thumbs, iPhones, and a penchant for living 
beyond our means. That’s not to say that 
they (we) are without wonder. We have 
created, destroyed, and learned. We have 
become our own antithesis, destroying our 
own habitat and each other with reckless 
abandon. A very finite people living like the 
world will never end. 

We’re all guilty, but it’s not meant to instill 
a sense of shame or discomfort. Go on, 
you. Keep living, if that’s what you call it. 
But it’s come to my attention that people 
aren’t unpredictable. They aren’t wild. The 
kiddos can’t drink like they used to. People 
are generally stupid. You know there was a 
minority of people who thought it was Lou 
Bega who died Oct. 27? I mean, I suppose 
it’s not impossible to confuse one of the 
more influential Rock musicians of all time 
and Lou Reed. Wait. Dammit. Stupidity 
can be contagious. 

And what’s more is it’s nobody’s fault. 

“That’s just life,” my drinking companion 
told me after I displayed sympathy for one of 
her plights.  Oh boy, I thought. That sounds 
so droll. But it got me thinking for a change. 
Maybe it’s not. It’s true that the good and 
bad are a part of life and it doesn’t have to 
mean much more than that. Doesn’t that 
clear it all up? 

We’re all products of our environments. 
Things happen because we do or don’t 
make them happen, and it’s that action or 
inaction coupled with circumstance that 
forms relationships, cures disease, and 
changes tires. That’s how the world turns—
it’s all chaos, more or less. I don’t believe in 
luck, fate, or destiny. None of that hogwash. 
But I’m young. Still a dullard in many ways 
and I’m making this all up as I go along, 
making it work with stale gum, sticks and 
a few quarters to my name. I’m nonplussed 
at anyone who can even feign having any of 
this hooey figured out.  

This trip doesn’t have to be good or bad all 
the time, sometimes it just is. The days are 
too long and life too short for it to all make 
sense or to dwell on the “why.” I’m not any 
cleverer than the next person and I don’t 
foresee anyone ever declaring that “a wise 
man by the name of Eli Samuel Johnson 
once said…” This whole thing is a learning 
experience, and just because at the end it 
won’t really mean anything doesn’t mean 
we can’t or shouldn’t get something out 
of it.  In summation, all of this is life. The 
paying taxes, doing things we do or don’t 
like, getting sick. That’s life. So know what 
you like and do it, keep good company and 
never take anything personally, unless of 
course it happens to be personal. 

The good and bad is what it is. But the 
wonder is in what works out: when we roll 
a good dice or land on our feet. Maybe it’s a 
long, yet successful recovery from a serious 
ailment. Or something so simple as a long, 
but certainly not lost person reentering your 
life after years of being apart and striking a 
chord, becoming a new chapter instead of 
a footnote. That’s what’s amazing. That’s 
where the wonder is. That’s when life really 
shows you the weird, the wild.   

In and Out of Line

Nov 1st - Nov 30th

A collection of recent abstract 
and representational works by Jen Noren

Presented at Edison

“Take a road 
trip to art”

Opening Reception 
Thursday, Nov 14 

7:00 - 9:00 p.m.
Featuring: 

Musician Matthew Reis 

Catering By 
Night Kitchen Cakes

1973 Edison Drive, Piqua, Ohio 45356  JenniferNoren.com
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TICK KECK TOE Telephone’s phrasal template word game
      Holiday Shopping

________ has passsed which means holiday shopping is about to rear 

it’s ________ head. It can make you feel ________ with all of the crazy 

________ advertisements and ________ crowds but maybe this year will 

be different. Instead of ________ in line at ________-mart for that hot 

new ________, try shopping with a small business, who will ________ you 

in and give you a ________ touch. Also, skip the passive aggressive “don’t 

________ me anything” game with Aunt ________ and your brother, 

________, and just make them a ________ personal gift. Finally, if you 

really want to avoid the holiday nightmares, just buy $________ worth 

of gift cards. Then you can just sit back sipping the ________nog  while 

watching everybody else ________ themselves into a ________ frenzy. 

adjective

adjective

name

number

noun

adjective

holiday

emotion

verb

verb-ing

plural noun

adjective

noun

verb

name

noun

verb adjective

A juried fine arts 
& crafts show for 

artists who  
“put their souls 

into making art.”

SAT,  
   NOV 16
10 am - 5 pm
$3 ADMISSION

MILLS  LAW 
SCHOOL  GYM

            200  
S. WALNUT ST. 

     YELLOW 
              SPRINGS

www.ysarts.org/artSoul.html www.facebook.com/ArtAndSoulYS
Art Soul&
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Off the Radar: Because Pop Stars Are People Too        
                                                               by: Jacob S. Combs

The current state of music is a confusing 
one. There seems to be more performers 
than audience members, everything that 
can be done already has been, and anyone 
who dares to do something new falls victim 
to a long list of subgenres and comparisons. 
To sum up an artist’s style as “folk,” you may 
as well be hitting a conversational snooze 
button.
Then, there’s Saintseneca. Having been a 
band in one form or another for the last 
six years, the Columbus, Ohio outfit have 
put out multiple independent releases, 
toured relentlessly around the country, 
and raised eyebrows around the internet 
world by showcasing their talents on 
sites like Daytrotter and the Pink Couch 
Sessions. Their always-evolving collection 
of instruments inform their eclectic style of 
folk that can go from eerie, barely-audible 
plucking to explosive, anthemic harmonies 
in the duration of one song.
If you’ve seen Saintseneca once, you know 
they’re amazing. If you’ve seen them more 
than once, you know they never remain 

the same. Their lineup having changed a 
few times over the years, primary vocalist/
songwriter Zac Little currently holds it 
down as the only original member. His high, 
wavering voice serves as a perfect medium 
for ambiguous lyrics that can evoke every 
emotion on the spectrum. From the first 
time I saw them in 2009 to now, their sound 
has gone from unique to untouchable.
Their prolific output and extensive touring 
have not gone unnoticed. Celebrating a 
new 7” out on Anti- Records, Uppercutter, 
they embark on a two-week tour starting 
November 7 with singer-songwriter Vikesh 
Kapoor on select dates. Our lovely Dayton 
will have the privilege of watching these 
folks perform on November 19 at the Cat 
House with local folk-pop trio Eyeswatter. 
For more information about the show, 
email me at jsethcombs42o@yahoo.com. 
Don’t email me if you’re a cop.

Jacob S. Combs is a daydreamer who is 
easily startled and doesn’t know what he 
wants to be when he grows up.
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The Joy of Coloring: Altreyu Meets Morla The Euse The Wise BEN Riddlebarger
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